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INTRODUCTION

The most experimental and original of the six Austen novels,
Mansfield Park has always been more respected than loved.
The least popular of the six, John Lucas cdls it in his
introduction to the last World's Classics edition. 'One of the
most profound novels of the nineteenth century,' counters
Tony Tanner in introducing the Penguin. Its depths seem to
be the problem. Almost anyone can enjoy Jane Austen's
shallows, if that is not too disrespectful a description of Pride
and Prgjudice. There readers take sides with the irrepressible
cheek of Elizabeth Bennet, while in Mansfield Park they
have to come to terms with Fanny Price, the only Austen
heroine who hovers outside a door because she is too
frightened to go through it. We are dared to dislike Fanny,
under the covert threat that the penalty attached may be
‘long-term. 'I'm damned if | like her,' is a natural reaction,
‘and 1'm damned if | don't.’

Mansfield Park appeared in 1814, after Sense and Sens-
ibility (1811) and Pride and Prejudice (1813). Along with
Nonhanger Abbey (1818), the earlier two novels were first
drafted in the later 1790s, when Jane Austen (born 1775) was
in her early twenties. These are late-eighteenth-century
novels using a well-tried format aimed primarily at women
readers, familiar but for their intelligence, wit, and formal
elegance. The standard narrative convention they use is the
marriage plot: ayoung girl just entering the world must bein
want of a hushand.

But Mansfield Park, the first of the novels to be conceived
aswell aswritten when Austen was in her late thirties, works
avariation on this plot which isradical enough to be a break,
Austen declared in a letter of 6 November 1813 that she
found compensations in being considered too old for mar-
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riage—'l am put on the sofa near the fire & can drink as
much wineas | like'! It may be more relevant that the same
shift of theme, from courtship to topics of wider concern,
occurs in other reputable noves after 1800. Most of these
noves—Augen's competition, and her immediate modes—
are written by women: Maria Edgeworth, Germaine de
Staél, Amelia Opie, Sydney Owenson (the future Lady
Morgan), Elizabeth Hamilton, Hannah More, Mary Brun-
ton. All of them make their serious content very prominent;
it is because she maks hers that Austen puzzled the firs
readers of Mansfield Park, and has gone on puzzling them
ever snce. Readers of a novel about a marriageable heroine
fed they have rights, such as the expectation that the
heroine's troubles are destined to end when she méts in the
hero's arms (because he will take care of them). At a deeper
level than this the pleasure in reading, the desire to read on,
is openly linked in such novels with sexual desre and its
fulfilment. The novdist who withholds these satisfactions of
the practised reader invites ressance.

Mansfield Park is full of young women conventionally
keen to marry: Maria and Julia Bertram and Mary Crawford,
not to mention the Ward ddersin the previous generation,
whose husband-hunting occupies the opening paragraphs.
But the heroine Fanny does not expect to marry. She is
desrous, like the others, her jealousy of Mary Crawford's
progress in Edmund Bertram's affections shows that. But
because she has no hopes of winning Edmund or of revealing
her fedings for him, her refusal of Henry Crawford is not
only decided but categorical, a refusal of the marriage sate
itsdf. It isthisremarkable negative, this breach of genre, that
unsettles and affronts the reader more than impatience with
Fanny's physical debility, which is merely symptomatic.

Austen must have meant to tease her readers by giving
them Mansfield Park only a year after Pride and Prejudice,

! Austen to Cassandra Austen, 6 Nov. 1813, in Jane Austen's Lettersto her
Sister Cassandra and Others, ed. R. W. Chapman (2nd edn., London, 1952),
370.
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that mos unabashedly flirtatious of major novels. She even
embarks mideadingly in Mansfield Park on what looks like
an archetypal romance plot, the fairy-tale adventures of the
three daughters of the houss 'les trois cousnes was the
subtitle given to the French trandation of 1817. Fanny plays
Cinderella, Mrs Norris the wicked stepmother, Sir Thomas
the'good' father who is duped about the relative merits of his
children. All three young women are put to the tes by the
attractive sranger Henry Crawford, cag seemingly as Prince
Charming. He is true to his role when he turns down the
elder two sgers, the far from ugly but unworthy Maria and
Julia Bertram, and when he proposes instead to the youngest,
the neglected near-servant, Fanny. But this is where our
expectations become thwarted. If the glass dipper fits, wear
it, istherule. So strongly does it prevail here that aimog all
readers some of the time, and some of them all of the time,
want Fanny to take Henry while she can. But Austen has
tricked us This is not Cinderella but a plot of her own
devising, an inverted Frog Prince: the Frog is not a Prince,
the Prince is a Frog, and heroines cannot marry frogs.
Austen catches us out when we begin to hope for so perverse
an outcome. One such moment comes at the end of Volume
I I'l, Chapter X1, when Fanny, lonely and ailing in Ports-
mouth, finds herself enjoying Henry Crawford's company,
and grateful to him for caring about her health—'she was
quite persuaded of his being astonishingly more gentle, and
regardful of others, than formerly'. She is weakening, the
reader thinks hopefully, only to find the paragraph and
chapter ending: 'might it not be fairly supposed, that he
would no longer persevere in a suit so distressng to her?

(P- 377)-

In 1950 Edmund Wilson took a tough line againg Austen
when he accused her of didiking sx in, at lead, its extra-
familial heterosexual form. Whatever may be the case with
the other novels, there ssems some judtice in the charge with
Mansfield Park. Sexuality in this nove is associated with
well-tried temptations, greed for food, money, power, status,
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posesson. Themos desirous of the nove'syoung women is
als the leadt likeable, Maria Bertram, who grabs Mr Rush-
worth for his esate and his wealth, then dbows her sser
Julia agde in the hope of having the sexually charismatic
Henry Crawford. Maria is punished vengefully and repeat-
edly for her ungoverned appetites. Because she has made her
fedings for Henry too visble during the rehearsals for the
play, she lays hersdf open to humiliation when her father
returns and Henry abruptly goes away without declaring
himsdf. After her marriage she again means to seal Henry
from another woman—this time her cousn Fanny—and a
second time he desertsher. In an unusually gross speech for
an Austen novel, Fanny's father Lieutenant Price wishes he
could take the ropes end to Maria for her adultery. Maria's
father Sir Thomas exacts the penalty in a more gentlemanly
syle, though not more mercifully, by ensuring that she is
driven out of her dass and family circle for ever, to live with
awardress, MrsNorris, who will make home life penitential.

Sandra Gilbert and Susan Gubar, in their exhilarating but
smplified account of Augten's novels, draw attention to the
number of failed patriarchs in her fictional world.? Thus the
withdrawn, negligent Mr Bennet is followed by the authorit-
arian but remote Sr Thomas Bertram, who is absent on
busness during the two crucial years when his daughters
enter the marriage market. Gilbert and Gubar take Augen's
habitual disrespect for individual patriarchs to amount to a
sysemic critique of patriarchy. Yet Sir Thomas, like his son
Edmund, fails in authority not of his own volition, but
because he was once beguiled by a pretty woman, now his
wife, who has introduced her far more dangerous sser into
his household. Witches often come in pairs—one soft-
spoken, but dominated by her sser, who is lethal.> We

2 Sandra M. Gilbert and Susan Gubar, The Madwoman in the Attic; The
Woman Writer and the Nineteenth-century Literary I magination (New Haven,
1979), 137-

% This traditional tolk-motit hgures saliently in high culture in Augen's

period, eg. in Landor's Gehir (1798), Books V and VI 1, and in Southey's
Thalahathe Destroyer (1801), BooksV 111 and | X.
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should not underrate the chilling opening chapter introdu-
cing the Ward girls, who ventured their good looks and
accomplishments on the marriage market, and won respect-
ively Sir Thomas Bertram, Lieutenant Price, and the Revd
Mr Norris. The younger, milder sisters have matured into
two remarkably bad mothers, the indolent Lady Bertram and
the incompetent Mrs Price. The wicked eldest is the child-
less surrogate mother Mrs Norris, whose efficiency has given
her secret powers at Mansfield. Thomas Carlyle, looking
back a generation later on the English landed aristocracy and
wondering how they lost their authority, writes of 'the
abdication of the governors'. Jane Austen, seeing the family
as the basis of society, shows the corruption that spreads
when mothers fail to rule their sphere, the home.

Theplot of Fielding's Tom Jonesislaunched when Bridget
Blifil, passng off her own bastard son a a foundling,
persuades her brother Allworthy to adopt him as a son. The
plot of Mansfield Park is launched when Mrs Norris has her
little niece Fanny brought to her brother-in-law's house,
apparently with aview to adopting her eventually as the child
she never had. Mrs Norris proves no foster-mother but
Fanny's jealous covert enemy. Her guest room stands empty
waiting for a non-existent friend, first at the Parsonage, later
at White Lodge. It is one of the novel's series of unused
rooms, hollow spaces, along with the chapel at Sotherton,
and the school room and the master's study at Mansfield.
The Parsonage as a whole is such a vacant space, for first the
Norrises, then the Grants, have put it to bad uses, hoarding
and gourmandizing, so that Mansfield, like Sotherton, no
longer has a spiritual centre. Operating from where it should
have been, Mrs Norris has a hand in everything that goes
wrong at Mansfield, for she hes flattered and spoilt the elder
two especidly of Sir Thomas's children until she has made
them resistant to any authority, hersincluded. Tom, running
up debts, obliges his father to bring the Grants and therefore
the Crawfords to the Parsonage. Maria gets engaged to the
wrong man because she has been schooled by Mrs Norris
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into thinking him a splendid catch. Tom bringstheHon. Mr
Yates and thus the project of a production of Lovers Vows to
his father's house. In the two great st pieces of the first half
of the novd, the vigt to Sotherton and the rehearsals of the
play, Mrs Norris appears to hover in the background as a
comical extra, until her ubiquitousness is seen as sniger, the
shadow of her old power to do evil but not good.

Fanny the heroine is 'shadowed’ by Mary the anti-
heroine, who even has two wicked Sgers of her own in the
fashionable London ladies Lady Stornaway and Mrs Fraser.
It is these two, temporarily more important to Mary than
even her brother, who persuade her to lure Henry away from
Fanny, back into hisflirtation with Maria. And thereis aso
the shadowy outline of another nove featuring three
brothers—Tom, Edmund, and Fanny's brother William.
Because s0 many characters are brothers and sgers the
grong fedings the novel has most to say about ssem to be
theirs. Love and bonding between sblings, jealousy, quar-
rels, treachery between sblings, are the staple emoations,
pretexts, events, in this mog off-beat novel of passon.

When Fanny displays spontaneous family affection for her
gblings at Portsmouth and her cousns at Mansfield, how-
ever neglectful, Edmund has a theory of extended family and
local community—what Edmund Burke identifies as our
innate attachment to 'the platoon we belong to'. In the
chapd at Sotherton, when in conversation with the modern,
individualistic Mary, he thinks of 'family' in its traditional
sne of the household, which would include servants and
dependent reatives but probably not tenants. When discuss
ing with Henry his future charges as rector of Thornton
Lacey, he has in mind the geographical immediate com-
munity—the family's tenants but also neighbouring yeoman
farmers and their labourers. And when Mary laughs at the
local rustics seeming stupidity in not hiring out a cart,
Edmund is'sympathetic to their prioritiesin harvest-time, a
reply which shows him characterigtically aligning himself
with the agricultural sector, and well briefed on what for
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them spdlsprofit and loss He shows the same ingtinct when
he procures a horse for Fanny and when he tries to restrain
Tom over the cogs of the play. Edmund has the mentality of
the subordinate in a larger unit, who feds himself account-
able. In itsbias for country againg town, this is the ideology
of the eighteenth-century Tory, the small-to-middling-size
landed gentry of the shires—jugt such a family as his father
heads in Northamptonshire, that most midland county in the
heart of England. But in its practicality this is aso Toryism
modified by early nineteenth-century patriotism, efficiency,
and purposefulness, an ideology more typical of the emerg-
ing professonal dass than of the old gentry.

Jane Augen's own family connections ranged from
moder ately wealthy old landed gentry, most of whom were at
ome remove, to her hard-up sse and the younger three of
her sx brothers, Henry, Frank, and Charles, the sblings she
fdt dosgt to. Frank and Charles were naval officers like
William Price, and like him dependent on influential patrons
for promotion. Too much has been written of the security
and dability of Augen's background, largdy because the
family papers and Augen's reputation were managed until
well into the twentieth century by the best-off branches of
the Audens, the descendants of her elder brothers James and
Edward. It is not true, for example, though it has become a
critical truism, that the countrysde outsde her windows
prospered nicey as a result of the Napoleonic Wars: real
agricultural wages declined during her lifetime in the south
of England, which had become a reatively depressed area.’
Nor is it true that her attitudes, experience, and sympathies
necessarily remained those of the landed gentry, as opposad
to the new professonal dasses After the death of Ausen's
father, the Revd George Austen, in 1805, she and her dder
Cassandra and their mother gayed for a while in Edward's

* For a discusson of Austen's dass and family background and also of the
condition of the labouring poor in Hampshire, sse my entry 'History, Palitics
and Religion', in J. David Grey (ed.), The Jane Austen Handbook (New York,
1986), 100-208, e&p. pp. 201-a.
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country house in Kent, then in the sailor Frank's rented
accommodation in Southampton—where Austen picked up
not only the observations which make the Portsmouth scenes
of Mansfield Park so notable, but aso the novel's respect for
duty and discipline, the ethos of public service. Austen's
letters strongly suggest that she admired Frank and Frank's
life-style more than Edward's wealthy landed world in Kent.
Famously, Charles Austen sent Jane a topaz cross, like the
amber one William Prince sends Fanny. And the Austen
sailor brothers were dso well known for their Evangelical-
ism—meaning probably that they were Anglicans like the
rest of the family, but in a more zedlous and openly professed
style.

'Evangelical’ is often associated in the twentieth century
with the type of religious fervour that comes from non-
conformist sects and the lower middle or upper working
clases. The notoriously inexact Mary Crawford associates
religiousness with Methodism, that creed of the labouring
poor. Here Mary is exhibiting her snobbery, for in Austen's
day the 'seriousness of which Edmund could be accused
belongs to the movement in favour of national renewal and a
re-dedication to leadership which took hold of the upper
orders from the 1790s, and most tellingly in the closing years
(1809-14) of the long Napoleonic Wars. Evangelicalism's
gpokesman in Parliament, William Wilberforce, was a
wealthy Norfolk landowner, while many of the well-known
activists were businessmen and adminstrators. its ginger-
group, the so called 'Clapham Sect', for example, included
the administrator of Sierra Leone Zachary Macaulay, and
the administrator of India Charles Grant.

If, therefore, we ak whether Mansfield Park is somehow
involved in Evangelical campaigning, we have to be clear
how loosely or specifically we mean the question, and what
section of the public we suppose a novel of Mansfield Park's
type to be aimed at. The legend that ordination is somehow
central to the issue needs disposing of first. In one of his rare
mistakes; Austen's great editor R. W. Chapman pronounced
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that Austen had said Mansfield Park was 'about’ ordination.
Hugh Brogan, Mary Lascelles, and others established in the
TimesLiterary Supplementin 1968 that Chapman wasimpos-
ing much too particular a meaning on the Austen letter in
which the statement allegedly occurs® It is as well to get this
sraight, for 'themes such asordination and all therest of the
Evangdical menu are at bet marginal to the novel, kept so
by their implications on the whole for boys livesrather than
girls.

Is Edmund getting ordained in order to be an Evangelical
clergyman? In precise terms the answver is no. Oliver M ac-
Donagh has shown that Sir Thomas Bertram's views of the
pagor's role (pp. 223-4) resemble the median to high
Anglicanism of the Revd George Augten's generation, while
Edmund's defence of his calling to Mary touches on more
inward notions, of spirituality, salvation, and theological
instruction, which are in the syle of Augen's 'earnest’
clergymen brothers, James and Henry.® For MacDonagh, as
a historian, Augen's nove exemplifies and illuminates the
changes that took place in Augen's lifetime in Anglican
expectations of their clergy.

Evangdicalisn was both a cause and an effect of the
profound shift of feding that shaped the Victorian church,
though 'the transformation transcended evangelicalism,
narrowly defined'.” Austen's representation of that shift, with
its new emphads on private sdf-examination and moral
renewal, ssems free from dogmatism but unmistakably

> Augen to Cassndra Austen, 29 Jan. 1813, in Letters, p. 298 the
correspondence on the topic begins with Hugh Brogan's letter, TLS, 19 Dec.
1968, p. 1440. After Augten has been writing about the publication of Pride and
Prejudice, the key ssntencesread: 'Now 1 will try to write of something dsg, and
it shall be a complete change of subject—ordination—I am gad to find your
enquiries have ended so well. If you could discover whether Northamptonshire
is a country of hedgerows | should be glad again." Chapman's interpretation
asumes a full sop between 'ordination’ and T. His critics fed that Augten is
more likely to have intended a stop between Subject' and 'ordination’.

8 Oliver MacDonagh, 'The Church in Mansfield Park: A Serious Call?,
Sydney Studiesin English, 12 (1987), 36-55.

" 1bid. p. 38
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sympathetic. She uses without irony the typically Evangdical
word 'srious for Fanny and Edmund, while holding up for
our questioning Henry Crawford's equation of the sacerdotal
rolewith preaching, a performance-art. It can be no accident
that so many of the sodial issues taken up by Evangdicals—
the abolition of davery, clergy non-resdence and pluralism,
family prayers, an over-secular system of education for girls
as for boys—are touched on, usually to be supported by
either Edmund or Fanny. And, asin Persuasion, thelaxity of
an old unredeemed gentry, represented here by Tom, the
heir to a baronetcy, and by Mr Yates, son of a peer, compares
unfavourably with the sdf-discipline of hard-working
younger sons, the new men of the nineteenth century. In
short, Austen Sdes not only with renewal in the Church but
with a new rhetoric of dedication, of purposefulness, of
centrality in the nation's affairs, which characterized profes-
sonal-dass writing at the end of the eighteenth century.
As a reasonably successful novelist who had just been well
paid for Pride and Preudice* Austen by the time of
Mansfield Park had evidently begun to fed hersdf som$
kind of professonal. A new assertiveness emerges here, yet it
is lightly handled, and that lightness has implications we fed
fully only when we read Mansfield Park within the special
ggn-sysem s up by its own genre. The mos famous
woman writer of the first decade of the nineteenth century,
Germaine de Stad, in 1802 and 1808 produced two heroines
who were both assertive and influential public characters,
Delphine and Corinne. Each has more than one scene in
which she behaves publicly in a bold transgressve way.
Delphine, for example, dances with her cousn's fiance in a
manner that betrays she loves him; Corinne becomes a
celebrity for her improvised poems on Italian nationalism.
The leading English woman noveist, Maria Edgeworth,
responds with near-parodic scenes in two of her own novels,
reflecting on Delphine in Leonora (1806) and on Corinnein

2 Austen was paid £150 for Pride and Prejudice, £200 for Mansfield Park.
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Vivian, one of the Tales of Fashionable Life (1812). Yet asa
whole in her work Edgeworth is quite asresolved as Staé to
represent ‘empowered’ women, intelligent, masterful, above
all strong-voiced, who will, for example, explain themsdaves
and ther fedings more fully than propriety requires while
they are turning the hero down (as does Julia in Vivian), or
walk with sdf-possesson on to a public gage (Caroline in
Patronage, 1814) in order to relieve the leading lady of a
troublesome dog. In short, admired women writers were
preoccupied at this time with the congtraint enforced by the
feminine ideal of submissvcness and the two best-known
noveliss were showing by fictional example that women's
behaviour could and should be less sereotyped—even if
both Sta#l and Edgeworth are also concerned, in these novds
in which play-acting or at leas public display occurs, with
the heavy penalties visted on women merely for seeming
over-bold.

Compared with thee leading contemporaries, Austen
saams loath to use the figure of the articulate and empowered
woman. Pre-feminist criticism (and some feminist criticism
too) attributes this gap in her cagt-lig to the all-powerful
proprieties, but Austen adopts and naturalizes her extreme
decorousness, it is not forced upon her. Perhaps the most
edoquent Sgn of her dedre to qualify the gestures of her
'strong-voiced' woman contemporaries is the narrative voice
Austen choosss to use in this her firs mature, technically
original, and idiosyncratic novel: the quiet tone of an excep-
tionally 'femininé woman, passve nurturing, familial,
unsexual, sdf-abnegating.

Fanny Prices voice comes to gpeak for everything at
Mansfield; the reader, deprived of any verson of events but
hers, growslessand lessqualified toress her. At theoutset a
‘normal’ neutrality prevails. An omniscient author narrates
the firg three chapters and the opening paragraphs of the
fourth, by which time Sir Thomas has been away in Antigua
for more than half a year, and Fanny will shortly be
seventeen. At this time Fanny's constiousness is sufficiently
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formed for her impressions of events to occur frequently. But
afurther year hasto be glossed quickly, inwhichlittle of note
happens, apart from Maria's engagement. Then, just after
Fanny's eighteenth birthday, the Crawfords arrive at the
Parsonage. From now on Fanny's acutely sensitive con-
sciousness is an unexposed film on which all that is said and
done, and one person's responses to another, become sharply
imprinted.

It is Mary Crawford who asks the question to which the
reader wants to know the answer: Is Miss Price out or not
out, a woman or a child? She will rapidly grow up during the
nine months of the Crawfords' stay and its dramatic sequel in
London. But the answer before Sir Thomas's return in
November seems to be essentially not out, for, though she
ses everything, creeping from room to room (as MrsNorris
resentfully putsit), she ventures few judgements or explana-
tions. Sheis all the same strikingly intelligent, and it is her
gift of mental activity that sustains the play sequence as an
extraordinary simulation of unbroken experience. From
August to November, we are told, the Bertrams and the
Crawfords are daily in one another's households, and readers
sem to have been there too, within the walls. It is an
unprecedented piece of writing, which occupies about asixth
of the novel. It isstill astudy of Fanny at a particular point,
as she leaves childhood: her silent acquiescence to the
passing show is a sign of immaturity.

But Sir Thomas on his return in November sses Fanny as
a young woman. Soon the only daughter left at home, she
now spesks with a firmer voice. No longer the scared,
unnoticed observer, she participates in dialogues with Mary,
Henry, Sir Thomas, Edmund as an equal whose answers are
attended to. Afterwards, alone, she reflects on these dia-
logues in sharply judgemental tones. Henry and Sir Thomas
would not think her about to change her mind if they had
heard what we have heard, but no one in the world of the
novel seems quite able to hear Fanny. Amid the male
hallooing at Portsmouth her voice fades again, a sign of her
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waning date of health, the permanent slence she could be
reduced to by Sir Thomas's 'cur€.

The mode of narration of Mansfield Park is not only a
technical tour deforce but an ideological counter to, or an
ironic commentary on, the leading women novelists prefer-
ence for srong-voiced woman characters. Though increas-
ingly firm of purpose, Fanny never becomes outwardly
articulate, never encroaches on male discourse. Her triumph-
ant return to Mansfield, to become the true daughter of the
house, makes her the moral and spiritual support of Sir
Thomas as father, but not a rival source of authority.

Thepoint at which Fanny'snarrativeismog brilliant and
at which her power just begins to be felt is the episode of
Lovers* Vows. Relatively detached because she doesnot want
to act, Fanny has an overview, and, as Maria suddenly
intuits, she knows every part in the play—Elizabeth Inch-
bald's trandation (1798) of the Austrian Kotzebue's Das
Kind der Liebe (The Child of Love, 1791). From creeping into
renearsals, she also knows the acting styles and the hidden
«dfish motivations of all the actors, including the one for
whom there is no part, Julia. Out loud, however, it is
Edmund on whom we have to rely for a view of the acting
project.

Edmund supplies so many reasons for not acting, from
concern for his father's safety to female impropriety to
domestic expense, that his contributions obscure rather than
clarify the issue Augen plainly means us to find him
unconvincing as he gives us his characterigtically external
reading of the dtuation, one that shows no subtlety or
pecificity whatsoever in respect of his own sgers and not
the smalles ingght into his own emotions about Mary
Crawford. Most criticshaveturned with relief from theissue
as s out by Edmund to admire ingead the subtlety with
which Augten interweaves one fiction with another, the traits
of characters in the world of her novel with those of char-
acters in the Kotzebue/lnchbald play. Thus the disspated
arigocrat Mr Yates plays the liberated Baron Wildenhaim,
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the rich and foolish Mr Rushworth is the French fop Count
Casd, Henry Crawford is Frederick, a young man prepared
to rob if he neads to, Maria is the fallen woman Agatha,
and Mary Crawford the 'new woman' Amelia. Type-
cading certainly occurs when the nove's characters take up
play-acting, and for the major figures in the nove the play
proves prophetic. But if this were their point the play scenes
would be an ingenious interlude rather than what they are
fet to be, the central illumination and symbolic core of
Mansfield Park.

As usual, Fanny's commentary, what there is of it, offss
and slently corrects Edmund's. After bearing 'Edmund
company in every feding' when he opposss the idea of acting
(p. 115), her first action when Lovers Vows is chosen isto go
off alone and read it. Her agtonishment that it could have
been chosen also centres on the women's parts, asEdmund's
criticisms did where Maria/Agatha was concerned, but for
her it is both leading women: 'Agatha and Amelia appeared
to her to be in ther different ways so totally improper for
home representation—the stuation of one, and the language
of the other, so unfit to be expresssd by any woman of
modegty, that she could hardly suppose her cousns could be
aware of what they were engaging in' (p. 124). Afterwards,
when Fanny is pressed to play the entirely respectable part of
Cottager's Wife, it becomes clear that the 'immodesty’ she
asodates with acting extends to self-display and to boldness
in speaking out on any topic whatsoever. But these private
sruples by Fanny, though meant to convey her innate
virtue, are clearly not supposed to be binding on all
women—while a discriminating attention to a proper reading
of the whole text is When Edmund and Mary ak Fanny to
comment on their acting as Anhalt and Amelia, she cannot
do it. 'She believed hersdf to fed too much [disapprobation]
in the aggregate for honesty or safety in particulars (p. 153).

Fanny is the nove's one holig critic, the only one to
respond to Lovers Vows not scene by scene, part by part, as
taks in carpentry and sewing, but 'in the aggregate€ as a
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play. Yet Austen sess to it that we cannot smply copy her
conclusons, snce we do not have them; we have to put the
puzzle together as she does Scenes in the nove at this point
become broken into dialogues and scattered round the house,
tracking the rehearsals they debate acting but do not
represent acting. Lover's Vows is never performed nor
rehearsed asa whole nor as readers do we observe any scene
from the play in its own dramatic form. We bardy hear
Kotzebue's (strictly, Inchbald's) words, but only impres
sons, usually of one part from the character who isto act it.
We get a graphic and typically saucy impresson of Henry
Crawford and Maria Bertram rehearsing from Mary Craw-
ford, after she hasintruded on them. What struck her, their
lover-likeembrace, isnot intheplay—Mariaand Henry play
theroles of mother and son. Wefollow Mary's own rehearsal
with Edmund through Fanny's constiousness, and again
Fanny is perceiving the real-life, not the acted, situation.
Approached literally, Lovers Vows is a grange hole in the
heart of the novel, an absence from the text made more
notable by the almost obsessive attention the nove's author,
through Fanny, paysit.

In a famous essay on Mansfield Park, Lionel Trilling
rather grandly universalizes the issue embodied in the play
oene, making it into Augten's philosophical reflections on
acting and on insincerity. Invoking Plato, Trilling suggess
that acting threatens the actor's integrity and raises 'the fear
that impersonation of a bad or inferior character will have a
har mful effect on the impersonator' ® 1f so it is puzzling that
Austen does not show us impersonation as such in dramatic
form, and that her actors seam as a whole so uninterested in
acting, performing, mimicry, dressng up.

Technically Augen's play sequence is far better than
Edgeworth's in Vivian, a likely source, and better too than
other theatre episodes in novels which appeared in the same

°Liond Trilling, Jane Austen and 'Mansfield Park', in his The Opposing Self
(New York, 1955); repr-in lan Watt (ed.), Jane Austen: A Collection of Critical
Essays Twentieth-century Views, Englewood Cliffs, NJ, 1963),
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year as Mansfield Park—Edgeworth's Patronage and Bur-
ney's The Wanderer. Edgeworth and Austen are alike in
leaving to one side the issue of women's vanity, the dress as a
temptation, though Austen does it more completely by
allowing this trait to a man, Mr Rushworth. But Austen's
notions of propriety are much stricter than Edgeworth's, and
as constraints on behaviour have wide implications. A trans-
gressve speech spoken by Maria when impersonating Agatha
becomes Maria's transgression, not because impersona-
tion has a harmful effect, but because the brazen speech-act
belongs to the speaker and damages her (when the spesker is
a woman). Content apart, there has aways been something
too confident and decided about Maria's speech-rhythms;
the boldness she displays as an actress is aso the flaw of her
character. The empowered woman of other novelists
becomes Austen's adulteress.

But is is Edmund who harps on Agathas part, while
Fanny worries about Mary's. On the face of it, Amelia, the
heroine of the sub-plot, carries a less disturbing message
than her father Baron Wildenhaim, who eventually marries
his cast-off peasant mistress, or than the mistress, Agatha,
who is represented as an object of sympathy throughout. But
Amelia threatens the ordering of family life more compre-
hensively and articulately than anyone. She proposes mar-
riage to her tutor, who as a clergyman is symbolicaly a
father-figure, like the priest-guardian-lover Dorriforth in
Inchbald's own novel A Smple Sory. In courting Anhalt,
Amelia announces that she will teach him how to love, an
even more shocking inversion of sanctioned vaues and of the
proper content of education. Undoubtedly Lovers’ Vows
functionsasalicentious play-world, alittle universe, arealm
of carnival or Cockayne, within which sexual desires are
fulfilled and law is annulled. Mary as Amelia speaks its
anarchic potential as no other character does.

When Jane Austen was twelve she saw a play which
anticipated Lovers' Vows acted at her father's Rectory. Her
elder brothers James (just ordained) and Henry (about to go
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up to Oxford) were organizing a ssason of playsin the barn,
and had not agreed on the choice of a play for Christmas,
until their pretty, sophigticated, married cousin, Eliza de
Feuillide, arrived with copies of a work she had just ssn
performed at Tunbridge Wells: Susannah Centlivre's The
Wonder: A Woman Keeps a Secret (1714). Eliza, who often
lived at a disancefrom her French count, had areputation as
a famousflirt: James and Henry were more than ready to be
flirted with. James, impressed, later renewed his courtship of
Eliza in earnes when, in the mid-1790s, both he and Eliza
were widowed. Eliza, however, could not bring hersdf to
settle down as the wife of a country parson. She turned her
attentions to the tall and handsome Henry, who was suppos-
edly degtined for the Church, but for the time being had the
more glamorous occupation of a captain of the Oxford
militia. Eliza did eventually capture Henry, or he her. She
bore him off to London's West End, all talk of the Church
for the time being suspended.

Detail from real life has plainly been absorbed in Mans-
fidld Park, and the vantage-point of the young sser, jealous
and excluded by the cad's intrigues, has re-emerged as the
nove's digtinctive mode. Mansfield Park's concern with
family, its commitment to sibling relationships over ether
parent-child onesor sexual relationswith strangers, becomes
mor e accountable once we recognize the complexity and the
emotional sgnificance of this raw material.

Meanwhile, what of The Wonder} Written by a profes-
sonal woman playwright in a more raffish era, and thus
much freer in its language than a late-eighteenth-century
play would be, it is a0 bold in its demand that women
should have the right to choose their husbands. From the
prologue to the dénouement it is a feminist work, the only
unequivocally feminist work we know Austen knew, and the
only one she (covertly) used. Centlivresplay, st in Portugal,
has a heroine, Violante, who is, like Stadl's Delphine, the
bold champion of weaker members of her sx. When a
friend, Isabella, is ordered by her father to marry arich,
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elderly husband, Violante helps her choose a passing British
officer from the street, and she proposes to him on the
modest friend's behaf; in this outspoken scene (iv.i) the
officer at first takes the veiled Violante for a kept woman who
wants to go to bed with him herself. James Austen,
enchanted by this display of a woman's 'male’ intrepidity and
female camaraderie, or more likely enchanted by the woman
who acted it, wrote an Epilogue, 'spoken by a lady in the
character of Violante', which rgoices that the reign of
‘Tyrant Man' as 'Creation's mighty Lord' is over,

And women holds a second place no more ...
These men dl wise, thee Lords of the Crestion!
To our superior rule themsdves submit,

Saves to our charms, and vassals to our wit.™

The Wonder, aless well-known play in the early nineteenth
century than Lovers” Vows (though still performed), would
not have suited Austen so well for use in her novel, even if it
would have been good taste to revive family memories; as she
was writing, in April 1813, her sister-in-law Eliza died of
cancer. What she did with Lovers Vows got close enough to
the family story for family comfort: she picked another play
with the distinctive plot feature of The Wonder, the woman's
proposal. Because she kept the proposal we can sense its
significance for Austen. It is plain from the text of Mansfield
Park that she had a sharp eye for men's stupidity in
exercising family authority. Sir Thomas and even Edmund
conspire with Henry Crawford against Fanny, as Fanny
notes in the severest of her criticisms of her uncle—'He who
had married a daughter to Mr Rush worth. Romantic delic-
acy was certainly not to be expected from him' (p. 300). But
this complaint against male insensitivity in exercising domes-
tic power is not a caxe againg the legitimacy of that power.
Nor does it offset the evidence of the play sequence, that

0 s George Holbert Tucker, A Goodly Heritage: A History of Jane
Austen'sFamily (Manchester, 1983), 100-6, 136-42; Park Honan, Jane Austen:
Her Life (London, 1987 and New York, 1988, 47-52.
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Austen saw a woman's outright challenge to the masculine
prerogative as rebellion, usurpation, and a threat to family
order.

Through The Wonder, a woman writer of the early
nineteenth century becomes aware that the debate over the
male prerogative—the father's, husband's, lover's—has a
history“in women's writing at least a century old. The
Whiggish feminist Centlivre made her claim as graphically
and boldly as she did because the Tory feminist Mary Astell
had previously allowed the husband's claims to sovereignty,
and with them the father's, by analogy with the classc Tory
political position, 'Give unto Caesar [the rights that are]
Ceesar's™ Austen belatedly joins the Astell-Centlivre ser-
ies, by rejecting in her turn Centlivre's claim for women's
rights in the disposal of women in matrimony. Austen's
evident detestation of Kotzebue's play, and her perception of
the sexually egalitarian proposa as the heart of it, pinpoints
her position. The scene, read through rather than performed
by Edmund and Mary, is by far the tensest moment in the
production, and the nearest the reader comes to 'seeing' a
rehearsal, though we still do not hear the scandalous dia-
logue. It is dso the climactic point in the life of the
production, for Sir Thomas returns that night.

Others beside Austen found contemporary theatre the site
of drastic inversions to the traditional moral order, but on
more universal or it may be more masculine grounds. Austen
gives Edmund a curious outburst when he first hears the
production mooted: “Nay, let us do nothing by halves ... so
asit bea German play, no matter what, with agood tricking,
shifting after-piece, and a figure-dance, and a hornpipe, and
a song between the acts (p. 112). He is alluding to a hard-
fought contemporary controversy about the current state of
London theatre, which was alegedly destabilized and in the

" For a thorough and illuminating acoount of Addl's Tory feminiam, se
Ruth Perry, Mary Astell: A Biography (New York, 1986). Centlivres The
Wonder hasbean reprinted in FiddisMorgan (ed.), The Female Wits (L ondon,
1981).

M.P. - 2
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process of being destroyed. Conservative critics, among
whom Coleridge was one, feared an alliance between the
unlicensed commercia playhouses, pandering to large pop-
ular audiences, and a key management, that of Drury Lane,
one of London's only two licensed straight theatres, which
was 'popular’ in the other, political sense. In this period of
heightened social awareness, indeed of cultural criticism,
essayists and journalists like Coleridge (and soon Hazlitt too)
saw the utility of Shakespeare in the campaign to promote
national unity and identity. Henry Crawford touches on such
arguments, and uses a significant vocabulary, when he says
that all Englishmen understand Shakespeare—'It is part of
an Englishman'sconstitution ... oneisintimate with him by
instinct' (p. 306). But, chalenged by playhouses and halls
which now began to draw audiences to pantomine, ballet,
and other 'shows, Drury Lane ‘and Covent Garden were
being tempted to shorten the classics and break them up with
spectacular and distracting interludes, or to show modern
plays in a spicier taste.

Coleridge, a campaigner in favour of traditional culture
and the values he felt it enshrined, puts a moral and middle-
class case against Drury Lane's management in Biographia
liter aria (1817). He opens his discussion by recapitulating the
period (1811-15) when Samuel Whitbread, the leader of the
parliamentary liberal Whigs, was Chairman of the managers,
and severely under criticism. The'heroic project’ of his party
of reformers, as Coleridge puts it,

was avowed to be no less than the redemption of the British dage
not only from horses dogs eephants, and the like zoologica
rarities, but dso from the more pernicious barbarisms and Kotze-
buisms in mords and taste. Drury Lane wes to be restored to its
former dassicd renown; Shekespeare, Jonson and Otway, with the
expurgated muses of Vanbrugh, Congreve and Wycherley, were to
be reinaugurated in their rightful dominion over British audiences,
and the Herculean process was to commence, by exterminating the
gpesking mongers imported from the banks of the Danube,
compared with which their mute relations, the emigrants from
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Exeter 'Change, and Palito's (late Pidcock's) showcarts, were tame
and inoffensive.?

Alas, Coleridge is building up to the revelation that for
their new gaa season in 1816, celebrating both the restora-
tion of peace and the reopening of the theatre after the fire of
1812, the management chose not Coleridge's own Zapolya,
which celebrates the restoration of European monarchies
with an adaptation of The Winter's Tale, but C. R. Maturin's
Gothicized drama of adultery and household murder, Ber-
tram, or the Castle of S Aldobrand.

The play at Mansfield Park—another house under weak
governance—mirrors what is being staged at Drury Lane,
images of carnival and riot in what should be the home of
ideal order. Animals, acrobats, dancers are not needed to
evoke chaos, the name of Kotzebue and his suspect foreign
location (the banks of the Danube) transport the reader and
the novel's actors into regions where nothing is as it should
be, everything is temptation. In the aternate sphere which
Lovers Vows embodies, the Player King, Mr Yates, might
usurp Sir Thomas's role in the family. For a wild few
minutes, as they confront one another on the first dage Sir
Thomas ever trod, Yates (‘the most at home of the two')
seams capable of the challenge (p. 165). Mary/Amelia might
have succeeded in luring Edmund back, might have won him
over, married him, taken him to live in Soane Street,
London, as Eliza took Henry Austen. In Agathas world,
Maria would have been forgiven (though not to live happily
ever after unless Mr Rushworth as well as Sotherton had
undergone improvements).

That for Austen is the sticking-point. Some of the greatest
nineteenth-century novels—Madame Bovary, Anna Karemna,

23 T. Coleridge Biographtalliter aria (1817), ch. XX I11; ed. W. J. Bate and
J. Edgel (Bollingen edn., 1986), ii. 208. Here Coleridge isreusng material first
published in a sries of lettersto the Courier, Aug. 1816. For the economics and
politics of drama at this time, s Jossph A. Donohue, Theatre in the Age of
Kean (Oxford, 1975), ch. 2.
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fude the Obscure—have adulteressss for heroines. But to
Augten Maria is unredeemable. Fanny does not enter her
consciousness in sympathy, as dhe does Julias. The family
cannot take beck a sexudly active woman who is not sisterly,
not wifely, and—despite Mary Crawford's joke on the
subject—not maternal, even when her dage part requires it.
Only with Mariagone can Mansfield begin to beared home,
in the new, spiritualized nineteenth-century style.

Because it is at the heart of Victorian culture and because
it shepes twentieth-century attitudes, the ideology of the
family is deeply problematic for modern readers, aove al
for women. It iswha we know and mostly cavil a. Inthis,
the first and perhaps the greatest of English novels of family
life, Austen dissects an individual family—the Ward sgters,
their husbands, their children—and then projects its ided
rebuilding. Mansfield Park evenhandedly gives ustwo life-
histories which would be repested many timesin red lifein
the age to come. Maria as well as Fanny, the scapegoat as
well as the angd.

M.B.



NOTE ON THE TEXT

Mansfield Park was written between February 1811 and the
summer of 1813. It was published by Thomas Egerton of the
Military Library in Whitehall at the author's expense
(c. 1,500 copies; 185. in boards) in the early summer of 1814
(advertised in the Morning Chronicle, 23 and 27 May).
Although thisedition sold out in six months, Egerton would
not risk a further printing; and a second edition was pub-
lished in February 1816 by John Murray. Egerton's printer
was cardess, and his work cannot have been read in proof by
the author. On n December 1815 she wrote to Murray, 'l
return also Mansfield Park as ready for a second edition, |
believe, as| can make it'—almost certainly a marked copy of
the 1814 text. She seems not to have read the second printing
either, in proof; a number of errors were allowed to stand
over from 1814, and new ones were introduced. But 1816 is
authoritative.

The present text is substantially that of R. W. Chapman'’s
edition (Oxford, 1923; revised by Mary Lascelles, 1966),
based on the second edition collated with the first. Chap-
man's textual apparatus has been revised and his emenda-
tions reconsidered.

JK.
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A CHRONOLOGY OF JANE AUSTEN*

Age
1775 (16 Dec.) Jane Austen born at Steventon in Hants, seventh
child of the Revd. George Austen (1731-1805) and Cassandra
Leigh (1739-1827)
1784/5 J. A. and ddgter leave the Abbey School, Reading 9
1795 Elinor and Marianne written. Lady Susan written (B. C. 10
Southam's dating)
1796 (Oct.) First Impressions begun (finished Aug. 1797) 21
1797 (Nov.) Sense and Sensihility begun. First I mpressions unsuccess- 22
fully offered to Cadell
1797/8 Nonhanger Abbey (Susan) written. Sold to Crosby 5¢ Co.
in 1803
1801 Augens settle in Bath 26
1805 George Austen dies. The Watsons and Lady Susan (R. W. 30
Chapman's dating) written about thistime

1806 Austens leave Bath for Clifton with “happy feelings of escape, 31
and visit Adlestrop and Stoneleigh

1807 (Mar.) Austens settle in at Castle Square, Southampton 32

1809 Augens move to Chawton, Hants (owned by Jan€s brother 34
Edward)

1811 Mansfield Park begun (Feb.). Sense and Sensibility published 36
(Nov.)

1812 (Nov.) Pride and Prejudice sold to Egerton 37

1813 (Jan.) Pride and Prejudice published 38
(Nov.) second editions of this and Sense and Sensibility

1814 (21 Jan.) Emma begun (finished 29 M ar. 1815) 39
(May) Mansfield Park published by Egerton

1815 (PSummer) Persuasion begun (finished Aug. 1816) 40

(Dec.) Emma published by John Murray. Raison et Sensibility
. . traduit librement  par Mme | sabelle de Montolieu (Paris;
reprinted 1828)

For adetailed chrondlogy, ss2R. W. Chapman, Jane Austen: Factsand Problems
(1948), pp. 175-83-
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Age
1816 Mansfield Park, ssoond edition. Le Pare de Mansfield and La 41
NouvelleEmma (Paris)

1817 (Jan.-Mar.) J. A. writes Sanditon 42
(18 July) J. A. diesat Winchegter; buried in the Cathedral
(?Dec.) Nort hanger Abbey: and Persuasion published by
Murray



MANSFIELD PARK

VOLUME |

CHAPTER |

ABOUT thirty years ago, Miss Maria Ward of Huntingdon,
with only seven thousand pounds, had the good luck to capti-
vate Sir Thomas Bertram, of Mansfield Park, in the county
of Northampton, and to be thereby raised to the rank of a
baronet's lady, with all the comforts and conssquences of an
handsome house and largeincome. All Huntingdon exclaimed
on the greatness of the match, and her uncle, thelawyer, him-
sdf, allowed her to be at least three thousand pounds short of
any equitable claim to it. She had two dgers to be benefited
by her elevation; and such of their acquaintance as thought
Miss Ward and Miss Frances quite as handsome as Miss
Maria, did not scrupleto predict their marrying with aimost
equal advantage. But there certainly are not so many men of
largefortunein theworld, astherearepretty women to deserve
them. MissWard, at theend of half adozen years, found her -
sdf obliged to beattached totheRev. M r . Norris, afriend of
her brother-in-law, with scarcdy any private fortune, and
Miss Frances fared yet worse. Miss Ward's match, indeed,
when it came to the point, was not contemptible, Sir Thomas
being happily able to give his friend an income in the living
of Mansfield,and M r . and M rs. Norrishbegan their career of
conjugal felicity with very little less than a thousand a year.
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But Miss Frances married, in the common phrase, to dis-
oblige her family, and by fixing on a Lieutenant of Marines,
without education, fortune, or connections, did it very
thoroughly. She could hardly have made a more untoward
choice. Sir ThomasBertram had interest, which, from prin-
cipleaswell aspride, from a general wish of doing right, and
a dedre of seeing all that were connected with him in situa-
tions of respectability, he would have been glad to exert for
the advantage of Lady Bertram's siger; but her husband's
professon was such as no interest could reach; and before he
had time to devise any other method of assging them, an
absolute breach between the sgers had taken place. It was
the natural result of the conduct of each party, and such asa
very imprudent marriage almost always produces. To save
hersdf from usdessremongtrance, Mrs. Price never wrote to
her family on the subject till actually married. Lady Bertram,
who was a woman of very tranquil fedings, and a temper
remarkably easy and indolent, would have contented her self
with merely giving up her ‘Sster, and thinking no more of the
matter: but Mrs. Norrishad a spirit of activity, which could
not be satidfied till she had written along and angry letter to
Fanny, to point out thefolly of her conduct, and threaten her
with all its possible ill consequences Mrs. Price in her turn
wasinjured and angry; and an answer which comprehended
each gder in its bitterness, and bestowed such very dis
respectful reflections on the pride of Sir Thomas, as Mrs.
Norns could not possbly keep to hersdf, put an end to all
inter cour se between them for a considerable period.

Their homes were so distant, and the circlesin which they
moved s0 distinct, as amost to preclude the means of ever
hearing of each other's exisence during the eeven following
years, or at least to make it very wonderful to Sir Thomas,
that Mrs. Norrisshould ever haveit in her power totell them,
as she now and then did in an angry voice, that Fanny had
got another child. By the end of eleven years, however, Mrs.
Price could no longer afford to cherish pride or resentment,
or to lose one connection that might possbly asig her. A
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large and still increasing family, an husband disabled for
active service, but not the less equal to company and good
liquor, and a very small income to supply their wants, made
her eager to regain the friends she had 0 cardesdy sacrificed;
and she addressed Lady Bertram in a letter which spoke so
much contrition and despondence, such a superfluity of chil-
dren, and such a want of ailmost every thing dse, as could not
but dispose them all to a reconciliation. She was prepanng
for her ninth lying-in, and after bewailing the circumstance,
and imploring their countenance as sponsor's to the expected
child, she could not conceal how important she felt they might
be to the future maintenance of the eight already in being.
Her ddest was a boy of ten years old, a fine spirited fellow
who longed to be out in the world; but what could she do?
Was there any chance of his being hereafter useful to Sir
Thomas in.the concerns of his West Indian property? No
stuation would be beneath him—or what did Sir Thomas
think of Woolwich ? or how could aboy be sent out tothe East ?

The letter was not unproductive. It re-esablished peace
and kindness. Sir Thomas sent friendly advice and profes-
gons, Lady Bertram digpatched money and baby-linen, and
Mrs. Norriswrotetheletters.

Such were its immediate effects, and within a twelvemonth
a more important advantage to Mrs. Price resulted from it.
Mrs. Norris was often observing to the others, that she could
not get her poor sser and her family out of her head, and
that much asthey had all donefor her, she seemed to be want-
ing to do more; and at length she could not but own it to be
her wish, that poor Mrs. Price should be relieved from the
charge and expense of one child entirely out of her great
number. "What if they were among them to undertake the
care of her ddest daughter, agirl now nineyearsold, of an age
to require moreattention than her poor mother could possibly
give? Thetrouble and expense of it to them, would be nothing
compared with die benevolence of the action.' Lady Bertram
agreed with her ingtantly. 'l think we cannot do better,' said
ghe iet us send for the child.
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Sir Thomas could not give so instantaneous and unqualified
aconsent. He debated and hesitated,—it was a serious charge;
—a girl so brought up must be adequately provided for, or
there would be cruelty instead of kindness in taking her from
her family. He thought of his own four children—of his two
sons—of cousinsin love, & c.;—but no sooner had he deliber-
ately begun to state his objections, than Mrs. Norris inter-
rupted him with areply to them all whether stated or not.

'My dear Sir Thomas, | perfectly comprehend you, and
do justice to the generosity and delicacy of your notions,
which indeed are quite of a piece with your general conduct;
and | entirely agree with you in the main as to the propriety
of doing every thing one could by way of providing for a
child one had in a manner taken irito one's own hands; and
| am sure | should be the last person in the world to withhold
my mite upon such an occasion. Having no children of my
own, who should | look to.in any little matter | may ever have
to bestow, but the children of my ssters?—and | am sure
Mr. Norris is too just—but you know | am a woman of few
words and professions. Do not let us be frightened from a
good deed by atrifle. Giveagirl an education, and introduce
her properly into the world, and ten to one but she has the
means of settling well, without farther expense to any body.
A niece of our's, Sir Thomas, | may say, or, at least of your's,
would not grow up in this neighbourhood without many
advantages. | don't say she would be so handsome as her
cousins. | dare say she would not; but she would be intro-
duced into the society of this country under such very favour-
able circumstances as, in all human probability, would get
her a creditable establishment. Y ou are thinking of your sons
—but do not you know that of all things upon earth that is the
least likely to happen; brought up, as they would be, always
together like brothers and sisters? It is morally impossible.
| never knew an instance of it. It is, in fact, the only sure way
of providing against the connection. Suppose her a pretty
girl, and seen by Tom or Edmund for the first time seven
years hence, and | dare say there would be mischief. The very
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idea of her having been suffered to grow up at a disance from
usall in poverty and neglect, would be enough to make ether
of the dear sweet-tempered boys in love with her. But breed
her up with them from this time, and suppose her even to
have the beauty of an angel, and she will never be more to
ether than a gder

'Thereisagreat deal of truth in what you sy ,' replied Sir
Thomas, 'and far beit from meto throw any fanciful impedi-
ment in the way of a plan which would be sp constent with
the relative situations of each. | only meant to observe, that it
ought not to be lightly engaged in, and that to make it really
serviceabletoMr s. Price, and creditableto our salves, we must
scure to the child, or condder oursdves engaged to secure
to her hereafter, as drcumstances'may arisg, the provison of
a gentlewoman, if no such establishment should offer as you
are 0 sanguine in expecting.'

'l thoroughly understand you,' cried Mrs. Norris; 'you are
every thing that is generous and consderate, and | am sure
we shall never disagree on this point. Whatever | can do, as
you well know, | am always ready enough to do for the good
of those | love; and, though | could never fed for this little
girl the hundredth part of the regard | bear your own dear
children, nor consder her, in any respect, so much my own,
| should hate myself if | were capable of neglecting her. Is
not she a 9se's child? and could | bear to se her- want,
while | had a bit of bread to give her? My dear Sir Thomas,
with all my faults | have a warm heart: and, poor as | am,
would rather deny mysdlf the necessaries of life, than do an
ungenerous thing. So, if you are not againg it, | will write to
my poor Sse to-morrow, and make the proposal; and, as
0N as matters are settled, | will engage to get the child to
Mansfield ;you shall havenotroubleabout it. My own trouble,
you know, | never regard. | will ssnd Nanny to London on
purpose, and she may have a bed at her cousin, the sadler's,
and the child be appointed to meet her there. They may easly
get her from Portsmouth to town by the coach, under the
care of any creditable person that may chance to be going.
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| dare sy there is always some reputable tradesman's wife or
other going up.’

Except to the attack on Nanny's cousin, Sir Thomas no
longer made any objection, and a more respectable, though
less economical rendezvous being accordingly substituted,
every thing was consdered as settled, and the pleasures of so
benevolent a stheme were already enjoyed. The division of
gratifying sensations ought not, in strict justice, to have been
equal; for Sir Thomas was fully resolved to be the real and
consgtent patron of the sdected child, and Mrs. Norris had
not the leas intention of being at any expense whatever in
her maintenance. As far as walking, talking, and contriving
reached, she was thoroughly benevolent, and nobody knew
better how to dictate liberality to others. but her love of
money was equal to her love of directing, and she knew quite
as well how to save her own as to spend that of her friends.
Having married on anarrower incomethan she had been used
tolook forward to, she had, from thefirst, fancied a very strict
line of economy necessary; and what was begun as a matter
of prudence, soon grew into a matter of choice, as an object
of that needful solicitude, which there were no children to
supply. Had there been a family to provide for, Mrs. Norris
might never have saved her money; but having no care of
that kind, therewas nothing to impede her frugality, or lesen
the comfort of making a yearly addition to an income which
they had never lived up to. Under this infatuating principle,
counteracted by no real affection for her sdter, it was impos-
gble for her to aim at more than the credit of projecting and
arranging o expensve a charity; though perhaps she might
20 little know hersdf, as to walk home to the Parsonage after
this conversation, in the happy belief of being the mogt liberal-
minded S and aunt in the world.

When the subject was brought forward again, her views
were more fully explained; and, in reply to Lady Bertram's
calm inquiry of 'Where shall the child come to firgt, sger,
to you or tous? Sir Thomas heard, with some surprise, that
it would be totally out of Mrs. Norris's power to take any
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share in the personal charge of her. He had been consdering
her as a particularly welcome addition at the Parsonage, asa
desrable companion to an aunt who had no children of her
own; but hefound himsealf wholly mistaken. M rs. Norriswas
orry to say, that thelittlegirl's gaying with them, at least as
things then were, was quite out of the question. Poor Mr.
Norriss indifferent sate of health made it an impossibility:
he could no more bear the noise of a child than he could fly;
if indeed he should ever get well of his gouty complaints, it
would be a different matter: she should then be glad to take
her turn, and think nothing of the inconvenience; but just
now, poor M r . Norristook up every moment of her time, and
the very mention of such-a thing she was sure would distract
him.

Then she had better come to us/ said Lady Bertram with
the utmost composure. After a short pause, Sir Thomas added
with dignity, 'Yes, let her home be in this house We will
endeavour to do our duty by her, and shewill at leag havethe
advantage of companions of her own age, and of a regular
ingructress!

'Very true,' cried Mrs. Norris, 'which are both very impor -
tant consderations. and it will be just the same to Miss Lee,
whether she has three girls to teach, or only two—there can
be no difference. | only wish | could be more useful; but you
e | do all in my power. | am not one of those that spare their
own trouble; and Nanny shall fetch her, however it may put
me to inconvenience to have my chief counsdlor away for
threedays | suppose, Sster, you will put the child in thelittle
white attic, near the old nurseries. It will be much the bes
place for her, so near Miss Lee, and not far from the girls,
and dose by the housemaids, who could either of them help
dress her you know, and take care of her clothes, for | sup-
pose you would not think it fair to expect Ellis to wait on her
as well as the others. Indeed, | do not se that you could
possbly place her any wheredse!

L ady Bertram made no oppostion.

'l hope she will prove awdl-disposed girl," continued Mrs.
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Norris, 'and be sengble of her uncommon good fortune in
having such friends.

‘Should her disposition be really bad,” said Sir Thomas,
'‘we must not, for our own children's sake, continue her in the
family; but thereis no reason to expect so great an evil. We
shall probably see much to wish altered in her, and must
prepare oursdves for gross ignorance, some meanness of
opinions, and very disressng vulgarity of manner; but these
are not incurable faults—nor, | trust, can they be dangerous
for her assodates Had my daughters been younger than
hersdf, | should have consdered the introduction of such a
companion, as a matter of very serious moment; but asit is,
| hopethere can be nothing to fear for them, and every thing
to hope for her, from the association.

That isexactly what | think,' cried Mrs. Norris, 'and what
| was saying to my husband thismor ning. It will be an educa-
tion for the child said I, only being with her cousns, if Miss
L eetaught her nothing, shewould learn to be good and clever
fromthem?

'l hope hewill not tease my poor pug,’ said Lady Bertram;
'l have but just got Julia to leave it alone!

'"There will be some difficulty in our way, Mrs. Norris,'
observed Sr Thomas, 'as to the distinction proper to be
made between the girls as they grow up; how to preserve
in the minds of my daughters the consdousess of what
they are, without making them think too lowly of their cousin;
and how, without depressing her spirits too far, to make her
remember that she is not a Miss Bertram. | should wish
to s= them very good friends, and would, on no account,
authorize in my girls the smalles degree of arrogance to-
wards their relation; but still they cannot be equals. Their
rank, fortune, rights, and expectations, will aways be dif-
ferent. It is a point of great delicacy, and you must a3
us in our endeavours to choose exactly the right line of
conduct.’

Mrs. Norris was quite at his service; and though she
perfectly agreed with him as to its being a mogt difficult
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thing, encouraged him to hope that between them it would
be easly managed.

It will bereadily believed that Mrs. Norrisdid not writeto
her sger in vain. Mrs. Price ssemed rather surprised that a
girl should be fixed on, when she had so many fine boys, but
accepted the offer mogt thankfully, assuring them of her
daughter's being a very well-disposed, good-humoured girl,
and trusting they would never have cause to throw her off.
She spoke of her farther as somewhat delicate and puny, but
was sanguine in the hope of her being materially better for
change of air. Poor woman! she probably thought change of
air might agree with many of her children.

CHAPTER I

T H E littlegir| performed her long journey in safety, and at
Northampton was met by Mrs. Norris, who thus regaled” in
the credit of being foremost to welcome her, and in theimpor -
tance of leading her in to the others, and recommending her
to their kindness.

Fanny Price’ was at thistimejust ten yearsold, and though
there might not be much in her first appearance to captivate,
there was, at leadt, nothing to disggus her reations. She was
gnall of her age, with no glow of complexion, nor any other
striking beauty; exceedingly timid and shy, and shrinking
from notice; but her air, though awkward, was not vulgar,
her voice was sweet, and when she spoke, her countenance
was pretty. Sir Thomas and Lady Bertram received her very
kindly, and Sir Thomas seeing how much she needed en-
couragement, tried to be all that was conciliating; but he had
to work againg a mogt untoward gravity of deportment—and
Lady Bertram, without taking half so much trouble, or speak-
ing one word where he spoke ten, by the mere aid of a good-
humour ed smile, becameimmediately thelessawful character
of the two.
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The young people were all at home, and sustained their
sharein theintroduction very well, with much good humour,
and no embarrassment, at least on the part of the sons who
at seventeen and sixteen, and tall of their age, had all the
grandeur of men in the eyes of their little cousn. The two
girls were more at a loss from being younger and in greater
awe of their father, who addressed them on the occasion with
rather an injudicious particularity. But they weretoo much
used to company and praise, to have any thing like natural
shyness, and their confidence increasing from their cousn's
total want of it, they were soon abletotakeafull survey of her
face and her frock in easy indifference.

They were a remarkably fine family, the sons very well-
looking, the daughters decidedly handsome, and all of them
well-grown and forward of their age, which produced as
striking a difference between the cousns in person, as edu-
cation had given to their address, and no one would have
supposed the girls o nearly of an age as they really were.
There was in fact but two years between the youngest and
Fanny. Julia Bertram was only twelve, and Maria but a
year older. The little vistor meanwhile was as unhappy
as posshle. Afraid of every body, ashamed of hersdf, and
longing for the home she had left, she knew not how to look
up, and could scarcely pesk to be heard, or without cry-
ing. Mrs, Norris had been talking to her the whole way
from Northampton of her wonderful good fortune, and the
extraordinary degree of gratitude and good behaviour which
it ought to produce, and her constiousness of misery was
therefore increased by the idea of its being a wicked thing
for her not to be happy. The fatigue too, of so long a jour-
ney, became soon no trifling evil. In vain were die well-
meant condescensons of Sir Thomas, and all the officious
prognogtications of Mrs. Norris that she would be a good
girl; in vain did Lady Bertram smile and make her st on
the sofa with hersdf and pug, and vain was even the sght
of a gooseberry tart towards giving her comfort; she could
scar ey swallow two mouthfuls before tears interrupted her.
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and degp seeming to be her likdiest friend, she was taken to
finish her sorrowsin bed.

Thisisnot a very promising beginning,’ said Mrs. Norris
when Fanny had left the room.—'After all that | said to her
as we came along, | thought she would have behaved better;
| told her how much might depend upon her acquitting her -
sf well at first. | wish there may not be a little sulkiness of
temper—her poor mother had a good deal; but we must make
allowances for such a child—and | do not know that her being
orry to leave her home is really againg her, for, with all its
faults, it was her home, and she cannot as yet understand how
much she has changed for the better; but then thereismoder a-
tion in all things!'

It required a longer time, however, than Mrs. Norris was
inclined to allow, to reconcile Fanny to the novety of M ans-
field Park, and the separation from every body she had been
usd to. Her fedings were very acute, and too little under stood
to be properly attended to. Nobody meant to be unkind, but
nobody put themsdves out of their way to secure her comfort.

The holiday. allowed to the Miss Bertrams the next day on
purpose to afford leisure for getting acquainted with, and
entertaining their young cousin, produced little union. They
could not but hold her cheap on finding that she had but two
sashes and had never learnt French; and when they per-
ceved her to be little struck with the duet they were so good
as to play, they could do no more than make her a generous
present of some of their leas valued toys, and leave her
to hersdf, while they adjourned to whatever might be the
favourite holiday sport of the moment, making artificial
flowers or wasting gold paper.

Fanny, whether near or from her cousns, whether in the
school-room, the drawing-room, or the shrubbery, was
equally forlorn, finding something to fear iti every person and
place. She was disheartened by L ady Bertram's slence, awed
by Sir Thomass grave looks, and quite overcome by Mrs.
Norris's admonitions. Her elder cousns mortified her by
reflections on her dSze, and abashed her by noticing her
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shyness, Miss Lee wondered at her ignorance, and the maid-
srvants sneered at her clothes, and when to these sorrows
was added the idea of the brothers and ssters among whom
she had always been important as play-fellow, instructress,
and nurse, the despondence that sunk her little heart was
Fvee

The grandeur of the house astonished, but could not con-
e her. The rooms were too large for her to move in with
ease Whatever she touched she expected to injure, and she
crept about in congant terror of something or other; often
retreating towards her own chamber to cry; and thelittlegirl
who was spoken of in the drawing-room when she left it at
night, as seeming s0 desrably sengble of her peculiar good
fortune, ended every day's sorrows by sobbing hersdf to
deep. A week had passed in thisway, and no suspicion of it
conveyed by her quiet passve manner, when she was found
onemor ning by her cousn Edmund, the youngest of the sons,
gtting crying on the attic sairs.

"My dear little cousn,” said he with all the gentleness of
an excdlent nature, 'what can be the matter?" And sitting
down by her, was at great pains to overcome her shame in
being so surprised, and persuade her to ek openly. 'Was
sheill ? or wasany body angry with her ? or had shequarrelled
with Mariaand Julia? or was she puzzled about any thingin
her lesson that he could explain ? Did she, in short, want any
thing he could possbly get her, or do for her? For a long
while no answer could be obtained beyond a 'no, no—not at
all—no, thank you;" but he still persevered, and no sooner
had he begun to revert to her own home, than her increased
sobs explained to him where the grievance lay. He tried to
console her.

'You are sorry to leave Mamma, my dear little Fanny,’
said he, 'which shows you to be a very good girl; but you
must remember that you are with relations and friends, who
all love you, and wish to make you happy. L et uswalk out in
the park, and you shall tell me all about your brothers and
sgers’
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On pursuing the subject, he found that dear as all these
brothers and sgers generally were, there was one among
them who ran more in her thoughts than the rest. It was
William whom she talked of most and wanted mog to see
William, the eldest, a year older than hersdf, her congant
companion and friend; her advocate with her mother (of
whom he was the darling) in every digress. '"William did not
like she should come away—he had told her he should miss
her very much indeed.' 'But William will writetoyou, | dare
say/ 'Yes, he had promised he would, but he had told her
towritefirg.' '"And when shall you doit?" She hung her head
and answered, hestatingly, 'she did not know; she had not
any paper.’

"1 f that be all your difficulty, | will furnish you with paper
and every other material, and you may writeyour letter when-
ever you choose Would it make you happy to write to.
William?'

'Yes, very.'

‘Then let it be done now. Come with meinto the breakfast
'00m, we shall find every thing there, and be sure of having
the room to oursdves'

'‘But cousn—will it go to the pos?

'Yes, depend upon me it shall; it shall go with the other
letters, and as your uncle will frank it, it will cog William
nothing.'

"My uncle!" repeated Fanny with a frightened look.

"Yes, when you have written the letter, | will take it to my
father tofrank.'

Fanny thought it a bold measure, but offered no farther
ressance; and they went together into the breakfast-room,
where Edmund prepared her paper, and ruled her lineswith
all the good will that her brother could himself have felt, and
probably with somewhat more exactness. He continued with
her the whole time of her writing, to as3s her with his pen-
knife or his orthography, as either were wanted; and added
to these attentions, which she felt very much, a kindness to
her brother, which delighted her beyond all therest. Hewrote

M.P. - 3.
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with his own hand his love to his cousn William, and sent
him half a guinea under the seal. Fanny's fedings on the
occason wer e such asshebelieved her self incapable of express-
ing; but her countenance and a few artless words fully con-
veyed all their gratitude and delight, and her cousin began to
find her aninteresting object. Hetalked to her more, and from
all that she said, was convinced of her having an affectionate
heart, and a strong desre of doing right; and he could per-
ceve her tobefarther entitled to attention, by great sensibility
of her situation, and great timidity. He had never knowingly
given her pain, but he now felt that she required more postive
kindness, and with that view endeavoured, in the first place,
to lessen her fears of them all, and gave her especially a great
deal of good advice as to playing with Maria and Julia, and
being as merry as possble

From this day Fanny grew more comfortable. She felt that
she had a friend, and the kindness of her cousn Edmund gave
her better spirits with every body dse. T he place became less
grange, and the people less formidable; and if there were
some amongst them whom she could not ceese to fear, she
began at least to know their ways, and to catch the best man-
ner of conforming to them. The little rugticities and awk-
wardnesses which had at first made grievous inroads on the
tranquillity of all, and not least of hersdf, necessarily wore
away, and shewas no longer materially afraid to appear before
her uncle, nor did her aunt Norris's voice make her sart very
much. To her cousins she became occasonally an acceptable
companion. Though unworthy, from inferiority of age and
strength, to be their constant asodate, their pleasures and
schemes were sometimes of a nature to make a third very
useful, especially when that third was of an obliging, yielding
temper; and they could not but own, when their aunt in-
quired into her faults, or their brother Edmund urged her
claims to their kindness, that 'Fanny was good-natured
enough.’

Edmund was uniformly kind himsdlf, and she had nothing
worsetoendureon thepart of Tom, than that sort of merriment
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which a young man of seventeen will always think fair with a
child often. He was just entering into life, full of spirits, and
with all theliberal digpostions of an edest son, who feds born
only for expense and enjoyment. His kindness to his little
cousn was consgent with his stuation and rights, he made
her some very pretty presents and laughed at her.

As her appearance and spirits improved, Sir Thomas and
Mrs. Norris thought with greater satisfaction of their bene-
volent plan; and it was pretty soon decided between them,
that though far from clever, she showed a tractable dispos-
tion, and seemed likely to give them little trouble. A mean
opinion of her abilities was not confined to them. Fanny could
read, work, and write, but she had been taught nothing more;
and as her coudns found her ignorant of many things with
which they had been long familiar, they thought her pro-
digioudy stupid, and for the first two or three weeks were
continually bringing some fresh report of it into the drawing-
room. 'Dear Mamma, only think, my cousn cannot put the
map of Europe together—or my cousin cannot tell the prin-
cipal riversin Russa—or she never heard of Asa Minor—or
ghe does not know the difference between water-colours and
crayonsd—How strangel—Did you ever hear any thing so
stupid?

"My dear, therr congderate aunt would reply; 'it is very
bad, but you must not expect every body to be as forward and
quick at learning as yoursdf.

'But, aunt, sheisreally so very ignorant!—Do you know, we
aked her last night, which way shewould goto get to Ireland;
and she said, she should cross to the Isle of Wight. She thinks
of nothing but the Ide of Wight, and she callsit the Idand, as
if there were no other idand in the world. | am sure | should
have been ashamed of mysdf, if | had not known better long
before | wassoold assheis. | cannot remember thetime when
| did not know a great deal that she has not the leagt notion of
yet. How long agoit is, aunt, Sncewe usad torepeat the chrono-
logical order of the kings of England, wit!) the dates of their
accessoo, and mogt of the principal events of their reigns!’
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'"Yes,' added the other; "and of the Roman emperors aslow
as Severus, beddes a great deal of the Heathen Mythology,
and all the Metals, Semi-Metals, Planets, and distinguished
philosophers!

'Very true, indeed, my dears, but you are blessed with
wonder ful memories, and your poor cousin has probably none
at all. Thereisa vag deal of difference in memories, as well
asin every thing dse, and therefore you must make allowance
for your cousin, and pity her deficiency. And remember that,
if you are ever 0 forward and clever yoursdves, you should
always be modest; for, much as you know already, thereisa
great deal morefor you to learn.’

'Yes, | know there is, till | am seventeen. But | must tell
you another thing of Fanny, so odd and so stupid. Do you
know, she says she does not want to learn either music or
drawing.'

'"Tobesure, my dear, that isvery stupid indeed, and shows
a great want of genius and emulation. But all things con-
sdered, | do not know whether it isnot as well that it should
be so, for, though you know (owing to me) your papa and
mamma are so good as to bring her up with you, it isnot at al)
necessary that she should be as accomplished as you are—on
the contrary, it is much more desrable that there should be
a difference!

Such were the counsds by which Mrs. Norris assged to
form her nieces minds; and it isnot very wonderful that with
all their promising talents and early information, they should
be entirely deficient in the less common acquir ements of sdif-
knowledge, generosity, and humility. In every thing but dis-
position, they were admirably taught. Sir Thomas did not
know what was wanting, because, though a truly anxious
father, he was not outwardly affectionate, and the reserve of
his manner repressed all the flow of their spirits before him.

To the education of her daughters, Lady Bertram paid not
the smallest attention. She had not time for such cares She
was a woman who spent her days in sitting nicely dressed on
a sofa, doing some long piece of needlework, of little use and
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no beauty, thinking more of her pug than her children, but
very indulgent to the latter, when it did not put hersdf to
inconvenience, guided in every thing important by Sir
Thomas, and in smaller concerns by her sger. Had she
possessad greater leisure for the service of her girls, she would
probably have supposad it unnecessary, for they were under
the care of a governess, with proper magers, and could want
nothing more. As for Fanny's being stupid at learning, 'she
could only say it was very unlucky, but some people were
stupid, and Fanny mug take more pains;, she did not know
what dse was to be done; and except her being o dull, she
mug add, she saw no harm in the poor little thing—and
always found her very handy and quick in carrying messages
and fetching what she wanted.'

Fanny, with all her faults of ignorance and timidity, was
fixed at Mansfield Park, and learning to transfer in its favour
much of her attachment to her former home, grew up there
not unhappily among her cousns There was no postive ill-
naturein Mariaor Julia; and though Fanny was often morti-
fied by ther treatment of her, she thought too lowly of her
own claimsto fed injured by it.

From about the time of her entering the family, Lady
Bertram, in consequence of a littleill-health, and a great deal
of indolence, gave up the house in town, which she had been
usd to occupy every spring, and remained wholly in the
country, leaving Sir Thomasto attend hisduty in Parliament,
with whatever increase or diminution of comfort might arise
from her absence In the country, therefore, the Miss Bert-
ramscontinued to exercisetheir memories, practisether duets,
and grow tall and womanly; and their father saw them becom-
ing in person, manner, and accomplishments, every thing that
could satidy hisanxiety. His ddest son was cardess and ex-
travagant, and had already given him much uneasness, but
his other children promised him nothing but good. His
daughters he felt, while they retained the name of Bertram,
mugt be giving it new grace, and in quitting it he trusted
would extend its respectable alliances;, and the character of
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Edmund, his strong good sense and uprightness of mind, bid
mogt fairly for utility, honour, and happiness to himself and
all his connections. He was to be a clergyman. '

Amid the cares and the complacency which his own chil-
dren suggested, Sir Thomas did not forget to do what he
could for the children of Mrs. Price; he assged her liberally
in the education and disposd of her sons as they became old
enough for a determinate pursuit: and Fanny, though dmost
totally separated from her family, was sengble of the truest
sdidfaction in hearing of any kindness towards them, or of
any thing at all promising in their situation or conduct. Once,
and once only in the course of many years, had she the happi-
ness of being with William. Of die re she sav nothing;
nobody seemed to think of her ever going amongst them again,
even for a visit, nobody at home ssamed to want her; but
William determining, soon after her removal, to be a sailor,
wes invited to spend a wesk with his sster in Northampton-
shire, before he went to ssa Their esger afection in meeting,
their exquisite delight in being together, their hours of happy
mirth, and moments of serious conference, may be imagined;
as well as the sanguine views and spirits of the boy even to
the last, and the misery of the girl when he I€ft her. Luckily
the visit hgppened in the Christmas holidays, when she could
directly look for comfort to her cousn Edmund; and hetold
her such charming things of what William wes to do, and be
heresfter, in consequence of hisprofession, asmede her gradu-
aly admit that the separation might have some use. Edmund's
friendship never failed her: hisleaving Eton for Oxford made
no change in his kind dispositions, and only afforded more
frequent opportunities of proving them. Without any display
of doing more than the res, or any fear of doing too much,
he was dways true to her interests, and consderate of her
fedlings, trying to make her good qualities understood, and
to conquer the diffidence which prevented their being more
apparent; giving her advice, consolation, and encouragement.

Kept back as e was by every body dse, his single support
could not bring her forward, but his attentions were otherwise
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of thehighest importancein assgting theimprovement of her
mind, and extending its pleasures. He knew her to be clever,
to have a quick apprehenson as well as good sensg, and a
fondness for reading, which, properly directed, must be an
education in itsef. Miss Lee taught her French, and heard
her read the daily portion of History; but he recommended
the books which charmed her leisure hours, he encouraged
her taste, and corrected her judgment; he madereading useful
by talking to her of what she read, and heightened its attrac-
tion by judicious praise. In return for such services she loved
him better than any body in the world except William; her
heart was divided between the two.

CHAPTER |11

T H Efirst event of any importancein the family was the death
of Mr. Norris, which happened when Fanny was about
fifteen, and necessarily introduced alterations and novelties.
Mrs. Norris, on quitting the parsonage, removed first to the
park, and afterwards to a small house of Sir Thomas'sin the
village, and consoled her sdif for the loss of her husband by
consdering that she could do very well without him, and for
her reduction of income by the evident necessty of gricter
economy. )

The living was hereafter for Edmund, and had his uncle
died a few years sooner, it would have been duly given to
ome friend to hold till he were old enough for orders. But
Tom's extravagance had, previousto that event, been so great,
astorender adifferent disposal of the next presentation neces-
sary, and the younger brother mugt help to pay for the plea-
ares of the elder. There was another family-living actually
held for Edmund; but though this circumstance had madethe
arrangement somewhat eader to Sir Thomas's conscience, he
could not but fed it to be an act of injustice, and he earnesdy
tried to impress his ddest son with the same conviction, in the
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hope of its producing a better effect than any thing he had
yet been able to say or do.

'l blush for you, Tom," said he, in hismog dignified man-
ner; 'l blush for the expedient which | am driven on, and |
trust | may pity your fedings as a brother on the occason.
You have robbed Edmund for ten, twenty, thirty years
perhaps for life, of more than half the income which ought to
be his. It may hereafter be in my power, or in your's (I hope
it will), to procure him better preferment; but it must not be
forgotten, that no benefit of that sort would have been beyond
his natural claimson us, and that nothing can, in fact, be an
equivalent for the certain advantage which he is now obliged
to forego through the urgency of your debts!

Tom ligened with some shame and some sorrow; but
ecaping as quickly as possble, could soon with cheerful
fishness reflect, Ist, that he had not been half so much in
debt as some of his friends; 2dly, that his father had made a
mos tiresome piece of work of it; and 3dly, that the future
incumbent, whoever he might be, would, in all probability,
die very soon.

On Mr . Norris's death, the presentation became the right
of a Dr. Grant, who came consequently to resde at Mans-
field, and on proving to be a hearty man of forty-five, ssemed
likely to disappoint M r. Bertram's calculations. But 'no, he
was a short-neck'd, apoplectic sort of fellow, and, plied well
with good things, would soon pop off.

He had a wife about fifteen years his junior, but no chil-
dren, and they entered the neighbourhood with the usual fair
report of being very respectable, agreeable people.

The time was now come when Sir Thomas expected his
sgter-in-law to claim her share in their niece, the change in
Mrs. Norriss stuation, and the improvement in Fanny's
age, seeming not merely to do away any former objection to
their living together, but even to give it the most decided
eligibility; and as his own circumstances were rendered les
fair than heretofore, by some recent losses on his West India
Egate, in addition to his edest son's extravagance, it became
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not undesirable to himself to be relieved from the expense of
her support, and the obligation of her future provison. In
the fulness of his belief that such a thing must be, he men-
tioned its probability to his wife; and the first time of the
subject'soccurring to her again, happening to be when Fanny
was present, she calmly observed to her, 'So, Fanny, you are
going to leave us, and live with my sster. How shall you
likeit?

Fanny was too much surprised to do more than repeat her
aunt's words, 'Going to leave you?

'Yes, my dear, why should you be asonished? You have
been five years with us, and my sger always meant to take
you when M r . Norris died. But you must come up and tack
on my patterns all the same'’

The news was as disagreeable to Fanny as it had been un-
expected. She had never received kindness from her aunt
Norris, and could not love her.

'l shall be very sorry to go away,” said she, with a faltering
voice.

'Yes, | dare sy you will; that's natural enough. | suppose
you have had as little to vex you, snce you came into this
house, as any creaturein theworld.'

'l hope | am not ungrateful, aunt,” said Fanny, modestly.

'No, my dear; | hope not. | have always found you a very
good girl.'

'And am | never to live here again?

'Never, my dear; but you are sure of a comfortable home.
It can make very little difference to you, whether you arein
one house or the other.'

Fanny left the room with a very sorrowful heart; she
could not fed the difference to be so small, she could not
think of living with her aunt with any thing like satisfac-
tion. As soon as she met with Edmund, she told him her
digress

‘Cousin,’ said she, 'something is going to happen which
| donot like at all; and though you have often persuaded me
into being reconciled to thingsthat | disiked at first, you will
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not be able to do it now. | am going to live entirely with my
aunt Norris.'

"Indeed!

"Yes, my aunt Bertram hasjust told me so. It isquite settled.
| am to leave Mansfield Park, and go to the White housg, |
Uppose, as von as e is removed there!

'"Well, Fanny; and if the plan were not unpleasant to you,
| should call it an excdllent one*

'Oh! Cousin!

"It has every thing dsein its favour. My aunt is acting like
a seengble woman in wishing for you. Sheis choosng a friend
and companion exactly where she ought, and | am glad her
love of money does not interfere. You will be what you ought
to be to her. | hope it does not digress you very much,
Fanny.'

‘Indeed it does | cannat likeit. | love this house and every
thing in it. | shall love nothing there. You know how un-
comfortable | fed with her.'

'l can say nothing for her manner to you asa child; but it
was the same with us all, or nearly 0. She never knew how
to be pleasant to children. But you are now of an age to be
treated better; | think she is behaving better already; and
when you are her only companion, you must be important
to her.'

'l can never be important to any one'

'What isto prevent you?

'Every thing—my dStuation—my foolisiness and awk-
wardness!

'As to your foolishness and awkwardness, my dear Fanny,
beieve me, you never have a shadow of either, but in usng
the words so improperly. There is no reason in the world
why you should not be important where you are known.
Y ou have good sense, and a sweet temper, and | am sureyou
have a grateful heart, that could never receive kindness with-
out wishing to return it. | do not know any better qualifica-
tions for a friend and companion.'

"You are too kind," said Fanny, colouring at such praise.
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'how shall | ever thank you as | ought, for thinking so well of
me? Oh! coudn, if | am to go away, | shall remember your
goodness, to the lag moment of my life!

"Why, indeed, Fanny, | should hope to be remembered at
such a digance as the White house. You esk as if you were
going two hundred miles off, instead of only across the park.
But you will beong to us aimost as much as ever. The two
families will be meeting every day in the year. The only
difference will be, that living with your aunt, you will neces
sarily be brought forward, asyou ought to be. Here, thereare
too many, whom you can hide behind; but with her you will
be forced to gpesk for yoursdf.

'Oh! do not say 0!

‘I must sy it, and sy it with pleasure. Mrs. Norris is
much better fitted than my mother for having the charge of
you now. Sheis of a temper to do a great deal for any body
she really interests herself about, and she will force you to do
justice to your natural powers!

Fanny dghed, and said, 'l cannot see things as you do;
but | ought to believe you to be right rather than mysdf, and
| am very much obliged to you for trying to reconcile me to
what must be. If | could suppose my aunt really to care for
me, it would be delightful to fed mysdf of consequence to
any body'—Here, | know | am of none, and yet | love the
place so well.'

'The place, Fanny, is what you will not quit, though you
quit the house. You will have as free a command of the park
and gardens as ever. Even your congtant little heart nesd not
take fright at such a nominal change. Y ou will have the same
walks to frequent, the same library to choose from, the same
people to look at, the same horse to ride’

'Very true. Yes, dear old grey poney. Ah! cousin, when
| remember how much | used to dread riding, what terrors
it gave meto hear it talked of as likely to do me good;—(Oh!
how | have trembled at my uncl€'s opening his lips if horses
were talked of) and then think of the kind pains you took
to reason and persuade me out of my fears, and convince me



24 MANSFIELD PARK

that | should likeit after alittlewhile, and fed how right you
proved to be, | am inclined to hope you may always prophesy
aswell.'

'And | am quite convinced that your being with Mrs.
Norris, will beasgood for your mind, as riding has been for
your health—and as much for your ultimate happiness, too.'

So ended their discourse, which, for any very appropriate
srviceit could render Fanny, might aswell have been spared,
for Mrs. Norris had not the smallest intention of taking her.
It had never occurred to her, on the present occason, but as
a thing to be carefully avoided. To prevent its being expected,
she had fixed on the smalles habitation which could rank as
gented among the buildings of Mandfield parish; the White
house being only just large enough to receve hersdf and her
servants, and allow a spare room for a friend, of which she
made a very particular point,—the sparerooms at the par-
onage had never been wanted, but the absolute necessty of
a spare-room for a friend was now never forgotten. Not all
her precautions, however, could save her from being supected
of something better; or, perhaps, her very display of the
importance of a spare-room, might have mided Sir Thomas
to suppose it really intended for Fanny. Lady Bertram soon
brought the matter to a certainty, by cardesy observing to
Mrs. Norris—

'l think, sgter, weneed not keep MissL eeany longer, when
Fanny goes to live with you?

Mrs. Norris amog started. 'Live with me, dear Lady
Bertram, what do you mean ?

'Is not she to live with you?—I thought you had settled it*
with Sir Thomas?

‘Mel never. | never spoke a syllable about it to Sir Thomas,
nor heto me. Fanny live with me! thelag thing in the world
for meto think of, or for any body to wish that really knows
us both. Good heaven! what could | do with Fanny?—Me!
a poor hepless, forlorn widow, unfit for any thing, my spirits
quite broke down, what could | do with agirl at her time of
life, a girl of fifteen! the very age of all others to need mogt
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attention and care, and put the cheerfullest spiritsto the tes.
Sure Sir Thomas could not serioudy expect such a thing!
Sir Thomas is too much my friend. Nobody that wishes me
well, | am sure, would propose it. How came Sir Thomas to
ek to you about it?

'Indeed, | do not know. | suppose he thought it best.'

‘But what did he say?—He could not say he wished me to
take Fanny. | am sure in his heart he could not wish me to
doit.'

'No, he only said he thought it very likely—and | thought
so too. We both thought it would be a comfort to you. But if
you do not like it, there is no more to be said. Sheisnoin-
cumbrance here!

'Dear sger! If you consder my unhappy state, how can
she be any comfort to me? Heream | a poor desolate widow,
deprived of thebest of husbands, my health gonein attending
and nursing him, my spirits still worse, all my peace in this
world destroyed, with barely enough to support me in the
rank of a gentlewoman, and enable meto live so asnot to dis-
grace the memory of the dear departed—what possible com-
fort could | have in taking such a charge upon me as Fanny!
If | could wish it for my own sake, | would not do so unjust
a thing by the poor girl. She is in good hands, and sure of
doing well. | mugt gruggle through my sorrows and difficulties
as| can.'

"Then you will not mind living by yoursdf quite alone?'

'‘Dear Lady Bertram! what am | fit for but solitude? Now
and then | shall hope to have a friend in my little cottage
(I snall always have a bed for a friend); but the most part of
my future days will be spent in utter secluson. If I can but
make both ends mest, that's all | axk for.'

'l hope, Sgter, things are not so very bad with you neither
—ocongdering. Sir Thomas says you will have six hundred a
year.'

‘Lady Bertram, | do not complain. | know | cannot live as
| have done, but | must retrench where | can, and learn to
bea better manager. | have been a liberal housskegper enough,
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but I shall not be ashamed to practice economy now. My
Stuation isasmuch altered asmy income. A great many things
were due from poor Mr. Norris as clergyman of the parish,
that cannot be expected from me. It is unknown how much
was consumed in our kitchen by odd comers and goers. At
the White house, matters must be better looked after. | must
live within my income, or | shall be miserable; and | own it
would give me great satisfaction to be able to do rather more
—to lay by a little at the end of the year.'

'l dare say you will. You always do, don't you?

"My object, Lady Bertram, isto be of useto thosethat come
after me. It isfor your children'sgood that | wish to bericher.
‘| have nobody dse to care for, but | should be very glad to
think | could leave a little trifle among them, worth their
having.'

"You arevery good, but do not trouble your self about them.
They are sure of being well provided for. Sir Thomas will
take care of that.'

'Why, you know Sir Thomass means will be rather
straitened, if the Antigua’ estateisto make such poor returns.

'Oh! that will soon be settled. Sir Thomas has been writing
about it, | know.'

'Well, Lady Bertram," said Mrs. Norris, moving to go,
'l can only sy that my sole desre is to be of use to your
family—and so if Sir Thomas should ever eak again about
my taking Fanny, you will be able to say, that my health and
Spirits put it quite out of the question—besdes that, | really
should not have a bed to give her, for | must keep a spare room
for afriend.'

Lady Bertram repeated enough of this conversation to her
husband, to convince him how much he had mistaken his
gger-in-law's views, and she was from that moment per-
fectly safe from all expectation, or the dightest alluson to it
from him. He could not but wonder at her refusing to do any
thing for a niece, whom she had been so forward to adopt; but
as hetook early careto make him, aswell asLady Bertram,
understand that whatever she possessad was designed for their
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family, he soon grew reconciled to a distinction, which at the
same time that it was advantageous and complimentary to
them, would enable him better to provide for Fanny himsef.

Fanny soon learnt how unnecessary had been her fears of
aremoval; and her spontaneous, untaught felicity on the dis-
covery, conveyed some consolation to Edmund for his dis-
appointment in what he had expected to be so essentially
serviceable to her. Mrs. Norris took possesson of the White
house, the Grants arrived at the parsonage, and these events
over, every thing at Mansfield went on for sometimeasusual.

The Grants showing a digpostion to be friendly and soci-
able, gave great satisfaction in the main among their new
acquaintance. They had their faults, and Mrs. Norris soon
found them out. The Dr. was very fond of eating, and would
have a good dinner every day; and Mrs. Grant, ingead of
contriving to gratify him at little expense, gave her cook as
high wages as they did at Mansfield Park, and was scarcdy
ever s in her offices Mrs. Norriscould not speak with any
temper of such grievances, nor of the quantity of butter and
eggs that were regularly consumed in the house 'Nobody
loved plenty and hospitality more than hersef—nobody more
hated pitiful doings—the parsonage she bedieved had never
been wanting in comforts of any sort, had never borne a bad
character in her time but this was a way of going on that she
could not understand. A fine lady in a country parsonage was
quite out of place. Het store-room she thought might have
been good enough for Mrs. Grant to go into. Enquire where
she would, she could not find out that Mrs. Grant had ever
had more than five thousand pounds!

Lady Bertram lisened without much interest to this sort
of invective. She could not enter into the wrongs of an econo-
mist, but she felt all the injuries of beauty in Mrs. Grant's
being so well settled in life without being handsome, and ex-
pressed her astonishment on that point almost asoften, though
not so diffusdly, asMrs. Norris discussed the other.

These opinions had been hardly canvassd a year, before
another event arose of such importancein thefamily, asmight
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fairly claim some place in the thoughts and conversation of
the ladies Sir Thomas found it expedient to go to Antigua
himsdf, for the better arrangement of his affairs, and he took
his ddest son with him in the hope of detaching him from
ome bad connections at home. They left England with the
probability of being nearly a twelvemonth absent.

The necessty of the measure in a pecuniary light, and the
hope of its utility to his son, reconciled Sir Thomas to the
effort of quitting the rest of his family, and of leaving his
daughters to the direction of others at their present mogt
interesting time of life. He could not think Lady Bertram
quite equal to supply his place with them, or rather to per-
form what should have been her own; but in Mrs. Norm's
watchful attention, and in Edmund's judgment, he had suffi-
cient confidence to make him go without fears for ther
conduct.

Lady Bertram did not at all like to have her husband leave
her; but she was not disturbed by any alarm for his safety, or
solicitude for his comfort, being one of those persons who
think nothing can be dangerous or difficult, or fatiguing to
any body but themselves.

The Miss Bertrams were much to be pitied on the occason;
not for their sorrow, but for their want of it. Their father was
no object of love to them, he had never ssemed the friend of
their pleasures and hisabsence was unhappily most welcome.
They were relieved by it from all restraint; and without
aiming at one gratification that would probably have been
forbidden by Sir Thomas, they felt themsdves immediately at
their own disposal, and to have every indulgence within their
reach. Fanny's relief, and her constousness of it, were quite
egual to her cousns, but a more tender nature suggesed that
her fedings were ungrateful, and she really grieved because
she could not grieve. 'Sir Thomas, who had done so much for
her and her brothers, and who was gone perhaps never to
return! that she should sse him go without a tear!—it was a
shameful insensbility. He had said to her moreover, on the
very lag morning, that he hoped she might see William again
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in the course of the ensuing winter, and had charged her
to write and invite him to Mansfield as soon as the squad-
ron to which he belonged should be known to bein England.
"This was so thoughtful and kind!'—and would he only
have smiled upon her and called her 'my dear Fanny,
while he said it, every former frown or cold address might
have been forgotten. But he had ended his speech in a way
to sink her in sad mortification, by adding, 'If William
does come to Mansfield, | hope you may be able to con-
vince him that the many years which have passed since you
parted, have not been spent on your side entirely without
improvement—though | fear he must find his sister at six-
teen in some respects too much like his sister at ten.' She
cried bitterly over this reflection when her uncle was gone;
and her cousins, on seeing her with red eyes, st her down
asahypocrite.

CHAPTER IV

TOM BERTRAM had of late spent so little of his time a
home, that he could be only nominally missed; and Lady
Bertram was soon astonished to find how very well they
did even without his father, how well Edmund could supply
his place in carving, talking to the steward, writing to the
attorney, settling with the servants, and equally saving her
from all possible fatigue or exertion in every particular, but
that of directing her letters.

The earliest intelligence of the travellers' sffe arrival in
Antigua after a favourable voyage, was received; though not
beforeMrs. Norrishad beenindulging in very dreadful fears,
and trying to make Edmund participate them whenever she
could get him alone; and as she depended on being the first
person made acquainted with any fatal catastrophe, she had
already arranged the manner of breaking it to all the others,
when Sir Thomas's assurances of their both being alive and
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well, made it necessary to lay by her agitation and affectionate
preparatory spesches for a while.

Thewinter came and passad without their being called for;
the accounts continued perfectly good,—and Mrs. Norrisin
promoting gaieties for her nieces, assgting their toilettes, dis-
playing their accomplishments, and looking about for their
future husbands, had so much to do as, in addition to all her
own household cares, someinterferencein thoseof her sster,
and Mrs. Grant's wasteful doings to overlook, left her very
little occason to be occupied even in fears for the absent.

The Miss Bertrams were now fully esablished among the
beles of the neighbourhood; and asthey joined to beauty and
brilliant acquirements, a manner naturally easy, and care-
fully formed to general civility and obligingness, they pos
51 its favour as well as its admiration. Their vanity was
in such good order, that they seemed to be quite free from it,
and gave themsdlves no airs; while the praises attending such
behaviour, secured, and brought round by their aunt, served
to strengthen them in believing they had no faults.

Lady Bertram did not go into public with her daughters.
She was too indolent even to accept a mother's gratification
in witnessng their success and enjoyment at the expense of
any personal trouble, and the charge was made over to her
gger, who desred nothing better than a post of such honour -
able representation, and very thoroughly relished the means
it afforded her of mixing in society without having horses to
hire.

Fanny had no share in the fetivities of the season; but she
enjoyed being avowedly useful asher aunt's companion, when
they called away the rest of the family; and as Miss L ee had
left Mansfield, she naturally became every thing to Lady
Bertram during the night of a ball or a party. She talked to
her, ligened to her, read to her; and the tranquillity of such
evenings, her perfect security in such a téte-a-tete from any
sound of unkindness, was unspeakably welcome to a mind
which had s8dom known a pause in its alarms or embarrass-
ments. Asto her cousns gaieties, she loved to hear an account



VOLUME | CHAPTER IV 31

of them, especialy of the balls, and whom Edmund had
danced with; but thought too lowly of her own Stuation to
imagine she should ever be admitted to the same, and listened
therefore without an idea of any nearer concern in them.
Upon thewhole, it wasa comfortablewinter to her; for though
it brought no William to England, the never failing hope of
hisarrival wasworth much.

The ensuing spring deprived her of her valued friend the
old grey poney, and for some time she was in danger of fedling
thelossin her health aswell asin her affections, for in spite
of the acknowledged importance of her riding on horseback,
no measures were taken for mounting her again, 'because’
as it was observed by her aunts, 'she might ride one of her
cousns horsss at any time when they did not want them;'
and as the Miss Bertrams regularly wanted their horses every
fine day, and had no idea of carrying their obliging manners
to the sacrifice of any real pleasure, that time of course never
came. They took their cheerful rides in the fine mornings of
April and M ay; and Fanny either sat at home the whole day
with oneaunt, or walked beyond her strength at theinstigation
of the other; Lady Bertram holding exercise to be as unneces-
sary for every body as it was unpleasant to hersdlf; and Mrs.
Norris, who was walking all day, thinking every body ought
to walk as much. Edmund was absent at this time, or the
evil would have been earlier remedied. When he returned
to understand how Fanny was situated, and perceive its ill
effects, there ssemed with him but one thing to be done, and
that 'Fanny must have a horse, was the resolute declaration
with which he opposed whatever could beurged by the supine-
ness of his mother, or the economy of his aunt, to make it
appear unimportant. Mrs. Norris could not help thinking
that some seady old thing might be found among the num-
bers belonging to the Park, that would do vastly well, or that
one might be borrowed of the steward, or that perhaps Dr.
Grant might now and then lend them the poney he sent to
thepost. Shecould not but consder it asabsolutely unneces-
sary, and even improper, that Fanny should have a regular
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lady's horse of her own in the style of her cousins. She was
sure Sir Thomas had never intended it; and she must say,
that to be making such a purchase in his absence, and adding
to the great expenses of his gable at a time when a large part
of his income was unsettled, seemed to her very unjugtifiable.
'Fanny musgt have a horse’ was Edmund's only reply. Mrs.
Norriscould not se it in the samelight. Lady Bertram did;
she entirely agreed with her son as to the necessity of it, and
as to its being consdered necessary by his father;—she only
pleaded againg there being any hurry, she only wanted him
towait till Sir Thomas'sreturn, and then Sir Thomas might
sttle it all himsdf. He would be at home in September, and
where would be the harm of only waiting till September?
Though Edmund was much more displeased with his aunt
than with his mother, as evincing least regard for her niece,
he could not help paying more attention to what she said, and
at length determined on a method of proceeding which would
obviatetherisk of hisfather'sthinking he had donetoo much,
and at the same time procure for Fanny the immediate means
of exercise, which he could not bear she should be without.
He had three horsss of his own, but not one that would carry
awoman. Two of them werehunters, thethird, auseful road-
horse: this third he resolved to exchange for one that his
cousin might ride; he knew where such a one was to be met
with, and having once made up his mind, the whole busness
was soon completed. The new mare proved a treasure; with
a very little trouble, she became exactly calculated for the
purpose, and Fanny was then put in almost full possesson of
her. She had not supposed before, that any thing could ever
auit her likethe old grey poney; but her delight in Edmund's
mare was far beyond any former pleasure of the sort; and the
addition it was ever receving in the consderation of that
kindness from which her pleasure sprung, was beyond all
her words to express. She regarded her cousin as an example
of every thing good and great, as posessing worth, which
no one but hersdf could ever appreciate, and as entitled to
such gratitude from her, as no fedings could be strong enough
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to pay. Her sentiments towards him were compounded of all
that was respectful, grateful, confiding, and tender.

Asthehorsecontinued in nameaswell asfact, the property
of Edmund, Mrs. Norriscould tolerate itsbeing for Fanny's
use and had L ady Bertram ever thought about her own objec-
tion again, he might have been excused in her eyes for not
waiting till Sir Thomas's return in September, for when
September came, Sir Thomas was still abroad, and without
any near prospect of finishing his busness. Unfavourable
arcumstances had suddenly arisen at a moment when he was
beginning to turn all his thoughts towards England, and the
very great uncertainty in which every thing wasthen involved,
determined him on sending home his son, and waiting the
final arrangement by himsdf. Tom arrived safdly, bringing
an excdlent account of his father's health; but to very little
purpose, as far asMrs. Norriswas concerned. Sir Thomas's
sending away his son, seemed to her o like a parent's care,
under the influence of a foreboding of evil to himsdf, that she
could not help feding dreadful presentiments, and as the
long evenings of autumn came on, was so terribly haunted by
thexe ideas, in the sad solitariness of her cottage, as to be
obliged to take daily refuge in the dining room of the park.
Thereturn of winter engagements, however, was not without
its effect; and in the course of their progress, her mind became
s0 pleasantly occupied in superintending the fortunes of her
ddest niece, as tolerably to quiet her nerves. 'If poor Sir
Thomas were fated never to return, it would be peculiarly
consoling to ssetheir dear Mariawell married,” shevery often
thought; always when they were in the company of men of
fortune, and particularly on theintroduction of a young man
who had recently succeeded to one of the largest esates and
finest places in the country.

M r . Rushworth was from thefirst sruck with the beauty
of Miss Bertram, and being inclined to marry, soon fancied
himsdlf in love. He was a heavy young man, with not more
than common sense but as there was nothing disagreeable in
hisfigure or address, the young lady was well pleasad with her
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conquest. Being now in her twenty-first year, MariaBertram
was beginning to think matrimony a duty; and asa marriage
with M r . Rush wor th would give her the enjoyment of alarger
income than ber father's, as well as ensure her the house in
town, which was now a prime object, it became, by the same
rule of moral obligation, her evident duty tomarry M r . Rush-
worth if she could. Mrs. Morriswas most zealousin promot-
ing the match, by every suggestion and contrivance, likely to
enhance its desrableness to either party; and, among other
means, by seeking an intimacy with the gentleman's mother,
who at present lived with him, and to whom she even forced
Lady Bertram to go through ten miles of indifferent road, to
pay a morning visit. It was not long before a good under-
ganding took place between thislady and hersdf. Mrs. Rush-
wor th acknowledged her sdf very desrousthat her son should
marry, and declared that of all the young ladies she had ever
seen, Miss Bertram seemed, by her amiable qualities and
accomplishments, the best adapted to make him happy, Mrs.
Norris accepted the compliment, and admired the nice dis-
cernment of character which could so well distinguish merit.
M ariawasindeed theprideand delight of them all—perfectly
faultless—an angel; and of course, so surrounded by admirers,
musgt be difficult in her choice; but yet asfar asMrs. Norris
could allow her sef to decide on so short an acquaintance, M r .
Rushworth appeared precisaly the young man to deserve and
attach her.

After dancing with each other at a proper number of balls,
the young peoplejustified these opinions, and an engagement,
with a due reference to the absent Sir Thomas, was entered
into, much to the satisfaction of their respective families, and
of the general lookers-on of the neighbour hood, who had, for
many wesks pad, felt the expediency of Mr. Rushworth's
marrying Miss Bertram.

It was some months before Sir Thomas's consent could be
received; but in the mean while, as no one felt a doubt of his
mogt cordial pleasure in the connection, the intercourse of
the two families was carried on without restraint, and no
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other attempt made at secrecy, than Mrs. Norrisstalking of
it every where asa matter not to betalked of at present.

Edmund was the only one of the family who could s a
fault in the busness, but no representation of his aunt's
could induce him to find M r. Rushworth a desirable com-
panion. He could allow his Sgter to be the best judge of her
own happiness, but he was not pleased that her happiness
should centre in a large income; nor could he refrain from
often saying to himsdlf, in M r. Rush worth's company, ' f
this man had not twelve thousand a year, hewould bea very
stupid fellow.’

Sir Thomas, however, was truly happy in the prospect of
an alliance so unquestionably advantageous, and of which he
heard nothing but the perfectly good and agreeable. It wasa
connection exactly of the right sort; in the same county, and
the ssameinterest;* and his most hearty concurrence was con-
veyed as soon as possible. He only conditioned that the mar -
riage should not take place before his return, which he was
again looking eagerly forward to. Hewrotein April, and had
grong hopes of settling every thing to his entire satisfaction,
and leaving Antigua before the end of the summer.

Such wasthe gate of affairsin themonth of July, and Fanny
had just reached her eighteenth year, when the society of the
village received an addition in the brother and sster of Mrs.
Grant, aMr. and Miss Crawford, the children of her mother
by a second marriage. They were young people of fortune.
The son had a good edtate in Norfolk, the daughter twenty
thousand pounds. As children, their 9ger had been always
very fond of them; but, as her own marriage had been soon
followed by the death of their common parent, which left
them to the care of a brother of their father, of whom Mrs.
Grant knew nothing, she had scarcdy seen them since. In
their uncle's housethey had found akind home. Admiral and
Mrs. Crawford, though agreeing in nothing else, wereunited
in affection for these children, or at leas were no farther
adversein their fedings than that each had their favourite, to
whom they showed the greatest fondness of the two. The
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Admiral delighted in the boy, Mrs. Crawford doated on the
girl; and it was the lady's death which now obliged her
protegée, after some months further trial at her uncleés house,
tofind another home. Admiral Crawford wasaman of vicious
conduct, who chose, ingead of retaining his niece, to bring
his migress under his own roof; and to thisMrs. Grant was
indebted for her sger's proposal of coming to her, a measure
guite as welcome on one Sde, as it could be expedient on the
other; for Mrs. Grant having by this time run through the
usual resources of ladies residing in the country without a
family of children; having more than filled her favourite
stting-room with pretty furniture, and made a choice collec-
tion of plants and poultry, was very much in want of some
variety at home. The arrival, therefore, of a S whom she
had always loved, and now hoped to retain with her as long
as she remained single, was highly agreeable; and her chief
anxiety was lex Mansfield should not satidfy the habits of a
young woman who had been mostly used to L ondon.

Miss Crawford was not entirely free from similar appre-
hensons, though they arose principally from doubts of her
sde's gyle of living and tone of society; and it was not till
after she had tried in vain to persuade her brother to settle
with her at his own country-house, that she could resolve to
hazard hersdf among her other relations. To any thing like a
permanence of abode, or limitation of society, Henry Craw-
ford had, unluckily, a great didike; he could not accommodate
hissger in an article of such importance, but he escorted her,
with the utmogt kindness, into Northamptonshire, and as
readily engaged to fetch her away again at half an hour's
notice, whenever she were weary of the place.

The meeting was very satifactory on each sde. Miss
Crawford found a sster without predseness or rusicity—
a dger's husband who looked the gentleman, and a house
commodioys and well fitted up; and Mrs. Grant received in
those whom she hoped to love better than ever, a young man
and woman of very prepossessng appearance. Mary Craw-
ford was remarkably pretty; Henry, though not handsome,
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had air and countenance; the mannersof both werelively and
pleasant, and Mrs. Grant immediately gave them credit for
every thing dse. She was delighted with each, but Mary was
her dearest object; and having never been able to glory in
beauty of her own, she thoroughly enjoyed the power of being
proud of her sger's. She had not waited her arrival to look
out for a suitable match for her; she had fixed on Tom Bert-
ram; the ddest son of a Baronet was not too good for a girl of
twenty thousand pounds, with all the degance and accom-
plishments which Mrs. Grant foresaw in her; and being a
war m-hearted, unreserved woman, M ary had not been three
hoursin the house before she told her what she had planned.

Miss Crawford was glad to find a family of such conse
guence 0 very near them, and not at all displeased either at
her 9der's early care, or the choice it had fallen on. M atri-
mony was her object, provided she could marry well, and
having ssen Mr. Bertram in town, she knew that objection
could no more be made to his person than to his situation in
life. While hetreated it asajoke, therefore, she did not for-
get to think of it serioudy. T he stheme was soon repeated to
Henry.

'And now," added Mrs. Grant, 'l have thought of some-
thing to make it quite complete. | should dearly love to
sttle you both in this country, and therefore, Henry, you
shall marry the younges Miss Bertram, a nice, handsome,
good-humoured, accomplished girl, who will make you very
happy.’ g

Henry bowed and thanked her.

"My dear 9ger,’ said Mary, 'if you can persuade him into
any thing of the sort, it will be a fresh matter of delight to
me, to find mysdf allied to any body so clever, and | shall
only regret that you have not half-a-dozen daughters to dis-
pose of. If you can persuade Henry to marry, you mugt have
the address of a French-woman. All that English abilities
can do, has been tried already. | have three very particular
friends who have been all dying for him in their turn; and
the pains which they, their mothers, (very clever women,) as

M,P. - A
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well as my dear aunt and mysdf, have taken to reason, coax,
or trick him into marrying, is inconceivable! He is the mogt
horribleflirt that can beimagined. If your Miss Bertramsdo
not liketo have their hearts broke, let them avoid Henry.'

"My dear brother, | will not bdieve this of you.

'No, | am sureyou are too good. You will be kinder than
Mary. You will allow for the doubts of youth and inexperi-
ence. | am of a cautious temper, and unwilling to risk my
happiness in a hurry. Nobody can think more highly of the
matrimonial sate than mysdf. | consder the blessng of a
wife as mogt justly described in those discreet lines of the
poet, " Heaven'slast best gift." ™

‘There, Mrs. Grant, you see how he dwells on oneword,
and only look at hissmile. | asureyou heisvery detesable—
the admiral's lessons have quite spoiled him.'

'l pay very littleregard,’ said Mrs. Grant, 'to what any
young person says on the subject of marriage. If they profess
a dignclination for it, | only s& it down that they have not
yet seen the right person.’

Dr. Grant laughingly congratulated Miss Crawford on
fedling no disinclination to the sate her sdf.

'Oh! yes | am not at all ashamed of it. | would have every
body marry if they can do it properly; | do not like to have
people throw themsdlves away; but every body should marry
as soon as they can do it to advantage!

CHAPTER V

T H E young people were pleasad with each other from the
firs. On each dde there was much to attract, and their
acquaintance soon promised as early an intimacy as good
mannerswould warrant. Miss Crawford's beauty did her no
disservice with the Miss Bertrams. They were too handsome
themsdves to didike any woman for being so too, and were
amog as much charmed as their brothers, with her lively
dark eye, clear brown complexion, and general prettiness. Had
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she been tall, full formed, and fair, it might have been more of
atrial; but as it was, there could be no comparison, and she
was mog allowably a sweet pretty girl, while they were the
finest young women in the country.

Her brother was not handsome, no, when they firs saw
him, he was absolutely plain, black and plain; but still he was
the gentleman, with a pleasng address. The sscond meeting
proved him not so very plain; he was plain, to be sure, but
then he had 0 much countenance, and his teeth were so
good, and he was s0 well made, that one soon forgot he was
plain; and after a third interview, after dining in company
with him at the parsonage, he was no longer allowed to be
called s0 by any body. He was in fact, the mog agreeable
young man the Ssters had ever known, and they were equally
ddlighted with him. Miss Bertram's engagement made him
in equity the property of Julia, of which Juliawasfully aware,
and before he had been at Mansfield a week, she was quite
ready to befallen in love with.

Maria's notions on the subject were more confused and
indistinct. She did not want to sse or understand. 'There
could beno harm in her liking an agreeable man—every body
knew her situation—Mr. Crawfor d must take care of himself.'
Mr. Crawford did not mean to be in any danger; the Miss
Bertrams were worth pleasing, and were ready to be pleased;
and he began with no object but of making them like him. He
did not want them to die of love; but with ssnse and temper
which ought to have made him judge and fed better, he
allowed himsalf great latitude on such points.

'l like your Miss Bertrams exceedingly, Sger,’ said he, as
he returned from attending them to their carriage after the
said dinner visit; 'they are very eegant, agreeablegirls!

'So they are, indeed, and | am ddighted to hear you sy it.
But you like Julia best.'

'Oh! yes | like Julia best.

'‘But do you really? for MissBertram isin general thought
thehandsomest.'

'So | should suppose. She has the advantacre in every
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feature, and | prefer her countenance—but | like Julia bedt.
Miss Bertram is certainly the handsomest, and | have found
her the most agreeable, but | shall always like Julia best,
because you order me!

'l shall not talk to you, Henry, but | know you will like her
bet at lagt.’

‘Do not | tell you, that | like her best at first ?

'And besdes Miss Bertram is engaged. Remember that,
my dear brother. Her choice is made.

'Yes, and | like her the better for it. An engaged woman
Is always more agresgible than a disengaged. She is stidfied
with hersdf. Her cares are over, and dhe feds that she may
exert all her powers of pleasng without suspicion. All is safe
with a lady engaged; no harm can be done!’

'Why as to that—Mr. Rushworth is a very good sort of
young man, and it is a great match for her.'

'‘But Miss Bertram does not care three grawsfor him; that
is your opinion of your intimate friend. / do not subscribe to
it. | am sure MissBertram is very much attached to M r . Rush-
worth. | could se it in her eyes when he was mentioned.
| think too well of Miss Bertram to suppose she would ever
give her hand without her heart.*

"Mary, how shall we manage him?'

'We mug leave him to himsdf | believe. Talking does no
good. He will betaken in at lagt.'

‘But | would not have him taken iny | would not have him
duped; | would haveit all fair and honourable.’

'Oh! dear—L et him stand his chance and betaken in. It will
dojust aswell. Every body istaken in at some period or other.'

"Not alwaysin marriage, dear Mary.'

'I'n marriage especially. With all due respect to such of the
present company as chance to be married, my dear Mrs.
Grant, thereisnot onein a hundred of either s, who is not
taken in when they marry. Look where | will, | ssethat it is
s0; and | fed that it must be 0, when | consder that it is, of
all transactions, the one in which people expect most from
others, and areleast honest themsalves!
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'Ah! You have been in a bad schoal for matrimony, in Hill
Street.'

"My poor aunt had certainly little cause to love the state;
but, however, speaking from my own observation, it is a
manoeuvring busness | know so many who have married in
the full expectation and confidence of some one particular
advantage in the connection, or accomplishment or good
quality in the person, who have found themsdves entirely
deceived, and been obliged to put up with exactly the reverse!
What isthis, but atakein ?

"My dear child, there must be a little imagination here. |
beg your pardon, but | cannot quite believe you. Depend upon
it, you see but half. You see the evil, but you do not s the
consolation. There will be little rubs and disappointments
every where, and we are all apt to expect too much; but then,
if one scheme of happiness fails, human nature turns to
another; if the first calculation is wrong, we make a sscond
better; we find comfort somewhere—and those evil-minded
observers, deares M ary, who make much of alittle, are more
taken in and deceived than the parties themsdves!

"Well done, sgter! | honour your esprit du corps. When
| am a wife, | mean to be just as saunch mysdlf; and | wish
my friendsin general would be so too. It would save me many
a heart-ache’

"You areasbad asyour brother, M ary; but wewill cureyou
both. Mansfield shall cure you both—and without any taking
in. Stay with usand we will cureyou.'

TheCrawfords, without wantingto becured, werevery will-
ing to say. Mary was satisfied with the parsonage as a present
home, and Henry equally ready to lengthen his visit. He had
come, intending to spend only afew dayswith them, but Mans-
field promised well, and there was nothing to call him ese-
where. It delighted M rs. Grant to kegp them both with her, and
Dr. Grant was exceedingly well contented to have it so; atalk-
ing pretty young woman likeMiss Crawford, isalways pleasant
odety to an indolent, stay-at-homeman; and M r . Crawford's
being his guest was an excuse for drinking claret every day.
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TheMissBertrams admiration of M r. Crawford wasmore
rapturous than any thing which Miss Crawford's habits made
her likely to fed. She acknowledged, however, that the M r .
Bertrams were very fine young men, that two such young men
were not often seen together even in London, and that their
manners, particularly those of the edest, were very good. He
had been much in London, and had more liveliness and gal-
lantry than Edmund, and must, therefore, be preferred; and,
indeed, hisbeing the edest was another strong claim. She had
fet an early presentiment that she should like the ddest bed.
She knew it was her way.

Tom Bertram must have been thought pleasant, indeed, at
any rate; he was the sort of young man to be generally liked,
his agreeableness was of the kind to be oftener found agreeable
than some endowments of a higher samp, for he had easy
manners, excelent spirits, a large acquaintance, and a great
deal to say; and thereverson of Mansfield Park, and a baron-
etcy, did no harm to all this. Miss Crawford soon felt, that he
and his stuation might do. She looked about her with due
consderation, and found almost every thing in his favour, a
park, a real park five miles round, a spacious moder n-built
house, so well placed and well screened as to deserve to be in
any collection of engravings of gentlemen's sets in the king-
dom, and wanting only to be completely new furnished-
pleasant 9gers, a quiet mother, and an agreeable man him-
self—with the advantage of being tied up from much gaming
at present, by a promiseto hisfather, and of being Sir Thomas
hereafter. It might do very well; she believed she should accept
him; and shebegan accordingly tointerest her self alittleabout
the horse which he had to run at the B——races

These races were to call him away not long after ther
acquaintance began; and asit appeared that thefamily did not,
from his usual goings on, expect him back again for many
weeks, it would bring his passon to an early proof. M uch was
said on his 9de to induce her to attend the races, and schemes
were made for a large party to them, with all the eagerness of
inclination, but it would only do to be talked of.
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And Fanny, what was she doing and thinking all thiswhile?
and what was her opinion of the new-comers? Few young ladies
of eighteen could be less called on to speak their opinion than
Fanny. In a quiet way, very little attended to, she paid her
tribute of admiration to Miss Crawford's beauty; but as she
still continued to think M r. Crawford very plain, in spite of
her two cousns having repeatedly proved the contrary, she
never mentioned him. The notice which she excited hersdf,
was to this effect. 'l begin now to understand you all, except
Miss Price/ said Miss Crawford, as she was walking with
the Mr. Bertrams. Tray, is she out, or is she not?—I| am
puzzled—She dined at the parsonage, with the res of you,
which ssemed like being out; and yet she says o little, that
| can hardly suppose she is.'

Edmund, to whom this was chiefly addressed, replied, “I
believe | know what you mean—but | will not undertake to
ansver the question. My cousin is grown up. She has the age
and sense of awoman, but the outsand not outs are beyond
me.’

'And yet in general, nothing can be more easly ascertained.
The digtinction is o broad. Manners as well as appearance
are, generally speaking, so totally different. Till now, |
could not have supposed it possble to be migaken as to
a girl's being out or not. A girl not out, has always the same
sort of dress, a dose bonnet for instance, looks very demure,
and never says a word. You may smile—but it isso | asure
you—and except that it is sometimes carried a little too
far, it is all very proper. Girls should be quiet and modest.
The mog objectionable part is, that the alteration of man-
ners on being introduced into company is frequently too
sudden. They sometimes pass in such very little time from
reserve to quite the opposte—to confidence! That is the
faulty part of the present sysem. One does not like to se
a girl of eighteen or nineteen so immediately up to every
thing—and perhaps when one has ssen her hardly able to
ek the year before. Mr. Bertram, | dare say you have
sometimes met with such changes'
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'I believe | have; but thisishardly fair; | ssewhat you are
at. You arequizzing me and Miss Anderson.*

'No indeed. Miss Anderson! | do not know who or what
you mean. | am quitein the dark. But | will quiz you with a
great deal of pleasure, if you will tell me what about.'

"Ah!you carry it off very well, but | cannot be quite so far
imposed on. You mug have had Miss Anderson in your eye,
in describing an altered young lady. Y ou paint too accurately
for migake. It was exactly 0. The Andersons of Baker Street.
We wer e speaking of them the other day, you know. Edmund,
you have heard me mention Charles Anderson. The circum-
dance was precisdy as this lady has represented it. When
Anderson firgt introduced me to his family, about two years
ago, hissster wasnot outy, and | could not get her to speek to
me. | st there an hour one morning waiting for Anderson,
with only her and a little girl or two in the room—the gover-
ness being Sck or run away, and the mother in and out every
moment with letters of busness, and |'could hardly get a
word or a look from the young lady—mnothing like a civil
ansver—ahe screwed up her mouth, and turned from me
with such an air! | did not s= her again for a twelvemonth.
She was then out. | met her at Mrs. Holford's—and did not
recollect her. She came up to me, claimed me as an acquaint-
ance, dared me out of countenance, and talked and laughed
till 1 did not know which way to look. | felt that | must be
the jes of the room at the time—and Miss Crawford, it is
plain, has heard the story.*

'And a very pretty ory it is and with more truth in it,
| dare say, than does credit to Miss Anderson. It is too com-
mon afault. Mother s certainly have not yet got quite theright
way of managing their daughters. I do not know where the
error lies | do not pretend to st people right, but | do s
that they are often wrong.'

'Those who are showing the world what female manners
should be,' said Mr. Bertram, gallantly, 'are doing a great
deal to = them right.’

"Theerror isplain enough,' said thelesscourteousEdmund;



VOLUME | CHAPTER V 45

'such girls areill brought up. They are given wrong notions
from the beginning. They are aways acting upon motives of
vanity—and there isno more real modesty in their behaviour
before they appear in public than afterwards.’

'l do not know,' replied Miss Crawford hesitatingly. 'Yes,
| cannot agree with you there. It is certainly the modestest
.part of the business. It is much worse to have girls not out,
give themselves the same airs and take the same liberties as
if they were, which | have seen done. That is worse than any
thing—quite disgusting!'

'Yes, that is very inconvenient indeed," said Mr. Bertram.
"1t leads one astray; one does not know what to do. The close
bonnet and demure air you describe so well, (and nothing was
ever juster,) tell one what is expected; but | got into a dread-
ful scrape last year from the want of them. | went down to
Ramsgate for a week with a friend last September—just after
my return from the West Indies—my friend Sneyd—you
have heard me spesk of Sneyd, Edmund; his father and
mother and sisters were there, all new to me. When we reached
Albion place they were out; we went after them, and found
them on the pier. Mrs. and the two Miss Sneyds, with others
of their acquaintance. | made my bow in form, and as Mrs.
Sneyd was surrounded by men, attached myself to one of her
daughters, walked by her side all the way home, and made
myself as agreeable as | could; the young lady perfectly essy
in her manners, and as ready to talk as to listen. | had not a
suspicion that | could be doing any thing wrong. They looked
just the same; both well dressed, with veils and parasols like
other girls; but | afterwards found that | had been giving all
my attention to the youngest, who was not out, and had most
excessively offended the eldest. Miss Augusta ought not to
have been noticed for the next six months, and Miss Sneyd,
| believe, has never forgiven me.'

'That was bad indeed. Poor Miss Sneyd! Though | have
no younger sister, | fed for her. To be neglected before one's
time, must be very vexatious. But it was entirely the mother's
fault. Miss Augusta should have been with her governess.
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Such half and half doings never prosper. But now | must be
satisfied about Miss Price. Does she go to balls? Does she dine
out every where, as well as at my sser's?

"No," replied Edmund, 'l do not think she has ever been to
aball. My mother s8dom goesinto company her sdif, and dines
no where but with Mrs. Grant, and Fanny days at home
with her,

'Oh! then the point is clear. Miss Priceis not out.'

CHAPTER VI

M R. BERTRAM s off for , and Miss Crawford was pre-
pared to find a great chasm in their society, and to miss him
decidedly in the mesetings which were now becoming almost
daily between the families; and on their all dining together
at the park soon after his going, she retook her chosen place
near the bottom of the table, fully expecting to fed a mos
melancholy difference in the change of magers It would be
a vey flat busness she was sure. In comparison with his
brother, Edmund would have nothing to say. T he soup would
be sent round in a mogt spiritless manner, wine drank with-
out any smiles, or agreeable trifling, and the venison cut up
without supplying one pleasant anecdote of any former
haunch, or a single entertaining story about 'my friend such
aone' She mug try to find amusement in what was passng
at theupper end of thetable, and in observing M r . Rushworth,
who was now making his appearance at Mansfield, for the
first time ance the Crawfords arrival. He had been visiting
a friend in a neighbouring county, and that friend having
recently had his grounds laid out by an improver, M r . Rush-
worth wasreturned with hishead full of the subject, and very
eager to be improving his own place in the same way; and
though not saying much to the purpose, could talk of nothing
ds The subject had been already handled in the drawing-
room; it was revived in the dining-parlour. Miss Bertram's
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attention and opinion was evidently his chief aim; and though
her deportment showed rather conscious superiority than any
solicitude to oblige him, the mention of Sotherton Court, and
the ideas attached to it, gave her a feding of complacency,
which prevented her from being very ungracious.

‘I wish you could sse Compton,' said he, ‘it is the most
complete thing! | never saw a place so altered in my life.
| told Smith | did not know where | was T he approach now
is one of the finest things in the country. You s the housein
the most surprisng manner. | declare when | got back to
Sotherton yesterday, it looked like a prison—quite a dismal
old prison.

'Oh! for shame!' cried Mrs. Norris. “A prison, indeed!
Sotherton Court is the noblest old place in the world.'

"I't wants improvement, ma'am, beyond any thing. | never
sw a place that wanted so much improvement in my life; and
it isso forlorn, that | do not know what can be done with it.'

"No wonder that M r. Rushworth should think so at pre-
sent/ said Mrs. Grant to Mrs. Norris, with a smile; "but
depend upon it, Sotherton will have every improvement in
time which his heart can desre!

'l mugt try to do something with it," ssid M r. Rushworth,
‘but | do not know what. | hope | shall have some good friend
to help me'

"Your best friend upon such an occason,’ said Miss
Bertram, calmly, 'would be M r . Repton, | imagine.

'That iswhat | was thinking of. As he has done so well by
Smith, | think | had better have him at once. Histerms are
five guineas a day.'

'Well, and if they wereten? cried Mrs. Norris, 'l am sure
you ne=d not regard it. The expense need not be any impedi-
ment. If | were you, | should not think of the expense. |
would have every thing done in the bes style, and made as
nice as possble Such a place as Sotherton Court deserves
every thing that tase and money can do. You have space to
work upon there, and groundsthat will well reward you. For
my own part, if | had any thing within the fiftieth part of the
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sze of Sotherton, | should be always planting and improving,
for naturally | am excessvely fond of it. It would be too
ridiculous for me to attempt any thing where I am now, with
my little half acre. It would be quite a burlesque. But if |
had moreroom, | should take a prodigious delight in improv-
ing and planting. We did a vast deal in that way at the parson-
age; we made it quite a different place from what it was when
wefirst had it. Y ou young ones do not remember much about
it, perhaps. But if dear Sir Thomas were here, he could tell
you what improvements we made; and a great deal more
would have been done, but for poor Mr. Norris's sad state
of health. He could hardly ever get out, poor man, to enjoy
any thing, and that disheartened me from doing several things
that Sir Thomas and | used to talk of. If it had not been for
that, we should have carried on the garden wall, and made
the plantation to shut out the churchyard, just as Dr. Grant
has done. We were aways doing something, as it was. It was
only the spring twelvemonth before Mr. Norris's death, that
we put in the apricot against the stable wall, which is now
grown such a noble tree, and getting to such perfection, sir,’
addressing herself then to Dr. Grant.

"The tree thrives well beyond a doubt, madam,’ replied
Dr. Grant. 'The soil is good; and | never pass it without
regretting, that the fruit should be so little worth the trouble
of gathering.’

'Sir, it is a moor park," we bought it as a moor park, and
it cost us—that is, it was a present from Sir Thomas, but |
saw the bill, and | know it cost seven shillings, and was
charged as a moor park.'

'"You were imposed on, ma'am/ replied Dr. Grant; ‘these
potatoes have as much the flavour of a moor park apricot, as
the fruit from that tree. It is an insipid fruit at the best; but
agood apricot is eatable, which none from my garden are.'

"The truth is, ma'am/ said Mrs. Grant, pretending to
whisper acrossthetableto Mrs. Norris, 'that Dr. Grant hardly
knows what the natural taste of our apricot is; he is scarcely
ever indulged with one, for it isso valuablea fruit, with alittle
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assistance, and ours is such a remarkably large, fair sort, that
what with early tarts and preserves, my cook contrives to get
them all.'

Mrs. Nonris, who had begun to redden, was appeased, and,
for a little while, other subjects took place of the improve-
ments of Sotherton. Dr. Grant and Mrs. Norris were seldom
good friends; their acquaintance had begun in dilapidations,
and their habits were totally dissimilar.

After a short interruption, Mr. Rushworth began again.
'Smith's place is the admiration of all the country; and it was
a mere nothing before Repton took it in hand. | think | shall
have Repton.'

'Mr. Rushworth," said Lady Bertram, 'if | were you, |
would have a very pretty shrubbery. One likes to get out into
a shrubbery in fine weather.'

Mr. Rushworth was eager to assure her ladyship of his
acquiescence, and tried to make out something compli-
mentary; but between his submission to her taste, and his
having aways intended the same himself, with the super-
added objects of professing attention to the comfort of ladies
in general, and of insinuating, that there was one only whom
he was anxious to please, he grew puzzled; and Edmund was
glad to put an end to his speech by a proposa of wine. Mr.
Rushworth, however, though not usually a great talker, had
still more to say on the subject next his heart. 'Smith has not
much above a hundred acres altogether in his grounds, which
is little enough, and makes it more surprising that the place
can have been so improved. Now, at Sotherton, we have a
good seven hundred, without reckoning the water meadows;
so that | think, if so much could be done at Compton, we
need not despair. There have been two or three fine old trees
cut down that grew too near the house, and it opens the pro-
spect amazingly, which makes me think that Repton, or any
body of that sort, would certainly have the avenue at Sother-
ton down; the avenue that leads from the west front to the top
of the hill you know," turning to Miss Bertram particularly as
he spoke. But MissBertram thought it most becomingtoreply:
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Theavenue! Oh! | do not recollect it. | really know very
little of Sotherton.’

Fanny, who was dtting on the other dde of Edmund,
exactly opposte Miss Crawford, and who had been atten-
tively listening, now looked at him, and said in a low voice,

'Cut down an avenue! What a pity! Does not it make you
think of Cowper? "Ye fallen avenues, once more | mourn
your fateunmerited."'*

He smiled as he answered, '| am afraid- the avenue gands
a bad chance, Fanny.'

'l should like to see Sotherton before it is cut down, to
setheplaceasit isnow, in itsold state; but | do not suppose
| shall.’

'Have you never been there? No, you never can; and un-
luckily it is out of digance for a ride. | wish we could con-
triveit.'

"Oh! it does not sgnify. Whenever | do seit, you will tell
me how it has been altered.’

'l collect,’ said Miss Crawford, 'that Sotherton is an old
place, and a place of some grandeur. In any particular syle
of building?

"The house was built in Elizabeth's time, and is a large,
regular, brick building—heavy, but respectable looking, and
has many good rooms. It isill placed. It ¢ands in one of the
lowest spats of the park; in that respect, unfavourable for
improvement. But the woods are fine, and there is a stream,
which, | dare say, might be made a good,deal of. Mr, Rush-
worth isquiteright, | think, in meaning to give it a modern
dress and | have no doubt that it will be all done extremely
well.'

Miss Crawford listened with submission, and said to her-
«f, '"Heisawell bred man; hemakesthebes of it.'

'l do not wish to influence M r . Rushworth,' he continued,
'but had | a place to new fashion, | should not put myself into
the hands of an improver. | would rather have an inferior
degree of beauty, of my own choice, and acquired progres-
svely. | would rather abide by my own blundersthan by his!'



VOLUME | CHAPTER VI 5j

" You would know what you wer e about of course—but that
would not suit me. | haveno eye or ingenuity for such matters,
but asthey arebeforeme; and had | a place of my own in the
country, | should be most thankful to any M r. Repton who
would undertakeit, and give me as much beauty as he could
for my money; and | should never look at it, till it was com-
plete’

" It would be ddightful to meto ssethe progress of it all,’
sad Fanny.

'Ay—you have been brought up to it. It was no part of
my education; and theonly dose | ever had, being admini-
gered by not the first favourite in the world, has made me
consder improvements in hand as the greatest of nuisances.
Three years ago, the admiral, my honoured uncle, bought
a cottage at Twickenham for us all to spend our summers
in; and my aunt and | went down to it quite in raptures,
but it being excessvely pretty, it was soon found necessary
to be improved; and for three months we were all dirt and
confusion, without a gravel walk to gep on, or a bench fit
for use | would have every thing as complete as possble
in the country, shrubberies and flower gardens, and rustic
sts innumer able; but it must be all done without my care.
Henry isdifferent, helovesto bedoing.'

Edmund was sorry to hear Miss Crawford, whom he was
much digposed to admire, ek so0 fredy of her uncle. It did
not suit his sense of propriety, and he was slenced, till in-
duced by further smiles and livdiness, to put the matter by
for the present.

*Mr. Bertram,' said she 'l have tidings of my harp at
lag. | am assured that it is safe at Northampton; and there
it has probably been these ten days, in spite of the solemn
asurances we have o often receved to the contrary.
Edmund expressed his pleasure and surprise. 'The truth
is, that our inquiries were too direct; we sent a servant,
we went oursdlves this will not do seventy miles from
L ondon—but this morning we heard of it in the right way.
It was seen by some farmer, and he told the miller, and the
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miller told the butcher, and the butcher's son-in-law left word
at theshop.'

'I| am very glad that you have heard of it, by whatever
means, and hope there will be no farther delay.’

‘I am to have it to-morrow; but how do you think it isto
be conveyed? Not by a waggon or cart;—Oh! no, nothing of
that kind could be hired in the village. | might as well have
aked for portersand a hand-barrow.'

"You would find it difficult, | dare say, just now, in the
middle of a very late hay harved, to hirea horse and cart?

"1 was agonished to find what a piece of work was made of
it! To want a horse and cart in the country ssemed impos-
sble, so | told my maid to gpesk for one directly; and as |
cannot look out of my dressng-closst without seeing one
farm yard, nor walk in the shrubbery without passng another,
| thought it would be only ak and have, and was rather
grieved that | could not give the advantage to all. Guess my
aurprise, when | found that | had been asking the most un-
reasonable, mos impossible thing in the world, had offended
all thefarmers, all the labourers, all the hay in the parish. As
for Dr. Grant's bailiff, | believe | had better keep out of his
way; and my brother-in-law himsdf, who is all kindness in
general, looked rather black upon me, when he found what
| had been at.'

Tou could not be expected to have thought on the sub-
ject before, but when you do think of it, you must s the
importance of getting in the grass The hire of a cart at any
time, might not be s0 easy as you suppose; our farmers are
not in the habit of letting them out; but in harves, it must be
quite out of their power to are a horse!

'l shall understand all your waysin time; but coming down
with the true London maxim, that every thing is to be got
with money, | was a little embarrassed at first by the sturdy
independence of your country cusoms. However, | am to
have my harp fetched to-morrow. Henry, who is good-nature
itsdlf, has offered to fetch it in his barouche. Will it not be
honour ably conveved ?
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Edmund spoke of the harp as hisfavourite instrument, and
hoped to be soon allowed to hear her. Fanny had never heard
the harp at all, and wished for it very much.

'1 shall be mogt happy to play to you both, said Miss
Crawford; 'at least, aslong as you can liketo listen; probably
much longer, for | dearly love musc mysdf, and where the
natural tage is equal, the player must always be begt off, for
she is gratified in more ways than one. Now, M r. Bertram,
if you writeto your brother, | entreat you to tell him that my
harp is come, he heard so much of my misery about it. And
you may say, if you please that | shall prepare my most
plaintive airs againg his return, in compasson to his fedings,
as | know his horse will lose!

"If1 write, | will say whatever you wish me; but | do not
at present foresee any occason for writing.'

'No, | dare say, nor if he were to be gone a twelvemonth,
would you ever write to him, nor he to you, if it could be
helped. The occason would never be foreseen. What srange
creaturesbrothersare! You would not writeto each other but
upon the most urgent necessty in the world; and when
obliged totake up the pen to say that such ahorseisill, or such
a relation dead, it is done in the fewest possible words. You
have but one style among you. | know it perfectly. Henry,
who is in every other repect exactly what a brother should
be, who loves me, consults me, confides in me, and will talk
to me by the hour together, has never yet turned the page in
aletter; and very often it isnothing morethan, " Dear Mary,
| am just arrived. Bath ssems full, and every thing as usual.
Your's sincerely.” That is the true manly style; that is a
complete brother's letter.

'When they are at a disance from all their family," said
Fanny, colouring for William's sake, 'they can write long
letters.

'Miss Price has a brother at sea’ said Edmund, 'whose
excdlence as a correspondent, makes her think you too ssvere
upon us.

'At seq, has she?—In the King's service of course!
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Fanny would rather have had Edmund tell the story, but
his determined slence obliged her to relate her brother's
situation; her voice was animated in speaking of his profes-
sion, and the foreign stations he had been on, but she could
not mention the number of years that he had been absent
without tears in her eyes. Miss Crawford civilly wished him
an early promotion.

‘Do you know any thing of my cousin's captain? said
Edmund; 'Captain Marshall? Y ou have a large acquaintance
in the navy, | conclude?

'Among Admirals, large enough; but," with an air of gran-
deur; ‘we know very little of the inferior ranks. Post captains
may be very good sort of men, but they do not belong to us.
Of various admirals, | could tell you agreat deal; of them and
their flags, and the gradation of their pay, and their bickerings
and jedousies. But in general, | can assure you that they are
all pasd over, and all very ill used. Certainly, my home at
my uncle's brought me acquainted with a circle of admirals.
Of Rears, and Vices, | saw enough. Now, do not be suspecting
me of a pun, | entreat.'

Edmund again felt grave, and only replied, 'lt is a noble
profession.’

'Yes, the profession is well enough under two circum-
stances; if it make the fortune, and there be discretion in
spending it. But, in short, it is not a favourite profession of
mine. It has never worn an amiable form to me

Edmund reverted to the harp, and was again very happy in
the prospect of hearing her play.

The subject of improving grounds meanwhile was still under
consideration among the others; and Mrs. Grant could not
help addressing her brother, though it was calling his attention
fromMissJuliaBertram. "My dear Henry, have you nothing to
sy ? You have been an improver yourself, and from what |
hear of Everingham, it may vie with any place in England. Its
natural beauties, | am sure, are great. Everingham as it used
to bewas perfect in my estimation; such ahappy fall of ground,
and such timber! What would not | give to seit again!’
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'Nothing could be so gratifying to me as to hear your
opinion of it," was hisanswer. '‘But | fear there would be some
disappointment. You would not find it equal to your present
ideas In extent it is a mere nothing—you would be surprised
at its insggnificance; and as for improvement, there was very
little for meto do; too little—I should like to have been busy
much longer.'

"You are fond of the sort of thing? said Julia.

'Excessively: but what with the natural advantages of the
ground, which pointed out even to a very young eye what little
remained to be done, and my own consequent resolutions, |
had not been of age three months before Everingham was all
that it isnow. My plan was laid at Westmingter—allittle altered
perhaps at Cambridge, and at one and twenty executed. | am
inclined toenvy M r . Rush worth for having so much happiness
yet before hirou | have been a devourer of my own.'

'Those who see quickly, will resolve quickly and act
quickly," said Julia.' You can never want employment. Instead
of envymg Mr. Rushworth, you should assg him with your
opinion.'

Mrs. Grant hearing the latter part of tnis speech, enforced
it warmly, persuaded that no judgment could be equal to her
brother's; and as Miss Bertram caught at the idea likewise,
and gave it her full support, declaring that in her opinion it
was infinitely better to consult with friends and disinterested
advisrs, than immediately to throw the busness into the
hands of a professonal man, M r. Rush worth was very ready
to request the favour of M r. Crawford's asssance; and M.
Crawford after properly depreciating his own abilities, was
quiteat hisservicein any way that could be useful. M r. Rush-
worth then began to propose M r. Crawford's doing him the
honour of coming over to Sotherton, and taking a bed there;
when Mrs. Norris, asif reading in her two nieces mindstheir
little approbation of a plan which wasto take M r . Crawford
away, interposed with an amendment. ' Ther ecan be no doubt
of Mr. Crawford's willingness, but why should not more of
us go?—Why should not we make a little party? Here are.
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many that would be interesicu _ovemems, my
dear M r. Rushworth, and that would liketohear M r. Craw-
ford's opinion on the spot, and that might be of some small
use to you with their opinions, and for my own part | have
bean long wishing to wait upon your good mother again;
nothing but having no horses of my own, could have made me
S0 remiss, but now | could go and st a few hours with Mrs.
Rushworth while the rest of you walked about and settled
things, and then we could all return to a late dinner here, or
dine at Sotherton just as might be mos agreeable to your
mother, and have a pleasant drive home by moonlight. | dare
sy Mr. Crawford would take my two nieces and me in his
barouche, and Edmund can go on horseback, you know,
sger, and Fanny will gay at home with you.'

Lady Bertram made no objection, and every one con-
cerned in the going, was forward in expressng their ready
concurrence, excepting Edmund, who heard it all and said
nothing.

CHAPTER VII

'WELL Fanny, and how do you like Miss Crawford nowV
said Edmund the next day, after thinking some time on the
subject himsdlf. "How did you like her yesterday?*

'Very well—very much. | like to hear her talk. She enter-
tains me; and dhe is 0 extremely pretty, that | have great
pleasure in looking at her.!

"I't isher countenancethat isso attractive. Shehasawonder -
ful play of feature! But was there nothing in her conversation
that sruck you Fanny, as not quite right?'

'Oh! yes, she ought not to have spoken of her uncle as she
did. | was quite agtonished. An uncle with whom she has been
living so many years, and who, whatever his faults may be, is
%0 very fond of her brother, treating him, they say, quite like
a on. | could not have believed it!
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'l thought you would be struck. It was very wrong—very
indecorous!

"And very ungrateful | think.'

‘Ungrateful isa strong word. | do not know that her uncle
has any claim to her gratitude; his wife certainly had; and it
is the warmth of her regpect for her aunt's memory which
mideads her here. She is awkwardly circumstanced. With
such warm fedings and lively spirits it mugt be difficult to
dojudiceto her affection for Mrs. Crawford, without throw-
ing a shade on the admiral. | do not pretend to know which
wasmog to blamein their disagreements, though theadmiral's
present conduct might incline one to the sde of his wife: but
it is natural and apiiable that Miss Crawford should acquit
her aunt entirely. | do not censure her opinions; but there
certainly isimpropriety in making them public’

‘Do not you think," said Fanny, after a little consderation,
‘that thisimpropriety isar€flection itself upon M rs. Crawford,
as her niece has been entirely brought up by her? She cannot
have given her right notions of what was due to the admiral.’

'That is a fair remark. Yes, we must suppoe the faults of
the niece to have been those of the aunt; and it makesonemore
sengble of the disadvantages she has been under. But | think
her present home must do her good. Mrs. Grant's manners
are just what they ought to be. She speaks of her brother with
a very pleasng affection.’

'Yes, except as to his writing her such short letters. She
made me almost laugh; but | cannot rate so very highly the
love or good nature of a brother, who will not give himsdf the
trouble of writing any thing worth reading, to his sgers
when they are separated. | am sure William would never have
usd me s, under any circumstances And what right had
she to uppose, that you would not write long letters when you
were absent?

'Theright of a lively mind, Fanny, seizing whatever may
contribute to its own amusement or that of others;, perfectly
allowable, when un tinctured by ill humour or roughness, and
there is not a shadow of either in the countenance or manner
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of Miss Crawford, nothing sharp, or loud, or coarse. She is
perfectly feminine, except in the instances we have been
speaking of. There she cannot be justified. |1 am glad you saw
ital sl did.'

Having formed her mind and gained her affections, he had
agood chance of her thinking like him; though at this period,
and on this subject, there began now to be some danger of
dissimilarity, for hewasin aline of admiration of Miss Craw-
ford, which might lead him where Fanny could not follow.
Miss Crawford's attractions did not lessen. The harp arrived,
and rather added to her beauty, wit, and good humour, for
she played with the greatest obligingness, with an expression
and taste which were peculiarly becoming, and there was
something clever to be said at the close of every air. Edmund
was at the parsonage every day to be indulged with his favour-
ite instrument; one morning secured an invitation for the
next, for thelady could not be unwilling to havealistener, and
every thing was soon in a fair train.

A young woman, pretty, lively, with a harp as elegant as
herself; and both placed near a window, cut down to the
ground, and opening on a little lawn, surrounded by shrubs
in the rich foliage of summer, was enough to catch any man's
heart. The season, the scene, the air, were all favourable to
tenderness and sentiment. Mrs. Grant and her tambour
frame were not without their use; it was al in harmony; and
asevery thing will turn to account when love isonce st going,
even the sandwich tray, and Dr. Grant doing the honours of
it, were worth looking at. Without studying the business,
however, or knowing what he was about, Edmund was begin-
ning at the end of aweek of such intercourse, to be a good deal
in love; and. to the credit of the lady it may be added, that
without his being a man of the world or an elder brother,
without any of the arts of flattery or the gaieties of small talk,
he began to be agreeable to her. She felt it to be so, though
she had not foreseen and could hardly understand it; for he
was not pleasant by any common rule, he talked no nonsense,
he paid no compliments, his opinions were unbending, his
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attentions tranquil and simple. Ther e was a charm, perhaps,
in his sincerity, his geadiness his integrity, which Miss
Crawford might be equal to fed, though not equal to discuss
with hersdf. She did not think very much about it, however;
he pleased her for the present; she liked to have him near her;
it was enough.

Fanny could not wonder that Edmund was at the parsonage
every morning; she would gladly have been there too, might
she have gone in uninvited and unnoticed to hear the harp;
neither could she wonder, that when the evening stroll was
over, and the two families parted again, he should think it
right to attend M rs. Grant and her Sger to their home, while
Mr. Crawford was devoted to the ladies of the park; but she
thought it a very bad exchange, and if EdOmund were not there
to mix the wine and water for her, would rather go without it
than not. She was a little surprised that he could spend so
many hourswith Miss Crawford, and not see more of the sort
of fault which he had already observed, and of which she was
amog always reminded by a something of the same nature
whenever she wasin her company; but so it was. Edmund was
fond of speaking to her of Miss Crawford, but he seemed to
think it enough that the admiral had snce been spared; and
she scrupled to point out her own remarksto him, legt it should
appear likeill-nature. Thefirst actual pain which MissCraw-
ford occadoned her, was the consequence of an inclination
to learn to ride, which the former caught soon after her being
settled at Mandfield from the example of the young ladies at
the park, and which, when Edmund's acquaintance with her
increased, led to his encouraging the wish, and the offer of
his own quiet mare for the purpose of her firg attempts, as
the best fitted for a beginner that either stable could furnish.
No pain, no injury, however, was desgned by him to his
cousin in thisoffer: shewasnot to losea day'sexercise by it.
The mare was only to be taken down to the parsonage half an
hour before her ride were to begin; and Fanny, on its being
firs proposed, 0 far from feding dighted, was almost over-
powered with gratitudethat he should beasking her leavefor it.
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Miss Crawford made her first esssy with great credit to
herself, and no inconvenience to Fanny. Edmund, who had
taken down the mare and presided at the whole, returned
with it in excellent time, before either Fanny or the steady old
coachman, who aways attended her when she rode without
her cousins, were ready to set forward. The second day's trial
was not so guiltless. Miss Crawford's enjoyment of riding was
such, that she did not know how to leave off. Active and fear-
less, and, though rather small, strongly made, she seemed
formed for a horsewoman; and to the pure genuine pleasure
of the exercise, something was probably added in Edmund's
attendance and instructions, and something more in the con-
viction of very much surpassing her sex in general by her
early progress, to make her unwilling to dismount. Fanny
was ready and waiting, and Mrs. Norris was beginning to
scold her for not being gone, and still no horse was announced,
no Edmund appeared. To avoid her aunt, and look for him,
she went out.

The houses, though scarcely half a mile apart, were not
within sight of each other; but by walking fifty yardsfrom the
hall door, she could look down the park, and command a view
of the parsonage and all its demesnes, gently rising beyond
the villageroad; and in Dr. Grant's meadow she immediately
saw the group—Edmund and Miss Crawford both on horse-
back, ridingsideby side, Dr. and Mrs. Grant, and M r. Craw-
ford, with two or three grooms, standing about and looking
on. A happy party it appeared to her—all interested in one
object—cheerful beyond a doubt, for the sound of merriment
ascended even to her. It was a sound which did not make her
cheerful; she wondered that Edmund should forget her, and
felt a pang. She could not turn her eyes from the meadow,
she could not help watching all that passed. At first Miss
Crawford and her companion made the circuit of the field,
which was not small, at a foot's pace; then, at her apparent
suggestion, they rose into a canter; and to Fanny's timid
nature it was most astonishing to see how well she sat. After
afew minutes, they stopt entirely, Edmund was close to her,
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he was speaking to her, he was evidently directing her manage-
ment of the bridle, he had hold of her hand; she saw it, or the
imagination supplied what the eye could not reach. She must
not wonder at all this; what could be more natural than that
Edmund should be making himsaf useful, and proving his
good-nature by any one? She could not but think indeed that
Mr. Crawford might aswell have saved him thetrouble; that
it would have been particularly proper and becoming in a
brother to have done it himsdf; but Mr. Crawford, with all
his boagted good-nature, and all his coachmanship, probably
knew nothing of the matter, and had no active kindness in
comparison of Edmund. She began to think it rather hard
upon the mare to have such double duty; if she were forgotten
the poor mare should be remembered.

Her fedings for one and the other were soon a little tran-
quillized, by seeing the party in the meadow diperse, and
Miss Crawford still on horseback, but attended by Edmund
on foot, pass through a gate into the lane, and so into the park,
and make towards the spot where she stood. She began then
to be afraid of appearing rude and impatient; and walked to
meet them with a great anxiety to avoid the suspicion.

'My dear Miss Price, said Miss Crawford, as soon as she
was at all within hearing, 'l am come to make my own apologies
for kegping you waiting—but | have nothing in the world to
sy for mysdf—I knew it was very late, and that | was be-
having extremely ill; and, therefore, if you please, you must
forgive me. Sdfishness must always be forgiven you know,
because there is no hope of a cure!

Fanny's answer was extremey civil, and Edmund added
his.conviction that shecould bein nohurry. T or thereismore
than time enough for my cousn to ridetwice as far as she ever
goes’ said he, "and you have been promoting her comfort by
preventing her from setting off half an hour sooner; clouds
are now coming up, and she will not suffer from the heat as
she would have done then. | wish you may not be fatigued by
0 much exercise. | wish you had saved yoursdf this walk
home''

M.P. - 5
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'No part of it fatigues me but getting off this horse, |
assure you,' said she, as she sprang down with hishelp; 'l am
very strong. Nothing ever fatigues me, but doing what | do
not like. Miss Price, | give way to you with avery bad grace;
but | sincerely hope you will have a pleasant ride, and that
| may have nothing but good to hear of this dear, delightful,
beautiful animal.'

The old coachman, who had been waiting about with his
own horse, now joining them, Fanny was lifted on her's, and
they set off across another part of the park; her feelings of
discomfort not lightened by seeing, as she looked back, that
the others were walking down the hill together to the village;
nor did her attendant do her much good by his comments on
Miss Crawford's great cleverness as a horsewoman, which he
had been watching with an interest amost equal to her own.

'I't is a pleasure to s a lady with such a good heart for
riding!" said he. 'l never see one sit a horse better. She did
not seem to have a thought of fear. Very different from you,
miss, when you first began, six years ago come next Eadter.
Lord bless me! how you did tremble when Sir Thomas first
had you put on!"

In the drawing-room Miss Crawford was aso celebrated.
Her meritin being gifted by nature with strength and courage
was fully appreciated by the Miss Bertrams; her delight in
riding was like their own; her early excellence in it was like
their own, and they had great pleasure in praising it.

'| was sure she would ride well/ said Julia; 'she has the
make for it. Her figure is as neat as her brother's.!

'Yes,' added Maria, 'and her spirits are as good, and she
has the same energy of character. | cannot but think that good
horsemanship has a great deal to do with the mind.’

When they parted at night, Edmund asked Fanny whether
she meant to ride the next day.

'No, | do not know, not if you want the mare," was her
answe.

'l do not want her at all for myself,’ said he; 'but whenever
you are next inclined to stay at home, | think Miss Crawford
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would be glad to have her for a longer time—for a whole
morning in short. She has a great desire to get as far as Mans-
field common, Mrs. Grant has been telling her of itsfineviews,
and | have no doubt of her being perfectly equal to it. But any
morning will do for this. She would be extremely sorry to
interfere with you It would be very wrong if she did—She
rides only for pleasure, you for health.'

'| shall not ride to-morrow, certainly,' said Fanny; *I have
been out very often lately, and would rather stay at home.
You know | am strong enough now to walk very well.'

Edmund looked pleased, which must be Fanny's comfort,
and the ride to Mansfield common took place the next morn-
ing;—the party included all the young people but herself,
and was much enjoyed at the time, and doubly enjoyed again
in the evening discussion. A successful scheme of this sort
generally brings on another; and the having been to Mansfield-
common, disposed them all for going somewhere dse the day
after. There were many other views to be shewn, and though
the weather was hot, there were shady lanes wherever they
wanted to go. A young party is aways provided with a shady
lane. Four fine mornings successively were spent in this man-
ner, in shewing the Crawfords the country, and doing the
honours of its-finest spots. Every thing answered; it wes all
gaiety and good-humour, the heat only supplying incon-
venience enough to be talked of with pleasure—till the fourth
day, when the happiness of one of the party was exceedingly
clouded. Miss Bertram was the one. Edmund and Julia were
invited to dine at the parsonage, and she was excluded. It was
meant and done by Mrs. Grant, with perfect good humour,
on Mr. Rushworth's account, who was partly expected at the
park that day; but it was felt as a very grievous injury, and
her good manners were severely taxed to conceal her vexation
and anger, till she reached home. As Mr. Rushworth did not
come, the injury was increased, and she had not even the relief
of shewing her power over him; she could only be sullen to
her mother, aunt, and cousin, and throw as great a gloom as
possible over their dinner and dessert.
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Between ten and eleven, Edmund and Julia walked into
the drawing-room, fresh with the evening air, glowing and
cheerful, the very reverse of what they found in the three
ladies sitting there, for Maria would scarcely raise her eyes
from her book, and Lady Bertram was half asleep; and even
Mrs. Norris, discomposed by her niece's ill-humour, and
having asked one or two questions about the dinner, which
were not immediately attended to, seemed almost determined
to say no more. For a few minutes, the brother and sister were
too eager in their* praise of the night and their remarks on the
stars, to think beyond themselves; but when the first pause
came, Edmund, looking around, said, 'But where is Fanny?
—1Is she gone to bed ?

‘No, not that | know of,’' replied Mrs. Norris; 'she was here
a moment ago.'

Her own gentle voice speaking from the other end of the
room, which was a very long one, told them that she was on
the sofa. Mrs. Norris began scolding.

'That is a very foolish trick, Fanny, to be idling away d)
the evening upon a sofa Why cannot you come and sit here,
and employ yourself as we do?—If you have no work of your
own, | can supply you from the poor-basket.* Thereisall the
new calico that was bought last week, not touched yet. | am
sure | almost broke my back by cutting it out. You should
learn to think of other people; and take my word for it, itisa
shocking trick for a young person to be aways lolling upon a
sofa.’

Before half this was said, Fanny was returned to her seat
at the table, and had taken up her work again; and Julia, who
was in high good-humour, from the pleasures of the day, did
her the justice of exclaiming, 'l must say, ma’am, that Fanny
is as little upon the sofa as any body in the house.'

" Fanny," said Edmund, after looking at her attentively;
"1 am sure you have the headach?

She could not deny it, but said it was not very bad.

'l can hardly believe you,' he replied; *I know your looks
too well. How long have you had it?'
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'Since a little before dinner. 1t is nothing but the heat.’

'Did you go out in the heat?

'Go out! to besureshedid,* said Mrs. Norris; 'would you
have her stay within such afine day as this? Were not we all
out? Even your mother was out to-day for above an hour.'

'Yes, indeed, Edmund," added her ladyship, who had been
thoroughly awakened by Mrs. Norris's sharp reprimand to
Fanny; 'l was out aove an hour. | sa three quarters of an
hour in the flower garden, while Fanny cut the roses, and very
pleasant it was | assure you, but very hot. It was shady enough
in the alcove, but | declare | quite dreaded the coming home
again.'

'Fanny has been cutting roses, has she?

'Yes, and | am afraid they will be the last this year. Poor
thing! She found it hot enough, but they were so full blown,
that one could not wait.'

‘There was no help for it certainly,’ rejoined Mrs. Norris,
in arather softened voice; 'but | question whether her head-
ach might not be caught then, sister. There is nothing so
likely to give it as standing and stooping in a hot sun. But |
dare say it will be well to-morrow. Suppose you let her have
your aromatic vinegar; | aways forget to have mine filled.'

'‘Shehasgotit," said Lady Bertram; 'she has had it ever since
she came back from your house the second time.'

'What!" cried Edmund; 'has she been walking as well as
cutting roses, walking across the hot park to your house, and
doing it twice, maam?—No wonder her head aches.’

Mrs. Norriswas talking to Julia, and did not hear.

'l was afraid it would be too much for her,” said Lady
Bertram; 'but when the roses were gathered, your aunt wished
to have them, and then you know they must be taken home.'

'‘But were there roses enough to oblige her to go twice?

'No; but they were to be put into the spare room to dry;
and, unluckily, Fanny forgot to lock the door of the room
and bring away the key, so she was obliged to go again.'

Edmund got up and walked about the room, saying,
'‘And could nobody be employed on such an errand but
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Fanny?—Upon my word, ma'am, it has been a very ill-
managed busness'

‘I am sure | do not know how it was to have been done
better,' cried Mrs. Norris, unable to be longer deaf; 'unless
| had gone mysdf indeed; but | cannot be in two places at
once, and | wastalkingto M r. Green at that very time about
your mother's dairymaid, by her desre, and had promised
John Groom to write to Mrs. Jefferies about his son, and the
poor fellow was waiting for me half an hour. | think nobody
can justly accuse me of sparing mysdlf upon any occason, but
really 1 cannot do every thing at once. And as for Fanny's
just stepping down to my house for me, it is not much above
a quarter of a mile, I cannot think | was unreasonable to ak
it. How often do | pace it three times a-day, early and late,
ay and in all weathers too, and sy nothing about it.'

'l wish Fanny had half your strength, ma'am.’

"1 f Fanny would be moreregular in her exercise, she would
not be knocked up so soon. She has not been out on hor seback
now thislong while, and | am persuaded, that when she does
not ride, she ought to walk. If she had been riding before, |
should not have asked it of her. But | thought it would rather
do her good after being stooping among the roses for there
is nothing so refreshing as a walk after a fatigue of that kind;
and though the sun was strong, it was not so very hot. Between
ourselves, Edmund,’ nodding sgnificantly at his mother, it
was cutting the rosss and dawdling about in the flower-
garden, that did the mischief.'

'l am afraid it was indeed, said the more candid Lady
Bertram, who had overheard her, 'l am very much afraid she
caught the headach there, for the heat was enough to kill any
body. It wasasmuch as| could bear mysdlf. Sitting and calling
to Pug, and trying to kegp him from the flower-beds, was
amog too much for me.'

Edmund said no more to ether lady; but going quietly
to another table, on which the supper tray yet remained,
brought a glass of Madeira to Fanny, and obliged her to
drink the greater part. She wished to be able to decline it
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but the tears which a variety of fedings created, made it
ease to swallow than to spesk.

Vexed as Edmund was with his mother and aunt, he was
still more angry with himsdaf. His own forgetfulness of her
was wor se than any thing which they had done. Nothing of
thiswould have happened had she been properly consdered;
but she had been left four days together without any choice
of companions or exercise, and without any excuse for avoid-
ing whatever her unreasonable aunts might require. He was
ashamed to think that for four days together she had not had
the power of riding, and very serioudy resolved, however
unwilling he must beto check a pleasureof MissCrawford's,
that it should never happen again.

Fanny went to bed with her heart as full as on the firg
evening of her arrival at thePark. Thegateof her spiritshad
probably had itssharein her indisposition; for she had been
feding neglected, and been struggling againg discontent and
envy for some days past. As sheleant on the sofa, to which she
had retreated that she might not be seen, the pain of her mind
had been much beyond that in her head; and the sudden
change which Edmund's kindness had then occasoned, made
her hardly know how to support her sf.

CHAPTER VIII

FANNY'S rides recommenced the very next day, and as it
was a pleasant fr esh-feeling mor ning, lesshot than theweather
had lately been, Edmund trusted that her lossesboth of health
and pleasure would be soon made good. W hile she was gone,
Mr . Rushworth arrived, escorting his mother, who came to
be civil, and to shew her civility especially, in urging the
execution of the plan for visiting Sotherton, which had been
sarted a fortnight before, and which, in consequence of her
subsequent absence from home, had sncelain dormant. Mrs.
Norrisand her nieces were all well pleased with itsrevival,
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and an early day was named, and agreed to, provided Mr .
Crawford should be disengaged; the young ladies did not
forget that stipulation, and though Mrs. Norris would will-
ingly have answered for his being s0, they would neither
authorize the liberty, nor run therisk; and at lag on a-hint
from Miss Bertram, Mr. Rushworth discovered that the
properest thing to be done, was for him to walk down to the
parsonage directly, and call on Mr. Crawford, and inquire
whether Wednesday would suit him or not.

fiefore hisreturn Mrs. Grant and MissCrawford camein.
Having been out some time, and taken a different route to
the house, they had not met him. Comfortable hopes, how-
ever, were given that he would find M r. Crawford at home.
The Sotherton scheme was mentioned of course It was
hardly possble indeed that any thing ese should be talked of,
for Mrs. Norriswasin high spirits about it, and Mrs. Rush-
worth, a well-meaning, civil, prosing, pompous woman, who
thought nothing of consequence, but as it related to her own
and her son's concerns, had not yet given over pressng Lady
Bertram to be of the party. Lady Bertram constantly declined
it; but her placid manner of refusal made Mrs. Rushworth
gtill think she wished to come till Mrs. Norriss more
numerous words and louder tone convinced her of the truth.

T he fatigue would be too much for my sser, a great deal
too much | asure you, my dear Mrs. Rushworth. Ten miles
there, and ten back, you know. You mus excuse my 9der on
this occason, and acoept of our two dear girls and mysdf
without her. Sotherton is the only place that could give her
a wish to go so far, but it cannot be indeed. She will have a
companion in Fanny Priceyou know, soit will all dovery well;
and as for Edmund, as he is not here to esk for himsdf, |
will answer for his being mog happy to join the party. He can
go on horseback, you know.'

Mrs. Rushworth being obliged to yield to Lady Bertram's
gaying at home, could only be sorry. 'The loss of her Lady-
ship's company would be a great drawback, and she should
have been extremely happy to have seen the young lady too,
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Miss Price, who had never been at Sotherton yet, and it was
a pity she should not see the place.’

'Y ou are very kind, you are all kindness, my dear madam/
cried Mrs. Norris; 'but as to Fanny, she will have oppor-
tunities in plenty of seeing Sotherton. She has time enough
before her; and her going now is quite out of the question.
Lady Bertram could not possibly spare her.'

'Oh! no—I cannot do without Fanny.'

Mrs. Rushworth proceeded next, under the conviction
that every body must be wanting to see Sotherton, to include
Miss Crawford in the invitation; and though Mrs. Grant,
who had not been at the trouble of visiting Mrs. Rushworth
on her coming into the neighbourhood, civilly declined it on
her own account, she was glad to secure any pleasure for her
sister; and Mary, properly pressed and persuaded, was not
long in accepting her share of the civility. Mr. Rushworth
came back from the parsonage successful; and Edmund made
his appearance just in time to learn what had been settled for
Wednesday, to attend Mrs. Rushworth to her carriage, and
walk half way down the park with the two other ladies.

On hisreturn to the breakfast-room, he found Mrs. Norris
trying to make up her mind as to whether Miss Crawford's
being of the party were desirable or not, or whether her
brother's barouche would not be full without her. The Miss
Bertrams laughed at the idea, assuring her that the barouche
would hold four perfectly well, independent of the box, on
which one might go with him.

'‘But why is it necessary,’ said Edmund, 'that Crawford's
carriage, or his only should be employed? Why is no use to
be made of my mother's chaise? | could not, when the scheme
was first mentioned the other day, understand why a visit
from the family were not to be made in the carriage of the
family.'

'‘What!" cried Julia: 'go box'd up three in a post-chaise in
this weather, when we may have sedts in a barouche! No, my
dear Edmund, that will not quite do.’

'Besides,’ said Maria, 'l know that Mr. Crawford depends



70 MANSFIELD PARK

upon taking us. After what pased at first, he would claim it
asapromise.

'And my dear Edmund,’ added Mrs. Norris, 'taking out
two carriages when onewill do, would betrouble for nothing;
and between oursdves, coachman is not very fond of the
roads between this and Sotherton; he always complains
bitterly of the narrow lanes scratching his carriage, and you
know one should not like to have dear Sir Thomas when he
comes home find all the varnish scratched off.

"That would not be a very handsome reason for usng Mr .
Crawford's,’ said Maria; 'but the truth is, that Wilcox is a
stupid old fellow, and does not know how to drive. | will
answer for it that we shall find no inconvenience from narrow
roads on Wedneday.'

‘Thereis no hardship, | supposg, nothing unpleasant,’ said
Edmund, 'in going on the barouche box.'

'Unpleasant!" cried Maria; 'Oh! dear, | bdieve it would
be generally thought the favourite seat. There can be no
comparison as to ones view of the country. Probably, Miss
Crawford will choose the barouche box hersdf.

"Therecan be no abjection then to Fanny's going with you;
there can be no doubt of your having room for her.'

'Fanny!" repeated Mrs. Norris; ‘my dear Edmund, there
isno idea of her going with Us She gays with her aunt. | told
Mrs. Rush worth s0. She is not expected.’

"You can have no reason | imagine madam,' said he, address-
ing hismother, ‘for wishing Fanny not to beof theparty, but as
it relates to yoursdf, to your own comfort. If you could do
without her, you would not wish to keep her at home?

"Tobesurenot, but | cannot do without her.'

"You can, if | gay at homewith you, as| mean to do.’

There was a general cry out at this. 'Yes,' he continued,
"thereis no necessity for my going, and | mean to gay at home.
Fanny has a great desire to sse Sotherton. |1 know she wishes
it very much. She has not often a gratification of the kind,
and | am sure ma'am you would be glad to give her the
pleasure now?
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'Oh! yes, very glad, if your aunt sses no objection.

Mrs. Norris was very ready with the only objection which
could rémain, their having positively assured Mrs. Rushworth,
that Fanny could not go, and the very strange appearance
there would consequently be in taking her, which seemed to
her a difficulty quite impossible to be got over. It must have
the strangest appearance! It would be something so very un-
ceremonious, so bordering on disrespect for Mrs. Rushworth,
whose own manners were such a pattern of good-breeding
and attention, that she really did not fed equa to it. Mrs.
Norris had no affection for Fanny, and no wish of procuring
her pleasure at any time, but her opposition to Edmund now
aroe more from partiality for her own scheme because it was
her own, than from any thing dse. She felt that she had
arranged every thing extremely well, and that any alteration
must be for the worse. When Edmund, therefore, told her in
reply, as he did when she would give him the hearing, that
she need not distress herself on Mrs. Rushworth's account,
because he had taken the opportunity as he walked with her
through the hall, of mentioning Miss Price as one who would
probably be of the party, and had directly received a very
sufficient invitation for his cousin, Mrs. Norris was too much
vexed to submit with a very good grace, and would only say,
‘Very well, very well, just as you choose, settle it your own
way, | amsure | do not careaboutit.'

It seams very odd,' said Maria, 'that you should be stay-
ing at home instead of Fanny.'

'1 am sure she ought to be very much obliged to you," added
Julia, hastily leaving the room as she spoke, from a conscious-
ness that she ought to offer to stay at home herself.

'Fanny will fed quite as grateful as the occasion requires,’
was Edmund's only reply, and the subject dropt.

Fanny's gratitude when she heard the plan, was in fact
much greater than her pleasure. She felt Edmund's kind-
ness with all, and more than all, the sensibility which he,
unsuspicious of her fond attachment, could be aware of; but
that he should forego any enjoyment on her account gave her
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pain, and her own satisfaction in seeing Sotherton would be
nothing without him.

The next meeting of the two Mansfield families produced
another alteration in the plan, and one that was admitted with
general approbation. M rs. Grant offered her self as companion
for the day to Lady Bertram in lieu of her son, and Dr. Grant
was to join them at dinner. Lady Bertram was very well
pleasad to have it 0, and the young ladies werein spirits again.
Even Edmund was very thankful for an arrangement which
regored him to his share of the party; and Mrs. Norris
thought it an excedlent plan, and had it at her tongue's end,
and was on the point of proposing it when Mrs. Grant spoke.

Wednesday was fine, and soon after breakfast the barouche
arrived, Mr. Crawford driving hisssers, and as every body
was ready, there was nothing to be done but for Mrs. Grant
to alight and the others to take their places. The place of all
places the envied seat, the pog of honour, was unappro-
priated. To whose happy lot wes it to fall? While each of the
Miss Bertrams were meditating how best, and with most
appear ance of obliging the others, to secure it, the matter was
sttled by Mrs. Grant's saying, as she sepped from the car-
riage, 'Astherearefive of you, it will be better that one should
gt with Henry, and as you were saying lately, that you wished
you could drive, Julia, | think thiswill be a good opportunity
for you to take a lesson.’

Happy Julial Unhappy Maria! The former was on the
barouche-box in a moment, the latter took her seat within, in
gloom and mortification; and the carriage drove off amid the
good wishes of the two remaining ladies, and the barking of
pug in his migresss arms.

Their road was through a pleasant country; and Fanny,
whose rides had never been extensive, was soon beyond her
knowledge, and was very happy in observing all that was new,
and admiring all that was pretty.- She was not often invited
tojoin in the conversation of the others, nor did she desre it.
Her own thoughts and reflections were habitually her bext
companions, and in observing the appearance of the country,
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the bearings of the roads, the difference of soil, the state of
the harvest, the cottages, the cattle, the children, she found
entertainment that could only have been heightened by having
Edmund to gpeak to of what she felt. That was the only
point of resemblance between her and the lady who sat by
her; in every thing but a value for Edmund, Miss Crawford
was very unlike her. She had none of Fanny's ddicacy of
tage, of mind, of feeling; she saw nature, inanimate nature,
with little observation; her attention was all for men and
women, her talents for the light and lively. In looking back
after Edmund, however, when there was any stretch of road
behind them, or when he gained on them in ascending a
considerable hill, they were united, and a‘there heis broke
at the same moment from them both, more than once.

For thefirst saven miles Miss Bertram had very little real
comfort; her progpect always ended in Mr. Crawford and
her sger sStting sde by sde full of conversation and merri-
ment; and to sse only his expressve profile as he turned With
a gmileto Julia, or to catch the laugh of the other, was a per-
petual source of irritation, which her own sense of propriety
could but just smooth over. When Julia looked back, it was
with a countenance of delight, and whenever she gooke to
them, it was in the highest spirits; 'her view of the country
was charming, she wished they could all seit, &c.' but her
only offer of exchange was addressed to Miss Crawford, as
they gained the summit of a Igng hill, and was not more
inviting than this, 'Hereisafine burs of country. | wish you
had my seat, but | dare say you will not takeit, let me press
you ever 0 much,’ and Miss Crawford could hardly answer,
before they were moving again at a good pace.

When they came within the influence of Sotherton assodia-
tions, it was better for Miss Bertram, who might be said to
havetwo stringsto her bow. Shehad Rushworth-feglings, and
Crawford-fedings, and in thevicinity of Sotherton, the former
had consderable effect. Mr. Rushworth's consequence
was hers. She could not tell Miss Crawford that 'those woods
bedonged to Sotherton," she could not cardessy observe that
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'she bdieved it was now all Mr. Rushworth's property on
each sde of the road,” without dation of heart; and it was a
pleasure to increase with their approach to the capital free-
hold mansion, and ancient manorial resdence of the family,
with all itsrightsof Court-L eet and Court-Baron.

‘Now weshall haveno morerough road, MissCrawford, our
difficultiesareover. Therest of theway issuch asit ought to be.
M r . Rushworth has made it snce he succeaded to the edtate.
Here begins the village. Those cottages are really a disyrace.
Thechurch spireisreckoned remarkably handsome. | am glad
the church is not so dose to the Great House as often happens
in old places. The annoyance of the bels must be terrible.
Thereisthe parsonage; atidy looking house, and | understand
the clergyman and his wife are very decent people. Those are
amshouses, built by some of the family. To the right is the
deward's house, he is a very respectable man. Now we are
coming to the lodge gates, but we have nearly a mile through
the park still. 1t isnot ugly, you see at thisend; thereis some
fine timber, but the stuation of the house is dreadful. We go
down hill to it for half-a-mile, and it isa pity, for it would not
be an ill-looking place if it had a better approach.’

Miss Crawford was not dow to admire; she pretty well
guessd MissBertram'sfedings, and madeit a point of honour
to promote her enjoyment to the utmost. Mrs. Norriswas all
delight and volubility; and even Fanny had something to sy
in admiration, and might beheard with complacency. Her eye
was eagerly taking in every thing within her reach; and after
being at some pains to get a view of the house, and observing
that 'it was a sort of building which she could not look at but
with respect, she added, 'Now, where is the avenue? The
house fronts the ead, | perceive. The avenue, therefore, must
be at the back of it. M r. Rushworth talked of the west front.'

'Yes, it is exactly behind the house begins at a little dis-
tance, and asoends for half-a-mile to the extremity of the
grounds. You may se something of it here—something of
the more distant trees. It isoak entirely.’

Miss Bertram could now peak with decided information
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of what she had known nothing about, when M r . Rushworth
had aked her opinion, and her spirits were in as happy a
flutter as vanity and pride could furnish, when they drove
up to the spadious sone geps before the principal entrance.

CHAPTER IX

MR. RUSHWORTH was at the door to receive his fair lady,
and the whole party were welcomed by him with due atten-
tion. In the drawing-room they were met with equal cordi-
ality by the mother, and Miss Bertram had all the distinction
with each that she could wish. After the busness of arriving
was over, it was firsd necessary to eat, and the doors were
thrown open to admit them through one or two intermediate
rooms into the appointed dining-parlour, where a collation
was prepared with abundance and degance. M uch was said,
and much was ate, and all went well. The particular object
of the day was then considered. How would M r. Crawford
like, in what manner would he choose, to take a survey of the
grounds ?—Mr . Rushworth mentioned hiscurricle. M r. Craw-
ford suggested the greater desrableness of some carriage
which might convey more than two. 'To be depriving them-
sves of the advantage of other eyes and other judgments,
might be an evil even beyond the loss of present pleasure!

Mrs. Rushworth proposad that the chaise should be taken
also; but this was scarcdy received as an amendment; the
young ladies neither smiled nor spoke. Her next proposition,
of shewing the house to such of them as had not been there
before, was more acceptable, for Miss Bertram was pleasad
to have its dze displayed, and all were glad to be doing
something.

The whole party rose accordingly, and under Mrs. Rush-
worth's guidance wer e shewn through a number of rooms, all
lofty, and many large, and amply furnished in the tase of
fifty years back, with shining floors, solid mahogany, rich
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damask, marble, gilding and carving, each handsome in its
way. Of pictures there were abundance, and some few good,
but the larger part were family portraits, no longer any thing
to any body but Mrs. Rushworth, who had been at great pains
to learn all that the housekeeper could teach, and was now
amost equally well qualified to shew the house. On the present
occasion, she addressed herself chiefly to Miss Crawford and
Fanny, but there was no comparison in the willingness of their
attention, for Miss Crawford, who had seen scores of great
houses, and cared for none of them, had only the appearance
of civilly listening, while Fanny, to whom every thing was
amost as interesting as it was new, attended with unaffected
earnestness to all that Mrs. Rushworth could relate of the
family in former times, its rise and grandeur, rega visits and
loyal efforts, delighted to connect any thing with history al-
ready known, or warm her imagination with scenes of the past.

The situation of the house excluded the possibility of much
prospect from any of the rooms, and while Fanny and some of
the others were attending Mrs. Rushworth, Henry Crawford
was |ooking grave and shaking his head at the windows. Every
room on the west front looked across a lawn to the beginning
of the avenue immediately beyond tall iron palisades and gates.

Having visited many more rooms than could be supposed
to be of any other use than to contribute to the window tax,
and find employment for housemaids, 'Now," said Mrs. Rush-
worth, 'we are coming to the chapel, which properly we ought
to enter from above, and look down upon; but as we are quite
among friends, | will take you in this way, if you will excuse
me.'

They entered. Fanny's imagination had prepared her for
something grander than a mere, spacious, oblong room, fitted
up for the purpose of devotion—with nothing more striking
or more solemn than the profusion of mahogany,! and the
crimson velvet cushions appearing over the ledge of the family
gallery above. 'l am disappointed,' said she, in alow voice, to
Edmund. 'This is not my idea of a chapel. There is nothing
awful here, nothing melancholy, nothing grand. Here are no
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aides, no arches, no inscriptions, no banners. No banners,
cousin, to be "blown by the night wind of Heaven." No signs
that a "Scottish monarch deeps below." '

'You forget, Fanny, how lately all this has been built, and
for how confined a purpose, compared with the old chapels
of castles and monasteries. It was only for the private use of
the family. They have been buried, | suppose, in the parish
church. There you must look for the banners and the achieve-
ments*

"It was foolish of me not to think of all that, but | am dis-
appointed.’

Mrs. Rush worth began her relation. 'This chapel was fitted
up asyou seit, in James the Second's time. Before that period,
as | understand, the pews were only wainscot; and there is
some reason to think that the linings and cushions of the pul pit
and family-seat were only purple cloth; but.this is not quite
certain. It is a handsome chapel, and was formerly in constant
use both morning and evening. Prayers were aways read in it
by the domestic chaplain, within the memory of many. But
the late Mr. Rushworth left it off.'

'Every generation has its improvements,’ said Miss Craw-
ford, with asmile, to Edmund.

Mrs. Rushworth was gone to repeat her lesson to Mr. Craw-
ford; and Edmund, Fanny, and Miss Crawford remained in
a cluster together.

'Itisapity, cried Fanny, 'that the custom should have been
discontinued. It was a valuable part of former times. There is
something in a chapel and chaplain so much in character with
agreat house, with one'sideas of what such a household should
bel A whole family assembling regularly for the purpose of
prayer, is fine!'

‘Very fineindeed!" said Miss Crawford, laughing. "It must
do the heads of the family a great deal of good to force all the
poor housemaids and footmen to leave business and pleasure,
and sy their prayers here twice a day, while they are inventing
excusss themselves for staying away.'

"That is hardly Fanny's idea of a family assembling," said
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Edmund. ' | f the master and mistress do not attend themselves,
there must be more harm than good in the custom.’

‘At any rate, it is sifer to leave people to their own devices
on such subjects. Every body likes to go their own way—to
choosetheir own timeand manner of devotion. Theobligation
of attendance, the formality, the restraint, the length of time
—adtogether it isa formidable thing, and what nobody likes:
and if the good people who used to kneel and gape in that
gallery could have foreseen that the time would ever come
whenh men and women might lie another ten minutes in bed,
when they woke with a headach, without danger of reproba-
tion, because chapel was missed, they would havejumped with
joy and envy. Cannot you imagine with what unwilling feel-
ings the former belles of the house of Rushworth did many a
timerepair to thischapel ? TheyoungMrs. Eleanorsand Mrs.
Bridgets—-starched up into seeming piety, but with heads full
of something very different—especially if the poor chaplain
were not worth looking at—and, in those days, | fancy parsons
were very inferior even to what they are now.'

For a few moments she was unanswered. Fanny coloured
and looked at Edmund, but felt too angry for speech; and he
needed a little recollection before he could say, 'Y our lively
mind can hardly be serious even on serious subjects. Y ou have
given us an amusing sketch, and human nature cannot say it
was not s0. Wemust all fed at timesthe difficulty of fixing our
thoughts as we could wish; but if you are supposing it a fre-
quent thing, that isto say, awesknessgrown into ahabit from
neglect, what could be expected from the private devotions of
such persons? Do you think the minds which are suffered,
which areindulged in wanderings in a chapel, would be more
collected in a closet?

'Yes, very likely. They would have two chances at least in
their favour. Therewould belessto distract the attention from
without, and it would not be tried so long.'

"The mind which does not struggle against itself under one
circumstance, would find objects to distract it in the other,
| believe; and the influence of the place and of example may
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often rouse better fedings than are begun with. The greater
length of the service, however, | admit to be sometimes too
hard a gretch upon the mind. One wishes it were not 5—
but |1 have not yet left Oxford long enough to forget what
chapd prayersare.

While this was passng, the res of the party being scat-
tered about the chapdl, Juliacalled M r . Crawford's attention
to her sger, by saying, 'Do look at Mr. Rushworth and
Maria, standing sde by sde, exactly as if the ceremony
were going to be performed. Have not they completely the
ar of it?'

Mr. Crawford smiled his acquiescence, and stepping for-
ward to Maria, said, in a voice which she only could hear,
'l donot liketo sseMissBertram so near thealtar.'

Starting, the lady ingtinctively moved a gep or two, but
recovering hersdf in a moment, affected to laugh, and asked
him, in a tone not much louder, 'if he would give her away?

'l am afraid | should do it very awkwardly," was hisreply,
with alook of meaning.

Juliajoining them at the moment, carried on the joke.

"Upon my word, it isreally a pity that it should not take
place directly, if we had but a proper license, for here we are
altogether, and nothing in the world could be more snug and
pleasant.” And she talked and laughed about it with o little
caution, as to catch the comprehenson of M r. Rushworth
and his mother, and expose her gder to the whispered gal-
lantriesof her lover, whileMrs. Rushworth spokewith proper
gmiles and dignity of its being a most happy event to her
whenever it took place.

"I f Edmund were but in orders!' cried Julia, and running
to wherehe ¢ood with Miss Crawford and Fanny; 'My dear
Edmund, if you were but in orders now, you might perform
the ceremony directly. How unlucky that you are not or-
dained, M r . Rushworth and Maria are quiteready.'

Miss Crawford's countenance, as Julia spoke, might have
amused a disnterested observer. She looked almost aghast
under the new idea she was receiving. Fanny pined her How
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digressed she will be at what she said just now," passad across
her mind.

'Ordained!" said Miss Crawford; 'what, are you to be a
clergyman ?

'Yes, | shall take orders soon after my father's return-
probably at Christmas.’

Miss Crawford rallying her spirits, and recovering her
complexion, replied only, 'If | had known this before, |
would have spoken of the cloth with morerespect,’ and turned
the subject.

The chape was soon afterwards left to the slence and still-
ness which reigned in it with few interruptions throughout
the year. Miss Bertram, displeased with her sger, led the
way, and all ssemed to fed that they had been there long
enough.

The lower part of the house had been now entirely shown,
and Mrs. Rushworth, never weary in the cause, would have
proceeded towards the principal sair-case, and taken them
through all the rooms above, if her son had not interposed
with a doubt of there being time enough. 'For if," said he,
with the sort of self-evident proposition which many a clearer
head does not always avoid—'we are too long going over the
house, we shall not have time for what is to be done out of
doors It ispad two, and we areto dineat five!'

Mrs. Rushworth submitted, and the question of surveying
the grounds, with the who and the how, was likely to be more
fully agitated, and Mrs. Norris was beginning to arrange by
what junction of carriages and horses mogt could be done,
when the young people, meeting with an outward door,
temptingly open on a flight of geps which led immediately
to turfand shrubs, and all the sweets of pleasure-grounds, as
by one impulse, one wish for air and liberty, all walked out.

'Suppose we turn down here for the present,’ said Mrs.
Rushworth, civilly taking the hint and following them. 'Here
arethegreatest number of our plants, and herearethecurious
pheasants!

'Query,' said M r . Crawford, looking round him, 'whether
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we may not find something to employ us here, before we go
farther? | see walls of great promise. Mr. Rush worth, shall
we summon a council on thislawn?

‘James,’ said Mrs. Rushworth to her son, 'l believe the
wilderness will be new to all the party. The Miss Bertrams
have never seen the wilderness yet.'

No objection was made, but for some time there seemed no
inclination to move in any plan, or to any distance. All were
attracted at first by the plants or the pheasants, and all dis-
persed about in happy independence. Mr. Crawford was the
first to move forward, to examine the capabilities of that end
of the house. The lawn, bounded on each side by a high wall,
contained beyond the first planted aeres, a bowling-green,
and beyond the bowling-green a long terrace walk, backed
by iron palissades, and commanding a view over them into
the tops of the trees of the wilderness immediately adjoining.
It was a good spot for fault-finding. Mr. Crawford was soon
followed by Miss Bertram and Mr. Rushworth, and when
after a little time the others began to form into parties, these
three were found in busy consultation on the terrace by
Edmund, Miss Crawford and Fanny, who seemed as naturally
to unite, and who after a short participation of their regrets
and difficulties, left them and walked on. Theremaining three,
Mrs. Rushworth, Mrs. Norris, and Julia, werestill far behind;
for Julia, whose happy star no longer prevailed, was obliged
to keep by the side of Mrs. Rushworth, and restrain her
impatient feet to that lady's Slow pace, while her aunt, having
falen in with the housekeeper, who was come out to feed the
pheasants, was lingering behind in gossip with her. Poor
Julia, the only one out of the nine not tolerably satisfied with
their lot, was now in a state of complete penance, and as
different from the Julia of the barouche-box as could well be
imagined. The politeness which she had been brought up to
practise as a duty, made it impossible for her to escape;
while the want of that higher species of self-command,
that just consideration of others, that knowledge of her
own heart, that principle of right which had not formed
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any essentid part of her education, made her miserable
under it.

'This is insufferably hot,' said Miss Crawford when they
had taken one turn on the terrace, and were drawing a second
time to the door in the middle which opened to the wilderness.
‘Shall any of us object to being comfortable? Here is a nice
little wood, if one can but get into it. What happiness if the
door should not be locked!—but of course it is, for in these
great places, the gardeners are the only people who can go
wherethey like.'

The door, however, proved not to be locked, and they were
all agreed in turning joyfully through it, and leaving the un-
mitigated glare of day behind. A considerable flight of steps
landed them in the wilderness, which was a planted wood of
about two acres, and though chiefly of larch and laurel, and
beech cut down, and though laid out with too much regul arity,
was darkness and shade, and natural beauty, compared with
the bowling-green and the terrace. They all felt the refresh-
ment of it, and for some time could only walk and admire. At
length, after a short pause, Miss Crawford began with, 'So
you are to be a clergyman, Mr. Bertram. This is rather a
surprise to me.'

'Why should it surprise you? You must suppose me
designed for some profession, and might perceive that | am
neither a lawyer, nor a soldier, nor a sailor.'

‘Very true; but, in short, it had not occurred to me. And
you know there is generally an uncle or a grandfather to leave
a fortune to the second son.’

'A very praiseworthy practice,' said Edmund, 'but not quite
universal. | am one of the exceptions, and being one, must do
something for myself.!

'‘But why are you to be a clergyman | thought that was
aways the lot of the youngest, where there were many to
choose before him.'

‘Do you think the church itself never chosen then?

‘Never isablack word. But yes, in the never of conversation
which means not very often, | do think it. For what is to be
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done in the church? Men love to distinguish themselves, and
in either of the other lines, distinction may be gained, but not
in the church. A clergyman is nothing.'

"The nothing of conversation has its gradations, | hope, as
well as the never. A clergyman cannot be high in state or
fashion. He must not head mobs, or set the ton in dress. But
| cannot call that situation nothing, which has the charge of
all that is of the first importance to mankind, individually or
collectively considered, temporally and eternally—which has
the guardianship of religion and morals, and consequently of
the manners which result from their influence. No one here
can cal the office nothing. If the man who holds it is o, it is
by the neglect of his duty, by foregoing its just importance,
and stepping out of his place to appear what he ought not to
appear.’

" You assign greater consequence to the clergyman than one
has been used to hear given, or than | can quite comprehend.
One does not sse much of this influence and importance in
society, and how can it be acquired where they are so seldom
s themselves? How can two sermons a week, even sup-
posing them worth hearing, supposing the preacher to have
the sense to prefer Blair's™ to his own, do all that you spesk
of? govern the conduct and fashion the manners of a large
congregation for the rest of the week? One scarcdly s a
clergyman out of hispulpit.'

" You are speaking of London, | am speaking of the nation
a large.

The metropolis, | imagine, is a pretty fair sample of the
rest.'

‘Not, | should hope, of the proportion of virtue to vice
throughout the kingdom. We do not look in great cities for
our best morality. It is not there, that respectable people of
any denomination can do most good; and it certainly is not
there, that the influence of the clergy can be most felt. A fine
preacher is followed and admired; but it is not infine preach-
ing only that a good clergyman will be useful in his parish
and his neighbourhood, where the parish and neighbourhood



84 MANSFIELD PARK

are of a gze capable of knowing his private character, and
observing his general conduct, which in London can rarely
be the case. The clergy are lost there in the crowds of their
parishioners. They are known to the largest part only as
preachers. And with regard to their influencing public man-’
ners, Miss Crawford must not misunderstand me, or suppose
| mean to call them the arbiters of good breeding, the regu-
lators of refinement and courtesy, the masters of the cere-
monies of life. The manners | spesk of, might rather be called
conduct, perhaps, the result of good principles; the effect, in
short, of those doctrines which it is their duty to teach and
recommend; and it will, | believe, be every where found, that
as the clergy are, or are not what they ought to be, so are the
rest of the nation.’

'Certainly," said Fanny with gentle earnestness.

‘There,' cried Miss Crawford, 'you have quite convinced
Miss Price already.'

‘I wish I could convince Miss Crawford too.'

'l do not think you ever will," said shewith an arch smile; 'l
am just as much surprised now as | was at first that you should
intend to take orders. You realy are fit for something better.
Come, do change your mind. It isnot too late. Go into the law.'

'Go into the law! with as much eese as | was told to go into
this wilderness.'

'Now you are going to sy something about law being the
worst wilderness of the two, but | forestall you; remember |
have forestalled you.'

'Y ou need not hurry when the object is only to prevent my
saying a bon-mot, for there is not the least wit in my nature.
| am a very matter of fact, plain spoken being, and may
blunder on the borders of a repartee for half an hour together
without striking it out.'

A general silence succeeded. Each was thoughtful. Fanny
made the first interruption by saying, 'l wonder that | should
be tired with only walking in this sweet wood; but the next
time we come to a sedt, if it is not disagreeable to you, | should
be glad to sit down for alittlewhile.'
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"My dear Fanny,' cried Edmund, immediately drawing her
arm within his, "how thoughtless | have been! | hope you are
not very tired. Perhaps,' turningto MissCrawford, 'my other
companion may do me the honour of taking an arm.'

'Thank you, but | am not at all tired.' Shetook it, however,
as she spoke, and the gratification of having her do so, of
feeling such a connection for the first time, made him a little
forgetful of Fanny. 'You scarcely touch me," said he. 'You do
not make me of any use. What a difference in the weight of
a woman's arm from that of a man! At Oxford | have been a
good deal used to have a man lean on me for the length of a
street, and you are only a fly in the comparison.'

‘I am really not tired, which | almost wonder at; for we
must have walked at least a mile in this wood. Do not you
think we have?'

'Not half a mile," was his sturdy answer; for he was not yet
so much in love as to measure distance, or reckon time, with
feminine lawlessness.

'Oh! you do not consider how much .we have wound about.
We have taken such a very serpentine course; and the wood
itself must be half a mile long in a straight line, for we have
never seen the end of it yet, since we left the first great path.'

'But if you remember, before we left that first great path,
we saw directly to the end of it. We looked down the whole
vista, and saw it closed by iron gates, and it could not have
been more than a furlong in length.'

"Oh! | know nothing of your furlongs, but | am sure it is
a very long wood; and that we have been winding in and out
ever since we came into it; and therefore when | say that we
have walked a milein it, | must speak within compass.

'We have been exactly a quarter of an hour here,' said
Edmund, taking out hiswatch. 'Do you think we are walking
four miles an hour?'

'Oh! do not attack me with your watch. A watch is always
too fast or too slow. | cannot be dictated to by a watch.'

A few steps farther brought them out at the bottom of the
very walk they had been talking of; and standing back, well

M.p. - 6
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shaded and sheltered, and looking over a ha-hainto the park,
was a comfortable-sized bench, on which they all sat down.

'l am afraid you are very tired, Fanny," said Edmund,
observing her; 'why would not you gpeak sooner? This will
be a bad day's amusement for you, if you are to be knocked
up. Every sort of exercise fatigues her so soon, Miss Craw-
ford, except riding.’

"How abominable in you, then, to let me engross her horse
as| did all lag week! | am ashamed of you and of mysdlf, but
it shall never happen again.'

" Your attentiveness and consderation make me more sen-
sble of my own neglect. Fanny'sinterest ssamsin ssfer hands
with you than with me.'

'That she should be tired now, however, gives me no sur-
prise; for there is nothing in the course of onés duties so
fatiguing as what we have been doing this morning—seeing
agreat house, dawdling from oneroom to another—straining
ones eyes and on€'s attention—hearing what one does not
under ssand—admiring what one does not care for.—It is
generally allowed to be the greatest bore in the world, and
Miss Price has found it o, though she did not know it.'

'l shall soon berested,’ said Fanny; 'to St in the shade on
afineday, and look upon verdure, isthe mogt perfect refresh-
ment.'

After ditting a little while, Miss Crawford was up again.
'I must move,' said she, 'resting fatigues me.—I| have looked
aoosstheha-hatill | am weary. | must go and look through
that iron gate at the same view, without being able to se it
owell.

Edmund left the st likewise. 'Now, Miss Crawford, if
you will look up the walk, you will convince yoursdif that it
cannot be half amilelong, or half half amile.

"It is an immense digance' said she; 'l s that with a
glance'

He still reasoned with her, but in vain. She would not
calculate, she would not compare. She would only smile and
asert. The greatest degree of rational consstency could not
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have been more engaging, and they talked with mutual satis-
faction. At last it was agreed, that they should endeavour to
determine the dimensions of the wood by walking alittle more
about it. They would go to one end of it, in the line they were
then in (for there was a straight green walk along the bottom
by the side of the ha-ha,) and perhaps turn alittle way in some
other direction, if it seemed likely to assst them, and be back
in a few minutes. Fanny said she was rested, and would have
moved too, but this was not suffered. Edmund urged her
remaining where she was with an earnestness which she could
not resist, and she wes left on the bench to think with pleasure
of her cousin's care, but with great regret that she was not
stronger. She watched them till they had turned the corner,
and listened till all sound of them had ceased.

CHAPTER X

A QUARTER of an hour, twenty minutes, passed away, and
Fanny was still thinking of Edmund, Miss Crawford, and
herself, without interruption from any one. She began to be
surprised at being left so long, and to listen with an anxious
desre of hearing their steps and their voices again. She
listened, and at length she heard; she heard voices and feet
approaching; but she had just satisfied herself that it was not
those she wanted, when Miss Bertram, Mr. Rushworth, and
Mr. Crawford, issued from the same path which she had trod
herself, and were before her.

'Miss Price all alone!" and "My dear Fanny, how comes
this? were the first salutations. She told her story. poor dear
Fanny,' cried her cousin, 'how i1l you have been used by them!
You had better have staid with us.’

Then seating herself with a gentleman on each side, she
resumed the conversation which had engaged them before,
and discussed the possibility of improvements with much
animation. Nothing was fixed on—but Henry Crawford wes
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full of ideas and projects, and, generally speaking, whatever
he proposed was immediately approved, first by her, and then
by Mr. Rushworth, whose principal business seemed to be
to hear the others, and who scarcely risked an original thought
of his own beyond awish that they had seen hisfriend Smith's
place.

After some minutes spent in thisway, MissBertram observ-
ing the iron gate, expressed a wish of passing through it into
the park, that their views and their plans might be more com-
prehensive. It was the very thing of all others to be wished,
it was the best, it was the only way of proceeding with any
advantage, in Henry Crawford's opinion; and he directly saw
aknoll not half amile off, which would give them exactly the
requisite command of the house. Go therefore they must to
that knoll, and through that gate; but the gate was locked.
Mr. Rushworth wished he had brought the key; he had been
very near thinking whether he should not bring the key; he
was determined he would never come without the key again;
but still this did not remove the present evil. They could not
get through; and as Miss Bertram's inclination for so doing
did by no means lessen, it ended in Mr. Rushworth's declaring
outright that he would go and fetch the key. He st off
accordingly.

It is undoubtedly the best thing we can do now, as we are
so far from the house already,* said Mr. Crawford, when he
was gone.

'Yes, there is nothing €se to be done. But now, sin-
cerely, do not you find the place atogether worse than you
expected?

'No, indeed, far otherwise. | find it better, grander, more
complete in its style, though that style may not be the best.
And to tell you the truth," speaking rather lower, 'l do not
think that / shall ever see Sotherton again with so much
pleasure as | do now. Another summer will hardly improve
itto me.

After a moment's embarrassment the lady replied, 'You
are too much a man of the world not to sse with the eyes
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of the world. If other people think Sotherton improved, |
have no doubt that you will.'

‘Lam afraid | am not quite so much the man of the world
as might be good for me in some points. My fedings are not
quite so evanescent, nor my memory of the pag under such
easy dominion as one finds to be the case with men of the
world.'

This was followed by a short slence. Miss Bertram began
again. '"You seemed to enjoy your drive here very much this
morning. | was glad to s= you so well entertained. You and
Julia were laughing the whole way.'

'Werewe? Yes, | beieve we were; but | have not the least
recollection at what. Oh! | believe | was relating to her some
ridiculous gories of an old Irish groom of my undes Your
sder lovesto laugh.'

"You think her more light-hearted than | am.’

‘More easly amused, he replied, 'consequently you know,’
smiling, 'better company. | could not have hoped to entertain
you with Irish anecdotes during a ten miles drive!'

‘Naturally, | believe, | am aslively asJulia, but | have more
to think of now.’

"You have undoubtedly—and there are stuations in which
very high spirits would denote insensibility. Your prospects,
however, are too fair to justify want of spirits. You have a very
smiling scene before you.!

'Do you mean literally or figuratively? Literally | conclude.
Yes, certainly, the sun shines and the park looks very cheerful.
But unluckily that iron gate, that ha-ha, give me a feding of
restraint and hardship. | cannot get out, as the starling said."*
Asshespoke, and it waswith expresson, shewalked tothegate;
hefollowed her. "M r . Rushworth is so long fetching thiskey V

'And for the world you would not get out without the key
and without M r . Rushworth's authority and protection, or |
think you might with little difficulty pass round the edge of
the gate, here, with my assgance | think it might be done,
if you really wished to be more at large, and could allow your-
sdf to think it not prohibited.’
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Prohibited! nonsensg | certainly can get out that way,
and | will. Mr. Rush worth will be here in a moment you
know—we shall not be out of sght.’

'Or ifweare, Miss Price will beso good asto tell him, that
he will find us near that knoll, the grove of cak on the knoll.'

Fanny, feding all this to be wrong, could not help making
an effort to prevent it. 'Y ou will hurt yoursdf, MissBertram,’
she cried, 'you will certainly hurt yoursdf againg those
spikes—you will tear your gown—you will be in danger of
dipping into the ha-ha. You had better not go.'

Her cousn was sfe on the other sde, while these words
wer e gpoken, and smiling with all the good-humour of success
she said, Thank you, my dear Fanny, but | and my gown
are alive and well, and so good bye.'

Fanny was again left to her solitude, and with no increase
of pleasant fedings, for she was sorry for almos all that she
had seen and heard, asonished at Miss Bertram, and angry
with M r . Crawford. By takingacircuitous, and asit appeared
to her, very unreasonable direction to the knoll, they were
soon beyond her eye; and for some minutes longer shere-
mained without sght or sound of any companion. She
ssamed to have the little wood all to hersdf. She could almost
have thought, that Edmund and Miss Crawford had left it,
but that it was impossble for Edmund to forget her so
entirely.

She was again roused from disagreeable musings by sudden
footsteps, somebody was coming at a quick pace down the
principal walk. She expected Mr. Rushworth, but it was
Julia, who hot and out of breath, and with a look of dis-
appointment, -cried out on seding her, '"Hey-day! Where are
the others? | thought Maria and Mr. Crawford were with
you.'

Fanny explained.

‘A pretty trick, upon my word! | cannot s them any
where,' looking eagerly into the park. '‘But they cannot be
very far off, and | think | am equal to asmuch asMaria, even
without help.'
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'‘But, Julia, Mr. Rushworth will be here in amoment with
thekey. Do wait for M r. Rushworth.*

'Not I, indeed. | have had enough of the family for one
morning. Why, child, | have but this moment escgped from
his horrible mother. Such a penance as | have been enduring,
while you were sitting here so composed and so happy! It
might have been aswell, perhaps, if you had been in my place,
but you aways contrive to keep out of these scrapes!’

This was a most unjust reflection, but Fanny could allow
for it, and let it pass, Julia was vexed, and her temper was
hasty, but she felt that it would not last, and therefore taking
no notice, only asked her if she had not seen Mr. Rushworth.

'Yes, yes, we saw him. He was posting away as if upon life
and death, and could but just spare time to tell us his errand,
and where you all were.'

!1tisapity that he should have so much troublefor nothing.'

‘That is Miss Maria's concern. | am not obliged to punish
myself for her sins. The mother | could not avoid, as long as
my tiresome aunt was dancing about with the housekeeper,
but the son | can get away from.'

And she immediately scrambled across the fence, and
walked away, not attending to Fanny's last question of
whether she had seen any thing of Miss Crawford and
Edmund. The sort of dread in which Fanny now sat of seeing
Mr. Rushworth prevented her thinking so much of their
continued absence, however, as she might have done. She
felt that he had been very ill-used, and was quite unhappy in
having to communicate what had passed. He joined her with-
in five minutes after Julia's exit; and though she made the
best of the story, he was evidently mortified and displeased
in no common degree. At first he scarcely said any thing; his
looks only expressed his extreme surprise and vexation, and
he walked to the gate and stood there, without seeming to
know what to do.

'They desired me to stay—my cousin Maria charged me
to sy that you would find them at that knoll, or thereabouts.'

'l do not believe | shall go any further," said he sullenly;
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'l =& nothing of them. By the time | get to the knoll, they
may be gone some where ds= | have had walking enough.’

And he sat down with a mog gloomy countenance by
Fanny.

'I am very sorry/ said she ‘it is very unlucky." And e
longed to be able to say something more to the purpose.

After an interval of slence, 'l think they might aswell have
gdaid for me,' said he.

'Miss Bertram thought you would follow her '

'l should not have had to follow her if she had staid.’

This could not be denied, and Fanny was slenced. After
another pause, hewent on. Tray, Miss Price, areyou such a
great admirer of thisMr . Crawford as some people are? For
my part, | can senothingin him.'

'l do not think him at all handsome''

'Handsome! Nobody can call such an under-szed man
handsome. He is not five foot nine. | should not wonder if
he was not more than five foot eight. | think he is an ill-
looking fellow. In my opinion, these Crawfords are no addi-
tion at all. Wedid very well without them.'

A gmall sgh excaped Fanny here, and she did not know
how to contradict him.

"I f I had made any difficulty about fetching the key, there
might have been some excuse, but | went the very moment
e said she wanted it.’

"Nothing could be more obliging than your manner, | am
aure, and | dare say you walked as fag as you could; but still
it is some distance, you know, from this spot to the house,
quite into the house and when people are waiting, they
are bad judges of time, and every half minute ssems like
five.

He got up and walked to the gate again, and 'wished he
had had the key about him at the time." Fanny thought she
discerned in his standing there, an indication of relenting,
which encouraged her to another attempt, and she said,
therefore, "It is a pity you should not join them. They ex-
pected to-have a better view of the house from that part of
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the park, and will be thinking how it may be improved; and
nothing of that sort, you know, can be settled without you.'

She found herself more successful in sending away, than
in retaining a companion. Mr. Rushworth was worked on.
'Well," said he, "if you really think | had better go; it would
be foolish to bring the key for nothing.' And letting himself
out, he walked off without further ceremony.

Fanny's thoughts were now all engrossed by the two who
had left her so long ago, and getting quite impatient, she
resolved to go in search of them. She followed their steps
along the bottom walk, and had just turned up into another,
when the voice and the laugh of Miss Crawford once more
caught her ear; the sound approached, and a few more wind-
ings brought them before her. They were just returned into
the wilderness from the park, to which a side gate, not fast-
ened, had tempted them very soon &fter their leaving her,
and they had been across a portion of the park into the very
avenue which Fanny had been hoping the whole morning to
reach at last; and had been sitting down under one of the
trees. This was their history. It was evident that they had
been spending their time pleasantly, and were not aware of
the length of their dosence. Fanny's best consolation was in
being assured that Edmund had wished for her very much,
and that he should certainly have come back for her, had she
not been tired already; but this was not quite sufficient to
do away the pain of having been left a whole hour, when he
had talked of only a few minutes, nor to banish the sort of
curiosity she felt, to know what they had been conversing
about all that time; and the result of the whole was to her dis-
appointment and depression, as they prepared, by general
agreement, to return to the house.

On reaching the bottom of the steps to the terrace, Mrs.
Rushworth and Mrs. Norris presented themselves at the top,
just ready for the wilderness, at the end of an hour and half
from their leaving the house. Mrs. Norris had been too well
employed to move faster. Whatever cross accidents had
occurred to intercept the pleasures of her nicess she had
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found a morning of complete enjoyment—for the house-
keeper, after a great many courteses on the subject of phea-
sants, had taken her to the dairy, told her all about their cows,
and given her thereceipt for a famous cream cheess; and since
Julia's leaving them, they had been met by the gardener, with
whom she had made a mos satisfactory acquaintance, for
she had st him right as to his grandson's illness, convinced
him it was an ague, and promised him acharm for it; and he,
in return, had shewn her all hischoicest nursery of plants, and
actually presented her with a very curious specimen of heath.

On this rencontre they all returned to the house together,
there to lounge away the time as they could with sofas, and
chit-chat, and Quarterly Reviews* till thereturn of the others,
and thearrival of dinner. It waslate beforethe Miss Bertrams
and the two gentlemen came in, and their ramble did not
appear to have been more than partially agreeable, or at all
productive of any thing ussful with regard to the object of
the day. By their own accounts they had been all walking after
each other, and the junction which had taken place at last
seemed, to Fanny's observation, to have been as much too
late for re-establishing harmony, as it confessadly had been
for determining on any alteration. She felt, as she looked at
Julia and M r. Rushworth, that her's was not the only dis-
satisfied bosom amongs them; there was gloom on the face
of each. Mr. Crawford and Miss Bertram were much more
gay, and she thought that he was taking particular pains,
during dinner, to do away any little resentment of the other
two, and restore general good humour.

Dinner was soon followed by tea and coffeg, a ten miles
drive home allowed no wage of hours, and from the time of
their sitting down to table, it was a quick successon of busy
nothingstill the carriage came to the door, and Mrs. Norris,
having fidgetted about, and obtained a few pheasant's eygs
and a cream cheee from the housekeeper, and made abun-
dance of civil gpeechesto Mrs. Rushworth, was ready to lead
the way. At the same moment Mr. Crawford approaching
Julia, said, 'l hopel am not to lose my companion, unless she
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is afraid of the evening air in so exposed a seat.’ The request
had not been foreseen, but was very graciously received, and
Julia's day was likely to end almost as well as it began. Miss
Bertram had made up her mind to something different, and
wes a little disappointed—but her conviction of being really
the one preferred, comforted her under it, and enabled her
to receive Mr. Rushworth's parting attentions as she ought.
He was certainly better pleased to hand her into the barouche
than to asss her in ascending the box—and his complacency
seemed confirmed by the arrangement.

'Well, Fanny, this has been afine day for you, upon my
word!" sad Mrs. Norris, as they drove through the park.
'‘Nothing but pleasure from beginning to end! | am sure you
ought to be very much obliged to your aunt Bertram and me,
for contriving to let you go. A pretty good day's amusement
you have had!"

Maria wes just discontented enough to say directly, 'l
think you have done pretty well yourself, maiam. Your lap
seems full of good things, and here is a basket of something
between us, which has been knocking my elbow unmercifully.'

"My dear, itisonly a beautiful little heath, which that nice
old gardener would make me take; but if it isin your way, |
will haveitin my lap directly. There Fanny, you shall carry
that parcel for me—take great care of it—do not let it fall; it
Is a cream cheese, just like the excellent one we had at dinner.
Nothing would satisfy that good old Mrs. Whitaker, but my
taking one of the cheeses. | stood out as long as | could, till
the tears ailmost came into her eyes, and | knew it was just
the sort that my sister would be delighted with. That Mrs.
Whitaker is a treasure!’ She was quite shocked when | asked
her whether wine was allowed at the second table, and she
hes turned away two housemaids for wearing white gowns.
Take care of the cheese, Fanny. Now | can manage the other
parcel and the basket very well.'

'‘What ese have you been spunging? sad Maria, half
pleased that Sotherton should be so complimented.

'Spunging, my dear! Itisnothing but four of those beautiful
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pheasant's eggs, which Mrs. Whitaker would quiteforceupon
me; she would not take a denial. She said it must be such an
amusement to me, as she understood | lived quite alone, to
have a few living creatures of that sort; and so0 to be aure it
will. | shall get thedairy maid to s&t them under thefirst spare
hen, and if they come to good | can have them moved to my
own house and borrow a coop; and it will be a great delight
to me in my lonely hours to attend to them. And if | have
good luck, your mother shall have some!

It was a beautiful evening, mild and still, and the drive was
as pleasant as the serenity of nature could make it; but when
Mrs. Norris ceasad speaking it was altogether a silent drive
to those within. Their spirits were in general exhausted—
and to determine whether the day had afforded most pleasure
or pain, might occupy the meditations of almost all.

CHAPTER Xl

T H E day at Sotherton, with all its imperfections, afforded
the Miss Bertrams much more agreeable fedings than were
derived from the letters from Antigua, which soon afterwards
reached Mansfield. It was much pleasanter to think of Henry
Crawford than of their father; and to think of their father in
England again within a certain period, which these letters
obliged them to do, was a most unwelcome exercise.
November was the black month fixed for his return. Sir
Thomas wrote of it with as much decison as experience and
anxiety could authorize. His busness was so nearly concluded
as to justify him in proposing to take his passage in the Sept-
ember packet, and he consequently looked forward with the
hope of being with hisbeloved family again early in November .
M ariawasmoreto be pitied than Julia, for to her thefather
brought.a husband, and the return of the friend mogt solicit-
ous for her happiness, would unite her to the lover, on whom
shehad chosen that happinessshould depend. It wasa gloomy
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prospect, and all that she could do was to throw a mist over it,
and hope when the mist cleared away, she should sse some-
thing dse. It would hardly be early in November, there were
generally delays, a bad passage or something; that favouring
something which every body who shuts their eyes while they
look, or their understandings while they reason, feds the
comfort of. It would probably be the middle of November at
least; the middle of November was three months off. Three
months comprised thirteen weeks. Much might happen in
thirteen weeks.

Sir Thomas would have been deeply mortified by a sus
picion of half that his daughters felt on the subject of his
return, and would hardly have found consolation in a know-
ledge of the interest it excited in the breast of another young
lady. Miss Crawford, on walking up with her brother to
spend the evening at Mansfield Park, heard the good news;
and though seeming to have no concern in the affair beyond
politeness, and to have vented all her feelings in a quiet con-
gratulation, heard it with an attention not so essly satisfied.
Mrs. Norris gave the particulars of the letters, and the sub-
ject was dropt; but after tea, as Miss Crawford was standing
at an open window with Edmund and Fanny looking out on
a twilight scene, while the Miss Bertrams, Mr. Rushworth,
and Henry Crawford, were all busy with candles at the piano-
forte, she suddenly revived it by turning round towards the
group, and saying, “How happy Mr. Rushworth looks! He is
thinking of November.'

Edmund looked round at Mr. Rushworth too, but had
nothing to say.

Tour father's return will be a very interesting event.'

It will, indeed, after such an absence; an absence not only
long, but including so many dangers.'

‘It will be the fore-runner aso of other interesting events;
your sister's marriage, and your taking orders.'

Yes.'

‘Don't be affronted,” said she laughing; 'but it does put
me in mind of some of the old heathen heroes, who after
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performing great exploits in a foreign land, offered sacrifices
to the gods on their safe return.’

'There is no sacrifice in the case’ replied Edmund with a
srious smile, and glancing at the piano-forte again, "It is
entirely her own doing.'

'Oh! yes | know it is. | was merely joking. She has done
no more than what every young woman would do; and |
have no doubt of her being extremely happy. My other sacri-
fice of course you do not understand.’

"My taking orders | assure you is quite as voluntary as
Maria's marrying.'

"I't isfortunate that your inclination and your father's con-
venience should accord so well. There is a very good living
kept for you, | understand, hereabouts'

'Which you suppose has biassed me!'

‘But that | am sureit hasnot,' cried Fanny.

'‘Thank you for your good word, Fanny, but it ismorethan
I would affirm mysdf. On the contrary, the knowing that
there was such a provison for me, probably did bias me. Nor
can | think it wrong that it should. Therewasno natural dis-
inclination to be overcome, and | s no reason why a man
should make a worse clergyman for knowing that he will have
acompetence early in life. | wasin safe hands. 1 hope | should
not have been influenced mysdf in a wrong way, and | am
sure my father was too conscientious to have allowed it. | have
no doubt that | was biassed, but | think it was blameesdy.’

'"Itisthesamesort of thing,' said Fanny, after ashort pause,
‘as for the son of an admiral to go into the navy, or the son of
ageneral to be in the army, and nobody sses any thing wrong
in that. Nobody wonders that they should prefer the line
where their friends can serve them best, or sugpects them to
be lessin earnes in it than they appear.’ '

'No, my dear Miss Price, and for reasons good. The pro-
fesson, either navy or army, is its own jugtification. It has
every thing in its favour; heroism, danger, bustle, fashion.
Soldiers and sailors are always acceptable in society. Nobody
can wonder that men are soldiers and sailors!’
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'‘But the motives of a man who takes orders with the cer-
tainty of preferment, may be fairly suspected, you think?'
said Edmund. 'To be judtified in your eyes, he must do it in
the mog complete uncertainty of any provision.'

'"What! take orders without a living! No, that is madness
indeed, absolute madness’

'Shall | ak you how the church is to be filled, if a man is
neither to take orderswith aliving, nor without? No, for you
certainly would not know what to say. But | must beg some
advantage to the clergyman from your own argument. As he
cannot be influenced by those fedings which you rank highly
as temptation and reward to the soldier and sailor in their
choice of a professon, as heroism, and noise, and fashion are
all againg him, he ought to be lessliable to the suspicion of
wanting sincerity or good intentions in the choice of his!'

"Oh! no doubt he is very sncere in preferring an income
ready made, to the trouble of working for one; and has the
bet intentions of doing nothing all the rest of his days but
eat, drink, and grow fat. It isindolence M r . Bertram, indeed.
Indolence and love of ease—a want of all laudable ambition,
of tage for good company, or of inclination to take the trouble
of being agreeable, which make men clergymen. A clergyman
has nothing to do but to be dovenly and fish—read the
newspaper, watch the weather, and quarréd with hiswife. His
curate does all the work, and the busness of his own life is
todine’

'There are such clergymen, no doubt, but | think they are
not so common as to justify Miss Crawford in esteeming it
their general character. | suspect that in this comprehensive
and (pnay | say) common-place censure, you are not judging
from yoursdf, but from preudiced persons, whose opinions
you have been in the habit of hearing. It is impossible that
your own observation can have given you much knowledge
of the clergy. You can have been personally acquainted with
very few of a set of men you condemn so conclusvely. You
are peaking what you have been told at your undes table.'

'| pesk what appears to me the general opinioj~and where
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an opinion is general, it is usually correct. Though / have
not seen much of the domestic lives of clergymen, it is seen
by too many to leave any deficiency of information.'

'Where any one body of educated men, of whatever de-
nomination, are condemned indiscriminately, there must be
a deficiency of information, or (smiling) of something dse
Your uncle, and his brother admirals, perhaps, knew little of
clergymen beyond the chaplains whom, good or bad, they
wer e always wishing away.'

'Poor William! He has met with great kindness from the
chaplain of the Antwerp,' wasa tender apostrophe of Fanny's,
very much to the purpose of her own fedings, if not of the
conver sation.

'I have been so little addicted to take my opinions from my
uncle,; said Miss Crawford, 'that | can hardly supposs—and
gnce you push me 0 hard, | must observe, that | am not
entirely without the means of seeing what clergymen are,
being at this present time the guest of my own brother, Dr.
Grant. And though Dr. Grant is mogs kind and obliging to
me, and though heisreally a gentleman, and | dare say a good
scholar and clever, and often preaches good sermons, and is
very respectable, | sse him to be an indolent sdfish bon vivant,
who must have his palate consulted in every thing, who will
not stir a finger for the convenience of any one, and who,
moreover, if the cook makes a blunder, is out of humour with
his excdllent wife. To own the truth, Henry and | were partly
driven out this very evening, by a disappointment about a
green goose, which he could not get the better of. My poor
Sger was forced to gay and bear it.'

'l do not wonder at your disapprobation, upon my word.
It is a great defect of temper, made worse by a very faulty
habit of saf-indulgence; and to see your Sgter suffering from
it, must be exceedingly painful to such fedings as your's.
Fanny, it goes againgd us. We cannot attempt to defend
Dr. Grant.'

'No,' replied Fanny, 'but we need not give up his profes-
gon for all that; because, whatever professon Dr. Grant had
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chosen, he would have taken a——not a good temper into
it; and as he must either in the navy or army have had a great
many more people under his command than he has now, |
think more would have been made unhappy by him as a
sallor or soldier than as a clergyman. Besides, | cannot but
suppose that whatever there may be to wish otherwise in Dr.
Grant, would have been in a greater danger of becoming worse
inamore active and worldly profession, where he would have
had less time and obligation—where he might have escaped
that knowledge of himself, the frequency, at least, of that know-
ledge which it is impossible he should escape as he is new. A
man—a sensible man like Dr. Grant, cannot be in the habit
of teaching others their duty every week, cannot go to church
twice every Sunday and preach such very good sermons in so
good a manner as he does, without being the better for it him-
sf. It must make him think, and | have no doubt that he
oftener endeavours to restrain himself than he would if he
had been any thing but a clergyman.’

"We cannot prove the contrary, to be sure—but | wish you
a better fate Miss Price, than to be the wife of a man whose
amiableness depends upon his own sermons; for though he
may preach himself into a good humour every Sunday, it will
be bad enough to have him quarrelling about green geese from
Monday morning till Saturday night.'

'l think the man who could often quarrel with Fanny," said
Edmund, affectionately, 'must be beyond the reach of any
sermons.’

Fanny turned farther into the window; and Miss Crawford
had only time to say in a pleasant manner, 'l fancy Miss Price
has been more used to deserve praise than to hear it;' when
being earnestly invited by the Miss Bertramsto join in aglee,
she tripped off to the instrument, leaving Edmund looking
after her in an ecstacy of admiration of all her many virtues,
from her obliging manners down to her light and graceful tread.

"There goes good humour | am sure, said he presently.
There goes atemper which would never give pain! How v/ell
shewalks! and how readily she fallsin with the inclination of



102 MANSFIELD PARK

others! joining them themoment sheisasked. What apity,' he
added, after an instant's reflection, 'that she should have been
in such hands!

Fanny agreed to it, and had the pleasure of seeing him con-
tinue at thewindow with her, in spite of the expected glee; and
of having his eyes soon turned like her's towards the scene
without, where all that was solemn and soothing, and lovely,
appeared in the brilliancy of an unclouded night, and the con-
trast of the deep shade of the woods. Fanny spoke her feelings.
'Here's harmony!" said she, 'Here's repose! Here's what may
leave all painting and all music behind, and what poetry only
can attempt to describe. Here's what may tranquillize every
care, and lift the heart to rapture! When | look out on such a
night asthis, | fed asif there could be neither wickedness nor
sorrow intheworld; and there certainly would belessof both if
the sublimity of Nature were more attended to, and people were
carried more out of themselves by contemplating such ascene.’

'l like to hear your enthusiasm, Fanny: Itisalovely night,
and they are much to be pitied who have not been taught to
fed in some degree as you do—who have not at least been
given ataste for nature in early life. They lose agreat deal.’

" You taught me to think and feel on the subject, cousin.’

'l had a very apt scholar. There's Arcturus looking very
bright.’

'Yes, and the bear. | wish | could see Cassiopeia.’

'W'e must go out onthe lawn for that. Should you be afraid ?

'Not in the least. It is a great while since we have had any
star-gazing.'

'Yes, | do not know how it has happened.’ The glee began.
‘We will gtay till thisis finished, Fanny,' said he, turning his
back on thewindow; and asit advanced, she had the mortifica-
tion of seeing him advance too, moving forward by gentle
degrees towards the instrument, and when it ceased, he was
close by the singers, among the most urgent in requesting to
hear the glee again.

Fanny sighed alone at the window till scolded away by Mrs.
Norris'sthreats of catching cold.
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SIR THOMASwastoreturn in November, and hiseldest son
had duties to call him earlier home. The approach of Sept-
ember brought tidingsof Mr . Bertramfirstin a letter to the
gamekeeper, and then in a letter to Edmund; and by theend
of August, he arrived himsdf, to be gay, agreeable, and gal-
lant again as occason served, or Miss Crawford demanded,
to tell of races and Weymouth, and parties and friends, to
which she might have ligened sx weeks before with some
interest, and altogether to give her the fullest conviction, by
the power of actual comparison, of her preferring hisyounger
brother.

It was very vexatious, and she was heartily sorry for it; but
%0 it was, and so far from now meaning to marry the elder,
shedid not even want to attract him beyond what the smplest
claims of conscious beauty required; his lengthened absence
from Mansfield, without any thing but pleasurein view, and
his own will to consult, made it perfectly dear that he did
not care about her; and his indifference was so much more
than equalled by her own, that were he now to sep forth the
owner of Mansfield park, the Sir Thomas complete, which
hewasto bein time, shedid not bdieve she could accept him.

Thessason and dutieswhich brought M r . Bertram back to
Mansfield, took M r. Crawford into Norfolk. Everingham
could not do without him in the beginning of September. He
went for a fortnight; a fortnight of such dulness to the Miss
Bertrams, asought to have put them both on their guard, and
made even Julia admit in her jealousy of her sger, the abso-
lute necessity of distrusting his attentions, and wishing him
not toreturn; and afortnight of sufficient leisurein theinter -
vals of shooting and deeping, to have convinced the gentle-
man that he ought to keep longer away, had he been morein
the hgj*it of examining his own motives, and of reflecting to
what the indulgence of his idle vanity was tending; but,
tnoughtless and sHfish from prosperity and bad example, he
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would not look beyond the present moment. The sisters,
handsome, clever, and encouraging, were an amusement to
his sated mind; and finding nothing in Norfolk to equal the
socia pleasures of Mansfield, he gladly returned to it at the
time appointed, and was welcomed thither quite as gladly by
those whom he came to trifle with farther.

Maria, with only Mr. Rushworth to attend to her, and
doomed to the repeated details of his day's sport, good or
bad, his boast of his dogs, his jedousy of his neighbours,
his doubts of their qualification, and his zed after poachers,
—aubjects which will not find their way to femae feelings
without some talent on one side, or some attachment on the
other, had missed Mr. Crawford grievously; and Julia, un-
engaged and unemployed, felt all the right of missing him
much more. Each sister believed herself the favourite. Julia
might be justified in so doing by the hints of Mrs. Grant,
inclined to credit what she wished, and Maria by the hints of
Mr. Crawford himself. Every thing returned into the same
channel as before his absence; his manners being to each so
animated and agreeable, as to lose no ground with either, and
just stopping short of the consistence, the steadiness, the solici-
tude, and the warmth which might excite general notice.

Fanny was the only one of the party who found any thing
to dislike; but since the day at Sotherton, she could never sse
Mr. Crawford with either sister without observation, and
seldom without wonder or censure; and had her confidence
in her own judgment been equal to her exercise of it in every
other respect, had she been sure that she was seeing clearly,
and judging candidly, she would probably have made some
important communications to her usual confidant. As it was,
however, she only hazarded a hint, and the hint was lost.
'I am rather surprised,” said she, 'that Mr. Crawford should
come back again so soon, after being here so long before, full
seven weeks, for | had understood he was so very fond of
change and moving about, that | thought something would
certainly occur when he was once gone, to take him elsawhere.
He is used to much gayer places than Mansfield.'
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It isto his credit,” was Edmund's answer, 'and | dare sy
it gives his sister pleasure. She does not like his unsettled
habits.'

'What a favourite he is with my cousins!'

'Yes, his manners to women are such as must please. Mrs.
Grant, | believe, suspects him of a preference for Julia; |
have never ssen much symptom of it, but 1 wish it may be
0. He has no faults but what a serious attachment would
remove/

'If MissBertram were not engaged,’ said Fanny, cautiously,
'1 could sometimes almost think that he admired her more than
Julia’ .

'Which is, perhaps, more in favour of his liking Julia bet,
than you, Fanny, may be aware; for | believe it often happens,
that a man, before he has quite made up his own mind, will
distinguish the sister or intimate friend of the woman he is
redly thinking of, more than the woman herself. Crawford
has too much sense to stay here if he found himself in any
danger from Maria; and | am not at all afraid for her, after
such a proof as she has given, that her fedings are not strong.'

Fanny supposed she must have been mistaken, and meant
to think differently in future; but with all that submission to
Edmund could do, and ail the help of the coinciding looks and
hints which she occasionaly noticed in some of the others,
and which seemed to sy that Julia was Mr. Crawford's
choice, she knew not adways what to think. She was privy,
one evening, to the hopes of her aunt Morris on this subject,
aswell as to her fedlings, and the fedlings of Mrs. Rushworth,
on a point of some similarity, and could not help wondering
as she listened; and glad would she have been not to be obliged
to listen, for it was while all the other young people were
dancing, and she sitting, most unwillingly, among the chap-
erons at the fire, longing for the re-entrance of her elder
cousin, on whom all her own hopes of a partner then depended.
It was Fanny's first ball, though without the preparation or
splendour of many a young lady's first ball, being the thought
only of the afternoon, built on the late acquisition of a violin
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player in the servants hall, and the possibility of raising
five couple with the help of Mrs. Grant and a new intimate
friend of Mr. Bertram's just arrived on a visit. It had, how-
ever, been a very happy one to Fanny through four dances,
and she was quite grieved to be losing even a quarter of an
hour.—While waiting and wishing, looking now at the
dancers and now at the door, this dialogue between the two
above-mentioned ladies was forced on her.

'l think, maam," sad Mrs. Norris—her eyes directed
towards Mr. Rushworth and Maria, who were partners
for the second time—'we shall see some happy faces again
now.'

'Yes, maam, indeed'—replied the other, with a stately
simper—'there will be some satisfaction in looking on now,
and | think it was rather a pity they should have been obliged
to part. Young folks in their situation should be excused
complying with the common forms.—I wonder my son did
not propose it.'

I dare sy he did, maam.—Mr. Rushworth is never
remiss. But dear Maria has such a strict sense of propriety,
so much of that true delicacy which one seldom meets with
now-a-days, Mrs. Rushworth, that wish of avoiding par-
ticularity!—Dear ma'am, only look at her face at thismoment;
—how different from what it was the two last dances!

Miss Bertram did indeed look happy, her eyes were spark-
ling with pleasure, and she was speaking with great anima-
tion, for Julia and her partner, Mr. Crawford, were close to
her; they were all in a cluster together. How she had |ooked
before, Fanny could not recollect, for she had been dancing
with Edmund herself, and had not thought about her.

Mrs. Norris continued, 'It is quite delightful, maam, to
$e young people so properly happy, so well suited, and so
much the thing! | cannot but think of dear Sir Thomas's
delight. And what do you say, maam, to the chance of
another match? Mr. Rushworth has set a good example, and
such things are very catching.'

Mrs. Rushworth, who saw nothing but her son, was quite



VOLUME | CHAPTER XII 107

at aloss. 'The couple above, maam. Do you s no symptoms
there?

'Oh! dear—Muiss Julia and Mr. Crawford. Yes, indeed, a
very pretty match. What is his property?

Tour thousand a year.'

'Very well.—Those who have not more, must be satisfied
with what they have.—Four thousand a year is a pretty edtate,
and he seems a very genteel, steady young man, so | hope
MissJuliawill be very happy.'

"It is not a settled thing, ma'am, yet.—We only spesk of
it among friends. But | have very little doubt it will be—He
is growing extremely particular in his attentions.’

Fanny could listen no farther. Listening and wondering
were all suspended for a time, for Mr. Bertram was in the
room again, and though feeling it would be a great honour to
be asked by him, she thought it must happen. He came to-
wards their little circle; but instead of asking her to dance,
drew a chair near her, and gave her an account of the present
dtate of a sck horse, and the opinion of the groom, from
whom he had just. parted. Fanny found that it was not to be,
and in the modesty of her nature immediately felt that she
had been unreasonable in expecting it. When he had told of
his horse, he took a newspaper from the table, and looking
over it said in a languid way, '| f you want to dance, Fanny,
I will stand up with you.'—With more than equal civility the
offer was declined;—she did not wish to dance—'l am glad
of it," said he in a much brisker tone, and throwing down the
newspaper again—'for | am tired to death. | only wonder how
the good people can keep it up so long.—They had need be
al in love, to find any amusement in such folly—and so they
are, | fancy.—If you look at them, you may s they are o
many couple of lovers—all but Yates and Mrs. Grant—and,
between ourselves, she, poor woman! must want a lover as
much as any one of them. A desperate dull life her's must
be with the doctor,” making a dy face as he spoke towards
the chair of the latter, who proving, however, to be close at
his elbow, made so instantaneous a change of expression and

i, el e ..
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subject necessary, as Fanny, in spite of every thing, could
hardly help laughing at.—'A strange busnessthisin America,
Dr. Grant!—What is your opinion?—I always come to you
to know what | am to think of public matters.

"My dear Tom,' cried hisaunt soon afterwards, 'asyou are
not dancing, | dare say you will have no objection to join us
in a rubber; shall you? —then, leaving her seat, and coming
to him to enforce the proposal, added in a whisper—'We want
to make a table for Mrs. Rushworth, you know.—Your
mother is quite anxious about it, but cannot very well spare
time to St down hersdf, because of her fringe. Now, you and
| and Dr. Grant will just do; and though we play but half-
crowns, you know you may bet half-guineas with him."*

'l should be most happy,' replied he aloud, and jumping
up with alacrity, ‘it would give me the greatest pleasure—but
that | am thismoment going to dance. Come, Fanny,'—taking
her hand—'do not be dawdling any longer, or the dance will
be over !

Fanny was led off very willingly, though it was impossble
for her to fed much gratitude towards her cousin, or dis
tinguish, as he certainly did, between the dHHfishnes of
another person and his own.

‘A pretty modest request upon my word!" he indignantly
exclaimed asthey walked away. ' To want to nail metoacard
table for the next two hourswith hersdf and Dr. Grant, who
are always quarrédling, and that poking old woman, who
knows no more of whigt than of algebra. 1 wish my good aunt
would be a little less busy! And to ak mein such a way too!
without ceremony, before them all, so as to leave me no pos-
sibility of refusing! That iswhat | didike mos particularly. It
raises my spleen more than any thing, to have the pretence of
being asked, of being given a choice, and at the same time
addressed in such a way as to oblige oneto do the very thing-
whatever it be! If | had not luckily thought of standing up
with you, | could not have got out of it. It isa great deal too
bad. But when my aunt has got a fancy in her head, nothing
can gop her.'



CHAPTER X111

T H E HonourableJohn Y ates, this new friend, had not much
to recommend him beyond habits of fashion and expense, and
being the younger son of a lord with a tolerable independence;
and Sir Thomas would probably have thought his introduc-
tion at Mansfield by no means desirable. Mr. Bertram's
acquaintance with him had begun at Weymouth, where they
had spent ten days together in the same society, and the friend-
ship, if friendship it might be called, had been proved and
perfected by Mr. Yates's being invited to take Mansfield in
his way, whenever he could, and by his promising to come;
and he did come rather earlier than had been expected, in
consequence of the sudden breaking-up of a large party
assembled for gaiety at the house of another friend, which he
had left Weymouth to join. He came on the wings of dis-
appointment, and with his head full of acting, for it had been
atheatrical party; and the play, in which he had bornea part,
was within two days of representation, when the sudden
death of one of the nearest connections of the family had
destroyed the scheme and dispersed the performers. To be
so near happiness, so near fame, so near the long paragraph
in praise of the private theatricals at Ecclesford, the seat of
the Right Hon. L ord Ravenshaw, in Cornwall, which would
of course have immortalized the whole party for at least a
twelvemonth! and being so near, to lose it all, was an injury
to be keenly felt, and M r. Yates could talk of nothing else.
Ecclesford and its theatre, with its arrangements and dresses,
rehearsals and jokes, was his never-failing subject, and to
boast of the past his only consolation.

Happily for him, a love of the theatre is so general, an itch
for acting so strong among young people, that he could hardly
out-talk the interest of his hearers. From the first casting of
the parts, to the epilogue, it was all bewitching, and there
were few who did not wish to have been a party concerned
or would have hesitated to try their skill. The play had been

M.P. - 7
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Lovers Vows' and M r . Yateswasto have been Count Cassd.
‘A trifling part,’ said he, 'and not at all to my taste, and such
aoneas | certainly would not accept again; but | was deter-
mined to make no difficulties. L ord Ravenshaw and the duke
had appropriated the only two characters worth playing
before | reached Ecclesford; and though Lord Ravenshaw
offered to resgn his to me, it was impossble to take it, you
know. | wassorry for him that he should have so mistaken his
powers, for he was no more equal to the Baron! A little man,
with a weak voice, always hoarse after the firg ten minutes!
It must have injured the piece materially; but / was resolved
to make no difficulties. Sir Henry thought the duke not equal
to Frederick, but that was because Sir Henry wanted the part
himsdf; whereas it was certainly in the best hands of the two.
| was surprised to se Sir Henry such a gick. Luckily the
srength of the piece did not depend upon him. Our Agatha
wasinimitable, and the duke was thought very great by many.
And upon the whole it would certainly have gone off wonder -
fully.'

"It wasa hard case upon my word;" and, 'l do think you
were very much to be pitied;' were the kind regponses of
listening sympathy.

"It isnot worth complaining about, but to be sure the poor
old dowager could not have died at a worse time; and it is
impossble to help wishing, that the news could have been
suppressed for just the three days we wanted. It was but three
days, and being only a grand-mother, and all happening two
hundred miles off, | think there would have been no great
harm, and it was suggested, | know; but Lord Ravenshaw,
who | suppose is one of the mog correct men in England,
would not hear of it.'

'An after-piece ingead of a comedy,” said Mr. Bertram.
'Lovers Vows were at an end, and Lord and Lady Raven-
shaw left to act My Grandmother? by themsdves. Well, the
jointure may comfort him; and perhaps, between friends, he
began to tremble for his credit and his lungs in the Baron,
and was not sorry to withdraw; and to make you amends,
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Yates, | think we must raise a little theatre at Mansfield, and
ak you to be our manager.'

This, though the thought of the moment, did not end with
the moment; for the inclination to act was awakened, and in
no one more strongly than in him who was now master of the
house; and who having so much leisure as to make almost
any novelty a certain good, had likewise such a degree of
lively talents and comic taste, as were exactly adapted to the
novelty of acting. Thethought returned again and again. 'Oh!
for the Ecclesford theatre and scenery to try something with.'
Each sister could echo the wish; and Henry Crawford, to
whom, inall theriot of hisgratifications, it wasyet an untasted
pleasure, was quite alive at the idea. 'l really believe,' sad
he, 'l could be fool enough at this moment to undertake any
character that ever waswritten, from Shy lock or Richard I 11 .
down to the singing hero of a farce in his scarlet coat and
cocked hat. | fed asif | could be any thing or every thing, as
if I couid rant and storm, or sigh, or cut capersin any tragedy
or comedy in the Englishlanguage. L et us be doing something.
Be it only half a play—an act—a scene; what should prevent
us? Not these countenances | am sure," looking towards the
Miss Bertrams, 'and for a theatre, what signifies a theatre?
We shall be only amusing ourselves. Any room in this house
might suffice.’

'We must have a curtain,’ said Tom Bertram, 'a few yards
of green baize for a curtain, and perhaps that may be enough.’

'Oh! quite enough,' cried Mr. Yates, 'with only just aside
wing or two run up, doors in flat, and three or four scenes to
be let down; nothing more would be necessary on such a plan
as this. For mere amusement among ourselves, we should
want nothing more.'

'l believewemust be satisfied with less,' said Maria. 'There
would not betime, and other difficultieswoul d arise. We must
rather adopt M r. Crawford'sviews, and make the performance,
not the theatre, our object. Many parts of our best plays are
independent of scenery.’

'‘Nay," said Edmund, who began to listen with alarm. 'L et
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us do nothing by halves. If we areto act, let it bein a theatre
completely fitted up with pit, box, and gallery, and let us have
aplay entirefrom beginning toend; soasit bea German play,
no matter what, with a good tricking, shifting after -piece, and
a figure-dance, and a hornpipe, and a song between the acts.
|f we do not out do Ecclesford, we do nothing.1

'"Now, Edmund, do not be disagreeable said Julia. 'No-
body loves a play better than you do, or can have gone much
farther to see one’

'True, to s real acting, good hardened real acting; but
| would hardly walk from this room to the next to look at the
raw efforts of those who have not been bred to the trade—
a &t of gentlemen and ladies, who have all the disadvantages
of education and decorum to struggle through.’

After a short pause, however, the subject still continued,
and was discussed with unabated eagerness every ones in-
clination increasng by the discusson, and a knowledge of
the inclination of the rest; and though nothing was settled
but that Tom Bertram would prefer a comedy, and his sgers
and Henry Crawford atragedy, and that nothing in theworld
could be easer than to find a piece which would please them
all, theresolution to act something or other, seemed so decided,
as to make Edmund quite uncomfortable. He was deter mined
to prevent it, if possble though his mother, who equally
heard the conversation which passad at table, did not evince
theleast disapprobation.

The same evening afforded him an opportunity of trying
hisstrength. Maria, Julia, Henry Crawford, and M r . Yates,
were in the billiard-room. Tom returning from them into
the drawing-room, where Edmund was standing thought-
fully by thefire, while Lady Bertram wason thesofa at alittle
digance, and Fanny dose besde her arranging her work, thus
began as he entered. 'Such a horribly vile billiard-table as
ours, is not to be met with, | believe, above ground! | can
gand it no longer, and | think, | may say, that nothing shall
ever tempt me to it again. But one good thing | have just
ascertained. It is the very room for a theatre, precisdy the



VOLUME | CHAPTER XIII i3

shgpe and length for it, and the doors at the farther end, com-
municating with each other as they may be madetodoin five
minutes, by merely moving the book-casein my father'sroom,
is the very thing we could have desired, if we had set down to
wish for it. And my father'sroom will be an excellent green-
room. It ssemsto join the billiard-room on purpose.’

'Y ou are not serious, Tom, in meaning to act ? said Edmund
in alow voice, as his brother approached the fire.

‘Not serious! never more o, | assure you. What is there to
surpriseyou in it?

'l think it would be very wrong. In ageneral light, private
theatricals are open to some objections, but as we are circum-
stanced, | must think it would be highly injudicious, and more
than injudicious, to attempt any thing of the kind. It would
show great want of feeling on my father's account, absent as
he is, and in some degree of constant danger; and it would
be imprudent, | think, with regard to Maria, whose situation
is a very delicate one, considering every thing, extremely
delicate.’

'Y ou take up a thing so seriously! as if we were going to
act three times a week till my father's return, and invite all
the country. But it is not to be a display of that sort. We
mean nothing but a little amusement among ourselves, just
to vary the scene, and exercise our powers in something new.
We want no audience, no publicity. We may be trusted, |
think, in choosing some play most perfectly unexceptionable,
and | can conceive no greater harm or danger to any of us in
conversing in the elegant written language of some respect-
able author than in chattering in words of our own. | have no
fears, and no scruples. And as to my father's being absent, it
isso far from an objection, that | consider it rather asamotive;
for the expectation of his return must be a very anxious period
to my mother, and if we can be the means of amusing that
anxiety, and keeping up her spirits for the next few weeks,
| shall think our time very well spent, and so | am sure will
he.—It is a very anxious period for her.'

As he said this, each looked towards their mother. Lady
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Bertram, sunk back in one corner of the sofa, the picture of
health, wealth, ease, and tranquillity, was just falling into a
gentle doze, while Fanny was getting through the few diffi-
culties of her work for her.

Edmund smiled and shook his head.

'‘By Jove! thiswon't do'—cried Tom, throwing himself into
achair with a hearty laugh. 'T o be sure, my dear mother, your
anxiety—I was unlucky there.'

'What is the matter? asked her ladyship in the heavy tone
of one half roused,—'l was not asleep.’

'Oh! dear, no maam—nobody suspected you—Well,
Edmund," he continued, returning to the former subject,
posture, and voice, as soon as Lady Bertram began to nod
again—'But this | will maintain—that we shall be doing no
harm.'

‘| cannot agree with you—I am convinced that my father
would totally disapproveit.'

'And | am convinced to the contrary.—Nobody is fonder
of the exercise of talent in young people, or promotes it more,
than my father; and for any thing of the acting, spouting,
reciting kind, | think he has dways a decided taste. | am sure
he encouraged it in us as boys. How many a time have we
mourned over the dead body of Julius Caesar, and to he'd and
not to be'd, in this very room, for his amusement! And | am
sure, my name was Norval,* every evening of my life through
one Christmas holidays.'

"I t was a very different thing.—Y ou must see the difference
yourself. My father wished us, as school-boys, to spesk well,
but he would never wish his grown up daughters to be acting
plays. His sense of decorum is strict.'

‘I know all that," said Tom displeased. 'l know my father
as well as you do, and |'ll take care that his daughters do
nothing to distress him. Manage your own concerns, Edmund,
and 'l take care of the rest of the family.'

"I'f you are resolved on acting,' replied the persevering
Edmund, 'l must hope it will be in a very small and quiet
way; and | think a theatre ought not to be attempted.—It
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would be taking liberties with my father's house in his
absence which could not be justified.'

Tor every thing of that nature, | will be answerable'—said
Tom, in a decided tone—'His house shall not be hurt. |
have quite as great an interest in being careful of his house as
you can have; and as to such alterations as | was suggesting
just now, such as moving a book-case, or unlocking a door, or
even as using the billiard-room for the space of a wesk with-
out playing at billiards in it, you might just as well suppose
he would object to our sitting more in this room, and less in
the breakfast-room, than we did before he went away, or to
my sders piano-forte being moved from one sde of the
room to the other.—Absolute nonsense!'

'The innovation, if not wrong as an innovation, will be
wrong as an expense!’

'Yes, the expense of such an undertaking would be pro-
digiousl Perhaps it might cog a whole twenty pounds
—Something of a theatre we must have undoubtedly, but it
will be on the smplest plan;—a green curtain and a little
car penter'swork—and that'sall; and asthe carpenter's work
may be all done at home by Christopher Jackson himsdf, it
will be too absurd to talk of expenss—and as long as Jackson
is employed, every thing will be right with Sir Thomas—
Don't imagine that nobody in this house can se or judge
but yourself.—Don't act yoursdf, if you do not like it, but
don't expect to govern every body dse!

'No, as to acting mysdf,’ said Edmund, 'that | absolutey
protest againg.’

Tom walked out of the room as he sad it, and Edmund
was left to st down and ir the fire in thoughtful vexa-
tion.

Fanny, who had heard it all, and borne Edmund company
in every feding throughout the whole, now ventured to say,
in her anxiety to sugges some comfort, 'Perhaps they may
not be able to find any play to suit them. Your brother'staste,
and your sgers, ssam very different.’

'l have no hope there, Fanny. If they perss in the scheme
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they will find something—I shall peek to my sgers and try
to dissuade them, and that isall | can do!

'l should think my aunt Norris would be on your sde

'| dare say she would; but she has no influence with either
Tom or my sgers that could be of any use and if | cannot
convince them mysdf, | shall let things take their course,
without attempting it through her. Family squabling is the
greatest evil of all, and we had better do any thing than be
altogether by the ears!

His sgers, to whom he had an opportunity of speaking the
next morning, were quite as impatient of his advice, quite as
unyielding to his representation, quite as determined in the
cause of pleasure, as Tom.—Their mother had no objection
to the plan, and they were not in the leas afraid of their
father's disapprobation.—There could be no harm in what
had been done in so many respectable families, and by s
many women of thefirs consideration; and it must be scrupu-
lousness run mad, that could se any thing to censure in a
plan like their's, comprehending only brothers and ssers
and intimate friends, and which would never be heard of
beyond themsdves Julia did seem inclined to admit that
Maria's sSituation might require particular caution and deli-
cacy—but that could not extend to her—shewasat liberty; and
Maria evidently conddered her engagement as only raising
her so much more above restraint, and leaving her less occa-
son than Julia, to consult either father or mother. Edmund
had little to hope, but he was still urging the subject, when
Henry Crawford entered the room, fresh from the Par sonage,
calling out, 'No want of handsin our Theatre, MissBertram.
No want of under strappers—My Sder desres her love, and
hopes to be admitted into the company, and will be happy to
take the part of any old Duenna or tame Confidante, that you
may not like to do yoursdves!

Maria gave Edmund a glance, which meant, '"What say
you now? Can we bewrong if Mary Crawford fedsthe same?
And Edmund slenced, was obliged to acknowledge that the
charm of acting might well carry fascination to the mind of
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genius, and with the ingenuity of love, to dwell more on the
obliging, accommodating purport of the message than on any
thingdse

The stheme advanced. Opposition was vain; and as to
Mrs. Norris, he was mistaken in supposing she would wish
to make any. She started no difficulties that were not talked
down in five minutes by her ddest nephew and niece, who
were all-powerful with her; and, as the whole arrangement
was to bring very little expense to any body, and none at all
to hersdf, as she foresaw in it all the comforts of hurry, bustle
and importance, and derived the immediate advantage of
fancying hersdf obliged to leave her own house, where she
had been living a month at her own cog, and take up her
abode in ther's, that every hour might be spent in their
service, she was in fact, exceedingly ddighted with the
proj ect.

CHAPTER XIV

FANNY seemed nearer being right than Edmund had sup-
posed. The busness of finding a play that would suit every
body, proved to be no trifle; and the carpenter had received
his orders and taken his measurements, had suggested and
removed at least two sgts of difficulties, and having madethe
necessty of an enlargement of plan and expense fully evi-
dent, was already at work, while a play was still to ssek. Other
preparations were aso in hand. An enormous roll of green
baize -had arrived from Northampton, and been cut out by
Mrs. Norris (with a saving, by her good management, of full
three quarters of a yard), and was actually forming into a
curtain by the housemaids, and still the play was wanting;
and astwo or three days passed away in thismanner, Edmund
began almost to hope that none might ever be found.

There were, in fact, so many things to be attended to, o
many people to be pleasad, so many best characters required,
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and above all, such a nead that the play should be at once both
tragedy and comedy, that there did ssem as little chance of a
decison, as any thing pursued by youth and zeal could hold
out.

On the tragic Sde were the Miss Bertrams, Henry Craw-
ford, and Mr. Yates; on the comic, Tom Bertram, not quite
alone, because it was evident that Mary Crawford's wishes,
though politely kept back, inclined the same way; but his
determinateness and his power, seemed to make allies un-
necessary; and independent of this great irreconcileable
difference, they wanted a piece containing very few characters
in the whole, but every character first-rate, and three prin-
cipal women. All the best playswererun over in vain. Neither
Hamlet, nor Macbeth, nor Othello, nor Douglas, nor the
Gamester,' presented any thing that could satisfy even the
tragedians, and the Rivals, the School for Scandal, Wheel of
Fortune? Heir at Law,? and a long etcetera, wer e successvely
dismissed with yet warmer objections. No piece could be pro-
posed that did not supply somebody with a difficulty, and on
one dde or the other it was a continual repetition of, 'Oh! no,
that will never do. L et us have no ranting tragedies. T oo many
characters—Not a tolerable woman's part in the play—Any
thing but that, my dear Tom. It would be impossble tofill it
up—One could not expect any body to take such a part-
Nothing but buffoonery from beginning to end. That might
do, perhaps, but for the low parts—If | must give my opinion,
| have always thought it the mogt insipid play in the English
language—/ do not wish to make objections, | shall be happy
to be of any usg, but | think we could not choose worse.’

Fanny looked on and lisened, not unamused to observe
the sfishness which, more or less disguised, seemed to
govern them all, and wondering how it would end. For her
own gratification she could have wished that something might
be acted, for she had never seen even half a play, but every
thing of higher consequence was againg it.

This will never do,” said Tom Bertram at last. 'We are
wagting time most abominably. Something must be fixed on.



No matter what, so that something is chosen. We must n<
be so nice. A few characters too many, must not frighten u
We musgt double them. We must descend a little. If a part
inggnificant, the greater our credit in making any thing of i
From this moment / make no difficulties. | take any part yc
choose to give me, so as it be comic. L et it but be comic,
condition for nothing more.’

For about the fifth time he then proposed the Heir at La
doubting only whether to prefer Lord Duberley or Dr. Pai
gossfor himsdf, and very earnestly, but very unsuccesstull
trying to persuade the others that there were some fine trag
partsin the rest of the Dramatis Personam

The pause which followed this fruitless effort was ended |
the same gpeaker, who taking up one of the many volumes.
plays that lay on the table, and turning it over, suddenly e
claimed, 'Lovers Vows! And why should not Lovers Vov
do for usaswell as for the Ravenshaws? How came it never
be thought of before? It strikes me as if it would do exactl
What say you ail —Here aretwo capital tragic partsfor Y at
and Crawford, and here is the rhyming butler for me—
nobody ese wants it—a trifling part, but the sort of thing
should not dislike, and as | said before, | am determined
take any thing and do my best. And as for the rest, they m;
be filled up by any body. It is only Count Cassel and Anhal

The suggestion was generally welcome. Every body w
growing weary of indecision, and the first idea with eve
body was, that nothing had been proposed before so likely
suit them all. M r. Yateswas particularly pleased; he had be
sighingand longingto dotheBaron at Ecclesford, had gudge
every rant of Lord Ravenshaw's, and been forced to rera
it all in hisown room. To storm through Baron Wildenhai
was the height of his theatrical ambition, and with the adva
tage of knowing half the scenes by heart already, he did ne
with the greatest alacrty offer his services for the part. To
him justice, however, he did not resolve to appropriate it
for remembering that there was some very good rantii
ground in Frederick, he professed an equal willingness f
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that. Henry Crawford was ready to take either. Whichever
Mr. Yates did not choose, would perfectly satisfy him, and
a short parley of compliment ensued. Miss Bertram feding
all the interest of an Agatha in the question, took on her to
decideit, by observingto M r. Yates, that thiswasa point in
which height and figure ought to be considered, and that his
being the tallest, ssemed to fit him peculiarly for the Baron.
She was acknowledged to be quite right, and the two parts
being accepted accordingly, she was certain of the proper
Frederick. Three of the characters were now cad, besdes
M. Rushworth, who was always answered for by Maria as
willing to do any thing; when Julia, meaning like her sster
to be Agatha, began to be scrupulous on Miss Crawford's
account.

'Thisis not behaving well by the absent,’ said she 'Here
are not women enough. Amelia and Agatha may do for
Maria and me, but here is nothing for your sser, Mr.
Crawford.'

Mr. Crawford desred that might not be thought of; he
was very sure his sger had no wish of acting, but as she
might be useful, and that she would not allow hersdf to be
consdered in the present cae But this was immediately
opposed by Tom Bertram, who asserted the part of
Amelia to be in every respect the property of Miss Craw-
ford if she would accept it. "It falls as naturally, as neces
sarily to her," said he, 'as Agatha does to one or other of my
sdes It can be no sacrifice on their sde, for it is highly
comic'

A short slence followed. Each Sster looked anxious, for
each felt the best claim to Agatha, and was hoping to have
it pressed on her by the rest. Henry Crawford, who mean-
while had taken up the play, and with seeming cardessness
was turning over the firg act, soon settled the busness.
'I mug entreat MissJulia Bertram,' said he, 'not to engage
in the part of Agatha, or it will be the ruin of all my solemnity.
You mug not, indeed you must not—(turning to her.) |
could not sand your countenance dressed up in woe and
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paleness The many laughs we have had together would in-
fallibly come across me, and Frederick and his knapsack
would be obliged to run away.'

Pleasantly, courteoudy it was spoken; but the manner was
logt in the matter to Julia'sfedings. Shesaw aglanceat Maria,
which confirmed the injury to hersdf; it was a scheme—a
trick; she was dighted, Maria was preferred; the smile of
triumph which Mariawastrying to suppress shewed how well
it was understood, and before Julia could command her sdif
enough to speak, her brother gave his weight againg her too,
by saying, 'Oh! yes Maria must be Agatha. Maria will be
the bes Agatha. Though Julia fancies she prefers tragedy, |
would not trust her in it. Thereis nothing of tragedy about
her. She has not the look of it. Her features are not tragic
features, and she walks too quick, and speaks too quick, and
would not keegp her countenance. She had better do the old
countrywoman; the Cottager's wife; you had, indeed, Julia.
Cottager's wife is a very pretty part | assure you. The old
lady rdlieves the high-flown benevolence of her husband with
a good deal of spirit. You shall be Cottager'swife.'

'‘Cottager'swife!' cried Mr . Yates '"What are you talking
of? The mod trivial, paltry, indggnificant part; the merest
common-place—not a tolerable spesch in the whole. Your
sger do that! It isan insult to proposeit. At Ecclesford the
governess was to have doneit. Weall agreed that it could not
beoffered to any body dse A littlemorejustice, M r . Manager,
if you please. You do not deserve the office, if you cannot
appreciatethetalentsof your company alittle better.'

"Why as to that, my good friend, till I and my company
have really acted there must be some guesswork; but | mean
no disparagement to Julia. We cannot have two Agathas, and
we must have one Cottager'swife; and | am surel s her the
example of moderation mysdlf in being satisfied with the old
Butler. If thepart istrifling shewill have more credit in making
something of it; and if sheisso desperately bent againg every
thing humorous, let her take Cottager's spesches instead of
Cottager's wife's, and so change the parts all through; heis



122 MANSFIELD PARK

solemn and pathetic enough | am sure. It could make no
difference in the play; and as for Cottager himsdf, when he
has got his wife's speeches / would undertake him with all
my heart.’

"With all your partiality for Cottager's wife,' said Henry
Crawford, 'it will be impossible to make any thing of it fit
for your sgter, and we must not suffer her good nature to be
imposed on. We mugt not allow her to accept the part. She
must not be left to her own complaisance. Her talentswill be
wanted in Amelia. Amelia isa character moredifficult to be
well represented than even Agatha. | consder Amélia asthe
mog difficult character in the whole piece. It requires great
powers, great nicety, to give her playfulness and smplicity
without extravagance. | have seen good actresss fail in the
part. Simplicity, indeed, is beyond the reach of almost every
acdtress by professon. It requires a ddicacy of feding which
they have not. It requires a gentlewoman—a Julia Bertram.
You will undertake it | hope? turning to her with a look of
anxious entreaty, which softened her a little; but while she
hestated what to say, her brother again interposed with Miss
Crawford's better claim.

"No, no, Julia must not be Amelia. It isnot at all the part
for her. Shewould not like it. She would not do well. Sheis
too tall and robust. Amelia should be a small, light, girlish,
skippingfigure. It isfit for Miss Crawford and MissCrawford
only. She looks the part, and | am persuaded will do it
admirably.'

Without attending to this, Henry Crawford continued his
supplication. 'Y ou must oblige us,’ said he, 'indeed you must.
When you have sudied the character, | am sureyou will fed
it suit you. Tragedy may be your choice, but it will certainly
appear that comedy choosssyou. You will be to vist mein
prison with a basket of provisons; you will not refuseto vist
mein prison? | think | sseyou coming in with your basket.'

Theinfluence of his voice was felt. Julia wavered: but was
he only trying to soothe and pacify her, and make her over-
look the previous affront? Shedistrusted him. Thedight had
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been mos determined. He was, perhaps, but at treacherous
play with her. She looked suspicioudy at her sger; Maria's
countenance wasto decideit; if shewere vexed and alarmed—
but Marialooked all serenity and satisfaction, and Julia well
knew that on this ground Maria could not be happy but at
her expense. With hagty indignation therefore, and atremu-
lous voice, she said to him, "You do not seem afraid of not
keeping your countenance when | come in with a basket of
provisons—though one might have supposed—but it is only
as Agatha that | wasto be so over powering!'—She Sopped—
Henry Crawford looked rather foolish, and as if he did not
know what to say. T om Bertram began again,

'MissCrawford must be Amelia—Shewill bean excellent
Amelia.

‘Do not be afraid of my wanting the character, cried Julia
with angry quickness,—'l am not to be Agatha, and | am
aure | will do nothing else; and asto Amelia, it isof all parts
in thewor|d the mogt disgugting to me. | quite detest her. An
odious, little, pert, unnatural, impudent girl. | have always
protested againg comedy, and this is comedy in its worst
form." And so0 saying, she walked hagtily out of the room,
leaving awkwar d fedingsto morethan one, but exciting small
compasson in any except Fanny, who had been a quiet
auditor of thewhole, and who could not think of her asunder
theagitations of jealousy, without great pity.

A short slence succeeded her leaving them; but her brother
soon returned to busnessand Lovers Vows, and was eagerly
looking over the play, with M r . Yatesshelp, to ascertain what
scenery would be necessary—while Mariaand Henry Craw-
ford conversed together in an under voice, and the declara-
tion with which she began of, 'l am sure | would give up the
part to Julia mogt willingly, but that though | shall probably
do it very ill, | fed persuaded she would do it worse' was
doubtless receiving all the complimentsit called for.

When this had lased some time, the division of the party
was completed by Tom Bertram and M r . Yates walking off
together to consult farther in the room now beginning to be
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called the Theatre, and Miss Bertram's resolving to go down
to the Parsonage hersdf with the offer of Amelia to Miss
Crawford; and Fanny remained alone.

The firs use she made of her solitude was to take up the
volume which had been left on thetable, and begin to acquaint
hersdf with the play of which she had heard so much. Her
curiosity was all awake, and she ran through it with an eager-
ness which was suspended only by intervals of astonishment,
that it could be chosen in the present ingance—that it could
be proposed and accepted in a private Theatre! Agatha and
Amedlia appeared to her in their different ways so totally
improper for home representation—the stuation of one, and
the language of the other, so unfit to be expressed by any
woman of modesty, that she could hardly suppose her cousins
could be aware of what they were engaging in; and longed to
have them roused as soon as possble by the remongtrance
which Edmund would certainly make.

CHAPTER XV

Miss CRAWFORD accepted the part very readily, and soon
after Miss Bertram's return from the Parsonage, M r . Rush-
worth arrived, and another character was consequently cad.
He had the offer of Count Cassd and Anhalt, and at first did
not know which to choosg, and wanted Miss Bertram to direct
him, but upon being made to understand the different style
of the characters, and which was which, and recollecting that
he had once seen the play in London, and had thought Anhalt
a very stupid fellow, he soon decided for the Count. Miss
Bertram approved the decison, for the less he had to learn
the better; and though she could not sympathize in his wish
that the Count and Agatha might be to act together, nor wait
very patiently while he was dowly turning over the leaves with
the hope of still discovering such a scene, she very kindly took
his part in hand, and curtailed every speech that admitted
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being shortened;—besdes pointing out the necessty of his
being very much dressed, and choosng his colours. Mr.
Rush worth liked theidea of hisfinery very well, though affect-
ing to degpise it, and was too much engaged with what his
own appearance would be, to think of the others, or draw any
of those conclusons, or fed any of that displeasure, which
Mariahad been half prepared for.

Thus much was settled before Edmund, who had been out
all the morning, knew any thing of the matter; but when he
entered the drawing-room before dinner, the buz of discus
son was high between Tom, Maria,and Mr . Yates, and Mr .
Rushworth stepped forward with great alacrity to tell him the
agreeable news

'We have got a play,” said he—'It isto be Lovers Vows;
and | am to be Count CasHd, and am to come in first with a
blue dress and a pink satin cloak, and afterwards am to have
another fine fancy suit by way of a shooting dress—I do not
know how | shall likeit.'

Fanny's eyes followed Edmund, and her heart beat for him
as she heard this speech, and saw his look, and felt what his
sensations must be.

‘Lovers Vows!'—in a tone of the greatest amazement, was
hisonly reply to Mr. Rushworth; and he turned towards his
brother and sgers as if hardly doubting a contradiction.

'Yes,' cried Mr. Yates—'After all our debatings and diffi-
culties, we find there is nothing that will suit us altogether
0 well, nothing so unexceptionable, as Lovers Vows. The
wonder is that it should not have been thought of before. My
stupidity was abominable, for here we have all the advantage
of what | saw at Ecclesford; and it is so useful to have any
thing of a model!—We have cag almog every part.'

'But what do you do for women? said Edmund gravely,
and looking at Maria.

Maria blushed in spite of hersdf as she answered, 'l take
the part which Lady Ravenshaw was to have done, and (with
a bolder eye) Miss Crawford isto be Amelia.'

€| should not have thought it the sort of play to be so easly
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filled up, with ug/ replied Edmund, turning away to the fire
where st his mother, aunt, and Fanny, and seating himself
with a look of great vexation.

M. Rushworth followed him to say, *l comein three times,
and have two and forty speeches That's something, is not it ?
—But | do not much like the idea of being so fine—I shall
hardly know mysdlf in a blue dress and a pink satin cloak.'

Edmund could not answver him.—In a few minutes Mr.
Bertram was called out of the room to satify some doubts of
the carpenter, and being accompanied by Mr. Yates, and
followed soon afterwards by M r . Rushworth, Edmund almost
immediately took the opportunity of saying, *I cannot before
Mr . Yates esk what | fed asto this play, without reflecting
on hisfriends at Ecclesford—but | must now, my dear Maria,
tell you, that | think it exceedingly unfit for privaterepresenta-
tion, and that | hope you will give it up.—I cannot but sup-
poseyou will when you haveread it car efully over —Read only
thefirs Act aloud, to either your mother or aunt, and see how
you can approve it.—It will not be necessary to send you to
your father's judgment, I am convinced.'

'We s things very differently,’ cried Maria—'l am per-
fectly acquainted with the play, | asure you—and with a
very few omissons, and so forth, which will be made, of
course, | can se nothing objectionable in it; and / am not
the only young woman you find, who thinks it very fit for
private representation.’

‘Lam sorry for it," was his answer—'But in this matter it
isyou who are to lead. You mugt st the example—If others
have blundered, it is your place to put them right, and shew
them what true ddicacy is.—In all points of decorum, your
conduct mug be law to the rest of the party.’

This picture of her consequence had some effect, for
no one loved better to lead than Maria;—and with far
more good humour dhe answered, 'l am much obliged to
you, Edmund;—you mean very well, | am sure—but |
gtill think YOU e things too strongly; and | really can-
not undértake to’ harangue al the res upon a subject of
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this kind.—There would be the greatest indecorum |
think.'

‘Do you imagine that | could have such an idea in my
head? No—Ilet your conduct be the only harangue—Say
that, on examining the part, you fed yoursdf unequal to it,
that you find it requiring more exertion and confidence than
you can be supposed to have—Say this with firmness, and it
will be quite enough.—All who can distinguish, will under-
gand your motive—The play will be given up, and your
ddicacy honoured as it ought.’

‘Do not act any thing improper, my dear,’ said Lady
Bertram. “Sir Thomas would not like it.—Fanny, ring the
bell; I must have my dinner.—To be sure Julia is dressed by
thistime.!

'l am convinced, madam,’ said Edmund, preventing Fanny,
‘that Sir Thomaswould not likeit.'

"There, my dear, do you hear what Edmund says?

"I f1 weretodeclinethepart,* said Mariawith renewed zeal,
‘Juliawould certainly takeit.'

'What!'—cried Edmund, 'if she knew your reasong'

'Oh! ghe might think the difference between us—the dif-
ference in our Stuations—that she need not be so scrupulous
as | might fed necessary. | am sure she would argue 0. No,
you must excuse me, | cannot retract my consent. It is too
far settled; every body would be so disappointed. Tom would
be quite angry; and if we are so very nice, we shall never act
any thing.'

'l was just going to sy the very same thing,” said Mrs.
Norris.'| f every play isto be objected to, you will act nothing
—and the preparations will be all so much money thrown
away—and | am sure that would be a discredit tousall. | do
not know the play; but, as Maria says if thereis any thing a
little too warm (and it is so with mogt of them) it can be easly
left out.—We must not be over precise Edmund. As Mr.
Rush worth is to act too, there can be no harm.—I only
wish Tom had known his own mind when the carpenters
began, for there was the loss of half a day's
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sde-doors—The curtain will be a good job, however. The
maids do their work very well, and | think we shall be able
to send back some dozens of therings—Thereisno occason
to put them so very dose together. | am of some use | hopein
preventing wase and making the mogt of things. There
should always be one seady head to superintend so many
young ones. | forgot to tell Tom of something that happened
to me this very day.—I had been looking about me in the
poultry yard, and was just coming out, when who should |
e but Dick Jackson making up to the servants hall door
with two bits of deal board in his hand, bringing them to
father, you may be sure; mother had chanced to send him of
a message to father, and then father had bid him bring up
them two bits of board for he could not no how do without
them. | knew what all this meant, for the servants dinner bell
was ringing at the very moment over our heads, and as | hate
such encroaching people, (the Jacksons are very encroaching,
| have always said so—jud the sort of people to get all they
can), | said to the boy directly—(a great lubberly fdlow of
ten years old you know, who ought to be ashamed of himself,)
PH taketheboardsto your father, Dick; so get you home again
asfag asyou can.—The boy looked very slly and turned away
without offering a word, for | believe | might spesk pretty
sharp; and | dare sy it will cure him of coming marauding
about the house for one while,—I hate such greediness—so
good as your father is to the family, employing the man all
the year round!'

Nobody was at the trouble of an answer; the others soon
returned, and Edmund found that to have endeavoured to
s them right must be his only satisfaction.

Dinner pased heavily. Mrs. Norris related again her
triumph over Dick Jackson, but neither play nor preparation
were otherwise much talked of, for Edmund's disapproba-
tion was felt even by his brother, though he would not have
owned it. Maria, wanting Henry Crawford's animating sup-
port, thought the subject better avoided. M r. Yates, who was
trying to make himself agresable to Julia, found her gloom
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less impenetrable on any topic than that of his regret at her
secesson from their company, and Mr. Rushworth having
only his own part, and his own dress in his head, had soon
talked away all that could be said of either.

But the concerns of the theatre were suspended only for
an hour or two; there was still a great deal to be settled; and
the spirits of evening giving fresh courage, Tom, Maria, and
Mr. Yates, soon after their being reassembled in the drawing-
room, seeted themselves in committee at a separae table,
with the play open before them, and were just getting deep in
the subject when a most welcome interruption was given by
the entrance of Mr. and Miss Crawford, who, late and dark
and dirty as it was, could not help coming, and were received
with the most grateful joy.

'Well, how do you go on? and 'What have you settled?
and 'Oh! we can do nothing without you/ followed the
first salutations; and Henry Crawford was soon sested with
the other three at the table, while his sister made her way
to Lady Bertram, and with pleasant attention wes com-
plimenting her. i must really congratulate your ladyship,’
said she, 'on the play being chosen; for though you have
borne it with exemplary patience, | am sure you must be
sgck of al our noise and difficulties. The actors may be
glad, but the by-standers must be infinitely more thankful
for a decision; and | do sincerely give you joy, madam,
as well as Mrs. Norris, and every body dse who is in the
same predicament,’ glancing half fearfully, half slily, beyond
Fanny to Edmund.

She was very civilly answered by Lady Bertram, but
Edmund said nothing. His being only a by-stander was
not disclaimed. After continuing in chat with the party
round the fire a few minutes, Miss Crawford returned to
the party round the table; and standing by them, seemed to
interest herself in their arrangements till, as if struck by a
sudden recollection, she exclaimed, "My good friends, you
are most composedly at work upon these cottages and ale-
houses, inside and out—but pray let me know my fate in
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the meanwhile. Who is to be Anhalt? What gentleman among
you am | to have the pleasure of making love to?

For a moment no one spoke; and then many spoke to-
gether to tell the same melancholy truth—that they had not
yet got any Anhalt. "Mr. Rushworth was to be Count Cassd,
but no one had yet undertaken Anhalt.’

‘I had my choice of the parts,’ said Mr. Rushworth; 'but
| thought I should like the Count best—though | do not
much relish the finery | am to have.'

'Y ou chose very wisely, | am sure,' replied Miss Crawford,
with a brightened look. 'Anhalt is a heavy part.'

‘The Count has two and forty speeches' returned Mr.
Rushworth, 'which is no trifle.’

'l am not at all surprised,” sad Miss Crawford, after a
short pause, ‘at this want of an Anhalt. Amelia deserves no
better. Such a forward young lady may well frighten the men.'

'l should be but too happy in taking the part if it were pos-
sible,’ cried Tom, 'but unluckily the Butler and Anhalt are
in together. 1 will not entirely give it up, however—I will try
what can be done—I will look it over again.'

"Your brother should take the part,’ said Mr. Yates, in a
low voice. 'Do not you think he would?

'l shall not ak him," replied Tom, in a cold, determined
manner.

Miss Crawford talked of something else, and soon after-
wards rejoined the party at the fire. 'They do not want me at
all," sad she, seating herself. 1 only puzzle them, and oblige
them to make civil speeches. Mr. Edmund Bertram, as you
do not act yourself, you will be a disinterested adviser; and,
therefore, | apply to you. What shall we do for an Anhalt? Is it
practicable for any of the others to double it? What is your
advice?

'My advice,' said he, calmly, 'is that you change the play.'

7 should have no objection,” she replied; 'for though |
should not particularly dislike the part of Amelia if well
supported—that is, if every thing went well—I shall be sorry
to be an inconvenience—but as they do not choose to hear
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your advice at that table—(looking round)—it certainly will
not be taken.'

Edmund said no more.

"I f any part could tempt you to act, | suppose it would be
Anhalt,' observed thelady, archly, after a short pause—for he
isa clergyman you know.'

'That circumgance would by no means tempt me' he
replied, 'for | should be sorry to make the character ridiculous
by bad acting. It mugt be very difficult to kegp Anhalt from
appearingaformal, solemn lecturer; and the man who chooses
the professon itsdlf, is, perhaps, one of the lag who would
wish to represent it on the sage!

Miss Crawford was slenced; and with some fedings of
resentment and mortification, moved her chair consderably
nearer thetea-table, and gaveall her attention to Mrs. Norris,
who was presiding there.

'Fanny,' cried Tom Bertram, from the other table, where
the conference was eagerly carrying on, and the conversation
incessant, 'we want your Services!

Fanny was up in a moment, expecting some errand, for
the habit of employing her in that way was not yet overcome,
in spite of all that Edmund could do.

'Oh! we do not want to disturb you from your seat. We do
not want your present services. We shall only want you in our
play. You mug be Cottager's wife.'

"M el!" cried Fanny, sitting down again with amos frightened
look. 'Indeed you must excuse me. | could not act any thing
if you were to give me the world. No, indeed, | cannat act.'

'‘Indeed but you must, for we cannot excuse you. It need
not frighten you; it isa nothing of a part, a mere nothing, not
above half a dozen gesches altogether, and it will not much
ggnify if nobody hears a word you say, so you may be as
cregpmouse as you like, but we must have you to look at.'

"I f you areafraid of half a dozen speeches,’ cried M r . Rush-
worth, 'what would you do with such a part as mine? | have
forty-twotolearn.'

"Itisnot that | am afraid of learning by-heart,' said Finny,
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shocked to find hersdf at that moment the only speaker m
the room, and to fed that almost every eye was upon her;
'but | really cannot act.’

'"Yes, yes, you can act well enough for us. Learn your part,
and we will teach you all therest. You have only two scenes
and as | shall be Cottager, FU put you in and push you
about; and you will do it very well FU answer for it.'

‘No, indeed, Mr . Bertram, you must excuse me. Y ou cannot
have an idea. It would be absolutely impossible for me. If |
wereto undertake it, | should only disappoint you.'

'Phoo! Phoo! Do not be so shamefaced. You'll do it very
well. Every allowance will be made for you. We do not expect
perfection. You must get a brown gown, and a white apron,
and a maob cap, and we must make you a few wrinkles, and a
little of the crowsfoot at the corner of your eyes, and you will
beavery proper, littleold woman.'

"You must excuse me, indeed you must excuse me,' cried
Fanny, growing more and morered from excessve agitation,
and looking digtressfully at Edmund, who was kindly observ-
ing her, but unwilling to exasperate his brother by inter-
ference, gave her only an encouraging smile. Her entreaty
had no effect on Tom; he only said again what he had said
before; and it was not merely Tom, for the requisition was
now backed by Maria and Mr. Crawford, and Mr. Yates,
with an urgency which differed from his, but in being more
gentle or more ceremonious, and which altogether was quite
overpowering to Fanny; and before she could breathe after it,
Mrs. Morris completed the whole, by thus addressng her in
a whisper at once angry and audible: "What a piece of work
here is about nothing,—I am quite ashamed of you, Fanny,
to make such a difficulty of obliging your cousns in a trifle
of this sort,—So kind as they are to you!—Take the part
with a good grace, and let us hear no more of the matter,
| entreat.’

'Do not urge her, madam,’ said Edmund. "It is not fair
to urge her in this manner.—You se she does not like to
act.—L et her choosefor hersdlf aswell astherest of us—Her



VOLUME | CHAPTER XV 13

judgment may be quite as safdly trusted.—Do not urge her
any more.’

*1 am not going to urge her,*—replied Mrs. Norrissharply,
'but | shall think her a very obstinate, ungrateful girl, if she
does not do what her aunt and cousns wish her—very un-
grateful indeed, consdering who and what she is!

Edmund wastoo angry to speak; but MissCrawford looking
for amoment with astonished eyesat Mrs. Norris, and then at
Fanny, whose tears were beginning to show themsdves im-
mediately said with some keenness 'l do not like my situation;
thisplaceistoo hot for me—and moved away her chair to the
oppostesdeof thetabledoseto Fanny, sayingto her in akind
low whisper as she placed hersdf, 'Never mind, my dear Miss
Price—thisisa arossevening,—everybody iscrossand teasing
—but do not let us mind them;" and with pointed attention
continued to talk to her and endeavour to raise her spirits, in
Spite of being out of pirits hersdf.—By a look at her brother,
she prevented any farther entreaty from the theatrical board,
and the really good fedings by which she was almost purely
governed, were rapidly restoring to her all the little she had
lost in Edmund's favour.

Fanny did not love Miss Crawford; but she felt very much
obliged to her for her present kindness;, and when from taking
notice of her work and wishing she could work as well, and
begging for the pattern, and supposing Fanny was now pre-
paring for her appearance as of course she would come out
when her cousn was married, Miss Crawford proceeded to
inquireif she had heard lately from her brother at sea, and said
that she had quite a curiogity to sse him, and imagined him a
very fine young man, and advised Fanny to get his picture
drawn before he went to sea again—she could not help admit-
ting it to be very agreeable flattery, or help listening, and
answering with more animation than she had intended.

The consultation upon the play still went on, and Miss
Crawford's attention was first called from Fanny by Tom
Bertram's telling her, with infinite regret, that he found it
absolutely impossible for him to undertake the part of Anhalt

M.P. - 8
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in addition to the Butler;—he had been most anxioudy trying
to make it out to be feasble—but it would not do—he must
give it up.—'But there will not be the smallest difficulty in
fillingit," headded.—'We have but to gpesk thewor d; we may
pick and choose—I could name at this moment at least Sx
young men within sx miles of us, who are wild to be admitted
into our company, and there are one or two that would not
disggrace us.—I should not be afraid to trust either of the
Olivers or Charles Maddox.—Tom Oliver is a very clever
fellow, and CharlesMaddox is as gentlemanlike a man asyou
will s any where, so | will take my horse early to-morrow
morning, and ride over to Stoke, and settle with one of them.'

Whilehe spoke, M ariawas looking apprehensvely round at
Edmund in full expectation that he must oppose such an en-
largement of the plan as this—so contrary to all their first
protestations, but Edmund said nothing—After a moment's
thought, Miss Crawford calmly replied, 'As far as| am con-
cerned, | can have no objection to any thing that you all think
eligible. Have | ever ssen either of the gentlemen?—Yes, Mr.
Charles Maddox dined at my sde's one day, did not he
Henry?—A quiet-looking young man. | remember him. Let
him be applied to, if you pleass, for it will be less unpleasant
to me than to have a perfect stranger .

Charles Maddox was to be the man.—Tom repeated his
resolution of going to him early on the morrow; and though
Julia, who had scarcdy opened her lips before, observed in a
sarcagic manner, and with a glance, first at Maria, and then
at Edmund, that 'the Mansfield Theatricals would enliven
the whole neighbourhood exceedingly'—Edmund still held
his peace, and shewed his fedings only by a determined
gravity.

'l am not very sanguine asto our play'—said Miss Crawford
in an under voice, to Fanny, after some consideration; 'and
| can tell Mr. Maddox, that | shall shorten some of his gpesches,
and a great many of my own, before we rehear se together —It
will be very disagreeable, and by no means what | expected.’



CHAPTERXVI

IT was not in Miss Crawford's power to talk Fanny into any
real forgetfulness of what had passed—When the evening
was over, she went to bed full of it, her nerves still agitated by
the shock of such an attack from her cousin Tom, so public
and so persevered in, and her spirits sinking under her aunt's
unkind reflection and reproach. To be called into notice in
such amanner, to hear that it was but the prelude to something
s0 infinitely worse, to be told that she must do what was so
impossible as to act; and then to have the charge of obstinacy
and ingratitude follow it, enforced with such a hint at the
dependence of her situation, had been too distressing at the
time, to make the remembrance when she was alone much less
so0,—especialy with the superadded dread of what the morrow
might produce in continuation of the subject. Miss Crawford
had protected her only for the time; and if she were applied
to again among themselves with all the authoritative urgency
that Tom and Maria were capable of; and Edmund perhaps
away—what should she do? She fell adeep before she could
answer the question, and found it quite as puzzling when she
awoke the next morning. The little white attic, which had
continued her sleeping room ever since her first entering the
family, proving incompetent to suggest any reply, she had
recourse, as soon as she was dressed, to another apartment,
more spacious and more meet for walking about i n, and think-
ing, and of which she had now for some time been almost
equally mistress. It had been their school-room; so called till
the Miss Bertrams would not allow it to be called so any
longer, and inhabited as such to a later period. There Miss
Leehad lived, and there they had read and written, and talked
and laughed, till within the last three years, when she had
quitted them.—The room had then become usdless, and for
some time was quite deserted, except by Fanny, when she
visited her plants, or wanted one of the books, which she was
still glad to keep there, from the deficiency of space and
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accommodation in her little chamber above,—but gradually,
as her value for the comforts of it increased, she had added to
her possessions and spent more of her time there; and having
nothing to oppose her, had so naturally and so artlesdy wor ked
hersdf into it, that it was now generally admitted to be her's.
TheEads room asit had been called, ever snceMariaBertram
was sixteen, was now consdered Fanny's, almog as decidedly
as the white attic,—the smallness of the one making the use
of the other s0 evidently reasonable, that the Miss Bertrams,
with every superiority in their own apartments, which their
own snse of superiority could demand, were entirely approv-
ing it;(—and Mrs. Norris having sipulated for there never
being afirein it on Fanny's account, was tolerably resigned to
her having the use of what nobody dse wanted, though the
terms in which she sometimes spoke of the indulgence,
seamed to imply that it was the best room in the house.

The agpett was so favourable, that even without a fire it
was habitablein many an early spring, and late autumn mor n-
ing, to such a willing mind as Fanny's, and while there was
a gleam of sunshine, she hoped not to be driven from it en-
tirely, even when winter came. The comfort of it in her hours
of leisure was extreme. She could go there after any thing
unpleasant beow, and find immediate consolation in some
pursuit, or some train of thought at hand.—Her plants, her
books—of which she had been a collector, from the first hour
of her commanding a shilling—her writing dek, and her
works of charity and ingenuity, wereall within her reach;—or
if indisposed for employment, if nothing but musing would
do, she could scarcdy s an object in that room which had
not an interesting remembrance connected with it.—Every
thing was a friend, or bore her thoughts to a friend; and
though there had been sometimes much of suffering to her—
though her motives had been often misunderstood, her feel-
ings disregarded, and her comprehension under-valued;
though she had known the pains of tyranny, of ridicule, and
neglect, yet almost every recurrence of either had led to
something consolatory; her aunt Bertram had spoken for her,
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or Miss Lee had been encouraging, or what was yet more
frequent or more dear—Edmund had been her champion and
her friend;—he had supported her cause or explained her
meaning, he had told her not to cry, or had given her some
proof of affection which made her tears ddightful—and the
whole was now 0 blended together, so harmonized by dis-
tance, that every former affliction had its charm. The room
was mod dear to her, and she would not have changed its
furniture for the handsomest in the house, though what had
been originally plain, had suffered all the ill-usage of children
—and its greates degandes and ornaments were a faded
footstoal of Julia's work, too ill done for the drawing-room,
three trangparencies, made in a rage for trangparencies, for
the three lower panes of one window, where Tintern Abbey
held its station between a cave in Italy, and a moonlight lake
in Cumberland; a collection of family profiles thought un-
worthy of being anywhere dse, over the mantle-piece, and
by their 9de and pinned againg the wall, a small ketch of a
ship sent four yearsago from the Mediterranean by William,
with H.M .S. Antwerp at the bottom, in letters astall asthe
main-mast.

To this nes of comforts Fanny now walked down to try
its influence on an agitated, doubting spirit—to se if by
looking at Edmund's profile she could catch any of his counsd,
or by giving air to her geraniums she might inhale a breeze
of mental strength hersdf. But she had more than fears of her
own perseverance to remove; she had begun to fed undecided
asto what she ought to do; and as she walked round the room
her doubts were increasng. Was she right in refusng what
was 0 warmly asked, so strongly wished for ? what might be
30 essential to a scheme on which some of those to whom she
owed the greatest complaisance, had st their hearts? Was it
not ill-nature—sdlfisnness—and a fear of exposng hersdf?
And would Edmund's judgment, would his persuasion of Sir
Thomas's disappraobation of the whole, be enough to justify
her in a determined denial in spite of all the res? It would be
%0 horrible to her to act, that she was inclined to sugpect the
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truth and purity of her own scruples, and as she looked around
her, the daims of her cousins to being obliged, were strength-
ened by the dght of present upon present that she had re-
caved from them. The table between the windows was
covered with work-boxes and netting-boxes, which had been
given her at different times, principally by Tom; and she
grew bewildered as to the amount of the debt which all these
kind remembrances produced. A tap at the door roused her in
the midst of this attempt to find her way to her duty, and her
gentle 'come in," was answered by the appearance of one,
before whom all her doubts were wont to be laid. Her eyes
brightened at the sight of Edmund.

'‘Can | speak with you, Fanny, for a few minutes? said he.

'Yes, certainly.’

'l want to consult. | want your opinion.'

"My opinion!" shecried, shrinking from such a compliment,
highly as it gratified her.

'"Yes, your advice and opinion. | do not know what to do.
This acting scheme gets worse and worse you s They have
chosen almog as bad a play as they could; and now, to com-
plete the busness, are going to ask the help of a young man
very dightly known to any of us This is the end of all the
privacy and propriety which was talked about at first. | know
no harm of CharlesM addox; but the excessve intimacy which
mugt spring from his being admitted among usin this manner,
is highly objectionable, the more than intimacy—the famili-
arity. | cannot think of it with any patience—and it does
appear to me an evil of such magnitude as must, if possible,
be prevented. Do not you s it in the same light?'

'Y es, but what can bedone? Y our brother isso determined.’

'‘There is but one thing to be done, Fanny. | mus take
Anhalt mysdf. | am well aware that nothing dse will quiet
Tom.'

Fanny could not answver him.

"Itisnot at all what | like,' he continued. 'No man can like
being driven into the appearance of such inconsstency. After
being known to oppose the scheme from the beginning, there
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is absurdity in the face of my joining them now, when they
are exceeding their first plan in every respect; but | can think
of no other alternative. Can you, Fanny?'

'No," said Fanny, dowly, 'not immediately—but—'

‘But what? | see your judgment is not with me. Think it
a little over. Perhaps you are not so much awareas | am, of
the mischief that may, of the unpleasantness that must, arise
from a young man's being received in this manner—domesti-
cated among us—authorized to comeat all hours—and placed
suddenly on a footing which must do away all restraints. To
think only of the licence which every rehearsal mug tend to
create. It is all very bad! Put yoursdf in Miss Crawford's
place, Fanny. Consder what it would be to act Amelia with
adranger. Shehasaright to be fet for, because she evidently
feds for hersdf. | heard enough of what she said to you lagt
night, to undersand her unwillingness to be acting with a
stranger; and as she probably engaged in the part with differ-
ent expectations—perhaps, without consdering the subject
enough to know what was likely to be, it would be ungenerous,
it would bereally wrong to expose her toit. Her fedingsought
to be respected. Does not it strike you 0, Fanny? You
hestate’

'l am sorry for Miss Crawford; but | am moresorry to s
you drawn in to do what you had resolved againgt, and what
you are known to think will be disagreeable to my uncle. It
will be such atriumph to the others!'

"They will not have much cause of triumph, when they
$e how infamoudy | act. But, however, triumph there
certainly will be, and I must brave it. But if | can be the
means of restraining the publicity of the busness, of limit-
ing the exhibition, of concentrating our folly, 1 shall be well
repaid. As| am now, | have no influence, | can do nothing;
| have offended them, and they will not hear me; but when
| have put them in good humour by this concesson, | am
not without hopes of persuading them to confine the repre-
sentation within a much smaller circle than they are now
in the high road for. Thiswill bea material gain. My object
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isto confine it to Mrs. Rushworth and the Grants. Will not
this be worth gaining?

'Yes, it will bea great point.'

‘But till it has not your approbation. Can you mention
any other measure by which | have a chance of doing equal
good?

'No, | cannat think of any thing dse’

'Give me your approbation, then, Fanny. | am not com-
fortablewithout it.'

'Oh! cousn.

"If you are againg me, | ought to distrus mysdf—and
yet—But it is absolutely impossible to let Tom go on in this
way, riding about the country in quest of any body who can
be persuaded to act—no matter whom; the look of a gentle-
man is to be enough. | thought you would have entered more
into Miss Crawford's fedings:!

"No doubt she will be very glad. It must be a great relief
to her,' said Fanny, trying for greater warmth of manner.

'She never appeared more amiable than in her behaviour
to you lag night. It gave her a very strong claim on my good
will.'

'She was very kind indeed, and | am glad to have her
spared.'. . .

She could not finish the generous effuson. Her conscience
stopt her in the middle, but Edmund was satisfied.

'l shall walk down immediately after breakfast,’ said he,
‘and am sure of giving pleasure there. And now, dear Fanny,
I will not interrupt you any longer. You want to be reading.
But | could not be easy till | had spoken to you, and come to
a decison. Seeping or waking, my head has been full of this
matter all night. It is an evil—but | am certainly making it
less than it might be. If Tom isup, | shall go to him directly
and get it over; and when we meet at breakfag we shall be
all in high good humour at the prospect of acting the fool
together with such unanimity. You in the meanwhile will be
takingatrip into China, | suppose How does L ord Macart-
ney* go on?—(opening a volume on the table and then taking
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up some others.) And here are Crabbe's Tales,' and the Idler,
at hand to relieve you, if you tire of your great book. | admire
your little establishment exceedingly; and as soon as | am
gone, you will empty your head of all this nonsense of acting,
and sit comfortably down to your table. But do not stay here
to becold.'

He went; but there was no reading, no China, no com-
posure for Fanny. He had told her the most extraordinary,
the most inconceivable, the most unwelcome news; and she
could think of nothing ese. To be acting! After all his objec-
tions—objections so just and so public! After all that she had
heard him say, and seen him look, and known him to be feel-
ing. Could it be possible? Edmund so inconsistent. Was hp
not deceiving himself? Was he not wrong? Alas! it wes all
Miss Crawford's doing. She had seen her influence in every
gpeech, and was miserable. The doubts and alarms as to her
own conduct, which had previously distressed her, and which
had all dept while she listened to him, were become of little
consequence now. This deeper anxiety swallowed them up.
Things should take their course; she cared not how it ended.
Her cousins might attack, but could hardly tease her. She was
beyond their reach; and if at last obliged to yield—no matter
-—it wasall misery now.

CHAPTER XVII

IT was, indeed, atriumphant day to Mr. Bertram and Maria.
Such a victory over Edmund's discretion had been beyond
their hopes, and was most delightful. There was no longer
any thing to disturb them in their darling project, and they
congratulated each other in private on the jealous weskness
to which they attributed the change, with all the glee of feel-
ings gratified in every way. Edmund might still look grave,
and sy he did not like the scheme in general, and must dis-
approve the play in particular; their point was gained; he was
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to act, and he was driven to it by the force of sdfish inclina-
tions only. Edmund had descended from that moral eevation
which he had maintained before, and they were both as much
the better as the happier for the descent.

They behaved very well, however, to him on the occasion,
betraying no exultation beyond the lines about the corners
of the mouth, and ssemed to think it as great an escape to be
quit of the intrusion of Charles Maddox, as if they had been
forced into admitting him againg their inclination. To have
it quite in their own family circle was what they had par-
ticularly wished, A sranger among them would have been
the destruction of all their comfort,’ and when Edmund,
pursuing that idea, gave a hint of his hope asto the limitation
of the audience, they were ready, in the complaisance of the
moment, to promise any thing. It was all good humour and
encouragement. Mrs. Norris offered to contrive his dress
Mr. Yates assured him, that Anhalt's lag scene with the
Baron admitted a good deal of action and emphads, and Mr .
Rushworth undertook to count his speeches.

'Perhaps/ said Tom, 'Fanny may be more disposed to
oblige us now. Perhaps you may persuade her.

'No, she is quite determined. She certainly will not act.’

'"Oh! very well." And not another word was said: but Fanny
felt hersdf again in danger, and her indifference to the danger
was beginning to fail her already.

There were not fewer amiles at the parsonage than at the
park on this changein Edmund; Miss Crawford looked very
lovely in her's, and entered with such an instantaneous re-
newal of cheerfulness into the whole affair, as could have but
one effect on him. 'He was céertainly right in respecting such
fedings, hewasglad he had determined on it/ And themorn-
ing wore away in satisfactions very swest, if not very sound.
One advantage resulted from it to Fanny; at the earnest
request of Miss Crawford, Mrs. Grant had with her usual
good humour agreed to undertake the part for which Fanny
had been wanted—and this was all that occurred to gladden
her heart during the day; and even this, when imparted by
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Edmund, brought a pang with it, for it was Miss Crawford
to whom she was obliged, it was Miss Crawford whose kind
exertions were to excite her gratitude, and whose merit in
making them was spoken of with a glow of admiration. She
was safe; but peace and safety were unconnected here. Her
mind had been never farther from peace. She could not fed
that she had done wrong herself, but she was disquieted in
every other way. Her heart and her judgment were equally
against Edmund's decision; she could not acquit his un-
steadiness;, and his happiness under it made her wretched.
She was full of jealousy and agitation. Miss Crawford came
with looks of gaiety which seemed an insult, with friendly
expressions towards herself which she could hardly answer
calmly. Every body around her was gay and busy, prosperous
and important, each had their object of interest, their part,
their dress, their favourite scene, their friends and confeder-
ates, all were finding employment in consultations and com-
parisons, or diversion in the playful conceits they suggested.
She done was sad and insignificant; she had no share in any
thing; she might go or stay, she might bein the midst of their
noise, or retreat from it to the solitude of the East room,
without being seen or missed. She could almost think any
thing would have been preferable to this. Mrs. Grant was of
consequence; her good nature had honourable mention—her
taste and her -time were considered—her presence was wanted
—ghe was sought for and attended, and praised; and Fanny
was at first in some danger of envying her the character she
had accepted. But reflection brought better feelings, and
shewed her that Mrs. Grant was entitled to respect, which
could never have belonged to her, and that had she received
even the greatest, she could never have been essy in joining
a scheme which, considering only her uncle, she must con-
demn altogether.

Fanny's heart was not absolutely the only saddened one
amongst them, as she soon began to acknowledge herself.—
Juliawas a sufferer too, though not quite so blamelessly.

Henry Crawford had trifled with her feelings, but she had
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vey long allowed and even sought his attentions, with a
jealousy of her sser 0 reasonable as ought to have been
their cure; and now that the conviction of his preference for
Maria had been forced on her, she submitted to it without any
alarm for Maria's dtuation, or any endeavour at rational
tranquillity for hersdf—She either sat in gloomy slence,
wrapt in such gravity as nothing could subdue, no curiosity
touch, nowit amuse, or allowing the attentionsof M r . Y ates,
wastalking with forced gaiety to him alone, and ridiculing the
acting of the others.

For a day or two after the affront was given, Henry Craw-
ford had endeavoured to do it away by the usual attack of
gallantry and compliment, but he had not cared enough about
it to persevereagaing a few repulses; and becoming soon too
busy with his play to have time for more than one flirtation,
he grew indifferent to the quarrel, or rather thought it a
lucky occurrence, as quietly putting an end to what might
ere long have raised expectations in more than Mrs. Grant.
—She was not pleased to s Julia excluded from the play,
and sitting by disregarded; but as it was not a matter which
really involved ber happiness, as Henry must be the bet
judge of his own, and as he did asare her, with a mog per-
suasive smile, that neither he nor Julia had ever had a serious
thought of each other, she could only renew her former cau-
tion astothedder sger, entreat him not torisk histranquillity
by too much admiration there, and then gladly take her share
in any thing that brought cheerfulness to the young people
in general, and that did so particularly promote the pleasure
of the two s0 dear to her.

'l rather wonder Julia is not in love with Henry," was her
observationtoMary.

'I| dare sy she is replied Mary, coldly. ‘I imagine both
ddersare’

'‘Both! no, no, that mugt not be. Do not give him a hint of
it. Think of Mr. Rushworth.'

"You had better tell Miss Bertram to think of Mr. Rush-
worth. It may do her some good. | often think of Mr
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Rushworth's property and independence, and wish them in
other hands—but I never think of him. A man might represent
the county with such an estate; a man might escape a profes-
son and represent the county.'

'1daresay hewill bein parliament soon. When Sir Thomas
comes | dare say he will be in for some borough, but there
has been nobody to put him in theway of doing any thing yet.'

'Sir Thomas is to achieve mighty things when he comes
home,' said M ary, after apause ' Do you remember Hawkins
Browne's " Address to Tobacco," * in imitation of Pope?—

" Blet leaf! whose aromatic gaes digpense
To Templars modegy, to Parsons ssne”

| will parody them:

Blegt Knight! whosedictatorial looks digpense
To Children affluence to Rushworth ssnse

Will not that do, Mrs. Grant? Every thing ssems to depend
upon Sir Thomassreturn.'

"You will find his consequence very just and reasonable
when you s him in hisfamily, | assureyou. | do not think
we do so well without him. He has a fine dignified manner,
which suits the head of such a house, and kegps every body
in their place. L ady Bertram ssemsmoreof a cipher now than
when heis at home; and nobody dse can keep Mrs. Norris
in order. But, Mary, do not fancy that M aria Bertram cares
for Henry. | am sure Julia does not, or she would not have
flirted as she did lag night with M r. Yates, and though he
and Mariaarevery good friends, | think she likes Sotherton
too well to be inconstant.’

"1 would not give much for Mr. Rushworth's chance, if
Henry stept in before the articles were sgned.’

"I f you have such a suspicion, something must be done, and
assoon astheplay isall over, wewill talk to him serioudy, and
make him know his own mind; and if he means nothing, we
will send him off, though heisHenry, for a time.'

Julia did suffer, however, though Mrs. Grant discerned it
not, and though it escaped the notice of many of her own
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family likewise. She had loved, she did love still, and she had
all the suffering which a warm temper and a high spirit were
likely to endure under the disappointment of a dear, though
irrational hope, with a strong sense of ill-usage. Her heart was
ore and angry, and she was capable only of angry consola-
tions. The 9ge with whom she was used to be on easy terms,
was now become her greatest enemy; they were alienated from
each other, and Julia was not superior to the hope of some dis-
tressng end to the attentions which were still carrying on
there, some punishment to Maria for conduct so shameful
towar ds her Hf, aswell astowards M r . Rushworth. With no
material fault of temper, or difference of opinion, to prevent
their being very good friends while their interests were the
same, thessers, under such atrial asthis, had not affection or
principle enough to make them merciful or just, to give them
honour or compasson. Maria fdt her triumph, and pursued
her purpose cardess of Julia; and Julia could never seMaria
digtinguished by Henry Crawford, without trusting that it
would create jealousy, and bring a public disturbance at lagt.

Fanny saw and pitied much of thisin Julia; but therewasno
outward fellowship between them. Julia made no communica-
tion, and Fanny took no liberties. They were two solitary
aufferers, or connected only by Fanny's constiousness.

The inattention of the two brothers and the aunt to Julia's
discomposure, and their blindness to its true cause, must be
imputed to the fulness of their own minds. They were totally
pre-occupied. Tom was engrossed by the concerns of his
theatre, and saw nothing that did not immediately relateto it.
Edmund, between histheatrical and hisreal part, between Miss
Crawford'sclaimsand hisown conduct, between loveand con-
sgency, was equally unobservant; and Mrs. Norris was too
busy in contriving and dir ectingthegeneral little mattersof the
company, superintending their various dresses with economi-
cal expedient, for which nobody thanked her, and saving, with
delighted integrity, half-a-crown here and thereto the absent
Sir Thomas, to have leisure for watching the behaviour, or
guarding the happiness of his daughters.
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EVERY thing was now in a regular train; thestre, actors,
adreses and dressss, were all getting forward: but though
no other great impediments arose, Fanny found, before many
days were pad, that it was not all uninterrupted enjoyment
to the party themsdves, and that she had not to witness the
continuance of such unanimity and delight, as had been
amog too much for her a fird. Every body begen to have
their vexation. Edmund had many. Entirely agang his
judgment, a soene painter arrived from town, and wes a
work, much to the increase of the expensss and wha weas
worse, of the edat of their proceedings, and his brother, in-
dead of being redlly guided by him as to the privacy of the
representation, was giving an invitation to every family who
care in his way. Tom himsalf began to fret over the scene
painter's dow progress, and to fed the miseries of waiting.
He had learned his part—all his parts—for he took every
trifling one that could be united with the Butler, and began
to be impatient to be acting; and every day thus unemployed,
was tending to increase his snee of the insgnificance of all
his parts together, and make him more ready to regret that
some other play had not been chosen.

Fanny, being dways a very courteous listener, and often
the only listener at hand, came in for the complaints and dis-
tresses of mogt of them. She knew that Mr. Yaes wes in
generd thought to rant dreadfully, that Mr. Yaes wes dis-
appointed in Henry Crawford, that Tom Bertram sooke so
quick he would be unintelligible, that Mrs. Grant spoilt
every thing by laughing, that Edmund was behind-hand with
his part, and that it was misery to have any thing to do with
M. Rushworth, who was wanting a prompter through every
goeech. She knew, dso, that poor Mr. Rushworth tould sel-
dom get any body to rehearse with him; his complaint came
before her as well as the rest; and so decided to her eye was
her cousin Marias avoidance of him, and so nesdledy often
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therehearsal of thefirst scene between her and M r. Crawford,
that she had soon all the terror of other complaints from him.
— far from being all satisfied and all enjoying, she found
every body requiring something they had not, and giving
occadon of discontent to the others—Every body had a part
ether too long or too short;—nobody would attend as they
ought, nobody would remember on which dde they were to
come in—nobody but the complainer would observe any
directions.

Fanny beieved hersdf to derive as much innocent enjoy-
ment from the play as any of them;—Henry Crawford acted
well, and it was a pleasureto her to cregp into thetheatre, and
attend the rehearsal of the first act—in spite of the fedings
it excited in some speschesfor M aria.—M ar ia shealso thought
acted well—too well;—and after the first rehearsal or two,
Fanny began to be their only audience, and—sometimes as
prompter, sometimes as spectator—was often very useful.
—As far as she could judge, M r. Crawford was considerably
the best actor of all; he had more confidence than Edmund,
more judgment than Tom, more talent and tase than Mr.
Yates—She did not like him as a man, but she must admit
him to bethebest actor, and on thispoint ther ewer e not many
who differed from her. M r. Yates, indeed, exclaimed againg
his tameness and insipidity—and the day came at lagt, when
M r . Rushworth turned to her with a black look, and said—
‘Do you think thereis any thing so very finein all this? For
the life and soul of me, | cannot admire him;—and between
oursdlves, to sse such an undersized, little, mean-looking man,
s up for afineactor, isvery ridiculousin my opinion.’

From thismoment therewasar eturn of hisformer jealousy,
which Maria, from increasng hopes of Crawford, wasat little
pains to remove; and the chances of M r. Rush worth's ever
attaining to the knowledge of his two and forty gpesches be-
came much less. As to his ever making any thing tolerable
of them, nobody had the smalles idea of that except his
mother—She, indeed, regretted that his part was not more
consderable, and deferred coming over to Mansfield till they
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were forward enough in their rehearsal to comprehend all his
oenes, but theother saspired at nothing beyond hisremember -
ing the catchword, and the first line of his gpeech, and being

able to follow the prompter through the rest. Fanny, in her

pity and kind-heartedness, was at great pains to teach him

how to learn, giving him all the heps and directions in her

power, trying to makean artificial memory for him, and learn-

ing every word of his part hersdf, but without his being much

theforwarder.

Many uncomfortable, anxious, apprehensve fedings she
certainly had; but with all these, and other daimson her time
and attention, she was as far from finding hersdf without
employment or utility amongs them, aswithout a companion
in uneasness, quite as far from having no demand on her
leisure as on her compasson. The gloom of her first anticipa-
tions was proved to have been unfounded. She was occason-
ally ussful to all; she was perhaps as much at peace as any.

Therewasa great deal of needle-work to be done moreover,
in which her help was wanted; and that Mrs. Norristhought
her quite as well off as the rest, was evident by the manner in
which she claimed it: ‘Come Fanny,' shecried, 'these are fine
times for you, but you must not be always walking from one
room to the other and doing the lookings on, at your easg in
thisway,—I want you here.—I have been daving mysdf till
| can hardly stand, to contrive M r. Rushworth's doak with-
out sending for any more satin; and now | think you may give
me your help in putting it together.—There are but three
seams, you may do them in a trice.-1t would be lucky for
me if | had nothing but the executive part to do .— You are
bes off, | can tell you; but if nobody did more than you, we
should not get on very fag.

Fanny took the work very quietly without attempting
any defence; but her kinder aunt Bertram observed on her
behalf,

'Onecannot wonder, Sgter, that Fanny should bedelighted;
it isall new to her, you know,—you and | ussd to be very fond
of a play oursdves—and so am | till;—and as soon as | am
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a little more at leisure, / mean to look in at their rehearsals
too. What isthe play about, Fanny, you have never told me?

'Oh! dder, pray do not ak her now; for Fanny is not one
of those who can talk and work at the same time.—It is about
Lovers Vows.

'l believe, said Fanny to her aunt Bertram, 'there will be
three acts rehearsed to-morrow evening, and that will give
you an opportunity of seeing all the actors at once.

"You had better gay till the curtain is hung,' interposed
Mrs. Norris—'the curtain will be hung in a day or two,—
there is very little snse in a play without a curtain—and |
am much migtaken if you do not find it draw up into very
handsome festoons'

Lady Bertram seemed quite resgned to waiting—Fanny
did not shareher aunt'scomposure; shethought of the morrow
a great deal—for if the three acts were rehearsed, Edmund
and Miss Crawford would then be acting together for the
first time,—the third act would bring a scene between them
which interested her mog particularly, and which she was
longing and dreading to sse how they would perform. The
whole subject of it was love—a marriage of love was to be
described by the gentleman, and very little short of a declara-
tion of love be made by the lady.

She had read, and read the scene again with many painful,
many w,ondering emotions, and looked forward to their
representation of it as a circumstance almost too interesting.
She did not believe they had yet rehearsd it, even in private.

Themorrow came, the plan for the evening continued, and
Fanny's consider ation of it did not become less agitated. She
worked very diligently under her aunt's directions, but her
diligence and her slence concedled a very absent, anxious
mind; and about noon she made her escape with her work to
the Eagt room, that she might have no concern in another,
and, as she deemed it, mogt unnecessary rehearsal of the firg
act, which Henry Crawford was just proposing, desrous at
once of having her time to hersdf, and of avoiding the sight
of M r. Rush worth. A glimpsg, as she pasd through the hall,
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of the two ladies walking up from the parsonage, made no
change in her wish of retreat, and she worked and meditated
in the East room, undistur bed, for a quarter of an hour, when
a gentle tap at the door was followed by the entrance of Miss
Crawford.

'Am | right?—Yes; thisis the Eas room. My dear Miss
Price, | beg your pardon, but | have made my way to you on
purpose to entreat your help.'

Fanny, quite surprised, endeavoured to show hersdf mis-
tress of the room by her civilities, and looked at the bright
bars of her empty grate with concern.

'Thank you—I am quite warm, very warm. Allow meto
day here a little while, and do have the goodness to hear me
my third act. | have brought my book, and if you would but
renearse it with me, | should be so obliged! | came here to-
day intending to rehearse it with Edmund—>by oursdves—
againg the evening, but heis not in the way; and if he were,
| donat think | could go through it with him, till I have har d-
ened mysdlf a little, for really thereisa spesch or two—You
will be so good, won't you?

Fanny was mog civil in her assurances, though she could
not give them in a very seady voice.

'Have you ever happened to look at the part | mean?
continued Miss Crawford, opening her book. 'Here it is |
did not think much of it at firss—but, upon my word—.
There, look at that speech, and that, and that. How am |
ever to look him in the face and say such things? Could you
do it? But then he is your cousn, which makes all the dif-
ference. You mug rehearse it with me, that | may fancy you
him, and get on by degrees Y ou have alook of his sometimes'!’

'Have 17— will do my best with the greates readiness
—but | mug read the part, for | can say very littleof it/

‘None of it, | suppose You are to have the book of course.
Now for it. We mugt havetwo chairsat hand for you to bring
forward to the front of the gage There—very good school-
room chairs, not made for a theatre, | dare say; much more
fitted for littlegirlsto St and kick their feet againg when they
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are learning a lesson. What would your governess and your
uncle sy to s them usaed for such a purpose? Could Sir
Thomas look in upon us just now, he would bless himsdf,
for we are rehearsing all over the house Yates is sorming
away in thediningroom. | heard him as| cameup sairs, and
the theatre is engaged of course by those indefatigable re-
hearsers, Agatha and Frederick. Ifthey are not perfect, | shall
be surprised. By the bye, | looked in upon them five minutes
ago, and it happened to be exactly at one of the times when
they were trying not to embrace, and M r. Rushworth was
with me. | thought he began to look alittlequeer, so | turned
it off aswell as| could, by whisperingto him, " We shall have
an excdlent Agatha, there is something so maternal in her
manner, so completely maternal in her voiceand countenance.”
Was not that well done of ' me? He brightened up directly.
Now for my soliloquy.’

She began, and Fanny joined in with all the modest fedling
which the idea of representing Edmund was so strongly cal-
culated to inspire; but with looksand voice so truly feminine,
asto beno very good picture of aman. With such an Anhalt,
however, Miss Crawford had courage enough, and they had
got through half the scene, when a tap at the door brought
a pause, and the entrance of Edmund the next moment,
ugpended it all.

Surprise, constiousness and pleasure, appeared in each
of the three on this unexpected meeting; and as Edmund was
come on the very same busnessthat had brought Miss Craw-
ford, constiousness and pleasure were likely to be more than
momentary in them. He too had his book, and was seeking
Fanny, toak her to rehearsewith him, and help him prepare
for the evening, without knowing Miss Crawford to bein the
house, and great was the joy and animation of being thus
thrown together—of comparing schemes—and sympathizing
in praise of Fanny's kind offices

She could not equal them in their warmth. Her spirits
sank under the glow of theirs, and she felt hersdf becoming
too nearly nothing to both, to have any comfort in having
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been sought by either. They must now rehearse together.
Edmund proposed, urged, entreated it—till the lady, not very
unwilling at first, could refuse no longer—and Fanny was
wanted only to prompt and observe them. She was invested,
indeed, with the office of judge and critic, and earnestly
desired to exercise it and tell them all their faults; but from
doing so every feeling within her shrank, she could not,
would not, dared not attempt it; had she been otherwise
qualified for criticism, her conscience must have restrained
her from venturing at disapprobation. She believed herself
to fed too much of it in the aggregate for honesty or safety
in particulars. To prompt them must be enough for her; and
it was sometimes more than enough; for she could not aways
pay attention to the book. In watching them she forgot her-
self; and agitated by theincreasing spirit of Edmund's manner,
had once closed the page and turned away exactly as he wanted
help. It was imputed to very reasonable weariness, and she
was thanked and pitied; but she deserved their pity, more
than she hoped they would ever surmise. At last the scene
was over, and Fanny forced herself to add her praise to the
compliments each was giving the other; and when again alone
and able to recall the whole, she was inclined to believe their
performance would, indeed, have such nature and feeling in
it, as must ensure their credit, and make it a very suffering
exhibition to herself. Whatever might be its effect, however,
she must stand the brunt of it again that very day.

The first regular rehearsa of the three first acts was cer-
tainly to take place in the evening; Mrs. Grant and the
Crawfords were engaged to return for that purpose as soon
as they could after dinner; and every one concerned weas
looking forward with esgerness. There seemed a generd
diffusion of cheerfulness on the occasion; Tom was enjoying
such an advance towards the end, Edmund was in spirits
from the morning's rehearsal, and little vexations seemed
every where smoothed away. All were alert and impatient;
the ladies moved soon, the gentlemen soon followed them,
and with the exception of Lady Bertram, Mrs. Norris, and
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Julia, every body was in the theatre at an early hour, and
having lighted it up as well as its unfinished gate admitted,
werewaiting only thearrival of Mrs. Grant and the Crawfords
to begin.

They did not wait long for the Crawfords, but there was
no Mrs. Grant. She could not come. Dr. Grant, professng
an indispostion, for which he had little credit with his fair
sster-in-law, could not spare his wife.

'Dr. Grant isill,* said she, with mock solemnity. 'He has
been ill ever since he did not eat any of the pheasant today.
He fancied it tough—sent away his plate—and has been
suffering ever since!’

Here was disappointment! Mrs. Grant's non-attendance
wassad indeed. Her pleasant manner sand cheer ful confor mity
made her always valuable amongs them—but now she was
absolutdly necessary. They could not act, they could not
renearse with any satisfaction without her. The comfort of
the whole evening was destroyed. What was to be done?
Tom, as Cottager, wasin despair. After a pause of perplexity,
some eyes began to be turned towards Fanny, and a voice or
two, to say, ' I f Miss Price would be so good as to read the
part.! She was immediately surrounded by supplications,
every body aked it, even Edmund said, 'Do Fanny, if it is
not very disagreeabletoyou.'

But Fanny still hung back. She could not endure the idea
of it. Why was not Miss Crawford to be applied to aswell ?
Or why had not she rather gone to her own room, as she had
fet to be safet, indead of attending the rehearsal at all?
She had known it would irritate and digress her—she had
known it her duty to kesp away. She was properly punished.

"You haveonly toread thepart,' said Henry Crawford with
renewed entreaty.

'And | dobdieveshecan sy every word of it," added M aria,
'for she could put Mrs. Grant right the other day in twenty
places. Fanny, | am sure you know the part.’

Fanny could not say she did not—and as they all per-
svered—as Edmund repeated his wish, and with a look of
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even fond dependence on her good nature, she mug yield.
She would do her- best. Every body was satisfied and dhe
was left to the tremors of a mogt palpitating heart, while the
others prepared to begin.

They did begin—and being too much engaged in their own
noise, to be struck by unusual noise in the other part of the
house, had proceeded some way, when the door of the room
was thrown open, and Julia appearing at it, with a face all
aghadt, exclaimed, 'My father is come! He is in the hall at
this moment.’

END OF VOLUME |
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How is the consternation of the party to be described? To
the greater number it was a moment of absolute horror. Sir
Thomas in the house! All felt the instantaneous conviction.
Not a hope of imposition or mistake was harboured any
where. Julia's looks were an evidence of the fact that made it
indisputable; and after the first starts and exclamations. not
a word was spoken for half a minute; each with an altered
countenance was looking at some other, and almost each was
feeling it a stroke the most unwelcome, most ill-timed, most
appalling! Mr. Yates might consider it only as a vexatious
interruption for the evening, and Mr. Rushworth might
imagine it a blessing, but every other heart was sinking under
some degree of self-condemnation or undefined alarm, every
other heart was suggesting 'What will become of us? what is
to be done now? It was aterrible pause; and terrible to every
eaxr were the corroborating sounds of opening doors and
passing footsteps.

Julia was the first to move and spesk again. Jealousy and
bitterness had been suspended: sdfishness was lost in the
common cause; but at the moment of her appearance,
Frederick was listening with looks of devotion to Agatha's
narrative, and pressing her hand to his heart, and as soon as
she could notice this, and see that, in spite of the shock of her
words, he still kept his station and retained her sister's hand,
her wounded heart swelled again with injury, and looking as
red as she had been white before, she turned out of the room,
saying 'l need not be afraid of appearing before him.'

M.P. - 9
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Her going roused therest; and at the same moment, thetwo
brothers sepped forward, feding the necessity of doing some-
thing. A very few words between them were sufficient. The
caee admitted no difference of opinion; they must go to the
drawing-room directly. Maria joined them with the same
intent, just then the soutest of the three; for the very circum-
gance which had driven Julia away, was to her the swesest
support. Henry Crawford's retaining her hand at such a
moment, amoment of such peculiar proof and importance, was
worth ages of doubt and anxiety. She hailed it asan earnes of
the mog srious determination, and was equal even to en-
counter her father. They walked off, utterly heedlessof Mr .
Rushworth's repeated question of, 'Shall 1 go too?—Had not
| better go too?—Will not it be right for me to go too? but
they were no sooner through the door than Henry Crawford
undertook to answver the anxious inquiry, and encouraging
him by all means to pay his repects to Sir Thomas without
delay, snt him after the others with delighted hagte.

Fanny was|eft with only the Crawfordsand M r . Yates. She
had been quite overlooked by her cousns, and as her own
opinion of her claimson Sir Thomas's affection was much too
humble to give her any idea of dasing hersdf with his chil-
dren, shewasglad to remain behind and gain alittlebreathing
time: Her agitation and alarm exceeded all that was endured
by the rest, by the right of a dispostion which not even
innocence could keep from suffering. She was nearly fainting:
all her former habitual dread of her uncle wasreturning, and
with it compasson for him and for almost every one of the
party on the devdopment® before him—with solicitude on
Edmund's account indescribable. She had found a seat, where
in excessve trembling she was enduring all these fearful
thoughts, while the other three, no longer under any re-
straint, were giving vent to their fedings of vexation, lament-
ing over such an unlooked-for premature arrival as a most
untoward event, and without mercy wishing poor Sir
Thomas had been twice as long on his passage, or were still
in Antigua.
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The Crawfords were more warm on the subject than Mr.
Yates, from better understanding the family and judging
more clearly of the mischief that must ensue. The ruin of the
play was to them a certainty, they felt the total destruction of
the scheme to be inevitably at hand; while Mr. Yates con-
sidered it only as a temporary interruption, a disaster for the
evening, and could even suggest the possibility of the rehearsal
being renewed after tea, when the bustle of receiving Sir
Thomas were over and he might be at |eisure to be amused by
it. The Crawfords laughed at the idea; and having soon agreed
on the propriety of their walking quietly home and leaving the
family to themselves, proposed Mr. Yatess accompanying
them and spending the evening at the Parsonage. But Mr.
Yates, having never been with those who thought much of
parental claims, or family confidence, could not perceive that
any thing of the kind was necessary, and therefore, thanking
them, said, 'he preferred remaining where he was that he
might pay his respects to the old gentleman handsomely since
he was come; and besides, he did not think it would be fair
by the others to have every body run away.'

Fanny waes just beginning to collect hersalf, and to fed that
if she staid longer behind it might seem disrespectful, when
this point was settled, and being commissioned with the
brother and sister's apology, saw them preparing to go as she
quitted the room herself to perform the dreadful duty of
appearing before her uncle.

Too soon did she find herself at the drawing-room door,
and after pausing a moment for what she knew would not
come, for a courage which the outside of no door had ever
supplied to her, she turned the lock in desperation, and the
lights of the drawing-room and all the collected family were
before her. As she entered, her own name caught her ear. Sir
Thomas was at that moment |ooking round him, and saying
'‘But where is Fanny?—Why do not | sse my little Fanny?,
and on perceiving her, came forward with a kindness which
astonished and penetrated her, calling her his dear Fanny,
kissing her affectionately, and observing with decided pleasure
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how much she was grown! Fanny knew not how to fed, nor
where to look. She was quite oppressed. He had never been
s0 kind, so very kind to her in his life. His manner seemed
changed; his voice was quick from the agitation of joy, and
all that had been awful in his dignity seemed logt in tender-
ness. He led her nearer the light and looked at her again-
inquired particularly after her health, and then correcting
himself, observed, that he need not inquire, for her appearance
sooke sufficiently on that point. A fine blush having suc-
ceeded the previous paleness of her face, he was jugtified in
his belief of her equal improvement in health and beauty.
He inquired next after her family, especially William; and
his kindness altogether was such as made her reproach her-
sdf for loving him so little, and thinking his return a mis-
fortune; and when, on having courage to lift her eyes to his
face, she saw that he was grown thinner and had the burnt,
fagged, worn look of fatigue and a hot climate, every tender
feding was increased, and she was miserable in consdering
how much unsuspected vexation was probably ready to burst
on him.

Sir Thomas was indeed the life of the party, who at his
suggestion now seated themsdves round the fire. He had the
begt right to be the talker; and the ddight of his sensations in
being again in hisown housg, in the centre of his family, after
such a separation, made him communicative and chatty in a
very unusual degree; and he was ready to give every informa-
tion as to his voyage, and answer every question of his two
sons almogt before it was put. His busnessin Antigua had
latterly been prosperoudy rapid, and he came directly from
Liverpool, having had an opportunity of making his passage
thither in a private vesd, indead of waiting for the packet;
and all the little particulars of his proceedings and events, his
arrivals and departures, were mogt promptly delivered, as he
st by Lady Bertram and looked with heartfelt satisfaction
on the faces around him—interrupting himsef more than
once, however, to remark on his good fortune in finding them
all at home—coming unexpectedly as he did—all collected
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together exactly as he could have wished, but dared not
depend on. M r. Rushworth was not forgotten; amost friendly
reception and warmth of hand-shaking had already met him,
and with pointed attention he was now included in the objects
most intimately connected with Mansfield. There was nothing
disagreeable in M r. Rushworth's gppearance, and Sir Thomas
was liking him already.

By not one of the circle was he listened to with such un-
broken unalloyed enjoyment as by his wife, who wes really
extremely happy to s him, and whose fedlings were so
warmed by his sudden arrival, asto place her nearer agitation
than she had been for the last twenty years. She had been
almost fluttered for a few minutes, and still remained so
sensibly animated as to put away her work, move Pug from
her side, and give all her attention and all the rest of her sofa
to her husband. She had no anxieties for any body to cloud
her pleasure; her own time had been irreproachably spent
during his absence; she had done a great deal of carpet work
and made many yards of fringe; and she would have answered
as fredy for the good conduct and useful pursuits of all the
young people as for her own. It was so agreeable to her to se
him again, and hear him talk, to have her ear amused and her
whole comprehension filled by his narratives, that she began
particularly to fed how dreadfully she must have missed him,
and how impossible it would have been for her to bear a
lengthened absence.

Mrs. Norriswas by no means to be compared in happiness
to her sister. Not that she was incommoded by many fears of
Sir Thomas's disapprobation when the present state of his
house should be known, for her judgment had been so blinded,
that except by the instinctive caution with which she had
whisked avay Mr. Rushworth's pink satin cloak as her
brother-in-law entered, she could hardly be said to shew any
sign of alarm; but she was vexed by the manner of hisreturn.
It had left her nothing to do. Instead of being sent for out of
the room, and seeing him first, and having to spread the happy
news through the house, Sir Thomas, with a very reasonable
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dependance perhaps on the nerves of his wife and children,
had sought no confidant but the butler, and had been follow-
ing him almogt ingantaneoudy into the drawing-room. Mrs.
Norris felt hersdf defrauded of an office on which she had
always depended, whether his arrival or his death were to be
the thing unfolded; and was now trying to be in a bustle
without having any thing to bustle about, and labouring to be
important where nothing was wanted but tranquillity and
slence. Would Sir Thomas have consented to eat, she might
have gone to the house-keeper with troublesome directions,
and insulted the footmen with injunctions of dispatch; but Sir
Thomasresolutely declined all dinner; hewould take nothing,
nothing till tea came—hewould rather wait for tea. Still Mrs.
Norriswas at intervals urging something different, and in the
mog interesting moment of his passage to England, when the
alarm of a French privateer was at the height, she burst
through his recital with the proposal of soup. 'Sure, my dear
Sir Thomas, a basin of soup would be a much better thing for
you than tea. Do have a basin of soup.’

Sir Thomas could not be provoked. 'Still the same anxiety
for every body's comfort, my dear Mrs. Norris,' was his
answer. 'But indeed | would rather have nothing but tea.’

'Well then, Lady Bertram, suppose you Spesk for tea
directly, suppose you hurry Badddey a little, he ssems be-
hind hand to-night." Shecarried this point, and Sir Thomas's
narrative proceeded.

At length there was a pause. His immediate communica-
tions were exhausted, and it ssemed enough to be looking
joyfully around him, now at one, now at another of the be-
loved circle; but the pause was not long: in the éation of her
sirits Lady Bertram became talkative, and what were the
sensations of her children upon hearing her say, "How do you
think the young people have been amusing themsdves lately,
Sir Thomas? They have been acting. We have been all alive
with acting.'

‘Indeed! and what have you been acting?

"Oh! They'll tell you all about it.'
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‘The all will be soon told," cried Tom hastily, and with
affected unconcern; 'but it is not worth while to bore my
father with it now. Y ou will hear enough of ft to-morrow, sir.
We have just been trying, by way of doing something, and
amusing my mother, just within the last week, to get up afew
cenes, a mere trifle. We have had such incessant rains almost
since October began, that we have been nearly confined to
the house for days together. | have hardly taken out a gun
since the 3d. Tolerable sport the first three days, but there
hes been no attempting any thing since. Thefirst day 1 went
over Mansfield Wood, and Edmund took the copses beyond
Easton, and we brought home six brace between us, and might
each have killed six times as many; but we respect your
pheasants, sir, | assure you, as much as you could desire. | do
not think you will find your woods by any meansworse stocked
than they were. / never ssw Mansfield Wood so full of phea-
santsin my life as this year. | hope you will take a day's sport
there yourself, sir, soon.'

For the present the danger was over, and Fanny's sick
feelings subsided; but when tea was soon afterwards brought
in, and Sir Thomas, getting up, said that he found he could
not be any longer in the house without just looking into his
own dear room, every agitation was returning. He was gone
before any thing had been said to prepare him for the change
he must find there; and a pause of alarm followed his dis-
appearance. Edmund was the first to speak:

'‘Something must be done," said he.

"It is time to think of our visitors," said Maria, still feeling
her hand pressed to Henry Crawford's heart, and caring little
for any thing else—'Where did you leave Miss Crawford,
Fanny?

Fanny told of their departure, and delivered their message.

'Then poor Yatesis all alone,’ cried Tom. 'l will go and
fetch him. He will be no bad assistant when it all comes out.’

To the Theatre he went, and reached it just in time to
witness the first meeting of his father and his friend. Sir
Thomas had been a good deal surprised to find candles
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burning in his room; and on cagting his eye round it, to se
other symptoms of recent habitation, and a general air of
confuson in thefurniture. Theremoval of the book-case from
before the billiard room door sruck him especially, but he
had scarcdy more than time to fed agonished at all this,
before there were sounds from the billiard room to astonish
him still further. Some one was talking there in a very loud
accent--he did not know the voice—more than talking—
amog hallooing. Hestept tothedoor, rg oicing at that moment
in having the means of immediate communication, and open-
ing it, found himself on the sage of a theatre, and opposed to
aranting young man, who appeared likely to knock him down
backwards. At the very moment of Yates perceiving Sir
Thomas, and giving perhaps the very best start he had ever
given in the whole course of his rehearsals, Tom Bertram
entered at the other end of the room; and never had he found
greater difficulty in keeping hiscountenance. Hisfather'slooks
of solemnity and amazement on this his first appearance on
any sage, and the gradual metamor phosis of the impassioned
Baron Wildenhaim into the well-bred and easy M r. Yates,
making his bow and apology to Sir Thomas Bertram, was
such an exhibition, such a piece of true acting as he would not
have log upon any account. It would be the lag—in all
probability the last scene on that stage; but he was sure there
could not be a finer. The house would dose with the greatest
eclat.

There was little time, however, for the indulgence of any
imagesof merriment. It wasnecessary for him to sep forward
too and assg theintroduction, and with many awkward sensa-
tions he did hisbes. Sir Thomasreceived Mr . Yateswith all
the appearance of cordiality which was due to his own charac-
ter, but wasreally asfar from pleased with the necessity of the
acgquaintance as with the manner of its commencement. Mr .
Yatess family and connections were sufficiently known to
him, to render his introduction as the 'particular friend,
another of the hundred particular friends of his son, exceed-
ingly unwelcome; and it needed all the fdicity of being again
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at home, and all the forbearance it could supply, to save Sir
Thomas from anger on finding himself thus bewildered in
his own house, making part of a ridiculous exhibition in the
midst of theatrical nonsense, and forced in so untoward a
moment to admit the acquaintance of a young man whom he
felt sure of disapproving, and whose easy indifference and
volubility in the course of the first five minutes seemed to
mark him the most at home of the two.

Tom understood his father's thoughts, and heartily wish-
ing he might be aways as well disposed to give them but
partial expression, began to se more clearly than he had
ever done before that there might be some ground of offence
—that there might be some reason for the glance his father
gave towards the ceiling and stucco of the room; and that
when heinquired with mild gravity after the fate of the billiard
table, hewas not proceeding beyond avery allowablecuriosity.
A few minutes were enough for such unsatisfactory sensations
on exch side; and Sir Thomas, having exerted himself so far
as to ek a few words of calm approbation in reply to an
eager appeal of Mr. Yates, as to the happiness of the arrange-
ment, the three gentlemen returned to the drawing-room
together, Sir Thomas with an increase of gravity which was
not lost on all.

'l come from your theatre,' said he composedly, as he s
down; 'l found myselfin it rather unexpectedly. Itsvicinity
to my own room—nbut in every respect indeed it took me by
surprize, as | had not the smallest suspicion of your acting
having assumed so serious a character. It gppears a nest job,
however, asfar as | could judge by candle-light, and does my
friend Christopher Jackson credit.” And then he would have
changed the subject, and sipped his coffee in peace over
domestic matters of acalmer hue; but Mr. Y ates, without dis-
cernment to catch Sir Thomas's meaning, or diffidence, or
delicacy, or discretion enough to allow him to lead the dis-
course while he mingled among the others with the least
obtrusiveness himself, would keep him on the topic of the
theatre, would torment him with questions and remarks
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relative to it, and finally would make him hear the whole his-
tory of his disappointment at Ecclesford. Sir Thomas listened
mog politely, but found much to offend his ideas of decorum
and confirm hisill opinion of M r. Yatess habits of thinking
from the beginning to the end of the story; and when it was
over, could give him no other assurance of sympathy than
what a dight bow conveyed.

'Thiswas in fact the origin of our acting,’ said Tom after
a moment's thought. "My friend Yates brought the infection
from Ecclesford, and it soread as those things always spread
you know, Sr—the faster probably from your having so often
encouraged the sort of thing in usformerly. It was like tread-
ing old ground again.'

Mr. Yates took the subject from his friend as soon as pos-
sible, and immediately gave Sir Thomas an account of what
they had done and were doing, told him of the gradual in-
ceae of their views, the happy concluson of their first
difficulties, and present promising sate of affairs, relating
every thing with so blind an interest as made him not only
totally unconstious of the uneasy movements of many of his
friends as they sat, the change of countenance, the fidget, the
hem! of unquietness, but prevented him even from seeing
the expresson of the face on which his own eyes were fixed—
from seeing Sir Thomas's dark brow contract as he looked
with inquiring earnesness at his daughters and Edmund,
dwelling particularly on the latter, and speaking a language,
aremonstrance, a reproof, which he felt at his heart. Not less
acutely was it felt by Fanny, who had edged back her chair
behind her aunt's end of the sofa, and, screened from notice
hersdf, saw all that was passing before her. Such a look of
reproach at Edmund from his father she could never have ex-
pected towitness; and tofed that it wasin any degree deserved,
was an aggravation indeed. Sir Thomas's look implied, 'On
your judgment, Edmund, | depended; what have you been
about?—She kndt in spirit to her uncle, and her bosom
swelled to utter, "Oh! not to him. Look so to all the others,
but not to him!'
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Mr. Yateswas still talking. 'T o own the truth, Sir Thomas,
we were in the middle of a rehearsd when you arrived this
evening. We were going through the three first acts, and not
unsuccessfully upon the whole. Our company is now so dis-
persed from the Crawfords being gone home, that nothing
more can be done to-night; but if you will give us the honour
of your company to-morrow evening, | should not be afraid
of the result. We bespesk your indulgence, you understand,
as young performers; we bespeak your indulgence.’

'My indulgence shdl be given, sir," replied Sir Thomas
gravely, 'but without any other rehearsal.—And with a
relenting smile he added, 'l come home to be happy and
indulgent." Then turning away towards any or all of the re<,
he tranquilly said, 'Mr. and Miss Crawford were mentioned
in my last letters from Mansfield. Do you find them agreeable
acquaintance?

Tom wes the only one at all ready with an answer, but he
being entirely without particular regard for either, without
jealousy either in love or acting, could spesk very handsomely
of both. 'Mr. Crawford was a most pleasant gentleman-like
man,—his sister a sweet, pretty, elegant, lively girl.'

Mr. Rush worth could be silent no longer. 'l do not sy he
is not gentleman-like, considering; but you should tell your
father he is not above five feet eight, or he will be expecting a
well-looking man.'

Sir Thomas did not quite understand this, and looked with
some surprize at the spesker.

"If 1 must sy what | think," continued Mr. Rush worth,
'in my opinion it is very disagreeable to be always rehearsing.
[t is having too piuch of a good thing. 1 am not so fond of
acting as | wes at first. | think we are a great ded better
employed, sitting comfortably here among ourselves, and
doing nothing.'

Sir Thomas looked again, and then replied with an approv-
ing smile, I am happy to find our sentiments on this subject
so much the same. It gives me sincere satisfaction. That |
should be cautious and quick-sighted, and fee many scruples
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which my children donot fed, isperfectly natural; and equally
s0 that my value for domegtic tranquillity, for a home which
shuts out noisy pleasures, should much exceed theirs. But at
your time of life to fed all this, isa mog favourable circum-
dance for yoursdf and for every body connected with you;
and | am sengble of the importance of having an ally of such
weight.'

Sir Thomas meant to be giving M r. Rushworth's opinion
in better words than he could find himsdf. He was awar e that
he must not expect a geniusin M r . Rushworth; but asa well-
judging seady young man, with better notions than his elocu-
tion would do justice to, he intended to value him very highly.
It was impossible for many of the others not to smile. Mr.
Rushworth hardly knew what to do with so much meaning;
but by looking as he really felt, most exceedingly pleased with
Sir Thomas's good opinion, and saying scarcdy any thing, he
did his beg towards preserving that good opinion a little
longer.

CHAPTER 11

EDMUND' sfirst object the next morning was to s his father
alone, and givehim afair gatement of thewholeacting scheme,
defending his own dhare in it as far only as he could then, in
a soberer moment, fed his motives to deserve, and acknow-
ledging with perfect ingenuousness that his concesson had
been attended with such partial good asto make his judgment
in it very doubtful. He was anxious, while vindicating him-
&f, to say nothing unkind of the others; but there was only
one amongs them whose conduct he could mention with-
out some necessty of defence or palliation. 'We have all
been more or less to blame," said he, 'every one of us, except-
ing Fanny. Fanny is the only one who has judged rightly
throughout, who has been consstent. Her fedings have been
geadily againg it from firs to last. She never ceased to think
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of what was due to you. You will find Fanny every thing you
could wish.'

Sir Thomassaw all theimpropriety of such a schemeamong
such a party, and at such a time, as strongly as his son had
ever upposed he must; he felt it too much indeed for many
words, and having shaken hands with Edmund, meant to
try to lose the disagreeable impression, and forget how much
he had been forgotten himsaf as soon as he could, after the
house had been cleared of every object enforcing the remem-
brance, and restored to its proper sate. Hedid not enter into
any remongtrance with hisother children: hewas morewilling
to believethey fdt their error, than torun therisk of investiga-
tion. Thereproof of an immediate concluson of every thing,
the sweep of every preparation would be sufficient.

There was one person, however, in the house whom he
could not leave to learn his sentiments merely through his
conduct. He could not help giving Mrs. Norrisa hint of his
having hoped, that her advice might have been interposed to
prevent-what her judgment must certainly have disapproved.
Theyoung people had been very inconsderate in forming the
plan; they ought to have been capable of a better decison
themsdves, but they were young, and, excepting Edmund,
he believed of ungteady characters; and with greater surprize
therefore he mugt regard her acquiescence in their wrong
measures, her countenance of their unsafe amusements, than
that such measures and such amusements should have been
uggested. Mrs. Norriswasa little confounded, and asnearly
being dlenced as ever she had been in her life; for she was
ashamed to confess having never seen any of the impropriety
which was so glaring to Sir Thomas, and would not have
admitted that her influence was insufficient, that she might
have talked in vain. Her only resource was to get out of the
subject asfas aspossible and turnthecurrent of Sir Thomas's
ideasinto a happier channel. Shehad a great deal toingnuate
in her own praise as to general attention to the interest and
comfort of his family, much exertion and many sacrifices to
glance at in the form of hurried walks and sudden removals
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from her own fire-sde, and many excdlent hints of distrust
and economy to L ady Bertram and Edmund to detail, wher eby
a mog consderable saving had always arisen, and more than
one bad servant been detected. But her chief strength lay in
Sotherton. Her greatest support and glory was in having
formed the connection with the Rushworths. There she was
impregnable. Shetook to hersdf all the credit of bringingMr .
Rush worth'sadmiration of Mariato any effect. ' | f | had not
been active, said she, 'and made a point of being introduced
to hismother, and then prevailed on my Sder to pay the first
vigt, | am as certain as | St here, that nothing would have
come of it—for Mr. Rushworth is the sort of amiable modest
young man who wants a great deal of encouragement, and
there were girls enough on the catch for him if we had been
idle. But | left no gone unturned. | was ready to move heaven
and earth to persuade my sSster, and at lagt | did persuade her.
You know the distance to Sotherton; it was in the middle of
winter, and the roads amog impassable, but | did persuade
her.'

"1 know how great, how justly great your influence is with
Lady Bertram and her children, and am the more concerned
that it should not have been'——

"My dear Sir Thomas, if you had seen the state of the roads
that day! | thought we should never have got through them,
though we had the four horses of course; and poor old coach-
man would attend us, out of his great love and kindness,
though he was hardly able to gt the box on account of the
rheumatism which | had been doctoring him for, ever snce
Michaelmas. | cured him at last; but he was very bad all the
winter—and this was such a day, | could not help going to
him up in his room before we st off to advise him not to
venture: he was putting on his wig—so | said, " Coachman,
you had much better not go, your Lady and | shall be very
safe; you know how seady Stephen is, and Charles has been
upon the leaders so often now, that | am surethereisno fear."
But, however, | soon found it would not do; he was bent upon
going, and as | hate to be worrying and officious, | said no
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more; but my heart quite ached for him at every jolt, and
when we got into the rough lanes about Stoke, where what
with frost and snow upon beds of stones, it was worse than
any thing you can imagine, | wasquitein an agony about him.
And then the poor horses too!—T o s them straining away!
You know how | always fed for the horses And when we got
to the bottom of Sandcroft Hill, what do you think | did?
You will laugh at me—but I got out and walked up. | did
indeed. It might not be saving them much, but it was some-
thing, and | could not bear to St at my ease, and be dragged
up at the expense of those noble animals. | caught a dreadful
cold, but that | did not regard. My object was accomplished
in thevigt.'

*| hope we shall always think the acquaintance worth any
trouble that might be taken to establish it. Thereis nothing
very strikingin M r. Rushworth'smanners, but | was pleased
last night with what appeared to be his opinion on one sub-
ject—his decided preference of a quiet family-party to the
bustle and confuson of acting. He ssemed to fed exactly as
one could wish.'

'"Yes, indeed,—and the more you know of him, the better
you will like him. Heis not a shining character, but he has a
thousand good qualities! and is so digposed to look up to you,
that | am quite laughed at about it, for every body consders
it as my doing. " Upon my word, Mrs. Norris," said Mrs.
Grant, the other day, " if M r. Rushworth were a son of your
own he could not hold Sir Thomas in greater respect.”"

Sir Thomas gave up the point, foiled by her evasons dis-
armed by her flattery; and was obliged to rest satidfied with
the conviction that where the present pleasure of those she
loved was at dake, her kindness did sometimes overpower her
judgment.

It was a busy morning with him. Conversation with any
of them occupied but a small part of it. He had to reingate
himsdlf in all the wonted concerns of his Mansfield life, to se
his geward and his bailiff—to examine and compute—and,
in the intervals of busness to walk into his gables and his
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gardens, and nearest plantations, but active and methodical,

he had not only done all this before he resumed his seat as
magder of the house at dinner, he had aso s the carpenter to

work in pulling down what had been 0 lately put up in the
billiard room, and given the scene painter his dismissal, long

enough to justify the pleasing belief of his being then at least

asfar off asNorthampton. The scenepainter wasgone, having
spailt only the floor of one room, ruined all the coachman's

soonges, and made five of the under-servants idle and dis-

satidied ; and Sir Thomas was in hopes that another day or

two would suffise to wipe away every outward memento of

what had been, even to the destruction of every unbound

copy of 'Lovers Vows in the house, for he was burning all

that met his eye.

M. Yates was beginning now to understand Sir Thomas's
intentions, though as far as ever from understanding ther
source. He and his friend had been out with their guns the
chief of the morning, and Tom had taken the opportunity of
explaining, with proper apologiesfor hisfather'sparticularity,
what was to be expected. M r. Yates fdt it asacutely as might
be supposed. To be a second time disappointed in the same
way was an ingance of very severe ill-luck; and his indigna-
tion was such, that had it not been for ddicacy towards his
friend and his friend's youngest Sster, he believed he should
certainly attack the Baronet on the absurdity of his pro-
ceadings, and argue him into a little more rationality. He
believed this very stoutly while he was in Mansfield Wood,
and all the way home; but there was a something in Sir
Thomas, when they sat round the same table, which made
Mr. Yates think it wiser to let him pursue his own way,
and fed the folly of it without oppostion. He had known
many disagreeable fathers before, and often been sruck
with the inconveniences they occasoned, but never in
the whole course of his life, had he ssen one of that dass,
0 unintelligibly moral, so infamoudy tyrannical as Sir
Thomas. He was not a man to be endured but for his chil-
dren's sake, and he might be thankful to his fair daughter
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Julia that Mr. Yates did yet mean to Say a few days longer
under his roof.

The evening passed with external smoothness though
amog every mind was ruffled; and the musc which Sir
Thomas called for from his daughters helped to conceal the
want of real harmony. Maria wasin a good deal of agitation.
It was of the utmost conseguence to her that Crawford should
now lose no time in declaring himsdf, and she was disturbed
that even a day should be gone by without seeming to advance
that point. She had been expecting to se him the whole
mor ning—and all the evening too was still expecting him. Mr .
Rush worth had =t off early with the great newsfor Sotherton;
and she had fondly hoped for such an immediate eclaircisse
ment as might save him the trouble of ever coming back again.
But they had seen no one from the Parsonage—not a creature,
and had heard no tidings beyond a friendly note of congratula-
tion and inquiry from Mrs. Grant to Lady Bertram. It was
thefirst day for many, many weeks, in which the families had
been wholly divided. Four-and-twenty hours had never
pased before, Snce August began, without bringing them
together in someway or other. It wasa sad anxious day; and
the morrow, though differing in the sort of evil, did by no
means bring less A few moments of feverish enjoyment were
followed by hours of acute suffering. Henry Crawford was
again in the house, he walked up with Dr. Grant, who was
anxious to pay his respects to Sir Thomas, and at rather an
early hour they were ushered into the breakfast room, where
were mogt of the family. Sir Thomas soon appeared, and
Maria saw with delight and agitation the introduction of the
man she loved to her father. Her sensations were indefinable,
and so wer ethey afew minutesafterwardsupon hearing Henry
Crawford, who had a chair between hersdf and Tom, ak
the latter in an under voice, whether there were any plan for
resuming the play after the present happy interruption, (with
a courteous glance at Sir Thomas,) because in that case, he
should make a point of returning to Mansfield, at any time
required by the party; he was going away immediately, being
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to meet his uncle at Bath without delay, but if there were any
prospect of a renewa of Covers' Vows', he should hold him-
self positively engaged, he should bresk through every other
claim, he should absolutely condition with his uncle for
attending them whenever he might be wanted. The play
should not be lost by his absence.

'From Bath, Norfolk, London, Y ork—wherever | may be,’
sad he, 'l will attend you from any place in England, at an
hour's notice.'

It was well at that moment that Tom had to spesk and not
his sister. He could immediately sy with easy fluency, 'l am
sorry you are going—nbut as to our play, that is all over—
entirely at an end (looking significantly at his father). The
painter was sent off yesterday, and very little will remain of
the theatre to-morrow.—I knew how that would be from the
first.—It is early for Bath.—You will find nobody there.'

"It is about my uncle's usual time.'

'When do you think of going?

'l may perhaps get as far as Banbury to-day.’

'‘Whose stables do you use at Bath 7 was the next question;
and while this branch of the subject was under discussion,
Maria, who wanted neither pride nor resolution, was pre-
paring to encounter her share of it with tolerable camness.

To her he soon turned, repeating much of what he had
dready said, with only a softened air and stronger expres-
sons of regret. But what availed his expressions or his air?
—He was going—and if not voluntarily going, voluntarily
intending to stay away; for, excepting what might be due to
his uncle, his engagements were all self-imposed.—He might
talk of necessty, but she knew his independence.—The hand
which had so pressed her's to his heart!—The hand and the
heart were alike motionless and passve now! Her spirit sup-
ported her, but the agony of her mind was severe—She had
not long to endure what arose from listening to language,
which his actions contradicted, or to bury the tumult of her
feelings under the restraint of society; for general civilities
soon called his notice from her, and the farewell visit, as it
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then became openly acknowledged, was a very short one—
He was gone—he had touched her hand for the lag time, he
had made hisparting bow, and she might sask directly all that
solitude could do for her. Henry Crawford was gone—gone
from the house, and within two hours afterwards from the
parish; and s0 ended all the hopes his sdfish vanity had raised
in Maria and Julia Bertram.

Julia could rgoice that he was gone—His presence was
beginning to be odious to her; and if Maria gained him not,
she was now cool enough to dispense with any other revenge.
—She did not want exposure to be added to desertion.—
Henry Crawford gone, she could even pity her sger.

With a purer spirit did Fanny rgoice in the intelligence.
—Sheheard it at dinner and felt it a blessing. By all theothers
it was mentioned with regret, and his merits honoured with
due gradation of feeling, from the sincerity of Edmund's too
partial regard, to the unconcern of his mother speaking en-
tirely by rote. Mrs. Norrisbegan to look about her and wonder
that his falling in love with Julia had come to nothing; and
could almogt fear that she had been remissher sdf in forwar d-
ing it; but with so many to care for, how was it possble for
even her activity to keep pace with her wishes ?

Ancther day or two, and M r . Yates was gone likewise. In
his departure Sir Thomas felt the chief interest; wanting to
be alone with his family, the presence of a sranger superior
toMr . Yatesmust have been irksome; but of him, triflingand
confident, idle and expensive, it was every way vexatious. In
himsalf he was wearisome, but as the friend of Tom and the
admirer of Julia he became offensve. Sir Thomas had been
quite indifferent to Mr. Crawford's going or staying—but
his good wishes for Mr. Yatess having a pleasant journey,
as he walked with him to the hall door, were given with
genuine satifaction. M r. Yates had gaid to s the destruc-
tion of every theatrical preparation at Mansfield, the re-
moval of every thing appertaining to the play; he left the
house in all the soberness of its general character; and Sir
Thomas hoped, in seeing him out of it, to berid of the worst
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object connected with the scheme, and the last that must be
inevitably reminding him of its existence.

Mrs. Norriscontrived to remove one article from hissight
that might have distressed him. The curtain over which she
had presided with such talent and such success, went off with
her to her cottage, where she happened to be particularly in
want of green baize.

CHAPTERI I

SIR THOMAS'S return made a striking change in the ways
of the family, independent of Lovers' Vows. Under his
government, Mansfield was an altered place. Some members
of their society sent away and the spirits of many others
saddened, it was all sameness and gloom, compared with the
past; asombre family-party rarely enlivened. Therewaslittle
intercourse with the Parsonage. Sir Thomas drawing back
from intimacies in general, was particularly disinclined, at
this time, for any engagements but in one quarter. The
Rush worths were the only addition to his own domestic
circle which he could solicit.

Edmund did not wonder that such should be his father's
feelings, nor could he regret any thing but the exclusion
of the Grants. 'But they,' he observed to Fanny, 'have a
claim. They seem to belong to us—they seem to be part of
ourselves. | could wish my father were more sensible of
their very great attention to my mother and sisters while
he was away. | am afraid they may fed themselves neglected.
But the truth is that my father hardly knows them. They
had not been here a twelvemonth when he left England.
If he knew them better, he would value their society as
it deserves, for they are in fact exactly the sort of people
he would like. We are sometimes a little in want of anima-
tion among ourselves, my sisters seem out of spirits, and
Tom iscertainlv not at hisease. Dr. and Mrs. Grant would
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enliven us, and make our evenings pass away with more
enjoyment even to my father !

‘Do you think 0?7 said Fanny. 'In my opinion, my unde
would not like any addition. | think he values the very quiet-
nes you ek of, and that the repose of his own family-
circle is all he wants. And it does not appear to me that we
are more srious than we used to be; | mean before my uncle
went abroad. As well as | can recollect, it was always much
the same. There was never much laughing in his presence;
or, if there is any difference, it is not more | think than such
an absence has a tendency to produce at first. There must be
a sort of shyness But | cannot recollect that our evenings
formerly were ever merry, except when my unclewasin town.
No young peopl€'s are, | suppose, when those they look up
toareat home!

'l believe you areright, Fanny," was hisreply, after a short
consderation. 'l believe our evenings are rather returned to
what they were, than assuming a new character. The novelty
was in their being lively.—Yet, how strong the impresson
that only a few weeks will givel | have been feding as if we
had never lived so before!

‘I suppose | am graver than other people’ said Fanny.
'"The evenings do not appear long to me. | love to hear my
uncle talk of the West Indies. | could listen to him for an
hour together. It entertains me more than many other things
have done—but then | am unlike other people | dare say.

"Why should you dare sy that ? (smiling)—Do you want
to betold that you are only unlike other people in being more
wise and discreet? But when did you or any body ever get a
compliment from me, Fanny? Go to my father if you want
to be complimented. He will satisfy you. Ask your uncle what
hethinks, and you will hear complimentsenough; and though
they may be chiefly on your person, you must put up with it,
and trust to his seaing as much beauty of mind in time.'

Such language was s0 new to Fanny that it quite embar-
rassd her.

"Your uncle thinks you very pretty, dear Fanny—and that
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is the long and the short of the matter. Anybody but myself
would have made something more of it, and any body but
you would resent that you had not been thought very pretty
before; but the truth is, that your uncle never did admire you
till now—and now he does. Y our complexion is so improved!
—and you have gained so much countenancel—and your
figure—Nay, Fanny, do not turn away about it—it isbut an
uncle. If you cannot bear an Uncle's admiration what is to
become of you ? Y ou must really begin to harden yourself to
theideaof being worthlooking at.—Y ou must try not tomind
growing up into a pretty woman.'

‘Oh! don't talk so, don't talk so,' cried Fanny, distressed
by more feelings than he was aware of; but seeing that she
was distressed, he had done with the subject, and only added
more seriously, 'Y our uncle is disposed to be pleased with
you in every respect; and | only wish you would talk to him
more.—Y ou are one of those who are too silent in the evening
circle.'

'‘But | do talk to him morethan | used. | am sure |l do. Did
not you hear me ask him about the dave trade last night?'

'1 did—and was in hopes the question would be followed
up by others. It would have pleased your uncleto be inquired
of farther.'

'‘And | longed to do it—but there was such a dead silence!
And while my cousins were sitting by without speaking a
word, or seeming at all interested in the subject, | did not
like—I thought it would appear as if | wanted to set myself
off at their expense, by shewing a curiosity and pleasure in his
information which he must wish his own daughters to feel/

'‘Miss Crawford was very right in what she said of you the
other day—that you seemed almost as fearful of notice and
praise as other women were of neglect. We were talking of
you at the Parsonage, and those were her words. She has great
discernment. | know nobody who distinguishes characters
better.—For so young a woman it is remarkable! She cer-
tainly understandsyou better than you are understood by the
greater part of those who have known you so long; and with
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regard to some others, | can perceive, from occasonal lively
hints, the unguarded expressons of the moment, that she
could define many as accurately, did not delicacy forbid it.
| wonder what she thinks of my father! She must admire him
as a fine looking man, with mog gentleman-like, dignified,
conggent manners, but perhaps having ssen him so seldom,
his reserve may be a little repulsve. Could they be much
together | fed sure of ther liking each other. He would enjoy
her livdiness—and dhe has talents to value his powers. | wish
they met more frequently!—I| hope she does not suppoe
there is any didike on his sde!

'She mugt know hersdlf too secure of the regard of all the
res of you," said Fanny with half a sigh, 'to have any such
apprehenson. And Sir Thomas's wishing just at firs to be
only with his family is so very natural, that she can argue
nothing from that. After a little while | dare say we shall
be meeting again in the same sort of way, allowing for the
difference of the time of year.'

'‘Thisisthefirg October that she has passd in the country
snce her infancy. | do not call Tunbridge or Cheltenham the
country; and November is a still more serious month, and
| can sethat Mrs. Grant is very anxious for her not finding
Mansfied dull as winter comeson.’

Fanny could have said a great deal, but it was safer to say
nothing, and leave untouched all Miss Crawford's resources,
her accomplishments, her spirits, her importance, her friends,
leg it should betray her into any observations seemingly un-
handsome. Miss Crawford's kind opinion of hersdf deserved
at lees a grateful forbearance, and she began to talk of
somethingdse.

‘To-morrow, | think, my uncle dines at Sotherton, and
you and M r. Bertram too. We shall be quite a small party at
home. | hope my uncle may continueto likeM r, Rushworth.’

'That is impossible, Fanny. He must like him less after
to-morrow's visit, for we shall be five hours in his company.
| should dread the stupidity of the day, if there were not a
much greater evil to follow—the impression it must leave on
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Sir Thomas. He cannot much longer deceive himself. | am
sorry for them all, and would give something that Rushworth
and Maria had never met.'

In this quarter, indeed, disappointment was impending
over Sir Thomas. Not all his good-will for Mr. Rushworth,
not all Mr. Rushworth's deference for him, could prevent
him from soon discerning some part of the truth—that Mr.
Rushworth was an inferior young man, as ignorant in busi-
nessasin books, with opinionsin general unfixed, and without
seeming much aware of it himself.

He had expected a very different son-in-law; and begin-
ning to fed grave on Maria's account, tried to understand her
feelings. Little observation there was necessary to tell him
that indifference was the most favourable state they could be
in. Her behaviour to Mr. Rushworth was careless and cold.
She could not, did not like him. Sir Thomas resolved to spesk
serioudly to her. Advantageous as would be the alliance, and
long standing and public as was the engagement, her happi-
ness must not be sacrificed to it. Mr. Rushworth had perhaps -
been accepted on too short an acquaintance, and on knowing
him better she was repenting.

With solemn kindness Sir Thomas addressed her; told her
his fears, inquired into her wishes, entreated her to be open
and sincere, and assured her that every inconvenience should
be braved, and the connection entirely given up, if she felt
herself unhappy in the prospect of it. He would act for her
and release her. Maria had a moment's struggle as she listened,
and only a moment's: when her father ceased, she was able
to give her answer immediately, decidedly, and with no
apparent agitation. She thanked him for his great attention,
his paternal kindness, but he was quite mistaken in supposing
she had the smallest desire of breaking through her engage-
ment, or was sensible of any change of opinion or inclination
since her forming it. She had the highest esteem for Mr.
Rushworth's character and disposition, and could not have
a doubt of her happiness with him.

Sir Thomas was satisfied; too glad to be satisfied perhaps
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to urge the matter quite so far as his judgment might have
dictated to others. It was an alliance which he could not have
relinquished without pain; and thus he reasoned. M r. Rush-
worth was young enough to improve;,—Mr. Rushworth must
and would improve in good society; and if Maria could now
geak 0 securdy of her happiness with him, speaking cer-
tainly without the pregudice, the blindness of love, she ought
to be bdieved. Her fedings probably were not acute; he had
never supposed them to be so; but her comforts might not
be less on that account, and if she could digpense with seeing
her husband a leading, shining character, there would cer-
tainly be every thing dsein her favour. A wel-disposed young
woman, who did not marry for love, was in general but the
mor e attached to her own family, and the nearness of Sother -
ton to Mansfield mugt naturally hold out the greastest tempta-
tion, and would, in all probability, be a continual supply of
the mog amiable and innocent enjoyments. Such and such-
like were the reasonings of Sir Thomas—happy to excape the
embarrassng evils of a rupture, the wonder, the reflections,
the reproach that mug attend it, happy to secure a marriage
which would bring him such an addition of respectability and
influence, and very happy to think any thing of his daughter's
dispostion that was mos favourable for the purpose.

To her the conference dosad as satisfactorily as to him.
She was in a gate of mind to be glad that she had secured her
fate beyond recall—that she had pledged hersdf anew to
Sotherton—that she was safe from the possbility of giving
Crawford the triumph of governing her actions, and destroy-
ing her progpects and retired in proud resolve, determined
only to behave more cautioudy to M r. Rushworth in future,
that her father might not be again suspecting her.

Had Sir Thomas applied to his daughter within the first
threeor four days after Henry Crawford'sleaving Mansfield,
before her fedings were at all tranquillized, before she had
given up every hope of him, or absolutely resolved on endur-
ing hisrival, her ansver might have been different; but after
another three or four days, when there was no return, no

M.P. - 10
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letter, no message—no symptom of a softened heart—no hope
of advantage from separation—her mind became cool enough
to ssk all the comfort that pride and sdlf-revenge could give.

Henry Crawford had destroyed her happiness but he
should not know that he had done it; he should not destroy
her credit, her appearance, her prosperity too. He should not
have to think of her as pining in the retirement of Mansfield
for him, reecting Sotherton and London, independence and
splendour for his sake Independence was more needful than
ever; the want of it at Mansfield more sensbly felt. She was
less and less able to endure the restraint which her father
imposed. The liberty which his absence had given was now
become absolutely necessary. She mugt escape from him and
Mansfield as soon as possble, and find consolation in fortune
and consequence, bustle and the world, for a wounded spirit.
Her mind was quite determined and varied not.

To such fedings, delay, even the dday of much prepar ation,
would have been an evil, and M r . Rushworth could hardly be
moreimpatient for the marriage than hersdf. In all theimpor-
tant preparations of the mind she was complete; being pre-
pared for matrimony by an hatred of home, restraint, and
tranquillity; by the misery of disappointed affection, and con-
tempt of the man she wasto marry. The res might wait. The
preparations of new carriages and furniture might wait for
London and spring, when her own tase could have fairer play.

The principals being all agreed in this respect, it soon
appeared that a very few weeks would be sufficient for such
arrangements as must precede the wedding.

Mrs. Rushworth wasquiteready tor etir e, and makeway for
the fortunate young woman whom her dear son had sdected;
—and very early in November removed hersdf, her maid, her
footman, and her chariot, with true dowager propriety, to
Bath—there to parade over the wonders of Sotherton in her
evening-parties—enjoying them as thoroughly perhaps in the
animation of a card-table as he had ever done on the got—
and before the middle of the same month the ceremony had
taken place, which gave Sotherton another midress.
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It was a very proper wedding. The bride was eegantly
dressed—the two bridemaids were duly inferior—her father
gave her away—her mother stood with sats in her hand,
expecting to be agitated—her aunt tried to cry—and the
service was impressvely read by Dr. Grant. Nothing could
be objected to when it came under the discusson of the
neighbourhood, except that the carriage which conveyed the
bride and bridegopom and Julia from the church door to
Sotherton, was the same chaise which M r. Rushworth had
usad for atwelvemonth before. In every thing dsethe etiquette
of the day might sand the drictest investigation.

It was done, and they were gone. Sir Thomas fet as an
anxious father must fedl, and was indeed experiencing much
of the agitation which his wife had been apprehensive of for
hersdf, but had fortunately escaped. Mrs. Norris, mog
happy to assg in the duties of the day, by spending it at the
Park to support her sgter's spirits, and drinking the health of
Mr. and Mrs. Rushworth in a supernumerary gass or two,
was all joyous delight—for she had made the match—she had
done every thing—and no one would have supposed, from
her confident triumph, that she had ever heard of conjugal
infelicity in her life, or could have the smalles ingght into
the dispostion of the niece who had been brought up under
her eye

The plan of the young couple was to proceed after a few
days to Brighton, and take a house there for some weeks.
Every public place was new to M aria, and Brighton is almost
as gay in winter as in summer. When the novelty of amuse-
ment there were over, it would be time for the wider range
of London.

Julia was to go with them to Brighton. Since rivalry be-
tween the Sders had ceased, they had been gradually re-
covering much of their former good under standing; and were
at least aufficiently friends to make each of them exceedingly
glad to be with the other at such a time. Some other com-
panion than Mr. Rushworth was of the first conssquence
to his lady, and Julia was quite as eager for novelty and



184 MANSFIELD PARK

pleasure as. Maria, though she might not have struggled
through so much to obtain them, and could better bear a
subordinate situation.

Their departure made another material change at Mans-
fied, a chaam which required sometimetofill up. The family
circle became greatly contracted, and though the Miss
‘Bertrams had latterly added little to its gaiety, they could not
but be mised. Even their mother missed them—and how
much more their tender-hearted cousin, who wandered about
the house, and thought of them, and felt for them, with a
degree of affectionate regret which they had never done much
to deservel

CHAPTER 1V

FANNY'S conseguence increased on the departure of her
cousins. Becoming as she then did, the only young woman in
the drawing-room, the only occupier of that interesting divi-
son of a family in which she had hitherto held so humble a
third, it was impossible for her not to be morelooked at, more
thought of and attended to, than she had ever been before;
and 'where is Fanny?' became no uncommon question, even
without her being wanted for any on€'s convenience.

Not only at home did her value increase, but at the Par son-
age too. In that house which she had hardly entered twice
a year 9nce Mr. Norris's death, she became a welcome, an
invited guest; and in the gloom and dirt of a November day,
mogt acceptabletoM ary Crawford. Her viststhere, beginning
by chance, were continued by solicitation. Mrs. Grant, really
eage to get any changefor her sster, could by the easest sdf-
deceit persuade hersdf that she was doing the kindest thing
by Fanny, and giving her the mog important opportunities
of improvement in pressng her frequent calls.

Fanny, having been sent into the village on some errand
by her aunt Norris, was overtaken by a heavy shower dose to
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the Parsonage, and being descried from one of the windows
endeavouring to find sheter under the branchesand lingering
leaves of an oak just beyond their premises, wasfor ced, though
not without some modest reluctance on her part, to comein.
A civil servant she had withstood; but when Dr. Grant him-
sef went out with an umbreélla, there was nothing to be done
but to be very much ashamed and to get into the house as
fag as possble and to poor Miss Crawford, who had just
been contemplating the dismal rain in a very desponding
gate of mind, sighing over the ruin of all her plan of exercise
for that morning, and of every chance of sseing a single
creature beyond themsdves for the next twenty-four hours,
the sound of a little bustle at the front door, and the sight of
MissPricedripping with wet in the vestibule, was delightful.
The value of an event on a wet day in the country, was most
forcibly brought before her. She was all alive again directly,
and among the mog active in being useful to Fanny, in
detecting her to be wetter than she would at firgt allow, and
providing her with dry clothes, and Fanny, after being
obliged to submit to all this attention, and to being asssted
and waited on by migressss and maids, being also obliged
on returning down gairs, to befixed in their drawing-room
for an hour while the rain continued, the blessing of some-
thing fresh to sse and think of was thus extended to Miss
Crawford, and might carry on her spirits to the period of
dressng and dinner.

The two sgers were 0 kind to her and so pleasant, that
Fanny might have enjoyed her visit could she have beieved
hersdf not in the way, and could she have foreseen that the
weather would certainly clear at the end of the hour, and
save her from the shame of having Dr. Grant's carriage and
horses out to take her home, with which she was threatened.
Asto anxiety for any alarm that her absence in such weather
might occason at home, she had nothing to suffer on that
score, for as her being out was known only to her two aunts,
she was perfectly aware that none would be felt, and that in
whatever cottage aunt Norris might chuse to etablish her



i8b MANSFIELD PARK

during the rain, her being in such cottage would be indubit-
able to aunt Bertram.

It was beginning to look brighter, when Fanny, observing
aharp in the room, asked some questions about it, which soon
led to an acknowledgment of her wishing very much to hear
it, and a confession, which could hardly be believed, of her
having never yet heard it since its being in Mansfield. To
Fanny herself it appeared a very simple and natural circum-
stance. She had scarcely ever been at the Parsonage since the
instrument'sarrival, there had been no reason that she should,;
but Miss Crawford, calling to mind an early-expressed wish
on the subject, was concerned at her own neglect;—and 'shall
| play to you now?—and 'what will you have? were ques-
tions immediately following with the readiest good humour.

She played accordingly; happy to have a new listener, and
a listener who seemed so much obliged, so full of wonder at
the performance, and who shewed herself not wanting in
taste. She played till Fanny's eyes, straying to the window on
the weather's being evidently fair, spoke what she felt must
be done.

‘Another quarter of an hour," said Miss Crawford, 'and
we shall see how it will be. Do not run away the first moment
of its holding up. Those clouds look alarming.'

'‘But they are passed over,’ said Fanny.—'l have been
watching them.—This weather is all from the south.’

‘South or north, | know a black cloud when | seit; and
you must not st forward while it is so threatening. And
besides, | want to play something more to you—a very pretty
piece—and your cousin Edmund's prime favourite. Y ou must
stay and hear your cousin's favourite.'

Fanny felt that she must; and though she had not waited
for that sentence to be thinking of Edmund, such a memento
made her particularly awake to his idea, and she fancied him
sitting in that room again and again, perhaps in the very spot
where she sa now, listening with constant delight to the
favourite air, played, asit appeared to her, with superior tone
and expression; and though pleased with it herself, and glad
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to like whatever was liked by him, she was more sncerdy
impatient to go away at the concluson of it than she had been
before; and on this being evident, she was o kindly asked to
call again, to take them in her walk whenever she could, to
come and hear more of the harp, that she fet it necessary
to be done, if no objection aroxe at home.

Such was the origin of the sort of intimacy which took place
between them within the first fortnight after the Miss Bert-
rams going away, an intimacy resulting principally from Miss
Crawford's desre of something new, and which had little
reality in Fanny's fedings. Fanny went to her every two or
three days, it ssemed a kind of fascination; she could not be
ees/ without going, and yet it was without loving her, with-
out ever thinking like her, without any snse of obligation for
being sought after now when nobody dse was to be had; and
deriving no higher pleasure from her conversation than
occasonal amusement, and that often at the expense of her
judgment, when it was raised by pleasantry on people or sub-
jects which she wished to be respected. She went however,
and they sauntered about together many an half hour in Mrs.
Grant's shrubbery, the weather being unusually mild for the
time of year; and venturing sometimes even to st down on
one of the benches now comparatively unsheltered, remain-
ing there perhaps till in the midst of some tender gaculation
of Fanny's, on the sweds of so protracted an autumn, they
were forced by the sudden swell of a cold gust shaking down
the lag few ydlow leaves about them, to jump up and walk
for warmth.

Thisis pretty—very pretty,' said Fanny, looking around
her as they were thus sitting together one day: 'Every time |
come into this shrubbery | am more struck with its growth
and beauty. Three years ago, this was nothing but a rough
hedgerow along the upper sde of the fied, never thought of
as any thing, or capable of becoming any thing; and now it is
converted into a walk, and it would be difficult to say whether
mog valuable as a convenience or an ornament; and perhaps
in another threeyearswemay beforgetting—almost for getting
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what it was before. How wonderful, how very wonderful the
operations of time, and the changes of the human mind!" And
following the latter train of thought, she soon afterwards
added: ' | f any one faculty of our nature may be called more
wonderful than thered, | dothink it ismemory. Theressamns
something more speakingly incomprehensble in the powers,
the failures, the inequalities of memory, than in any other of
our inteligences. The memory is sometimes so retentive, so
serviceable, 0 obedient—at others, 0 bewildered and 0
weak—and at others again, S0 tyrannic, so beyond controul!
—We are to be sure a miracle every way—but our powers of
recolllecting and of forgetting, do ssem peculiarly pag finding
out.

Miss Crawford, untouched and inattentive, had nothing
to say; and Fanny, perceiving it, brought back her own mind
to what she thought mug interest.

'I't may seam impertinent in meto praise, but | must admire
the tage Mrs. Grant has shewn in all this. Thereis such a
quiet smplicity in the plan of the walk!—not too much
attempted!

'Yes,' replied Miss Crawford cardesdy, ‘it does very well
for a place of this sort. One does not think of extent here—
and between oursdves, till | came to Mansfield, |1 had not
imagined a country parson ever aspired to a shrubbery or
any thing of the kind.'

'l am so glad to see the evergreens thrive!' said Fanny in
reply. 'My und€'s gardener always says the soil here is better
than his own, and so it appears from the growth of the laures
and evergreens in general.—T he evergreen!—How beautiful,
how welcome, how wonderful the evergreen'—When one
thinks of it, how agtonishing a variety of nature!—In some
countries we know the tree that sheds its leaf is the variety,
but that does not make it less amazing, that the same soil and
the same sun should nurture plants differing in thefirst rule
and law of their exigence. You will think me rhapsodizing;
but when | am out of doors, especially when | am sitting out
of doors, | am very apt to get into this sort of wondering
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strain. One cannot fix one's eyes on the commonest natural
production without finding food for a rambling fancy.*

'Tosay thetruth/ replied Miss Crawford, '| am something
like the famous Doge' at the court of Lewis X |V ; and may
declare that | see no wonder in this shrubbery equal to seeing
myself init. If any body had told me ayear ago that this place
would be my home, that | should be spending month after
month here, as | have done, | certainly should not have
believed them!—I have now been here nearly five months!
and moreover the quietest five months | ever passed.’

"Too quiet for you | believe.'

'l should have thought so theoretically myself, but'—and
her eyes brightened as she spoke—'take it all and all, | never
spent so happy a summer.—But then'—with amore thought-
ful air and lowered voice—'there is no saying what it may
lead to.'

Fanny's heart beat quick, and she felt quite unequal to
surmising or soliciting any thing more. Miss Crawford how-
ever, with renewed animation, soon went on:

‘I am conscious of being far better reconciled to a country
residence than | had ever expected to be. | can even sup-
pose it pleasant to spend halfthe year in the country, under
certain circumstances—very pleasant. An elegant, moderate-
sized house in the centre of family connections—continual
engagements among them—commanding the first society in
the neighbourhood—Iooked-up to perhaps as leading it even
more than those of larger fortune, and turning from the
cheerful round of such amusements to nothing worse than
a tete-&téte with the person one feds most agreegble in the
world. Thereisnothing frightful in such a picture, is there,
Miss Price? One need not envy the new Mrs. Rushworth
with such a home as that.' 'Envy Mrs. Rushworth!" was
all that Fanny attempted to say. ‘Come, come, it would be
very unhandsome in us to be severe on Mrs. Rushworth, for
| look forward to our owing her a great many gay, brilliant,
happy hours. | expect we shall be all very much at Sotherton
another year. Such a match as Miss Bertram has made is a
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public blessing, for the first pleasures of Mr. Rushworth's
wife must be to fill her house, and give the bes balls in the
country.'

Fanny was dlent—and Miss Crawford reapsed into
thoughtfulness, till suddenly looking up at the end of a few
minutes, she exclaimed, 'Ah! here heis!' It was not Mr.
Rushworth, however, but Edmund, who then appeared walk-
ing towards them with Mrs. Grant. '‘My dde and Mr.
Bertram—I| am 0 glad your edest cousn is gone that he
may beM r . Bertram again. Thereis something in the sound
of Mr. Edmund Bertram so formal, so pitiful, so younger-
brother-like, that | detest it.'

"How differently we feel!" cried Fanny. 'T o me, the sound
of Mr. Bertram is so cold and nothing-meaning—so entirely
without warmth or character!—It just ¢ands for a gentle-
man, and that's all. But there is nobleness in the name of
Edmund. It is a name of heroism and renown—of kings,
princes, and knights; and ssemsto breathethe spirit of chivalry
and warm affections’

'l grant you the name is good in itsdlf, and Lord Edmund
or Sir Edmund sound delightfully; but snk it under the chill,
theannihilation of aMr.—and M r. Edmund isno more than
Mr.Johnor Mr.Thomas. Well, shall wejoin and disappoint
them of half their lecture upon sitting down out of doors at
this time of year, by being up before they can begin?

Edmund met them with particular pleasure. It was the
first time of his seeing them together snce the beginning of
that better acquaintance which he had been hearing of with
great satisfaction. A friendship between two S0 very dear to
him was exactly what he could have wished; and to the credit
of the lover's understanding be it stated, that he did not by
any means consder Fanny as the only, or even as the greater
gainer by such a friendship.

'Well," said Miss Crawford, '‘and do not you scold us for
our imprudence? What do you think we have been stting
down for but to be talked to about it, and entreated and sup-
plicated never to do 0 again?
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'Perhaps | might have scolded,' said Edmund, *if either
of you had been sitting down alone; but while you do wrong
together | can overlook a great deal.

"They cannot have been sitting long,' cried Mrs. Grant,
Tor when | went up for my shawl | saw them from the stair-
caxe window, and then they were walking.'

'‘And really," added Edmund, 'the day isso mild, that your
sitting down for a few minutes can be hardly thought im-
prudent. Our weather must not aways be judged by the
Cadendar. We may sometimes take grester liberties in
November than in May.'

'Upon my word/ cried Miss Crawford, 'you are two of
the most disappointing and unfeeling kind friends | ever met
with! Thereisno giving you a moment's uneasiness. Y ou do
not know how much we have been suffering, nor what chills
we have felt! But | have long thought M r. Bertram one of the
worst subjects to work on, in any little manoeuvre against
common sense, that a woman could be plagued with. | had
very little hope of htm from the first; but you, Mrs. Grant,
my sister, my own sister, | think | had a right to alarm you
a little.'

'Do not flatter yourself, my dearest Mary. You have not
the smallest chance of moving me. | have my aarms, but
they are quite in a different quarter: and if |1 could have
atered the weather, you would have had a good sharp east
wind blowing on you the whole time—for here are some of
my plants which Robert will leave out because the nights are
so mild, and | know the end of it will be that we shall have a
sudden change of weather, a hard frost setting in all at once,
taking every body (at least Robert) by surprize, and | shall
lose every one; and what is worse, cook has just been telling
me that the turkey, which | particularly wished not to be
dressed till Sunday, because | know how much more Dr.
Grant would enjoy it on Sunday after the fatigues of the day,
will not keep beyond to-morrow. These are something like
grievances, and make me think the westher most unseason-
ably close'
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'The sweds of housskesping in a country village!' said
Miss Crawfurd archly. 'Commend me to the nurseryman
and the poulterer,

'"My dear child, commend Dr. Grant to the deanery of
Westmingter or St. Paul's, and | should be as glad of your
nurseryman and poulterer as you could be. But we have no
such people in Mansfield. What would you have me do?

'Oh! you can do nothing but what you do already; be
plagued very often and never lose your temper.'

'Thank you—but there is no escaping thee little vexa-
tions, Mary, live where we may; and when you are sgtled in
town and | cometo s you, | daresay | shall find you with
yours, in pite of the nurseryman and the poulterer—or
perhaps on their very account. Their remoteness and un-
punctuality, or their exorbitant charges and frauds will be
drawing forth bitter lamentations.'

*1 mean to be too rich to lament or to fed any thing of the
sort. A large income is the best recipé for happiness | ever
heard of. It certainly may secure all the myrtle and turkey
part of it.'

"You intend to be very rich," said Edmund, with a look
which, to Fanny's eye, had a great deal of serious meaning.

"To besure. Do not you?—Do not we all?

'l cannot intend any thing which it must be so completey
beyond my power to command. Miss Crawford may chuse
her degree of wealth. She has only to fix on her number of
thousands a year, and there can be no doubt of their coming.
My intentions are only not to be poor.'

'By moderation and economy, and bringing down your
wants to your income, and all that. | understand you—and a
very proper plan it is for a person at your time of life, with
such limited means and indifferent connections—What can
you want but a decent maintenance? Y ou have not much time
before you; and your relations are in no stuation to do any
thing for you, or to mortify you by the contragt of their own
wealth and consequence. Be honest and poor, by all means—
but | shall not envy you; | do not much think | shall even
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regpect you. | have a much greater respect for those that are
honegt and rich.'

'"Your degree of respect for honesty, rich or poor, is pre-
dsdy what | have no manner of concern with. | do not mean
to be poor. Poverty isexactly what | have deter mined againg.
Honesty, in the something between, in the middle gate of
worldly circumstances, is all that | am anxious for your not
looking down on.'

'‘But | do look down upon it, if it might have been higher.
| mugt look down upon any thing contented with obscurity
when it might riseto distinction.!

'‘But how may it riss>—How may my honesty at leadt rise
to any distinction?”

This was not s0 very easy a question to answer, and occa-
goned an 'Oh!" of some length from the fair lady before she
could add "Y ou ought to bein parliament, or you should have
gone into the army ten years ago.*

'That is not much to the purpose now; and as to my being
in parliament, | believe | must wait till there is an egpecial
asEmbly for the representation of younger sons who have
little to live on. No, Miss Crawford," he added, in a more
srious tone, 'there are distinctions which | should be miser-
ableif I thought myself without any chance—absolutey with-
out chance or possbility of obtaining—but they are of a
different character.'

A look of constousness as he spoke, and what ssemed a
oonsoiousness of manner on Miss Crawford's Sde as she made
ome laughing answer, was sorrowful food for Fanny's
observation; and finding hersdf quite unable to attend as
dhe ought to Mrs. Grant, by whose Sde she was now follow-
ing the others, she had nearly resolved on going home im-
mediately, and only waited for courage to say 0, when the
sound of the great clock at Mansfield Park, striking three,
made her fed that she had really been much longer absent
than usual, and brought the previous self-inquiry of whether
she should take leave or not just then, and how, to a very
gedy issue. With undoubting decison dhe directly began
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her adieus; and Edmund began at the same time to recollect,
that his mother had been inquiring for her, and that he had
walked down to the Parsonage on purpose to bring her back.

Fanny's hurry increased; and without in the least expect-
ing Edmund's attendance, she would have hastened away
alone; but the genera pace was quickened, and they all
accompanied her into the house, through which it was neces-
sary to pass. Dr. Grant was in the vestibule, and as they stopt
to ek to him, she found from Edmund's manner that he
did mean to go with her—He too was taking leave—She
could not but be thankful.—In the moment of parting,
Edmundwasinvited by Dr. Grant to eat his mutton with him
the next day; and Fanny had barely time for an unpleasant
feeling on the occasion, when Mrs. Grant, with sudden re-
collection, turned to her and asked for the pleasure of her
company too. This was so new an attention, so perfectly new
a circumstance in the events of Fanny's life, that she was all
surprize and embarrassment; and while stammering out her
great obligation, and her—'but she did not suppose it would
be in her power," was looking at Edmund for his opinion and
help.—But Edmund, delighted with her having such an
happiness offered, and ascertaining with half alook, and half
a sentence, that she had no objection but on her aunt's
account, could not imagine that his mother would make any
difficulty of sparing her, and therefore gave his decided open
advice that the invitation should be accepted; and though
Fanny would not venture, even on his encouragement, to
such a flight of audacious independence, it was soon settled
that if nothing were heard to the contrary, Mrs. Grant might
expect her.

'Andyou know what your dinner will be,' said Mrs. Grant,
smiling—'the turkey—and | assure you a very fine one; for,
my dear'—turning to her husband—'cook insists upon the
turkey's being dressed to-morrow.'

‘Very well, very well," cried Dr. Grant, 'all the better. |
am glad to hear you have any thing so good in the house. But
MissPriceand M r . Edmund Bertram, | dare say, would take
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their chance. We none of us want to hear the bill of fare.
A friendly meeting, and not afinedinner, is all we have in
view. A turkey or a goose, or a leg of mutton, or whatever
you and your cook chuseto give us!'

The two cousns walked home together; and except in the
immediate discusson of this engagement, which Edmund
gooke of with thewar mest satisfaction, asso particularly desir-
able for her in the intimacy which he ssw with so much
pleasure established, it was a silent walk—for having finished
that subject, hegrew thoughtful and indisposed for any other.

CHAPTER V

"BUT why should Mrs. Grant ak Fanny?' said Lady Bertram.
"How came she to think of aking Fanny?—Fanny never
dinesthere, you know, in thissort of way. | cannot spare her,
and | am sure she does not want to go.—Fanny, you do not
want to go, doyou ?

"I f you put such a question to her,' cried Edmund, pre-
venting his cousin's speaking, 'Fanny will immediately say,
no; but I am sure, my dear mother, shewould liketo go; and
| can see no reason why she should not.'

'l cannot imaginewhy Mrs. Grant should think of asking
her —She never did before.-She used to ak your sgers
now and then, but she never asked Fanny.'

"I f you cannot do without me, ma'am,’ said Fanny, in a
sdf-denying tone—

'‘But my mother will have my father with her all the
evening.'

'"Tobesure sol shall.

'Suppose you take my father'sopinion, ma'am.’

‘That's well thought of. So I will, Edmund. | will ak Sir
Thomas, as soon ashe comesin, whether | can do without her .’

'‘As you please, ma'am, on that head; but | meant my
father's opinion asto the propriety of theinvitation's being
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accepted or not; and | think he will consider it a right thing
by Mrs. Grant, as well as by Fanny, that being the first
invitation it should be accepted.’

'l do not know. We will ask him. But he will be very much
surprized that Mrs. Grant should ask Fanny at all.’

There was nothing more to be said, or that could be sad
to any purpose, till Sir Thomas were present; but the sub-
ject involving, as it did, her own evening's comfort for the
morrow, was so much uppermost in Lady Bertram's mind,
that half an hour afterwards, on his looking in for a minute
in hisway from his plantation to his dressing-room, she called
him back again, when he had amost closed the door, with
'Sir Thomas, stop amoment—I have something to say toyou.'

Her tone of cam languor, for she never took the trouble of
raising her voice, was always heard and attended to; and Sir
Thomas came back. Her story began; and Fanny immedi-
ately slipped out of the room; for to hear herself the subject
of any discussion with her uncle, was more than her nerves
could bear. She was anxious, she knew—more anxious per-
haps than she ought to be—for what was it after all whether
she went or staid?—but if her uncle were to be a great while
considering and deciding, and with very grave looks, and those
grave looks directed to her, and at last decide against her, she
might not be able to appear properly submissive and in-
different. Her cause meanwhile went on well. It began, on
Lady Bertram's part, with, 'l have something to tell you that
will surprize you. Mrs. Grant has asked Fanny to dinner!"

'Well," said Sir Thomas, as if waiting more to accomplish
the surprize.

'‘Edmund wants her to go. But how can | spare her?

'She will be late," said Sir Thomas, taking out his watch,
'‘but what isyour difficulty?

Edmund found himself obliged to spesk and fill up the
blanks in his mother's story. He told the whole, and she had
only to add, 'So strange! for Mrs. Grant never used to
ask her."

'‘But is not it very natural,’ observed Edmund, ‘that Mrs.
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Grant should wish to procure so agreeable a vistor for her
sser?

‘Nothing can be more natural/ said Sir Thomas, after a
short deliberation; 'nor, were there no sger in the casg
could any thingin my opinion bemorenatural. Mrs. Grant's
shewingcivility toMissPrice, to L ady Bertram'sniece, could
never want explanation. The only surprize | can fed isthat
this should be the first time of its being paid. Fanny was
perfectly right in giving only a conditional answer. She
appears to fed as she ought. But as | conclude that she must
wish to go, snce all young people like to be together, | can
$£ no reason why she should be denied the indulgence!

'But can | dowithout her, Sir Thomas?'

‘Indeed | think you may.'

'She always makes tea, you know, when my sger is not
here!

"Your dge perhaps may be prevailed on to spend the day
with us, and | shall certainly beat home.'

'Very well, then, Fanny may go, Edmund.’

The good news soon followed her. Edmund knocked at
her door in hisway to his own.

'Well, Fanny, it is all happily settled, and without the
smalles hedtation on your uncle€s sde. He had but one
opinion. You areto go.’

‘Thank you, | am so glad,’ was Fanny's ingtinctive reply;
though when she had turned from him and shut the door,
she could not help feding, 'And yet, why should | be glad ?
for am | not certain of seeing or hearing something there to
pain me?

In spite of this conviction, however, she was glad. Simple
as such an engagement might appear in other eyes it had
novety and importance in her's, for excepting the day at
Sotherton, she had scarcdy ever dined out before; and though
now going only half a mile and only to three people, still it
was dining out, and all thelittleinterests of preparation were
enjoyments in themsdves. She had neither sympathy nor
assgance from those who ought to have entered into her
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fedings and directed her taste; for Lady Bertram never
thought of being useful to any body, and Mrs. Norris, when
she came on the morrow, in consequence of an early call and
invitation from Sir Thomas, was in a very ill humour, and
seamed intent only on lessening her niece's pleasure, both
present and future, as much as possible.

‘Upon my word, Fanny, you are in high luck to meet with
such attention and indulgence! Y ou ought to be very much
obliged to Mrs. Grant for thinking of you, and to your aunt
for letting you go, and you ought to look upon it as something
extraordinary: for | hope you are aware that there is no red
occasion for your going into company in this sort of way, or
ever dining out at all; and it is what you must not depend
upon ever being repeated. Nor must you be fancying, that
the invitation is meant as any particular compliment to you;
the compliment is intended to your uncle and aunt, and me.
Mrs. Grant thinksit a civility due to us to take alittle notice
of you, or dse it would never have come into her head, and
you may be very certain, that if your cousin Julia had been
at home, you would not have been asked at all.’

Mrs. Norris had now so ingeniously done away all Mrs.
Grant's part of the favour, that Fanny, who found herself
expected to speak, could only sy that she was very much
obliged to her aunt Bertram for sparing her, and that she was
endeavouring to put her aunt's evening work in such a state
as to prevent her being missed.

'‘Oh! depend upon it, your aunt can do very well without
you, or you would not be allowed to go. / shall be here, so
you may be quite essy about your aunt. And | hope you will
have a very agreeable day and find it all mighty delightful. But
| must observe, that fiveis the very awkwardest of all possible
numbers to sit down to table; and | cannot but be surprized
that such an elegant lady as Mrs. Grant should not contrive
better! And round their enormous great wide table too, which
fills up the room so dreadfully! Had the Doctor been con-
tented to take my dining table when | came away, as any body
in their senses would have done, instead of having that
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absurd new one of his own, which is wider, literally wider
than the dinner table here—how infinitely better it would
have been! and how much more he would have been re-
spected! for people are never respected when they sep out
of their proper sphere. Remember that, Fanny. Five, only
five to be gtting round that table! However, you will have
dinner enough on it for ten | dare say.

Mrs. Norrisfetched breath and went on again.

The nonsense and folly of peoples stepping out of their
rank and trying to appear above themsdves, makes me think
it right to giveyou a hint, Fanny, now that you are going into
company without any of us; and | do bessech and intreat
you not to be putting your sdf forward, and talking and giving
your opinion as if you were one of your cousns—as if you
were dear Mrs. Rushworth or Julia. That will never do,
believe me. Remember, wherever you are, you must be the
lowest and last; and though Miss Crawford isin a manner at
home, at the Parsonage, you are not to be taking place of her.
And asto coming away at night, you areto gay just aslong as
Edmund chuses Leave him to stle that.

'Yes, ma'am, | should not think of any thing dse'

‘And if it should rain, which | think exceedingly likely, for
| never saw it more threatening for a wet evening in my life
—you must manage as well as you can, and not be expecting
the carriage to be sent for you. | certainly do not go home to
night, and, therefore, the carriage will not be out on my
account; so you must make up your mind to what may happen,
and take your things accordingly.’

Her niece thought it perfectly reasonable. She rated her
own claims to comfort as low even asMrs. Norris could; and
when Sir Thomas, soon afterwards, just opening the door,
said, 'Fanny, at what time would you have the carriage come
round? she fet a degree of agonishment which made it
impossble for her to speak.

*My dear Sir Thomas!' cried Mrs. Norris, red with anger,
'Fanny can walk.'

'Walk!" repeated Sir Thomas, in a tone of mog
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unanswerable dignity, and coming farther into the room.—
"My niece walk to a dinner engagement at this time of the
year! Will twenty minutes after four suit you ?

'Yes, dr, was Fanny's humble answer, given with the fedl-
ings almogt of a criminal towards Mrs. Norris; and not bear-
ing to remain with her in what might seem a state of triumph,
she followed her uncle out of the room, having said behind
him only long enough to hear these words spoken in angry
agitation:

'Quite unnecessary!—a great deal too kind! But Edmund
goes,—true—it is upon Edmund's account. | observed he was
hoarse on Thursday night.'

But this could not impose on Fanny. She fet that the
carriage was for hersdf and hersdf alone, and her undes
consderation of her, coming immediately after such repre-
sentations from her aunt, cog her some tears of gratitude
when she was alone.

The coachman drove round to a minute; another minute
brought down the gentleman, and asthelady had, with a most
scrupulous fear of being late, been many minutes seated in
the drawing room, Sir Thomas saw them off in as good time
as his own correctly punctual habits required.

‘Now | mug look at you, Fanny,' said Edmund, with the
kind smile of an affectionate brother, 'and tell you how | like
you; and as well as | can judge by this light, you look very
nicely indeed. What have you got on?

'The new dress that my uncle was s0 good as to give me on
my cousn's marriage. | hopeit is not too fine but I thought
| ought to wear it assoon as | could, and that | might not have
such another opportunity all the winter. |1 hope you do not
think me too fine'

'A woman can never be too fine while she is all in white.
No, | s no finery about you; nothing but what is perfectly
proper. Your gown seemsvery pretty. | like these gossy spots
Has not Miss Crawford a gown something the same?

In approaching the Parsonage they passed dose by the
sable-yard and coach-house—
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'Hey day!" said Edmund, 'herés company, heres a car-
riage! who have they got to meet us? And letting down the
ddeglass to digtinguish, "Tis Crawford's, Crawford's
barouche, | protest! There are his own two men pushing it
back into its old quarters. He is here of course. Thisis quite
asurprize, Fanny. | shall bevery glad to sse him.'

There was no occason, there was no time for Fanny to
sy how very differently she felt; but the idea of having such
another to observe her, was a great increase of the trepidation
with which she performed the very aweful ceremony of walk-
ing into the drawing-room.

In thedrawing-room M r . Crawford certainly was, having
been just long enough arrived to be ready for dinner; and the
amiles and pleased looks of the three others standing round
him, shewed how welcome was his sudden resolution of
coming to them for a few dayson leaving Bath. A very cordial
meeting passad between him and Edmund; and with the
exception of Fanny, the pleasure was general; and even to her,
there might be some advantage in his presence, snce every
addition to the party must rather forward her favourite in-
dulgence of being suffered to st slent and unattended to. She
was soon aware of this hersdf; for though she must submit,
as her own propriety of mind directed, in spite of her aunt
Norrissopinion, to being the principal lady in company, and
to all the little diginctions consequent thereon, she found,
while they were at table, such a happy flow of conversation
prevailing in which she was not required to take any part-
there was o much to be said between the brother and sster
about Bath, so much between the two young men about
hunting, so much of palitics between M r. Crawford and Dr.
Grant, and of every thing, and all together between Mr.
Crawford and Mrs. Grant, asto leave her thefairest prospect
of having only to listen in quiet, and of pasing a very agree-
able day. She could not compliment the newly-arrived gentle-
man however with any appearance of interest in a scheme for
extending his gay at Mansfield, and sending for his hunters
from Norfolk, which, suggesed by Dr. Grant, advised by
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Edmund, and warmly urged by the two sisters, was soon in
possession of his mind, and which he ssemed to want to be
encouraged even by her to resolve on. Her opinion was sought
as to the probable continuance of the open weather, but her
answers were as short and indifferent as civility allowed. She
could not wish him to stay, and would much rather not have
him spegk to her.

Her two absent cousins, especially Maria, were much in
her thoughts on seeing him; but no embarrassing remem-
brance affected-his spirits. Here he was again on the same
ground where all had passed before, and apparently as will-
ing to stay and be happy without the Miss Bertrams, as if
he had never known Mansfield in any other state. She heard
them spoken of by him only in a general way, till they were
all re-assembled in the drawing-room, when Edmund, being
engaged apart in some matter of business with Dr. Grant,
which seemed entirely to engross them, and Mrs. Grant
occupied at the tea-table, he began talking of them with more
particularity to his other sister. With a significant smile,
which made Fanny quite hate him, he said, 'So! Rushworth
and his fair bride are at Brighton, | understand—Happy
man!'

'Y es, they have been there—about a fortnight, Miss Price,
have they not?—And Juliaiswith them.’

'And Mr. Yates, | presume, isnot far off.'

'"Mr. Yates !—Oh! we hear nothing of Mr. Yates. | do not
imagine he figuresmuch in the letters to Mansfield Park; do
you, Miss Price?—I think my friend Julia knows better than
to entertain her father with Mr. Yates.'

'Poor Rushworth and his two-and-forty speeches!" con-
tinued Crawford. 'Nobody can ever forget them. Poor
fellow!—I s him now;—his toil and his despair. Well, 1
am much mistaken if his lovely Maria will ever want him
to make two-and-forty speeches to her'—adding, with a
momentary seriousness, 'She is too good for him—much too
good." And then changing his tone again to one of gentle
gallantry And addressing Fanny, he said, 'You were Mr.
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Rushworth's best friend. Your kindness and patience can
never be forgotten, your indefatigable patience in trying to
make it possible for him to learn his part—in trying to give
him a brain which nature had denied—to mix up an under-
standing for him out of the superfluity of your own! Hemight
not have sense enough himself to estimate your kindness, but
| may venture to say that it had honour from all the rest of
the party.'

Fanny coloured, and said nothing.

" It isasadream, a pleasant dream!" he exclaimed, breaking
forth again after few minutes musing. 'l shall aways look
back on our theatricals with exquisite pleasure. There weas
such an interest, such an animation, such a spirit diffused!
Every body feltit. Wewereall alive. Therewas employment,
hope, solicitude, bustle, for every hour of the day. Always
somelittle objection, somelittle doubt, somelittle anxiety to
be got over. | never was happier.'

With silent indignation, Fanny repeated to herself, 'Never
happier'—never happier than when doing what you must
know was not justifiable!—never happier than when behaving
so dishonourably and unfeelingly!—Oh! what a corrupted
mind!

‘We were unlucky, Miss Price,' he continued in a lower
tone, to avoid the possibility of being heard by Edmund, and
not at all aware of her feelings, 'we certainly were very un-
lucky. Another week, only one other week, would have been
enough for us. | think if we had had the disposal of events—
if Mansfield Park had had the government of the winds just
for aweek or two about the equinox, there would have been
a difference. Not that we would have endangered his safety
by any tremendous weather—but only by a steady contrary
wind, or acalm. | think, Miss Price, wewould haveindul ged
ourselves with a week's calm in the Atlantic at that season.’

He seemed determined to be answered; and Fanny, avert-
ing her face, said with a firmer tone than usual, 'As far as
| am concerned, sir, | would not have delayed his return
for aday. My uncle disapproved it all so entirely when he he
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did arrive, that in my opinion, every thing had gone quite
far enough.'

She had never spoken so much at once to him in her life
before, and never so angrily to any one; and when her speech
was over, she trembled and.blushed at her own daring. He-
was surprized; but after a few moments slent consideration
of her, replied in a calmer, graver tone, and as if the candid
result of conviction, 'l believe you are right. It was more
pleasant than prudent. We were getting too noisy." And then
turning the conversation, he would have engaged her on some
other subject, but her answers were so shy and reluctant that
he could not advance in any.

Miss Crawford, who had been repeatedly eyeing Dr . Grant
and Edmund, now observed, 'Those gentlemen must have
ome very interesting point to discuss'

'"The mog interesting in the world," replied her brother—
'how to make money—how to turn a good income into a
better. Dr; Grant is giving Bertram ingructions about the
living he is to gep into so soon. | find he takes orders in a
few weeks They were at it in the dining-parlour. | am glad
to hear Bertram will be so well off. Hewill have a very pretty
income to make ducks and drakes with, and earned without
much trouble. |1 apprehend he will not have less than seven
hundred a year. Seven hundred a year is a fine thing for a
younger brother; and as of course he will still live at home,
it will beall for hismenusplaisirs, and a sermon at Chrisgmas
and Eager, | supposg, will be the sum total of sacrifice’

Hisgder tried to laugh off her fedings by saying, 'Nothing
amuses me mor e than the easy manner with which every body
Stles the abundance of those who have a great deal less than
themsdves. You would look rather blank, Henry, if your
menus plaisrs were to be limited to seven hundred a year.

'Perhaps| might; but all that you know isentirely compara-
tive. Birthright and habit mug settle the busness Bertram
is certainly well off for a cadet of even a Baronet's family. By
the time he is four or five-and-twenty he will have ssven
hundred ayear, and nothing to do for it.'
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Miss Crawford could have said that there would be a
something to do and to suffer for it, which she could not
think lightly of; but she checked hersdf and let it pass and
tried to look calm and unconcerned when the two gentlemen
shortly afterwardsjoined them.

'‘Bertram,' said Henry Crawford, 'l shall make a point of
coming to Mansfield to hear you preach your first sermon.
| shall come on purpose to encourage a young beginner.
When isit to be? MissPrice, will not you join mein encourag-
ing your cousin ? Will not you engageto attend with your eyes
geadily fixed on him the whole time—as | shall do—not to
losea word; or only looking off just to note down any sentence
pre-eminently beautiful? We will provide oursdves with
tablets and a pencil. When will it be? You must preach at
Mansfield, you know, that Sir Thomas and Lady Bertram
may hear you.'

'| shall keep clear of you, Crawford, aslong as | can,' said
Edmund, 'for you would be more likely to disconcert me, and
| should be more sorry to s you trying at it, than almost any
other man.'

"Will he not fed this? thought Fanny. 'No, he can fed
nothing as he ought.’

Theparty beingnow all united, and the chief talkersattract-
ing each other, she remained in tranquillity; and as a whist
table was formed after tea—formed really for the amusement
of Dr. Grant, by his attentive wife, though it was not to be
auppossd s0—and Miss Crawford took her harp, she had
nothing to do but to listen, and her tranquillity remained un-
disturbed the rest of the evening, except when M r. Crawford
nov and then addressed to her a question or observation,
which she could not avoid answering. Miss Crawford was too
much vexed by what had passd to be in a humour for any
thing but music. With that, she soothed hersdlf and amused
her friend.

The asurance of Edmund's being so soon to take orders,
coming upon her like a blow that had been suspended, and
still hoped uncertain and at a distance, wasfelt with resentment
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and mortification. She was very angry with him. She had
thought her influence more. She had begun to think of him—
dhe fdt that she had—with great regard, with aimost decided
intentions; but she would now meet him with his own cool
fedings. It was plain that he could have no serious views, no
true attachment, by fixing himself in a stuation which he
must know she would never goop to. She would learn to
match him in his indifference. She would henceforth admit
hisattentionswithout any idea beyond immediate amusement.
If he could so command his affections, her's should do her
no harm.

CHAPTER VI

HENRY CRAWFORD had quite made up his mind by the
next morning to give another fortnight to Mansfield, and
having sent for his hunters and written a few lines of explana-
tion to the Admiral, he looked round at his Sger as he sdled
and threw the letter from him, and seeing the coas clear of
the res of the family, said, with a smile, 'And how do you
think | mean to amuse mysdf, Mary, on the days that | do
not hunt ? 1 am grown too old to go out more than three times
aweek; but | have a plan for the intermediate days, and what
do you think it is?

'"Towalk and ridewith me, to be sure

'Not exactly, though | shall be happy to do both, but that
would be exercise only to my body, and | must take care of
my mind. Besdes that would be all recreation and indulgence,
without the wholesome alloy of labour, and | do not like to
eat the bread of idleness. No, my plan is to make Fanny Price
in love with me.’

'Fanny Price! Nonsense! No, no. You ought to be satis
fied with her two cousns'

‘But | cannot be satisfied without Fanny Price, without
making a small hole in Fanny Priceés heart. You do not seam
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properly aware of her claimsto notice. When we talked of her
last night, you none of you seemed sensible of the wonderful
improvement that has taken place in her looks within the last
gx weeks. Y ou see her every day, and therefore do not notice
it, but | assureyou, sheisquiteadifferent creature from what
she was in the autumn. She was then merely a quiet, modest,
not plainlookinggirl, but sheisnow absolutely pretty. | used
to think she had neither complexion nor countenance; but
in that soft skin of her's, so frequently tinged with a blush as
it was yesterday, there is decided beauty; and from what |
observed of her eyes and mouth, | do not despair of their
being capable of expression enough when she has any thing
to express. And then—her air, her manner, her tout ensemble
isso indescribably improved! She must be grown two inches,
at least, since October.’

Thoo! phoo! Thisisonly because therewerenotall women
to compare her with, and because she has got a new gown,
and you never saw her so well dressed before. She is just
what she was in October, believe me. The truth is, that she
was the only girl in company for you to notice, and you must
have a somebody. | have aways thought her pretty—not
strikingly pretty—but "pretty enough” as people say; a sort
of beauty that grows on one. Her eyes should be darker, but
ghe has a sweet smile; but as for this wonderful degree of
" improvement, | am sure it may all be resolved into a better
style of dress and your having nobody ese to look at; and
therefore, if you do set about aflirtation with her, you never
will persuade me that it is in compliment to her beauty, or
that it proceeds from any thing but your own idleness and
folly.'

Her brother gave only a smile to this accusation, and soon
afterwards said, 'l do not quite know what to make of Miss
Fanny. | do not understand her. | could not tell what she
would be a yesterday. What is her character>—Is she
solemn?—Is she queer?—Is she prudish? Why did she draw
back and look so grave at me? | could hardly get her to spesk.
| never was so long in company with a girl in my life—trying
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to entertain her—and succeed so ill! Never met with a girl
who looked so grave on me! | must try to get the better of this.
Her looks say, "1 will not like you, | am determined not to
likeyou," and | say, he shall.'

'Foolish fellow! And so thisis her attraction after all! This
it is—her not caring about you—which gives her such a soft
kin and makes her so much taller, and produces all thee
charms and graced | do desre that you will not be making
her really unhappy; a little love perhaps may animate and do
her good, but | will not have you plunge her deep, for sheis
as good a little creature as ever lived, and has a great deal
of feding.

'I't can be but for a fortnight, said Henry, 'and if a fort-
night can kill her, she mugt have a congtitution which nothing
could save No, | will not do her any harm, dear little soul!
| only want her to look kindly on ‘'me, to give me smiles as
well as blushes, to kegp a chair for me by her saf wherever we
are, and be all animation when | take it and talk to her;
to think as | think, be interested in all my possessons and
pleasures, try to keep me longer at Mansfield, and fed when
| go away that she shall be never happy again. | want nothing
more.’

'Moderation itsdf!* said Mary. 'l can have no scruples
now. Well, you will have opportunities enough of endeavour-
ing to recommend yoursdf, for we are a great deal together.'

And without attempting any further remongrance, she
left Fanny to her fate—a fate which, had not Fanny's heart
been guarded in a way unsuspected by Miss Crawford, might
have been a little harder than she deserved; for although there
doubtless are such unconquerable young ladies of eighteen
(or one should not read about them) as are never to be per-
suaded into love againg their judgment by all that talent,
manner, attention, and flattery can do, | have no inclination
to believe Fanny one of them, or to think that with so much
tenderness of disposition, and so much tase as belonged to
her, she could have excaped heart-whole from the courtship
(though the courtship only of a fortnight) of such a man as
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Crawford, in spite of there being some previous ill-opinion
of him to be overcome, had not her affection been engaged
dsawhere. 'With all the security which love of another and
disssteem® of him could give to the peace of mind he was
attacking, his continued attentions—continued, but not
obtrusive, and adapting themsdves more and more to the
gentleness and delicacy of her character,—obliged her very
soon to didike him lessthan formerly. She had by no means
forgotten the pagt, and she thought asill of him as ever; but
she fdt his powers, he was entertaining, and his manners
wee 0 improved, 0 polite, 0 serioudy and blamdesdy
polite, that it was impossible not to be civil to him in return.

A very few days were enough to effect this; and at the end
of those few days, circumstances arose which had a tendency
rather to forward his views of pleasing her, inasmuch as they
gave her a degree of happiness which mug dispose her to be
pleassd with every body. William, her brother, the so long
absnt and dearly loved brother, was in England again. She
had a letter from him hersdf, a few hurried happy lines,
written as the ship came up Channel, and snt into Ports-
mouth, with thefirst boat that left the Antwerp, at anchor, in
Spithead; and when Crawford walked up with the newspaper
in hishand, which he had hoped would bring thefirg tidings,
he found her trembling with joy over thisletter, and listening
with a glowing, grateful countenance to the kind invitation
which her uncde was mog collectedly dictating in reply.

It was but the day before, that Crawford had made him-
«f thoroughly mager of the subject, or had in fact become
at all aware of her having such a brother, or his being in such
a ship, but the interest then excited had been very properly
lively, determining him on his return to town to apply for
information as to the probable period of the Antwerp's
return from the M editerranean, & c.; and thegood luck which
attended his early examination of ship news, the next morn-
ing, seemed the reward of his ingenuity in finding out such
a method of pleasing her, as well as of his dutiful attention to
the Admiral, in having for many years taken in the paper
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edeemed to have the earliest naval intelligence. He proved,
however, to be too late. All thosefinefirst fedings, of which
he had hoped to be the excitor, were aready given. But his
intention, the kindness of his intention, was thankfully
acknowledged—quite thankfully and warmly, for she was
elevated beyond the common timidity of her mind by the
flow of her lovefor William.

This dear William would soon be amongg them. There
could be no doubt of his obtaining leave of absence im-
mediately, for he was still only a midshipman; and as his
parents, from living on the spot, must already have ssen him
and be seeing him perhaps daily, his direct holidays might
with judtice be instantly given to the sster, who had been
his bes correspondent through a period of seven years, and
the uncle who had done mos for his support and advance-
ment; and accordingly the reply to her reply, fixing a very
early day for hisarrival, came as soon aspossble; and scarcely
ten days had passed snce Fanny had been in the agitation of
her first dinner visit, when she found hersdf in an agitation
of a higher nature—watching in the hall, in the lobby, on the
dairs, for the first sound of the carriage which was to bring
her a brother.

It came happily while shewasthuswaiting; and therebeing
neither ceremony nor fearfulness to deay the moment of
meeting, she was with him as he entered the house, and the
first minutes of exquisite feding had no interruption and no
witnesses, unless the servants chiefly intent upon opening the
proper doors could be called such. This was exactly what Sir
Thomas and Edmund had been separately conniving at, as
each proved to the other by the sympathetic alacrity with
which they both advised Mrs. Norris's continuing where she
was, ingead of rushing out into the hall as soon as the noisss
of thearrival reached them.

William and Fanny soon shewed themsdves, and Sir
Thomas had the pleasure of receiving in his protége, certainly
a very different person from the one he had equipped seven
years ago, but a young man of an open, pleasant countenance,
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and frank, unstudied, but feeling and respectful manners, and
such as confirmed him his friend.

It was long before Fanny could recover from the agitating
happiness of such an hour as was formed by the last thirty
minutes of expectation and the first of fruition; it was some
time even before her happiness could be said to make her
happy, before the disappointment inseparable from the altera-
tion of person had vanished, and she could s in him the
same William as before, and talk to him, as her heart had been
yearning to do, through many a past year. That time, however,
did gradually come, forwarded by an affection on his side as
warm as her own, and much less incumbered by refinement
or self-distrust. She was the first object of his love, but it was
alove which his stronger spirits, and bolder temper, made it
as natural for him to express as to feel. On the morrow they
were walking about together with true enjoyment, and every
succeeding morrow renewed a tete-a-téte, which Sir Thomas
could not but observe with complacency, even before Edmund
had pointed it out to him.

Excepting the moments of peculiar delight, which any
marked or unlooked-for instance of Edmund's consideration
of her in the last few months had excited, Fanny had never
known so much felicity in her life, asin thisunchecked, equal,
fearless intercourse with the brother and friend, who wes
opening all his heart to her, telling her all his hopes and fears,
plans, and solicitudes respecting that long thought of, dearly
earned, and justly valued blessing of promotion—who could
give her direct and minute information of the father and
mother, brothers and sisters, of whom she very seldom heard
—who was interested in al the comforts and all the little
hardships of her home, at Mansfield—ready to think of every
member of that home as she directed, or differing only by a
less scrupulous opinion, and more noisy abuse of their aunt
Morris--and with whom (perhaps the dearest indulgence of
the whole) all the evil and good of their earliest years could be
gone over again, and every former united pain and pleasure
retraced with the fondest recollection. An advantage this, a



212 MANSFIELD PARK

drengthener of love, in which even the conjugal tie is be-
neath the fraternal. Children of the same family, the same
blood, with the same firs asociations and habits, have
some means of enjoyment in their power, which no sub-
seguent connections can supply; and it must be by a long
and unnatural estrangement, by a divorce which no sub-
seguent connection can justify, if such precious remains
of the earliest attachments are ever entirely outlived. Too
often, alad it is so—Fraternal love, sometimes almost
every thing, is at others worse than nothing. But with Wil -
liam and Fanny Price, it was still a sentiment in all its prime
and freshness wounded by no opposition of interest, cooled
by no separate attachment, and feding the influence of time
and absence only in its increase.

An affection so amiable was advancing each in the opinion
of all who had hearts to value any thing good. Henry Craw-
ford was as much gruck with it as any. He honoured the
warm hearted, blunt fondness of the young sailor, which led
him to say, with his hand dretched towards Fanny's head,
'Do you know, | begin to like that queer fashion already,
though when | first heard of such things being done in
England | could not believeit, and when Mrs. Brown, and
the other women, at the Commissoner's, at Gibraltar,
appeared in the same trim, | thought they were mad; but
Fanny can reconcile me to any thing'—and saw, with lively
admiration, the glow of Fanny's cheek, the brightness of her
eye, the deep interest, the absorbed attention, while her
brother was describing any of the imminent” hazards, or
terrific scenes which such a period, at ssa, must supply.

It was a picture which Henry Crawford had moral tase
enough to value. Fanny's attractions increased—increased
two-fold—for the sengbility which beautified her complexion
and illumined her countenance, was an attraction in itsdf.
He was no longer in doubt of the capabilities of her heart.
She had fedling, genuine feding. It would be something to
be loved by such a girl, to excite the first ardours of her
young, unsophisticated mind! She interested him more than
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he had foreseen. A fortnight was not enough. His say became
indefinite,

William was often called on by his uncle to be the talker.
His recitals were amusing in themsdves to Sir Thomas, but
the chief object in seeking them, wasto under stand therecitor,
to know the young man by his histories, and he ligened to
his clear, smple, spirited details with full satisaction—seaing
in them, the proof of good principles, professonal knowledge,
energy, courage, and chearfulness—every thing that could
deserveor promisewell. Young ashewas, William had already
sem a great deal. He had been in the M editerranean—in the
West Indies—in the Mediterranean again—had been often
taken on shore by the favour of his Captain, and in the course
of seven years had known every variety of danger, which sa
and war together could offer. With such meansin his power
hehad aright to beligened to; and though Mrs. Norriscould
fidget about the room, and disturb every body in quest of two
needlefulls of thread or a second hand shirt button in the
midst of her nephew's account of a shipwreck or an engage-
ment, every body dse was attentive; and even Lady Bertram
could not hear of such horrors unmoved, or without some-
times lifting her eyes from her work to say, '‘Dear me! how
disagreeable—I wonder any body can ever go to sea.

ToHenry Crawford they gave a different feding. Helonged
to have been at sea, and seen and done and suffered as much.
His heart was war med, his fancy fired, and he felt the highest
regpect for a lad who, before he was twenty, had gone through
such bodily hardships, and given such proofs of mind. The
glory of heroism, of usefulness, of exertion, of endurance,
made his own habits of sdfish indulgence appear in shameful
contrast; and he wished he had been a William Price, dis-
tinguishing himsalf and working his way to fortune and
consequence with so much sdf-respect and happy ardour,
ingead of what he wad

The wish was rather eager than lasting. He was roused
from the reverie of retrospection and regret produced by it,
by some inquiry from Edmund as to his plans for the next
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day's hunting; and he found it was as well to be a man of
fortune at once with horses and grooms at his command. In
one respect it was better, as it gave him the means of con-
ferring a kindness where he wished to oblige. With spirits,
courage, and curiogity up to any thing, William expressed an
inclination to hunt; and Crawford could mount him without
the dightest inconvenience to himsdf, and with only some
scruples to obviate in Sir Thomas, who knew better than his
nephew the value of such a loan, and some alarms to reason
away in Fanny. She feared for William; by no means con-
vinced by all that he could relate of his own horsemanship in
various countries, of the scrambling parties in which he had
been engaged, the rough horses and mules he had ridden, or
his many narrow excapes from dreadful falls, that he was at
all equal to the management of a high-fed hunter in an English
fox-chase; nor till he returned safe and well, without accident
or discredit, could she be reconciled to the risk, or fed any
of that obligationtoM r . Crawford for lending the horse which
he had fully intended it should produce. When it was proved
however to have done William no harm, she could alow it to
be a kindness, and even reward the owner with a smile when
the animal was one minute tendered to his use again; and the
next, with the greatest cordiality, and in a manner not to be
ressed, made over to his use entirely so long as he remained
in Northamptonshire.

CHAPTER VII

T H E intercourse of the two families was at this period more
nearly resored to what it had been in the autumn, than any
member of the old intimacy had thought ever likely to be
again. The return of Henry Crawford, and the arrival of
William Price, had much todowithiit, but much wasstill owing
to Sir Thomass more than toleration of the neighbourly
attempts at the Parsonage. His mind, now disengaged from
the cares which had pressed on him at first, was at leisure to
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find the Grantsand their young inmatesreally worth visiting;
and though infinitely above scheming or contriving for any
the most advantageous matrimonial establishment that could
be among the apparent possibilities of any one most dear to
him, and disdaining even as a littleness the being quick-
sighted on such points, he could not avoid perceiving in a
grand and careless way that Mr. Crawford was somewhat
distinguishing his niece—nor perhaps refrain (though un-
consciously) from giving a more willing assent to invitations
on that account.

His readiness, however, in agreeing to dine at the Parsonage,
when the general invitation was at last hazarded, after many
debates and many doubts as to whether it were worth while,
‘because Sir Thomas seemed so ill inclined! and Lady
Bertram was so indolent!'—proceeded from good breeding
and good-will aone, and had nothfng to do with Mr. Craw-
ford, but as being one in an agreeable group; for it was in
the course of that very visit, that he first began to think, that
any one in the habit of such idle observations would have
thought that Mr. Crawford was the admirer of Fanny Price.

The meeting was generally felt to be a pleasant one, being
composed in a good proportion of those who would talk and
those who would listen; and the dinner itself was elegant and
plentiful, according to the usual style of the Grants, and too
much according to the usua habits of all to raise any emotion
except in Mrs. Norris, who could never behold either the
wide table or the number of dishes on it with patience, and
who did aways contrive to experience some evil from the
passing of the servants behind her chair, and to bring away
ome fresh conviction of its being impossible among so many
dishes but that some must be cold.

In the evening it was found, according to the predetermina-
tion of Mrs. Grant and her sister, that after making up the
Whist table there would remain sufficient for a round game,
and every body being as perfectly complying, and without a
choice as on such occasions they always are, Speculation was
decided on almost as soon as Whist; and Lady Bertram soon
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found hersdf in the critical situation of being applied to for
her own choice between the games, and being required ether
to draw a card for Whist or not. She hesitated. Luckily Sir
Thomaswas at hand.

'What shall | do, Sir Thomas?>—Whist ahd Speculation;
which will amuse me most?

Sir Thomas, after a moment's thought, recommended
Speculation. He was a Whist player himsdf, and perhaps
might fed that it would not much amuse him to have her for
a partner.

'Very well,” was her ladyship's contented answer—'then
Speculation if you please, Mrs. Grant. | know nothing about
it, but Fanny mus teach me.'

Here Fanny interposed however with anxious protesta-
tions of her own equal ignorance; she had never played the
game nor s it played in her life; and Lady Bertram fdt a
moment's indecison again—but upon every body's assuring
her that nothing could be s0 easy, that it was the easest game
on thecards, and Henry Crawford's stepping forward with a
most earnest request to be allowed to st between her ladyship
and Miss Price, and teach them both, it was so settled; and
Sir Thomas, Mrs. Norris, and Dr. and Mrs. Grant, being
seated at the table of prime intéllectual sate and dignity, the
remaining six, under MissCrawford'sdirection, werearranged
round the other. It was a fine arrangement for Henry Craw-
ford, who was dose to Fanny, and with his hands full of busi-
ness, having two persons cards to manage as well as his own
—for though it was impossble for Fanny not to fed hersdf
midress of the rules of the game in three minutes, he had yet
toinspirit her play, sharpen her avarice, and harden her heart,
which, especially in any competition with William, was a
work of some difficulty; and as for Lady Bertram, he must
continue in charge of all her fame and fortune through the
whole evening; and if quick enough to keep her from looking
at her cardswhen the deal began, must direct her in whatever
was to be done with them to the end of it.

He was in high spirits, doing every thing with happy ease,
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and pre-eminent in all the lively turns, quick resources and
playful impudence that could do honour to the game; and
the round table was altogether a very comfortable contrast
to the seady sobriety and orderly slence of the other.

Twice had Sir Thomas inquired into the enjoyment and
uccess of his lady, but in vain; no pause was long enough
for the time his measured manner needed; and very little of
her gate could be known till Mrs. Grant was able, at the end
of the first rubber, to go to her and pay her compliments.

'l hope your ladyship is pleased with the game!’

'Oh! dear, yes—Very entertaining indeed. A very odd
game | do not know what it isall about. | am never to sse my
cards, and Mr . Crawford doesall therest.'

'Bertram,’ said Crawford sometime afterwards, taking the
opportunity of alittle languor in the game, 'l have never told
you what happened to me yeserday in my ride home." They
had been hunting together, and were in the midst of a good
run, and at some digance from Mansfield, when his horse
being found to have flung a shoe, Henry Crawford had been
obliged to give up, and make the best of his way back. 'l told
you | log my way after passng that old farm house, with the
yew trees, because | can never bear to ask; but | have not told
you that with my usual luck—for | never do wrong without
gaining by it—I found mysdf in due time in the very place
which | had a curiogity to see | was suddenly, upon turning
the corner of a seepish downy field, in the midst of a retired
little village between gently rising hills; a small $ream before
me to be forded, a church standing on a sort of knoll to my
right—which church was strikingly large and handsome for
the place, and not a gentleman or half a gentleman's house to
be s=en excepting one—to be presumed the Parsonage, within
a gones throw of the said knoll and church. | found myself
in short in Thornton Lacey.'

"It sounds like it," said Edmund; 'but which way did you
turn after passng Sewel's fahn?'

‘I ansve no such irrdevant and ingdious quegtions,
though were | to answer all that you could put in the course
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of an hour, you would never be able to prove that it was not
Thornton Lacey—for such it certainly was'

"You inquired then?

'No, | never inquire. But | told a man mending a hedge
that it was Thornton Lacey, and he agreed to it.’

"You have a good memory. | had forgotten having ever
told you half so much of the place

Thornton Lacey was the name of his impending living, as
Miss Crawford well knew; and her interest in a negociation
for William Price's knave increased.

'Well,” continued Edmund, 'and how did you like what
you saw?

'Very much indeed. You are a lucky fellow. There will be
work for five summers at leas before the place is live-able!

"No, no, not so bad asthat. The farm-yard must be moved,
| grant you; but | am not aware of any thing dse The house
is by no means bad, and when the yard is removed, there may
be a very tolerable approach toit.'

"The farm-yard must be cleared away entirely, and planted
up to shut out the blacksmith's shop. The house must be
turned to front the eas ingead of the north—the entrance
and principal rooms, | mean, mugt be on that sde, where
the view is really very pretty; | am sure it may be done.
And there mug be your approach—through what is at
presnt the garden. You must make you a new garden at
what is now the back of the house which will be giving it
the best aspect in the world—doping to the south-eadt.
The ground ssams precisdy formed for it. | rode fifty yards
up the lane between the church and the house in order to
look about me; and saw how it might all be. Nothing can
be easer. The meadows beyond what will be the garden,
as well as what now is, sweeping round from the lane |
dood in to the north-east, that is, to the principal road
through the village, must be all laid together of course
very pretty meadows they are, findy sprinkled with timber.
They beong to the living, | suppose If not, you must pur-
chase them. Then the sream—something must be done with
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the stream; but | could not quite determine what. | had two
or threeideas’

'And | have two or three ideas a9, said Edmund, 'and
one of them is that very little of your plan for Thornton
Lacey will ever be put in practice. | must be satisfied with
rather less ornament and beauty. | think the house and
premises may be made comfortable, and given the air of a
gentleman's resdence without any very heavy expense, and
that mugt suffice me; and | hope may suffice all who care
about me.'

Miss Crawford, a little suspicious and resentful of a cer-
tain tone of voice and a certain half-look attending the lagt
expresson of his hope, made a hasty finish of her dealings
with William Price, and securing hisknave at an exor bitant
rate, exclaimed, 'There, | will gake my last like a woman of
spirit. No cold prudence for me. | am not born to st still and
donothing. If | losethe game, it shall not be from not striving
for it.'

The game was her's, and only did not pay her for what
se had given to secure it. Another deal proceeded, and
Crawford began again about Thornton Lacey.

"My plan may not be the bes possble | had not many
minutestoform it in: but you must do agood deal. Theplace
deservesit, and you will find your sdlf not satisfied with much
less than it is capable of—(Excuse me, your ladyship must
not s your cards There, let them lie just before you.) The
place desrves it, Bertram. You talk of giving it the air of a
gentleman's resdence. That will be done, by the removal of
the farm-yard, for independent of that terrible nuisance, |
never saw a house of the kind which had in itself so much the
air of agentleman'sresdence, so much thelook of a something
above a mere Parsonage House, above the expenditure of a
few hundreds a year. It is not a scrambling collection of low
gngle rooms, with as many roofs as windows—it is not
cramped into the vulgar compactness of a square farm-house
—it is a solid walled, roomy, mansion-like looking house,
uch as one might suppose a respectable old country family
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had lived in from generation to generation, through two
centuries at leadt, and were now spending from two to three
thousand a year in.* Miss Crawford listened, and Edmund
agread to this. 'The air of a gentleman's resdence, therefore,
you cannot but give it, if you do any thing. But it is capable
of much more. (Let me ss2 Mary; Lady Bertram bids a
dozen for that queen; no, no, a dozen ismorethan it isworth.
Lady Bertram does not bid a dozen. She will have nothing to
sy toit. Go on, go on.) By some such improvementsas | have
uggested, (I do not really require you to proceed upon my
plan, though by the bye | doubt any body's striking out a
better)—you may give it a higher character. You may raise
it into a place. From being the mere gentleman's resdence,
it becomes, by judicious improvement, the resdence of a
man of education, tase, modern manners, good connections.
All this may be samped on it; and that house receive such an
air as to make its owner be st down as the great land-holder
of the parish, by every creaturetravelling the road; epecially
asthereisno real squireshouseto disputethe point; acircum-
dance between oursdves to enhance the value of such a
Stuation in point of privilege and independence beyond all
calculation. You think with me, | hope—(turning with a
Lftened voice to Fanny).—Have you ever seen the place?

Fanny gave a quick negative, and tried to hide her interest
in the subject by an eager attention to her brother, who was
driving as hard a bargain and imposing on her as much as he
could; but Crawford pursued with "No, no, you must not
part with the queen. You have bought her too dearly, and
your brother does not offer half her value. No, no, gr, hands
off—hands off. Your Sser does not part with the queen. She
is quite determined. The game will be yours,' turning to her
again—'it will certainly be yours'

'And Fanny had much rather it were William's," sad
Edmund, smiling at her. 'Poor Fanny! not allowed to cheat
hersdf as she wished!'

"Mr. Bertram,' said Miss Crawford, a few minutes after-
wards, 'vou know Henry to be such a capital improver, that
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you cannot possbly engage in any thing of the sort at Thorn-
ton Lacey, without accepting his help. Only think how usgful
hewas at Sotherton! Only think what grand things were pro-
duced there by our all going with him one hot day in August
to drive about the grounds, and s his geniustakefire. There
we went, and there we came home again; and what was done
thereisnot to be told!"

Fanny's eyes were turned on Crawford for a moment with
an expresson more than grave, even reproachful; but on
catching his were ingantly withdrawn. With something of
consciousness he shook his head at his sgter, and laughingly
replied, 'l cannot sy there was much done at Sotherton; but
it wasa hot day, and we were all walking after each other and
bewildered." As soon as a general buz gave him shdlter, he
added, in a low voice directed soldy at Fanny, 'l should be
orry to have my powers of planning judged of by the day at
Sotherton. | see things very differently now. Do not think of
meas | appeared then.'

Sotherton wasa word to catch Mrs. Norris, and being just
then in the happy leisure which followed securing the odd
trick by Sir Thomas's capital play and her own, againg Dr.
and Mrs. Grant's great hands, she called out in high good-
humour, 'Sotherton! Yes, that is a place indeed, and we had
acharming day there. William, you are quite out of luck; but
the next timeyou come | hopedear M r . and Mr s. Rushworth
will be at home, and | am sure | can answer for your being
kindly received by both. Your cousns are not of a sort to
forget their relations, and M r . Rushworth is a most amiable
man. They are at Brighton now, you know—in one of the
beg housesthere, asM r , Rushworth'sfinefortunegivesthem
aright to be. | do not exactly know the distance, but when
you get back to Portsmouth, if it isnot very far off, you ought
to go over and pay your regpects to them; and | could send
a little parce by you that | want to get conveyed to your
cousns'

'1 should be very happy, aunt—but Brighton is almost
by Beachey Head; and if | could get so far, | could not expect
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to be welcome in such a smart place as that—poor scrubby
midshipman as | am.’'

Mrs. Norris was beginning an eager assurance of the
affability he might depend on, when she was stopped by Sir
Thomases saying with authority, 'l do not advise your going
to Brighton, William, as | trust you may soon have more
convenient opportunities of meeting, but my daughters would
be happy to s their cousins any where; and you will find
Mr. Rushworth most sincerely disposed to regard all the
connections of our family as hisown.'

'l would rather find him private secretary to thefirst Lord
than any thing dse’ was William's only answer, in an under
voice, not meant to reach far, and the subject dropped.

As yet Sir Thomas had seen nothing to remark in Mr.
Crawford's behaviour; but when the Whist table broke up
at the end of the second rubber, and leaving Dr. Grant and
Mrs. Norris to dispute over their last play, he became a
looker-on at the other, he found his niece the object of atten-
tions, or rather of professions of a somewhat pointed character.

Henry Crawford wes in the first glow of another scheme
about Thornton Lacey, and not being able to catch Edmund's
ear, was detailing it to his fair neighbour with a look of con-
Siderable earnestness. His scheme was to rent the house him-
self the following winter, that he might have a home of his
own in that neighbourhood; and it was not merely for the
use of it in the hunting season, (as he was then telling her,)
though that consideration had certainly some weight, feeling
as he did, that in spite of all Dr. Grant's very great kindness,
it was impossible for him and his horses to be accommodated
where they now were without material inconvenience; but
his attachment to that neighbourhood did not depend upon
one amusement or one season of the year: he had st his heart
upon having a something there that he could come to at any
time, alittle homestall at his command where all the holidays
of his year might be spent, and he might find himself con-
tinuing, improving, and perfecting that friendship and inti-
macy with the Mansfield Park family which was increasing
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in value to him every day. Sir Thomas heard and was not
offended. There was no want of repect in the young man's
address, and Fanny'sreception of it was so proper and modes,
50 calm and uninviting, that he had nothing to censurein her.
She said little, assented only here and there, and betrayed no
inclination either of appropriating any part of the compliment
to hersdf or of strengthening his views in favour of North-
amptonshire. Finding by whom he was observed, Henry
Crawford addressed himself on the same subject to Sir
Thomas, in a moreevery day tone, but still with feding.

'l want to be your neighbour, Sir Thomas, as you have
perhaps heard me telling Miss Price. May | hope for your
acquiescence and for your not influencing your son againg
uch a tenant?

Sir Thomas, politely bowing, replied—'lt isthe only way,
gr, in which | could not wish you established as a per manent
neighbour; but | hope, and believe, that Edmund will occupy
his own house at Thornton Lacey. Edmund, am | saying too
much ?

Edmund, on this appeal, had firs to hear what was going
on, but on under standing the question, wasat no lossfor an
answer.

‘Certainly, gr, | have no idea but of resdence. But, Craw-
ford, though | refuseyou asatenant, cometo measafriend.
Condder the house as half your own every winter, and we
will add to the gables on your own improved plan, and with
all the improvements of your improved plan that may occur
to you this spring.’

'We shall bethe losers continued Sir Thomas. 'His going,
though only eight miles, will be an unwelcome contraction of
our family circle; but | should have been deeply mortified, if
any son of mine could reconcile himself to doing less It is
perfectly natural that you should not have thought much on
thesubject, M r . Crawford. But a parish haswantsand claims
which can be known only by a clergyman constantly resident,
and which no proxy can be capable of satisfying to the same
extent. Edmund might, in the common phrase do the duty
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of Thornton, that is, hemight read prayersand preach, with-
out giving up Mandfield Park; he might ride over, every
Sunday, to a house nominally inhabited, and go through
divine service; he might bethe clergyman of Thornton Lacey
every seventh day, for three or four hours, if that would con-
tent him. But it will not. He knows that human nature neads
more lessons than a weekly sermon can convey, and that if
he does not live among his parishioners and prove himsef
by congant attention their well-wisher and friend, he does
very little either for their good or hisown.'

M r . Crawford bowed his acgquiescence.

'Lrepeat again,' added Sir Thomas, 'that Thornton Lacey
isthe only house in the neighbourhood in which 1 should not
be happy to wait on M r . Crawford asoccupier.'

M r . Crawford bowed histhanks.

'Sir Thomas," said Edmund, 'undoubtedly understands
the duty of a parish priest.—We mus hope his son may prove
that he knowsiit too."

Whatever effect Sir Thomas's little harangue might really
produceon M r . Crawford, it raised someawkward sensations
in two of the others, two of his mog attentive ligeners, Miss
Crawford and Fanny.—One of whom, having never before
understood that Thornton was S0 soon and so completely to
be his home, was pondering with downcagt eyes on what it
would be, not to s¢ Edmund every day; and the other,
gartled from the agreeable fancies she had been previoudy
indulging on the srength of her brother's description, no
longer able, in the picture she had been forming of a future
Thornton, to shut out the church, snk the clergyman, and
e only the respectable, elegant, modernized, and occasonal
resdence of a man of independent fortune—was consdering
Sir Thomas, with decided ill-will, asthe destroyer of all this,
and suffering the more from that involuntary forbearance
which his character and manner commanded, and from not
daringtordievehersdf by asingleattempt at throwingridicule
on hiscause

All the agreeable of her speculation was over for that hour.
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It was time to have done with cards if sermons prevailed, and
dhe was glad to find it necessary to come to a concluson
and be able to refresh her spirits by a change of place and
neighbour.

The chief of the party were now collected irregularly round
thefire, and waiting the final break up. William and Fanny
were the mogt detached. They remained together at the other-
wise deserted card-table, talking very comfortably and not
thinking of the rest, till some of the rest began to think of
them. Henry Crawford's chair was the first to be given a
direction towards them, and he sat slently observing them
for a few minutes; himself in the meanwhile observed by Sir
Thomas, who was sanding in chat with Dr. Grant.

'This is the Assembly night/ said William. "1 f | were at
Portsmouth, | should be at it perhaps!

'But you do not wish yoursdf at Portsmouth, William?'

'No, Fanny, that | do not. | shall have enough of Ports-
mouth, and of dancing too, when | cannot have you. And |
do not know that there would be any good in going to the
Asembly, for | might not get a partner. The Portsmouth
girlsturn up their nosesat any body who hasnot a commission.
Onemight aswell be nothing asa midshipman. Oneisnothing
indeed. You remember the Gregorys, they are grown up
amazing fine girls, but they will hardly spesk to me, because
Lucy is courted by a lieutenant.'

'Oh! shame, shamel—But never mind it, William. (Her
own cheks in a glow of indignation as she spoke) It is
not worth minding. It is no reflection on you; it is no more
than what the greates admirals have all experienced, more
or less in their time. You mus think of that; you must
try to make up your mind to it as one of the hardships which
fall to every sailor's share—like bad weather and hard living
—only with this advantage, that there will be an end to it,
that there will come a time when you will have nothing of
that sort to endure. When you are a lieutenant!—only think,
William, when you are a lieutenant, how little you will care
for any nonsense of this kind.'



*20 MANSFIELD PARK

I begin to think | shall never be a lieutenant, Fanny.
Every body gets made but me.'

'Oh! my dear William, do not talk so, do not be so despond-
ing. My uncle says nothing, but 1 am sure he will do every
thing in his power to get you made. He knows, as well as you
do, of what consequence it is.'

She was checked by the sight'of her uncle much nearer to
them than she had any suspicion of, and each found it neces-
say to tak of something else

" Are you fond of dancing, Fanny?

'Yes, very;—only | am soon tired.'

'l should like to go to a ball with you and see you dance.
Have you never any balls a Northampton?—-1 should like
to s you dance, and I'd dance with you if you would, for
nobody would know who | was here, and | should like to be
your partner once more. We used to jump about together
many a time, did not we? when the hand-organ was in the
street? | am a pretty good dancer in my way, but | dare sy
you are a better.'—And turning to his uncle, who was now
close to them—'I's not Fanny a very good dancer, sir?'

Fanny, in dismay at such an unprecedented question, did
not know which way to look, or how to be prepared for the
answer. Some very grave reproof, or at least the coldest ex-
pression of indifference must be coming to distress her brother,
and sink her to the ground. But, on the contrary, it was no
worse than, 'l am sorry to sy that | am unable to answer your
question. | have never seen Fanny dance since she wes a little
girl, but I trust we shall both think she acquits herself like a
gentlewoman when we do se her, which perhaps we may
have an opportunicy of doing ere long.'

‘I have had the pleasure of seeing your sister dance, Mr.
Price/ said Henry Crawford, leaning forward, 'and will
engage to answer every inquiry which you can make on the
subject, to your entire satisfaction. But | believe (seeing Fanny
look distressed) it must be at some other time. There is one
person in company who does not like to have Miss Price
spoken of .’
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True enough, he had once seen Fanny dance; and it was
equally true that he would now have answered for her gliding
about with quiet, light elegance, and in admirable time, but
in fact he could not for the life of him recall what her dancing
had been, and rather took it for granted that she had been
present than remembered any thing about her.

He passed, however, for an admirer of her dancing; and
Sir Thomas, by no means displeased, prolonged the conversa-
tion on dancing in general, and was so well engaged in describ-
ing the balls of Antigua, and listening to what his nephew
could relate of the different modes of dancing which had
fdlen within his observation, that he had not heard his
carriage announced, and was first called to the knowledge ot
it by the bustle of Mrs. Norris.

‘Come, Fanny, Fanny, what are you about? We are going.
Do not you sseyour aunt isgoing ? Quick, quick. | cannot bear
to keep good old Wilcox waiting. Y ou should always remember
the coachman and horses. My dear Sir Thomas, we have
settled it that the carriage should come back for you, and
Edmund, and William.'

Sir Thomas could not dissent, as it had been his own
arrangement, previously communicated to his wife and sister;
but that seemed forgotten by Mrs. Norris, who must fancy
that she settled it all herself

Fanny's last feeling in the visit was disappointment—for
the shawl which Edmund was quietly taking from the servant
to bring and put round her shoulders, was seized by Mr.
Crawford's quicker hand, and she was obliged to be indebted
to his more prominent attention.

CHAPTER VIII

WILLIAM'S desire of seeing Fanny dance, made more than
amomentary impression on his uncle. The hope of an oppor-
tunity, which Sir Thomas had then given, was not given to be
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thought of no more. He remained steadily inclined to gratify
S0 amiable a feeling—to gratify any body ese who might wish
to see Fanny dance, and to give pleasure to the young people
in general; and having thought the matter over and taken his
resolution in quiet independence, the result of it appeared
the next morning at breskfast, when, after recalling and com-
mending what his nephew had said, he added, 'l do not like,
William, that you should leave Northamptonshire without
this indulgence. It would give me pleasure to sse you both
dance. Y ou spoke of the balls at Northampton. Y our cousins
have occasionally attended them; but they would not alto-
gether suit us now. The fatigue would be too much for your
aunt. | believe, we must not think of a Northampton ball.
A dance at home would be more eligible, and i f —

'Ah! my dear Sir Thomas," interrupted Mrs. Norris, 'l
knew what was coming. | knew what you were going to say.
If dear Julia were at home, or dearet Mrs. Rushworth at
Sotherton, to afford a reason, an occasion for such a thTng,
you would be tempted to give the young people a dance at
Mansfield. 1 know you would. If they were at home to grace
the ball, a ball you would have this very Christmas. Thank
your uncle, William, thank your uncle.’

'My daughters,’ replied Sir Thomas, gravely interposing,
'have their pleasures at Brighton, and | hope are very happy;
but the dance which | think of giving & Mansfield, will be
for their cousins. Could we be all assembled, our satisfaction
would undoubtedly be more complete, but the absence of
some is not to debar the others of anusement.’

Mrs. Norris had not another word to say. She saw decision
in his looks, and her surprize and vexation required some
minutes silence to be settled into composure. A ball at such
atime! His daughters absent and herself not consulted! There
was comfort, however, soon at hand. She must be the doer of
every thing; Lady Bertram would of course be spared all
thought and exertion, and it would all fall upon her. She
should have to do the honours of the evening, and this reflec-
tion quickly restored so much of her good humour as enabled
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her to join in with the others, before their happiness and
thanks were all expressed.

Edmund, William, and Fanny, did, in their different ways,
look and spesk as much grateful pleasure in the promised
ball, as Sir Thomas could desre. Edmund's fedings were for
the other two. His father had never conferred a favour or
shewn a kindness more to his satisfaction.

Lady Bertram was perfectly quiescent and contented, and
had no objections to make. Sir Thomas engaged for its giving
her very little trouble, and she assured him, ‘that she was not
at all afraid of thetrouble, indeed she could not imagine there
would be any.'

Mrs. Norriswas ready with her suggestions asto the rooms
hewould think fittest to be used, but found it all prearranged;
and when she would have conjectured and hinted about the
day, it appeared that the day was settled too. Sir Thomas had
been amusing himsef with shaping a very complete outline
of the busness, and as soon as she would listen quietly, could
read his list of the families to be invited, from whom he
calculated, with all necessary allowance for the shortness of
the notice, to collect young people enough to form twelve or
fourteen couple; and could detail the consderations which
had induced him to fix on the zzd, as the mog eligible day.
William was required to be at Portsmouth on the 24th; the
22d would therefore be the lagt day of his visit; but where
the days were so few it would be unwise to fix on any earlier.
Mrs. Norriswas obliged to be satisfied with thinking just the
same and with having been on the point of proposng the
22d herdf, as by far the best day for the purpose.

The ball was now a stttled thing, and before the evening a
proclaimed thing to all whom it concerned. Invitations were
st with dispatch, and many a young lady went to bed that
night with her head full of happy cares as well as Fanny.
—Toher, the cares wer e sometimes almost beyond the happi-
nes for young and inexperienced, with small means of
choice and no confidence in her own tase—the 'how she
should be dressed' was a point of painful solicitude; and the

M.P. - 12
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amog solitary ornament in her posesson, a very pretty
amber arosswhich William had brought her from Sicily, was
the greatest didress of all, for she had nothing but a bit of
ribbon to fagen it to; and though she had worn it in that
manner once, would it be allowable at such a time, in the
midst of all the rich ornaments which she supposed all the
other young ladies would appear in? And yet not to wear it!
William had wanted to buy her a gold chain too, but the pur-
chase had been beyond his means, and therefore not to wear
the aoss might be mortifying him. These were anxious
consderations, enough to sober her spirits even under the
prospect of a ball given principally for her gratification.

The preparations meanwhile went on, and Lady Bertram
continued to St on her sofa without any inconvenience from
them. She had some extra vidts from the housskeeper, and
her maid wasrather hurried in making up a new dressfor her;
Sir Thomas gave orders and Mrs. Norrisran about, but all
this gave her no trouble, and as she had foreseen, 'there was
in fact no trouble in the busness'

Edmund was at this time particularly full of cares, his
mind being deeply occupied in the consderation of two
important events now at hand, which were to fix his fate in
life—ordination and matrimony—events of such a serious
character as to make the ball, which would be very quickly
followed by one of them, appear of less moment in his eyes
than in those of any other person in the house. On the 23d
he was going to a friend near Peterborough in the same situa-
tion as himsdf, and they were to receive ordination in the
course of the Christmas week. Half his destiny would then
be determined—but the other half might not be so very
smoothly wooed. His duties would be established, but the
wife who was to share, and animate, and reward those duties
might yet be unattainable. He knew his own mind, but he
was not always perfectly assured of knowing Miss Crawford's.
There were points on which they did not quite agree, there
were moments in which she did not ssem propitious, and
though' trusting altogether to her affection, so far as to be
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resolved (almost resolved) on bringing it to a decison within
a very short time, as soon as the variety of busness before
him were arranged, and he knew what he had to offer her—
he had many anxious fedings, many doubting hoursas to the
result. His conviction of her regard for him was sometimes
very strong; he could look back on a long course of encourage-
ment, and she was as perfect in disnterested attachment as
in every thing dse But at other timesdoubt and alarm inter-
mingled with his hopes, and when he thought of her acknow-
ledged disinclination for privacy and retirement, her decided
preference of a London life—what could he expect but a
determined regection? unlessit were an acceptance even more
to be deprecated, demanding such sacrifices of situation and
employment on his sde as conscience mugt forbid.

The issue of all depended on one question. Did she love
him well enough to forego what had used to be essntial
points—did she love him well enough to make them no longer
essntial? And this question, which he was continually re-
peating to himsdf, though oftenest answered with a 'Yes,
had sometimesits 'No.’

Miss Crawford was soon to leave Mansfield, and on this
cdrcumgance the 'no' and the 'yes had been very recently in
alternation. He had seen her eyes sparkle as she spoke of the
dear friend's letter, which claimed a long visit from her in
London, and of thekindness of Henry, in engaging to remain
where he was till January, that he might convey her thither;
he had heard her spesk of the pleasure of such a journey with
an animation which had 'no' in every tone. But this had
occurred on thefirst day of its being settled, within the first
hour of the burgt of such enjoyment, when nothing but the
friends she was to visit, was before her. He had snce heard
he express hersdf differently—with other fedings—more
cheguered fedings, he had heard her tell Mrs. Grant that
she should leave her with regret; that she began to beieve
nether the friends nor the pleasures she was going to were
worth those she left behind; and that though she fdt she
mug go, and knew she should enjoy hersdf when on€'s away
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she was already looking forward to being at Mansfield again.
Wastherenot a 'yes in all this?

With such matters to ponder over, and arrange, and re-
arrange, Edmund could not, on his own account, think very
much of the evening, which the res of the family were look-
ing forward to with a more equal degree of srong interest.
Independent of his two cousns enjoyment in it, the evening
was to him of no higher value than any other appointed meet-
ing of the two families might be. In every meeting there was
a hope of receiving farther confirmation of Miss Crawford's
attachment; but the whirl of a ball-room perhaps was not
particularly favourable to the excitement or expresson of
srious fedings To engage her early for the two first dances
was all the command of individual happiness which he felt
in his power, and the only preparation for the ball which he
could enter into, in spite of all that was pasing around him
on the subject, from morning till night.

Thursday was the day of the ball: and on Wedneday
morning, Fanny, still unable to satify hersdf, as to what she
ought to wear, determined to ssk the counsd of the more
enlightened, and apply to Mrs. Grant and her sger, whose
acknowledged taste would certainly bear her blameess, and
as Edmund and William were gone to Northampton, and she
had reason to think M r. Crawford likewise out, she walked
down to the Parsonage without much fear of wanting an
opportunity for private discusson; and the privacy of such
a discusson was a mog important part of it to Fanny, being
more than half ashamed of her own solicitude.

She met Miss Crawford within a few yards of the Par son-
age, jud setting out to call on her, and as it ssemed to her,
that her friend, though obliged to ingst on turning back,
was unwilling to lose her walk, she explained her busness at
once and observed that if she would be so kind as to give her
opinion, it might be all talked over as well without doors as
within. Miss Crawford appeared gratified by the application,
and after a moment's thought, urged Fanny's returning with
her in a much more cordial manner than before, and proposed
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their going up into her room, where they might have a com-
fortable coze®* without disturbing Dr. and Mrs. Grant, who
were together in the drawing-room. It was just the plan to
it Fanny; and with a great deal of gratitude on her sde for
uch ready and kind attention, they proceeded in doors and
upgtairs, and were soon deep in the interesting subject. Miss
Crawford, pleased with the appeal, gave her all her bedt
judgment and taste, made every thing easy by her sugges
tions and tried to make every thing agreeable by her en-
couragement. The dress being settled in all its grander parts,
—'But what shall you have by way of necklace? said Miss
Crawford. 'Shall not you wear your brother'scross? And as
dhe spoke she was undoing a small parcel, which Fanny had
observed in her hand when they met. Fanny acknowledged
her wishes and doubts on this point; she did not know how
ether to wear the cross, or to refrain from wearing it. She
wes answered by having a small trinket-box placed before
her, and being requested to chuse from among several gold
chains and necklaces. Such had been the parcd with which
Miss Crawford was provided, and such the object of her
intended visit; and in the kindest manner she now urged
Fanny's taking one for the cross and to keep for her sake,
saying every thing she could think of to obviate the scruples
which were making Fanny start back at first with a look of
horror at the proposal.

"You s what a collection | have,' said she, 'more by half
than | ever usor think of. | do not offer them as new. | offer
nothing but an old necklace. You mug forgive the liberty
and oblige me.'

Fanny still ressted, and from her heart. The gift was too
valuable. But, Miss Crawford persevered, and argued the
cae with so much affectionate earnestness through all the
heads of William and the cross, and the ball, and herdf, as
to be finally successul. Fanny found herself obliged to yield
that she might not be accused of pride or indifference, or some
other littleness;, and having with modest reluctance given her
consent, proceeded to make the sdection. She looked and
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looked, longing to know which might be leag valuable; and
was determined in her choice at lagt, by fancying there was
one necklace more frequently placed before her eyes than the
reg. It was of gold prettily worked; and though Fanny would
have preferred a longer and a plainer chain as more adapted
for her purpose, she hoped in fixing on this, to be chusng
what Miss Crawford leas wished to keep. Miss Crawford
smiled her perfect approbation; and hasened to complete
the gift by putting the necklace round her and making her
s how well it looked.

Fanny had not a word to sy againg its becomingness, and
excepting what remained of her scruples, was exceedingly
pleased with an acquisition so very apropos. She would
rather perhaps have been obliged to some other person. But
thiswas an unworthy feding. Miss Crawford had anticipated
her wants with a kindness which proved her a real friend.
"When | wear this necklace | shall always think of you," said
dhe, 'and fed how very kind you were!

"You must think of somebody ese too when you wear that
necklace,' replied Miss Crawford. "You mug think of Henry,
for it was his choice in the first place. He gave it to me, and
with the necklace | make over to you all the duty of remember -
ing theoriginal giver. It isto be a family remembrancer. The
gger isnot to be in your mind without bringing the brother
too.’

Fanny, in great asonishment and confusion, would have
returned the present instantly. To take what had been the
gift of another person—of a brother too—impossiblel—it
must not bel—and with an eagernessand embar rassment quite
diverting to her companion, she laid down the necklace again
on its cotton, and seemed resolved either to take another or
none at all. Miss Crawford thought she had never ssen a
prettier constiousness 'My dear child,’ said she laughing,
'what are you afraid of? Do you think Henry will claim the
necklace as mine, and fancy you did not come honestly by it?
—or are you imagining he would be too much flattered by
seeing round your lovely throat an ornament which his money
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purchasad three years ago, before he knew there was such a
throat in the world?—or perhaps—Iooking archly—'you
upett a confederacy between us and that what 1 am now
doing iswith hisknowledge and at his desire?

With the degpest blushes Fanny protested againg such a
thought.

'"Well then," replied Miss Crawford more srioudy but
without at all believing her, 'to convince me that you suspect
no trick, and are as unsuspicious of compliment as | have
always found you, take the necklace, and say no more about
it. Its being a gift of my brother's need not make the smallest
difference in your accepting it, as | assure you it makes none
in my willingnessto part with it. Heisalwaysgiving me some-
thing or other. | have such innumerable presents from him
that it is quite impossble for me to value, or for him to
remember half. And as for this necklace, | do not suppose
| have worn it gx times; it is very pretty—but | never think
of it; and though you would be most heartily welcome to
any other in my trinket-box, you have happened to fix on
the very one which, if I have a choice, | would rather part
with and s in your possesson than any other. Say no more
againg it, | entreat you. Such a trifle is not worth half so
many words.

Fanny dared not make any further opposition; and with
renewed but less happy thanks accepted the necklace again,
for there was an expresson in Miss Crawford's eyes which
dhe could not be satisfied with.

It was impossble for her to be insensble of Mr. Craw-
ford's change of manners. She had long seen it. He evidently
tried to please her—he was gallant—he was attentive—he
was something like what he had been to her cousns he
wanted, she supposed, to cheat her of her tranquillity as
he had cheated them; and whether he might not have some
concern in this necklacel—She could not be convinced that
he had not, for Miss Crawford, complaisant as a sster, was
cardess asa woman and a friend.

Reflecting and doubting, and feding that the possesson
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of what she had so much wished for, did not bring much
satisfaction, she now walked home again—with a change
rather than a diminution of cares since her treading that path
before.

CHAPTER IX

ON reaching home, Fanny went immediately up stairs to
deposit this unexpected acquisition, this doubtful good of a
necklace, in some favourite box in the east room which held
all her smaller treasures; but on opening the door, what was
her surprize to find her cousin Edmund there writing at the
table! Such a sight having never occurred before, was amost
as wonderful as it was welcome.

'Fanny," said he directly, leaving his seet and his pen, and
meeting her with something in his hand, 'l beg your pardon
for being here. |1 came to look for you, and after waiting a
little whilein hope of your coming in, was making use of your
inkstand to explain my errand. Y ou will find the beginning of
a note to yourself; but | can now spesk my business, which
is merely to beg your acceptance of this little trifle—a chain
for William's cross. Y ou ought to have had it a week ago, but
there has been a delay from my brother's not being in town
by several days so soon as | expected; and | have only just
now received it at Northampton. | hope you will like the
chain itself, Fanny. | endeavoured to consult the simplicity
of your taste, but a any rate | know you will be kind to my
intentions, and consider it, as it realy is, a token of the love
of one of your oldest friends.'

And so saying, he was hurrying away, before Fanny, over-
powered by a thousand feelings of pain and pleasure, could
attempt to spesk; but quickened by one sovereign wish she
then called out, 'Oh! cousin, stop a moment, pray stop.'

He turned back.

'l cannot attempt to thank you,' she continued in a very
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agitated manner, 'thanks are out of the question. | fed much
more than | can possbly express. Your goodnessin thinking
of me in such a way is beyond'—

'If thisisall you have to say, Fanny/ smiling and turning
away again—

'No, no, it isnot. | want to consult you.'

Almost unconscioudy she had now undone the parcd he
had just put into her hand, and seeing before her, in all the
niceness of jewdler's packing, a plain gold chain perfectly
smple and neat, she could not help bursting forth again.
'Oh! thisisbeautiful indeed! thisisthe very thing, precisdy
what | wished for! thisisthe only ornament | have ever had
adedreto posess |t will exactly suit my cross They must
and shall be worn together. It comestoo in such an acceptable
moment. Oh! cousin, you do not know how acceptable it is!'

My dear Fanny, you fed thesethingsagreat deal too much.
| am mogt happy that you likethechain, and that it should be
here in time for to-morrow: but your thanks are far beyond
the occason. Believe me, | have no pleasure in the world
superior to that of contributing to yours. No, | can safdy say,
| have no pleasure so complete, so unalloyed. It iswithout a
drawback.

Upon such expressions of affection, Fanny could have lived
an hour without saying another word; but Edmund, after
waiting a moment, obliged her to bring down her mind from
its heavenly flight by saying, 'But what isit that you want to
consult me about?

It was about the necklace, which she was now mog earn-
egly longing to return, and hoped to obtain his approbation
of her doing. She gave the history of her recent visit, and now
her raptures might well be over, for Edmund was so struck
with the circumstance, so ddighted with what Miss Crawford
had done, so gratified by such a coincidence of conduct be-
tween them, that Fanny could not but admit the superior
power of one pleasure over his own mind, though it might
have its drawback. It was some time before she could get his
attention to her plan, or any answer to her demand of his
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opinion; hewasin a reverie of fond reflection, uttering only
now and then a few half sntences of praise; but when he
did awake and understand, he was very decided in opposing
what she wished.

'Return thenecklace! No, my dear Fanny, upon no account.
It would be mortifying her severdly. There can hardly be a
mor e unpleasant sensation than the having any thing returned
on our hands, which we have given with a reasonable hope of
its contributing to the comfort of a friend. Why should she
lose a pleasure which she has shewn herself so deserving of ?

"I fit had been given tomein thefirst ingance,’ said Fanny,
'l should not have thought of returning it; but being her
brother's present, is not it fair to suppose that she would
rather not part with it, when it isnot wanted?

'She must not suppose it not wanted, not acceptable at
least; and its having been originally her brother's gift makes
no difference, for as she was not prevented from offering, nor
you from taking it on that account, it ought not to affect your
keeping it. No doubt it is handsomer than mine, and fitter
for a ball-room.’

‘No, it is not handsomer, not at all handsomer in its way,
and for my purpose not half so fit. The chain will agree with
William's coss beyond all comparison better than the
necklace:!’

'For onenight, Fanny, for only onenight, if it be a sacrifice
—I am sureyou will, upon consider ation, makethat sacrifice
rather than give pain to one who has been so sudious of your
comfort. Miss Crawford's attentions to you have been—not
mor e than you were justly entitled to—I am the lag person
tothink that could be—but they have been invariable; and to
be returning them with what must have something the air
of ingratitude, though | know it could never have the meaning,
isnot in your nature | am sure. Wear the necklace, asyou are
engaged to do to-morrow evening, and let the chain, which
was not ordered with any reference to the ball, be kept for
commoner occasons. Thisismy advice. | would not have the
shadow of a coolness between the two whose intimacy | have
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been observing with the greatest pleasure, and in whose
characters there is s0 much general resemblance in true
generogty and natural ddicacy as to make the few dight
differences, resulting principally from situation, no reason-
able hindrance to a perfect friendship. | would not have the
shadow of a codness arise’ he repeated, his voice sinking
a little, 'between the two dearest objects | have on earth.'

He was gone as he spoke; and Fanny remained to tran-
quillise hersdf as she could. She was one of his two dearest
—that must support her. But the other!—the first! She had
never heard him geak s0 openly before, and though it told
her no more than what she had long perceived, it was a stab;
—for it told of his own convictions and views. They were
decided. He would marry Miss Crawford. It was a ab, in
Soite of every longstanding expectation; and she was obliged
to repeat again and again that she was one of his two deares,
before the words gave her any sensation. Could she believe
Miss Crawford to deserve him, it would be—Oh! how differ-
ent would it be—how far more tolerable! But he was deceived
in her; he gave her merits which she had not; her faults were
what they had ever been, but he ssw them no longer. Till she
had shed many tears over this deception, Fanny could not
aubdue her agitation; and the deection which followed could
only be relieved by the influence of fervent prayers for his
happiness

It was her intention, as she felt it to be her duty, to try to
overcome all that was excessve, all that bordered on sHfish-
ness in her affection for Edmund. To call or to fancy it a loss
a disappointment, would be a presumption; for which she
had not words strong enough to satisfy her own humility.
To think of him as Miss Crawford might be judtified in
thinking, would in her be insanity. To her, he could be
nothing under any circumstances—nothing dearer than a
friend. Why did such an idea occur to her even enough to
be reprobated and forbidden? It ought not to have touched
on the confines of her imagination. She would endeavour to
be rational, and to deserve the right of judging of Miss
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Crawford's character and the privilege of true solicitude for
him by a sound intellect and an honest heart.

She had all the heroism of principle, and was deter mined
to do her duty; but having also many of the fedings of youth
and nature, let her not be much wondered at if, after making
all these good resolutions on the side of sdf-government, she
seized the scrap of paper on which Edmund had begun writing
to her, as a treasure beyond all her hopes, and reading with
the tenderest emotion thesewords, 'My very dear Fanny, you
must do me the favour to accept'—locked it up with the chain,
asthe deareg part of the gift. It was the only thing approach-
ing to a letter which she had ever received from him; she
might never receive another; it was impossble that she ever
should receive another 0 perfectly gratifying in the occason
and the gtyle. Two lines more prized had never fallen from
the pen of the mog digtinguished author—never more com-
pletely blessed the researches of the fondest biographer. The
enthusiasm of awoman'sloveiseven beyond thebiographer's.
To her, the hand-writing itsdf, independent of any thing it
may convey, is a blesssdness Never were such characters cut
by any other human being, as Edmund's commonest hand-
writing gavel This specimen, written in hage as it was, had
not afault; and there was a fdicity in the flow of the first four
words, in the arrangement of "My very dear Fanny,' which
she could have looked at for ever.

Having regulated her thoughts and comforted her fedings
by this happy mixture of reason and weakness, she was able,
in due time, to go down and resume her usual employments
near her aunt Bertram, and pay her the usual observances
without any apparent want of spirits.

Thursday, predestined to hope and enjoyment, came; and
opened with more kindness to Fanny than such self-willed,
unmanageable days often volunteer, for soon after breakfast
a very friendly note was brought from Mr. Crawford to
William sating, that as he found himself obliged to go to
London on the morrow for a few days, he could not help
trying to procure a companion; and therefore hoped that if
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William could make up his mind to leave Mansfield half a
day earlier than had been proposed, he would accept a place
in his carriage. Mr. Crawford meant to be in town by his
uncdés accusomary late dinner-hour, and William was
invited to dine with him at the Admiral's. The proposal was
a very pleasant one to William himself, who enjoyed the idea
of travelling pogt with four horses and such a good humoured
agreseble friend; and in likening it to going up with dis-
patches, was saying at once every thing in favour of its happi-
nes and dignity which his imagination could suggest; and
Fanny, from a different motive, was exceedingly pleased: for
the original plan was that William should go up by the mail
from Northampton the following night, which would not
have allowed him an hour's rest before he must have got into
a Portsmouth coach; and though this offer of M r. Crawford's
would rob her of many hours of his company, she was too
happy in having William spared from the fatigue of such a
journey, to think of any thing dse. Sir Thomas approved of
it for another reason. His nephew's introduction to Admiral
Crawford might be of service. The Admiral he beieved had
interest. Upon the whole, it was a very joyous note. Fanny's
spirits lived on it half the morning, deriving some accesson
of pleasure from its writer being himself to go away.

Asfor the ball so near at hand, she had too many agitations
and fears to have half the enjoyment in anticipation which
she ought to have had, or must have been supposed to have,
by the many young ladies looking forward to the same event
in Stuations more at easg, but under circumstances of less
novelty, lessinterest, less peculiar gratification than would be
attributed to her. Miss Price, known only by nameto half the
people invited, was now to make her first appearance, and
mug be regarded as the Queen of the evening. Who could
be happier than Miss Price? But Miss Price had not been
brought up to the trade of coming out; and had she known in
what light thisball was, in general, consdered respecting her,
it would very much have lessened her comfort by increasing
the fears she already had, of doing wrong and being looked at.
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To dance without much observation or any extraordinary
fatigue, to have strength and partners for about half the
evening, to dance a little with Edmund, and not a great dea
withMr. Crawford, to sse William enjoy himself, and be able
to keep away from her aunt Norris, was the height of her
ambition, and seemed to comprehend her greatest possibility
of happiness. As these were the best of her hopes, they could
not always prevail; and in the course of along morning, spent
principally with her two aunts, she was often under the in-
fluence of much less sanguine views. William, determined to
make this last day a day of thorough enjoyment, was out snipe
shooting; Edmund, she had too much reason to suppose, was
at the Parsonage; and |eft aone to bear the worrying of Mrs.
Norris, who was cross because the house-keeper would have
her own way with the supper, and whom she could not avoid
though the house-keeper might, Fanny was worn down at
last to think every thing an evil belonging to the ball, and
when sent off with a parting worry to dress, moved as |lan-
guidly towards her own room, and felt as incapable of happi-
ness as if she had been alowed no share in it.

As e waked slowly up stairs she thought of yesterday;
it had been about the same hour that she had returned from
the Parsonage, and found Edmund in the east room.—'Sup-
pose | were to find him there again to-day P said she to herself
in a fond indulgence of fancy.

'Fanny," said a voice at that moment near her. Starting and
looking up she saw across the lobby she had just reached
Edmund himself, standing at the head of a different staircase.
He came towards her. "You look tired and fagged, Fanny.
Y ou have been walking too far.’

'No, | have not been out at all.'

'Then you have had fatigues within doors, which are worse.
You had better have gone out.’

Fanny, not liking to complain, found it essest to make
no answer; and though he looked at her with his usua kind-
ness, she believed he had soon ceased to think of her coun-
tenance. He did not appear in spirits; something unconnected
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with her was probably amiss. They proceeded up stairs
together, their rooms being on the same floor above.

'l come from Dr. Grant's," said Edmund presently. 'Y ou
may guess my errand there, Fanny." And he looked so con-
scious, that Fanny could think but of one errand, which turned
her too sick for speech.---'l wished to engage Miss Crawford
for the two first dances,” was the explanation that followed,
and brought Fanny to life again, enabling her, as she found
dhe was expected to speak, to utter something like an inquiry
as to the result.

'Yes," he answered, 'she is engaged to me; but (with asmile
that did not sit easy) she says it is to be the last time that she
ever will dance with me. She is not serious. | think, I hope,
| am sure she is not serious—but | would rather not hear it.
She never has danced with a clergyman she says, and she
never will. For my own sake, | could wish there had been
no ball just at—I mean not this very week, this very day—
to-morrow | leave home.'

Fanny struggled for speech, and said, ‘I am very sorry that
any thing has occurred to distress you. This ought to be a day
of pleasure. My uncle meant it so.’

'Oh! yes yes, and it will be a day of pleasure. It will all
end right. | am only vexed for amoment. In fact, it isnot that
| consider the ball as ill-timed;—what does it signify? But,
Fanny,'—stopping her by taking her hand, and speaking low
and serioudly, 'you know what all this means. Y ou see how it
is; and could tell me, perhaps better than | could tell you, how
and why | am vexed. Let me talk to you a little. You ae a
kind, kind listener. |1 have been pained by her manner this
morning, and cannot get the better of it. | know her disposi-
tion to be as sweet and faultless as your own, but the influence
of her former companions makes her seem, gives to her con-
versation, to her professed opinions, sometimes a tinge of
wrong. She does not think evil, but she spesks it—speaks it
in playfulness—and though | know it to be playfulness, it
grieves me to the soul.’

'The effect of education,’ said Fanny gently.
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Edmund could not but agreetoit. 'Y es, that uncleand aunt!
They have injured the finest mind!—for sometimes, Fanny,
| own to you, it does appear more than manner; it appears as
if the mind itself was tainted.’

Fanny imagined this to be an appeal to her judgment, and
therefore, after a moment's consideration, said, 'l f you only
want me as a listener, cousin, | will be as useful as | can; but
| am not qualified for an adviser. Do not ask advice of me.
| am not competent.'

'You are right, Fanny, to protest against such an office,
but you need not be afraid. It is a subject on which | should
never ak advice. It is the sort of subject on which it had
better never be asked; and few | imagine do ak it, but when
they want to be influenced against their conscience. | only
want to talk to you.'

'One thing more. Excuse the liberty—but take care how
you talk to me. Do not tell me any thing now, which hereafter
you may be sorry for. The time may come—'

The colour rushed into her cheeks as she spoke.

'‘Dearest Fanny!" cried Edmund, pressing her hand to his
lips, with amost as much warmth as if it had been Miss
Crawford's, 'you are all considerate thought!—But it is
unnecessary here. The time will never come. No such time
as you allude to will ever come. | begin to think it most
improbable; the chances grow less and less. And even if it
should—there will be nothing to be remembered by either
you or me, that we need be afraid of, for | can never be
ashamed of my own scruples; and if they are removed, it must
be by changes that will only raise her character the more by
the recollection of the faults she once had. Y ou are the only
being upon earth to whom | should say what | have said;
but you have alwaysknown my opinion of her; you can bear me
witness, Fanny, that | have never been blinded. How many a
time havewetalked over her littleerrors! Y ou need not fear me.
| have almost given up every seriousidea of her; but I must be
ablockhead indeed if, whatever befell me, | could think of your
kindness and sympathy without the sincerest gratitude.’
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He had said enough to shake the experience of eighteen.
He had said enough to give Fanny some happier fedings than
she had lately known, and with a brighter look, she answered,
'"Yes, cousin, | am convinced that you would be incapable of
any thing dse, though perhaps some might not. | cannot be
afraid of hearing any thing you wish to say. Do not check
yoursdf. Tell me whatever you like.'

They were now on the sspond floor, and the appearance of
a housemaid prevented any further conversation. For Fanny's
present comfort it was concluded perhaps at the happiest
moment; had he been able to talk another five minutes, there
isno saying that he might not havetalked away all MissCraw-
ford's faults and his own despondence. But as it was they
parted with looks on his sde of grateful affection, and with
vme very precious sensations on her's. She had felt nothing
likeit for hours. Sincethefirstjoy from M r. Crawford's note
to William had worn away, she had been in a gate absolutely
their reverse; there had been no comfort around, no hope
within her. Now, every thing was smiling. William's good
fortune returned again upon her mind, and ssemed of greater
value than at first. The ball too—such an evening of pleasure
before her! It was now a real animation! and she began to
dress for it with much of the happy flutter which belongsto a
ball. All went wdl—she did not didike her own looks; and
when she came to the necklaces again, her good fortune
s=med complete, for upon trial the one given her by Miss
Crawford would by no means go through thering of the cross
She had, to oblige Edmund, resolved to wear it—but it was
too large for the purpose. His therefore must be worn; and
having, with delightful- fedings, joined the chain and the
aoss those memorials of the two most beloved of her heart,
those dearest tokens 0 formed for each other by every thing
real and imaginary—and put them round her neck, and seen
and felt how full of William and Edmund they were, she was
able, without an effort, to resolve on wearing Miss Crawford's
necklace too. She acknowledged it to beright. Miss Crawford
had a claim; and when it was no longer to encroach on. to
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interfere with the sronger claims, the truer kindness of
another, she could do her jugtice even with pleasureto her sdif.
Thenecklacereally looked very well; and Fanny left her room
at last, comfortably satisfied with hersdf and all about her.

Her aunt Bertram had recollected her on this occason,
with an unusual degree of wakefulness It had really occurred
to her, unprompted, that Fanny, preparing for a ball, might
be glad of better help than the upper house-maid's, and when
dressed hersdf, she actually sent her own maid to assg her;
too late of course to be of any use Mrs. Chapman had just
reached the attic floor, when Miss Price came out of her room
completely dressed, and only civilities were necessary—but
Fanny felt her aunt's attention almost as much as Lady
Bertram or Mrs. Chapman could do themsdlves.

CHAPTER X

H ER uncle and both her aunts were in the drawing-room
when Fanny went down. To the former she was an interest-
ing object, and he saw with pleasure the general degance of
her appearance and her being in remarkably good looks The
neatness and propriety of her dress was all that he would
allow himsdf to commend in her presence, but upon her
leaving the room again soon afterwards, he spoke of her
beauty with very decided praise.

'Yes' said Lady Bertram, 'she looks very well. | sent
Chapman to her.’

'Look well! Ohyes' cried Mrs. Norris, 'shehasgood reason
to look well with all her advantages: brought up in thisfamily
as she has been, with all the benefit of her cousns manners
before her. Only think, my dear Sir Thomas, what extra-
ordinary advantages you and | have been the means of giving
her. Thevery gown you have been taking notice of, isyour own
generous present to her when dear Mrs. Rushworth married.
What would she have been if we had not taken her by thehand ?
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Sir Thomas said no more; but when they sat down to table
the eyes of the two young men assured him, that the subject
might be gently touched again when the ladies withdrew, with
more uccess Fanny saw that she was approved; and the
constiousness of looking well, made her look still better. From
a variety of causes she was happy, and she was soon made till
happier; for in following her aunts out of the room, Edmund,
who was holding open the door, said as she passed him, 'You
mug dance with me, Fanny; you must keep two dances for
me; any two that you like, except the first.' She had nothing
moreto wish for. She had hardly ever been in a gate so nearly
approaching high spiritsin her life. Her cousns former gaiety
on the day of a ball was no longer surprizing to her; she fet
it to beindeed very charming, and was actually practisng her
deps about the drawing-room as long as she could be safe
from the notice of her aunt Norris, who was entirely taken up
at first in fresh arranging and injuring the noblefirewhich the
butler had prepared.

Half an hour followed, that would have been at least languid
under any other circumstances, but Fanny's happiness still
prevailed. It was but to think of her conversation with
Edmund; and what was the retlessness of Mrs. Norris?
What weretheyawnsof Lady Bertram ?

The gentlemen joined them; and soon after began the sweet
expectation of a carriage, when a general spirit of ease and
enjoyment ssemed diffused, and they all sood about and
talked and laughed, and every moment had its pleasure
and its hope. Fanny felt that there must be a sruggle in
Edmund's cheerfulness, but it was delightful to s the
effort o successully made.

When the carriages were really heard, when the guess
began really to assemble, her own gaiety of heart was much
subdued; the sght of SO many drangers threw her back into
herdf; and besdes the gravity and formality of thefirst great
circle, which the manners of neither Sir Thomas nor Lady
Bertram were of akind to do away, she found her salf occason-
ally called on to endure something worse. She was introduced
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here and there by her uncle, and forced to be spoken to, and
to curtsey, and speak again. This was a hard duty, and she
was never summoned to it, without looking at William, as
he walked about at his ease in the back ground of the scene,
and longing to bewith him.

The entrance of the Grants and Crawfords was a favour -
able epoch. The giffness of the meeting soon gave way before
their popular manners and more diffused intimacies.—little
groups were formed and every body grew comfortable, Fanny
felt the advantage; and, drawing back from thetoilsof civility,
would have been again most happy, could she have kept her
eyes from wandering between Edmund and M ary Crawford.
She looked all lovdiness—and what might not be the end of
it? Her own musings were brought to an end on perceving
Mr. Crawford before her, and her thoughts were put into
another channd by his engaging her almost instantly for the
two firs dances Her happiness on this occason was very
much a&-la-mortal, finely chequered. To be secure of a partner
at first, was a mos essential good—for the moment of begin-
ning was now growing serioudy near, and she o little under -
good her own claimsastothink, that if M r. Crawford had not
asked her, she must have been the lag to be sought after, and
should havereceived apartner only through aseriesof inquiry,
and bustle, and interference which would have been terrible;
but at the same time there was a pointedness in his manner
of aking her, which she did not like, and she saw his eye
glancing for a moment at her necklace—with a smile—she
thought there was a smile—which made her blush and fed
wretched. And though there was no second glance to disturb
her, though his object seemed then to be only quietly agree-
able, she could not ge the better of her embarrassment,
heightened as it was by the idea of his perceiving it, and had
no composure till he turned away to some one dse. Then she
could gradually rise up to the genuine satisfaction of having
a partner, a voluntary partner secured againg the dancing
began.

When the company were moving into the ball-room she
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found hersdf for the first time near Miss Crawford, whose
gyes and smiles were immediately and more unequivocally
directed as her brother's had been, and who was beginning
to gpesk on the subject, when Fanny, anxious to get the sory
over, hagened to give the explanation of the ssecond necklace
—thereal chain. MissCrawford listened; and all her intended
compliments and insnuations to Fanny were forgotten; she
fdt only one thing; and her eyes bright as they had been
before, shewing they could yet be brighter, she exclaimed with
eage pleasure,'Did he? Did Edmund ? That waslike himsdf.
No other man would have thought of it. | honour him beyond
expresson.” And she looked around as if longing to tell him
0. He was not near, he was attending a party of ladies out of
the room; and Mrs. Grant coming up to the two girls and
taking an arm of each, they followed with the rest.

Fanny's heart sunk, but there was no leisure for thinking
long even of Miss Crawford's fedings. They were in the
ball-room, the violins were playing, and her mind wasin a
flutter that forbad its fixing on any thing serious. She must
watch the general arrangements and s how every thing
was done.

In a few minutes Sir Thomas came to her, and aked if
dhe were engaged; and the 'Yes, sr, to Mr. Crawford," was
exactly what he had intended to hear. M r . Crawford was not
far off; Sir Thomas brought him to her, saying something
which discovered to Fanny, that she was to lead the way and
open the ball; an idea that had never occurred to her before.
Whenever she had thought on the minutiae of the evening, it
had been asa matter of coursethat Edmund would begin with
MissCrawford, and theimpresson was o strong, that though
her uncle spokethecontrary, shecould not help an exclamation
of surprize, a hint of her unfitness, an entreaty even to be
excused. To be urging her opinion againg Sir Thomas's, was
a proof of the extremity of the case, but such was her horror
at thefirst suggegtion, that she could actually look him in the
face and say she hoped it might be settled otherwise; in vain
however;—Sir Thomas smiled, tried to encourace her. and
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then looked too serious and said too decidedly—'It must be
0, my dear,’ for her to hazard another word; and she found
her sdf the next moment conducted by M r. Crawford to the
top of the room, and standing there to be joined by the res
of the dancers, couple after couple as they were formed.

She could hardly bdieve it. To be placed above so many
elegant young women! The distinction was too great. It was
treating her like her cousingd And her thoughts flew to those
absent cousins with mogt unfeigned and truly tender regret,
that they were not at home to take their own place in the
room, and have their share of a pleasure which would have
been s0 very delightful to them. So often as she had heard
them wish for a ball at home as the greates of all féicities!
And to have them away when it was given—and for her to be
opening the ball—and with M r. Crawford too! She hoped
they would not envy her that distinction now; but when she
looked back to the gate of thingsin the autumn, to what they
had all been to each other when once dancing in that house
before, the present arrangement was almost more than she
could understand her sdf.

The ball began. It was rather honour than happiness to
Fanny, for thefirst danceat least; her partner wasin excdlent
spirits and tried to impart them to her, but she was a great
deal too much frightened to have any enjoyment, till she could
uppose her salf no longer looked at. Y oung, pretty, and gentle,
however, she had no awkwardnesses that were not as good as
graces and there were few persons present that were not dis-
posd to praise her. She was attractive, she was modest, she
was Sir Thomas's niece, and she was soon said to be admired
by Mr. Crawford. It was enough to give her general favour.
Sir Thomas himself was watching her progress down the
dance with much complacency; he was proud of his niece,
and without attributing all her personal beauty, as Mrs.
Norris seemed to do, to her transplantation to Mansfield, he
was pleasad with himself for having supplied every thing ese;
—education and manners she owed to him.

Miss Crawford saw much of Sir Thomas's thoughts as he
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good, and having, m spite of all his wrongs towards her, a
general prevailing desre of recommending hersdf to him,
took an opportunity of sepping asde to say something agree-
able of Fanny. Her praise was warm, and he receved it as
she could wish, joining in it as far as discretion, and polite-
ness and downess of gpeech would allow, and certainly
appearing to greater advantage on the subject, than his lady
did, soon afterwards, when Mary, perceving her on a sofa
very near, turned round before she began to dance, to com-
pliment her on Miss Price's looks.

Tes, she does look very well," was Lady Bertram's placid
reply. 'Chapman helped her dress | sent Chapman to her .
Not but that she was really pleased to have Fanny admired;
but she was so much more struck with her own kindness in
sending Chapman to her, that she could not get it out of
her head.

Miss Crawford knew Mrs. Norris too well to think of
gratifying her by commendation of Fanny; to her it was as
the occagon offered,—'Ah! ma'am, how much we want dear
Mrs. Rushworth and Julia to-night!" and Mrs. Norris paid
her with as many smiles and courteous words as she had time
for, amid so much occupation as she found for hersdf, in
making up card-tables, giving hintsto Sir Thomas, and trying
to move all the chaperonsto a better part of the room.

Miss Crawford blundered mog towards Fanny hersdf, in
her intentions to please. She meant to be giving her little heart
a happy flutter, and filling her with sensations of delightful
sdf-consequence, and misinterpreting Fanny's blushes, ill
thought she must be doing so—when she went to her after the
two first dances and said, with a sgnificant look, 'perhaps you
can tell me why my brother goesto town to-morrow. He says
he has busnessthere, but will not tell mewhat. Thefirst time
he ever denied me his confidence! But thisiswhat we all come
to. All are supplanted sooner or later. Now, | must apply to
you for information. Pray what is Henry going for?

Fanny protested her ignorance as steadily as her embarrass-
ment allowed.



252 MANSFIELD PARK

'Well, then/ replied Miss Crawford laughing, *| must sup-
poeit to be purely for the pleasure of conveying your brother
and talking of you by theway.'

Fanny was confused, but it was the confusion of discontent;
whileMiss Crawford wondered shedid not smile, and thought
her over-anxious, or thought her odd, or thought her any
thing rather than insensible of pleasurein Henry's attentions.
Fanny had a good deal of en joyment in the cour se of theevening
—but Henry's attentions had very little to do with it. She
would much rather not have been asked by him again so very
soon, and she wished she had not been obliged to sugpect that
hispreviousinquiriesof Mrs. Norris, about the supper-hour,
wereall for thesake of securing her at that part of the evening.
But it was not to be avoided; he made her fed that she was
the object of all; though she could not sy that it was un-
pleasantly done, that there was inddicacy or ostentation in
his manner—and sometimes, when he talked of William, he
was really not un-agreeable, and shewed even a warmth of
heart which did him credit. But still his attentions made no
part of her satisfaction. She was happy whenever she looked
at William, and saw how perfectly he was enjoying himsdf,
in every fiveminutesthat she could walk about with him and
hear his account of his partners, she was happy in knowing
herslf admired, and she was happy in having the two dances
with Edmund still to look forward to, during the greatest part
of the evening, her hand being so eagerly sought after, that
her indefinite engagement with him was in continual per gpec-
tive. She was happy even when they did take place; but not
from any flow of spirits on his Sde, or any such expressons
of tender gallantry ashad blessed the morning. Hismind wes
fagged, and her happiness sprung from being the friend with
whom it could find repose. “I am worn out with civility/ said
he.'l have been talkingincessantly all night, and with nothing
to say. But with JWH, Fanny, there may be peace. Y ou will not
want to betalked to. L et ushavetheluxury of slence* Fanny
would hardly even gpesk her agreement. A wearinessarising
probably, in great measure, from the same fedings which he
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had acknowledged in the morning, was peculiarly to be re-
spected, and they went down their two dances together with
such ober tranquillity as might satify any looker-on, that
Sr Thomashad been bringing up no wifefor hisyounger son.

The evening had afforded Edmund little pleasure. Miss
Crawford had been in gay spirits when they first danced
together, but it was not her gaiety that could do him good;
it rather sank than raised his comfort; and afterwards—for
he found himsdf still impelled to ssk her again, she had
absolutely pained him by her manner of speaking of the pro-
fesson to which he was now on the point of belonging. They
had talked—and they had been slent—he had reasoned—
she had ridiculed—and they had parted at lag with mutual
vexation. Fanny, not able to refrain entirely from observing
them, had seen enough to be tolerably satisfied. It was bar-
barous to be happy when Edmund was suffering. Yet some
happiness must and would arise, from the very conviction,
that he did suffer.

When her two dances with him were over, her inclination
and strength for more were pretty well at an end; and Sir
Thomas having seen her rather walk than dance down the
shortening set, breathless and with her hand at her Sde, gave
hisordersfor her sitting down entirely. From that time, M r.
Crawford sat down likewise.

'Poor Fanny!" cried William, coming for a moment to visit
her and working away his partner's fan as if for life—'how
oon she is knocked up! Why, the sport is but just begun.
| hope we shall keep it up these two hours. How can you be
tired so soon?

'So soon! my good friend,” said Sir Thomas, producing
his watch with all necessary caution—'it is three o'clock, and
your Sgter is not usad to these sort of hours!

'Well then, Fanny, you shall not get up to-morrow before
| go. Seep aslong as you can and never mind me.'

‘Oh! William.'

'"What! Did shethink of being up before you st off?

'Oh! yes gr,' cried Fanny, rising eagerly from her st to

M.P. - 13
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be nearer her uncle, 'I must get up and breakfast with him.
It will bethelagt timeyou know, the lag morning.'

"You had better not.—He is to have breskfaged and be
gone by half pag nine—Mr. Crawford, | think you call for
him at half past nine?

Fanny was too urgent, however, and had too many tears
in her eyesfor denial; and it ended in a gracious, ‘Well, well,'
which was permission.

'"Yes, half pag nine," said Crawford toWilliam, asthelatter
was leaving them, 'and | shall be punctual, for there will be
no kind sgter to get up for me And in a lower toneto Fanny,
'| shall haveonly a desolate houseto hurry from. Your brother
will find my ideas of time and his own very different to-
morrow.'

After a short consideration, Sir Thomasasked Crawford to
join the early breakfagt party in that house instead of eating
alone; he should himself be of it; and the readiness with
which his invitation was accepted, convinced him that the
suspicions whence, he must confess to himsdlf, this very ball
had in great measure sprung, were well founded. M r . Craw-
ford was in love with Fanny. He had a pleasng anticipation
of what would be. His niece, meanwhile, did not thank him
for what he had just done. She had hoped to have William all
to hersdf, the las morning. It would have been an unspesk-
able indulgence. But though her wishes were overthrown
therewasno spirit of murmuringwithin her. Onthecontrary,
she was S0 totally unused to have her pleasure consulted, or
to have any thing take place at all in the way she could desre,
that she was more digposed to wonder and regoice in having
carried her point so far, than to repine at the counteraction
which followed.

Shortly afterwards, Sir Thomas was again interfering a
little with her inclination, by advisng her to go immediately
to bed. 'Advise’ was hisword, but it was the advice of absolute
power, and she had only to rise and, with Mr. Crawford's
very cordial adieus, passquietly away; stopping at theentrance
door, like the Lady of Branxholm Hall,! ‘one moment and
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no more,' to view the happy scene, and take a lagt look at the
five or sx determined couple, who were still hard at work—
and then, creeping dowly up the principal saircase, pursued
by the ceasdess country-dance, feverish with hopes and fears,
oup and negus, sore-footed and fatigued, restless and agi-
tated, yet feding, in spite of every thing, that a ball was indeed
delightful.

In thus sending her away, Sir Thomas perhaps might not
be thinking merdy of her health. It might occur to him, that
Mr. Crawford had been stting by her long enough, or he
might mean to recommend her as a wife by shewing her
per suadableness

CHAPTER XI

THE ball was over and the breakfast was soon over too;
the lag kiss was given, and William was gone. Mr. Craw-
ford had, as he foretold, been very punctual, and short and
pleasant had been the meal.

After seeing William to the las moment, Fanny walked
badk into the breakfast-room with a very saddened heart to
grieve over the melancholy change; and there her uncle kindly
left her to cry in peace, conceiving perhaps that the deserted
chair of each young man might exercise her tender enthusiasm,
and that the remaining cold pork bones and mustard in
William's plate, might but divide her fedings with the broken
egg-shdisin Mr. Crawford's. She st and cried con amore as
her uncle intended, but it was con amore fraternal and no
other. William was gone, and she now felt asif he had wasted
half his visit in idle cares and sfish solicitudes unconnected
with him.

Fanny's dispostion was such that she could never even
think of her aunt Norris in the meagreness and cheerlesness
of her own small house, without reproaching hersdf for some
little want of attention to her when they had been lagt



25> MANSFIELD PARK

together; much less could her fedings acquit her of having
done and said and thought every thing by William, that was
dueto him for a whole fortnight.

It was a heavy, medancholy day—Soon after the second
breakfast, Edmund bad them good bye for a week, and
mounted his horse for Peterborough, and then all were gone.
Nothing remained of lag night but remembrances, which
she had nobody to share in. She talked to her aunt Bertram
—she mug talk to somebody of the ball, but her aunt had
s o little of what passed, and had o little curiosty, that
it was heavy work. L ady Bertram wasnot certain of any body's
dress, or any body's place at supper, but her own. 'She could
not recollect what it was that she had heard about one of the
MissMaddoxes, or what it wasthat L ady Prescott had noticed
in Fanny; she was not sure whether Colond Harrison had
been talking of M r. Crawford or of William, when hesaid he
was the finest young man in the room; somebody had whis-
pered something to her, she had forgot to ak Sir Thomas
what it could be' And these were her longest spesches and
cleares communications; the res was only a languid 'Y es-
yes—vey well—did you? did he?—I did not se that—I
should not know one from the other." This was very bad. It
was only better than Mrs. Norris's sharp answers would have
been; but she being gone home with all the supernumerary
jelliesto nurse a 9ck maid, there was peace and good humour
in their little party, though it could not boas much besde.

T he evening was heavy like the day—'l cannot think what
is the matter with me!" said Lady Bertram, when the tea-
things were removed. 'l fed quite stupid. It mus be dtting
up o late lag night. Fanny, you must do something to kesp
me awake. | cannot work. Fetch the cards—I fed so very
stupid.’

Thecardswerebrought, and Fanny played at cribbagewith
her aunt till bed-time; and as Sir Thomas was reading to
himsdf, no sounds were heard in the room for the next two
hours beyond the reckonings of the game— And that makes
thirty-one;—four in hand and eight in crib.—You areto deal,
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ma'am; shall | deal for you? Fanny thought and thought
again of the difference which twenty-four hours had made in
that room, and all that part of the house Last night it had
been hope and smiles, bustle and motion, noise and bril-
liancy in the drawing-room, and out of the drawing-room,
and every where. Now it was languor, and all but solitude.

A good night's rest improved her spirits. She could think
of William the next day more cheerfully, and as the morning
afforded her an opportunity of talking over Thursday night
with Mrs. Grant and MissCrawford, in avery handsome style,
with all the heightenings of imagination and all the laughs of
playfulness which are so essential to the shade of a departed
ball, she could afterwards bring her mind without much effort
into its everyday state, and easly conform to the tranquillity
of the present quiet week.

They were indeed a smaller party than she had ever known
there for a whole day together, and he was gone on whom the
comfort and cheerfulness of every family-meeting and every
meal chiefly depended. But this must be learned to be endured.
He would soon be always gone; and she was thankful that
she could now st in the same room with her uncle, hear his
voice, receve his questions, and even answver them without
such wretched fedings as she had formerly known.

"Wemissour two young men,' was Sir Thomas s observa-
tion on both the firg and second day, as they formed their
very reduced circle after dinner; and in condderation of
Fanny's swimming eyes, nothing more was said on the firg
day than to drink their good health; but on the second it led
to something farther. William was kindly commended and
his promotion hoped for. 'And there is no reason to suppose’
added Sir Thomas, 'but that his viststo us may now betoler-
ably frequent. As to Edmund, we mugt learn to do without
him. This will be the last winter of his belonging to us, as he
has done.' 'Yes,' said Lady Bertram, 'but | wish he was not
going away. They are all going away | think. | wish they
would gay at home!'

This wish was levelled principally at Julia, who had just
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applied for permisson to go to town with Maria; andas Sir
Thomas thought it best for each daughter that the permisson
should be granted, Lady Bertram, though in her own good
nature she would not have prevented it, was lamenting the
change it made in the prospect of Julia's return, which would
otherwise have taken place about this time. A great deal of
good snfollowed on Sir Thomas ssde, tendingto reconcile
his wife to the arrangement. Every thing that a consderate
parent ought to fed wasadvanced for her use; and every thing
that an affectionate mother must fed in promoting her chil-
dren'senjoyment, wasattributed to her nature. Lady Bertram
agreed to it all with acalm 'Yes—and at the end of a quarter
of an hour's slent consideration, spontaneoudy observed,
'Sir Thomas, | have been thinking—and | am very glad we
took Fanny as we did, for now the others are away, we fed
thegood of i t"

Sir Thomas immediately improved this compliment by
adding, 'Very true. We shew Fanny what a good girl wethink
her by praisng her to her face—she is now a very-valuable
companion. If we have been kind to her, she is now quite as
necessary tous.'

'Yes,' sad Lady Bertram presently—'and it is a comfort
to think that we shall always have her.'

Sir Thomas paused, half smiled, glanced at his niece, and
then gravely replied, 'She will never leave us | hope, till
invited to some other home that may reasonably promise her
greater happiness than she knows here.’

'And that isnot very likely to be, Sir Thomas. Who should
invite her? Maria might be very glad to see her at Sotherton
now and then, but she would not think of asking her to live
there—and | am sure she is better off here—and besdes |
cannot do without her.'

The wek which passad so quietly and peaceably at the
great house in Mansfield, had a very different character at
the Parsonage. To the young lady at least in each family, it
brought very different fedings. What was tranquillity and
comfort to Fanny was tediousness and vexation to Mary.
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Something arose from difference of disposition and habit-
one so eadly satisfied, the other so unused to endure; but still
more might be imputed to difference of circumstances. In
some points of interest they were exactly opposed to each
other. To Fanny's mind, Edmund's absence wasreally in its
caue and its tendency a relief. To Mary it was every way
painful. She felt the want of his society every day, amost
every hour; and was too much in want of it to derive any thing
but irritation from considering the object for which he went.
He could not have devised any thing more likely to raise his
consequence than this week's dosence, occurring as it did at
the very time of her brother's going away, of William Price's
going too, and completing the sort of general break-up of a
party which had been so animated. She felt it keenly. They
were now a miserable trio, confined within doors by a series
of rain and snow, with nothing to do and no variety to hope
for. Angry as she was with Edmund for adhering to hisown
notions and acting on them in defiance of her, (and she had
been so angry that they had hardly parted friends at the ball,)
she could not help thinking of hirn continually when absent,
dwelling on his merit and affection, and longing again for the
amost daily meetings they lately had. His absence was un-
necessarily long. He should not have planned such an absence
—he should not have left home for a week, when her own
departure from Mansfield was so near. Then she began to
blame herself. She wished she had not spoken so warmly in
their last conversation. She was afraid she had used some
strong—some contemptuous expressions in speaking of the
clergy, and that should not have been. It wasill-bred—it was
wrong. She wished such words unsaid with all her heart.

Her vexation did not end with the week. All this was bad,
but she had still more to fed when Friday came round again
and brought no Edmund—when Saturday came and still no
Edmund—and when, through the slight communication with
the other family which Sunday produced, she learnt that he
had actually written home to defer his return, having pro-
mised to remain some days longer with his friend!
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If she had fet impatience and regret before—if she had
been sorry for what she said, and feared its too strong effect
on him, she now felt and feared it all tenfold more. She had,
mor eover, to contend with one disagreeable emotion entirely
new to her—jealousy. His friend Mr. Owen had sisters-
He might find them attractive. But at any rate his saying
away at a time, when, according to all preceding plans, she
was to remove to London, meant something that she could
not bear. Had Henry returned, as he talked of doing, at the
end of three or four days, she should now have been leaving
Mansfield. It became absolutdy necessary for her to get to
Fanny and try to learn something more. She could not live
any longer in such solitary wretchedness, and she made her
way to the Park, through difficulties of walking which she
had deemed unconquerable a wesk before, for the chance of
hearing a littlein addition, for the sake of at least hearing his
name.

Thefirst half hour waslog, for Fanny and Lady Bertram
wer e together, and unless she had Fanny to hersdf she could
hope for nothing. But at last L ady Bertram left the room—
and then almogt immediately Miss Crawford thusbegan, with
a voice aswell regulated as she could— And how do you like
your cousn Edmund's staying away so long?—Being the only
young person at home, | consider you asthe greatest sufferer.
—You mugt misshim. Doeshisstaying longer surprizeyou ?

'l do not know," said Fanny hestatingly—'Yes— | had
not particularly expected it.’

'Perhaps he will always say longer than he talks of. It is
the general way all young men do.'

"Hedid not, theonly timehewent to sseM r . Owen before!

"He finds the house mor e agreeable now.— Heisa very—
a very pleasng young man himsdf, and | cannot help being
rather concerned at not seeing him again beforel goto L on-
don, aswill now undoubtedly be the case—I am looking for
Henry every day, and assoon ashe comestherewill benothing
to detain me at Mansfield. | should like to have seen him
once more, | confess. But you must give my compliments to
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him. Yes—I think it must be compliments. Is not there a
something wanted, Miss Price, in our language—a something
between compliments and—and love—to suit the sort of
friendly acguaintance we have had together?—So many
months acquaintancel—But compliments may be sufficient
here—Was his letter a long one?—Does he give you much
account of what heisdoing?—Isit Chrigmas gaieties that he
is staying for ?

'l only heard a part of theletter; it wasto my uncle—but
| believe it was very short; indeed | am sureit was but a few
lines. All that | heard was that hisfriend had pressd him to
day longer, and that he had agreed to do 0. A few days
longer, or somedayslonger, | am not quitesurewhich.'

'"Oh!if hewroteto hisfather—But | thought it might have
been to Lady Bertram or you. But if he wrote to his father,
no wonder he was concise Who could write chat to Sir
Thomas? If he had written to you, there would have been
more particulars. You would have heard of ballsand parties.
—He would have sent you a description of every thing and
every body. How many Miss Owens are there?'

"Three grown up.'

'Arethey musical ?

'l donot at all know. | never heard.'

'"That isthefirst question, you know," said MissCrawford,
trying to appear gay and unconcerned, 'which every woman
who plays hersdlf is sure to ak about another. But it is very
foolish to ak quegtions about any young ladies—about any
three 9gers just grown up; for one knows, without being
told, exactly what they are—all very accomplished and pleas-
ing, and one very pretty. Thereisa beauty in every family.
— Itisaregular thing. Two play on the piano-forte, and one
on the harp—and all sSng—or would sing if they were taught
—or sng all the better for not being taught—or something
likeit.'

'l know nothing of the Miss Owens," said Fanny calmly.

"You know nothing and you care less, as people say. Never
did tone express indifference plainer. Indeed how can one
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care for those one has never seen?—Well, when your cousin
comes back, he will find Mansfield very quiet;—all the
noisy ones gone, your brother and mine and mysdf. |1 do
not like the idea of leaving Mrs. Grant now the time draws
near. She does not like my going.'

Fanny felt obliged to speak. 'You cannot doubt your
being missed by many/ said she 'You will be very much
missed.’

Miss Crawford turned her eye on her, as if wanting to
hear or ss.2 more, and then laughingly said, 'Oh! yes missd
as every noisy evil is missad when it is taken away; that is,
there is a great difference felt. But | am not fishing; don't
compliment me. If | am missed, it will appear. | may be dis-
covered by those who want to sse me. | shall not be in any
doubtful, or distant, or unapproachable region.'

Now Fanny could not bring hersdf to speak, and Miss
Crawford was disappointed; for she had hoped to hear some
pleasant assurance of her power, from one who she thought
must know; and her spirits were clouded again.

'The Miss Owens,' said she soon afterwards— Suppose
you were to have one of the Miss Owens settled at Thornton
L acey; how should you likeit ? Stranger thingshave happened.
| dare sy they are trying for it. And they are quite in the
right, for it would be a very pretty establishment for them.
| do not at all wonder or blame them.—It is every body's
duty to do as well for themsdves as they can. Sir Thomas
Bertram's son is somebody; and now, heisin their own line.
Their father isa clergyman and their brother isa clergyman,
and they are all clergymen together. He is their lawful pro-
perty, he fairly beongs to them. You don't pesk, Fanny-
Miss Price—you don't.speak.—But honestly now, do not
you rather expect it than otherwise?

'No," said Fanny stoutly, 'l do not expect it at all.'

"Not at all!'—cried MissCrawford with alacrity. '| wonder
at that. But | dare say you know exactly—I always imagine
you are—perhaps you do not think him likely to marry at
all—or not at present.’
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'No, | do not,' said Fanny softly—hoping she did not err
ether in the belief or the acknowledgment of it.

Her companion looked at her keenly; and gathering greater
spirit from the blush soon produced from such a look, only
said, 'He is best off as heis,' and turned the subject.

CHAPTER X 11

Miss CRAWFORD'S uneadness was much lightened by this
conversation, and she walked home again in spirits which
might have defied almost another week of the same small
party in the same bad weather, had they been put to the proof;
but as that very evening brought her brother down from
London again in quite, or more than quite, hisusual cheer-
fulness she had nothing further to try her own. His till
refusng to tell her what he had gone for, was but the promo-
tion of gaiety; a day before it might have irritated, but now
it was a pleasant joke—suspected only of concealing some-
thing planned as a pleasant surprize to hersdf. And the next
day didbringasurprizetoher. Henry had said he should just
go and axk the Bertrams how they did, and be back in ten
minutes—but he was gone above an hour; and when his
gger, who had been waiting for him to walk with her in the
garden, met him at lag most impatiently in the sweep, and
cried out, "My dear Henry, where can you possbly have been
all thistime?' he had only to say that he had been sittingwith
Lady Bertram and Fanny.

'Sitting with them an hour and half!" exclaimed Mary.

But this was only the beginning of her surprize.

'Yes, Mary," said he, drawing her arm within his, and
walking along the sweep as if not knowing where he was—
"I could not get away sooner—Fanny looked so lovely!'—I am
guitedetermined, Mary. My mind isentirely madeup. Will
it asonish you? No—You must be aware that | am quite
determined to marry Fanny Price.’
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The surprize was now complete; for in spite of whatever
his constousness might sugges, a suspicion of his having
any such views had never entered his Sger's imagination;
and she looked 0 truly the astonishment she felt, that he was
obliged to repeat what he had said, and more fully and more
solemnly. T he conviction of hisdeter mination once admitted,
it was not unwelcome. Ther e was even pleasure with the sur-
prize. Mary was in a sate of mind to rgoice in a connection
with the Bertram family, and to be not displeased with her
brother's marrying a little beneath him.

'Yes, Mary," was Henry's concluding assurance, 'l am
fairly caught. Y ou know with what idle desgns | began—but
thisisthe end of them. | have (I flatter myself) made no in-
condderable progress in her affections, but my own are
entirely fixed.'

"Lucky, lucky girl!" cried M ary as soon as she could gpesk
—'what amatch for her! My deares Henry, thismust bemy
first feeling; but my second, which you shall haveassincerdy,
isthat | approve your choice from my soul, and foresee your
happiness as heartily as | wish and desreit. You will havea
svedt littlewife; all gratitude and devotion. Exactly what you
deserve. What an amazing match for her! Mrs. Norrisoften
talksof her luck; what will shesay now ? Thedelight of all the
family indeed! And she hassometruefriendsin it. How they
will regjoice! But tell me all about it. Talk to me for ever.
When did you begin to think serioudy about her ?

Nothing could be more impossible than to answer such a
guestion, though nothing be more agreeable than to have it
asked. 'How the pleasing plague had stolen on him'* he
could not say, and before he had expressed the same senti-
ment with a little variation of words three times over, his
sde eagerly interrupted him with, 'Ah! my dear Henry,
and this is what took you to London! This was your busi-
ness Y ou chose to consult the Admiral, before you made up
your mind.'

But this he stoutly denied. He knew his uncle too well to
consult him on any matrimonial scheme. The Admiral hated
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marriage, and thought it never pardonablein a young man of
independent fortune.

"When Fanny isknown tohim,' continued Henry, "hewill
doat on her. She is exactly the woman to do away every
preudiceof such aman asthe Admiral, for sheisexactly such
a woman as he thinks does not exist in the world. Sheisthe
very impossibility he would describe—if indeed he has now
ddicacy of language enough to embody his own ideas. But
till it is absolutely settled—settled beyond all interference,
he shall know nothing of thematter. No, Mary, you arequite
mistaken. You have not discovered my busness yet!'

‘Well, well, | am satiffied. | know now to whom it must
relate, and am in no hurry for therest. Fanny Price—Wonder -
ful—quitewonder ful!—That Mansfield should have done so
much for— that jwa should have found your fatein Mansfield!
But you are quite right, you could not have chosen better.
Thereisnot abetter girl in theworld, and you do not want for
fortune; and asto her connections, they are more than good.
The Bertrams are undoubtedly some of the first people in
this country. Sheis niece to Sir Thomas Bertram; that will
be enough for the world. But go on, go on. Tell me more.
What are your plans? Does she know her own happiness?

‘No.'

'What are you waiting for ?'

'For—for very little morethan opportunity. Mary, sheis
not like her cousins, but | think | shall not ak in vain.'

"Oh! no, you cannot. Were you even less pleasng—sup-
posing her not to love you already (of which however | can
have little doubt,) you would be safe The gentleness and
gratitude of her dispostion would secure her all your own
immediately. From my soul | do not think shewould marry
you without love; that is, if thereisagirl in theworId capable
of being uninfluenced by ambition, | can suppose it her; but
ak her toloveyou, and shewill never havetheheart torefuse’

As 00n as her eagerness could rest in slence, he was as
happy to tell as she could be to listen, and a conversation
followed almost as deeply interesting to her as to himsdf,
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though he had in fact nothing to relate but his own sensa
tions, nothing to dwell on but Fanny's charms—Fanny's
beauty of faceand figur e, Fanny'sgraces of manner and good-
ness of heart were the exhaudless theme. The gentleness,
modesty, and swegtness of her character were warmly expati-
ated on, that swegness which makes so essential a part of
every woman'sworth in the judgment of man, that though he
sometimesloveswhereit isnot, he can never believeit absent.
Her temper he had good reason to depend on and to praise
He had often seen it tried. Wasthere one of the family, except-
ing Edmund, who had not in some way or other continually
exercised her patience and forbearance? Her affections were
evidently strong. To s her with her brother! What could
more delightfully prove that the warmth of her heart was
equal to its gentleness>—What could be more encouraging to
a nan who had her love in view? Then, her understanding
was beyond every suspicion, quick and clear; and her manners
were the mirror of her own modest and eegant mind. Nor
was thisall. Henry Crawford had too much snse not to fed
theworth of good principlesin a wife, though he wastoo little
accusomed to serious reflection to know them by their proper
name; but when he talked of her having such a g¢eadiness and
regularity of conduct, such a high notion of honour, and such
an observance of decorum as might warrant any man in the
fullest dependence on her faith and integrity, he expressd
what was inspired by the knowledge of her being well prin-
cipled and religious.

'l could so wholly and absolutdly confide in her/ said he;
‘and that iswhat | want.'

Well might his sger, believing as she really did that his
opinion of Fanny Price ‘was scarcdy beyond her merits,
regoice in his prospects.

"The more | think of it," she cried, 'the more am | con-
vinced that you are doing quite right, and though | should
never have sdected Fanny Price as the girl mog likely to
attach you, | am now persuaded she is the very one to make
you happy. Your wicked project upon her peace turns
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out a clever thought indeed. You will both find your good
init.

‘It was bad, very bad in me againg such a creature! but
| did not know her then. And she shall have no reason to
lament the hour that firgt put it into my head. | will make
her very happy, Mary, happier than she has ever yet been
hersdf, or ever ssen any body dse | will not take her from
Northamptonshire. | shall let Everingham, and rent a place
in this neighbourhood—perhaps Stanwix Lodge. | shall let
aeven years lease of Everingham. | am sure of an excellent
tenant at half a word. | could name three people now, who
would give me my own terms and thank me.'

'Ha!" cried Mary, 'sdtle in Northamptonshire! That is
pleasant! Then we shall be all together.

When she had spoken it, she recollected hersdf, and wished
it unsaid; but there was no need of confusion, for her brother
saw her only as the supposed inmate of Mansfield Parsonage,
and replied but to invite her in the kindest manner to his own
house, and to claim the best right in her.

"You mugt give us more than half your time,'" said he; 'l
cannot admit Mrs. Grant to have an equal claim with Fanny
and mysdf, for we shall both have a right in you. Fanny will
be so truly your sster!

Mary had only to be grateful and give general assurances,
but she was now very fully purposed to be the guest of neither
brother nor sser many months longer.

Tou will divide your year between London and North-
amptonshire?

"Yes!

'That's right; and in London, of course, a house of your
own; no longer with the Admiral My dearest Henry, the
advantage to you of getting away from the Admiral before
your manners are hurt by the contagion of his, before you
have contracted any of his foolish opinions, or learnt to sit
ove your dinner, as if it were the best blessing of lifel— You
arenot sensbleof thegain, for your regard for him hasblinded
you; but, in my estimation, your marrying early may be the
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saving of you. To have ssen you grow like the Admiral in
word or deed, look or gesture, would have broke my heart.'

"Well, well, wedo not think quitealike here. The Admiral
has his faults, but he is a very good man, and has been more
than a father to me. Few fathers would have let me have my
own way half so much. Y ou must not prejudice Fanny againg
him. | must have them love one another.’

Mary refrained from saying what she felt, that there could
not be two persons in exisgence, whose characters and man-
ners were less accordant; time would discover it to him; but
she could not help this reflection on the Admiral. 'Henry,
| think so highly of Fanny Price, that if | could suppose the
next Mrs. Crawford would have half the reason which my
poor ill used aunt had to abhor the very name, | would pre-
vent the marriage, if possble; but | know you, | know that a
wife you loved would be the happiest of women, and that even
when you ceasad to love, she would yet find in you the liber-
ality and good-breeding of a gentleman.’

The impossibility of not doing every thing in the world to
make Fanny Price happy, or of ceasng to love Fanny Price,
was of course the ground-work of his eoquent answer.

'Had you sen her this morning, Mary,' he continued,
"attending with such ineffable svegtness and patience, to all
the demands of her ‘aunt's stupidity, working with her, and
for her, her colour beautifully heightened as she leant over
the work, then returning to her seat to finish a note which
she was previoudy engaged in writing for that stupid woman's
service, and all this with such unpretending gentleness so
much asif it were a matter of course that she was not to have
a moment at her own command, her hair arranged as nestly
asit alwaysis, and onelittlecurl falling forward as she wrote,
which she now and then shook back, and in the midst of all
this, still speaking at intervals to me, or lisening, and as if
she liked to listen to what | said. Had you seen her 0, Mary,
you would not have implied the possbility of her power over
my heart ever ceasing. '

"My deares Henry," cried Mary, stopping short, and
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smiling in hisface, 'how glad | am to sse you so much in love:
It quite delights me. But what will Mrs. Rushworth and
Julia say”
neither what they say, nor what they fed. They will

now- s what sort of woman it is that can attach me, that can
attach a man of ssnse | wish the discovery may do them any
good. And they will now see their cousin treated as she ought
to be, and | wish they may be heartily ashamed of their own
abominable neglect and unkindness. They will be angry/ he
added, after a moment's slence, and in a cooler tone, '‘Mrs.
Rushworth will be very angry. It will be a bitter pill to her;
that is, like other bitter pills, it will have two moments ill-
flavour, and then be swallowed and forgotten; for | am not
such a coxcomb as to suppose her fedings more lagting than
other women's, though / was the object of them. Yes, Mary,
my Fanny will fed a difference indeed, a daily, hourly dif-
ference, in the behaviour of every being who approaches her;
and it will be the completion of my happiness to know that
| am the doer of it, that | am the person to give the conse-
guence 0 justly her due. Now she is dependent, hepless,
friendless, neglected, forgotten.'

'Nay, Henry, not by all, not forgotten by all, not friendless
or forgotten. Her cousn Edmund never forgets her.'

'"Edmund—True, | believe heis (generally speaking) kind
to her; and s0 is Sir Thomas in his way, but it is the way of
arich, superior, longworded, arbitrary uncle. What can Sir
Thomas and Edmund together do, what do they do for her
happiness, comfort, honour, and dignity in the world to
what | shall do?

CHAPTER XI11

HENRY CRAWFORD was at Mansfield Park again the next
morning, and at an earlier hour than common visiting war -
rants. The two ladies were together in the breakfast-room,
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and fortunately for him, Lady Bertram was on the very point
of quitting it as he entered. She was almost at the door, and
not chusing by any means to take so much trouble in vain,
she «till went on, after a civil reception, a short sentence
about being waited for, and a 'Let Sir Thomas know," to
the servant.

Henry, overjoyed to have her go, bowed and watched her
off, and without losing another moment, turned instantly to
Fanny, and taking out someletters said, with a most animated
look, 'l must acknowledge mysdf infinitely obliged to any
creature who gives me such an opportunity of seeing you
alone: | have been wishing it more than you can have any
idea. Knowing as | do what your fedings as a sger are, |
could hardly have borne that any one in the house should
share with you in thefirst knowledge of the news | now bring.
Heismade Your brother isa Lieutenant. | have theinfinite
satisfaction of congratulating you on your brother's promo-
tion. Here are the letters which announce it, this moment
cometo hand. You will, perhaps, like to sse them.’

Fanny could not speak, but he did not want her to goeak.
To s the expresson of her eyes, the change of her com-
plexion, the progress of her fedings, their doubt, confusion,
and felicity, was enough. She took the letters as he gave them.
Thefirgt was from the Admiral to inform his nephew, in a
few words, of his having succeaded in the object he had under-
taken, the promotion of young Price, and inclosing two more,
one from the Secretary of the First Lord to a friend, whom
the Admiral had st to work in the busness, the other from
that friend to himsdf, by which it appeared that his L ord-
ship had the very great happiness of attending to the recom-
mendation of Sir Charles, that Sir Charleswas much ddlighted
in having such an opportunity of proving his regard for
Admiral Crawford, and that the circumstance of Mr. William
Priceés commisson as second Lieutenant of H.M . doop
Thrush, being made out, was spreading general joy through
a wide circle of great people.

While her hand was trembling under these letters, her eye
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running from one to the other, and her heart swelling with
emotion, Crawford thus continued, with unfeigned eagerness
to express his interest in the event.

"L will not talk of my own happiness’ said he, 'great as it
is, for | think only of yours. Compared with you, who has a
right to be happy ? | havealmost grudged myself my own prior
knowledge of what you ought to have known before all the
world. | have not log a moment, however. The post was late
this morning, but there has not been since, a moment's delay.
How impatient, how anxious, how wild | have been on the
subject, | will not attempt to describe; how severely mortified,
how cruelly disappointed, in not having it finished while |
wasin London! | was kept there from day to day in the hope
of it, for nothing less dear to me than such an object would
have detained me half the time from Mansfield. But though
my uncle entered into my wishes with all thewarmth | could
desre, and exerted himsdf immediately, there were diffi-
culties from the absence of one friend, and the engagements
of another, which at las | could no longer bear to say the
end of, and knowing in what good hands | left the cause,
| came away on Monday, trusting that many posts would not
pass before | should be followed by such very letters as these.
My uncle, who is the very bes man in the world, has exerted
himsdf, as | knew he would after seeing your brother. He
was delighted with him. | would not allow mysdf yesterday
to say how ddlighted, or to repeat half that the Admiral sad
in hispraise. | deferred it all, till his praise should be proved
the praise of afriend, asthisday does proveit. Now | may say
that even / could not require William Price to excite a greater
interest, or be followed by warmer wishes and higher com-
mendation, than were mos voluntarily bestowed by my
uncle, after the evening they pased together.

'Has this been all your doing then?' cried Fanny. 'Good
Heaven! how very, very kind! Have you really—was it by
your desire—I beg your pardon, but | am bewildered. Did
Admiral Crawford apply?—how wasit?—I am stupified.’

Henry was mog happy to make it more intelligible, by
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beginning at an earlier gage, and explaining very particularly
what hehad done. Hislagt journey to L ondon had been under -
taken with no other view than that of introducing her brother
in Hill-street, and prevailing on the Admiral to exert whatever
interest he might have for getting him on. This had been his
busness. He had communicated it to no creature; he had not
breathed a syllable of it even to Mary; while uncertain of the
isue, he could not have borne any participation of his feel-
ings, but this had been his busness, and he ooke with such
a glow of what his solicitude had been, and used such strong
expressons, was so abounding in the deepest interest” in two-
fold matives in viewsand wishesmorethan could betold, that
Fanny could not have remained insendble of his drift, had
she been able to attend; but her heart was so full and her
snss still 0 agonished, that she could listen but imperfectly
even to what hetold her of William, and saying only when he
paused, 'How kind! how very kind! Oh! Mr. Crawford, we
are infinitely obliged to you. Dearest, dearest William!" she
jumped up and moved in hage towards the door, crying out,
‘I will go to my uncle. My uncle ought to know it as soon as
possble’ But this could not be suffered. The opportunity was
too fair, and his fedings too impatient. He was after her
immediately. 'She mugt not go, she mug allow him five
minutes longer,’ and he took her hand and led her back to
her seat, and was in the middle of his further explanation,
before she had sugpected for what she was detained. When
she did understand it, however, and found hersdf expected
to believe that she had created sensations which his heart
had never known before, and that every thing he had done
for William, was to be placed to the account of his excessve
and unequalled attachment to her, she was exceedingly dis-
tressed, and for some moments unable to speak. She con-
Sdered it all asnonsense as mere trifling and gallantry, which
meant only to deceve for the hour; she could not but fed
that it was treating her improperly and unworthily, and in
such a way as she had not deserved; but it was like himsdf,
and entirely of a piece with what she had seen before; and
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she would not allow hersdf to shew half the displeasure she
felt, because he had been conferring an obligation, which no
want of delicacy on his part could make a trifleto her. While
her heart was still bounding with joy and gratitude on Wil-
liam's behalf, she could not be severdy resentful of any thing
that injured only hersdf; and after having twice drawn back
her hand, and twiceattempted in vain to turn away from him,
she got up and said only, with much agitation, '‘Don't, Mr.
Crawford, pray don't. | beg you would not. Thisisa sort of
talking which is very unpleasant to me. | must go away.
| cannot bear it." But he was still talking on, describing his
affection, soliciting a return, and, finally, in words so plain
asto bear but one meaning even to her, offering himsdlf, hand,
fortune, every thing to her acceptance. It was s0; he had said
it. Her agtonishment and confusion increased; and though
gill not knowing how to suppose him serious, she could
hardly stand. He pressed for an answer.

'No, no, no,” she cried, hiding her face 'This is all non-
gnxe Do not digress me. | can hear no more of this. Your
kindness to William makes me more obliged to you than
words can express, but | do not want, | cannot bear, | must
nat ligen to such—No, no, don't think of me. But you are
not thinking of me. | know it isail nothing.'

She had burgt away from him, and at that moment Sir
Thomas was heard speaking to a servant in his way towards
the room they werein. It was no time for further assurances
or entreaty, though to part with her at a moment when her
modesty alone seemed to his sanguine and pre-assured mind
to gand in the way of the happiness he sought, was a crud
‘necessity—She rushed out at an opposite door from the one
her uncle was approaching, and was walking up and down
the ees room in the utmost confuson of contrary fedings,
before Sir Thomas's politeness and apologies were over, or
he had reached the beginning of the joyful intelligence, which
his visitor came to communicate.

She was feding, thinking, trembling, about every thing;
—agitated, happy, miserable, infinitely obliged absolutely
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angry. It was all beyond belief! He was inexcusable, in-
comprehensiblel—But such were his habits, that he could
do nothing without a mixture of evil. He had previously
made her the happiest of human beings, and now he had
insulted—she knew not what to say—how to class or how
to regard it. She would not have him be serious, and yet
what could excuse the use of such words and offers, if they
meant but to trifle?

But William was a juieutenant.—That was a fact beyond
a doubt and without an alloy. She would think of it for ever
and forget all the rest. Mr. Crawford would certainly never
address her so again: he must have seen how unwelcome it
was to her; and in that case, how gratefully she could esteem
him for his friendship to William!

She would not stir farther from the east-room than the
head of the great staircase, till she had satisfied herself of
Mr. Crawford's having left the house; but when convinced
of his being gone, she was eager to go down and be with her
uncle, and have all the happiness of hisjoy aswell as her own,
and all the benefit of his information or his conjectures as to
what would now be William's destination. Sir Thomas was
as joyful as she could desire, and very kind and communica-
tive; and she had so comfortable a talk with him about
William as to make her fed as if nothing had occurred to
vex her, till she found towards the close that Mr. Crawford
was engaged to return and dine there that very day. This was
amost unwelcome hearing, for though he might think nothing
of what had passed, it would be quite distressing to her to
e him again so soon.

She tried to get the better of it, tried very hard as the
dinner hour approached, to fed and appear as usual; but it
was quite impossible for her not to look most shy and un-
comfortable when their visitor entered the room. She could
not have supposed it in the power of any concurrence of
circumstances to give her so many painful sensations on the
first day of hearing of William'spromotion.

Mr. Crawford was not only in the room; he was soon close
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to her. He had a note to deliver from his sister. Fanny could
not look at him, but there was no consciousness of past folly
in his voice. She opened her note immediately, glad to have
any thing to do, and happy, as she read it, to fed that the
fidgettings of her aunt Norris, who was aso to dine there,
screened her a little from view.

'MY DEAR FANNY, for so | may now aways cal you, to
theinfiniterelief of atongue that has been stumbling at Miss
Price for at least the last six weeks—I cannot let my brother
go without sending you afew lines of general congratulation,
and giving my most joyful consent and approval.—Go on,
my dear Fanny, and without fear; there can be no difficulties
worth naming. | chuse to suppose that the assurance of my
consent will be something; so, you may smile upon him with
your sweetest smiles this afternoon, and send him back to me
even happier than he goes.

Y our'saffectionately,
M.C

These were not expressions to do Fanny any good; for
though she read in too much haste and confusion to form the
clearest judgment of Miss Crawford's meaning, it was evi-
dent that she meant to compliment her on her brother's
attachment and even to appear to believe it serious. She did
not know what to do, or what to think. There was wretched-
ness in the idea of its being serious; there was perplexity and
agitation every way. She was distressed whenever Mr. Craw-
ford spoke to her, and he spoke to her much too often; and
dhe wes afraid there was a something in his voice and manner
in addressing her, very different from what they were when
he talked to the others. Her comfort in that day's dinner was
quite destroyed; she could hardly eat any thing; and when
Sir Thomas good humouredly observed, that joy had taken
avay her appetite, she was ready to sink with shame, from
thedread of M r. Crawford'sinterpretation; for though nothing
could havetempted her to turn her eyesto theright hand where
he sat, shefelt that hiswereimmediately directed towards her.
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She was more silent than ever. She would hardly join even
when William was the subject, for his commisson came all
from theright hand too, and there was pain in the connection.

She thought Lady Bertram sat longer than ever, and began
to be in despair of ever getting away; but at las they were in
the drawing-room and she was able to think as she would,
while her aunts finished the subject of William's appointment
in their own gstyle.

Mrs. Norris seemed as much delighted with the saving it
would beto Sir Thomas, aswith any part of it.""Now William
would be able to keep himsdf, which would make a vas
difference to his uncle, for it was unknown how much he had
cod his uncle; and indeed it would make some difference in
her presents too. Shewas very glad that she had given William
what she did at parting, very glad indeed that it had been in
her power, without material inconvenience just at that time,
to give him something rather considerable; that is, for her,
with her limited means for now it would all be usgful in
helping to fit up his cabin. She knew he must be at some
expensg, that he would have many things to buy, though to
be aure his father and mother would be able to put him in
the way of getting every thing very cheap—but she was very
glad that she had contributed her mite towardsit.'

'l am glad you gave him something considerable/ said
Lady Bertram, with most unsuspicious calmness—'for | gave
him only 10/."

'Indeed!" cried Mrs. Norris, reddening. "Upon my word,
he must have gone off with his pockets well lined! and at no
expense for hisjourney to London either!

'Sir Thomas told me 10/. would be enough.’

Mrs. Norris being not at all inclined to question its suffi-
ciency, began to take the matter in ancther point.

"It is amazing,’ said she, ‘how much young people cod
their friends, what with bringing them up and putting them
out in the world! They little think how much it comes to,
or what their parents, or their uncles and aunts pay for them
in the course of the year. Now, here are my sgder Prices
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children;—take them all together, | dare say nobody would
beieve what a sum they cos Sir Thomas every year, to sy
nothing of what | do for them.’

'Very true, sger, asyou say. But, poor things! they cannot
help it; and you know it makes very little difference to Sir
Thomas. Fanny, William must not forget my shawl, if he
goss to the Eagt Indies; and | shall give him a commission
for any thing d<e that is worth having. | wish he may go to
theEas Indies, that | may have my shawl. | think | will have
two shawls Fanny.'

Fanny, meanwhile, speaking only when she could not help
it, was very earnestly trying to understand what M r . and Miss
Crawford wereat. Therewasevery thing in theworld against
ther being serious, but his words and manner. Every thing
natural, probable, reasonable was againg it; all their habits
and ways of thinking, and all her own demerits—How could
she have excited serious attachment in a man, who had ssen
0 many, and been admired by so many, and flirted with so
many, infinitely her superiors—who seemed o little open to
sxious impressons, even where pains had been taken to
pleese him—who thought so dightly, so cardedy, 0 un-
fedingly on all such points—who was every thing to every
body, and seemed to find no one essential to him?—And
further, how could it be supposed that his Sgter, with all her
high and wor ldly notions of matrimony, would be forwarding
any thing of a serious nature in such a quarter? Nothing
could be more unnatural in ether. Fanny was ashamed of
her own doubts. Every thing might be possble rather than
Frious attachment or serious approbation of it toward her.
She had quite convinced hersdf of this before Sir Thomas
and Mr. Crawford joined them. The difficulty was in main-
taining the conviction quite so absolutey after Mr. Craw-
ford was in the room; for once or twice a look seemed forced
on her which she did not know how to dass among the
common meaning; in any other man at least, she would
have said that it meant something very earnest, very pointed.
But dhe still tried to believe it no more than what he might

M.P. - 14
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often have expressad towards her cousns and fifty other
women.

She thought he was wishing to spesk to her unheard by
the rest. She fancied he was trying for it the whole evening
at intervals, whenever Sir Thomas was out of the room, or
at all engaged with Mrs. Norris, and she carefully refused him
every opportunity.

At lag—it seemed an at lag to Fanny's nervousness
though not remarkably late—he began to talk of going away;
but the comfort of the sound was impaired by his turning to
her the next moment, and saying, "Have you nothing to send
to Mary? No answver to her note? She will be disappointed
if she recaves nothing from you. Pray write to her, if it be
only aline!

'Oh! yes certainly/ cried Fanny, rising in haste, the hage
of embarrassment and of wanting to get away—'l will write
directly.'

She went accordingly to the table, where she was in the
habit of writing for her aunt, and prepared her materials
without knowing what in theworld to say! Shehad read Miss
Crawford's note only once; and how to reply to any thing
0 imperfectly understood was mos distressng. Quite un-
practised in such sort of note-writing, had there been time
for scruples and fears as to style, she would have felt them in
abundance; but something must be ingtantly written, and
with only one decided fedling, that of wishing not to appear
to think any thing really intended, she wrote thus, in great
trembling both of spiritsand hand:

‘1AM very much obliged to you, my dear Miss Crawford,
for your kind congratulations, as far as they reate to my
dearest William. Therest of your notel know means nothing;
but I am so unequal to any thing of the sort, that | hope
you will excuse my begging you to take no further notice.
| have seen too much of Mr. Crawford not to undersand
his manners; if he understood me as well, he would, | dare
say, behave differently. | do not know what | write, but it
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would be a great favour of you never to mention the subject
again. With thanks for the honour of your note,

| remain, dear Miss Crawford,
&c. &c.'

The conclusion was scarcely intelligible from increasing
fright, for she found that Mr. Crawford, under pretence of
receiving the note, was coming towards her.

'"You cannot think | mean to hurry you," said he, in an
under voice, perceiving the amazing trepidation with which
e made up the note; 'you cannot think | have any such
object. Do not hurry yourself, | entreat.’

'Oh! | thank you, | have quite done, just done—it will be
ready in a moment—I am very much obliged to you—if you
will be so good as to give that to Miss Crawford.'

The note was held out and must be taken; and as she
instantly and with averted eyes walked towards the fireplace,
where st the others, he had nothing to do but to go in good
earnest.

Fanny thought she had never known a day of greater agita-
tion, both of pain and pleasure; but happily the pleasure was
not of a sort to die with the day—for every day would restore
the knowledge of William's advancement, whereas the pain
she hoped would return no more. She had no doubt that her
note must appear excessively ill-written, that the language
would disgrace a child, for her distress had allowed no
arrangement; but at least it would assure them both of her
being neither imposed on, nor gratified by Mr. Crawford's
attentions.

END OF THE SECOND VOLUME
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FANNY had by no means forgotten Mr. Crawford, when she
awoke the next morning; but she remembered the purport
of her note, and was not less sanguine, as to its effect, than
she had been the night before. If Mr. Crawford would but
go away!—That was what she mogs earnestly desired;—go
and takehissgter with him, ashewasto do, and asher etur ned
to Mandfield on purpose to do. And why it was not done
already, she could not devise, for Miss Crawford certainly
wanted no delay.—Fanny had hoped, in the course of his
yeserday's visit, to hear the day named; but he had only
gooken of their journey as what would take place ere long.

Having so satisfactorily settled the conviction her note
would convey, she could not but be asonished to sse Mr.
Crawford, as she accidentally did, coming up to the house
again, and at an hour asearly asthe day before—His coming
might have nothing to do with her, but she must avoid seeing
him if possble; and being then in her way up dairs, she
resolved there to remain, during the whole of his visit, unless
actually sent for; and as Mrs. Norris was ill in the house,
there ssemed little danger of her being wanted.

She st some time in a good deal of agitation, listening,
trembling, and fearing to be snt for every moment; but as
no footsteps approached the eas room, she grew gradually
composed, could st down, and be able to employ hersdf,
and able to hope that M r. Crawford had come, and would
go without her being obliged to know any thing of the matter.

Nearly half an hour had passed, and she was growing very
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comfortable, when suddenly the sound of a sep in regular
approach was heard—a heavy sep, an unusual gep in that
part of the housg it was her uncl€s;, she knew it as well as
hisvoice; shehad trembled at it asoften, and began to tremble
again, at the idea of his coming up to gpesk to her, whatever
might bethe subject.—It wasindeed Sir Thomas, who opened
thedoor, and askked if shewerethere, and if he might comein.
Theterror of hisformer occasonal viststo that room ssemed
all renewed, and she fet as if he were going to examine her
again in French and English.

She was all attention, however, in placing a chair for him,
and trying to appear honoured; and in her agitation, had
quite overlooked the deficences of her apartment, till he,
sopping short as he entered, said, with much surprise,
"Why have you no fire to-day?

There was snow on the ground, and she was ditting in a
shawl. She hestated.

'l am not cold, Sir—I never St here long at this time of

year.
'But,—you have afirein general?
'No, Sir.'

'How comes this about; here must be some migtake. |
understood that you had the use of this room by way of
making you perfectly comfortable—In your bed-chamber
I know you cannot have a fire. Here is some great misappre-
henson which must be rectified. It is highly unfit for you to
gt—beit only half an hour a day, without afire. You are not
srong. You are chilly. Your aunt cannot be aware of this.'

Fanny would rather have been silent, but being obliged to
peak, she could not forbear, in justice to the aunt she loved
best, from saying something in which the words 'my aunt
Norris weredistinguishable.

'l understand,’ cried her uncle recallecting himsdf, and
not wanting to hear more—'l understand. Your aunt Norris
has always been an advocate, and very judicioudy, for young
peoples being brought up without unnecessary indulgencies,
but there should be moderation in every thing—She is d
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very hardy hersdf, which of course will influence her in her
opinion of the wants of others. And on another account too,
| can perfectly comprehend.—| know what her sentiments
have always been. The principle was good in itsdf, but it
may have been, and | believe hasbeen carried too far in your
case—I| am aware that there has been sometimes, in some
points, a misplaced distinction; but | think too well of you,
Fanny, to suppose you will ever harbour resentment on that
account—You have an understanding, which will prevent
you from receiving thingsonly in part, and judging partially
by the event.—Y ou will takein thewhole of the past, you will
congder times, persons, and probabilities, and you will fed
that they were not least your friends who wer e educating and
preparing you for that mediocrity of condition which seemed
to be your lot.—Though their caution may prove eventually
unnecessary, it was kindly meant; and of this you may be
asured, that every advantage of affluence will be doubled by
the little privations and regtrictions that may have been im-
possd. | am sure you will not disappoint my opinion of you,
by failing at any timeto treat your aunt Norriswith the respect
and attention that are due to her.—But enough of this. Sit
down, my dear. | must gesk to you for a few minutes, but
| will not detain you long.'

Fanny obeyed, with eyes cag down and colour risng—
After a moment's pause, Sir Thomas, trying to suppress a
gmile, went on.

Tou arenot aware, perhaps, that | have had a vistor this
mor ning.—I had not been longin my own room, after break-
fag, when Mr. Crawford was shewn in.—His errand you
may probably conjecture.’

Fanny's colour grew deeper and deeper; and her uncle
perceiving that she was embarrassed to a degree that made
dther speaking or looking up quite impossible, turned away
his own eyes and without any farther pause, proceeded in
hisaccount of M r . Crawford'svisit.

Mr. Crawford's busness had been to declare himself the
lover of Fanny, make decided proposals for her, and intreat
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the sanction of the uncle, who seemed to sand in the place of
her parents; and he had doneit all sowell, so openly, soliber -
ally, soproperly, that Sir Thomas, feding, moreover, hisown
replies, and his own remarks to have been very much to the
purpose—was exceedingly happy to give the particulars of
their conversation—and, little aware of what was passng in
his nieces mind, conceived that by such details he must be
gratifying her far more than himsdlf. He talked therefore for
several minutes without Fanny's daring to interrupt him.—
Shehad hardly even attained thewish todoit. Her mind was
in too much confuson. She had changed her postion, and
with her eyesfixed intently on one of the windows, waslisten-
ingto her uncle, in theutmost pertur bation and dismay.—For
a moment he ceased, but she had bardy become conscious of
it, when, risng from his chair, he said, 'And now, Fanny,
having performed one part of my commisson, and shewn
you every thing placed on a bass the most assured and satis-
factory, | may execute the remainder by prevailing on you
to accompany me down stairs, where—though | cannot but
presume on having been no unacceptable companion mysdf,
I must submit to your finding one still better worth listening
to.—Mr. Crawford, as you have perhaps foreseen, isyet in
the house. Heisin my room, and hoping to sseyou there.’
Therewasalook, a start, an exclamation, on hearing this,
which astonished Sir Thomas; but what was his increase of
astonishment on hearing her exclaim—'Oh! no, Sir, | can-
not, indeed | cannot go down tohim. M r . Crawford ought to
know—he must know that—I told him enough yesterday to
convince him—he spoke to me on this subject yesterday—
and | told him without disguise that it was very disagreeable
tome, and quite out of my power to return hisgood opinion.'
'l do not catch your meaning,” said Sir Thomas, Stting
down again.—'Out of your power toreturn hisgood opinion!
what isall this? | know he spoketo you yesterday, and (asfar
as| understand), received as much encouragement to proceed
asa well-judging young woman could per mit her sdf to give.
| was very much pleased with what | collected to have been



VOLUME 111 CHAPTER | 285

your behaviour on the occason; it shewed a discretion highly
to be commended. But now, when he has made his overtures
S0 properly, and honourably—what are your scruples noa?

"You aremistaken, Sir,'—cried Fanny, forced by theanxiety
of the moment even to tell her uncle that he was wrong—
"You are quite mistaken. How could M r . Crawford say such
a thing? | gave him no encouragement yesterday—On the
contrary, | told him—I cannot recollect my exact words—
but I am surel told him that I would not listen to him, that
it was very unpleasant to me in every respect, and that |
begged him never to talk to mein that manner again.—I| am
are | said as much asthat and more; and | should have said
gill more—if | had been quite certain of his meaning any
thing serioudy, but | did not like to be—I could not bear to
be—imputing more than might be intended. | thought it
might all pass for nothing with him.”

She could say no more; her breath was aimost gone.

'Am | to understand,’ said Sir Thomas, after a few moments
glence, 'that you mean torefuseM r . Crawford?

'Yes, Sir!

'Refuse him?'

'Yes, Sir.'

'RefuseM r . Crawford! Upon what plea? For what reason?

" | — I cannot likehim, Sir, well enough tomarry him.'

'Thisis very strange!" said Sir Thomas, in a voice of calm
displeasure. 'There is something in this which my compre-
hendon does not reach. Here is a young man wishing to pay
his addresss to you, with every thing to recommend him;
not merely stuation in life, fortune, and character, but with
more than common agreeableness, with address and con-
versation pleasing to every body. And he is not an acquaint-
ance of to-day, you have now known him sometime. Hissigter,
moreover, isyour intimate friend, and he has been doing that
for your brother,-which | should suppose would have been
amog sufficient recommendation to you, had there been no
other. It is very uncertain when my interest might have got
William on. He hasdone it already.’
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'Yes,' said Fanny, in a faint voice, and looking down with
fresh shame; and she did fed almost ashamed of her df, after
such a picture as her uncle had drawn, for not likingMr .
Crawford.

'"You mugt have been aware' continued Sir Thomas,
presently, 'you must have been some time aware of a par-
ticularity in M r. Crawford's manners to you. This cannot
have taken you by surprise. You must have observed his
attentions; and though you always received them very
properly, (I have no accusation to make on that head,) |
never perceived them to be unpleasant to you. | am half
inclined to think, Fanny, that you do not quite know your
own fedings.

'Oh! yes Sir, indead | do. His attentions were always—
what | did not like.'

Sir Thomas looked at her with degper surprise. 'This is
beyond me," said he. 'This reguires explanation. Young as
you ar e, and having seen scarcdy any one, it ishar dly possible
that your affections——'

He paused and eyed her fixedly. Hesaw her lipsformed into
ano, though the sound was inarticulate, but her face waslike
scarlet. That, however, in so modest a girl might be very
compatible with innocence; and chusing at least to appear
satidfied, he quickly added, 'No, no, | know that is quite out
of the question—quite impossble. Well, there is nothing
moreto be said.’

And for a few minutes he did say nothing. He was deep in
thought. His niece was deep in thought likewise, trying to
harden and prepare hersdf againg farther questioning. She
would rather diethan own thetruth, and shehoped by alittle
reflection to fortify her self beyond betrayingit.

'Independently of theinterest which M r . Crawford'schoice
seemed to justify,’ said Sir Thomas, beginning again, and
very composedly, 'his wishing to marry at all so early is
recommendatory to me. | am an advocatefor early marriages,
where there are meansin proportion, and would have every
young man, with a sufficient income, settle as soon after four
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and twenty as he can. Thisis so much my opinion, that | am
sorry to think how little likely my own edest son, your cousin,
Mr.Bertram,istomarry early; but at present, asfar as| can
judge, matrimony makes no part of his plans or thoughts. |
wish he were more likely to fix." Here was a glance at Fanny.
'"Edmund | condder from his disposition and habits as much
more likely to marry early than his brother. He, indeed, |
have lately thought has seen the woman he could love, which,
| am convinced, my ddest son has not. Am | right? Do you
agree with me, my dear?

'Yes, Sir.'

It was gently, but it was calmly said, and Sir Thomas was
easy on the soore of the cousns. But the removal of his alarm
did his niece no service; as her unaccountableness was con-
firmed, his displeasure increased; and getting up and walking
about the room, with a frown, which Fanny could pictureto
hersdf, though she dared not lift up her eyes he shortly after-
wards, and in a voice of authority, said, "Have you any reason,
child, tothink ill of M r . Crawford'stemper ?

'No, Sir.!

She longed to add, 'but of his principles | have;' but her
heart sunk under theappalling prospect of discusson, explana-
tion, and probably non-conviction. Her ill opinion of him
was founded chiefly on observations, which, for her cousns
sake she could scarcdy dare mention to their father. Maria
and Julia—and especially Maria, were so closdy-implicated
in Mr. Crawford's misconduct, that she could not give his
character, such as she believed it, without betraying them.
She had hoped that to a man like her uncle, so discerning, o
honourable, so good, the smple acknowledgment of settled
disike on her sde, would have been sufficient. To her infinite
grief she found it was not.

Sir Thomas came towards the table where she st in
trembling wretchedness, and with a good deal of cold stern-
ness said, "1t isof no use, | perceive, to talk to you. We had
better put an end to this most mortifying conference. Mr .
Crawford must not be kept longer waiting. | will, therefore,
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only add, asthinking it my duty to mark my opinion of your
conduct—that you have disappointed every expectation |
had formed, and proved yoursdf of a character the very
reverse of what | had supposed. For | had, Fanny, as| think
my behaviour must have shewn, formed a very favourable
opinion of you from the period of my return to England.
| had thought you peculiarly free from wilfulness of temper,
sdf-concet, and every tendency to that independence of
spirit, which prevails so much in moder n days, even in young
women, and which in young women is offensve and dis
gusting beyond all common offence. But you have now shewn
me that you can be wilful and perverse, that you can and will
decide for yoursdf, without any consderation or deference
for those who have surdy some right to guide you—without
even asking their advice. Y ou have shewn your sdf very, very
different from any thing that |1 had imagined. T he advantage
or disadvantage of your family—of your parents—your
brothers and ssers—never ssems to have had a moment's
share in your thoughts on this occason. How they might be
benefited, how they must regoicein such an establishment for
you—is nothing toyou. You think only of yoursdf; and be-
causeyou do not fed for M r . Crawford exactly what a young,
heated fancy imagines to be necessary for happiness, you
resolve to refuse him at once, without wishing even for a
little time to consder of it—a little more time for cool con-
sderation, and for really examining your own inclinations—
and are, in a wild fit of folly, throwing away from you such
an opportunity of being settled in life, eligibly, honourably,
nobly settled, as will, probably, never occur to you again.
Here is a young man of sensg, of character, of temper, of
manners, and of fortune, exceedingly attached to you, and
seeking your hand in the most handsome and disinterested
way; and let metell you, Fanny, that you may live eighteen
yearslonger in theworld, without being addressed by a man
of half Mr. Crawford's edate, or a tenth part of his merits.
Gladly would | have bestowed either of my own daughters
on him. Maria is nobly married—but had Mr. Crawford
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ought Julia's hand, | should have given it to him with
superior and more heartfdt satifaction than | gave Maria's
to Mr. Rushworth." After half a moment's pause—'And |
should have been very much surprised had ether of my
daughters, on recelving a proposal of marriage at any time,
which might carry with it only half the eigibility of this, im-
mediately and peremptorily, and without paying my opinion
or my regard the compliment of any consultation, put a
decided negative on it. | should have been much surprised,
and much hurt, by such a proceeding. | should have thought
it a gross violation of duty and respect. You are not to be
judged by the same rule. You do not owe me the duty of a
child. But, Fanny, if your heart can acquit you of ingratitude—s'

He ceased. Fanny was by this time crying so bitterly, that
angry as he was, he would not press that article farther. Her
heart was almost broke by such a picture of what she appeared
to him; by such accusations, so heavy, o multiplied, so risng
in dreadful gradation! Self-willed, obstinate, sdfish, and un-
grateful. He thought her all this. She had deceived his
expectations, she had log his good opinion. What was to
become of her?

‘lam very sorry," said she inarticulately through her tears,
'Lam very sorry indeed.’

'Sorry! yes | hope you are sorry; and you will probably
have reason to be long sorry for this day's transactions:!

'I'f it were possble for me to do otherwise' said she with
another strong effort, 'but | am so perfecdy convinced that
| could never make him happy, and that | should be miserable
mysaf.

Another burst of tears, but in spite of that burst, and in
site of that great black word miserable, which served to
introduce it, Sir Thomas began to think a little relenting, a
little change of inclination, might have something to do with
it; and to augur favourably from the personal intreaty of the
young man himsdf. He knew her to be very timid, and ex-
ceedingly nervous, and thought it not improbable that her
mind might bein such a date, asa littletime, a little pressng,
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a little patience, and a little impatience, a judicious mixture
of all on the lover's sde, might work their usual effect on. If
the gentleman would but persevere, if he had but love enough
to persevere—Sr Thomas began to have hopes, and these
reflections having passed across his mind and cheered it,
'Well,' said he, in a tone of becoming gravity, but of less
anger, 'well, child, dry up your tears. Thereisno usein these
tears,; they can do no good. Y ou must now come down gairs
with me. M r . Crawfor d hasbeen kept waiting too long already.
You must give him your own answer; we cannot expect him
to be satidfied with less, and you only can explain to him the
grounds of that misconception of your sentiments, which,
unfortunately for himsef, he certainly has imbibed. | am
totally unequal toit.'

But Fanny shewed such reluctance, such misery, at the
idea of going down to him, that Sir Thomas, after a little
consideration, judged it better toindulge her. His hopesfrom
both gentleman and lady suffered a small depresson in con-
sequence; but when he looked at his niece, and saw the sate
of feature and complexion which her crying had brought her
into, he thought there might be as much logt asgained by an
immediate interview. With a few words, therefore, of no
particular meaning, he walked off by himsdf, leaving his
poor niece to St and cry over what had passed, with very
wretched fedings.

Her mind wasall disorder. Thepad, present, future, every
thingwasterrible. But her unc€sanger gave her the sverest
pain of all. Sdfish and ungrateful! to have appeared o to
him! She was miserable for ever. She had no one to take her
part, to counsd, or gpeak for her. Her only friend was absent.
He might have softened hisfather; but all, perhapsall, would
think her sdfish and ungrateful. She might have to endure
the reproach again and again; she might hear it, or seit, or
know it to exigt for ever in every connection about her. She
could not but fed some resentment againg M r. Crawford;
yet, if hereally loved her, and were unhappy too!—it was all
wretchedness together.
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In about a quarter of an hour her uncle returned; she was
amog ready to faint at the sight of him. He soke calmly,
however, without austerity, without reproach, and sherevived
a little. There was comfort too in his words, as well as his
manner, for he began with, "M r. Crawford is gone; he has
jug left me. | need not repeat what has passed. | do not want
to add to any thing you may now be fedling, by an account of
what he has felt. Suffice it, that he has behaved in the most
gentleman-like and generous manner; and has confirmed me
in a mog favourable opinion of his understanding, heart, and
temper. Upon my representation of what you were suffering,
heimmediately, and with the greatest delicacy, ceased to urge
to s you for the present.

Here Fanny, who had looked up, looked down again. 'Of
course’ continued her uncle, it cannot be supposed but that
he should request to speak with you alone, be it only for five
minutes; a request too natural, a claim too just to be denied.
But there is no time fixed, perhaps to-morrow, or whenever
your spirits are composed enough. For the present you have
only to tranquillize yoursdf. Check these tears; they do but
exhaud you. If, as | am willing to suppose, you wish to shew
me any observance, you will not give way to these emotions,
but endeavour to reason yoursdf into a sronger frame of
mind. | advise you to go out, the air will do you good; go out
for an hour on the grave, you will have the shrubbery to
yoursdf, and will be the better for air and exercise And,
Fanny, (turning back again for a moment) | shall make no
mention below of what has passed; | shall not even tell your
aunt Bertram. There is no occason for spreading the dis-
appointment; say nothing about it yoursdf.

Thiswas an order to be mog joyfully obeyed; this was an
act of kindness which Fanny felt at her heart. To be spared
from her aunt Norris's interminable reproaches—he left
her in aglow of gratitude. Any thing might be bearablerather
than such reproaches. Even to s, Mr. Crawford would be
lessover powering.

She walked out directly as her uncle recommended, and
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followed his advice throughout, as far as she could; did check
her tears, did earnesly try to compose her spirits, and
srengthen her mind. She wished to prove to him that she
did dedre his comfort, and sought to regain his favour; and
he had given her another strong motive for exertion, in keep-
ing the whole affair from the knowledge of her aunts. Not to
excite suspicion by her look or manner was now an object
worth attaining; and she felt equal to almost any thing that
might save her from her aunt Norris.

She was struck, quite struck, when on returning from her
walk, and going into the east room again, thefirs thing which
caught her eyewasafirelighted and burning. A firel it ssemed
too much; jus at that timeto begiving her such an indulgence,
was exciting even painful gratitude. She wondered that Sir
Thomas could have leisure to think of such a trifle again; but
she soon found, from the voluntary information of the house-
maid, who came in to attend it, that so it wasto be every day.
Sir Thomas had given orders for it.

'l mugt be a brute indeed, if | can be really ungrateful!’
said she in soliloquy; 'Heaven defend me from being un-
grateful!"

She saw nothing more of her uncle, nor of her aunt Norris,
till they met at dinner. Her unclé's behaviour to her was then
as nearly as possble what it had been before; she was sure
he did not mean there should be any change, and that it was
only her own conscience that could fancy any; but her aunt
was oon quarrellingwith her: and when shefound how much
and how unpleasantly her having only walked out without her
aunt's knowledge could be dwelt on, she felt all the reason she
had to bless the kindness which saved her from the same spirit
of reproach, exerted on a more momentous subject.

"I f1 had known you were going out, | should have got you
just to go as far as my house with some orders for Nanny,'
said she 'which | have since, to my very great inconvenience,
been obliged to go and carry mysdf. | could very ill spare the
time, and you might have saved me the trouble, if you would
only have been 0 good as to let us know you were going out.
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It would have made no difference to you, | suppose, whether
you had walked in the shrubbery, or gone to my house'

'l recommended the shrubbery to Fanny as the dryest
place/ said Sir Thomas.

'Oh!" said Mrs. Norris with a moment's check, 'that was
very kind of you, Sir Thomas; but you do not know how dry
the path isto my house. Fanny would have had quite as good
a wak there, | assure you; with the advantage of being of
ome use, and obliging her aunt: it isall her fault. If shewould
but have let us know she was going out—but there is a some-
thing about Fanny, | have often observed it before—she likes
to go her own way to work; she does not like to be dictated to;
dhe takes her own independent walk whenever she can; she
certainly has a little spirit of secrecy, and independence, and
nonsense, about her, which | would advise her to get the
better of.

As a general reflection on Fanny, Sir Thomas thought
nothing could be more unjust, though he had been so lately
expressing the same sentiments himself, and he tried to turn
the conversation; tried repeatedly before he could succeed;
for Mrs. Norris had not discernment enough to perceive,
ether now, or at any other time, to what degree he thought
well of his niece, or how very far he was from wishing to have
his own children's merits st off by the depreciation of hers.
Shewas talking at Fanny, and resenting this private walk half
through thedinner.

It was over, however, at last; and the evening st in with
more composure to Fanny, and more cheerfulness of spirits
than she could have hoped for after so sormy a morning; but
she trusted, in the firgt place, that she had done right, that
her judgment had not mided her; for the purity of her inten-
tions she could answer; and she was willing to hope, secondly,
that her undes digpleasure was abating, and would abate
farther as he consdered the matter with more impartiality,
and fet, as a good man mug fedl, how wretched, and how
unpardonable, how hopdess and how wicked it was, to marry
without affection.
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When the meeting with which she was threatened for the
morrow was pas, she could not but flatter hersdf that the
subject would befinally concluded, and M r. Crawford once
gone from Mansfield, that every thing would soon be asif no
such subject had existed. She would not, could not believe,
that M r . Crawford'saffection for her could disresshim long;
his mind was not of that sort. London would soon bring its
cure. In London he would soon learn to wonder at his in-
fatuation, and be thankful for theright reason in her, which
had saved him from its evil consequences

While Fanny's mind was engaged in these sort of hopes,
her uncle was soon after tea called out of the room; an occur-
rence too common to strike her, and she thought nothing of
it till the butler re-appeared ten minutes afterwards, and
advancing decidedly towards hersdf, said, 'Sir Thomas
wishes to ek with you, Ma'am, in hisown room." Then it
occurred to her what might be going on; a suspicion rushed
over her mind which drove the colour from her cheeks but
ingtantly rising, shewas preparing to obey, when Mrs. Norris
called out, 'Stay, stay, Fanny! what are you about?—where
are you going?—don't be in such a hurry. Depend upon it,
it isnot you that arewanted; depend upon it it isme; (looking
at thebutler) but you are so very eager to put your sef forward.
What should Sir Thomas want you for? It is me, Baddeley,
you mean; | am coming this moment. You mean me, Bad-
deley, | am sure; Sir Thomas wants me, not Miss Price,’

But Baddeley was stout. 'No, Ma'am, it is Miss Price, |
am certain of itsbeing MissPrice." And therewasa half amile
with thewordswhich meant, 'l do not think you would answer
the purpose at all.'

Mrs. Norris, much discontented, was obliged to compose
her sdlf to work again; and Fanny, walking off in agitating con-
giouness found hersdf, as dhe anticipated, in another
minutealonewith Mr. Crawford.



CHAPTER 11

T H E conference was neither so short, nor so conclusive, as
the lady had desgned. T he gentleman was not so easly satis-
fied. He had all the disposition to persevere that Sir Thomas
could wish him. He had vanity, which strongly inclined him,
in thefirs place, to think she did love him, though she might
not know it hersdlf; and which, secondly, when constrained
at lag to admit that she did know her own present fedlings,
convinced him that he should be able in time to make those
fedings what he wished.

Hewasin love, very much in love; and it was a love which,
operating on an active, sanguine spirit, of more war mth than
ddicacy, made her affection appear of greater consequence,
because it waswithheld, and deter mined him to havetheglory,
aswell asthefdlicity, of forcing her to love him.

He would not despair: he would not dess. He had every
well-grounded reason for solid attachment; he knew her to
have all the worth that could justify the warmest hopes of
lagting happiness with her; her conduct at this very time, by
goesking the disnterestedness and delicacy of her character
(qualities which he believed mog rare indeed), was of a sort
to heighten all his wishes, and confirm all his resolutions. He
knew not that he had a pre-engaged heart to attack. Of that,
he had no suspicion. He consdered her rather asonewho had
never thought on the subject enough to be in danger; who
had been guarded by youth, a youth of mind as lovely as of
person; whose modesty had prevented her from under-
ganding his attentions, and who was still overpowered by the
suddenness of addresses so wholly unexpected, and the novelty
of astuation which her fancy had never taken into account.

Must it not follow of course, that when he was under stood,
he should succesd?—he believed it fully. Love such as his,
inaman like himsdf, must with perseverance secureareturn,
and at no great distance; and he had so much delight in the
idea of obliging her to love him in a very short time, that her



296 MANSFIELD PARK

not loving him now was scarcely regretted. A little difficulty
to be overcome, was no evil to Henry Crawford. He rather
derived spirits from it. He had been apt to gain hearts too
easily. His situation was new and animating.

To Fanny, however, who had known too much opposition
all her life, to find any charm in it, all this was unintelligible.
She found that he did mean to persevere; but how he could,
after such language from her as she felt herself obliged to use,
was not to be understood. She told him, that she did not love
him, could not love him, was sure she never should love him:
that such a change was quite impossible, that the subject was
most painful to her, that she must intreat him never to men-
tion it again, to allow her to leave him at once, and let it be
considered as concluded for ever. And when farther pressed,
had added, that in her opinion their dispositions were so
totally dissimilar, as to make mutual affection incompatible;
and that they were unfitted for each other by nature, education,
and habit. All this she had said, and with the earnestness of
sincerity; yet this was not enough, for he immediately denied
there being anything uncongenial in their characters, or any-
thing unfriendly in their situations; and positively declared,
that he would still love, and still hope!

Fanny knew her own meaning, but was no judge of her
own manner. Her manner was incurably gentle, and she wes
not aware how much it concealed the sternness of her purpose.
Her diffidence, gratitude, and softness, made every expression
of indifference seem almost an effort of self-denial; seem at
least, to be giving nearly as much pain to herself as to him.
Mr. Crawford was no longer the Mr. Crawford who, as the
clandestine, insidious, treacherous admirer of Maria Bertram,
had been her abhorrence, whom she had hated to see or to
spesk to, in whom she could believe no good quality to exist,
and whose power, even of being agreeable, she had barely
acknowledged. He was now the Mr. Crawford who wes
addressing herself with ardent, disinterested, love; whose
feelings were apparently become all that was honourable and
upright, whose views of happinesswere all fixed on amarriage
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of attachment; who was pouring out his ssnse of her merits,
describing and describing again his affection, proving, as far
aswords could proveit, and in the language, tone, and spirit
of a man of talent too, that he sought her for her gentleness
and her goodness, and to complete thewhole, he wasnow the
Mr. Crawford who had procured William's promotion!

Here was a change! and here were claims which could not
but operate. She might have disdained him in all the dignity
of angry virtue, in the grounds of Sotherton, or the theatre
at Mansfield Park; but he approached her now with rightsthat
demanded different treatment. She must be courteous, and
de must be compassonate. She must have a snsation of
being honoured, and whether thinking of hersdf or her
brother, she must have a srong feding of gratitude. The
effect of the whole was a manner so pitying and agitated, and
words intermingled with her refusal so expressve of obliga-
tion and concern, that to a temper of vanity and hope like
Crawford's, the truth, or at leas the strength of her in-
difference, might well be questionable; and he was not o
irrational as Fanny conddered him, in the professons of
per severing, assduous, and not desponding attachment which
dosd the interview.

It was with reuctance that he suffered her to go, but there
was no look of despair in parting to bely hiswords, or give her
hopes of hisbeing lessunreasonablethan he professed himsdlf.

Now she was angry. Some resentment did arise at a per-
sverance s0 sfish and ungenerous. Here was again a want
of ddicacy and regard for others which had formerly so
gruck and disgusted her. Here was again a something of the
sameM r . Crawford whom shehad soreprobated before. How
evidently was there a gross want of feding and humanity
where his own pleasure was concerned—And, alas how
always no known principleto supply asa duty what the heart
was deficient in. Had her own affections been as free—as
perhaps they ought to have been—he never could have
engaged them.

So thought Fanny in good truth and sober sadness as she
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sat musing over that too great indulgence and luxury of afire
upstairs—wondering at the past and present, wondering at
what was yet to come, and in a nervous agitation which made
nothing clear to her but the persuason of her being never
under any crcumgancesabletoloveM r . Crawford, and the
felicity of having a (ireto St over and think of it.

Sir Thomas was obliged or obliged himself to wait till the
morrow for a knowledge of what had passed between the
young people. He then ssw M r. Crawford, and received his
account.—T hefirg feding was disappointment; he had hoped
better things, he had thought that an hour's in treaty from
a young man like Crawford could not have worked <o little
change on a gentle tempered girl like Fanny; but there was
eedy comfort in the determined views and sanguine per -
sverance of the lover; and when seeing such confidence of
uccessin the principal, Sir Thomas was soon able to depend
on it himsdf.

Nothing was omitted, on his sde, of civility, compliment,
or kindness, that might assg the plan. Mr. Crawford's
geadiness was honoured, and Fanny was praised, and the
connection was still themogt desrablein theworld. At Mans-
field Park M r. Crawford would always be welcome; he had
only to consult his own judgment and fedings as to the
frequency of hisvigts, at present or in future. In all hisniece's
family and friends there could be but one opinion, one wish
on the subject; the influence of all who loved her must incline
one way.

Every thingwassaid that could encour age, every encour age-
ment received with grateful joy, and the gentlemen parted
the begt of friends.

Satidied that the cause was now on a footing the mos
proper and hopeful, Sir Thomas resolved to abstain from all
farther importunity with hisniece, and to shew no open inter -
ference. Upon her disposition he believed kindness might be
the best way of working. I ntreaty should be from one quarter
only. The forbearance of her family on a point, respecting
which she could bein no doubt of their wishes, might be ther
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aurest means of forwardingit. Accordingly, on thisprinciple
Sr Thomastook thefirst opportunity of saying to her, with
a mild gravity, intended to be overcoming, ‘Well, Fanny, |
have seen M r . Crawford again, and learn from him exactly
how matters sand between you. Heis a most extraordinary
young man, and whatever be the event, you must fed that
you have created an attachment of no common character;
though, young as you are, and little acquainted with the
transent, varying, ungeady nature of love, as it generally
exigs you cannot bestruck as| am with all that iswonder ful
in a perseverance of this sort, againg discouragement. With
him, it isentirely amatter of feeling; heclaimsnomeritinit,
perhaps is entitled to none. Yet, having chosen so well, his
congancy has a respectable somp. Had his choice been less
unexceptionable, 1 should have condemned his persevering.'

'Indeed, Sir,' said Fanny, 'l am very sorry that M r. Craw-
ford should continue to——I know, that it is paying me
a very great compliment, and | fed most undeservedly
honoured, but | am so perfectly convinced, and | have told
him s, that it never will bein my power—'

"My dear, interrupted Sir Thomas, 'there is no occason
for this. Your fedingsareaswell known to me, as my wishes
and regrets must be to you. There is nothing more to be
sid or done. From this hour, the subject is never to bere-
vived between us You will have nothing to fear, or to be
agitated about. You cannot suppose me capable of trying to
persuadeyou to marry againg your inclinations. Y our happi-
ness and advantage are all that | have in view, and nothing
isrequired of you but to bear with M r . Crawford'sendeavours
to convince you, that they may not be incompatible with his.
He proceeds at hisown risk. You are on safe ground. | have
engaged for your seeing him whenever he calls, as you might
have done, had nothing of this sort occurred. You will s
him with the res of us in the same manner, and as much
as you can, dismissing the recollection of every thing un-
pleasant. He leaves Northamptonshire so soon, that even
this dight sacrifice cannot be often demanded. The future
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must be very uncertain. And now, my dear Fanny, this sub-
ject is dosad between us!

The promised departure was all that Fanny could think
of with much satisfaction. Her uncl€'s kind expressons, how-
ever, and forbearing manner, were sengbly felt; and when
she consdered how much of the truth was unknown to him,
she believed she had no right to wonder at the line of conduct
he pursued. He who had married a daughter to Mr. Rush
worth Romantic ddicacy was certainly not to be expected
from him. She mug do her duty, and trust that time might
make her duty easer than it now was

She could not, though only eighteen, suppose Mr. Craw-
ford's attachment would hold out for ever; she could not but
imagine that steady, unceasing discouragement from her sdf
would put an end to it in time. How much time she might, in
her own fancy, allot for its dominion, is another concern. It
would not befair to enquireinto a young lady's exact etimate
of her own perfections,

In spite of his intended slence, Sir Thomas found himsdlf
once more obliged to mention the subject to his niece, to
prepare her briefly for its being imparted to her aunts, a
measure which he would still have avoided, if possble, but
which became necessary from the totally opposte fedings of
Mr. Crawford, as to any sscrecy of proceeding. He had no
idea of concealment. It was all known at the parsonage, where
he loved to talk over the future with both his ssers, and it
would be rather gratifying to him to have enlightened wit-
neses of the progress of his success When Sir Thomas
understood this, he felt the necessty of making his own wife
and sister-in-law acquainted with the busness without delay;
though on Fanny's account, he ailmost dreaded the effect of
the communication to Mrs. Norrisas much as Fanny hersdf.
He deprecated her mistaken, but well-meaning zeal. Sr
Thomas, indeed, was, by thistime, not very far from dassing
Mrs. Norris as one of those well-meaning people, who are
always doing mistaken and very disagreeable things.

Mrs. Norris, however, relieved him. He pressed for the
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srictest forbearance and silence towards their niece; she not
only promised, but did observe it. She only looked her
increased ill-will. Angry she was, bitterly angry; but she was
moreangry with Fanny for having received such an offer, than
for refusingit. It wasan injury and affront to Julia, who ought
to have been Mr. Crawford's choice; and, independently of
that, she disliked Fanny, because she had neglected her; and
she would have grudged such an elevation to one whom she
had been always trying to depress.

Sir Thomas gave her more credit for discretion on the
occason than she deserved; and Fanny could have blessed
her for allowing her only to see her displeasure, and not to
hear it.

Lady Bertram took it differently. She had been a beauty,
and a prosperous beauty, all her life; and beauty and wealth
were all that excited her respect. To know Fanny to be sought
in marriage by a man of fortune, raised her, therefore, very
much in her opinion. By convincing her that Fanny was very
pretty, which she had been doubting about before, and that
she would be advantageously married, it made her fed a sort
of credit in calling her niece.

"Well, Fanny,' said she, as soon as they wer e alone together
afterwards,—and she really had known something like im-
patience, to be alone with her, and her countenance, as she
spoke, had extraordinary animation—'Well, Fanny, | have
had a very agreeable surprise thismorning. | must just speak
ofit cnog | told Sir Thomas | must once, and then | shall have
done. | give you joy, my dear niece.'—And looking at her
complacently, she added '"Humph—W e certainly are a hand-
some family.'

Fanny coloured, and doubted at first what to say; when
hoping to assail her on her vulnerable side, she presently
answer ed—

"My dear aunt, you cannot wish me to do differently from
what | have done, | am sure. You cannot wish me to marry;
for you would miss me, should not you?—Yes, | am sure you
would miss me too much for that.'

M.P. - 15
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'No, my dear, | should not think of missing you, when such
an offer as this comes in your way. | could do very well with-
out you, if you were married to a man of such good estate as
Mr. Crawford. And you must be aware, Fanny, that it isever)
young woman's duty to accept such a very unexceptionable
offer as this.'

This was amost the only rule of conduct, the only piece
of advice, which Fanny had ever received from her aunt in
the course of eight years and a half.—It silenced her. She fell
how unprofitable contention would be. If her aunt's fedings
were against her, nothing could be hoped from attacking hei
understanding. Lady Bertram was quite talkative.

I will tell you what, Fanny," said she.—'l am sure he fell
in love with you at the ball, I am sure the mischief was done
that evening. You did look remarkably well. Every body sad
0. Sir Thomas said s0. And you know you had Chapman to
help you dress. | am very glad | sent Chapman to you. | shall
tell Sir Thomas that | am sure it was done that evening.'
—And still pursuing the same cheerful thoughts, she soon
afterwards added,--'And | will tell you what, Fanny—which
is more than | did for Maria—the next time pug has a litter
you shall have a puppy.'

CHAPTER I 11

EDMUND had great things to hear on his return. Many sur-
prises were awaiting him. Thefirst that occurred was not least
in interest,—the appearance of Henry Crawford and his
sister walking together through the village, as he rode into
it.—He had concluded,—he had meant them to be far distant.
His absence had been extended beyond a fortnight purposely
to avoid Miss Crawford. He was returning to Mansfield with
spirits ready to feed on melancholy remembrances, and tender
associations, when her own fair self was before him, leaning
on her brother's arm; and he found himself receiving a
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welcome, unqguestionably friendly, from the woman whom,
two moments before, he had been thinking of as seventy miles
off, and as farther, much farther from him in inclination than
- awy distance could express.

Her reception of him was of a sort which he could not have
hoped for, had he expected to see her. Coming as he did from
such apurport® fulfilled ashad taken him away, hewould have
expected any thing rather than alook of satisfaction, and words
of simple, pleasant meaning. It was enough to set his heart in
aglow, and to bring him home in the properest state for feel-
ing the full value of the other joyful surprises at hand.

William's promotion, with all its particulars, he was soon
magter of ; and with such a secret provision of comfort within
his own breast to help the joy, he found in it a source of most
gratifying sensation, and unvarying cheerfulness all dinner-
time.

After dinner, when he and his father were alone, he had
Fanny's history; and then all the great events of the last fort-
night, and the present situation of matters at Mansfield were
known to him.

Fanny suspected what was going on. They sat so much
longer than usual in the dining parlour, that she was sure they
must be talking of her; and when tea at last brought them
away, and she was to be seen by Edmund again, she felt
dreadfully guilty. He came to her, sat down by her, took her
hand, and pressed it kindly; and at that moment she thought
that, but for the occupation and the scene which the tea things
afforded, she must have betrayed her emotion in some un-
pardonable excess.

He was not intending, however, by such action, to be con-
veying to her that unqualified approbation and encouragement
which her hopes drew from it. It was designed only to express
his participation in all that interested her, and to tell her that
he had been hearing what quickened every feeling of affection.
He was, in fact, entirely on his father's side of the question.
His surprise was not so great as his father's, at her refusing
Crawford, because, so far from supposing her to consider him
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with anything like a preference, he had aways believed it to
be rather the reverse, and could imagine her to be taken
perfectly unprepared, but Sir Thomas could not regard the
connection as more desirable than he did. It had every recom-
mendation to him, and while honouring her for what she had
done under the influence of her present indifference, honour-
ing her in rather stronger terms than Sir Thomas could quite
echo, he was most earnest in hoping, and sanguine in believ-
ing, that it would beamatch at last, and that, united by mutual
affection, it would appear that their dispositions were as
exactly fitted to make them blessed in each other, as he wes
now beginning seriously to consider them. Crawford had been
too precipitate. He had not given her time to attach hersalf.
He had begun at the wrong end. With such powers as his,
however, and such a disposition as hers, Edmund trusted that
every thing would work out a happy conclusion. Meanwhile,
he sav enough of Fanny's embarrassment to make him
scrupulously guard against exciting it a second time, by any
word, or look, or movement.

Crawford called the next day, and on the score of Edmund's
return, Sir Thomas felt himself more than licensed to ask him
to stay dinner; it was really a necessary compliment. He staid
of course, and Edmund had then ample opportunity for ob-
serving how he sped with Fanny, and what degree of immedi-
ate encouragement for him might be extracted from her
manners; and it wasso little, so very very little, (every chance,
every possibility of it, resting upon her embarrassment only, if
there was not hope in her confusion, there was hope in nothing
else) that he was amost ready to wonder at his friend's per-
severance—Fanny was worth it all; he held her to be worth
every effort of patience, every exertion of mind—but he did
not think he could have gone on himself with any woman
breathing, without something more to warm his courage than
his eyes could discern in hers. He was very willing to hope
that Crawford saw clearer; and this was the most comfortable
conclusion for his friend that he could come to from all that
he observed to pass before, and at, and after dinner
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In the evening a few circumstances occurred which he
thought more promising. When he and Crawford walked into
the drawing-room, his mother and Fanny were sitting as
intently and silently at work as if there were nothing dse to
cae for, Edmund could not help noticing their apparently
degptranquillity.

"We have not been so silent all thetime,' replied his mother.
'Fanny has been reading to me, and only put the book down
upon hearing you coming.'—And sure enough there was a
book on the table which had the air of being very recently
closed, a volume of Shakespeare—'She often reads to me out
of those books; and she was in the middle of a very fine speech
of that man's—What's his name, Fanny?—when we heard
your footsteps.'

Crawford took the volume. 'Let me have the pleasure of
finishing that speech to your ladyship," said he. 'l shall find
it immediately." And by carefully giving way to the inclina-
tion of the leaves, he did find it, or within a page or two, quite
near enough to satisfy Lady Bertram, who assured him, as
soon as he mentioned the name of Cardinal Wolsey, that he
had got the very speech.—Not a look, or an offer of help had
Fanny given; not a syllable for or against. All her attention
was for her work. She seemed determined to be interested by
nothing ese. But taste was too strong in her. She could not
abstract her mind five minutes; she was forced to listen; his
reading was capital, and her pleasure in good reading extreme.
To good reading, however, she had been long used; her uncle
read well—her cousins all—Edmund very well; but in Mr.
Crawford's reading there was a variety of excellence beyond
what she had ever met with. The King, the Queen, Bucking-
ham, Wolsey, Cromwell, all were given in turn; for with the
happiest knack, the happiest power of jumping and guessing,
he could aways light, a will, on the best scene, or the best
goeeches of each; and whether it were dignity or pride, or
tenderness or remorse, or whatever were to be expressed, he
could do it with equal beauty.—It was truly dramatic—His
acting had first taught Fanny what pleasure a play might give.
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and his reading brought all his acting before her again; nay,
perhaps with greater enjoyment, for it came unexpectedly,
and with no such drawback as she had been usad to suffer in
seaing him on the gage with MissBertram.

Edmund watched the progress of her attention, and was
amusd and gratified by seeing how she gradually dackened
in the needle-work, which, at the beginning, seemed to occupy
her totally; how it fell from her hand while she sat motionless
over it—and at lagt, how the eyes which had appeared s
sudioudy to avoid him throughout the day, were turned and
fixed on Crawford, fixed on him for minutes, fixed on him in
short till the attraction drew Crawford's upon her, and the
book was closed, and the charm was broken. Then, she was
shrinking again into hersdf, and blushing and working as
hard as ever; but it had been enough to give Edmund en-
couragement for hisfriend, and as he cordially thanked him,
he hoped to be expressng Fanny's secret fedings too.

'That play must be a favourite with you," said he; "You
read asif you knew it well.'

"It will be a favourite | beieve from this hour,' replied
Crawford; '—but | do not think | have had a volume of Shake-
oeare in my hand before, snce | was fifteen—l once sw
Henry the 8th acted.—Or | have heard of it from somebody
who did—I am not certain which. But Shakespeare one gets
acguainted with without knowing how. It ispart of an English-
man's congtitution. His thoughts and beauties are so spread
abroad that one touches them every where, one is intimate
with him by instinct.—No man of any brain can open at a
good part of one of his plays, without falling into the flow of
his meaning immediately.'

"No doubt, one is familiar with Shakespeare in a degree’
said Edmund, 'from on€s earliest years. His celebrated pas
sages are quoted by every body; they arein half the books we
open, and weall talk Shakespeare, use hissimilies, and describe
with his descriptions; but thisis totally distinct from giving
his snse as you gave it. To know him in bits and scraps is
common enough; to know him pretty thoroughly, is, perhaps.
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not uncommon,; but to read him well aloud, is no every-day
talent.’

'Sir, you do me honour;" was Crawford's answer, with a
bow of mock gravity.

Both gentlemen had a glance at Fanny, to s if a word of
accordant praise could be extorted from her; yet both feeling
that it could not be. Her praise had been given in her atten-
tion; that must content them.

Lady Bertram's admiration was expressed, and strongly
too. 'It was really like being at a play,’ said she—T wish Sir
Thomas had been here!

Crawford was excessvely pleased.—If Lady Bertram, with
all her incompetency and languor, could fed this, theinference
of what her niece, alive and enlightened as she was, must feel,
was el evating.

'"You have a great turn for acting, | am sure, Mr. Craw-
ford," said her Ladyship soon afterwards—'and | will tell you
what, | think you will have a theatre, some time or other, at
your house in Norfolk. | mean when you are settled there.
| do, indeed 1 think you will fit up a theatre a your house in
Norfolk.'

‘Do you, Ma'am?' cried he with quickness. 'No, no, that
will never be. Your Ladyship is quite mistaken. No theatre
at Everingham! Oh! no."—And he looked at Fanny with an
expressve smile, which evidently meant, 'that lady will never
alow athestre at Everingham.'

Edmund saw it all, and saw Fanny so determined not to
e it, as to make it clear that the voice was enough to convey
the full meaning of the protestation; and such a quick con-
stiousness of compliment, such a ready comprehension of a
hint, he thought, was rather favourable than not.

The subject of reading aloud was farther discussed. The
two young men were the only talkers, but they, standing by
the fire, talked over the too common neglect of the qualifica-
tion, the total inattention to it, in the ordinary school-system
for boys, the consequently natural—yet in some instances
amost unnatural degree of ignorance and uncouthness of
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men, of sensble and well-informed men, when suddenly
caled to the necessity of reading aloud, which had fallen
within their notice, giving ingtances of blunders, and failures
with their secondary causes the want of management of the
voice, of proper modulation and emphass, of foresight and
judgment, all proceeding from the first cause, want of early
attention and habit; and Fanny was listening again with great
entertainment.

‘Even in my professon'—said Edmund with a smile—
'how little the art of reading has been studied! how little a
cdear manner, and good delivery, have been attended to! |
ek rather .of the pagt, however, than the present—There
is now a spirit of improvement abroad; but among those who
were ordained twenty, thirty, forty years ago, the larger
number, to judge by their performance, must have thought
reading was reading, and preaching was preaching. It is
different now. The subject is more justly conddered. It is
fdt that diginctness and energy may have weight in recom-
mending the mog solid truths; and, besdes, there is more
general observation and taste, a more critical knowledge
diffused, than formerly; in every congregation, there is a
larger proportion who know a little of the matter, and who
can judge and criticize.'

Edmund had already gone through the service once snce
his ordination; and upon this being understood, he had a
variety of quetions from Crawford as to his fedings and
uccess  questions which being made—though with the
vivacity of friendly interest and quick taste—without any
touch of that spirit of banter or air of levity which Edmund
knew to be mog offensve to Fanny, he had true pleasure in
satisfying; and when Crawford proceeded to ak his opinion
and give his own as to the properet manner in which par-
ticular passages in the service should be delivered, shewing
it to bea subject on which he had thought before, and thought
with judgment, Edmund was still more and more pleased.
This would be the way to Fanny's heart. She was not to be
won by all that gallantry and wit, and good nature together.
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could do; or at least, she would not be won by them nearly so
soon, without the assstance of sentiment and feeling, and
Seriousness on serious subjects.

'Our liturgy,* observed Crawford, 'has beauties, which not
even a careless, slovenly style of reading can destroy; but it
hes dso redundancies and repetitions, which require good
reading not to be felt. For myself, at least, | must confess
being not aways so attentive as | ought to be—(here was a
glance at Fanny) that nineteen times out of twenty | am think-
ing how such a prayer ought to be read, and longing to have it
to read myself—Did you speak? stepping eagerly to Fanny,
and addressing her in a softened voice; and upon her saying,
'No," he added, 'Are you sure you did not spesk? | saw your
lips move. | fancied you might be going to tell me | ought to
be more attentive, and not allow my thoughts to wander. Are
not you going to tell me so?

'No, indeed, you know your duty too well for me to—even
supposing—'

She stopt, felt herself getting into a puzzle, and could not
be prevailed on to add another word, not by dint of severa
minutes of supplication and waiting. He then returned to
his former station, and went on as if there had been no such
tender interruption.

" A sermon, well delivered, is more uncommon even than
prayers well read. A sermon, good in itself, is no rare thing.
Itismore difficult to spesk well than to compose well; that is,
the rules and trick of composition are oftener an object of
study. A thoroughly good sermon, thoroughly well delivered,
isacapital gratification. | can never hear such a one without
the greatest admiration and respect, and more than half a
mind to take orders and preach myself. There is something
in the eloquence of the pulpit, when it is realy eloquence,
which is entitled to the highest praise and honour. The
preacher who can touch and affect such an heterogeneous mass
of hearers, on subjects limited, and long worn thread-bare in
all common hands; who can say any thing new or striking,
any thing that rouses the attention, without offending the
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taste, or wearing out the feelings of his hearers, isaman whom
one could not (in his public capacity) honour enough. |
should like to be such a man.!

Edmund laughed.

‘I should indeed. | neyer listened to a distinguished
preacher in my life, without a sort of envy. But then, | must
have a London audience. | could not preach, but to the edu-
cated ; to those who were capable of estimating my composi-
tion. And, | do not know that | should be fond of preaching
often; now and then, perhaps, once or twice in the spring,
after being anxiously expected for half a dozen Sundays
together; but not for a constancy; it would not do for a
constancy.'

Here Fanny, who could not but listen, involuntarily shook
her head, and Crawford was instantly by her side again,
intreating to know her meaning; and as Edmund perceived,
by his drawing in a chair, and sitting down close by her, that
it wes to be a very thorough attack, that looks and undertones
were to be well tried, he sank as quietly as possible into a
corner, turned his back, and took up a newspaper, very
sincerely wishing that dear little Fanny might be persuaded
into explaining away that shake of the head to the satisfaction
of her ardent lover; and as earnestly trying to bury every
sound of the business from himself in murmurs of his own,
over the various advertisements of 'a most desirable edtate in
South Wales-—'To Parents and Guardians—and a 'Capital
season'd Hunter.'

Fanny, meanwhile, vexed with herself for not having been
as motionless as she was gpeechless, and grieved to the heart
to e Edmund's arrangements, was trying, by every thing
in the power of her modest gentle nature, to repulse Mr.
Crawford, and avoid both his looks and enquiries; and he
unrepul sable was persisting in both.

'What did that sheke of the head mean? said he. 'What
was it meant to express? Disapprobation, | fear. But of
what?—What had | been saying to displease you?—Did you
think me speaking improperly?—Ilightly, irreverently on the
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subject?—Only tell me if | was. Only tell me if | was wrong.
| want to be st right. Nay, nay, | entreat you; for one moment
put down your work. What did that shake of the head mean?

In vain was her Tray, Sir, don't—pray, Mr. Crawford,’
repeated twice over; and in vain did she try to move avay—
In the same low eager voice, and the same close neighbour-
hood, he went on, re-urging the same questions as before.
She grew more agitated and displeased.

'How can you, Sir? Y ou quite astonish me—I wonder how
you can'—

'Do | astonish you?—said he. 'Do you wonder? Is there
any thing in my present intreaty that you do not understand ?
| will explain to you instantly all that makes me urge you in
this manner, all that gives me an interest in what you look and
do, and excites my present curiosity. | will not leave you to
wonder long."'

In spite of herself, she could not help half a smile, but she
sad nothing.

'Y ou shook your head at my acknowledging that | should
not like to engage in the duties of a clergyman aways, for a
constancy. Yes, that was the word. Constancy, | am not
afraid of the word. | would spell it, read it, writeit with any
body. | se nothing alarming in the word. Did you think
| ought?

'Perhaps, Sir," said Fanny, wearied at last into spesking—
‘perhaps, Sir, | thought it was a pity you did not always know
yourself as well as you seemed to do at that moment.'

Crawford, delighted to get her to spesk at any rate, was
determined to keep it up; and poor Fanny, who had hoped
to silence him by such an extremity of reproof, found herself
sadly mistaken, and that it was only a change from one
object of curiosity and one set of words to another. He had
aways something to intreat the explanation of. The oppor-
tunity was too fair. None such had occurred since his seeing
her in her uncle's room, none such might occur again before
his leaving Mansfield. Lady Bertram's being just on the
other side of the table was a trifle, for she might always be
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considered as only half awake, and Edmund's advertisements
were still of the first utility.

'Well," said Crawford, after acourse of rapid questions and
reluctant answers—"* | am happier than | was, because | now
understand more clearly your opinion of me. Y ou think me
unsteady—easily swayed by the whim of the moment—easily
tempted—easily put aside. With such an opinion, no wonder
that——But we shall see—It is not by protestations that |
shall endeavour to convince you | am wronged, it is not by
telling you that my affections are steady. My conduct shall
ek for me—absence, distance, time shall spesk for me—
They shall prove, that as far as you can be deserved by any
body, | do deserve you.—Y ou are infinitely my superior in
merit; all that | know.—Y ou have qualitieswhich | had not
before supposed to exist in such a degree in any human
creature. Y ou have some touches of the angel in you, beyond
what—not merely beyond what one sees, because one never
ses any thing like it—but beyond what one fancies might be.
But still I am not frightened. It is not by equality of merit
that you can be won. That is out of the question. It is he who
s and worships your merit the strongest, who loves you
most devotedly, that has the best right to a return. There
| build my confidence. By that right | do and will deserve
you; and when once convinced that my attachment is what
| declareit, | know you too well not to entertain the warmest
hopes—Yes, dearest, sweetet Fanny—Nay—(seeing her
draw back displeased) forgive me. Perhaps | have as yet no
right—but by what other namecan | call you ? Do you suppose
you are ever present to my imagination under any other? No,
itis"Fanny" that | think of all day, and dream of all night.
You have given the name such reality of sweetness, that
nothing else can now be descriptive of you.'

Fanny could hardly have kept her seet any longer, or have
refrained from at least trying to get away in spite of all the too
public opposition she foresaw to it, had it not been for the
sound of approaching relief, the very sound which she had
been long watching for, and long thinking strangely delayed.
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The solemn processon, headed by Baddely, of tea-board,
urn, and cake-bearers, made itsappearance, and ddivered her
from a grievousimprisonment of body and mind. M r . Craw-
ford was obliged to move. She was at liberty, she was busy,
she was protected.

Edmund was not sorry to be admitted again among the
number of thase who might speak and hear. But though the
conference had seemed full long to him, and though on look-
ing at Fanny he saw rather a flush of vexation, he inclined to
hope that so much could not have been said and listened to,
without some profit to the speaker.

CHAPTER |V

EDMUND had determined that it belonged entirely to Fanny
to chusewhether her situation with regard to Crawford should
be mentioned between them or not; and that if she did not
lead the way, it should never be touched on by him; but after
a day or two of mutual reserve, he was induced by his father
to change his mind, and try what his influence might do for
his friend.

A day, and a very early day, was actually fixed for the
Crawfords departure; and Sir Thomas thought it might be
as well to make one more effort for the young man before he
left Mansfield, that all his professons and vows of unshaken
attachment might have as much hope to sugain them as
possble

Sir Thomas was mog cordially anxious for the perfection
of Mr. Crawford'scharacter in that point. He wished him to
be a modd of congtancy; and fancied the bes means of effect-
ing it would be by not trying him too long.

Edmund was not unwilling to be persuaded to engage in
the busness, he wanted to know Fanny's fedings. She had
been usad to consult him in every difficulty, and he loved her
too well to bear to be denied her confidence now; he hoped to
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be of service to her, he thought he must be of service to her,
whom ese had she to open her heart to? If she did not need
counsel, she must need the comfort of communication. Fanny

_egtranged from him, silent and reserved, was an unnatural
dtate of things; a state which he must bresk through, and
which he could easily learn to think she was wanting him to
break through.

"1 will speek to her, Sir; | will take the first opportunity of
speaking to her alone,' was the result of such thoughts as
these; and upon Sir Thomas's information of her being at
that very time walking aone in the shrubbery, he instantly
joined her.

‘| am come to walk with you, Fanny," said he. 'Shall 17—
(drawing her armwithin his,) 'it isalong while since we have
had a comfortable walk together.'

She assented to it all rather by look than word. Her spirits
were low.

'‘But, Fanny," he presently added, 'in order to have a com-
fortable walk, something more is necessary than merely
pacing this gravel together. Y ou must talk to me. | know you
have something on your mind. | know what you are thinking
of. You cannot suppose me uninformed. Am | to hear of it
from every body but Fanny herself?

Fanny, at once agitated and dejected, replied, '| f you hear
of it from every body, cousin, there can be nothing for me to
tell.'

'Not of facts, perhaps; but of feelings, Fanny. No one but
you can tell me them. | do not mean to press you, however.
If it is not what you wish yourself, | have done. | had thought
it might bearelief.'

'l am afrad we think too differently, for me to find any
relief in talking of what | feel.'

‘Do you suppose that we think differently ? 1 have no idea
of it. | dare say, that on a comparison of our opinions, they
would be found as much alike as they have been used to
be: to the point—I consider Crawford's proposals as most
advantageous and desirable, if you could return his affection.
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| congder it asmos natural that all your family should wish
you could return it; but that as you cannot, you have done
exactly as you ought in refusng him. Can there be any dis-
agreement between us here?

'Oh no! But | thought you blamed me. | thought you were
againg me. Thisis such a comfort.’

'This comfort you might have had sooner, Fanny, had you
sought it. But how could you possbly suppose me againg
you? How could you imagine me an advocate for marriage
without love? Were | even cardessin general on such matters,
how could you imagine me so where your happiness was at
dake?

'My uncle thought me wrong, and | knew he had been
talkingtoyou.'

'Asfar asyou havegone, Fanny, | think you perfectly right,
| may be sorry, | may be surprised—though hardly that, for
you had not had time to attach yoursdf; but | think you
perfectly right. Can it admit of a question? It is disgraceful
to us if it does You did not love him—nothing could have
judtified your accepting him.'

Fanny had not felt so comfortable for daysand days.

'So far your conduct has been faultless and they were
quite mistaken who wished you to do otherwise. But the
matter does not end here. Crawford'sis no common attach-
ment; he perseveres, with the hope of creating that regard
which had not been created before. This, we know, must be
awork of time. But (with an affectionate smile), let him succeed
at lagt, Fanny, let him succead at lagt. Y ou have proved your -
sf upright and disinterested, prove yoursdf grateful and
tender-hearted; and then you will be the perfect modd of a
woman, which | have always believed you born for.'

'"Oh! never, never, never; he never will succesd with me.'
And she gpokewith awar mth which quiteastonished Edmund,
and which she blushed at the recollection of hersdf, when
dhesaw hislook, and heard him reply, 'Never, Fanny, sovery
determined and postivel This is not like yoursdf, vour
rational self
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'l mean,' she cried, sorrowfully, correcting herself, 'that
I think, | never shall, as far as the future can be answered for
—I think | never shall return hisregard.'

'l must hope better things. | am aware, more aware than
Crawford can be, that the man who means to make you love
him (you having due notice of hisintentions), must have very
up-hill work, for there are all your early attachments, and
habits, in battle array; and before he can get your heart for
his own use, he has to unfasten it from all the holds upon
things animate and inanimate, which so many years growth
have confirmed, and which are considerably tightened for
the moment by the very idea of separation. | know that the
apprehension of being forced to quit Mansfield will for a time
be arming you against him. | wish he had not been obliged to
tell you what he was trying for. | wish he had known you as
well as | do, Fanny. Between us, | think we should have won
you. My theoretical and his practical knowledge together,
could not have failed. He should have worked upon my plans.
| must hope, however, that time proving him (as | firmly
believeitwill), to deserve you by his steady affection, will give
him his reward. | cannot suppose that you have not the wish
to love him—the natural wish of gratitude. Y ou must have
some feeling of that sort. You must be sorry for your own
indifference.’

'‘We are so totally unlike," said Fanny, avoiding a direct
answer, 'we are so very, very different in all our inclinations
and ways, that | consider it as quite impossible we should
ever be tolerably happy together, even if | could like him.
There never were two people more dissimilar. We have not
one taste in common. We should be miserable.’

'You are mistaken, Fanny. The dissimilarity is not so
strong. Y ou are quite enough alike. Y ou have tastes in com-
mon. You have moral and literary tastes in common. You
have both warm hearts and benevolent feelings, and Fanny,
who that heard him read, and saw you listen to Shakespeare
the other night, will think you unfitted as companions? Y ou
forget yourself: there is a decided difference in your tempers,
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| allow. Heislively, you are serious, but so much the better;
his spiritswill support yours. It isyour dispostion to be easly
dgected, and to fancy difficulties greater than they are. His
cheerfulnesswill counteract this. H e seesdifficultiesno where;
and his pleasantness and gaiety will be a congtant support to
you. Your being so far unlike, Fanny, does not in the smallest
degree make againg the probability of your happiness to-
gether: do not imagine it. | am mysaf convinced that it is
rather a favourable circumstance. | am perfectly persuaded
that the tempers had better be unlike; 1 mean unlike in the
flow of the spirits, in the manners, in the inclination for much
or little company, in the propensty to talk or to be silent, to
begraveor to be gay. Some oppostion hereis, | am thoroughly
convinced, friendly to matrimonial happiness. | exclude
extremes of course; and a very doseresemblancein all those
points would be the likeliest way to produce an extreme. A
counteraction, gentle and continual, is the best safeguard of
manners and conduct.’

Full well could Fanny guess where his thoughts were now.
Miss Crawford's power wasall returning. He had been speak-
ing of her cheerfully from the hour of his coming home. His
avoiding her was quite at an end. He had dined at the parson-
ae only the preceding day.

After leaving him to his happier thoughts for some min-
utes, Fanny feding it due to hersdf, returned to Mr. Craw-
ford, and said, ' It isnot merely in temper that | congder him
as totally unsuited to mysdlf; though in that respect, | think
the difference between us too great, infinitely too great; his
spirits often oppress me—but there is something in him which
| object to still more. | must say, cousin, that | cannot approve
his character. | have not thought well- of him from the time
of the play. | then saw him behaving, as it appeared to me, o
very improperly and unfedingly, | may sesk of it now be-
caueitisall ovee—soimproperly by poor M r . Rushworth, not
seeming to care how he exposed or hurt him, and paying atten-
tionsto my cousn Maria, which—in short, at the time of the
play, | received an impression which will never be got over.'
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"My dear Fanny,' replied Edmund, scarcely hearing her to
theend, | et us not, any of us, be judged by what we appeared
at that period of general folly. The time of the play, isatime
which | hate to recollect. Maria was wrong, Crawford was
wrong, we were all wrong together; but none so wrong as
myself. Compared with me, all the rest were blameless. | was
playing the fool with my eyes open.’

'‘As a by-stander,’ said Fanny, 'perhaps | saw more than
you did; and | do think that M r. Rushworth was sometimes
very jealous.’

‘Very possibly. No wonder. Nothing could be more im-
proper than the whole business. | am shocked whenever |
think that Mariacould be capable of i t; but if she could under-
take the part, we must not be surprised at the rest.'

'‘Before the play, | am much mistaken, if Julia did not
think he was paying her attentions.'

‘Julial—I have heard before from some one of his being in
love with Julia, but | could never s anything of it. And
Fanny, though | hope | do justiceto my sisters good qualities,
| think it very possible that they might, one or both, be more
desirous of being admired by Crawford, and might shew that
desire rather more unguardedly than was perfectly prudent.
| can remember that they were evidently fond of his society;
and with such encouragement, a man like Crawford, lively,
and it may be a little unthinking, might be led on to—There
could be nothing very striking, because it is clear that he had
no pretensions; his heart was reserved for you. And | must
sy, that its being for you, has raised him inconceivably in my
opinion. It does him the highest honour; it shews his proper
estimation of the blessing of domestic happiness, and pure
attachment. It proves him unspoilt by his uncle. It proves
him, in short, every thing that |1 had been used to wish to
believe him, and feared he was not.’

'l am persuaded that he does not think as he ought, on
serious subjects.’

'Say rather, that he has not thought at all upon serious
subjects, which | believe to be a good dea the case. How
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could it be otherwise, with such an education and adviser?
Under the disadvantages, indeed, which both have had, is it
not wonderful that they should be what they are? Crawford's
fedings, | am ready to acknowledge, have hitherto been too
much his guides. Happily, those fedlings have generally been
good. You will supply the rest; and a most fortunate man he
isto attach himself to such a creature—to awoman, who firm
as arock in her own principles, has a gentleness of character
0 well adapted to recommend them. He has chosen his
partner, indeed, with rare felicity. He will make you happy,
Fanny, | know he will make you happy; but you will make him
every thing.'

'I would not engage in such a charge,' cried Fanny in a
shrinking accent—'in such an office of high responsibility!"

'‘Asusual, believing yourself unequal to anything!—fancy-
ing every thing too much for you! Well, though | may not be
able to persuade you into different feelings, you will be per-
suaded into them | trust. | confess myself sincerely anxious
that you may. | have no common interest in Crawford's well
doing. Next to your happiness, Fanny, his has the first claim
on me. You are aware of my having no common interest in
Crawford.'

Fanny was too well aware of it, to have anything to say;
and they walked on together somefifty yardsin mutual silence
and abstraction. Edmund first began again.—

"1 was very much pleased by her manner of spesking of it
yesterday, particularly pleased, because | had not depended
upon her seeing every thing in so just alight. | knew she was
very fond of you, but yet | was afraid of her not estimating
your worth to her brother, quite as it deseived, and of her
regretting that he had not rather fixed on some woman of
distinction, or fortune. | wasafraid of the bias of thoseworldly
maxims, which she has been too much used to hear. But it
wes very different. She spoke of you, Fanny, just as she ought.
She desires the connection as warmly as your uncle or mysalf.
We had along talk about it. | should not have mentioned the
subject, though very anxious to know her sentimenta—but
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| had not been in the room five minutes, before she began,
introducing it with all that openness of heart, and sweet
peculiarity of manner, that spirit and ingenuousness, which
are so much a part of herself. Mrs. Grant laughed at her for
her rapidity.'

'Was Mrs. Grant in the room, then?

'Yes, when | reached the house | found the two sisters
together by themselves; and when once we had begun, we
had not done with you, Fanny, till Crawford and Dr. Grant
canein.'

"It isabove aweek since | saw Miss Crawford.'

'Yes, she laments it; yet owns it may have been best. You
will s her, however, before she goes. Sheis very angry with
you, Fanny; you must be prepared for that. She calls herself
very angry, but you can imagine her anger. Itistheregret and
disappointment of a sister, who thinks her brother has aright
to every thing he may wish for, at the first moment. She is
hurt, asyou would befor William; but sheloves and eteems
you with all her heart.'

‘| knew she would be very angry with me.'

"My dearest Fanny,' cried Edmund, pressing her arm closer
to him, 'do not let the idea of her anger distress you. It is
anger to be talked of, rather than felt. Her heart is made for
love and kindness, not for resentment. | wish you could have
overheard her tribute of praise; | wish you could have seen
her countenance, when she said that you should be Henry's
wife. And | observed, that she always spoke of you as" Fanny,"
which she was never used to do; and it had a sound of most
sisterly cordiality.'

'And Mrs. Grant, did she say—did she spesk—was e
there all the time?

'Y es, she was agreeing exactly with her sister. The surprise
of your refusal, Fanny, ssems to have been unbounded. That
you could refuse such a man as Henry Crawford, seems more
than they can understand. | said what | could for you; but
in good truth, as they stated the case—you must prove your-
self to be in your senses as soon as you can, by a different
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conduct; nothing else will satisfy them. But this is teazing
you. | have done. Do not turn away from me.'

'I should have thought,' said Fanny, after a pause of re-
collection and exertion, 'that every woman must have felt
the possibility of aman's not being approved, not being loved
by some one of her sex, a least, let him be ever so generaly
agreedble. Let him have all the perfections in the world,
| think it ought not to be set down as certain, that a man must
be acceptable to every woman he may happen to like himself.
But even supposing it is so, allowing Mr. Crawford to have
al the claims which his sisters think he has, how wes | to be
prepared to meet him with any feeling answerable to hisown?
He took me wholly by surprise. | had not an idea that his
behaviour to me before had any meaning; and surely | was
not to be teaching myself to like him only because he was
taking, what seemed, very idle notice of me. In my situation,
it would have been the extreme of vanity to be forming ex-
pectationson Mr. Crawford. | am sure his sisters, rating him
as they do, must have thought it so, supposing he had meant
nothing. How then was | to be—to be in love with him the
moment he said he was with me? How was | to have an attach-
ment a his service, as soon as it was asked for? His ssters
should consider me as well ashim. The higher his deserts, the
more improper for me ever to have thought of him. And,
and—wethink very differently of the nature of women, if they
can imagine a woman so very soon capable of returning an
affection as this ssems to imply.'

'My dear, dear Fanny, now | have the truth. 1 know
this to be the truth; and most worthy of you are such feel-
ings. | «ed attributed them to you before. | thought | could
understand you. You have now given exactly the explana-
tion which | ventured to make for you to your friend and
Mrs. Grant, and they were both better satisfied, though
your warm-hearted friend was still run away with a little,
by the enthusiasm of her fondness for Henry. | told them,
that you were of all human creatures the one, over whom
habit had most power, and novelty least: and that the very
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circumstance of the novelty of Crawford's addresses was
against him. Their being so new and so recent was al in
their disfavour; that you could tolerate nothing that you
were not used to; and a great deal ‘more to the same pur-
pose, to give them a knowledge of your character. Miss
Crawford made us laugh by her plans of encouragement
for her brother. She meant to urge him to persevere in the
hope of being loved in time, and of having his addresses
most kindly recelved at the end of about ten years happy
marriage.'

Fanny could with difficulty give the smile that was here
aked for. Her feelings were all in revolt. She feared she
had been doing wrong, saying too much, overacting the
caution which she had been fancying necessary, in guarding
against one evil, laying herself open to another, and to have
Miss Crawford's liveliness repeated to her at such a moment,
and on such a subject, was a bitter aggravation.

Edmund saw weariness and distress in her face, and im-
mediately resolved to forbear al farther discussion; and not
even to mention the name of Crawford again, except as it
might be connected with what must be agreeable to her. On
this principle, he soon afterwards observed, 'They go on
Monday. You are sure therefore of seeing your friend either
to-morrow or Sunday. They realy go on Monday! and 1
was within a trifle of being persuaded to stay at Lessingby
till that very day! | had almost promised it. What a difference
it might have made. Thosefiveor six days more at Lessingby
might have been felt all my life.’

'Y ou were near staying there?

‘Very. | wasmost kindly pressed, and had nearly consented.
Had | received any letter from Mansfield, to tell me how you
were all going on, | believe | should certainly have stayed;
but I knew nothing that had happened here for a fortnight,
and felt that | had been away long enough.’

'Y ou spent your time pleasantly there.'

'Yes; that is, it was the fault of my own mind if | did not.
They were all very pleasant. | doubt their finding me so.
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| took uneasness with me, and there was no getting rid of it
till | was in Mansfield again.'

'TheMiss Owens—you liked them, did not you ?

'"Yes, very well. Pleasant, good-humour ed, unaffected girls.
But | am spailt, Fanny, for common female society. Good-
humoured, unaffected girls, will not do for a man who has
been used to sensble women. They are two distinct orders
of being. Y ou and Miss Crawford have made metoo nice.'

Still, however, Fanny was oppressed and wearied; he saw
it in her looks, it could not be talked away, and attempting it
no more, he led her directly with the kind authority of a
privileged guardian into the house.

CHAPTER V

EDMUND now bdieved himsdf perfectly acquainted with
all that Fanny could tell, or could leave to be conjectured of
her sentiments, and he was satisfied—It had been, as he
before presumed, too hasty a measure on Crawford's side,
and time must be given to make the idea firg familiar, and
then agreeable to her. She must be used to the consideration
of his being in love with her, and then a return of affection
might not be very distant.

He gave this opinion as the result of the conversation, to
his father; and recommended there being nothing more said
to her, no farther attemptsto influence or persuade; but that
every thing should be left to Crawford's assduities, and the
natural workingsof her own mind.

Sir Thomas promised that it should be so. Edmund's
account of Fanny's disposition he could believe to be jugt,
he supposed she had all those fedings, but he must consider
it as very unfortunate that she had; for, lesswilling than his
on to trust to the future, he could not help fearing that if
uch very long allowances of time and habit were necessary
for her, she might not have persuaded hersdf into receiving
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his addresses properly, before the young man's inclination
for paying them were over. There was nothing to be done,
however, but to submit quietly, and hope the best.

The promised visit from her 'friend," as Edmund called
Miss Crawford, was a formidable threat to Fanny, and she
lived in continual terror of it. As a sister, so partial and so
angry, and so little scrupulous of what she said; and in another
light, so triumphant and secure, she was in every way an
object of painful alarm. Her displeasure, her penetration, and
her happiness were all fearful to encounter; and the depen-
dence of having others present when they met, was Fannys
only support in looking forward to it. She absented herself
as little as possible from Lady Bertram, kept away from the
eadt room, and took no solitary walk in the shrubbery, in her
caution to avoid any sudden attack.

She succeeded. She was sffe in the breakfast-room, with
her aunt, when Miss Crawford did come; and the first misery
over, and Miss Crawford looking and speaking with much
less particularity of expression than she had anticipated,
Fanny began to hope there would be nothing worse to be
endured than an half-hour of moderate agitation. But here
she hoped too much, Miss Crawford was not the dave of
opportunity. She was determined to sse Fanny alone, and
therefore said to her tolerably soon, in a low voice, 'l must
gpeek to you for a few minutes somewhere;' words that Fanny
felt all over her, in al her pulses, and all her nerves. Denial
was impossible. Her habits of ready submission, on the
contrary, made her amost instantly rise and lead the way out
of the room. She did it with wretched feelings, but it was
inevitable.

They were no sooner in the hall than all restraint of coun-
tenance was over on Miss Crawford's side. She immediately
shook her head at Fanny with arch, yet affectionate reproach,
and taking her hand, seemed hardly able to help beginning
directly. She said nothing, however, but, 'Sad, sad girl! | do
not know when | shall have done scolding you," and had dis-
cretion enough to reserve the rest till they might be secure ot
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having four walls to themsdves. Fanny naturally turned up
dairs, and took her guest to the apartment which was now
always fit for comfortable use; opening the door, however,
with a mogt aching heart, and feding that she had a more
digressing scene before her than ever that spot had yet wit-
nessd. But the evil ready to burst on her, was at least delayed
by the sudden change in Miss Crawford's ideas, by the
grong effect on her mind which the finding her sdf in the eest
room again produced.

"HaF shecried, with insant animation, 'am | here again?
The eag2 room. Once only was | in this room beforel'—and
after sopping to look about her, and seemingly to retrace all
that had then passed, she added, 'Once only before. Do you
remember it? | cameto rehearse. Your cousn came too; and
we had a rehearsal. You were our audience and prompter. A
ddightful rehearsal. |1 shall never forget it. Here we were,
jug in this part of the room; here was your cousin, here was
I, here were the chairs—Oh! why will such things ever pass
away ?

Happily for her companion, she wanted no answer. Her
mind was entirely sdf-engrossed. She was in a reverie of
et remembrances.

'The soene we were rehearsng was so very remarkable!
The subject of it so very—very—what shall | say? He was
to be describing and recommending matrimony to me. |
think | sse him now, trying to be as demure and composd
as Anhalt ought, through the two long spesches® " When two
sympathetic hearts meet in the marriage sate, matrimony
may be called a happy life." | suppose no time can ever wear
out the impresson | have of his looks and voice, as he said
those words. It was curious, very curious, that we should have
uch a e to play! If | had the power of recalling any one
wesk of my exigence it should be that week, that acting week.
Say what you would, Fanny, it should be that; for | never
knew such exquisite happiness in any other. His sturdy spirit
to bend as it did! Oh! it was swveet beyond expresson. But
alad that very evening destroyed it all. That very evening

M.P. - 16
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brought your most unwelcome uncle. Poor Sir Thomas, who
was glad to see you ? Y et, Fanny, do not imagine | would now
goesk disrespectfully of Sir Thomas, though | certainly did
hate him for many a week. No, | do him justice now. He is
just what the head of such a family should be. Nay, in sober
sadness, | believe | now love you all." And having said o,
with a degree of tenderness and consciousness which Fanny
had never seen in her before, and now thought only too
becoming, she turned away for a moment to recover herself.
'l have had a little fit since | came into this room, as you may
perceive/ said she presently, with a playful smile, 'but it is
over now; o let us sit down and be comfortable; for as to
scolding you, Fanny, which | came fully intending to do,
| have not the heart for it when it comes to the point." And
embracing her very affectionately,—'Good, gentle Fanny!
when | think of this being the last time of seeing you; for 1
do not know how long—I fed it quite impossible to do any
thing but love you.'

Fanny wes affected. She had not foreseen anything of this,
and her feelings could seldom withstand the melancholy in-
fluence of the word 'last.” She cried as if she had loved Miss
Crawford more than she possibly could; and Miss Crawford,
yet farther softened by the sight of such emotion, hung about
her with fondness, and said, 'l hate to leave you. | shall se
no one half so amiable where I am going. Who says we shall
not be sisters? | know we shall. | fed that we are born to be
connected; and those tears convince me that you fed it too,
dear Fanny.'

Fanny roused herself, and replying only in part, said, 'But
you are only going from one set of friends to another. You ae
going to a very particular friend.'

'Yes, very true. Mrs. Fraser has been my intimate friend
for years. But | have not the least inclination to go near her.
| can think only of the friends | am leaving; my excellent
sister, yourself, and the Bertrams in general. Y ou have all so
much more heart among you, than one finds in the world at
large. You all give me a feeling of being able to trust and
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confide in you; which, in common intercourse, one knows
nothing of. | wish | had settled with .Mrs. Fraser not to go
to her till after Easter, a much better time for the visit—but
now | cannot put her off. And when | have done with her,
| must go to her sister, Lady Stornaway, because she was
rather my most particular friend of the two; but | have not
cared much for her these three years.

After this speech, the two girls st many minutes silent,
each thoughtful; Fanny meditating on the different sorts of
friendship in the world, Mary on something of less philo-
sophic tendency. She first spoke again.

'How perfectly | remember my resolving to look for you
up stairs; and setting off to find my way to the east room,
without having an idea whereabouts it wasl How well |
remember what | was thinking of as | came along; and my
looking in and seeing you here, sitting at this table at work;
and then your cousin's astonishment when he opened the
door at seeing me here! To be sure, your uncle's returning
that very evening! There never was anything quitelikeit.’

Another short fit of abstraction followed—when, shaking
it off, she thus attacked her companion.

'Why, Fanny, you are absolutely in a reverie! Thinking,
| hope, of one who isalwaysthinking of you. Oh! that | could
transport you for ashort timeinto our circlein town, that you
might understand how your power over Henry is thought of
there! Oh! the envyings and heart-burnings of dozens and
dozens! the wonder, the incredulity that will be felt at hearing
what you have done! For as to secrecy, Henry is quite the
hero of an old romance, and gloriesin his chains. Y ou should
come to London, to know how to estimate your conquest. 1f
you were to see how he is courted, and how | am courted for
his sakel Now | am well aware, that | shal not be half so
welcome to Mrs. Fraser in consequence of his situation with
you. When she comes to know the truth, she will very likely
wish me in Northamptonshire again; for there is a daughter
of Mr. Fraser by afirst wife, whom she is wild to get married,
and wants Henry to take. Oh! she has been trying for him to
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such a degree! Innocent and quiet as you sit here, you cannot
have an idea of the sensation that you will be occasioning, of
the curiosity there will be to see you, of the endless questions
| shal have to answer! Poor Margaret Fraser will be a me
for ever about your eyes and your teeth, and how you do
your hair, and who makes your shoes. | wish Margaret were
married, for my poor friend's s&ke, for | look upon the
Frasers to be about as unhappy as most other married people.
And yet it was a most desirable match for Janet at the time.
We were all delighted. She could not do otherwise than accept
him, for he was rich, and she had nothing; but he turns out
ill-tempered, and exigeant; and wants a young woman, a
beautiful young woman of five-and-twenty, to be as Seady
as himself. And my friend does not manage him well; e
does not seem to know how to make the best of it. Thereisa
spirit of irritation, which, to sy nothing worse, is certainly
very ill-bred. In their house | shall call to mind the conjugal
manners of Mansfield Parsonage with respect. Even Dr.
Grant does shew a thorough confidence in my sister, and a
certain consideration for her judgment, which makes one fed
there is attachment; but of that, | shall see nothing with the
Frasers. | shall be at Mansfield for ever, Fanny. My own
sster as a wife, Sir Thomas Bertram as a husband, are my
standards of perfection. Poor Janet has been sadly taken in;
and yet there was nothing improper on her side; she did not
run into the match inconsiderately, there was no want of fore-
sight. She took three days to consider of his proposals; and
during those three days asked the advice of every body con-
nected with her, whose opinion was worth having; and
especialy applied to my late dear aunt, whose knowledge of
the world made her judgment very generally and deservedly
looked up to by all the young people of her acquaintance; and
she was decidedly in favour of Mr. Fraser. This seems as if
nothing were a security for matrimonial comfort! | have not
so much to sy for my friend Flora, who jilted a very nice
young man in the Blues, for the sske of that horrid Lord
Stornaway, who hes about as much sense, Fanny, as Mr.
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Rushworth, but much worse looking, and with a blackguard
character. | had my doubts at the time about her being right,
for he has not even the air of a gentleman, and now, | am sure,
e was wrong. By the bye, Flora Ross was dying for Henry
the first winter she came out. But were | to attempt to tell
you of all the women whom | have known to be in love with
him, | should never have done. It isyou only, you, insensible
Fanny, who can think of him with any thing like indifference.
But are you so insensible as you profess yourself? No, no,
| = you are not.'

There was indeed so deep a blush over Fanny's face at that
moment, as might warrant strong suspicion in a predisposed
mind.

'Excellent creature! | will not teaze you. Every thing shall
take its course. But dear Fanny, you must allow that you were
not so absolutely unprepared to have the question asked as
your cousin fancies. It is not possible, but that you must have
had some thoughts on the subject, some surmises as to what
might be. You must have seen that he was trying to please
you, by every attention in his power. Was not he devoted
to you at the ball? And then before the ball, the necklace!
Oh! you received it just asit was meant. Y ou were as conscious
as heart could desire. | remember it perfectly.

'Do you mean then that your brother knew of the necklace
beforehand? Oh! Miss Crawford, that was not fair.'

'Knew of i t! it washisown doing entirely, hisown thought.
| am ashamed to say, that it had never entered my head; but
| was delighted to act on his proposal, for both your sakes:

I will not say," replied Fanny, 'that | was not half afraid
at the time, of its being so; for there was something in your
look that frightened me—but not at first—I was as un-
suspicious of it at first'—indeed, indeed | was. It is as true
asthat | sit here. And had | had an idea of it, nothing should
have induced me to accept the necklace. As to your brother's
behaviour, certainly | was sensible of a particularity, | had
been sensible of it some little time, perhaps two or three
weeks, but then | considered it as meaning nothing, | put it
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down as simply being his way, and was as far from supposing
as from wishing him to have any serious thoughts of me. |
had not, Miss Crawford, been an inattentive observer of
what was passing between him and some part of this family
in the summer and autumn. | was quiet, but | was not blind.
| could not but s that Mr. Crawford alowed in himself
gallantries which did mean nothing.’

"Ah! | cannot deny it. He has now and then been a sad
flirt, and cared very little for the havock he might be making
in young ladies affections. | have often scolded him for it,
but it is his only fault; and there is this to be said, that very
few young ladies have any affections worth caring for. And
then, Fanny, the glory of fixing one who has been shot at by
so many; of having it in one's power to pay off the debts of
onessex! Oh, | am sureit is not in woman's nature to refuse
such atriumph.’

Fanny shook her head. 'l cannot think well of a man who
gports with any woman's feelings; and there may often be a
great deal more suffered than a stander-by can judge of.'

'l do not defend him. | leave him entirely to your mercy;
and when he has got you at Everingham, | do not care how
much you lecture him. But this | will say, that his fault, the
liking to make girls a little in love with him, is not half so
dangerous to a wife's happiness, as a tendency to fall in love
himself, which he has never been addicted to. And | de
seriously and truly believe that he is attached to you in a way
that he never was to any woman before; that he loves you with
all his heart, and will love you as nearly for ever as possible.
If any man ever loved a woman for ever, | think Henry will
do as much for you.'

Fanny could not avoid a faint smile, but had nothing to sy

'1 cannot imagine Henry ever to have been happier,' con-
tinued Mary, presently, 'than when he had succeeded in
getting your brother's commission.'

She had made a sure push at Fanny's feelings here.

'0Oh! yes. How very, very kind of him!"

'L know he must have exerted himself very much, for
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| know the partieshe had to move. The Admiral hatestrouble,
and scorns asking favours;, and there are so many young
men's claims to be attended to in the same way, that a friend-
ship and energy, not very determined, is easlly put by. What
ahappy creature William must be! | wish we could see him."

Poor Fanny's mind was thrown into the most distressing
of all its varieties. The recollection of what had been done
for William was always the most powerful disturber of every
decision against Mr. Crawford; and she sat thinking deeply
of it till Mary, who had been first watching her complacently,
and then musing on something ‘else, suddenly called her
attention, by saying, 'l should like to sit talking with you
here all day, but we must not forget the ladies below, and so
good bye, my dear, my amiable, my excellent Fanny, for
though we shall nominally part in the breakfast parlour, |
must take leave of you here. And | do take leave, longing for
a happy re-union, and trusting, that when we meet again, it
will be under circumstances which may open our hearts to
each other without any remnant or shadow of reserve.'

A very, very kind embrace, and some agitation of manner,
accompanied these words.

"1 shall sseyour cousin in town soon; he talks of being there
tolerably soon; and Sir Thomas, | dare say, in the course of
the spring; and your eldest cousin and the Rush worths and
Julia I am sure of meeting again and again, and all but you.
| havetwo favours to ask, Fanny; oneis your correspondence.
You must write to me. And the other, that you will often
cal on Mrs. Grant and make her amends for my being
gone.'

Thefirst, at least, of these favours Fanny would rather not
have been asked; but it was impossible for her to refuse the
correspondence; it was impossible for her even not to accede
to it more readily than her own judgment authorised. There
was no resisting so much apparent affection. Her disposition
was peculiarly calculated to value afond treatment, and from
having hitherto known so little of it, she was the more over-
come by Miss Crawford's. Besides, there was gratitude
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towards her, for having made their tete a tete so much les
painful than her fears had predicted.

It was over, and she had escaped without reproaches and
without detection. Her sscret was still her own; and while
that was the case, she thought she could resign hersdf to
amogt every thing.

In the evening there was another parting. Henry Craw-
ford came and st some time with them; and her spirits not
being previoudy in the srongest state, her heart was softened
for a while towards him—because he really ssemed to fed.
—Quite unlike his usual =f, he scarcdy said any thing. He
was evidently oppressed, and Fanny must grieve for him,
though hoping she might never s him again till he were the
hushand of some other woman.

When it came to the moment of parting, he would take her
hand, he would not be denied it; he said nothing, however,
or nothing that she heard, and when he had left the room, she
was better pleased that such a token of friendship had passed.

On the morrow the Crawfords were gone.

CHAPTER VI

MR. CRAWFORD gone, Sir Thomas's next object was, that
he should be missad, and he entertained great hope that his
niece would find a blank in the loss of those attentions which
at the time she had fdt, or fancied an evil. She had tasted of
consequence in its mog flattering form; and he did hope that
the loss of it, the sinking again into nothing, would awaken
very wholesome regrets in her mind.—He watched her with
this idea—but he could hardly tell with what success He
hardly knew whether there were any difference in her sirits
or not. Shewas always so gentleand retiring, that her emotions
were beyond his discrimination. He did not understand her;
he felt that he did not; and therefore applied to Edmund
to tell him how she sood affected on the present occason,
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and whether she were more or less happy than she had
been.

Edmund did not discern any symptoms of regret, and
thought his father a little unreasonable in supposing the first
three or four days could produce any.

What chiefly surprised Edmund was, that Crawford's
gdter, the friend and companion, who had been so much to
her, should not be more visibly regretted. He wondered that
Fanny spoke so seldom of her, and had so little voluntarily
to say of her concern at this separation.

Alas! it was this sister, this friend and companion, who was
now the chief bane of Fanny's comfort.—If she could have
believed Mary's future fate as unconnected with Mansfield,
as she was determined the brother's should be, if she could
have hoped her return thither, to be as distant as she wes
much inclined to think his, she would have been light of
heart indeed; but the more she recollected and observed, the
more deeply was she convinced that every thing was now in
a fairer train for Miss Crawford's marrying Edmund than
it had ever been before.—On his side, the inclination wes
stronger, on hers less equivocal. His objections, the scruples
of his integrity, seemed all done away—nobody could tell
how; and the doubts and hesitations of her ambition were
equally got over—and equally without apparent reason. It
could only be imputed to increasing attachment. His good
and her bad feelings yielded to love, and such love must unite
them. He was to go to town, as soon as some business relative
to Thornton Lacey were completed—perhaps, within afort-
night, hetalked of going, heloved to talk of it; and when once
with her again, Fanny could not doubt the rest.—Her accept-
ance must be as certain as his offer; and yet, there were bad
fedings still remaining which made the prospect of it most
sorrowful to her, independently—she believed independently
of «f.

In their very last conversation, Miss Crawford, in spite of
ome amiable sensations, and much personal kindness, had
still been Miss Crawford, still shewn a mind led astray and
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bewildered, and without any suspicion of being so; darkened,
yet fancying itsef light. She might love, but she did not
deserve Edmund by any other sentiment. Fanny beieved
there was scarcdy a second feding in common between them;
and she may be forgiven by older sages for looking on the
chance of Miss Crawford's future improvement as nearly
desperate, for thinking that if Edmund's influence in this
san of love, had already done so little in clearing her
judgment, and regulating her notions, his worth would be
finally wasted on her even in years of matrimony.

Experience might have hoped more for any young people,
%0 circumstanced, and impartiality would not have denied to
Miss Crawford's nature, that participation of the general
natur e of women, which would lead her to adopt the opinions
of the man she loved and respected, as her own.—But as such
were Fanny's persuasons, she suffered very much from them,
and could never speak of Miss Crawford without pain.

Sir Thomas, meanwhile, went on with his own hopes, and
his own observations, still feding a right, by all his knowledge
of human nature, to expect to se the effect of the loss of
power and consegquence, on his nieces spirits, and the pas
attentions of the lover producing a craving for their return;
and he was soon afterwards able to account for his not yet
completely and indubitably seeing all this, by the progpect
of another visitor, whose approach he could allow to be quite
enough to support the spirits he was watching.—William had
obtained a ten days leave of absence to be given to North-
amptonshire, and was coming, the happiest of lieutenants,
because the latest made, to shew his happiness and describe
hisuniform.

He came; and he would have been delighted to shew his
uniform theretoo, had not crue cusom prohibited itsappear-
ance except on duty. So the uniform remained at Portsmouth,
and Edmund conjectured that before Fanny had any chance
of seeingit, all itsown freshness, and all the freshness of its
wearer's fedings, must be worn away. It would be sunk into
a badge of diggrace; for what can be more unbecoming, or
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more worthless, than the uniform of a lieutenant, who has
been a lieutenant a year or two, and sees others made com-
manders before him? So reasoned Edmund, till his father
made him the confident of a scheme which placed Fanny's
chance of seeing the 2d lieutenant of H.M.S. Thrush, in all
hisglory, in another light.

This scheme was that she should accompany her brother
back to Portsmouth, and spend a little time with her own
family. It had occurred to Sir Thomas, in one of his dignified
musings, as a right and desirable measure; but before he
absolutely made up his mind, he consulted his son. Edmund
considered it every way, and saw nothing but what was right.
The thing was good in itself, and could not be done at a better
time; and he had no doubt of it being highly agreegble to
Fanny. This was enough to determine Sir Thomas; and a
decisive 'then so it shall be,' closed that stage of the business;
Sir Thomas retiring from it with some feelings of satisfaction,
and views of good over and above what he had communicated
to his son, for his prime motive in sending her away, had very
little to do with the propriety of her seeing her parents again,
and nothing at all with any idea of making her happy. He
certainly wished her togowillingly, but heascertainly wished
her to be heartily sick of home before her visit ended; and
that a little abstinence from the elegancies and luxuries of
Mansfield Park, would bring her mind into a sober state, and
incline her to a juster estimate of the value of that home of
greater permanence, and equal comfort, of which she had
the offer.

It was a medicinal project upon his niece's understanding,
which he must consider as at present diseased. A residence of
eight or nine years in the abode of wealth and plenty had a
little disordered her powers of comparing and judging. Her
Father's house would, in all probability, teach her the value
of agood income; and he trusted that she would be the wiser
and happier woman all her life, for the experiment he had
devised.

Had Fanny been at all addicted to raptures, she must have
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had a strong attack of them, when she first understood what
was intended, when her unde firs made her the offer of
vigting the parents and brothers, and ssters, from whom she
had been divided, amog half her life, of returning for a
couple of months to the socenes of her infancy, with William
for the protector and companion of her journey; and the
certainty of continuing to sse William to the lag hour of his
remainingon land. Had sheever given way to burstsof delight,
it mugt have been then, for she was delighted, but her happi-
nes was of a quiet, deep, heart-swelling sort; and though
never a great talker, she was always more inclined to slence
when feding most strongly. At the moment she could only
thank and accept. Afterwards, when familiarized with the
visons of enjoyment 0 suddenly opened, she could ek
more largey to William and Edmund of what she felt; but
still there were emations of tenderness that could not be
clothed in words—The remembrance of all her earliex
pleasures, and of what she had suffered in being torn from
them, came over her with renewed strength, and it ssemed as
if to be at home again, would heal every pain that had snce
grown out of the separation. To be in the centre of such a
circle, loved by so many, and more loved by all than she had
ever been before, to fed affection without fear or restraint, to
fed hersdf the equal of those who surrounded her, to be at
peace from all mention of the Crawfords, safe from every look
which could be fancied a reproach on their account!—This
was a prospect to be dwelt on with a fondness that could be
but half acknowledged.

Edmund too—to be two months from him, (and perhaps,
she might be allowed to make her absence three) must do her
good. At a distance unassailed by his looks or his kindness,
and safe from the perpetual irritation of knowing his heart,
and gtriving to avoid his confidence, she should be able to
reason hersdf into a properer state; she should be able to
think of him asin London, and arranging every thing there,
without wretchedness—What might have been hard to bear
at Mansfield, was to become a dight evil at Portsmouth,
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Theonly drawback was the doubt of her Aunt Bertram's
being comfortable without her. She was of use to no one dss;
- but there she might be missed to a degree that shedid not like
tothink of; and that part of the arrangement was, indeed, the
hardet for Sir Thomas to accomplish, and what only he
could have accomplished at all.

But he was magter at Mansfield Park. When he had really
resolved on any measure, he could always carry it through;
and now by dint of long talking on the subject, explaining and
dwelling on the duty of Fanny's sometimes seeing her family,
he did induce his wife to let her go; obtaining it rather from
submisson, however, than conviction, for Lady Bertram
was convinced of very little more than that Sir Thomas
thought Fanny ought to go, and therefore that she mus. In
the calmness of her own dressng room, in theimpartial flow
of her own meditations, unbiassed by his bewildering sate-
ments, she could not acknowledge any necessty for Fanny's
ever going near a Father and Mother who had done without
her s0 long, while she was 0 useful to hersdf.—And as to
the not missng her, which under Mrs. Norris's discusson
was the point attempted to be proved, he st hersdf very
seadily againg admitting any such thing.

Sir Thomas had appealed to her reason, conscience, and
dignity. He called it a sacrifice, and demanded it of her good-
nes and self-command as such. But Mrs. Norris wanted to
persuade her that Fanny could be very well pared— (She
being ready to give up all her own time to her as requested)
and in short could not really be wanted or missed.

'That may be, dger,'—was all Lady Bertram's reply—
'l dare say you are very right, but | am sure| shall miss her
very much.'

The next ¢ep was to communicate with Portsmouth.
Fanny wroteto offer hersdf; and her mother'sanswer, though
short, was o kind, a few smple lines expressed so natural and
motherly ajoy in the prospect of seeing her child again, asto
confirm all the daughter's views of happiness in being with
her—convincing her that she should now find a warm and
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affectionate friend in the '"Mamma' who had certainly shewn
no remarkable fondness for her formerly; but this she could
easly suppose to have been her own fault, or her own fancy.
She had probably alienated Love by the helplessness and
fretfulness of a fearful temper, or been unreasonable in want-
ing a larger share than any one among so many could deserve.
Now, when she knew better how to be useful and how to for-
bear, and when her mother could be no longer occupied by
the incessant demands of a house full of little children, there
would be leisure and inclination for every comfort, and they
should soon be what mother and daughter ought to be to
each other.

William was amost as happy in the plan as his sister. It
would be the greatest pleasure to him to have her there to
the last moment before he sailed, and perhaps find her there
still when he came in, from hisfirst cruise! And besides, he
wanted her so very much to see the Thrush before she went
out of harbour (the Thrush was certainly the finest oop in
the service). And there were severa improvements in the
dock-yard, too, which he quite longed to shew her.

He did not scruple to add, that her being a home for a
while would be a great advantage to every body.

‘I do not know how it is," said he, 'but we seem to want
some of your nice ways and orderliness at my father's. The
house is dways in confusion. Y ou will set things going in a
better way, | am sure. You will tell my mother how it all
ought to be, and you will be so useful to Susan, and you will
teach Betsey, and make the boysloveand mind you. How right
and comfortable it will all be!'

By the time Mrs. Price's answer arrived, there remained
but a very few days more to be spent at Mansfield; and for
part of one of those days the young travellers were in a good
deal of alarm on the subject of their journey, for when the
mode of it cameto betalked of, and Mrs. Norrisfound that all
her anxiety to save her Brother-in-law's money was vain, and
that in spite of her wishes and hints for a less expensive con-
veyance of Fanny, they were to travel post, when she saw Sir
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Thomas actually give William notes for the purpose, she was
struck with the idea of there being room for a third in the
carriage, and suddenly seized with a strong inclination to go
with them—to go and see her poor dear sister Price. She pro-
claimed her thoughts. She must say that she had more than
half amind to go with the young people; it would be such an
indulgence to her; she had not seen her poor dear sister Price
for more than twenty years; and it would be a help to the
young people in their journey to have her older head to
manage for them; and she could not help thinking her poor
dear sister Price would fed it very unkind of her not to come
by such an opportunity.

William and Fanny were horror-struck at the idea.

All the comfort of their comfortable journey would be
destroyed at once. With woeful countenances they looked at
each other. Their suspense lasted an hour or two. No one
interfered to encourage or dissuade. Mrs. Norris was left to
settle the matter by herself; and it ended to the infinite joy
of her nephew and niece, in the recollection that she could
not possibly be spared from Mansfield Park at present; that
she was a great dea too necessary to Sir Thomas and Lady
Bertram for her to be able to answer it to herself to leave them
even for a week, and therefore must certainly sacrifice every
other pleasure to that of being useful to them.

It had, in fact, occurred to her, that, though taken to
Portsmouth for nothing, it would be hardly possible for her
to avoid paying her own expenses back again. So, her poor
dear sister Price was left to all the disappointment of her
missing such an opportunity; and another twenty years
absence, perhaps, begun.

Edmund's plans were affected by this Portsmouth journey,
this absence of Fanny's. He-too had a sacrifice to make to
Mansfield Park, as well as his aunt. He had intended, about
this time, to be going to London, but he could not leave his
father and mother just when every body ese of most impor-
tance to their comfort, was leaving them; and with an effort,
felt but not boasted of, he delayed for a week or two longer
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ajourney which he was looking forward to, with the hope of
its fixing his happiness for ever.

He told Fanny of it. She knew so much already, that she
must know every thing. It made the substance of one other
confidential discourse about Miss Crawford; and Fanny was
the more affected from feeling it to be the last time in which
Miss Crawford's name would ever be mentioned between
them with any remains of liberty. Once afterwards, she was
alluded to by him. Lady Bertram had been telling her niece
in the evening to write to her soon and often, and promising
to be a good correspondent herself; and Edmund, at a con-
venient moment, then added, in a whisper, 'And / shall write
to you, Fanny, when | have any thing worth writing about;
any thing to say, that | think you will like to hear, and that you
will not hear 0 soon from any other quarter.’ Had she
doubted his meaning while she listened, the glow in his face,
when she looked up at him, would have been decisive.

For this|letter she must try to arm herself. That aletter from
Edmund should be a subject of terror! She began to fed that
she had not yet gone through all the changes of opinion and
sentiment, which the progress of time and variation of circum-
stances occasion in this world of changes. The vicissitudes of
the human mind had not yet been exhausted by her.

Poor Fanny! though going, asshedid, willingly and eagerly,
the last evening at Mansfield Park must still be wretchedness.
Her heart was completely sad at parting. She had tears for
every room in the house, much more for every beloved in-
habitant. She clung to her aunt, because she would miss her;
she kissed the hand of her uncle with struggling sobs, because
she had displeased him; and as for Edmund, she could neither
speak, nor look, nor think, when the last moment came with
him, and it was not till it was over that she knew he was giving
her the affectionate farewell of a brother.

All this passed over night, for the journey was to begin
very early in the morning; and when the small, diminished
party met at breakfast, William and Fanny were talked of as
already advanced one stage.
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T H E novelty of travelling, and the happiness of being with
William, soon produced their natural effect on Fanny's
spirits, when Mansfield Park was fairly left behind, and by
the time their first sage was ended, and they were to quit Sir
Thomas's carriage, she was able to take leave of the old coach-
man, and send back proper messages, with cheerful looks.

Of pleasant talk between the brother and sister, there was
no end. Every thing supplied an amusement to the high glee
of William's mind, and he was full of frolic and joke, in the
intervals of their higher-toned subjects, all of which ended,
if they did not begin, in praise of the Thrush, conjectures how
she would be employed, schemes for an action with some
superior force, which (supposing the first lieutenant out of the
way—and William was not very merciful to thefirst lieutenant)
was to give himself the next step as soon as possible, or specula-
tions upon prize money, which was to be generoudy dis-
tributed at home, with only the reservation of enough to make
the little cottage comfortable, in which he and Fanny were
to pass all their middle and latter life together.

Fanny's immediate concerns, as far as they involved Mr.
Crawford, made no part of their conversation. William knew
what had passed, and from his heart lamented that his sister's
feelings should be so cold towards a man whom he must con-
sider as the first of human characters; but he was of an age to
be all for love, and therefore unable to blame; and knowing
her wish on the subject, he would not distress her by the
dlightest allusion.

She had reason to suppose herself not yet forgotten by Mr.
Crawford.—She had heard repeatedly from his sister within
the three weeks which had passed since their leaving Mans-
field, and in each letter there had been a few lines from
himself, warm and determined like his speeches. It was a
correspondence which Fanny found quite as unpleasant as
she had feared. Miss Crawford's style of writing, lively and
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affectionate, was itself an evil, independent of what she wes
thus forced into reading from the brother's pen, for Edmund
would never rest till she had read the chief of the letter te
him, and then she had to listen to his admiration of her lan-
guage, and the warmth of her attachments—There had, in
fact, been so much of message, of allusion, of recollection, se
much of Mansfield in every letter, that Fanny could not bui
suppose it meant for him to hear; and to find herself forced
into a purpose of that kind, compelled into a correspondence
which was bringing her the addresses of the man she did not
love, and obliging her to administer to the adverse passon
of the man she did, was cruelly mortifying. Here, too, hei
present removal promised advantage. When no longer undei
the same roof with Edmund, she trusted that Miss Crawford
would have no motive for writing, strong enough to overcome
the trouble, and that at Portsmouth their correspondence
would dwindleinto nothing.

With such thoughts as these among ten hundred others.
Fanny proceeded in her journey, safely and cheerfully, and
as expeditiously as could rationally be hoped in the dirt)
month of February. They entered Oxford, but she could take
only a hasty glimpse of Edmund's College as they passd
along, and made no stop any where, till they reached Newbury,
where a comfortable meal, uniting dinner and supper, wound
up the enjoyments and fatigues of the day.

The next morning saw them off again at an early hour; and
with no events and no delays they regularly advanced, and
were in the environs of Portsmouth while there was yet day-
light for Fanny to look around her, and wonder at the new
buildings.—They passed the Drawbridge, and entered the
town; and the light was only beginning to fail, as, guided by
William's powerful voice, they were rattled into a narrow
street, leading from the high street, and drawn up before the
door of a small house now inhabited by Mr. Price.

Fanny was all agitation and flutter—all hope and appre-
hension. The moment they stopt, a trollopy-looking maid-
servant, seemingly in waiting for them at the door, stepl
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forward, and more intent on telling the news, than giving
them any help, immediately began with, “the Thrush is gone
out of harbour, please Sir, and one of the officers has been
here to'——She was interrupted by afine tall boy of eleven
years old, who rushing out of the house, pushed the maid
aside, and while William was opening the chaise door himself,
caled out, 'you are just in time. We have been looking for
you this half hour. The Thrush went out of harbour this
morning. | saw her. It was a beautiful sight. And they think
she will have her orders in aday or two. And Mr. Campbell
weas here a four o'clock, to ak for you; he has got one of the
Thrush's boats, and is going off' to her at six, and hoped you
would be herein timeto go with him.'

A dare or two at Fanny, as William helped her out of the
carriage, was all the voluntary notice which this brother
bestowed;—but he made no objection to her kissing him,
though still entirely engaged in detailing farther particulars
of the Thrush's going out of harbour, in which he had a strong
right of interest, being to commence his career of seamanship
in her at this very time.

Another moment, and Fanny was in the narrow entrance-
passage of the house, and in her mother's arms, who met her
there with looks of true kindness, and with features which
Fanny loved the more, because they brought her aunt
Bertram's before her; and there were her two sisters, Susan,
a well-grown fine girl of fourteen, and Betsey, the youngest
of the family, about five—both glad to see her in their way,
though with no advantage of manner in receiving her. But
manner Fanny did not want. Would they but love her, she
should be satisfied.

She was then taken into a parlour, so small that her first
conviction was of its being only a passage-room to something
better, and she stood for a moment expecting to be invited
on; but when she saw there was no other door, and that there
were signs of habitation before her, she called back her
thoughts, reproved herself, and grieved lest they should have
been suspected. Her mother, however, could not stay long
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enough to suspect any thing. She was gone again to the street
door, to welcomeWilliam.'Oh! my dear William, how glad
| am to s you. But have you heard about the Thrush? She
is gone out of harbour aready, three days before we had any
thought of it; and | do not know what | am to do about Sam's
things, they will never be ready in time; for she may have her
orders to-morrow, perhaps. It takes me quite unawares. And
now you must be off for Spithead too. Campbell has been
here, quitein aworry about you; and now, what shall we do?
I thought to have had such a comfortable evening with you,
and here every thing comes upon me at once.'

Her son answered cheerfully, telling her that every thing
was adways for the best; and making light of his own in-
convenience, in being obliged to hurry away so soon.

'To be sure, | had much rather she had stayed in harbour,
that | might have sat a few hours with you in comfort; but
as there is a boat ashore, |1 had better go off at once, and there
is no help for it. Whereabouts does the Thrush lay at Spit-
head! Near the Canopus?-But no matter—here's Fanny in
the parlour, and why should we stay in the passage?—Come,
mother, you have hardly looked at your own dear Fanny yet.'

In they both came, and Mrs. Price having kindly kissed
her daughter again, and commented a little on her growth,
began with very natural solicitudeto fed for their fatigues and
wants as travellers.

'Poor dears! how tired you must both bel—and now what
will you have? | began to think you would never come.
Betsey and | have been watching for you this half hour. And
when did you get anything to eat? And what would you like
to have now? | could not tell whether you would be for some
meat, or only a dish of tea after your journey, or dse | would
have got something ready. And now | am afraid Campbell
will be here, before there is time to dress a stesk, and we have
no butcher at hand. It is very inconvenient to have no butcher
in the street. We were better off in our last house. Perhaps you
would like some tea, as soon as it can be got.’

They both declared they should prefer it to anything.
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'Then, Betsey, my dear, run into the kitchen, and see if
Rebecca has put the water on; and tell her to bring in the
tea-things as soon as she can. | wish we could get the bell
mended—nbut Betsey is a very handy little messenger.'

Betsey went with alacrity; proud to shew her abilities
before her fine new sister.

'‘Dear me!" continued the anxious mother, 'what a sad fire
we have got, and | dare say you are both starved with cold.
Draw your chair nearer, my dear. | cannot think what Rebecca
has been about. | am sure | told her to bring some coals half
an hour ago. Susan, you should have taken care of the fire.'

'l was up stairs, mamma, moving my things;' said Susan,
in a fearless, self-defending tone, which startled Fanny. 'Y ou
know you had but just settled that my sister Fanny and |
should have the other room; and | could not get Rebecca to
give me any help.'

Farther discussion was prevented by various bustles; first,
the driver came to be paid—then there was a squabble be-
tween Sam and Rebecca, about the manner of carrying up his
sister's trunk, which he would manage all his own way; and
lastly in walked Mr. Price himself, his own loud voice pre-
ceding him, as with something of the oath kind he kicked
away his son's portmanteau, and his daughter's band-box in
the passage, and called out for acandle; no candle was brought,
however, and he walked into the room.

Fanny, with doubting feelings, had risen to meet him, but
sank down again on finding herself undistinguished in the
dusk, and unthought of. With a friendly shake of his son's
hand, and an eager voice, he instantly began—'Hal welcome
back, my boy. Glad to see you. Have you heard the news?
The Thrush went out of harbour this morning. Sharp is the
word, you see. By G—, you are just in time. The doctor has
been here enquiring for you; he has got one of the boats, and
Isto be off for Spithead by six, so you had better go with him.
| have been to Turner's™ about your mess; itisall inaway to
be done. | should not wonder if you had your orders to-
morrow; but you cannot sail with this wind, if you are to



cruize to the westward; and Captain Walsh thinks you will
certainly have a cruize to the westward, with the Elephant.
By G—, | wish you may. But old Scholey was saying just now,
that he thought you would be sent first to the Texel. Well,
well, we are ready, whatever happens. But by G—, you lost
afinesight by not being here in the morning to se the Thrush
go out of harbour. 1 would not have been out of the way for a
thousand pounds. Old Scholey ran in at breakfast time, to
sy she had dlipped her moorings and was coming out. |
jumped up, and made but two steps to the platform. If ever
there was a perfect beauty afloat, she is one; and there she
lays at Spithead, and anybody in England would take her for
an eight-and-twenty. | was upon the platform two hours this
afternoon, looking at her. She lays close to the Endymion,
between her and the Cleopatra, just to the eastward of the
sheer hulk.'

'Ha!" cried William, 'that's just where | should have put
her myself. It's the best birth at Spithead." But here is my
sigter, Sir, here is Fanny;' turning and leading her forward;
—'itissodark you do not s her.'

With an acknowledgement that he had quite forgot her,
Mr. Price now received his daughter; and, having given her
acordia hug, and observed that she was grown into a woman,
and he supposed would be wanting a husband soon, ssemed
very much inclined to forget her again.

Fanny shrunk back to her seet, with feelings sadly pained
by his language and his smell of spirits; and he talked on only
to his son, and only of the Thrush, though William, warmly
interested, as he was, in that subject, more than once tried to
make his father think of Fanny, and her long absence and
long journey.

After sitting some time longer, a candle was obtained; but,
as there was still no appearance of tea, nor, from Betsey's
reports from the kitchen, much hope of any under a consider-
able period, William determined to go and change his dress,
and make the necessary preparations for his removal on board
directly, that he might have his tea in comfort afterwards.
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Asheleft the room, two rosy-faced boys, ragged and dirty,
about eight and nine years old, rushed into it just releasd
from school, and coming eagerly to see their sster, and tell
that the T hrush was gone out of harbour; Tom and Charles:
Charles had been born since Fanny's going away, but Tom
she had often helped to nurse, and now fet a particular plea-
urein seeing again. Both werekissed very tenderly, but Tom
she wanted to keep by her, to try to trace the features of the
baby she had loved, and talk to him of hisinfant preference of
hersdf. Tom, however, had no mind for such treatment: he
came home, not to sand and be talked to, but to run about
and make a noise; and both boys had soon burst away from
her, and dammed the parlour door till her temples ached.

She had now seen all that were at home; there remained
only two brothers between hersdlf and Susan, one of whom
was clerk in a public office in London, and the other mid-
shipman on board an Indiaman. But though she had seen
all the members of the family, she had not yet heard all the
noise they could make. Another quarter of an hour brought
her a great deal more. William was soon calling out from the
landing-place of the sscond story, for his mother and for
Rebecca. He was in digress for something that he had left
there, and did not find again. A key was midaid, Betssy
accused of having got at his new hat, and some dight, but
esential alteration of his uniform waistcoat, which he had
been promised to have done for him, entirely neglected.

Mrs. Price, Rebecca, and Betsey, all went up to defend
themsdves, all talking together, but Rebecca loudest, and
the job was to be done, as well asit could, in a great hurry;
William tryingin vain to send Betsey down again, or kegp her
from being troublesome where she was, the whole of which,
as aimog every door in the house was open, could be plainly
digtinguished in the parlour, except when drowned at inter -
vals by the superior noise of Sam, Tom, and Charles chasng
each other up and down sairs, and tumbling about and
hallooing.

Fanny was almos stunned. The smallness of the house,
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and thinness of the walls, brought every thing so close to her,
that, added to the fatigue of her journey, and all her recent
agitation, she hardly knew how to bear it. Within the room all
was tranquil enough, for Susan having disappeared with the
others, there were soon only her father and herself remaining;
and he taking out a newspaper—the accustomary loan of a
neighbour, applied himself to studyingit, without seeming to
recollect her existence. The solitary candle was held between
himself and the paper, without any reference to her possible
convenience; but she had nothing to do, and was glad to have
the light screened from her aching head, as she sat in be-
wildered, broken, sorrowful contemplation.

She was at home. But adas! it was not such a home, she had
not such a welcome, as——she checked herself; she was un-
reasonable. What right had she to be of importance to her
family? She could have none, so long lost sight of ! William's
concerns must be dearest—they aways had been—and he
had every right. Yet to have so little said or asked about her-
self—to have scarcely an enquiry made after Mansfield! It
did pain her to have Mansfield forgotten; the friends who had
done so much—the dear, dear friends! But here, one subject
swallowed up all the rest. Perhaps it must be s0. The destina-
tion of the Thrush must be now pre-eminently interesting.
A day or two might shew the difference. She only wasto blame.
Y et she thought it would not have been so at Mansfield. No,
in her uncle's house there would have been a consideration
of times and seasons, a regulation of subject, a propriety, an
attention towards every body which there was not here.

The only interruption which thoughts like these received
for nearly half an hour, was from a sudden burst of her
father's, not at all calculated to compose them. At a more
than ordinary pitch of thumping and hallooing in the passage,
he exclaimed, 'Devil take those young dogs! How they are
singing out! Ay, Sam's voice louder than all the rest! That
boy isfit for aboatswain. Holla—you there—Sam—stop your
confounded pipe, or | shall be after you.'

Thisthreat was so palpably disregarded, that though within
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five minutes afterwards the three boys all burst into the room
together and sat down, Fanny could not consider it as a proof
of any thing more than their being for the time thoroughly
fagged, which their hot faces and panting breaths seemed to
prove—especially as they were still kicking each other's shins,
and hallooing out at sudden starts immediately under their
father's eye.

The next opening of the door brought something more
welcome; it was for the tea-things, which she had begun
almost to despair of seeing that evening. Susan and an atten-
dant girl, whose inferior appearance informed Fanny, to her
great surprise, that she had previously seen the upper servant,
brought in every thing necessary for the meal; Susan looking
as she put the kettle on the fire and glanced at her sister, as
if divided between the agreeable triumph of shewing her
activity and usefulness, and the dread of being thought to
demean herself by such an office. 'She had been into the
kitchen,' she said, “to hurry Sally and help make the toast, and
spread the bread and butter—or she did not know when they
should have got tea—and she was sure her sister must want
something after her journey.'

Fanny was very thankful. She could not but own that she
should be very glad of a little tea, and Susan immediately set
about making it, as if pleased to have the employment all to
herself; and with only a little unnecessary bustle, and some
few injudicious attempts at keeping her brothers in better
order than she could, acquitted herself very well. Fanny's
spirit was as much refreshed as her body; her head and heart
were soon the better for such well-timed kindness. Susan had
an open, sensible countenance; she was like William—and
Fanny hoped to find her like him in disposition and good
will towards herself.

In this more placid state of things William re-entered,
followed not far behind by his mother and Betsey. He, com-
pletein his Lieutenant's uniform, looking and moving all the
taller, firmer, and more graceful for it, and with the happiest
smile over his face, walked up directly to Fanny—who, rising

M.P. - 17
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from her seat, looked at him for a moment in eschless
admiration, and then threw her arms round his neck to sob
out her various emations of pain and pleasure.

Anxious not to appear unhappy, she soon recovered her-
sf: and wiping away her tears, was able to noticeand admire
al the griking parts of his dress—lisgening with reviving
Spirits to his cheerful hopes of being on shore some part of
every day before they sailed, and even of getting her to Spit-
head to s the doop.

The next bustle brought in M r. Campbell, the Surgeon
of the Thrush, a very well behaved young man, who came to
call for his friend, and for whom there was with some con-
trivance found a chair, and with some hasty washing of the
young tea-maker's, a cup and saucer; and after another
quarter of an hour of earnest talk between the gentlemen,
noise risng upon noise, and bustle upon bustle, men and
boys at lag all in motion together, the moment came for
siting off; every thing was ready, William took leave, and
al of them were gone—for the three boys, in spite of their
mother's intreaty, determined to s their brother and Mr.
Campbell to the sally-port; and M r. Price walked off at the
same time to carry badk his neighbour's newspaper.

Something like tranquillity might now be hoped for, and
accordingly, when Rebecca had been prevailed on to carry
away the tea-things, and Mrs. Price had walked about the
room some time looking for a shirt deeve, which Betsey at
last hunted out from a drawer in the kitchen, the small party
of females were pretty well composed, and the mother having
lamented again over the impossibility of getting Sam ready
in time, was at leisure to think of her edest daughter and the
friends she had come from.

A few enquiriesbegan; but oneof the ear lies—'How did her
Sde Bertram manage about her servants? Was she as much
plagued as hersdf to get tolerable servants?—soon led her
mind away from Northamptonshire, and fixed it on her own
domedtic grievances, and the shocking character of all the
Portsmouth servants, of whom she believed her own two were
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the very worst, engrossed her completely. The Bertrams were
all forgotten in detailing the faults of Rebecca, against whom
Susan had dso much to depose, and little Betsey a great dedl
more, and who did seem so thoroughly without a single
recommendation, that Fanny could not help modestly pre-
suming that her mother meant to part with her when her year
Was up.

Tier year!" cried Mrs. Price; 'l am sure | hope | shall be
rid of her before she has staid a year, for that will not be up
till November. Servants are come to such a pass, my dear, in
Portsmouth, that it is quite a miracle if one keeps them more
than half-a-year. | have no hope of ever being settled; and
if 1 was to part with Rebecca, | should only get something
worse. And yet, | do not think | am a very difficult mistress
to pleese—and | am sure the place is essy enough, for there
isalwaysagirl under her, and | often do half the work myself.*

Fanny was silent; but not from being convinced that there
might not be a remedy found for some of these evils. As she
now sa looking at Betsey, she could not but think particularly
of another sister, a very pretty little girl, whom she had |eft
there not much younger when she went into Northampton-
shire, who had died a few years afterwards. There had been
something remarkably amiable about her. Fanny, in those
early days, had preferred her to Susan; and when the news of
her death had at last reached Mansfield, had for a short time
been quite afflicted.—The sight of Betsey brought the image
of little Mary back again, but she would not have pained her
mother by alluding to her, for the world.—While consider-
ing her with these ideas, Betsey, at a small distance, was
holding out something to catch her eyes, meaning to screen
it at the same time from Susan's.

'What have you got there, my love? said Fanny, ‘come and
shew it to me.'

It was a silver knife. Up jumped Susan, claiming it as her
own, and trying to get it away; but the child ran to her mother's
protection, and Susan could only reproach, which she did
very warmly, and evidently hoping to interest Fanny on her
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'side. *I't was very hard that she was not to have her own knife;
it was her own knife; little sster Mary had left it to her upon
her death-bed, and she ought to have had it to keep herself
long ago. But mamma kept it from her, and was dways | etting
Betsey get hold of it; and the end of it would be that Betsey
would spoil it, and get it for her own, though mamma had
promised her that Betsey should not have it in her own hands.'

Fanny was quite shocked. Every feeling of duty, honour,
and tenderness was wounded by her sister's speech and her
mother's reply.

'Now, Susan,' cried Mrs. Price in a complaining voice,
'now, how can you be so cross? You are aways quarrelling
about that knife. 1 wish you would not be so quarrelsome.
Poor little Betsey; how cross Susan isto you! But you should
not have taken it out, my dear, when | sent you to the drawer.
Y ou know | told you not to touch it, because Susan is so cross
about it. | must hide it another time, Betsey. Poor Mary little
thought it would be such a bone of contention when she gave
it me to keep, only two hours before she died. Poor little soul!
she could but just spesk to be heard, and she said so prettily,
"Let sster Susan have my knife, mamma, when | am dead
and buried."—Poor little dear! she was so fond of it, Fanny,
that she would have it lay by her in bed, all through her ill-
ness. It was the gift of her good godmother, old Mrs. Admiral
Maxwell, only six weeks before she wes taken for death. Poor
little sweet creature! Well, she was taken away from evil to
come. My own Betsey, (fondling her), you have not the luck
of such a good godmother. Aunt Norris lives too far off, to
think of suchlittle peopleasyou.'

Fanny had indeed nothing to convey from aunt Norris,
but a message to say she hoped her god-daughter was a good
girl, and learnt her book. There had been at one moment a
slight murmur in the drawing-room at Mansfield Park, about
sending her a Prayer-book;- but no second sound had been
heard of such a purpose. Mrs. Norris, however, had gone
home and taken down two old Prayer-books of her husband,
with that idea, but upon examination, the ardour of generosity
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went off. One was found to have too small aprint for achild's
eyes, and the other to be too cumbersome for her to carry
about.

Fanny fatigued and fatigued again, was thankful to accept
the first invitation of going to bed; and before Betsey had
finished her cry at being allowed to sit up only one hour
extraordinary in honour of sister, she was off, leaving all
below in confusion and noise again, the boys begging for
toasted cheese, her father calling out for his rum and water,
and Rebecca never where she ought to be.

There was nothing to raise her spirits in the confined and
scantily-furnished chamber that she was to share with Susan.
The smallness of the rooms above and below indeed, and the
narrowness of the passage and staircase, struck her beyond
her imagination. She soon learnt to think with respect of her
own little attic at Mansfield Park, in that house reckoned too
small for anybody's comfort.

CHAPTER VIII

COULD Sir Thomas have seen all his niece's feelings, when
she wrote her first letter to her aunt, he would not have des-
paired; for though a good night's rest, a pleasant morning,
the hope of soon seeing William again, and the compara-
tively quiet state of the house, from Tom and Charles being
gone to school, Sam on some project of his own, and her
father on his usua lounges, enabled her to express herself
cheerfully on the subject of home, there were still to her own
perfect consciousness, many drawbacks suppressed. Could
he have seen only half that she felt before the end of a week,
he would have thought M r. Crawford sure of her, and been
delighted with his own sagacity.

Before the week ended, it was all disappointment. In the
first place, William was gone. The Thrush had had her
orders, the wind had changed, and he was sailed within four
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daysfrom their reaching Portsmouth; and during those days,
she had seen him only twice, in ashort and hurried way, when
he had come ashore on duty. There had been no free con-
versation, nowalk on theramparts, no visit to thedock-yard,
no acquaintance with the Thrush—nothing of all that they
had planned and depended on. Every thing in that quarter
failed her, except William's affection. His lag thought on
leaving home was for her. He stepped back again to the door
to say, 'Take care of Fanny, mother. She is tender ; and not
used to rough it like the rest of us. | charge you, take care of
Fanny.'

William was gone—and the home he had I€eft her in was—
Fanny could not conceal it from hersdf—in almost every
regpect, the very reverse of what she could have wished. It
was the abode of noise, disorder, and impropriety. Nobody
was in their right place, nothing was done as it ought to be.
She could not respect her parents, as she had hoped. On her
father, her confidence had not been sanguine, but he was
more negligent of his family, his habits were worse, and his
manners coar s, than she had been prepared for. He did not
want abilities; but he had no curiosity, and no information
beyond his profession; he read only the newspaper and the
navy-list; hetalked only of the dock-yard, the harbour, Spit-
head, and the M other bank; he swore and he drank, he was
dirty and gross She had never been able to recal anything
approaching to tenderness in his former treatment of her f.
There had remained only a general impresson of roughness
and loudness, and now he scarcey ever noticed her, but to
make her the object of a coarsejoke.

Her disappointment in her mother was greater; (here she
had hoped much, and found almost nothing. Every flattering
sctheme of being of consequence to her soon fell to the ground.
Mrs. Price was not unkind—but, insead of gaining on her
affection and confidence, and becoming more and more dear,
her daughter never met with greater kindness from her, than
on thefirst day of her arrival. Theingtinct of naturewas soon
satidied, and Mrs. Prices attachment had no other source
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Her heart and her time were already quite full; she had neither
leisure nor affection to bestow on Fanny. Her daughters never
had been much to her. She was fond of her sons, especidly of
William, but Betsey was the first of her girls whom she had
ever much regarded. To her she was most injudiciously in-
dulgent. William was her pride; Betsey, her darling; and
John, Richard, Sam, Tom, and Charles, occupied all the rest
of her maternal solicitude, alternately her worries and her
comforts. These shared her heart; her time was given chiefly
to her house and her servants. Her days were spent in a kind
of dow bustle; aways busy without getting on, aways be-
hindhand and lamentingit, without altering her ways; wishing
to be an economist, without contrivance or regularity; dis-
satisfied with her servants, without skill to make them better,
and whether helping, or reprimanding, or indulging them,
without any power of engaging their respect.

Of her two sisters, Mrs. Price very much more resembled
Lady Bertram than Mrs. Norris. She was a manager by neces-
sity, without any of Mrs. Norris's inclination for it, or any
of her activity. Her disposition was naturally essy and in-
dolent, like Lady Bertram's; and a situation of similar afflu-
ence and do-nothing-ness would have been much more suited
to her capacity, than the exertions and self-denials of the one,
which her imprudent marriage had placed her in. She might
have made just as good a woman of consequence as Lady
Bertram, but Mrs. Norriswould have been amore respectable
mother of nine children, on a small income.

Much of all this, Fanny could not but be sensible of. She
might scruple to make use of the words, but she must and did
feel that her mother wasa partial, ill-judging parent, adawdle,
a slattern, who neither taught nor restrained her children,
whose house was the scene of mismanagement and discomfort
from beginning to end, and who had no talent, no conversa-
tion, no affection towards herself; no curiosity to know her
better, no desire of her friendship, and no inclination for her
company that could lessen her sense of such feelings.

Fanny wes very anxious to be useful, and not to appear
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above her home, or in any way disqualified or disinclined, by
her foreign education, from contributing her help to its com-
forts, and therefore st about working for Sam immediately,
and by working early and late, with perseverance and gresat
digpatch, did so much, that the boy was shipped off at lagt,
with more than half hislinen ready. She had great pleasurein
feding her usefulness, but could not concelve how they would
have managed without her,

Sam, loud and overbearing as he was, sherather regretted
when he went, for he was dever and intelligent, and glad to
be employed in any errand in the town; and though spurning
the remongtrances of Susan, given as they were—though very
reasonable in themsdves, with ill-timed and powerless
warmth, was beginning to be influenced by Fanny's services,
and gentle persuasons, and she found that the best of the
three younger ones was gonein him; Tom and Charles being
at leas as many years as they were his juniors distant from
that age of feding and reason, which might sugges the ex-
pediency of making friends, and of endeavouring to be less
disagresable. Their dder soon despaired of making the
gnalles impresson on them; they were quite untameable by
any means of address which she had spiritsor timeto attempt.
Every afternoon brought a return of their riotous games all
over thehouse, and shevery early learnt to Sgh at theapproach
of Saturday's congtant half holiday.

Betsey too, a spailt child, trained up to think the alphabet
her greatest enemy, left to be with the servants at her pleasure,
and then encouraged to report any evil of them, she was
amog as ready to despair of being able to love or assg; and
of Susan's temper, she had many doubts. Her continual dis-
agreements with her mother, her rash squabbles with Tom
and Charles, and petulance with Betsey, were at least s0 dis-
tressng to Fanny, that though admitting they were by no
means without provocation, she feared the dispostion that
could push them to such length must be far from amiable,
and from affording any repose to hersdf.

Such was the home which was to put Mansfield out of her
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head, and teach her to think of her cousin Edmund with
moderated feelings. On the contrary, she could think of
nothing but Mansfield, its beloved inmates, its happy ways.
Every thing where she now was wasin full contrast toit. The
elegance, propriety, regularity, harmony—and perhaps, above
all, the peace and tranquillity of Mansfield, were brought to
her remembrance every hour of the day, by the prevalence of
every thing opposite to them here.

The living in incessant noise was to a frame and temper,
delicate and nervous like Fanny's, an evil which no super-
added degance or harmony could have entirely atoned for.
It was the greatest misery of all. At Mansfield, no sounds
of contention, no raised voice, no abrupt bursts, no tread of
violence was ever heard; all proceeded in a regular course of
cheerful orderliness; every body had their due importance;
every body's feelings were consulted. |If tenderness could be
ever supposed wanting, good sense and good breeding sup-
plied its place; and as to the little irritations, sometimes
introduced by aunt Norris, they wereshort, they weretrifling,
they were as a drop of water to the ocean, compared with the
ceasdess tumult of her present abode. Here, every body was
noisy, every voice was loud, (excepting, perhaps, her mother's,
which resembled the soft monotony of Lady Bertram's, only
worn into fretfulness.)—Whatever was wanted, was halloo'd
for, and the servants halloo'd out their excuses from the
kitchen. The doors were in constant banging, the stairs were
never at rest, nothing was done without a clatter, nobody sat
still, and nobody could command attention when they spoke.

In a review of the two houses, as they appeared to her
before the end of a week, Fanny was tempted to apply to
them Dr. Johnson's celebrated judgment® as to matrimony
and celibacy, and say, that though Mansfield Park might have
some pains, Portsmouth could have no pleasures.



CHAPTER IX

FANNY was right enough in not expecting to hear from Miss
Crawford now, at therapid ratein which their correspondence
had begun; Mary's next letter was after a decidedly longer
interval than the lagt, but she was not right in supposing that
such an interval would be felt a great relief to hersef.—Here
was another drange revolution of mind!—She was really
glad to receive theletter when it did come. In her present exile
from good society, and digance from every thing that had
been wont to interest her, a letter from one belonging to the
s where her heart lived, written with affection, and some
degree of degance, was thoroughly acceptable—The usual
plea of increasng engagements was made in excuse for not
having written to her earlier, 'and now that | have begun,’
she continued, 'my letter will not be worth your reading, for
there will be no little offering of love at the end, no three or
four lines passoness from the mogt devoted H. C. in the
world, for Henry isin Norfolk; busness called him to Ever-
ingham ten days ago, or perhaps he only pretended the call,
for the sake of being travelling at the ssametimethat you were.
But there he is, and, by the by, his absence may sufficiently
account for any remissness of his sger's in writing, for there
has been no "well, Mary, when do you write to Fanny?—is
not it timefor you to writeto Fanny ?' to sour meon. At lag,
after various attempts at meeting, | have ssen your cousns,
"dear Julia and dearest Mrs. Rushworth;" they found me at
home yesterday, and we were glad to se each other again.
We seemed very glad to sse each other, and | doreally think we
were a little—We had a vag deal to say—Shall | tell you
how Mrs. Rushworth looked when your name was men-
tioned ? | did not use to think her wanting in self possesson,
but she had not quite enough for the demands of yesterday.
Upon the whole Julia was in the best looks of the two, at least
after you were spoken of. There was no recovering the com-
ptexich from the moment that | spoke of " Fanny/' and spoke
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of her asa 9ger should—But Mrs. Rush worth'sday of good
looks will come; we have cards for her firg party on the 28th.
—Then she will be in beauty, for she will open one of the
best housssin Wimpole Street. | wasin it two years ago, when
it was Lady Lascdless, and prefer it to almost any | know in
London, and certainly she will then fed—to use a vulgar
phrase—that she has got her pennyworth for her penny.
Henry could not have afforded her such a house. | hope she
will recollect it, and be satisfied, as well she may, with moving
the queen of a palace, though the king may appear begt in the
back ground, and as | have no desre to tease her, | shall
never force your name upon her again. She will grow sober
by degrees—From all that | hear and guess Baron Wilden-
haim's attentions to Julia continue, but | do not know that
he has any serious encouragement. She ought to do better.
A poor honourable is no catch, and | cannot imagine any
liking in the casg, for, take away his rants, and the poor Baron
has nothing. What a difference a vowe makesl—if his rents
were but equal to his rantsl—Your cousn Edmund moves
dowly; detained, perchance, by parish duties. There may be
some old woman at Thornton Lacey to be converted. | am
unwilling to fancy mysdf neglected for a young one. Adieu,
my dear swegt Fanny, this is a long letter from London;
write me a pretty onein reply to gladden Henry's eyes, when
he comes back—and send me an account of all the dashing
young captains whom you disdain for his sake'

There was great food for meditation in this letter, and
chiefly for unpleasant meditation; and yet, with all the un-
eadness it supplied, it connected her with the absent, it told
her of people and things about whom she had never felt so
much curiogty as now, and she would have been glad to
have been sureof such aletter every week. Her correspondence
with her aunt Bertram was her only concern of higher interest.

As for any society in Portsmouth, that could at all make
amends for deficiencies at home, there were none within the
circle of her father's and mother's acquaintance to afford her
the smallest satisfaction; she saw nobody in whose favour she
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could wish to overcome her own shyness and reserve. The
men appeared to her all coarse the women all pert, every
body under-bred; and she gave as little contentment as she
recaved from introductions either to old or new acquain-
tance. The young ladies who approached her at first with
some respect in consderation of her coming from a Baronet's
family, were soon offended by what they termed 'airs—for
as she neither played on the pianoforte nor wore fine pdissss,
they could, on farther observation, admit no right of sup-
eriority.

The first solid consolation which Fanny received for the
evils of home, the first which her judgment could entirely
approve, and which gave any promise of durability, wasin a
better knowledge of Susan, and a hope of being of service to
her. Susan had always behaved pleasantly to hersdf, but the
determined character of her general manners had astonished
and alarmed her, and it was at leas a fortnight before she
began to understand a digpostion o totally different from
her own. Susan saw that much waswrong at home, and wanted
tos it right. That agirl of fourteen, acting only on her own
unasssed reason, should err in the method of reform was not
wonderful; and Fanny soon became mor e disposed to admire
thenatural light of the mind which could so early distinguish
justly, than to censure severdy the faults of conduct to which
it led. Susan was only acting on the sametruths, and pursuing
the same sysem, which her own judgment acknowledged,
but which her moresupine and yielding temper would have
shrunk from asserting Susan tried to be useful, where she
could only have gone away and cried; and that Susan was
useful she could perceive; that things, bad as they were,
would have been worse but for such interposition, and that
both her mother and Betssy were restrained from some
exoesss of very offengve indulgence and vulgarity.

In ewry argument with her mother, Susan had in point
of reason the advantage, and never was there any maternal
tenderness to buy her off. The blind fondness which was
for ever producing evil around her, she had never known.
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There was no gratitude for affection past or present, to make
her better bear with its exceses to the others.

All this became gradually evident, and gradually placed
Susan before her 9ger as an object of mingled compasson
and respect. That her manner was wrong, however, at times
very wrong—her measures often ill-chosen and ill-timed, and
her looks and language very often indefensible, Fanny could
not ceese to feel; but she began to hope they might berectified.
Susan, she found, looked up to her and wished for her good
opinion; and new as any thing like an office of authority was
to Fanny, new as it was to imagine her self capable of guiding
or informing any one, he did resolve to give occasonal hints
to Susan, and endeavour to exercise for her advantage the
juster notions of what was due to every body, and what would
bewises for hersdf, which her own more favoured education
had fixed in her.

Her influence, or at leas the constousness and use of it,
originated in an act of kindness by Susan, which after many
hestations of ddicacy, she at lag worked hersdf up to. It
had very early occurred to her, that a small sum of money
might, perhaps, restore peace for ever on the sore subject of
the slver knife, canvassad as it now was continually, and the
riches which she was in possesson of hersdf, her uncle having
given her 10/. at parting, made her as able as she was willing
to be generous But she was so wholly unused to confer
favours, except on the very poor, so unpractised in removing
evils, or bestowing kindnesses among her equals, and o fear-
ful of appearing to devate her sdlf asa great lady at home, that
it took sometimeto determinethat it would not be unbecom-
ing in her to make such a present. It was made, however, at
last; a slver knife was bought for Betsey, and accepted with
great delight, its newness giving it every advantage over the
other that could be desired; Susan was established in the full
posesson of her own, Betssy handsomely declaring that now
she had got one 0 much prettier hersdf, she should never
want that again—and no reproach ssemed conveyed to the
equally satisfied mother, which Fanny had aimos feared to
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be impossible. The deed thoroughly answered; a source of
domestic altercation was entirely done away, and it was the
means of opening Susan's heart to her, and giving her some-
thing more to love and be interested in. Susan shewed that
she had delicacy; pleased as she was to be mistress of property
which she had been struggling for at least two years, she yet
feared that her sister's judgment had been against her, and
that a reproof was designed her for having so struggled as to
make the purchase necessary for the tranquillity of the house.

Her temper was open. She acknowledged her fears, blamed
herself for having contended so warmly, and from that hour
Fanny, understanding the worth of her disposition, and per-
ceiving how fully she was inclined to ssek her good opinion
and refer to her judgment, began to fed again the blessing of
affection, and to entertain the hope of being useful to amind
so much in need of help, and so much deserving it. She gave
advice; advice too sound to be resisted by a good under-
standing, and given so mildly and considerately as not to
irritate an imperfect temper; and she had the happiness of
observing its good effects not unfrequently; more was not
expected by one, who, while seeing all the obligation and
expediency of submission and forbearance, saw aso with
sympathetic acuteness of feeling, all that must be hourly
grating to a girl like Susan. Her greatest wonder on the sub-
ject soon became—not that Susan should have been provoked
into disrespect and impatience against her better knowledge
—but that so much better knowledge, so many good notions,
should have been hers at all ; and that, brought up in the midst
of negligence and error, she should have formed such proper
opinions of what ought to be—she, who had no cousin
Edmund to direct her thoughts or fix her principles.

The intimacy thus begun between them was a material
advantage to each. By sitting together up stairs, they avoided
agreat dedl of the disturbance of the house; Fanny had peace,
and Susan learnt to think it no misfortune to be quietly em-
ployed. They sat without a fire; but that was a privation
familiar even to Fanny, and she suffered the less because
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reminded by it of the eas-room. It was the only point of
resemblance. In space, light, furniture, and prospect, there
was nothing alike in the two apartments; and she often heaved
a dgh at the remembrance of all her books and boxes, and
various comforts there. By degrees the girls came to spend the
chief of the morning up gairs, at first only in working and
talking; but after a few days, the remembrance of the said
books grew so potent and stimulative, that Fanny found it
impossble not to try for books again. There were none in
her father's house; but wealth is luxurious and daring—and
some of hers found its way to a circulating library. She be-
came a subscriber—amazed at being any thing in propria
persona, amazed at her own doings in every way; to be a
renter, achusar of books! And to be having any onésimprove-
ment in view in her choice! But so it was Susan had read
nothing, and Fanny longed to give her a sharein her own first
pleasures, and inspire a tage for the biography and poetry
which she delighted in hersdf.

In this occupation she hoped, moreover, to bury some of
the recollections of Mansfield which were too apt to saze her
mind if her fingers only were busy; and epecially at thistime,
hoped it might be ussful in diverting her thoughts from pur su-
ing Edmund to London, whither, on the authority of her
aunt's lagt letter, she knew he was gone. She had no doubt of
what would ensue. The promised natification was hanging
ove her head. The posman's knock within the neighbour-
hood was beginning to bring its daily terrors—and if reading
could banish the idea for even half an hour, it was something
gained.

CHAPTER X

A WEEK was gone snce Edmund might be supposed in
town, and Fanny had heard nothing of him. Therewerethree
different conclusons to be drawn from his dlence, between
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which her mind wasin fluctuation; each of them at timesbeing
held the most probable. Either his going had been again
delayed, or he had yet procured no opportunity of seeing Miss
Crawford alone—or, he was too happy for letter writing!

One morning about this time, Fanny having now been
nearly four weeks from Mansfield—a point which she never
failed to think over and calculate every day—as she and Susan
were preparing to remove as usual up stairs, they were stopt
by the knock of avisitor, whom they felt they could not avoid,
from Rebecca’s dertness in going to the door, a duty which
always interested her beyond any other.

It was a gentleman's voice; it was a voice that Fanny was
just turning pale about, when Mr. Crawford walked into the
room.

Good sense, like hers, will aways act when really called
upon; and she found that she had been able to name him to
her mother, and reca her remembrance of the name, as that
of 'William's friend," though she could not previously have
believed herself capable of uttering asyllable at such amoment.
The consciousness of hisbeing known there only asWilliam's
friend, was some support. Having introduced him, however,
and being all re-seated, the terrors that occurred of what this
visit might lead to, were overpowering, and she fancied her-
self on the point: of fainting away.

While trying 10 keep herself alive, their visitor, who had
a first approached her with as animated a countenance as
ever, was wisely and kindly keeping his eyes away, and giving
her time to recover, while he devoted himself entirely to her
mother, addressing her, and attending to her with the utmost
politeness and propriety, at the same time with a degree of
friendliness—of interest at least—which was making his
manner perfect.

Mrs. Price's manners were dso at their best. Warmed by
the sight of such afriend to her son, and regulated by the wish
of appearing to advantage before him, she was overflowing
with gratitude, artless, maternal gratitude, which could not
be unpleasing. Mr. Price was out, which she regretted very
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ich. Fanny was just recovered enough to fed that she could
t regret it; for to her many other sources of uneasness was
ded the severe one of shame for the home in which he
ind her. She might scold herself for the weakness, but
.re was no scolding it away. She was ashamed, and she
iuld have been yet more ashamed of her father, than of all
lres.
They talked of William, a subject on which Mrs. Price
old never tire; and M r . Crawford was as warm in his com-
mdation, as even her heart could wish. She felt that she
d never seen so agreeable a man in her life; and was only
‘onished to find, that so great and so agreeable as he was,
should be come down to Portsmouth neither on a vist to
. port-admiral, nor the commissioner, nor yet with the
ention of going over to the idand, nor of seeing the Dock-
al. Nothing of all that she had been usad to think of as
proof of importance, or the employment of wealth, had
night him to Portsmouth. He had reached it late the night
fore, was come for a day or two, was staying at the Crown,
@ accidentally met with a navy officer or two of his acquain-
-ce, dnce his arrival, but had no object of that kind in
ning.
By the time he had given all this information, it was not
reasonable to suppose, that Fanny might be looked at and
ken to; and she was tolerably able to bear his eye, and hear
it he had spent half an hour with his sster, the evening
fore his leaving London; that she had sent her best and
idest love, but had had no time for writing; that he thought
nself lucky in seeing Mary for even half an hour, having
ait scarcely twenty-four hours in London after his return
m Norfolk, before he st off again; that her cousn Edmund
s in town, had been in town he understood, a few days;
it he had not seen him, himsdf, but that he was well, had
t them all well at Mansfield, and was to dine, as yesterday,
th the Frasers.
Fanny listened collectedly even to the last-mentioned
cumstance; nay, it seemed a relief to her worn mind to
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be at any certainty; and the words, 'then by this time it is
all settled,” passed internally, without more evidence of
emotion than a faint blush.

After talking a little more about Mansfield, a subject in
which her interest was most apparent, Crawford began to
hint at the expediency of an early walk;—'It was a lovely
morning, and at that season of the year a fine morning so
often turned off, that it was wisest for everybody not to delay
their exercise;' and such hints producing nothing, he soon
proceeded to a positive recommendation to Mrs. Price and
her daughters, to take their walk without loss of time. Now
they came to an understanding. Mrs. Price, it appeared,
scarcely ever stirred out of doors, except of a Sunday; she
owned she could seldom, with her large family, find time for
awalk.—'Would she not then persuade her daughters to take
advantage of such weather, and allow him the pleasure of
attending them?—Mrs. Price was greatly obliged, and very
complying.—'Her daughters were very much confined-
Portsmouth was a sad place—they did not often get out—
and she knew they had some errands in the town, which they
would be very glad to do.'—And the consequence was, that
Fanny, strange as it was—strange, awkward, and distressing-
found herself and Susan, within ten minutes, walking to-
wards the High Street, with Mr. Crawford.

It was soon pain upon pain, confusion upon confusion;
for they were hardly in the High Street, before they met her
father, whose appearance was not the better from its being
Saturday. He stopt; and, ungentlemanlike as he looked,
Fanny was obliged to introduce him to Mr. Crawford. She
could not have a doubt of the manner in which Mr. Craw-
ford must be struck. He must be ashamed and disgusted
altogether. He must soon give her up, and cease to have the
smallest inclination for the match; and yet, though she had
been so much wanting his affection to be cured, this was a
sort of cure that would be almost as bad as the complaint;
and | believe, there is scarcely a young lady in the united
kingdoms, who would not rather put up with the misfortune
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of being sought by a clever, agreeable man, than have him
driven away by the vulgarity of her nearest relations.

Mr. Crawford probably could not regard his future father-
in-law with any idea of taking him for a model in dress; but
(as Fanny instantly, and to her great relief discerned), her
father was a very different man, a very different Mr. Pricein
his behaviour to this most highly-respected stranger, from
what he was in his own family at home. His manners now,
though not polished, were more than passable; they were
grateful, animated, manly; his expressons were those of an
attached father, and a sensible man;—his loud tones did very
well in the open air, and there was not asingle oath to be heard.
Such was his instinctive compliment to the good manners of
Mr. Crawford; and be the consequence what it might, Fanny's
immediate feelihgs were infinitely soothed.

The conclusion of the two gentlemen’s civilities was an
offer of Mr. Price'sto take Mr. Crawford into the dock-yard,
which Mr. Crawford, desirous of accepting as a favour, what
was intended as such, though he had seen the dock-yard
again and again; and hoping to be so much the longer with
Fanny, was very gratefully disposed to avail herself of, if the
Miss Prices were not afraid of the fatigue; and as it was some-
how or other ascertained, or inferred, or at least acted upon,
that they were not at all afraid, to the dock-yard they were all
to go; and, but for Mr. Crawford, Mr. Price would have
turned thither directly, without the smallest consideration
for his daughters errands in the High Street. He took care,
however, that they should be allowed to go to the shops they
came out expressly to visit; and it did not delay them long,
for Fanny could so little bear to exciteimpatience, or bewaited
for, that before the gentlemen, as they stood at the door, could
do more than begin upon the last naval regulations, or settle
the number of three deckers now in commission, their com-
panions were ready to proceed.

They were then to st forward for the dock-yard at once,
and the walk would have been conducted (according to Mr.
Crawford'sopinion) in asingular manner, bad Mr price been
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allowed the entire regulation of it, as the two girls, he found,
would have been |eft to follow, and keep up with them, or not,
asthey could, whilethey walked on together at their own hasty
pace. He was able to introduce some improvement occasion-
ally, though by no means to the extent he wished; he abso-
lutely would not walk away from them; and, at any crossing,
or any crowd, when Mr. Price was only calling out, "Come
girls—come, Fan—come, Sue—take care of yoursaves—keep
asharp look out," hewould givethem his particul ar attendance.

Once fairly in the dock-yard, he began to reckon upon
s6me happy intercourse with Fanny, as they were very soon
joined by a brother lounger of Mr. Price's, who was come to
take his daily survey of how things went on, and who must
prove a far more worthy companion than himself; and after
a time the two officers seemed very well satisfied in going
about together and discussing matters of equal and never-
failing interest, while the young people sa down upon some
timbers in the yard, or found a seat on board a vessd in the
stocks which they all went to look at. Fanny was most con-
veniently in want of rest. Crawford could not have wished
her more fatigued or more ready to sit down; but he could
have wished her sister away. A quick looking girl of Susan's
age was the very worst third in the world—totally different
from Lady Bertram—all eyes and ears, and there was no
introducing the main point before her. He must content him-
self with being only generally agreeable, and letting Susan
have her share of entertainment, with the indulgence, now
and then, of a look or hint for the better informed and con-
scious Fanny. Norfolk was what he had mostly to talk of;
there he had been some time, and every thing there was rising
in importance from his present schemes. Such a man could
come from no place, no society, without importing something
to amuse; his journeys and his acquaintance were all of use,
and Susan was entertained in a way quite new to her. For
Fanny, somewhat more was related than the accidental
agreeableness of the parties he had been in. For her approba-
tion, the particular reason of his going into Norfolk at all, at
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this unusual time of year, was given. It had been real business,
relative to the renewa of a lease in which the welfare of a
large and (he believed) industrious family was at stake. He
had suspected his agent of some underhand dealing—of
meaning to bias him against the deserving—and he had
determined to go himself, and thoroughly investigate the
merits of the case. He had gone, had done even more good
than he had foreseen, had been useful to more than his first
plan had comprehended, and was now able to congratulate
himself uponit, and to feel, that in performing a duty, he had
secured agreesble recollections for his own mind. He had
introduced himself to some tenants, whom he had never seen
before; he had begun making acquaintance with cottages
whose very existence, though on his own estate, had been
hitherto unknown to him. This was aimed, and well aimed,
at Fanny. It was pleasing to hear him spesk so properly; here,
he had been acting as he ought to do. To be the friend of the
poor and oppressed! Nothing could be more grateful to her,
and she was on the point of giving him an approving look
when it wes all frightened off, by his adding a something too
pointed of his hoping soon to have an assistant, a friend,
aguide in every plan of utility or charity for Everingham, a
somebody that would make Everingham and all about it, a
dearer object than it had ever been yet.

She turned away, and wished he would not say such things.
She was willing to allow he might have more good qualities
than she had been wont to suppose. She began to fed the
possibility of histurning out well at last; but he was and must
ever be completely unsuited to her, and ought not to think
of her.

He perceived that enough had been said of Everingham,
and that it would be as well to talk of something ese, and
turned to Mansfield. He could not have chosen better; that
was a topic to bring back her attention and her looks almost
instantly. It was a real indulgence to her to hear or to spesk
of Mansfield. Now so long divided from every body who knew
the place, she felt it quite the voice of a friend when he
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mentioned it, and led the way to her fond exclamations in
praise of its beauties and comforts, and by his honourable
tribute to its inhabitants allowed her to gratify her own heart
in the warmest eulogium, in speaking of her uncle as al that
was clever and good, and her aunt as having the sweetest of
all sweet tempers.

He had a great attachment to Mansfield himself; he said
s0; he looked forward with the hope of spending much, very
much of his time there—aways there, or in the neighbour-
hood. He particularly built upon a very happy summer and
autumn there this year; he felt that it would be so; he
depended upon it; a summer and autumn infinitely superior
to the last. As animated, as diversified, as socia—but with
circumstances of superiority undescribable.

‘Mansfield, Sotherton, Thornton Lacey,” he continued,
'what a society will be comprised in those houses! And a
Michaelmas, perhaps, a fourth may be added, some small
hunting-box in the vicinity of every thing so dear—for as to
any partnership in Thornton Lacey, as Edmund Bertram
once good-humouredly proposed, | hope | foresee two objec-
tions, two fair, excellent, irresistible objections to that plan.’

Fanny was doubly silenced here; though when the moment
was passed, could regret that she had not forced herself into
the acknowledged comprehension of one half of his meaning,
and encouraged him to sy something more of his sister and
Edmund. It wes a subject which she must learn to spesk of,
and the weskness that shrunk from it would soon be quite
unpardonable.

When Mr. Priceand hisfriend had seen all that they wished,
or had time for, the others were ready to return; and in the
course of their walk back, Mr. Crawford contrived a minute's
privacy for telling Fanny that his only business in Portsmouth
was to e her, that he was come down for a couple of days on
her account and hers only, and because he could not endure
alonger total separation. She was sorry, really sorry; and yet,
in spite of this and the two or three other things which she
wished he had not said, she thought him atogether improved
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gnce she had ssen him; he was much mor e gentle, obliging,
and attentive to other peoplers fedings than he had ever been
at Mansfield; she had never seen him 0 agreeable—so near
being agreeable; his behaviour to her father could not offend,
and there was something particularly kind and proper in the
notice he took of Susan. He was decidedly improved. She
wished the next day over, she wished he had come only for
one day—but it was not 0 very bad as she would have ex-
pected ; the pleasure of talking of Mansfield was so very great!

Before they parted, she had to thank him for another
pleasure, and one of no trivial kind. Her father asked him to
do them the honour of taking his mutton with them, and
Fanny had time for only one thrill of horror, before he de-
clared himself prevented by a prior engagement. He was
engaged to dinner already both for that day and the next;
he had met with some acquaintance at the Crown who would
not be denied; he should have the honour, however, of waiting
on them again on themorrow, & ¢. and so they parted—Fanny
in a date of actual fdicity from escaping so horrible an evil!

To have had him join their family dinner-party and s all
their defidencies would have been dreadful! Rebecca's cook-
ery and Rebecca's waiting, and Betsey's eating at table with-
out regraint, and pulling every thing about as she chosg,
were what Fanny herself was not yet enough inured to, for
her often to make a tolerable meal. She was nice only from
natural delicacy, but he had been brought up in a school of
luxury and epicurism.

CHAPTER XI

T H E Priceswerejug setting off for church the next day when
Mr. Crawford appeared again. He came—not to stop—but
to join them; he was asked to go with them to the Garrison
chapel, which was exactly what he had intended, and they
all walked thither together.
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The family were now seen to advantage. Nature had given
them no inconsiderable share of beauty, and every Sunday
dressed them in their cleanest skins and best attire. Sun-
day aways brought this comfort to Fanny, and on this Sun-
day she felt it more than ever. Her poor mother now did not
look so very unworthy of being Lady Bertram's sister as she
was but too apt to look. It often grieved her to the heart—to
think of the contrast between them—to think that where
nature had made so littledifference, circumstances should have
made so much, and that her mother, as handsome as Lady
Bertram, and some years her junior, should have an appear-
ance so much more worn and faded, so comfortless, so dlat-
ternly, so shabby. But Sunday made her a very creditable and
tolerably cheerful looking Mrs. Price, coming abroad with a
fine family of children, feeling a little respite of her weekly
cares, and only discomposed if she saw her boys run into
danger, or Rebecca pass by with aflower in her hat.

In chapel they were obliged to divide, but Mr. Crawford
took care not to be divided from the female branch; and after
chapel he still continued with them, and made one in the
family party on the ramparts.

Mrs. Pricetook her weekly walk on the ramparts every fine
Sunday throughout the year, dways going directly after
morning service and staying till dinner-time. It was her public
place; there she met her acquaintance, heard a little news,
talked over the badness of the Portsmouth servants, and
wound up her spirits for the six days ensuing.

Thither they now went; Mr. Crawford most happy to
consider the Miss Prices as his peculiar charge; and before
they had been there long—somehow or other—there was no
saying how—Fanny could not have believed it—but he was
walking between them with an arm of each under his, and
she did not know how to prevent or put an end to it. It made
her uncomfortable for a time—but yet there were enjoyments
in the day and in the view which would be felt.

Theday was uncommonly lovely. It wasreally March; but
it was April in its mild air, brisk soft wind, and bright sun,
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occasionally clouded for a minute; and every thing looked so
beautiful under the influence of such a sky, the effects of the
shadows pursuing each other, on the ships at Spithead and
the island beyond, with the ever-varying hues of the sea now
at high water, dancing in its glee and dashing against the
ramparts with so fine a sound, produced altogether such a
combination of charms for Fanny, as made her gradually
almost careless of the circumstances under which she felt
them. Nay, had she been without his arm, she would soon
have known that she needed it, for she wanted strength for
a two hours saunter of this kind, coming as it generally did
upon a week's previous inactivity. Fanny was beginning to
fed the effect of being debarred from her usual, regular
exercise; she had lost ground as to health since her being in
Portsmouth, and but for M r. Crawford and the beauty of the
weather, would soon have been knocked up now.

The loveliness of the day, and of the view, he felt like her-
sdf. They often stopt with the same sentiment and taste,
leaning against the wall, some minutes, to look and admire;
and considering he was not Edmund, Fanny could not but
allow that he was sufficiently open to the charms of nature,
and very well able to express his admiration. She had a few
tender reveries now and then, which he could sometimes take
advantage of, to look in her face without detection; and the
result of these looks was, that though as bewitching as ever,
her face was less blooming than it ought to be—She said she
was very well, and did not like to be supposed otherwise; but
take it all in all, he was convinced that her present residence
could not be comfortable, and, therefore, could not be salu-
tary for her, and he was growing anxious for her being again
at Mansfield, where her own happiness, and his in seeing her,
must be so much greater.

'Y ou have been herea month, | think?' said he.

"No. Not quiteamonth. —1 t isonly four weeksto-morrow
since | left Mansfield.'

'You area most accurate and honest reckoner. | should call
that a month.'

M.P. - 18



374 MANSFIELD PARK

"1 did not arrive here till Tuesday evening.'

'Andit isto beatwo months' visit, isnot it?'

'Yes.—My uncle talked of two months. | suppose it will
not beless!’

'And how are you to be conveyed back again? Who comes
for you?

"1 do not know. | have heard nothing about it yet from my
aunt. Perhaps | may be to stay longer. It may not be con-
venient for me to be fetched exactly at the two months' end.’

After a moment's reflection, Mr. Crawford replied, 'l
know Mansfield, | know itsway, | know its faults towards you.
| know the danger of your being so far forgotten, as to have
your comforts give way to the imaginary convenience of any
single being in the family. | am aware that you may be left
here week after week, if Sir Thomas cannot settle every thing
for coming himself, or sending your aunt's maid for you,
without involving the slightest alteration of the arrangements
which he may have laid down for the next quarter of a year.
Thiswill not do. Two monthsisan ampleallowance, | should
think six weeks quite enough.—I am considering your sister's
health,' said he, addressing himself to Susan, “which | think
the confinement of Portsmouth unfavourable to. She requires
constant air and exercise. When you know her aswell as | do,
| am sure you will agree that she does, and that she ought
never to be long banished from the free air, and liberty of the
country.—If, therefore, (turning again to Fanny) you find
yourself growing unwell, and any difficulties arise about your
returning to Mansfield—without waiting for the two months
to be ended—that must not be regarded as of any consequence,
if you fed yourself at all lessstrong, or comfortable than usual,
and will only let my sister know it, give her only the slightest
hint, she and | will immediately come down, and take you
back to Mansfield. Y ou know the ease, and the pleasure with
which this would be done. You know all that would be felt
on the occasion.’

Fanny thanked him, but tried to laugh it off.
| am perfectly serious'—he replied—'as you perfectly
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know.—And | hope you will not be cruelly concealing any
tendency to indisposition. —Indeed, you shall not, it shall not
be in your power, for so long only as you positively say, in
every letter to Mary, "1 am well."—and | know you cannot
ek or write a falsehood,—so long only shall you be con-
sidered as well.'

Fanny thanked him again, but was affected and distressed
to a degree that made it impossible for her to ssy much, or
even to be certain of what she ought to say.—This was to-
wards the close of their walk. He attended them to the last,
and left them only at the door of their own house, when he
knew them to be going to dinner, and therefore pretended to
be waited for elsawhere.

‘I wish you were not so tired,'—said he, still detaining
Fanny after all the others were in the house; 'l wish | left you
in stronger health.—Is there any thing | can do for you in
town? | have half an idea of going into Norfolk again soon.
| am not satisfied about Maddison.—I am sure he still means
to impose on me if possible, and get a cousin of his own into
a certain mill, which | design for somebody else—I| must
come to an understanding with him. I must make him know
that | will not betricked on the south side of Everingham, any
more than on the north, that | will be master of my own
property. | was not explicit enough with him before—The
mischief such a man does on an edtate, both as to the credit
of hisemployer, and the welfare of the poor, isinconceivable.
| have a great mind to go back into Norfolk directly, and put
every thing at once on such a footing as cannot be afterwards
swerved from.—Maddison is a clever fellow; | do not wish
to displace him—provided he does not try to displace me;
—but it would be simple to be duped by a man who has no
right of creditor to dupe me—and worse than simple to let
him give me a hard-hearted, griping fellow for a tenant, in-
stead of an honest man, to whom | have given half a promise
already.—Would not it be worse than simple? Shall | go?—
Doyou advise it?'

'1 advise!—you know very well what isrights
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"Yes. When you give me your opinion, | always know what
isright. Your judgment is my rule of right.’

'Oh, no'—do not say s0. We have all a better guide in
ourselves, if we would attend to it, than any other person can
be. Good bye; | wish you a pleasant journey to-morrow.'

s there nothing | can do for you in town?'

'Nothing, | am much obliged to you.’

'Have you no message for anybody?

'My love to your sister, if you please; and when you s
my cousin—my cousin Edmund, | wish you would be so
good as to sy that—I suppose | shall soon hear from him.'

‘Certainly; and if he is lazy or negligent, 1 will write his
excuses myself—'

He could say no more, for Fanny would be no longer de-
tained. He pressed her hand, looked at her, and was gone.
He went to while away the next three hours as he could, with
his other acquaintance, till the best dinner that a capital inn
afforded, was ready for their enjoyment, and she turned in
to her more simple one immediately.

Their genera fare bore a very different character; and
could he have suspected how many privations, besdes that
of exercise, she endured in her father's house, he would have
wondered that her looks were not much more affected than
he found them. She was so little equal to Rebecca's puddings,
and Rebeccas hashes, brought to table as they all were, with
such accompaniments of half-cleaned plates, and not half-
cleaned knives and forks, that she was very often constrained
to defer her heartiest meal, till she could send her brothers in
the evening for biscuits and buns. After being nursed up at
Mansfield, it was too late in the day to be hardened at Ports-
mouth; and though Sir Thomas, had he known all, might
have thought his niece in the most promising way of being
starved, both mind and body, into a much juster value for
Mr. Crawford's good company and good fortune, he would
probably have feared to push his experiment farther, lest she
might die under the cure.

Fanny was out of spirits all the rest of the day. Though
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tolerably secure of not seeing Mr. Crawford again, she could
not help being low. It was parting with somebody of the
nature of a friend; and though in one light glad to have him
gone, it seemed as if she was now deserted by everybody; it
was a sort of renewed separation from Mansfield; and she
could not think of his returning to town, and being fre-
quently with Mary and Edmund, without feelings so near
akin to envy, as made her hate herself for having them.

Her degection had no abatement from anything passng
around her; a friend or two of her father's, as always hap-
pened if he was not with them, spent the long, long evening
there; and from six o'clock to half past nine, there was little
intermission of noise or grog. She was very low. The wonder-
ful improvement which she still fancied in Mr. Crawford,
was the nearest to administering comfort of anything within
the current of her thoughts. Not considering in how diiferent
a circle she had been just seeing him, nor how much might
be owing to contrast, she was quite persuaded of his being
astonishingly more gentle, and regardful of others, than
formerly. And if in little things, must it not be so in great?
So anxious for her health and comfort, so very feeling as he
now expressed himself, and really seemed, might not it be
fairly supposed, that he would not much longer persevere in
a suit so distressing to her?

CHAPTER X I

IT was presumed that Mr. Crawford was travelling back to
London, on the morrow, for nothing more was seen of him
at Mr. Price's; and two days afterwards, it was a fact ascer-
tained to Fanny by the following letter from his sister,
opened and read by her, on another account, with the most
anxious curiosity:—

'l have to inform you, my dearest Fanny, that Henry hes
been down to Portsmouth to see you; that he had a delightful
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wak with you to the Dock-yard last Saturday, and one still
more to be dwelt on the next day, on the ramparts; when the
balmy air, the sparkling sea, and your sweet looks and con-
versation were altogether in the most delicious harmony, and
afforded sensations which are to raise ecstacy even in retro-
spect. This, aswell as | understand, is to be the substance of
my information. He makes me write, but | do not know what
else is to be communicated, except this said visit to Ports-
mouth, and these two said walks, and his introduction to
your family, especially to a fair sister of your's, afinegirl of
fifteen, who was of the party on the ramparts, taking her first
lesson, | presume, in love. | have not time for writing much,
but it would be out of place if | had, for thisis to be a mere
letter of business, penned for the purpose of conveying neces-
sary information, which could not be delayed without risk of
evil. My dear, dear Fanny, if | had you here, how | would
talk to you!—Y ou should listen to metill you weretired, and
advise me till you were tired still more; but it is impossible
to put an hundredth part of my great mind on paper, so | will
abstain atogether, and leave you to guess what you like. |
have no news for you. You have politics' of course; and it
would be too bad to plague you with the names of people and
parties, that fill up my time. | ought to have sent you an account
of your cousin's first party, but | was lazy, and now it is too
long ago; sufficeit, that every thing wasjust asit ought to be,
in astyle that any of her connections must have been gratified
to witness, and that her own dress and manners did her the
greatest credit. My friend Mrs. Fraser is mad for such a
house, and it would not make me miserable. | go to Lady
Stornaway after Easter. She seems in high spirits, and very
happy. | fancy Lord S. is very good-humoured and pleasant
in his own family, and | do not think him so very ill-looking
as | did, at least one sees many worse. He will not do by the
side of your cousin Edmund. Of the last-mentioned hero,
what shall | say ?If | avoided his name entirely, it would look
suspicious. | will say, then, that we have seen him two or
three times, and that my friends here are very much struck
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with his gentleman-like appearance. Mrs. Fraser (no bad
judge), declares she knows but three men in town who have
so good a person, height, and air; and | must confess, when
he dined here the other day, there were none to compare with
him, and we were a party of sixteen. Luckily thereis no dis-
tinction of dress now-a-days to tell tales, but—but—but.
Your's, affectionately.’

'l had almost forgot (it was Edmund's fault, he gets into
my head more than does me good), one very material thing
| had to say from Henry and myself, | mean about our taking
you back into Northamptonshire. My dear little creature, do
not stay at Portsmouth to lose your pretty looks. Those vile
Seabreezes are the ruin of beauty and health. My poor aunt
aways felt affected, if within ten miles of the sea, which the
Admiral of course never believed, but | know it was so. | am
at your service and Henry's, a an hour's notice. 1 should
like the scheme, and we would make a little circuit, and shew
you Everingham in our way, and perhaps you would not
mind passing through London, and seeing the inside of St.
George's, Hanover-Square. Only keep your cousin Edmund
from me at such atime, | should not like to be tempted. What
a long letter'—one word more. Henry | find has some idea
of going into Norfolk again upon some business that you
approve, but this cannot possibly be permitted before the
middle of next week, that is, he cannot any how be spared
till after the 14th, for we have a party that evening. The value
of a man like Henry on such an occasion, is what you can
have no conception of; so you must take it upon my word, to
be inestimable. He will se the Rushworths, which | own |
am not sorry for—having a little curiosity—and so | think
hes he, though he will not acknowledge it.'

This was a letter to be run through eagerly, to be read
deliberately, to supply matter for much reflection, and to
leave every thing in greater suspense than ever. The only
certainty to be drawn from it was, that nothing decisive had
yet taken place. Edmund had not yet spoken. How Miss
Crawford realy felt—how she meant to act, or might act
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without or againg her meaning—whether his importance to
her were quite what it had been before the lagt separation—
whether if lessned it were likely to lessen more, or to re-
cover itsdlf, were subjects for endless conjecture, and to be
thought of on that day and many days to come, without pro-
ducing any concluson. The idea that returned the oftened,
was that Miss Crawford, after proving hersdf cooled and
gaggered by areturn to London habits, would yet prove her -
sdf in the end too much attached to him, to give him up. She
would try to be more ambitious than her heart would allow.
She would hedtate, she would teaze, she would condition,
she would require a great deal, but she would finally accept.
This was Fanny's mog frequent expectation. A house in
town!—that she thought must be impossble. Yet there was
no saying what Miss Crawford might not ask. The prospect
for her cousn grew worse and worse. The woman who could
geak of him, and speak only of his appearancel—What an
unworthy attachment! To be deriving support from the
commendations of Mrs. Fraser! She who had known him
intimately half a year! Fanny was ashamed of her. Those
parts of the letter which related only to Mr. Crawford and
hersdf, touched her in comparison, dightly. Whether M.
Crawford went into Norfolk before or after the 14th, was
certainly no concern of her's, though, every thing considered,
she thought he would go without delay. That Miss Crawford
should endeavour to sscure a meeting between him and Mrs.
Rushworth, was all in her worst line of conduct, and grosdy
unkind and ill-judged; but shehoped hewould not be actuated
by any such degrading curiosity. He acknowledged no such
inducement, and his e ought to have given him credit for
better fedings than her own.

She was yet more impatient for another letter from town
after receiving this, than she had been before; and for a few
days, was 0 unsettled by it altogether, by what had come, and
what might come, that her usual readings and conversation
with Susan were much suspended. She could not command
her attention as she wished. If Mr. Crawford remembered
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her message to her cousin, she thought it very likely, most
likely, that he would write to her at all events; it would be
most consistent with his usual kindness, and till she got rid
of this ides, till it gradually wore off, by no letters appearing
in the course of three or four days more, she was in a most
restless, anxious state.

At length, a something like composure succeeded. Sus-
pense must be submitted to, and must not be allowed to wear
her out, and make her usdess. Time did something, her own
exertions something more, and she resumed her attentions to
Susan, and again awakened the same interest in them.

Susan was growing very fond of her, and though without
any of the early delight in books, which had been so strong in
Fanny, with a disposition much less inclined to sedentary
pursuits, or to information for information's sske, she had
S0 strong a desire of not appearing ignorant, as with a good
clear understanding, made her a most attentive, profitable,
thankful pupil. Fanny was her oracle. Fanny's explanations
and remarks were a most important addition to every essay,
or every chapter of history. What Fanny told her of former
times, dwelt more on her mind than the pages of Goldsmith;
and she paid her sister the compliment of preferring her style
to that of any printed author. The early habit of reading was
wanting.

Their conversations, however, were not aways on sub-
jects so high as history or morals. Others had their hour; and
of lesser matters, none returned so often, or remained so long
between them, as Mansfield Park, a description of the people,
the manners, the amusements, the ways of Mansfield Park.
Susan, who had an innate taste for the genteel and well-
appointed, was eager to hear, and Fanny could not but indulge
herself in dwelling on so beloved a theme. She hoped it was
not wrong; though after atime, Susan's very great admiration
of every thing said or done in her uncle's house, and earnest
longing to go into Northamptonshire, seemed amost to
blame her for exciting feelings which could not be gratified.

Poor Susan was very little better fitted for home than her
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dder sgder; and as Fanny grew thoroughly to understand
this, she began to fed that when her own rdease from Ports-
mouth came, her happiness would have a material drawback
in leaving Susan behind. That a girl so capable of being made,
every thing good, should be left in such hands, distressed her
more and more. Were she likely to have a home to invite her
to, what a blessing it would be!l—And had it been possble
for her toreturn Mr. Crawford's regard, the probability of
his being very far from objecting to such a measure, would
have been the greatest increase of all her own comforts. She
thought he was really good-tempered, and could fancy his
entering into a plan of that sort, most pleasantly.

CHAPTER X111

SEVEN weeks of the two months were very nearly gone, when
the one letter, the letter from Edmund o long expected, was
put into Fanny's hands. As she opened and saw its length she
prepared hersdf for a minute detail of happiness and a pro-
fuson of love and praise towards the fortunate creature, who
was now midress of his fate. These were the contents.

'Mansfield Park.
"My dear Fanny,

'Excuse me that | have not written before. Crawford told
me that you were wishing to hear from me, but | found it
impossible to write from London, and persuaded mysdf that
you would understand my slence—Could | have sent a few
happy lines, they should not have been wanting, but nothing
of that nature was ever in my power.—| am returned to
Mansfield in a less assured satethan when | left it. My hopes
are much weaker.—You are probably aware of this already.
—So very fond of you as Miss Crawford is, it is mogt natural
that she should tell you enough of her own fedings, to furnish
a tolerable guess at mine.—I will not be prevented, however,
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from making my own communication. Our confidences in
you need not clash.—I ask no questions.—There is something
soothing in the idea, that we have the same friend, and that
whatever unhappy differences of opinion may exist between
us, we are united in our love of you.—It will be a comfort to
me to tell you how things now are, and what are my present
plans, if plans | can be said to have.—I have been returned
since Saturday. | was three weeks in London, and saw her
(for London) very often. | had every attention from the
Frasers that could be reasonably expected. | dare say | was
not reasonable in carrying with me hopes of an intercourse at
all like that of Mansfield. It was her manner, however, rather
than any unfrequency of meeting. Had she not been different
when | did s her, | should have made no complaint, but
from the very first she was altered; my first reception was so
unlikewhat | had hoped, that | had almost resolved on leaving
London again directly.—I need not particularize. Y ou know
the wesk side of her character, and may imagine the senti-
ments and expressions which were torturing me. She was in
high spirits, and surrounded by those who were giving all
the support of their own bad sense to her too lively mind.
| do not like Mrs. Fraser. Sheisa cold-hearted, vain woman,
who has married entirely from convenience, and though evi-
dently unhappy in her marriage, places her disappointment,
not to faults of judgment or temper, or disproportion of age,
but to her being after all, less affluent than many of her
acquaintance, especiadly than her sister, Lady Stornaway,
and is the determined supporter of every thing mercenary and
ambitious, provided it be only mercenary and ambitious
enough. | look upon her intimacy with those two sisters, as
the greatest misfortune of her life and mine. They have been
leading her astray for years. Could she be detached from them!
—and sometimes | do not despair of it, for the affection
appears to me principally on their side. They are very fond
of her; but | am sure she does not love them as she loves you.
When | think of her great attachment to you, indeed, and the
whole of her judicious, upright conduct asasister, she appears
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a very different creature, capable of every thing noble, and
| am ready to blame mysdlf for a too harsh congtruction of a
playful manner. | cannot give her up, Fanny. Sheistheonly
woman in the world whom | could ever think of asa wife. If
| did not believe that she had some regard for me, of course
| should not say this, but | do believeit. | am convinced, that
sheisnot without a decided preference. | have no jealousy of
any individual. It is the influence of the fashionable world
altogether that | am jealous of. It is the habits of wealth that
| fear. Her ideas are not higher than her own fortune may
warrant, but they are beyond what our incomes united could
authorise. There is comfort, however, even here. | could
better bear to lose her, because not rich enough, than because
of my professon. That would only prove her affection not
equal to sacrifices, which, in fact, | am scarcdy justified in
asking; and if I am refused, that, | think, will be the honest
motive. Her prgudices, | trust, arenot so srong asthey were.
Y ou have my thoughts exactly asthey arise, my dear Fanny;
perhaps they are some times contradictory, but it will not
be a less faithful picture of my mind. Having once begun, it
isapleasureto meto tell you all | fed. | cannot give her up.
Connected, as we already are, and, | hope, are to be, to give
up Mary Crawford, would be to give up the society of some
of those most dear to me, to banish mysdf from the very
houses and friends whom, under any other distress, | should
turn to for consolation. The loss of Mary | must condder as
comprehending the loss of Crawford and of Fanny. Were it
adecided thing, an actual refusal, | hope | should know how
to bear it, and how to endeavour to weaken her hold on my
heart—and in the course of a few years—but | am writing
nonsense—were | refused, | must bear it; and till | am, | can
never ceaetotry for her. Thisisthetruth. Theonly question
is how? What may be the likeliest means? | have sometimes
thought of going to L ondon again after Easter, and sometimes
resolved on doing nothing till shereturnsto Mansfield. Even
now, she geaks with pleasure of being in Mansfield in June;
but Juneisat a great disance, and | believe | shall write to
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ner. | have nearly determined on explaining myself by letter.
To be at an early certainty is a material object. My present
state is miserably irksome. Considering every thing, | think
aletterwill bedecidedly the best method of explanation. | shall
be able to write much that | could not say, and shall be giving
her time for reflection before she resolves on her answer, and
| am less afraid of the result of reflection than of an immediate
hasty impulse; | think | am. My greatest danger would lie
in her consulting Mrs. Fraser, and | at a distance, unable to
help my own cause. A letter exposes to all the evil of consulta-
tion, and wherethe mind isany thing short of perfect decision,
an adviser may, in an unlucky moment, lead it to do what it
may afterwards regret. | must think this matter over a little.
This long letter, full of my own concerns aone, will be
enough to tire even the friendship of a Fanny. The last time
| saw Crawford was at Mrs. Fraser's party. | am more and
more satisfied with all that | see and hear of him. Thereis not
a shadow of wavering. He thoroughly knows his own mind,
and acts up to his resolutions—an inestimable quality. |
could not s him, and my eldest sister in the same room,
without recollecting what you once told me, and | acknow-
ledge that they did not meet as friends. There was marked
coolness on her side. They scarcely spoke: | saw him draw
back surprised, and | was sorry that Mrs. Rushworth should
resent any former supposed slight to Miss Bertram. Y ou will
wish to hear my opinion of Maria's degree of comfort as a
wife. There is no appearance of unhappiness. | hope they
get on pretty well together. | dined twice in Wimpole Street,
and might have been there oftener, but it is mortifying to be
with Rushworth as a brother. Julia seems to enjoy London
exceedingly. | had little enjoyment there—but have less here.
We are not a lively party. You are very much wanted. | miss
you more than | can express. My mother desires her best love,
and hopes to hear from you soon. She talks of you almost
every hour, and | am sorry to find how many weeks more she
is likely to be without you. My Father means to fetch you
himself, but it will not be till after Easter, when he has
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business in town. You are happy at Portsmouth, | hope, but
thismust not be ayearly visit. | want you at home, that | may
have your opinion about Thornton Lacey. | have little heart
for extensive improvements till 1 know that it will ever have
amistress. | think | shall certainly write. It is quite settled
that the Grants go to Bath; they leave Mansfield on Monday.
| am glad of it. | am not comfortable enough to be fit for any
body; but your aunt seems to fed out of luck that such an
article of Mansfield news should fall to my pen instead of her's.
Your's ever, my dearest Fanny.'

'l never will—no, | certainly never will wish for a letter
again,’ was Fanny's secret declaration, as she finished this.
'‘What do they bring but disappointment and sorrow?—Not
till after Easter!'—How shall | bear it?—And my poor aunt
talking of me every hour!"

Fanny checked the tendency of these thoughts as well as
she could, but she was within half a minute of starting the
idea, that Sir Thomas was quite unkind, both to her aunt and
to herself—As for the main subject of the letter—there was
nothing in that to soothe irritation. She was amost vexed
into displeasure, and anger, against Edmund. 'There is no
good in this delay,’ said she. 'Why is not it settled?—He is
blinded, and nothing will open his eyes, nothing can, after
having had truths before him so long in vain.—Hewill marry
her, and be poor and miserable. God grant that her influence
do not make him cesse to be respectable!'—She looked over
the letter again. " So very fond of me!" 'tis nonsense all. She
loves nobody but herself and her brother. "Her friends leading
her astray for years!" She is quite as likely to have led them
astray. They have all, perhaps, been corrupting one another;
but if they are so much fonder of her than she is of them, she
is the less likely to have been hurt, except by their flattery.
"The only woman in the world, whom he could ever think of
asawife." | firmly believeit. It isan attachment to govern his
whole life. Accepted or refused, his heart is wedded to her for
ever.—"The loss of Mary, | must consider as comprehending
the loss of Crawford and Fanny." Edmund, you do not know
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me. The families would never be connected, if you did not
connect them. Oh! write, write. Finish it at once. Let there
be an end of this sugpense. Fix, commit, condemn your sdf.

Such sensations however, were too near a kin to resent-
ment to be long guiding Fanny's soliloquies. She was soon
more softened and sorrowful.—His warm regard, his kind
expressons, his confidential treatment touched her strongly.
He was only too good to every body.—It was a letter, in
short, which she would not but have had for the world,
and which could never be valued enough. This was the
end of it.

Every body at all addicted to letter writing, without
having much to say, which will include a large proportion
of the female world at least, must fed with Lady Bertram,
that she was out of luck in having such a capital piece of
Mansfield news, as the certainty of the Grants going to Bath,
occur at a time when she could make no advantage of it,
and will admit that it must have been very mortifying to
her to e it fall to the share of her thankless son, and treated
as concisdy as possble at the end of a long letter, insead
of having it to soread over the largest part of a page of her
own.—For though Lady Bertram rather shone in the episto-
lary line, having early in her marriage, from the want of
other employment, and the circumgtance of Sir Thomas's
being in Parliament, got into the way of making and keeping
correspondents, and formed for hersdf a very creditable,
common-place, amplifying style, so that a very little matter
was enough for her; she could not do entirely without any;
she mugt have something to write about, even to her niece,
and being so soon to lose all the benefit of Dr. Grant's gouty
symptoms and Mrs. Grant's morning calls, it was very hard
upon her to be deprived of one of the last epigtolary uses she
could put them to.

There was a rich amends, however, preparing for her.
Lady Bertram's hour of good luck came. Within a few days
from the receipt of Edmund's letter, Fanny had one from her
aunt, beginning thus—
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'My dear Fanny,

'l take up my pen to communicate some very alarming
intelligence, which | make no doubt will give you much
concern.'

This was a great deal better than to have to take up the
pen to acquaint her with all the particulars of the Grants
intended journey, for the present intelligence was of a nature
to promise occupation for the pen for many days to come,
being no less than the dangerous illness of her eldest son, of
which they had received notice by express, afew hours before.

Tom had gone from London with a party of young men to
Newmarket, where a neglected fall, and agood dea of drink-
ing, had brought on a fever; and when the party broke up,
being unable to move, had been left by himself at the house of
one of these young men, to the comforts of sickness and soli-
tude, and the attendance only of servants. Instead of being
soon well enough to follow his friends, as he had then hoped,
his disorder increased considerably, and it was not long before
he thought so ill of himself, as to be as ready as his physician
to have a letter dispatched to Mansfield.

'This distressing intelligence, as you may suppose,’ ob-
served her Ladyship, after giving the substance of it, 'has
agitated us exceedingly, and we cannot prevent ourselves
from being greatly alarmed, and apprehensive for the poor
invalid, whose state Sir Thomas fears may be very critical;
and Edmund kindly proposes attending his brother im-
mediately, but | am happy to add, that Sir Thomas will not
leave me on this distressing occasion, as it would be too
trying for me. We shall greatly miss Edmund in our small
circle, but | trust and hope he will find the poor invalid in
a less alarming dtate than might be apprehended, and that
he will be able to bring him to Mansfield shortly, which
Sir Thomas proposes should be done, and thinks best on
every account, and | flatter myself, the poor sufferer will
soon be able to bear the removal without material incon-
venience or injury. As | have little doubt of your feeling for
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us, my dear Fanny, under these digressng circumstances,
| will writeagain very soon.'

Fanny's fedings on the occason were indeed considerably
more warm and genuine than her aunt's style of writing. She
fet truly for them all. Tom dangeroudy ill, Edmund gone
to attend him, and the sadly small party remaining at M ans-
fidld, were cares to shut out every other care, or almogt every
other. She could just find sdfishness enough to wonder
whether Edmund had written to Miss Crawford before this
summons came, but no sentiment dwelt long with her, that
was not purey affectionate and disnterestedly anxious. Her
aunt did not neglect her; shewroteagain and again; they were
receiving freguent accounts from Edmund, and these accounts
were as regularly transmitted to Fanny, in the same diffuse
syle, and the same medley of trusts, hopes and fears all
following and producing each other at hap-hazard. It was a
sort of playing at being frightened. The sufferings which
Lady Bertram did not see, had little power over her fancy;
and she wrote very comfortably about agitation and anxiety,
and poor invalids, till Tom was actually conveyed to Mans-
fied, and her own eyes had behdd his altered appearance.
Then, a letter which she had been previoudy preparing for
Fanny, was finished in a different style, in the language of
real feding and alarm; then, she wrote as she might have
spoken. 'He is just come, my dear Fanny, and is taken up
gairs, and | am so shocked to sse him; that | do not know
what to do. | am sure he has been very ill. Poor Tom, | am
quite grieved for him, and very much frightened, and o is
Sir Thomas; and how glad | should be, if you were here to
comfort me. But Sir Thomas hopes he will be better to-
morrow, and says we must consder his journey.'

The real solicitude now awakened in the maternal basom
was not soon over. Tom's extreme impatience to be removed
to Mansfield, and experience those comforts of home and
family which had been little thought of in uninterrupted
health, had probably induced his being conveyed thither too
early, asa return of fever came on, .and for a wesk he was in
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amore alarming state than ever. They were all very seriously
frightened. Lady Bertram wrote her daily terrorsto her niece,
who might now be said to live upon letters, and pass all her
time between suffering from that of to-day, and looking
forward to to-morrow's. Without any particular affection for
her eldest cousin, her tenderness of heart made her fed that
she could not spare him; and the purity of her principles
added yet a keener solicitude, when she considered how little
useful, how little self-denying his life had (apparently) been.

Susan was her only companion and listener on this, as on
more common occasions. Susan was always ready to hear and
to sympathize. Nobody dse could be interested in so remote
an evil asillness, in afamily above an hundred miles off—not
even Mrs. Price, beyond a brief question or two if she saw
her daughter with a letter in her hand, and now and then the
quiet observation of 'My poor sister Bertram must be in a
great dea of trouble.

So long divided, and so differently situated, the ties of
blood werelittlemorethan nothing. An attachment, originally
as tranquil as their tempers, was now become a mere name.
Mrs. Price did quite as much for Lady Bertram, as Lady
Bertram would have done for Mrs. Price. Threeor four Prices
might have been swept away, any or all, except Fanny and
William, and Lady Bertram would have thought little about
it; or perhaps might have caught from Mrs. Norris's lips the
cant of its being a very happy thing, and a great blessing to
their poor dear sister Price to have them so well provided for.

CHAPTER X1V

AT about the week's end from his return to Mansfield, Tom's
immediate danger was over, and he was so far pronounced
safe, as to make his mother perfectly easy; for being now used
to the sight of him in his suffering, helpless state, and hearing
only the best, and never thinking beyond what she heard,
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with no disposition for alarm, and no aptitude at a hint, Lady
Bertram was the happiest subject in the world for a little
medical imposition. The fever was subdued; the fever had
been his complaint, of course he would soon be well again;
Lady Bertram could think nothing less, and Fanny shared
her aunt's security, till she received a few lines from Edmund,
written purposely to give her a clearer idea of his brother's
situation, and acquaint her with the apprehensions which he
and his father had imbibed from the physician, with respect
to some strong hectic symptoms, which seemed to seize the
frame on the departure of the fever. They judged it best that
Lady Bertram should not be harassed by alarms which, it
was to be hoped, would prove unfounded; but there was no
reason why Fanny should not know the truth. They were
apprehensive for his lungs.

A very few lines from Edmund shewed her the patient and
the sick room in a juster and stronger light than all Lady
Bertram's sheets of paper could do. There was hardly any
one in the house who might have not described, from per-
sonal observation, better than herself; not one who was nor
more useful at times to her son. She could do nothing but
glide in quietly and look at him; but, when able to talk or be
talked to, or read to, Edmund was the companion he preferred.
His aunt worried him by her cares, and Sir Thomas knew not
how to bring down his conversation or his voice to the level
of irritation and feebleness. Edmund was all in all. Fanny
would certainly believe him so at least, and must find that
her estimation of him was higher than ever when he appeared
as the attendant, supporter, cheerer of a suffering brother.
There was not only the debility of recent illness to ass;
there was aso, as she now learnt, nerves much affected, spirits
much depressed to calm and raise; and her own imagination
added that there must be a mind to be properly guided.

The family were not consumptive, and she was more
inclined to hope than fear for her cousin—except when
she thought of Miss Crawford—but Miss Crawford gave
her the idea of being the child of good luck, and to her
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have been of use to all. To all, she must have saved some
trouble of head or hand; and were it only in supporting the
spirits of her aunt Bertram, keeping her from the evil of soli-
tude, or the still greater evil of arestless, officious companion,
too apt to be heightening danger in order to enhance her own
importance, her being there would have been a general good.
She loved to fancy how she could have read to her aunt, how
she could have talked to her, and tried at once to make her fed
the blessng of what was, and prepare her mind for what
might be; and how many walks up and down stairs she might
have saved her, and how many messges she might have
carried.

It astonished her that Tom's sisters could be satisfied with
remaining in London at such a time—through an illness,
which had now, under different degrees of danger, lasted
severd weeks. They might return to Mansfield when they
chose; travelling could be no difficulty to them, and she could
not comprehend how both could still keep away. If Mrs.
Rush worth could imagine any interfering obligations, Julia
was certainly able to quit London whenever she chose. — It
appeared from one of her aunt's letters, that Julia had offered
to return if wanted—but this wes all. —It was evident that
she would rather remain where she was.

Fanny was disposed to think the influence of London
very much at war with all respectable attachments. She
saw the proof of itin Miss Crawford, aswell asin her cousins,
her attachment to Edmund had been respectable, the most
respectable part of her character, her friendship for hersef,
had at least been blameless. Where was either sentiment
now? It was so long since Fanny had had any letter from
her, that she had some reason to think lightly of the friend-
ship which had been so dwelt on. —It was weeks since she
had heard any thing of Miss Crawford or of her other con-
nections in town, except through Mansfield, and she was
beginning to suppose that she might never know whether
Mr. Crawford had gone into Norfolk again or not, till they
met, and might never hear from his sister any more this
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spring, when the following letter wes received to revive old,
and create some new sensations.

! Forgive me, my dear Fanny, as soon as you can, for my
long silence, and behave as if you could forgive me directly.
This is my modest request and expectation, for you are so
good, that 1 depend upon being treated better than | deserve
—and | write now to beg an immediate answer. | want to
know the state of things at Mansfield Park, and you, no doubt,
are perfectly able to give it. One should be a brute not to fed
for the distress they are in—and from what | hear, poor Mr.
Bertram has a bad chance of ultimate recovery. | thought
little of his illness at first. | looked upon him as the sort of
person to be made a fuss with, and to make a fuss himself in
any trifling disorder, and was chiefly concerned for those who
had to nurse him; but now it is confidently asserted that he
is really in a decline, that the symptoms are most alarming,
and that part of the family, at least, are aware of it. If it be
%0, | am sure you must be included in that part, that discern-
ing part, and therefore intreat you to let me know how far
| have been rightly informed. | need not say how rejoiced
| shall be to hear there has been any mistake, but the report
is so prevalent, that | confess | cannot help trembling. To
have such afine young man cut off in the flower of his days,
is most melancholy. Poor Sir Thomas will fed it dreadfully.
| really am quite agitated on the subject. Fanny, Fanny, |
$e you smile, and look cunning, but upon my honour, I
never bribed a physician in my life. Poor young man!~Tf he
is to die, there will be two poor young men lessin the world;
and with a fearless face and bold voice would | say to any one,
that wealth and consequence could fall into no hands more
deserving of them. It was a foolish precipitation last Christ-
mas, but the evil of a few days may be blotted out in part.
Varnish and gilding hide many stains. It will be but the loss
of the Esquire after his name. With rea affection, Fanny,
like mine, more might be overlooked. Write to me by return
of post, judge of my anxiety, and do not trifle with it. Tell
me the real truth, asyou have it from the fountain head. And
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Her representation of her cousin's state at this time, was
exactly according to her own belief of it, and such as she
supposed would convey to the sanguine mind of her corre-
spondent, the hope of every thing she was wishing for.
Edmund would be forgiven for being a clergyman, it seemed,
under certain conditions of wealth; and this, she suspected,
was all the conquest of prejudice, which he was so ready to
congratulate himself upon. She had only learnt to think
nothing of consequence but money.

CHAPTER XV

As Fanny could not doubt that her answer was conveying a
rea disappointment, she was rather in expectation, from her
knowledge of Miss Crawford's temper, of being urged again;
and though no second letter arrived for the space of a week,
she had still the same feeling when it did come.

Onrecelving it, she could instantly decide on its containing
little writing, and was persuaded of its having the air of a
letter of haste and business. Its object was unguestionable;
and two moments were enough to start the probability of its
being merely to give her notice that they should be in Ports-
mouth that very day, and to throw her into all the agitation of
doubting what she ought to do in such a case. If two moments,
however, can surround with difficulties, a third can disperse
them; and before she had opened the letter, the possibility of
Mr. and Miss Crawford's having applied to her uncle and
obtained his permission, was giving her ess2 This was the
|letter.

*A most scandalous, ill-natured rumour has just reached
me, and | write, dear Fanny, to warn you against giving the
least credit to it, should it spread into the country. Depend
upon it there is some mistake, and that a day or two will clear
it up—at any rate, that Henry is blameless, and in spite of a
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moment's et our déne thinks of nobody but you. Say not a
word of it—hear nothing, surmise nothing, whisper nothing,
till I writeagain. | am sureitwill beall hushed up, and nothing
proved but Rushworth's folly. If they are gone, | would lay
my lifethey are only gone to Mansfield Park, and Julia with
them. But why would not you let us come for you ? | wish you
may not repent it.

'Yours, &c

Fanny stood aghast. As no scandalous, ill-natured rumour
had reached her, it was impossible for her to understand
much of this strange letter. She could only perceive that it
must relate to Wimpole Street and Mr. Crawford, and only
conjecture that something very imprudent had just occurred
in that quarter to draw the notice of the world, and to excite
her jealousy, in Miss Crawford's apprehension, if she heard
it. Miss Crawford need not be alarmed for her. She was only
sorry for the parties concerned and for Mansfield, if the report
should spread so far; but she hoped it might not. If the Rush-
worths were gone themselves to Mansfield, as was to be in-
ferred from what Miss Crawford said, it was not likely that
any thing unpleasant should have preceded them, or at least
should make any impression.

Asto Mr. Crawford, she hoped it might give him a know-
ledge of his own disposition, convince him that he was not
capable of being steadily attached to any one woman in the
world, and shame him from persisting any longer in addressing
herself.

It wes very strange! She had begun to think he really loved
her, and to fancy his affection for her something more than
common—and his dister still said that he cared for nobody
else. Yet there must have been some marked display of atten-
tions to her cousin, there must have been some strong in-
discretion, since her correspondent was not of a sort to regard
aslight one.

Very uncomfortable she was and must continue' till she



400 MANSFIELD PARK

heard from Miss Crawford again. It was impossible to banish
the letter from her thoughts, and she could not relieve her-
self by spesking of it to any human being. Miss Crawford
need not have urged secrecy with so much warmth, she might
have trusted to her sense of what weas due to her cousin.

The next day came and brought no second letter. Fanny
was disappointed. She could still think of little dse al the
morning; but when her father came back in the afternoon
with the daily newspaper as usual, she was so far from expect-
ing any elucidation through such a channel, that the subject
was for a moment out of her head.

She was deep in other musing. The remembrance of her
first evening in that room, of her father and his newspaper
came across her. No candle was now wanted. The sun was
yet an hour and half above the horizon. She felt that she had,
indeed, been three months there; and the sun's rays falling
strongly into the parlour, instead of cheering, made her still
more melancholy; for sun-shine appeared to her a totally
different thing in a town and in the country. Here, its power
was only a glare, a stifling, sickly glare, serving but to bring
forward stainsand dirt that might otherwise have slept. There
was neither health nor gaiety in sun-shine in a town. She st
in a blaze of oppressive heat, in a cloud of moving dust; and
her eyes could only wander from the walls marked by her
father's head, to the table cut and knotched by her brothers,
where stood the tea-board never thoroughly cleaned, the cups
and saucers wiped in streaks, the milk a mixture of motes
floating in thin blue, and the bread and butter growing every
minute more greasy than even Rebeccads hands had first
produced it. Her father read his newspaper, and her mother
lamented over the ragged carpet as usual, while the tea was
in preparation—and wished Rebecca would mend it; and
Fanny was first roused by his calling out to her, after humph-
ing and considering over a particular paragraph—'What's
the name of your great cousins in town, Fan?

A moment's recollection enabled her to say, 'Rushworth,
Sir.'



VOLUME 11! CHAPTER XV 403

'And don't they livein Wimpol e Street?

'Yes, Sir.'

'Then, there's the devil to pay among them, that's all.
There, (holding out the paper to her)—much good may such
fine relations do you. | don't know what Sir Thomas may
think of such matters; he may be too much of the courtier and
fine gentleman to like his daughter the less. But by G— if she
belonged to me, 1'd give her the rope's end as long as | could
stand over her. A little flogging for man and woman too,
would be the best way of preventing such things.'

Fanny read to herself that 'it was with infinite concern tht
newspaper had to announce to the world, a matrimonial
fracasin thefamily of Mr. R. of Wimpole Street; the beauti-
ful Mrs. R. whose name had not long been enrolled in the
lists of hymen, and who had promised to become so brilliant
aleader in the fashionable world, having quitted her husband's
roof in company with the well known and captivating Mr. C.
the intimate friend and associate of Mr. R. and it was not
known, even to the editor of the newspaper, whither they
were gone.'

"It is a mistake, Sir," said Fanny instantly; 'it must be a
mistake—it cannot be true—it must mean some other people.'

She spoke from the instinctive wish of delaying shame, she
spoke with a resolution which sprung from despair, for she
spoke what she did not, could not believe hersdlf. It had been
the shock of conviction as she read. The truth rushed on her;
and how she could have spoken at all, how she could even
have breathed—was afterwards matter of wonder to herself.

Mr. Price cared too little about the report, to make her
much answer. 'It might be all alie,' he acknowledged, 'but
so many fine ladies were going to the devil now-a-days that
way, that there was no answering for anybody.'

*indeed, | hopeit is not true," said Mrs. Price plaintively,
'it would be so very shocking!—If | have spoke once to
Rebecca about that carpet, 1 am sure | have spoke at least a
dozen times; have not |, Betsey?—And it would not be ten
minuteswork.'
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The horror of a mind like Fanny's, as it received the con-
viction of such guilt, and began to take in some part of the
misery that must ensue, can hardly be described. At first, it
was a sort of stupefaction; but every moment was quickening
her perception of the horrible evil. She could not doubt; she
dared not indulge a hope of the paragraph being false. Miss
Crawford'sletter, which she had read so often as to make every
line her own, was in frightful conformity with it. Her eager
defence of her brother, her hope of its being hushed up, her
evident agitation, were all of apiece with something very bad;
and if there was a woman of character in existence, who could
treat as a trifle this sin of the first magnitude, who could try
to gloss it over, and desire to have it unpunished, she could
believe Miss Crawford to be the woman! Now she could s
her own mistake as to who were gone—or said to be gone. It
was not Mr. and Mrs.*Rushworth, it was Mrs. Rushworth
and Mr. Crawford.

Fanny seemed to herself never to have been shocked before.
There was no possibility of rest. The evening passed, without
a pause of misery, the night was totally deepless. She passed
only from fedlings of sickness to shudderings of horror; and
from hot fits of fever to cold. The event was so shocking, that
there were moments even when her heart revolted from it as
impossible—when she thought it could not be. A woman
married only six months ago, a man professing himself de-
voted, even engaged, to another—that other her near relation
—the whole family, both families connected as they were by
tie upon tie, al friends, all intimate together!—it was too
horrible aconfusion of guilt, too gross a complication of evil,
for human nature, not in a state of utter barbarism, to be
capable of!'—yet her judgment told her it was 0. His unsettled
affections, wavering with his vanity, Maria's decided attach-
ment, and no sufficient principle on either side, gave it pos-
sibility—Miss Crawford's | etter stampt it a fact.

What would be the consequence? Whom would it not
injure? Whose views might it not affect? Whose peace would
it not cut up for ever? Miss Crawford herself—Edmund; but
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it was dangerous, perhaps, to tread such ground. She con-
fined hersdlf, or tried to confine herself to the simple, in-
dubitable family-misery which must envelope all, if it were
indeed a matter of certified guilt and public exposure. The
mother's sufferings, the father's—there, she paused. Julia’s,
Tom's, Edmund's—there, a yet longer pause. They were the
two on. whom it would fall most horribly. Sir Thomas's
parental solicitude, and high sense of honour and decorum,
Edmund's upright principles, unsuspicious temper, and
genuine strength of feeling, made her think it scarcely pos-
sible for them to support life and reason under such disgrace;
and it appeared to her, that as far as this world aone was
concerned, the greatest blessing to every one of kindred with
Mrs. Rushworth would beinstant annihilation.

Nothing happened the next day, or the next, to weaken her
terrors. Two posts came in, and brought no refutation, public
or private. There was no second letter to explain avay the
first, from Miss Crawford, there was no intelligence from
Mansfield, though it was now full time for her to hear again
from her aunt. This was an evil omen. She had, indeed,
scarcely the shadow of a hope to soothe her mind, and was
reduced to so low and wan and trembling a condition as no
mother-—not unkind, except Mrs. Price, could have over-
looked, when the third day did bring the sickening knock,
and a letter was again put into her hands. It bore the London
postmark, and came from Edmund.

*Dear Fanny,

You know our present wretchedness. May God support
you under your share. We have been here two days, but there
is nothing to be done. They cannot be traced. Y ou may not
have heard of the last blow—Julia's elopement; she is gone
to Scotland with Yates. She left London a few hours before
we entered it. At any other time, this would have been felt
dreadfully. Now it ssems nothing, yet it is an heavy aggrava-
tion. My father is not overpowered. More cannot be hoped.
Heisstill able to think and act; and | write, by hisdesire, to
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propose your returning home. He is anxious to get you there
for my mother's sake. | shall be at Portsmouth the morning
after you receive this, and hope to find you ready to st off
for Mansfieddld. My Father wishes you to invite Susan to go
with you, for a few months. Settle it as you like; say what is
proper; | am sure you will fed such an ingance of his kind-
ness at such a moment! Do justice to his meaning, however
I may confuse it. You may imagine something of my present
date. Thereis no end of the evil let loose upon us. You will
semeearly, by themail. Your's, &c.'

Never had Fanny more wanted a cordial. Never had she
fdt such a one as this letter contained. To-morrow! to leave
Portsmouth to-morrow! She was e fet she was in the
greatest danger of being exquistey happy, while so many
were miserable. The evil which brought such good to her!
She dreaded les she should learn to be insensble of it. To
be going s0 soon, sent for so kindly, snt for as a comfort,
and with leave to take Susan, was altogether such a combina-
tion of blessings as s& her heart in a glow, and for a time,
seemed to digance every pain, and make her incrpable of
suitably sharing the digtress even of those whose digress she
thought of mog. Julia's eopement could affect her com-
paratively but little; she was amazed and shocked; but it
could not occupy her, could not dwell on her mind. She was
obliged to call hersdf to think of it, and acknowledge it to be
terrible and grievous, or it was escaping her, in the midst of
all the agitating, pressing, joyful cares attending this summons
to hersdf.

There is nothing like employment, active, indispensable
employment, for relieving sorrow. Employment, even melan-
choly, may disped melancholy, and her occupations were
hopeful. She had so much to do, that not even the horrible
gory of Mrs. Rushworth (now fixed to the last point of cer-
tainty), could affect her as it had done before. She had not
time to be miserable. Within twenty-four hours she was
hoping to be gone; her father and mother must be spoken to,
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Susan prepared, every thing got ready. Business followed
business, the day was hardly long enough. The happiness
she was imparting too, happiness very little aloyed by the
black communication which must briefly precede it—the
joyful consent of her father and mother to Susan's going with
her—the generd satisfaction with which the going of both
seemed regarded—and the ecstacy of Susan herself, was all
serving to support her spirits.

The affliction of the Bertrams wes little felt in the family.
Mrs. Price talked of her poor sister for a few minutes—but
how to find any thing to hold Susan's clothes, because Rebecca
took away all the boxes and spoilt them, was much more in
her thoughts, and as for Susan, now unexpectedly gratified
in the first wish of her heart, and knowing nothing personally
of those who had sinned, or of those who were sorrowing—if
she could help rejoicing from beginning to end, it was as
much as ought to be expected from human virtue at fourteen.

As nothing was really left for the decision of Mrs. Price,
or the good offices of Rebecca, every thing was rationally and
duly accomplished, and the girls were ready for the morrow.
The advantage of much deep to prepare them for their
journey, was impossible. The cousin who was travelling
towards them, could hardly have less than visited their
agitated spirits, one all happiness, the other all varying and
indescribable perturbation.

By eight in the morning, Edmund was in the house. The
girls heard his entrance from above, and Fanny went down.
The idea of immediately seeing him, with the knowledge of
what he must be suffering, brought back all her own first
feelings. He so near her, and in misery. She was ready to sink,
as she entered the parlour. He was alone, and met her in-
stantly ; and she found herself pressed to his heart with only
these words, just articulate, 'My Fanny—my only sister—my
only comfort now." She could say nothing; nor for some
minutes could he say more.

He turned away to recover himself, and when he spoke
again, though his voice still faltered, his manner showed the
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wish of self-command, and the resolution of avoiding any
farther alllision. 'Have you breakfasted?—When shall you
be ready ?—Does Susan go?—were questions following each
other rapidly. Hisgreat object wasto be off assoon as possible.
When Mansfield was considered, time was precious; and the
gtate of his own mind made him find relief only ill motion.
It was settled that he should order the carriage to the door in
half an hour; Fanny answered for their having breakfasted,
and being quite ready in half an hour. He had already ate,
and declined staying for their meal. He would walk round the
ramparts, and join them with the carriage. He wasgone again,
glad to get away even from Fanny.

Helooked very il l; evidently suffering under violent emo-
tions, which he was determined to suppress. She knew it must
be s0, but it was terrible to her.

The carriage came; and he entered the house again at the
same moment, just in time to spend a few minutes with
thefamily, and be awitness—but that he saw nothing—of the
tranquil manner in which the daughters were parted with,
and just in time to prevent their sitting down to the breakfast
table, which by dint of much unusual activity, was quite and
completely ready as the carriage drove from the door. Fanny's
last meal in her father's house was in character with her first;
she was dismissed from it as hospitably as she had been
welcomed.

How her heart swelled with joy and gratitude, as she passed
the barriers of Portsmouth, and how Susan's face wore its
broadest smiles, may be easily conceived. Sitting forwards,
however, and screened by her bonnet, those smiles were
unseen.

The journey was likely to be a silent one. Edmund's deep
sighs often reached Fanny. Had he been alone with her, his
heart must have opened in spite of every resolution; but
Susan's presence drove him quite into himself, and his
attempts to talk on indifferent subjects could never be long
supported.

Fanny watched him with never-failing solicitude, and
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sometimes catching his eye, received an affectionate smile,
which comforted her; but thefirst day's journey passed with-
out her hearing a word from him on the subjects that were
weighing him down. The next morning produced a little
more. Just before their setting out from Oxford, while Susan
was stationed at a window, in eager observation of the depar-
ture of a large family from the inn, the other two were stand-
ing by the fire; and Edmund, particularly struck by the
ateration in Fanny's looks, and from his ignorance of the
daily evils of her father's house, attributing an undue share
of the change, attributing all to the recent event, took her
hand, and said in alow, but very expressive tone, 'No wonder
—you must fed it—you must suffer. How a man who had
once loved, could desert you! But your's—your regard was
fiew compared with——Fanny, think of meV

Thefirst division of their journey occupied along day, and
brought them almost knocked up, to Oxford; but the second
was over at a much earlier hour. They were in the environs
of Mansfield long before the usua dinner-time, and as they
approached the beloved place, the hearts of both sisters sank
alittle. Fanny began to dread the meeting with her aunts and
Tom, under so dreadful a humiliation; and Susan to feel with
some anxiety, that all her best manners, all her lately acquired
knowledge of what was practised here, was on the point of
being caled into action. Visions of good and il breeding, of
old vulgarisms and new gentilities were before her; and she
was meditating much upon silver forks, napkins, and finger
glasses. Fanny had been every where awake to the difference
of the country since February; but, when they entered the
Park, her perceptions and her pleasures were of the keenest
sort. It was three months, full three months, since her quitting
it; and the change was from winter to summer. Her eye fell
every where on lawns and plantations of the freshest green:
and the trees, though not fully clothed, were in that delightful
state, when farther beauty is known to be at hand, and when,
while much is actually given to the sight, more yet remains
for the imagination. Her enjoyment, however, was for herself
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alone. Edmund could not shareit. Shelooked at him, but he
was leaning back, sunk in a desper gloom than ever, and with
eyesdosed asif the view of cheerfulness oppressed him, and
the lovely somes of home must be shut out.

It made her melancholy again; and the knowledge of what
mus be enduring there, invested even the house, modern,
airy, and well Stuated asit was, with a melancholy aspect.

By one of the suffering party within, they were expected
with such impatience as she had never known before. Fanny
had scarcdy passed the solemn-looking servants, when Lady
Bertram camefrom thedrawing room to meet her; camewith
no indolent step; and, falling on her neck, said, '‘Dear Fanny!
now | shall be comfortable.’

CHAPTER XVI

IT had been a miserable party, each of the three believing
themsdves mogt miserable. Mrs. Norris, however, as mogt
attached toM aria, wasreally the greatest sufferer. Mariawas
her firgt favourite, the dearest of all; the match had been her
own contriving, as she had been wont with such pride of
heart to fed and say, and this concluson of it aimost over-
powered her.

Shewas an altered creature, quieted, stupified, indifferent
to every thing that passed. The being left with her Sser and
nephew, and all the house under her care, had been an advan-
tage entirely thrown away; she had been unable to direct or
dictate, or even fancy hersdlf useful. When really touched by
affliction, her active powers had been all benumbed; and
neither Lady Bertram nor Tom had receved from her the
snalles support or attempt at support. She had done no
more for them, than they had done for each other. They had
been all solitary, helpless, and forlorn alike; and now the
arrival of the others only etablished her superiority in
wretchedness. Her companions were relieved, but there was
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no good for her. Edmund wasalmost aswelcometo hisbrother,
asFanny to her aunt; but Mrs. Norris, ingead of having com-
fort from ether, was but the moreirritated by the sght of the
person whom, in the blindness of her anger, she could have
charged as the daemon of the piece. Had Fanny accepted M r .
Crawford, this could not have happened.

Susan, too, was a grievance. She had not spirits to notice
her in more than a few repulsve looks, but she felt her as a
oy, and an intruder, and an indigent niece, and every thing
mog odious. By her other aunt, Susan was received with
quiet kindness. Lady Bertram could not give her much time,
or many words, but she fdt her, as Fanny's sder, to have
aclaim at Mansfield, and was ready to kiss and like her; and
Susan was more than satiffied, for she came perfectly aware,

“that nothing but ill humour was to be expected from Aunt

Norris; and was so provided with happiness so grong in
that best of blessngs, an excape from many certain evils, that
she could have sood againg a great deal more indifference
than she met with from the others.

She was now left a good deal to herself to get acquainted
with the house and grounds as she could, and spent her days
very happily in so doing, while those who might otherwise
have attended to her, were shut up, or wholly occupied each
with the person quite dependant on them, at this time, for
every thing like comfort; Edmund trying to bury his own
fedings in exertions for the relief of his brother's, and Fanny
devoted to her aunt Bertram, returning to every former office,
with more than former zeal, and thinking she could never do
enough for one who seemed so much to want her.

To talk over the dreadful busness with Fanny, talk and
lament, was all Lady Bertram's consolation. To be ligened
to and borne with, and hear the voice of kindness and sym-
pathy in return, was every thing that could be done for her.
To be otherwise comforted was out of the question. The cae
admitted of no comfort. Lady Bertram did not think deeply,
but, guided by Sir Thomas, she thought justly on all impor-
tant points, and she saw, therefore, in all its enor mity, what



410 MANSFIELD PARK

had happened, and neither endeavoured herself, nor required
Fanny to advise her, to think little of guilt and infamy.

Her affections were not acute, nor was her mind tenacious.
After a time, Fanny found it not impossible to direct her
thoughts to other subjects, and revive some interest in the
usua occupations; but whenever Lady Bertram was fixed on
the event, she could se it only in one light, as comprehending
the loss of a daughter, and a disgrace never to be wiped off.

Fanny learnt from her, all the particulars which had yet
transpired. Her aunt was no very methodical narrator; but
with the help of some letters to and from Sir Thomas, and
what she already knew herself, and could reasonably combine,
she was soon able to understand quite as much as she wished
of the circumstances attending the story.

Mrs. Rushworth had gone, for the Easter holidays, to
Twickenham, with a family whom she had just grown inti-
mate with—a family of lively, agreeable manners, and prob-
ably of morals and discretion to suit—for to their house Mr.
Crawford had constant access at all times. His having been
in the same neighbourhood, Fanny aready knew. Mr. Rush-
worth had been gone, at this time, to Bath, to pass a few days
with his mother, and bring her back to town, and Maria was
with these friends without any restraint, without even Julia;
for Juliahad removed from Wimpol e Street two or three weeks
before, on a visit to some relations of Sir Thomas; a removal
which her father and mother were now disposed to attribute
to some view of convenience on Mr. Yatess account. Very
soon after the Rushworths' return to Wimpole Street, Sir
Thomas had received a letter from an old and most particular
friend in London, who hearing and witnessing a good dedl
to aarm him in that quarter, wrote to recommend Sir
Thomas's coming to London himself, and using his influence
with his daughter, to put an end to an intimacy which was
dready exposing her to unpleasant remarks, and evidently
making M r. Rushworth uneasy.

Sir Thomas was preparing to act upon this letter, without
communicating its contents to ayv creature at Mansfield.
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when it was followed by another, sent express from the same
friend, to break to him the almost desperate situation in which
affairsthen stood with theyoung people. M rs. Rushworth had
left her husband's house; Mr. Rushworth had been in great
anger and distress to him (Mr. Harding), for hisadvice; Mr.
Harding feared there had been at least, very flagrant indiscre-
tion. Themaid-servant of Mrs. Rushworth, senior, threatened
alarmingly. Hewasdoingall in his power to quiet every thing,
with the hope of Mrs. Rushworth's return, but was so much
counteracted in Wimpole Street by the influence of Mr.
Rushworth's mother, that the worst consequences might be
apprehended.

This dreadful communication could not be kept from the
rest of thefamily. Sir Thomas st of f; Edmund would gowith
him; and the others had been left in a state of wretchedness,
inferior only to what followed the receipt of the next letters
from London. Every thing wes by that time public beyond a
hope. The servant of Mrs. Rushworth, the mother, had ex-
posure in her power, and, supported by her mistress, was not
to be silenced. The two ladies, even in the short time they had
been together, had disagreed; and the bitterness of the elder
againgt her daughter-in-law might, perhaps, arise almost as
much from the personal disrespect with which she had her-
self been treated, as from sensibility for her son.

However that might be, she was unmanageable. But had
she been less obstinate, or of less weight with her son, who
was dwaysguided by the last speaker, by the person who could
get hold of and shut him up, the case would still have been
hopeless, for Mrs. Rushworth did not appear again; and there
was every reason to conclude her to be concealed somewhere
with Mr. Crawford, who had quitted his uncle's house, as
for ajourney, on the very day of her absenting herself.

Sir Thomas, however, remained yet alittle longer in town,
in the hope of discovering, and snatching her from farther
vice, though all was lost on the side of character

His present state, Fanny could hardly bear to think of.
There was but one of his children who was not at thistime a
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source of misery to him. Tom's complaints had been greatly
heightened by the shock of his sister's conduct, and his
recovery so much thrown back by it, that even Lady Bertram
had been struck by the difference, and all her alarms were
regularly sent off to her husband; and Julia's elopement, the
additional blow which had met him on hisarrival in London,
though its force had been deadened at the moment, must, she
knew, be sorely felt. She saw that it was. His letters expressed
how much he deplored it. Under any circumstances it would
have been an unwelcomealliance, but to haveit so clandestinely
formed, and such a period chosen for its completion, placed
Julia's feelings in a most unfavourable light, and severely
aggravated the folly of her choice. He called it a bad thing,
done in the worst manner, and at the worst time; and though
Julia was yet as more pardonable than Maria as folly than
vice, he could not but regard the step she had taken, as open-
ing the worst probabilities of a conclusion hereafter, like her
sister's. Such was his opinion of the set into which she had
thrown herself.

Fanny felt for him most acutely. He could have no comfort
but in Edmund. Every other child must be racking his heart.
His displeasure against herself she trusted, reasoning dif-
ferently from Mrs. Norris, would now be done away. She
should bejustified. Mr. Crawford would have fully acquitted
her conduct in refusing him, but this, though most material
to herself, would be poor consolation to Sir Thomas. Her
uncle's displeasure wes terrible to her; but what could her
justification, or her gratitude and attachment do for him? His
stay must be on Edmund aone.

She was mistaken, however, in supposing that Edmund
gave his father no present pain. It was of a much less poignant
nature than what the others excited; but Sir Thomas was
considering his happiness as very deeply involved in the
offence of hissister and friend, cut off by it as he must be from
the woman, whom he had been pursuing with undoubted
attachment, and strong probability of success, and who in
every thing but this despicable brother, would have been so
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eligible a connection. He was awar e of what Edmund must be
suffering on his own behalf in addition to all the rest, when
they were in town; he had seen or conjectured his fedings,
and having reason tothink that oneinterview with MissCraw-
ford had taken place, from which Edmund derived only in-
creasd distress had been as anxious on that account as on
others, to get him out of town, and had engaged him in taking
Fanny home to her aunt, with a view to hisrelief and benefit,
no less than theirs. Fanny was not in the secret of her uncle's
fedings, Sir Thomas not in the ssoret of Miss Crawford's
character. Had he been privy to her conversation with his
son, he would not have wished her to belong to him, though
her twenty thousand pounds had been forty.

That Edmund mug be for ever divided from Miss Craw-
ford, did not admit of a doubt with Fanny; and yet, till she
knew that he felt the same, her own conviction was insufficient.
She thought he did, but she wanted to be assured of it. If he
would now spesk to her with the unreserve which had some-
times been too much for her before, it would be most consol-
ing; but that she found was not to be. She sddom saw him
—nevar alone—he probably avoided being alone with her.
What was to be inferred? That his judgment submitted to
all his own peculiar and bitter share of this family affliction,
but that it was too keenly felt to be a subject of the dightest
communication. This mus be his sate. He yielded, but it
was with agonies, which did not admit of gpeech. Long, long
would it be ere Miss Crawford's name passed his lips again,
or she could haope for a renewal of such confidential inter-
course as had been.

It was long. They reached Mansfield on Thursday, and it
was not till Sunday evening that Edmund began to talk to
her on the subject. Sitting with her on Sunday evening—a
wet Sunday evening—the very time of all others when if a
friend is at hand the heart must be opened, and every thing
told—no one dse in the room, except his mother, who, aftel
hearing an affecting sermon, had cried hersdf to degp—it
was impossible not to speak; and o, with the usual beginnings
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hardly to be traced as to what came first, and the usual declara-
tion that if shewould listen to him for afew minutes, he should
be very brief, and certainly never tax her kindness in the same
way agan—she need not fear a repetition—it would be a sub-
ject prohibited entirely—he entered upon the luxury of relat-
ing circumstances and sensations of the first interest to
himself, to one of whose affectionate sympathy he was quite
convinced.

How Fanny listened, with what curiosity and concern,
what pain and what delight, how the agitation of his voice
was watched, and how carefully her own eyes were fixed on
any object but himself, may be imagined. The opening was
alarming. He had seen Miss Crawford. He had been invited
to s her. He had received a note from Lady Stornaway to
beg him to call; and regarding it as what was meant to be the
last, last interview of friendship, and investing her with all
the feelings of shame and wretchedness which Crawford's
sister ought to have known, he had gone to her in such a state
of mind, so softened, so devoted, as made it for a few moments
impossible to Fanny's fears, that it should be the last. But as
he proceeded in his story, these fears were over. She had met
him, he said, with a serious—certainly a serious—even an
agitated air; but before he had been able to spesk one intel-
ligible sentence, she had introduced the subject in a manner
which he owned had shocked him. 'l heard you werein town,'
said she—'l wanted to see you. Let us talk over this sad busi-
ness. What can equal the folly of our two relations?—'I could
not answer, but | believe my looks spoke. She felt reproved.
Sometimes how quick to feel! With a graver look and voice
she then added—"1 do not mean to defend Henry at your
sster's expence" So she began—but how she went on,
Fanny, is not fit—is hardly fit to be repeated to you. | cannot
recall al her words. | would not dwell upon them if | could.
Their substance was great anger at the folly of each. She
reprobated her brother's folly in being drawn on by a woman
whom he had never cared for, to do what must lose him the
woman he adored; but still more the folly of—poor Maria, in
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sacrificing such a situation, plunging into such difficulties,
under the idea of being really loved by a man who had long
ago made his indifference clear. Guess what | must have felt.
To hear the woman whom—no harsher name than folly
given!l—So voluntarily, so freely, so coolly to cawvassit!—No -
reluctance, no horror, no feminine—shall | say? no modest
loathings!—This is what the world does. For where, Fanny,
shall we find a woman whom nature had so richly endowed?
—Spoilt, spoilt!—'

After alittle reflection, he went on with a sort of desperate
camness—'l will tell you every thing, and then have done for
ever. She saw it only as folly, and that folly stamped only by
exposure. The want of common discretion, of caution—his
going down to Richmond for the whole time of her being at
Twickenham—her putting herself in the power of a servant;
—it was the detection in short—Oh! Fanny, it was the detec-
tion, not the offence which she reprobated. It was the im-
prudence which had brought things to extremity, and obliged
her brother to give up every dearer plan, in order to flv with
her.'

He stopt.—'And what,' said Fanny, (believing herself re-
quired to spesk), ‘what could you say?

'Nothing, nothing to be understood. |1 was like a man
stunned. She went on, began to talk of you;—yes, then she
began to talk of you, regretting, as well she might, the loss of
such a——. There she spoke very rationally. But she dways
has done justice to you. "He has thrown away," said she, "such
a woman as he will never s again. She would have fixed
him, she would have made him happy for ever."—My dearest
Fanny, | am giving you | hope more pleasure than pain by
this retrospect of what might have been—but what never can
be now. Y ou do not wish me to be silent?—if you do, give me
but a look, aword, and | have done.'

No look or word was given.

"Thank God!" said he. 'We were all disposed to wonder-
but it seems to have been the merciful appointment of Pro-
vidence that the heart which knew no guile, should not suffer.
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She spoke of you with high praise and warm affection; yet,
even here, there was alloy, a dash of evil—for in the midst of
it she could exclaim "Why, would not she have him? Itisall
her fault. Simple girl!—I shall never forgive her. Had she
accepted him as she ought, they might now have been on the
point of marriage, and Henry would have been too happy and
too busy to want any other object. He would have taken no
pains to be on terms with Mrs. Rushworth again. It would
have all ended in aregular standing flirtation, in yearly meet-
ings at Sotherton and Everingham." Could you have believed
it possible?>—But the charm is broken. My eyes are opened.’

'Cruel!" said Fanny—'quite cruel! At such a moment to
give way to gaiety and to spesk with lightness, and to you!
—Absolute cruelty.'

'Cruelty, do you call it?>—We differ there. No, her'sis not
a cruel nature. | do not consider her as meaning to wound
my feelings. The evil lies yet deeper; in her total ignorance,
unsuspiciousness of there being such feelings, in a perversion
of mind which made it natural to her to treat the subject as
she did. She was speaking only, as she had been used to hear
others spegk, as she imagined every body dse would spesk.
Her's are not faults of temper. She would not voluntarily give
unnecessary pain to any one, and though | may deceive my-
sf, | cannot but think that for me, for my feelings, she would
-Her'sarefaults of principle, Fanny, of blunted delicacy and
a corrupted, vitiated mind. Perhaps it is best for me—since
it leaves me so littleto regret. Not so, however. Gladly would
| submit to all the increased pain of losing her, rather than
have to think of her as | do. | told her so.'

'Did you ?

‘Yes, when | left her | told her so.'

'How long were you together?

'Five and twenty minutes. Well, she went on to say, that
what remained now to be done, was to bring about a marriage
between them. She spoke of it, Fanny, with a steadier voice
than | can." He was obliged to pause more than once as he
continued. "We must persuade Henry to marry her," said she.
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"and what with honour, and the certainty of having shut him-
self out for ever from Fanny, | do not despair of it. Fanny he
must give up. | do not think that even he could now hope to
succeed with one of her stamp, and therefore | hope we may
find no insuperable difficulty. My influence, which is not
small, shall all go that way; and, when once married, and
properly supported by her own family, people of respectability
as they are, she may recover her footing in society to a certain
degree. In some circles, we know, she would never be admit-
ted, but with good dinners, and large parties, there will
aways be those who will be glad of her acquaintance; and
there is, undoubtedly, more liberality and candour on those
points than formerly. What | advise is, that your father be
quiet. Do not let him-injure his own cause by interference.
Persuade him to let things take their course. If by any officious
exertions of his, she is induced to leave Henry's protection,
there will be much less chance of his marrying her, than if
she remain with him. | know how he is likely to be influenced.
Let Sir Thomas trust to his honour and compassion, and it
may al end well; but if he get his daughter away, it will be
destroying the chief hold."

After repeating this, Edmund was so much affected, that
Fanny, watching him with silent, but most tender concern,
was almost sorry that the subject had been entered on at all.
It was long before he could spesk again. At last, 'Now,
Fanny,' said he, 'l shall soon have done. | have told you the
substance of all that she said. As soon as | could spesk, |
replied that | had not supposed it possible, coming in such
a date of mind into that house, as | had done, that any thing
could occur to make me suffer more, but that she had been
inflicting deeper wounds in amost every sentence. That,
though | had, in the course of our acquaintance, been often
sensble of some difference in our opinions, on points too, of
ome moment, it had not entered my imagination to conceive
the difference could be such as she had now proved it. That
the manner in which she treated the dreadful crime com-
mitted by her brother and my sister—(with whom lay the
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greater seduction | pretended not to say)—but the manner
inwhich she spoke of the crimeitself, giving it every reproach
but the right, considering its ill consequences only as they
were to be braved or overborne by a defiance of decency and
impudence in wrong; and, last of all, and above all, recom-
mending to us a compliance, a compromise, an acquiescence,
in the continuance of the sin, on the chance of a marriage
which, thinking as | now thought of her brother, should
rather be prevented than sought—all this together most
grievously convinced me that | had never understood her
before, and that, as far as related to mind, it had been the
creature of my own imagination, not Miss Crawford, that
| had been too apt to dwell on for many months past. That,
perhaps it was best for me; | had less to regret in sacrificing
a friendship—feelings—hopes which must, at any rate, have
been torn from me now. And yet, that | must and would
confess, that, could | have restored her to what she had
appeared to me before, | would infinitely prefer any increase
of the pain of parting, for the sske of carrying with me the
right of tenderness and esteem. This is what | said--the
purport of it—but, as you may imagine, not spoken so col-
lectedly or methodically as | have repeated it to you. She wes
astonished, exceedingly astonished—more than astonished.
| saw her change countenance. She turned extremely red. |
imagined | saw a mixture of many fedings—a great, though
short struggle—half a wish of yielding to truths, half a sense
of shame—but habit, habit carried it. She would have laughed
if she could. It was a sort of laugh, as she answered, "A pretty
good lecture upon my word. Was it part of your last sermon?
At this rate, you will soon reform every body at Mansfield
and Thornton Lacey; and when | hear of you next, it may
be as a celebrated preacher in some great society of Metho-
dists, or asamissionary into foreign parts." She tried to speek
carelessly; but she was not so careless as she wanted to appear.
| only said in reply, that from my heart | wished her well, and
earnestly hoped that she might soon learn to think morejustly,
and not owe the most valuable knowledge we could any of us
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acquire—the knowledge of ourselves and of our duty, to the
lessons of affliction—and immediately left the room. | had
gone a few steps, Fanny, when | heard the door open behind
me. "Mr. Bertram," said she.’l looked back. "Mr. Bertram,"
sad she, with a smile—but it was a smile ill-suited to the
conversation that had passed, a saucy playful smile, seeming
to invite, in order to subdue me; at leadt, it appeared so to
me. | resisted; it was the impulse of the moment to resist, and
still walked on. | have since—sometimes—for a moment-
regretted that | did not go back; but | know | was right; and
such has been the end of our acquaintance! And what an
acquaintance has it been! How have | been deceived! Equally
in brother and sister deceived! | thank you for your patience,
Fanny. This has been the greatest relief, and now we wiiJ
have done.’ _

And such was Fanny's dependance on his words, that for
five minutes she thought they had done. Then, however, it
all came on again, or something very like it, and nothing less
than Lady Bertram's rousing thoroughly up, could realy
close such a conversation. Till that happened, they continued
to talk of Miss Crawford alone, and how she had attached
him, and how delightful nature had made her, and how
excellent she would have been, had she fallen into good hands
earlier. Fanny, now at liberty to spesk openly, felt more than
justified in adding to his knowledge of her rea character, by
some hint of what share his brother's state of health might
be supposed to have in her wish for a complete reconciliation.
This was not an agreesble intimation. Nature resisted it for
awhile. It would have been a vast ded pleasanter to have had
her more disinterested in her attachment; but his vanity was
not of a strength to fight long against reason. He submitted to
believe, that Tom's illness had influenced her; only reserving
for himself this consoling thought, that considering the many
counteractions of opposing habits, she had certainly been
more attached to him than could have been expected, and for
his sake been more near doing right. Fanny thought exactly
the same; and they were aso quite agreed in their opinion of
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the lasting effect, the indelible impression, which such adis-
appointment must make on his mind. Time would un-
doubtedly abate somewhat of his sufferings, but still it was
a sort of thing which he never could get entirely the better
of; and as to his ever meeting with any other woman who
could—it was too impossible to be named but with indig-
nation. Fanny's friendship was all that he had to cling to.

CHAPTER XVII

L ET other pensdwell on guilt and misery. | quit such odious
subjects as soon as | can, impatient to restore every body, not
greatly in fault themselves, to tolerable comfort, and to have
done with all the rest.

My Fanny indeed at this very time, | have the satisfaction
of knowing, must have been happy in spite of every thing.
She must have been a happy creature in spite of all that she
felt or thought she felt, for the distress of those around her.
She had sources of delight that must force their way. She was
returned to Mansfield Park, she was useful, she was beloved;
she was s&fe from Mr. Crawford, and when Sir Thomas came
back she had every proof that could be given in his then
melancholy state of spirits, of his perfect approbation and
increased regard; and happy as all this must make her, e
would still have been happy without any of it, for Edmund
was no longer the dupe of Miss Crawford.

It is true, that Edmund was very far from happy himself.
He was suffering from disappointment and regret, grieving
over what was, and wishing for what could never be. She
knew it was s0, and was sorry; but it was with a sorrow so
founded on satisfaction, so tending to ease, and so much in
harmony with every dearest sensation, that there are few who
might not have been glad to exchange their greatest gaety
forit.

Sir Thomas, poor Sir Thomas, a parent, and conscious of
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errorsin hisown conduct as a parent, was the longest to suffer.

He felt that he ought not to have allowed the marriage, that
his daughter's s*ntira™nts had been sufficiently known to him
to render him culpable in authorising it, that in so doing he
had sacrificed the right to the expedient, and been governed
by motives of selfishness and worldly wisdom. These were
reflections that required some time to soften; but time will

do amost every thing, and though little comfort aroseon Mrs.

Rushworth's side for the misery she had occasioned, comfort
was to be found greater than he had supposed, in his-other
children. Julia's match became a less desperate business than
he had considered it at first. She was humble and wishing to
be forgiven, and Mr. Yates, desirous of being really received
into the family, was disposed to look up to him and be guided.
He was not very solid; but there was a hope of his becoming
lesstrifling—of hisbeing at least tolerably domestic and qui et;
and, at any rate, there was comfort in finding his etate rather
more, and his debts much less, than he had feared, and in
being consulted and treated as the friend best worth attending
to. There was comfort aso in Tom, who gradually regained
his health, without regaining the thoughtlessness and selfish-
ness of his previous habits. He was the better for ever for his
illness. He had suffered, and he had learnt to think, two
advantages that he had never known before; and the self-
reproach arising from the deplorable event in Wimpole
Street, to which he felt himself accessary by all the dangerous
intimacy of his unjustifiable theatre made an impression on
his mind which, at the age of six-and-twenty, with no want
of sense, or good companions, was durable in its happy effects.
He became what he ought to be, useful to his father, steady
and quiet, and not living merely for himself.

Here was comfort indeed! and quite as soon as Sir Thomas
could place dependence on such sources of good, Edmund
was contributing to his father's esse by improvement in the
only point in which he had given him pain before—improve-
ment in his spirits. After wandering about and sitting under
trees with Fanny all the summer evenings, he had so well
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talked hismind into submission, asto bevery tolerably cheer-
ful again.

These were the circumstances and the hopes which gradu-
ally brought their alleviation to Sir Thomas, deadening his
snxe of what waslost, and in part reconciling him to himself;
though the anguish arisng from the conviction of his own
erors in the education of his daughters, was never to be
entirely done away.

T oo late he became awar e how unfavour ableto the character
of any young people, must be the totally oppodte treatment
which Maria and Julia had been always experiencing at home,
where the excessive indulgence and flattery of their aunt had
been continually contrasted with his own severity. He saw
how ill he had judged, in expecting to counteract what was
wrong in Mrs. Norris, by itsreverse in himsdf, clearly saw
that he had but increased theevil, by teaching them to repress
their spirits in his presence, as to make their real digpostion
unknown to him, and sending them for all their indulgences
to a person who had been able to attach them only by the
blindness of her affection, and the excess of her praise.

Here had been grievous mismanagement; but, bad as it
was, he gradually grew to fed that it had not been the most
direful migakein hisplan of education. Something must have
been wanting within, or time would have worn away much of
its ill effect. He feared that principle, active principle, had
been wanting, that they had never been properly taught to
govern their inclinations and tempers, by that sense of duty
which can alone suffice. They had been instructed theor etically
in their religion, but never required to bring it into daily
practice. To be diginguished for degance and accomplish-
ments—the authorised object of their youth—could have had
no useful influence that way, no moral effect on themind. He
had meant them to be good, but his cares had been directed
to the understanding and manners, not the disposition; and
of the necessty of sdf-denial and humility, he feared they
had never heard from any lipsthat could profit them.

Bitterly did he deplore a deficiency which now he could
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scarcely comprehend to have been possible. Wretchedly did
he feel, that with al the cost and care of an anxious and
expensive education, he had brought up his daughters, with-
out their understanding their first duties, or his being acquain-
ted with their character and temper.

The high spirit and strong passions of Mrs. Rushworth
especialy, were made known to him only in their sad result.
She was not to be prevailed on to leave Mr. Crawford. She
hoped to marry him, and they continued together till she was
obliged to be convinced that such hope was vain, and till the
disappointment and wretchedness arising from the convic-
tion, rendered her temper so bad, and her feelings for him
o like hatred, asto make them for awhile each other's punish-
ment, and then induce a voluntary separation.

She had lived with him to be reproached as the ruin of all
his happiness in Fanny, and carried away no better consola-
tion in leaving him, than that she had divided them. What can
exceed the misery of such a mind in such a situation?

Mr. Rushworth had no difficulty in procuring a divorce;
and so ended a marriage contracted under such circumstances
as to make any better end, the effect of good luck, not to be
reckoned on. She had despised him, and loved another—and
he had been very much aware that it was so. The indignities
of stupidity, and the disappointments of selfish passion, can
excite little pity. His punishment followed his conduct, as
did a deeper punishment, the deeper guilt of his wife. He
was released from the engagement to be mortified and un-
happy, till some other pretty girl could attract him into matri-
mony again, and he might s&t forward on a second, and it is
to be hoped, more prosperous trial of the state—if duped, to
be duped at least with good humour and good luck; while
she must withdraw with infinitely stronger feelings to a
retirement and reproach, which could allow no second spring
of hope or character.

Where she could be placed, became a subject of most
melancholy and momentous consultation. Mrs. Norris, whose
attachment seemed to augment with the demerits of her niece,
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would have had her received at home, and countenanced by
them all. Sr Thomaswould not hear of it, and Mrs. Norris's
anger againg Fanny was so much the greater, from consider-
ing her resdence there as the motive. She perssted in placing
his scruples to her account, though Sir Thomas very solemnly
asured her, that had there been no young woman in question,
had there been no young person of either sex belonging to
him, to be endangered by the society, or hurt by the character
of Mrs. Rushworth, he would never have offered so great an
insult to the neighbourhood, as to expect it to notice her. As
a daughter—he hoped a penitent one—she should be pro-
tected by him, and secured in every comfort, and supported
by every encouragement to do right, which their relative
dtuations admitted; but farther than (hat, he would not go.
Maria had destroyed her own character, and he would not
by a vain attempt to restore what never could be restored, be
affording his sanction to vice, or in seeking to lesen its dis-
grace, be anywise accessary to introducing such misery in
another man's family, as he had known himsef.

It ended in Mrs. Norriss resolving to quit Mansfield, and
devote herdf to her unfortunate Maria, and in an establish-
ment being formed for them in another country—remoteand
private, where, shut up together with little society, on one
sde no affection, on the other, no judgment, it may bereason-
ably supposd that their tempers became their mutual
punishment.

Mrs. Norrissremoval from Mansfield wasthe great supple-
mentary comfort of Sir Thomas's life. His opinion of her had
been sinking from theday of hisreturn from Antigua; in every
transaction together from that period, in ther daily inter-
course, in busness, or in chat, she had been regularly losing
ground in his eeem, and convincing him that either time
had done her much disservice, or that he had consderably
over-rated her sense, and wonder fully bornewith her manners
before. He had felt her asan hourly evil, which was so much
the worse, as there ssemed no chance of its ceasng but with
life; she ssemed a part of himsdlf, that must be borne for ever.
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Toberdieved from her, therefore, was o great a fdicity, that
had she not Ieft bitter remembrances behind her, there might
have been danger of his learning aimogt to approve the evil
which produced such a good.

She was regretted by no one at Mansfield. She had never
been able to attach even those she loved begt, and snce Mrs.
Rushworth's eopement, her temper had been in a date of
such irritation, as to make her every where tormenting. Not
even Fanny had tears for aunt Norris—not even when she
was gone for ever.

That Julia esxcaped better than Maria was owing, in some
measure, to a favourable difference of digposition and circum-
gance but in a greater to her having been less the darling of
that very aunt, less flattered, and less spoilt. Her beauty and
acquirements had held but a seoond place. She had been
always used ta think hersdf a little inferior to Maria. Her
temper was naturally the eases of the two, her fedings,
though quick, were more controulable; and education had
not given her o very hurtful a degree of sdf-consequence.

She had submitted the best to the disappointment in Henry
Crawford. After thefirgt bitterness of the conviction of being
dighted was over, she had been tolerably soon in a fair way
of not thinking of him again; and when the acquaintance was
renewed in town, and M r. Rushworth's house became Cr aw-
ford's object, she had had the merit of withdrawing hersdf
from it, and of chusing that time to pay a visit to her other
friends, in order to secure hersdf from being again too much
attracted. This had been her motive in going to her cousns
Mr. Yatess convenience had had nothing to do with it. She
had been allowing his attentions sometime, but with very little
idea of ever accepting him; and, had not her sser's conduct
burg forth asit did, and her increased dread of her father and
of home, on that event—imagining its certain consequence to
hersdf would be greater severity and restraint—made her
hagtily resolve on avoiding such immediate horrorsat all risks,
it is probable that Mr. Yates would never have succeeded.
She had not doped with any worse fedings than those of
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Hfish alarm. It had appeared to her theonly thing to bedone.
Maria'sguilt had induced Julia'sfolly.

Henry Crawford, ruined by early independence and bad
domegtic example, indulged in the freaks of a cold-blooded
vanity alittletoo long. Onceit had, by an opening undesgned
and unmerited, led him into the way of happiness. Could he
have been satidfied with the conquest of one amiable woman's
affections, could he have found sufficient exultation in over-
coming the reluctance, in working himsef into the eteam
and tenderness of Fanny Price, there would have been every
probability of success and felicity for him. His affection had
already done something. Her influence over him had already-
given him some influence over her. Would he have deserved
more, there can be no doubt that more would have been
obtained; especially when that marriage had taken place,
which would have given him the assstance of her conscience
in subduing her first inclination, and brought them very often
together. Would he have persevered, and uprightly, Fanny
must have been his reward—and a reward very voluntarily
bestowed—within a reasonable period from Edmund's
marrying Mary.

Had he done as he intended, and as he knew he ought, by
going down to Everingham after hisreturn from Portsmouth,
he might have been deciding his own happy destiny. But he
was presed to gay for Mrs. Fraser's party; his staying was
made of flattering consequence, and he was to megt Mrs.
Rushworth there. Curiosity and vanity were both engaged,
and the temptation of immediate pleasure was too strong for
a mind unusad to make any sacrifice to right; he resolved
to defer his Norfolk journey, resolved that writing should
answer the purposeof it, or that its purpose was unimportant
—and staid. He saw Mrs. Rushworth, was received by her
with a coldness which ought to have been repulsive, and have
esablished apparent indifference between them for ever;
but he was mortified, he could not bear to be thrown off by
the woman whose smiles had been so wholly at his com-
mand ; he mugt exert himself to subdue so proud a display
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of resentment; it was anger on Fanny's account; he must get
the better of it, and make Mrs. Rushworth Maria Bertram
again in her treatment of himsdf.

In this spirit he began the attack; and by animated per-
sverance had soon re-established the sort of familiar inter-
course—of gallantry—aof flirtation which bounded his views,
but in triumphing over the discretion, which, though begin-
ning in anger, might have saved them both, he had put him-
sf in the power of fedings on her sde, more strong than he
had supposed—She loved him; there was no withdrawing
attentions, avowedly dear to her. He was entangled by his
own vanity, with as little excuse of love as possble, and with-
out the smalles incongancy of mind towards her cousn.
—To kegp Fanny and the Bertrams from a knowledge of
what was pasing became his firs object. Secrecy could not
have been more desrable for Mrs. Rushworth's credit than
he fdt it for his own.—When he returned from Richmond,
he would have been glad to sse Mrs. Rushworth no more.
—All that followed was the result of her imprudence; and he
went off with her at last, because he could not help it, regret-
ting Fanny, even at the moment, but regretting her infinitely
more, when all the bustle of the intrigue was over, and a very
few months had taught him, by the force of contrast, to place
a yet higher value on the sweetness of her temper, the purity
of her mind, and the excellence of her principles.

That punishment, the public punishment of disgrace, should
in a just measure attend his share of the offence, is, we know,
not one of the barriers, which sodety gives to virtue. In this
wor ld, thepenalty islessequal than could bewished; but with-
out presuming to look forward to a juster appointment here-
after, we may fairly condder a man of snse like Henry
Crawford, tobeprovidingfor himsalf no small portion of vexa-
tion and regret—vexation that must rise sometimes to sdf-
reproach, and regret to wretchedness—in having so requited
hospitality, so injured family peace, o forfeited his best, most
estimable and endeared acquaintance, and so log the woman
whom he had rationally, as well as passonatey loved.
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After what had passed to wound and alienate the two
families, the continuance of the Bertramsand Grantsin such
dose neighbourhood would have been mog distressing; but
the absence of the latter, for some months purposdy length-
ened, ended very fortunately in the necessty, or at least the
practicability of a permanent removal. Dr. Grant, through
an interes on which he had almost ceased to form haopes,
succeeded to a gall in Westmingter, which, as affording an
occagon for leaving Mansfield, an excuse for resdence in
London, and an increase of income to answer the expenses of
the change, was highly acceptable to those who went, and
those who staid.

Mrs. Grant, with atemper toloveand beloved, must have
gone with some regret, from the stenes and people she had
been usd to; but the same happiness of disposition must in
any place and any society, secure her a great deal to enjoy,
and she had again a hometo offer Mary; and Mary had had
enough of her own friends, enough of vanity, ambition, love,
and disappointment in the course of the lag half year, to be
in need of the true kindness of her sgder's heart, and the
rational tranquillity of her ways—They lived together; and
when Dr . Grant had brought on apoplexy and death, by three
great ingtitutionary dinners in one week, they still lived to-
gether; for Mary, though perfectly resolved againg ever
attaching hersdf to a younger brother again, was long in
finding among the dashing representatives, or idle heir
apparents, who were at the command of her beauty, and her
20,000/., any one who could satidfy the better taste she had
acquired at Mansfield, whose character and manners could
authorise a hope of the domegtic happiness she had there
learnt to estimate, or put Edmund Bertram sufficiently out
of her head.

Edmund had greatly the advantage of her in this respect.
He had not to wait and wish with vacant affections for an
object worthy to succeed her in them. Scarcely had he done
regretting Mary Crawford, and observing to Fanny how
impossble it was that he should ever meet with such another
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woman, beforeit began to strike him whether avery different
kind of woman might not do just as well—or a great deal
better; whether Fanny hersdf were not growing as dear, as
important to him in all her smiles, and all her ways, asMary
Crawford had ever been; and whether it might not be a pos-
sble, an hopeful undertaking to persuade her that her warm
and sgerly regard for him would be foundation enough for
wedded love.

| purposdy abgtain from dates on this occason, that every
one may be at liberty to fix their own, aware that the cure
of unconquerable passons and the transfer of unchanging
attachments, must vary much as to time in different people.
— | only intreat every body to believe that exactly at thetime
when it was quite natural that it should be so, and not a wesk
earlier, Edmund did ceaseto care about Miss Crawford, and
became as anxious to marry Fanny, as Fanny hersdf could
desre

With such a regard for her, indeed, as his had long been,
aregard founded on the mogt endearing claims of innocence
and hdplesness and completed by every recommendation
of growing worth, what could be more natural than the
change? Loving, guiding, protecting her, as he had been
doing ever dnce her being ten yearsold, her mind in so great
a degree formed by his care, and her comfort depending on
his kindness, an object to him of such dose and peculiar
interest, dearer by all hisown importancewith her than any
one d<e at Mansfield, what was there now to add, but that
heshould learn to prefer soft light eyesto sparkling dark ones
—And being alwayswith her, and alwaystalking confidenti-
ally, and his fedings exactly in that favourable gate which a
recent disappointment gives, those soft light eyes could not
be very long in obtaining the pre-eminence

Having once st out, and felt that he had done so, on this
road to happiness, there was nothing on the sde of prudence
to ¢op him or make his progress dow; no doubts of her
deserving, no fears from oppostion of tase, no need of
drawing new hopes of happiness from dissimilarity of temper.
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Her mind, disposition, opinions, and habits wanted no half
concealment, no self deception on the present, no reliance on
future improvement. Even in the midst of hislate infatuation,
he had acknowledged Fanny's mental superiority. What must
be his snse of it now, therefore? She was of course only too
good for him; but as nobody minds having what is too good
for them, he was very seadily earnes in the pursuit of the
blessing, and it was not possble that encouragement from
her should be long wanting. Timid, anxious, doubting as she
was, it was still impossible that such tenderness as hers should
not, at times, hold out the srongest hope of success though it
remained for a later period to tell him the whole delightful
and agtonishing truth. His happiness in knowing himself to
have been s0 long the beloved of such a heart, must have been
great enough to warrant any strength of language in which
he could cloathe it to her or to himsdf; it must have been
a delightful happiness But there was happiness dsawhere
which no description can reach. L et no one presume to give
the fedings of a young woman on receiving the asaurance of
that- affection of which she has scarcdy allowed hersdf to
entertain ahope.

Their own inclinations ascertained, there were no diffi-
culties behind, no drawback of poverty or parent. It was
a match which Sir Thomas's wishes had even forestalled.
Sick of ambitious and mercenary connections, prizing
more and more the sterling good of principle and temper,
and chiefly anxious to bind by the strongest securities all
that remained to him of domegtic felicity, he had pondered
with genuine satisfaction on the more than possbility of
the two young friends finding their mutual consolation
in each other for all that had occurred of disappointment
to either; and the joyful consent which met Edmund's
application, the high sense of having realised a great acqui-
sition in the promise of Fanny for a daughter, formed just
such a contrast with his early opinion on the subject when
the poor little girl's coming had been first agitated, as time
is for ever producing between the plans and decisons of
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mortals, for their own instruction, and their neighbours
entertainment.

Fanny wasindeed thedaughter that hewanted. Hischarit-
able kindness had been rearing a prime comfort for himsdf.
Hisliberality had arich repayment, and the general goodness
of hisintentions by her, deserved it. He might have made her
childhood happier; but it had been an error of judgment only
which had given him the appearance of harshness and de-
prived him of her early love; and now, on really knowing
each other, their mutual attachment became very srong.
After settling her at Thornton Lacey with every kind atten-
tion to her comfort, the object of amog every day was to s
her there, or to get her away from it.

Sdfishly dear as she had long been to Lady Bertram, she
could not be parted with willingly by her. No happiness of
on or niece could make her wish the marriage. But it was
possble to part with her, because Susan remained to supply
her place—Susan became the stationary niece—ddighted to
be 09— and equally well adapted for it by areadinessof mind,
and an inclination for usffulness as Fanny had been by
swveatness of temper, and strong fedings of gratitude. Susan
could never be spared. First as a comfort to Fanny, then as
an auxiliary, and lagt as her subgtitute, she was established at
Mansfield, with every appearance of equal permanency. Her
more fearless digposition and happier nerves made every
thing easy to her there—With quickness in under standing
the tempers of those she had to deal with, and no natural
timidity to restrain any conseguent wishes, she was soon
welcome, and usgful to all; and after Fanny's removal, suc-
ceeded S0 naturally to her influence over the hourly comfort
of her aunt, asgradually to become, perhaps, the most beloved
of the two.—In her usfulness, in Fanny's excdlence, in
William's continued good conduct, and rising fame, and in
the general well-doing and success of the other members of
the family, all assging to advance each other, and doing
credit to his countenance and aid, Sir Thomas saw repeated,
and for ever repeated reason to reoice in what he had done
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for them all, and acknowledge the advantages of early hard-
ship and discipline, and the constiousness of being born to
sruggle and endure.

With so much true merit and true love, and no want of
fortune or friends, the happiness of the married cousns must
appear asscureasearthly happiness can be—Equally formed
for domegtic life, and attached to country pleasures their
home was the home of affection and comfort; and to complete
the picture of good, the acquisition of Mansfield living by the
death of Dr. Grant, occurred jus after they had been married
long enough to begin to want an increase of income, and fed
their digance from the paternal abode an inconvenience.

On that event they removed to Mansfield, and the par son-
age there, which under each of its two former owners, Fanny
had never been able to approach but with some painful
sensation of restraint or alarm, soon grew as dear to her heart,
and as thoroughly perfect in her eyes, as every thing dsg,
within the view and patronage of Mansfield Park, had long
been.

FINIS



APPENDIX: LOVERS VOWS

KoTzEBUE'S Das Kind der Liebe was published in Germany in
1791 and in the following years several English adaptations
appeared. The most popular of these was Mrs. Inchbald's free
verson, Lovers Vows, which was first published in 1798, much
reprinted and frequently acted. Indeed, no less than sx produc-
tions of the Lovers Vows were staged at the Theatre Royal, Bath,
during the years that Jane Austen lived there (1801-5)." It is
therefore very likely that she saw a performance of the play and
it is certainly Mrs. Inchbald's adaptation that she hasin mind in
Mansfield Park, for the one direct quotation comes from Mrs.
Inchbald's text and Count Case had in her verson the forty-
two spesches with which M r. Rushworth is so pleased.

Thebare plot of Lovers Vowsis as follows. Frederick, the hero,
discovers that his mother Agatha Friburg was once the mistress
of Baron Wildenhaim and that he himself is the Baron's natural
son. Frederick persuades the Baron to recognize him and marry
his mother, and is asssted in his schemes by a young clergyman,
Anhalt, tutor to the Baron's daughter, Amelia. The Baron wishes
Amelia to marry the foolish Count Casd but she persuades him
to let her marry Anhalt, the man she loves.

Coleridge remarked with just contempt that the play made its
appeal by 'a pathos not a whit more respectable than the maudlin
tears of drunkenness:? but from our point of view the characters
matter more than the action and plot, for there can be no doubt
that Jane Austen chose the play in order to bring out very impor-
tant eements in the characters of Mansfield Park. To s out the
play's dramatis personae is to see this clearly.

Baron Wildenhaim Mr, Yates
Count Cas#H M r . Rushworth
Anhalt Edmund Bertram

! william Reitzcl, 'Mansfield Park and Lovers Vows, RES. ix (1933), 454.
2 Biographia Literaria, ed. Shawcross (1907), ii. 159.
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Frederick Henry Crawford
Butler

Landlord Tom Bertram
Cottager

Agatha Maria Bertram
Amdia Mary Crawford
Cattager's Wife Mrs. Grant

This is type-casting with a vengeance. Count Cassd perfectly

exemplifies all Mr. Rushworth's dlliness and his loss of Amelia
foreshadows Rushworth's loss of Maria; and Agatha's history -
foreshadows Maria's seduction by Henry Crawford. Equally,

Baron Wildenhaim's pag misbehaviour anticipates Mr. Yatess
elopement with Julia, and his ultimate repentance and marriage
to Agatha prefigure Yatess marriage to Sir Thomas's younger

daughter. More important, Mary Crawford's choosing to play

Amelia can leave usin no doubt about Jane Augten's firm placing

of Mary. In the preface to Lovers' Vows, Mrs. Inchbald claimed

that she had taken considerable pains to alter Kotzebue's presenta-
tion of Amelia, snce 'the forward and unequivocal manner in

which she announces her affection to her lover, in the original,

would have been revolting to an English audience who would

have found Amelia's love 'indelicately blunt'.! But Amdia's
forwardness none the less remains and is perfectly matched by
Mary'sattitudeto Edmund. And in hisreluctanceto play the part
of Anhalt we recognize Edmund's doubts about the fithess of
Mary Crawford to be his wife.

! Lovers Vons 5th edn. (1798), p. iv.



EXPLANATORY NOTES

Page 12. (i) regaled: i.e. rejoiced.

(2) Fanny Price: it is possble that Jane Austen took the name from
her favourite poet, Crabbe. In the second section, 'Marriages, of the
Parish Register (1807) Crabbe tells of “an amorous knight', Sir Edward
Archer, who tries to seduce his bailiffs daughter, Fanny Price. But
Fanny, who 'was lovely and was chast€, resigs his attempts and tells him
that 'My mind isfix'd, to Heaven | resign'.

Page 15. cannot put the map of Europe together: Coleridge mentions the
exercise in his Aids to Reflection (1825): 'Draw lines of different colours
round the different counties of England, and then cut out each separately,
asin the common play-maps that children take to piecesand put together.'

Page 26. Antigua: one of the oldest of the British West Indian colonies,
it had by the end of the eighteenth century begun to fed the effects of
competition from more recently settled idands. Records show that its
main export, sugar, fell by more than a quarter between 1813-33, and
there is no doubt the trend had st in much earlier. The poor returns of
Sir Thomas's etate on the idand reflect Jane Augsten's knowledge of
Antigua's difficulties. See Eric Williams, Capitalism and Slavery (1944),
pp. 150-1.

Page 35. the same interest: the reference may be political or economic.
The two uses frequently merge into each other.

Page 38. Heaven'slast best gift: ParadiseLost, v. 19.

Page 47- Mr. Repton: the successor of Capability Brown who died in
1783, Humphry Repton was much attacked in the early years of the nine-
teenth century for hisimprovements, which, judged by the newly fashion-
able standards of the picturesque, were felt to be dull, vapid, and mechani-
cal. No doubt Mr. Rushworth's approval of Repton's methods indicate
Jane Austen's fashionable disapproval of the '"Monarch of Landscape,
as Repton was dubbed. See Frank Clark, The English Landscape Garden
(1948), pp. 31-6.

Page 48. moor park: so called no doubt, from Sir William Temple's house.
Chapman quotes W. Forsyth: The Moor Park, called aso Anson's,
Temple's, and Dunmore€'s Breda. This is a fine fruit, and ripens about
the latter end of August.' Forsyth, Treatise on Fruit Trees (1802).
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Page SO. Yefallen avenues: Cowper, The Task, i. 338.

Page 64. poorbasket: a workbasket in which werekept materials for making
clothes for the parish poor.
Page 76. profusion of mahogany: doubtless an anachronism, since the
chapel 'was fitted up as you e it, in James the Second's time'. The first
mention of mahogany in the O.E.D. is 1671, and thefirst reference in the
O.E.D. to furniture made of the wood is in Bramston's Man of Taste
(1733)-
Page77. blown by thenight wind: Scott'sLay of theLast Minstrel, ii. 10:
Full many a scutcheon and banner riven
- Shook to the cold night-wind of heaven,
ii. 12:
They sate them down on a marble sone
(A Scottish monarch dept below).

Page 83. Blair's: Hugh Blair (1718-1800) was for years Professor of
Rhetoric and Belles-Lettres at Edinburgh University. During the last
quarter of the eighteenth century he produced five volumes of sermons,
and George | | | is said to have wished that every youth in the kingdom
might possess a copy of the Bible and of Blair. The first volume appeared
in 1777 and by 1794 had gone through nineteen editions. Ledie Stephen
suggests that the sermons read as though they were intended for essays
by a professor of rhetoric to illustrate the principles of his art, and he adds
that in theology Blair 'is a mere washed-out retailer of second-hand
commonplaces . See Stephen, History of Thought in the Eighteenth Century,
ed. Brinton (1962), ii. 295. Henry Crawford's praise of Blair demonstrates
his own greater interest in style than substance.

Page 89. as the starling said: Chapman refers to Sterne's Sentimental
Journey (The Passport, The Hotel at Paris).

Page 94. Quarterly Reviews. fashionable and influential, quarterly reviews
became widely read during the early days of the nineteenth century. The
two most popular were the Edinburgh Review, founded in 1802, and the
Quarterly Review, founded in 1809. By 1813 their joint circulation was
over 25,000.
Page no. (1) Lover? Vows. s Appendix.
(2) My Grandmother: a farce by Prince Hoar e, published in 1794.

Page 114. my name was Norval: the hero of John Home's Douglas, a
Tragedy (1757) which enjoyed a tremendous reputation during the second
half of the eighteenth century and which Hume declared had 'the true
theatric genius of Shakespeare and Otway, refined from the unhappy
barbarism of the one and licentiousness of the other'. Tom in fact quotes
the beginning of the most famous speech in the play, from Act 2,

"My nameisNorval; on the Grampian Hills

My father feeds his flocks.'



EXPLANATORY NOTES 437

Page 118. 1i) the Gamester: by Edward Moor e (pub. 1753). The play was
remembered because of its initial production in which Garrick played the
part of Beverley, its hero. |

(2) Wheedl of Fortune: by Richard Cumberland (pub. 1795); one of his
greatest UCCESES.

(3) Heir at Law: by George Coleman the Younger (pub. 1800).

Page 140. Lord Macartney: George, Lord Macartney (1737-1806). Plates
to his Embassy to China were published in folio in 1796; but thejfournal
of the Embassy itself wasfir st published in Sir John Barrow's Some Account
of the Public Life, and a Selection from the Unpublished Writings of the
Earl of Macartney (1807).
Page 141. Crabbe's Tales: this, the greatest of all Crabbe's volumes, was
published in 1812. Jane Austen obvioudy wants us to know that Fanny
keeps up with the best writing of the day.
Page 145. Hawkins Browne's 'Address to Tobacco': in I mitation of Six
Several Authors (Gbber, Philips, Thomson, Young, Pope, Swift).
Page 158. development: heremeansrevelation.
Page 189. the famous Doge: the story is in Voltaire's Louis XIV: Tout le
monde sait que le marquis de Seignelai lui ayant demandé ce qu'il trouvait
le plus singulier a Versailles, il répondit: 'C'est de m'y voir.'
Page 196. never used to ask her: Jane Austen has presumably forgotten
that Fanny had dined at the Parsonage, "with the rest', soon after the
Crawfords arrival.
Page 209. disesteem: a crucial concept which Jane Austen regards as of
far greater importance than love. Without Fanny's esteem Henry Craw-
ford could not hope to prosper in his affair. Cf. Crabbe, 'Procrastination’,
Tales (1812),I1. 1-2.

Love will expire, the gay, the happy dream

Will turn to scorn, indifFrcnce, or esteem.

Page 233. coze: i.e. chat. But the word was normally employed as a verb
and Jane Austen's use of it as a noun may be coinage. Hers is the only
such use recorded in the O.E.D.

Page 254. Branxholm Hall: Scott's Lay of the Last Minstrel, i. 20:
The lady forgot her purpose high,
One moment and no more;
One moment gaz'd with a mother's eye,
As she paused at the arched door:
Then from amid thearmed train
Shecall'd to her William of Deloraine.
Scott explainsin a note that 'Branxholm is the proper name of the bar ony;
but Branxsome has been adopted, as suitable to the pronunciation, and
more proper for poetry'.
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Page 204. the pleasing plague: from William Whitehead's The fe ne Scat
Quothasong:
Yes, I'min love, | fed it now,
And CACUA has undone me;
And yet FU swear | can't tell how
Thepleasing plague stoleon me.
(Quoted from Dodsley's Collection, vol. ii, where Jane Austen probably
read it.)

Ptgc 303. purport: purpose.

Page 325- thetwo long speeches: Lovers Vows, Actill, sceneii. Thespeech
beginning' When two sympathetic hearts,' tells first of a happy and then
of an unhappy marriage.

Page 345. Turner's. situated at 85 High Street.

Page 346. the best birth at Spit head: Chapman remarks that Jane Austen
was doubtless indebted to her brother Frank for her nautical terms. He
idds that the Thrush while in the inner harbour would not use her own
anchors but a fixed mooring-buoy. T he Point is at the end of Broad Street,
and would command a good view of the vesd in the harbour; but the
Thrush coming out would soon be hidden by houses; from the Platform
M. Price could watch her all the way to Spithead. The best birth must be
in relation to the position, which perhaps cannot be determined, of the
sheer hulk—akind of movabledockyard.

Page 357. Dr. Johnson's celebrated judgment: Rasselas, ch. 26.'Marriage
has many pains, but celibacy has no pleasures.’

Page 378. You havepolitics: 'you have access to the political news.
Page392.' With what intensedesireshewantsher home': Cowper'sTirocin-
ium: or, A Review of Schools, 1. 562:

Th' indented gtick that loses day by day

Notch after notch, till ail are smooth'd away,

Bears witness, long ere his dismisson come,
With what intense desire he wants his home.



THE WORLDS CLASSICS
A Sdect List

SERGEI AKSAKOV: A Russian Gentleman
Trandated by J. D. Duff
Edited by Edward Crankshaw

HANS ANDERSEN: Fairy Tales
Trandated by L. W. Kings land
Introduction by Naomi Lewis
Illustrated by Vilhelm Pedersen and Lor enz Fr lich

ARTHUR J. ARBERRY (Transl.): The Koran

LUDOVICO ARIOSTO: Orlando Furioso
Trandated by Guido Waldman

ARISTOTLE: The Nicomachean Ethics
Trandated by David Ross

JANE AUSTEN: Emma
Edited by James Kinsley and David Lodge

Northanger Abbey, Lady Susan, The Watsons,
and Sanditon
Edited by John Davie

Persuasion
Edited by John Davie

ROBERT BAGE: Hermsprong
Edited by Peter Faulkner

WILLIAM BECKFORD: Vathek
Edited by Roger Lonsdale

KEITH BOSLEY (Transl.): The Kalevala

CHARLOTTE BRONTE: Jane Eyre
Edited by Margaret Smith

JOHN BUNYAN: The Pilgrim's Progress
Edited by N. H. Keeble

FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT: The Secret Garden
Edited by Dennis Butts



FANNY BURNEY: Cecilia
or Memoirs of an Heiress
Edited by Peter Sabor and Margaret Anne Doody

THOMAS CARLYLE: The French Revolution
Edited by K. J. Fielding and David Sorensen

LEWIS CARROLL: Alice's Adventures in Wonderland
and Through the Looking Glass
Edited by Roger Lancelyn Green
[llustrated by John Tenniel

GEOFFREY CHAUCER: The Canterbury Tales
Translated by David Wright

ANTON CHEKHOV: The Russian Master and Other Stories
Translated by Ronald Hingley

JOHN CLELAND:

Memoirs of a Woman of Pleasure (Fanny Hill)
Edited by Peter Sabor

WILKIE COLLINS: Armadale
Edited by Catherine Peters

JOSEPH CONRAD: Chance
Edited by Martin Ray

Victory
Edited by John Batchelor
Introduction by Tony Tanner

NORMAN DAVIS (Ed.): The Paston Letters

DANIEL DEFOE: Colonel Jack
Edited by Samuel Holt Monk and David Roberts

CHARLES DICKENS: Christmas Books
Edited by Ruth Clancy

Skes and Nancy and Other Public Readings
Edited by Philip Collins

FEDOR DOSTOEVSKY: Crime and Punishment
Translated by Jessie Coulson
Introduction by John Jones



ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE:

Sherlock Holmes: Selected Stories
Introduction by S. C. Roberts

ALEXANDRE DUMAS fils; La Dame aux Camé6lias
Trandated by David Coward

MARIA EDGEWORTH: Castle Rackrent
Edited by George Watson

GEORGE ELI0OT: Felix Holt, The Radical
Edited by Fred C. Thompson

Middlemarch
Edited by David Carroll

Scenes of Clerical Life
Edited by Thomas A. Noble

SUSAN FERRIER: Marriage
Edited by Herbert Foltinek

SARAH FIELDING: The Adventures of David Simple
Edited by Malcoim Kelsall

GUSTAVE FLAUBERT: Madame Bovary
Translated by Gerard Hopkins
Introduction by Terence Cave

ELIZABETH GASKELL: Cousin Phillis and Other Tales
Edited by Angus Easson

My Lady Ludlow and Other Stories
Edited by Edgar Wright

J. W. VON GOETHE: Faust, Part One
Trandlated by David Luke

OLIVER GOLDSMITH: The Vicar of Wakefield
Edited by Arthur Friedman

THOMAS HARDY: A Pair of Blue Eyes
Edited by Alan Manford

ALEXANDER HERZEN: Childhood, Youth and Exile
Introduction by Isaiah Berlin



HESIOD: Theogony and Works and Days
Trandated by Al L. West

HOMER: The lIliad
Translated by Robert Fitzgerald
Introduction by G. S. Kirk

THOMAS HUGHES: Tom Brown's Schooldays
Edited by Andrew Sanders

HENRIK IBSEN: An Enemy of the People, The Wild Duck,
Rosmersholm
Edited and Trandated by James McFarlane

HENRY JAMES: The Ambassadors
Edited by Christopher Butler

M. R. JAMES: Casting the Runes and Other Ghost Stories
Edited by Michadl Cox

RICHARD JEFFERIES: After London or Wild England
I ntroduction by John Fowles

JOCELIN OF BRAKELOND:
Chronicle of the Abbey of Bury St. Edmunds

Trandlated by Diana Greenway and Jane Sayers

GWYN JONES (Transl.):
Eirik the Red and Other Icelandic Sagas

BEN JONSON: Five Plays
Edited by G. A. Wilkes

RUDYARD KIPLING: The Day's Work
Edited by Thomas Finney

CHARLES LAMB: Eliaand The Last Essays of Elia
Edited by Jonathan Bate

J. SHERIDAN LE FANU: Uncle Silas
Edited by W. J. McCormack

MIKHAIL LERMONTOV: A Hero of our Time
Translated by Vladimar Nabokov with Dmitri Nabokov



MATTHEW LEWIS: The Monk
Edited by Howard Anderson

KATHERINE MANSFIELD: Selected Stories
Edited by D. Af. Davin

CHARLES MATURIN: Melmoth the Wanderer
Edited by Douglas Grant
Introduction by Chris Baldick

HERMAN MELVILLE: The Confidence-Man
Edited by Tony Tanner

Moby Dick
Edited by Tony Tanner

PROSPER MEf£RIMEE: Carmen and Other Stories
Trandated by Nicholas Jotcham

MICHELANGELO: Life, Letters, and Poetry
Trandated by George Bull with Peter Porter

MOLIARE: Don Juan and Other Plays
Trandlated by George Graveley and lan Maclean

JOHN HENRY NEWMAN: Loss and Gain
Edited by Alan G, Hill

MARGARET OLIPHANT:
A Beleaguered City and Other Stories
Edited by Merryn Williams

EDGAR ALLAN POE: Selected Tales
Edited by Julian Symons

JEAN RACINE: Britannicus, Phaedra, Athaliah
Trandated by C. H. Sisson

ANN RADCLIFFE: The Italian
Edited by Frederick Garber

M. E. SALTYKOV-SHCHEDRIN: The Golovlevs
Trandated by I. P. Foote

SIR WALTER SCOTT: The Heart of Midlothian
Edited by Claire Lamont



The Two Drovers and Other Stories
Edited by Graham Tulloch
Introduction by Lord David Cecil

SIR PHILIP SIDNEY:

The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia (The Old Arcadia)
Edited by Katherine Duncan-Jones

TOBIAS SMOLLETT: The Expedition of Humphry Clinker
Edited by Lewis Af. Knapp
Revised by Paul-Gabriel Bouci

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON: Treasure Island
Edited by Emma Letley

ANTHONY TROLLOPE: The American Senator
' Edited by John Halpertn

A complete list of Oxford Paperbacks, including The World's
Classics, OPUS, Past Masters, Oxford Authors, Oxford
Shakespeare, and Oxford Paperback Reference, is available in the
UK from the Arts and Reference Publicity Department (RS),
Oxford University Press, Walton Street, Oxford 0x2 6DP.

In the USA, complete lists are available from the Paperbacks
Marketing Manager, Oxford University Presss, 200 Madison
Avenue, New York, NY 10016.

Oxford Paperbacks are available from all good bookshops. In case
of difficulty, customers in the UK can order direct from Oxford
University Press Bookshop, Freepost, 116 High Street, Oxford,
oxi 4BR, enclosing full payment. Pleese add 10 per cent of
published price for postage and packing..















