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CHAPTER 1

About thirty years ago Miss MariaWard, of Huntingdon, with only seven
thousand pounds, had the good luck to captivate Sir Thomas Bertram, of
Mansfield Park, in the county of Northampton, and to be thereby raised to
the rank of abaronet’ slady, with all the comforts and consequences of an
handsome house and largeincome. All Huntingdon exclaimed on the great-
ness of the match, and her uncle, the lawyer, himself, allowed her to be at
least three thousand pounds short of any equitable claim to it. She had two
sisters 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 almost equal advantage. But there
certainly are not so many men of large fortune in the world as there are
pretty women to deservethem. MissWard, at the end of half adozen years,
found herself obliged to be attached to the Rev. Mr. Norris, afriend of her
brother-in-law, with scarcely 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 ableto give his friend an income
in the living of Mansfield; and Mr. and Mrs. Norris began their career of
conjuga feicity with very littlelessthan athousand ayear. But Miss Frances
married, in the common phrase, to disoblige her family, and by fixing on a
lieutenant of marines, without education, fortune, or connexions, did it very
thoroughly. She could hardly have made a more untoward choice. Sir
Thomas Bertram had interest, which, from principle aswell as pride—from
ageneral wish of doing right, and a desire of seeing all that were connected
with himin situations of respectability, he would have been glad to exert
for the advantage of Lady Bertram’ s sister; but her husband’ s profession
was such as no interest could reach; and before he had time to devise any
other method of assisting them, an absolute breach between the sisters had
taken place. It was the natural result of the conduct of each party, and such
asavery imprudent marriage almost always produces. To save herself from
useless remonstrance, Mrs. Price never wrote to her family on the subject
till actually married. Lady Bertram, who was a woman of very tranquil
feelings, and atemper remarkably easy and indolent, would have contented
herself with merely giving up her sister, and thinking no more of the matter;
but Mrs. Norris had a spirit of activity, which could not be satisfied till she
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had written along and angry letter to Fanny, to point out the folly of her
conduct, and threaten her with all its possibleill consequences. Mrs. Price,
in her turn, was injured and angry; and an answer, which comprehended
each sister in its bitterness, and bestowed such very disrespectful reflec-
tions on the pride of Sir Thomas as Mrs. Norris could not possibly keep to
herself, put an end to al intercourse between them for a consi derabl e period.

Their homes were so distant, and the circles in which they moved so
distinct, as almost to preclude the means of ever hearing of each other’ s
existence during the eleven following years, or, at least, to make it very
wonderful to Sir Thomas that Mrs. Norris should 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 connexion that
might possibly assist her. A 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 so carelessly sacrificed; and she addressed Lady
Bertram in aletter which spoke so much contrition and despondence, such
a superfluity of children, and such awant of almost everything else, as
could not but disposethem all to areconciliation. Shewas preparing for her
ninth lying-in; and after bewailing the circumstance, and imploring their
countenance as sponsors to the expected child, she could not conceal how
important she felt they might be to the future maintenance of the eight al-
ready in being. Her eldest was aboy of ten yearsold, afine 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 Thomasin the concerns of his
West Indian property? No situation would be beneath him; or what did Sir
Thomas think of Woolwich? or how could a boy be sent out to the East?

The letter was not unproductive. It re-established peace and kindness.
Sir Thomas sent friendly advice and professions, Lady Bertram dispatched
money and baby-linen, and Mrs. Norris wrote the | etters.

Such were itsimmediate effects, and within a twelvemonth amoreim-
portant advantage to Mrs. Price resulted from it. Mrs. Norris was often
observing to the others that she could not get her poor sister and her family
out of her head, and that, much asthey had all donefor her, she seemed to
be wanting to do more; and at length she could not but own it to be her wish
that poor Mrs. Price should berelieved 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 eldest daughter, a girl now nine years old, of an
age to require more attention than her poor mother could possibly give?
The trouble and expense of it to them would be nothing, compared with the
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benevolence of the action.” Lady Bertram agreed with her instantly. “I
think we cannot do better,” said she; “let us send for the child.”

Sir Thomas could not give so instantaneous and unqualified a consent.
He debated and hesitated;— was a serious charge;—agirl so brought up
must be adequately provided for, or there would be cruelty instead of kind-
nessin taking her from her family. Hethought of his own four children, of
his two sons, of cousinsin love, etc.;—but no sooner had he deliberately
begun to state his objections, than Mrs. Norrisinterrupted 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 asto
the propriety of doing everything one could by way of providing for achild
one had in amanner taken into one’ sown hands; and | am sure | should be
thelast 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 sisters?—and | am sure
Mr. Norrisis too just—but you know | am a woman of few words and
professions. Do not let us be frightened from agood deed by atrifle. Give
agirl 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
anybody. A niece of ours, Sir Thomas, | may say, or at least of yours,
would not grow up in this nei ghbourhood without many advantages. | don’ t
say shewould be so handsome as her cousins. | dare say shewould not; but
she would be introduced into the society of this country under such very
favourable circumstancesas, in al human probability, would get her a cred-
itable establishment. You are thinking of your sons—but do not you know
that, of dl things upon earth, that istheleast likely to happen, brought up
as they would be, always together like brothers and sisters? It ismorally
impossible. | never knew aninstance of it. Itis, infact, the only sure way of
providing against the connexion. 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 ideaof her having been suffered to grow up at
adistance from us all in poverty and neglect, would be enough to make
either of the dear, sweet-tempered boysin lovewith 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 either than asister.”

“Thereisagreat ded of truth in what you say,” replied Sir Thomas, “ and
far be it from meto throw any fanciful impediment in the way of a plan
which would be so consistent with the rel ative situations of each. | only
meant to observethat it ought not to belightly engaged in, and that to make
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it really serviceable to Mrs. Price, and creditable to ourselves, we must
secure to thechild, or consider ourselves engaged to secure to her heresfter,
as circumstances may arise, the provision of a gentlewoman, if no such
establishment should offer as you are so sanguinein expecting.”

“1 thoroughly understand you,” cried Mrs. Norris, “you are everything
that is generous and considerate, and | am sure we shall never disagree on
this point. Whatever | can do, asyou well know, | am always ready enough
to do for the good of those | love; and, though | could never feel for this
little girl the hundredth part of theregard | bear your own dear children, nor
consider her, in any respect, so much my own, | should hate myself if |
were capable of neglecting her. Isnot she asister’ s child? and could | bear
to see her want while | had abit of bread to give her? My dear Sir Thomas,
with all my faults | have awarm heart; and, poor as| am, would rather deny
myself the necessaries of life than do an ungenerousthing. So, if you are
not against it, | will writeto my poor sister tomorrow, and make the proposal;
and, as soon as mattersare settled, | will engageto get the child to Mansfield;
you shal have no trouble about it. My own trouble, you know, | never
regard. | will send Nanny to London on purpose, and shemay have abed at
her cousin the saddler’ s, and the child be appointed to meet her there. They
may easily get her from Portsmouth to town by the coach, under the care of
any creditable person that may chance to be going. | dare say thereis al-
ways some reputabl e tradesman’ swife or other going up.”

Except to the attack on Nanny’ scousin, Sir Thomas no longer made any
objection, and amore respectabl e, though less economical rendezvous be-
ing accordingly substituted, everything was considered as settled, and the
pleasures of so benevolent a scheme 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 consistent patron of the se-
lected child, and Mrs. Norris had not the least intention of being at any
expense whatever in her maintenance. Asfar aswalking, talking, and con-
triving 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 a narrower income than she
had been used to look forward to, she had, from the first, 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 afamily
to providefor, Mrs. Norris might never have saved her money; but having
no care of that kind, there was nothing to impede her frugality, or lessen the
comfort of making ayearly addition to an income which they had never
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lived up to. Under thisinfatuating principle, counteracted by no real affec-
tionfor her sister, it wasimpossible for her to aim at more than the credit of
projecting and arranging so expensive a charity; though perhaps she might
so little know herself as to walk home to the Parsonage, after this
conversation, in the happy belief of being the most liberal-minded sister
and aunt in the world.

When the subject was brought forward again, her views were morefully
explained; and, in reply to Lady Bertram’ scalminquiry of “Whereshal the
child come to first, sister, to you or to us?’ Sir Thomas heard with some
surprisethat it would be totally out of Mrs. Norris' s power to take any share
inthe persona charge of her. He had been considering her asaparticularly
welcome addition at the Parsonage, as a desirable companion to an aunt
who had no children of her own; but he found himself wholly mistaken.
Mrs. Norris was sorry to say that thelittlegirl’ s staying with them, at least
asthings then were, was quite out of the question. Poor Mr. Norris' sindif-
ferent state of health made it an impossibility: he could no more bear the
noise of achild 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
Mr. Norristook up every moment of her time, and the very mention of such
athing 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 bein this house. We will endeavour to do our duty by her, and she
will, at | east, have the advantage of companions of her own age, and of a
regular instructress.”

“Very true,” cried Mrs. Norris, “which are both very important
considerations; and it will be just the same to Miss L ee whether she has
three girlsto teach, or only two—there can be no difference. | only wish |
could be more useful; but you see | 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 counsellor away for three
days. | suppose, sister, you will put the child in the little white attic, near
the old nurseries. It will be much the best place for her, so near Miss Leg,
and not far from the girls, and close by the housemaids, who could either of
them help to dress her, you know, and take care of her clothes, for | sup-
pose you would not think it fair to expect Ellisto wait on her aswell asthe
others. Indeed, | do not seethat you could possibly place her anywhere
else”

Lady Bertram made no opposition.

“1 hope shewill proveawell-disposed girl,” continued Mrs. Nortris, “ and



6 Mansfield Park

be sensible of her uncommon good fortune in having such friends.”

“ Should her disposition bereally bad,” said Sir Thomas, “ we must not,
for our own children’ s sake, continue her in the family; but there is no
reason to expect so great an evil. We shall probably see much to wish
altered in her, and must prepare oursel ves for gross ignorance, some mean-
ness of opinions, and very distressing vulgarity of manner; but these are not
incurablefaults; nor, | trust, can they be dangerous for her associates. Had
my daughters been younger than herself, | should have considered the
introduction of such a companion as a matter of very serious moment; but,
asitis, | hopethere can be nothing to fear for them, and everything to hope
for her, from the association.”

“That is exactly what | think,” cried Mrs. Norris, “ and what | was saying
to my husband this morning. It will be an education for the child, said I,
only being with her cousins; if Miss Lee taught her nothing, she would
learn to be good and clever from them .”

“| hope she will not tease my poor pug,” said Lady Bertram; “| have but
just got Juliato leaveit alone.”

“There will be some difficulty in our way, Mrs. Norris,” observed Sir
Thomas, “ asto the distinction proper to be made between the girls as they
grow up: how to preservein theminds of my daughters the consciousness
of what they are, without making them think too lowly of their cousin; and
how, without depressing her spiritstoo far, to make her remember that she
isnot a Miss Bertram . | should wish to see them very good friends, and
would, on no account, authorise in my girls the smallest degree of arro-
gance towards their relation; but still they cannot be equals. Their rank,
fortune, rights, and expectations will always be different. It isapoint of
great delicacy, and you must assist us in our endeavours to choose exactly
theright line of conduct.”

Mrs. Norris was quite at his service; and though she perfectly agreed
with him asto itsbeing amost difficult thing, encouraged him to hope that
between them it would be easily managed.

It will be readily believed that Mrs. Norris did not write to her sister in
vain. Mrs. Price seemed rather surprised that a girl should be fixed on,
when she had so many fine boys, but accepted the offer most thankfully,
assuring them of her daughter’ sbeing avery 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 sanguinein 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.
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CHAPTER 2

The little girl 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 the importance of leading her in to the others, and
recommending her to their kindness.

Fanny Price was at this time just ten years old, and though there might
not be much in her first appearance to captivate, there was, at least, nothing
to disgust her relations. She was small 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 Tho-
mas and Lady Bertram received her very kindly; and Sir Thomas, seeing
how much she needed encouragement, tried to be all that was conciliating:
but he had to work against a most untoward gravity of deportment; and
Lady Bertram, without taking half so much trouble, or speaking one word
where he spoke ten, by the mere aid of a good-humoured smile, became
immediately theless awful character of the two.

The young people were all at home, and sustained their share in thein-
troduction very well, with much good humour, and no embarrassment, at
|east 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 cousin. The two
girls were more at aloss from being younger and in greater awe of their
father, who addressed them on the occasion with rather an injudicious
particularity. But they were too much used to company and praise to have
anything like natural shyness; and their confidence increasing from their
cousin’ stotal want of it, they were soon able to take afull 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 cousinsin
person, as education had given to their address; and no one would have
supposed the girls so nearly of an age asthey really were. Therewerein
fact but two years between the youngest and Fanny. Julia Bertram was only
twelve, and Maria but ayear older. The little visitor meanwhile was as
unhappy as possible. Afraid of everybody, ashamed of herself, and longing
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for the home she had | eft, she knew not how to look up, and could scarcely
speak to be heard, or without crying. 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 consciousness of misery was therefore increased by the
ideaof itsbeing awicked thing for her not to be happy. Thefatigue, too, of
so long ajourney, became soon no trifling evil. In vain were the well-meant
condescensions of Sir Thomas, and all the officious prognostications of
Mrs. Norristhat she would be agood girl; in vain did Lady Bertram smile
and make her sit on the sofawith herself and pug, and vain was even the
sight of a gooseberry tart towards giving her comfort; she could scarcely
swallow two mouthfuls before tears interrupted her, and sleep seeming to
be her likeliest friend, she was taken to finish her sorrows in bed.

“Thisisnot avery promising beginning,” said Mrs. Norris, when Fanny
had | eft the room. “ After al that | said to her as we came aong, | thought
she would have behaved better; | told her how much might depend upon
her acquitting hersdlf well at first. | wish there may not be alittle sulkiness
of temper—her poor mother had a good dea; but we must make allow-
ances for such achild—and | do not know that her being sorry to leave her
homeisreally against her, for, with al itsfaults, it was her home, and she
cannot as yet understand how much she has changed for the better; but then
thereis moderation in all things.”

It required alonger time, however, than Mrs. Norriswasinclined to all ow,
to reconcile Fanny to the novelty of Mansfield Park, and the separation
from everybody she had been used to. Her feelings were very acute, and
too little understood to be properly attended to. Nobody meant to be unkind,
but nobody put themselves 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 learned French; and when they
perceived her to belittle struck with the duet they were so good asto play,
they could do no more than make her a generous present of some of their
least valued toys, and leave her to herself, while they adjourned to what-
ever might be the favourite holiday sport of the moment, making artificial
flowers or wasting gold paper.

Fanny, whether near or from her cousins, whether in the schoolroom, the
drawing-room, or the shrubbery, was equally forlorn, finding something to
fear in every person and place. She was disheartened by Lady Bertram’ s
silence, awed by Sir Thomas' s grave looks, and quite overcome by Mrs.
Norris sadmonitions. Her elder cousins mortified her by reflections on her
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size, and abashed her by noticing her shyness: Miss Lee wondered at her
ignorance, and the maid-servants sneered at her clothes; and when to these
sorrows was added the idea of the brothers and sisters anong whom she
had always been important as playfellow, instructress, and nurse, the de-
spondence that sunk her little heart was severe.

The grandeur of the house astonished, but could not console 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 constant terror of something
or other; often retreating towards her own chamber to cry; and thelittle girl
who was spoken of in the drawing-room when she left it at night as seem-
ing so desirably sensible of her peculiar good fortune, ended every day’ s
sorrows by sobbing herself to sleep. A week had passed in thisway, and no
suspicion of it conveyed by her quiet passive manner, when she was found
one morning by her cousin Edmund, the youngest of the sons, sitting crying
on the attic stairs.

“My dear little cousin,” said he, with al the gentleness of an excellent
nature, “ what can be the matter?’ And sitting down by her, he was at great
pains to overcome her shame in being so surprised, and persuade her to
speak openly. “Was sheill? or was anybody angry with her? or had she
quarrelled with Mariaand Julia? or was she puzzled about anything in her
lesson that he could explain? Did she, in short, want anything he could
possibly get her, or do for her? For along while no answer could be ob-
tained beyond a*“ no, no—not at all—ho, 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 grievancelay. Hetried to console her.

“You are sorry to leave Mama, my dear little Fanny,” said he, “ which
showsyou to be avery good girl; but you must remember that you are with
relations and friends, who all love you, and wish to make you happy. Let us
walk out in the park, and you shall tell me all about your brothers and
ssers”

On pursuing the subject, he found that, dear as all these brothers and
sisters 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
most to see. William, the eldest, a year older than herself, her constant
companion and friend; her advocate with her mother (of whom he was the
darling) in every distress. “ William did not like she should come away; he
had told her he should miss her very much indeed.” “But William will
writetoyou, | daresay.” “Yes, he had promised he would, but he had told
her to writefirst.” “And when shall you do it?" She hung her head and
answered hesitatingly, “ she did not know; she had not any paper.”

“If that be al your difficulty, | will furnish you with paper and every
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other material, and you may writeyour |etter whenever you choose. Would
it make you happy to write to William?”’

“Yes, very.”

“Then let it be done now. Come with me into the breakfast-room, we
shall find everything there, and be sure of having the room to ourselves.”

“But, cousin, will it go to the post?’

“Yes, depend upon meit shall: it shall go with the other letters; and, as
your uncle will frank it, it will cost William nothing.”

“My uncle!” repeated Fanny, with afrightened look.

“Yes, when you have written the letter, | will take it to my father to
frank.”

Fanny thought it a bold measure, but offered no further resistance; and
they went together into the breakfast-room, where Edmund prepared her
paper, and ruled her lines with all the goodwill that her brother could him-
self have felt, and probably with somewhat more exactness. He continued
with her thewhole time of her writing, to assist her with his penknife or his
orthography, as either were wanted; and added to these attentions, which
shefelt very much, akindness to her brother which delighted her beyond
al therest. Hewrotewith hisown hand hisloveto his cousin William, and
sent him half aguinea under the seal. Fanny’ s feelings on the occasion
were such as she believed hersdlf incapabl e of expressing; but her counte-
nance and afew artlesswords fully conveyed all their gratitude and delight,
and her cousin began to find her an interesting object. He talked to her
more, and, from all that she said, was convinced of her having an affection-
ate heart, and astrong desire of doing right; and he could perceive her to be
farther 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 positive kindness; and with that view endeavoured, in the
first place, to lessen her fears of them all, and gave her especially agreat
deal of good advice asto playing with Mariaand Julia, and being as merry
aspossible.

From this day Fanny grew more comfortable. She felt that she had a
friend, and the kindness of her cousin Edmund gave her better spirits with
everybody else. The place became less strange, and the people less
formidable; and if there were some amongst them whom she could not
cease to fear, she began at least to know their ways, and to catch the best
manner of conforming to them. The little rusticities and awkwardnesses
which had at first made grievous inroads on the tranquillity of all, and not
least of herself, necessarily wore away, and she was no longer materially
afraid to appear before her uncle, nor did her aunt Norris' svoice make her
start very much. To her cousins she became occasionally an acceptable
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companion. Though unworthy, from inferiority of age and strength, to be
their constant associate, their pleasures and schemes were sometimes of a
nature to make athird very useful, especially when that third was of an
obliging, yielding temper; and they could not but own, when their aunt
inquired into her faults, or their brother Edmund urged her claimsto their
kindness, that “ Fanny was good-natured enough.”

Edmund was uniformly kind himself; and she had nothing worse to en-
dure on the part of Tom than that sort of merriment which ayoung man of
seventeen will always think fair with achild of ten. He was just entering
into life, full of spirits, and with al theliberal dispositions of an eldest son,
who feels born only for expense and enjoyment. Hiskindnessto hislittle
cousin was consistent with his situation 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 benevolent plan; and it was pretty
soon decided between them that, though far from clever, she showed a
tractable disposition, and seemed likely to give them littletrouble. A mean
opinion of her abilities was nhot confined to them . Fanny could read, work,
and write, but she had been taught nothing more; and as her cousins found
her ignorant of many things with which they had been long familiar, they
thought her prodigiously stupid, and for the first two or three weeks were
continually bringing some fresh report of it into the drawing-room. “ Dear
mama, only think, my cousin cannot put the map of Europe together—or
my cousin cannot tell the principal riversin Russia—er, she never heard of
Asia Minor—er she does not know the difference between water-colours
and crayons!—How strange! —bid you ever hear anything so stupid?”’

“My dear,” their considerate aunt would reply, “it is very bad, but you
must not expect everybody to be as forward and quick at learning as
yourself.”

“But, aunt, sheisreally so very ignorant!—-Bo you know, we asked her
last night which way she would go to get to Ireland; and she said, she should
crossto thelsle of Wight. Shethinks of nothing but the Isle of Wight, and
shecalsit the Island, asif therewere no other island intheworld. | am
sure | should have been ashamed of myself, if | had not known better long
before | was so old as sheis. | cannot remember the timewhen | did not
know agreat deal that she has not the least notion of yet. How long ago it
is, aunt, since we used to repeat the chronological order of the kings of
England, with the dates of their accession, and most of the principal events
of their reigns!”

“Yes,” added the other; “ and of the Roman emperors as low as Severus;
besides a great deal of the heathen mythology, and al the metals, semi-
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meta's, planets, and distinguished philosophers.”

“Very trueindeed, my dears, but you are blessed with wonderful memories,
and your poor cousin has probably none at all. Thereisavast deal of
difference in memories, as well as in everything else, and therefore you
must make allowancefor your cousin, and pity her deficiency. And remem-
ber that, if you are ever so forward and clever yourselves, you should al-
ways be modest; for, much as you know already, there isa great deal more
for youtolearn.”

“Yes, | know thereis, 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.”

“To be sure, my dear, that is very stupid indeed, and shows agreat want
of genius and emulation. But, all things considered, | do not know whether
it is not as well that it should be so, for, though you know (owing to me)
your papaand mamaare so good as to bring her up with you, it isnot at all
necessary that she should be as accomplished as you are;—en the contrary,
it is much more desirable that there should be a difference.”

Such were the counsel sby which Mrs. Norris assisted 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 ac-
quirements of self-knowledge, generosity and humility. In everything but
disposition 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 awoman who spent her
days in sitting, nicely dressed, on a sofa, doing some long piece of
needlework, of little use and no beauty, thinking more of her pug than her
children, but very indulgent to the latter when it did not put herself to
inconvenience, guided in everything important by Sir Thomas, and in smaller
concerns by her sister. Had she possessed greater |eisure for the service of
her girls, she would probably have supposed it unnecessary, for they were
under the care of agoverness, with proper masters, and could want nothing
more. Asfor Fanny’ sbeing stupid at learning, “ she could only say it was
very unlucky, but some people were stupid, and Fanny must take more
pains: she did not know what else was to be done; and, except her being so
dull, she must add she saw no harm in the poor little thing, and always
found her very handy and quick in carrying messages, and fetching, what
shewanted.”

Fanny, with al her faults of ignoranceand timidity, wasfixed at Mansfield
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Park, and learning to transfer in its favour much of her attachment to her
former home, grew up there not unhappily among her cousins. There was
no positiveill-naturein Maria or Julia; and though Fanny was often morti-
fied by their treatment of her, she thought too lowly of her own claimsto
feel injured by it.

From about the time of her entering the family, Lady Bertram, in conse-
quence of alittleill-health, and agreat dea of indolence, gave up the house
in town, which she had been used to occupy every spring, and remained
wholly in the country, leaving Sir Thomas to attend his duty in Parliament,
with whatever increase or diminution of comfort might arise from her
absence. In the country, therefore, the Miss Bertrams continued to exercise
their memories, practisetheir duets, and grow tall and womanly: and their
father saw them becoming in person, manner, and accomplishments, ev-
erything that could satisfy his anxiety. His eldest son was careless and
extravagant, and had already given him much uneasiness; but hisother chil-
dren promised him nothing but good. His daughters, he felt, while they
retained the name of Bertram, must be giving it new grace, and in quitting
it, he trusted, would extend its respectabl e alliances; and the character of
Edmund, his strong good sense and uprightness of mind, bid most fairly for
utility, honour, and happiness to himself and all his connexions. He wasto
be a clergyman.

Amid the cares and the complacency which his own children suggested,
Sir Thomas did not forget to do what he could for the children of Mrs.
Price: heassisted her liberally in the education and disposal of her sonsas
they became old enough for a determinate pursuit; and Fanny, though al-
most totally separated from her family, was sensible of the truest satisfac-
tion in hearing of any kindness towards them, or of anything at dl promis-
ing in their situation or conduct. Once, and once only, in the course of
many years, had she the happiness of being with William. Of the rest she
saw nothing: nobody seemed to think of her ever going amongst them again,
even for a visit, nobody at home seemed to want her; but William
determining, soon after her removal, to be asailor, was invited to spend a
week with his sister in Northamptonshire before he went to sea. Their ea-
ger affection 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 thegirl when heleft her. Luckily the visit happened in the Christ-
mas holidays, when she could directly ook for comfort to her cousin
Edmund; and hetold her such charming things of what William was to do,
and be hereafter, in consequence of his profession, as made her gradually
admit that the separation might have some use. Edmund’ sfriendship never
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failed her: his leaving 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 rest, or any fear of doing too
much, he was always true to her interests, and considerate of her feelings,
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 she was by everybody €else, his single support could not
bring her forward; but his attentions were otherwise of the highest impor-
tance in assi sting theimprovement of her mind, and extending its pleasures.
He knew her to be clever, to have aquick apprehension as well as good
sense, and afondness for reading, which, properly directed, must be an
education in itself. Miss Lee taught her French, and heard her read the
daily portion of history; but he recommended the bookswhich charmed her
leisure hours, he encouraged her taste, and corrected her judgment: he made
reading 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 anybody in the world except William: her heart was divided between
the two.
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CHAPTER 3

The first event of any importance in 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 asmall house of Sir Thomas' s
inthevillage, and consoled herself for theloss of her husband by consider-
ing that she could do very well without him; and for her reduction of in-
come by the evident necessity of stricter economy.

The living was hereafter for Edmund; and, had hisuncle died afew years
sooner, it would have been duly given to some friend to hold till he were
old enough for orders. But Tom' s extravagance had, previousto that event,
been so great as to render a different disposal of the next presentation
necessary, and the younger brother must help to pay for the pleasures of the
elder. There was another family living actually held for Edmund; but though
this circumstance had made the arrangement somewhat easier to Sir
Thomas' s conscience, he could not but feel it to be an act of injustice, and
he earnestly tried to impress his eldest son with the same conviction, in the
hope of its producing a better effect than anything he had yet been able to
say or do.

“I blush for you, Tom,” said he, in his most dignified manner; “1 blush
for the expedient which | am driven on, and | trust | may pity your feelings
as a brother on the occasion. You have robbed Edmund for ten, twenty,
thirty years, perhaps for life, of more than half theincome which ought to
be his. It may hereafter be in my power, or in yours (I hopeit will), to
procure him better preferment; but it must not be forgotten that no benefit
of that sort would have been beyond his natural claims on us, and that
nothing can, in fact, be an equivalent for the certain advantage which heis
now obliged to forego through the urgency of your debts.”

Tom listened with some shame and some sorrow; but escaping as quickly
as possible, could soon with cheerful selfishnessreflect, firstly, that he had
not been half so much in debt as some of his friends; secondly, that his
father had made a most tiresome piece of work of it; and, thirdly, that the
future incumbent, whoever he might be, would, in all probability, dievery
soon.

On Mr. Norris' s death the presentation became the right of a Dr. Grant,
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who came consequently to reside at Mansfield; and on proving to be a
hearty man of forty-five, seemed likely to disappoint Mr. Bertram’ s
calculations. But “ no, he was a short-necked, apoplectic sort of fellow,
and, plied well with good things, would soon pop off.”

He had awife about fifteen years his junior, but no children; 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 sister-in-law to
claim her sharein their niece, thechangein Mrs. Norris' s situation, 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 less fair than
heretofore, by some recent losses on his West Indiaestate, in addition to his
eldest son’ s extravagance, it became not undesirable to himself to be re-
lieved from the expense of her support, and the obligation of her future
provision. Inthe fullness of hisbelief that such athing must be, he men-
tioned its probability to hiswife; and the first time of the subject’ s occur-
ring to her again happening to be when Fanny was present, she camly
observed to her, “ So, Fanny, you are going to leave us, and live with my
sister. How shall you like it?’

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 astonished? You have been five years
with us, and my sister aways meant to take you when Mr. Norris died. But
you must come up and tack on my patterns all the same.”

The news was as disagreeable to Fanny asit had been unexpected. She
had never received kindness from her aunt Norris, and could not love her.

“| shall be very sorry to go away,” said she, with afaltering voice.

“Yes, | daresay youwill; that' s natural enough. | suppose you have had
as little to vex you since you cameinto this house as any creaturein the
world.”

“I hope | am not ungrateful, aunt,” said Fanny modestly.

“No, my dear; | hope not. | have always found you avery 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 are in one house or the other.”

Fanny |eft the room with avery sorrowful heart; she could not feel the
difference to be so small, she could not think of living with her aunt with
anything like satisfaction. As soon as she met with Edmund she told him
her distress.

“Cousin,” said she, “ something is going to happen which | do not like at
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all; and though you have often persuaded meinto being reconciled to things
that | disliked at first, you will not be ableto do it now. | am goingtolive
entirely with my aunt Norris.”

“Indeed!”

“Yes; my aunt Bertram has just told me so. It is quite settled. | am to
leave Mansfield Park, and go to the White House, | suppose, as soon as she
isremoved there.”

“WEell, Fanny, and if the plan were not unpleasant to you, | should call it
an excellent one.”

“Oh, cousin!”

“It has everything else in its favour. My aunt is acting like a sensible
woman in wishing for you. Sheis choosing afriend and companion ex-
actly where she ought, and | am glad her love of money does not interfere.
You will bewhat you ought to beto her. | hopeit doesnot distress you very
much, Fanny?’

“Indeed it does: | cannot likeit. | lovethishouse and everythinginit: |
shall love nothing there. You know how uncomfortable | feel with her.”

“| can say nothing for her manner to you as a child; but it was the same
with us al, or nearly so. She never knew how to be pleasant to children.
But you are now of an ageto be treated better; | think she isbehaving better
already; and when you are her only companion, you must be important to
her.”

“| can never be important to any one.”

“What is to prevent you?”

“ Everything. My situation, my foolishness and avkwardness.”

“ As to your foolishness and awkwardness, my dear Fanny, believe me,
you never have a shadow of either, but in using the words so improperly.
Thereis noreason in theworld why you should not be important where you
are known. You have good sense, and a sweet temper, and | am sure you
havea grateful heart, that could never receive kindness without wishing to
returnit. | do not know any better qualifications for afriend and companion.
" “Youaretoo kind,” said Fanny, colouring at such praise; “ how shall |
ever thank you as | ought, for thinking so well of me. Oh! cousin, if | amto
go away, | shall remember your goodnessto the last moment of my life.”

“Why, indeed, Fanny, | should hopeto be remembered at such adistance
astheWhite House. You spegk asif you were going two hundred miles off
instead of only acrossthe park; but you will belong to us amost as much as
ever. The two families will be meeting every day in the year. The only
differencewill bethat, living with your aunt, you will necessarily be brought
forward as you ought to be. Here there are too many whom you can hide
behind; but with her you will be forced to speak for yourself.”
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“Oh! | do not say so.”

“I must say it, and say it with pleasure. Mrs. Norrisismuch better fitted
than my mother for having the charge of you now. Sheis of atemper to do
agreat deal for anybody she really interests herself about, and she will
forceyou to do justiceto your natural powers.”

Fanny sighed, and said, “| cannot see things as you do; but | ought to
believe you to be right rather than myself, and | am very much obliged to
you for trying to reconcile meto what must be. If | could suppose my aunt
really to carefor me, it would be delightful to feel mysdf of consequenceto
anybody. Here, | know, | am of none, and yet | lovethe place so well.”

“The place, Fanny, iswhat 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 constant little heart need not take fright at such anominal change.
You will have the same walks to frequent, the same library to choose from,
the same peopleto ook at, the same horseto ride.”

“Very true. Yes, dear old grey pony! 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 uncle’ s opening his
lipsif horses weretaked of), and then think of the kind pains you took to
reason and persuade me out of my fears, and convince methat | should like
it after alittlewhile, and feel 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 be as
good for your mind asriding has been for your health, and as much for your
ultimate happinesstoo.”

So ended their discourse, which, for any very appropriate serviceit could
render Fanny, might as well have been spared, for Mrs. Norris had not the
smallest intention of taking her. It had never occurred to her, on the present
occasion, but as athing to be carefully avoided. To prevent its being
expected, she had fixed on the smallest habitation which could rank as
genteel among the buildings of Mansfield parish, the White House being
only just large enough to receive herself and her servants, and alow aspare
room for afriend, of which she made avery particular point. The spare
rooms at the Parsonage had never been wanted, but the absol ute necessity
of agpareroom for afriend was now never forgotten. Not all her precautions,
however, could save her from being suspected of something better; or,
perhaps, her very display of the importance of a spare room might have
misled Sir Thomasto suppose it really intended for Fanny. Lady Bertram
soon brought the matter to a certainty by carelessly observing to Mrs.
Norris—

“I think, sister, we need not keep Miss Lee any longer, when Fanny goes
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to livewith you.”

Mrs. Norris amost started. “Livewith me, dear Lady Bertram! what do
you mean?’

“ls she not to live with you? | thought you had settled it with Sir
Thomas.”

“Me! never. | never spoke a syllable about it to Sir Thomas, nor heto
me. Fanny live with me! thelast thing in the world for meto think of, or for
anybody to wish that really knows us both. Good heaven! what could | do
with Fanny? Me!l a poor, helpless, forlorn widow, unfit for anything, my
spirits quite broke down; what could | do with agirl at her time of life? A
girl of fifteen! the very age of all othersto need most attention and care, and
put the cheerfullest spiritsto thetest! Sure Sir Thomas could not seriously
expect such athing! Sir Thomas is too much my friend. Nobody that
wishes me well, | am sure, would propose it. How came Sir Thomas to
speak to you about it?”’

“Indeed, | do not know. | suppose hethought it best.”

“But what did he say? He could not say he wished meto take Fanny. |
am surein his heart he could not wish meto doit.”

“No; heonly said hethought it very likely; and | thought so too. We both
thought it would be a comfort to you. But if you do not likeiit, thereis no
more to be said. She isno encumbrance here.”

“ Dear sister, if you consider my unhappy state, how can she be any com-
fort to me? Heream I, a poor desolate widow, deprived of the best of
husbands, my health gone in attending and nursing him, my spirits still
worse, al my peace in thisworld destroyed, with hardly enough to support
me in the rank of agentlewoman, and enable meto live so as not to dis-
grace the memory of the dear departed—what possible comfort could |
have in taking such a charge upon me as Fanny? If | could wish it for my
own sake, | would not do so unjust athing by the poor girl. Sheisin good
hands, and sure of doing well. | must struggle through my sorrows and
difficultiesas| can.”

“Then you will not mind living by yourself quite alone?’

“Lady Bertram, | do not complain. | know | cannot live as| have done,
but I must retrench where | can, and learn to be a better manager. | have
been aliberal housekeeper enough, but | shall not be ashamed to practise
economy now. My situation is as much altered as my 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
bebetter looked after. | must livewithin my income, or | shall be miserable;
and | own it would give me great satisfaction to be able to do rather more,
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to lay by alittle at the end of the year.”

“| dare say you will. You alwaysdo, don’ t you?”’

“My object, Lady Bertram, isto be of useto thosethat come after me. It
isfor your children’ s good that | wish to bericher. | have nobody else to
carefor, but | should bevery glad to think | could leavealittletrifleamong
them worth their having.”

“You are very good, but do not trouble yourself about them. They are
sure of being well provided for. Sir Thomas will take care of that.”

“Why, you know, Sir Thomas' s means will be rather straitened if the
Antigua estateis to 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, “| can only say
that my sole desireis to be of useto your family: and so, if Sir Thomas
should ever speak again about my taking Fanny, you will be ableto say that
my health and spirits put it quite out of the question; besides that, | really
should not have a bed to give her, for | must keep a spare room for a
friend.”

Lady Bertram repeated enough of this conversation to her husband to
convince him how much he had mistaken his sister-in-law’ s views; and she
was from that moment perfectly safe from al expectation, or the slightest
allusion to it from him. He could not but wonder at her refusing to do
anything for a niece whom she had been so forward to adopt; but, as she
took early careto make him, aswell asLady Bertram, understand that what-
ever she possessed was designed for their family, he soon grew reconciled
to adistinction which, at the same time that it was advantageous and com-
plimentary to them, would enable him better to provide for Fanny himself.

Fanny soon learnt how unnecessary had been her fears of aremoval; and
her spontaneous, untaught felicity on the discovery, conveyed some conso-
lation to Edmund for his disappointment in what he had expected to be so
essentially serviceable to her. Mrs. Norris took possession of the White
Houseg, the Grants arrived at the Parsonage, and these events over, every-
thing at Mansfield went on for some time as usual .

The Grants showing a disposition to be friendly and sociable, gave great
satisfaction in the main among their new acquaintance. They had their faults,
and Mrs. Norris soon found them out. The Doctor was very fond of eating,
and would have a good dinner every day; and Mrs. Grant, instead of con-
triving to gratify him at little expense, gave her cook as high wages as they
did at Mansfield Park, and was scarcely ever seen in her offices. Mrs.
Norris could not speak with any temper of such grievances, nor of the quan-
tity of butter and eggsthat were regularly consumed in the house. “ Nobody
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loved plenty and hospitality more than herself; nobody more hated pitiful
doings; the Parsonage, she bdieved, had never been wanting in comforts of
any sort, had never borne abad character in her time, but this wasaway
of going on that she could not understand. A fine lady in a country par-
sonage was quite out of place. Her store-room, she thought, might have
been good enough for Mrs. Grant to go into. Inquire where she would,
she could not find out that Mrs. Grant had ever had more than five thou-
sand pounds.”

Lady Bertram listened without much interest to this sort of invective.
She could not enter into the wrongs of an economist, but she felt all the
injuries of beauty in Mrs. Grant’ sbeing so well settled inlife without being
handsome, and expressed her astonishment on that point almost as often,
though not so diffusely, as Mrs. Norris discussed the other.

These opinions had been hardly canvassed a year before another event
arose of such importancein thefamily, as might fairly claim some placein
the thoughts and conversation of theladies. Sir Thomas found it expedient
to go to Antigua himself, for the better arrangement of his affairs, and he
took his eldest son with him, in the hope of detaching him from some bad
connexions a home. They |eft England with the probability of being nearly
atwelvemonth absent.

The necessity 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 most interesting time of life. He could not think Lady Bertram quite
equal to supply his placewith them, or rather, to perform what should have
been her own; but, in Mrs. Norris' s watchful attention, and in Edmund’ s
judgment, he had sufficient confidence to make him go without fears for
their 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 personswho think nothing can be dangerous, or difficult,
or fatiguing to anybody but themselves.

The Miss Bertrams were much to be pitied on the occasion: not for their
sorrow, but for their want of it. Their father was no object of loveto them;
he had never seemed the friend of their pleasures, and his absence was
unhappily most welcome. They were relieved by it from all restraint; and
without aiming at one gratification that would probably have been forbid-
den by Sir Thomas, they felt themselvesimmediately at their own disposal,
and to have every indulgence within their reach. Fanny’ s relief, and her
consciousness of it, were quite equal to her cousins' ; but a more tender
nature suggested that her feelings were ungrateful, and she realy grieved
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because she could not grieve. “ Sir Thomas, who had done so much for her
and her brothers, and who was gone perhaps never toreturn! that she should
see him go without atear! it was a shameful insensibility.” He had said to
her, moreover, on the very last morning, that he hoped she might see Will-
iam again in the course of the ensuing winter, and had charged her to write
and invite him to Mansfield as soon as the squadron 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 away to sink her in sad mortification, by
adding, “ If William does come to Mansfield, | hope you may be able to
convince him that the many years which have passed since you parted have
not been spent on your side entirely without improvement; though, | fear,
hemust find his sister at sixteen in some respectstoo 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, set her down as a hypocrite.
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CHAPTER 4

Tom Bertram had of | ate spent so little of his time at homethat 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 hisplacein 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 |etters.

The earliest intelligence of the travellers’ safe arrival at Antigua, after a
favourable voyage, was received; though not before Mrs. Norris had been
indulging 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 aive and well madeit necessary to lay by her
agitation and affectionate preparatory speeches for awhile.

The winter came and passed without their being called for; the accounts
continued perfectly good; and Mrs. Norris, in promoting gaieties for her
nieces, assisting their toilets, displaying their accomplishments, and | ook-
ing about for their future husbands, had so much to do as, in addition to all
her own household cares, someinterference in those of her sister, and Mrs.
Grant’ swasteful doingsto overlook, |eft her very little occasion to be occu-
pied in fearsfor the absent.

The Miss Bertrams were now fully established among the belles of the
neighbourhood; and as they joined to beauty and brilliant acquirements a
manner naturally easy, and carefully formed to general civility and
obligingness, they possessed its favour aswell asits admiration. Their van-
ity wasin such good order that they seemed to be quite free fromiit, and
gave themselves no airs; while the praises attending such behaviour, se-
cured and brought round by their aunt, served to strengthen themin believ-
ing they had no faults.

Lady Bertram did not go into public with her daughters. She was too
indolent even to accept amother’ s gratification in witnessing their success
and enjoyment at the expense of any personal trouble, and the charge was
made over to her sister, who desired nothing better than a post of such
honourable representation, and very thoroughly relished the means it af -
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forded her of mixing in society without having horsesto hire.

Fanny had no sharein the festivities of the season; but she enjoyed being
avowedly useful as her aunt’ s companion when they called away the rest of
the family; and, as Miss Lee had |eft Mansfield, she naturally became ev-
erything to Lady Bertram during the night of abdl or aparty. Shetalked to
her, listened to her, read to her; and the tranquillity of such evenings, her
perfect security in such a tete-a-tete from any sound of unkindness, was
unspeakably welcome to a mind which had seldom known a pausein its
alarms or embarrassments. Asto her cousins' gaieties, she lovedto hear an
account of them, especially of the balls, and whom Edmund had danced
with; but thought too lowly of her own situation 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 was acomfortable winter to her;
for though it brought no William to England, the never-failing hope of his
arrival was worth much.

The ensuing spring deprived her of her valued friend, the old grey pony;
and for sometime shewas in danger of feeling thelossin her health aswell
asin her affections; for in spite of the acknowledged importance of her
riding on horse-back, no measures were taken for mounting her again,
“because,” asit was observed by her aunts, “ she might ride one of her
cousin’ shorses 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 ridesin the fine morn-
ings of April and May; and Fanny either sat at home the whole day with one
aunt, or walked beyond her strength at the instigation of the other: Lady
Bertram holding exercise to be as unnecessary for everybody as it was un-
pleasant to herself; and Mrs. Norris, who was walking all day, thinking
everybody ought to walk as much. Edmund was absent at thistime, or the
evil would have been earlier remedied. When he returned, to understand
how Fanny was situated, and perceived itsill effects, there seemed with
him but one thing to be done; and that “ Fanny must have ahorse” wasthe
resol ute declaration with which he opposed whatever could be urged by the
supineness of his mother, or the economy of his aunt, to make it appear
unimportant. Mrs. Norris could not hel p thinking that some steady old thing
might be found among the numbers bel onging 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 pony he sent to the post. She
could not but consider it as absolutely unnecessary, and even improper,
that Fanny should have aregular lady’ s horse of her own, inthe style of her
cousins. She was sure Sir Thomas had never intended it: and she must say
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that, to be making such a purchase in his absence, and adding to the great
expenses of hisstable, at atimewhen alarge part of hisincomewas unsettled,
seemedto her very unjustifiable. “Fanny must haveahorse,” was Edmund’ s
only reply. Mrs. Norris could not seeit in the samelight. Lady Bertram
did: she entirely agreed with her son as to the necessity of it, and astoits
being considered necessary by his father; she only pleaded against there
being any hurry; she only wanted him to wait till Sir Thomas' s return, and
then Sir Thomas might settle it all himself. 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 obviate therisk of his father’ s thinking he had
donetoo much, and at the same time procure for Fanny theimmediate means
of exercise, which he could not bear she should be without. He had three
horses of his own, but not one that would carry awoman. Two of them
were hunters; the third, a useful road-horse: this third he resolved to ex-
changefor onethat his cousin might ride; he knew where such aone wasto
be met with; and having once made up his mind, the whole business was
soon completed. The new mare proved atreasure; with avery little trouble
she became exactly calculated for the purpose, and Fanny was then put in
almost full possession of her. She had not supposed before that anything
could ever suit her likethe old grey pony; but her delight in Edmund’ smare
was far beyond any former pleasure of the sort; and the addition it was ever
receiving in the consideration of that kindness from which her pleasure
sprung, was beyond all her wordsto express. Sheregarded her cousin asan
example of everything good and great, as possessing worth which no one
but herself could ever appreciate, and as entitled to such gratitude from her
as no feelings could be strong enough to pay. Her sentiments towards him
were compounded of all that was respectful, grateful, confiding, and tender.

As the horse continued in name, as well as fact, the property of Edmund,
Mrs. Norris could tolerate its being for Fanny’ s use; and had Lady Bertram
ever thought about her own objection 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 pros-
pect of finishing his business. Unfavourable circumstances had suddenly
arisen a amoment when he was beginning to turn all histhoughtstowards
England; and the very great uncertainty in which everything was then in-
volved determined him on sending home his son, and waiting thefinal ar-
rangement by himself Tom arrived safely, bringing an excellent account of
his father’ s health; but to very little purpose, as far as Mrs. Norris was
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concerned. Sir Thomas' s sending away his son seemed to her so like a
parent’ s care, under the influence of aforeboding of evil to himself, that
she could not help feeling dreadful presentiments; and asthe long evenings
of autumn came on, was so terribly haunted by theseideas, in the sad soli-
tariness of her cottage, asto be obliged to take daily refuge in the dining-
room of the Park. The return of winter engagements, however, was not
without its effect; and in the course of their progress, her mind became so
pleasantly occupied in superintending the fortunes of her eldest niece, as
tolerably to quiet her nerves. “If poor Sir Thomas were fated never to
return, it would be peculiarly consoling to seetheir dear Mariawell married,
" shevery often thought; dways when they werein the company of men of
fortune, and particularly on theintroduction of ayoung man who had re-
cently succeeded to one of thelargest estates and finest placesin the country.

Mr. Rushworth was from the first struck with the beauty of Miss Bertram,
and, being inclined to marry, soon fancied himself inlove. Hewas aheavy
young man, with not more than common sense; but as there was nothing
disagreeablein hisfigure or address, the young lady was well pleased with
her conquest. Being now in her twenty-first year, Maria Bertram was be-
ginning to think matrimony a duty; and as amarriage with Mr. Rushworth
would give her the enjoyment of alarger income than her father’ s, aswell
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 to marry Mr.
Rushworth if she could. Mrs. Norris was most zealous in promoting the
match, by every suggestion and contrivancelikely to enhance its desirable-
ness 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 Bertramto go through ten miles of indifferent road to pay
amorning visit. It was not long before a good understanding took place
between thislady and herself. Mrs. Rushworth acknowledged herself very
desirousthat her son should marry, and declared that of all theyoung ladies
she had ever seen, Miss Bertram seemed, by her amiable qualities and
accomplishments, the best adapted to make him happy. Mrs. Norris ac-
cepted the compliment, and admired the nice discernment of character which
could so well distinguish merit. Mariawas indeed the pride and delight of
them all—perfectly faultless—an angel; and, of course, so surrounded by
admirers, must be difficult in her choice: but yet, as far as Mrs. Norris
could alow herself to decide on so short an acquaintance, Mr. 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 adue referenceto
the absent Sir Thomas, was entered into, much to the satisfaction of their
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respective families, and of the general lookers-on of the neighbourhood,
who had, for many weeks past, 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 meanwhile, as no onefelt adoubt of his most cordial pleasureinthe
connexion, the intercourse of the two families was carried on without
restraint, and no other attempt made at secrecy than Mrs. Norris’ stalking
of it everywhere as a matter not to be talked of at present.

Edmund was the only one of the family who could see a fault in the
business; but no representation of hisaunt’ s could induce himto find Mr.
Rushworth a desirable companion. He could allow his sister to be the best
judge of her own happiness, but he was not pleased that her happiness
should centrein alarge income; nor could he refrain from often saying to
himself, in Mr. Rushworth’ s company—* If this man had not twelve thou-
sand ayear, he would be avery 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 per-
fectly good and agreeable. It was a connexion exactly of the right sort—in
the same county, and the same interest—and his most hearty concurrence
was conveyed as soon as possible. He only conditioned that the marriage
should not take place before his return, which he was again looking eagerly
forward to. Hewrotein April, and had strong hopes of settling everything
to hisentire satisfaction, and leaving Antigua beforethe end of the summer.

Such was the state of affairs in the month of July; and Fanny had just
reached her eighteenth year, when the society of the village received an
addition in the brother and sister 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 estate in Norfolk, the daughter twenty
thousand pounds. As children, their sister 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 abrother of their father,
of whom Mrs. Grant knew nothing, she had scarcely seen them since. In
their uncle’ shousethey had found akind home. Admiral and Mrs. Crawford,
though agreeing in nothing el se, were united in affection for these children,
or, at least, were no farther adversein their fedings than that each had their
favourite, to whom they showed the greatest fondness of the two. The
Admiral delighted in the boy, Mrs. Crawford doted on the girl; and it was
the lady’ s death which now obliged her protegee, after some months'
further trial a her uncle’ s house, to find another home. Admiral Crawford
was a man of vicious conduct, who chose, instead of retaining his niece, to
bring his mistress under his own roof; and to this Mrs. Grant was indebted
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for her sister’ s proposal of coming to her, ameasure quite as welcome on
oneside asit 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 afamily of children—having more than filled her favourite sitting-
room with pretty furniture, and made a choice collection of plants and poul -
try—was very much in want of some variety at home. Thearrival, therefore,
of asister 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 lest Mansfield should not satisfy the habits of ayoung woman who had
been mostly used to London.

Miss Crawford was not entirely free from similar apprehensions, though
they arose principally from doubts of her sister’ s style 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 resolveto hazard
herself among her other relations. To anything like a permanence of abode,
or limitation of society, Henry Crawford had, unluckily, agreat dislike: he
could not accommaodate his sister in an article of such importance; but he
escorted her, with the utmost 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 satisfactory on each side. Miss Crawford found a
sister without preciseness or rusticity, a sister’ s husband who looked the
gentleman, and a house commodious and well fitted up; and Mrs. Grant
recelved in thosewhom she hoped to | ove better than ever ayoung man and
woman of very prepossessi ng appearance. Mary Crawford was remarkably
pretty; Henry, though not handsome, had air and countenance; the manners
of both werelively and pleasant, and Mrs. Grant immediately gave them
credit for everything else. 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 sister’ s. She had
not waited her arrival to look out for asuitable match for her: she had fixed
on Tom Bertram; the eldest son of a baronet was not too good for agirl of
twenty thousand pounds, with all the elegance and accomplishmentswhich
Mrs. Grant foresaw in her; and being awarm-hearted, unreserved woman,
Mary had not been three hours in the house before she told her what she
had planned.

Miss Crawford was glad to find a family of such consequence so very
near them, and not at all displeased either at her sister’ searly care, or the
choiceit had fallen on. Matrimony was her object, provided she could marry
well: and having seen Mr. Bertram in town, she knew that objection could
no more be made to his person than to his situation in life. While she
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treated it asajoke, therefore, she did not forget to think of it seriously. The
scheme was soon repeated to Henry.

“And now,” added Mrs. Grant, “ | have thought of something to make it
complete. | should dearly love to settle you both in this country; and
therefore, Henry, you shall marry the youngest Miss Bertram, a nice,
handsome, good-humoured, accomplished girl, who will make you very
happy.”

Henry bowed and thanked her.

“My dear sister,” said Mary, “if you can persuade him into anything of
the sort, it will be a fresh matter of delight to me to find myself allied to
anybody so clever, and | shall only regret that you have not half adozen
daughters to dispose of. If you can persuade Henry to marry, you must
have the address of a Frenchwoman. 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 well as my dear aunt and myself, have taken to reason,
coax, or trick himinto marrying, isinconceivable! Heisthe most horrible
flirt that can be imagined. If your Miss Bertrams do not like to have their
heartsbroke, let them avoid Henry.”

“My dear brother, | will not believe this of you.”

“No, | am sureyou aretoo good. You will bekinder than Mary. You will
allow for the doubts of youth and inexperience. | am of a cautious temper,
and unwilling to risk my happinessin a hurry. Nobody can think more
highly of thematrimonia state than myself | consider theblessing of awife
asmost justly described in those discreet lines of the poet—Heaven’ s last
best gift.” ”

“There, Mrs. Grant, you see how he dwells on one word, and only look
at hissmile. | assure you heisvery detestable; the Admird’ slessons have
quite spoiled him.”

“| pay very littleregard,” said Mrs. Grant, “to what any young person
say's on the subject of marriage. If they professadisinclination for it, | only
set it down that they have not yet seen theright person.”

Dr. Grant laughingly congratulated Miss Crawford on feeling no disin-
clination to the state herself.

“Ohyes! | amnot at all ashamed of it. | would have everybody marry if
they can do it properly: | do not liketo have people throw themselves away;
but everybody should marry as soon asthey can do it to advantage.”
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CHAPTER 5

The young people were pleased with each other from the first. On each
side there was much to attract, and their acquai ntance soon promised as
early anintimacy asgood mannerswould warrant. MissCrawford' s beauty
did her no disservice with the Miss Bertrams. They were too handsome
themselvesto didike any woman for being so too, and were almost as much
charmed astheir brothers with her lively dark eye, clear brown complexion,
and general prettiness. Had she been tall, full formed, and fair, it might
have been more of atrial: but asit was, there could be no comparison; and
shewas most allowably a swest, pretty girl, while they were the finest young
women in the country.

Her brother was not handsome: no, when they first saw him he was
absolutely plain, black and plain; but still he was the gentleman, with a
pleasing address. The second meeting proved him not so very plain: he
was plain, to be sure, but then he had so much countenance, and his teeth
were so good, and he was so well made, that one soon forgot he was plain;
and after athird interview, after dining in company with him at the Parsonage,
he was no longer allowed to be called so by anybody. He was, in fact, the
most agreeable young man the sisters had ever known, and they wereequally
delighted with him. Miss Bertram’ s engagement made him in equity the
property of Julia, of which Juliawas fully aware; and before he had been at
Mansfield aweek, she was quite ready to befalen in love with.

Maria s notions on the subject were more confused and indistinct. She
did not want to see or understand. “ There could be no harm in her liking an
agreeable man—everybody knew her situation—Mr. Crawford must take
care of himself.” Mr. Crawford did not mean to bein 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. Hedid not want themto die of
love; but with sense and temper which ought to have made him judge and
feel better, he allowed himself great latitude on such points.

“1 like your Miss Bertrams exceedingly, sister,” said he, as he returned
from attending them to their carriage after the said dinner visit; “ they are
very elegant, agreeable girls.”

“So they areindeed, and | am delighted to hear you say it. But you like
Juliabest.”
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“Ohyes! |likeJuliabest.”

“But do you really? for Miss Bertram is in general thought the
handsomest.”

“So | should suppose. She has the advantage in every feature, and |
prefer her countenance; but | like Julia best; Miss Bertram is certainly the
handsomest, and | have found her the most agreeable, but | shall always
like Julia best, because you order me.”

“1 shall not talk to you, Henry, but | know you will like her best at
last.”

“Donot | tell youthat | like her best at first 7’

“ And besides, Miss Bertram isengaged. Remember that, my dear brother.
Her choiceis made.”

“Yes, and | like her the better for it. An engaged woman isaways more
agreeabl e than a disengaged. She is satisfied with herself. Her cares are
over, and she feels that she may exert all her powers of pleasing without
suspicion. All is safewith alady engaged: no harm can be done.”

“Why, asto that, Mr. Rushworth is avery good sort of young man, and it
isagreat match for her.”

“But Miss Bertram does not care three straws for him; that isyour
opinion of your intimate friend. | do not subscribetoit. | am sure Miss
Bertram isvery much attached to Mr. Rushworth. | could seeit 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?’

“Wemust leave himto himself, | believe. Talking does no good. Hewiill
betakenin at last.”

“But | would not have him taken in; | would not have him duped; |
would haveit al fair and honourable.”

“Oh dear! let him stand his chance and betaken in. It will do just aswell.
Everybody istaken in at some period or other.”

“Not dways in marriage, dear Mary.”

“In marriage especially. With all due respect to such of the present com-
pany as chance to be married, my dear Mrs. Grant, thereis not onein a
hundred of either sex who is not taken in when they marry. Look where |
will, | seethatit is so; and | fedl that it must be so, when | consider that it
is, of al transactions, the one in which people expect most from others, and
areleast honest themselves.”

“Ah! You have been in abad school 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 amanoeuvring business. | know
so many who have married in the full expectation and confidence of some
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one particular advantage in the connexion, or accomplishment, or good
quality in the person, who have found themsel ves entirely deceived, and
been obliged to put up with exactly the reverse. What is thisbut atake
in?'

“My dear child, there must be alittle 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 see the consolation. There will be little rubs and
disappointments everywhere, and we are all apt to expect too much; but
then, if one scheme of happinessfails, human nature turnsto another; if the
first caculation iswrong, we make a second better: we find comfort some-
where—and those evil-minded observers, dearest Mary, who make much
of alittle, are more taken in and deceived than the parties themselves.”

“Well done, sister! | honour your esprit du corps. When | am awife,
| mean to bejust as staunch myself; and | wish my friendsin general would
be sotoo. It would save me many aheartache.”

“You are as bad as your brother, Mary; but we will cure you both.
Mansfield shal cure you both, and without any taking in. Stay with us, and
wewill cureyou.”

The Crawfords, without wanting to be cured, were very willing to stay.
Mary was sati sfied with the Parsonage as apresent home, and Henry equally
ready to lengthen hisvisit. He had come, intending to spend only afew
dayswith them; but Mansfield promised well, and there was nothing to call
him elsewhere. It delighted Mrs. Grant to keep them both with her, and Dr.
Grant was exceedingly well contented to have it so: atalking pretty young
woman like Miss Crawford is always pleasant society to an indolent, stay-
at-home man; and Mr. Crawford’ sbeing his guest was an excuse for drink-
ing claret every day.

The Miss Bertrams' admiration of Mr. Crawford was more rapturous
than anything which Miss Crawford’ s habits made her likely to feel. She
acknowledged, however, that the Mr. Bertrams were very fine young men,
that two such young men were not often seen together evenin London, and
that their manners, particularly those of the eldest, were very good. He
had been much in London, and had more liveliness and gallantry than
Edmund, and must, therefore, be preferred; and, indeed, his being the el-
dest was another strong claim. She had felt an early presentiment that she
should likethe eldest best. 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 agreeabl eness was of
the kind to be oftener found agreeabl e than some endowments of a higher
stamp, for he had easy manners, excellent spirits, alarge acquaintance, and
agreat deal to say; and the reversion of Mansfield Park, and a baronetcy,
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did no harm to all this. Miss Crawford soon felt that he and his situation
might do. Shelooked about her with due consideration, and found almost
everything in hisfavour: apark, area park, five miles round, a spacious
modern-built house, so well placed and well screened asto deserveto bein
any collection of engravings of gentlemen’ s seatsin the kingdom, and want-
ing only to be completely new furnished—pleasant sisters, a quiet mother,
and an agreeable man himsel f-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
she began accordingly to interest herself alittle about the horse which he
had to run at the B—aces.

These raceswereto call him away not long after their acquaintance began;
and as it appeared that the family did not, from his usua goings on, expect
him back again for many weeks, it would bring his passion to an early
proof. Much was said on his side to induce her to attend the races, and
schemes were made for a large party to them, with al the eagerness of
inclination, but it would only do to be talked of.

And Fanny, what was she doing and thinking all thiswhile? and what
was her opinion of the newcomers? Few young ladies of eighteen could be
less called onto speak their opinion than Fanny. Inaquiet way, very little
attended to, she paid her tribute of admiration to Miss Crawford' s beauty;
but as she still continued to think Mr. Crawford very plain, in spite of her
two cousins having repeatedly proved the contrary, she never mentioned
him. The notice, which she excited herself, was to this effect. “I begin
now to understand you all, except Miss Price,” said Miss Crawford, as she
was walking with the Mr. Bertrams. “ Pray, is she out, or isshenot? | am
puzzled. She dined at the Parsonage, with the rest of you, which
seemed like being out ; and yet she says so little, that | can hardly
suppose she is.”

Edmund, to whom this was chiefly addressed, replied, “1 believe | know
what you mean, but | will not undertake to answer the question. My cousin
isgrown up. She hasthe age and sense of awoman, but the outs and not
outs are beyond me.”

“And yet, in general, nothing can be more easily ascertained. Thedis-
tinctionisso broad. Mannersaswell as appearance are, generally speaking,
so totally different. Till now, | could not have supposed it possible to be
mistaken asto agirl’ sbeing out or not. A girl not out has always the same
sort of dress: aclose bonnet, for instance; |ooks very demure, and never
says aword. You may smile, but it isso, | assure you; and except that itis
sometimes carried alittletoo far, itisal very proper. Girls should be quiet
and modest. The most objectionable part is, that the alteration of manners
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on being introduced into company is frequently too sudden. They some-
times pass in such very little time from reserve to quite the opposite—to
confidence! That isthefaulty part of the present system. One doesnot like
to seeagirl of eighteen or nineteen so immediately up to every thing—and
perhaps when one has seen her hardly ableto speak the year before. Mr.
Bertram, | dare say you have sometimes met with such changes.”

“1 believe |l have, but thisis hardly fair; | see what you are at. You are
quizzing me and Miss Anderson.”

“No, indeed. Miss Anderson! | do not know who or what you mean. |
am quitein thedark. But | will quiz you with agreat 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 must have had Miss Anderson in your eye, in describing an altered
young lady. You paint too accurately for mistake. It was exactly so. The
Andersons of Baker Street. We were speaking of them the other day, you
know. Edmund, you have heard me mention Charles Anderson. Thecir-
cumstance was precisely asthis lady has represented it. When Anderson
first introduced meto his family, about two years ago, his sister was not
out , and | could not get her to speak to me. | sat there an hour one morning
waiting for Anderson, with only her and alittle girl or two in the room, the
governess being sick or run away, and the mother in and out every moment
with letters of business, and | could hardly get aword or alook from the
young lady—hnothing like a civil answer—she screwed up her mouth, and
turned from mewith such anair! | did not see her again for atwelvemonth.
Shewasthen out . | met her at Mrs. Holford' s, and did not recollect her.
She came up to me, claimed me as an acquaintance, stared me out of
countenance; and talked and laughed till | did not know which way to look.
| felt that | must be thejest of the room at thetime, and Miss Crawford, itis
plain, has heard the story.”

“And avery pretty story it is, and with more truth in it, | dare say, than
does credit to Miss Anderson. It istoo common afault. Mothers certainly
have not yet got quite the right way of managing their daughters. | do not
know where the error lies. | do not pretend to set peopleright, but | do see
that they are often wrong.”

“ Those who are showing the world what female manners should be,”
said Mr. Bertram gallantly, “ are doing agreat deal to set them right.”

“Theerorisplain enough,” said the less courteous Edmund; “ such girls
areill brought up. They are given wrong notions from the beginning. They
are always acting upon motives of vanity, and there is no more real mod-
esty in their behaviour before they appear in public than afterwards.”

“I do not know,” replied Miss Crawford hesitatingly. “ Yes, | cannot agree
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with you there. It is certainly the modestest part of the business. Itismuch
worseto have girls not out give themselves the same airs and take the same
liberties asif they were, which | have seen done. That isworse than any-
thing—guite disgusting!”

“Yes, that isvery inconvenientindeed,” said Mr. Bertram. “ It 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 dreadful scrape last year from the want of them. | went
down to Ramsgate for aweek with a friend last September, just after my
return from the West Indies. My friend Sneyd—you have heard me speak
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 sur-
rounded by men, attached myself to one of her daughters, walked by her
sideal theway home, and made myself as agreeable as | could; the young
lady perfectly easy in her manners, and asready to talk asto listen. | had not
asuspicion that | could be doing anything wrong. They looked just the
same: both well-dressed, with veils and parasols like other girls; but | af-
terwards found that | had been giving al my attention to the youngest, who
washot 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, | feel for her. To be neglected before one’ s time must be very
vexatious; but it was entirely themother’ sfault. Miss Augustashould have
been with her governess. 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, aswell as at my sister’ s?’

“No,” replied Edmund; “ | do not think she has ever beento aball. My
mother seldom goes into company hersalf, and dines nowhere but with Mrs.
Grant, and Fanny stays at home with her .”

“Oh! thenthe point isclear. Miss Priceisnot out.”
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CHAPTER 6

Mr. Bertram set off for—-and Miss Crawford was prepared to find a
great chasm in their society, and to miss him decidedly in the meetings
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 feel a most melan-
choly difference in the change of masters. It would be avery flat business,
shewassure. In comparison with his brother, Edmund would have nothing
to say. The soup would be sent round in a most spiritless manner, wine
drank without any smiles or agreeabletrifling, and the venison cut up with-
out supplying one pleasant anecdote of any former haunch, or asingle en-
tertaining story, about “ my friend such aone.” She must try to find amuse-
ment in what was passing at the upper end of the table, and in observing
Mr. Rushworth, who was now making his appearance at Mansfield for the
first timesince the Crawfords' arrival. He had been visiting afriendinthe
neighbouring county, and that friend having recently had hisgrounds laid
out by an improver, Mr. Rushworth was returned with his head full of the
subject, and very eager to beimproving his own placein the same way; and
though not saying much to the purpose, could talk of nothing else. The
subject had been already handled in the drawing-room; it was revived in
the dining-parlour. Miss Bertram' s 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 afeeling of complacency, which prevented
her from being very ungracious.

“1 wish you could see Compton,” said he; “it isthe most complete thing!
| never saw a place so altered in my life. | told Smith | did not know where
| was. The approach now , is one of the finest thingsin the country: you
see the house in the most surprising 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 prisonindeed? Sotherton Court
isthe noblest old placein the world.”

“1t wants improvement, ma’ am, beyond anything. | never saw a place
that wanted so much improvement in my life; and it isso forlorn that | do
not know what can be donewith it.”
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“No wonder that Mr. Rushworth should think so at present,” said Mrs.
Grant to Mrs. Norris, with a smile; “ but depend upon it, Sotherton will
have every improvement in timewhich hisheart can desire.”

“I must try to do something with it,” said Mr. Rushworth, “ but | do not
know what. | hopel shall have some good friend to help me.”

“Your best friend upon such an occasion,” said Miss Bertram calmly,
“would be Mr. Repton, | imagine.”

“That iswhat | wasthinking of. Ashehasdonesowell by Smith, | think
| had better have him at once. His terms are five guineas aday.”

“Well, andif they were ten,” cried Mrs. Norris, “| am sure you need not
regard it. The expense need not be any impediment. If | wereyou, | should
not think of the expense. | would have everything donein the best style,
and made as nice as possible. Such a place as Sotherton Court deserves
everything that taste and money can do. You have space to work upon
there, and grounds that will well reward you. For my own part, if | had
anything within thefiftieth part of the size of Sotherton, | should be always
planting and improving, for naturally | am excessively fond of it. 1t would
betoo ridiculousfor meto attempt anything where | am now, with my little
half acre. It would be quite aburlesque. But if | had more room, | should
take aprodigious delight inimproving and planting. We did avast deal in
that way at the Parsonage: we made it quite adifferent place from what it
waswhen wefirst had it. You young ones do not remember much about it,
perhaps; but if dear Sir Thomas were here, he could tell you what improve-
ments 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 anything, 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 always doing something
asitwas. 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.

“Thetreethriveswell, beyond adoubt, madam,” replied Dr. Grant. “ The
soil isgood; and | never pass it without regretting that thefruit should be so
little worth the troubl e of gathering.”

“Sir, itisaMoor 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 asa Moor Park.”

“You wereimposed on, ma am,” replied Dr. Grant: “ these potatoes have
as much the flavour of aMoor Park apricot asthefruit fromthat tree. Itis
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aninsipid fruit at the best; but a good apricot is eatable, which none from
my garden are.”  “Thetruthis, ma’ am,” said Mrs. Grant, pretending to
whisper acrossthetableto Mrs. Norris, “ that Dr. Grant hardly knows what
the natural taste of our apricot is: heis scarcely ever indulged with one, for
itis so valuable afruit; with alittle assistance, and ours is such aremark-
ably large, fair sort, that what with early tarts and preserves, my cook con-
trivesto get them all.”

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

After ashort interruption Mr. Rushworth began again. “ Smith’ splaceis
the admiration of all the country; and it was a mere nothing before Repton
took itin hand. | think | shall have Repton.”

“Mr. Rushworth,” said Lady Bertram, “if | wereyou, | would have avery
pretty shrubbery. Onelikesto get out into ashrubbery in fine weather.”

Mr. Rushworth was eager to assure her ladyship of his acquiescence,
and tried to make out something complimentary; but, between his submis-
sionto her taste, and his having always intended the same himself, with
the superadded objects of professing attention to the comfort of ladiesin
general, and of insinuating that there was one only whom he was anxiousto
please, he grew puzzled, and Edmund was glad to put an end to his speech
by aproposal of wine. Mr. Rushworth, however, though not usually agreat
talker, had still more to say on the subject next his heart. “ Smith has not
much above ahundred acresaltogether in hisgrounds, which islittle 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 prospect amazingly, which makes
me think that Repton, or anybody of that sort, would certainly have the
avenueat Sotherton down: the avenue that leads from the west front to the
top of the hill, you know,” turningto Miss Bertram particularly as he spoke.
But Miss Bertram thought it most becoming to reply—

“The avenue! Oh! | do not recollect it. | really know very little of
Sotherton.”

Fanny, who was sitting on the other side of Edmund, exactly opposite
Miss Crawford, and who had been attentively listening, now looked at him,
and said in alow voice—

“Cut down an avenue! What a pity! Does it not make you think of
Cowper? ‘ Yefallen avenues, once more | mourn your fate unmerited.”
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He smiled as he answered, “ | am afraid the avenue stands a bad chance,
Fanny.”

“1 should liketo see Sotherton beforeit iscut down, to seethe place asit
isnow, initsold state; but | do not suppose | shall.”

“Haveyou never been there? No, you never can; and, unluckily, it isout
of distancefor aride. | wish we could contriveit.”

“Oh! it does not signify. Whenever | do seeit, youwill tell me how it has
been altered.”

“1 collect,” said Miss Crawford, “that Sotherton is an old place, and a
place of some grandeur. In any particular style of building?’

“The house was built in Elizabeth’ stime, and isalarge, regular, brick
building; heavy, but respectable looking, and has many good rooms. Itis
ill placed. It standsin one of the lowest spots of the park; in that respect,
unfavourablefor improvement. But thewoods arefine, and thereisastream,
which, | dare say, might be made agood deal of. Mr. Rushworthis quite
right, | think, in meaning to giveit amodern dress, and | have no doubt that
itwill beall done extremely well.”

Miss Crawford listened with submission, and said to herself, “Heis a
well-bred man; he makes the best of it.”

“1 do not wish to influence Mr. Rushworth,” he continued; “but, had | a
placeto new fashion, | should not put myself into the hands of animprover.
| would rather have an inferior degree of beauty, of my own choice, and
acquired progressively. | would rather abide by my own blunders than by
his.”

“ You would know what you were about, of course; but that would not
suit me. | have no eyeor ingenuity for such matters, but asthey are before
me; and had | a place of my own in the country, | should be most thankful
to any Mr. 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 complete.”

“Itwould be delightful to me to seetheprogress of it al,” said Fanny.

“ Ay, you have been brought up toit. 1t was no part of my education; and
the only dose | ever had, being administered by not the first favouritein the
world, has made me consider improvements in hand asthe greatest of
nuisances. Three years ago the Admiral, my honoured uncle, bought a cot-
tage at Twickenham for us all to spend our summersin; and my aunt and |
went down to it quite in raptures; but it being excessively pretty, it was
soon found necessary to be improved, and for three months we were all dirt
and confusion, without a gravel walk to step on, or a bench fit for use. |
would have everything as complete as possible in the country, shrubberies
and flower-gardens, and rustic seats innumerable: but it must all be done
without my care. Henry is different; he lovesto be doing.”
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Edmund was sorry to hear Miss Crawford, whom he was much disposed
to admire, speak so fredly of her uncle. It did not suit his sense of propriety,
and he was silenced, till induced by further smiles and livelinessto put the
matter by for the present.

“Mr. Bertram,” said she, “ | have tidings of my harp at last. | am assured
that it is safe at Northampton; and thereit has probably been theseten days,
in spite of the solemn assurances we have so often received to the contrary.
" Edmund expressed his pleasure and surprise. “ Thetruth is, that our in-
quiries weretoo direct; we sent aservant, wewent ourselves: thiswill not
do seventy miles from London; but this morning we heard of it in the right
way. It was seen by some farmer, and hetold the miller, and the miller told
the butcher, and the butcher’ s son-in-law left word at the shop.”

“| am very glad that you have heard of it, by whatever means, and hope
therewill be no further delay.”

“| am to have it to-morrow; but how do you think it isto be conveyed?
Not by awagon or cart: oh no! nothing of that kind could be hired in the
village. | might as well have asked for porters and a handbarrow.”

“You would find it difficult, | dare say, just now, inthe middle of avery
late hay harvest, to hire ahorseand cart?’

“ | was astonished to find what a piece of work was made of it! To want a
horse and cart in the country seemed impossible, so | told my maid to speak
for one directly; and as | cannot ook out of my dressing-closet without
seeing one farmyard, nor walk in the shrubbery without passing another, |
thought it would be only ask and have, and wasrather grieved that | could
not give the advantage to all. Guess my surprise, when | found that | had
been asking the most unreasonable, most impossible thing in the world;
had offended all the farmers, all thelabourers, 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 himself, who isall kindnessin general, looked rather black
upon me when he found what | had been at.”

“You could not be expected to have thought on the subject before; but
when you do think of it, you must see the importance of getting in the
grass. The hire of acart at any time might not be so easy as you suppose:
our farmers are not in the habit of letting them out; but, in harvest, it must
be quite out of their power to spare a horse.”

“| shal understand all your waysin time; but, coming down with thetrue
London maxim, that everything is to be got with money, | wasalittle em-
barrassed at first by the sturdy independence of your country customs.
However, | am to have my harp fetched to-morrow. Henry, who is good-
natureitself, has offered to fetch it in hisbarouche. Will it not be honourably
conveyed?’
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Edmund spoke of the harp as his favourite instrument, and hoped to be
soon allowed to hear her. Fanny had never heard the harp at al, and wished
for it very much.

“1 shall be most happy to play to you both,” said Miss Crawford; “ at |east
aslong as you can like to listen: probably much longer, for | dearly love
music myself, and where the natural taste is equal the player must always
be best off, for sheis gratified in more ways than one. Now, Mr. Bertram,
if you writeto your brother, | entreat you totell himthat 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 against hisreturn, in compassion
to hisfedlings, as| know his horsewill lose.”

“If | write, | will say whatever you wish me; but | do not, at present,
foresee any occasion for writing.”

“No, | dare say, nor if he wereto be gone atwelvemonth, would you ever
writeto him, nor hetoyou, if it could be helped. The occasion would never
be foreseen. What strange creatures brothers are! You would not write to
each other but upon the most urgent necessity in theworld; and when obliged
to take up the pen to say that such ahorseisill, or such arelation dead, itis
donein the fewest possible words. You have but one style among you. |
know it perfectly. Henry, who isin every other respect exactly what a
brother should be, who |oves me, consults me, confidesin me, and will talk
to me by the hour together, has never yet turned the page in a letter; and
very often it is nothing more than—Dear Mary, | am just arrived. Bath
seemsfull, and everything asusual. Yourssincerely.” That isthetruemanly
style; that isa complete brother’ sletter.”

“When they are at adistancefrom all their family,” said Fanny, colouring
for William' s sake, “ they can writelong letters.”

“Miss Price has abrother at sea,” said Edmund, “ whose excellence as a
correspondent makes her think you too severe upon us.”

“ At sea, has she? Intheking' s service, of course?’

Fanny would rather have had Edmund tell the story, but his determined
silence obliged her to relate her brother’ s situation: her voicewas animated
in speaking of his profession, and the foreign stations he had been on; but
she could not mention the number of yearsthat he had been absent without
tearsin her eyes. Miss Crawford civilly wished him an early promotion.

“ Do you know anything of my cousin’ s captain?’ said Edmund; “ Cap-
tain Marshall? You have alarge acquaintance in the navy, | conclude?’

“ Among admiralss, large enough; but,” with an air of grandeur, “ 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 a
great deal: of them and their flags, and the gradation of their pay, and their
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bickeringsand jealousies. But, in general, | can assureyou that they are all
passed over, and al very ill used. Certainly, my homeat my uncle’ sbrought
me acquainted with a circle of admirals. Of Rears and Vices | saw
enough. Now do not be suspecting me of apun, | entreat.”

Edmund again felt grave, and only replied, “ It is anoble profession.”

“Yes, the profession iswell enough under two circumstances: if it make
the fortune, and there be discretion in spending it; but, in short, it isnot a
favourite profession of mine. It has never worn an amiable formto 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 consider-
ation among the others; and Mrs. Grant could not hel p addressing her brother,
though it was calling his attention from Miss Julia Bertram.

“My dear Henry, have you nothing to say? You have been animprover
yourself, and from what | hear of Everingham, it may vie with any placein
England. Itsnatural beauties, | am sure, aregreat. Everingham, asit used
to be, was perfect in my estimation: such ahappy fall of ground, and such
timber! What would | not giveto seeit again?’

“Nothing could be so gratifying to me as to hear your opinion of it,” was
his answer; “but | fear there would be some disappointment: you would
not find it equal to your present ideas. In extent, it isamere nothing; you
would be surprised at itsinsignificance; and, asfor improvement, there was
very little for meto do—too little: | should like to have been busy much
longer.”

“You arefond of the sort of thing?’ said Julia.

“ Excessively; but what with the natural advantages of the ground, which
pointed out, even to avery young eye, what little remained to be done, and
my own consequent resolutions, | had not been of age three months before
Everinghamwasall that itisnow. My plan waslaid at Westminster, alittle
altered, perhaps, at Cambridge, and at one-and-twenty executed. | amin-
clined to envy Mr. Rushworth for having so much happiness yet before
him. | have been adevourer of my own.”

“Those who see quickly, will resolve quickly, and act quickly,” said Julia.
“ You can never want employment. Instead of envying Mr. Rushworth,
you should assist him with your opinion.”

Mrs. Grant, hearing the latter part of this speech, enforced it warmly,
persuaded that no judgment could be equal to her brother’ s; and as Miss
Bertram caught at theidealikewise, and gave it her full support, declaring
that, in her opinion, it wasinfinitely better to consult with friendsand disin-
terested advisers, than immediately to throw the businessinto the hands of
aprofessional man, Mr. Rushworth was very ready to request the favour of
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Mr. Crawford’ s assistance; and Mr. Crawford, after properly depreciating
his own abilities, was quite at his service in any way that could be useful.
Mr. Rushworth then began to propose Mr. Crawford’ sdoing him the honour
of coming over to Sotherton, and taking a bed there; when Mrs. Norris, as
if reading in her two nieces' mindstheir little approbation of a plan which
was to take Mr. Crawford away, interposed with an amendment.

“There can be no doubt of Mr. Crawford’ swillingness; but why should
not more of us go? Why should not we make alittle party? Here are many
that would beinterested in your improvements, my dear Mr. Rushworth,
and that would like to hear Mr. Crawford’ s opinion on the spot, and that
might be of some small useto you with their opinions; and, for my own
part, | have been long wishing to wait upon your good mother again; noth-
ing but having no horses of my own could have made me so remiss; but
now | could go and sit afew hours with Mrs. Rushworth, while the rest of
you walked about and settled things, and then we could al return to alate
dinner here, or dine at Sotherton, just as might be most agreeable to your
mother, and have a pleasant drive home by moonlight. | dare say Mr.
Crawford would take my two niecesand mein his barouche, and Edmund
can go on horseback, you know, sister, and Fanny will stay at home with
you.”

Lady Bertram made no abjection; and every one concerned in the going
wasforward in expressing their ready concurrence, excepting Edmund, who
heard it all and said nothing.
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CHAPTER 7

“Well, Fanny, and how do you like Miss Crawford now ?’" said Edmund
the next day, after thinking some time on the subject himself. “How did
you like her yesterday ?’

“Very well-very much. | liketo hear her talk. She entertains me; and
sheisso extremely pretty, that | have great pleasurein looking at her.”

“It is her countenance that is so atractive. She has awonderful play of
feature! But was there nothing in her conversation that struck you, Fanny,
asnot quiteright?’

“Oh yes! she ought not to have spoken of her uncle as shedid. | was
quite astonished. An uncle with whom she has been living so many years,
and who, whatever hisfaults may be, isso very fond of her brother, treating
him, they say, quitelike ason. | could not havebelieved it!”

“| thought you would be struck. It was very wrong; very indecorous.”

“And very ungrateful, | think.”

“Ungrateful isastrong word. | do not know that her uncle hasany clam
toher gratitude ; hiswife certainly had; and it isthe warmth of her respect
for her aunt’ s memory which misleads her here. She is awkwardly
circumstanced. With such warm feelings and lively spiritsit must be diffi-
cult to do justice to her affection for Mrs. Crawford, without throwing a
shade on the Admiral. | do not pretend to know which was most to blame
in their disagreements, though the Admiral’ s present conduct might incline
oneto the side of hiswife; but it is natural and amiable that Miss Crawford
should acquit her aunt entirely. | do not censure her opinions; but there
certainly is impropriety in making them public.”

“Do not you think,” said Fanny, after alittle consideration, “that this
impropriety isareflection itself upon Mrs. 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 isafair remark. Yes, we must suppose the faults of the niece to
have been those of the aunt; and it makes one more sensible of the disad-
vantages 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 pleasing affection.”

“Yes, except asto hiswriting her such short letters. She made me almost
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laugh; but | cannot rate so very highly the love or good-nature of abrother
who will not give himself the trouble of writing anything worth reading to
his sisters, when they are separated. | am sure William would never have
used me so, under any circumstances. And what right had she to suppose
that you would not write long |etters when you were absent?’

“Theright of alively mind, Fanny, seizing whatever may contribute to
its own amusement or that of others; perfectly allowable, when untinctured
by ill-humour or roughness; and there isnot ashadow of either in the coun-
tenance or manner of Miss Crawford: nothing sharp, or loud, or coarse.
She is perfectly feminine, except m the instances we have been speaking
of. There she cannot bejustified. | an glad you saw it all as| 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 he wasin aline of admi-
ration of Miss Crawford, 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
favourite instrument: one morning secured an invitation for the next; for
thelady could not be unwilling to have alistener, and every thing was soon
in afair train.

A young woman, pretty, lively, with a harp as elegant as herself, and
both placed near awindow, cut down to the ground, and opening on alittle
lawn, surrounded by shrubs in the rich foliage of summer, was enough to
catch any man’ sheart. The season, the scene, the air, wered| favourableto
tenderness and sentiment. Mrs. Grant and her tambour frame were not with-
out their use: it was al in harmony; and as everything will turn to account
when loveis once set 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 beginning, at the
end of aweek of such intercourse, to be agood deal in love; and to the
credit of thelady it may be added that, without his being a man of theworld
or an eder brother, without any of thearts of flattery or the gaieties of small
tak, he began to be agreeableto her. Shefelt it to be so, though she had not
foreseen, and could hardly understand it; for he was not pleasant by any
common rule: hetalked no nonsense; he paid no compliments; his opinions
were unbending, his attentions tranquil and simple. There was a charm,
perhaps, in his sincerity, his steadiness, hisintegrity, which Miss Crawford
might be equal to feel, though not equal to discusswith herself. She did not
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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 &t the Parsonage every morning;
she would gladly have been there too, might she have gonein 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 Mrs. Grant and her sister to their home, while Mr. Crawford
was devoted to theladies of the Park; but she thought it avery bad exchange;
and if Edmund were not there to mix the wine and water for her, would
rather go without it than not. She was alittle surprised that he could spend
so many hours with Miss Crawford, and not see more of the sort of fault
which he had already observed, and of which she was almost always
reminded by a something of the same nature whenever she was in 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 Admird had since been
spared; and she scrupled to point out her own remarksto him, lest it should
appear likeill-nature. Thefirst actual pain which Miss Crawford occasioned
her was the consegquence of aninclination to learn to ride, which the former
caught, soon after her being settled at Mansfield, 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 first attempts, as the best fitted for a
beginner that either stable could furnish. No pain, noinjury, however, was
designed by him to his cousin in this offer: she was not to lose aday’ s
exercise by it. The mare was only to be taken down to the Parsonage half
an hour before her ridewereto begin; and Fanny, on itsbeing first proposed,
so far from feeling slighted, was almost over-powered with gratitude that
he should be asking her leavefor it.

Miss Crawford made her first essay with great credit to herself, and no
inconvenience to Fanny. Edmund, who had taken down the mare and pre-
sided at thewhol g, returned with it in excellent time, before either Fanny or
the steady old coachman, who always attended her when she rode without
her cousins, were ready to set forward. The second day’ strial was not so
guiltless. Miss Crawford’ s enjoyment of riding was such that she did not
know how to leaveoff. Activeand fearless, and though rather small, strongly
made, she seemed formed for a horsewoman; and to the pure genuine plea-
sure of the exercise, something was probably added in Edmund’ s atten-
dance and instructions, and something more in the conviction of very much
surpassing her sex in general by her early progress, to make her unwilling
todismount. 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
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appeared. To avoid her aunt, and look for him, she went out.

The houses, though scarcely half amile apart, were not within sight of
each other; but, by walking fifty yards from the hall door, she could look
down the park, and command aview of the Parsonage and all its demesnes,
gently rising beyond the village road; and in Dr. Grant’ s meadow she im-
mediately saw the group—Edmund and Miss Crawford both on horse-back,
riding side by side, Dr. and Mrs. Grant, and Mr. Crawford, with two or
three grooms, standing about and looking on. A happy party it appeared to
her, dl 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 hel p watching
all that passed. At first Miss Crawford and her companion made the circuit
of the field, which was not small, at afoot’ s pace; then, at her apparent
suggestion, they rose into acanter; and to Fanny’ stimid nature it was most
astonishing to see how well she sat. After afew minutes they stopped
entirely. Edmund was close to her; he was speaking to her; he was evi-
dently directing her management 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 al this; what could be more natural than that Edmund
should be making himself useful, and proving his good-nature by any one?
She could not but think, indeed, that Mr. Crawford might as well have
saved him thetrouble; that it would have been particularly proper and be-
coming in abrother to have doneit himself; but Mr. Crawford, with all his
boasted good-nature, and al his coachmanship, probably knew nothing of
the matter, and had no active kindness in comparison of Edmund. She be-
gan to think it rather hard upon the mare to have such double duty; if she
were forgotten, the poor mare should be remembered.

Her feelings for one and the other were soon a little tranquillised by
seeing the party in the meadow disperse, 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 agreat anxiety to avoid the suspicion.

“My dear Miss Price,” said Miss Crawford, as soon as she was at all
within hearing, “1 am come to make my own apol ogies for keeping you
waiting; but | have nothing in the world to say for myself—+knew it was
very late, and that | was behaving extremely ill; and therefore, if you please,
you must forgive me. Selfishness must always be forgiven, you know,
because thereis no hope of a cure.”

Fanny’ s answer was extremely civil, and Edmund added his conviction
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that she could bein no hurry. “ For there is more than time enough for my
cousin 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 donethen. | wish you may not befatigued by so much exercise.
| wish you had saved yourself thiswalk home.”

“No part of it fatigues me but getting off this horse, | assure you,” said
she, as she sprang down with hishelp; “ 1 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 hers, and they set off across another part
of the park; her feelings of discomfort not lightened by seeing, as shelooked
back, that the others were wal king 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 horse-woman, which he had been watching with an
interest almost equal to her own.

“Itisapleasure to seealady with such agood heart for riding!” said he.
“I 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 Easter. Lord bless you! how you did tremble when Sir Thomas
first had you put on!”

In the drawing-room Miss Crawford was al so celebrated. Her merit in
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 excel-
lencein it was like their own, and they had great pleasurein praising it.

“1 was sure she would ride well,” said Juliag; “ she has the make for it.
Her figure isas 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 agreat
deal to do with the mind.”

When they parted at night Edmund asked Fanny whether she meant to
ridethe next day.

“No, | do not know—nrot if you want the mare,” was her answer.

“1 do not want her at all for myself,” said he; “* but whenever you are
next inclined to stay at home, | think Miss Crawford would be glad to have
her alonger time—for awhole morning, in short. She has agreat desire to
get asfar as Mansfidd Common: Mrs. Grant has been telling her of itsfine
views, and | have no doubt of her being perfectly equa toit. But any
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morning will do for this. She would be extremely sorry to interfere with
you. It would be very wrong if shedid. She rides only for pleasure; you
for health.”

“| shall not ride to-morrow, certainly,” said Fanny; “ 1 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 therideto
Mansfield Common took place the next morning: the party included al 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 else the day after. There were
many other views to be shewn; and though the weather was hot, there were
shady laneswherever they wanted to go. A young party isaways provided
with ashady lane. Four finemornings successively were spent in thismanner,
in shewing the Crawfords the country, and doing the honours of its finest
spots. Everything answered; it was all gaiety and good-humour, the heat
only supplying inconvenience enough to be talked of with pleasure—till
the fourth day, when the happiness of one of the party was exceedingly
clouded. MissBertram wasthe one. Edmund and Juliawere 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 wasfelt as avery grievousinjury,
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 agloom as possible over their dinner and dessert.

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 Mariawould scarcely
raise her eyes from her book, and Lady Bertram was half-asleep; and even
Mrs. Norris, discomposed by her niece’ sill-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 afew 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 whereis Fanny? |s she goneto bed?’

“No, not that | know of,” replied Mrs. Norris; “ she was here amoment

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

“That is avery foolish trick, Fanny, to be idling away all the evening
upon asofa. 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. | ansurel amost broke my back by cutting it out. You should learnto
think of other people; and, take my word for it, it isa shocking trick for a
young person to be aways lolling upon a sofa.”

Before half thiswas said, Fanny was returned to her seat at thetable, and
had taken up her work again; and Julia, who was in high good-humour,
from the pleasures of the day, did her thejustice of exclaiming, “ | must say,
ma’ am, that Fanny is aslittle upon the sofaas anybody in the house.”

“Fanny,” said Edmund, after looking at her attentively, “1 am sure you
have the headache.”

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

“I can hardly believeyou,” hereplied; “| know your lookstoo well. How
long have you had it?’

“Sincealittle beforedinner. Itisnothing but the heat.”

“Did you go out in the heat?’

“Go out! to be sure shedid,” said Mrs. Norris: “would you have her stay
within such afine day asthis? Were not we al out? Evenyour 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; “| was out abovean
hour. | sat 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 headache might not be caught
then, sister. Thereisnothing solikely to giveit as standing and stooping in
ahot sun; but | dare say it will bewell to-morrow. Supposeyou let her have
your aromatic vinegar; | always forget to have minefilled.”

“Shehasgot it,” 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, ma am? No
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wonder her head aches.”

Mrs. Norris wastalking to Julia, and did not hear.

“1 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 Fanny? Upon my word, ma’ am, it has
been avery ill-managed business.”

“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 myself, indeed;
but I cannot bein two places at once; and | wastalking to Mr. Green at that
very time about your mother’ sdairymaid, by her desire, 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 myself upon any occasion, but really | cannot do everything at once.
And as for Fanny’ sjust stepping down to my house for me—t is not much
above a quarter of a mile—+cannot think | was unreasonable to ask it.
How often do | pace it three times a day, early and late, ay, and in all
weathers too, and say nothing about it?”

“| wish Fanny had half your strength, ma’ am.”

“ If Fanny would bemore regular in her exercise, shewould not be knocked
up so soon. She has not been out on horseback 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 noth-
ing so refreshing asawalk after afatigue of that kind; and though the sun
was strong, it was not so very hot. Between ourselves, Edmund,” nodding
significantly at hismother, “ it was cutting the roses, and dawdling about in
the flower-garden, that did the mischief.”

“1 am afraid it was, indeed,” said the more candid Lady Bertram, who
had overheard her; “ | am very much afraid she caught the headache there,
for the heat was enough to kill anybody. It was as much as | could bear
myself. Sitting and calling to Pug, and trying to keep him from the flower-
beds, was almost too much for me.”

Edmund said no more to either lady; but going quietly to another table,
on which the supper-tray yet remained, brought aglass of Madeirato Fanny,
and obliged her to drink the greater part. She wished to be able to decline
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it; but the tears, which avariety of feelings created, madeit easier to swal-
low than to speak.

Vexed as Edmund waswith his mother and aunt, he was still more angry
with himself. His own forgetfulness of her was worse than anything which
they had done. Nothing of this would have happened had she been prop-
erly considered; but she had been |eft four days together without any choice
of companions or exercise, and without any excuse for avoiding whatever
her unreasonabl e aunts might require. He was ashamed to think that for
four daystogether she had not had the power of riding, and very seriously
resolved, however unwilling he must be to check a pleasure of Miss
Crawford’ s, that it should never happen again.

Fanny went to bed with her heart as full as on the first evening of her
arriva at the Park. The state of her spiritshad probably had its sharein her
indisposition; for shehad been feeling neglected, and been struggling against
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 occasioned, made her hardly know how to support herself.
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CHAPTER 8

Fanny’ s rides recommenced the very next day; and as it was a pleasant
fresh-feeling morning, less hot than the weather had lately been, Edmund
trusted that her losses, both of health and pleasure, would be soon made
good. While she was gone Mr. Rushworth arrived, escorting his mother,
who came to be civil and to shew her civility especialy, in urging the ex-
ecution of the plan for visiting Sotherton, which had been started a fort-
night before, and which, in consequence of her subsequent absence from
home, had since lain dormant. Mrs. Norris and her nieces were all well
pleased with its revival, and an early day was named and agreed to, pro-
vided Mr. Crawford should be disengaged: the young ladies did not forget
that stipulation, and though Mrs. Norris would willingly have answered for
his being so, they would neither authorisetheliberty nor run therisk; and at
last, 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.

Before hisreturn Mrs. Grant and Miss Crawford came in. Having been
out some time, and taken a different route to the house, they had not met
him. Comfortable hopes, however, were given that he would find Mr.
Crawford at home. The Sotherton scheme was mentioned of course. It was
hardly possible, indeed, that anything else should be talked of, for Mrs.
Norriswas in high spirits about it; and Mrs. Rushworth, a well-meaning,
civil, prosing, pompous woman, who thought nothing of consequence, but
asit related to her own and her son’ s concerns, had not yet given over
pressing Lady Bertram to be of the party. Lady Bertram constantly declined
it; but her placid manner of refusal made Mrs. Rushworth still think she
wished to come, till Mrs. Norris' s more numerous words and louder tone
convinced her of the truth.

“The fatigue would be too much for my sister, a great deal too much, |
assure you, my dear Mrs. Rushworth. Ten miles there, and ten back, you
know. You must excuse my sister on this occasion, and accept of our two
dear girls and myself without her. Sotherton isthe only place that could
give her a wish to go so far, but it cannot be, indeed. She will have a
companion in Fanny Price, you know, so it will al do very wdl; and asfor
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Edmund, as heis not here to speak for himself, | will answer for his being
most happy to join the party. He can go on horseback, you know.”

Mrs. Rushworth being obliged to yield to Lady Bertram’ s staying at home,
could only be sorry. “ Theloss of her ladyship’ scompany would be agreat
drawback, and she should have been extremely happy to have seen the
young lady too, Miss Price, who had never been at Sotherton yet, and it was
apity she should not see the place.”

“You are very kind, you are all kindness, my dear madam,” cried Mrs.
Norris; “ but as to Fanny, she will have opportunitiesin plenty of seeing
Sotherton. She hastime enough before her; and her going now is quite out
of the question. Lady Bertram could not possibly spare her.”

“Ohno! | cannot do without Fanny.”

Mrs. Rushworth proceeded next, under the conviction that everybody
must be wanting to see Sotherton, to include Miss Crawford in theinvitation;
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 appearancejust in timeto 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. Norristrying to make
up her mind as to whether Miss Crawford’ s being of the party were desir-
able 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 isit necessary,” said Edmund, “that Crawford’ s carriage, or
his only , should be employed? Why is no useto be made of my mother’ s
chaise? | could not, when the scheme was first mentioned the other day,
understand why avisit from the family were not to be made in the carriage
of the family.”

“What!” cried Julia: “ go boxed up three in a postchaisein this weather,
when we may have seatsin abarouche! No, my dear Edmund, that will not
guitedo.”

“Besides,” said Maria, “ | know that Mr. Crawford depends upon taking
us. After what passed at first, hewould claim it as a promise.”

“And, my dear Edmund,” added Mrs. Norris, “taking out two carriages
when one will do, would be trouble for nothing; and, between ourselves,
coachman is not very fond of the roads between this and Sotherton: he
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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 al the varnish scratched off.”

“That would not be avery handsome reason for using Mr. Crawford’ s,”
sad Marig; “ but thetruth is, that Wilcox isastupid old fellow, and does not
know how to drive. | will answer for it that we shall find no inconvenience
from narrow roads on Wednesday.”

“Thereisno hardship, | suppose, nothing unpleasant,” said Edmund, “in
going on the barouche box.”

“Unpleasant!” cried Maria: “oh dear! | believeit would be generally
thought the favourite seat. There can be no comparison asto one’ sview
of the country. Probably Miss Crawford will choose the barouche-box
herself.”

“There can be no objection, 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, thereis no ideaof her
going with us. She stays with her aunt. | told Mrs. Rushworth so. Sheis
not expected.”

“You can have no reason, | imagine, madam,” said he, addressing his
mother, “for wishing Fanny not to be of the party, but as it relates to
yourself, to your own comfort. If you could do without her, you would not
wish to keep her at home?”’

“To be surenot, but I cannot do without her.”

“You can, if | stay at homewith you, as| mean to do.”

There was ageneral cry out at this. “ Yes,” he continued, “thereis no
necessity for my going, and | mean to stay at home. Fanny has a great
desireto see Sotherton. | know she wishesit very much. She has not often
agratification of thekind, and | am sure, ma’ am, you would be glad to give
her the pleasure now?’

“Ohyes! very glad, if your aunt sees no objection.”

Mrs. Norriswas very ready with the only objection which could remain—
their having positively assured Mrs. Rushworth that Fanny could not go,
and the very strange appearance there would consequently bein 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
unceremonious, so bordering on disrespect for Mrs. Rushworth, whose own
manners were such apattern of good-breeding and attention, that shereally
did not fed equal toit. Mrs. Norrishad no affection for Fanny, and no wish
of procuring her pleasure at any time; but her opposition to Edmund now ,
arose more from partiality for her own scheme, because it was her own,
than from anything else. Shefelt that she had arranged everything ex-
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tremely well, and that any alteration must befor theworse. 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 men-
tioning Miss Price as one who would probably be of the party, and had
directly received avery sufficient invitation for his cousin, Mrs. Norris was
too much vexed to submit with avery good grace, and would only say,
“Very well, very wdl, just as you chuse, settle it your own way, | am sure
do not care about it.”

“It seems very odd,” said Maria, “that you should be staying at home
instead of Fanny.”

“1 am sure she ought to be very much obliged to you,” added Julia, hast-
ily leaving the room as she spoke, from a consciousness that she ought to
offer to stay at home herself.

“Fanny will feel quite asgrateful asthe 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. Shefelt Edmund’ s kindnesswith all, and more than al,
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
pain, and her own satisfaction in seeing Sotherton would be nothing with-
out him.

The next meeting of thetwo Mansfield families produced another alter-
ationinthe plan, and one that was admitted with general approbation. Mrs.
Grant offered herself as companion for the day to Lady Bertram in lieu of
her son, and Dr. Grant wasto join them at dinner. Lady Bertram was very
well pleased to haveit so, and the young ladieswere in spiritsagain. Even
Edmund was very thankful for an arrangement which restored him to his
share of the party; and Mrs. Norris thought it an excellent 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 his sisters; and as everybody was ready, there was noth-
ing to be done but for Mrs. Grant to alight and the others to take their
places. The place of al places, the envied seat, the post of honour, was
unappropriated. To whose happy lot wasit to fall? While each of the Miss
Bertrams were meditating how best, and with the most appearance of oblig-
ing the others, to secureit, the matter was settled by Mrs. Grant’ s saying, as
she stepped from the carriage, “ As there are five of you, it will be better
that oneshould sit with Henry; and as you were saying lately that you wished
you could drive, Julia, | think thiswill be agood opportunity for you to take
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alesson.”

Happy Julia! Unhappy Marial The former was on the barouche-box in
amoment, 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 mistress’' sarms.

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 al that was new, and admiring all that was pretty. Shewas not
ofteninvited to join in the conversation of the others, nor did she desire it.
Her own thoughts and reflections were habitually her best companions;
and, in observing the appearance of the country, 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 speak to of what she felt. That was the only point of
resemblance between her and the lady who sat by her: in everything but a
value for Edmund, Miss Crawford was very unlike her. She had none of
Fanny’ s delicacy of taste, of mind, of feeling; she saw Nature, inanimate
Nature, with little observation; her attention was al for men and women,
her talentsfor 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 considerabl e hill, they were united, and a“ there heis’
broke at the same moment from them both, more than once.

For the first seven miles Miss Bertram had very little real comfort: her
prospect always ended in Mr. Crawford and her sister sitting side by side,
full of conversation and merriment; and to see only his expressive profile
as he turned with asmile to Julia, or to catch the laugh of the other, was a
perpetual 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 spoketo them, it wasin the highest spirits: “ her
view of the country was charming, she wished they could al seeit,” etc.;
but her only offer of exchange was addressed to Miss Crawford, as they
gained the summit of along hill, and was not moreinviting than this: “ Here
isafineburst of country. | wish you had my seat, but | dare say you will not
takeit, let me press you ever so much;” and Miss Crawford could hardly
answer before they were moving again at a good pace.

When they came within the influence of Sotherton associations, it was
better for Miss Bertram, who might be said to have two strings to her bow.
She had Rushworth feelings, and Crawford feelings, and in the vicinity of
Sotherton the former had considerable effect. Mr. Rushworth’ sconsequence
was hers. She could not tell Miss Crawford that “ those woods belonged to
Sotherton,” shecould not carelessly observethat “ she believed that it was
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now all Mr. Rushworth’ s property on each side of the road,” without ela-
tion of heart; and it was a pleasure to increase with their approach to the
capital freehold mansion, and ancient manorial residence of the family,
with all its rights of court-leet and court-baron.

“Now we shall have no morerough road, Miss Crawford; our difficulties
areover. Therest of theway is such asit ought to be. Mr. Rushworth has
made it since he succeeded to the estate. Here begins the village. Those
cottages are really adisgrace. The church spireisreckoned remarkably
handsome. | am glad the church isnot so close to the great house as often
happensin old places. The annoyance of the bells must beterrible. Thereis
the parsonage: atidy-looking house, and | understand the clergyman and
hiswife are very decent people. Those are d mshouses, built by some of the
family. To theright is the steward’ s house; heis avery respectable man.
Now we are coming to the lodge-gates; but we have nearly a mile through
the park still. It is not ugly, you see, at this end; there is some fine timber,
but the situation of the house is dreadful. We go down hill to it for half a
mile, and it isapity, for it would not be anill-looking placeif it had abetter
approach.”

Miss Crawford was not slow to admire; she pretty well guessed Miss
Bertram’ sfedings, and madeit apoint of honour to promote her enjoyment
to the utmost. Mrs. Norriswas all delight and volubility; and even Fanny
had something to say in admiration, and might be heard with complacency.
Her eye was eagerly taking in everything within her reach; and after be-
ing at some pains to get aview 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 east, | perceive. The
avenue, therefore, must be at the back of it. Mr. Rushworth talked of the
west front.”

“Yes, it is exactly behind the house; begins at alittle distance, and as-
cends for half amileto the extremity of the grounds. You may see some-
thing of it here—something of the more distant trees. It is oak entirely.”

Miss Bertram could now speak with decided information of what she
had known nothing about when Mr. Rushworth had asked her opinion; and
her spiritswerein as happy aflutter asvanity and pride could furnish, when
they drove up to the spacious stone steps before the principal entrance.
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CHAPTER 9

Mr. Rushworth was at the door to receive his fair lady; and the whole
party were welcomed by him with due attention. In the drawing-room they
were met with equal cordiality by the mother, and Miss Bertram had all the
distinction with each that she could wish. After the business of arriving
was over, it was first necessary to eat, and the doors were thrown open to
admit them through one or two intermediate roomsinto the appointed din-
ing-parlour, where a collation was prepared with abundance and elegance.
Much was said, and much was ate, and all went well. The particul ar object
of the day was then considered. How would Mr. Crawford like, in what
manner would he chuse, to take a survey of the grounds? Mr. Rushworth
mentioned his curricle. Mr. Crawford suggested the greater desirableness
of some carriage which might convey more than two. “ To be depriving
themselves of the advantage of other eyes and other judgments, might be
an evil even beyond theloss of present pleasure.”

Mrs. Rushworth proposed that the chaise should be taken also; but this
was scarcely 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
pleased to haveits size displayed, and all were glad to be doing something.

The whole party rose accordingly, and under Mrs. Rushworth’ s guid-
ance were shewn through anumber of rooms, all lofty, and many large, and
amply furnished in the taste of fifty years back, with shining floors, solid
mahogany, rich damask, marble, gilding, and carving, each handsomein its
way. Of pictures there were abundance, and some few good, but the larger
part were family portraits, no longer anything to anybody but Mrs.
Rushworth, who had been at great pains to learn all that the housekeeper
could teach, and was now almost 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 thewillingnessof 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 everything was almost as interesting as it was new, attended with
unaffected earnestnessto all that Mrs. Rushworth could relate of the family
in former times, its rise and grandeur, regal visits and loyal efforts, de-
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lighted to connect anything with history already known, or warm her imagi-
nation 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 at-
tending Mrs. Rushworth, Henry Crawford was looking grave and shaking
his head at the windows. Every room on the west front looked across a
lawn to the beginning of the avenueimmediatdly 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. Rushworth, “ we are coming to the chapel,
which properly we ought to enter from above, and ook down upon; but as
we are quite among friends, | will take you in thisway, if you will excuse
me.
They entered. Fanny’ simagination 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. “| am disappointed,” said she, in alow voice, to
Edmund. “Thisisnot my idea of achapel. There is nothing awful here,
nothing melancholy, nothing grand. Here are no aisles, no arches, no
inscriptions, no banners. No banners, cousin, to be * blown by the night
wind of heaven.” No signsthat a*‘ Scottish monarch sleepsbelow.” ”

“You forget, Fanny, how lately al this has been built, and for how con-
fined a purpose, compared with the old chapel s 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 ook for the banners and
the achievements.”

“It was foolish of me not to think of all that; but | am disappointed.”

Mrs. Rushworth began her rlation. “ This chapel was fitted up as you
seeit, in Jamesthe Second’ stime. Beforethat period, as| understand, the
pews were only wainscot; and there is some reason to think that thelinings
and cushionsof the pulpit and family seat were only purple cloth; but thisis
not quite certain. It isahandsome chapel, and was formerly in constant
use both morning and evening. Prayers were always read in it by the do-
mestic chaplain, within the memory of many; but the late Mr. Rushworth
left it off.”

“Every generation hasits improvements,” said Miss Crawford, with a
smile, to Edmund.

Mrs. Rushworth was gone to repeat her lesson to Mr. Crawford; and
Edmund, Fanny, and Miss Crawford remained in a cluster together.
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“Itisapity,” cried Fanny, “ that the custom should have been discontinued.
It was avaluable part of former times. Thereis something in achapel and
chaplain so much in character with a great house, with one' sideas of what
such ahousehold should be! A whole family assembling regularly for the
purpose of prayer isfinel”

“Very fineindeed,” said Miss Crawford, laughing. “ It must do the heads
of the family agreat deal of good to force all the poor housemaids and
footmen to leave business and pleasure, and say their prayers heretwicea
day, whilethey are inventing excuses themselvesfor staying away.”

“ That ishardly Fanny’ sideaof afamily assembling,” said Edmund. “If
the master and mistress do not attend themselves, there must be more
harm than good in the custom.”

“At any rate, it is safer to leave people to their own devices on such
subjects. Everybody likes to go their own way—to chuse their own time
and manner of devotion. The obligation of attendance, the formality, the
restraint, the length of time—altogether it is a formidable thing, and what
nobody likes; and if the good people who used to kneel and gapein that
galery could have foreseen that the time would ever come when men and
women might lie another ten minutes in bed, when they woke with a
headache, without danger of reprobation, because chapel was missed, they
would have jumped with joy and envy. Cannot you imagine with what
unwilling feelings the former belles of the house of Rushworth did many a
time repair to this chapel? The young Mrs. Eleanors and Mrs. Bridgets—
starched up into seeming piety, but with heads full of something very dif-
ferent—especialy 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 afew moments she was unanswered. Fanny coloured and looked at
Edmund, but felt too angry for speech; and he needed alittle recollection
before he could say, “ Your lively mind can hardly be serious even on seri-
ous subjects. You have given us an amusing sketch, and human nature can-
not say it wasnot so. Wemust all feel at times thedifficulty of fixing our
thoughts aswe could wish; but if you are supposing it afrequent thing, that
isto say, a weakness grown into a habit from neglect, what could be ex-
pected fromthe private devotions of such persons? Do you think the minds
which are suffered, which areindulged in wanderingsin a chapel, would be
more collected in a closet?’

“Yes, very likely. They would have two chances at least in their favour.
There would be lessto distract the attention from without, and it would not
betried solong.”

“The mind which does not struggle against itself under one circumstance,
would find objectsto distract it in the other, | believe; and theinfluence of
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the place and of example may often rouse better feelings than are begun
with. The greater length of the service, however, | admit to be sometimes
too hard a stretch upon the mind. One wishes it were not so; but | have not
yet left Oxford long enough to forget what chapel prayers are.”

While this was passing, the rest of the party being scattered about the
chapel, Juliacalled Mr. Crawford’ s attention to her sister, by saying, “ Do
look at Mr. Rushworth and Maria, standing side by side, exactly asif the
ceremony were going to be performed. Have not they completely theair of
it?’

Mr. Crawford smiled his acquiescence, and stepping forward to Maria,
said, in avoice which she only could hear, “1 do not like to see Miss Bertram
SO near the altar.”

Starting, the lady instinctively moved astep or two, but recovering her-
self in a moment, affected to laugh, and asked him, in atone not much
louder, “ If hewould give her avay?’

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

Julia, joining them at the moment, carried on the joke.

“Upon my word, it isreally apity that it should not take placedirectly, if
we had but aproper licence, for here we are altogether, and nothing in the
world could be more snug and pleasant.” And she talked and laughed
about it with so little caution asto catch the comprehension of Mr. Rushworth
and his mother, and expose her sister to the whispered gallantries of her
lover, while Mrs. Rushworth spoke with proper smiles and dignity of its
being a most happy event to her whenever it took place.

“1f Edmund were but in orders!” cried Julia, and running to where he
stood 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 ordained; Mr. Rushworth and Maria are quite ready.”

Miss Crawford’ s countenance, as Julia spoke, might have amused adis-
interested observer. Shelooked almost aghast under the new idea she was
receiving. Fanny pitied her. “ How distressed she will be at what she said
just now,” passed 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, re-
plied only, “If | had known this before, | would have spoken of the cloth
with more respect,” and turned the subject.

The chapel was soon afterwards left to the silence and stillness which
reigned in it, with few interruptions, throughout the year. Miss Bertram,
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displeased with her sister, led the way, and all seemed to feel that they had
been there long enough.

The lower part of the house had been now entirely shewn, and Mrs.
Rushworth, never weary in the cause, would have proceeded towards the
principal staircase, 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
doesnot alwaysavoid, “weare too long going over the house, we shall not
have time for what isto be done out of doors. It is past two, and we are to
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
most could be done, when the young peopl e, meeting with an outward door,
temptingly open on aflight of stepswhich led immediately to turf and shrubs,
and all the swesets of pleasure-grounds, as by oneimpulse, onewish for air
and liberty, dl walked out.

“ Suppose we turn down here for the present,” said Mrs. Rushworth, civ-
illy taking the hint and following them. “ Here are the greatest number of
our plants, and here are the curious pheasants.”

“Query,” said Mr. Crawford, looking round him, “ whether we may not
find something to employ us here before we go farther? | seewalls of great
promise. Mr. Rushworth, shall we summon a council on this lavn?’

“James,” said Mrs. Rushworth to her son, “ | believe the wilderness will
benew to al the party. The Miss Bertrams have never seen the wilderness
yet.”

No objection was made, but for some timethere seemed no inclination to
movein any plan, or to any distance. All were attracted at first by the plants
or the pheasants, and all dispersed 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, con-
tained beyond thefirst planted areaa bowling-green, and beyond the bowl-
ing-green along terrace walk, backed by iron palisades, 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 MissBertram and Mr. Rushworth; and when, after alittletime,
the others began to form into parties, these three were found in busy con-
sultation on theterrace by Edmund, Miss Crawford, and Fanny, who seemed
asnaturally to unite, and who, after ashort participation of their regrets and
difficulties, left them and wa ked on. The remaining three, Mrs. Rushworth,
Mrs. Norris, and Julia, were still far behind; for Julia, whose happy star no
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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
fallen 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 astate 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
aduty 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 any essential
part of her education, made her miserable under it.

“Thisisinsufferably 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 be-
ing comfortable? Here is a nice little wood, if one can but get into it.
What happinessif the door should not be locked! but of courseitis; for
in these great places the gardeners are the only people who can go where
they like.”

The door, however, proved not to be locked, and they were all agreed in
turning joyfully through it, and leaving the unmitigated 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 regularity, was
darkness and shade, and natural beauty, compared with the bowling-green
and theterrace. They al felt the refreshment of it, and for some time could
only walk and admire. At length, after ashort pause, Miss Crawford began
with, “ So you are to be aclergyman, Mr. Bertram. Thisisrather asurprise
tome.”

“Why should it surprise you? You must suppose me designed for some
profession, and might perceive that | am neither alawyer, nor asoldier, nor
asailor.”

“Very true; but, in short, it had not occurred to me. And you know there
isgenerally an uncle or agrandfather to leave afortune 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 areyou to be aclergyman? | thought that was awaysthe lot
of the youngest, where there were many to chuse before him.”

“Do you think the church itself never chosen, then?’

“ Never isablack word. But yes, inthe never of conversation, which
means not very often, | dothinkit. For what isto be donein the church?
Men love to distinguish themselves, and in either of the other lines distinc-
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tion may be gained, but not in the church. A clergyman is nothing.”

“The nothing of conversation has its gradations, | hope, as well asthe
never . A clergyman cannot be high in state or fashion. He must not head
mobs, or set thetonindress. But | cannot call that situation nothing which
hasthe charge of all that is of thefirst importance to mankind, individualy
or collectively considered, temporally and eternally, which has the guard-
ianship of religion and morals, and consequently of the manners which
result from their influence. No onehere can cdl the office nothing. If the
man who holdsit isso, it isby the neglect of hisduty, 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 see much
of this influence and importance in society, and how can it be acquired
where they are so seldom seen themselves? How can two sermons aweek,
even supposing them worth hearing, supposing the preacher to have the
sense to prefer Blair’ s to his own, do all that you speak of ? govern the
conduct and fashion the manners of alarge congregation for therest of the
week? One scarcely sees aclergyman out of his pulpit.”

“ You are speaking of London, | am speaking of the nation at large.”

“The metropolis, | imagine, isapretty fair sample of the rest.”

“Not, | should hope, of the proportion of virtue to vice throughout the
kingdom. Wedo not look in greet citiesfor our best morality. Itisnot there
that respectabl e people of any denomination can do most good; and it cer-
tainly is not there that the influence of the clergy can be most felt. A fine
preacher isfollowed and admired; but itis not in fine preaching only that a
good clergyman will be useful in his parish and his neighbourhood, where
the parish and neighbourhood are of a size 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 manners, 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 ceremonies of life.
The manners | speak of might rather be called conduct , perhaps, the
result of good principles; the effect, in short, of those doctrineswhichit is
their duty to teach and recommend; and it will, | believe, be everywhere
found, that asthe clergy are, or are not what they ought to be, so aretherest
of the nation.”

“Certainly,” said Fanny, with gentle earnestness.

“There,” cried Miss Crawford, “you have quite convinced Miss Price
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already.”

“I'wish | could convince Miss Crawford too.”

“I do not think you ever will,” said she, with anarch smile; “| am just as
much surprised now as | was at first that you should intend to take orders.
You redlly are fit for something better. Come, do change your mind. Itis
not too late. Go into the law.”

“Go into the law! With as much ease as | was told to go into this
wilderness.”

“Now you are going to say something about law being the worst wilder-
ness of the two, but | forestall you; remember, | haveforestalled you.”

“You need not hurry when the object isonly to prevent my saying a bon
mot , for thereis not theleast wit in my nature. | am avery matter-of-fact,
plain-spoken being, and may blunder on the borders of arepartee for half
an hour together without striking it out.”

A general silence succeeded. Each was thoughtful. Fanny made thefirst
interruption by saying, “ | wonder that | should betired with only wakingin
this sweet wood; but the next time we come to a sedt, if it is not disagree-
abletoyou, | should be glad to sit down for alittle while.”

“My dear Fanny,” cried Edmund, immediately drawing her arm within
his, “ how thoughtless | have been! | hope you arenot very tired. Perhaps,
" turning to Miss Crawford, “ my other companion may do me the honour
of taking anarm.”

“Thank you, but | am not at al tired.” She took it, however, as she
spoke, and the gratification of having her do so, of fedling such aconnexion
for thefirst time, made him alittle forgetful of Fanny. “ You scarcely touch
me,” said he. “ You do not make me of any use. What a difference in the
weight of awoman’ sarm fromthat of aman! At Oxford | have been agood
deal used to have a man lean on me for the length of a street, and you are
only afly in the comparison.”

“I amreally not tired, which | amost wonder at; for we must have walked
at least amile in thiswood. Do not you think we have?’

“Not half amile,” was his sturdy answer; for he was not yet so muchin
love asto measure distance, or reckon time, with feminine lawl essness.

“Oh! you do not consider how much we have wound about. We have
taken such avery serpentine course, and thewood itsef must be half amile
long in astraight line, for we have never seen theend of it yet since we left
thefirst great path.”

“But if you remember, before we | eft that first great path, we saw di-
rectly to the end of it. Welooked down the whole vista, and saw it closed
by iron gates, and it could not have been more than afurlong in length.”

“Oh! | know nothing of your furlongs, but | am sureitisavery long
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wood, and that we have been winding in and out ever since we cameinto it;
and therefore, when | say that we have walked amilein it, | must speak
within compass.”

“We have been exactly a quarter of an hour here,” said Edmund, taking
out hiswatch. “ Do you think we arewalking four milesan hour?”  “Oh!
do not attack me with your watch. A watch is aways too fast or too slow.
| cannot be dictated to by awatch.”

A few steps farther brought them out at the bottom of the very walk they
had been talking of; and standing back, well shaded and sheltered, and
looking over aha-hainto the park, was acomfortable-sized bench, on which
they all sat down.

“1 am afraid you are very tired, Fanny,” said Edmund, observing her;
“why would not you speak sooner? Thiswill beabad day’ samusement for
you if you areto be knocked up. Every sort of exercisefatigues her so soon,
Miss Crawford, except riding.”

“How abominable in you, then, to let me engross her horseas| did al
last week! | am ashamed of you and of myself, but it shall never happen
again.”

“ Your attentiveness and consideration makes me more sensible of
my own neglect. Fanny’ sinterest seems in safer hands with you than
with me.”

“That she should betired now, however, gives me no surprise; for there
is nothing in the course of on€’ s duties so fatiguing as what we have been
doing thismorning: seeing agreat house, dawdling from oneroomto another,
straining one’ s eyes and one’ s attention, hearing what one does not
understand, admiring what one does not carefor. It is generally allowed to
bethe greatest borein the world, and Miss Price has found it so, though she
did not know it.”

“| shall soon berested,” said Fanny; “to sitin the shade on afineday, and
look upon verdure, isthe most perfect refreshment.”

After sitting alittle while Miss Crawford was up again. “ | must move,”
said she; “ resting fatigues me. | havelooked acrossthe ha-hatill | amweary.
| must go and look through that iron gate at the same view, without being
abletoseeit sowell.”

Edmund left the seat likewise. “Now, Miss Crawford, if you will look
up thewalk, you will convince yourself that it cannot be half amile long, or
half half amile.”

“It isanimmense distance,” said she; “| see that with aglance.”

He still reasoned with her, but in vain. She would not calculate, she
would not compare. She would only smile and assert. The greatest degree
of rational consistency could not have been more engaging, and they talked
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with mutual satisfaction. 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 therewas
astraight green walk along the bottom by the side of the ha-ha—and per-
haps turn alittle way in some other direction, if it seemed likely to assist
them, and be back inafew 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 was
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 al sound of them had ceased.
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CHAPTER 10

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 anxiousdesire of hearing their stepsand their voicesagain. Shelistened,
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 Priceall done” and “ My dear Fanny, how comesthis?’ were the
first salutations. Shetold her story. “ Poor dear Fanny,” cried her cousin,
“how ill 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 was 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, Miss Bertram, observing theiron
gate, expressed awish of passing through it into the park, that their views
and their plans might be more comprehensive. It was the very thing of all
othersto bewished, it was the best, it wasthe only way of proceeding with
any advantage, in Henry Crawford' s opinion; and he directly saw aknoll
not half a mile 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|ocked. 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’ sinclination for so doing did by no meanslessen, it ended in Mr.
Rushworth’ s declaring outright that he would go and fetch the key. He set
off accordingly.

“It isundoubtedly the best thing we can do now, aswe are so far from the



70 Mansfield Park

house already,” said Mr. Crawford, when he was gone.

“Yes, there is nothing elseto be done. But now, sincerely, do not you
find the place altogether worse than you expected?”’

“No, indeed, far otherwise. | find it better, grander, more completeinits
style, though that style may not be the best. And to tell you the truth,”
speaking rather lower, “ | do not think that | shall ever see Sotherton again
with so much pleasureas| do now. Another summer will hardly improveit
tome.”

After amoment’ s embarrassment the lady replied, “ You are too much a
man of the world not to see with the eyes of theworld. If other people think
Sotherton improved, | have no doubt that you will.”

“1 am afraid | am not quite so much the man of the world as might be
good for mein some points. My feelings are not quite so evanescent, nor
my memory of the past under such easy dominion as one finds to be the
case with men of the world.”

Thiswasfollowed by ashort silence. Miss Bertram began again. “ You
seemed to enjoy your drive herevery much thismorning. | was glad to see
you so well entertained. You and Julia were laughing the whole way.”

“Were we? Yes, | believe wewere; but | have not the | east recollection at
what. Oh! | believe | was relating to her someridicul ous stories of an old
Irish groom of my uncl€e' s. Your sister lovesto laugh.”

“You think her more light-hearted than | am?’

“More easily amused,” he replied; “ consequently, you know,” smiling,
“ better company. | could not have hoped to entertain you with Irish anec-
dotesduring aten miles drive.”

“Naturaly, | believe, | am aslively as Julia, but | have more to think of
now.”

“You have, undoubtedly; and there are situationsin which very high spirits
would denote insensibility. Your prospects, however, aretoo fair to justify
want of spirits. You have avery smiling scene before you.”

“Do you mean literally or figuratively? Literaly, | conclude. Yes,
certainly, the sun shines, and the park looks very cheerful. But unluckily
that iron gate, that ha-ha, give me afeeling of restraint and hardship. “|
cannot get out, asthestarling said.” Asshespoke, and it waswith expression,
she walked to the gate: hefollowed her. “Mr. Rushworth is so long fetch-
ingthiskey!”

“And for the world you would not get out without the key and without
Mr. Rushworth’ s authority and protection, or | think you might with little
difficulty pass round the edge of the gate, here, with my assistance; | think
it might be done, if you realy wished to be more at large, and could allow
yourself to think it not prohibited.”
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“Prohibited! nonsense! | certainly can get out that way, and | will. Mr.
Rushworth will be here in a moment, you know; we shall not be out of
sight.”

“Orif weare, Miss Price will be so good asto tell him that hewill find us
near that knoll: the grove of oak on the knoll.”

Fanny, feeling al this to be wrong, could not help making an effort to
prevent it. “You will hurt yourself, Miss Bertram,” she cried; “ you will
certainly hurt yourself against those spikes; you will tear your gown; you
will bein danger of slipping into the ha-ha. You had better not go.”

Her cousin was safe on the other side while these words were spoken,
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 | eft to her solitude, and with no increase of pleasant
feelings, for shewas sorry for amost al that she had seen and heard, aston-
ished at Miss Bertram, and angry with Mr. Crawford. By taking acircui-
tous route, and, as it appeared to her, very unreasonable direction to the
knoll, they were soon beyond her eye; and for some minutes longer she
remained without sight or sound of any companion. She seemed to have
thelittle wood all to herself. She could almost have thought that Edmund
and Miss Crawford had left it, but that it was impossible 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 alook of disappointment, cried out on seeing her, “ Heyday! Where
are the others?1 thought Mariaand Mr. Crawford were with you.”

Fanny explained.

“A pretty trick, upon my word! | cannot see them anywhere,” looking
eagerly into the park. “But they cannot be very far off, and | think | am
equal to as much as Maria, even without help.”

“But, Julig, Mr. Rushworth will be here in amoment with the key. Do
wait for Mr. Rushworth.”

“Not I, indeed. | have had enough of the family for one morning. Why,
child, | have but this moment escaped 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 as well, perhaps, if you had been in my
place, but you always contrive to keep out of these scrapes.”

Thiswas amost unjust reflection, but Fanny could alow for it, and let it
pass: Juliawas vexed, and her temper was hasty; but shefelt that it would
not last, and therefore, taking no notice, only asked her if she had not seen
Mr. Rushworth.
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“Yes, yes, we saw him. Hewas posting away as if upon life and death,
and could but just sparetimeto tell ushis errand, and where you all were.”

“It isapity he should have so much troublefor nothing.”

“ That isMissMaria sconcern. | 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 theson | can get away from.”

And she immediately scrambled across the fence, and walked away, not
attending to Fanny’ slast question of whether she had seen anything 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 within 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 anything; hislooks 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 say that you
would find them at that knoll, or thereabouts.”

“I do not believe | shall go any farther,” said he sullenly; “| see nothing
of them. By thetimel get to the knoll they may be gone somewhereelse. |
have had walking enough.”

And he sat down with amost gloomy countenance by Fanny.

“| amvery sorry,” said she; “it isvery unlucky.” And shelonged to be
able to say something more to the purpose.

After aninterval of silence, “| think they might aswell have staid for me,
" said he.

“Miss Bertram thought you would follow her.”

“I should not have had to follow her if she had staid.”

This could not be denied, and Fanny was silenced. After another pause,
he went on—Pray, Miss Price, are you such a great admirer of this Mr.
Crawford as some people are? For my part, | can see nothing in him.”

“I do not think him at all handsome.”

“Handsome! Nobody can call such an undersized man handsome. Heis
not five foot nine. | should not wonder if he is not more than five foot
eight. | think heisanill-looking fellow. In my opinion, these Crawfords
are no addition at all. We did very well without them.”

A small sigh escaped Fanny here, and she did not know how to contra-
dict him.

“If I had made any difficulty about fetching the key, there might have
been some excuse, but | went the very moment she said she wanted it.”
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“Nothing could be more obliging than your manner, | am sure, and | dare
say you walked asfast as you could; but still it is some distance, you know,
fromthis spot to the house, quiteinto the house; and when people arewaiting,
they are bad judges of time, and every half minute seemslikefive.”

He got up and walked to the gate again, and “ wished he had had the key
about him at thetime.” Fanny thought she discerned in his standing there
an indication of relenting, which encouraged her to another attempt, and
shesaid, therefore, “ It isapity you should not join them. They expected to
have a better view of the house from that part of the park, and will be
thinking how it may beimproved; 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 wasworked 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 farther ceremony.

Fanny’ sthoughts were now all engrossed by the two who had | eft her so
long ago, and getting quite impatient, sheresolved to go in search of them.
Shefollowed 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 windings brought them
before her. They were just returned into the wilderness from the park, to
which asidegate, not fastened, had tempted them very soon after their |eav-
ing 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 thelength of their absence. Fanny’ sbest 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 with 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 disappointment and
depression, asthey 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 a half from their leaving the house. Mrs. Norris
had been too well employed to movefaster. Whatever cross-accidents had
occurred to intercept the pleasures of her nieces, she had found amorning
of complete enjoyment; for the housekeeper, after agreat many courtesies
on the subject of pheasants, had taken her to the dairy, told her al about
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their cows, and given her the receipt for afamous cream cheese; and since
Julia’ sleaving them they had been met by the gardener, with whom she had
made a most satisfactory acquaintance, for she had set him right asto his
grandson’ sillness, convinced him that it was an ague, and promised him a
charm for it; and he, in return, had shewn her al his choicest nursery of
plants, and actually presented her with avery curious specimen of heath.

Onthis rencontre they al returned to the house together, thereto lounge
away thetime asthey could with sofas, and chit-chat, and Quarterly Reviews,
till the return of the others, and the arrival of dinner. It was late before the
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
anything useful 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 confessedly had been for deter-
mining on any dteration. Shefdt, asshelooked at Juliaand Mr. Rushworth,
that herswas not the only di ssati sfied bosom amongst them: there was gloom
onthefaceof 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 restoregenera good-humour.

Dinner was soon followed by teaand coffee, aten miles’ drive home
allowed no waste of hours; and from the time of their sitting down to table,
it was a quick succession of busy nothingstill the carriage came to the
door, and Mrs. Norris, having fidgeted about, and obtained afew pheas-
ants' eggs and acream cheese from the housekeeper, and made abundance
of civil speechesto Mrs. Rushworth, was ready to lead the way. At the
same moment Mr. Crawford, approaching Julia, said, “ | hope | am not to
lose my companion, unless she is afraid of the evening air in so exposed a
seat.” Therequest had not been foreseen, but wasvery graciously received,
and Julia’ s day was likely to end almost as well asit began. Miss Bertram
had made up her mind to something different, and was alittle 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.
Hewas certainly better pleased to hand her into the barouche than to assist
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,” said Mrs.
Norris, asthey drove through the park. “ Nothing but pleasure from begin-
ning 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 amuse-
ment you have had!”
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Mariawas just discontented enough to say directly, “| think you have
done pretty well yourself, ma’ am. 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, itis only abeautiful little heath, which that nice old gardener
would make metake; but if itisinyour 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
oneof the cheeses. | stood out aslong as | could, till the tears almost came
into her eyes, and | knew it was just the sort that my sister would be de-
lighted with. That Mrs. Whitaker is atreasure! She was quite shocked
when | asked her whether wine was alowed at the second table, and she
has turned away two housemaids for wearing white gowns. Take care of
the cheese, Fanny. Now | can manage the other parcel and the basket very
wdl.”

“What else have you been spunging?’ said Maria, half-pleased that
Sotherton should be so complimented.

“ Spunging, my dear! It isnothing but four of those beautiful pheasants’
eggs, which Mrs. Whitaker would quite force upon me: shewould not take
adenial. Shesaid it must be such an amusement to me, as she understood |
lived quite aone, to have afew living creatures of that sort; and so to be
sureit will. | shall get the dairymaid to set 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 agreat delight to mein my londly hours to
attend to them. And if | have good luck, your mother shall have some.”

It was abeautiful evening, mild and still, and the drive was as pleasant as
the serenity of Nature could makeit; but when Mrs. Norris ceased speaking,
it was altogether asilent 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.
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CHAPTER 11

The day at Sotherton, with all its imperfections, afforded the Miss
Bertrams much more agreeable feelings 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 amost unwel come exercise.

November was the black month fixed for his return. Sir Thomas wrote of
it with as much decision as experience and anxiety could authorise. His
businesswas so nearly concluded asto justify himin proposing to take his
passage in the September packet, and he consequently looked forward with
the hope of being with his beloved family again early in November.

Mariawas more to be pitied than Julia; for to her the father brought a
husband, and the return of the friend most solicitousfor her happinesswould
unite her tothelover, on whom she had chosen that happiness shoul d depend.
It was a gloomy prospect, and all she could do was to throw amist over it,
and hope when the mist cleared away she should see something else. It
would hardly be early in November, there were generally delays, a bad
passage or something ; that favouring something which everybody who
shuts their eyes whilethey look, or their understandings while they reason,
feelsthe comfort of. 1t 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 suspicion of half that
his daughtersfelt on the subject of hisreturn, and would hardly have found
consolation in aknowledge of theinterest 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 congratulation, heard it with an attention not so easily
satisfied. Mrs. Norris gave the particulars of the letters, and the subject
was dropt; but after tea, as Miss Crawford was standing at an open win-
dow with Edmund and Fanny |ooking out on atwilight scene, while the
Miss Bertrams, Mr. Rushworth, and Henry Crawford were all busy with
candles at the pianoforte, she suddenly revived it by turning round to-
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wards the group, and saying, “How happy Mr. Rushworth looks! Heis
thinking of November.”

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

“Your father’ sreturn will be avery interesting event.”

“1t will, indeed, after such an absence; an absence not only long, but
including so many dangers.”

“1t will be the forerunner also of other interesting events: your sister’ s
marriage, and your taking orders.”

“Yes”

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

“Thereisno sacrificein the case,” replied Edmund, with a serious smile,
and glancing at the pianoforteagain; “it is entirely her own doing.”

“Ohyes| know itis. | wasmerely joking. She has done no more than
what every young woman would do; and | have no doubt of her being ex-
tremdy happy. My other sacrifice, of course, you do not understand.”

“My taking orders, | assure you, is quite as voluntary as Maria’' s
marrying.”

“Itisfortunatethat your inclination and your father’ s convenience should
accord so well. Thereisavery good living kept for you, | understand,
hereabouts.”

“Which you suppose has biassed me?’

“But that | amsureit hasnot,” cried Fanny.

“Thank you for your good word, Fanny, but it is more than | would af -
firm myself. On the contrary, the knowing that there was such a provision
for me probably did bias me. Nor can | think it wrong that it should. There
was no natural disinclination to be overcome, and | see no reason why a
man should make a worse clergyman for knowing that he will have acom-
petence early in life. | was in safe hands. | hope | should not have been
influenced mysdf in awrong way, and | am sure my father wastoo consci-
entious to have allowed it. | have no doubt that | was biased, but | think it
was blamelessly.”

“1t isthe same sort of thing,” said Fanny, after ashort pause, “ asfor the
son of an admiral to go into the navy, or the son of ageneral to be in the
army, and nobody sees anything wrong in that. Nobody wonders that they
should prefer the line where their friends can serve them best, or suspects
them to be lessin earnest in it than they appear.”

“No, my dear Miss Price, and for reasons good. The profession, either
navy or army, isitsownjustification. It haseverythinginitsfavour: heroism,
danger, bustle, fashion. Soldiers and sail ors are dways acceptablein society.
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Nobody can wonder that men are soldiers and sailors.”

“But the motives of a man who takes orders with the certainty of pre-
ferment may be fairly suspected, you think?’ said Edmund. “To be justi-
fied in your eyes, he must do it in the most complete uncertainty of any
provision.”

“What! take orders without aliving! No; that is madnessindeed; abso-
lute madness.”

“Shall | ask you how the church isto befilled, if aman is neither to take
orders with 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 feelings which you
rank highly astemptation and reward to the soldier and sailor in their choice
of aprofession, as heroism, and noise, and fashion, areall against him, he
ought to beless liable to the suspicion of wanting sincerity or good inten-
tionsin the choice of his.”

“Oh! no doubt heisvery sincerein preferring an income ready made, to
the troubl e of working for one; and has the best intentions of doing nothing
all the rest of his days but eat, drink, and grow fat. It isindolence, Mr.
Bertram, indeed. Indolence and love of ease; awant of al laudableambition,
of taste for good company, or of inclination to take the trouble of being
agreeable, which make men clergymen. A clergyman has nothing to do but
be slovenly and selfish—+read the newspaper, watch the weather, and quar-
rel with hiswife. Hiscurate doesall the work, and the business of hisown
lifeistodine”

“There are such clergymen, no doubt, but | think they are not so common
asto justify Miss Crawford in esteeming it their general character. | sus-
pect that in this comprehensive and (may | say) commonplace censure, you
are not judging from yourself, but from prejudiced persons, whose opin-
ions 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 con-
demn so conclusively. You are speaking what you have been told at your
uncle’ stable.”

“| speak what appears to me the general opinion; and where an opinion
isgeneral, it isusually correct. Though | have not seen much of the do-
mestic lives of clergymen, itis seen by too many to leave any deficiency of
information.”

“Where any one body of educated men, of whatever denomination, are
condemned indiscriminately, there must be a deficiency of information, or
(smiling) of something else. Your uncle, and his brother admirals, perhaps
knew little of clergymen beyond the chaplains whom, good or bad, they
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were always wishing away.”

“Poor William! He has met with great kindness from the chaplain of the
Antwerp,” was atender apostrophe of Fanny’ s, very much to the purpose of
her own feelingsif not of the conversation. “| have been so little addicted
to take my opinionsfrommy uncle,” said MissCrawford, “ that | can hardly
suppose—and since you push me so hard, | must observe, that | am not
entirely without the means of seeing what clergymen are, being at this present
timethe guest of my own brother, Dr. Grant. And though Dr. Grant ismost
kind and obliging to me, and though heis really a gentleman, and, | dare
say, agood scholar and clever, and often preaches good sermons, and is
very respectable, | see himto be anindolent, selfish bon vivant , who
must have his palate consulted in everything; who will not stir afinger for
the convenience of any one; and who, moreover, if the cook makes ablunder,
is out of humour with his excellent wife. To own the truth, Henry and |
were partly driven out thisvery evening by a disappointment about a green
goose, which he could not get the better of. My poor sister was forced to
stay and bear it.”

“| do not wonder at your disapprobation, upon my word. It is agreat
defect of temper, made worse by a very faulty habit of self-indulgence; and
to see your sister suffering from it must be exceedingly painful to such
feelings as yours. Fanny, it goes against us. We cannot attempt to defend
Dr. Grant.”

“No,” replied Fanny, “ but we need not give up his profession for al that;
because, whatever profession Dr. Grant had chosen, he would have taken
a—not agood temper into it; and as he must, either in the navy or army,
have had agreat many more people under his command than he has now, |
think more would have been made unhappy by him as a sailor or soldier
than as aclergyman. Besides, | cannot but suppose that whatever there
may be to wish otherwisein Dr. Grant would have been in a greater danger
of becoming worsein amore active and worldly profession, where hewould
have had | ess time and obligation—where he might have escaped that knowl-
edge of himself, the frequency , at least, of that knowledge which itis
impossible he should escape as heisnow. A man—asensible man like Dr.
Grant, cannot be in the habit of teaching others their duty every week, can-
not 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 himself. It
must make him think; and | have no doubt that he oftener endeavours to
restrain himself than he would if he had been anything but a clergyman.”

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

“I 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, “1 fancy Miss Price has been more used to
deserve praise than to hear it” ; when, being earnestly invited by the Miss
Bertramstojoininaglee, shetripped off to theinstrument, leaving Edmund
looking after her in an ecstasy 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 a
temper which would never give pain! How well shewalks! and how readily
shefallsin with theinclination of others! joining them the moment sheis
asked. What apity,” he added, after aninstant’ sreflection, “ that she should
have been in such hands!”

Fanny agreed to it, and had the pleasure of seeing him continue at the
window with her, in spite of the expected glee; and of having hiseyes soon
turned, like hers, towards the scene without, where al that was solemn, and
soothing, and lovely, appeared in the brilliancy of an unclouded night, and
the contrast of the deep shade of the woods. Fanny spoke her feelings.
“Here sharmony!” said she; “ here' sreposel Here' swhat may leavedl paint-
ing and all music behind, and what poetry only can attempt to describe!
Here' swhat may tranquillise every care, and lift the heart to rapture! When
I look out on such anight asthis, | fedl asif there could be neither wicked-
ness nor sorrow in the world; and there certainly would be less of both if
the sublimity of Nature were more attended to, and people were carried
more out of themselves by contemplating such a scene.”

“1 liketo hear your enthusiasm, Fanny. It isalovely night, and they are
much to be pitied who have not been taught to fedl, in some degree, asyou
do; who have not, at least, been given atastefor Nature in early life. They
lose agreat deal.”

“ You taught meto think and feel on the subject, cousin.”

“I had avery apt scholar. There' s Arcturus looking very bright.”

“Yes, and the Bear. | wish | could see Cassiopeia.”

“We must go out on the lawn for that. Should you be afraid?”’

“Not intheleast. Itisagreat while since we have had any star-gazing.

“Yes; | do not know how it has happened.” The glee began. “We will
stay till thisisfinished, Fanny,” said he, turning his back on the window;
and as it advanced, she had the mortification 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
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hear the glee again.
Fanny sighed alone at the window till scolded away by Mrs. Norris' s
threats of catching cold.
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CHAPTER 12

Sir Thomas was to return in November, and his eldest son had duties to
call him earlier home. The approach of September brought tidings of Mr.
Bertram, first in aletter to the gamekeeper and then in aletter to Edmund;
and by the end of August he arrived himself, to be gay, agreeable, and
gallant again as occasion served, or Miss Crawford demanded; to tell of
races and Weymouth, and parties and friends, to which she might have
listened six weeks before with some interest, and altogether to give her the
fullest conviction, by the power of actual comparison, of her preferring his
younger brother.

It was very vexatious, and she was heartily sorry for it; but so it was; and
so far from now meaning to marry the el der, she did not even want to attract
him beyond what the simplest claims of conscious beauty required: his
|lengthened absence from Mansfield, without anything but pleasurein view,
and his own will to consult, made it perfectly clear that he did not care
about her; and his indifference was so much more than equalled by her
own, that were he now to step forth the owner of Mansfield Park, the Sir
Thomas complete, which he was to be in time, she did not believe she
could accept him.

The season and duties which brought Mr. Bertram back to Mansfield
took Mr. Crawford into Norfolk. Everingham could not do without himin
the beginning of September. He went for a fortnight—a fortnight of such
dullnessto the Miss Bertrams as ought to have put them both on their guard,
and made even Juliaadmit, in her jealousy of her sister, the absolute neces-
sity of distrusting his attentions, and wishing him not to return; and afort-
night of sufficient leisure, in the intervals of shooting and sleeping, to have
convinced the gentleman that he ought to keep longer away, had he been
more in the habit of examining his own motives, and of reflecting to what
the indulgence of hisidle vanity was tending; but, thoughtless and selfish
from prosperity and bad example, he would not look beyond the present
moment. The sisters, handsome, clever, and encouraging, were an amuse-
ment to his sated mind; and finding nothing in Norfolk to equal the social
pleasures of Mansfield, he gladly returned to it at the time appointed, and
was welcomed thither quite as gladly by those whom he cameto trifle with
further.
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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
jealousy of his neighbours, his doubts of their qualifications, and his zeal
after poachers, subjects which will not find their way to female feelings
without some talent on one side or some attachment on the other, had missed
Mr. Crawford grievously; and Julia, unengaged 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 shewished, and Mariaby the hints of Mr. Crawford
himself. Everything returned into the same channel as before his absence;
his manners being to each so animated and agreeabl e as to lose no ground
with either, and just stopping short of the consistence, the steadiness, the
solicitude, and the warmth which might excite general notice.

Fanny was the only one of the party who found anything to dislike; but
since the day at Sotherton, she could never see 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 commu-
nications to her usual confidant. As it was, however, she only hazarded a
hint, and the hint was lost. “| 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 elsewhere. He is used to much gayer places
than Mansfield.”

“Itisto his credit,” was Edmund’ s answer; “and | dare say it gives his
sister pleasure. She does not like his unsettled habits.”

“What afavourite heis with my cousins!”

“Yes, hismannersto women are such asmust please. Mrs. Grant, | believe,
suspects him of apreferencefor Julia; | have never seen much symptom of
it, but | wish it may be so. He has no faults but what a serious attachment
would remove.”

“1f Miss Bertram were not engaged,” said Fanny cautiously, “| could
sometimes almost think that he admired her more than Julia.”

“Which is, perhaps, more in favour of hisliking Julia best, 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 heisreally thinking of more than the woman herself
Crawford has too much senseto stay here if he found himself in any danger
from Maria; and | am not at all afraid for her, after such aproof as she has
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giventhat her feelings are not strong.”

Fanny supposed she must have been mistaken, and meant to think differ-
ently in future; but with all that submission to Edmund could do, and all the
help of the coinciding looks and hints which she occasionally noticed in
some of the others, and which seemed to say that Juliawas Mr. Crawford' s
choice, she knew not always what to think. She was privy, one evening, to
the hopes of her aunt Norris on the subject, as well as to her feelings, and
the feelings of Mrs. Rushworth, on a point of some similarity, and could
not help wondering as shelistened; and glad would she have been not to be
obliged to listen, for it waswhile all the other young people were dancing,
and she sitting, most unwillingly, among the chaperons 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’ sfirst ball, though without the prepa-
ration or splendour of many ayoung lady’ sfirst bal, being the thought only
of the afternoon, built on the late acquisition of aviolin player in the ser-
vants hall, and the possibility of raising five couple with the help of Mrs.
Grant and a new intimate friend of Mr. Bertram’ sjust arrived on avisit. It
had, however, been avery happy one to Fanny through four dances, and
she was quite grieved to belosing even aquarter 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—

“1 think, ma’ am,” said 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, ma’ am, indeed,” replied the other, with a stately simper, “ there
will be some satisfaction inlooking on now , and | think it wasrather apity
they should have been obliged to part. Young folksin their situation should
be excused complying with the common forms. | wonder my son did not
proposeit.”

“| dare say hedid, ma am. 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 nowadays, Mrs. Rushworth—that wish of
avoiding particularity! Dear ma’ am, only look at her face at this moment;
how different from what it was the two last dances!”

Miss Bertram did indeed look happy, her eyes were sparkling with
pleasure, and she was speaking with great animation, for Julia and her
partner, Mr. Crawford, were closeto her; they wereall in acluster together.
How she had looked before, Fanny could not recollect, for she had been
dancing with Edmund herself, and had not thought about her.

Mrs. Norris continued, “ It isquite delightful, ma am, to seeyoung people
so properly happy, so well suited, and so much thething! | cannot but think
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of dear Sir Thomas' sdelight. And what do you say, ma’ am, to the chance
of another match? Mr. Rushworth has set agood example, and such things
arevery catching.”

Mrs. Rushworth, who saw nothing but her son, was quiteat aloss. “The
couple above, ma’ am. Do you see no symptoms there?”’

“Oh dear! Miss Juliaand Mr. Crawford. Yes, indeed, a very pretty
match. What is his property?’

“Four thousand ayear.”

“Very well. Those who have not more must be satisfied with what they
have. Four thousand ayear is apretty estate, and he seems avery gented,
steady young man, so | hope Miss Juliawill be very happy.”

“Itis not asettled thing, ma’ am, yet. We only speak of it among friends.
But | have very littledoubt it will be. Heisgrowing extremely particular in
his attentions.”

Fanny could listen no farther. Listening and wondering were all sus-
pended 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 towards their little circle; but instead of asking her to
dance, drew achair near her, and gave her an account of the present state of
asick 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 immedi-
ately felt that she had been unreasonable in expecting it. When he had told
of hishorse, hetook anewspaper fromthetable, and looking over it, saidin
alanguid way, “ If you want to dance, Fanny, | will stand up with you.”
With more than equal civility the offer was declined; she did not wish to
dance. “1 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 all inlove, tofind
any amusement in such folly; and so they are, | fancy. If you look at them
you may see they are so 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 hers must be with the
doctor,” making a sly face as he spoke towards the chair of thelatter, who
proving, however, to be close at his elbow, made so instantaneous a change
of expression and subject necessary, asFanny, in spite of everything, could
hardly help laughing at. “ A strange business thisin America, Dr. Grant!
What is your opinion? | always cometo you to know what | am to think of
public matters.”

“My dear Tom,” cried hisaunt soon afterwards, “ as you are not dancing,
| dare say you will have no objection to join usin arubber; shall you?’
Then leaving her seat, and coming to him to enforce the proposal, added in
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awhisper, “ We want to make a table for Mrs. Rushworth, you know. Your
mother isquite anxious about it, but cannot very well sparetimeto sit down
herself, 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 .”

“| should be most happy,” replied he aoud, and jumping up with alacrity,
“it would give methe greatest pleasure; but that | am this moment going to
dance” Come, Fanny, taking her hand, “ do not be dawdling any longer, or
the dance will be over.”

Fanny was|ed off very willingly, though it wasimpossible for her to feel
much gratitude towards her cousin, or distinguish, as he certainly did, be-
tween the selfishness of another person and his own.

“A pretty modest request upon my word,” he indignantly exclaimed as
they walked away. “To want to nail me to a card-table for the next two
hourswith herself and Dr. Grant, who are always quarrelling, and that pok-
ing old woman, who knows no more of whist than of algebra. | wish my
good aunt would be alittle lessbusy! And to ask mein such away too!
without ceremony, before them all, so as to leave me no possibility of
refusing. That iswhat | dislike most particularly. It raisesmy spleen more
than anything, to have the pretence of being asked, of being given achoice,
and at the sametime addressed in such away asto obligeoneto do thevery
thing, whatever it be! If | had not luckily thought of standing up withyou |
could not have got out of it. Itisagreat deal too bad. But when my aunt
has got afancy in her head, nothing can stop her.”
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CHAPTER 13

The Honourable John Yates, this new friend, had not much to recom-
mend him beyond habits of fashion and expense, and being the younger
son of alord with atolerable independence; and Sir Thomas would prob-
ably have thought hisintroduction at Mansfield by no means desirable. Mr.
Bertram’ s acquaintance with him had begun at Weymouth, where they had
spent ten daystogether in the same society, and the friendship, if friendship
it might be called, had been proved and perfected by Mr. Yates' s being
invited to take Mansfield in hisway, whenever he could, and by his prom-
ising to come; and he did come rather earlier than had been expected, in
conseguence of the sudden breaking-up of alarge party assembled for gai-
ety at the house of another friend, which he had left Weymouth to join. He
came on the wings of disappointment, and with his head full of acting, for
it had been atheatrical party; and the play in which he had borne a part was
within two days of representation, when the sudden death of one of the
nearest connexions 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. Lord Ravenshaw, in Cornwall, which would of course have
immortalised the whole party for at |east atwelvemonth! and being so near,
to loseit al, was an injury to be keenly felt, and Mr. 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
hisonly consolation.

Happily for him, alove 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
Lovers' Vows, and Mr. Yates was to have been Count Cassdl. “ A trifling
part,” said he, “and not at all to my taste, and such aone as | certainly
would not accept again; but | was determined to make no difficulties. Lord
Ravenshaw and the duke had appropriated the only two characters worth
playing before | reached Ecclesford; and though Lord Ravenshaw offered
to resign histo me, it was impossibleto take it, you know. | was sorry for
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him that he should have so mistaken hispowers, for he was no more equal
to the Baron—alittle man with a weak voice, always hoarse after the first
ten minutes. It must have injured the piece materially; but | wasresolved
to make no difficulties. Sir Henry thought the duke not equal to Frederick,
but that was because Sir Henry wanted the part himself; whereas it was
certainly in the best hands of the two. | was surprised to see Sir Henry such
astick. Luckily the strength of the piece did not depend upon him. Our
Agathawas inimitable, and the duke was thought very great by many. And
upon thewhole, it would certainly have gone off wonderfully.”

“It was a hard case, upon my word” ; and, “ | do think you were very
much to be pitied,” were the kind responses of listening sympathy.

“Itis not worth complaining about; but to be sure the poor old dowager
could not have died at aworse time; and it isimpossible 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 agrandmother, and all happening two
hundred miles off, | think there would have been no great harm, and it was
suggested, | know; but Lord Ravenshaw, who | supposeis one of the most
correct men in England, would not hear of it.”

“ An afterpieceinstead of acomedy,” said Mr. Bertram. “Lovers’ Vows
were at an end, and Lord and Lady Ravenshaw left to act My Grandmother
by themselves. Well, thejointure 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, Yates, | think we
must raise alittle theatre at Mansfield, and ask you to be our manager.”

This, though the thought of the moment, did not end with the moment;
for theinclination to act was awakened, and in no one more strongly thanin
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. The thought returned again and again. “ Oh for the Ecclesford the-
atre and scenery to try something with.” Each sister could echo the wish;
and Henry Crawford, to whom, in al theriot of hisgratificationsit wasyet
an untasted pleasure, was quite alive at theidea “ | really believe,” said he,
“I could be fool enough at this moment to undertake any character that ever
was written, from Shylock or Richard |11 down to the singing hero of a
farcein his scarlet coat and cocked hat. | feel asif | could be anything or
everything; asif | could rant and storm, or sigh or cut capers, in any tragedy
or comedy in the English language. Let us be doing something. Beit only
half aplay, an act, ascene; what should prevent us? Not these countenances,
| am sure,” looking towards the Miss Bertrams; “ and for atheatre, what
signifies atheatre? We shall be only amusing ourselves. Any roomin this
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house might suffice.”

“We must have a curtain,” said Tom Bertram; “ afew yards of green
baize for acurtain, and perhaps that may be enough.”

“Oh, quite enough,” cried Mr. Yates, “ with only just a sidewing or two
run up, doorsin flat, and three or four scenesto belet down; nothing more
would be necessary on such a plan as this. For mere amusement among
ourselves we should want nothing more.”

“| believe we must be satisfied with less,” said Maria. “ Therewould not
be time, and other difficulties would arise. We must rather adopt Mr.
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. “ Let us do nothing
by halves. If weareto act, let it bein atheatre completely fitted up with pit,
boxes, and gallery, and let us have a play entire from beginning to end; so
as it be a German play, no matter what, with a good tricking, shifting
afterpiece, and afigure-dance, and ahornpipe, and a song between the acts.
If we do not outdo Ecclesford, we do nothing.”

“Now, Edmund, do not be disagreeable,” said Julia. “ Nobody loves a
play better than you do, or can have gone much farther to see one.”

“True, to seereal acting, good hardened real acting; but | would hardly
walk from thisroom to the next to look at the raw efforts of those who have
not been bred to the trade: a set 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 dis-
cussed with unabated eagerness, every one’ sinclination increasing by the
discussion, and aknowledge of theinclination of therest; and though noth-
ing was settled but that Tom Bertram would prefer a comedy, and his sis-
ters and Henry Crawford atragedy, and that nothing in the world could be
easier than to find a piece which would please them al, the resol ution to act
something or other seemed so decided as to make Edmund quite
uncomfortable. He was determined to prevent it, if possible, though his
mother, who equally heard the conversation which passed at table, did not
evincethe least disapprobation.

The same evening afforded him an opportunity of trying his strength.
Maria, Julia, Henry Crawford, and Mr. Yates were in the billiard-room.
Tom, returning from them into the drawing-room, where Edmund was stand-
ing thoughtfully by the fire, while Lady Bertram was on the sofa at alittle
distance, and Fanny close beside her arranging her work, thus began as he
entered—Such ahorribly vile billiard-table as oursis not to be met with, |
believe, above ground. | can stand it no longer, and | think, | may say, that
nothing shall ever tempt me to it again; but one good thing | have just
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ascertained: it isthe very room for atheatre, precisely the shape and length
for it; and the doors at the farther end, communicating with each other, as
they may be madeto do in five minutes, by merely moving the bookcasein
my father’ s room, is the very thing we could have desired, if we had sat
downto wish for it; and my father’ s room will be an excellent greenroom.
It seemstojoin thebilliard-room on purpose.”

“You are not serious, Tom, in meaning to act?’ said Edmund, in alow
voice, as his brother approached the fire.

“Not serious! never more so, | assureyou. What isthere to surprise you
init?’

“I think it would be very wrong. In a general light, private theatricals
are open to some objections, but as we are circumstanced, | must think it
would be highly injudicious, and more than injudicious to attempt anything
of the kind. It would shew great want of feeling on my father’ s account,
absent as heis, and in some degree of constant danger; and it would be
imprudent, | think, with regard to Maria, whose situation is avery delicate
one, considering everything, extremely delicate.”

“You take up athing so seriously! asif we were going to act threetimes
aweek till my father’ sreturn, and invite all the country. But it isnot to be
adisplay 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
chusing some play most perfectly unexceptionable; and | can conceive no
greater harm or danger to any of usin conversing in the elegant written
language of some respectable author than in chattering in words of our
own. | have nofears and no scruples. And asto my father’ sbeing absent, it
is so far from an objection, that | consider it rather as a motive; for the
expectation of his return must be avery 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. Itisa very anxious period for her.”

As he said this, each looked towards their mother. Lady 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 difficulties of her work for her.

Edmund smiled and shook his head.

“By Jove! thiswon’ t do,” cried Tom, throwing himself into a chair with
ahearty laugh. “ To be sure, my dear mother, your anxiety—was unlucky
there.”

“What isthe matter?’ asked her ladyship, in the heavy tone of one half-
roused; “ | was not asleep.”
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“Oh dear, no, ma am, 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; | 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
anything of the acting, spouting, reciting kind, | think he has aways a de-
cided taste. | am sure he encouraged it in us as boys. How many atime
have we mourned over the dead body of Julius Caesar, and to be' d and not
to be' d,inthisvery room, for hisamusement? And | am sure, my nhame
was Norval , every evening of my life through one Christmas holidays.”

“Itwasavery different thing. You must see the differenceyourself. My
father wished us, as schoolboys, to speak well, but he would never wish his
grown-up daughtersto be acting plays. Hissense of decorumisstrict.”

“I know all that,” said Tom, displeased. “1 know my father aswell asyou
do; and I’ Il take care that hisdaughters do nothing to distresshim. Manage
your own concerns, Edmund, and I’ 11 take care of therest of the family.”

“If you areresolved on acting,” replied the persevering Edmund, “ | must
hopeit will beinavery small and quiet way; and | think atheatre ought not
to be attempted. It would be taking liberties with my father’ shousein his
absence which could not be justified.”

“For everything of that nature | will be answerable,” said Tom, in ade-
cided tone. “Hishouse shall not be hurt. | have quite asgreat an interest in
being careful of his house as you can have; and asto such alterations as |
was suggesting just now, such as moving abookcase, or unlocking adoor,
or even as using the billiard-room for the space of aweek without playing
at billiardsin 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 be-
fore he went away, or to my sister’ s pianoforte being moved from one side
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 prodigious! Perhaps
it might cost awholetwenty pounds. Something of atheatre we must have
undoubtedly, but it will be on the simplest plan: agreen curtain and alittle
carpenter’ swork, and that’ s all; and as the carpenter’ s work may be all
done at home by Christopher Jackson himself, it will be too absurd to talk
of expense; and aslong as Jackson is employed, everything will beright
with Sir Thomas. Don’ t imagine that nobody in this house can see or judge
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but yourself. Don’ t act yourself, if you do not likeiit, but don’ t expect to
governeverybody else.”

“No, asto acting myself,” said Edmund, “ that | absolutely protest
against.”

Tom walked out of the room as he said it, and Edmund was | eft to sit
down and stir thefire in thoughtful vexation.

Fanny, who had heard it all, and borne Edmund company in every fedl-
ing throughout the whole, now ventured to say, in her anxiety to suggest
some comfort, “ Perhaps they may not be able to find any play to suit them.
Your brother’ staste and your sisters seem very different.”

“| have no hope there, Fanny. If they persist in the scheme, they will find
something. | shall speak to my sistersand try to dissuade them, and that is
al | cando.”

“I should think my aunt Norris would be on your side.”

“| dare say she would, but she has no influence with either Tom or my
sisters that could be of any use; and if | cannot convince them myself, |
shall let things take their course, without attempting it through her. Family
squabbling isthe greatest evil of all, and we had better do anything than be
altogether by the ears.”

Hissisters, 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 least afraid of
their father’ s disapprobation. There could be no harm in what had been
done in so many respectable families, and by so many women of the first
consideration; and it must be scrupulousness run mad that could see any-
thing to censure in a plan like theirs, comprehending only brothers and
sisters and intimate friends, and which would never be heard of beyond
themselves. Julia did seeminclined to admit that Maria s situation might
require particular caution and delicacy—but that could not extend to her
—she was at liberty; and Maria evidently considered her engagement as
only raising her so much more above restraint, and leaving her less occa-
sion than Julia to consult either father or mother. Edmund had little to
hope, but hewas still urging the subject when Henry Crawford entered the
room, fresh from the Parsonage, calling out, “No want of hands in our
theatre, Miss Bertram. No want of understrappers. my sister desires 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
yourselves.”

Maria gave Edmund a glance, which meant, “ What say you now? Can
we be wrong if Mary Crawford feels the same?’ And Edmund, silenced,
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was obliged to acknowledgethat the charm of acting might well carry fas-
cination to the mind of genius; and with the ingenuity of love, to dwell
more on the obliging, accommodating purport of the message than on any-
thing else.

The scheme advanced. Opposition was vain; and as to Mrs. Norris, he
was mistaken in supposing she would wish to make any. She started no
difficultiesthat were not talked down in five minutes by her eldest nephew
and niece, who were al-powerful with her; and as the whol e arrangement
wasto bring very little expenseto anybody, and noneat al to herself, asshe
foresaw in it al the comforts of hurry, bustle, and importance, and derived
theimmediate advantage of fancying herself obliged to leave her own house,
where she had been living a month at her own cost, and take up her abode
in theirs, that every hour might be spent in their service, she was, in fact,
exceedingly delighted with the project.
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CHAPTER 14

Fanny seemed nearer being right than Edmund had supposed. The busi-
ness of finding aplay that would suit everybody proved to be no trifle; and
the carpenter had received his orders and taken his measurements, had sug-
gested and removed at least two sets of difficulties, and having made the
necessity of an enlargement of plan and expensefully evident, was already
at work, while a play was still to seek. 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 till the play was wanting; and as two or three days passed
away in this manner, Edmund began amost to hope that none might ever
be found.

There were, in fact, so many thingsto be attended to, so many people to
be pleased, so many best characters required, and, above all, such aneed
that the play should be at once both tragedy and comedy, that there did
seem as little chance of adecision as anything pursued by youth and zeal
could hold out.

On the tragic side were the Miss Bertrams, Henry Crawford, 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
unnecessary; and, independent of this great irreconcilable difference, they
wanted a piece containing very few charactersin thewhole, but every char-
acter first-rate, and three principal women. All the best playswererun over
in vain. Neither Hamlet, nor Macbeth, nor Othello, nor Douglas, nor The
Gamester, presented anything that could satisfy even the tragedians; and
The Rivals, The School for Scandal, Wheel of Fortune, Heir at Law, and a
long et cetera, were successively dismissed with yet warmer objections. No
piece could be proposed that did not supply somebody with a difficulty,
and on one side or the other it was a continual repetition of, “ Oh no, that
will never do! Let us have no ranting tragedies. Too many characters. Not
atolerablewoman’ s partin the play. Anything but that , my dear Tom. It
would be impossible to fill it up. One could not expect anybody to take
such apart. Nothing but buffoonery from beginning to end. That might do,
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perhaps, but for the low parts. If | must give my opinion, | have always
thought it the most insipid play in the English language. | do not wish to
make objections; | shall be happy to be of any use, but | think we could not
chuseworse.”

Fanny looked on and listened, not unamused to observe the selfishness
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
everything of higher consequence was against it.

“Thiswill never do,” said Tom Bertram at last. “We are wasting time
most abominably. Something must be fixed on. No matter what, so that
something ischosen. We must not be so nice. A few characterstoo many
must not frighten us. We must double them. We must descend alittle. If a
part isinsignificant, the greater our credit in making anything of it. From
this moment | make no difficulties. | take any part you chuse to giveme, so
asit be comic. Let it but be comic, | condition for nothing more.”

For about the fifth time he then proposed the Heir at Law, doubting only
whether to prefer Lord Duberley or Dr. Pangloss for himself; and very
earnestly, but very unsuccessfully, trying to persuade the others that there
were some finetragic parts in the rest of the dramatis personae.

The pause which followed this fruitless effort was ended by the same
speaker, who, taking up one of the many volumes of playsthat lay on the
table, and turning it over, suddenly exclaimed—=Lovers Vows! And why
should not Lovers Vowsdo for us aswell asfor the Ravenshaws? How
cameit never to bethought of before? It strikesme asif it would do exactly.
What say you all? Here are two capital tragic partsfor Yates and Crawford,
and hereisthe rhyming Butler for me, if nobody else wants it; a trifling
part, but the sort of thing | should not dislike, and, as | said before, | am
determined to take anything and do my best. And as for the rest, they may
be filled up by anybody. It isonly Count Cassel and Anhalt.”

The suggestion was generaly welcome. Everybody was growing weary
of indecision, and the first ideawith everybody was, that nothing had been
proposed beforeso likely to suit themall. Mr. Yateswas particularly pleased:
he had been sighing and longing to do the Baron at Ecclesford, had grudged
every rant of Lord Ravenshaw’ s, and beenforced to re-rant it all in hisown
room. The storm through Baron Wildenheim was the height of his theatri-
cal ambition; and with the advantage of knowing half the scenes by heart
already, he did now, with the greatest aacrity, offer his services for the
part. To do him justice, however, he did not resolve to appropriate it; for
remembering that there was some very good ranting-ground in Frederick,
he professed an equal willingness for that. Henry Crawford was ready to
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take either. Whichever Mr. Yates did not chuse would perfectly satisfy
him, and a short parley of compliment ensued. Miss Bertram, feeling all
theinterest of an Agathain the question, took on her to decideit, by observ-
ing to Mr. Yates that this was apoint in which height and figure ought to be
considered, andthat his being thetallest, seemedto 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 cast, besides Mr. Rushworth, who was always
answered for by Mariaaswilling to do anything; when Julia, meaning, like
her sister, to be Agatha, began to be scrupulous on Miss Crawford’ saccount.

“Thisisnot behaving well by the absent,” said she. “ Here are not women
enough. Ameliaand Agathamay do for Mariaand me, but hereis nothing
for your sister, Mr. Crawford.”

Mr. Crawford desired that might not be thought of: hewas very sure his
sister had no wish of acting but as she might be useful, and that she would
not alow herself to be considered in the present case. But thiswas immedi-
ately opposed by Tom Bertram, who asserted the part of Ameliato bein
every respect the property of Miss Crawford, if shewould accept it. “ It falls
asnaturaly, as necessarily to her,” said he, “ as Agathadoesto one or other
of my sisters. It can be no sacrifice on their side, for it is highly comic.”

A short silence followed. Each sister looked anxious; for each felt the
best claim to Agatha, and was hoping to have it pressed on her by therest.
Henry Crawford, who meanwhile had taken up the play, and with seeming
carelessness was turning over the first act, soon settled the business.

“I must entreat Miss Julia Bertram,” said he, “ not to engage in the part
of Agatha, or it will be theruin of al my solemnity. You must not, indeed
you must not” (turning to her). “ I could not stand your countenance dressed
up in woe and paleness. The many laughs we have had together would
infallibly come across me, and Frederick and hisknapsack would be obliged
torun away.”

Pleasantly, courteously, it was spoken; but the manner was lost in the
matter to Julia sfedings. She saw aglance at Mariawhich confirmed the
injury to herself: it was ascheme, atrick; she was slighted, Maria was
preferred; the smile of triumph which Mariawastrying to suppress shewed
how well it was understood; and before Juliacould command herself enough
to speak, her brother gave his weight against her too, by saying, “ Oh yes!
Mariamust be Agatha. Mariawill be the best Agatha. Though Juliafan-
cies she prefers tragedy, | would not trust her init. There is 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
keep her countenance. She had better do the old countrywoman: the
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Cottager’ swife; you had, indeed, Julia. Cottager’ swifeisavery pretty
part, | assureyou. Theold lady relieves the high-flown benevolence of her
husband with agood deal of spirit. You shall be Cottager’ swife.”

“Cottager’ swifel” cried Mr. Yates. “What areyou talking of ? The most
trivial, paltry, insignificant part; the merest commonplace; not atolerable
speech in the whole. Your sister do that! It isaninsult to proposeit. At
Ecclesford the governess was to have done it. We all agreed that it could
not be offered to anybody else. A little more justice, Mr. Manager, if you
please. You do not deservethe office, if you cannot appreciate the talents of
your company alittle better.”

“Why, asto 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 sure | set her the example of moderation myself in being satisfied with
the old Butler. If the part istrifling she will have more credit in making
something of it; and if she is so desperately bent against everything
humorous, let her take Cottager’ s speeches instead of Cottager’ swife's,
and so change the parts all through; he is solemn and pathetic enough, |
amsure. It could make no differencein theplay, and asfor Cottager himsdlf,
when he has got hiswife’ s speeches, | would undertake him with all my
heart.”

“With all your partiality for Cottager’ swife,” said Henry Crawford, “ it
will beimpossibleto make anything of it fit for your sister, and we must not
suffer her good-nature to be imposed on. Wemust not alow her to accept
the part. She must not be left to her own complaisance. Her talentswill be
wanted in Amelia. Ameliais a character more difficult to be well repre-
sented than even Agatha. | consider Ameliais the most difficult character
in thewhole piece. It requires great powers, great nicety, to give her play-
fulness and simplicity without extravagance. | have seen good actresses
fail in the part. Simplicity, indeed, is beyond the reach of amost every
actress by profession. It requires adelicacy of feeling which they have not.
It requires a gentlewoman—a Julia Bertram. You will undertake it, |
hope?’ turning to her with alook of anxious entreaty, which softened her a
little; but while she hesitated what to say, her brother again interposed with
Miss Crawford’ sbetter claim.

“No, no, Juliamust not be Amelia. Itisnot at all the part for her. She
would not likeit. She would not dowell. Sheistoo tall and robust. Amelia
should bea small, light, girlish, skipping figure. It isfit for Miss Crawford,
and Miss Crawford only. Shelooks the part, and | am persuaded will do it
admirably.”

Without attending to this, Henry Crawford continued his supplication.
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“You must obligeus,” said he, “indeed you must. When you have studied
the character, | am sure you will feel it suit you. Tragedy may be your
choice, but it will certainly appear that comedy chuses you . You will beto
visit mein prison with abasket of provisions; you will not refuseto visit me
in prison? | think | see you coming in with your basket”

The influence of his voice was felt. Juliawavered; but was he only
trying to soothe and pacify her, and make her overlook the previous affront?
She distrusted him. The slight had been most determined. He was, perhaps,
but at treacherous play with her. She looked suspiciously at her sister;
Maria s countenance was to decideit: if she were vexed and alarmed—but
Marialooked all serenity and satisfaction, and Juliawell knew that on this
ground Mariacould not be happy but a her expense. With hasty indignation,
therefore, and atremulous voice, she said to him, “ You do not seem afraid
of not keeping your countenance when | come in with a basket of provi-
sions—though one might have supposed—but it is only as Agatha that |
was to be so overpowering!” She stopped—Henry Crawford looked rather
foolish, and asif he did not know what to say. Tom Bertram began again—

“Miss Crawford must be Amelia. Shewill be an excellent Amelia.”

“Do not be afraid of my wanting the character,” cried Julia, with angry
quickness: “I am not to be Agatha, and | am sure | will do nothing else;
and asto Amélia, it is of dl partsinthe world the most disgusting to me. |
quite detest her. An odious, little, pert, unnatural, impudent girl. | have
always protested against comedy, and thisis comedy in its worst form.”
And so saying, she walked hastily out of the room, leaving awkward feel-
ings to more than one, but exciting small compassion in any except Fanny,
who had been a quiet auditor of the whole, and who could not think of her
as under the agitations of jealousy without great pity.

A short silence succeeded her |eaving them; but her brother soon re-
turned to business and Lovers' Vows, and was eagerly looking over the
play, with Mr. Yates' s help, to ascertain what scenery would be necessary—
while Maria and Henry Crawford conversed together in an under-voice,
and the declaration with which she began of, “ | am sure| would give up the
part to Juliamost willingly, but that though | shall probably do it very ill, |
feel persuaded she would do it worse,” was doubtless receiving all the
complimentsit called for.

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

Thefirst use she made of her solitude was to take up the volume which
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had been left on the table, and begin to acquaint herself with the play of
which she had heard so much. Her curiosity was all awake, and she ran
through it with an eagerness which was suspended only by intervals of
astonishment, that it could be chosen in the present instance, that it could
be proposed and accepted in a private theatre! Agatha and Amelia ap-
peared to her in their different ways so totally improper for home represen-
tation—the situation 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 possible by the remonstrance which Edmund would
certainly make.
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CHAPTER 15

Miss Crawford accepted the part very readily; and soon after Miss
Bertram’ s return from the Parsonage, Mr. Rushworth arrived, and another
character was consequently cast. He had the offer of Count Cassel and
Anhalt, and at first did not know which to chuse, 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 avery stupid fellow, he soon
decided for the Count. Miss Bertram approved the decision, for thelesshe
had to learn the better; and though she could not sympathisein hiswish that
the Count and Agatha might be to act together, nor wait very patiently
while hewas slowly turning over the leaves with the hope of still discover-
ing such ascene, shevery kindly took his part in hand, and curtailed every
speech that admitted being shortened; besides pointing out the necessity of
his being very much dressed, and chusing his colours. Mr. Rushworth liked
the idea of hisfinery very well, though affecting to despiseit; and was too
much engaged with what his own appearance would beto think of the others,
or draw any of those conclusions, or feel any of that displeasure which
Maria had been half prepared for.

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

“Wehave got aplay,” said he. “ItistobeLovers Vows; and | amto be
Count Cassel, 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 shoot-
ing-dress. | do not know how | shall likeit.”

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

“Lovers’ Vows!” inatone of the greatest amazement, was his only reply
to Mr. Rushworth, and he turned towards his brother and sisters as if hardly
doubting a contradiction.

“Yes,” cried Mr. Yates. “ After al our debatings and difficulties, wefind
there is nothing that will suit us altogether so well, nothing so
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unexceptionable, as Lovers Vows. Thewonder isthat 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 amodel! We have cast almost every part.”

“But what do you do for women?’ said Edmund gravely, and looking at
Maria

Mariablushed in spite of herself as she answered, “ | take the part which
Lady Ravenshaw wasto have done, and” (with abolder eye) “ Miss Crawford
isto be Amelia”

“| should not have thought it the sort of play to be so easily filled up, with
us,” replied Edmund, turning away to the fire, where sat his mother, aunt,
and Fanny, and seating himself with alook of great vexation.

Mr. Rushworth followed him to say, “ | come in three times, and have
two-and-forty speeches. That' s something, isnot it? But | do not much
liketheideaof being so fine. | shall hardly know myself in ablue dress and
apink satin cloak.”

Edmund could not answer him. In afew minutes Mr. Bertram was called
out of theroom to satisfy some doubts of the carpenter; and being accom-
panied by Mr. Yates, and followed soon afterwards by Mr. Rushworth,
Edmund almost immediately took the opportunity of saying, “ | cannaot, be-
fore Mr. Yates, speak what | feel asto this play, without reflecting on his
friends at Ecclesford; but | must now, my dear Maria, tell you, that | think
it exceedingly unfit for private representation, and that | hope you will give
itup. | cannot but supposeyou will when you haveread it carefully over.
Read only thefirst act aloud to either your mother or aunt, and see how you
can approveit. It will not be necessary to send you to your father’s
judgment, | am convinced.”

“We see thingsvery differently,” cried Maria. “ | am perfectly acquainted
with the play, | assure you; and with avery few omissions, and so forth,
which will be made, of course, | can see nothing objectionableinit; and |
am not the only young woman you find who thinks it very fit for private
representation.”

“I am sorry for it,” washisanswer; “but in this matter it is you who are
tolead. You must set the example. If others have blundered, it is your
placeto put themright, and shew them what true delicacy is. In all points of
decorum your conduct must 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 she answered, “1 am
much obliged to you, Edmund; you mean very well, | am sure: but | still
think you seethingstoo strongly; and | really cannot undertake to harangue
all the rest upon a subject of thiskind. There would be the greatest
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indecorum, | think.”

“Do you imaginethat | could have such anideain my head? No; let your
conduct be the only harangue. Say that, on examining the part, you feel
yourself unequal to it; that you find it requiring more exertion and confi-
dence than you can be supposed to have. Say thiswith firmness, and it will
be quite enough. All who can distinguish will understand your motive. The
play will be given up, and your delicacy honoured asit ought.”

“Do not act anything improper, my dear,” said Lady Bertram. “ Sir Tho-
mas would not like it.—Fanny, ring the bell; | must have my dinner.—Fo
be sure, Juliais dressed by thistime.”

“1 am convinced, madam,” said Edmund, preventing Fanny, “that Sir
Thomas would not likeit.”

“There, my dear, do you hear what Edmund says?”’

“1f | were to decline the part,” said Maria, with renewed zeal, “ Julia
would certainly take it.”  “What!” cried Edmund, “if she knew your
reasons!”

“Oh! she might think the difference between us—the difference in our
situations—that she need not be so scrupulous as | might feel necessary.
| am sure she would argue so. NO; you must excuse me; | cannot retract
my consent; it istoo far settled, everybody would be so disappointed,
Tom would be quite angry; and if we are so very nice, we shall never act
anything.”

“| wasjust going to say thevery samething,” said Mrs. Norris. “ If every
play isto be objected to, you will act nothing, and the preparationswill be
all so much money thrown away, and | am sure that would be adiscredit to
usall. | do not know the play; but, as Mariasays, if thereis anything alittle
too warm (and it isso with most of them) it can be easily left out. We must
not be over-precise, Edmund. AsMr. Rushworth isto act too, there can be
no harm. | only wish Tom had known his own mind when the carpenters
began, for there was the loss of half aday’ s work about those side-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 the rings.
Thereisno occasion to put them so very closetogether. | am of someuse,
| hope, in preventing waste and making the most of things. There should
always be one steady head to superintend so many young ones. | forgot to
tell Tom of something that happened to methis very day. | had been look-
ing about mein the poultry-yard, and wasjust coming out, when who should
| seebut 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 amessage to father, and then father had bid him
bring up them two bits of board, for he could not no how do without them.
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| 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 arevery encroaching, | havealwayssaid so: just the sort of people
to get al they can), | said to the boy directly (agreat lubberly fellow of ten
yearsold, you know, who ought to be ashamed of himsdlf), “ I' Il takethe
boardsto your father, Dick, so get you homeagain asfast asyou can.” The
boy looked very silly, and turned away without offering aword, for | be-
lieve | might speak pretty sharp; and | dare say it will cure him of coming
marauding about the house for onewhile. | hate such greediness—so good
as your father isto the family, employing the man al the year round!”

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

Dinner passed heavily. Mrs. Norrisrelated again her triumph over Dick
Jackson, but neither play nor preparation were otherwise much talked of,
for Edmund’ s disapprobation was felt even by his brother, though he would
not have owned it. Maria, wanting Henry Crawford' s animating support,
thought the subject better avoided. Mr. Yates, who was trying to make him-
sdlf agreeable to Julia, found her gloom lessimpenetrable on any topic than
that of hisregret at her secession from their company; and Mr. Rushworth,
having only his own part and his own dressin 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 agreat deal to be settled; and the spirits of evening giving
fresh courage, Tom, Marig, and Mr. Yates, soon after their being reassembl ed
in the drawing-room, seated themselves in committee at a separate table,
with the play open before them, and were just getting deep in the subject
when a most wel come interruption was given by the entrance of Mr. and
Miss Crawford, who, late and dark and dirty asit was, could not help coming,
and were received with the most grateful joy.

“Well, how do you goon?’ and “What have you settled?’ and “ Oh! we
can do nothing without you,” followed the first salutations; and Henry
Crawford was soon seated with the other three at the table, while his sister
made her way to Lady Bertram, and with pleasant attention was
complimenting her. “I must really congratul ate your ladyship,” said she,
“on the play being chosen; for though you have borne it with exemplary
patience, | am sure you must be sick of all our noise and difficulties. The
actors may be glad, but the bystanders must be infinitely more thankful for
adecision; and | do sincerely give you joy, madam, aswell as Mrs. Norris,
and everybody elsewhoisin the same predicament,” glancing half fearfully,
half slyly, beyond Fanny to Edmund.



104 Mansfied Park

Shewasvery civilly answered by Lady Bertram, but Edmund said nothing.
His being only a bystander was not disclaimed. After continuing in chat
with the party round the fire afew minutes, Miss Crawford returned to the
party round thetable; and standing by them, seemed to interest herself in
their arrangementstill, asif struck by asudden recollection, she exclaimed,
“My good friends, you are most composedly at work upon these cottages
and aehouses, inside and out; but pray let meknow my fateinthe meanwhile.
Who isto be Anhalt? What gentleman among you am | to have the pleasure
of making loveto?’

For amoment no one spoke; and then many spoke together to tell the
same melancholy truth, that they had not yet got any Anhalt. “ Mr. Rushworth
was to be Count Cassel, but no one had yet undertaken Anhalt.”

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

“You chosevery wisely, | amsure,” replied Miss Crawford, with abright-
ened look; “ Anhalt is a heavy part.”

“ The Count has two-and-forty speeches,” returned Mr. Rushworth,
“whichisnotrifle.”

“I am not at all surprised,” said Miss Crawford, after a short pause, “ at
thiswant of an Anhalt. Amelia deserves no better. Such aforward young
lady may well frighten the men.”

“| should be but too happy in taking the part, if it were possible,” cried
Tom; “but, unluckily, the Butler and Anhalt are in together. | will not
entirely giveit up, however; | will try what can be done—will look it over
again.”

“Your brother should takethe part,” said Mr. Yates, in alow voice. “Do
not you think he would?’

“ 1 shdl not ask him,” replied Tom, in acold, determined manner.

Miss Crawford talked of something else, and soon afterwards rejoined
the party at thefire.

“They do not want me at all,” said 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 adisinterested adviser; and, therefore,
| apply to you . What shall wedo for an Anhalt?Isit practicablefor any of
the othersto doubleit? What is your advice?’

“My advice,” said he calmly, “isthat you change the play.”

“ | should have no objection,” she replied; “for though | should not
particularly dislike the part of Ameliaif well supported, that is, if every-
thing went well, | shall be sorry to be an inconvenience; but as they do not
chuseto hear your adviceat that table” (looking round), “it certainly will
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not be taken.”

Edmund said no more.

“If any part could tempt you to act, | supposeit would be Anhalt,”
observed the lady archly, after ashort pause; “for he is a clergyman, you
know.”

“ That circumstance would by no means tempt me,” hereplied, “for |
should be sorry to make the character ridiculous by bad acting. It must be
very difficult to keep Anhalt from appearing aformal, solemn lecturer; and
the man who chuses the profession itself is, perhaps, one of the last who
would wish to represent it on the stage.”

Miss Crawford was silenced, and with some fedlings of resentment and
mortification, moved her chair considerably nearer the tea-table, and gave
all 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 amoment, expecting some errand; for the habit of em-
ploying 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. Weshall only wantyou inour play. You must be Cottager’ s
wife.”

“Mel!” cried Fanny, sitting down again with amost frightened look. “ In-
deed you must excuseme. | could not act anything if you were to give me
the world. No, indeed, | cannot act.”  “Indeed, but you must, for we
cannot excuseyou. It need not frighten you: it isanothing of apart, amere
nothing, not above half adozen speeches altogether, and it will not much
signify if nobody hears aword you say; so you may be as creep-mouse as
you like, but we must have you to look at.”

“If you are afraid of half adozen speeches,” cried Mr. Rushworth, “ what
would you do with such apart asmine? | have forty-two to learn.”

“Itisnot that | am afraid of learning by heart,” said Fanny, shocked to
find herself at that moment the only speaker in the room, and to feel 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 al therest. You have only two scenes, and as | shall be Cottager,
I’ 1l put you in and push you about, and you will doit very well, I Il answer
forit.”

“No, indeed, Mr. Bertram, you must excuse me. You cannot have an
idea. It would be absolutely impossible for me. If | wereto undertakeit, |
should only disappoint you.”
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“Phoo! Phoo! Do not be so shamefaced. You' Il do it very well. Every
allowance will be madefor you. We do not expect perfection. You must get
abrown gown, and awhite apron, and a mob cap, and we must make you a
few wrinkles, and alittle of the crowsfoot at the corner of your eyes, and
you will beavery proper, little old woman.”

“You must excuse me, indeed you must excuse me,” cried Fanny, grow-
ing more and more red from excessive agitation, and looking distressfully
at Edmund, who was kindly observing her; but unwilling to exasperate his
brother by interference, 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 hot 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 atogether was quite
overpowering to Fanny; and before she could breathe after it, Mrs. Norris
completed the whole by thus addressing her in awhisper at once angry and
audible—=What a piece of work hereis about nothing: | am quite ashamed
of you, Fanny, to make such adifficulty of obliging your cousinsin atrifle
of this sort—so kind asthey areto 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. “Itisnot fair to urge her inthis
manner. You see she does not like to act. Let her chuse for herself, as well
astherest of us. Her judgment may be quite as safely trusted. Do not urge
her any more.”

“I am not going to urge her,” replied Mrs. Norris sharply; “but | shall
think her avery obstinate, ungrateful girl, if she does not do what her aunt
and cousins wish her—very ungrateful, indeed, considering who and what
sheis.”

Edmund was too angry to speak; but Miss Crawford, looking for a mo-
ment with astonished eyes at Mrs. Norris, and then at Fanny, whose tears
were beginning to shew themselves, immediately said, with some keenness,
“I do not likemy situation: this place istoo hot for me,” and moved away
her chair to the opposite side of thetable, close to Fanny, sayingto her,ina
kind, low whisper, as she placed herself, “ Never mind, my dear Miss Price,
thisisacross evening: everybody is cross and teasing, but do not let us
mind them” ; and with pointed attention continued to talk to her and en-
deavour to raise her spirits, in spite of being out of spiritsherself. By alook
at her brother she prevented any farther entreaty from the theatrical board,
and thereally good feelings by which shewas almost purely governed were
rapidly restoring her to al thelittle 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
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wishing she could work as well, and begging for the pattern, and suppos-
ing Fanny was now preparing for her appearance, as of course she would
come out when her cousin was married, Miss Crawford proceeded to in-
quireif she had heard lately from her brother at sea, and said that she had
guite acuriosity to see 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 admitting 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 atten-
tionwasfirst called from Fanny by Tom Bertram’ stelling her, with infinite
regret, that he found it absolutely impossible for him to undertake the part
of Anhalt in addition to the Butler: he had been most anxiously trying to
make it out to be feasible, but it would not do; he must giveit up. “But
therewill not bethesmallest difficulty infilling it,” he added. “ We have but
to speak the word; we may pick and chuse. | could name, at this moment, at
least six young men within six miles of us, who arewild to be admitted into
our company, and there are one or two that would not disgrace us: | should
not be afraid to trust either of the Olivers or Charles Maddox. Tom Oliver
isavery clever fellow, and Charles Maddox is as gentlemanlike aman as
you will see anywhere, so | will take my horse early to-morrow morning
and ride over to Stoke, and settle with one of them.”

While he spoke, Mariawas looking apprehensively round at Edmund in
full expectation that he must oppose such an enlargement of the plan as
this: so contrary to all their first protestations; but Edmund said nothing.
After amoment’ sthought, Miss Crawford calmly replied, “ Asfar as| am
concerned, | can have no objection to anything that you all think eligible.
Have | ever seen either of the gentlemen? Yes, Mr. CharlesMaddox dined
at my sister’ soneday, did not he, Henry? A quiet-looking young man. |
remember him. Let him be applied to, if you please, for it will be less
unpleasant to me than to have aperfect stranger.”

Charles Maddox was to be the man. Tom repeated his resol ution of
going to him early on the morrow; and though Julia, who had scarcely
opened her lips before, observed, in a sarcastic manner, and with aglance
first at Maria and then at Edmund, that “the Mansfield theatricals would
enliven thewhole neighbourhood exceedingly,” Edmund still held his peace,
and shewed hisfeelings only by adetermined gravity.

“1 am not very sanguine as to our play,” said Miss Crawford, in an
undervoiceto Fanny, after some consideration; “and | can tell Mr. Maddox
that | shall shorten some of his speeches, and agreat many of my own,
before we rehearse together. 1t will be very disagreeable, and by no means
what | expected.”



108 Mansfield Park

CHAPTER 16

It was not in Miss Crawford’ s power to talk Fanny into any real forget-
fulness 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’ sunkind reflection and reproach. To be called into noticein such a
manner, to hear that it was but the prelude to something so infinitely worse,
to be told that she must do what was so impossible as to act; and then to
havethe 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 so, especially
with the superadded dread of what the morrow might produce in continua-
tion of the subject. Miss Crawford had protected her only for thetime; and
if shewere applied to again among themsel ves with al the authoritative
urgency that Tom and Mariawere capable of, and Edmund perhaps away,
what should she do? Shefell aslegp before she could answer the question,
and found it quite as puzzling when she awoke the next morning. Thelittle
white attic, which had continued her sleeping-room ever since her first en-
tering thefamily, proving incompetent to suggest any reply, shehad recourse,
as soon as she was dressed, to another apartment more spacious and more
meet for wal king about in and thinking, and of which she had now for some
time been amost 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 alater period. There Miss Lee had lived, and there
they had read and written, and talked and laughed, till within the last three
years, when she had quitted them. Theroom had then become usel ess, 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 accommodation in her littlechamber above:
but gradually, as her valuefor 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 artlessly worked herself into it, that it
was now generally admitted to be hers. The East room, as it had been
called ever since Maria Bertram was sixteen, was now considered Fanny’ s,
almost as decidedly asthewhite attic: the smallness of the one making the
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use of the other so evidently reasonable that the Miss Bertrams, with every
superiority in their own apartments which their own sense of superiority
could demand, were entirely approving it; and Mrs. Norris, having stipu-
lated for there never being afireinit on Fanny’ s account, was tolerably
resigned to her having the use of what nobody else wanted, though the
terms in which she sometimes spoke of the indulgence seemed to imply
that it was the best room in the house.

The aspect was so favourabl e that even without afireit was habitablein
many an early spring and late autumn morning to such awilling mind as
Fanny’ s; and while there was a gleam of sunshine she hoped not to be
driven from it entirely, even when winter came. The comfort of it in her
hours of leisure was extreme. She could go there after anything unpleasant
below, and find immediate consol ation in some pursuit, or some train of
thought at hand. Her plants, her books—ef which she had been a collector
from the first hour of her commanding a shilling—her writing-desk, and
her works of charity and ingenuity, were all within her reach; or if indis-
posed for employment, if nothing but musing would do, she could scarcely
see an object in that room which had not an interesting remembrance con-
nected with it. Everything was afriend, or bore her thoughts to a friend;
and though there had been sometimes much of suffering to her; though her
motives had often been misunderstood, her feelings disregarded, and her
comprehension undervalued; 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, or Miss Lee
had been encouraging, or, what was yet more frequent or moredear, 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 delightful; and the whol e was now
so blended together, so harmonised by distance, that every former afflic-
tion had its charm. The room was most 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 theill-usage of children; and its great-
est elegancies and ornaments were afaded footstool of Julia’ swork, tooiill
done for the drawing-room, three transparencies, made in a rage for
transparencies, 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 unworthy of being
anywhere else, over the mantel piece, and by their side, and pinned against
the wall, asmall sketch of a ship sent four years ago from the Mediterra-
nean by William, with H.M.S. Antwerp at the bottom, in letters astall as
the mainmast.



110 Mansfield Park

To this nest of comforts Fanny now walked down to try its influence on
an agitated, doubting spirit, to see if by looking at Edmund’ s profile she
could catch any of hiscounsel, or by giving air to her geraniums she might
inhale a breeze of mental strength herself. But she had more than fears of
her own perseverance to remove: she had begun to feel undecided as to
what she ought to do; and as shewalked round the room her doubts were
increasing. Was she right in refusing what was so warmly asked, so strongly
wished for-what might be so essential to a scheme on which some of
those to whom she owed the greatest complaisance had set their hearts?
Weasit not ill-nature, selfishness, and afear of exposing herself? And would
Edmund’ sjudgment, would his persuasion of Sir Thomas' s disapprobation
of thewhole, be enough to justify her in a determined denia in spite of all
the rest? It would be so horrible to her to act that she was inclined to sus-
pect the truth and purity of her own scruples; and as she looked around her,
the claims of her cousinsto being obliged were strengthened by the sight of
present upon present that she had received 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 bewil-
dered 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”“ Comein” was answered by the appear-
ance of one, before whom all her doubts were wont to belaid. Her eyes
brightened at the sight of Edmund.

“Can | speak with you, Fanny, for afew minutes?’ said he.

“Yes, certainly.”

“| want to consult. | want your opinion.”

“My opinion!” she cried, shrinking from such a compliment, highly asit
gratified her.

“Yes, your advice and opinion. | do not know what to do. This acting
scheme gets worse and worse, you see. They have chosen almost as bad a
play as they could, and now, to complete the business, are going to ask the
help of ayoung man very slightly known to any of us. Thisisthe end of all
the privacy and propriety which was talked about at first. 1 know no harm
of Charles Maddox; but the excessiveintimacy which must spring from his
being admitted among us in this manner is highly objectionable, the more
than intimacy—the familiarity. | 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 seeit in the same light?”

“Yes; but what can be done? Your brother is so determined.”

“Thereisbut one thing to bedone, Fanny. | must take Anhalt myself. |
am well aware that nothing else will quiet Tom.”
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Fanny could not answer him.

“Itisnot at all what | like,” he continued. “No man can like being driven
into the appearance of such inconsistency. After being known to oppose
the scheme from the beginning, there is absurdity in theface of my joining
them now , when they are exceeding their first plan in every respect; but |
can think of no other aternative. Canyou, Fanny?’

“No,” said Fanny slowly, “ not immediately, but—

“But what? | seeyour judgment is not with me. Think it alittle over.
Perhaps you are not so much aware as | am of the mischief that may , of the
unpleasantnessthat must arise from ayoung man’ sbeing received in this
manner: domesti cated among us; authorised to come at al hours, and placed
suddenly on afooting which must do away al restraints. To think only of
the licence which every rehearsal must tend to create. Itisall very bad! Put
yourself in Miss Crawford' s place, Fanny. Consider what it would be to act
Amediawith astranger. She has aright to be felt for, because she evidently
feelsfor hersdlf. | heard enough of what she said to you last night to under-
stand her unwillingness to be acting with a stranger; and as she probably
engaged in the part with different expectations—perhaps without consider-
ing the subject enough to know what was likely to be—it would be
ungenerous, it would be really wrong to expose her to it. Her feelings
ought to be respected. Doesit not strike you so, Fanny? You hesitate.”

“1 am sorry for Miss Crawford; but | am more sorry to see you drawn in
to do what you had resolved against, 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 see how infa-
mously | act. But, however, triumph there certainly will be, and | must
braveit. Butif | can bethe meansof restraining the publicity of the business,
of limiting the exhibition, of concentrating our folly, | shall bewell repaid.
As| am now, | have noinfluence, | can do nothing: | have offended them,
and they will not hear me; but when | have put them in good-humour by
this concession, | am not without hopes of persuading them to confine the
representation within amuch smaller circle than they are now in the high
road for. Thiswill be amaterial gain. My object isto confineit to Mrs.
Rushworth and the Grants. Will not this be worth gaining?’

“Yes, it will be agreat point.”

“But still it has not your approbation. Can you mention any other mea-
sure by which | have a chance of doing equal good?’

“No, | cannot think of anything else.”

“ Give me your approbation, then, Fanny. | am not comfortable without
it

“Oh, cousin!”
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“1f you are against me, | ought to distrust myself, and yet-But it is
absolutely impossibleto let Tom go onin thisway, riding about the country
in quest of anybody who can be persuaded to act—Ao matter whom: the
look of agentleman isto be enough. | thought you would have entered
more into Miss Crawford’ sfeelings.”

“No doubt shewill be very glad. It must be agreat relief to her,” said
Fanny, trying for greater warmth of manner.

“ She never appeared more amiable than in her behaviour to you last
night. It gave her avery strong claim on my goodwill.”

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

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

“| shal walk down immediately after breakfast,” said he, “ and am sure
of giving pleasure there. And now, dear Fanny, | will not interrupt you any
longer. You want to bereading. But | could not be easy till | had spoken to
you, and cometo adecision. Sleeping or waking, my head has been full of
thismatter al night. Itisan 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 breakfast we shall beall in high good-humour at the prospect of
acting the fool together with such unanimity. You, in the meanwhile, will
betaking atrip into China, | suppose. How does Lord Macartney go on?
" —gpening a volume on the table and then taking up some others. “And
here are Crabbe’ s Taes, and the ldler, at hand to relieveyou, if youtire of
your great book. | admire your little establishment exceedingly; and as soon
as | am gone, you will empty your head of al this nonsense of acting, and
sit comfortably down to your table. But do not stay here to be cold.”

He went; but there was no reading, no China, no composure for Fanny.
He had told her the most extraordinary, the most inconceivable, the most
unwel come news; and she could think of nothing else. To be acting! After
all his objections—ebjections so just and so public! After all that she had
heard him say, and seen him look, and known him to be feeling. Could it
be possible? Edmund so inconsistent! Was he not deceiving himself? Was
he not wrong? Alas! it was all Miss Crawford’ s doing. She had seen her
influence in every speech, and was miserable. The doubts and alarms as to
her own conduct, which had previously distressed her, and which had all
slept 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—ro
matter— was all misery now.
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CHAPTER 17

It was, indeed, atriumphant day to Mr. Bertram and Maria. Such avic-
tory over Edmund’ s discretion had been beyond their hopes, and was most
delightful. There was no longer anything to disturb them in their darling
project, and they congratul ated each other in private on the jeal ous weak-
ness to which they attributed the change, with al the glee of feelings grati-
fied in every way. Edmund might still look grave, and say he did not like
the scheme in general, and must disapprove the play in particular; their
point was gained: he was to act, and he was driven to it by the force of
sdfishinclinations only. Edmund had descended from that moral elevation
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 seemed to
think it asgreat an escape to be quit of the intrusion of Charles Maddox, as
if they had been forced into admitting him against their inclination. “ To
haveit quiteintheir own family circle waswhat they had particularly wished.
A stranger among themwould have been the destruction of al their comfort”;
and when Edmund, pursuing that idea, gave a hint of his hope as to the
limitation of the audience, they were ready, in the complaisance of the
moment, to promise anything. It was al good-humour and encouragement.
Mrs. Norris offered to contrivehisdress, Mr. Yates assured himthat Anhalt’ s
last scenewith the Baron admitted a good deal of action and emphasis, 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, sheis quite determined. She certainly will not act.”

“Oh! very well.” And not another word was said; but Fanny felt herself
again in danger, and her indifference to the danger was beginning to fail
her already.

There were not fewer smiles at the Parsonage than at the Park on this
change in Edmund; Miss Crawford looked very lovely in hers, and entered
with such an instantaneous renewa of cheerful ness into the whole affair as
could have but one effect on him. “He was certainly right in respecting
such fedlings; hewas glad he had determined onit.” And the morning wore
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away in satisfactionsvery swest, if not very sound. One advantage resulted
fromit 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 dur-
ing the day; and even this, when imparted by Edmund, brought apang with
it, for it was Miss Crawford to whom she was obliged—i was Miss Crawford
whose kind exertions were to excite her gratitude, and whose merit in mak-
ing them was spoken of with aglow of admiration. Shewas safe; but peace
and safety were unconnected here. Her mind had been never farther from
peace. She could not feel 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 unsteadiness, and his
happinessunder it made her wretched. Shewasfull of jed ousy and agitation.
Miss Crawford came with looks of gaiety which seemed an insult, with
friendly expressions towards hersdlf which she could hardly answer calmly.
Everybody 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 confederates: all werefinding employment in consultations and
comparisons, or diversion in theplayful conceitsthey suggested. She alone
was sad and insignificant: she had no sharein anything; she might go or
stay; she might bein the midst of their noise, or retreat from it to the soli-
tude of the East room, without being seen or missed. She could almost
think anything 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; she 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 easy in joining ascheme which, considering only her uncle,
she must condemn altogether.

Fanny’ s heart was not absolutely the only saddened one amongst them,
as she soon began to acknowledgeto hersdlf. Juliawas a sufferer too, though
not quite so blamelessly.

Henry Crawford had trifled with her feelings; but she had very long al-
lowed and even sought his attentions, with ajealousy of her sister so rea
sonabl e as ought to have been their cure; and now that the conviction of his
preference for Mariahad been forced on her, she submitted to it without
any alarmfor Maria ssituation, or any endeavour at rational tranquillity for
herself. She either sat in gloomy silence, wrapt in such gravity as nothing
could subdue, no curiosity touch, nowit amuse; or alowing the attentions
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of Mr. Yates, was talking with forced gaiety to him alone, and ridiculing
the acting of the others.

For aday or two after the affront was given, Henry Crawford had en-
deavoured to do it away by the usual attack of gallantry and compliment,
but he had not cared enough about it to persevere against 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 see Julia
excluded from the play, and sitting by disregarded; but asit was not amat-
ter which really involved her happiness, as Henry must be the best judge of
his own, and as he did assure her, with amost persuasive smile, that neither
he nor Julia had ever had a serious thought of each other, she could only
renew her former caution asto the elder sister, entreat him not to risk his
tranquillity by too much admiration there, and then gladly take her sharein
anything that brought cheerfulnessto the young peoplein general, and that
did so particularly promote the pleasure of the two so dear to her.

“| rather wonder Juliais not inlovewith Henry,” was her observation to
Mary.

“| daresay sheis,” replied Mary coldly. “1 imagine both sisters are.”

“Both! no, no, that must not be. Do not give him a hint of it. Think of
Mr. Rushworth!”

“You had better tell Miss Bertram to think of Mr. Rushworth. It may do
her somegood. | often think of Mr. Rushworth’ sproperty and i ndependence,
and wish them in other hands; but | never think of him. A man might
represent the county with such an estate; a man might escape a profession
and represent the county.”

“| dare say he will bein parliament soon. When Sir Thomas comes, |
dare say hewill be in for some borough, but there has been nobody to put
himin theway of doing anything yet.”

“Sir Thomas is to achieve many mighty things when he comes home,”
said Mary, after apause. “ Do you remember Hawkins Browne' s* Address
to Tobacco,” in imitation of Pope?—

Blest leaf! whose aromatic galesdispense  To Templars modesty, to
Parsons sense.

| will parody them—

Blest Knight! whose dictatorial looks dispense  To Children affluence,
to Rushworth sense.

Will not that do, Mrs. Grant? Everything seems to depend upon Sir
Thomas' sreturn.”

“You will find his consequence very just and reasonabl e when you see
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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
keeps everybody intheir place. Lady Bertram seems more of a cipher now
than when he is at home; and nobody else can keep Mrs. Norrisin order.
But, Mary, do not fancy that Maria Bertram cares for Henry. | am sure
Julia does not, or she would not have flirted as she did last night with Mr.
Yates; and though he and Maria are very 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 signed.”

“1f you have such a suspicion, something must be done; and as soon as
the play is all over, we will talk to him seriously and make him know his
own mind; and if he means nothing, we will send him off, though heis
Henry, for atime.”

Julia did suffer, however, though Mrs. Grant discerned it not, and though
it escaped the notice of many of her own family likewise. She had loved,
she did love still, and she had all the suffering which awarm temper and a
high spirit werelikely to endure under the disappointment of adear, though
irrational hope, with a strong sense of ill-usage. Her heart was sore and
angry, and she was capable only of angry consolations. The sister with
whom she was used to be on easy terms was now become her greatest
enemy: they were dienated from each other; and Juliawas not superior to
the hope of some distressing end to the attentions which were still carrying
on there, some punishment to Mariafor conduct so shameful towards her-
sdf aswell astowards Mr. Rushworth. With no material fault of temper, or
difference of opinion, to prevent their being very good friends while their
interests were the same, the sisters, under such atrial asthis, had not affec-
tion or principle enough to make them merciful or just, to give them honour
or compassion. Mariafelt her triumph, and pursued her purpose, careless
of Julia; and Juliacould never see Mariadistinguished by Henry Crawford
without trusting that it would create jeal ousy, and bring a public distur-
bance at last.

Fanny saw and pitied much of thisin Julia; but there was no outward
fellowship between them. Juliamade no communication, and Fanny took
no liberties. They weretwo solitary sufferers, or connected only by Fanny’ s
CONSCi OUSNESS.

The inattention of the two brothers and the aunt to Julia’ s discomposure,
and their blindnessto its true cause, must be imputed to the fullness of their
own minds. They were totally preoccupied. Tom was engrossed by the
concerns of histheatre, and saw nothing that did not immediately relate to
it. Edmund, between his theatrical and his real part, between Miss
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Crawford’ s claims and his own conduct, between love and consistency,
was egually unobservant; and Mrs. Norris was too busy in contriving and
directing the general little matters of the company, superintending their
various dresses with economical expedient, for which nobody thanked her,
and saving, with delighted integrity, half a crown here and there to the
absent Sir Thomas, to haveleisure for watching the behaviour, or guarding
the happiness of his daughters.
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CHAPTER 18

Everything was now in aregular train: theatre, actors, actresses, and
dresses, were all getting forward; but though no other great i mpediments
arose, Fanny found, before many dayswere past, that it was not all uninter-
rupted enjoyment to the party themselves, and that she had not to witness
the continuance of such unanimity and delight ashad been amost too much
for her a first. Everybody began to have their vexation. Edmund had many.
Entirely against his judgment, a scene-painter arrived from town, and was
at work, much to the increase of the expenses, and, what was worse, of the
eclat of their proceedings; and hisbrother, instead of being really guided by
him asto the privacy of the representation, was giving an invitation to ev-
ery family who camein his way. Tom himself began to fret over the scene-
painter’ sslow progress, and to feel 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 sense of the insignificance of all
his partstogether, and make him moreready to regret that some other play
had not been chosen.

Fanny, being dways avery courteous listener, and often the only listener
at hand, camein for the complaints and the di stresses of most of them. She
knew that Mr. Yates was in genera thought to rant dreadfully; that Mr.
Yates was disappointed in Henry Crawford; that Tom Bertram spoke so
guick he would be unintelligible; that Mrs. Grant spoiled everything by
laughing; that Edmund was behindhand with his part, and that it was mis-
ery to have anything to do with Mr. Rushworth, who was wanting aprompter
through every speech. She knew, also, that poor Mr. Rushworth could
seldom get anybody to rehearse with him: his complaint came before her
aswell asthe rest; and so decided to her eye was her cousin Maria savoid-
ance of him, and so needlessly oftentherehearsal of thefirst scene between
her and Mr. Crawford, that she had soon all the terror of other complaints
from him . So far from being all satisfied and all enjoying, she found ev-
erybody requiring something they had not, and giving occasion of discon-
tent to the others. Everybody had apart either too long or too short; nobody
would attend as they ought; nobody would remember on which side they
wereto comein; nobody but the complainer would observe any directions.
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Fanny believed herself to derive as much innocent enjoyment from the
play as any of them; Henry Crawford acted well, and it was a pleasure to
her to creep into thetheatre, and attend the rehearsal of thefirst act, in spite
of thefedingsit excited in some speechesfor Maria. Maria, 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. Asfar as she could judge, Mr. Crawford was con-
siderably the best actor of all: he had more confidence than Edmund, more
judgment than Tom, more talent and taste than Mr. Yates. Shedid not like
him as aman, but she must admit him to be the best actor, and on this point
there were not many who differed from her. Mr. Yates, indeed, exclaimed
against his tameness and insipidity; and the day came at last, when Mr.
Rushworth turned to her with ablack look, and said, “ Do you think thereis
anything so very finein all this? For the life and soul of me, | cannot
admire him; and, between ourselves, to see such an undersized, little, mean-
looking man, set up for afine actor, isvery ridiculousin my opinion.”

From this moment there was areturn of his former jea ousy, which Maria,
from increasing hopes of Crawford, was at little pains to remove; and the
chances of Mr. Rushworth’ s ever attaining to the knowl edge of his two-
and-forty speeches became much less. Asto his ever making anything
tolerable of them, nobody had the smallest idea of that except his mother;
she, indeed, regretted that his part was not more considerable, and deferred
coming over to Mansfield till they were forward enough in their rehearsal
to comprehend all his scenes; but the others aspired at nothing beyond his
remembering the catchword, and thefirst line of his speech, and being able
to follow the prompter through the rest. Fanny, in her pity and
kindheartedness, was at great pains to teach him how to learn, giving him
all the helpsand directionsin her power, trying to make an artificial memory
for him, and learning every word of his part herself, but without his being
much the forwarder.

Many uncomfortable, anxious, apprehensive feelings she certainly had;
but with all these, and other claims on her time and attention, she was as far
from finding herself without employment or utility amongst them, as with-
out a companion in uneasiness; quite as far from having no demand on her
leisure as on her compassion. Thegloom of her first anticipations was proved
to have been unfounded. Shewas occasionally useful to al; she was per-
haps as much at peace as any.

Therewas agreat deal of needlework to be done, moreover, in which her
help was wanted; and that Mrs. Norris thought her quite as well off asthe
rest, was evident by the manner in which she claimed it—=Come, Fanny,”
shecried, “these arefine timesfor you, but you must not be alwayswalking
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from one room to the other, and doing the lookings-on at your ease, inthis
way; | want you here. | have been slaving myself till | can hardly stand, to
contrive Mr. Rushworth’ s cloak without 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 atrice. It would be lucky for meif | had
nothing but the executive part to do. You are best off, | cantell you: but if
nobody did morethan you , we should not get on very fast”

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

“ One cannot wonder, sister, that Fanny should bedelighted: itisall new
to her, you know; you and | used to bevery fond of aplay ourselves, and so
am | still; and as soon as| am alittlemore at leisure, | meantolook in at
their rehearsals too. Wheat isthe play about, Fanny? you have never told
me.”

“Oh! sister, pray do not ask her now; for Fanny is not one of those who
cantalk and work at the sametime. Itisabout Lovers Vows.”

“I believe,” said Fanny to her aunt Bertram, “ there will be three acts
rehearsed to-morrow evening, and that will give you an opportunity of see-
ing all the actors at once.”

“You had better stay till the curtain is hung,” interposed Mrs. Norris;
“the curtain will be hungin aday or two—thereisvery little sensein aplay
without a curtain—and | am much mistaken if you do not find it draw up
into very handsome festoons.”

Lady Bertram seemed quite resigned to waiting. Fanny did not share her
aunt’ scomposure: she thought 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 most particularly, and which shewaslonging and dread-
ing to see how they would perform. The whole subject of it was love—a
marriage of love wasto be described by the gentleman, and very little short
of adeclaration of love be made by the lady.

She had read and read the scene again with many painful, many wonder-
ing emotions, and looked forward to their representation of it asa circum-
stance almost too interesting. Shedid not believe they had yet rehearsed it,
evenin private.

The morrow came, the plan for the evening continued, and Fanny’ s con-
sideration of it did not become less agitated. She worked very diligently
under her aunt’ s directions, but her diligence and her silence concealed a
very absent, anxious mind; and about noon she made her escape with her
work to the East room, that she might have no concern in another, and, as
she deemed it, most unnecessary rehearsal of the first act, which Henry
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Crawford wasjust proposing, desirous at once of having her timeto herself,
and of avoiding the sight of Mr. Rushworth. A glimpse, asshe passed through
the hall, of the two ladieswalking up from the Parsonage made no change
in her wish of retreat, and she worked and meditated in the East room,
undisturbed, for a quarter of an hour, when a gentle tap at the door was
followed by the entrance of Miss Crawford.

“Am | right? Yes; thisisthe East 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 shew herself mistress of theroom
by her civilities, and looked at thebright bars of her empty gratewith concern.

“Thank you; | am quite warm, very warm. Allow meto stay here alittle
while, and do have the goodness to hear me my third act. | have brought
my book, and if you would but rehearseit with me, | should be so obliged!
| came here to-day intending to rehearse it with Edmund—by ourselves—
against the evening, but heis not in theway; and if he were, | do not think
| could go through it with him , till | have hardened myself alittle; for
really thereis a speech or two. You will be so good, won'’ t you?’

Fanny was most civil in her assurances, though she could not give them
inavery steady voice.

“Have you ever happened to look at the part | mean?’ continued Miss
Crawford, opening her book. “Hereitis. | did not think much of it at
first—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 heisyour cousin, which makes all the difference. You must
rehearseit with me, that | may fancy you him, and get on by degrees. You
have alook of his sometimes.”

“Havel? | will do my best with the greatest readiness; but | must read
the part, for | can say very little of it.”

“ None of it, | suppose. You areto have the book, of course. Now for it.
We must havetwo chairs at hand for you to bring forward to the front of the
stage. There—very good school-room chairs, not made for atheatre, | dare
say; much morefitted for little girlsto sit and kick their feet against when
they arelearning alesson. What would your governess and your uncle say
to see them used for such apurpose? Could Sir Thomas look in upon us
just now, he would bless himself, for we arerehearsing all over the house.
Yatesis storming away in the dining-room. | heard him as | came upstairs,
and thetheatreisengaged of course by thoseindefati gablerehearsers, Agatha
and Frederick. If they arenot 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 Mr. Rushworth
was with me. | thought he began to look alittle queer, so | turned it off as
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well as | could, by whispering to him, * We shall have an excellent Agatha;
thereis something so maternal in her manner, so completely maternal in
her voice and 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 feeling which the
idea of representing Edmund was so strongly cal culated to inspire; but with
looks and voice so truly feminine as to be no very good picture of a man.
With such an Anhalt, however, Miss Crawford had courage enough; and
they had got through half the scene, when atap at the door brought a pause,
and the entrance of Edmund, the next moment, suspended it all.

Surprise, consciousness, and pleasure appeared in each of the three on
this unexpected meeting; and as Edmund was come on the very same busi-
ness that had brought Miss Crawford, consciousness and pleasure were
likely to be more than momentary in them . He too had his book, and was
seeking Fanny, to ask her to rehearse with him, and help him to prepare for
the evening, without knowing Miss Crawford to be in the house; and great
was the joy and animation of being thus thrown together, of comparing
schemes, and sympathising in praise of Fanny’ skind offices.

She could not equal them in their warmth. Her spirits sank under the
glow of theirs, and she felt herself becoming too nearly nothing to both to
have any comfort in having been sought by either. They must now rehearse
together. Edmund proposed, urged, entreated it, till the lady, not very un-
willing 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 exerciseit and tell them al 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
bdieved 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 some-
times more than enough; for she could not always pay attention to the
book. In watching them she forgot herself; and, agitated by the increasing
spirit of Edmund’ s manner, had once closed the page and turned away ex-
actly as he wanted help. It was imputed to very reasonable weariness, and
she wasthanked 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 wasinclined to believe
their performance would, indeed, have such nature and feeling in it as must
ensure their credit, and makeit avery suffering exhibition to herself. What-
ever might beits effect, however, she must stand the brunt of it again that
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very day.

The first regular rehearsal of the three first acts was certainly to take
placeintheevening: Mrs. Grant and the Crawfords were engaged to return
for that purpose as soon as they could after dinner; and every one con-
cerned was looking forward with eagerness. There seemed ageneral diffu-
sion of cheerfulness on the occasion. Tom was enjoying such an advance
towards the end; Edmund was in spirits from the morning’ srehearsal, and
little vexations seemed everywhere smoothed away. All were aert and
impatient; the ladies moved soon, the gentlemen soon followed them, and
with the exception of Lady Bertram, Mrs. Norris, and Julig, everybody was
in the theatre at an early hour; and having lighted it up aswell asits unfin-
ished state admitted, were waiting only the arrival of Mrs. Grant and the
Crawfordsto begin.

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

“Dr. Grant isill,” said she, with mock solemnity. “ He has beeniill ever
since he did not eat any of the pheasant today. He fancied it tough, sent
away hisplate, and has been suffering ever since”.

Here was disappointment! Mrs. Grant’ s non-attendance was sad indeed.
Her pleasant manners and cheerful conformity made her always valuable
amongst them; but now she was absolutely necessary. They could not act,
they could not rehearse with any satisfaction without her. The comfort of
the whol e evening was destroyed. What was to be done? Tom, as Cottager,
was in despair. After a pause of perplexity, some eyes began to be turned
towards Fanny, and avoice or twoto say, “ If Miss Price would be so good
asto read the part.” She was immediately surrounded by supplications;
everybody asked it; even Edmund said, “ Do, Fanny, if itisnot very dis-
agreeableto you.”

But Fanny still hung back. She could not enduretheideaof 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 felt to be safest, instead of attending there-
hearsal at all? She had known it would irritate and distress her; she had
known it her duty to keep away. She was properly punished.

“You haveonly to read thepart,” said Henry Crawford, with renewed
entreaty.

“And | do believe she can say every word of it,” added Maria, “for she
could put Mrs. Grant right the other day in twenty places. Fanny, | am sure
you know the part.”

Fanny could not say shedid not ; and asthey all persevered, as Edmund
repeated hiswish, and with alook of even fond dependence on her good-
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nature, she must yield. She would do her best. Everybody was satisfied;
and she was |l ft to the tremors of a most pal pitating heart, while the others
prepared to begin.

They did begin; and being too much engaged in their own noise to be
struck by an unusual noise in the other part of the house, had proceeded
some way when the door of the room was thrown open, and Julia, appear-
ing at it, with afaceall aghast, exclaimed, “ My father iscome! Heisinthe
hall at this moment.”
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CHAPTER 19

How is the consternation of the party to be described? To the greater
number it was a moment of absolute horror. Sir Thomasin the house! All
felt the instantaneous conviction. Not a hope of imposition or mistake was
harboured anywhere. Julia’ slooks were an evidence of thefact that madeit
indisputable; and after the first starts and exclamations, not a word was
spoken for half aminute: 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 asavexa-
tiousinterruption for the evening, and Mr. Rushworth might imagine it a
blessing; but every other heart was sinking under some degree of self-con-
demnation or undefined alarm, every other heart was suggesting, “ What
will become of us? what isto be done now?’ It was aterrible pause; and
terrible to every ear were the corroborating sounds of opening doors and
passing footsteps.

Juliawas the first to move and speak again. Jealousy and bitterness had
been suspended: selfishness waslost inthe common cause; but at the mo-
ment 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, “ | need not be afraid of appearing before
him.”

Her going roused the rest; and at the same moment the two brothers
stepped forward, feeling the necessity of doing something. A very few
words between them were sufficient. The case admitted no difference of
opinion: they must go to the drawing-room directly. Mariajoined them
with the same intent, just then the stoutest of thethree; for the very circum-
stance which had driven Julia away wasto her the sweetest support. Henry
Crawford’ sretaining her hand at such amoment, a moment of such pecu-
liar proof and importance, was worth ages of doubt and anxiety. She hailed
it as an earnest of the most serious determination, and was equal even to
encounter her father. They walked off, utterly heedless of Mr. Rushworth’ s
repeated question of, “ Shall | go too? Had not | better go too? Will not it
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be right for meto go too?’ but they were no sooner through the door than
Henry Crawford undertook to answer the anxious inquiry, and, encourag-
ing him by all meansto pay his respectsto Sir Thomas without delay, sent
him after the others with delighted haste.

Fanny was left with only the Crawfords and Mr. Yates. She had been
quite overlooked by her cousins; and as her own opinion of her claims on
Sir Thomas' s affection was much too humbleto give her any idea of class-
ing herself with his children, she was glad to remain behind and gain alittle
breathing-time. Her agitation and alarm exceeded all that was endured by
therest, by the right of adisposition which not even innocence could keep
from suffering. She was nearly fainting: all her former habitual dread of
her uncle was returning, and with it compassion for him and for almost
every one of the party on the development before him, with solicitude on
Edmund’ s account indescribable. She had found a seat, where in excessive
trembling shewas enduring dl thesefearful thoughts, whilethe other three,
no longer under any restraint, weregiving vent to their feelings of vexation,
lamenting over such an unlooked-for premature arrival as amost untoward
event, and without mercy wishing poor Sir Thomas had been twice aslong
on his passage, or were still in Antigua.

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. Theruin of the play was to them acertainty: they felt the
total destruction of the schemeto be inevitably at hand; while Mr. Yates
considered it only as atemporary 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
leisure 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. Yates' s 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 anything 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 befair by the
othersto have everybody run away.”

Fanny was just beginning to collect herself, and to feel 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 pre-
paring to go as she quitted the room hersdf to perform the dreadful duty of
appearing before her uncle.
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Too soon did she find herself at the drawing-room door; and after paus-
ing amoment for what she knew would not come, for a courage which the
outside of no door had ever supplied to her, sheturned thelock in desperation,
and the lights of the drawing-room, and al the collected family, were be-
foreher. Assheentered, her own name caught her ear. Sir Thomas was at
that moment looking round him, and saying, “ But whereis Fanny? Why do
not | see 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 how much
she was grown! Fanny knew not how to feel, nor where to look. Shewas
quite oppressed. He had never been sokind, so very kindto herin hislife.
His manner seemed changed, his voice was quick from the agitation of joy;
and all that had been awful in his dignity seemed lost in tenderness. Heled
her nearer thelight and looked at her again—inquired particularly after her
health, and then, correcting himself, observed that he need not inquire, for
her appearance spoke sufficiently on that point. A fine blush having suc-
ceeded the previous paleness of her face, hewas justified in his belief of
her equal improvement in health and beauty. He inquired next after her
family, especialy William: and his kindness altogether was such as made
her reproach herself for loving him so little, and thinking his return a
misfortune; and when, on having courage to lift her eyesto hisface, she
saw that he was grown thinner, and had the burnt, fagged, worn look of
fatigue and a hot climate, every tender feeling wasincreased, and she was
miserable in considering 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 themselves round the fire. He had the best right to be the talker; and
the delight of his sensationsin being again in his own house, in the centre
of hisfamily, after such aseparation, made him communicative and chatty
inavery unusual degree; and he was ready to give every information as to
hisvoyage, and answer every question of histwo sons amost beforeit was
put. Hisbusinessin Antiguahad latterly been prosperously rapid, and he
came directly from Liverpool, having had an opportunity of making his
passage thither in a private vessd, instead of waiting for the packet; and all
thelittleparticulars of hisproceedings and events, hisarrivalsand departures,
were most promptly delivered, as he sat by Lady Bertram and looked with
heartfelt satisfaction on the faces around him—nterrupting himself more
than once, however, to remark on his good fortunein finding them all at
home—eoming unexpectedly as he did—all collected together exactly as
he could have wished, but dared not depend on. Mr. Rushworth was not
forgotten: amost friendly reception and warmth of hand-shaking had al-
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ready met him, and with pointed attention he was now included in the ob-
jects most intimately connected with Mansfield. There was nothing dis-
agreeable in Mr. Rushworth’ s appearance, and Sir Thomas was liking him
already.

By not one of the circle was he listened to with such unbroken, unal-
loyed enjoyment as by his wife, who was really extremely happy to see
him, and whose feelings 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 afew minutes, and still remained so sensibly
animated asto put away her work, move Pug from her side, and give al her
attention and all the rest of her sofato her husband. She had no anxieties
for anybody 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 freely for the
good conduct and useful pursuits of al the young people asfor her own. It
was so agreeable to her to see him again, and hear himtalk, to have her ear
amused and her whole comprehension filled by his narratives, that she be-
gan particularly to feel how dreadfully she must have missed him, and how
impossible it would have been for her to bear alengthened absence.

Mrs. Norris was by no means to be compared in happiness to her sister.
Not that she wasincommoded by many fears of Sir Thomas' s disapproba-
tion 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 away 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
dependence, perhaps, on the nerves of hiswife and children, had sought no
confidant but the butler, and had been following him almost instantaneously
into the drawing-room. Mrs. Norris felt herself defrauded of an office on
which she had always depended, whether his arrival or his death wereto be
the thing unfolded; and was now trying to be in a bustle without having
anything to bustle about, and labouring to beimportant where nothing was
wanted but tranquillity and silence. Would Sir Thomas have consented to
eat, she might have gone to the housekeeper with troublesome directions,
and insulted the footmen with injunctions of despatch; but Sir Thomas reso-
lutely declined al dinner: he would take nothing, nothing till teacame—he
would rather wait for tea. Still Mrs. Norriswas at intervals urging some-
thing different; and inthe most interesting moment of hispassageto England,
when the alarm of a French privateer was at the height, she burst through
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hisrecital with the proposal of soup. “ Sure, my dear Sir Thomas, abasin of
soup would be a much better thing for you than tea. Do have abasin of
soup.”

Sir Thomas could not be provoked. “ Still the sameanxiety for everybody’ s
comfort, my dear Mrs. Norris,” washisanswer. “But indeed | would rather
have nothing but tea.”

“Well, then, Lady Bertram, suppose you speak for tea directly; suppose
you hurry Baddeley alittle; he seems behindhand to-night.” She carried
thispoint, and Sir Thomas' s narrative proceeded.

At length there was a pause. His immediate communications were
exhausted, and it seemed enough to belooking joyfully around him, now at
one, now at another of the beloved circle; but the pause was not long: in
the elation of her spirits Lady Bertram became talkative, and what werethe
sensations of her children upon hearing her say, “ How do you think the
young people have been amusing themselves lately, Sir Thomas? They
have been acting. We have been al alivewith acting.”

“Indeed! and what have you been acting?’

“Oh! they’ Il tell you all about it.”

“The all will soon betold,” cried Tom hastily, and with affected
unconcern; “but it is not worth while to bore my father with it now. You
will hear enough of it to-morrow, sir. We havejust been trying, by way of
doing something, and amusing my mother, just within the last week, to get
up afew scenes, amere trifle. We have had such incessant rains almost
since October began, that we have been nearly confined to the house for
daystogether. | have hardly taken out agun sincethe 3rd. Tolerable sport
the first three days, but there has been no attempting anything since. The
first day | 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 werespect your pheasants, sir, | assureyou, as
much asyou could desire. | do not think you will find your woods by any
means worse stocked than they were. | never saw Mansfield Wood so full
of pheasantsin my lifeasthisyear. | hope you will take aday’ s sport there
yoursdlf, sir, soon.”

For the present the danger was over, and Fanny’ s sick feelings subsided;
but when teawas soon afterwards brought in, and Sir Thomas, getting up,
said that hefound that 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 anything had been said to prepare him for the change he must
find there; and a pause of alarm followed his disappearance. Edmund was
the first to speak—

“ Something must be done,” said he.
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“It istime to think of our visitors,” said Maria, still feeling her hand
pressed to Henry Crawford’ s heart, and caring little for anything else.
“Wheredid you leave Miss Crawford, Fanny?”’

Fanny told of their departure, and delivered their message.

“Then poor Yatesisal aone,” cried Tom. “I 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 burning in his room; and on casting his eye round
it, to see other symptoms of recent habitation and ageneral air of confusion
in the furniture. The removal of the bookcase from before the billiard-
room door struck him especially, but he had scarcely more than timeto feel
astonished at al this, before there were sounds from the billiard-room to
astonish him still farther. Some onewastalking therein avery loud accent;
he did not know the voice—more than talking—al most hall ooing. He stepped
to the door, rejoicing at that moment in having the means of immediate
communication, and, opening it, found himself on the stage 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 perhapsthe very best start he had ever givenin thewhole course
of hisrehearsals, Tom Bertram entered at the other end of the room; and
never had hefound greater difficulty in keeping hiscountenance. Hisfather’ s
looks of solemnity and amazement on this hisfirst appearance on any stage,
and the gradual metamorphosis of the impassioned Baron Wildenheim into
the well-bred and easy Mr. Yates, making hisbow and apology to Sir Tho-
mas Bertram, was such an exhibition, such a piece of true acting, as he
would not havelost upon any account. It would bethe last—in all prob-
ability—the last scene on that stage; but he was sure there could not be a
finer. The house would close with the greatest eclat.

There was little time, however, for the indulgence of any images of
merriment. It was necessary for him to step forward, too, and assist the
introduction, and with many awkward sensations he did his best. Sir Tho-
mas received Mr. Yates with all the appearance of cordiality which was due
to his own character, but was really as far from pleased with the necessity
of the acquaintance as with the manner of its commencement. Mr. Yates' s
family and connexions were sufficiently known to him to render hisintro-
duction asthe* particular friend,” another of the hundred particular friends
of his son, exceedingly unwelcome; and it needed al the felicity of being
again 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 aridicul ous exhibition in the midst of theatrical nonsense, and forced
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in so untoward a moment to admit the acquaintance of ayoung man whom
hefelt 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 hisfather’ s thoughts, and heartily wishing he might be
always as well disposed to give them but partial expression, began to see,
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
towardsthe ceiling and stucco of the room; and that when heinquired with
mild gravity after the fate of the billiard-table, he was not proceeding be-
yond avery allowable curiosity. A few minutes were enough for such
unsatisfactory sensations on each side; and Sir Thomas having exerted him-
self so far asto speak afew words of cam approbation in reply to an eager
appeal of Mr. Yates, asto the happiness of the arrangement, thethree gentle-
men returned to the drawing-room together, Sir Thomas with an increase
of gravity which wasnot lost on al.

“1 comefrom your theatre,” said he composedly, as he sat down; “ | found
myself in it rather unexpectedly. Its vicinity to my own room-but in every
respect, indeed, it took me by surprise, as | had not the smallest suspicion
of your acting having assumed so serious a character. It appears aneat job,
however, asfar as| could judge by candl€light, and does my friend Chris-
topher Jackson credit.” And then he would have changed the subject, and
sipped his coffee in peace over domestic matters of a calmer hue; but Mr.
Yates, without discernment to catch Sir Thomas' s meaning, or diffidence,
or delicacy, or discretion enough to allow him to lead the discourse while
he mingled among the others with the least obtrusiveness himself, would
keep him on thetopic of the theatre, would torment him with questions and
remarksrelativeto it, and finally would make him hear the whol e history of
his disappointment at Ecclesford. Sir Thomas listened most politely, but
found much to offend hisideas of decorum, and confirm hisill-opinion of
Mr. Yates' s 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 slight bow conveyed. “Thiswas, infact, the origin of our acting,
" said Tom, after amoment’ sthought. “My friend Yates brought the infec-
tion from Ecclesford, and it spread—as those things always spread, you
know, sir—the faster, probably, from your having so often encouraged the
sort of thing in us formerly. It was liketreading old ground again.”

Mr. Yates took the subject from his friend as soon as possible, and imme-
diately gave Sir Thomas an account of what they had done and were doing:
told him of the gradual increase of their views, the happy conclusion of
their first difficulties, and present promising state of affairs; relating every-
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thing with so blind an interest as made him not only totally unconscious 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 expression of the face on which his own eyes were fixed—
from seeing Sir Thomas' s dark brow contract as he looked with inquiring
earnestness at hisdaughtersand Edmund, dwelling particul arly on thelatter,
and speaking alanguage, aremonstrance, areproof, which he felt at his
heart. Not less acutely wasit felt by Fanny, who had edged back her chair
behind her aunt’ s end of the sofa, and, screened from notice herself, saw all
that was passing before her. Such alook of reproach at Edmund from his
father she could never have expected to witness; and to feel that it wasin
any degree deserved was an aggravation indeed. Sir Thomas' slook implied,
“On your judgment, Edmund, | depended; what have you been about?”
Sheknelt 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 !”

Mr. Yates was still talking. “ To own the truth, Sir Thomas, we were in
the middle of arehearsal when you arrived this evening. We were going
through the three first acts, and not unsuccessfully upon the whole. Our
company is now so dispersed, 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 theresult. We
bespeak your indulgence, you understand, as young performers; we be-
speak your indulgence.”

“My indulgence shall be given, sir,” replied Sir Thomas gravely, “ but
without any other rehearsal.” And with arelenting smile, headded, “ | come
hometo be happy and indulgent.” Then turning away towards any or al of
therest, hetranquilly said, “ Mr. and Miss Crawford were mentioned in my
last letters from Mansfield. Do you find them agreeabl e acquai ntance?’

Tom was the only one at all ready with an answer, but he being entirely
without particular regard for either, without jeal ousy either in love or acting,
could speak very handsomely of both. “ Mr. Crawford was amost pleasant,
gentleman-like man; his sister a sweet, pretty, elegant, lively girl.”

Mr. Rushworth could be silent no longer. “| do not say heisnot gentle-
man-like, considering; but you should tell your father heis not above five
feet eight, or hewill be expecting awell-looking man.”

Sir Thomas did not quite understand this, and looked with some surprise
at the speaker.

“If I must say what | think,” continued Mr. Rushworth, “in my opinion it
is very disagreeable to be aways rehearsing. It is having too much of a
good thing. | am not so fond of acting as| was at first. | think we are a
great deal better employed, sitting comfortably here among ourselves, and
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doing nothing.”

Sir Thomas looked again, and then replied with an approving smile, “|
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
feel many scrupleswhich my children do not feel, is perfectly natural; and
equally so that my value for domestic tranquillity, for a home which shuts
out noisy pleasures, should much exceed theirs. But at your time of lifeto
feel all this, isamost favourable circumstance for yourself, and for every-
body connected with you; and | am sensible of theimportance of having an
aly of such weight.”

Sir Thomas meant to be giving Mr. Rushworth’ sopinion in better words
than he could find himself. He was aware that he must not expect agenius
in Mr. Rushworth; but as a well-judging, steady young man, with better
notions than his el ocution 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,
asheredly fet, most exceedingly pleased with Sir Thomas' s good opinion,
and saying scarcely anything, he did his best towards preserving that good
opinion alittlelonger.



134 Mansfied Park

CHAPTER 20

Edmund’ sfirst object the next morning was to see hisfather alone, and
give him afair statement of the whole acting scheme, defending his own
shareinit asfar only as he could then, in a soberer moment, feel his mo-
tives to deserve, and acknowledging, with perfect ingenuousness, that his
concession had been attended with such partial good as to make his judg-
ment init very doubtful. He was anxious, while vindicating himself, to say
nothing unkind of the others: but there was only one amongst them whose
conduct he could mention without some necessity of defence or palliation.
“We have all been more or lessto blame,” said he, “ every oneof us, except-
ing Fanny. Fanny is the only one who has judged rightly throughout; who
has been consistent. Her feelings have been steadily against it fromfirst to
last. She never ceased to think of what was due to you. You will find
Fanny everything you could wish.”

Sir Thomas saw al the impropriety of such ascheme among such aparty,
and at such atime, asstrongly as his son had ever supposed he must; hefelt
it too much, indeed, for many words; and having shaken handswith Edmund,
meant to try to lose the disagreeabl e impression, and forget how much he
had been forgotten himself as soon as he could, after the house had been
cleared of every object enforcing the remembrance, and restored to its proper
state. Hedid not enter into any remonstrance with his other children: he
was more willing to believe they felt their error than to run the risk of
investigation. The reproof of an immediate conclusion of everything, 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 giv-
ing Mrs. Norrisa hint of his having hoped that her advice might have been
interposed to prevent what her judgment must certainly have disapproved.
The young people had been very inconsiderate in forming the plan; they
ought to have been capable of a better decision themselves; but they were
young; and, excepting Edmund, he believed, of unsteady characters; and
with greater surprise, therefore, he must regard her acquiescencein their
wrong measures, her countenance of their unsafe amusements, than that
such measures and such amusements should have been suggested. Mrs.
Norriswas alittle confounded and as nearly being silenced as ever she had
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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 resourcewas to get out of the subject asfast as possible, and
turn the current of Sir Thomas' sideas into a happier channel. She had a
great deal to insinuate in her own praise asto general attention to the
interest and comfort of hisfamily, much exertion and many sacrifices to
glance at in the form of hurried walks and sudden removals from her own
fireside, and many excellent hints of distrust and economy to Lady Bertram
and Edmund to detail, whereby amost considerable saving had alwaysarisen,
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
connexion with the Rushworths. There shewas impregnable. Shetook to
herself all the credit of bringing Mr. Rushworth’ s admiration of Mariato
any effect. “If | had not been active,” said she, “ and made apoint of being
introduced to his mother, and then prevailed on my sister to pay the first
visit, | amascertain as| sit herethat nothing would have come of it; for Mr.
Rushworth isthe sort of amiable modest young man who wants agreat deal
of encouragement, and there were girls enough on the catch for him if we
had been idle. But | left no stone unturned. | was ready to move heaven
and earth to persuade my sister, and at last | did persuade her. You know
the distance to Sotherton; it was in the middle of winter, and the roads
almost 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 theroads that day! |
thought we should never have got through them, though we had the four
horses of course; and poor old coachman would attend us, out of his great
love and kindness, though he was hardly able to sit the box on account of
the rheumatism which | had been doctoring him for ever since Michag mas.
| 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 hisroom before we set off to advise
him not to venture: he was putting on hiswig; so | said, * Coachman, you
had much better not go; your Lady and | shall bevery safe; you know how
steady Stephenis, 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
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 worsethan anything you can imagine, | wasquitein an agony
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about him. And then the poor horsestoo! To seethem straining away! You
know how | always fedl for the horses. And when we got to the bottom of
Sandcroft Hill, what do you think | did? You will laugh at me; but | got out
and walked up. | did indeed. It might not be saving them much, but it was
something, and | could not bear to sit at my ease and be dragged up at the
expense of those noble animals. | caught adreadful cold, but that | did not
regard. My object was accomplished in the visit.”

“I hope we shall always think the acquaintance worth any trouble that
might be taken to establish it. There is nothing very striking in Mr.
Rushworth’ s manners, but | was pleased last night with what appeared to
be his opinion on one subject: his decided preference of a quiet family
party to the bustle and confusion of acting. He seemed to feel exactly as
one could wish.”

“Yes, indeed, and the more you know of him the better you will like him.
Heis not ashining character, but he has athousand good qualities; and is
so disposed to look up to you, that | am quite laughed at about it, for every-
body considersit asmy doing. ‘ Upon my word, Mrs. Norris,” said Mrs.
Grant the other day, ‘ if Mr. 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 evasions, disarmed by her
flattery; and was obliged to rest satisfied with the conviction that where the
present pleasure of those she loved was at stake, her kindness did some-
times overpower her judgment.

It was a busy morning with him. Conversation with any of them occu-
pied but asmall part of it. He had to reinstate himself in all the wonted
concerns of his Mansfield life: to see his steward and his bailiff; to exam-
ine and compute, and, in the interval s of business, to walk into his stables
and his gardens, and nearest plantations; but active and methodical, he had
not only done all this before he resumed his seat as master of the house at
dinner, he had also set the carpenter to work in pulling down what had been
so lately put up in the billiard-room, and given the scene-painter hisdis-
missal long enough to justify the pleasing belief of his being then &t least as
far off as Northampton. The scene-painter was gone, having spoilt only the
floor of oneroom, ruined all the coachman’ s sponges, and madefive of the
under-servants idle and dissatisfied; and Sir Thomas was in hopes that an-
other day or two would suffice 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

Mr. Yates was beginning now to understand Sir Thomas' s intentions,
though as far as ever from understanding their source. He and his friend
had been out with their guns the chief of the morning, and Tom had taken
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the opportunity of explaining, with proper apologies for his father’ s
particularity, what wasto be expected. Mr. Yatesfelt it as acutely as might
be supposed. To be a second time disappointed in the same way was an
instance of very severeill-luck; and hisindignation was such, that had it
not been for delicacy towards hisfriend, and hisfriend’ syoungest sister, he
believed he should certainly attack the baronet on the absurdity of his
proceedings, and argue him into alittle 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
feel thefolly of it without opposition. He had known many disagreeable
fathers before, and often been struck with the inconveniences they
occasioned, but never, in the whole course of hislife, had he seen one of
that class so unintelligibly moral, so infamously tyrannical as Sir Thomas.
He was not aman to be endured but for his children’ s sake, and he might be
thankful to hisfair daughter Juliathat Mr. Yatesdid yet mean to stay afew
dayslonger under his roof.

The evening passed with external smoothness, though amost every mind
was ruffled; and the music which Sir Thomas called for from his daughters
helped to conceal the want of real harmony. Mariawas in agood deal of
agitation. It was of the utmost consequence to her that Crawford should
now lose no time in declaring himself, and she was disturbed that even a
day should be gone by without seeming to advance that point. She had
been expecting to see him the whole morning, and all the evening, too, was
still expecting him. Mr. Rushworth had set off early with the great news
for Sotherton; and she had fondly hoped for such an immediate
eclaircissement 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 congratulation and inquiry from Mrs.
Grant to Lady Bertram. It was the first day for many, many weeks, in
which the families had been wholly divided. Four-and-twenty hours had
never passed before, since August began, without bringing them together
in some way or other. It was a 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
anxiousto pay his respectsto Sir Thomas, and at rather an early hour they
were ushered into the breakfast-room, where were most of the family. Sir
Thomas soon appeared, and Maria saw with delight and agitation theintro-
duction of the man sheloved to her father. Her sensationswere indefinable,
and so were they afew minutes afterwards upon hearing Henry Crawford,
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who had a chair between herself and Tom, ask the latter in an undervoice
whether there were any plans for resuming the play after the present happy
interruption (with acourteous glance at Sir Thomas), because, in that case,
he should make a point of returning to Mansfield at any time required by
the party: hewas going away immediately, being to meet his uncle at Bath
without delay; but if there were any prospect of arenewal of Lovers’ Vows,
he should hold himself positively engaged, he should break 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, York, wherever | may be,” said he; “ | will
attend you from any place in England, at an hour’ snotice.”

It was well at that moment that Tom had to speak, and not his sister. He
could immediately say with easy fluency, “| am sorry you are going; but as
to our play, that isall 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. | knew how that would be from thefirst. Itis
early for Bath. You will find nobody there.”

“Itisabout my uncle’ susual time.”

“When do you think of going?’

“I may, perhaps, get as far as Banbury to-day.”

“Whose stables do you use at Bath?’ was the next question; and while
this branch of the subject was under discussion, Maria, who wanted neither
pride nor resol ution, was preparing to encounter her share of it with toler-
able calmness.

To her he soon turned, repeating much of what he had already said, with
only asoftened air and stronger expressions of regret. But what availed his
expressions or hisair? He was going, and, if not voluntarily going, volun-
tarily intending to stay away; for, excepting what might be dueto hisuncle,
his engagements were all self-imposed. He might talk of necessity, but she
knew his independence. The hand which had so pressed hers to his heart!
the hand and the heart were alike motionless and passive now! Her spirit
supported her, but the agony of her mind was severe. She had not long to
endurewhat arose from listening to language which his actions contradicted,
or to bury the tumult of her feelings under the restraint of society; for gen-
eral civilities soon called his notice from her, and the farewell visit, asit
then became openly acknowledged, was avery short one. He was gone—
he had touched her hand for the last time, he had made his parting bow, and
she might seek 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 so ended all the hopes his selfish vanity had raised in Mariaand
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Julia Bertram.

Julia could rejoice 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 exposureto be added to
desertion. Henry Crawford gone, she could even pity her sister.

With apurer spirit did Fanny rejoice in the intelligence. She heard it at
dinner, and felt it ablessing. By al the othersit 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
entirely by rote. Mrs. Norris began to look about her, and wonder that his
faling in love with Julia had come to nothing; and could almost fear that
she had been remiss herself in forwarding it; but with so many to care for,
how wasiit possible for even her activity to keep pace with her wishes?

Another day or two, and Mr. Yateswas gone likewise. In his departure
Sir Thomas felt the chief interest: wanting to be alone with his family, the
presence of a stranger superior to Mr. Yates must have been irksome; but of
him, trifling and confident, idle and expensive, it was every way vexatious.
In himself he was wearisome, but as the friend of Tom and the admirer of
Julia he became offensive. Sir Thomas had been quite indifferent to Mr.
Crawford’ sgoing or staying: but hisgood wishes for Mr. Yates' shaving a
pleasant journey, as he walked with him to the hall-door, were given with
genuine satisfaction. Mr. Yates had staid to see the destruction of every
theatrical preparation at Mansfield, the removal of everything 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 be rid of the worst object
connected with the scheme, and the last that must be inevitably reminding
him of itsexistence.

Mrs. Norris contrived to remove one article from his sight 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 hap-
pened to be particularly in want of green baize.



140 Mansfied Park

CHAPTER 21

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—a sombre family party rarely enlivened. There waslittle intercourse
with the Parsonage. Sir Thomas, drawing back from intimacies in general,
was particularly disinclined, at thistime, for any engagements but in one
guarter. The Rushworths were the only addition to hisown domestic circle
which he could solicit.

Edmund did not wonder that such should be his father’ s feelings, nor
could he regret anything but the exclusion of the Grants. “ But they,” he
observed to Fanny, “ have aclaim. They seemto belong to us; they seemto
be part of ourselves. | could wish my father were more sensible of their
very great attention to my mother and sisterswhile hewas away. | am afraid
they may feel themselves neglected. But thetruth is, that my father hardly
knowsthem. They had not been here atwel vemonth 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 some-
times alittle in want of animation among ourselves: my sisters seem out
of spirits, and Tom is certainly not at his ease. Dr. and Mrs. Grant would
enliven us, and make our evenings pass away with more enjoyment evento
my father.”

“Doyou think so?’ said Fanny: “inmy opinion, my unclewould not like
any addition. | think he values the very quietness you speak of, and that
the repose of hisown family circleisall hewants. And it does not appear to
me that we are more serious than we used to be—+mean before my uncle
went abroad. Aswell as| can recollect, it was always much the same. There
was nhever much laughing in his presence; or, if thereis any difference, itis
not more, | think, than such an absence has atendency to produce at first.
There must be a sort of shyness; but | cannot recollect that our evenings
formerly were ever merry, except when my uncle wasin town. No young
people’ sare, | suppose, when those they ook up to are at home” .

“1 believeyou areright, Fanny,” was hisreply, after ashort consideration.
“| believe our evenings are rather returned to what they were, than assum-
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ing a new character. The novelty wasin their being lively. Yet, how strong
the impression that only afew weekswill givel | have beenfegling asif we
had never lived so before.”

“| suppose | am graver than other people,” said Fanny. “ Theeveningsdo
not appear long to me. | loveto hear my uncletalk 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 say that ?’ (smiling). “ Do you want to betold
that you are only unlike other peoplein being morewise and discreet? But
when did you, or anybody, ever get acompliment from me, Fanny? Go to
my father if you want to be complimented. He will satisfy you. Ask your
uncle what he thinks, and you will hear compliments enough: and though
they may be chiefly on your person, you must put up withit, and trust to his
seeing as much beauty of mind in time.”

Such language was so hew to Fanny that it quite embarrassed her.

“Your uncle thinks you very pretty, dear Fanny—and that isthe long and
the short of the matter. Anybody but myself would have made something
more of it, and anybody but you would resent that you had not been thought
very pretty before; but thetruthiis, that your uncle never did admireyoutill
now—and now he does. Your complexion is so improved!—and you have
gained so much countenance!—and your figure—ray, Fanny, do not turn
away about it—H is but an uncle. If you cannot bear an uncle’ sadmiration,
what isto become of you? You must really begin to harden yourself to the
idea of being worth looking a. You must try not to mind growing up into a
pretty woman.”

“Oh! don'’ t talk so, don’ ttalk so,” cried Fanny, distressed by more feel-
ings than he was aware of; but seeing that she was distressed, he had done
with the subject, and only added more seriously—

“Your uncle is disposed to be pleased with you in every respect; and |
only wish you would talk to him more. You are one of those who are too
silent in the evening circle.”

“But | do talk to him more than | used. | am sure | do. Did not you hear
me ask him about the dave-trade last night?’

“| 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 adead silence! And while my
cousins were sitting by without speaking aword, or seeming at al inter-
ested in the subject, | did not like—} thought it would appear asif | wanted
to set mysdlf off at their expense, by shewing acuriosity and pleasurein his
information which he must wish his own daughtersto feel.”

“Miss Crawford was very right in what she said of you the other day:
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that you seemed almost as fearful of notice and praise as other women were
of neglect. We weretalking of you at the Parsonage, and those were her
words. She has great discernment. | know nobody who distinguishes char-
acters better. For so young awomanit is remarkable! She certainly under-
stands you better than you are understood by the greater part of those who
have known you so long; and with regard to some others, | can perceive,
from occasional lively hints, the unguarded expressions 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 most gentlemanlike, dignified, consistent manners; but
perhaps, having seen him so seldom, his reserve may be alittle repulsive.
Could they be much together, | feel sure of their liking each other. He
would enjoy her liveliness and she has talents to value his powers. | wish
they met morefrequently! | hope she does not supposethereisany dislike
onhisside.”

“ She must know herself too secure of the regard of all therest of you,”
said Fanny, with half a sigh, “to have any such apprehension. And Sir
Thomas' swishing just at first to be only with hisfamily, isso very natura,
that she can argue nothing from that. After alittle while, | dare say, we
shall be meeting again in the same sort of way, allowing for the difference
of the time of year.”

“Thisisthe first October that she has passed in the country since her
infancy. | do not call Tunbridge or Cheltenham the country; and November
isastill more serious month, and | can see that Mrs. Grant is very anxious
for her not finding Mansfield dull as winter comes on.”

Fanny could have said agreat deal, but it was safer to say nothing, and
leave untouched all Miss Crawford’ s resources—her accomplishments,
her spirits, her importance, her friends, lest it should betray her into any
observations seemingly unhandsome. Miss Crawford’ s kind opinion of
herself deserved at least a grateful forbearance, and she began to talk of
something else.

“To-morrow, | think, my uncle dines at Sotherton, and you and Mr.
Bertramtoo. Weshall be quiteasmall party at home. | hope my uncle may
continueto like Mr. Rushworth.”

“That isimpossible, Fanny. He must like him less after to-morrow’ s
visit, for we shall befive hoursin hiscompany. | should dread the stupidity
of the day, if there were not amuch greater evil to follow—the impression
it must leave on 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 Thomeas.
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Not all his good-will for Mr. Rushworth, not all Mr. Rushworth’ s defer-
ence 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-
ness as in books, with opinions in general unfixed, and without seeming
much aware of it himself.

He had expected avery different son-in-law; and beginning to feel 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 speak seri-
ously to her. Advantageous aswould bethe aliance, and long standing and
public as was the engagement, her happiness 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 connexion entirely
given up, if shefelt 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 amoment’ s: when her father ceased, she was ableto give her answer
immediately, decidedly, and with no apparent agitation. Shethanked him
for his great attention, his paternal kindness, but he was quite mistaken in
supposing she had the smallest desire of breaking through her engagement,
or was sensibleof 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 adoubt of her happiness with him.

Sir Thomas was satisfied; too glad to be satisfied, perhaps, to urge the
matter quite so far as his judgment might have dictated to others. It wasan
alliance which he could not have relinquished without pain; and thus he
reasoned. Mr. Rushworth was young enough to improve. Mr. Rushworth
must and would improvein good society; and if Maria could now speak so
securely of her happinesswith him, speaking certainly without the prejudice,
the blindness of love, she ought to be believed. Her feelings, probably,
were not acute; he had never supposed them to be so; but her comforts
might not beless on that account; and if she could dispense with seeing her
husband aleading, shining character, there would certainly be everything
elsein her favour. A well-disposed young woman, who did not marry for
love, was in general but the more attached to her own family; and the near-
ness of Sotherton to Mansfield must naturally hold out the greatest
temptation, and would, in al probability, be acontinua supply of the most
amiable and innocent enjoyments. Such and such-like were the reasonings
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of Sir Thomas, happy to escape the embarrassing evils of arupture, the
wonder, the reflections, the reproach that must attend it; happy to secure a
marriage which would bring him such an addition of respectability and
influence, and very happy to think anything of his daughter’ s disposition
that was most favourable for the purpose.

To her the conference closed as satisfactorily asto him. Shewasin a
state of mind to be glad that she had secured her fate beyond recall: that
she had pledged herself anew to Sotherton; that she was safe from the pos-
sibility of giving Crawford the triumph of governing her actions, and de-
stroying her prospects; and retired in proud resolve, determined only to
behave more cautiously to Mr. Rushworth in future, that her father might
not be again suspecting her.

Had Sir Thomas applied to his daughter within the first three or four
daysafter Henry Crawford' sleaving Mansfield, before her feelingswere at
all tranquillised, before she had given up every hope of him, or absolutely
resolved on enduring hisrival, her answer might have been different; but
after another three or four days, when there was no return, no letter, no
message, ho symptom of a softened heart, no hope of advantage from
separation, her mind became cool enough to seek all the comfort that pride
and self 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 haveto think of her as pining in the retire-
ment of Mansfield for him, rejecting Sotherton and London, indepen-
dence and splendour, for his sake. Independence was more needful than
ever; thewant of it at Mansfield more sensibly felt. Shewas lessand less
able to endure the restraint which her father imposed. The liberty which his
absence had given was now become absolutely necessary. She must es-
cape from him and Mansfield as soon as possible, and find consolation in
fortune and consequence, bustle and the world, for awounded spirit. Her
mind was quite determined, and varied not.

To such feelings delay, even thedelay of much preparation, would have
been an evil, and Mr. Rushworth could hardly be more impatient for the
marriagethan herself. In al theimportant preparations of the mind she was
complete: being prepared for matrimony by an hatred of home, restraint,
and tranquillity; by the misery of disappointed affection, and contempt of
the man she wasto marry. The rest might wait. The preparations of new
carriages and furniture might wait for London and spring, when her own
taste could havefairer play.

The principals being al agreed in this respect, it soon appeared that a
very few weekswould be sufficient for such arrangements as must precede
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the wedding.

Mrs. Rushworth was quite ready to retire, and make way for the fortu-
nate young woman whom her dear son had selected; and very early in No-
vember removed herself, 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 anima-
tion of a card-table, as she had ever done on the spot; and before the middle
of the same month the ceremony had taken place which gave Sotherton
another mistress.

It was avery proper wedding. The bride was elegantly dressed; the two
bridesmaids were duly inferior; her father gave her away; her mother stood
with saltsin her hand, expecting to be agitated; her aunt tried to cry; and the
service was impressively read by Dr. Grant. Nothing could be objected to
when it came under the discussion of the neighbourhood, except that the
carriagewhich conveyed the brideand bridegroomand Juliafromthe church-
door to Sotherton was the same chai se which Mr. Rushworth had used for
atwelvemonth before. In everything el se the etiquette of the day might
stand the strictest investigation.

It was done, and they were gone. Sir Thomas felt as an anxious father
must feel, and was indeed experiencing much of the agitation which his
wife had been apprehensive of for herself, but had fortunately escaped.
Mrs. Norris, most happy to assist in the duties of the day, by spending it at
the Park to support her sister’ s spirits, and drinking the health of Mr. and
Mrs. Rushworth in a supernumerary glass or two, was all joyous delight;
for she had made the match; she had done everything; and no one would
have supposed, from her confident triumph, that she had ever heard of con-
jugd infdicity in her life, or could havethe smallest insight into the dispo-
sition of the niece who had been brought up under her eye.

The plan of the young coupl e was to proceed, after afew days, to Brighton,
and take a house there for some weeks. Every public place was new to
Maria, and Brighton is almost as gay in winter as in summer. When the
novelty of amusement there was over, it would be time for the wider range
of London.

Juliawas to go with them to Brighton. Sincerivalry between the sisters
had ceased, they had been gradually recovering much of their former good
understanding; and were at least sufficiently friends to make each of them
exceedingly glad to be with the other at such atime. Some other compan-
ion than Mr. Rushworth was of the first consequence to hislady; and Julia
was quite as eager for novelty and 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
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Mansfield, a chasm which required sometimeto fill up. Thefamily circle
became greatly contracted; and though the Miss Bertrams had | atterly added
littleto its gaiety, they could not but be missed. Even their mother missed
them; and how much moretheir tenderhearted cousin, who wandered about
the house, and thought of them, and felt for them, with a degree of affec-
tionate regret which they had never done much to deserve!
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CHAPTER 22

Fanny’ s consequence 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 division of afamily in which she had
hitherto held so humble athird, it was impossible for her not to be more
looked at, more thought of and atended to, than she had ever been before;
and “Whereis Fanny?’ became no uncommon question, even without her
being wanted for any one’ s convenience.

Not only a homedid her valueincrease, but at the Parsonagetoo. Inthat
house, which she had hardly entered twice ayear since Mr. Norris' s death,
she became a welcome, an invited guest, and in the gloom and dirt of a
November day, most acceptableto Mary Crawford. Her visits there, begin-
ning by chance, were continued by solicitation. Mrs. Grant, realy eager to
get any change for her sister, could, by the easiest self-deceit, persuade
herself that she was doing the kindest thing by Fanny, and giving her the
most important opportunities of improvement in pressing her frequent cals.

Fanny, having been sent into the village on some errand by her aunt
Norris, was overtaken by aheavy shower closeto the Parsonage; and being
descried from one of the windows endeavouring to find shelter under the
branches and lingering leaves of an oak just beyond their premises, was
forced, though not without some modest rel uctance on her part, to comein.
A civil servant she had withstood; but when Dr. Grant himself went out
with an umbrella, there was nothing to be done but to be very much ashamed,
and to get into the house as fast as possible; and to poor Miss Crawford,
who had just been contemplating the dismal rain in avery desponding state
of mind, sighing over theruin of al her plan of exercise for that morning,
and of every chance of seeing a single creature beyond themselves for the
next twenty-four hours, the sound of alittle bustle at the front door, and the
sight of Miss Price dripping with wet in the vestibule, was delightful. The
value of an event on awet day in the country was most forcibly brought
before her. Shewas all alive again directly, and among the most activein
being useful to Fanny, in detecting her to be wetter than she would at first
allow, and providing her with dry clothes; and Fanny, after being obliged to
submit to all this attention, and to being assisted and waited on by mis-
tresses and maids, being also obliged, on returning downstairs, to be fixed
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in their drawing-room for an hour while the rain continued, the blessing of
something fresh to see and think of was thus extended to Miss Crawford,
and might carry on her spiritsto the period of dressing and dinner.

The two sisters were so kind to her, and so pleasant, that Fanny might
have enjoyed her visit could she have believed herself 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 darm that her absencein such weather might occasion 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 establish her during the rain,
her being in such cottage would be indubitable 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 acknowledg-
ment of her wishing very much to hear it, and a confession, which could
hardly be believed, of her having never yet heard it sinceits being in
Mansfield. To Fanny herself it appeared a very simple and natural
circumstance. She had scarcely ever been at the Parsonage since the
instrument’ s arrival, there had been no reason that she should; but Miss
Crawford, calling to mind an early expressed wish on the subject, was con-
cerned at her own neglect; and “ Shall | play to you now?’ and “ What will
you have?’ were questionsimmediately 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 intaste. Sheplayed 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 itsholding up. Those
cloudslook alarming.”

“But they are passed over,” said Fanny. “| have been watching them.
Thisweather isall from the south.”

“ South or north, | know ablack cloud when | seeit; and you must not set
forward whileit is so threatening. And besides, | want to play something
more to you—a very pretty piece—and your cousin Edmund’ s prime
favourite. You must stay and hear your cousin’ sfavourite.”

Fanny felt that she must; and though she had not waited for that sentence
to be thinking of Edmund, such amemento made her particularly awaketo
hisidea, and she fancied him sitting in that room again and again, perhaps
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in the very spot where she sat now, listening with constant delight to the
favouriteair, played, asit appeared to her, with superior tone and expression;
and though pleased with it herself, and glad to like whatever was liked by
him, she was more sincerely impatient to go away at the conclusion of it
than she had been before; and on this being evident, she was so kindly
asked to call again, to take them in her walk whenever she could, to come
and hear more of the harp, that she felt it necessary to be done, if no objec-
tion arose at home.

Such was the origin of the sort of intimacy which took place between
them within the first fortnight after the Miss Bertrams' going away—an
intimacy resulting principally from Miss Crawford’ s desire of something
new, and which had little reality in Fanny’ sfeelings. Fanny went to her
every two or three days: it seemed akind of fascination: she could not be
easy without going, and yet it was without loving her, without ever think-
ing like her, without any sense of obligation for being sought after now
when nobody else was to be had; and deriving no higher pleasure from her
conversation than occasional amusement, and that often at the expense of
her judgment, when it was raised by pleasantry on peopl e or subjectswhich
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 sit
down on one of the benches now comparatively unsheltered, remaining
there perhapstill, in the midst of sometender gaculation of Fanny’ son the
sweets of so protracted an autumn, they were forced, by the sudden swell of
acold gust shaking down the | ast few yellow leaves about them, to jump up
and walk for warmth.

“Thisispretty, very pretty,” said Fanny, looking around her asthey were
thus sitting together one day; “ every time | come into this shrubbery | am
more struck with its growth and beauty. Threeyears ago, this was nothing
but a rough hedgerow along the upper side of the field, never thought of as
anything, or capable of becoming anything; and now it is converted into a
walk, and it would be difficult to say whether most valuable as a conve-
nience or an ornament; and perhaps, in another three years, we may be
forgetting—almost forgetting 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: “ If
any one faculty of our nature may be called more wonderful than the rest,
| do think it is memory. There seems something more speakingly incom-
prehensiblein the powers, thefailures, the inequalities of memory, thanin
any other of our intelligences. The memory is sometimes so retentive, so
serviceable, so obedient; at others, so bewildered and so weak; and at oth-
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ers again, so tyrannic, so beyond control! We are, to be sure, amiracle
every way; but our powers of recollecting and of forgetting do seem pecu-
liarly past finding out.”

Miss Crawford, untouched and inattentive, had nothing to say; and Fanny,
perceiving it, brought back her own mind to what she thought must interest.

“It may seem impertinent in me to praise, but | must admire the taste
Mrs. Grant hasshewnin al this. There is such aquiet smplicity in the plan
of the walk! Not too much attempted!”

“Yes,” replied Miss Crawford carelesdly, “ it does very well for aplace of
this sort. One does not think of extent here ; and between ourselves, till |
came to Mansfield, | had not imagined a country parson ever aspired to a
shrubbery, or anything of the kind.”

“| am so glad to see the evergreens thrive!” said Fanny, in reply. “My
uncle’ s gardener always says the soil here is better than his own, and so it
appears from the growth of the laurels and evergreensin general. The
evergreen! How beautiful, how welcome, how wonderful the evergreen!
When onethinks of it, how astonishing avariety of nature! In some coun-
tries 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 the first rule and law of their existence. You will think
me rhapsodising; but when | am out of doors, especially when | am sitting
out of doors, | am very apt to get into this sort of wondering strain. One
cannot fix one’ seyeson the commonest natura production without finding
food for arambling fancy.”

“To say thetruth,” replied Miss Crawford, “ | am something like the fa-
mous Doge at the court of Lewis X1V.; and may declare that | see no won-
der in this shrubbery equal to seeing mysdf init. If anybody had told me a
year ago that this placewould be my home, that | should be spending month
after month here, as| havedone, | 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.”

“| should havethought so theoretically myself, but,” and her eyes bright-
ened as shespoke, “takeit al and al, | never spent so happy asummer. But
then,” with a more thoughtful air and lowered voice, “there is no saying
what it may lead to.”

Fanny’ s heart beat quick, and shefelt quite unequal to surmising or so-
liciting anything more. Miss Crawford, however, with renewed animation,
soon went on—

“| am conscious of being far better reconciled to a country residence
than | had ever expected to be. | can even supposeit pleasant to spend half
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the year in the country, under certain circumstances, very pleasant. An
elegant, moderate-sized housein the centre of family connexions; continual
engagements among them; commanding the first society in the
neighbourhood; looked 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-a-tete with the person one feels most agree-
ableintheworld. Thereisnothing frightful in such apicture, isthere, Miss
Price? One need not envy the new Mrs. Rushworth with such a home as
that.” “ Envy Mrs. Rushworth!” wasall that Fanny attempted to say. “ Come,
come, it would be very un-handsomein us to be severe on Mrs. Rushworth,
for | look forward to our owing her agreat many gay, brilliant, happy hours.
| expect we shall beall very much at Sotherton another year. Such amatch
as Miss Bertram has madeis apublic blessing; for thefirst pleasures of Mr.
Rushworth’ s wife must beto fill her house, and give the best ballsin the
country.”

Fanny was silent, and Miss Crawford relapsed into thoughtful ness, till
suddenly looking up at the end of afew minutes, she exclaimed, “ Ah! here
heis.” It was not Mr. Rushworth, however, but Edmund, who then ap-
peared walking towards them with Mrs. Grant. “ My sister and Mr. Bertram.
| am so glad your eldest cousin is gone, that he may be Mr. Bertram again.
There is 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. “To me, the sound of Mr.
Bertram is so cold and nothing-meaning, so entirely without warmth or
character! It just standsfor agentleman, and that’ sall. But there isnoble-
nessin the name of Edmund. It isaname of heroism and renown; of kings,
princes, and knights; and seems to breathe the spirit of chivalry and warm
affections.”

“| grant you the nameisgood initsef, and Lord Edmund or Sir Edmund
sound delightfully; but sink it under the chill, the annihilation of aMr., and
Mr. Edmund is no morethan Mr. John or 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 wasthefirst time of his
seeing them together sincethe beginning of that better acquaintance which
he had been hearing of with great satisfaction. A friendship between two
so very dear to him was exactly what he could have wished: and to the
credit of thelover’ sunderstanding, beit stated, that he did not by any means
consider Fanny astheonly, or even asthe greater gainer by such afriendship.

“Well,” said Miss Crawford, “ and do you not scold usfor our imprudence?
What do you think we have been sitting down for but to be talked to about
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it, and entreated and supplicated never to do so again?’

“ Perhaps | might have scolded,” said Edmund, “ if either of you had been
sitting down alone; but while you do wrong together, | can overlook agreat
ded.”

“They cannot have been sitting long,” cried Mrs. Grant, “ for when |
went up for my shawl | saw them from the staircase window, and then they
werewaking.”

“Andreally,” added Edmund, “ the day is so mild, that your sitting down
for afew minutes can be hardly thought imprudent. Our weather must not
always be judged by the calendar. We may sometimestake greater liberties
in November than in May.”

“Upon my word,” cried Miss Crawford, “ you are two of the most disap-
pointing and unfeeling kind friends | ever met with! Thereisno giving you
amoment’ suneasiness. You do not know how muchwe have been suffering,
nor what chills we havefelt! But | have long thought Mr. Bertram one of
the worst subjects to work on, in any little manoeuvre against common
sense, that awoman could be plagued with. | had very little hope of him
fromthefirst; but you, Mrs. Grant, my sister, my own sister, | think | had a
right to darm you alittle.”

“Do not flatter yourself, my dearest Mary. You have not the smallest
chance of moving me. | have my alarms, but they are quite in a different
quarter; and if | could have altered the weather, you would have had a good
sharp east wind blowing on you the whol e 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,
ahard frost setting in all at once, taking everybody (at | east Robert) by
surprise, 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 Sun-
day after the fatigues of the day, will not keep beyond to-morrow. These
are something like grievances, and make methink the weather most unsea-
sonably close.”

“The sweets of housekeeping in acountry village!” said Miss Crawford
archly. “Commend me to the nurseryman and the poulterer.”

“My dear child, commend Dr. Grant to the deanery of Westminster or St.
Paul’ s, and | should be as glad of your nurseryman and poulterer asyou
could be. But we have no such peoplein Mansfield. What would you have
me do?’

“Oh! you can do nothing but what you do aready: be plagued very often,
and never lose your temper.”

“Thank you; but there is no escaping these little vexations, Mary, live
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where we may; and when you are settled in town and | come to seeyou, |
dare say | shall find you with yours, in spite of the nurseryman and the
poulterer, perhaps on their very account. Their remoteness and
unpunctuality, or their exorbitant charges and frauds, will be drawing forth
bitter lamentations.”

“1 mean to be too rich to lament or to feel anything of the sort. A large
income is the best recipe for happiness| ever heard of. It certainly may
secure al the myrtle and turkey part of it.”

“You intend to bevery rich?’ said Edmund, with alook which, to Fanny’ s
eye, had agreat deal of serious meaning.

“To be sure. Do not you? Do not weall?’

“| cannot intend anything which it must be so completely 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 planit isfor a
person at your time of life, with such limited means and indifferent
connexions. What can you want but a decent maintenance? You have not
much time before you; and your relations are in no situation to do anything
for you, or to mortify you by the contrast of their own wealth and
conseguence. Be honest and poor, by all means—but | shall not envy you;
| do not much think | shall even respect you. | have a much greater respect
for those that are honest and rich.”

“Your degree of respect for honesty, rich or poor, is precisely what |
have no manner of concern with. I do not mean to be poor. Poverty is
exactly what | havedetermined against. Honesty, in the something between,
in the middle state of worldly circumstances, is al that | am anxious for
your not looking down on.”

“But | do look down upon it, if it might have been higher. | must ook
down upon anything contented with obscurity when it might rise to
distinction.”

“But how may it rise? How may my honesty at least rise to any
distinction?’

Thiswas not so very easy a question to answer, and occasioned an “ Oh!
" of somelength fromthefair lady before she could add, “ You ought to be
in parliament, or you should have gone into the army ten years ago.”

“ That isnot much to the purpose now; and asto my being in parliament,
| believel must wait till thereisan especia assembly for the representation
of younger sonswho havelittleto live on. No, Miss Crawford,” he added,
in amore serious tone, “ there are distinctions which | should be miserable
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if I thought myself without any chance—absolutely without chance or pos-
sibility of obtaining—but they are of a different character.”

A look of consciousness as he spoke, and what seemed a consciousness
of manner on Miss Crawford’ s side as she made some laughing answer,
was sorrowfull food for Fanny’ s observation; and finding herself quite un-
able to attend as she ought to Mrs. Grant, by whose side she was now
following the others, she had nearly resolved on going home immediately,
and only waited for courage to say so, when the sound of the great clock at
Mansfield Park, striking three, made her feel that she had really been much
longer absent than usual, and brought the previous self-inquiry of whether
she should takeleave or not just then, and how, to avery speedy issue. With
undoubting decision she directly began 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 expecting Edmund’ s
attendance, she would have hastened away alone; but the general pacewas
guickened, and they all accompanied her into the house, through which it
was hecessary to pass. Dr. Grant was in the vestibule, and as they stopt to
speak 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, Edmund was invited by Dr. Grant to eat his mutton
with him the next day; and Fanny had barely timefor an unpleasant feeling
on the occasion, when Mrs. Grant, with sudden recollection, turned to her
and asked for the pleasure of her company too. Thiswasso new an attention,
so perfectly new acircumstance in the events of Fanny’ slife, that she was
all surprise and embarrassment; and while stammering out her great
obligation, and her “ but she did not supposeit would bein 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 aflight of audaciousindependence, it was soon settled, that if noth-
ing were heard to the contrary, Mrs. Grant might expect her.

“And you know what your dinner will be,” said Mrs. Grant, smiling—
"the turkey, and | assure you avery 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, “ al the better; | am glad to hear
you have anything so good in the house. But Miss Price and Mr. Edmund
Bertram, | dare say, would take their chance. We none of us want to hear
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the bill of fare. A friendly meeting, and not afine dinner, isall we havein
view. A turkey, or agoose, or aleg of mutton, or whatever you and your
cook chuseto giveus.”

The two cousins walked home together; and, except in the immediate
discussion of this engagement, which Edmund spoke of with the warmest
satisfaction, as so particularly desirable for her in the intimacy which he
saw with so much pleasure established, it was a silent walk; for having
finished that subject, he grew thoughtful and indisposed for any other.
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CHAPTER 23

“ But why should Mrs. Grant ask Fanny?’ said Lady Bertram. “ How came
sheto think of asking Fanny? Fanny never dines there, you know, in this
sort of way. | cannot spare her, and | am sure she does not want to go.
Fanny, you do not want to go, do you?’

“If you put such aquestion to her,” cried Edmund, preventing hiscousin’ s
speaking, “ Fanny will immediately say No; but | am sure, my dear mother,
she would like to go; and | can see no reason why she should not.”

“I cannot imaginewhy Mrs. Grant should think of asking her? She never
did before. She usedto ask your sisters now and then, but she never asked
Fanny.”

“1f you cannot do without me, ma’ am— said Fanny, in a self-denying
tone.

“But my mother will have my father with her al the evening.”

“Tobesure, so | shall.”

“ Suppose you take my father’ sopinion, ma am.”

“That' swell thought of. So | will, Edmund. | will ask Sir Thomas, as
soon as he comes in, whether | can do without her.”

“Asyou please, ma am, on that head; but | meant my father’ sopinion as
to the propriety of theinvitation' s being accepted or not; and | think he
will consider it aright thing by Mrs. Grant, as well as by Fanny, that being
the first invitation it should be accepted.”

“I do not know. We will ask him. But he will be very much surprised
that Mrs. Grant should ask Fanny at all.”

There was nothing more to be said, or that could be said to any purpose,
till Sir Thomas were present; but the subject involving, as it did, her own
evening’ scomfort for themorrow, was so much uppermost in Lady Bertram’ s
mind, that half an hour afterwards, on hislooking in for aminutein his way
from his plantation to his dressing-room, she called him back again, when
he had almost closed the door, with “ Sir Thomas, stop a moment—have
something to say to you.”

Her tone of calm languor, for she never took the trouble of raising her
voice, was aways heard and attended to; and Sir Thomas came back. Her
story began; and Fanny immediately slipped out of the room; for to hear
herself the subject of any discussion with her uncle was more than her
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nerves could bear. She was anxious, she knew—more anxious perhaps
than she ought to be—for what was it after all whether she went or staid?
but if her unclewere 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
indifferent. Her cause, meanwhile, went onwell. It began, onLady Bertram’ s
part, with—=1 have something to tell you that will surprise you. Mrs. Grant
has asked Fanny to dinner.”

“Well,” said Sir Thomas, as if waiting more to accomplish the surprise.

“ Edmund wants her to go. But how can | spare her?’

“Shewill belate,” said Sir Thomas, taking out his watch; “ but what is
your difficulty?’

Edmund found himself obliged to speak and fill up the blanksin his
mother’ s story. Hetold the whole; and she had only to add, “ So strange!
for Mrs. Grant never used to ask her.”

“Butisit not very natural,” observed Edmund, “that Mrs. Grant should
wish to procure so agreeable avisitor for her sister?”’

“Nothing can bemore naturd,” said Sir Thomas, after ashort deliberation;
“nor, were there no sister in the case, could anything, in my opinion, be
more naturd . Mrs. Grant’ sshewing civility to MissPrice, to Lady Bertram’ s
niece, could never want explanation. The only surprise | can fedl is, that
this should be the first timeof itsbeing paid. Fanny was perfectly rightin
giving only aconditional answer. She appearsto feel as she ought. But as
| concludethat shemust wish to go, sinceall young peopleliketo be together,
I can see no reason why she should be denied the indulgence.”

“But can | do without her, Sir Thomas?”’

“Indeed | think you may.”

“ She always makes tea, you know, when my sister isnot here.”

“Your sister, perhaps, may be prevailed on to spend the day with us, and
| shall certainly be at home.”

“Very well, then, Fanny may go, Edmund.”

The good news soon followed her. Edmund knocked at her door in his
way to his own.

“Well, Fanny, itisal happily settled, and without the smallest hesitation
on your uncle’ s side. He had but one opinion. You areto go.”

“Thank you, | am so glad,” was Fanny’ singtinctive reply; though when
she had turned from him and shut the door, she could not help feeling,
“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 novelty and importancein
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hers, for excepting the day at Sotherton, she had scarcely ever dined out
before; and though now going only half amile, and only to three people,
still it was dining out, and all the little interests of preparation were enjoy-
ments in themselves. She had neither sympathy nor assistance from those
who ought to have entered into her fedings and directed her taste; for Lady
Bertram never thought of being useful to anybody, 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 seemed intent only on
lessening her niece’ s pleasure, both present and future, as much as possible.

“Upon my word, Fanny, you arein high luck to meet with such attention
and indulgence! You 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 thereisno
real occasion for your going into company in this sort of way, or ever din-
ingout at al; andit iswhat 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 isintended to your uncle and aunt and
me. Mrs. Grant thinksit acivility dueto us to takealittle notice of you, or
elseit would never have comeinto her head, and you may be very certain
that, if your cousin Juliahad been at home, you would not have been asked
atal.”

Mrs. Norris had now so ingeniously done away all Mrs. Grant’ s part of
the favour, that Fanny, who found hersdl f expected to speak, could only say
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 astate 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 easy
about your aunt. And | hopeyou will haveavery agreeable day, and find
ital mighty deightful . But | must observethat fiveisthevery awkwardest
of all possible numbersto sit down to table; and | cannot but be surprised
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 contented to take my dining-table when |
came away, as anybody in their senses would have done, instead of having
that 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 respected! for people are never respected when
they step out of their proper sphere. Remember that, Fanny. Five—enly
fiveto be sitting round that table. However, you will have dinner enough
onit for ten, | dare say.”
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Mrs. Norris fetched breath, and went on again.

“The nonsense and folly of peopl€ s stepping out of their rank and trying
to appear above themselves, makes me think it right to give you ahint,
Fanny, now that you are going into company without any of us; and | do
beseech and entreat you not to be putting yourself forward, and talking and
giving your opinion as if you were one of your cousins—as if you were
dear Mrs. Rushworth or Julia. That will never do, believe me. Remember,
wherever you are, you must bethelowest and last; and though Miss Crawford
isin amanner at home at the Parsonage, you are not to be taking place of
her. And asto coming away at night, you areto stay just aslong as Edmund
chuses. Leave himto settle that .”

“Yes, ma am, | should not think of anything else.”

“Andif it should rain, which | think exceedingly likely, for | never saw it
morethreatening for awet evening in my life, you must manage aswell as
you can, and not be expecting the carriage to be sent for you. | certainly do
not go hometo-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. Sherated her own claimsto
comfort as low even as Mrs. 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 felt a degree of astonishment which
made it impossible for her to speak.

“My dear Sir Thomas!” cried Mrs. Norris, red with anger, “ Fanny can
walk.”

“Walk!” repeated Sir Thomas, in atone of most unanswerabl e dignity,
and coming farther into theroom. “My niecewalk to adinner engagement
at thistime of the year! Will twenty minutes after four suit you?’

“Yes, sir,” was Fanny’ s humble answer, given with the fedings almost of
acrimina towards Mrs. Norris; and not bearing to remain with her in what
might seem a state of triumph, she followed her uncle out of the room,
having staid behind him only long enough to hear these words spoken in
angry agitation—

“Quite unnecessary! agreat 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 felt that the carriage was for
herself, and herself alone: and her uncle’' s consideration of her, coming
immediately after such representations from her aunt, cost her some tears
of gratitude when she was alone.

The coachman drove round to a minute; another minute brought down
the gentleman; and as the lady had, with a most scrupulous fear of being
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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 | must look at you, Fanny,” said Edmund, with the kind smile of
an affectionate brother, “ and tell you how | like you; and aswell as | can
judge by thislight, you look very nicely indeed. What have you got on?”’

“The new dressthat my uncle was so good asto givemeon my cousin’ s
marriage. | hopeitisnot too fine; but | thought | ought to wear it as soon as
| could, and that | might not have such another opportunity all the winter. |
hope you do not think me too fine.”

“A woman can never betoo fine while sheis al in white. No, | seeno
finery about you; nothing but what is perfectly proper. Your gown seems
very pretty. | likethese glossy spots. Has not Miss Crawford agown some-
thing the same?’

In approaching the Parsonage they passed close by the stable-yard and
coach-house.

“Heyday!” said Edmund, “ here’ s company, here sacarriage! who have
they got to meet us?’ And letting down the side-glassto distinguish, “’ Tis
Crawford’ s, Crawford’ s barouche, | protest! There are his own two men
pushing it back intoits old quarters. Heis here, of course. Thisisquitea
surprise, Fanny. | shall be very glad to see him.”

There was no occasion, there was no time for Fanny to say how very
differently shefelt; but the idea of having such another to observe her was
agreat increase of the trepidation with which she performed the very awful
ceremony of walking into the drawing-room.

In the drawing-room Mr. Crawford certainly was, having been just long
enough arrived to be ready for dinner; and the smiles and pleased | ooks of
the three others standing round him, shewed how welcome was his sudden
resol ution of coming tothem for afew dayson leaving Bath. A very cordia
meeting passed between him and Edmund; and with the exception of Fanny,
the pleasure was general; and evento her there might be some advantage
in his presence, since every addition to the party must rather forward her
favourite indulgence of being suffered to sit silent and unattended to. She
was soon aware of this herself; for though she must submit, as her own
propriety of mind directed, in spite of her aunt Norris' s opinion, to being
the principal lady in company, and to all thelittle distinctions consequent
thereon, she found, while they were at table, such a happy flow of conver-
sation prevailing, in which she was not required to take any part—there
was so much to be said between the brother and sister about Bath, so much
between the two young men about hunting, so much of politics between
Mr. Crawford and Dr. Grant, and of everything and all together between
Mr. Crawford and Mrs. Grant, as to leave her the fairest prospect of having



Mansfield Park 161

only to listen in quiet, and of passing avery agreeable day. She could not
compliment the newly arrived gentleman, however, with any appearance of
interest, in a scheme for extending his stay at Mansfield, and sending for
his hunters from Norfolk, which, suggested by Dr. Grant, advised by
Edmund, and warmly urged by the two sisters, was soon in possessi on of
his mind, and which he seemed to want to be encouraged even by her to
resolve on. Her opinion was sought as to the probabl e 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 speak to her.

Her two absent cousins, especially Maria, were much in her thoughts on
seeing him; but no embarrassing remembrance affected his spirits. Here
he was again on the same ground where all had passed before, and appar-
ently aswilling 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 agenera way, till they were all re-assembled in the draw-
ing-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 particul arity
to his other sister. With asignificant smile, which made Fanny quite hate
him, hesaid, “ So! Rushworth and hisfair brideareat Brighton, | understand,;
happy man!”

“Yes, they have been there about afortnight, Miss Price, have they not?
And Juliais with them.”

“And Mr. Yates, | presume, is hot far off.”

“Mr. Yates! Oh! we hear nothing of Mr. Yates. | do not imagine he
figures much in thelettersto Mansfield Park; do you, Miss Price? | think
my friend Julia knows better than to entertain her father with Mr. Yates.”

“ Poor Rushworth and his two-and-forty speeches!” continued Crawford.
“Nobody can ever forget them. Poor fellow! | see him now-his toil and
his despair. Well, | am much mistaken if hislovely Mariawill ever want
him to make two-and-forty speechesto her” ; adding, with a momentary
seriousness, “ Sheistoo good for him—much too good.” And then chang-
ing histone again to one of gentle gallantry, and addressing Fanny, he said,
“You were Mr. Rushworth’ s best friend. Your kindness and patience can
never beforgotten, your indefatigable patience in trying to makeit possible
for him to learn his part—in trying to give him a brain which nature had
denied—to mix up an understanding for him out of the superfluity of your
own! He might not have sense enough himself to estimate your kindness,
but | may ventureto say that it had honour from al the rest of the party.”

Fanny coloured, and said nothing.
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“Itisasadream, apleasant dream!” he exclaimed, breaking forth again,
after afew minutes' musing. “I shall alwayslook back on our theatricals
with exquisite pleasure. There was such an interest, such an animation,
such a spirit diffused. Everybody felt it. We were al alive. There was
employment, hope, solicitude, bustle, for every hour of the day. Always
some little objection, somelittle doubt, somelittle anxiety to be got over. |
never was happier.”

With silent indignation Fanny repeated to herself, “ Never happier!—rever
happier than when doing what you must know was not justifiablel—rever
happi er than when behaving so dishonourably and unfeelingly! Oh! what a
corrupted mind!”

“We were unlucky, Miss Price,” he continued, in alower tone, to avoid
thepossibility of being heard by Edmund, and not at all aware of her feelings,
“we certainly were very unlucky. Another week, only one other week,
would have been enough for us. | think if we had had the disposal of
events— Mansfield Park had had the government of the winds just for a
week 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, we
would have indulged ourselves with aweek’ scam in the Atlantic at that
season.”

He seemed determined to be answered; and Fanny, averting her face,
said, with afirmer tonethan usua, “ Asfar as | am concerned, sir, | would
not have delayed hisreturn for aday. My uncle disapproved it al so en-
tirdy when he did arrive, that in my opinion everything 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 surprised; but after afew moments’
silent consideration of her, replied in a calmer, graver tone, and asif the
candid result of conviction, “| believe you are right. It was more pleasant
than prudent. Wewere getting too noisy.” And then turning the conversation,
he would have engaged her on some other subject, but her answerswere so
shy and reluctant that he could not advancein any.

Miss Crawford, who had been repeatedly eyeing Dr. Grant and Edmund,
now observed, “ Those gentlemen must have some very interesting point to
discuss.”

“Themost interesting in the world,” replied her brother— how to make
money; how to turn agood incomeinto abetter. Dr. Grant isgiving Bertram
instructions about theliving heisto step into so soon. | find hetakes orders
in afew weeks. They were at it in the dining-parlour. | am glad to hear
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Bertram will be so well off. Hewill have avery pretty income to make
ducks and drakes with, and earned without much trouble. | apprehend he
will not havelessthan seven hundred ayear. Seven hundred ayear isafine
thing for ayounger brother; and as of course hewill still live at home, it
will beall for his menus plaisirs; and asermon a Christmas and Easter,
| suppose, will bethe sum total of sacrifice.”

His sister tried to laugh off her feelings by saying, “ Nothing amuses me
morethan the easy manner with which everybody settles the abundance of
those who have a great deal less than themselves. You would look rather
blank, Henry, if your menus plaisirs wereto be limited to seven hundred
ayear.”

“Perhaps | might; but al that you know isentirely comparative. Birth-
right and habit must settlethe business. Bertramiscertainly well off for a
cadet of even abaronet’ sfamily. By thetimeheis four or fiveand twenty
he will have seven hundred ayear, and nothing to do for it.”

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
herself and let it pass; and tried to look calm and unconcerned when the
two gentlemen shortly afterwards joined them.

“Bertram,” said Henry Crawford, “| shall make a point of coming to
Mansfield to hear you preach your first sermon. | shall come on purposeto
encourage ayoung beginner. Whenisit to be? Miss Price, will not you
join mein encouraging your cousin? Will not you engage to attend with
your eyes steadily fixed on him the whol e time—as | shall do—rot to lose
aword; or only looking off just to note down any sentence preeminently
beautiful ? We will provide ourselves 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.”

“| shal 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
seeyou trying at it than amost any other man.”

“Will he not feel this?” thought Fanny. “No, he can feel nothing as he
ought.”

The party being now al united, and the chief talkersattracting each other,
she remained in tranquillity; and as a whist-table was formed after tea—
formed redly for the amusement of Dr. Grant, by his attentive wife, though
it was not to be supposed so—and Miss Crawford took her harp, she had
nothing to do but to listen; and her tranquillity remained undisturbed the
rest of the evening, except when Mr. Crawford now and then addressed to
her aquestion or observation, which she could not avoid answering. Miss
Crawford was too much vexed by what had passed to be in a humour for
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anything but music. With that she soothed herself and amused her friend.

The assurance 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, was felt with resentment and mortification. She was very angry
with him. She had thought her influence more. She had begun to think of
him; shefelt that shehad, with great regard, with a most decided intentions;
but she would now meet him with hisown cool feelings. It was plain that he
could have no serious views, no true attachment, by fixing himself in a
situation which he must know she would never stoop to. Shewould learn
to match him in hisindifference. She would henceforth admit his atten-
tionswithout any idea beyond immediate amusement. If he could so com-
mand his affections, hers should do her no harm.
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CHAPTER 24

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
afew lines of explanation to the Admiral, he looked round at hissister ashe
sealed and threw the letter from him, and seeing the coast clear of the rest
of the family, said, with asmile, “ And how do you think | mean to amuse
myself, Mary, on the days that | do not hunt? | 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?’

“To wak and ride with 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. Besides, that
would be all recreation and indulgence, without the wholesome alloy of
labour, and | do not liketo eat thebread of idleness. No, my planisto make
Fanny Pricein lovewithme.”  “Fanny Price! Nonsense! No, no. You
ought to be satisfied with her two cousins.”

“But | cannot be satisfied without Fanny Price, without making a small
holein Fanny Price' s heart. You do not seem properly aware of her claims
to notice. When we talked of her last night, you none of you seemed sen-
sible of thewonderful improvement that has taken placein her looks within
thelast six weeks. You see her every day, and therefore do not noticeit; but
| assureyou sheisquiteadifferent creature from what she wasinthe autumn.
Shewas then merely aquiet, modest, not plain-looking girl, but sheisnow
absolutely pretty. | used to think she had neither complexion nor
countenance; but in that soft skin of hers, so frequently tinged with ablush
asit 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 anything to express. And then, her air, her manner,
her tout ensemble, issoindescribably improved! She must be grown two
inches, at least, since October.”

“Phoo! phoo! Thisis only becausethere were no tall women to compare
her with, and because she has got a new gown, and you never saw her so
well dressed before. Sheisjust what she wasin October, believe me. The
truth is, that she wasthe only girl in company for you to notice, and you
must have a somebody. | have always thought her pretty—not strikingly
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pretty—but * pretty enough,” as people say; a sort of beauty that grows on
one. Her eyes should be darker, but she has a sweet smile; but as for this
wonderful degree of improvement, | am sureit may all be resolved into a
better style of dress, and your having nobody elseto look at; and therefore,
if you do set about aflirtation with her, you never will persuade methat itis
in compliment to her beauty, or that it proceeds from anything but your
ownidleness and folly.”

Her brother gave only asmile to this accusation, and soon afterwards
said, “ | 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 shesolemn? Isshe queer? Is she prudish? Why did she draw back and
look so graveat me? | could hardly get her to speak. | never wassolongin
company with agirl in my life, trying 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 lookssay, ‘ | will not likeyou, | am determined not to like
you' ; and | say sheshall.”

“Foolish fellow! And so thisis her attraction after all! Thisit is, her not
caring about you, which gives her such a soft skin, and makes her so much
taller, and produces all these charms and graces! | do desire 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 agreat deal of feding.”

“It can bebut for afortnight,” said Henry; “ and if afortnight can kill her,
she must have a constitution which nothing could save. No, | will not do
her any harm, dear little soul! only want her to look kindly on me, to give
mesmilesaswell as blushes, to keep achair for me by herself wherever we
are, and beall animation when | takeit and talk to her; to think as| think, be
interested in all my possessions and pleasures, try to keep me longer at
Mansfield, and feel when | go away that she shall be never happy again. |
want nothing more.”

“Moderation itself!” said Mary. “I can have no scruples now. Well, you
will have opportunities enough of endeavouring to recommend yourself,
for we are agreat deal together.”

And without attempting any farther remonstrance, sheleft Fanny to her
fate, a fate which, had not Fanny’ s heart been guarded in a way unsus-
pected by Miss Crawford, might have been alittle harder than she deserved;
for although there doubtless are such unconquerable young ladies of eigh-
teen (or one should not read about them) as are never to be persuaded into
love againgt their judgment by all that tdent, 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 taste as belonged to
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her, she could have escaped heart-whole from the courtship (though the
courtship only of afortnight) of such a man as Crawford, in spite of there
being some previousill opinion of him to be overcome, had not her affec-
tion been engaged elsewhere. With all the security which love of another
and disesteem of him could give to the peace of mind hewas attacking, his
continued attentions—eontinued, but not obtrusive, and adapting themsel ves
more and more to the gentleness and delicacy of her character—ebliged
her very soon to dislike him less than formerly. She had by no means
forgotten the past, and she thought asill of him as ever; but she felt his
powers: hewas entertaining; and his manners were so improved, so polite,
so seriously and blamelessly palite, that it wasimpossible not to be civil to
himin return.

A very few days were enough to effect this; and at the end of those few
days, circumstances arose which had atendency rather to forward hisviews
of pleasing her, inasmuch as they gave her a degree of happiness which
must dispose her to be pleased with everybody. William, her brother, the
so long absent and dearly loved brother, was in England again. She had a
letter from him herself, afew hurried happy lines, written asthe ship came
up Channel, and sent into Portsmouth with thefirst boat that Ieft the Antwerp
at anchor in Spithead; and when Crawford walked up with the newspaper
in his hand, which he had hoped would bring the first tidings, he found her
trembling with joy over this letter, and listening with a glowing, grateful
countenance to the kind invitation which her uncle was most collectedly
dictating in reply.

It was but the day before that Crawford had made himself thoroughly
master of the subject, or had in fact become at all aware of her having such
abrother, or hisbeing in such aship, 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
Mediterranean, etc.; and the good luck which attended his early examina-
tion of ship news the next morning seemed the reward of hisingenuity in
finding out such a method of pleasing her, aswell as of hisdutiful attention
to the Admiral, in having for many years taken in the paper esteemed to
have the earliest naval intelligence. He proved, however, to be too late.
All those finefirst feelings, of which he had hoped to be the exciter, were
aready given. But hisintention, the kindness of hisintention, was thank-
fully acknowledged: quite thankfully and warmly, for she was elevated
beyond the common timidity of her mind by theflow of her lovefor William.

This dear William would soon be amongst them. There could be no
doubt of his abtaining leave of absence immediately, for he was till only a
midshipman; and as his parents, from living on the spot, must dready have
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seen him, and be seeing him perhaps daily, his direct holidays might with
justice be instantly given to the sister, who had been his best correspondent
through a period of seven years, and the uncle who had done most for his
support and advancement; and accordingly thereply to her reply, fixing a
very early day for his arrival, came as soon as possible; and scarcely ten
days had passed since Fanny had been in the agitation of her first dinner-
vigit, when shefound herself in an agitation of a higher nature, watchingin
thehall, in thelobby, on the stairs, for the first sound of the carriage which
was to bring her a brother.

It came happily while she was thus waiting; and there being neither cer-
emony nor fearfulnessto delay the moment of meeting, she was with him
as he entered the house, and the first minutes of exquisite feeling had no
interruption and no witnesses, unless the servants chiefly intent upon open-
ing the proper doors could be called such. This was exactly what Sir Tho-
mas 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 shewas, instead of rushing out into the hall assoon asthe
noises of the arrival reached them.

William and Fanny soon shewed themselves; and Sir Thomas had the
pleasure of receiving, in his protege, certainly avery different person from
the one he had equipped seven years ago, but a young man of an open,
pleasant countenance, 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
alteration of person had vanished, and she could seein him the same Will-
iam as before, and talk to him, as her heart had been yearning to do through
many apast year. That time, however, did gradually come, forwarded by
an affection on his side aswarm as her own, and much |ess encumbered by
refinement or self-distrust. She wasthe first object of hislove, but it was a
love which his stronger spirits, and bolder temper, made it as natural for
him to express asto fed. On the morrow they were walking about together
with true enjoyment, and every succeeding morrow renewed a tete-a-tete
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 fdicity in her life, as
in this unchecked, equal, fearless intercourse with the brother and friend
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who was opening all his heart to her, telling her al 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 all the comfortsand all thelittle
hardships of her home at Mansfield; ready to think of every member of that
home as she directed, or differing only by aless scrupulous opinion, and
more noisy abuse of their aunt Norris, and with whom (perhaps the dearest
indulgence of thewhole) 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 advantagethis, astrengthener of love, in
which even the conjugal tieis beneath the fraternal. Children of the same
family, the same blood, with the same first associations and habits, have
some means of enjoyment in their power, which no subsequent connexions
can supply; and it must be by along and unnatural estrangement, by a
divorce which no subsequent connexion can justify, if such preciousre-
mains of the earliest attachments are ever entirely outlived. Too often, alas!
itisso. Fraternal love, sometimes amost everything, is at others worse
than nothing. But with William and Fanny Price it was still a sentiment in
all itsprime and freshness, wounded by no oppasition of interest, cooled by
no separate attachment, and fedling theinfluence of time and absence only
initsincrease.

An affection so amiable was advancing each in the opinion of all who
had hearts to val ue anything good. Henry Crawford was as much struck
withit asany. He honoured the warm-hearted, blunt fondness of the young
sailor, which led him to say, with his hands stretched towards Fanny’ shead,
“Do you know, | begin to like that queer fashion already, though when |
first heard of such things being donein England, | could not believeit; and
when Mrs. Brown, and the other women at the Commissioner’ sat Gibraltar,
appeared in the same trim, | thought they were mad; but Fanny can recon-
cilemeto anything” ; 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 aperiod at seamust supply.

It was a picture which Henry Crawford had moral taste enough to vaue.
Fanny’ s attractions increased—ncreased twofold; for the sensibility which
beautified her complexion and illumined her countenance was an attraction
initself. Hewasno longer in doubt of the capabilities of her heart. She had
feeling, genuine feeling. It would be something to beloved by such agirl,
to excite thefirst ardours of her young unsophisticated mind! Sheinter-
ested him more than he had foreseen. A fortnight was not enough. His stay
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becameindefinite.

William was often called on by his uncleto be the talker. His recitals
were amusing in themselvesto Sir Thomas, but the chief object in seeking
them was to understand the reciter, to know the young man by his histories;
and he listened to his clear, simple, spirited details with full satisfaction,
seeing in them the proof of good principles, professiona knowledge, energy,
courage, and cheerfulness, everything that could deserve or promise well.
Young as he was, William had already seen agreat deal. He had beenin the
Mediterranean; 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 seaand war together could
offer. With such meansin his power he had aright to be listened to; and
though Mrs. Norris could fidget about the room, and disturb everybody in
guest of two needlefuls of thread or a second-hand shirt button, in the midst
of her nephew’ s account of a shipwreck or an engagement, everybody else
was attentive; and even Lady Bertram could not hear of such horrors
unmoved, or without sometimeslifting her eyesfrom her work to say, “ Dear
me! how disagreeable! | wonder anybody can ever go to sea.”

To Henry Crawford they gave a different feeling. He longed to have
been at seq, and seen and done and suffered as much. His heart was warmed,
his fancy fired, and he felt the highest respect for alad who, before he was
twenty, had gone through such bodily hardships and given such proofs of
mind. Theglory of heroism, of usefulness, of exertion, of endurance, made
his own habits of selfish indulgence appear in shameful contrast; and he
wished he had been a William Price, distinguishing himself and working
hisway to fortune and consegquence with so much self-respect and happy
ardour, instead of what he was!

The wish was rather eager than lasting. He was roused from the reverie
of retrospection and regret produced by it, by someinquiry from Edmund
asto hisplansfor the next day’ s hunting; and he found it was aswell to be
aman of fortune at once with horses and grooms at his command. In one
respect it was better, as it gave him the means of conferring a kindness
where hewished to oblige. With spirits, courage, and curiosity upto anything,
William expressed an inclination to hunt; and Crawford could mount him
without the slightest inconvenience to himse f, and with only some scruples
to obviate in Sir Thomas, who knew better than his nephew the val ue of
such aloan, and some alarms to reason away in Fanny. She feared for
William; by no means convinced by all that he could relate of his own
horsemanship in various countries, of the scrambling partiesin which he
had been engaged, the rough horses and mules he had ridden, or his many
narrow escapes from dreadful falls, that hewas at all equal to the manage-
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ment 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 therisk,
or feel any of that obligation to Mr. 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 allow it to be akindness, 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 amanner not
to be resisted, made over to his use entirely so long as he remained in
Northamptonshire. (End of Volume One)
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CHAPTER 25

The intercourse of the two families was at this period more nearly re-
stored to what it had been in the autumn, than any member of the old inti-
macy had thought ever likely to be again. The return of Henry Crawford,
and the arrivad of William Price, had much to do with it, but much was still
owing to Sir Thomas' s morethan tol eration 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 find the Grants and their young inmates
really 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 disdain-
ing even asalittleness the being quick-sighted on such points, he could not
avoid perceiving, in agrand and carelessway, that Mr. Crawford was some-
what distinguishing his niece—nor perhaps refrain (though unconsciously)
from giving amore willing assent to invitations on that account.

His readiness, however, in agreeing to dine at the Parsonage, when the
genera invitation was at | ast 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-breed-
ing and goodwill aone, and had nothing to do with Mr. Crawford, but as
being onein 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 observa-
tions 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
agood 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 usual 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 always con-
trive to experience some evil from the passing of the servants behind her
chair, andto bring away somefresh conviction of its being i mpossible among
so many dishes but that some must be cold.

In the evening it was found, according to the predetermination of Mrs.
Grant and her sister, that after making up the whist-table there would re-



Mansfied Park 173

main sufficient for around game, and everybody being as perfectly com-
plying and without a choice as on such occasionsthey always are, specula-
tion was decided on almost as soon as whist; and Lady Bertram soon found
herself in the critical situation of being applied to for her own choice be-
tween the games, and being required either to draw a card for whist or not.
She hesitated. Luckily Sir Thomaswas at hand.

“What shall | do, Sir Thomas? Whist and specul ation; which will amuse
memost?’

Sir Thomas, after amoment’ s thought, recommended speculation. He
was awhist player himself, and perhaps might feel 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 must teach
me.”

Here Fanny interposed, however, with anxious protestations of her own
egual ignorance; she had never played the game nor seen it played in her
life; and Lady Bertram felt a moment’ s indecision again; but upon
everybody’ sassuring her that nothing could be so easy, that it was the easi-
est game on the cards, and Henry Crawford’ s stepping forward with a most
earnest request to be allowed to sit 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 intellectual state and
dignity, the remaining six, under Miss Crawford’ s direction, were arranged
round the other. It was afine arrangement for Henry Crawford, who was
closeto Fanny, and with his hands full of business, having two persons’
cardsto manage aswell as his own; for though it was impossible for Fanny
not to feel herself mistress of the rules of the game in three minutes, he had
yet to inspirit her play, sharpen her avarice, and harden her heart, which,
especially in any competition with William, was awork of some difficulty;
and asfor 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 cards when the deal began, must direct her in whatever was
to be donewith them to the end of it.

He was in high spirits, doing everything with happy ease, and preemi-
nent 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 steady sobriety and orderly silence of the other.

Twice had Sir Thomas inquired into the enjoyment and success of his
lady, but in vain; no pause was long enough for the time his measured
manner needed; and very little of her state could be known till Mrs. Grant
was able, at theend of thefirst rubber, to go to her and pay her compliments.
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“1 hopeyour 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 see my cards; and Mr. Crawford
doesall therest.”

“Bertram,” said Crawford, some time afterwards, taking the opportunity
of alittle languor inthe game, “| have never told you what happened to me
yesterday in my ride home.” They had been hunting together, and werein
the midst of agood run, and at some distance 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 hisway back. “1 told you I lost my way
after passing that old farmhouse with the yew-trees, because | can never
bear to ask; but | have not told you that, with my usual luck—or | never do
wrong without gaining by it—+found myself in due time in the very place
which | had a curiosity to see. | was suddenly, upon turning the corner of a
steepish downy field, in the midst of aretired little village between gently
rising hills; asmall stream before me to be forded, a church standing on a
sort of knoll to my right—which church was strikingly large and hand-
some for the place, and not a gentleman or haf a gentleman’ shouse to be
seen excepting one—to be presumed the Parsonage—within astone’ sthrow
of the said knoll and church. | found myself, in short, in Thornton Lacey.”

“It soundslikeit,” said Edmund; “ but which way did you turn after pass-
ing Sewell’ sfarm?”’

“| answer no such irrelevant and insidious questions; though were | to
answer all that you could put in the course of an hour, you would never be
ableto 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 agood memory. | had forgotten having ever told you half so
much of the place.”

Thornton Lacey was the name of hisimpending living, as Miss Crawford
well knew; and her interest in a negotiation for William Price’ s knave
increased.

“Well,” continued Edmund, “ and how did you like what you saw?’

“Very much indeed. You arealucky fellow. Therewill be work for five
summers at least before the placeis liveable.”

“No, no, not so bad as that. The farmyard must be moved, | grant you;
but | am not aware of anything else. The house is by no means bad, and
when the yard is removed, there may be avery tolerable approach to it.”

“The farmyard must be cleared away entirely, and planted up to shut out
the blacksmith’ s shop. The house must be turned to front the east instead
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of the north—the entrance and principal rooms, | mean, must be on that
side, wherethe view isreally very pretty; | am sure it may be done. And
there must be your approach, through what is at present the garden. You
must make a new garden at what is now the back of the house; which will
be giving it the best aspect in the world, sloping to the south-east. The
ground seems precisely formed for it. | rode fifty yards up the lane, be-
tween the church and the house, in order tolook about me; and saw how it
might all be. Nothing can be easier. The meadows beyond what will be
the garden, aswell as what now is, sweeping round from thelane| stood
in to the north-east, that is, to the principal road through the village, must
beall laid together, of course; very pretty meadowsthey are, finely sprinkled
with timber. They belong to theliving, | suppose; if not, you must purchase
them. Then the stream—something must be done with the stream; but |
could nat quite determine what. | had two or three ideas.”

“And | havetwo or threeideas also,” said Edmund, “ and one of themis,
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 giventheair of agentleman’ s
residence, without any very heavy expense, and that must suffice me; and,
| hope, may suffice all who care about me.”

Miss Crawford, alittle suspicious and resentful of acertain tone of voice,
and a certain half-look attending the last expression of his hope, made a
hasty finish of her dealings with William Price; and securing his knave at
an exorbitant rate, exclaimed, “ There, | will stake my last like awoman of
spirit. No cold prudence for me. | am not born to sit still and do nothing. If
| losethe game, it shall not be from not striving for it.”

The game was hers, and only did not pay her for what she had given to
secure it. Another deal proceeded, and Crawford began again about
Thornton Lacey.

“My plan may not be the best possible: | had not many minutesto form
it in; but you must do agood deal. The place deservesit, and you will find
yourself not satisfied with much less than it is capable of. (Excuse me,
your ladyship must not seeyour cards. There, let them lie just before you.)
The placedeservesit, Bertram. Youtalk of givingit theair of agentleman’ s
residence. That will be doneby theremoval of thefarmyard; for, indepen-
dent of that terrible nuisance, | never saw ahouse of thekind which had in
itself so much the air of agentleman’ sresidence, so much the look of a
something above a mere parsonage-house—above the expenditure of afew
hundredsayear. Itisnot ascrambling collection of low single rooms, with
as many roofsaswindows; it is not cramped into the vulgar compactness of
asquare farmhouse: it isasolid, roomy, mansion-like |ooking house, such
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as one might suppose a respectable old country family had lived in from
generation to generation, through two centuries at | east, and were now spend-
ing from two to three thousand ayear in.” Miss Crawford listened, and
Edmund agreed tothis. “ Theair of agentleman’ sresidence, therefore, you
cannot but giveit, if you do anything. But it is capable of much more. (Let
me see, Mary; Lady Bertram bids adozen for that queen; no, no, adozenis
morethan it isworth. Lady Bertram does not bid a dozen. She will have
nothing to say to it. Go on, go on.) By some such improvements as| have
suggested (I do not really require you to proceed upon my plan, though, by
the bye, | doubt anybody’ s striking out a better) you may giveit a higher
character. Youmay raiseit into a place . From being the mere gentleman’ s
residence, it becomes, by judicious improvement, the residence of aman of
education, taste, modern manners, good connexions. All thismay be stamped
onit; and that housereceive such an air asto makeits owner be set down as
the great landholder of the parish by every creature travelling the road;
especially as there is no real squire’ s house to dispute the point—a
circumstance, between ourselves, to enhance the value of such a situation
in point of privilege and independence beyond all calculation. You think
with me, | hope” (turning with a softened voice to Fanny). “ Have you ever
seen the place?’

Fanny gave aquick 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, sir, hands off, hands off.
Your sister does not part with the queen. She is quite determined. The
gamewill beyours,” turning to her again; “ it will certainly beyours.”

“ And Fanny had much rather it were William' s,” said Edmund, smiling
at her. “Poor Fanny! not allowed to cheat herself as she wishes!”

“Mr. Bertram,” said Miss Crawford, afew minutes afterwards, “ you know
Henry to be such a capital improver, that you cannot possibly engage in
anything of the sort at Thornton Lacey without accepting his help. Only
think how useful he was at Sotherton! Only think what grand things were
produced there by our all going with him one hot day in August to drive
about the grounds, and see his genius take fire. There we went, and there
we came home again; and what was done there is not to be told!”

Fanny’ s eyeswere turned on Crawford for amoment with an expression
more than grave—even reproachful; but on catching his, were instantly
withdrawn. With something of consciousness he shook his head at hissister,
and laughingly replied, “ | cannot say there was much done at Sotherton;
but it wasahot day, and wewere dl walking after each other, and bewildered.
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" As soon as a genera buzz gave him shelter, he added, in alow voice,
directed solely at Fanny, “| should besorry to have my powers of planning
judged of by the day at Sotherton. | seethings very differently now. Do not
think of me as | appeared then.”

Sotherton was aword to catch Mrs. Norris, and being just then in the
happy | eisure which followed securing the odd trick by Sir Thomas' s capi-
tal play and her own against Dr. and Mrs. Grant’ s great hands, she called
out, in high good-humour, “ Sotherton! Yes, that is a place, indeed, and we
had a charming day there. William, you are quite out of luck; but the next
timeyou come, | hope dear Mr. and Mrs. Rushworth will be a home, and |
am sure | can answer for your being kindly received by both. Your cousins
are not of asort to forget their relations, and Mr. Rushworth is a most
amiable man. They are at Brighton now, you know; in one of the best
houses there, as Mr. Rushworth’ s fine fortune gives them 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 respects to
them; and | could send alittle parcel by you that | want to get conveyed to
your cousins.”

“| should be very happy, aunt; but Brighton is almost by Beachey Head;
and if | could get so far, | could not expect 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 Thomas' s saying with authority,
“I 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 see their cousins anywhere; and you will find Mr. Rushworth
most sincerely disposed to regard all the connexions of our family as his
own.”

“| would rather find him private secretary to the First Lord than anything
else,” wasWilliam' sonly answer, in an undervoice, not meant to reach far,
and the subject dropped.

Asyet 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. Norristo dispute over their last play, he
became alooker-on at the other, he found his niece the object of attentions,
or rather of professions, of asomewhat pointed character.

Henry Crawford was in the first glow of another scheme about Thornton
Lacey; and not being ableto catch Edmund’ s ear, was detailing it to hisfair
neighbour with alook of considerable earnestness. His schemewasto rent
the house himself the following winter, that he might have ahome of his
own in that neighbourhood; and it was not merely for the use of it in the



178 Mansfied Park

hunting-season (as he was then telling her), though that consideration had
certainly someweight, feeling ashedid that, in spite of al Dr. Grant’ svery
great kindness, it was impossible for him and his horses to be accommo-
dated where they now were without material inconvenience; but his attach-
ment to that neighbourhood did not depend upon one amusement or one
season of theyear: he had set hisheart upon having a something there that
he could cometo at any time, alittle homestall at his command, where all
theholidaysof hisyear might be spent, and hemight find himself continuing,
improving, and perfecting that friendship and intimacy with the Mansfield
Park family which was increasing in value to him every day. Sir Thomas
heard and was not offended. There was no want of respect in the young
man’ s address; and Fanny’ s reception of it was so proper and modest, so
calm and uninviting, that he had nothing to censurein her. Shesaid little,
assented only here and there, and betrayed no inclination either of appro-
priating any part of the compliment to herself, or of strengthening hisviews
in favour of Northamptonshire. Finding by whom he was observed, Henry
Crawford addressed himself on the same subject to Sir Thomas, in amore
everyday tone, but still with feding.

“| want to be your neighbour, Sir Thomas, as you have, perhaps, heard
metelling Miss Price. May | hope for your acquiescence, and for your not
influencing your son against such atenant?’

Sir Thomas, politely bowing, replied, “ It isthe only way, sir, inwhich |
could not wish you established as a permanent 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 first to hear what was going on; but, on
understanding the question, was at no lossfor an answer.

“Certainly, sir, | have no idea but of residence. But, Crawford, though |
refuse you as atenant, cometo me asafriend. Consider the house as half
your own every winter, and we will add to the stables on your own im-
proved plan, and with all the improvements of your improved plan that may
occur to you this spring.”

“We shall bethelosers,” 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 him-
self to doing less. It is perfectly natural that you should not have thought
much on the subject, Mr. Crawford. But a parish has wants and claims
which can be known only by aclergyman constantly resident, and which no
proxy can be capable of satisfying to the same extent. Edmund might, in
the common phrase, do the duty of Thornton, that is, he might read prayers
and preach, without giving up Mansfield Park: he might ride over every
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Sunday, to ahouse nominally inhabited, and go through divine service; he
might be the clergyman of Thornton Lacey every seventh day, for three or
four hours, if that would content him. But it will not. He knowsthat human
nature needs more lessons than aweekly sermon can convey; and that if he
does not live among his parishioners, and prove himself, by constant
attention, their well-wisher and friend, he does very little either for their
good or hisown.”

Mr. Crawford bowed his acquiescence.

“| repeat again,” added Sir Thomas, “that Thornton Lacey isthe only
house in the neighbourhood in which | should not be happy to wait on Mr.
Crawford as occupier.”

Mr. Crawford bowed his thanks.

“Sir Thomas,” said Edmund, “ undoubtedly understands the duty of a
parish priest. We must hope his son may provethat he knowsit too.”

Whatever effect Sir Thomas' slittle harangue might really produce on
Mr. Crawford, it raised some awkward sensations in two of the others, two
of hismost attentive listeners—Miss Crawford and Fanny. One of whom,
having never before understood that Thornton was so soon and so com-
pletdy to be his home, was pondering with downcast eyes on what it would
be not to see Edmund every day; and the other, startled from the agreeable
fancies she had been previoudy indulging on the strength of her brother’ s
description, no longer able, in the picture she had been forming of a future
Thornton, to shut out the church, sink the clergyman, and see only the
respectabl e, € egant, modernised, and occasional residence of a man of in-
dependent fortune, was considering Sir Thomas, with decided ill-will, as
the destroyer of all this, and suffering the more from that involuntary for-
bearance which his character and manner commanded, and from not daring
to relieve herself by asingle attempt at throwing ridicule on his cause.

All the agreeable of her speculation was over for that hour. It wastime
to have done with cards, if sermons prevailed; and shewas glad to find it
necessary to come to aconclusion, and be able to refresh her spirits by a
change of place and neighbour.

The chief of the party were now collected irregularly round the fire, and
waiting the final break-up. William and Fanny were the most detached.
They remained together at the otherwise deserted card-table, talking very
comfortably, and not thinking of therest, till some of therest began to think
of them. Henry Crawford’ s chair was the first to be given a direction to-
wards them, and he sat silently observing them for afew minutes; himself,
in the meanwhile, observed by Sir Thomas, who was standing in chat with
Dr. Grant.

“Thisisthe assembly night,” said William. “If | were at Portsmouth |
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should be at it, perhaps.”

“But you do not wish yourself at Portsmouth, William?”

“No, Fanny, that | do not. | shall have enough of Portsmouth and of
dancing too, when | cannot haveyou. And | do not know that there would
be any good in going to the assembly, for | might not get apartner. The
Portsmouth girlsturn up their noses a anybody who has not acommission.
One might as well be nothing as a midshipman. One is nothing, indeed.
You remember the Gregorys; they are grown up amazing fine girls, but
they will hardly speak to me, because Lucy is courted by alieutenant.”

“Oh! shame, shame! But never mind it, William” (her own cheeksin a
glow of indignation as she spoke). “ It is not worth minding. 1t isno reflec-
tion on you ; it is no more than what the greatest admirals have all
experienced, more or less, in their time. You must 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 atime 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 non-
sense of thiskind.”

“1 beginto think | shall never be alieutenant, Fanny. Everybody gets
made but me.”

“Oh! my dear William, do not talk so; do not be so desponding. My
uncle says nothing, but | am sure he will do everything in his power to get
you made. He knows, as well as you do, of what consequenceit is.”

She was checked by the sight of her uncle much nearer to them than she
had any suspicion of, and each found it necessary to talk of something else.

“ Areyou fond of dancing, Fanny?’

“Yes, very; only | am soon tired.”

“1 should liketo go to a ball with you and seeyou dance. Have you never
any balls at Northampton? | should like to see 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 atime, did not we? when the hand-organ was in the street? | am a
pretty good dancer in my way, but | dare say you are abetter.” And turning
to his uncle, who was now closeto them, “Is not Fanny avery 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. Somevery gravereproof,
or at least the coldest expression of indifference, must be coming to distress
her brother, and sink her to the ground. But, on the contrary, it was no
worse than, “| am sorry to say that | am unable to answer your question. |
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have never seen Fanny dance since shewasalittlegirl; but | trust we shall
both think she acquits herself like a gentlewoman when we do see her,
which, perhaps, we may have an opportunity of doing ere long.”

“1 have had the pleasure of seeing your sister dance, Mr. Price,” said
Henry Crawford, leaning forward, “and will engage to answer every in-
quiry which you can make on the subject, to your entire satisfaction. But |
believe’ (seeing Fanny looked distressed) “ it must be at some other time.
Thereis one person in company who does not like to have Miss Price
spoken of .”

True enough, he had once seen Fanny dance; and it was equally true that
hewould now have answered for her gliding about with quiet, light el egance,
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 anything about her.

He passed, however, for an admirer of her dancing; and Sir Thomas, by
no means displeased, prolonged the conversation on dancing in general,
and was so well engaged in describing the balls of Antigua, and listening to
what his nephew could relate of the different modes of dancing which had
falen within his observation, that he had not heard his carriage announced,
and wasfirst called to the knowledge of it by the bustle of Mrs. Norris.

“Come, Fanny, Fanny, what are you about? We are going. Do not you
see your aunt is going? Quick, quick! | cannot bear to keep good old
Wilcox waiting. You 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, asit had been his own arrangement, previ-
ously communicated to hiswife and sister; but that seemed forgotten by
Mrs. Norris, who must fancy that she settled it all herself.

Fanny’ slast 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 beindebted to his more prominent attention.
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CHAPTER 26

William' s desire of seeing Fanny dance made more than a momentary
impression on his uncle. The hope of an opportunity, which Sir Thomas
had then given, was not given to be thought of no more. He remained
steadily inclined to gratify so amiable afeeling; to gratify anybody else
who might wish to see Fanny dance, and to give pleasure to the young
peoplein general; and having thought the matter over, and taken hisresolu-
tion in quiet independence, the result of it appeared the next morning at
breakfast, when, after recalling and commending what his nephew had said,
he added, “ 1 do not like, William, that you should |eave Northamptonshire
without thisindulgence. It would give me pleasure to see you both dance.
You spoke of the balls at Northampton. Your cousins have occasionally
attended them; but they would not altogether 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 if—

“Ah, my dear Sir Thomas!” interrupted Mrs. Norris, “ 1 knew what was
coming. | knew what you were going to say. If dear Juliawere a home, or
dearest Mrs. Rushworth at Sotherton, to afford areason, an occasion for
such athing, you would be tempted to give the young people a dance at
Mansfield. | know you would. If they were at hometo gracethe ball, a
bal 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 at Mansfield will be for their cousins. Could we be all
assembl ed, our satisfaction would undoubtedly be more complete, but the
absence of someis not to debar the others of amusement.”

Mrs. Norris had not another word to say. She saw decision in his looks,
and her surprise and vexation required some minutes' silenceto 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 everything: Lady Bertram would of course be spared all thought
and exertion, and it would all fall upon her . She should haveto do the
honours of the evening; and this reflection quickly restored so much of her
good-humour as enabled her to join in with the others, before their happi-
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ness and thanks were all expressed.

Edmund, William, and Fanny did, in their different ways, look and speak
as much grateful pleasure in the promised ball as Sir Thomas could desire.
Edmund’ s feelingswere for the other two. Hisfather had never conferred
afavour or shewn akindness more to his satisfaction.

Lady Bertram was perfectly quiescent and contented, and had no objec-
tionsto make. Sir Thomas engaged for its giving her very little trouble;
and she assured him “ that she was not at all afraid of the trouble; indeed,
she could not imagine there would be any.”

Mrs. Norris was ready with her suggestions as to the rooms he would
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 himself with shaping avery com-
plete outline of the business; and as soon as she would listen quietly, could
read hislist of the familiesto beinvited, 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 consider-
ations which had induced him to fix on the 22nd as the most eligible day.
William was required to be at Portsmouth on the 24th; the 22nd would
therefore be the last day of his visit; but where the days were so few it
would be unwiseto fix on any earlier. Mrs. Norriswas obliged to be satis-
fied with thinking just the same, and with having been on the point of pro-
posing the 22nd herself, as by far the best day for the purpose.

The ball was now a settled thing, and before the evening a proclaimed
thing to all whom it concerned. Invitations were sent with despatch, and
many ayoung lady went to bed that night with her head full of happy cares
as well as Fanny. To her the cares were sometimes almost beyond the
happiness; for young and inexperienced, with small means of choice and
no confidence in her own taste, the “ how she should be dressed” was a
point of painful solicitude; and the almost solitary ornament in her
possession, avery pretty amber cross which William had brought her from
Sicily, was the greatest distress of al, for she had nothing but a bit of rib-
bon to fasten it to; and though she had worn it in that manner once, would
it be allowable at such atimein the midst of all the rich ornaments which
she supposed al 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 purchase
had been beyond his means, and therefore not to wear the cross might be
mortifying him. These were anxious considerations; enough to sober her
spiritseven under the prospect of aball given principdly for her gratification.

The preparations meanwhile went on, and Lady Bertram continued to sit
on her sofa without any inconvenience from them. She had some extra
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visits from the housekeeper, and her maid was rather hurried in making up
anew dressfor her: Sir Thomas gave orders, and Mrs. Norrisran about; but
all thisgave her notrouble, and as she had foreseen, “ therewas, in fact, no
troublein the business.”

Edmund was at thistime particularly full of cares: his mind being deeply
occupied in the consideration of two important events now at hand, which
were to fix his fate in life—erdination and matrimony—events of such a
serious character as to make the ball, which would be very quickly fol-
lowed by one of them, appear of less moment in his eyes than in those of
any other person in the house. On the 23rd he was going to a friend near
Peterborough, in the same situation as himself, 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.
Hisduties 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 alway's perfectly assured of knowing Miss Crawford’ s. There
were points on which they did not quite agree; there were momentsin which
she did not seem propitious; and though trusting altogether to her affection,
so far as to be resolved—almost resolved—on bringing it to a decision
within avery short time, as soon asthe variety of business before him were
arranged, and he knew what he had to offer her, he had many anxious
feelings, many doubting hours asto the result. His conviction of her regard
for him was sometimes very strong; he could look back on along course of
encouragement, and she was as perfect in disinterested attachment asin
everything else. But at other times doubt and alarm intermingled with his
hopes; and when he thought of her acknowledged disinclination for pri-
vacy and retirement, her decided preference of a London life, what could
he expect but a determined rejection? unless it were an acceptance even
more to be deprecated, demanding such sacrifices of situation and employ-
ment on his side as conscience must forbid.

Theissue of all depended on one question. Did shelove himwell enough
to forego what had used to be essential points? Did she love him well
enough to make them no longer essential? And this question, which he
was continually repeating to himself, though oftenest answered with a*“ Yes,
" had sometimesits“ No.”

Miss Crawford was soon to leave Mansfield, and on this circumstance
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 | etter, which claimed a
long visit from her in London, and of the kindness of Henry, in engaging to
remain where he wastill January, that he might convey her thither; he had
heard her speak of the pleasure of such ajourney with an animation which
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had “no” in every tone. But this had occurred on the first day of its being
settled, within the first hour of the burst of such enjoyment, when nothing
but the friends she was to visit was before her. He had since heard her
express herself differently, with other feelings, more chequered feelings:
he had heard her tell Mrs. Grant that she should leave her with regret; that
she began to believe neither the friends nor the pleasures she was going to
were worth those she left behind; and that though she felt she must go, and
knew she should enjoy herself when once away, she was already |ooking
forward to being at Mansfield again. Was there not a“yes’ in al this?

With such mattersto ponder over, and arrange, and re-arrange, Edmund
could not, on his own account, think very much of the evening which the
rest of the family were looking forward to with a more equal degree of
strong interest. Independent of histwo cousins' enjoyment init, the evening
wasto him of no higher value than any other appointed meeting of thetwo
families might be. In every meeting there was a hope of receiving farther
confirmation of Miss Crawford’ s attachment; but the whirl of aballroom,
perhaps, was not particularly favourableto the excitement or expression of
serious feelings. To engage her early for the two first dances was all the
command of individual happiness which hefeltin his power, and the only
preparation for the ball which he could enter into, in spite of all that was
passing around him on the subject, from morning till night.

Thursday was the day of the ball; and on Wednesday morning Fanny,
still unable to satisfy herself asto what she ought to wear, determined to
seek the counsel of the more enlightened, and apply to Mrs. Grant and her
sister, whose acknowledged taste would certainly bear her blameless; and
as Edmund and William were gone to Northampton, and she had reason to
think Mr. Crawford likewise out, she walked down to the Parsonage with-
out much fear of wanting an opportunity for private discussion; and the
privacy of such adiscussion was amost important part of it to Fanny, being
more than half-ashamed of her own solicitude.

She met Miss Crawford within afew yards of the Parsonage, just setting
out to call on her, and asit seemed to her that her friend, though obliged to
insist on turning back, was unwilling to lose her walk, she explained her
business at once, and observed, that if she would be so kind asto 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 amuch more cordial manner
than before, and proposed their going up into her room, where they might
have a comfortable coze, without disturbing Dr. and Mrs. Grant, who were
together in the drawing-room. It was just the plan to suit Fanny; and with a
great deal of gratitude on her side for such ready and kind attention, they
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proceeded indoors, and upstairs, and were soon deep in the interesting
subject. Miss Crawford, pleased with the appeal, gave her all her best
judgment and taste, made everything easy by her suggestions, and tried to
make everything agreeable by her encouragement. 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’ s cross?’ And as
she spoke she was undoing asmall 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 either to wear the cross, or to refrain from
wearing it. She was answered by having asmall trinket-box placed before
her, and being reguested to chuse from among several gold chains and
necklaces. Such had been the parcel with which Miss Crawford was
provided, and such the object of her intended visit: and in the kindest man-
ner she now urged Fanny’ s taking one for the cross and to keep for her
sake, saying everything she could think of to obviate the scruples which
were making Fanny start back at first with alook of horror at the proposal.

“You see what a collection | have,” said she; “more by half than | ever
use or think of. | do not offer them as new. | offer nothing but an old
necklace. You must forgive the liberty, and oblige me.”

Fanny still resisted, and from her heart. The gift wastoo valuable. But
Miss Crawford persevered, and argued the case with so much affectionate
earnestness through all the heads of William and the cross, and the ball, and
herself, as to be finally successful. Fanny found herself obliged to yield,
that she might not be accused of pride or indifference, or some other
littleness; and having with modest rel uctance given her consent, proceeded
to make the selection. She looked and looked, longing to know which
might be least valuable; and was determined in her choice at last, by fancy-
ing there was one necklace more frequently placed before her eyesthan the
rest. It was of gold, prettily worked; and though Fanny would have pre-
ferred alonger and a plainer chain as more adapted for her purpose, she
hoped, in fixing on this, to be chusing what Miss Crawford least wished to
keep. Miss Crawford smiled her perfect approbation; and hastened to com-
plete the gift by putting the necklace round her, and making her see how
well it looked. Fanny had not aword to say against 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 feeling. Miss Crawford
had anticipated her wants with a kindness which proved her area friend.
“When | wear thisnecklace | shall alwaysthink of you,” said she, “ and feel
how very kind you were.”

“You must think of somebody else too, when you wear that necklace,”
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replied Miss Crawford. “You must think of Henry, for it was hischoicein
thefirst place. He gave it to me, and with the necklace | make over to you
all the duty of remembering the original giver. It is to be a family
remembrancer. Thesister is not to be in your mind without bringing the
brother too.”

Fanny, in great astonishment and confusion, would have returned the
present instantly. To take what had been the gift of another person, of a
brother too, impossible! it must not be! and with an eagerness and embar-
rassment quite diverting to her companion, shelaid downthe necklaceagain
on its cotton, and seemed resolved either to take another or none at all.
Miss Crawford thought she had never seen a prettier consciousness. “ 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 hewould be too much flattered by seeing round your
lovely throat an ornament which his money purchased three years ago, be-
fore he knew there was such athroat in the world? or perhaps” —+ooking
archly— you suspect a confederacy between us, and that what | am now
doing iswith hisknowledge and at his desire?’

With the deepest blushes Fanny protested against such athought.

“Well, then,” replied Miss Crawford more seriously, but without at all
believing her, “to convince me that you suspect no trick, and are as unsus-
picious of compliment as | have always found you, take the necklace and
say no more about it. Its being agift of my brother’ s need not make the
smallest differencein your accepting it, as | assure you it makes nonein my
willingnessto part with it. Heis always giving me something or other. |
have such innumerabl e presents from him that it is quite impossiblefor me
to value or for him to remember half. And as for this necklace, | do not
suppose | havewornit six times: itisvery pretty, but | never think of it; and
though you would be most heartily wel cometo any other in my trinket-box,
you have happened to fix on the very onewhich, if | have achoice, | would
rather part with and see in your possession than any other. Say no more
against it, | entreat you. Such atrifleis not worth half so many words.”

Fanny dared not make any farther opposition; and with renewed but less
happy thanks accepted the necklace again, for there was an expression in
Miss Crawford’ s eyes which she could not be satisfied with.

It was impossible for her to be insensible of Mr. Crawford’ s change of
manners. She had long seenit. He evidently tried to please her: he was
gallant, he was attentive, he was something like what he had been to her
cousins: 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 neck-
| ace-she could not be convinced that he had not, for Miss Crawford, com-
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plaisant as a sister, was carel ess as awoman and a friend.

Reflecting and doubting, and feding that the possession 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.
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CHAPTER 27

On reaching home Fanny went immediately upstairs to deposit this un-
expected acquisition, this doubtful good of anecklace, in some favourite
box in the East room, which held all her smaller treasures; but on opening
the door, what was her surpriseto find her cousin Edmund there writing at
thetable! Such asight having never occurred before, was almost as won-
derful asit was welcome.

“Fanny,” said he directly, leaving his seat and his pen, and meeting her
with something in his hand, “ | beg your pardon for being here. | cameto
look for you, and after waiting alittle whilein hope of your coming in, was
making use of your inkstand to explain my errand. You will find the begin-
ning of ancteto yoursdf; but | can now speak my business, whichismerely
to beg your acceptance of thislittle trifle—achain for William' scross. You
ought to havehad it aweek ago, but there has been adelay from my brother’ s
not being in town by several daysso soon as| expected; and | haveonly just
now received it at Northampton. | hopeyou will likethechainitself, Fanny.
| endeavoured to consult the simplicity of your taste; but, at any rate, |
know you will be kind to my intentions, and consider it, asit redly is, a
token of the love of one of your oldest friends.”

And so saying, he was hurrying away, before Fanny, overpowered by a
thousand feelings of pain and pleasure, could attempt to speak; but quick-
ened by one sovereign wish, shethen called out, “ Oh! cousin, stop amoment,
pray stop!”

He turned back.

“| cannot attempt to thank you,” she continued, in avery agitated manner;
“thanks are out of the question. | feel much morethan | can possibly express.
Your goodness in thinking of me in such away is beyond—

“If that isall you haveto say, Fanny” smiling and turning away again.

“No, no, itisnot. | want to consult you.”

Almost unconsciously she had now undone the parcel he had just put
into her hand, and seeing before her, in al the nicenessof jewellers’ packing,
aplain gold chain, perfectly simple and neat, she could not help bursting
forth again, “ Oh, thisis beautiful indeed! Thisisthe very thing, precisely
what | wished for! Thisisthe only ornament | have ever had a desire to
possess. It will exactly suit my cross. They must and shall beworn together.
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It comes, too, in such an acceptable moment. Oh, cousin, you do not know
how acceptableitis.”

“My dear Fanny, you feel these things a great deal too much. | am most
happy that you like the chain, and that it should be herein time for to-
morrow; but your thanks are far beyond the occasion. Believe me, | have
no pleasure in the world superior to that of contributing to yours. No, | can
safely say, | have no pleasure so complete, so unalloyed. It iswithout a
drawback.”

Upon such expressions of affection Fanny could havelived an hour with-
out saying another word; but Edmund, after waiting amoment, 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 most earnestly 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 delighted with what Miss
Crawford had done, so gratified by such acoincidence of conduct between
them, that Fanny could not but admit the superior power of one pleasure
over hisown 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 hisopinion: hewasin areverie of fond reflection, uttering only now and
then afew half-sentences of praise; but when he did awake and understand,
he was very decided in opposing what she wished.

“Returnthe necklace! No, my dear Fanny, upon no account. It would be
mortifying her severely. There can hardly be a more unpleasant sensation
than the having anything returned on our hands which we have given with
areasonable hope of its contributing to the comfort of afriend. Why should
she lose a pleasure which she has shewn herself so deserving of 7’

“If it had been given to mein the first instance,” said Fanny, “I should
not have thought of returning it; but being her brother’ s present, isnot it
fair to suppose that she would rather not part with it, when it is not
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 prevent you from keeping it. No doubt it is handsomer than
mine, and fitter for aballroom.”

“No, it is not handsomer, not at all handsomer in itsway, and, for my
purpose, not half so fit. The chain will agree with William’ s cross beyond
all comparison better than the necklace.”

“For onenight, Fanny, for only onenight, if it be asacrifice; | am sure
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you will, upon consideration, make that sacrifice rather than give pain to
one who has been so studious of your comfort. Miss Crawford’ s attentions
to you have been—not more than you were justly entitled to— am the last
person to think 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 havethe meaning, is not inyour nature, | am
sure. Wear the necklace, as you 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 occasions. Thisis my advice. | would not have the shadow
of acoolness between the two whose intimacy | have been observing with
the greatest pleasure, and in whose characters there is so much general
resemblance in true generosity and natural delicacy as to make the few
slight differences, resulting principally from situation, no reasonable hin-
dranceto a perfect friendship. | would not have the shadow of a coolness
arise,” he repeated, his voice sinking alittle, “ between the two dearest ob-
jects| have on earth.”

He was gone as he spoke; and Fanny remained to tranquillise herself as
she could. Shewas one of histwo dearest—that must support her. But the
other: thefirst! She had never heard him speak so openly before, and though
it told her no more than what she had long perceived, it was a stab, for it
told of hisown convictions and views. They were decided. Hewould marry
Miss Crawford. It was a stab, in spite of every long-standing expectation;
and shewas obliged to repeat again and again, that she was one of histwo
dearest, before the words gave her any sensation. Could she believe Miss
Crawford to deserve him, it would be—eh, how different 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 saw
them no longer. Till she had shed many tears over this deception, Fanny
could not subdue her agitation; and the dejection which followed could
only berelieved by the influence of fervent prayersfor his happiness.

It was her intention, as she felt it to be her duty, to try to overcome al
that was excessive, all that bordered on selfishness, in her affection for
Edmund. To call or to fancy it aloss, a disappointment, would be a pre-
sumption for which she had not words strong enough to satisfy her own
humility. Tothink of him as Miss Crawford might be justified in thinking,
would inher beinsanity. To her he could be nothing under any circumstances,
nothing dearer than afriend. Why did such an ideaoccur to her even enough
to be reprobated and forbidden? It ought not to have touched on the con-
fines of her imagination. She would endeavour to be rational, and to de-
serve the right of judging of Miss Crawford’ s character, and the privilege
of true solicitude for him by a sound intellect and an honest heart.
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She had all the heroism of principle, and was determined to do her duty;
but having also many of the feelings of youth and nature, let her not be
much wondered at, if, after making all these good resol utions on the side of
self-government, she seized the scrap of paper on which Edmund had be-
gunwriting to her, as atreasure beyond all her hopes, and reading with the
tenderest emotion these words, “ My very dear Fanny, you must do me the
favour to accept” locked it up with the chain, asthe dearest part of the gift.
It was the only thing approaching to a letter which she had ever received
from him; she might never receive another; it was impossible that she ever
should receive another so perfectly gratifying in the occasion and the style.
Two lines more prized had never fallen from the pen of the most distin-
guished author—aever more compl etely bl essed the researches of the fondest
biographer. The enthusiasm of a woman’ s love is even beyond the
biographer’ s. To her, the handwriting itself, independent of anything it may
convey, is ablessedness. Never were such characters cut by any other hu-
man being as Edmund’ s commonest handwriting gave! This specimen,
writtenin haste as it was, had not afault; and therewas afdlicity in theflow
of thefirst 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 feelings 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, stating that as he found himself obliged to go to
London on the morrow for afew days, he could not help trying to procurea
companion; and therefore hoped that if William could make up hismind to
leave Mansfield half aday earlier than had been proposed, he would accept
aplacein hiscarriage. Mr. Crawford meant to be in town by hisuncle’' s
accustomary late dinner-hour, and William was invited to dine with him at
the Admiral’ s. The proposa was a very pleasant one to William himself,
who enjoyed the idea of travelling post with four horses, and such a good-
humoured, agreeable friend; and, in likening it to going up with despatches,
was saying a once everything in favour of its happiness 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 al-
lowed him an hour’ s rest before he must have got into a Portsmouth coach;
and though thisoffer of Mr. Crawford’ swould rob her of many hours of his
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company, she was too happy in having William spared from the fatigue of
such ajourney, to think of anything else. Sir Thomas approved of it for
another reason. His nephew’ sintroduction to Admiral Crawford might be
of service. The Admiral, he believed, had interest. Upon thewhole, it was
avery joyous note. Fanny’ s spiritslived on it half the morning, deriving
some accession of pleasure from itswriter 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 for-
ward to the same event in situations more at ease, but under circumstances
of less novelty, less interest, less peculiar gratification, than would be at-
tributed to her. MissPrice, known only by nameto haf the people invited,
was now to make her first appearance, and must be regarded as the queen
of the evening. Who could be happier than Miss Price? But Miss Price had
not been brought up to thetrade of coming out ; and had she known in
what light thisball was, in general, considered respecting her, it would very
much have lessened her comfort by increasing the fears she dready had of
doing wrong and being looked at. 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 deal with Mr.
Crawford, to see 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. Asthesewerethe best of her hopes, they
could not always prevail; and in the course of along morning, spent princi-
pally with her two aunts, she was often under the influence of much less
sanguine views. William, determined to make this last day a day of thor-
ough enjoyment, was out snipe-shooting; Edmund, she had too much rea-
Son to suppose, was at the Parsonage; and |eft aloneto bear the worrying of
Mrs. Norris, who was cross because the housekeeper 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 everything an evil
belonging to the ball, and when sent off with aparting worry to dress, moved
aslanguidly towards her own room, and felt as incapable of happiness asif
she had been allowed no sharein it.

Asshewaked slowly upstairs shethought of yesterday; it had been about
the same hour that she had returned from the Parsonage, and found Edmund
in the East room. “ Suppose | wereto find him there again to-day!” said she
to herself, in afond indulgence of fancy.

“Fanny,” said avoice 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 adifferent staircase. He came towards her. “You look tired
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and fagged, Fanny. You 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 goneout.”

Fanny, not liking to complain, found it easiest to make no answer; and
though helooked at her with his usual kindness, she believed he had soon
ceased to think of her countenance. He did not appear in spirits: something
unconnected with her was probably amiss. They proceeded upstairstogether,
their rooms being on the same floor above.

“1 comefrom Dr. Grant’ s,” said Edmund presently. “ You may guess my
errand there, Fanny.” And helooked so conscious, that Fanny could think
but of one errand, which turned her too sick for speech. “| wished to en-
gage Miss Crawford for the two first dances,” was the explanation that
followed, and brought Fanny to life again, enabling her, as she found she
was expected to speak, to utter something like an inquiry as to the result.

“Yes,” he answered, “ sheis engaged to me; but” (with asmilethat did
not sit easy) “she saysit isto bethelast time that she ever will dancewith
me. Sheis not serious. | think, | hope, | am sure sheis 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—+mean not this very week, thisvery day; to-morrow | leave
home.”

Fanny struggled for speech, and said, “ | am very sorry that anything has
occurred to distressyou. This ought to be aday of pleasure. My uncle
meant it s0.”

“Ohyes, yes! and it will be aday of pleasure. It will al end right. | am
only vexed for amoment. In fact, it is not that | consider the ball asill-
timed; what doesit signify? But, Fanny,” stopping her, by taking her hand,
and speaking low and seriously, “ you know what all this means. You see
how it is; and could tell me, perhaps better than | could tell you, how and
why | amvexed. Let metalkto you alittle. You are akind, kind listener. |
have been pained by her manner this morning, and cannot get the better of
it. 1 know her disposition to be as sweet and faultless as your own, but the
influence of her former companions makes her seem—gives to her
conversation, to her professed opinions, sometimes atinge of wrong. She
doesnot think evil, but she speaksit, speaksit in playfulness; and though
I know it to be playfulness, it grieves meto the soul.”

“The effect of education,” said Fanny gently.

Edmund could not but agreetoit. “ Yes, that uncle and aunt! They have
injured the finest mind; for sometimes, Fanny, | own to you, it does appear
more than manner: it appears asif the mind itself was tainted.”
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Fanny imagined thisto be an appea to her judgment, and therefore, after
amoment’ s consideration, said, “ If you only want me as alistener, cousin,
| will beasuseful as| can; but | am not qualified for an adviser. Do not ask
advice of me. | am not competent.”

“You areright, Fanny, to protest against such an office, but you need not
beafraid. It isasubject onwhich| should never ask advice; it is the sort of
subject on which it had better never be asked; and few, | imagine, do ask it,
but when they want to be influenced against their conscience. | only want
totalk toyou.”

“Onething more. Excusetheliberty; but take care how you talk to me.
Do not tell me anything 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 al-
most as much warmth asiif it had been Miss Crawford’ s, “you areall con-
sideratethought! But it is unnecessary here. Thetimewill never come. No
suchtimeasyou alludetowill ever come. | beginto 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. You are the only being upon earth to whom |
should say what | have said; but you have always known my opinion of her;
you can bear me witness, Fanny, that | have never been blinded. How
many atime have we talked over her little errors!  You need not fear me; |
have almost given up every serious idea of her; but | must be a blockhead
indeed, if, whatever befell me, | could think of your kindness and sympathy
without the sincerest gratitude.”

He had said enough to shake the experience of eighteen. He had said
enough to give Fanny some happier feelings than she had lately known,
and with abrighter ook, she answered, “ Yes, cousin, | am convinced that
you would be incapabl e of anything else, though perhaps some might not.
| cannot be afraid of hearing anything youwish tosay. Do not check yourself.
Tell mewhatever you like.”

They were now on the second floor, and the appearance of a housemaid
prevented any farther conversation. For Fanny’ s present comfort it was
concluded, perhaps, at the happiest moment: had he been ableto talk an-
other five minutes, thereis no saying that he might not have talked away dl
Miss Crawford’ sfaults and his own despondence. But asit was, they parted
with looks on his side of grateful affection, and with some very precious
sensations on hers. She had felt nothing likeit for hours. Since thefirst joy
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from Mr. Crawford’ s note to William had worn away, she had beenin a
state absol utely the reverse; there had been no comfort around, no hope
within her. Now everything was smiling. William’' sgood fortune returned
again upon her mind, and seemed of greater value than at first. The ball,
too—such an evening of pleasure before her! It was now areal animation;
and she began to dress for it with much of the happy flutter which belongs
toaball. All went well: she did not dislike her own looks; and when she
came to the necklaces again, her good fortune seemed complete, for upon
trial the one given her by Miss Crawford would by no means go through the
ring 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 feelings, joined the chain and the cross—those memorias of the
two most beloved of her heart, those dearest tokens so formed for each
other by everything 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 necklacetoo. She
acknowledged it to beright. Miss Crawford had a claim; and when it was
no longer to encroach on, to interfere with the stronger claims, the truer
kindness of another, she could do her justice even with pleasure to herself.
The necklace really looked very well; and Fanny left her room at last, com-
fortably satisfied with herself and all about her.

Her aunt Bertram had recollected her on this occasion 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
housemaid’ s, and when dressed herself, she actually sent her own maid to
assist 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 atten-
tion almost as much as Lady Bertram or Mrs. Chapman could do themsel ves.
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CHAPTER 28

Her uncle and both her aunts were in the drawing-room when Fanny
went down. To the former she was an interesting object, and he saw with
pleasure the general elegance of her appearance, and her being in remark-
ably good looks. The neatness and propriety of her dress was all that he
would dlow himself 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, “ shelooks very well. | sent Chapman to her.”

“Look well! Oh, yes!” cried Mrs. Norris, “ she has good reason to |ook
well with all her advantages: brought up in thisfamily as she has been, with
all the benefit of her cousins’ manners before her. Only think, my dear Sir
Thomas, what extraordinary advantages you and | have been the means of
giving her. The very gown you have been taking notice of is your own
generous present to her when dear Mrs. Rushworth married. What would
she have been if we had not taken her by the hand?’

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 success. Fanny saw that she was
approved; and the consciousness of looking well made her look still better.
From avariety of causes she was happy, and she was soon made still happier;
for in following her aunts out of the room, Edmund, who was holding open
the door, said, as she passed him, “ You must dance with me, Fanny; you
must keep two dances for me; any two that you like, except thefirst.” She
had nothing moreto wish for. She had hardly ever been in a state so nearly
approaching high spiritsin her life. Her cousins' former gaiety on the day
of aball was no longer surprising to her; she felt it to be indeed very
charming, and was actually practising her steps 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 nobl e fire which
the butler had prepared.

Half an hour followed that would have been at |east 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 restlessness of
Mrs. Norris? What were the yawns of Lady Bertram?

The gentlemen joined them; and soon after began the sweet expectation
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of acarriage, when ageneral spirit of ease and enjoyment seemed diffused,
and they all stood about and talked and laughed, and every moment had its
pleasure and its hope. Fanny felt that there must beastrugglein Edmund’ s
cheerfulness, but it was delightful to see the effort so successfully made.

When the carriages were really heard, when the guests began really to
assembl e, her own gaiety of heart was much subdued: the sight of so many
strangers threw her back into herself; and besidesthe 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 herself occasionally called
on to endure something worse. She was introduced 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 background of the scene, and
longing to be with him.

The entrance of the Grants and Crawfords was a favourable epoch. The
stiffness of the meeting soon gave way before their popul ar manners and
more diffused intimacies: little groups were formed, and everybody grew
comfortable. Fanny felt the advantage; and, drawing back from the toils of
civility, would have been again most happy, could she have kept her eyes
from wandering between Edmund and Mary Crawford. She looked all
loveliness—and what might not be the end of it? Her own musings were
brought to an end on perceiving Mr. Crawford before her, and her thoughts
were put into another channel by his engaging her almost instantly for the
first two dances. Her happiness on this occasion was very much a la
mortal , finely chequered. To be secure of a partner at first was a most
essential good—for the moment of beginning was now growing seriously
near; and she so little understood her own claims as to think that if Mr.
Crawford had not asked her, she must have been the last to be sought after,
and should have received a partner only through a series of inquiry, and
bustle, and interference, which would have been terrible; but at the same
time there was a pointednessin his manner of asking her which shedid 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 feel
wretched. And though there was no second glance to disturb her, though
his object seemed then to be only quietly agreeable, she could not get the
better of her embarrassment, heightened asit was by the idea of his per-
ceiving it, and had no composure till he turned away to some one else.
Then she could gradually rise up to the genuine satisfaction of having a
partner, avoluntary partner, secured against the dancing began.

When the company were moving into the ballroom, she found herself for
the first time near Miss Crawford, whose eyes and smiles were immedi-
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ately and more unequivocally directed as her brother’ s had been, and who
was beginning to speak on the subject, when Fanny, anxious to get the
story over, hastened to give the explanation of the second necklace: thereal
chain. Miss Crawford listened; and all her intended compliments and in-
sinuations to Fanny were forgotten: she felt only onething; and her eyes,
bright as they had been before, shewing they could yet be brighter, she
exclaimed with eager pleasure, “ Did he? Did Edmund? That was like
himself. No other man would have thought of it. | honour him beyond
expression.” And shelooked around asif longing to tell him so. Hewas
not near, he was attending aparty of ladies out of the room; and Mrs. Grant
coming up to the two girls, and taking an arm of each, they followed with
therest.

Fanny’ s heart sunk, but there was no leisure for thinking long even of
Miss Crawford’ s feelings. They were in the ballroom, the violins were
playing, and her mind was in a flutter that forbade its fixing on anything
serious. She must watch the general arrangements, and see how everything
was done.

In afew minutes Sir Thomas cameto her, and asked if she were engaged;
and the “ Yes, sir; to Mr. Crawford,” was exactly what he had intended to
hear. Mr. Crawford was not far off; Sir Thomas brought him to her, saying
something which discovered to Fanny, that she wasto lead the way and
open the ball; an ideathat had never occurred to her before. Whenever she
had thought of the minutiae of the evening, it had been asamatter of course
that Edmund would begin with Miss Crawford; and the impression was so
strong, that though her uncle spoke the contrary, she could not help an
exclamation of surprise, a hint of her unfitness, an entreaty even to be
excused. To be urging her opinion against Sir Thomas' s was aproof of the
extremity of the case; but such was her horror at the first suggestion, that
she could actually look him in the face and say that she hoped it might be
settled otherwise; in vain, however: Sir Thomas smiled, tried to encourage
her, and then looked too serious, and said too decidedly, “ It must be so, my
dear,” for her to hazard another word; and she found herself the next mo-
ment conducted by Mr. Crawford to the top of the room, and standing there
to bejoined by the rest of the dancers, couple after couple, as they were
formed.

Shecould hardly believeit. To be placed above so many elegant young
women! Thedistinction wastoo great. It wastreating her like her cousins!
And her thoughts flew to those absent cousins with most unfeigned and
truly tender regret, that they were not at hometo take their own placein the
room, and have their share of a pleasure which would have been so very
delightful to them. So often as she had heard them wish for aball at home
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asthe greatest of all felicities! And to havethem away when it was given—
and for her to be opening the ball—and with Mr. Crawford too! She
hoped they would not envy her that distinction now ; but when she looked
back to the state 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 herself.

The ball began. It was rather honour than happiness to Fanny, for the
first danceat least: her partner was in excellent spirits, and tried to impart
them to her; but she was a great deal too much frightened to have any
enjoyment till she could suppose herself nolonger looked a. Young, pretty,
and gentle, however, she had no awkwardnesses that were not as good as
graces, and there were few persons present that were not disposed to praise
her. Shewas attractive, she was modest, shewas 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; hewas proud of his niece; and without
attributing all her personal beauty, as Mrs. Norris seemed to do, to her
transplantation to Mansfield, he was pleased with himself for having sup-
plied everything else: education and manners she owed to him.

Miss Crawford saw much of Sir Thomas' s thoughts as he stood, and
having, in spite of al hiswrongs towards her, ageneral prevailing desire of
recommending herself to him, took an opportunity of stepping aside to say
something agreeable of Fanny. Her praise waswarm, and he received it as
she could wish, joining in it as far as discretion, and politeness, and slow-
ness of speech would allow, and certainly appearing to greater advantage
on the subject than his lady did soon afterwards, when Mary, perceiving
her on asofavery near, turned round before she began to dance, to compli-
ment her on Miss Price’ slooks.

“Yes, she does look very well,” was Lady Bertram’ s placid reply.
“Chapman helped her to 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 kindnessin sending Chapman to her, that she could not get it
out of her head.

Miss Crawford knew Mrs. Norristoo well to think of gratifying her by
commendation of Fanny; to her, it was astheoccasion 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 herself in making up card-
tables, giving hints to Sir Thomas, and trying to move all the chaperonsto
abetter part of the room.

Miss Crawford blundered most towards Fanny herself in her intentions
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to please. She meant to be giving her little heart ahappy flutter, and filling
her with sensations of delightful self-consequence; and, misinterpreting
Fanny’ s blushes, still thought she must be doing so when she went to her
after the two first dances, and said, with asignificant look, “ Perhaps you
can tell me why my brother goes to town to-morrow? He says he has busi-
ness there, but will not tell mewhat. Thefirst time he ever denied me his
confidence! But thisiswhat we all cometo. All are supplanted sooner or
later. Now, | must apply to you for information. Pray, what isHenry going
for?’

Fanny protested her ignorance as steadily as her embarrassment allowed.

“Well, then,” replied Miss Crawford, laughing, “ | must supposeit to be
purely for the pleasure of conveying your brother, and of talking of you by
theway.”

Fanny was confused, but it was the confusion of discontent; while Miss
Crawford wondered she did not smile, and thought her over-anxious, or
thought her odd, or thought her anything rather than insensible of pleasure
inHenry’ sattentions. Fanny had agood deal of enjoyment in the course of
the evening; but Henry’ sattentions had very littleto do withit. Shewould
much rather not have been asked by him again so very soon, and she
wished she had not been obliged to suspect that his previous inquiries of
Mrs. Norris, about the supper hour, were all for the sake of securing her at
that part of the evening. But it was not to be avoided: he made her fed that
shewas the object of all; though she could not say that it was unpleasantly
done, that therewasindelicacy or ostentation in his manner; and sometimes,
when he talked of William, he was really not unagreeable, and shewed
even awarmth of heart which did him credit. But still his attentions made
no part of her satisfaction. She was happy whenever shelooked at William,
and saw how perfectly he was enjoying himself, in every five minutes that
she could walk about with him and hear his account of his partners; shewas
happy in knowing herself 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 engage-
ment with him was in continual perspective. She was happy even when
they did take place; but not from any flow of spirits on hisside, or any such
expressions of tender gallantry as had blessed the morning. His mind was
fagged, and her happiness sprung from being the friend with whomit could
find repose. “1 am worn out with civility,” said he. “| have been talking
incessantly all night, and with nothing to say. But with you , Fanny, there
may be peace. You will not want to be talked to. Let us havetheluxury of
silence.” Fanny would hardly even speak her agreement. A weariness, aris-
ing probably, in great measure, from the same feelings which he had ac-
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knowledged in the morning, was peculiarly to be respected, and they went
down their two dances together with such sober tranquillity as might sat-
isfy any looker-on that Sir Thomas had been bringing up no wife for his
younger son.

The evening had afforded Edmund little pleasure. Miss Crawford had
been in gay spiritswhen they first danced together, but it was not her gai ety
that could do himgood: it rather sank than raised his comfort; and afterwards,
for he found himself still impelled to seek her again, she had absolutely
pai ned him by her manner of speaking of the profession to which he was
now on the point of belonging. They had talked, and they had been silent;
he had reasoned, she had ridiculed; and they had parted at | ast with mutual
vexation. Fanny, not ableto refrain entirely from observing them, had seen
enough to betolerably satisfied. It was barbarousto 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 walk
rather than dance down the shortening set, breathless, and with her hand at
her side, gave his orders for her sitting down entirely. From that time Mr.
Crawford sat down likewise.

“Poor Fanny!” cried William, coming for a moment to visit her, and
working away hispartner’ s fan asif for life, “ how soon sheis knocked up!
Why, the sport isbut just begun. | hope we shall keepit up thesetwo hours.
How can you betired so soon?’

“ So soon! my good friend,” said Sir Thomas, producing his watch with
all necessary caution; “it isthree o’ clock, and your sister is not used to
these sort of hours.”

“Well, then, Fanny, you shall not get up to-morrow before | go. Sleep as
long as you can, and never mind me.”

“Oh! William.”

“What! Did shethink of being up before you set off?’

“Oh! yes, sir,” cried Fanny, rising eagerly from her seat to be nearer her
uncle; “1 must get up and breakfast with him. It will be the last time, you
know; the last morning.”

“You had better not. Heisto have breakfasted and be gone by half-past
nine. Mr. Crawford, | think you call for him at half-past nine?’

Fanny was too urgent, however, and had too many tears in her eyes for
denial; and it ended in agracious“ Well, well!” which was permission.

“Yes, half-past nine,” said Crawford to William as the latter was leaving
them, “and | shall be punctual, for there will be no kind sister to get up for
me.” Andin alower toneto Fanny, “I shall have only a desolate house to
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hurry from. Your brother will find my ideas of time and his own very
different to-morrow.”

After ashort consideration, Sir Thomas asked Crawford to join the early
breakfast 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 himself, this very ball
had in great measure sprung, were well founded. Mr. Crawford wasinlove
with Fanny. He had a pleasing 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 herself the last morning. It would have been an un-
speakable indulgence. But though her wishes were overthrown, there was
no spirit of murmuring within her. On the contrary, she was so totally
unused to have her pleasure consulted, or to have anything take place at all
in the way she could desire, that she was more disposed to wonder and
rejoice in having carried her point so far, than to repine at the counteraction
which followed.

Shortly afterward, Sir Thomas was again interfering alittle with her
inclination, by advising her to go immediately to bed. “ Advise” was his
word, but it was the advice of absol ute power, and she had only to rise, and,
with Mr. Crawford’ svery cordial adieus, pass quietly away; stopping at the
entrance-door, like the Lady of Branxholm Hall, “ one moment and no more,
" to view the happy scene, and takealast look at the five or six determined
couple who were still hard a work; and then, creeping slowly up the prin-
cipal staircase, pursued by the ceasel ess country-dance, feverish with hopes
and fears, soup and negus, sore-footed and fatigued, restless and agitated,
yet feeling, in spite of everything, that a ball wasindeed delightful.

In thus sending her away, Sir Thomas perhaps might not be thinking
merely of her health. It might occur to him that Mr. Crawford had been
sitting by her long enough, or he might mean to recommend her as awife
by shewing her persuadableness.
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CHAPTER 29

The ball was over, and the breakfast was soon over too; the last kiss was
given, and William was gone. Mr. Crawford had, as he foretold, been very
punctual, and short and pleasant had been the meal.

After seeing William to the last moment, Fanny wal ked back to the break-
fast-room with avery saddened heart to grieve over the meancholy change;
and there her unclekindly 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’ splate might
but divide her feelings with the broken egg-shellsin Mr. Crawford' s. She
sat 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 she had
wasted half hisvisit in idle cares and selfish solicitudes unconnected with
him.

Fanny’ s disposition was such that she could never even think of her aunt
Norris in the meagreness and cheerlessness of her own small house, with-
out reproaching herself for some little want of attention to her when they
had been last together; much less could her feelings acquit her of having
done and said and thought everything by William that was dueto him for a
wholefortnight.

It was aheavy, melancholy day. Soon after the second breakfast, Edmund
bade them good-bye for aweek, and mounted his horse for Peterborough,
and then all were gone. Nothing remained of last night but remembrances,
which she had nobody to share in. Shetalked to her aunt Bertram—she
must talk to somebody of the ball; but her aunt had seen so little of what
had passed, and had so little curiosity, that it was heavy work. Lady Bertram
was not certain of anybody’ s dress or anybody’ 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 was that Lady Prescott had noticed in Fanny:
shewas not sure whether Colondl Harrison had been talking of Mr. Crawford
or of William when he said he was the finest young man in the room—
somebody had whispered something to her; she had forgot to ask Sir Tho-
mas what it could be.” And these were her longest speeches and clearest
communications. therest wasonly alanguid “ Yes, yes; very well; did you?
did he?| did not see that ; | should not know one from the other.” Thiswas
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very bad. It wasonly better than Mrs. Norris' s sharp answers would have
been; but she being gone home with all the supernumerary jelliesto nursea
sick maid, there was peace and good-humour in their little party, though it
could not boast much beside.

The evening was heavy likethe day. “I cannot think what is the matter
with me,” said Lady Bertram, when the tea-things were removed. “| feel
quite stupid. It must be sitting up so late last night. Fanny, you must do
something to keep me awake. | cannot work. Fetch the cards; | feel so very
stupid.”

The cards were brought, and Fanny played at cribbage with her aunt till
bedtime; and as Sir Thomas was reading to himself, no sounds were heard
in the room for the next two hours beyond the reckonings of the game—
"And that makesthirty-one; four in hand and eight in crib. You are to ded,
ma am; shall | deal for you?’ Fanny thought and thought again of the
difference which twenty-four hours had made in that room, and al that part
of the house. Last night it had been hope and smiles, bustle and motion,
noise and brilliancy, in the drawing-room, and out of the drawing-room,
and everywhere. Now it was languor, and all but solitude.

A good night’ srest 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 Miss Crawford, in a
very handsome style, with all the heightenings of imagination, and al the
laughs of playfulness which are so essential to the shade of adeparted bal,
she could afterwards bring her mind without much effort into its everyday
state, and easily 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 cheerful-
ness 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 sit in the same room with her uncle, hear
his voice, receive his questions, and even answer them, without such
wretched feelings as she had formerly known.

“We miss our two young men,” was Sir Thomas' s observation on both
thefirst and second day, asthey formed their very reduced circle after dinner;
and in consideration of Fanny’ s swimming eyes, hothing more was said on
the first 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 thereis no reason to suppose,” added Sir Thomas, “ but that his
visitsto us may now betolerably frequent. Asto Edmund, we must learn to
do without him. Thiswill bethelast winter of hisbelonging to us, as he has
done”



206 Mansfield Park

“Yes,” said Lady Bertram, “ but | wish he was not going away. They are
all going away, | think. | wish they would stay at home.”

Thiswish was levelled principally at Julia, who had just applied for per-
mission to go to town with Maria; and as Sir Thomas thought it best for
each daughter that the permission 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 sense followed on
Sir Thomas' sside, tending to reconcile hiswifeto the arrangement. Every-
thing that aconsiderate parent ought to feel was advanced for her use; and
everything that an affectionate mother must feel in promoting her children’ s
enjoyment was attributed to her nature. Lady Bertram agreed to it all with
acam“Yes’; and at the end of aquarter of an hour’ ssilent consideration
spontaneoudy observed, “ Sir Thomas, | have been thinking—and | am very
glad wetook Fanny aswedid, for now the others are away we feel the good
of it.”

Sir Thomas immediately improved this compliment by adding, “ Very
true. We shew Fanny what a good girl we think her by praising her to her
face, sheisnow avery valuable companion. If we have beenkindto her,
sheisnow quite as hecessary to us.”

“Yes,” said Lady Bertram presently; “and it is acomfort 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 besides, | cannot do without her.”

The week which passed so quietly and peaceably at the great housein
Mansfield had a very different character at the Parsonage. To the young
lady, at least, in each family, it brought very different feelings. What was
tranquillity and comfort to Fanny was tediousness and vexation to Mary.
Something arose from difference of disposition and habit: one so easily
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’ sabsencewasreally, in
itscause and itstendency, ardief. To Mary it was every way painful. She
felt thewant of his society every day, almost every hour, and wastoo much
inwant of it to derive anything but irritation from considering the object for
which he went. He could not have devised anything morelikely toraise his
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consequence than this week’ s absence, occurring asit did at the very time
of her brother’ s going away, of William Price’ sgoing too, and completing
the sort of general break-up of aparty which had been so animated. Shefelt
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 waswith Edmund for adhering to his own 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 him continually
when absent, dwelling on his merit and affection, and longing again for the
amost daily meetingsthey lately had. His absence was unnecessarily long.
He should not have planned such an absence-he should not have |eft home
for aweek, 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 con-
temptuous expressionsin 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 feel when Friday came round again and brought no Edmund;
when Saturday came and still no Edmund; and when, through the slight
communi cation with the other family which Sunday produced, she learned
that he had actually written home to defer his return, having promised to
remain some days longer with his friend.

If she had felt impatience and regret before—H she had been sorry for
what she said, and feared its too strong effect on him—she now felt and
feared it al tenfold more. She had, moreover, to contend with one disagree-
ableemotion entirely new to her—ealousy. Hisfriend Mr. Owen had sisters;
he might find them attractive. But, at any rate, his staying away at atime
when, according to all preceding plans, she wasto removeto 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 absolutely 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 unconguerable aweek before, for the chance
of hearing alittle in addition, for the sake of at least hearing his name.

Thefirst half-hour was logt, for Fanny and Lady Bertram were together,
and unless she had Fanny to herself she could hope for nothing. But at last
Lady Bertram left the room, and then almost immediately Miss Crawford
thus began, with avoice as well regulated as she could—And how do you
like your cousin Edmund’ s staying away so long? Being the only young
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person at home, | consider you asthe greatest sufferer. You must miss
him. Does his staying longer surpriseyou?”’

“I do not know,” said Fanny hesitatingly. “ Yes; | had not particularly
expectedit.”

“Perhaps hewill dways stay longer than hetalksof. It isthe genera way
all young men do.”

“Hedid not, the only time he went to see Mr. Owen before.”

“He finds the house more agreeable now . Heis avery—avery pleasing
young man himself, and | cannot help being rather concerned at not seeing
him again before | go to London, as will now undoubtedly bethe case. | am
looking for Henry every day, and as soon as he comestherewill be nothing
to detain me at Mansfield. | should like to have seen him once more, |
confess. But you must give my complimentsto him. Yes; | think it must be
compliments. |Is not there a something wanted, Miss Price, in our lan-
guage—a something between compliments and—and love—to suit the sort
of friendly acquaintance we have had together? So many months’
acquaintance! But compliments may be sufficient here. Was hisletter a
long one? Does he give you much account of what heis doing?Isit Christ-
mas gaieties that heis staying for?’

“I only heard a part of theletter; it was to my uncle; but | believeit was
very short; indeed | am sureit wasbut afew lines. All that | heard was that
his friend had pressed him to stay longer, and that he had agreed to do so.
A few dayslonger, or some dayslonger; | am not quite sure which.”

“Oh! if hewroteto his father; but | thought it might have been to Lady
Bertram or you. But if hewroteto his father, no wonder he was concise.
Who could write chat to Sir Thomas? |f he had written to you, there would
have been more particulars. You would have heard of ballsand parties. He
would have sent you adescription of everything and everybody. How many
Miss Owens are there?’

“Threegrown up.”

“Arethey musical ?’

“I do not at all know. | never heard.”

“That isthe first question, you know,” said Miss Crawford, trying to
appear gay and unconcerned, “ which every woman who plays herself is
sureto ask about another. But it is very foolish to ask questions about any
young ladies—about any three sisters just grown up; for one knows, with-
out being told, exactly what they are: al very accomplished and pleasing,
and one very pretty. Thereisabeauty in every family; itisaregular thing.
Two play on the pianoforte, and one on the harp; and all sing, or would sing
if they were taught, or sing all the better for not being taught; or something
likeit.”
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“| know nothing of the Miss Owens,” said Fanny camly.

“You know nothing and you care less, as people say. Never did tone
express indifference plainer. Indeed, how can one 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 myself | 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, asif wanting to hear or see more,
and then laughingly said, “ Oh yes! missed as every noisy evil is missed
when it istaken away; that is, there isagreat differencefelt. But | am not
fishing; don’ t compliment me. If | am missed, it will appear. | may be
discovered by those who want to see me. | shall not bein any doubtful, or
distant, or unapproachableregion.”

Now Fanny could not bring herself 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 Lacey; how should you
like it? Stranger things have happened. | dare say they aretrying for it.
And they are quitein the light, for it would be avery pretty establishment
for them. | do not at all wonder or blamethem. It iseverybody’ sduty to do
aswell for themselves asthey can. Sir Thomas Bertram’ s son is somebody;
and now heisin their own line. Their father is a clergyman, and their
brother is a clergyman, and they are all clergymen together. He is their
lawful property; hefairly belongsto them. You don’ t speak, Fanny; Miss
Price, you don’ t speak. But honestly now, do not you rather expect it than
otherwise?’

“No,” said Fanny stoutly, “| do not expect it at all.”

“Not at all!” cried Miss Crawford with alacrity. “ | wonder at that. But |
dare say you know exactly— always imagine you are—perhaps you do
not think him likely to marry at al—er not at present.”

“No, | donot,” said Fanny softly, hoping she did not err either 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 alook, only said, “Heis best off as he
is,” and turned the subject.
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CHAPTER 30

Miss Crawford’ s uneasiness was much lightened by this conversation,
and she walked home again in spirits which might have defied almost an-
other 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 cheerfulness, she had
nothing farther to try her own. Hisstill refusing to tell her what he had
gone for was but the promotion of gaiety; aday beforeit might haveirritated,
but now it was a pleasant joke—suspected only of concealing something
planned as a pleasant surprise to herself. And the next day did bring a
surpriseto her. Henry had said he should just go and ask the Bertrams how
they did, and be back in ten minutes, but he was gone above an hour; and
when hissister, who had been waiting for himto wak with her in thegarden,
met him at last most impatiently in the sweep, and cried out, “My dear
Henry, where can you have been al thistime?’ he had only to say that he
had been sitting with Lady Bertram and Fanny.

“ Sitting with them an hour and ahalf!” exclaimed Mary.

But thiswas only the beginning of her surprise.

“Yes, Mary,” said he, drawing her arm within his, and walking along the
sweep asif not knowing wherehewas: “ | could not get away sooner; Fanny
looked so lovely! | am quite determined, Mary. My mind isentirely made
up. Will it astonish you? No: you must be awarethat | am quite determined
to marry Fanny Price.”

The surprise was now complete; for, in spite of whatever his conscious-
ness might suggest, a suspicion of his having any such views had never
entered hissister’ simagination; and she looked so truly the astonishment
shefdlt, that he was obliged to repeat what he had said, and more fully and
more solemnly. The conviction of his determination once admitted, it was
not unwelcome. Therewas even pleasure with the surprise. Mary wasin a
state of mind to rejoice in a connexion with the Bertram family, and to be
not displeased with her brother’ s marrying alittle beneath him.

“Yes, Mary,” was Henry’ s concluding assurance. “1 am fairly caught.
You know with what idle designs | began; but thisisthe end of them. |
have, | flatter myself, made no inconsiderable progressin her affections;
but my own are entirely fixed.”
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“Lucky, lucky girl!” cried Mary, as soon as she could speak; “what a
match for her! My dearest Henry, this must be my first feeling; but my
second , which you shall have as sincerely, is, that | approve your choice
from my soul, and foresee your happinessas heartily as| wish and desireiit.
You will have a sweet little wife; all gratitude and devotion. Exactly what
you deserve. What an amazing match for her! Mrs. Norris often talks of
her luck; what will she say now? The delight of all the family, indeed!
And she has some true friendsinit! How they will rgoice! Buttell meadl
about it! Talk to me for ever. When did you begin to think seriously about
her?’

Nothing could be more impossiblethan to answer such aquestion, though
nothing could 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 sentiment with alittle variation of words three times over, his
sister eagerly interrupted him with, “ Ah, my dear Henry, and thisis what
took you to London! This was your business! You chose to consult the
Admiral before you made up your mind.”

But this he stoutly denied. He knew his uncletoo well to consult himon
any matrimonid scheme. The Admira hated marriage, and thought it never
pardonable in ayoung man of independent fortune.

“When Fanny is known to him,” continued Henry, “ hewill doat on her.
Sheis exactly the woman to do away every prejudice of such aman asthe
Admiral, for she he would describe, if indeed he has now delicacy of lan-
guage enough to embody his own ideas. But till it is absolutely settled—
settled beyond al interference, he shall know nothing of the matter. No,
Mary, you are quite mistaken. You have not discovered my business yet.”

“Well, well, | am satisfied. | know now to whom it must relate, and am
in no hurry for the rest. Fanny Price! wonderful, quite wonderful! That
Mansfield should have done so much for—that you should have found
your fatein Mansfield! But you are quite right; you could not have chosen
better. There is not a better girl in the world, and you do not want for
fortune; and asto her connexions, they are more than good. The Bertrams
are undoubtedly some of thefirst peoplein thiscountry. Sheisnieceto 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 more than opportunity. Mary, sheisnot like her
cousins; but | think | shall not ask invain.”

“Oh no! you cannot. Were you even less pleasing—supposing her not
toloveyou already (of which, however, | can havelittle doubt)—tou would
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be safe. The gentleness and gratitude of her disposition would secure her
all your own immediately. From my soul | do not think she would marry
you without love; that is, if thereisagirl in the world capable of being
uninfluenced by ambition, | can supposeit her; but ask her to love you, and
she will never havethe heart to refuse.”

As soon as her eagerness could rest in silence, he was as happy to tell as
she could be to listen; and a conversation followed almost as deeply inter-
esting to her asto himself, though he had in fact nothing to relate but his
own sensations, nothing to dwell on but Fanny’ s charms. Fanny’ s beauty
of face and figure, Fanny’ s graces of manner and goodness of heart, were
the exhaustlesstheme. The gentleness, modesty, and sweetness of her char-
acter were warmly expatiated on; that sweethess which makes so essential
apart of every woman’ s worth in the judgment of man, that though he
sometimes|oveswhereit isnot, he can never believeit absent. Her temper
he had good reason to depend on and to praise. He had often seen it tried.
Was there one of the family, excepting Edmund, who had not in some way
or other continually exercised her patience and forbearance? Her affections
were evidently strong. To see her with her brother! What could more
delightfully provethat the warmth of her heart was equal to its gentleness?
What could be more encouraging to aman who had her loveinview? Then,
her understanding was beyond every suspicion, quick and clear; and her
manners were the mirror of her own modest and elegant mind. Nor was
thisall. Henry Crawford had too much sense not to feel theworth of good
principlesin awife, though he was too little accustomed to serious reflec-
tion to know them by their proper name; but when he talked of her having
such a steadiness 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 expressed what was inspired by
the knowledge of her being well principled and religious.

“I could so wholly and absolutely confidein her,” said he; “and that is
what | want.”

Well might hissister, believing as sheredlly did that his opinion of Fanny
Price was scarcely beyond her merits, rejoicein her prospects.

“Themorel think of it,” shecried, “themoream | convinced that you are
doing quite right; and though | should never have selected Fanny Price as
the girl most likely to attach you, | am now persuaded sheisthevery oneto
make you happy. Your wicked project upon her peace turns out a clever
thought indeed. You will both find your good in it.”

“It was bad, very bad in me against such a creature; but | did not know
her then; and she shall haveno reason to lament the hour that first put it into
my head. | will make her very happy, Mary; happier than she has ever yet
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been herself, or ever seen anybody else. | will not take her from
Northamptonshire. | shall let Everingham, and rent a place in this
neighbourhood; perhaps Stanwix Lodge. | shall let asevenyears' |ease of
Everingham. | am sure of an excellent tenant at half aword. | could name
three people now, who would give me my own terms and thank me.”

“Hal” cried Mary; “ settle in Northamptonshire! That is pleasant! Then
we shall be al together.”

When she had spoken it, she recollected herself, 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 must give us more than half your time,” said he. “1 cannot admit
Mrs. Grant to have an equal claim with Fanny and myself, for we shall both
havearight in you. Fanny will be so truly your sister!”

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 sister many
monthslonger.

“You will divide your year between London and Northamptonshire?’

“Yes.”

“That' sright; and in London, of course, ahouse of your own: no longer
withthe 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 hisfoolish opinions, or learned to sit
over your dinner as if it were the best blessing of lifel You are not
sensible of the gain, for your regard for him has blinded you; but, in my
estimation, your marrying early may be the saving of you. To have seen
you grow like the Admiral in word or deed, ook or gesture, would have
broken my heart.”

“Well, well, we do not think quite alike here. The Admiral has hisfaults,
but he is avery good man, and has been more than a father to me. Few
fathers would have let me have my own way half so much. You must not
prejudice Fanny against him. | must have them love one another.”

Mary refrained from saying what she felt, that there could not be two
persons in existence whose characters and manners 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 prevent the marriage, if possible;
but I know you: | know that awife you loved would be the happiest of
women, and that even when you ceased to love, she would yet find in you
theliberality and good-breeding of agentleman.”
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The impossibility of not doing everything in the world to make Fanny
Price happy, or of ceasing to love Fanny Price, was of course the ground-
work of his eloguent answer.

“Had you seen her this morning, Mary,” he continued, “ attending with
such ineffable sweetness 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 anote which
she was previously engaged in writing for that stupid woman' sservice, and
all thiswith such unpretending gentleness, so much asif it were amatter of
course that she was not to have a moment at her own command, her hair
arranged as neatly asit dwaysis, and one little curl falling forward as she
wrote, which she now and then shook back, and in the midst of all this, still
speaking at intervalsto me, or listening, and asif sheliked to listen, to
what | said. Had you seen her so, Mary, you would not have implied the
possibility of her power over my heart ever ceasing.”

“My dearest Henry,” cried Mary, stopping short, and smiling in hisface,
“how glad | am to see you so much inlove! It quite delights me. But what
will Mrs. Rushworth and Juliasay?’

“| care neither what they say nor what they feel. They will now see what
sort of womanit isthat can attach me, that can attach aman of sense. | 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 amoment’ ssilence, and in acooler tone; “ Mrs. Rushworth will be
very angry. It will be abitter pill to her; that is, like other bitter pills, it will
havetwo moments’ ill flavour, and then be swallowed and forgotten; for |
am not such a coxcomb as to suppose her feelings more | asting than other
women'’ s, though | wasthe object of them. Yes, Mary, my Fanny will fedl
adifference indeed: adaily, hourly difference, in the behaviour of every
being who approaches her; and it will be the completion of my happinessto
know that | am thedoer of it, that | am the person to give the consequence
so justly her due. Now sheis dependent, helpless, friendless, neglected,
forgotten.”

“Nay, Henry, not by all; not forgotten by all; not friendless or forgotten.
Her cousin Edmund never forgets her.”

“Edmund! True, | believe heis, generally speaking, kind to her, and so
isSir Thomasin hisway; but it isthe way of arich, superior, long-worded,
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?’
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CHAPTER 31

Henry Crawford was at Mansfield Park again the next morning, and at
an earlier hour than common visiting warrants. The two |adies were to-
gether in the breakfast-room, and, fortunately for him, Lady Bertram was
on the very point of quitting it as he entered. She was aimost at the door,
and not chusing by any means to take so much troublein vain, shestill went
on, after acivil 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 with-
out losing another moment, turned instantly to Fanny, and, taking out some
letters, said, with amost animated ook, “ | must acknowledge myself infi-
nitely obliged to any creature who gives me such an opportunity of seeing
you aone: | have been wishing it more than you can have any idea. Know-
ing as | dowhat your feelingsasa sister are, | could hardly have borne that
any one in the house should share with you in the first knowledge of the
news | now bring. Heis made. Your brother is alieutenant. | have the
infinite satisfaction of congratulating you on your brother’ s promotion. Here
are the letters which announce it, this moment come to hand. You will,
perhaps, liketo seethem.”

Fanny could not speak, but he did not want her to speak. To see the
expression of her eyes, the change of her complexion, the progress of her
fedings, their doubt, confusion, and felicity, was enough. She took the let-
tersas he gavethem. Thefirst wasfromthe Admiral to inform his nephew,
in afew words, of his having succeeded in the object he had undertaken,
the promotion of young Price, and enclosing two more, one from the Secre-
tary of the First Lord to afriend, whom the Admiral had set to work in the
business, the other from that friend to himself, by which it appeared that his
lordship had the very great happiness of attending to the recommendation
of Sir Charles; that Sir Charles was much delighted in having such an op-
portunity of proving hisregard for Admira Crawford, and that the circum-
stance of Mr. William Price’ s commission as Second Lieutenant of H.M.
Sloop 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 running from
one to the other, and her heart swelling with emotion, Crawford thus
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continued, with unfeigned eagerness, to express his interest in the event—

“I will not talk of my own happiness,” said he, “great asit is, for | think
only of yours. Compared with you, who has a right to be happy? | have
almost grudged myself my own prior knowledge of what you ought to have
known before all the world. | have not lost a moment, however. The post
was |late this morning, but there has not been since amoment’ sdelay. 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 en-
tered into my wisheswith al thewarmth | could desire, and exerted himsel f
immediately, there were difficulties from the absence of one friend, and the
engagements of another, which at last | could no longer bear to stay the end
of, and knowing in what good hands| |eft the cause, | came away on Monday,
trusting that many posts would not pass before | should be followed by
such very letters asthese. My uncle, who isthe very best man in the world,
has exerted himsdlf, as| knew hewould, after seeing your brother. Hewas
delighted with him. | would not allow myself yesterday to say how delighted,
or to repeat half that the Admiral said 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 befollowed by warmer wishes and higher commendation,
than were most voluntarily bestowed by my uncle after the evening they
had passed together.”

“Hasthisbeen all your doing, then?’ cried Fanny. “ Good heaven! how
very, very kind! Have you realy—was it by your desire? | beg your
pardon, but | am bewildered. Did Admira Crawford apply? How was it?
| am stupefied.”

Henry was most happy to make it more intelligible, by beginning at an
earlier stage, and explaining very particularly what he had done. Hislast
journey to London had been undertaken 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
business. He had communicated it to no creature: he had not breathed a
syllable of it even to Mary; while uncertain of theissue, he could not have
borne any participation of hisfeelings, but this had been his business; and
he spoke with such a glow of what his solicitude had been, and used such
strong expressions, was so abounding in the deepest interest, in twofold
motives, in views and wishes more than could be told, that Fanny
could not have remained insensible of his drift, had she been ableto attend;
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but her heart was so full and her senses still so astonished, that she could
listen but imperfectly even to what he told 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 haste towards the door, crying out, “1 will go to my uncle. My
uncle ought to know it as soon as possible.” But this could not be suffered.
The opportunity was too fair, and hisfeelings too impatient. He was after
her immediately. “ Shemust not go, shemust alow him five minutes longer,
" and hetook her hand and led her back to her seat, and wasin the middle
of his farther explanation, before she had suspected for what she was
detained. When she did understand it, however, and found herself expected
to believe that she had created sensations which hisheart had never known
before, and that everything he had done for William wasto be placed to the
account of hisexcessive and unequal | ed attachment to her, she was exceed-
ingly distressed, and for some moments unable to speak. She considered it
all asnonsense, as meretrifling and gallantry, which meant only to deceive
for the hour; she could not but feel that it was treating her improperly and
unworthily, and in such away as she had not deserved; but it was like
himself, and entirely of a piece with what she had seen before; and she
would not allow hersdlf to shew half the displeasure she felt, because he
had been conferring an obligation, which no want of delicacy on his part
could make atrifle to her. While her heart was still bounding with joy and
gratitude on William' s behalf, she could not be severely resentful of any-
thing that injured only herself; and after having twice drawn back her hand,
and twice attempted 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. Thisisasort of talking whichis very unpleasant to me. | must
go away. | cannot bear it.” But he was still talking on, describing his
affection, soliciting areturn, and, finally, in words so plain as to bear but
one meaning even to her, offering himself, hand, fortune, everything, to her
acceptance. It was so; he had said it. Her astonishment and confusion
increased; and though still not knowing how to suppose him serious, she
could hardly stand. He pressed for an answer.

“No, no, no!” shecried, hiding her face. “ Thisisall nonsense. Do not
distressme. | can hear no more of this. Your kindnessto William makes me
more obliged to you than words can express; but | do not want, | cannot
bear, | must not listen to such—No, no, don’ t think of me. But you are not
thinking of me. | know it isall nothing.”

She had burst away from him, and at that moment Sir Thomas was heard
speaking to aservant in hisway towards the room they were in. It was no
time for farther assurances or entreaty, though to part with her at amoment
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when her modesty alone seemed, to his sanguine and preassured mind, to
stand in the way of the happiness he sought, was a cruel necessity. She
rushed out at an opposite door from the one her uncle was approaching,
and was walking up and down the East room ill the utmost confusion of
contrary feeling, before Sir Thomas' s politeness or apol ogieswere over, or
he had reached the beginning of the joyful intelligence which hisvisitor
came to communicate.

She was feeling, thinking, trembling about everything; agitated, happy,
miserable, infinitely obliged, absolutely angry. It wasdl beyond belief! He
was inexcusable, incomprehensible! 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 lieutenant. That was afact beyond a doubt, and
without an alloy. Shewould think of it for ever and forget al therest. 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!

Shewould 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 hisinformation or his conjectures asto what
would now beWilliam’ sdestination. Sir Thomaswas asjoyful as shecould
desire, and very kind and communicative; and she had so comfortable a
talk with him about William as to make her feel asif nothing had occurred
to vex her, till she found, towards the close, that Mr. Crawford was en-
gaged to return and dine there that very day. This was a most unwelcome
hearing, for though he might think nothing of what had passed, it would be
guite distressing to her to see him again so soon.

She tried to get the better of it; tried very hard, as the dinner hour
approached, to feel and appear as usual; but it was quiteimpossible for her
not to look most shy and uncomfortable when their visitor entered the room.
She could not have supposed it in the power of any concurrence of circum-
stancesto 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 closeto her. He
had a note to deliver from hissister. Fanny could not look at him, but there
was no consciousness of past folly in his voice. She opened her note
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immediately, glad to have anything to do, and happy, as sheread it, to feel
that the fidgetings of her aunt Norris, who was also to dinethere, screened
her alittle from view.

“My dear Fanny,—or so | may now dways call you, to theinfinite relief
of atongue that has been stumbling at Miss Price for at least the last six
weeks— cannot let my brother go without sending you a few 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.—Yours
affectionately, M. C.”

These were not expressionsto do Fanny any good; for though shereadin
too much haste and confusion to form the clearest judgment of Miss
Crawford’ s meaning, it was evident that she meant to compliment her on
her brother’ s attachment, and evento appear to believeit serious. Shedid
not know what to do, or what to think. There was wretchedness in the idea
of its being serious; there was perplexity and agitation every way. Shewas
distressed whenever Mr. Crawford spoke to her, and he spoke to her much
too often; and she was afraid there was a something in his voice and man-
ner in addressing her very different from what they were when he talked to
the others. Her comfort in that day’ sdinner was quite destroyed: she could
hardly eat anything; and when Sir Thomas good-humouredly observed that
joy had taken away her appetite, she was ready to sink with shame, from
thedread of Mr. Crawford’ sinterpretation; for though nothing could have
tempted her to turn her eyesto theright hand, where he sat, shefelt that his
were immediately directed towards her.

She was more silent than ever. Shewould hardly join even when Will-
iam was the subject, for his commission came all from the right hand too,
and there was pain in the connexion.

She thought Lady Bertram sat longer than ever, and began to bein de-
spair of ever getting away; but at last they were in the drawing-room, and
she was ableto think as she would, while her aunts finished the subject of
William’ s appointment in their own style.

Mrs. Norris seemed as much delighted with the saving it would beto Sir
Thomas aswith any part of it. “ Now William would be ableto keep himsdf,
which would make avast difference to hisuncle, for it was unknown how
much he had cost his uncle; and, indeed, it would make some differencein
her presentstoo. 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
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considerable; that is, for her , with her limited means, for now it would all
be useful in helping to fit up his cabin. She knew he must be at some
expense, that he would have many things to buy, though to be sure his
father and mother would be able to put him in the way of getting every-
thing very cheap; but she was very glad she had contributed her mite
towardsit.”

“1 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 1 well lined, and at no expense for his journey to
London either!”

“Sir Thomastold me 10 would be enough.”

Mrs. Norris, being not at all inclined to question its sufficiency, beganto
take the matter in another point.

“Itisamazing,” said she, “how much young people cost their friends,
what with bringing them up and putting them out in theworld! 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 sister
Price’ schildren; takethem all together, | dare say nobody would believe
what asum they cost Sir Thomas every year, to say nothing of what | do
for them.”

“Very true, sister, 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 goesto the East Indies; and | shall givehim
acommission for anything else that is worth having. | wish he may go to
the East 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 Mr. and Miss Crawford were at. There
was everything intheworld against their being serious but hiswords and
manner. Everything natural, probable, reasonable, was against 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 seen so many, and been
admired by so many, and flirted with so many, infinitely her superiors; who
seemed so little open to serious impressions, even where pains had been
taken to please him; who thought so slightly, so carelessly, so unfeelingly
on al such points; who was everything to everybody, and seemed to find
no one essential to him? And farther, how could it be supposed that his
sister, with al her high and worldly notions of matrimony, would be for-
warding anything of a serious nature in such a quarter? Nothing could be
more unnatural in either. Fanny was ashamed of her own doubts. Every-
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thing might be possible rather than serious attachment, or serious approba-
tion of it toward her. She had quite convinced herself of this before Sir
Thomas and Mr. Crawford joined them. The difficulty wasin maintaining
the conviction quite so absolutely after Mr. Crawford wasin the room; for
once or twice alook seemed forced on her which she did not know how to
class among the common meaning; in any other man, at least, she would
have said that it meant something very earnest, very pointed. But she still
tried to believeit no morethan what he might often have expressed towards
her cousins and fifty other women.

She thought he was wishing to speak to her unheard by the rest. She
fancied he wastrying 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 last—# seemed an at last to Fanny’ s nervousness, though not remark-
ably 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 answer to her note? Shewill be disappointed
if she receives nothing from you. Pray writeto her, if it be only aline.”

“Ohyes! certainly,” cried Fanny, rising in haste, the haste of embarrass-
ment and of wanting to get away— | 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
anything so imperfectly understood was most distressing. Quite unpractised
in such sort of note-writing, had there been time for scruplesand fearsasto
style she would have felt them in abundance: but something must be in-
stantly written; and with only one decided feeling, that of wishing not to
appear to think anything really intended, she wrotethus, in great trembling
both of spirits and hand—

“1 am very much obliged to you, my dear Miss Crawford, for your kind
congratulations, asfar asthey relate to my dearest William. Therest of
your note | know means nothing; but | am so unequal to anything of the
sort, that | hope you will excuse my begging you to take no farther notice. |
have seen too much of Mr. Crawford not to understand his manners; if he
understood me as well, he would, | dare say, behave differently. | do not
know what | write, but it 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, etc., etc.”

The conclusion was scarcely intelligible from increasing fright, for she
found that Mr. Crawford, under pretence of receiving the note, was coming
towards her.
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“You cannot think | mean to hurry you,” said he, in an undervoice, per-
ceiving the amazing trepidation with which she 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; | 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 sat the others, he had
nothing to do but to go in good earnest.

Fanny thought she had never known a day of greater agitation, both of
pain and pleasure; but happily the pleasure was not of asort 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 dis-
grace achild, 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.



Mansfied Park 223

CHAPTER 32

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 asto its effect than she had been the night before. If Mr. Crawford
would but go away! That was what she most earnestly desired: go and take
his sister with him, as he was to do, and as he returned to Mansfield 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 hisyesterday’ svisit, to hear the day named; but he had only spoken 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 astonished to see Mr. Crawford, as she accidentally
did, coming up to the house again, and at an hour as early asthe day before.
His coming might have nothing to do with her, but she must avoid seeing
him if possible; and being then on her way upstairs, sheresolved there to
remain, during the whole of hisvisit, unless actually sent for; and as Mrs.
Norriswas still inthe house, there seemed little danger of her being wanted.

She sat sometimein agood deal of agitation, listening, trembling, and
fearing to be sent for every moment; but as no footsteps approached the
East room, she grew gradually composed, could sit down, and be ableto
employ herself, and able to hope that Mr. Crawford had come and would
go without her being obliged to know anything of the matter.

Nearly half an hour had passed, and she was growing very comfortable,
when suddenly the sound of a step in regular approach was heard; aheavy
step, an unusual step in that part of thehouse: it was her uncl€' s; she knew
it aswell as hisvoice; she had trembled at it as often, and began to tremble
again, at the idea of his coming up to speak to her, whatever might be the
subject. It was indeed Sir Thomas who opened the door and asked if she
werethere, and if he might comein. The terror of hisformer occasional
visits to that room seemed all renewed, and she felt as if he were going to
examine her again in French and English.

Shewas al attention, however, in placing a chair for him, and trying to
appear honoured; and, in her agitation, had quite overlooked the deficien-
cies of her apartment, till he, stopping short as he entered, said, with much
surprise, “ Why haveyou no fire to-day?’
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There was snow on the ground, and she was sitting in a shawl. She
hesitated.

“I ' amnot cold, sir: | never sit herelong at thistime of year.”

“But you have afirein general ?’

“No, sir.”

“How comes this about? Here must be some mistake. | understood that
you had the use of this room by way of making you perfectly comfortable.
In your bedchamber | know you cannot have afire. Hereis some great
mi sapprehension which must be rectified. It ishighly unfit for you to sit,
beit only half an hour a day, without afire. You are not strong. You are
chilly. Your aunt cannot be aware of this.”

Fanny would rather have been silent; but being obliged to speak, she
could not forbear, in justice to the aunt she loved best, from saying some-
thing in which the words “ my aunt Norris” were distinguishable.

“| understand,” cried her uncle, recollecting himself, and not wanting to
hear more: “| understand. Your aunt Norris has always been an advocate,
and very judiciously, for young peopl€e’ sbeing brought up without unnec-
essary indulgences; but there should be moderation in everything. Sheis
also very hardy herself, which of coursewill influence her in her opinion of
thewantsof others. And on ancther account, too, | can perfectly comprehend.
I know what her sentiments have always been. The principle was good in
itself, but it may have been, and | believe has been, carried too far in your
case. | am aware that there has been sometimes, in some points, a mis-
placed 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. You will take in the whole of the past, you will consider times,
persons, and probabilities, and you will fed that they were not least your
friends who were educating and preparing you for that mediocrity of condi-
tionwhich seemed to beyour lot. Though their caution may prove eventu-
ally unnecessary, it was kindly meant; and of this you may be assured,
that every advantage of affluence will be doubled by thelittle privations
and restrictions that may have been imposed. | am sure you will not dis-
appoint my opinion of you, by failing at any timeto treat your aunt Norris
with the respect and attention that are due to her. But enough of this. Sit
down, my dear. | must speak to you for afew minutes, but | will not detain
you long.”

Fanny obeyed, with eyes cast down and colour rising. After amoment’ s
pause, Sir Thomas, trying to suppress a smile, went on.

“You are not aware, perhaps, that | have had avisitor this morning. | had
not been long in my own room, after breakfast, when Mr. Crawford was
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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 either speaking or looking up
quite impossible, turned away his own eyes, and without any farther pause
proceeded in his account of Mr. Crawford’ svisit.

Mr. Crawford’ s business had been to declare himself the lover of Fanny,
make decided proposals for her, and entreat the sanction of the uncle, who
seemed to stand in the place of her parents; and he had doneiit all so well,
so openly, so liberally, so properly, that Sir Thomas, feeling, moreover, his
own 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 passing in his niece’ smind, conceived that by such
detailshe must be gratifying her far morethan himsdf. Hetaked, therefore,
for several minutes without Fanny’ sdaring to interrupt him. She had hardly
even attained thewish to doit. Her mind was in too much confusion. She
had changed her position; and, with her eyesfixed intently on one of the
windows, was listening to her uncle in the utmost perturbation and dismay.
For amoment he ceased, but she had barely become conscious of it, when,
rising from his chair, he said, “ And now, Fanny, having performed one part
of my commission, and shewn you everything placed on a basis the most
assured and satisfactory, | may execute the remainder by prevailing on
you to accompany me downstairs, where, though | cannot but presume
on having been no unacceptable companion myself, | must submit to
your finding one still better worth listening to. Mr. Crawford, as you
have perhapsforeseen, isyet in the house. Heisin my room, and hoping to
seeyou there.”

There was alook, a start, an exclamation on hearing this, which aston-
ished Sir Thomas; but what was hisincrease of astonishment on hearing
her exclaim—=Oh! no, sir, | cannot, indeed | cannot go down to him. Mr.
Crawford ought to know—he must know that: | told him enough yester-
day to convince him; he spoke to me on this subject yesterday, and | told
him without disguise that it was very disagreeable to me, and quite out of
my power to return his good opinion.”

“1 do not catch your meaning,” said Sir Thomas, sitting down again.
“Out of your power to return hisgood opinion? What is all this? | know he
spoke to you yesterday, and (as far as | understand) received as much en-
couragement to proceed as awell-judging young woman could permit her-
self to give. | wasvery much pleased with what | collected to have been
your behaviour on the occasion; it shewed a discretion highly to be
commended. But now, when he has made his overtures so properly, and
honourably—what are your scruples now ?’
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“You are mistaken, sir,” cried Fanny, forced by the anxiety of the mo-
ment even to tell her uncle that he was wrong; “ you are quite mistaken.
How could Mr. Crawford say such athing? | gave him no encouragement
yesterday. On the contrary, | told him, | cannot recollect my exact words,
but | am sure | told him that | would not listen to him, that it was very
unpleasant to mein every respect, and that | begged him never to talk to me
in that manner again. | am sure | said as much as that and more; and |
should have said still more, if | had been quite certain of his meaning any-
thing seriously; 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 almost gone.

“Am | to understand,” said Sir Thomas, after afew moments’ silence,
“that youmeanto refuse Mr. Crawford?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Refuse him?”’

“Yes, sir.”

“Refuse Mr. Crawford! Upon what plea? For what reason?’

“|—cannot like him, sir, well enough to marry him.”

“Thisisvery strange!” said Sir Thomas, in a voice of calm displeasure.
“ There is something in thiswhich my comprehension does not reach. Here
is ayoung man wishing to pay his addresses to you, with everything to
recommend him: not merely situation in life, fortune, and character, but
with more than common agreeabl eness, with addressand conversation pleas-
ing to everybody. And heis not an acquaintance of to-day; you have now
known him sometime. His sister, moreover, isyour intimate friend, and he
has been doing that for your brother, which | should suppose would have
been almost sufficient recommendation to you, had there been no other. It
isvery uncertain when my interest might have got William on. Hehasdone
italready.”

“Yes,” said Fanny, in afaint voice, and looking down with fresh shame;
and she did feel amost ashamed of herself, after such a picture as her uncle
had drawn, for not liking Mr. Crawford.

“You must have been aware,” continued Sir Thomas presently, “ you must
have been sometime aware of a particularity in Mr. Crawford’ s mannersto
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
toyou. | am half inclined to think, Fanny, that you do not quite know your
own feelings.”

“Ohyes, sir! indeed | do. His attentions were always—what | did not
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like”

Sir Thomas looked at her with deeper surprise. “ Thisis beyond me,”
said he. “ This requires explanation. Young as you are, and having seen
scarcely any one, it is hardly possible that your affections—

He paused and eyed her fixedly. He saw her lips formed into a no,
though the sound was inarticulate, but her face was like scarlet. That,
however, in so modest agirl, might be very compatible with innocence;
and chusing at least to appear satisfied, he quickly added, “ No, no, | know
that isquite out of the question; quiteimpossible. Well, there is nothing
moreto be said.”

And for afew minutes he did say nothing. He was deepin thought. His
niece was deep in thought likewise, trying to harden and prepare herself
against farther questioning. She would rather die than own the truth; and
she hoped, by alittle reflection, to fortify herself beyond betraying it.

“Independently of the interest which Mr. Crawford’ s choice seemed to
justify” said Sir Thomas, beginning again, and very composedly, “ hiswish-
ingto marry at all so early isrecommendatory to me. | am an advocatefor
early marriages, where there are meansin proportion, and would have ev-
ery young man, with asufficient income, settle as soon after four-and-twenty
ashecan. Thisisso much my opinion, that | am sorry to think how little
likely my own eldest son, your cousin, Mr. Bertram, isto marry early; but at
present, as far as | can judge, matrimony makes no part of his plans or
thoughts. | wish he were more likely to fix.” Herewas aglance at Fanny.
“ Edmund, | consider, from his dispositions and habits, asmuch more likely
tomarry early than hisbrother. He, indeed, | have latdy thought, has seen
the woman he could love, which, | am convinced, my eldest 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
score of the cousins. But the removal of hisalarm did his niece no service:
as her unaccountableness was confirmed his displeasure increased; and
getting up and walking about the room with afrown, which Fanny could
pictureto hersdf, though she dared not lift up her eyes, he shortly afterwards,
and in avoice of authority, said, “ Haveyou any reason, child, to think ill of
Mr. Crawford’ stemper?’

“No, sir.”  Shelonged to add, “ But of his principles | have’; but her
heart sunk under the appalling prospect of discussion, explanation, and
probably non-conviction. Her ill opinion of him was founded chiefly on
observations, which, for her cousins' sake, she could scarcely dare mention
to their father. Mariaand Julia, and especially Maria, were so closely im-
plicated in Mr. Crawford’ smisconduct, that she could not give his character,
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such as she believed it, without betraying them. She had hoped that, to a
man like her uncle, so discerning, so honourable, so good, the simple ac-
knowledgment of settled dislike on her side would have been sufficient.
To her infinite grief she found it was not.

Sir Thomas came towards the table where she sat in trembling
wretchedness, and with agood deal of cold sternness, said, “ It is of no use,
| perceive, totalk to you. We had better put an end to this most mortifying
conference. Mr. Crawford must not be kept longer waiting. | will, therefore,
only add, asthinking it my duty to mark my opinion of your conduct, that
you have disappointed every expectation | had formed, and proved yoursel f
of acharacter the very reverse of what | had supposed. For | had, Fanny,
as | think my behaviour must have shewn, formed avery favourable opin-
ion of you from the period of my return to England. | had thought you
peculiarly free from wilful ness of temper, self-conceit, and every tendency
to that i ndependence of spirit which prevails so much in modern days, even
in young women, and which in young women is offensive and disgusting
beyond all common offence. But you have now shewn methat you can be
wilful and perverse; that you can and will decide for yourself, without any
consideration or deference for those who have surely some right to guide
you, without even asking their advice. You have shewn yourself very, very
different from anything that | had imagined. The advantage or disadvan-
tage of your family, of your parents, your brothers and sisters, never seems
to have had amoment’ s sharein your thoughts on this occasion. How they
might be benefited, how they must rejoicein such an establishment for
you, isnothingto you . Youthink only of yourself, and because you do not
fed for Mr. Crawford exactly what ayoung heated fancy imagines to be
necessary for happiness, you resolveto refuse him at once, without wishing
evenfor alittletimeto consider of it, alittlemoretimefor cool consideration,
and for really examining your own inclinations; and are, in awild fit of
folly, throwing away from you such an opportunity of being settled in life,
eligibly, honourably, nobly settled, aswill, probably, never occur to you
again. Hereisayoung man of sense, 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 years longer in the world without being addressed by a
man of half Mr. Crawford’ s estate, or a tenth part of his merits. Gladly
would | have bestowed either of my own daughters on him. Mariaisnobly
married; but had Mr. Crawford sought Julia’ s hand, | should have given it
to him with superior and more heartfelt satisfaction than | gave Maria sto
Mr. Rushworth.” After half amoment’ s pause: “ And | should have been
very much surprised had either of my daughters, on receiving a proposal of
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marriage at any timewhich might carry with it only half the eligibility of
this, immediately and peremptorily, and without paying my opinion or my
regard the compliment of any consultation, put adecided negative oniit. |
should have been much surprised and much hurt by such a proceeding. |
should have thought it agross violation of duty and respect. You are not to
be judged by the samerule. You do not owe methe duty of achild. But,
Fanny, if your heart can acquit you of ingratitude -

He ceased. Fanny was by this time crying so bitterly that, angry as he
was, hewould not press that article farther. Her heart was almost broke by
such a picture of what she appeared to him; by such accusetions, so heavy,
so multiplied, sorising in dreadful gradation! Self-willed, obstinate, selfish,
and ungrateful. He thought her al this. She had deceived his expectations;
she had lost his good opinion. What wasto become of her?

“| am very sorry,” said she inarticulately, through her tears, “ | am very
sorry indeed.”

“ Sorry! yes, | hope you are sorry; and you will probably have reason to
belong sorry for thisday’ s transactions.”

“If it were possible for meto do otherwise” said she, with another strong
effort; “ but | am so perfectly convinced that | could never make him happy,
and that | should be miserable myself.”

Anocther burst of tears; but in spite of that burst, and in spite of that great
black word miserable, which served to introduce it, Sir Thomas began to
think alittlerelenting, alittle change of inclination, might have something
to do with it; and to augur favourably from the personal entreaty of the
young man himself. He knew her to be very timid, and exceedingly nervous;
and thought it not improbable that her mind might be in such astate asa
littletime, alittle pressing, alittle patience, and alittle impatience, ajudi-
cious mixture of all onthe lover’ sside, might work their usual effect on. If
the gentleman would but persevere, if he had but love enough to persevere,
Sir Thomas began to have hopes; and these reflections having passed across
hismind and cheered it, “ Well,” said he, in atone of becoming gravity, but
of less anger, “wdll, child, dry up your tears. Thereisno usein thesetears,
they can donogood. You must now come downstairswith me. Mr. Crawford
has been kept waiting too long already. You must give him your own answer:
we cannot expect him to be satisfied with less; and you only can explainto
him the grounds of that misconception of your sentiments, which, unfortu-
nately for himself, he certainly hasimbibed. | amtotally unequal toit.”

But Fanny shewed such reluctance, such misery, at the idea of going
downto him, that Sir Thomas, after alittle consideration, judged it better to
indulge her. His hopes from both gentleman and lady suffered asmall de-
pression in consequence; but when he looked at his niece, and saw the state
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of feature and complexion which her crying had brought her into, hethought
there might be as much lost as gained by an immediate interview. With a
few words, therefore, of no particular meaning, he walked off by himself,
leaving hispoor nieceto sit and cry over what had passed, with very wretched
feelings

Her mind was all disorder. The past, present, future, everything was
terrible. But her uncle’ s anger gave her the severest pain of all. Selfishand
ungrateful! to have appeared so to him! She was miserable for ever. She
had no one to take her part, to counsel, or speak for her. Her only friend
was absent. He might have softened his father; but al, perhaps al, would
think her selfish and ungrateful. She might have to endure the reproach
again and again; she might hear it, or seeit, or know it to exist for ever in
every connexion about her. She could not but feel some resentment against
Mr. Crawford; yet, if hereally loved her, and were unhappy too! It wasall
wretchedness together.

In about a quarter of an hour her uncle returned; she was almost ready to
faint at the sight of him. He spoke calmly, however, without austerity, with-
out reproach, and sherevived alittle. Therewas comfort, too, in hiswords,
as well as his manner, for he began with, “ Mr. Crawford is gone: he has
just left me. | need not repeat what has passed. | do not want to add to
anything you may now be feding, by an account of what he has felt. Suffice
it, that he has behaved in the most gentlemanlike and generous manner, and
has confirmed mein amoast favourabl e opinion of his understanding, heart,
and temper. Upon my representation of what you were suffering, he
immediately, and with the greatest delicacy, ceased to urge to see you for
the present.”

Here Fanny, who had |ooked up, looked down again. “ Of course,” con-
tinued her uncle, “it cannot be supposed but that he should request to speak
with you alone, beit only for five minutes; arequest too natural, aclaim too
just to be denied. But there is no time fixed; perhaps to-morrow, or when-
ever your spirits are composed enough. For the present you have only to
tranquillise yourself. Check these tears; they do but exhaust 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 yourself into astron-
ger frame of mind. | adviseyou to go out: the air will do you good; go out
for an hour on the gravel; you will have the shrubbery to yourself, 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 occasion for spreading the
disappointment; say nothing about it yourself.”

Thiswas an order to be most joyfully obeyed; this was an act of kindness
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which Fanny felt at her heart. To be spared from her aunt Norris' sintermi-
nable reproaches! he left her in a glow of gratitude. Anything might be
bearable rather than such reproaches. Even to see Mr. Crawford would be
less overpowering.

She walked out directly, as her uncle recommended, and followed his
advicethroughout, asfar as she could; did check her tears; did earnestly try
to compose her spirits and strengthen her mind. She wished to prove to
him that she did desire his comfort, and sought to regain his favour; and he
had given her another strong motive for exertion, in keeping 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
anything that might save her from her aunt Norris.

She was struck, quite struck, when, on returning from her walk and go-
ing into the East room again, the first thing which caught her eyewasafire
lighted and burning. A fire! it seemed too much; just at that time to be
giving her such an indulgence was exciting even painful gratitude. She
wondered that Sir Thomas could have leisure to think of such atrifle again;
but she soon found, from the voluntary information of the housemaid, who
camein to attend it, that so it was to be every day. Sir Thomas had given
ordersfor it.

“I must be a brute, indeed, if | can be really ungrateful!” said she, in
soliloquy. “ Heaven defend me from being ungrateful!”

She saw nothing more of her uncle, nor of her aunt Norris, till they met at
dinner. Her uncle’ sbehaviour to her was then as nearly as possiblewhat it
had been before; shewas 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 soon quarrelling with her; and when she found how much and how
unpleasantly her having only walked out without her aunt’ sknowledge 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.

“1f I 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 myself.
| could very ill sparethe time, and you might have saved methe trouble, if
you would only have been so good asto let us know you were going out. It
would have made no difference to you, | suppose, whether you had walked
in the shrubbery or goneto my house.”

“I recommended the shrubbery to Fanny as the driest place,” said Sir
Thomas.

“Oh!” said Mrs. Norris, with amoment’ s check, “ that was very kind of
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you, Sir Thomas; but you do not know how dry the path isto my house.
Fanny would have had quite as good awalk there, | assure you, with the
advantage of being of some use, and obliging her aunt: itisall her fault. If
shewould but have let us know she was going out but thereis asomething
about Fanny, | have often observed it before—she likes to go her own way
to work; she does not like to be dictated to; she 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.”

Asagenera reflection on Fanny, Sir Thomas thought nothing could be
more unjust, though he had been so lately expressing the same sentiments
himself, and hetried to turn the conversation: tried repeatedly before he
could succeed; for Mrs. Norris had not discernment enough to perceive,
either 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 set off by the depreciation of hers. Shewastaking at Fanny, and
resenting this private walk half through the dinner.

It was over, however, at last; and the evening set in with more compo-
sure to Fanny, and more cheerfulness of spirits than she could have hoped
for after so stormy amorning; but shetrusted, in thefirst place, that she had
done right: that her judgment had not misled her. For the purity of her
intentions she could answer; and she was willing to hope, secondly, that
her uncle' s displeasure was abating, and would abate farther as he consid-
ered the matter with more impartiality, and felt, as agood man must fee,
how wretched, and how unpardonable, how hopel ess, and how wicked it
wasto marry without affection.

When the meeting with which she was threatened for the morrow was
past, she could not but flatter herself that the subject would be finally
concluded, and Mr. Crawford once gone from Mansfield, that everything
would soon be asif no such subject had existed. She would not, could not
believe, that Mr. Crawford’ s affection for her could distress him long; his
mind was not of that sort. London would soon bring its cure. In London he
would soon learn to wonder at hisinfatuation, and be thankful for the right
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 occurrence too common to strike
her, and she thought nothing of it till the butler reappeared ten minutes
afterwards, and advancing decidedly towards herself, said, “ Sir Thomas
wishes to speak with you, ma am, in hisown room.” Then it occurred to
her what might be going on; asuspicion rushed over her mind which drove
the colour from her cheeks; but instantly rising, she was preparing to obey,
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when Mrs. Norris called out, “ Stay, stay, Fanny! what are you about? where
areyou going?don’ t bein such ahurry. Depend upon it, it is not you who
arewanted; depend uponiit, itisme” (looking at the butler); “ but you are so
very eager to put yourself forward. What should Sir Thomas want you for?
It is me, Baddeley, you mean; | am coming this moment. You mean me,
Baddeley, | am sure; Sir Thomas wants me, not Miss Price.”

But Baddeley wasstout. “No, ma’ am, itisMiss Price; | am certain of its
being MissPrice.” And therewas ahalf-smilewith thewords, which meant,
“1 do not think you would answer the purpose at all.”

Mrs. Norris, much discontented, was obliged to compose herself to work
again; and Fanny, walking off in agitating consciousness, found herself, as
she anticipated, in another minute alonewith Mr. Crawford.
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CHAPTER 33

The conference was neither so short nor so conclusive as the lady had
designed. The gentleman was not so easily satisfied. He had all the dispo-
sition to persevere that Sir Thomas could wish him. He had vanity, which
strongly inclined himin the first placeto think she did love him, though she
might not know it herself; and which, secondly, when constrained at | ast to
admit that she did know her own present feelings, convinced him that he
should be ablein time to make those feelings what he wished.

Hewasin love, very much in love; and it was alovewhich, operating on
an active, sanguine spirit, of more warmth than delicacy, made her affec-
tion appear of greater consequence because it was withheld, and determined
him to have the glory, aswell as thefelicity, of forcing her to love him.

Hewould not despair: hewould not desist. He had every well-grounded
reason for solid attachment; he knew her to have all the worth that could
justify the warmest hopes of lasting happiness with her; her conduct at this
very time, by speaking the disinterestedness and delicacy of her character
(qualitieswhich he believed most rare indeed), was of asort to heighten all
hiswishes, and confirm all hisresolutions. He knew not that he had apre-
engaged heart to attack. Of that he had no suspicion. He considered her
rather as one who had never thought on the subject enough to bein danger;
who had been guarded by youth, ayouth of mind as lovely as of person;
whose modesty had prevented her from understanding his attentions, and
who was still overpowered by the suddenness of addresses so wholly
unexpected, and the novelty of asituation which her fancy had never taken
into account.

Must it not follow of course, that, when he was understood, he should
succeed? Hebelieved it fully. Love such as his, in aman like himself,
must with perseverance secure areturn, and at no great distance; and he
had so much delight in theidea of obliging her to love him in avery short
time, that her not loving him now was scarcely regretted. A little difficulty
to be overcome was no evil to Henry Crawford. He rather derived spirits
fromit. He had been apt to gain heartstoo easily. His situation was new
and animating.

To Fanny, however, who had known too much opposition al her life to
find any charminit, all thiswas unintelligible. Shefound that he did mean
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to persevere; but how he could, after such language from her as she felt
herself obliged to use, was not to be understood. Shetold him that shedid
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 entreat him never to mention 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 thiswas not enough, for
heimmediately denied there being anything uncongenid in their characters,
or anything 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 was not aware how much it con-
cealed 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 asto him. Mr.
Crawford was no longer the Mr. Crawford who, asthe clandestine, insidious,
treacherous admirer of Maria Bertram, had been her abhorrence, whom she
had hated to see or to speak to, in whom she could believe no good quality
to exist, and whose power, even of being agreeable, she had barely
acknowledged. Hewas now the Mr. Crawford who was addressing herself
with ardent, disinterested love; whose feelings were apparently become all
that was honourable and upright, whose views of happiness were all fixed
on amarriage of attachment; who was pouring out his sense of her merits,
describing and describing again his affection, proving as far aswords could
proveit, and in thelanguage, tone, and spirit of a man of talent too, that he
sought her for her gentleness and her goodness; and to complete thewhole,
he was now the Mr. Crawford who had procured William’ s promotion!

Here was a change, and here were claims which could not but operate!
She might havedisdained himin all thedignity of angry virtue, inthe grounds
of Sotherton, or the theatre at Mansfield Park; but he approached her now
with rights that demanded different treatment. She must be courteous, and
she must be compassionate. She must have a sensation of being honoured,
and whether thinking of herself or her brother, she must have astrong feel -
ing of gratitude. The effect of the whole was a manner so pitying and
agitated, and words intermingled with her refusal so expressive of obliga-
tion and concern, that to atemper of vanity and hopelike Crawford’ s, the
truth, or at least the strength of her indifference, might well be questionable;
and he was not so irrational as Fanny considered him, in the professions of
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persevering, assiduous, and not desponding attachment which closed the
interview.

It waswith reluctance that he suffered her to go; but there was no look of
despair in parting to belie his words, or give her hopes of his being less
unreasonabl e than he professed himself.

Now she was angry. Some resentment did arise at a perseverance so
selfish and ungenerous. Here was again awant of delicacy and regard for
others which had formerly so struck and disgusted her. Herewas again a
something of the same Mr. Crawford whom she had so reprobated before.
How evidently was there a gross want of feeling and humanity where his
own pleasure was concerned; and alas! how always known no principleto
supply as aduty what the heart was deficient in! Had her own affections
been as free as perhaps they ought to have been, he never could have en-
gaged them.

So thought Fanny, in good truth and sober sadness, as she 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 anervous
agitation which made nothing clear to her but the persuasion of her being
never under any circumstances ableto love Mr. Crawford, and the felicity
of having afire to sit 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 saw
Mr. Crawford, and received his account. The first feeling was
disappointment: he had hoped better things; he had thought that an hour’ s
entreaty from ayoung man like Crawford could not have worked so little
change on a gentle-tempered girl like Fanny; but there was speedy comfort
in the determined views and sanguine perseverance of the lover; and when
seeing such confidence of successin the principal, Sir Thomas was soon
able to depend on it himself.

Nothing was omitted, on his side, of civility, compliment, or kindness,
that might assist the plan. Mr. Crawford’ s steadiness was honoured, and
Fanny was praised, and the connexion was still the most desirable in the
world. At Mansfield Park Mr. Crawford would always be welcome; he had
only to consult his own judgment and feelings as to the frequency of his
visits, at present or in future. In all his niece’ s family and friends, there
could be but one opinion, onewish on the subject; the influence of all who
loved her must incline one way.

Everything was said that could encourage, every encouragement received
with grateful joy, and the gentlemen parted the best of friends.

Satisfied that the cause was now on afoaoting the most proper and hopeful,
Sir Thomas resolved to abstain from al farther importunity with his niece,
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and to shew no open interference. Upon her disposition he believed kind-
ness might bethe best way of working. Entreaty should be from one quarter
only. Theforbearance of her family on a point, respecting which she could
bein no doubt of their wishes, might be their surest means of forwarding it.
Accordingly, on this principle, Sir Thomas took the first opportunity of
saying to her, with amild gravity, intended to be overcoming, “ Well, Fanny,
| have seen Mr. Crawford again, and learn from him exactly how matters
stand between you. Heisamost extraordinary young man, and whatever
bethe event, you must fed that you have created an attachment of no com-
mon character; though, young as you are, and little acquainted with the
transient, varying, unsteady nature of love, asit generaly exists, you can-
not be struck as | amwith all that iswonderful in a perseverance of this sort
against discouragement. With him it is entirely a matter of feeling: he
claims no merit in it; perhaps is entitled to none. Yet, having chosen so
well, his constancy has a respectable stamp. Had his choice been less
unexceptionable, | should have condemned his persevering.”

“Indeed, sir,” said Fanny, “1 am very sorry that Mr. Crawford should
continue to know that it is paying me avery great compliment, and | feel
most undeservedly honoured; but | am so perfectly convinced, and | have
told him so, that it never will bein my power—

“My dear,” interrupted Sir Thomas, “ thereis no occasion for this. Your
feelings are as well known to me as my wishes and regrets must be to you.
There is nothing more to be said or done. From this hour the subject is
never to be revived between us. You will have nothing to fear, or to be
agitated about. You cannot suppose me capabl e of trying to persuade you to
marry against your inclinations. Your happiness and advantage are all that
| havein view, and nothing is required of you but to bear with Mr. Crawford’ s
endeavoursto convince you that they may not beincompatible 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 see him with therest of us, in the same manner, and,
as much asyou can, dismissing the recollection of everything unpleasant.
He leaves Northamptonshire so soon, that even this slight sacrifice cannot
be often demanded. The future must be very uncertain. And now, my dear
Fanny, this subject is closed between us.”

The promised departure was all that Fanny could think of with much
satisfaction. Her uncle’ skind expressions, however, and forbearing manner,
were sensibly felt; and when she considered 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. Rushworth:
romantic delicacy was certainly not to be expected from him. She must do
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her duty, and trust that time might make her duty easier than it now was.

She could not, though only eighteen, suppose Mr. Crawford’ s attach-
ment would hold out for ever; she could not but imagine that steady, un-
ceasing discouragement from herself would put anendtoitintime. How
much time she might, in her own fancy, allot for its dominion, is another
concern. It would not befair to inquireinto ayoung lady’ s exact estimate
of her own perfections.

In spite of hisintended silence, Sir Thomas found himself once more
obliged to mention the subject to his niece, to prepare her briefly for its
being imparted to her aunts; ameasure which he would still have avoided,
if possible, but which became necessary from the totally opposite feelings
of Mr. Crawford as to any secrecy of proceeding. He had no idea of
concealment. It was all known at the Parsonage, where he loved to talk
over thefuture with both hissisters, and it would berather gratifying to him
to have enlightened witnesses of the progress of his success. When Sir
Thomas understood this, he felt the necessity of making his own wife and
sister-in-law acquai nted with the businesswithout del ay; though, on Fanny’ s
account, he amost dreaded the effect of the communication to Mrs. Norris
as much as Fanny herself. He deprecated her mistaken but well-meaning
zed. Sir Thomas, indeed, was, by thistime, not very far from classing Mrs.
Norris as one of those well-meaning people who are always doing mis-
taken and very disagreeable things.

Mrs. Norris, however, relieved him. He pressed for the strictest forbear-
ance and silence towardstheir niece; she not only promised, but did ob-
serveit. She only looked her increased ill-will. Angry she was: bitterly
angry; but she was more angry with Fanny for having received such an
offer than for refusing it. It was an injury and affront to Julia, who ought to
have been Mr. Crawford’ s choice; and, independently of that, she didiked
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 occasion 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 prosper-
ous 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 fedl a sort of credit
in calling her niece.

“Well, Fanny,” said she, as soon as they were alonetogether afterwards,
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and she really had known something like impatience to be alone with her,
and her countenance, as she spoke, had extraordinary animation; “ Well,
Fanny, | have had avery agreeable surprisethis morning. | must just speak
of it once, | told Sir Thomas | must once, and then | shall have done. |
giveyou joy, my dear niece.” Andlooking at her complacently, she added,
“Humph, we certainly are a handsome family!”

Fanny coloured, and doubted at first what to say; when, hoping to assail
her on her vulnerable side, she presently answered—

“My dear aunt, you cannot wish meto do differently fromwhat | 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.”

“No, my dear, | should not think of missing you, when such an offer as
this comes in your way. | could do very well without you, if you were
married to a man of such good estate as Mr. Crawford. And you must be
aware, Fanny, that it is every young woman’ s duty to accept such avery
unexceptionable offer asthis.”

This was almost 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. Shefelt how unprofitable contention would be. If her
aunt’ sfeelingswere against her, nothing could be hoped from attacking her
understanding. Lady Bertram was quite talkative.

“I will tell you what, Fanny,” said she, “ | am sure hefell in love with you
at the ball; I am sure the mischief was done that evening. You did look
remarkably well. Everybody said so. Sir Thomas said so. And you know
you had Chapman to help you to dress. | am very glad | sent Chapman to
you. | shal tell Sir Thomasthat | am sureit was donethat evening.” And
still pursuing the same cheerful thoughts, she soon afterwards added, “ And
will tell you what, Fanny, which is morethan | did for Maria: the next time
Pug has alitter you shall have a puppy.”
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CHAPTER 34

Edmund had great things to hear on his return. Many surprises were
awaiting him. Thefirst that occurred was not least ininterest: the appear-
ance of Henry Crawford and his sister walking together through the village
as herodeinto it. He had concluded—he had meant them to be far distant.
His absence had been extended beyond afortnight purposely to avoid Miss
Crawford. He was returning to Mansfield with spirits ready to feed on
melancholy remembrances, and tender associ ations, when her own fair self
was before him, leaning on her brother’ sarm, and he found himself receiv-
ing awelcome, unquestionably friendly, from the woman whom, two mo-
ments before, he had been thinking of as seventy miles off, and as farther,
much farther, from himin inclination than any 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 a purport fulfilled
as had taken him away, he would have expected anything rather than alook
of satisfaction, and words of simple, pleasant meaning. It was enough to set
hisheart in aglow, and to bring him home in the properest state for feeling
the full value of the other joyful surprisesat hand.

William’ s promotion, with all its particulars, he was soon master of; and
with such a secret provision of comfort within his own breast to help the
joy, hefound in it a source of most gratifying sensation and unvarying
cheerfulness al dinner-time.

After dinner, when he and hisfather were alone, he had Fanny’ shistory;
and then al the great events of the last fortnight, 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 fdt dreadfully guilty. Hecameto 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 be-
trayed her emotion in some unpardonable excess.

He was not intending, however, by such action, to be conveying to her
that unqualified approbation and encouragement which her hopesdrew from
it. It was designed only to express his participation in al that interested her,
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and to tell her that he had been hearing what quickened every feeling of
affection. Hewas, in fact, entirely on hisfather’ s side of the question. His
surprise was not so great as his father’ sat her refusing Crawford, because,
so far from supposing her to consider him with anything like a preference,
he had always believed it to be rather the reverse, and could imagine her to
be taken perfectly unprepared, but Sir Thomas could not regard the
connexion as more desirable than he did. It had every recommendation to
him; and while honouring her for what she had done under the influence of
her present indifference, honouring her in rather stronger terms than Sir
Thomas could quite echo, he was most earnest in hoping, and sanguinein
believing, that it would beamatch at last, and that, united by mutua affection,
it would appear that their dispositions were as exactly fitted to make them
blessed in each other, as he was now beginning seriously to consider them.
Crawford had been too precipitate. He had not given her time to attach
hersdf. Hehad begun at the wrong end. With such powers as his, however,
and such a disposition as hers, Edmund trusted that everything would work
out ahappy conclusion. Meanwhile, he saw enough of Fanny’ sembarrass-
ment to make him scrupulously guard against exciting it asecond 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 observing how he sped with Fanny, and what degree
of immediate encouragement for him might be extracted from her manners;
and it was so 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 almost ready to
wonder at hisfriend’ s perseverance. Fanny wasworthit al; 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.

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 e se to care for. Edmund could not help noticing their appar-
ently deep tranquillity.

“We have not been so silent al thetime,” replied his mother. “ Fanny has
been reading to me, and only put the book down upon hearing you coming.
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" And sure enough there was abook on the table which had the air of being
very recently closed: avolume 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. “1 shall find it immediately.” And by
carefully giving way to theinclination of the leaves, hedid find it, or within
apage 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 alook or an offer of help had Fanny given; not asyllable
for or against. All her attention was for her work. She seemed determined
to beinterested by nothing else. 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,
Buckingham, Wolsey, Cromwell, all were given in turn; for with the happi-
est knack, the happiest power of jumping and guessing, he could always
alight a will on the best scene, or the best speeches 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, and his read-
ing 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 used to suffer in seeing him on the stage with Miss Bertram.

Edmund watched the progress of her attention, and was amused and grati-
fied by seeing how she gradually slackened in the needlework, which a the
beginning seemed to occupy her totally: how it fell from her hand while
she sat motionless over it, and at last, how the eyeswhich had appeared so
studiously to avoid him throughout the day were turned and fixed on
Crawford—fixed on him for minutes, fixed on him, in short, till the attrac-
tion drew Crawford’ s upon her, and the book was closed, and the charm
was broken. Then she was shrinking again into herself, and blushing and
working as hard as ever; but it had been enough to give Edmund encour-
agement for hisfriend, and as he cordially thanked him, he hoped to be
expressing Fanny’ ssecret feelings too.

“That play must be afavourite with you,” said he; “you read as if you
knew it well.”

“It will be afavourite, | believe, fromthis hour,” replied Crawford; “ but
| do not think | have had a volume of Shakespearein my hand before since
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| wasfifteen. | once saw Henry the Eighth acted, or | have heard of it from
somebody who did, | am not certain which. But Shakespeare one gets ac-
quainted with without knowing how. It is a part of an Englishman’ s
constitution. Histhoughts and beautiesare so spread abroad that onetouches
them everywhere; oneisintimate with him by instinct. No man of any brain
can open a agood part of one of his plays without falling into the flow of
his meaning immediately.”

“No doubt oneisfamiliar with Shakespeare in adegree,” said Edmund,
“fromone’ searliest years. His celebrated passages are quoted by everybody;
they arein half the books we open, and we all talk Shakespeare, use his
similes, and describe with his descriptions; but thisis totaly distinct from
giving hissense asyou gaveit. Toknow himin bits and scrapsiscommon
enough; to know him pretty thoroughly is, perhaps, not uncommon; but to
read him well aloud is no everyday talent.”

“Sir, you do me honour,” was Crawford’ s answer, with abow of mock
gravity.

Both gentlemen had a glance at Fanny, to see if aword of accordant
praise could be extorted from her; yet both feeling that it could not be. Her
praise had been given in her attention; that must content them.

Lady Bertram’ s admiration was expressed, and strongly too. “ It was re-
aly likebeing at aplay,” said she. “1 wish Sir Thomas had been here.”

Crawford was excessively pleased. |f Lady Bertram, with al her incom-
petency and languor, could fedl this, the inference of what her niece, aive
and enlightened as she was, must fedl, was elevating.

“You have agreat turn for acting, | am sure, Mr. Crawford,” said her
ladyship soon afterwards; “ and | will tell you what, | think you will have a
theatre, sometime or other, a your housein Norfolk. | mean when you are
settled there. | do indeed. | think you will fit up atheatre at your housein
Norfolk.”

“Doyou, ma am?’ cried he, with quickness. “No, no, that will never be.
Your ladyshipis quite mistaken. No theatre at Everingham! Oh no!” And
helooked a Fanny with an expressive smile, which evidently meant, “ That
lady will never allow atheatre at Everingham.”

Edmund saw it all, and saw Fanny so determined not to seeit, asto
make it clear that the voice was enough to convey the full meaning of the
protestation; and such a quick consciousness 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 qualification, thetota inattention toit, in the ordi-
nary school-system for boys, the consequently natural, yet in someinstances
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almost unnatural, degree of ignorance and uncouthness of men, of sensible
and well-informed men, when suddenly called to the necessity of reading
aloud, which had fallen within their notice, giving instances of blunders,
and failures with their secondary causes, the want of management of the
voice, of proper modulation and emphasis, of foresight and judgment, al
proceeding from the first cause: want of early attention and habit; and
Fanny was listening again with great entertainment.

“Even in my profession,” said Edmund, with asmile, “ how little the art
of reading has been studied! how little aclear manner, and good delivery,
have been attended to! | speak rather of the past, however, than the present.
Thereis now aspirit of improvement abroad; but among those who were
ordai ned twenty, thirty, forty years ago, the larger number, to judge by their
performance, must have thought reading was reading, and preaching was
preaching. Itisdifferent now. The subject is morejustly considered. Itis
felt that distinctness and energy may have weight in recommending the
most solid truths; and besides, there is more general observation and taste,
amore critical knowledge diffused than formerly; in every congregation
there is alarger proportion who know a little of the matter, and who can
judge and criticise.”

Edmund had already gone through the service once since his ordination;
and upon this being understood, he had avariety of questionsfrom Crawford
asto hisfeelings and success; 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 most offensiveto
Fanny, he had true pleasurein satisfying; and when Crawford proceeded to
ask his opinion and give his own as to the properest manner in which par-
ticular passages in the service should be delivered, shewing it to be a sub-
ject on which he had thought before, and thought with judgment, Edmund
was still more and more pleased. This would be theway to Fanny’ s heart.
She was not to be won by all that gallantry and wit and good-nature to-
gether could do; or, at least, shewould not be won by them nearly so soon,
without the assistance of sentiment and feeling, and seriousness on serious
subjects

“Qur liturgy,” observed Crawford, “ has beauties, which not even a
careless, dovenly style of reading can destroy; but it has also redundancies
and repetitions which reguire good reading not to be felt. For myself, at
least, | must confess being not always so attentive as | ought to be” (here
was a glance at Fanny); “that nineteen times out of twenty | am thinking
how such a prayer ought to be read, and longing to haveit to read myself.
Did you speak?’ stepping eagerly to Fanny, and addressing her in a soft-
ened voice; and upon her saying “ No,” he added, “ Are you sureyou did not
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speak? | saw your lips move. | fancied you might be going to tell me |
ought to be more attentive, and not allow my thoughts to wander. Arenot
you going totell meso?”  “No, indeed, you know your duty too well for
me to—even supposing—=

She stopt, felt hersalf getting into apuzzle, and could not be prevailed on
to add another word, not by dint of several minutes of supplication and
waiting. Hethen returned to hisformer station, and went on asif there had
been no such tender interruption.

“A sermon, well delivered, is more uncommon even than prayers well
read. A sermon, good initself, isno rarething. It ismoredifficult to speak
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, is acapital gratification. | can never hear such aone without the
greatest admiration and respect, and more than half a mind to take orders
and preach myself. Thereissomething in the eloquence of the pul pit, when
itisrealy eloguence, which is entitled to the highest praise and honour.
The preacher who can touch and affect such an heterogeneous mass of
hearers, on subjectslimited, and long worn threadbarein al common hands;
who can say anything new or striking, anything that rouses the attention
without offending the taste, or wearing out the feelings of his hearers, isa
man whom one could not, in his public capacity, honour enough. | should
like to be such aman.”

Edmund laughed.

“| should indeed. | never listened to adistinguished preacher in my life
without a sort of envy. But then, | must have alLondon audience. | could
not preach but to the educated; to those who were capabl e of estimating my
composition. 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 aconstancy.”

Here Fanny, who could not but listen, involuntarily shook her head, and
Crawford was instantly by her side again, entreating to know her meaning;
and as Edmund perceived, by hisdrawing in achair, and sitting down close
by her, that it was to be a very thorough attack, that looks and undertones
wereto be well tried, he sank as quietly as possibleinto acorner, turned his
back, and took up anewspaper, very sincerdy wishing that dear little Fanny
might be persuaded into explaining away that shake of the head to the sat-
isfaction 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 adver-
tisements of “ A most desirable Estate in South Wales”; “ To Parents and
Guardians’ ; and a“ Capital season’ d Hunter.”
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Fanny, meanwhile, vexed with herself for not having been as motionless
as she was speechless, and grieved to the heart to see Edmund’ s
arrangements, was trying by everything in the power of her modest, gentle
nature, to repulse Mr. Crawford, and avoid both his looks and inquiries;
and he, unrepulsable, was persisting in both.

“What did that shake 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, lightly, irreverently
onthesubject? Only tell meif | was. Only tell meif | waswrong. | want to
be set right. Nay, nay, | entreat you; for one moment put down your work.
What did that shake of the head mean?’

In vain was her “Pray, sir, don’ t; pray, Mr. Crawford,” repeated twice
over; and in vain did she try to move away. In the same low, eager voice,
and the same close neighbourhood, he went on, reurging the same ques-
tions as before. She grew more agitated and displeased.

“How can you, sir? You quite astonish me; | wonder how you can—

“Do | astonishyou?’ said he. “Do youwonder? Isthere anythingin my
present entreaty 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 said nothing.

“You shook your head at my acknowledging that | should not like to
engage in the duties of a clergyman always for a constancy. Yes, that was
theword. Constancy: | am not afraid of theword. | would spdll it, read it,
writeit with anybody. | seenothing alarming in the word. Did you think |
ought?’

“Perhaps, sir,” said Fanny, wearied at last into speaking— 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 speak at any rate, was determined to
keep it up; and poor Fanny, who had hoped to silence him by such an ex-
tremity 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 always something to entreat the explanation of. The opportunity was
too fair. None such had occurred since his seeing her in her uncle’ sroom,
none such might occur again before hisleaving Mansfield. Lady Bertram’ s
being just on the other side of thetable was atrifle, for she might dwaysbe
considered as only half-awake, and Edmund’ s advertisements were still of
thefirst utility.

“Well,” said Crawford, after a course of rapid questions and reluctant
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answers; “ | am happier than | was, because | now understand more clearly
your opinion of me. You think meunsteady: easily swayed by the whim of
the moment, easily tempted, easily put aside. With such an opinion, no
wonder that. But weshall see. Itisnot by protestationsthat | shall endeav-
our to convince you | amwronged; itis not by telling you that my affections
are steady. My conduct shall speak for me; absence, distance, time shall
speak for me. They shall prove that, as far asyou can be deserved by
anybody, | do deserveyou. You areinfinitely my superior in merit; all that
| know. You have qualitieswhich | had not before supposed to exist in such
adegreein any human creature. You have sometouches of theangel in you
beyond what—not merely beyond what one sees, because one never sees
anything like it—but beyond what one fancies might be. But still | am not
frightened. Itisnot by equality of merit that you can bewon. That isout of
the question. It is he who sees and worships your merit the strongest, who
loves you most devotedly, that has the best right to areturn. Therel build
my confidence. By that right | do and will deserve you; and when once
convinced that my attachment iswhat | declareit, | know you too well not
to entertain the warmest hopes. Yes, dearest, sweetest Fanny. Nay” (seeing
her draw back displeased), “ forgive me. Perhaps | have as yet no right; but
by what other name can | call you? Do you supposeyou are ever present to
my imagination under any other? No, itis‘ Fanny’ that | think of al 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 seat any longer, or have refrained from
at least trying to get away in spite of al the too public opposition she fore-
saw 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.

The solemn procession, headed by Baddeley, of tea-board, urn, and cake-
bearers, made its appearance, and delivered her from a grievous imprison-
ment of body and mind. Mr. Crawford 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 those
who might speak and hear. But though the conference had seemed full
long to him, and though onlooking at Fanny hesaw rather aflush of vexation,
heinclined to hope that so much could not have been said and listened to
without some profit to the speaker.
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CHAPTER 35

Edmund had determined that it belonged entirely to Fanny to chuse
whether her situation with regard to Crawford should be mentioned be-
tween them or not; and that if she did not lead the way, it should never be
touched on by him; but after aday or two of mutua reserve, he wasinduced
by hisfather to change his mind, and try what hisinfluence 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 al his professions
and vows of unshaken attachment might have as much hopeto sustain them
aspossible.

Sir Thomas was most cordially anxious for the perfection of Mr.
Crawford’ s character in that point. He wished him to be a model of
constancy; and fancied the best means of effecting it would be by not trying
him too long.

Edmund was not unwilling to be persuaded to engage in the business; he
wanted to know Fanny’ s feelings. She had been used to consult himin
every difficulty, and he loved her too well to bear to be denied her confi-
dence now; he hoped to be of service to her, he thought he must be of
service to her; whom dse had sheto open her heart to? If she did not need
counsdl, she must need the comfort of communication. Fanny estranged
from him, silent and reserved, was an unnaturd state of things; astate which
he must break through, and which he could easily learn to think she was
wanting himto break through.  “1 will speak to her, sir: | will take thefirst
opportunity of speaking to her alone,” was the result of such thoughts as
these; and upon Sir Thomas' sinformation of her being at that very time
walking alone in the shrubbery, he instantly joined her.

“| am come to walk with you, Fanny,” said he. “ Shall 17" Drawing her
arm within his. “Itisalong 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 comfortable walk,
something more is necessary than merely pacing this gravel together. You
must talk to me. | know you have something on your mind. | know what
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you are thinking of. You cannot suppose me uninformed. Am | to hear of it
from everybody but Fanny hersef?’

Fanny, at once agitated and dejected, replied, “ If you hear of it from
everybody, cousin, there can be nothing for meto 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 itisnot what you wish
yoursdf, | have done. | had thought it might be arelief.”

“1 am afraid we think too differently for meto find any relief in talking of
what | feel.”

“ Do you suppose that we think differently? | have no ideaof 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— consider Crawford’ s
proposals as most advantageous and desirable, if you could return his
affection. | consider it as most natural that al your family should wish you
could return it; but that, as you cannot, you have done exactly asyou ought
in refusing him. Can there be any disagreement between us here?”

“Oh no! But | thought you blamed me. | thought you were against me.
Thisis such acomfort!”

“This comfort you might have had sooner, Fanny, had you sought it. But
how could you possibly suppose me against you? How could you imagine
me an advocate for marriage without love? Were | even carelessin general
on such matters, how could you imagine me so where your happiness was
at stake?’

“My uncle thought me wrong, and | knew he had been talking to you.”

“ Asfar as you have gone, Fanny, | think you perfectly right. | may be
sorry, | may be surprised—though hardly that , for you had not had time to
attach yourself—but | think you perfectly right. Can it admit of aquestion?
It isdisgraceful to usif it does. You did not love him; nothing could have
justified your accepting him.”

Fanny had not felt so comfortable for days and 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 attachment; he perseveres, with the hope of cre-
ating 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
last, Fanny, let him succeed at last. You have proved yourself upright and
disinterested, prove yourself grateful and tender-hearted; and then you will
be the perfect model of awoman which | have always believed you born
for.”

“Oh! never, never, never! he never will succeed with me.” And she spoke
with awarmth which quite astonished Edmund, and which she blushed at
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the recollection of herself, when she saw his ook, and heard him reply,
“Never! Fanny!—so very determined and positive! Thisisnot likeyourself,
your rational self.”

“1 mean,” shecried, sorrowfully correcting herself, “that | think | never
shall, asfar asthe future can be answered for; | think | never shadl return his
regard.”

“| 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 uphill work, for there are al 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 hol ds 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 bearming 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 prac-
tical knowledge together could not have failed. He should have worked
upon my plans. I must hope, however, that time, proving him (as | firmly
believe it will) 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. You must have some feeling of that sort. You
must be sorry for your own indifference.”

“Weareso totally unlike,” said Fanny, avoiding a direct answer, “ we are
so very, very different in al our inclinations and ways, that | consider it as
guiteimpossible we should ever betolerably happy together, evenif | 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. You are
quite enough alike. You have tastes in common. 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? You
forget yourself: thereis adecided difference in your tempers, | allow. He
islively, you are serious; but so much the better: his spirits will support
yours. It isyour disposition to be easily dejected and to fancy difficulties
greater than they are. His cheerfulnesswill counteract this. He sees diffi-
cultiesnowhere: and his pleasantness and gaiety will be aconstant support
to you. Your being so far unlike, Fanny, does not in the smallest degree
make against the probability of your happinesstogether: do not imagineit.
I am myself convinced that it is rather afavourable circumstance. | am
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perfectly persuaded that the tempers had better be unlike: | mean unlikein
the flow of the spirits, in the manners, in the inclination for much or little
company, in the propensity to talk or to be silent, to be grave or to be gay.
Some opposition hereis, | am thoroughly convinced, friendly to matrimo-
nial happiness. | exclude extremes, of course; and a very close resem-
blancein all those points would be the likeliest way to produce an extreme.
A counteraction, gentle and continud, is the best safeguard of manners and
conduct.”

Full well could Fanny guess where his thoughts were now: Miss
Crawford’ s power was all returning. He had been speaking of her cheer-
fully from the hour of his coming home. His avoiding her was quite at an
end. He had dined at the Parsonage only the preceding day.

After leaving him to his happier thoughts for some minutes, Fanny, feel-
ing it dueto hersdlf, returned to Mr. Crawford, and said, “ Itisnot merely in
temper that | consider him as totally unsuited to myself; 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 thetime of the play. | then saw him behaving, as
it appeared to me, so very improperly and unfedingly—may speak of it
now becauseit isall over—soimproperly by poor Mr. Rushworth, not seem-
ing to care how he exposed or hurt him, and paying attentionsto my cousin
Maria, which—n short, at the time of the play, | received an impression
which will never be got over.”

“My dear Fanny,” replied Edmund, scarcely hearing her to theend, “ let
us not, any of us, be judged by what we appeared at that period of general
folly. Thetime of the play isatime which | hate to recollect. Mariawas
wrong, Crawford was wrong, wewereall wrong together; but none so wrong
as myself. Compared with me, al the rest were blameless. | was playing
thefool with my eyes open.”

“Asabystander,” said Fanny, “ perhaps | saw more than you did; and |
do think that Mr. Rushworth was sometimesvery jealous.”

“Very possibly. No wonder. Nothing could be more improper than the
whole business. | am shocked whenever | think that Maria could be ca-
pableof it; but, if she could undertake the part, we must not be surprised at
therest.”

“Before the play, | am much mistaken if Julia did not think he was
paying her attentions.  “Julial | have heard before from some one of his
being in lovewith Julig; but | could never see anything of it. And, Fanny,
though | hopel dojusticeto my sisters' good qualities, | think it very pos-
sible that they might, one or both, be more desirous of being admired by
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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, aman like Crawford, lively, and it
may be, alittle unthinking, might be led on to—there could be nothing very
striking, because it is clear that he had no pretensions: his heart was re-
served for you. And | must say, that its being for you hasraised him incon-
celvably 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 hisuncle. It proveshim, in short, everything that |
had been used to wish to believe him, and feared he was not.”

“1 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 |
believeto beagood deal the case. How could it be otherwise, with such an
education and adviser? Under the disadvantages, indeed, which both have
had, isit not wonderful that they should be what they are? Crawford' s fedl-
ings, | am ready to acknowledge, have hitherto been too much his guides.
Happily, those feelings have generaly been good. You will supply therest;
and amost fortunate man he is to attach himself to such a creature—o a
woman who, firm as arock in her own principles, has agentleness of char-
acter so well adapted to recommend them. He has chosen his partner, indeed,
with rarefdicity. Hewill makeyou happy, Fanny; | know hewill makeyou
happy; but you will make him everything.”

“| would not engage in such acharge,” cried Fanny, in ashrinking accent;
“in such an office of high responsibility!”

“ Asusual, believing yourself unequal to anything! fancying everything
too much for you! Well, though | may not be able to persuade you into
different feelings, you will be persuaded into them, | trust. | confess myself
sincerely anxiousthat 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 waked
on together some fifty yardsin mutual silence and abstraction. Edmund
first began again—

“1 was very much pleased by her manner of speaking of it yesterday,
particularly pleased, because | had not depended upon her seeing every-
thing in sojust alight. | knew shewas very fond of you; but yet | was afraid
of her not estimating your worth to her brother quite asit deserved, and of
her regretting that he had not rather fixed on somewoman of distinction or
fortune. | was afraid of the bias of those worldly maxims, which she has
been too much used to hear. But it was very different. She spoke of you,
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Fanny, just as she ought. She desires the connexion as warmly as your
uncle or myself. We had along talk about it. | should not have mentioned
the subject, though very anxiousto know her sentiments; but | had not been
in the room five minutes before she began introducing it with al that open-
ness of heart, and sweet peculiarity of manner, that spirit and ingenuous-
ness which are so much apart 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 camein.”

“Itis above aweek since | saw Miss Crawford.”

“Yes, she lamentsiit; yet owns it may have been best. You will see her,
however, before she goes. Sheisvery angry with you, Fanny; you must be
prepared for that. She calls herself very angry, but you can imagine her
anger. It istheregret and disappointment of asister, who thinks her brother
has aright to everything he may wish for, at the first moment. Sheishurt,
as you would be for William; but she loves and esteems you with all her
heart.”

“I 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’ swife.
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—€id she speak; was she there all the
time?’

“Yes, she was agreeing exactly with her sister. The surprise of your
refusal, Fanny, seems to have been unbounded. That you could refuse such
aman as Henry Crawford seems more than they can understand. | said
what | could for you; but in good truth, as they stated the case—ytou must
proveyourself to bein your sensesas soon as you can by adifferent conduct;
nothing else will satisfy them. But thisisteasing you. | have done. Do not
turn away from me.”

“I should havethought,” said Fanny, after a pause of recollection 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 at |east, let him be
ever so generally agreeable. Let him have dl the perfections in the world,
I think it ought not to be set down as certain that a man must be acceptable
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to every woman he may happen to like himself. But, even supposing itis
s0, allowing Mr. Crawford to have all the claimswhich his sisters think he
has, how was | to be prepared to meet him with any feeling answerable to
hisown?He took mewholly by surprise. | had not anideathat his behaviour
to me before had any meaning; and surely | was not to be teaching myself
tolike 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
expectations on 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 attachment at his service, as soon asit was asked for? His
sisters should consider me aswell ashim. Thehigher his deserts, the more
improper for me ever to have thought of him. And, and—we think very
differently of the nature of women, if they can imagine awoman so very
soon capable of returning an affection as this seemsto imply.”

“My dear, dear Fanny, now | have the truth. | know thisto be the truth;
and most worthy of you are such feelings. | had attributed them to you
before. | thought | could understand you. You have now given exactly the
explanation which | ventured to makefor you to your friend and Mrs. Grant,
and they were both better satisfied, though your warm-hearted friend was
still run away with alittle 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 circumstance of the
novelty of Crawford' s addresses was against him. Their being so new and
so recent was all intheir disfavour; that you could tolerate nothing that you
were not used to; and agreat deal moreto the same purpose, to givethem 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
received at the end of about ten years' happy marriage.”

Fanny could with difficulty give the smile that was here asked for. Her
feelingswere 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’ sliveliness repeated to her a such amoment, and on such a
subject, was abitter aggravation.

Edmund saw weariness and distress in her face, and immediately re-
solved 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-
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morrow or Sunday. They redly go on Monday; and | was within atrifle of
being persuaded to stay at Lessingby till that very day! | had almost prom-
ised it. What adifferenceit might have made! Those five or six days more
at Lessingby might have been felt dl my life.”

“You were near staying there?’

“Very. | was most kindly pressed, and had nearly consented. Had | re-
ceived any letter from Mansfield, to tell me how you were all going on, |
believe |l should certainly have staid; but | knew nothing that had happened
here for afortnight, and felt that | had been away long enough.”

“You 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. | took uneasiness with me, and
there was no getting rid of it till | wasin Mansfield again.”

“The Miss Owens—you liked them, did not you?’

“Yes, very well. Pleasant, good-humoured, unaffected girls. But | am
spailt, Fanny, for common femal e soci ety. Good-humoured, unaffected girls
will not do for aman who has been used to sensible women. They aretwo
distinct orders of being. You and Miss Crawford have made me too 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.
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CHAPTER 36

Edmund now believed himself 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’ sside, and time must be given to make theideafirst familiar, and
then agreeableto her. She must be used to the consideration of hisbeingin
love with her, and then areturn 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 everything should be | eft to Crawford’ s
assiduities, and the natural workings of her own mind.

Sir Thomas promised that it should be so. Edmund’ s account of Fanny’ s
disposition he could believeto bejust; he supposed shehad dl thosefedings,
but he must consider it as very unfortunate that she had ; for, lesswilling
than his son to trust to the future, he could not help fearing that if such very
long allowances of time and habit were necessary for her, she might not
have persuaded herself into receiving his addressesproperly beforetheyoung
man’ sinclination for paying them were over. There was hothing to be done,
however, but to submit quietly and hope the best.

The promised visit from “ her friend,” as Edmund called Miss Crawford,
was aformidablethreat to Fanny, and shelived in continual terror of it. As
asister, 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 dependence of having others present
when they met was Fanny’ s only support in looking forward to it. She
absented herself aslittle as possible from Lady Bertram, kept away from
the East room, and took no solitary walk in the shrubbery, in her caution to
avoid any sudden attack.

Shesucceeded. Shewas safein 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 a half-hour of moderate agitation. But here she hoped too
much; Miss Crawford was not the slave of opportunity. She was deter-
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mined to see Fanny alone, and therefore said to her tolerably soon, in alow
voice, “1 must speak 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
almost instantly rise and lead the way out of the room. She did it with
wretched fedlings, but it wasinevitable.

They were no sooner in the hall than all restraint of countenance 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
ableto help beginning directly. She said nothing, however, but, “ Sad, sad
girl! 1 do not know when | shall have done scolding you,” and had discre-
tion enough to reservetherest till they might be secure of having four walls
to themselves. Fanny naturally turned upstairs, and took her guest to the
apartment which was now always fit for comfortabl e use; opening the door,
however, with amost aching heart, and feding that she had amore distress-
ing scene before her than ever that spot had yet witnessed. But the evil
ready to burst on her was at |east delayed by the sudden changein Miss
Crawford’ sideas; by the strong effect on her mind which the finding her-
self in the East room again produced.

“Hal” shecried, withinstant animation, “ am | here again? The East room!
Onceonly was| in thisroom before” ; and after stopping 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 cousin cametoo;
and we had arehearsal. You were our audience and prompter. A delightful
rehearsal. | shall never forget it. Herewewere, just in this part of the room:
here was your cousin, here was |, here were the chairs. Oh! why will such
things ever pass away?’

Happily for her companion, she wanted no answer. Her mind was en-
tirely self-engrossed. Shewasin areverie of sweet remembrances.

“The scene we were rehearsing was so very remarkable! The subject of
it so very—very—what shall | say? He was to be describing and recom-
mending matrimony to me. | think | see him now, trying to be as demure
and composed as Anhalt ought, through the two long speeches. * When two
sympathetic hearts meet in the marriage state, matrimony may be called a
happy life." | suppose no time can ever wear out the impression | have of
his looks and voice as he said those words. It was curious, very curious,
that we should have such a sceneto play! If | had the power of recalling any
one week of my existence, it should be that week—that acting week. Say
what you would, Fanny, it should be that ; for | never knew such exquisite
happinessin any other. Hissturdy spirit to bend asit did! Oh! it was swest
beyond expression. But alas, that very evening destroyed it al. That very
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evening brought your most unwelcome uncle. Poor Sir Thomas, who was
glad to seeyou? Yet, Fanny, do not imagine | would now speak disrespect-
fully of Sir Thomas, though | certainly did hate him for many aweek. No,
| do him justice now. Heisjust what the head of such afamily should be.
Nay, in sober sadness, | believe | now love you all.” And having said so,
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. “| have had alittle fit since | cameinto this
room, asyou may perceive,” said she presently, with aplayful smile, “ but it
isover now; so let ussit down and be comfortable; for as to scolding you,
Fanny, which | camefully intending to do, | have not the heart for it when
it comesto thepoint.” And embracing her very affectionately, “ Good, gentle
Fanny! when | think of this being the last time of seeing you for | do not
know how long, | fed it quiteimpossible to do anything but love you.”

Fanny was affected. She had not foreseen anything of this, and her fedl-
ings could seldom withstand the melancholy influence of theword “last.”
Shecried asif 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, “ | hate to leave you. | shall see no one
haf so amiable wherel am going. Who sayswe shall not be sisters?| know
we shall. | feel 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 are going to avery 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.
You have all so much more heart among you than onefindsin theworld at
large. You al give me afedling of being able to trust and 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, amuch better time for the
visit, but now | cannot put her off. And when | have donewith her | must go
to her sister, Lady Stornaway, because she was rather my most particul ar
friend of thetwo, but | have not cared much for her these three years.”

After this speech the two girls sat many minutes silent, each thoughtful:
Fanny meditating on the different sorts of friendship in the world, Mary on
something of less philosophic tendency. She first spoke again.

“How perfectly | remember my resolving to look for you upstairs, and
setting off to find my way to the East room, without having an ideawhere-
abouts it was! How well | remember what | was thinking of as | came
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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 uncl€ sreturning 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 areverie. Thinking, | hope, of one
who is always thinking of you. Oh! that | could transport you for a short
time into our circle in town, that you might understand how your power
over Henry is thought of there! Oh! the envyings and heartburnings of
dozens and dozens; the wonder, the incredulity that will be felt at hearing
what you have done! For asto secrecy, Henry is quite the hero of an old
romance, and gloriesin his chains. You should come to London to know
how to estimate your conquest. If you were to see how heis courted, and
how | am courted for hissake! Now, | anwell awarethat | shall not be half
so welcometo Mrs. Fraser in consequence of hissituation 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 such adegree. Innocent and quiet asyou sit here,
you cannot have an idea of the sensation that you will be occasioning, of
the curiosity therewill beto seeyou, of the endless questions | shall haveto
answer! Poor Margaret Fraser will be at 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’ ssake, for | |ook upon the Frasers
to be about as unhappy as most other married people. And yet it was amost
desirable match for Janet at thetime. 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 ayoung woman, a beauti-
ful young woman of five-and-twenty, to be as steady as himself. And my
friend does not manage him well; she does not seem to know how to make
the best of it. Thereisaspirit of irritation which, to say nothing worse, is
certainly very ill-bred. Intheir house | shall call to mind the conjugal man-
ners 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 onefed there is attachment; but of that | shall see
nothing with the Frasers. | shall beat Mansfield for ever, Fanny. My own
sister as awife, 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: shedid not run into the match inconsiderately; there
was no want of foresight. Shetook three days to consider of his proposals,
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and during those three days asked the advice of everybody connected with
her whose opinion was worth having, and especially applied to my late
dear aunt, whose knowledge of the world made her judgment very gener-
ally and deservedly looked up to by dl the young peopl e of her acquaintance,
and she was decidedly in favour of Mr. Fraser. This seems asif nothing
were a security for matrimonial comfort. | have not so much to say for my
friend Flora, who jilted avery nice young man in the Blues for the sake of
that horrid Lord Stornaway, who has about as much sense, Fanny, as Mr.
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 theair
of agentleman, and now | am sure she was wrong. By the bye, Flora Ross
was dying for Henry the first winter she came out. But werel to attempt to
tell you of all the women whom | have known to bein love with him, |
should never have done. It is you, only you, insensible Fanny, who can
think of him with anything like indifference. But areyou so insensible as
you profess yourself? No, no, | seeyou are not.”

There was, indeed, so deep ablush over Fanny’ sface at that moment as
might warrant strong suspicion in a predisposed mind.

“ Excellent creature! | will not teaseyou. Everything shal takeits course.
But, dear Fanny, you must allow that you were not so absol utely unpre-
pared to have the question asked as your cousin fancies. It isnot 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 beforethe ball, the necklace! Oh! you received it just as it was meant.
You 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 it! It washisowndoing entirely, his own 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; | was as unsuspicious of it at first—ndeed, indeed | was. Itisas
true asthat | sit here. And had | had an idea of it, nothing should have
induced me to accept the necklace. Asto your brother’ s behaviour, cer-
tainly | was sensible of a particularity: | had been sensible of it somelittle
time, perhapstwo or three weeks; but then | considered it asmeaning nothing:
| put it 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
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and some part of this family in the summer and autumn. | was quiet, but |
was not blind. | could not but see that Mr. Crawford allowed himself in
gallantries which did mean nothing.”

“Ah! | cannot deny it. He has now and then been asad flirt, and cared
very little for the havoc he might be making in young ladies’ affections. |
have often scolded him for it, but it is his only fault; and there isthisto be
said, that very few young ladies have any affectionsworth 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 one’ ssex! Oh! | am sureit
isnot inwoman’ s nature to refuse such atriumph.”

Fanny shook her head. “I cannot think well of a man who sports with
any woman' s feelings; and there may often be agreat deal more suffered
than a stander-by can judge of.”

“| 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 hisfault, theliking to makegirlsalittlein love with him,
is not half so dangerous to awife’ s happiness asatendency to fal inlove
himsdf, which he has never been addicted to. And | do seriously and truly
believethat heis attached to you in away 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 awoman for ever, | think Henry
will do as much for you.”

Fanny could not avoid afaint smile, but had nothing to say.

“| cannot imagine Henry ever to have been happier,” continued Mary
presently, “than when he had succeeded in getting your brother’ s
commission.”

She had made a sure push at Fanny’ sfedlings here.

“Oh! yes. How very, very kind of him.”

“1 know he must have exerted himself very much, for | know the parties
he 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 afriendship and energy, not very determined, is easily put by. What a
happy creature William must be! | wish we could see him.”

Poor Fanny’ smind wasthrown into the most distressing of dl itsvarieties.
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:
“I should liketo sit talking with you here al day, but we must not forget the
ladi es below, and so good-bye, my dear, my amiable, my excellent Fanny,
for though we shall nominally part in the breakfast-parlour, | must take



262 Mansfield Park

leave of you here. And | do take leave, longing for a happy reunion,
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 see your cousin in town soon: hetalks of being there tolerably
soon; and Sir Thomas, | dare say, in the course of the spring; and your
eldest cousin, and the Rushworths, and Julia, | am sure of meeting again
and again, and all but you. | have two favoursto ask, Fanny: oneisyour
correspondence. You must write to me. And the other, that you will often
call 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 accedeto it more readily than her own judg-
ment 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 overcome by Miss
Crawford' s. Besides, there was gratitude towards her, for having made their
tete-a-tete so much less painful than her fears had predicted.

It was over, and she had escaped without reproaches and without detection.
Her secret was still her own; and while that was the case, she thought she
could resign herself to almost everything.

In the evening there was another parting. Henry Crawford came and sat
some time with them; and her spirits not being previously in the strongest
state, her heart was softened for a while towards him, because he really
seemed to feel. Quite unlike hisusual self, he scarcely said anything. He
was evidently oppressed, and Fanny must grieve for him, though hoping
shemight never see himagaintill hewerethe husband 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 |eft the room, she was better pleased that such atoken of
friendship had passed.

On the morrow the Crawfords were gone.
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CHAPTER 37

Mr. Crawford gone, Sir Thomas' s next object was that he should be
missed; and he entertained great hope that his niece would find ablank in
the loss of those attentions which at the time she had felt, or fancied, an
evil. She had tasted of consequencein its most 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 differencein her spirits or not. She was always so gentle and retiring
that her emotions were beyond his discrimination. He did not understand
her: hefelt that he did not; and therefore applied to Edmund to tell him how
she stood affected on the present occasion, and whether she were more or
less happy than she had been.

Edmund did not discern any symptoms of regret, and thought hisfather a
little unreasonabl e in supposing the first three or four days could produce
any.

What chiefly surprised Edmund was, that Crawford’ s sister, 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
was 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 con-
vinced that everything was now in afairer train for Miss Crawford’ smarry-
ing Edmund than it had ever been before. On his side the inclination was
stronger, on herslessequivocal. His objections, the scruples of hisintegrity,
seemed all done away, nobody could tell how; and the doubts and hesita-
tions 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 unitethem. Hewasto
go to town as soon as some business rel ative to Thornton Lacey were com-
pleted—perhaps within a fortnight; he talked of going, he loved to talk of
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it; and when once with her again, Fanny could not doubt the rest. Her
acceptance must be as certain as his offer; and yet there were bad feelings
still remaining which made the prospect of it most sorrowful to her,
independently, she believed, independently of self.

Intheir very last conversation, Miss Crawford, in spite of some amiable
sensations, and much personal kindness, had still been Miss Crawford; still
shewn amind led astray and bewildered, and without any suspicion of be-
ing so; darkened, yet fancying itself light. She might love, but she did not
deserve Edmund by any other sentiment. Fanny believed therewas scarcely
a second feeling in common between them; and she may be forgiven by
older sages for looking on the chance of Miss Crawford’ s future improve-
ment as nearly desperate, for thinking that if Edmund’ sinfluence in this
season of lovehad already done so littlein clearing her judgment, and regu-
lating her notions, his worth would be finally wasted on her evenin years
of matrimony.

Experience might have hoped more for any young people so
circumstanced, and impartiality would not have denied to Miss Crawford' s
nature that participation of the general nature of women which would |ead
her to adopt the opinions of the man she loved and respected as her own.
But as such were Fanny’ s persuasions, 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 feeling aright, by all his knowledge of human nature, to
expect to seethe effect of the loss of power and consequence on hisniece s
spirits, and the past attentions of the lover producing a craving for their
return; and he was soon afterwards able to account for his not yet com-
pletely and indubitably seeing all this, by the prospect of another visitor,
whose approach he could allow to be quite enough to support the spirits he
was watching. William had obtained aten days' leave of absence, to be
given to Northamptonshire, and was coming, the happiest of lieutenants,
because the latest made, to shew his happiness and describe his uniform.

He came; and he would have been delighted to shew his uniform there
too, had not cruel custom prohibited its appearance except on duty. Sothe
uniform remained at Portsmouth, and Edmund conjectured that before Fanny
had any chance of seeing it, all its own freshness and all the freshness of its
wearer’ s feelings must be worn away. It would be sunk into a badge of
disgrace; for what can be more unbecoming, or more worthless, than the
uniform of alieutenant, who has been a lieutenant a year or two, and sees
others made commanders before him? So reasoned Edmund, till hisfather
made him the confidant of a scheme which placed Fanny’ s chance of see-
ing the second lieutenant of H.M.S. Thrush in al hisglory in another light.
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This scheme was that she should accompany her brother back to
Portsmouth, and spend alittletime with her own family. It had occurred to
Sir Thomas, in oneof hisdignified musings, asaright and desirable measure;
but before he absol utely 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 agreeableto Fanny. Thiswas 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 to go willingly, but he as cer-
tainly wished her to be heartily sick of home before her visit ended; and
that alittle abstinence from the el egancies and luxuries of Mansfield Park
would bring her mind into asober state, and incline her to ajuster estimate
of the value of that home of greater permanence, and equal comfort, of
which she had the offer.

It wasamedicinal project upon his niece’ s understanding, which he must
consider as at present diseased. A residence of eight or nine yearsin 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 had a strong
attack of them when she first understood what was intended, when her
unclefirst made her the offer of visiting the parents, and brothers, and sisters,
from whom she had been divided almost half her life; of returning for a
couple of monthsto the scenes of her infancy, with William for the protec-
tor and companion of her journey, and the certainty of continuing to see
William to thelast hour of hisremaining on land. Had she ever given way
to bursts of delight, it must have been then, for she was delighted, but her
happiness was of a quiet, deep, heart-swelling sort; and though never a
great talker, she was always more inclined to silence when feeling most
strongly. At the moment she could only thank and accept. Afterwards,
when familiarised with the visions of enjoyment so suddenly opened, she
could speak more largely to William and Edmund of what she felt; but still
there were emotions of tenderness that could not be clothed in words. The
remembrance of all her earliest pleasures, and of what she had suffered in
being torn from them, came over her with renewed strength, and it seemed
asif to beat homeagain would heal every pain that had since grown out of
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the separation. To be in the centre of such acircle, loved by so many, and
more loved by all than she had ever been before; to fed affection without
fear or restraint; to feel herself 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 afondness 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 adistance, unassailed by his
looks or hiskindness, and safe from the perpetual irritation of knowing his
heart, and striving to avoid his confidence, she should be able to reason
herself into aproperer state; she should be ableto think of him asin London,
and arranging everything there, without wretchedness. What might have
been hard to bear at Mansfield was to become a slight evil a Portsmouth.

The only drawback was the doubt of her aunt Bertram’ s being comfort-
able without her. She was of useto no one else; but there she might be
missed to a degree that she did not like to think of; and that part of the
arrangement was, indeed, the hardest for Sir Thomas to accomplish, and
what only he could have accomplished at al.

But he was master 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 some-
times seeing her family, he did induce his wife to let her go; obtaining it
rather from submission, 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 must. 1nthe camness of her own dressing-room,
inthe impartia flow of her own meditations, unbiassed by his bewildering
statements, she could not acknowledge any necessity for Fanny’ s ever go-
ing near afather and mother who had done without her so long, while she
was so useful to herself And as to the not missing her, which under Mrs.
Norris' s discussion was the point attempted to be proved, she set herself
very steadily against admitting any such thing.

Sir Thomas had appedl ed to her reason, conscience, and dignity. He called
it asacrifice, and demanded it of her goodness and sdlf-command as such.
But Mrs. Norris wanted to persuade her that Fanny could be very well
spared—she being ready to give up all her own timeto her as requested—
and, in short, could not really be wanted or missed.

“That may be, sister,” was all Lady Bertram’ sreply. “ | dare say you are
very right; but | am sure | shall miss her very much.”

The next step was to communicate with Portsmouth. Fanny wrote to
offer herself; and her mother’ s answer, though short, was so kind—a few
simple lines expressed so natural and motherly ajoy in the prospect of
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seeing her child again, asto confirm all the daughter’ sviews of happiness
in being with her—eonvincing her that she should now find awarm and
affectionate friend in the “mama” who had certainly shewn no remarkable
fondness for her formerly; but this she could easily suppose to have been
her own fault or her own fancy. She had probably alienated love by the
hel plessness and fretfulness of afearful temper, or been unreasonable in
wanting alarger share than any one among so many could deserve. Now,
when she knew better how to be useful, and how to forbear, and when her
mother could be no longer occupied by the incessant demands of a house
full of little children, therewoul d beleisure and inclination for every comfort,
and they should soon be what mother and daughter ought to be to each
other.

William was almost 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 cameinfrom 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 sloop in the service—
and there were several improvementsin the dockyard, too, which he quite
longed to shew her.

He did not scruple to add that her being at home for awhile would be a
great advantage to everybody.

“I do not know how itis,” said he; “ but we seem to want some of your
nicewaysand orderliness at my father’ s. The houseisawaysin confusion.
You 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 boys love and mind you. How right and
comfortableitwill all bel”

By thetime Mrs. Price’ s answer arrived, there remained but avery few
days more to be spent at Mansfield; and for part of one of those days the
young travellerswerein agood deal of alarm on the subject of their journey,
for when the mode of it cameto be talked of, and Mrs. Norris found that all
her anxiety to save her brother-in-law’ smoney wasvain, and that in spite of
her wishes and hints for aless expensive conveyance of Fanny, they were
totravel post; when she saw Sir Thomas actually give William notesfor the
purpose, she was struck with the idea of there being room for athird in the
carriage, and suddenly seized with a strong inclination to go with them, to
go and see her poor dear sister Price. She proclaimed 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 morethan twenty years; and it would be ahelp to the young people
in their journey to have her older head to manage for them; and she could
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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 countenancesthey looked at each other. Their suspense lasted
an hour or two. No one interfered to encourage or dissuade. Mrs. Norris
was | eft to settlethe matter by hersdlf; and it ended, to theinfinitejoy 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 deal too necessary to
Sir Thomas and Lady Bertram for her to be able to answer it to herself to
leave them even for aweek, and therefore must certainly sacrifice every
other pleasureto that of being useful to them.

It had, in fact, occurred to her, that though takento Portsmouth for nothing,
it would be hardly possible for her to avoid paying her own expenses back
again. So her poor dear sister Pricewas|eft to al 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. Hetoo had a sacrificeto maketo Mansfield Park aswell ashis
aunt. He had intended, about thistime, to be going to London; but he could
not leave his father and mother just when everybody else 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 a journey which he was
looking forward to with the hope of itsfixing his happinessfor ever.

Hetold Fanny of it. She knew so much aready, that she must know
everything. It madethe 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 be-
tween 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 convenient moment, then added in a whisper, “ And |
shall writeto you, Fanny, when | have anything worth writing about, any-
thing to say that | think you will liketo hear, and that you will not hear so
soon from any other quarter.” Had she doubted his meaning while she
listened, the glow in hisface, when shelooked up at him, would have been
decisive.

For thisletter she must try to arm herself. That aletter from Edmund
should be a subject of terror! She began to feel that she had not yet gone
through all the changes of opinion and sentiment which the progress of
time and variation of circumstances occasion in thisworld of changes. The
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vicissitudes of the human mind had not yet been exhausted by her.

Poor Fanny! though going as shedid willingly and eagerly, thelast evening
at Mansfield Park must still be wretchedness. Her heart was compl etely
sad at parting. She had tears for every room in the house, much more for
every beloved inhabitant. She clung to her aunt, because she would miss
her; she kissed the hand of her unclewith 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 overnight, for the journey was to begin very early in the
morning; and when the small, diminished party met at breakfast, William
and Fanny weretalked of as already advanced one stage.
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CHAPTER 38

The 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 timetheir first stage was ended, and they were
toquit Sir Thomas' scarriage, shewasableto takeleave of the old coachman,
and send back proper messages, with cheerful looks.

Of pleasant talk between the brother and sister therewas no end. Every-
thing supplied an amusement to the high glee of William’ smind, and he
was full of frolic and joke in theintervals of their higher-toned subjects, al
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 the first lieutenant) wasto give himself the next
step as soon as possible, or speculations upon prize-money, which was to
be generously distributed at home, with only the reservation of enough to
make the little cottage comfortabl e, in which he and Fanny wereto passall
their middle and later life together.

Fanny’ simmediate concerns, asfar asthey involved Mr. Crawford, made
no part of their conversation. William knew what had passed, and from his
heart lamented that his sister’ sfeelings should be so cold towards a man
whom he must consider as thefirst of human characters; but he was of an
ageto bedl for love, and therefore unableto blame; and knowing her wish
on the subject, he would not distress her by the slightest 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 Mansfield, and in each letter there had been a
few lines from himself, warm and determined like his speeches. It wasa
correspondence which Fanny found quite as unpleasant as she had feared.
Miss Crawford’ sstyle of writing, lively and affectionate, wasitself an evil,
independent of what she was thus forced into reading from the brother’ s
pen, for Edmund would never rest till she had read the chief of theletter to
him; and then she had to listen to his admiration of her language, and the
warmth of her attachments. There had, in fact, been so much of message, of
alusion, of recollection, so much of Mansfield in every letter, that Fanny
could not but suppose it meant for him to hear; and to find herself forced
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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 passion of the man shedid, was cruelly mortifying.
Here, too, her present removal promised advantage. When no longer under
the same roof with Edmund, shetrusted that Miss Crawford would have no
motive for writing strong enough to overcome thetrouble, and that at Ports-
mouth their correspondence would dwindle into nothing.

With such thoughts as these, among ten hundred others, Fanny proceeded
in her journey safely and cheerfully, and as expeditiously as could ratio-
nally be hoped in the dirty month of February. They entered Oxford, but
she could take only ahasty glimpse of Edmund’ s college as they passed
along, and made no stop anywhere 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 Ports-
mouth while therewasyet daylight for Fanny to look around her, and won-
der at the new buildings. They passed the drawbridge, and entered the
town; and thelight wasonly beginning to fail as, guided by William’ s pow-
erful voice, they were rattled into a narrow street, leading from the High
Street, and drawn up before the door of asmadl house now inhabited by Mr.
Price.

Fanny was all agitation and flutter; all hope and apprehension. The mo-
ment they stopped, atroll opy-looking maidservant, seemingly in waiting
for them at the door, stepped 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 hereto— She
was interrupted by afinetall boy of eleven years old, who, rushing out of
the house, pushed the maid aside, and while William was opening the chai se-
door himself, called 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 abeautiful sight. And they think she will have her ordersin a
day or two. And Mr. Campbell was here at four 0’ clock to ask 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 stare 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 objec-
tion 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.



272 Mansfield Park

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 |oved the more, because they
brought her aunt Bertram’ sbefore her, and there were her two sisters: Susan,
awell-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 beinvited 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 hersdlf, and grieved | est they should have been suspected.
Her mother, however, could not stay long enough to suspect anything. She
was gone again to the street-door, to welcome William. “ Oh! my dear
William, how glad | am to see you. But have you heard about the Thrush?
Sheisgoneout of harbour dready; three days before we had any thought of
it; and | do not know what | am to do about Sam’ sthings, they will never be
ready in time; for she may have her orders to-morrow, perhaps. It takesme
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? | thought
to have had such acomfortable evening with you, and here everything comes
upon meat once.”

Her son answered cheerfully, telling her that everything was always for
the best; and making light of his own inconvenience in being obliged to
hurry away so soon.

“To be sure, | had much rather she had stayed in harbour, that | might
have sat afew hourswith you in comfort; but asthereisaboat ashore, | had
better go off at once, and there is no help for it. Whereabouts does the
Thrush lay at Spithead? 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 alittle on her growth, began with very natural so-
licitudeto fed for their fatigues and wants as travellers.

“Poor dears! how tired you must both be! 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 else | would have
got something ready. And now | am afraid Campbell will be here before
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there istime to dress a steak, 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 asit can be got.”

They both declared they should prefer it to anything. “ 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; but Betsey isavery handy little messenger.”

Betsey went with alacrity, proud to shew her abilities before her fine
new sister.

“Dear mel” continued the anxious mother, “ what asad 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 surel told her to
bring some coals half an hour ago. Susan, you should have taken care of
thefire.”

“| was upstairs, mama, moving my things,” said Susan, in afearless,
self-defending tone, which startled Fanny. “ You know you had but just
settled that my sister Fanny and | should have the other room; and | could
not get Rebeccato give meany help.”

Farther discussion was prevented by various bustles: first, thedriver came
to be paid; then there was a squabbl e between Sam and Rebecca about the
manner of carrying up hissister’ strunk, 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
port-manteau and hisdaughter’ s bandbox 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 isthe word, you see!
By G—you arejust in time! The doctor has been hereinquiring for you:
he has got one of the boats, and is to be off for Spithead by six, so you had
better go with him. | have been to Turner’ s about your mess; itisall ina
way to bedone. | should not wonder if you had your ordersto-morrow: but
you cannot sail with thiswind, if you are to cruise to the westward; and
Captain Wal sh thinks you will certainly have a cruise to the westward, with
the Elephant. By G—I 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 afine sight by not being
here in the morning to see the Thrush go out of harbour! | would not have
been out of theway for athousand pounds. Old Scholey ran in at breakfast-
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time, to say she had slipped 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 hoursthis afternoon looking at her. Shelays close to the Endymion,
between her and the Cleopatra, just to the eastward of the sheer hulk.”

“Hal” cried William, “ that’ s just where | should have put her myself.
It s the best berth at Spithead. But here is my sister, sir; here is Fanny,”
turning and leading her forward; “it isso dark you do not see her.”

With an acknowledgment that he had quite forgot her, Mr. Price now
received his daughter; and having given her a cordial hug, and observed
that she was grown into awoman, and he supposed would be wanting a
husband soon, seemed very much inclined to forget her again. Fanny shrunk
back to her seat, with fedings sadly pained by hislanguage and his smell of
spirits; and he talked on only to his son, and only of the Thrush, though
William, warmly interested as he wasin that subject, more than oncetried
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’ sreports from the kitchen, much
hope of any under a considerable period, William determined to go and
change his dress, and make the necessary preparations for his removal on
board directly, that he might have histeain comfort afterwards.

As he | eft the room, two rosy-faced boys, ragged and dirty, about eight
and nine years old, rushed into it just released from school, and coming
eagerly to seetheir sister, and tell that the Thrush 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 felt a particular pleasure in
seeing again. Both were kissed very tenderly, but Tom she wanted to keep
by her, to try to trace the features of the baby she had loved, and talked to,
of hisinfant preference of herself. Tom, however, had no mind for such
treatment: he came home not to stand and be talked to, but to run about and
make a noise; and both boys had soon burst from her, and slammed the
parlour-door till her temples ached.

She had now seen al that were at home; there remained only two broth-
ers between herself and Susan, one of whom was aclerk in apublic office
in London, and the other midshi pman on board an Indiaman. But though
she had seen all themembers of thefamily, she had not yet heard al 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 second
story for his mother and for Rebecca. Hewas in distress for something that
he had |eft there, and did not find again. A key was mislaid, Betsey ac-
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cused of having got at hisnew hat, and some dight, but essential 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 themselves, all
taking together, but Rebeccaloudest, and the job was to be done as well as
it could in agreat hurry; William trying in vain to send Betsey down again,
or keep her from being troublesome where she was; the whole of which, as
almost every door in the house was open, could be plainly distinguishedin
the parlour, except when drowned at interval s by the superior noise of Sam,
Tom, and Charles chasing each other up and down stairs, and tumbling
about and hallooing.

Fanny was almost stunned. The smallness of the house and thinness of
the walls brought everything so closeto 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 studying it, without seeming to recollect her existence. The soli-
tary 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 bewildered,
broken, sorrowful contemplation.

Shewas at home. But, aas! it was not such ahome, she had not such a
welcome, as—she checked herself; she was unreasonable. 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 herself, to have
scarcdly an inquiry made after Mansfield! It did pain her to have Mansfidd
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 so. The
destination of the Thrush must be now preeminently interesting. A day or
two might shew the difference. She only was to blame. Yet she thought it
would not have been so at Mansfield. No, in her uncle’ shouse therewould
have been a consideration of times and seasons, aregulation of subject, a
propriety, an attention towards everybody 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 al calculated to
composethem. At amorethan ordinary pitch of thumping and halooingin
the passage, he exclaimed, “ Devil take those young dogs! How they are
singing out! Ay, Sam’ svoice louder than al therest! That boy isfit for a
boatswain. Holla, you there! Sam, stop your confounded pipe, or | shall be
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after you.”

Thisthreat was so pal pably disregarded, that though within five minutes
afterwards the three boys all burst into the room together and sat down,
Fanny could not consider it asaproof of anything morethan their being for
thetimethoroughly 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 startsimmediately under their father’ seye.

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 attendant girl, whose inferior appearance informed
Fanny, to her great surprise, that she had previously seen the upper servant,
brought in everything necessary for the mea; Susan looking, as she put the
kettle on the fire and glanced at her sister, asif divided between the agree-
able 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,
" shesaid, “to hurry Sally and hel p 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 alittletea, and Susan immediately set about making it, asif pleased
to have the employment all to herself; and with only a little unnecessary
bustle, and somefew injudicious attempts at keeping her brothersin better
order than she could, acquitted herself very well. Fanny’ sspirit 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 reentered, followed not far
behind by his mother and Betsey. He, completein his lieutenant’ suniform,
looking and moving all thetaller, firmer, and more graceful for it, and with
the happiest smile over his face, walked up directly to Fanny, who, rising
from her seat, looked at him for a moment in speechless admiration, and
then threw her arms round his neck to sob out her various emotions of pain
and pleasure.

Anxious not to appear unhappy, she soon recovered herself; and wiping
away her tears, was able to notice and admire all the striking parts of his
dress; listening with reviving spiritsto his cheerful hopes of being on shore
some part of every day beforethey sailed, and even of getting her to Spithead
to see the sloop.

The next bustle brought in Mr. Campbell, the surgeon of the Thrush, a
very well-behaved young man, who came to call for his friend, and for
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whom there was with some contrivance found achair, and with some hasty
washing of theyoung tea-maker’ s, acup and saucer; and after another quarter
of an hour of earnest talk between the gentlemen, noiserising upon noise,
and bustle upon bustle, men and boys at last all in motion together, the
moment came for setting off; everything was ready, William took |leave,
and all of them were gone; for the three boys, in spite of their mother’ s
entreaty, determined to see their brother and Mr. Campbell to the sally-
port; and Mr. Pricewalked off at the sametimeto carry back hisneighbour’ s
newspaper.

Something like tranquillity might now be hoped for; and accordingly,
when Rebeccahad been prevailed onto carry away the tea-things, and Mrs.
Price had wal ked about the room sometimelooking for a shirt-sleeve, 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 theimpossibility of getting Sam ready in time, was at leisure to think
of her eldest daughter and the friends she had come from.

A fewinquiries began: but one of the earliest—How did sister Bertram
manage about her servants? “Was she as much plagued as herself to get
tolerable servants?’—soon led her mind away from Northamptonshire,
and fixed it on her own domestic grievances, and the shocking character of
all the Portsmouth servants, of whom she believed her own two were the
very worst, engrossed her completely. The Bertrams were all forgottenin
detailing the faults of Rebecca, against whom Susan had also much to
depose, and little Betsey a great deal more, and who did seem so thor-
oughly without a single recommendation, that Fanny could not help mod-
estly presuming that her mother meant to part with her when her year was
up.

“Her year!” cried Mrs. Price; “ | am surel hopel shdl berid of her before
she has staid a year, for that will not be up till November. Servants are
cometo such apass, my dear, in Portsmouth, that it is quite amiracle if one
keeps them more than half ayear. | have no hope of ever being settled; and
if | wasto part with Rebecca, | should only get something worse. And yet |
do not think | am avery difficult mistress to please; and | am surethe place
is easy enough, for thereis always a girl 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 sat looking at Betsey,
she could not but think particularly of another sister, avery pretty littlegirl,
whom she had left there not much younger when she went into
Northamptonshire, who had died a few years afterwards. There had been
something remarkably amiable about her. Fanny in those early days had



278 Mansfield Park

preferred her to Susan; and when the news of her death had at | ast 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 considering her with
theseideas, Betsey, at asmall 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 side. “ It was very hard that she was not to have her
own knife; it was her own knife; little sister Mary had left it to her upon her
deathbed, and she ought to have had it to keep herself long ago. But mama
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 mama
had promised her that Betsey should not haveit in her own hands.”

Fanny was quite shocked. Every feeling of duty, honour, and tenderness
waswounded by her sister’ s speech and her mother’ sreply.

“Now, Susan,” cried Mrs. Price, in acomplaining voice, “ now, how can
you be so cross? You are always quarrelling about that knife. | wish you
would not be so quarrelsome. Poor little Betsey; how cross Susan isto you!
But you should not havetaken it out, my dear, when | sent you to the drawer.
You 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 shedied. Poor little soul! she could but just speak to be heard, and
she said so prettily, “ Let sister Susan have my knife, mama, when | am dead
and buried.” Poor little dear! she was so fond of it, Fanny, that she would
haveit lay by her in bed, all through her illness. It was the gift of her good
godmother, old Mrs. Admira Maxwell, only six weeks before she wastaken
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 livestoo far off to think of such little people
asyou.”

Fanny had indeed nothing to convey from aunt Norris, but amessage to
say she hoped that 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 aprayer-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
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examination, the ardour of generosity went off. Onewas found to havetoo
small aprint for achild’ s eyes, and the other to betoo cumbersome for her
to carry about.

Fanny, fatigued and fatigued again, was thankful to accept thefirst invi-
tation 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 spiritsin the confined and scantily fur-
nished 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 learned to think
with respect of her own little attic at Mansfield Park, in that house reck-
oned too small for anybody’ s comfort.
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CHAPTER 39

Could Sir Thomas have seen al hisniece’ s feelings, when she wrote her
first letter to her aunt, he would not have despaired; for though a good
night’ srest, a pleasant morning, the hope of soon seeing William again,
and the comparatively quiet state of the house, from Tom and Charles be-
ing gone to school, Sam on some project of his own, and her father on his
usual 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 Mr. Crawford sure of her, and been delighted
with his own sagacity.

Before theweek ended, it was al disappointment. In thefirst place, Wil-
liam was gone. The Thrush had had her orders, the wind had changed, and
he was sailed within four days from 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 conversation, no walk
on theramparts, no visit to the dockyard, no acquai ntance with the Thrush,
nothing of al that they had planned and depended on. Everything in that
quarter failed her, except William' s affection. Hislast thought on leaving
home wasfor her. He stepped back again to the door to say, “ Take care of
Fanny, mother. Sheistender, and not used to rough it like therest of us. |
charge you, take care of Fanny.”

William was gone: and the home he had | €ft her in was, Fanny could not
conceal it from hersdlf, in amost every respect 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 confi-
dence had not been sanguine, but he was more negligent of hisfamily, his
habits were worse, and his manners coarser, 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; he
taked only of the dockyard, the harbour, Spithead, and the Motherbank; he
swore and he drank, he was dirty and gross. She had never been able to
recall anything approaching to tendernessin hisformer treatment of herself.
There had remained only ageneral impression of roughness and loudness;
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and now he scarcely ever noticed her, but to make her the object of acoarse
joke.

Her disappointment in her mother was greater: there she had hoped
much, and found almost nothing. Every flattering scheme of being of con-
sequence to her soon fell to the ground. Mrs. Price was not unkind; but,
instead of gaining on her affection and confidence, and becoming more and
more dear, her daughter never met with greater kindness from her than on
the first day of her arrival. Theinstinct of nature was soon satisfied, and
Mrs. Price’ s attachment had no other source. Her heart and her time were
aready 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,
especially of William, but Betsey was the first of her girls whom she had
ever much regarded. To her she was most injudicioudly indulgent. William
was her pride; Betsey her darling; and John, Richard, Sam, Tom, and Charles
occupied al 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 akind of slow bustle; all
was busy without getting on, always behindhand and lamenting it, without
altering her ways; wishing to be an economist, without contrivance or
regularity; dissatisfied with her servants, without skill to make them better,
and whether hel ping, or reprimanding, or indul ging 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 necessity, without any of Mrs.
Norris' sinclination for it, or any of her activity. Her disposition was natu-
rally easy and indolent, like Lady Bertram’ s; and a situation of similar af-
fluence and do-nothingness would have been much more suited to her ca-
pacity than the exertions and self-denials of the one which her imprudent
marriage had placed her in. She might have made just as good awoman of
consequence as Lady Bertram, but Mrs. Norris would have been a more
respectable mother of nine children on asmall income.

Much of al this Fanny could not but be sensible of. She might scrupleto
make use of the words, but she must and did feel that her mother was a
partia, ill-judging parent, adawdle, a slattern, who neither taught nor re-
strained her children, whose house was the scene of mismanagement and
discomfort from beginning to end, and who had no talent, no conversation,
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 was very anxious to be useful, and not to appear above her home,
or in any way disqualified or disinclined, by her foreign education, from
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contributing her help to its comforts, and therefore set about working for
Sam immediately; and by working early and late, with perseverance and
great despatch, did so much that the boy was shipped off at last, with more
than half hislinen ready. She had great pleasure in feeling her usefulness,
but could not conceive how they would have managed without her.

Sam, loud and overbearing as he was, she rather regretted when he went,
for he was clever and intelligent, and glad to be employed in any errand in
the town; and though spurning the remonstrances of Susan, given asthey
were, though very reasonable in themselves, with ill-timed and powerless
warmth, was beginning to be influenced by Fanny’ s services and gentle
persuasions; and shefound that the best of the three younger ones was gone
in him: Tom and Charles being at least as many years as they were his
juniorsdistant from that age of feeling and reason, which might suggest the
expediency of making friends, and of endeavouring to beless disagreeable.
Their sister soon despaired of making the smallest impression on them;
they were quite untameable by any means of address which she had spirits
or timeto attempt. Every afternoon brought areturn of their riotous games
all over the house; and she very early learned to sigh at the approach of
Saturday’ s constant half-holiday.

Betsey, too, aspoiled child, trained up to think the al phabet her greatest
enemy, left to be with the servants at her pleasure, and then encouraged to
report any evil of them, she was almost as ready to despair of being ableto
love or assist; and of Susan’ s temper she had many doubts. Her continual
disagreements with her mother, her rash squabbles with Tom and Charles,
and petulance with Betsey, wereat |least so distressing to Fanny that, though
admitting they were by no means without provocation, she feared the dis-
position that could push them to such length must be far from amiable, and
from affording any reposeto herself.

Such was the home which was to put Mansfield out of her head, and
teach her to think of her cousin Edmund with moderated feelings. On the
contrary, she could think of nothing but Mansfidld, its beloved inmates, its
happy ways. Everything where she now was in full contrast to it. 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 everything oppositeto them here.

The living in incessant noise was, to aframe and temper delicate and
nervous like Fanny’ s, an evil which no superadded e egance or harmony
could haveentirely atoned for. It wasthegreatest misery of dl. At Mansfield,
no sounds of contention, no raised voice, no abrupt bursts, no tread of
violence, was ever heard; all proceeded in aregular course of cheerful
orderliness; everybody had their dueimportance; everybody’ sfeelingswere
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consulted. If tenderness could be ever supposed wanting, good sense and
good breeding supplied its place; and as to the little irritations sometimes
introduced by aunt Norris, they were short, they weretrifling, they were as
adrop of water to the ocean, compared with the ceaseless tumult of her
present abode. Here everybody was noisy, every voicewas loud (excepting,
perhaps, her mother’ s, which resembled the soft monotony of Lady
Bertram’ s, only worn into fretful ness). Whatever was wanted was hallooed
for, and the servants hall ooed out their excuses from the kitchen. The doors
werein 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 areview of thetwo houses, asthey appeared to her before the end of a
week, Fanny was tempted to apply to them Dr. Johnson’ s celebrated judg-
ment as to matrimony and celibacy, and say, that though Mansfield Park
might have some pains, Portsmouth could have no pleasures.
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CHAPTER 40

Fanny was right enough in not expecting to hear from Miss Crawford
now at the rapid ratein which their correspondence had begun; Mary’ s next
letter was after a decidedly longer interval than the last, but she was not
right in supposing that such an interval would befelt agreat relief to herself.
Here was another strange revolution of mind! She was really glad to re-
ceivethe letter when it did come. In her present exile from good society,
and distance from everything that had been wont to interest her, a letter
from one belonging to the set where her heart lived, written with affection,
and some degree of elegance, was thoroughly acceptable. The usual plea
of increasing engagements was made in excuse for not having written to
her earlier; “ And now that | havebegun,” she continued, “ my letter will not
beworth your reading, for therewill be no little offering of love at the end,
no three or four lines passionnees from the most devoted H. C. in the
world, for Henry isin Norfolk; business called him to Everingham ten days
ago, or perhaps he only pretended to call, for the sake of being travelling at
the same time that you were. But there heis, and, by the bye, his absence
may sufficiently account for any remissness of his sister’ sin writing, for
there has been no * Well, Mary, when do you write to Fanny? Is not it time
for you to write to Fanny? to spur meon. At last, after various attempts at
meeting, | have seen your cousins, * dear Juliaand dearest Mrs. Rushworth’ ;
they found me at home yesterday, and we were glad to see each other again.
We seemed very glad to see each other, and | do really think we were a
little. We had a vast deal to say. Shall | tell you how Mrs. Rushworth
looked when your name was mentioned? | did not use to think her wanting
in sl f-possession, but shehad not quite enough for the demands of yesterday.
Upon the whole, Juliawas in the best | ooks of the two, at least after you
were spoken of. There was no recovering the complexion from the mo-
ment that | spokeof * Fanny,” and spoke of her as asister should. But Mrs.
Rushworth’ sday of good lookswill come; we have cardsfor her first party
on the 28th. Then shewill bein beauty, for she will open one of the best
houses in Wimpole Street. | wasin it two years ago, when it was Lady
Lascell€ s, and prefer it to amost any | know in London, and certainly she
will then feel, to use avulgar phrase, that she has got her pennyworth for
her penny. Henry could not have afforded her such ahouse. | hope shewill
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recollect it, and be satisfied, as well as she may, with moving the queen of
apalace, though the king may appear best in the background; and as| have
no desire to tease her, | shall never force your name upon her again. She
will grow sober by degrees. From all that | hear and guess, Baron
Wildenheim’ s attentions to Julia continue, but | do not know that he has
any serious encouragement. She ought to do better. A poor honourableis
no catch, and | cannot imagine any liking in the case, for take away his
rants, and the poor baron has nothing. What adifference avowel makes! If
his rents were but equal to hisrants! Your cousin Edmund moves slowly;
detained, perchance, by parish duties. There may be some old woman at
Thornton Lacey to be converted. | am unwilling to fancy mysef neglected
for a young one. Adieu! my dear sweet Fanny, thisis along 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 un-
pleasant meditation; and yet, with all the uneasiness it supplied, it con-
nected her with the absent, it told her of people and things about whom she
had never felt so much curiosity as now, and she would have been glad to
have been sure of such aletter every week. Her correspondence with her
aunt Bertram was her only concern of higher interest.

Asfor any society in Portsmouth, that could at all make amends for defi-
ciencies at home, there were none within the circle of her father’ s and
mother’ s acquaintance to afford her the smallest satisfaction: she saw no-
body in whose favour she could wish to overcome her own shyness and
reserve. The men appeared to her all coarse, thewomen al pert, everybody
underbred; and she gave as little contentment as she received from intro-
ductions either to old or new acquaintance. The young ladies who ap-
proached her at first with some respect, in consideration of her coming
from abaronet’ s family, were soon offended by what they termed “ airs’;
for, as she neither played on the pianoforte nor wore fine pelisses, they
could, on farther observation, admit no right of superiority.

Thefirst 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, was in a better knowledge of Susan, and a hope of
being of serviceto her. Susan had always behaved pleasantly to herself,
but the determined character of her general manners had astonished and
alarmed her, and it was at least afortnight before she began to understand a
disposition so totally different from her own. Susan saw that much was
wrong at home, and wanted to set it right. That agirl of fourteen, acting
only on her own unassisted reason, should err in the method of reform, was



286 Mansfield Park

not wonderful; and Fanny soon became more disposed to admire the natu-
ra light of the mind which could so early distinguish justly, than to censure
severely the faults of conduct to which it led. Susan was only acting on the
same truths, and pursuing the same system, which her own judgment
acknowledged, but which her more supine 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 Betsey were restrained from
some excesses of very offensive indulgence and vulgarity.

In every 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. There was no gratitude for affection past or present to make
her better bear with its excesses to the others.

All this became gradually evident, and gradually placed Susan before
her sister as an object of mingled compassion 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 ceaseto feel; but she began to hopethey might berectified. Susan,
she found, looked up to her and wished for her good opinion; and new as
anything like an office of authority wasto Fanny, new asit wasto imagine
herself capable of guiding or informing any one, she did resolve to give
occasional hints to Susan, and endeavour to exercise for her advantage the
juster notions of what was due to everybody, and what would be wisest for
herself, which her own more favoured education had fixed in her.

Her influence, or at least the consciousness and use of it, originated in an
act of kindness by Susan, which, after many hesitations of delicacy, she at
last worked hersdlf 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
silver knife, canvassed as it now was continually, and the riches which she
was in possession of herself, her uncle having given her 10 at parting, made
her as able as she was willing to be generous. But she was so wholly un-
used to confer favours, except on the very poor, so unpractised in removing
evils, or bestowing kindnesses among her equals, and so fearful of appear-
ing to elevate herself as agreat lady at home, that it took some time to
determinethat it would not be unbecoming in her to make such apresent. It
was made, however, at last: asilver 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 possession of
her own, Betsey handsomely declaring that now she had got one so much
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prettier herself, she should never want that again; and no reproach seemed
conveyed to the equally satisfied mother, which Fanny had almost feared to
beimpossible. The deed thoroughly answered: asource of domestic alter-
cation was entirely done away, and it was the means of opening Susan’ s
heart to her, and giving her something 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 de-
signed 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 perceiving how fully she wasinclined to seek
her good opinion and refer to her judgment, began to feel again the bless-
ing 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 understanding, and given so mildly and
considerately as not toirritate an imperfect temper, and she had the happi-
ness of observing its good effects not unfrequently. More was not expected
by onewho, while seeing al the obligation and expediency of submission
and forbearance, saw also with sympathetic acuteness of feeling all that
must be hourly grating to agirl like Susan. Her greatest wonder on the
subject soon became—not that Susan should have been provoked into dis-
respect 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 negligenceand error, she should haveformed
such proper opinions of what ought to be; she, who had had no cousin
Edmund to direct her thoughts or fix her principles.

Theintimacy thus begun between them was amaterial advantageto each.
By sitting together upstairs, they avoided agreat deal of the disturbance of
the house; Fanny had peace, and Susan learned to think it no misfortuneto
be quietly employed. They sat without afire; but that was a privation fa-
miliar even to Fanny, and she suffered the less because reminded by it of
the East room. It wastheonly point of resemblance. In space, light, furniture,
and prospect, there was nothing alike in the two apartments; and she often
heaved a sigh at the remembrance of all her books and boxes, and various
comfortsthere. By degrees the girls cameto spend the chief of themorning
upstairs, at first only in working and talking, but after afew days, the re-
membrance of the said books grew so potent and stimulative that Fanny
found it impossible not to try for books again. There were nonein her
father’ shouse; but wealth isluxurious and daring, and some of hersfound
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itsway to acirculating library. She became a subscriber; amazed at being
anything in propria persona, amazed at her own doingsin every way, to
bearenter, achuser of books! And to be having any one simprovementin
view in her choice! But so it was. Susan had read nothing, and Fanny
longed to give her asharein her own first pleasures, and inspire ataste for
the biography and poetry which she delighted in herself.

In this occupation she hoped, moreover, to bury some of the recollec-
tions of Mansfield, which weretoo apt to seize her mind if her fingers only
were busy; and, especially at thistime, hoped it might be useful in diverting
her thoughts from pursuing Edmund to London, whither, on the authority
of her aunt’ slast letter, she knew he was gone. She had no doubt of what
would ensue. The promised notification was hanging over her head. The
postman’ sknock within the neighbourhood was beginning to bring its daily
terrors, and if reading could banish the idea for even half an hour, it was
something gained.
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CHAPTER 41

A week was gone since Edmund might be supposed in town, and Fanny
had heard nothing of him. There were three different conclusions to be
drawn from his silence, between which her mind was in fluctuation; each
of them at times being held the most probable. Either his going had been
again delayed, or he had yet procured no opportunity of seeing Miss
Crawford aone, 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 ca culate
every day, as she and Susan were preparing to remove, as usual, upstairs,
they were stopped by the knock of avisitor, whom they felt they could not
avoid, from Rebecca’ s aertnessin 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 sensg, like hers, will always act when really called upon; and she
found that she had been able to name him to her mother, and recall her
remembrance of the name, as that of “ William' sfriend,” though she could
not previously have believed herself capable of uttering asyllableat such a
moment. The consciousness of his being known there only as William’ s
friend was some support. Having introduced him, however, and being all
reseated, the terrors that occurred of what this visit might lead to were
overpowering, and she fancied herself on the point of fainting away.

Whiletrying to keep hersdf aive, their visitor, who had at 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 also at their best. Warmed by the sight of
such afriend to her son, and regulated by the wish of appearing to advan-
tage before him, shewas overflowing with gratitude—artless, maternal grati-
tude—which could not be unpleasing. Mr. Price was out, which she re-
gretted very much. Fanny was just recovered enough to feel that she could
not regret it; for to her many other sources of uneasiness was added the
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severe one of shame for the home in which he found her. She might scold
herself for the weakness, but there was no scolding it away. She was
ashamed, and she would have been yet more ashamed of her father than of
all therest.

They talked of William, a subject on which Mrs. Price could never tire;
and Mr. Crawford was as warm in his commendation as even her heart
could wish. Shefelt that she had never seen so agreeableamanin her life;
and was only astonished to find that, so great and so agreeable as he was,
he should be come down to Portsmouth neither on avisit to the port-admiral,
nor the commissioner, nor yet with the intention of going over to theidand,
nor of seeing the dockyard. Nothing of all that she had been used to think
of as the proof of importance, or the employment of wealth, had brought
him to Portsmouth. He had reached it | ate the night before, was comefor a
day or two, was staying at the Crown, had accidentally met with a navy
officer or two of his acquaintance since his arrival, but had no object of that
kind in coming.

By the time he had given all thisinformation, it was not unreasonableto
suppose that Fanny might be looked at and spoken to; and she was toler-
ably ableto bear his eye, and hear that he had spent half an hour with his
sister the evening before hisleaving London; that she had sent her best and
kindest love, but had had no time for writing; that he thought himself lucky
in seeing Mary for even half an hour, having spent scarcely twenty-four
hoursin London, after his return from Norfolk, before he set off again; that
her cousin Edmund was in town, had been in town, he understood, a few
days; that he had not seen him himself, but that he was well, had left them
all well at Mansfield, and wasto dine, as yesterday, with the Frasers.

Fanny listened collectedly, even to the last-mentioned circumstance; nay,
it seemed arelief to her worn mind to be at any certainty; and the words,
“then by thistimeitisall settled,” passed internally, without more evidence
of emotion than afaint blush

After talking alittle more about Mansfield, a subject in which her inter-
est was most apparent, Crawford began to hint at the expediency of an
early walk. “It was alovely morning, and at that season of the year afine
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 daughtersto 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. Pricewas greatly obliged
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and very complying. “Her daughterswere very much confined; Portsmouth
was a sad place; they did not often get out; and she knew they had some
errandsin thetown, which they would be very glad to do.” And the conse-
guence was, that Fanny, strange as it was—strange, awkward, and dis-
tressing—found herself and Susan, within ten minutes, walking towards
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
helooked, Fanny was obliged to introduce him to Mr. Crawford. She could
not have a doubt of the manner in which Mr. Crawford 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 amost as bad asthe complaint; and | believethereis scarcdy
ayoung lady in the United Kingdoms who would not rather put up with the
misfortune of being sought by aclever, 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 amodel in dress; but (as Fanny instantly, and to
her great relief, discerned) her father was avery different man, avery dif-
ferent Mr. Price in his behaviour to this most highly respected stranger,
from what hewasin his own family at home. His manners now, though not
polished, were more than passable: they were grateful, animated, manly;
his expressions 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 hisinstinctive compliment to the good manners of Mr.
Crawford; and, be the consequence what it might, Fanny’ simmediatefed -
ingswere infinitely soothed.

The conclusion of the two gentlemen’ s civilities was an offer of Mr.
Price stotake Mr. Crawford into the dockyard, which Mr. Crawford, desir-
ous of accepting as afavour what was intended as such, though he had seen
the dockyard again and again, and hoping to be so much the longer with
Fanny, was very gratefully disposed to avail himself of, if the Miss Prices
were not afraid of the fatigue; and as it was somehow or other ascertained,
or inferred, or at least acted upon, that they were not at all afraid, to the
dockyard they were all to go; and but for Mr. Crawford, Mr. Price would
have turned thither directly, without the smallest consideration for his daugh-
ters’ errandsin the High Street. Hetook 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 excite impatience, or be
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waited 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 companions were ready to proceed.

They were then to set forward for the dockyard at once, and the walk
would have been conducted—according to Mr. Crawford’ s opinion— a
singular manner, had Mr. Price been allowed the entire regulation of it, as
the two girls, he found, would have been left 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 someimprovement occasionally, though by
no meansto the extent he wished; he absolutely 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 yourselves; keep a
sharp lookout!” he would give them his particular attendance.

Once fairly in the dockyard, he began to reckon upon some happy inter-
course with Fanny, as they were very soon joined by abrother lounger of
Mr. Price’ s, who was come to take his daily survey of how things went on,
and who must prove afar more worthy companion than himsef; and after a
time the two officers seemed very well satisfied going about together, and
discussing mattersof equa and never-failing interest, whil ethe young people
sat down upon some timbers in the yard, or found a seat on board a vessel
in the stocks which they all went to look at. Fanny was most conveniently
inwant 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 introduc-
ing the main point before her. He must content himself with being only
generally agreeable, and letting Susan have her share of entertainment, with
the indulgence, now and then, of alook or hint for the better-informed and
conscious Fanny. Norfolk was what he had mostly to talk of: there he had
been some time, and everything there was rising in importance from his
present schemes. Such a man could come from no place, no society, with-
out importing something to amuse; hisjourneys and his acquaintance were
all of use, and Susan was entertained in away quite new to her. For Fanny,
somewhat more was related than the accidenta agreeableness of the parties
he had been in. For her approbation, the particular reason of his going into
Norfolk at all, at this unusual time of year, was given. It had been real
business, relative to the renewal of alease in which the welfare of alarge
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
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foreseen, had been useful to more than his first plan had comprehended,
and was now able to congratul ate himself upon it, and to feel that in per-
forming aduty, he had secured agreeabl e 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 speak so
properly; here he had been acting as he ought to do. To bethe friend of the
poor and the oppressed! Nothing could be more grateful to her; and she
was on the point of giving him an approving look, when it was all fright-
ened off by his adding a something too pointed of his hoping soon to have
an assistant, a friend, a guide 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 fedl 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
beaswell to talk of something else, and turned to Mansfield. He could not
have chosen better; that was a topic to bring back her attention and her
looksamost instantly. It wasareal indulgenceto her to hear or to speak of
Mansfield. Now so long divided from everybody who knew the place, she
felt it quite the voice of afriend when he mentioned it, and led the way to
her fond exclamations in praise of its beauties and comforts, and by his
honourabl e tribute to its inhabitants allowed her to gratify her own heart in
the warmest eulogium, in speaking of her uncle as all 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 so; he looked
forward with the hope of spending much, very much, of his time there;
always there, or in the neighbourhood. He particularly built upon a very
happy summer and autumn there this year; he felt that it would be so: he
depended upon it; asummer and autumn infinitely superior to the last. As
animated, as diversified, as social, but with circumstances of superiority
undescribable.

“Mansfield, Sotherton, Thornton Lacey,” he continued; “what a society
will be comprised in those houses! And at Michaglmas, perhaps, afourth
may be added: some small hunting-box in the vicinity of everything so
dear; for asto any partnershipin Thornton Lacey, as Edmund Bertram once
good-humouredly proposed, | hope | foresee two objections. two fair,
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excdlent, 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 compre-
hension of one half of his meaning, and encouraged him to say something
more of hissister and Edmund. It was a subject which she must learn to
speak of, and the weakness that shrunk from it would soon be quite
unpardonable.

When Mr. Price and hisfriend had seen al that they wished, or had time
for, the others were ready to return; and in the course of their walk back,
Mr. Crawford contrived aminute’ s privacy for telling Fanny that his only
business in Portsmouth was to see her; that he was come down for acouple
of days on her account, and hers only, and because he could not endure a
longer total separation. Shewas 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 altogether improved since she had seen him; he was much
more gentle, obliging, and attentive to other people’ sfeelings than he had
ever been at Mansfield; she had never seen him so agreeable-so near
being agreeabl e; hisbehaviour to her father could not offend, and there was
something particularly kind and proper in the notice he took of Susan. He
wasdecidedly improved. Shewished the next day over, she wished he had
comeonly for oneday; but it was not so very bad as shewould have expected:
the pleasure of talking of Mansfield was so very great!

Beforethey 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 declared himself prevented by a prior engagement. He was engaged to
dinner already both for that day and the next; he had met with some ac-
guaintance at the Crown who would not be denied; he should have the
honour, however, of waiting on them again on the morrow, etc., and so
they parted—anny in a state of actual felicity from escaping so horrible an
evil!

To have had him join their family dinner-party, and see all their
deficiencies, would have been dreadful! Rebecca’ s cookery and Rebecca s
waiting, and Betsey’ s eating at table without restraint, and pulling every-
thing about as she chose, were what Fanny herself was not yet enough
inured to for her often to make atolerable meal. She was nice only from
natural delicacy, but he had been brought up in a school of luxury and
epicurism.
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CHAPTER 42

The Priceswerejust 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.

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. Sunday aways brought this comfort to Fanny,
and on this Sunday she felt it morethan ever. Her poor mother now did not
look so very unworthy of being Lady Bertram’ s sister as shewas 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 little difference, circumstances
should have made so much, and that her mother, as handsome as L ady
Bertram, and some years her junior, should have an appearance so much
more worn and faded, so comfortless, so slatternly, so shabby. But Sunday
made her avery creditable and tolerably cheerful-looking Mrs. Price, com-
ing aroad with afinefamily of children, feeling alittlerespite of her weekly
cares, and only discomposed if she saw her boysrun 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
bedivided from the fema e branch; and after chapel he ill continued with
them, and made onein the family party on the ramparts.

Mrs. Price took her weekly walk on the ramparts every fine Sunday
throughout the year, always going directly after morning service and stay-
ing till dinner-time. It washer public place: there she met her acquaintance,
heard alittle news, talked over the badness of the Portsmouth servants, and
wound up her spiritsfor 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, some-
how 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 atime, but yet there were enjoymentsin the day and in the view which
would befelt.

The day was uncommonly lovely. It was really March; but it was April
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initsmild air, brisk soft wind, and bright sun, occasionally clouded for a
minute; and everything 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 finea
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 atwo hours' saunter of this
kind, coming, asit generaly did, upon aweek’ sprevious inactivity. Fanny
was beginning to feel 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 Mr. 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 herself. 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 ableto express his admiration. She had afew tender
reveries now and then, which he could sometimes take advantage of to |ook
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 shewasvery 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 salutary for her, and he was grow-
ing anxious for her being again at Mansfield, where her own happiness,
and hisin seeing her, must be so much greater.

“You have been here amonth, | think?’ said he.

“No; not quite amonth. It isonly four weeks to-morrow since | left
Mansfield.”

“You are a most accurate and honest reckoner. | should call that a
month.”

“I did not arrive here till Tuesday evening.”

“Andit isto beatwo months' visit, isnot?’

“Yes. My uncletaked of two months. | supposeit will not be less.”

“And how are you to be conveyed back again? Who comes for you?’

“| do not know. | have heard nothing about it yet from my aunt. Perhaps
| may be to stay longer. It may not be convenient for me to be fetched
exactly at thetwo months' end.”

After amoment’ sreflection, Mr. Crawford replied, “1 know Mansfield, |
know itsway, | know its faults towards you . | know the danger of your
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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 everything for com-
ing 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 ayear. This will not do. Two months is an ample
allowance; | should think six weeks quite enough. | 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 belong 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 monthsto be ended, that must not
beregarded as of any consequence, if you feel yourself at all less strong or
comfortable than usual, and will only let my sister know it, give her only
the slightest hint, sheand | will immediately come down, and take you back
to Mansfield. You 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,” hereplied, “ asyou perfectly know. And | hope
you will not be cruelly concealing any tendency to indisposition. Indeed,
you shall not ; it shall not bein your power; for so long only as you posi-
tively say, in every letter to Mary, * | amwell,” and | know you cannot speak
or write afalsehood, so long only shall you be considered aswell.”

Fanny thanked him again, but was affected and distressed to a degree
that made it impossible for her to say much, or even to be certain of what
she ought to say. This was towards the close of their walk. He attended
them to thelast, 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
elsewhere.

“1 wish you were not so tired,” said he, still detaining Fanny after all the
others were in the house—=1 wish | left you in stronger health. Isthere
anything | cando for you intown? | have half an idea of going into Norfolk
again soon. | am not satisfied about Maddison. | am sure he still meansto
impose on meif possible, and get acousin of hisown into acertain mill,
which | design for somebody else. | must come to an understanding with
him. | must make him know that | will not be tricked 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 estate, both as to the credit of his employer and the welfare
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of the poor, is inconceivable. | have agreat mind to go back into Norfolk
directly, and put everything at once on such afooting as cannot be after-
wards swerved from. Maddisonisaclever fellow; | do not wish to displace
him, provided he does not try to displace me; but it would be simpleto 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 atenant, in-
stead of an honest man, to whom | have given half apromisealready. Would
it not beworse than simple? Shall | go? Do you adviseit?’

“| advise! You know very well what isright.”

“Yes. When you give me your opinion, | always know what is right.
Your judgment ismy rule of right.”

“Oh, no! do not say so. We have al abetter guidein ourselves, if we
would attend to it, than any other person can be. Good-bye; | wish you a
pleasant journey to-morrow.”

“Isthere nothing | can do for you in town?”’

“Nothing; | am much obliged to you.”

“Have you no message for anybody?’

“My loveto your sister, if you please; and when you see my cousin, my
cousin Edmund, | wish you would be so good asto say that | suppose| shall
soon hear from him.”

“Certainly; and if heis lazy or negligent, | will write his excuses
myself.”

He could say ho more, for Fanny would be no longer detained. 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
acapitd inn afforded was ready for their enjoyment, and she turnedinto
her more simple one immediately.

Their general fare bore a very different character; and could he have
suspected how many privations, besides 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 Rebecca’ s 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 wastoo late in the day to be hardened at
Portsmouth; and though Sir Thomas, had he known all, might have thought
his niecein the most promising way of being starved, both mind and body,
into amuch juster valuefor Mr. Crawford’ sgood company and good fortune,
hewould probably havefeared to push his experiment farther, lest she might
die under the cure.
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Fanny was out of spirits all the rest of the day. Though tolerably secure
of not seeing Mr. Crawford again, she could not help being low. It was
parting with somebody of the nature of afriend; and though, in onelight,
glad to have him gone, it seemed as if she was now deserted by everybody;
it was asort of renewed separation from Mansfield; and she could not think
of hisreturning to town, and being frequently with Mary and Edmund,
without feelings so near akin to envy as made her hate herself for having
them.

Her dejection had no abatement from anything passing around her; a
friend or two of her father’ s, as always happened if he was not with them,
spent the long, long evening there; and from six o’ clock till half-past nine,
there was little intermission of noise or grog. She was very low. The
wonderful 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 different 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 othersthan formerly.
And, if inlittle things, must it not be so in great? So anxious for her health
and comfort, so very fedling as he now expressed himself, and really seemed,
might not it befairly supposed that he would not much longer perseverein
asuit so distressing to her?
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CHAPTER 43

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 afact ascertained to Fanny by the following letter from
his sister, opened and read by her, on another account, with the most anx-
ious curiosity:—

“1 haveto inform you, my dearest Fanny, that Henry has been down to
Portsmouth to see you; that he had a delightful walk 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
conversation were atogether in the most delicious harmony, and afforded
sensations which are to raise ecstasy even in retrospect. This, aswell as|
understand, is to be the substance of my information. He makes me write,
but I do not know what elseisto be communicated, except this said visit to
Portsmouth, and thesetwo said walks, and hisintroduction to your family,
especidly to afair sister of yours, 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 placeif | had, for thisisto be a
mere letter of business, penned for the purpose of conveying necessary
information, which could not be delayed without risk of evil. My dear,
dear Fanny, if | had you here, how | would talk to you! You should listento
metill you weretired, and advise metill you werestill tired more; but it is
impossible to put a hundredth part of my great mind on paper, so | will
abstain atogether, and leave you to guesswhat 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’ sfirst party, but | waslazy, and now it is
too long ago; sufficeit, that everything wasjust asit ought to be, in astyle
that any of her connexions must have been gratified to witness, and that her
own dress and manners did her the greatest credit. My friend, Mrs. Fraser,
ismad for such ahouse, and it would not make me miserable. | goto Lady
Stornaway after Easter; she seemsin high spirits, and very happy. | fancy
Lord S. isvery 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,
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what shall | say? If | avoided hisnameentirely, it would ook suspicious. |
will say, then, that we have seen him two or three times, and that my friends
here are very much struck with his gentlemanlike appearance. Mrs. Fraser
(no bad judge) declares she knows but three men in town who have so good
aperson, height, and air; and | must confess, when he dined here the other
day, there were noneto compare with him, and we were a party of sixteen.
Luckily there is no distinction of dress nowadays to tell tales, but—but—
but Yours affectionately.”

| had almost forgot (it was Edmund’ sfault: he getsinto 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 |ooks.
Those vile sea-breezes 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 beieved, but | know it wasso. | amat your serviceand Henry' s,
at an hour’ s notice. | should like the scheme, and we would make alittle
circuit, and shew you Everingham in our way, and perhaps you would not
mind passing through London, and seeing theinside of St. George' s, Hanover
Square. Only keep your cousin Edmund from me at such atime: | should
not like to be tempted. What along letter! one word more. Henry, | find,
has some idea of going into Norfolk again upon some businessthat you
approve; but this cannot possibly be permitted before the middle of next
week; that is, he cannot anyhow be spared till after the 14th, for we havea
party that evening. The value of aman like Henry, on such an occasion, is
what you can have no conception of; so you must takeit upon my word to
be inestimable. He will see the Rushworths, which own | am not sorry
for—having a little curiosity, and so | think has he-though he will not
acknowledgeit.”

Thiswas aletter to be run through eagerly, to be read deliberately, to
supply matter for much reflection, and to leave everything in greater sus-
pense 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 really felt, how she meant to act, or might act without or against
her meaning; whether hisimportance to her were quite what it had been
beforethe | ast separation; whether, if lessened, it werelikely to lessen more,
or to recover itself, were subjectsfor endless conjecture, and to be thought
of onthat day and many days to come, without producing any conclusion.
Theideathat returned the oftenest was that Miss Crawford, after proving
herself cooled and staggered by areturn to London habits, would yet prove
hersef in the end too much attached to him to give him up. Shewould try
to be more ambitious than her heart would allow. She would hesitate, she
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would tease, she would condition, she would require agreat deal, but she
would finally accept.

This was Fanny’ s most frequent expectation. A house in town—that,
she thought, must be impossible. Yet there was no saying what Miss
Crawford might not ask. The prospect for her cousin grew worse and worse.
The woman who could speak of him, and speak only of his appearance!
What an unworthy attachment! To be deriving support from the commen-
dations 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 herself, touched her, in comparison, slightly. Whether
Mr. Crawford went into Norfolk before or after the 14th was certainly no
concern of hers, though, everything considered, she thought he would go
without delay. That Miss Crawford should endeavour to secure a meeting
between him and Mrs. Rushworth, wasall in her worst line of conduct, and
grossly unkind and ill-judged; but she hoped he would not be actuated by
any such degrading curiosity. He acknowledged no such inducement, and
his sister ought to have given him credit for better feelings 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 so unsettied by it
altogether, by what had come, and what might come, that her usual read-
ings and conversation with Susan were much suspended. She could not
command her attention as she wished. If Mr. Crawford remembered her
message to her cousin, she thought it very likely, most likely, that he would
writeto her a all events; it would be most consi stent with hisusual kindness;
and till she got rid of thisidea, till it gradually wore off, by no letters ap-
pearing in the course of three or four days more, she was in a most restless,
anxious state

At length, a something like composure succeeded. Suspense must be
submitted to, and must not be allowed to wear her out, and make her useless.
Time did something, her own exertions something more, and she resumed
her attentionsto 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 lessinclined to sedentary pursuits, or to information for information’ s
sake, she had so strong adesire of not appearing ignorant, as, with agood
clear understanding, made her amost attentive, profitable, thankful pupil.
Fanny was her oracle. Fanny’ s explanations and remarks were amost im-
portant 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 styleto that of any
printed author. The early habit of reading was wanting.
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Their conversations, however, were not always on subjects so high as
history or morals. Others had their hour; and of lesser matters, none re-
turned 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 atheme. She hoped it was not wrong; though, after
atime, Susan’ s very great admiration of everything said or donein her
uncl€' s house, and earnest longing to go into Northamptonshire, seemed
almost to blame her for exciting feelings which could not be gratified.

Poor Susan was very little better fitted for home than her elder sister; and
as Fanny grew thoroughly to understand this, she began to feel that when
her own release from Portsmouth came, her happiness would have amate-
rial drawback inleaving Susan behind. That agirl so capable of being made
everything good should beleft in such hands, distressed her more and more.
Were she likely to have ahome to invite her to, what ablessing it would
be! And had it been possible for her to return Mr. Crawford’ sregard, the
probability of his being very far from objecting to such a measure would
have been the greatest increase of all her own comforts. Shethought he was
really good-tempered, and could fancy his entering into a plan of that sort
most pleasantly.
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CHAPTER 44

Seven weeks of the two months were very nearly gone, when the one
letter, theletter from Edmund, so long expected, was put into Fanny’ shands.
As she opened, and saw its length, she prepared herself for a minute detail
of happiness and aprofusion of love and praise towardsthe fortunate crea-
ture who was now mistress of his fate. These were the contents—

“My Dear Fanny,—Excuse me that | have not written before. Crawford
told methat you were wishing to hear from me, but | found it impossibleto
write from London, and persuaded myself that you would understand my
silence. Could | have sent afew happy lines, they should not have been
wanting, but nothing of that nature was ever in my power. | amreturned to
Mansfield in aless assured state that when | |eft it. My hopes are much
weaker. You are probably aware of this aready. So very fond of you as
Miss Crawford is, it is most natural that she should tell you enough of her
own feelingsto furnish atolerable guessat mine. | will not be prevented,
however, from making my own communication. Our confidencesin you
need not clash. | ask no questions. There is something soothing in theidea
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 bea
comfort to meto tell you how things now are, and what are my present
plans, if plans| can be said to have. | 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 reasonablein 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 been different when | did see her, | should
have made no complaint, but from the very first she was altered: my first
reception was so unlike what | had hoped, that | had aimost resolved on
leaving London again directly. | need not particul arise. You know the weak
side of her character, and may imagine the sentiments and expressionswhich
were torturing me. She was in high spirits, and surrounded by those who
were giving all the support of their own bad senseto her too lively mind. |
do not like Mrs. Fraser. Sheis a cold-hearted, vain woman, who has mar-
ried entirely from convenience, and though evidently unhappy in her
marriage, places her disappointment not to faults of judgment, or temper,
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or disproportion of age, but to her being, after al, less affluent than many
of her acquaintance, especidly than her sister, Lady Stornaway, and isthe
determined supporter of everything mercenary and ambitious, provided it
be only mercenary and ambitious enough. | look upon her intimacy with
thosetwo sisters asthe greatest misfortune of her lifeand 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 shelovesyou. When | think of her great attachment to you, indeed,
and the whole of her judicious, upright conduct as a sister, she appears a
very different creature, capable of everything noble, and | am ready to blame
myself for atoo harsh construction of aplayful manner. | cannot give her
up, Fanny. Sheisthe only woman intheworld whom | could ever think of
asawife. If | did not believe that she had some regard for me, of course |
should not say this, but | do believeit. | am convinced that sheis not with-
out a decided preference. | have no jealousy of any individual. It isthe
influence of the fashionable world altogether that | am jealous of. It isthe
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 be-
cause not rich enough, than because of my profession. That would only
prove her affection not equal to sacrifices, which, in fact, | am scarcely
justified in asking; and, if | am refused, that, | think, will be the honest
motive. Her prejudices, | trust, are not so strong as they were. You have
my thoughts exactly asthey arise, my dear Fanny; perhaps they are some-
times contradictory, but it will not be aless faithful picture of my mind.
Having once begun, it isapleasureto meto tell you all | fed. | cannot give
her up. Connected aswealready are, and, | hope, areto be, to give up Mary
Crawford would beto give up the society of some of those most dear to me;
to banish myself from the very houses and friends whom, under any other
distress, | should turnto for consolation. The loss of Mary | must consider
as comprehending the loss of Crawford and of Fanny. Were it adecided
thing, an actua refusal, | hope | should know how to bear it, and how to
endeavour to weaken her hold on my heart, and in the course of afew
years—but | am writing nonsense. Were | refused, | must bear it; and till |
am, | can never ceaseto try for her. Thisisthetruth. Theonly questionis
how ? What may be the likeliest means? | have sometimes thought of
going to London again after Easter, and sometimes resolved on doing noth-
ing till she returnsto Mansfield. Even now, she speaks with pleasure of
being in Mansfield in June; but Juneis at agreat distance, and | believel
shall writeto her. | have nearly determined on explaining myself by letter.
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To be at an early certainty isamaterial object. My present stateis miser-
ably irksome. Considering everything, | think aletter will be decidedly the
best method of explanation. | shall be ableto 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 animmediate
hasty impulse; | think | am. My greatest danger would liein her consulting
Mrs. Fraser, and | at a 