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MANSFIELD PARK,

CHAPTER I.

How is the consternation of the party

to be described ? To the greater num

ber it was a moment of absolute horror.

Sir Thomas in the house ! All felt the

instantaneous conviction . Not a hope

of imposition or mistake was harboured

any where. Julia's looks were an evi

dence of the fact that made it indis

putable ; and after the first starts and

exclamations, not a word was spoken

for half a minute; each with an altered

countenance was looking at some other,

and almost each was feeling it a stroke

the most unwelcome, most ill-timed,

most appalling! Mr. Yates might

consider it only as a vexatious inter-

vol. ii. b ruption
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ruption for the evening, and Mr. Rush-

worth might imagine it a blessing, but

every other heart was sinking under

some degree of self-condemnation or

undefined alarm, every other heart was

suggesting " What will become of us?

what is to be done now?" It was a

terrible pause; and terrible to every

ear were the corroborating sounds of

opening doors and passing footsteps.

Julia was the first to move and

speak again. Jealousy and bitterness

had been suspended : selfishness was

lost in the common cause; but at the

moment of her appearance, Frederick

was listening with looks of devotion to

Agatha's narrative and pressing her

hand to his heart, and as soon as she

could notice this and see that in spite

of the shock of her words, he still kept

his station and retained her sister's

hand, her wounded heart swelled

again with injury, and looking as red

as she had been white before, .'she

turned out of the room, saying " I

. : : need
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aeed 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. Maria joined them

with the same intent, just then the

stoutest of the three; for the very cir

cumstance which had driven Julia

away, was to her the sweetest support.

Henry Crawford's retaining her hand

at such a moment, a moment of such

peculiar proof and importance, was

worth ages ofdoubt and anxiety. She

hailed it as an earnest of the most se

rious determination, and was equal

even to encounter her father. They

walked off, utterly heedless of Mr.

Rushworth's repeated question of,

" Shall I go too ?—Had not I better

go too ?—Will not it be right for me

B2 to
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to go too ?" but they were no sooner

through the door than Henry Craw

ford undertook to answer the anxious

inquiry, and encouraging him by all

means to pay his respects to Sir Thomas

without delay, sent him after the others

with delighted haste.

Fanny was left with only the Craw-

fords 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

humble to give her any idea of classing

herself with his children, she was glad

to remain behind and gain a little

breathing time. Her agitation and

alarm exceeded all that was endured

by the rest, by the right of a disposi

tion 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 develop

ment before them—with solicitude on

Edmund's
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Edmund's account indescribable. She

had found a seat, where in excessive

trembling she was enduring all these

fearful thoughts, while the other three,

no longer under any restraint, were

giving vent to their feelings of vexa

tion, lamenting over such an unlooked-

for premature arrival as a most un

toward event, and without mercy wish

ing poor Sir Thomas had been twice as

long 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. The ruin of the play was to

them a certainty, they felt the total

destruction of the scheme to be in

evitably at hand; while Mr. Yates

considered it only as a temporary in

terruption, a disaster for the evening,

and could even suggest the possibility

of the rehearsal being renewed after

tea, when the bustle of receiving Sir

b 3 Thomas
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Thomas were over and he might be at

leisure to be amused by it. The Craw-

fords 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 spend

ing the evening at the Parsonage. But

Mr. Yates having never been with

those who thought much of parental

claims, or family confidence, could not

perceive that any thing of the kind

was necessary, and therefore, thanking

them, said, " he preferred remaining

where he was that he might pay his

respects to the old gentleman hand

somely since he was come ; and be

sides, he did not think it would be

fair by the others to have every body

run away."

Fanny was just beginning to collect

herself and to feel that if she staid

longer behind it might seem disre

spectful, when this point was settled,

and being commissioned with the bro

ther
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ther and sisters apology, saw them pre

paring to go as she quitted the room

herself to perform the dreadful duty

of appearing before her uncle.

Too soon did she find herself at the

drawing-room door, and after pausing

a moment for what she knew would

not come, for a courage" which the

outside of no door had ever supplied to

her, she turned the lock in desperation,

and the lights of the drawing-room

and all the collected family were be

fore her. As she entered, her own

name caught her ear. Sir Thomas

was at that moment looking round

him, and saying " But where is Fanny?

—Why do not I 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.

She was quite oppressed. He had

b 4 never
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never been so kind, so very kind to

her in his life. His manner seemed

changed; his voice was quick from

the agitation of joy, and all that had

been awful in his dignity seemed lost

in tenderness. He led her nearer the

light and looked at her again—in

quired particularly after her health,

and -then correcting himself, observed,

that he need not inquire, for her ap

pearance spoke sufficiently on that

point. A fine blush having succeeded

the previous paleness of her face, he

was justified in his belief of her equal

improvement in health and beauty.

He inquired next after her family, es

pecially William ; and his kindness

altogether was such as made her re

proach herself for loving him so little,

and thinking his return a misfortune ;

and when, on having courage to lift

her eyes to his face, she saw that he

was grown thinner and had the burnt,

fagged, worn look of fatigue and a hot

climate, every tender feeling was in

creased,
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creased, and she was miserable in con

sidering how much unsuspected vex

ation was probably ready to burst on

him.

Sir Thomas Avas 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 sensations in

being again in his own house, in the

centre of his family after such a sepa

ration, made him communicative and

chatty in a very unusual degree ; and

he was ready to give every informa

tion as to his voyage, and answer every

question of his two sons almost before

it was put. His business in Antigua

had latterly been prosperously rapid,

and he came directly from Liverpool,

having had an opportunity of making

his passage thither in a private vessel,

instead of waiting for the packet ; and

all the little particulars of his proceed

ings and events, his arrivals and de

partures, were most promptly delivered,

b 5 as
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as he silt by Lady Bertram and looked

with heartfelt satisfaction on the faces

around him — interrupting himself

more than once, however, to remark

on his good fortune in finding them all

at home—coming unexpectedly as he

did—all - collected together exactly as

he could have wished, but dared not

depend on. Mr. Rushworth was not

forgotten ; a most friendly reception

and warmth of hand-shaking had al

ready met him, and with pointed

attention he was now included in the

objects most intimately connected

with Mansfield. There was nothing

disagreeable in Mr. Rushworth's ap

pearance, 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, as to place her nearer

agitation than she had been for the

last
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last twenty years. She had been almost

fluttered for a few minutes, and still re

mained so sensibly animated as to put

away her work, move Pug from her side,

and give all herattention and all the rest

of her sofa to her husband. She had no

anxieties for any body to cloud her

pleasure; her own time had been irre

proachably 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 pur

suits of all the young people as for het

own. It was so agreeable to her to see

him again, and hear him talk, to have

her ear amused and her whole com

prehension rilled by his narratives, that

she began particularly to feel how

dreadfully she must have missed him,

and how impossible it would have been

for her to bear a lengthened.. absence.

' Mrs. Norris was by no means to be

compared in happiness to her sister.

Not that she was incommoded by

b 6 many
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many fears of Sir Thomas's disappro

bation when the present state of his

house should be known, for her judg

ment had been so blinded that except

by the instinctive caution with which

she had whisk'd 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 his return. 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 reason

able dependance perhaps on the nerves

of his wife and children, had sought

no confidant but the butler, and had

been following him almost instantane

ously into the drawing-room. Mrs.

Norris felt herself defrauded of an

office on which she had always depended,

whether his arrival or his death were

to be the thing unfolded ; and was

now trying to be in a bustle without

having
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having any thing to bustle about, and

labouring to be important where no

thing was wanted but tranquillity and

silence. Would Sir Thomas have con

sented to eat, she might have gone to

the house-keeper with troublesome di

rections, and insulted the footmen with

injunctions of dispatch; but SirThomas

resolutely declined all dinner; he would

take nothing, nothing till tea came—he

would rather wait for tea. Still Mrs. Nor-

ris was at intervals urging something

different, and in the most interesting

moment of 'his passage to England,

when the alarm of a French privateer

was at the height, she burst through

his recital with the proposal of soup.

" Sure, my dear Sir Thomas, a bason

of soup would be a much better thing

for you than tea. Do have a bason of

soup."

Sir Thomas could not be provoked.

" Still the same anxiety for every

'body's comfort, my dear Mrs. Norris,"

was
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was his answer. ". But indeed I would

rather have nothing but tea." : ';v

" Well then, Lady Bertram, sup

pose you speak for tea directly, sup

pose you hurry Baddeley a little, he

seems behind hand to-night;" She

carried this point, and Sir Thomas's

narrative proceeded.

At length there was a pause. His imme

diate communications were exhausted,

and it seemed enough to be lookingjoy

fully 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 talk

ative, and what were the 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 all alive with acting."

" Indeed ! and what have you been

acting?"

" Oh ! They'll tell you all about it.'*

" The
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"The all will be soon told," criedTom

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

have just been trying, by way of

doing something, and amusing my

mother, just within the last week, to

get up a few scenes, a mere trifle. We

have had such incessant rains almost

since October began, that we have

been nearly confined to the house for

days together. I have hardly taken

out a gun since the 3d. Tolerable

sport the first three days, but there has

been no attempting any thing since.

The first day I went over Mansfield

Wood, and Edmund took the copses

beyond Easton, and we brought home

six brace between us, and might each

have killed six times as many; but we

respect your pheasants, Sir, I assure

you, as much as you could desire. I

do not think you will find your woods

by any means worse stocked than they

were.
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were. / never saw Mansfield Wood

so full of pheasants in my life as this

year. I hope you will take a day's

sport there yourself, Sir, soon."

For the present the danger was over,

and Fanny's sick feelings subsided ; but

when tea was soon afterwards brought

in, and Sir Thomas, getting up, said

that he found he could not be any

longer in the house without just look

ing into his own dear room, every agi

tation was returning. He was gone

before any thing had been said to pre

pare 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.

** It is time to think of our visitors,"

said Maria, still feeling her hand

pressed to Henry Crawford's heart, and

caring little for any thing else.—

" Where did you leave Miss Craw

ford, Fanny ?"

Fanny
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Fanny told of their departure, and

delivered their message.

" Then poor Yates is all alone," 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 sur

prised to find candles burning in his

room ; and on casting his eye round

it, to see other symptoms of recent

habitation, and a general air of con

fusion in the furniture. The removal

of the book-case from before the bil

liard room door struck him especially,

but he had scarcely more than time to

feel astonished at all this, before there

were sounds from the billiard room to

astonish him still farther. Some one

was talking there in a very loud ac

cent—he did not know the voice-

wore than talking—almost hallooing.

He stept to the door, rejoicing at that

moment
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moment in having the means of imme

diate communication, and opening it

found himself on the stage of a theatre,

and opposed to a ranting young man,

who appeared likely to knock him .

down backwards. At the very moment

of Yates perceiving Sir Thomas, and

giving perhaps the very best start he

had ever given in the whole course of

his rehearsals, Tom Bertram entered at

the other end of the room ; and never

had he found greater difficulty in

keeping his countenance. His father's

looks of solemnity and amazement on

this his first appearance on any stage,

and the gradual metamorphosis of the

impassioned Baron Wildenhaim into

the well-bred and easy Mr. Yates,

making his bow and apology to Sir -

Thomas Bertram, was such an exhibi

tion, such a piece of true acting as he

would not have lost upon any account.

It would be the last—in all probability

the last scene on that stage; but he

was sure there could not be a finer.

The
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The house would close with the greatest

.eclat. >

There was little time, however, for

the indulgence of any images of mer

riment. It was necessary for him to

step forward too and assist the intro

duction, and with many awkward sen

sations he did his best. Sir Thomas

received Mr. Yates with all the appear

ance 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 fa

mily and connections were sufficiently

known to him$ to render his introduc

tion as the " particular friend," another

of the hundred particular friends of

his son, exceedingly unwelcome; and

it needed all 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 a ridiculous exhibition in the

midst
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midst of theatrical nonsense, and

forced in so untoward a moment to

admit the acquaintance ofa young man

whom he felt sure of disapproving1,

and whose easy indifference and volu

bility in the course of the first five

minutes seemed to mark him the most

at home of the two.

Tom understood his father's thoughts,

and heartily wishing he might be always

as well disposed to give them but par

tial 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

towards the ceiling and stucco of the

room ; and that when be inquired with

mild gravity after the fate of the bil

liard table, be was not proceeding be

yond a very allowable curiosity. A

few minutes were enough for such

unsatisfactory sensations on each side,

and Sir Thomas having exerted himself

so far as to speak a few words of calm

approbation



( 21 )

approbation in reply to an eager appeal

of Mr. Yates, as to the happiness of

the arrangement, the three gentlemen

returned to the drawing-room toge

ther, Sir Thomas with an increase of

gravity which was not lost on all.

" I come from your theatre,"said he

composedly as he sat down ; " I found

myself in it rather unexpectedly. Its

vicinity to my own room—hut in every

respect indeed it took me by surprise,

as I had not the smallest suspicion of

your acting having assumed so serious

a character. It appears a neat job,

however, as far as I could judge by

candle - light, and does my friend

Christopher Jackson credit." And

then he would have changed the sub

ject, 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 diffi

dence or delicacy or discretion enough

to allow him to lead the discourse

while he mingled among the others

with
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with the least obtrusiveness himself,

would keep him on the topic of the

theatre, would torment him with ques

tions and remarks relative to it, and

finally would make him hear the whole

history of his disappointment at Ec-

clesford. Sir Thomas listened most

politely, but found much to offend his

ideas of decorum and confirm his ill

opinion of Mr. Yates's habits of think

ing from the beginning to the end of

the story ; and when it was over, could

give him no other assurance of sym

pathy than what a slight bow con

veyed.

" This was in fact the origin of oar

acting," said Tom after a moment's

thought.- " My friend Yates brought

the infection 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 like treading old ground again."

Mr.' Yates took the subject from his

friend
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friend as soon as possible, and immedi

ately 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 pro

mising state of affairs; relating every

thing witli 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 his daughters and Ed

mund, dwelling particularly on the

latter, and speaking a language, a re

monstrance, a reproof, which he felt

at his heart. Not less acutely was it

felt by Fanny, who had edged back

her chair behind her aunt's end of the

sofa, and screened from notice herself,

9 .. saw
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saw all that was passing before her.

Such a look of reproach at Edmund

from his father she could never have

expected to witness ; and to feel that it

was in any degree deserved, was an

aggravation indeed. Sir Thomas's look

implied, " On your judgment, Ed

mund, I depended ; what have you

been about?"—She knelt 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 a rehearsal 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 no

thing more can be done to-night ; but

if you will give us the honour of your.

company to-morrow evening I should

not be afraid of the result. We be-.

speak your indulgence you understand
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as young performers'; we bespeak your

indulgence."

" My indulgence shall be given, Sir," u

replied Sir Thomas gravely, " but with

out any other rehearsal."—And with a

relenting smile he added, " I come

home to be happy and indulgent."

Then turning away towards any or all

of the rest, he tranquilly said, " Mr.

and Miss Crawford were mentioned in

my last letters from Mansfield. Do

you find them agreeable acquaint

ance ?"

Tom was the only one at all ready

with an answer, but he being entirely

without particular regard for either,

without jealousy either in love or

acting, could speak very handsomely

of both. " Mr. Crawford was a most

pleasant gentleman - like man j—hia

sister a sweet pretty, elegant, lively

girl."

Mr. Rushworth could be silent no

longer. " I do not say he is not

gentleman-like considering; but you

vol. ii. c should
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should tell your father he is not above

five feet eight, or he will be expecting

a well-looking man."

Sir Thomas did not quite understand

this, and looked with some surprise at

the speaker.

" If I must say what I think, con

tinued Mr. Rushworth, in my opinion

it is very disagreeable to be always

rehearsing. It is having too much of

a good thing. I am not so fond of

acting as I was at first. I think we

are a great deal better employed, sitting

comfortably here among ourselves, and

doing nothing."

Sir Thomas looked again, and then

replied with an approving smile, " I

am happy to find our sentiments on

this subject so much the same. It

gives me sincere satisfaction. That I

should be cautious and quick sighted,

and feel many scruples which my

children do not feel, is perfectly natural ;

and equally so that my value for do

mestic tranquillity, for a home which

shuts
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shuts out noisy pleasures, should much

exceed theirs. But at your time of

life to feel all this, is a most favourable

circumstance for yourself and for every

body connected with you ; and I am

sensible of the importance of having

an ally of such weight."

Sir Thomas meant to be giving Mr.

Rushworth's opinion in better words

than he could find himself. He was

aware that he must not expect a

genius in Mr. Rushworth ; but as a

well-judging steady young man, with

better notions than his elocution 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 look

ing as he really felt, most exceedingly

pleased with Sir Thomas's good opi

nion, and saying scarcely any thing,

he did his best towards preserving that

good opinion a little longer.

c £ CHAP.
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CHAPTER IL

Edmund's first object the next

morning was to see his father alone,

and give him a fair statement of the

whole acting scheme, defending his

own share in it as far only as he

could then in a soberer moment feel

his motives to deserve, and acknow

ledging with perfect ingenuousness

that his concession had been attended

with such partial good as to make his

judgment in it very doubtful. He

was anxious while vindicatinghimselfto

say nothing unkind of the others ; but

there was only one amongst them

whose conduct he could mention with

out some necessity of defence or. pal

liation. " We have all been more or

less to blame, said he, every one of us

excepting Fanny. Fanny is the only

one who has judged rightly through

out, who has been consistent. Her

feelings have been steadily against it

from
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from first to last. She never ceased to

think of what was due to you. You

will find Fanny every thing you could

wish."

Sir Thomas saw all the impropriety

of such a scheme among such a party7

and at such a time, as strongly as his

son had ever supposed he must ; he

felt it too much indeed* for many

words ; and having shaken hands with

Edmund, meant to try to lose the dis

agreeable 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. He did not enter into

any remonstrance with his other chil

dren : he was more willing to believe

they felt their error, than to run the

risk of investigation. The reproof of

an immediate conclusion of every

thing, the sweep of every preparation

would be sufficient.

There was one person, however, in

c 3 the



( 30 )

the house whom he could not leave to

learn his sentiments merely through

his conduct. He could not help giv

ing Mrs. Norris a hint of his having

hoped, that her advice might have

been interposed to prevent what her

judgment must certainly have disap

proved. 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 acquiescence in their

wrong measures, her countenance of

their unsafe amusements, than that

such measures and such amusements

should have been suggested. Mrs.

Norris was a little confounded, and as

nearly being silenced as ever she had

been in her life ; for she was ashamed

to confess having never seen any of

the impropriety which was so glaring

to Sir Thomas, and would not have

admitted
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admitted that her influence was insuf

ficient, that she might have talked in

vain. Her only resource was to get

out of the subject as fast as possible,

and turn the current of Sir Thomas's

ideas into a happier channel. She had

a great deal to insinuate in her own

praise as to general attention to the

interest and comfort of his family,

much exertion and many sacrifices to

glance at in the form of hurried walks

and sudden removals from her own

fire-side, and many excellent hints of

distrust and economy to Lady Bertram

and Edmund to detail, whereby a most

considerable saving had always arisen,

and more than one bad servant been

detected. But her chief strength lay

in Sotherton. Her greatest support

and glory was in having formed the

connection with the Rushworths.

There she was impregnable. She took

to herself all the credit of bringing

Mr. Rushworth's admiration of Maria

to any effect. " If I had not been

e 4 active,
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active," said she, " and made a point of

being introduced to his mother, and

then prevailed on my sister to pay the

first visit, I am as certain as I sit here,

that nothing would have come of it—

for Mr. Rushworth is the sort of amia

ble modest young man who wants a

great deal of encouragement, and

there were girls enough on the catch

for him if we had been idle. But I

left no stone unturned. I was ready

to move heaven and earth to persuade

my sister, and at last I did persuade her.

You know the distance to Sotherton ;

it was in the middle of winter, and

the roads almost impassable, but I did

persuade her."

" I know how great, how justly

great your influence is with Lady Ber

tram and her children, and am the

more concerned that it should not

have been"

" My dear Sir Thomas, if you had

seen the state of the roads that day !

I thought we should never have got

through
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through them, though we had the four

horses of course ; and poor old coach

man would attend us out of his great

love and kindness, though he was

hardly able to sit the box on account

of the rheumatism which I had been

doctoring him for, ever since Michael

mas. I cured him at last ; but he was

very bad all the winter—and this was

such a day, I could not help going to

him up in his room before we set off

to advise him not to venture : he was

putting on his wig—so I said, " Coach

man, you had much better not go,

your Lady and I shall be very safe ;

you know how steady Stephen is, and

Charles has been upon the leaders so

often now, that I am sure there is no

fear." But, however, I soon found it

would not do; he was bent upon

going, and as I hate to be worrying

and officious, I 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

c5 - frost
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frost and snow upon beds of stones, it

was worse than any thing you can

imagine, I was quite in an agony about

him. And then the poor horses too !—

To see them straining away ! You

know how I always feel for the horses.

And when we got to the bottom of

Sandcroft Hill, what do you think I

did ? You will laugh at me—but I

got out and walked up, I did indeed.

It might not be saving them much,

but it was something, and I could not

bear to sit at my ease, and be dragged

up at the expence of those noble ani

mals. I caught a dreadful cold, but

that I 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. Rush-

worth's manners, but I 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
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He seemed to feel exactly as one could

wish."

" Yes, indeed, and the more you

know of him, the better you will like

him. He is not a shining character,

but he has a thousand good qualities !

and is so disposed to look up to you,

that I am quite laughed at about it, for

every body considers it as my doing.

" Upon my word, Mrs. Norris," said

Mrs. Grant, the other day, " if Mr. Rush-

worth were a son of your own he could

not holdSirThomas in greater respect."

Sir Thomas gave up the point ; foiled

by her evasions, disarmed by her flat

tery ; 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 a small 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 examine

c 6' and
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and compute—and in the intervals 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 din

ner, 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 his dismissal,

long enough to justify the pleasing

belief of his being then at least as far off

as Northampton. The scene painter

was gone, having spoilt only the floor

of one room, ruined all the coachman's

sponges, and made five of the under

servants idle and dissatisfied ; and

Sir Thomas was in hopes that another

day or two would suflise to wipe away

every outward memento of what had

been, even to the destruction of every

unbound copy of " Lover's Vows" in

the house, for he was burning all that

met his eye.

Mr. Yates was beginning now to

understand
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understand Sir Thomas's intentions,

though as far as ever from understand

ing their source. He and his friend

had been out with their guns the chief

of the morning, and Tom had taken

the opportunity of explaining, with

proper apologies for his father's parti

cularity, what was to be expected.

Mr. Yates felt it as acutely as might

be supposed. To be a second time

disappointed in the same way was an

instance of very severe ill-luck ; and

his indignation was such, that had it

not been for delicacy towards his

friend and his friend's youngest sister,

he believed he should certainly attack

the Baronet on the absurdity of his

proceedings, and argue him into a

little more rationality. He believed

this very stoutly while he was in Mans

field 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
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feel the folly of it without opposition.-

He had known many disagreeable

fathers before, and often been struck

with the inconveniences they occa

sioned, but never in the wjiole course

of his life, had he seen one of that class^

so unintelligibly moral, so infamously

tyrannical as Sir Thomas. He was not

a man to be endured but for his child

ren's sake, and he might be thankful

to his fair daughter Julia that Mr.

Yates did yet mean to stay a few days

longer under his roof.

The evening passed with. external

smoothness, though almost every mind

was ruffled ; and the music which Sir

Thomas called for from his daughters

helped to conceal the want of real har

mony. Maria was in a good deal of

agitation. It was of the utmost con

sequence 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 ex

pecting



( 39 )

pectiug to see him the whole morning

—and all the evening too was still ex

pecting him. Mr. Rushworth had set

off' early with the great news for Sother-

ton; and she bjad 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 Ber

tram. 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 mo

ments of feverish enjoyment were fol

lowed by hours of acute suffering.

Henry Crawford was again in the

house ; he walked up with Dr. Grant,

who
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who was anxious to pay his respects to

Sir Thomas, and at rather an early

hour they were ushered into the break

fast-room, where were most of the fa

mily. Sir Thomas soon appeared, and

Maria saw with delight and agitation

the introduction of the man she loved

to her father. Her sensations were in

definable, and so were they a few mi

nutes afterwards upon hearing Henry

Crawford, who had a chair between

herself and Tom, ask the latter in an

under voice, whether there were any

plan for resuming the play after the

present happy interruption (with a

courteous glance at Sir Thomas) be

cause in that case, he should make a

point of returning to Mansfield, at any

time required by the party ; he was

going away immediately, being to

meet his uncle at Bath without delay,

but if there were any prospect of a

renewal of " Lovers Vows" he should

hold himself positively engaged, he

should break through every other

claim,
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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 I may be" said he,

" I will attend you from any place in

England, at an hour's notice."

It was well at that moment that

Tom had to speak and not his sister.

He could immediately say with easy

fluency, " I am sorry you are going—

but as to our play, that is all over—

entirely at an end (looking signifi

cantly at his father). The painter was

sent off yesterday, and very little will

remain of the theatre tomorrow.—I

knew how that would be from the

first.—It is early for Bath.—You will

find nobody there."

" It is about my uncle's usual time."

" When do you think of going ?"

" I may perhaps get as far as Ban

bury to day."

" Whose stables do you use at

Bath ?"
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Bath?" was the next question; and

while this branch of the subject was

under discussion, Maria, who wanted

neither pride nor resolution, was pre

paring to encounter her share of it

with tolerable calmness.

To her he soon turned, repeating

much of what he had already said,

with only a softened air and stronger

expressions of regret. But what

availed his expressions or his air ?—He

was going—and if not voluntarily go

ing, voluntarily intending to stay away,

for excepting what might be due to

his uncle, his engagements were all

self-imposed.—He might talk of ne

cessity, 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 endure what arose

from listening to language, which his

actions contradicted, or to bury the

tumult
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tumult of her feelings under the re

straint of society ; for general civilities

soon called his notice from her, and

the farewell visit, as it then became

openly acknowledged, was a very 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 Maria and 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 exposure to be added to

desertion.—Henry Crawford gone, she

could even pity her sister.

With a purer spirit did Fanny rejoice

in the intelligence.—She heard it at

dinner and felt it a blessing. By all

the
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the others it was mentioned with re

gret, and his merits honoured with

due gradation of feeling, from the

sincerity of Edmund's too partial re

gard to the unconcern of his mother

speaking entirely by rote. Mrs. Nor-

ris began to look about her and wonder

that his falling 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 was it possible for

even her activity to keep pace with

her wishes ?

Another day or two, and Mr. Yates

was 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 irksome1;

but of him, trifling and confident, idle

and expensive, it was every way vexa

tious. In himself he was wearisome,

but as the friend of Tom and the ad

mirer of Julia he became offensive.

Sir
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-Sir Thomas had been quite indifferent

to Mr. Crawford's going or staying—

but his good wishes for Mr. Yates's

having 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 Mans

field, the removal of every thing ap

pertaining 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 in

evitably reminding him of its existence.

Mrs. Norris contrived to remove

one article from his sight that might

have distressed him. The curtain over

which she had presided with such ta

lent and such success, went off with

her to her cottage, where she happened

to be particularly in want of green

baize. . ,

CHAPTER
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CHAPTER III.

Sir Thomas's return made a striking

change in the ways of the family, in

dependent of Lover's vows. Under

his government, Mansfield was an al

tered place. Some members of their

society sent away and the spirits of

many others saddened, it was all same

ness and gloom compared with the

past ; a sombre family party rarely

enlivened. There was little intercourse

with the parsonage. Sir Thomas draw

ing back from intimacies in general,

was particularly disinclined, at this

time, for any engagements but in one

quarter. The Rushworths were the

only addition to his own domestic cir

cle which he could solicit.

Edmund did not wonder that such

should be his father's feelings, nor

could he regret anything but the ex

clusion of the Grants. " But they,"

he observed to Fanny, " have a claim.

They seem to belong to us—they

seem
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seem to be part of ourselves. I

could wish my father were more sensi

ble of their very great attention to my

mother and sisters while he was away.

I am afraid they may feel themselves

neglected. But the truth is that my

father hardly knows them. They had

not been here a twelvemonth when he

left England. If he knew them better,

he would value their society as it de

serves, for they are in fact exactly the

sort of people he would like. We are

sometimes a little 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 even

to my father."

" Do you think so ?" said Fanny.

" In my opinion, my uncle would not

like any addition. I think he values

the very quietness you speak of, and

that the repose of his own family circle

is all he wants. And it does not ap

pear
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pear. to me that we are more serious

than we used to be ; I mean before my

uncle went abroad. As well as I can

recollect it was always much the same.

There was never much laughing in his

presence ; or, if there is any difference,

it is not more I think than such an ab

sence has a tendency to produce at

first There must be a sort of shyness.

But I cannot recollect that our even

ings formerly were ever merry, except

when my uncle was in town. No

young people's are, I suppose, when

those they look up to are at home."

" I believe you are right, Fanny"

was his reply, after a short considera

tion. " I believe our evenings are ra

ther returned to what they were, than

assuming a new character. The no

velty was in their being lively.—Yet,

how strong the impression that only a

few weeks will give ! I have been feel

ing as if we had never lived so before."

" I suppose I am graver than other

people," said Fanny. " The evenings

do
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do not appear long to me. I love to

hear my uncle talk ofthe West Indies. I

could listen tohim for an hour together.

It entertains me more than many other

things have done—but then I am un

like other people I dare say."

" Why should you dare say that ?

(smiling)—Do you want to be told

that you are only unlike other people

in being more wise and discreet ? But

when did you or any body ever get a

compliment from me, Fanny ? Go to

my father if you want to be compli

mented. 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 with it, and

trust to his seeing as much beauty of

mind in time."

Such language was so new to Fanny

that it quite embarrassed her.

" Your uncle thinks you very pretty,

dear Fanny—and that is the long and

the short of the matter. Anybody but

vol. ir. d myself
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myself would have made something

more of it, and any body but you

would resent that you had not been

thought very pretty before; but the

truth is, that your uncle never did ad

mire you till now—and now he does.

Your complexion is so improved —

and you have gained so much coun

tenance !—and your figure—Nay, Fan

ny, do not turn away about it—It is

but an uncle. If you cannot bear an

uncle's admiration what is to become

of you ? You must really begin to

harden yourself to the idea of being

worth looking at.—You must try not

to mind growing up into a pretty wo

man."

" Oh ! don't talk so, don't talk 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 I only wish you would talk to him

more.—
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more.—You are one of those who are

too silent in the evening circle."

" But I do talk to him more than I

used. I am sure I do. Did not you

hear me ask him about the slave trade

last night ?"

" I did—and was in hopes the ques

tion would be followed up by others.

It would have pleased your uncle to be.

inquired of farther."

" And I longed to do it—but there

was such a dead silence ! And while

my cousins were sitting by without

speaking a word, or seeming at all in

terested in the subject, I did not like—

I thought it would appear as if I wanted

to set myself off at their expense, by

shewing a curiosity and pleasure in his

information which he must wish his

own daughters to feel."

" Miss Crawford was very right in

what she said of you the other day—

that you seemed almost as fearful of

notice and praise as other women were

d 2 of
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of neglect. We were talking of you

at the Parsonage, and those were her

words. She has great discernment.

I know nobody who distinguishes cha

racters better.—For so young a woman

it is remarkable ! She certainly un

derstands you better than you are un

derstood by the greater part of those

who have known you so long; and

with regard to some others, I can per

ceive from occasional lively hints, the

unguarded expressions of the moment,

that she could define many as accu

rately did not delicacy forbid it. I

wonder what she thinks of my father !

Site must admire him as a fine looking

man, with most gentleman-like, digni

fied, consistent manners ; but perhaps

having seen him so seldom, his re

serve may be a little repulsive. Could

they be much together I feel sure of

their liking each other. He would

enjoy her liveliness—and she has ta

lents to value his powers. I wish they

met
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met more frequently !—I hope she

does not suppose there is any dislike

on his side."

" She must know herself too secure

of the regard of all the rest of you,"

said Fanny with half a sigh, " to have

any such apprehension. And Sir

Thomas's wishing just at first to be

only with his family is so very na

tural, that she can argue nothing

from that. After a little while I dare

say we shall be meeting again in the

same sort of way, allowing for the

difference of the time of year."

" This is the first October that she

has passed in the country since her

infancy. I do not call Tunbridge or

Cheltenham the country ; and No

vember is a still more serious month,

and I can see that Mrs. Grant is very

anxious for her not finding Mansfield

dull as winter comes on."

Fanny could have said a great deal,

but it was safer to say nothing, and

leave untouched all Miss Crawford's

d 3 resources,



( 54, )

resources, her accomplishments, her

spirits, her importance, her friends,

lest it should betray her into any ob

servations seemingly unhandsome. Miss

Crawford's kind opinion of herself de

served at least a grateful forbearance,

and she began to talk of something

else.

" To-morrow, I think, my uncle

dines at Sotherton, and you and Mr.

Bertram too. We shall be quite a

small party at home. I hope my

uncle may continue to like Mr. Rush-

worth."

" That is impossible, Fanny. He

must like him less after to-morrow's

visit, for we shall be five hours in his

company. I should dread the stupidity

of the day, if there were not a much

greater evil to follow—the impression it

must leave on Sir Thomas. He cannot

much longer deceive himself. I am

sorry for them all, and would give

something that Rushworth and Maria

had never met."

In
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In this quarter, indeed, disappoint

ment was impending over Sir Thomas.

Not all his good-will for Mr. Rush-

worth, 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

business as in books, with opinions in

general unfixed, and without seeming

much aware of it himself.

He had expected a very different

son-in-law ; and beginning to feel

grave on Maria's account, tried to un

derstand her feelings. Little observa

tion there was necessary to tell him

that indifference was the most favour

able state they could be in. Her be

haviour to Mr. Rushworth was careless

and cold. She could not, did not like

him. Sir Thomas resolved to speak

seriously to her. Advantageous a9

would be the alliance, and long stand

ing and public as was the engagement,

her happiness must not be sacrificed to

D 4 it.
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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, in

quired into her wishes, entreated her

to be open and sincere, and assured her

that every inconvenience should be

braved, and the connection entirely

given up, if she felt herself unhappy

in the prospect of it. He would act

for her and release her. Maria had a

moment's struggle as she listened, and

only a moment's : when her father

ceased she was able to give her answer

immediately, decidedly, and with no

apparent agitation. She thanked him

for his great attention, his paternal

kindness, but he was quite mistaken in

supposing she had the smallest desire

of breaking through her engagement,

or was sensible of any change of opi

nion or inclination since her forming

it. She had the highest esteem for Mr.

Rushworth's
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Rushworth's character and disposition,

and could not have a doubt of her

happiness with him.

Sir Thomas was satisfied ; too glad

to be satisfied perhaps to urge the

matter quite so far as his judgment

might have dictated to others. It was

an alliance which he could not have

relinquished without pain ; and thus

he reasoned. Mr. Rushworth was young

enough to improve;—Mr. Rushworth

must and would improve in good so

ciety ; and if Maria could now speak

so securely of her happiness with him,

speaking certainly without the preju

dice, 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 be less on that account, and if she

could dispense with seeing her hus

band a leading, shining character, there

would certainly be every thing else in

her favour. A well-disposed young

woman, who did not marry for love,

was
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was in general but the more attached to

her own family, and the nearness of

Sotherton to Mansfield must naturally

hold out the greatest temptation, and

would in all probability be a continual

supply of the most amiable and inno

cent enjoyments. Such and such like

were the reasonings of Sir Thomas-

happy to escape the embarrassing evils

of a rupture, the wonder, the reflec

tions, 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 any thing of his daugh

ter's disposition that was most favour

able for the purpose.

To her the conference closed as

satisfactorily as to him. She was in a

state of mind to be glad that she had

secured her fate beyond recall—that

she had pledged herself anew to So

therton- -that she was safe from the

possibility of giving Crawford the

triumph of governing her actions and

destroying
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destroying her prospects ; and retired in

proud resolve, determined only to

behave more cautiously to Mr. Rush-

worth in future, that her father might

not be again suspecting her.

Had Sir Thomas applied to his

daughter within the first three or four

days after Henry Crawford's leaving

Mansfield, before her feelings were

at all tranquillized, before she had

given up every hope of him, or

absolutely resolved on enduring his

rival, her answer might have been dif

ferent ; but after another three or four

days, when there was no return, no

letter, no message—no 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

d 6 prosperity
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prosperity too. He should not have to

think of her as pining in the retire

ment of Mansfield for him, rejecting

Sotherton and London, independence

and splendour for his sake. Indepen

dence was more needful than ever ; the

want of it at Mansfield more sensibly

felt. She was less and less able to

endure the restraint which her father

imposed. The liberty which his ab

sence had given was now become abso

lutely necessary. She must escape

from him and Mansfield as soon as

possible, and find consolation in for

tune and consequence, bustle and the

world, for a wounded spirit. Her

mind was quite determined and varied

not.

To such feelings, delay, even the

delay of much preparation, would

have been an evil, and Mr. Rushworth

could hardly be more impatient for the

marriage than herself. In all the im

portant preparations of the mind she

was complete j being prepared for ma

trimony
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trimony by an hatred of home, re

straint, and tranquillity ; by the misery

of disappointed affection and contempt

of the man she was to marry. The

rest might wait. The preparations of

new carriages and furniture might wait

for London and spring, when her own

taste could have fairer play.

The principals being all agreed in

this respect, it soon appeared that a

very few weeks would be sufficient for

such arrangements as must precede

the wedding.

Mrs. Rushworth was quite ready to

retire, and make way for the fortunate

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 animation

of a card table as she had ever done on

the spot—and before the middle of the

same
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same month the ceremony had taken

place, which gave Sotherton another

mistress.

It was a very proper wedding. The

bride was elegantly dressed—the two

bridemaids were duly inferior—her

father gave her away—her mother

stood with salts in her hand expecting

to be agitated—her aunt tried to cry—

and the service was impressively read

by Dr. Grant. Nothing could be ob

jected to when it came under the dis

cussion of the neighbourhood, except

that the carriage which conveyed the

bride and bridegroom and Julia, from

the church door to Sotherton, was the

same chaise which Mr. Rushworth had

used for a twelvemonth before. In

every thing else the etiquette of the

day might stand the strictest investi

gation.

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
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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. Rush worth in a supernumerary

glass or two, was all joyous delight—

for she had made the match—she had

done every thing—and no one would

have supposed from her confident

triumph, that she had ever heard of

conjugal infelicity in her life, or could

have the smallest insight into the dis

position of the niece who had been

brought up under her eye.

The plan of the young couple was

to proceed after a few days to Brigh

ton, 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 were

over, it would be time for the wider

range of London.

Julia
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Julia was to go with them to Brigh'

ton. Since rivalry between the sisters-

had ceased, they had been gradually

recovering much of their former good

understanding ; and were at least suf

ficiently friends to make each of them

exceedingly glad to be with the other

at such a time. Some other com

panion than Mr. Rushworth was of

the first consequence to his Lady, 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 ma

terial change at Mansfield, a chasm

which required some time to fill up.

The family circle became greatly con

tracted, and though the Miss Ber

trams had latterly added little to its-

gaiety, they could not but be missed.

Even their mother missed them—and

how much more their tender-hearted

cousin, who wandered about the house,

and
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and thought of them, and felt for them,

with a degree of affectionate regret

which they had never done much to

deserve.

CHAP.
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CHAPTER IV.

Fanny's consequence increased on

the departure of her cousins. Becom

ing as she then did, the only young

woman in the drawing-room, the only

occupier of that interesting division of

a family in which she had hitherto held

so humble a third, it was impossible for

her not to be more looked at, more

thought of and attended to, than she

had ever been before ; and " where is

Fanny ?" became no uncommon ques

tion, even without her being wanted

for any one's convenience.

Not only at home did her value in

crease, but at the Parsonage too. In

that house which she had hardly en

tered twice a year since Mr. Norris's

death, she became a welcome, an in

vited guest ; and in the gloom and dirt

of a November day, most acceptable

to Mary Crawford. Her visits there,

beginning by chance, were continued

by
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by solicitation. Mrs. Grant, really ea

ger to get any change for her sister,

could by the easiest self-deceit persuade

herself that she was doing ttye kindest

thing by Fanny, and giving her the

most important opportunities of im

provement in pressing her frequent

calls.

Fanny having been sent into the vil

lage on some errand by her aunt Nor-

ris, was overtaken by a heavy shower

close to the Parsonage, and being des

cried from one of the windows, en

deavouring to find shelter under the

branches and lingering leaves of an

oak just beyond their premises, was

forced, though not without some mo

dest reluctance on her part, to come

in. 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
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dismal rain in a very desponding state

of mind, sighing over the ruin of all

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 a lit

tle 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 a wet day in the

country, was most forcibly brought be

fore her. She was all alive again di

rectly, and among the most active in

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 down stairs, to be fixed

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
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and might carry on her spirits to 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 be

lieved 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. As to anxiety for any

alarm that her absence in such weather

might occasion at home, she had no

thing 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 what

ever cottage aunt N orris might chuse

to establish her during the rain, her

being in such cottage would be indu

bitable to aunt Bertram.

It was beginning to look brighter,

when Fanny observing a harp in the

room, asked some questions about it,

which
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which soon led to an acknowledgment

of her wishing very much to hear it,

and a confession which could hardly be

believed, of her having never yet heard

it since its being in Mansfield. To

Fanny herself it appeared a very simple

and natural 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 herown neglect;—and "shall

I play to you now ?"—and " what will

you have?" were questions immediately

following with the readiest good hu

mour.

She played accordingly ; happy to

have a new listener, and a listener who

seemed so much obliged, so full of

wonder at the performance, and who

shewed herself not wanting in taste.

She played till Fanny's eyes, straying

to the window on the weather's being

evidently fair, spoke what she felt must

be done.

" Another
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" Another quarter of an hour," said

Miss Crawford, "and we shall see howit

will be. Do not run away the first mo

ment of its holding up. Those clouds

look alarming."

" But they are passed over," said

Fanny.—" I have been watching them.

—This weather is all from the south."

" South or north, I know a black

cloud when I see it ; and you must not

set forward while it is so threatening.

And besides, I 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's

favourite."

Fanny felt that she must; and

though she had not waited for that

sentence to be thinking of Edmund,

such a memento made her particularly

awake to his idea, and she fancied him

sitting in that room again and again,

perhaps in the very spot where she sat

• now, listeningvvith constant delight to

the favourite air, played, as it appeared

to her, with superior tone and expres

sion;
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sion; and though pleased with it her

self, and glad to like whatever was liked

by him, she was more sincerely impa

tient 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 ob

jection arose at home.

Such was the origin of the sort of in

timacy which took place between them

within the first fortnight after the

Miss Bertrams' going away, an inti

macy resulting principally from Miss

Crawford's desire of something new,

and which had little reality in Fanny's

feelings. Fanny went to her every two

or three days ; it seemed a kind of fas

cination ; she could not be easy with

out going, and yet it was without lov

ing her, without ever thinking like her,

without any sense of obligation for be

ing sought after now when nobody else

was to be had ; and deriving no higher

pleasure
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pleasure from her conversation than oc

casional amusement, and that often at

the expense of her judgment, when it

was raised by pleasantry on people or

subjects which she wished to be respect

ed. She went however, and they saun

tered 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 perhaps till in the midst of some

tender ejaculation of Fanny's, on the

sweets of so protracted an autumn,

they were forced by the sudden swell

of a cold gust shaking down the last

few yellow leaves about them, to jump

up and walk for warmth.

" This is pretty—very pretty," said

Fanny, looking around her as they were

thus sitting together one day : " Every

time I come into this shrubbery I am

more struck with its growth and beau

ty. Three years ago, this was nothing

VOL. II. e but
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but a rough hedgerow along the upper

side of the field, never thought of as

anything, or capable of becoming any

thing; and now it is converted into a

walk, and it would be difficult to say

whether most valuable as a convenience

br an ornament ; and perhaps in ano

ther three years we maybe forgetting—

almost forgetting what it was before.

How wonderful, how very wonderful

the operations of time, and the changes

of the human mind I" And following

the latter train of thought, she soon

afterwards added : " If any one faculty

of our nature may be called more won

derful than the rest, I do think it is

memory. There seems something more

speakingly incomprehensible in the

powers, the failures, the inequalities of

memory, than in any other of our in

telligences. The memory is sometimes

so retentive, so serviceable, so obedient

—at others, so bewildered and so weak

- —and at others again, so tyrannic, so

beyond controul \—We are to be sure

a miracle
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a miracle every way—but our powers

of recollecting and of forgetting, do

seem peculiarly past finding out."

Miss Crawford untouched and inat

tentive, had nothing to say; and Fanny

perceiving it, brought back her own

mind to what she thought must in

terest.

" It may seem impertinent in me to

praise, but I must admire the taste Mrs.

Grant has shewn in all this. There is

such a quiet simplicity in the plan of

the walk l^not too much attempted !"

" Yes," replied Miss Crawford care

lessly, " it does very well for a place of

this sort. One does not think of ex

tent here—and between ourselves, till I

came to Mansfield I had not imagined

a country parson ever aspired to a

shrubbery or any thing of the kind."

" I 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

E 2 and
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and evergreens in general.—The ever

green!—How beautiful, how welcome,

how wonderful the evergreen !—When

one thinks of it, how astonishing a va

riety of nature !—In some countries we

know the tree that sheds its leaf is the

variety, but that does not make it less

amazing, that the same soil and the

same sun should nurture plants differ

ing in the first rule and law of their

existence. You will think me rhapso

dizing ; but when I am out of doors,

especially when I am sitting out of

doors, I am very apt to get into this

sort of wondering strain. One cannot

fix one's eyes on the commonest natu

ral production without finding food for

a rambling fancy."

" To say the truth," replied Miss

Crawford, " I am something like the

famous Doge at the court of Lewis

XIV ; and may declare that I see no

wonder in this shrubbery equal to see

ing myself in it. If any body had

told me a year ago that this place would

be
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be my home, that I should be spending

month after month here, as I have

done, I certainly should not have be

lieved them !—I have now been here

nearly five months ! and moreover the

quietest five months I ever passed."

" Too quiet for you I believe."

" I should have thought so theoreti

cally myself, but"—and her eyes bright

ened as she spoke—" take it all and all,

I never spent so happy a summer.—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 she

felt quite unequal to surmising or soli

citing anything more. Miss Crawford

however with renewed animation soon

went on :

" I am conscious of being far better

reconciled to a country residence than

I had ever expected to be. I can even

suppose it pleasant to spend half the

year in the country, under certain cir

cumstances—very pleasant. An ele-

e 3 gant,
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ganf, moderate-sized house in the cen

tre of family connections—continual

engagements among them—command

ing the first society i n the neighbourhood

—looked-up to perhaps as leading it

even more than those of larger for

tune, and turning from the cheerful

round of such amusements to nothing

worse than a tete-a-tete with the per

son one feels most agreeable in the

world. There is nothing frightful in

such a picture, is there Miss Price?

One need not envy the new Mrs.

Rushworth with such a home as that."

" Envy Mrs. Rushworth !" was all that

Fanny attempted to say. " Come,

come, it would be very unhandsome

in us to be severe on Mrs. Rushworth,

for I look forward to our owing her a

great many gay, brilliant, happy hours.

I expect we shall be all very much at

Sotherton another year. Such a match

as Miss Bertram has made is a public

blessing, for the first pleasures of Mr.

Rushworth's wife must be to fill her

house,
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house, and give the best balls in the

country."

Fanny was silent—and Miss Craw

ford relapsed into thoughtfulness, till

suddenly looking up at the end of a

few minutes, she exclaimed, " Ah !

here he is." It was not Mr. Rushworth,

however, but Edmund, who then ap

peared walking towards them with

Mrs. Grant. " My sister and Mr.

Bertram—I 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 I detest it."

" How differently we feel !" cried

Fanny. " To me, the sound of Mr.

Bertram is so cold and nothing-mean

ing—so entirely without warmth or

character !—It just stands for a gen

tleman and that's all. But there is

nobleness in the name of Edmund.

It is a name of heroism and renown—-

of kings, princes, and knights; and

E 4 seems

-
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seems to breathe the spirit of chi

valry and warm affections."

" I grant you the name is good in

itself, and Lord Edmund or Sir Ed

mund sound delightfully ; but sink it

under the chill, the annihilation of a

Mr.—and Mr. Edmund is no more

than Mr. John or Mr. Thomas. Well,

shall we join and disappoint them of

half their lecture upon sitting down

out of doors at this time of year, by

being up before they can begin ?"

Edmund met them with particular

pleasure. It was the first time of his

seeing them together since the begin

ning 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 ; arid to the

credit of the lover's understanding be

it stated, that he did not by any means

consider Fanny as the only, or even

as the greater gainer by such a friend

ship.

« Well,"
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" Well," said Miss Crawford, " and

do not you scold us for our impru

dence ? What do you think we have

been sitting down for but to be talked

to about it, and entreated and suppli

cated never to do so again ?"

" Perhaps I might have scolded,"

said Edmund, " if either of you had

been sitting down alone; but while

you do wrong together I can overlook

a great deal."

" They cannot have been sitting

long," cried Mrs. Grant, for when I

went up for my shawl I saw them from

the staircase window, and then they

were walking."

"And really," added Edmund, "the

day is so mild that your sitting down

for a few minutes can be hardly thought

imprudent. Our weather must not

always be judged by the calendar.

We may sometimes take greater liber

ties in November than in May."

" Upon my word," cried Miss Craw

ford, " you are two of the most disap-

e 5 pointing

t
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pointing and unfeeling kind friends I

ever met with ! There is no giving

you a moment's uneasiness. You do

not know how much we have been suf

fering, nor what chills we have felt !

But I have long thought Mr. Bertram

one of the worst subjects to work on, in

any little manoeuvre against common

sense that a woman could be plagued

with. I had very little hope of him

from the first; but you Mrs. Grant,

my sister, my own sister, I think I

had a right to alarm you a little."

" Do not flatter yourself, my dearest

Mary. You have not the smallest

chance of moving me. I have my

alarms, but they are quite in a different

quarter : and if I could have altered

the weather, you would have had a

good sharp east wind blowing on you

the whole time—for here are some of

my plants which Robert will leave out

because the nights are so mild, and I

know the end of it will be that

we shall have a sudden change of

weather,
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weather, a hard frost setting in all at

once, taking every body (at least

Robert) by surprise, and I shall lose

every one ; and what is worse, cook

has just been telling me that the

turkey which I particularly wished

not to be dressed till Sunday, because

I know how much more Dr. Grant

would enjoy it on Sunday after the

fatigues of the day, will not keep be

yond tomorrow. These are something

like grievances, and make me think

the weather most unseasonably close."

" The sweets of housekeeping in a

country village !" said Miss Crawford

archly. " Commend me to the nur

seryman and the poulterer."

" My dear child, commend Dr.

Grant to the deanery of Westminster

or St. Paul's, and I should be as glad

of your nurseryman and poulterer as

you could be. But we have no such

people in Mansfield. What would you

have me do ?"

" Oh ! you can do nothing but what

E 6 you
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you do already ; be plagued very often

and never lose your temper."

" Thank you—but there is no escap

ing these little vexations, Mary, live

where we may ; and when you are set

tled in town and I come to see you, I

dare say I shall find you with yours, in.

spite of the nurseryman and the poul

terer—or perhaps on their very ac

count. Their remoteness and unpunc-

tuality, or their exorbitant charges

and frauds will be drawing forth bitter

lamentations."

" I mean to be too rich to lament or

to feel any thing of the sort. A large

income is the best recipe" for happiness

I ever heard of. It certainly may se

cure all the myrtle and turkey part

of it."

" You intend to be very rich," said

Edmund, with a look which to Fanny's

eye had a great deal of serious mean

ing.

" To be sure. Do not you ?—Do

not we all ?"

" I can-
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" I 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 thou

sands a year, and there can be no

doubt of their coming. My inten

tions are only not to be poor." .

" By moderation and economy, and

bringing down your wants to your in

come and all that. I understand you

—and a very proper plan it is for a

person at your time of life, with such

limited means and indifferent connec

tions.—What can you want but a de

cent maintenance ? You have not

much time before you ; and your rela

tions are in no situation to do anything

for you, or to mortify you by the con

trast of their own wealth and conse

quence. Be honest and poor by all

means—but I shall not envy you ; 1 do

notmuch think I shall ever respect you.

I have a much greater respect for those

that are honest and rich."

" Your
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" Your degree of respect for ho

nesty, rich or poor, is precisely what

I have no manner of concern with.

I do not mean to be poor. Poverty is

exactly what I have determined

against. Honesty, in the something

between, in the middle state of worldly

circumstances, is all that I am anxious

for your not looking down on."

" But I do look down upon it, if it

might have been higher. I must look

down upon anything contented with

obscurity when it might rise to dis

tinction."

" But how may it rise ?—How may

my honesty at least rise to any dis

tinction ?"

This was not so very easy a question

to answer, and occasioned an " Oh !"

of some length from the fair lady be

fore she could add " You ought to be

in parliament, or you should have

gone into the army ten years ago."

" That is not much to the purpose

now; and as to my being in parlia

ment,
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ment, I believe I must wait till there

is an especial assembly for the repre

sentation of younger sons who have

little to live on. No, Miss Crawford,"

he added, in a more serious tone, " there

are distinctions which I should be

miserable if I thought myself without

any chance — absolutely without

chance or possibility 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 sor

rowful food for Fanny's observation ;

and finding herself quite unable to

attend as she ought to Mrs. Grant, by

whose side she was now following the

others, she had nearly resolved on go

ing 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
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self-inquiry of whether she should

take leave or not just then and how,

to a very speedy issue. With undoubt-

ing 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 with

out in the least expectingEdmund's at

tendance she would have hastened away

alone; but the general pace was quicken

ed, and they all accompanied her into the

house through which it was necessary

to pass. Dr. Grant was in the vesti

bule, and as they stopt to speak to

him, she found from Edmund's man

ner 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 time

for an unpleasant feeling on the occa

sion,
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sion, when Mrs. Grant with sudden

recollection turned to her and asked

for the pleasure of her company too.

This was so new an attention, so per

fectly new a circumstance in the events

of Fanny's life, that she was all sur

prise and embarrassment ; and while

stammering out her great obligation,

and her—" but she did not suppose it

would be in her power," was looking at

Edmund for his opinion and help.—

ButEdmund, delighted with her having

such an happiness offered, and ascer

taining with half a look, 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 ofsparing her, and there

fore gave his decided open advice that

the invitation should be accepted ; and

though Fanny would not venture, even

on his encouragement, to such a flight

of audacious independence, it was

soon settled that if nothing were heard

to
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to the contrary, Mrs. Grant migh

expect her.

" And you know what your dinner

will be," said Mrs. Grant, smiling—

" the turkey---and I assure you a very

fine one ; for my dear"—turning to her

husband—" cook insists upon the

turkey's being dressed tomorrow."

u Very well, very well," cried Dr.

-Grant, " all the better. I am glad to

hear you have any thing so good in

the house. But Miss Price and Mr.

Edmund Bertram, I dare say, would

take their chance. We none of us

want to hear the bill of fare. A

friendly meeting, and not a fine

dinner, is all we have in view. A

turkey or a goose, or a leg of mutton,

or whatever you and your cook chuse

to give us."

The two cousins walked home to

gether ; and except in the immediate

discussion of this engagement, which

Edmund spoke of with the warmest

satisfaction,
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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.

CHAPTER
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CHAPTER V.

" But why should Mrs. Grant ask

Fanny ?" said Lady Bertram. " How

came she to think of asking Fanny ?--

Fanny never dines there you know in

this sort of way. I cannot spare her,

and I am sure she does not want to go.

—Fanny, you do not want to go, do

you ?"

" If you put such a question to

her," cried Edmund, preventing his

cousin's speaking, " Fanny will imme

diately say, no ; but I am sure, my

dear mother, she would like to go ;

and I can see no reason why she should

not."

" I cannot imagine why Mrs. Grant

should think of asking her.—She never

did before.—She used to ask your

sisters now and then, but she never

asked Fanny."

" If you cannot do without me,

ma'am,"
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ma'am," said Fanny, in a self-denying

tone—

" But my. mother will have my fa

ther with her all the evening."

" To be sure, so I shall."

" Suppose you take my father's

opinion, ma'am."

That's well thought of. So I will,

Edmund. I will ask Sir Thomas, as

soon as he comes in, whether I can do

without her."

il As you please, ma'am, on that

head ; but I meant my father's opinion

as to the propriety of the invitation's

being accepted or not; and I think he

will consider it a right thing by Mrs.

Grant, as well as by Fanny, that being

the first invitation it should be ac

cepted."

" 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
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till Sir Thomas were present ; but the

subject involving, as it did, her own

evening's comfort for the morrow, was

so much uppermost in Lady Bertram's

mind, that half an hour afterwards, on

his looking in for a minute in 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—I

have something to say to you."

Her tone of calm languor, for she

never took the trouble of raising her

voice, was always heard and attended

to ; and Sir Thomas came back. Her

story began ; and Fanny immediately

slipped out of the room ; for to hear

herself the subject of any discussion

with her uncle, was more than her

nerves could bear. She was anxious

she knew—more anxious perhaps than

she ought to be—for what was it after

all whether she went or staid?—but if

her uncle were to be a great while con

sidering and deciding, and with very

grave
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grave looks, and those grave looks di

rected to her, and at last decide against

her, she might not be able to appear

properly submissive and indifferent.

Her cause meanwhile went on well.

It began on Lady Bertram's part with,

" I have something to tell you that

will surprise you. Mrs. Grant has ask

ed Fanny to dinner!"

" Well," said Sir Thomas, as if wait

ing more to accomplish the surprise.

u Edmund wants her to go. But

how can I spare her ?"

" She will be late," said Sir Thomas,

taking out his watch, " but what is

your difficulty ?"

Edmund found himself obliged to

speak and fill up the blanks in his mo

ther's story. He told the whole, and

she had only to add, " So strange ! for

Mrs. Grant never used to ask her."

" But is not it very natural," ob

served Edmund, " that Mrs. Grant

should wish to procure so agreeable a

visitor for her sister ?"

M Nothing
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" Nothing can be more natural,"

said Sir Thomas, after a short delibera

tion ; " nor, were there no sister in the

case, could anything in my opinion be

more natural. Mrs. Grant's shewing

civility to Miss Price, to Lady Ber

tram's niece, could never want expla

nation. The only surprise I can feel

is that this should be thefirst time of

its being paid. Fanny was perfectly

right in giving only a conditional

answer. She appears to feel as she

ought. But as I conclude that she

must wish to go, since all young peo

ple like to be together, I can see no

reason why she should be denied the

indulgence."

" But can I do without her, Sir

Thomas ?"

"Indeed I think you may."

" She always makes tea you know,

when my sister is not here."

" Your sister perhaps may be pre

vailed on to spend the day with us, and

I shall certainly be at home."

« Very
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" 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, it is all happily set

tled, and without the smallest hesita

tion on your uncle's side. He had but

one opinion. You are to go."

" Thank you, I am so glad," was

Fanny's instinctive reply; though whea

she had turned from him and shut the

door, she could not help feeling, " and

yet, why should I be glad ? for am I

not certain of seeing or hearing some

thing there to pain me ?"

In spite of this conviction, however,

she was glad. Simple as such an en

gagement might appear in other eyes,

it had novelty and importance in hers,

for excepting the day at Sotherton, she

had scarcely ever dined out before; and

though now going only half a mile and

only to three people, still it was dining

out, and all the little interests of pre-

vol. ii. p paration
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paration were enjoyments in themselves.

Shehad neither sympathy nor assistance

from those who ought to have entered

into her feelings and directed her taste ;

for Lady Bertram never thought of

being useful to any hody, and Mrs.

Norris, when she came on the morrow,

in consequence of an early call and in

vitation 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 possi

ble.

" Upon my word, Fanny, you are in

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 I hope you are aware that there is

no real occasion for your going into

company in this sort of way, or . ever

dining out at all ; and it is what you

must not depend upon ever being re
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peated. Nor must you be fancying,

that the invitation is meant as any par

ticular compliment to you; the com

pliment is intended to your uncle and

aunt, and me. Mrs. Grant thinks it

a civility due to us to take a little no

tice of you, or else it would never

have come into her head, and you

may be very certain, that if your cou

sin Julia had been at home, you would

not have been asked at all."

Mrs. Norris had now so ingeniously

done away all Mrs. Grant's part of the

favour, that Fanny, who found her

self 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 a state as to pre

vent 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 I hope you

f 2 will
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will have a very agreeable. clay and find

it all mighty delightful. But I must

observe, that five is the very awkward-

est of all possible numbers to sit down

to table; and I cannot but be sur

prised 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 ta

ble when I 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 infi

nitely better it would have been ! and

how much more he would have been

respected ! for people are never re

spected when they step out of their

proper sphere. Remember that, Fanny.

Five, only five to be sitting round

that table ! However, you will have

dinner enough on it for ten I dare

say."

Mrs. Nor-
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Mrs. Norris fetched breath and went

on again.

" The nonsense and folly of people's

stepping out of their rank and trying

to appear above themselves, makes me

think it right to give you a hint, Fanny,

now that you are going into company

without any of us ; and I do beseech

and intreat you not to be putting your

self 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, where-

ever you are, you must be the lowest

and last ; and though Miss Crawford

is in a manner at home, at the Parson

age, you are not to be taking place of

her. And as to coming away at night,

you are to stay just as long as Edmund

chuses. Leave him to settle that."

" Yes. ma'am, I should not think of

anything else."

" And if it should rain, which I think

exceedingly likely, for I never saw it

f 3 more
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more threatening for a wet evening in

my life—you must manage as well as

you can, and not be expecting the

carriage to be sent for you. I certain

ly do not go home to night, and there

fore, 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 rea

sonable. She rated her own claims to

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

a tone of most unanswerable dignity,

and coming farther into the room.—

" My niece walk to a dinner engage

ment
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ment at this time of the year ! Will

twenty minutes after four suit you ?"

" Yes, sir," was Fanny's humble

answer, given with the feelings almost

of a criminal 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 !---a great deal

too kind ! But Edmund goes ;-- -true

—it is upon Edmund's account. I

observed he was hoarse on Thursday

night."

But this could not impose on Fanny.

She felt that the carriage was for her

self and herself alone ; and her uncle's

consideration of her coming imme

diately after such representations from

her aunt, cost her some tears of grati

tude when she was alone.

The coachman drove round to a

minute; another minute brought down

f 4 the
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the gentleman, and as the lady had,

with- a most scrupulous fear of being

late, been many minutes seated in the

drawing room, Sir Thomas saw them

off in as good time as his own cor

rectly punctual habits required.

" Now I must look at you, Fanny,"

said Edmund, with the kind smile of

an affectionate brother, " and tell you

how I like you ; and as well as I can

judge by this light, you look very

nicely indeed. What have you got

on?"

" The new dress that my uncle was so

good as to give me on my cousin's

marriage. 1 hope it is not too fine,

but I thought I ought to wear it as

soon as I could, and that I might not

have such another opportunity all the

winter. I hope you do not think me

too fine."

" A woman can never be too fine

while she is all in white. No, I see no

finery about you ; nothing but what

is perfectly proper. Your gown seems

very
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very pretty. I like these glossy spots.

Has not Miss Crawford a gown some

thing the same ?"

In approaching the Parsonage they

passed close by the stable-yard and

coach-house.—

" Hey day !" said Edmund, " here's

company, here's a carriage ! who have

they got to meet us?" And letting

down the side-glass'to distinguish, " "lis

Crawford's, Crawford's barouche I

protest ! There are his own two men

pushing it back into its old quarters.

He is here of course. This is quite a

surprise, Fanny. I shall be very glad

to see him."

There was no occasion, there was no

time for Fanny to say how very dif

ferently she felt ; but the idea of

having such another to observe her,

was a great increase of the trepidation

with which she performed the very

awful ceremony of walking into the

drawing-room.

In the drawing-room Mr. Crawford

f 5 certainly
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certainly was ; having been just long

enough arrived to be ready for dinner ;

and the smiles and pleased looks of

the three others standing round him,

shewed how welcome was his sudden

resolution of coming to them for a

few days on leaving Bath. A very

cordial meeting passed between him

and Edmund ; and with the exception

of Fanny, the pleasure was general ;

and even to her, there might be some

advantage in his presence, since every

addition to the party must rather for

ward her favourite indulgence of being

suffered to sit silent and unattended

to. She was soon aware of this her

self ; 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 com

pany, and to all the little distinctions

consequent thereon, she found while

they were at table, such a happy flow

of conversation prevailing in which

she was not required to take any part-

there
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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 every thing, and all together

between Mr. Crawford and Mrs. Grant,

as to leave her the fairest prospect of

having only to listen in quiet, and of

passing a very 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, ad

vised by Edmund, and warmly urged

by the two sisters, was soon in pos

session 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 probable continuance

of the open weather, but her answers '

were as short and indifferent as civility

allowed. She could not wish him to

t 6 stay,
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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 re

membrance affected his spirits. Here

he was again on the same ground

where all had passed before, and appa

rently as willing to stay and be happy

without the Miss Bertrams, as if he

had never known Mansfield in any

other state. She heard them spoken

of by him only in a general way till

they were all re-assembled in the draw

ing-room, when Edmund being en

gaged 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 particu

larity to his other sister. With a sig

nificant smile, which made Fanny quite

hate him, he said, " So ! Rushworth

and his fair bride are at Brighton I

understand—Happy man !"

" Yes,
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" Yes, they have been there—about

a fortnight Miss Price, have they not ?

—And Julia is with them."

" And Mr. Yates, I presume, is not

far off."

" Mr. Yates !—Oh ! we hear nothing

of Mr. Yates. I do not imagine he

figures much in the letters to Mans

field Park; do you, Miss Price?—I

think my friend Julia knows better

than to entertain her father with Mr.

Yates."

" Poor Rushworth and his two and

forty speeches !" continued Crawford.

" Nobody can ever forget them. Poor

fellow !— I see him now ;—his toil and

his despair. Well, I am much mistaken

if his lovely Maria will ever want him

to make two and forty speeches to

her"—adding with a momentary seri

ousness, " She is too good for him—

much too good." And then changing

his tone again to one of gentle gal

lantry, and addressing Fanny, he said,

" You
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" You were Mr. Rushworth's best

friend. Your kindness and patience

can never be forgotten, your indefati

gable patience in trying to make it

possible for him to learn his part—in

trying to give him a brain which na

ture had denied—to mix up an under

standing for him out of the superfluity

of your own ! He might not have

sense enough himself to estimate your

kindness, but I may venture to say

that it had honour from all the rest of

the party."

Fanny coloured, and said nothing.

" It is as a dream, a pleasant dream !"

he exclaimed, breaking forth again

after few minutes musing. " I shall

always look back on our theatricals

with exquisite pleasure. There was

such an interest, such an animation,

such a spirit diffused ! Every body

felt it. We were all alive. There was

employment, hope, solicitude, bustle,

for every hour of the day. Always

some



( in )

some little objection, some little doubt,

some little anxiety to be got over. I

never was happier."

With silent indignation, Fanny re

peated to herself, " Never happier !—

never happier than when doing what

you must know was not justifiable !—

never happier than when behaving so

dishonourably and unfeelingly !—Oh !

what a corrupted mind !"

" We were unlucky, Miss Price,"

he continued in a lower tone to avoid

the possibility of being heard by

Edmund, and not at all aware of her

feelings, " we certainly were very un

lucky. Another week, only one other

week, would have been enough for us.

I think if we had had the disposal of

events—if 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
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or a calm. I think, Miss Price, we

would have indulged ourselves with a

week's calm in the Atlantic at that

season."

He seemed determined to be an

swered ; and Fanny, averting her face,

said with a firmer tone than usual,

" As far as / am concerned, sir, I

would not have delayed his return for

a day. My uncle disapproved it all

so entirely when he did arrive, that in

my opinion, every thing had gone quite

far enough."

She had never spoken so much at

once to him in her life before, and

never so angrily to any one ; and when

her speech was over, she trembled and

blushed at her own daring. He was

surprised ; but after a few moments

silent consideration of her, replied in

a calmer graver tone, and as if the

candid result of conviction, " I be

lieve you are right. It was more plea

sant than prudent. We were getting

too noisy." And then turning the

conversation,
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conversation, he would have engaged

her on some other subject, but her

answers were so shy and reluctant that

he could not advance in any.

Miss Crawford, who had been re

peatedly eyeing Dr. Grant and Ed

mund, now observed, " Those gentle

men must have some very interesting

point to discuss."

" The most interesting in the world,"

replied her brother—" how to make

money—how to turn a good income into

a better. Dr. Grant is giving Bertram

instructions about the living he is to

step into so soon. I find he takes orders

in a few weeks. They were at it in the

dining parlour. I am glad to hear

Bertram will be so well off. He will

have a very pretty income to make

ducks and drakes with, and earned

without much trouble. I apprehend

he will not have less than seven hun

dred a year. Seven hundred a year is

a fine thing for a younger brother;

and as of course he will still live at

home,
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home, it will be all for his menus

plaisirs ; and a sermon at Christmas

and Easter I suppose will be the sum

total of sacrifice."

His sister tried to laugh off her

feelings by saying, " Nothing amuses

me more than the easy manner

with which every body settles the

abundance of those who have a great

deal less than themselves. You would

look rather blank, Henry, if your

menus plaisirs were to be limited to

seven hundred a year."

" Perhaps I might ; but all that you

know is entirely comparative. Birth

right and habit must settle the busi

ness. Bertram is certainly well off for

a cadet of even a Baronet's family. By

the time he is four or five and twenty

he will have seven hundred a year, and

nothing to do for it." ,

Miss Crawford could have said that

theie would be a something to do and

to suffer for it, which she could not

think lightly of; but she checked

herself
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herself and let it pass; and tried to

look calm and unconcerned when the

two gentlemen shortlyafterwardsjoined

them.

" Bertram," said Henry Crawford, " I

shall make a point of coming to Mans

field to hear you preach your first

sermon. I shall come on purpose to

encourage a young beginner. When

is it to be ? Miss Price, will not you

join me. in encouraging your cousin?

Will not you engage to attend with

your eyes steadily fixed on him the

whole time—as I shall do—not to lose

a word; or only looking off just to

note down any sentence pre-eminently

beautiful? We will provide ourselves

with tablets and a pencil. When will

it be? You must preach at Mans

field you know, that Sir Thomas and

Lady Bertram may hear you."

" I shall keep clear of you, Craw

ford, as long as I can," said Edmund,

" for you would be more likely to dis

concert me, and I should be more sorry

to
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to see you trying at it, than almost any

other man."

" Will he not feel this ?" thought

Fanny. " No, he can feel nothing a.9

he ought."

The party being now all united, and

the chief talkers attracting each other,

she remained in tranquillity ; and as

a whist table was formed after tea—

formed really for the amusement of

Dr. Grant, by his attentive wife, though

it was not to be supposed so—and Miss

Crawford took her harp, she had no

thing to do but to listen, and her tran

quillity remained undisturbed the rest

ofthe evening, except when Mr. Craw

ford now and then addressed to her a

question or observation, which she

could not avoid answering. Miss

Crawford was too much vexed by what

had passed to be in a humour for any

thing 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
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like a blow that had been suspended,

and still hoped uncertain and at a dis

tance, was felt with resentment and

mortification. She was very angry

with him. She had thought her in

fluence more. She had begun to think

of him—she felt that she had—with

great regard, with almost decided inten

tions ; but she would now meet him

with his own 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. She

would learn to match him in his in

difference. She would henceforth ad

mit his attentions without any idea

beyond immediate amusement. If he

could so command his affections, hers

should do her no harm.

CHAPTER
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CHAPTER VI.

Henry Crawford had quite made

up his mind by the next morning to

give another fortnight to Mansfield,

and having sent for his hunters and

written a few lines of explanation to

the Admiral, he looked round at his

sister as he sealed and threw the letter

from him, and seeing the coast cjear of

the rest of the family, said, with a

smile, "And how do you think I mean

to amuse myself, Mary, on the days

that I do not hunt ? I am grown too

old to go out more than three times a

week ; but I have a plan for the inter

mediate days, and what do you think

it is?"

" To walk and ride with me, to be

sure."

" Not exactly, though I shall be

happy to do both, but that ' would be

exercise only to my body, and I must

take care of my mind. Besides that

would
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would be all recreation and indulgence,

without the wholesome alloy of labour,

and I do not like to eat the bread of

idleness. No, my plan is to make

Fanny Price in love with me."

" Fanny Price ! Nonsense ! No,

no. You ought to be satisfied with

her two cousins."

" But I cannot be satisfied without

Fanny Price, without making a small

hole in 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 sensible

of the wonderful improvement that

has- taken place in her looks within the

last six weeks. You see her every day,

and therefore do not notice it, but I

assure you, she is quite a different crea

ture from what she was in the autumn.

She was then merely a quiet, modest,

not plain looking girl, but she is now

absolutely pretty. I used to think she

had neither complexion nor coun

tenance ; but in that soft skin of hers,

so
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so frequently tinged with a blush as it

was yesterday, there is decided beauty ;

and from what I observed of her eyes

and mouth, I do not despair oftheir being

capable of expression enough when she

has anything to express. And then-—

her air, her manner, her tout ensemble

is so indescribably improved ! She

must be grown two inches, at least,

since October."

" Phoo ! phoo ! This is only be

cause there were no tall women to com

pare her with, and because she has

got a new gown, and you never saw her

so well dressed before. She is just

what she was in October, believe me.

The truth is, that she was the only

girl in company for you to notice, and

you must have a somebody. I have

always thought her pretty—not strijv

ingly 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 im

provement,
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provement, I am sure it may all be re

solved into a better style of dress and

your having nobody else to look at ;

and therefore, if you do set about a

flirtation with her, you never will per

suade me that it is in compliment to

her beauty, ot that it proceeds from

anything but your own idleness and

folly."

Her brother gave only a smile to

this accusation, and soon afterwards

said, " I do not quite know what to

make of Miss Fanny. I do not un

derstand her. I could not tell what

she would be at yesterday. What is

her character?—Is she solemn?—Is

she queer ?—Is she prudish ? Why did

she draw back and look so grave at

me ? I could hardly get her to speak.

I never was so long in company with

a girl in my life—trying to entertain

her—and succeed so ill ! Never met

with a girl who looked so grave on

me ! I must try to get the better

of this. Her looks say, ' I will not

vol. ii. o like
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like you, I am determined not to like

you,' and I say, she shall."

" Foolish fellow ! And so this is

her attraction after all 1 This it 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 1 I do desire that

you will not be making her really un

happy ; a little love perhaps may ani

mate and do her good, but I will not

have you plunge her deep, for she is as

good a little creature as ever lived and

has a great deal of feeling."

" It can be but for a fortnight," said

Henry, " and if a fortnight can kill

her, she must have a constitution which

nothing could save. No, I will not

do her any harm, dear little soul ! I

only want her to look kindly on me,

to give me smiles as well as blushes, to

keep a chair for me by herself wherever

we are, and be. all animation when I

take it and talk to her; to think as I

think, be interested in all my posses

sions
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sions and pleasures, try to keep me

longer at Mansfield, and feel when I

go away that she shall be never happy

again. I want nothing more."

" Moderation itself!" said Mary.

44 1 can have no scruples now. Well,

you will have opportunities enough of

endeavouring to recommend yourself,

for we are a great deal together."

And without attempting any farther

remonstrance, she left 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 a little harder than she deserved ;

for although there doubtless are such

unconquerable young ladies ofeighteen

(or one should not read about them)

as are never to be persuaded into love

against their judgment by all that ta

lent, manner, attention, and flattery can

do, I 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 her,

g 2 she
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she could have escaped heart- whole

from the courtship (though the court

ship only of a fortnight) of such a man

as Crawford, in spite of there being

some previous ill-opinion of him to be

overcome, had not her affection been

engaged elsewhere. With all the se

curity which love of another and dis-

esteem of him could give to the peace

of mind he was attacking, his con

tinued attentions—continued, but not

obtrusive, and adapting themselves

more and more to the gentleness and

delicacy of her character, obliged her

very soon to dislike him less than for

merly. She had by no means for

gotten the past, and she thought as ill

of him as ever ; but she felt his powers,

he was entertaining, and his manners

were so improved, so polite, so seriously

and blamelessly polite, that it was im

possible not to be civil to him in return.

A very few days were enough to ef

fect this ; and at the end of those few

days, circumstances arose which had a

tendency
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tendency rather to forward his views of

pleasing her, inasmuch as they gave

her a degree of happiness which must

dispose her to he pleased with every

body. William, her brother, the so

long absent and dearly loved brother,

was in England again. She had a let

ter from him herself, a few hurried

happy lines, written as the ship came

up Channel, and sent into Portsmouth,

with the first boat that left the Antwerp,

at anchor, inSpithead ; and when Craw

ford walked up with the newspaper in

bis 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 coun

tenance to the kind invitation which

her uncle was most collectedly dic

tating in reply.

It was but the day before, that Craw

ford had made himself thoroughly

master of the subject, or had in fact

become at all aware of her having such

a brother, or his being in such a ship,

c 3 but
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but the interest then excited had been

very properly lively, determining him

on his return to town to apply for in

formation as to the probable period of

the Antwerp's return from the Medi

terranean, &c. ; and the good luck

which attended his early examination

ofship news, the next morning, seemed

the reward of his ingenuity in finding

out such a method of pleasing her, as

well as of his dutiful attention to the

Admiral, in having for many years taken

in the paper esteemed to have the ear

liest naval intelligence. He proved,

however, to be too late. All those fine

first feelings, of which he had hoped to

be the excitor, were already given.

But his intention, the kindness of his

intention, was thankfully acknow

ledged—quite thankfully and warmly,

for she was elevated beyond the com

mon timidity of her mind by the flow

of her love for William.

This dear William would soon be

amongst them. There could be no

doubt
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doubt of bis obtaining leave of absence

immediately, for he was still only a

midshipman ; and as his parents, from

living on the spot, must already have

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 ac

cordingly the reply 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 visit,

when she found herself in an agitation

of a higher nature—watching in the

hall, in the lobby, 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 cere

mony nor fearfulness to delay the mo

ment of meeting, she was with him as

g 4 he
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he entered the house, and the first mi

nutes of exquisite feeling had no inter

ruption and no witnesses, unless the

servants chiefly intent upon opening

the proper doors could be called such.

This was exactly what Sir Thomas and

Edmund had been separately conniv

ing at, as each proved to the other by

the sympathetic alacrity with which

they both advised Mrs. Norris's con

tinuing where she was, instead of rush

ing out into the hall as soon as the

noises of the arrival reached them.

William and Fanny soon shewed

themselves ; and Sir Thomas had the

pleasure of receiving in his proteg6,

certainly a very different person from

the one he had equipped seven years

ago, but a young man of an open,

pleasant countenance, and frank, un

studied, but feeling and respectful

manners, and such as confirmed him

his friend.

It was long before Fanny could re

cover from the agitating happiness of

such
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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 disap

pointment inseparable from the altera

tion of person had vanished, and she

could see in him the same William as

before, and talk to him, as her heart

had been yearning to do, through

many a past year. That time, how

ever, did gradually come, forwarded

by an affection on his side as warm as

her own, and much less incumbered

by refinement or self-distrust. She

was the first object of his love, but it

was a love which his stronger spirits,

and bolder temper, made it as natural

for him to express as to feel. On the

morrow they were walking about to

gether 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.

g 5 Excepting
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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 ex

cited, Fanny had never known so

much felicity in her life, as in this un

checked, equal fearless intercourse with

the brother and friend, who was open

ing all his heart to her, telling her all

his hopes and fears, plans, and solici

tudes respecting that long thought of,

dearly earned, and justly valued bless

ing of promotion—who could give her

direct and minute information of the

father and mother, brothers and sis

ters, of whom she very seldom heard

—who was interested in all the com

forts and all the little hardships of her

home, at Mansfield—ready to think of

every member of that home as she di

rected, or differing only by a less scru

pulous opinion, and more noisy abuse

of their aunt Norris—and with whom

(perhaps the dearest indulgence of the

whole) all the evil and good of their

earliest
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earliest years could be gone over again,

and every former united pain and plea

sure retraced with the fondest recol

lection. An advantage this, a strength-

ener of love, in which even the conjugal

tie is beneath the fraternal. Children

of the same family, the same blood,

with the same first associations and ha

bits, have some means of enjoyment in

their power, which no subsequent con

nections can supply ; and it must be

by a long and unnatural estrangement,

by a divorce which no subsequent

connection can justify, if such precious

remains of the earliest attachments are

ever entirely outlived. Too often,

alas ! it is so.—Fraternal love, some

times almost every thing, is at others

worse than nothing. But with William

and Fanny Price, it was still a senti

ment in all its prime and freshnesSj

wounded by no opposition of interest,

cooled by no separate attachment, and

feeling the influence of time and ab

sence only in its increase.

g 6 An
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An affection so amiable was advanc

ing each in the opinion of all who had

hearts to value anything good. Henry

Crawford was as much struck with it

as any. He honoured the warm heart

ed, blunt fondness ofthe young sailor,

which led him to say, with his hand

stretched towards Fanny's head, " Do

you know, I begin to like that queer

fashion already, though when I first

heard of such things. being done in

England I could not .believe it, and

when Mrs. Brown, and the other wo

men, at the Commissioner's, at Gibral

tar, appeared in the same trim, I

thought they were mad ; but Fanny

can reconcile me to 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 de

scribing any of the imminent hazards,

or terrific scenes, which such a period,

at sea, must supply.

It was a picture which Henry Craw

ford
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ford had moral taste enough to value.

Fanny's attractions increased —> in

creased two-fold—for the sensibility

which beautified her complexion and

illumined her countenance, was an at

traction in itself. He was no longer

in doubt of the capabilities of her

heart. She had feeling, genuine feel

ing. It would be something to be

loved by such a girl, to excite the first

ardours of her young, unsophisticated

mind ! She interested him more than

he had foreseen. A fortnight was not

enough. His stay became indefinite.

William was often called on by his

uncle to be the talker. His recitals

were amusing in themselves to Sir

Thomas, but the chief object in seek

ing them, was to understand the re-

citor, to know the young man by his

histories ; and he listened to his clear,

simple, spirited details with full satis

faction—seeing in them, the proof of

good principles, professional know

ledge, energy, courage, and cheerful

ness—■
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ness—every thing that could deserve

or promise well. Young as he was,

William had already seen a great deal.

He had been in the Mediterranean—

in the West Indies—in the Mediter

ranean 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

sea and war together could offer.

With such means in his power he had

a right to be listened to ; and though

Mrs. Norris could fidget about the

room, and disturb every body, in

quest of two needlefulls of thread or

a second hand shirt button in the "

midst of her nephew's account of a

shipwreck or an engagement, every

body else was attentive, and even Lady

Bertram could riot hear of such horrors

unmoved, or without sometimes lift

ing her eyes from her work to say,

" Dear me ! how disagreeable. — I

wonder any body can ever go to sea."

To Henry Crawford they gave a

different
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different feeling. He longed to have

been at sea, and seen and done and

suffered as much. His heart was

warmed, his fancy fired, and he felt

the highest respect for a lad who, be

fore he was twenty, had gone through

such bodily hardships, and given

such proofs of mind. The glory of

heroism, of usefulness, of exertion, of

endurance, made his own habits of

selfish indulgence appear in shameful

contrast ; and he wished he had been

a William Price, distinguishing himself

and working his way to fortune and

consequence 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 pro

duced by it, by some inquiry from

Edmund as to his plans for the next

day's hunting ; and he found it was

as well to be a man of fortune at once

with horses and grooms at his com

mand.
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mand. In one respect it was better,

as it gave him the means of conferring

a kindness where he wished to oblige^

With spirits, courage, and curiosity up

to any thing, William expressed an

inclination to hunt ; and Crawford

could mount him without the slightest

inconvenience to himself, and with

only some scruples to obviate in Sir

Thomas, who knew better than his

nephew the value of such a loan, and

some alarms to reason away in Fanny.

She feared for William ; by no> meana

convinced by all that he could relate

of his ownyhorsernanship in various

countries, of the scrambling parties in

which he had been engaged, the rough

horses and mules he had ridden, or his

many narrow escapes from dreadful

falls, that he was at all equal to the

management of a high-fed hunter in

an English fox-chase; nor till he re

turned safe and well, without accident

or discredit, could she be reconciled to

the risk, or feel any of that obligation

to
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to Mr. Crawford for lending the horse

which he had fully intended it should

produce. When it was proved how

ever to have done William no harm,

she could allow it to be a kindness,

and even reward the owner with a

smile when the animal was one minute

tendered to his use again ; and the

next, with the greatest cordiality, and

in a manner not to be resisted, made

over to his use entirely so long as he

remained in Northamptonshire.

V

CHAPTER
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v CHAPTER VII.

The intercourse of the two families

was at this period more nearly restored

to what it had been in the autumn,

than any member of the old intimacy

had thought ever likely to be again.

The return of Henry Crawford, and

the arrival of William Price, had much

to do with it, but much was still

owing to Sir Thomas's more than

toleration of the neighbourly attempts

at the Parsonage. His mindr now dis

engaged 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 advan

tageous matrimonial establishment that

could be among the apparent possibi

lities of any one most dear to him,

and disdaining even as a littleness the

being quick-sighted on such points,

he
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he could not avoid perceiving in a grand

and careless way that Mr. Crawford

was somewhat distinguishing his niece

—nor perhaps refrain (though uncon

sciously) from giving a more willing

assent to invitations on that account.

His readiness, however, in agreeing

to dine at the Parsonage, when the

general invitation was at last hazarded,

after many debates and many doubts

as to whether it were worth while,

" because Sir Thomas seemed so ill

inclined ! and Lady Bertram was so

indolent!" — proceeded from' good

breeding and good- will alone, and had

nothing to do with Mr. Crawford but

as being one in an agreeable group;

for it was in the course of that very

visit, that he first began to think, that

any one in the habit of such idle ob

servations would have thought that Mr.

Crawford was the admirer of Fanny

Price.

The meeting was generally felt to

be a pleasant one, being composed in

a good
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a good proportion of those who would

talk and those who would listen ; and the

dinner itself was elegant and plentiful,

according to the usual style of the

Grants, and too much according to

the 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

contrive to experience some evil from

the passing of the servants behind her

chair, and to bring away some fresh

conviction of its being impossible

among so many dishes but that some

must be cold.

In the evening it was found, accord

ing to the predetermination of Mrs..

Grant and her sister, that after making

up the Whist table there would remain

sufficient for a round game, and every

body being as perfectly complying,

and without a choice as on such occa

sions they always are, Speculation was

decided on almost as soon as Whist ;

and
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and Lady Bertram soon found herself

in the critical situation of being ap

plied -to for her own choice between

the games, and being required either

to draw a card for Whist or not. She *

hesitated. Luckily Sir Thomas was

at hand.

" What shall I do, Sir Thomas ?—

Whist and Speculation ; which will

amuse me most?"

Sic Thomas, after a moment's thought,

recommended Speculation. He was a

Whist 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 conr

tented answer—" then Speculation if

you please, Mrs.Grant. I know nothing

about it, but Fanny must teach me."

Here Fanny interposed however with

anxious protestations of her own equal

ignorance ; she had never played the

game nor seen it played in her life ;

and Lady Bertram felt a moment's in

decision again—but upon every body's

assuring
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assuring her that nothing could be so

easy, that it was the easiest game on

the cards, and Henry Crawford's step

ping forward with a most earnest re

quest 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 Craw

ford's direction were arranged round

the other. It was a fine arrangement

for Henry Crawford, who was close to

Fanny, and with his hands full of bu

siness, having two persons cards to

manage as well 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

a work of some difficulty ; and as for

Lady Bertram, he must continue in

charge
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charge of all her fame and fortune

through the whole evening; and if

quick enough to keep her from look

ing at her cards when the deal began,

must direct her in whatever was to be

done with them to the end of it.

He was in high spirits, doing every

thing with happy ease, and pre-eminent

in all the lively turns, quick resources,

and playful impudence that could do

honour to the game ; and the round

table was altogether a very comforta

ble 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 Avas long enough

for the time his. measured manner

needed ; and very little of her state

could be known till Mrs. Grant was

able at the end of the first rubber to

go to her and pay her compliments.

" I hope your ladyship is pleased

with the game."

" Oh ! dear, yes.—Very entertain

ing
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ing indeed. A very odd game. I do

not know what it is all about. I am

never to see my cards ; and Mr. Craw

ford does all the rest."

" Bertram," said Crawford some time

afterwards, taking the opportunity of

a little languor in the game, " I have

never told you what happened to me

yesterday in my ride home." They

had been hunting together, and were

in the midst of a good 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 his

way back. " I told you I lost my

way after passing that old farm house,

with the yew trees, because I can never

bear to ask ; but I have not told you

that with my usual luck—for I never

do wrong without gaining by it—I

found myself in due time in the very

place which I had a curiosity to see. I

was suddenly, upon turning the corner

of a steepish downy field, in the midst

of
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of a retired little village between gently

rising hills ; a small 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 gentle

man or half a gentleman's house to be

seen excepting one—to be presumed

the Parsonage, within a stone's throw

of the said knoll and church. I found

myself in short in Thornton Lacey."

" It sounds like it," said Edmund;

" but which way did you turn after

passing Sewell's farm?"

" I answer no such irrelevant and

insidious questions ; though were I to

answer all that you could put in the

course of an hour, you would never be

able to prove that It was not Thornton

Lacey—for such it certainly was."

" You inquired then?"

" No, I never inquire. But I told

a man mending a hedge that it was

Thornton Lacey, and he agreed to

it."

VOL. II. H u You
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" You have a good memory. I had

forgotten having ever told you half so

much of the place."

Thornton Lacey was the name of

his impending living, as Miss Crawford

well knew; and her interest for a ne-

gociation for William Price's knave

increased.

" Well," continued Edmund, " and

how did you like what you saw ?"

" Very much indeed. You are a lucky

fellow. There will be work for five

summers at least before the place is

live-able."

" No, no, not so bad as that. The

farm-yard must be moved, I grant you ;

but I am not aware of any thing else.

The house is by no means bad, and

when the yard is removed, there may

be a very tolerable approach to it."

" The farm-yard must be cleared

away entirely, and planted up to shut

out the blacksmith's shop. The house

must be turned to front the east in

stead of the north—the entrance and

principal
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principal rooms I mean must be on

that side where the view is really very

pretty ; - 1 am sure it may be done.

And there must^be your approach—

through what is at present the garden.

You must make you a new garden at

what is now the back of the house;

which will be giving it the best aspect

in the world—sloping to the south

east. The ground seems precisely

formed for it. I rode fifty yards up

the lane between the church and the

house in order to look about me ; and

saw how it might all be. Nothing can

be easier. The meadows beyond what

will be the garden, as well as what

now is, sweeping round from the lane

I stood in to the north east, that is, to

the principal road through the village,

must be all laid together of course ;

very pretty meadows they are, finely

sprinkled with timber. They belong

to the living, I suppose. If not, you

must purchase them. Then the stream

—something must be done with the

v ii 2 stream ;
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stream ; but I could not quite deter

mine what. I had two or three

ideas."

- " And I have two or three ideas

also," 'said Edmund, " and one of

them is that very little of your plan

for Thornton Lacey will ever be put

in practice. I must be satisfied with

rather less ornament and beauty. I

think the house and premises may be

made comfortable, and given the air

of a gentleman's residence without

any very heavy expense, and that must

suffice me ; and I hope may suffice all

who care about me."

Miss Crawford, a little suspicious

and resentful of a certain tone of voice

and a certain half- look attending the

last expression of his hope, made a

hasty finish of her dealings with Wil

liam Price, and securing his knave at

an exorbitant rate, exclaimed, " There,

I will stake my last like a woman of

spirit. No cold prudence for me. I

am not born to sit still and do nothing.

If
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IF I lose the 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 pos

sible; I had not many minutes to

form it in : but you must do a good

deal. The place deserves it, and you

will find yourself not satisfied with

much less than it is capable of.—(Ex

cuse me, your ladyship must not see

your Gards. There, let them lie just

before you.) The place deserves it,

Bertram. You talk of giving it the

air of a gentleman's residence. That

will be done, by the removal of the

farm -yard, for independent of that

terrible nuisance, I never saw a house

of the kind which had in itself so

much the air of a gentleman's resi

dence, so much the look of a some

thing above a mere Parsonage House,

h 3 above
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above the expenditure of a few hun

dreds a year. It is not a scrambling

collection of low single rooms, with

as many roofs as windows—it is not

cramped into the vulgar compactness of

a square farm-house—it is a solid

walled, roomy, mansion-like looking

house, such as one might suppose a

respectable old country family had

lived in from generation to generation,

through two centuries at least, and

were now spending from two to three

thousand a year in." Miss Crawford

listened, and Edmund agreed to this.

" The air of a gentleman's residence,

therefore, you cannot but give it, if

you do any thing. But it is capable

of much more. (Let me see, Mary ;

Lady Bertram bids a dozen for that

queen ; no, no, a dozen is more than

it is worth. Lady Bertram does not

bid a dozen. She will have nothing to

say to it. Go on, go on.) By some

such improvements as I have sug

gested, I do not really require you to

- proceed
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proceed upon my plan, though by the

bye I doubt any body's striking out a

better. You may give it a higher

character. You may raise it into a

place. From being the mere gentle

man's residence, it becomes by judi

cious improvement the residence of a

man of education, taste, modern man

ners, good connections. All this may

be stamped on it ; and that house re

ceive such an air as to make its owner

be set down as the great land-holder 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 I hope—(turning with a soft

ened voice to Fanny)—Have you ever

seen the place?"

Fanny gave a quick negative, and

tried to hide her interest in the sub

ject by an eager attention to her

h 4 brother,
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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 game will be

yours, turning to her again—it will

certainly be yours."

" 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,

a few minutes afterwards, " you know

Henry to be such a capital improver,

that you cannot possibly engage in

any thing of the sort at Thornton

Lacey, without accepting his help.

Only think how useful he was at So-

therton ! Only think what grand things

were produced there by our all going

with
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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 eyes were turned on Craw

ford for a moment with an expression

more than grave, even reproachful;

but on catching his were instantly

withdrawn. With something of con

sciousness he shook his head at his

sister, and laughingly replied, " I can

not say there was much done at Sother-

ton ; but it was a hot day, and we

were all walking after each other and

bewildered." As soon as a general buz

gave him shelter, he added in a low

voice directed solely at Fanny, " I

should be sorry to have my powers of

planning judged of by the day at So-

therton. I see things very differently

now. Do not think of me as I ap

peared then."

Sotherton was a word to catch Mrs.

Norris, and being just then in the

H 5 happy
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happy leisure which followed securing

the odd trick by Sir Thomas's capital

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

time you come I hope dear Mr. and

Mrs. Rushworth will be at home, and

I am sure I can answer for your being

kindly received by both. Your cousins

are not of a sort to forget their rela

tions, 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 a right to be. I

do not exactly know the distance,

but when you get back te Portsmouth,

if it is not very far off, you ought to

go over and pay your respects to

them ; and I could send a little parcel

by you that I want to get conveyed to

your cousins." . ..-.]

" I should
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" I should be very happy, aunt—but

Brighton is almost by Beachey Head ;

and if I could get so far, I could not

expect to be welcome in such a smart

place as that—poor scrubby midship

man as I 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 Brigh

ton, William, as I trust you may soon

have more convenient opportunities of

meeting, but my daughters would be

happy to see their cousins any where;

and you will find Mr. Rushworth most

sincerely disposed to regard all the

connections of our family as his

own."

" I would rather find him private

secretary to the first Lord than any

thing else," was William's only answer,

in an under voice, not meant to reach

far, and the subject dropped.

As yet Sir Thomas had seen nothing

h 6 to
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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. Nonis to

dispute over their last play, he became

a looker-on at the other, he found his

niece the object of attentions, or rather

of professions of a somewhat pointed

character.

Henry Crawford was in the first glow

of another scheme about Thornton

Lacey, and not being able to catch

Edmund's ear, was detailing it to his

fair neighbour with a look of con

siderable earnestness. His scheme was

to rent the house himself the following

-winter, that he might have a home of

his own in that neighbourhood ; and

it was not merely for the use of it in

the hunting season, (as he was then tell

ing her,) though that consideration had

certainly some weight, feeling as he did,

that in spite of all Dr. Grant's very

great kindness, it was impossible for

him and his horses to be accommo

dated



{ 157 )

dated where they now were without

material inconvenience; but his at

tachment to that neighbourhood did

not depend upon one amusement or

one season of the year : he had set his

heart upon having a something there

that he could come to at any time,

a little homestall at his command

where all the holidays of his yeaF

- might be spent, and he might find

himself continuing, improving, and

perfecting that friendship and inti

macy 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 unin

viting that he had nothing to censure

in her. She said little, assented only

here and there, and betrayed no incli

nation either of appropriating any

part of the compliment to herself or

of strengthening his views in favour

of



( 158 )

of Northamptonshire. Finding by

whom he was observed, Henry Craw

ford addressed himself on the same

subject to Sir Thomas, in a more every

day tone, but still with feeling.

" I want to be your neighbour, Sir

Thomas, as you have perhaps heard me

telling" Miss Price. May I hope for

your acquiescence and for your not

influencing your son against such a

tenant r"

Sir Thomas politely bowing, replied

—" It is the only way, sir, in which I

could not wish you established as a per

manent neighbour; but I hope, and

believe, that Edmund will occupy his

own house at Thornton Lacey. Ed

mund, am I saying too much ?"

Edmund, on this appeal, had first to

hear what was going on, but on under

standing the question, was at no loss

for an answer.

" Certainly, sir, I have no idea but

of residence. But Crawford, though

I refuse you as a tenant, come to me

as
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as a friend. Consider the house- as-,

half your own every winter, and we

will add to the stables on your own

improved plan, and with all the im

provements of your improved plan

that may occur to you this spring."

" We shall be the losers," continued

Sir Thomas. " His going, though

only eight miles, will be an unwelcome

contraction of our family circle ; but

I should have been deeply mortified,

if any son of mine could reconcile

himself to doing less. It is perfectly

natural that you should not have

thought much on the subject, Mr.

Crawford. But a parish has wants and

claims which can be known only by

a clergyman constantly resident, and

which no proxy can be capable of sa

tisfying to the same extent. Edmund

might, in the common phrase, do the

duty of Thornton, that is, he might

read prayers and preach, without giv

ing up Mansfield Park; he might ride

over, every Sunday, to a house nomi

nally
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nally inhabited, and go through diviner

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

knows that human nature needs more

lessons than a weekly sermon can con

vey, 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 his own."

Mr. Crawford bowed his acquies

cence.

" I repeat again," added Sir Thomasj

" that Thornton Lacey is the only

house in the neighbourhood in which

I should not be happy to wait on Mr.

Crawford as occupier."

Mr. Crawford bowed his thanks.

" Sir Thomas," said Edmund, " un

doubtedly understands the duty of a

parish priest.—We must hope his son

may prove that he knows it too."

Whatever effect Sir Thomas's little

harangue



( 161 ) .

harangue might really produce on Mr.

Crawford, it raised some awkward sen

sations in two of the others, two of his

most attentive listeners, Miss Craw

ford and Fanny.—One of whom, hav

ing never before understood that

Thornton was so soon and so com

pletely 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 previously indulg

ing on the strength of her brother's

description, no longer able in the pic

ture she had been forming of a future

Thornton, to shut out the church, sink

the clergyman, and see only the respect

able, elegant, modernized, and occa

sional residence of a man of independ

ent fortune -— was considering Sir

Thomas, with decided ill-will, as the

destroyer of all this, and suffering the

more from that involuntary forbear

ance which his character and manner

commanded, and from not daring to

relievo
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relieve herself by a single attempt at

throwing ridicule on his cause.

All the agreeable of her speculation

was over for that hour. It was time to

have done with cards if sermons pre

vailed, and she was glad to find it ne

cessary to come to a conclusion and

be able to refresh her spirits by a

change of place and neighbours.

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 other

wise deserted card-table, talking very

comfortably and not thinking of the

rest, till some of the rest began to

think of them. Henry Crawford's

chair was the first to be given a direc

tion towards them, and he sat silently

observing them for a few minutes;

himself in the meanwhile observed by

Sir Thomas, who was standing in chat

with Dr. Grant.

" This is the Assembly night," said

William.
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William. " If I were at Portsmouth,

I should be at it perhaps."

" But you do not wish yourself at

Portsmouth, William ?"

" No, Fanny, that I do not. I shall

have enough of Portsmouth, and of

dancing too, when I cannot have you.

And I do not know that there would

be any good in going to the Assembly,

for I might not get a partner. The

Portsmouth girls turn up their noses

at anybody who has not a commission.

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 a lieutenant."

" Oh ! shame, shame !—But never

mind it, William. (Her own cheeks in

a glow of indignation as she spoke.)

It is not worth minding. It is no re

flection on you ; it is no more than

what the greatest admirals have all ex

perienced, more or less, in their time.

You
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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 a time when you will

have nothing of that sort to endure.

When you are a lieutenant !—only

think, William, when you are a lieu

tenant how little you will care for any

nonsense of this kind."

" I begin to think I shall never be

a lieutenant, Fanny. Every body gets

made but me."

" Oh ! my dear William, do not

talk so, do not be so desponding. My

uncle says nothing, but I am sure he

will do every thing in his power to get

you made. He knows as well as you

do, of what consequence it is."

She was checked by the sight of her

uncle much nearer to them than she

had any suspicion of, and each found

it necessary to talk of something else.

" Are
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" Are you fond of dancing, Fanny ?"

" Yes, very ; — only I am soon

tired."

" I should like to go to a ball with

you and see you dance. Have you

never any balls at Northampton ?—I

should like to see you dance, and I'd

dance with you if you would, for no

body would know who I was here and

I should like to be your partner once

more. We used to jump about to

gether many a time, did not we ? when

the hand-organ was in the street ? I

am a pretty good dancer in my way,

but I dare say you are a better."—And

turning to his uncle, who was now close

to them—" Is not Fanny a very good

dancer, sir?"

Fanny, in dismay at such an un

precedented question, did not know

which way to look, or how to be pre

pared for the answer. Some very grave

reproof, or at least the coldest expres

sion of indifference must be coming to

distress her brother, and sink her to

the
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the ground. But on the contrary it

was no worse than, " I am sorry to say

that I am unable to answer your ques

tion. I have never seen Fanny dance

since she was a little girl ; but I 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."

" I 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 sub

ject, to your entire satisfaction. But

I believe (seeing Fanny look distressed)

it must be at some other time. There

is one person in company who does not

like to have Miss Price spoken of."

True enough, he had once seen

Fanny dance ; and it was equally true

that he would now have answered for

her gliding about with quiet, light

elegance, and in admirable time, but

in fact he could not for the life of him

recall
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recall what her dancing had been, and

rather took it for granted that she had

been present than remembered any

thing about her.

He passed, however, for an admirer

of her dancing ; and Sir Thomas, by no

means displeased, prolonged the con

versation 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 fallen

within his observation, that he had not

heard his carriage announced, and was

first 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. I cannot bear to keep good

old Wilcox waiting. You should al

ways remember the coachman and

horses. My dear Sir Thomas, we have

settled it that the carriage should come

back
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back for you, and Edmund, and

William."

- Sir Thomas could not dissent, as it

had been his own arrangement, pre

viously communicated to his wife and

sister ; but that seemed forgotten by

Mrs. Norris, who must fancy that she

settled it all herself.

Fanny's last feeling in the visit was

disappointment—for the shawl which

Edmund was quietly taking from the

servant to bring and put round her

shoulders, was seized by Mr. Crawford's

quicker hand, and she was obliged to

be indebted to his more prominent

attention.

CHAP.
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CHAPTER VIII.

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

a feeling---to gratify anybody else who

might wish to see Fanny dance, and

to give pleasure to the young people in

general ; and having thought the

matter over and taken his resolution in

quiet independence, the result of it

appeared the next morning at break

fast, when after recalling and com

mending what his nephew had said,

he added, "I do not like, William, that

you should leave Northamptonshire

without this indulgence. It would

give me pleasure to see you both dance.

You spoke of the balls at Northamp

ton. Your cousins have occasionally

vol. ii. i attended
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attended them ; but they would not

altogether suit us now. The fatigue

would be too much for your aunt. I

believe, we must not think of a North

ampton ball. A dance at home

would be more eligible, and if " —

" Ah ! my dear Sir Thomas," inter

rupted Mrs. Norris, " I knew what

was coming. I knew what you were

going to say. If dear Julia were at

home, or dearest Mrs. Rushworth, at

Sqtherton, to afford a reason, an occa

sion for such a thing, you would be

tempted to give the young people a

dance at Mansfield. I know you

would. If they were at home to grace

the ball, a ball you would have this

very Christmas. Thank your uncle,

William, thank your uncle."

" My daughters," replied Sir Tho

mas, gravely interposing, " have their

pleasures at Brighton, and I hope are

very happy ; but the dance which I

think of giving at Mansfield, will be

for their cousins. Could we be all as

sembled,
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sembled, our satisfaction would un

doubtedly be more complete, but the

absence of some is not to debar the

others ofamusement."

Mrs. Norris had not another word

to say. She saw decision in his looks»

and her surprise and vexation required

some minutes silence to be settled into

composure. A ball at such a time !

His daughters absent and herself not

consulted ! There was comfort, how

ever, soon at hand. She must be the

doer of every thing; Lady Bertram

would of course be spared all thought

and exertion, and it would all fall upon

her. She should have to do the ho

nours of the evening, and this reflec

tion quickly restored so much of her

good humour as enabled her to join

i in with the others, before their happi

ness and thanks were all expressed.

Edmund, William, and Fanny, did,

in their different ways, look and speak

as much grateful pleasure in the pro

mised ball, as Sir Thomas could desire.

1 2 Edmund's
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Edmund's feelings were for the other

two. His father had never conferred

a favour or shewn a kindness more to

his satisfaction. ,

Lady Bertram was perfectly quies

cent and contented, and had no ob

jections to make. SirThomas 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 sug

gestions as to the rooms he would think

fittest to be used, but found it all pre

arranged ; 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 a very complete

outline of the business ; and as soon

as she would listen quietly, could read

his list of the families to be invited,

from whom he calculated, with all ne

cessary allowance for the shortness of

the
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the notice, to collect young people

enough to form twelve or fourteen

couple; and could detail the conside

rations which had induced him to fix

on the 22d, as the most eligible day.

William was required to be at Ports

mouth on the 24th ; the 22d would

therefore be the last day of his visit ;

but where the days were so few it

would be unwise to fix on any earlier.

Mrs. Norris was obliged to be satisfied

with thinking just the same, and with

having been on the point of proposing

the 22d 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. In

vitations were sent with dispatch and

many a young 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 hap

piness; for young and inexperienced,

with small means ofchoice and no con-

1 3 fidence
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fidence in her own taste—the " ho*

she should be dressed" was a point of

painful solicitude ; and the almost so

litary ornament in her possession, a

very pretty amber cross which William

had brought her from Sicily, was the

greatest distress of all, for she had no

thing but a bit of ribbon to fasten it to ;

and though she had worn it in that

manner once, would it be allowable at

such a time in the midst of all the rich

ornaments which she supposed all the

other young ladies would appear in ?

And yet not to wear it ! William had

wanted to buy her a gold chain too,

but the 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 spirits even under the pro

spect of a ball given principally for her

gratification.

The preparations meanwhile went

on, and Lady Bertram continued to

sit on her sofa without any incon-

- venience
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venience from them. She had some

extra visits from the housekeeper, and

her maid was rather hurried in making

up a new dress for her; Sir Thomas

gave orders and Mrs. Norris ran about,

but all this gave her no trouble, and as

she had foreseen, " there was in fact

50 trouble in the business."

Edmund was at this time 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—ordination

and matrimony—events of such a se

rious character as to make the ball

which would be very quickly followed

by one of them, appear of less moment

in his eyes than in those of any other

person in the house. On the 23d he

was going to a friend near Peterbo

rough, 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 deter

mined—but the other half might not

1 4 be
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be so very smoothly wooed. His duties

would be established, but the wife who

was to share, and animate, and reward

those duties might yet be unattainable.

He knew his own mind, but he was

not always perfectly assured of know

ing Miss Crawford's. There were points

on which they did not quite agree, there

were moments in which she did not

seem propitious, and though trusting

altogether to her affection, so far as to

be resolved (almost resolved) on bring

ing it to a decision within a very short

time, as soon as the variety of business

before him was arranged, and he knew

what he had to offer her—he had many

anxious feelings, many doubting hours

as to the result. His conviction of her

Tegard for him was sometimes very

strong ; he could look back on a long

course of encouragement, and she was

as perfect in disinterested attachment

as in every thing else. But at other

times doubt and alarm intermingled

with his hopes, and when he thought of

her
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her acknowledged disinclination for

privacy and retirement, her decided

preference of a London life — what

could he expect but a determined re

jection ? unless it were an acceptance

even more to be deprecated,' demand

ing such sacrifices of situation and em

ployment on his side as conscience

must forbid.

The issue of all depended on one

question. Did she love him well

enough to forego what had used to be

essential points—did she love him well

enough to make them no longer essen

tial ? And this question, which he was

continually repeating to himself, though

oftenest answered with a " Yes," had

sometimes its " 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 letter, which claimed a long

visit from her in London, and of the

. i 5 kindness
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kindness of Henry, in engaging to re

main where he was till January, that

he might convey her thither ; he had

heard her speak of the pleasure of such

a journey with an animation which 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 would 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 looking

forward to being at Mansfield again.

Was there not a " yes" in all this ?

With such matters to ponder. over,

and arrange, and re-arrange, Edmund

could
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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 ofhis two cou

sins enjoyment in it, the evening was

tohim ofno higher value than any other

appointed meeting of the two families

might be. In every meeting there was

a hope of receiving farther confirmation

of Miss Crawford's attachment, but

the whirl of a ball-room perhaps was

not particularly favourable to the ex

citement or expression of serious feel

ings. To engage her early for the two

first dances, was all the command of

individual happiness which he felt in

his power, and the only preparation for

the ball which he could enter into, in

spite of all that was 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, as to what

she ought to wear, determined to seek

1 6 the
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the counsel of the more enlightened,

and apply to Mrs. Grant and her sister,

whose acknowledged taste would cer

tainly bear her blameless ; and as Ed

mund and William were gone to North

ampton, and she had reason to think

Mr. Crawford likewise out, she walked

down to the Parsonage without much

fear of wanting an opportunity for

private discussion ; and the privacy of

such a discussion was a most important

part of it to Fanny, being more than

half ashamed of her own solicitude.

She met Miss Crawford within a few

yards of the Parsonage, just setting out

to call on her, and as it seemed to her,

that her friend, though obliged to in

sist on turning back, was unwilling to

lose her walk, she explained her busi

ness at once and observed that if she

would be so kind as to give her opinion,

it might be all talked over as well with

out doors as within. Miss Crawford

appeared gratified by the application,

and after a moment's thought, urged

. . Fanny's
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Fanny's returning with her in a much

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 draw

ing-room. It was just the plan to suit

Fanny ; and with a great deal ofgratitude

on her side for such ready and kind

attention, they proceeded in doors 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 every

thing easy by her suggestions, and

tried to make every thing agreeable by

her encouragement. The dress being

settled in all its grander parts,—" But

what shall you have by way of neck

lace ?" said Miss Crawford. " Shall

not you wear your brother's cross?"

And as she spoke she was undoing a

small parcel, which Fanny had observed

in her hand when they met. Fanny

acknowledged her wishes and doubts

on
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on this point ; she did not know how

either to wear the cross, or to refrain

from wearing it. She was answered

by having a small trinket-box placed

before her, and being requested to

chuse from among several gold chains

and necklaces. Such had been the

parcel with which Miss Crawford was

provided, and such the object of her

intended visit ; and in the kindest

manner she now urged Fanny's taking

one for the cross and to keep for her

sake, saying every thing she could

think of to obviate the scruples which

were making Fanny start back at first

with a look of horror at the proposal.

" You see what a collection I have,"

said she, " more by half than I ever

use or think of. I do not offer them

as new. I offer nothing but an old

necklace. You must forgive the liberty

and oblige me."

Fanny still resisted and from her

heart. The gift was too valuable. But,

Miss Crawford persevered, and argued

the
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the case with so much affectionate ear

nestness through all the heads of Wil

liam and the cross, and the ball, and

herself as to be finally successful. Fan

ny found herself obliged to yield that

she might not be accused of pride or

indifference, or some other littleness;

and having with modest reluctance

given her consent, proceeded to make

the selection. She looked and looked,

longing to know which might be least

valuable ; and was determined in her

choice at last, by fancying there was

one necklace more frequently placed

before her eyes than the rest. It was

of gold prettily worked, and though

Fanny would have preferred a longer

and a plainer chain as more adapted

for her purpose, she hoped in fixing on

this, to be chusing what Miss Crawford

least wished to keep. Miss Crawford

smiled her perfect approbation ; and

hastened to complete the gift by put

ting the necklace round her and mak

ing her see how well it looked.

Fanny
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Fanny had not a word to say against

its becomingness, and excepting what

remained of her scruples, was exceed

ingly pleased with an acquisition so

very apropos. She would rather per

haps have been obliged to some other

person. But this was an unworthy

feeling. Miss Crawford had 'antici

pated her wants with) a kindness w hich

proved her a real friend. " When I

wear this necklace I shall always think

of you," said she, " and feel how very

kind you were."

" You must think of somebody else

too when you wear that necklace,"

replied Miss Crawford. " You must

think of Henry, for it was his choice

in the first place. He gave it to me,

and with the necklace I make over to .

you all the duty of remembering the

original giver. It is to be a family

remembrancer. The sister is not to be

in your mind without- bringing the

brother too."

Fanny, in great astonishment and

confusion,
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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 em

barrassment quite diverting to her

companion, she laid down the necklace

again on its cotton, and seemed resolved

either to take another or none at all.

Miss Crawford thought she had never

seen a prettier consciousness. 11 My

dear child," said she laughing, " what

are you afraid of? Do you think

Henry will claim the necklace as mine,

and fancy you did not come honestly

by it ?—or are you imagining he would

be too much flattered by seeing round

your lovely throat an ornament which

his money purchased three years ago,

before he knew there was such a throat

in the world ?—or perhaps—looking

archly—you suspect a confederacy be

tween us, and that what I am now

doing is with his knowledge and at

his desire ?"

With
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With the deepest blushes Fanny pro

tested against such a thought.

"Well then," replied Miss Crawford

more seriously but without at all be

lieving her, " to convince me that you

suspect no trick, and are as unsuspi

cious of compliment as I have always

found you, take the necklace, and say

no more about it. Its being a gift of

my brother's, need not make thesmallest

difference in your accepting it, as I

assure you it makes none in my

willingness to part with it. He is

always giving me something or other.

I have such innumerable presents from

him that it is quite impossible for me

to value, or for him to remember half.

And as for this necklace, I do not sup

pose I have worn it six times ; it is

very pretty—but I never think of it;

and though you would be most hear

tily welcome to any other in my

trinket-box, you have happened to fix

on the very one which, if I have a

choice, I would rather part with and

see
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see in your possession than any other.

Say no more against it I entreat you.

Such a trifle is not worth half so

many words."

Fanny dared not make any farther

opposition ; and with renewed but

less happy thanks accepted the neck

lace 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 in

sensible of Mr. Crawford's change of

manners. She had long seen it. He

evidently tried to please her—he was

gallant—he was attentive—he was some

thing 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

lace !—She could not be convinced

that he had not, for Miss Crawford,

complaisant as a sister, was careless as

a woman and a friend.

Reflecting and doubting, and feeling

that
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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.

CHAPTER
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CHAPTER IX.

On reaching home, Fanny went im

mediately up stairs to deposit this un

expected acquisition, this doubtful

good of a necklace, in some favourite

box in the east room which held all her

smaller treasures ; but on opening the

door, what was her surprise to find her

cousin Edmund there writing at the

table ! Such a sight having never oc

curred before, was almost as wonderful

as it was welcome.

" Fanny," said he directly, leaving

his seat and his pen and meeting her

with something in his hand, " I beg

your pardon for being here. I come to

look for you, and after waiting a little

while in hope of your coming in, was

making use of your inkstand to ex

plain my errand. You will find the

beginning of a note to yourself ; but I

can now speak my business, which is

merely to beg your acceptance of this

little
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little trifle—a chain for William's cross.

You ought to have had it a week ago,

but there has been a delay from my

brother's not being in town by several

days so soon as I expected ; and I

have onlyjust now received it at North

ampton. I hope you will like the

chain itself, Fanny. I endeavoured

to consult the simplicity of your taste,

but at any rate I know you will be

kind to my intentions., and consider it

as it really 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 plea

sure, could attempt to speak ; but

quickened by one sovereign wish she

then called out, -" Oh ! cousin, stop a

moment, pray stop."

He turned back.

" I cannot attempt to thank you,"

she continued in a very agitated man

ner, " thanks are out of the question.

I feel much more than I can possibly

express.
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express. Your goodness in thinking

of me in such a way is beyond"—

" If this is all you have to say,

Fanny," smiling and turning away

again—

" No, no, it is not. I want to con

sult you."

Almost unconsciously she had now

undone the parcel he had just put into

her hand, and seeing before her in all the

niceness of jeweller's packing, a plain

- gold chain perfectly simple and neat,

she could not help bursting forth

again. " Oh ! this is beautiful indeed !

this is the very thing, precisely what I

wished for ! this is the only ornament

I have ever had a desire to possess. It

will exactly suit my cross. They

must and shall be worn together. It

* comes too in such an acceptable mo

ment. Oh ! cousin, you do not know

how acceptable it is."

" My dear Fanny, you feel these

things a great deal too much. I am

most happy that you like the chain,

and that it should be here in time for

to-morrow :
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to-morrow : but your thanks are far

beyond the occasion. Believe me, I

have no pleasure in the world superior

to that of contributing to yours. No,

I can safely say, I have no pleasure so

complete, so unalloyed. It is without

a drawback."

Upon such expressions of affection,

Fanny could have lived an hour

without saying another word ; but

Edmund, after waiting a moment,

obliged her to bring down her mind

from its heavenly flight by saying,

" But what is it that vou want to con-

suit me about ?"

It was about the necklace, which

she was now most earnestly longing to

return, and hoped to obtain his appro

bation 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 cir

cumstance, so delighted with what

Miss Crawford had done, so gratified

by such a coincidence of conduct be

tween them, that Fanny could not but

admit
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admit the superior power of one plea

sure over his own mind, though it

might have its drawback. It was

some time before she could get his

attention to her plan, or any answer to

her demand of his opinion ; he was in

a reverie of fond reflection, uttering

only now and then a few half sen

tences of praise; but when he did

awake and understand, he was very

decided in opposing what she wished.

" Return the 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 any thing

returned on our hands, which we have

given with a reasonable hope of its con

tributing to the comfort of a friend.

Why should she lose a pleasure which

she has shewn herself so deserving

of?"

" If it had been given to me in the

first instance," said Fanny, " I should

not have thought of returning it ;

vol. ii. K but
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but being her brother's present, is not

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 pre

vented from offering, nor you from

taking it on that account, it ought

not to affect your keeping it. No

doubt it is handsomer than mine, and

fitter for a ball-room."

" No, it is not handsomer, not at all

handsomer in its way, and for my pur

pose not half so fit. The chain will

agree with William's cross beyond all

comparison better than the necklace."

" For one night, Fanny, for only one

night, if it be a sacrifice—I am sure

you will upon consideration make that

sacrifice rather than give pain to one

who has been so studious of your com

fort. Miss Crawford's attentions to

you have been—not more than you

were
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were justly entitled to—I 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 I know it could never have

the meaning, is not in your nature I

am sure. Wear the necklace, as you,

are engaged to do to-morrow evening,

and let the chain, which was not or

dered with any reference to the bail,

be kept for commoner occasions. This

is my advice. I would not have the

shadow of a coolness between the two

whose intimacy I have been observing

with the greatest pleasure, and in whose

characters there is so much general re

semblance in true generosity and na

tural delicacy as to make the few slight

differences, resulting principally from

situation, no reasonable hindrance to a

perfect friendship. I would not have

the shadow of a coolness arise," he

repeated, his voice sinking a little,

k 2 " between
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" between the two dearest objects I

have on earth."

He was gone as he spoke ; and Fanny

remained to tranquillise herself as she

could. She was one of his two dearest

—that must support her. But the

other !—the first ! 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 his own convictions and views.

They were decided. He would marry

Miss Crawford. It was a stab, in spite

of every long-standing expectation ;

and she was obliged to repeat again

and again that she was one of his two

dearest, before the words gave her any

sensation. Could she believe Miss

Crawford to deserve him, it would be—

Oh ! how different would it be—how

far more tolerable ! But he was de

ceived in her; he gave her merits

which she had not; her faults were

what they had ever been, but he saw

them
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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 be relieved by the influence of

fervent prayers for his happiness.

It was her intention, as she felt it to

be her duty, to try to overcome all that

was excessive, all that bordered on

selfishness in her affection for Edmund.

To call or to fancy it a loss, a disap

pointment, would be a presumption ;

for which she had not words strong

enough to satisfy her own humility.

To think of him as Miss Crawford

might be justified in thinking, would

in her be insanity. To her, he could

be nothing under any circumstances—

nothing dearer than a friend. Why

did such an idea occur to her even

enough to be reprobated and for

bidden ? It ought not to have touched

on the confines of her imagination.

She would endeavour to be rational,

and to deserve the right of judging of

ic 3 Miss
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Miss Crawford's character and the pri

vilege of true solicitude for him by a

sound intellect and an honest heart.

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 resolutions on the side of

self-government, she seized the scrap

of paper on which Edmund had begun

writing to her, as a treasure beyond

all her hopes, and reading with the

tenderest emotion these words, " My

very dear Fanny, you must do me the

favour to accept"—locked it up with

the chain, as the dearest part of the

gift. It was the only thing approach

ing to a letter which she had ever

received from him ; she might never

receive another; it was impossible that

she ever should receive another so per

fectly gratifying in the occasion and

the style. Two lines more prized had

never fallen from the pen of the most dis

tinguished
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tinguished author—never more com

pletely blessed the researches of the

fondest biographer. The enthusiasm

of a woman's love is even beyond the

biographer's. To her, the hand-writing

itself, independent of any thing it

may convey, is a blessedness. Never

were such characters cut by any other

human being, as Edmund's commonest

hand-writing gave ! This specimen,

written in haste as it was, had not a

fault ; and there was a felicity in the

flow of the first four words, in the

arrangement of " My very dear Fanny,"

which she could have looked at for

ever.

Having regulated her thoughts and

comforted her 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 appa

rent want of spirits.

Thursday, predestined to hope and

k 4 enjoyment,
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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 a few days,

he could not help trying to procure a

companion ; and therefore hoped that

if William could make up his mind to

leave Mansfield half a day earlier than

had been proposed, he would accept a

place in his carriage. Mr. Crawford

meant to be in town by his uncle's

accustomary late dinner- hour, and

William was invited to dine with him

at the Admiral's. The proposal was a

very pleasant one to William himself,

who enjoyed the idea of travelling

post with four horses and such a good

humoured agreeable friend ; and in

likening it to going up with dispatches,

was saying at once every thing in

favour of its happiness and diguity

which
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which his imagination could suggest ;

and Fanny from a different motive was

exceedingly pleased : for the original

plan was that William should go up

by the mail from Northampton the

following night which would not have

allowed him an hour's rest before he

must have got into a Portsmouth

coach ; and though this offer of Mr.

Crawford's would rob her of many

hours of his company, she was too

happy in having William spared from

the fatigue of such a journey, to think

ofany thing else. Sir Thomas approved

of it for another reason. His nephew's

introduction to Admiral Crawford

might be of service. The Admiral he

believed had interest. Upon the whole

it was a very joyous note. Fanny's

spirits lived on it half the morning,

deriving some accession of pleasure

from its writer being himself to go

away.

As for the ball so near at hand, she

had too many agitations and fears to

k 5 have
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have half the enjoyment in anticipa

tion which she ought to have had, or

must have been supposed to have, by

the many young ladies looking forward

to the same event in situations more at

ease, but under circumstances of less

novelty, less interest, less peculiar gra

tification than would be attributed to

her. Miss Price, known only by name

to half 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 the trade of coming out ;

and had she known in what light this

ball was in general considered respect

ing her, it would very much have

lessened her comfort by increasing the

fears she already had, of doing wrong

'and being looked at. To dance with

out much observation or any extra

ordinary fatigue, to have strength and

partners for about half the evening, to

dance a little with Edmund, and not a

great
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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. As these were the best

of her hopes, they could not always

prevail ; and in the course of a long

morning spent principally 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 thorough enjoyment, was

out snipe shooting ; Edmund, she had

too much reason to suppose was at the

Parsonage ; and left alone to bear the

worrying of Mrs. Norris, who was

cross because the house-keeper would

have her own way with the supper,

and whom she could not avoid though

the house-keeper might, Fanny was

worn down at last to think every thing

an evil belonging to the ball, and when

sent off with a parting worry to dress,

moved as languidly towards her own

k 6 room,
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room, and felt as incapable of happi

ness as if she had been allowed no

share in it.

As she walked slowly up stairs she

thought of yesterday ; it had been

about the same hour that she had

returned from the Parsonage, and

found Edmund in the east room.—

" Suppose I were to find him there

again to-day !" said she to herself in a

fond indulgence of fancy.

" Fanny," said a voice at that mo

ment near her. Starting and looking

up she saw across the lobby she had

just reached Edmund himself, stand

ing at the head of a different stair

case. He come towards her. " You

look tired and fagged, Fanny. You

-foave been walking too far."

No, I have not been out at all."

" Then you have had fatigues within

doors, which are worse. You had

better have gone out."

Fanny, not liking to complain, found

it easiest to make no answer; and

though
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though he looked at her with his usual

kindness, she believed he had soon

ceased to think of her countenance.

He did not appear in spirits ; some

thing unconnected with her was pro

bably amiss. They proceeded up

stairs together, their rooms being on

the same floor above.

" I come from Dr. Grant's," said

Edmund presently. " You may guess

my errand there, Fanny." And he

looked so conscious that Fanny could

think but of one errand, which turned

her too sick for speech.—" I wished

to engage Miss Crawford for the two

first dances," was the explanation that

followed, and brought Fanny to life

again, enabling her as she found she

was expected to speak, to utter some

thing like an inquiry as to the result.

" Yes," he answered, " she is en

gaged to me ; but (with a smile that

did not sit easy) she says it is to be the

last time that she ever will dance with

me. She is not serious. I think, I

hope,
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hope, I am sure she is not serious—but

I would rather not hear. She never

has danced with a clergyman she says,

and she never will. For my own sake,

1 could wish there had been no ball

just at—I mean not this very week, this

very day—to-morrow I leave home."

Fanny struggled for speech and

said, " I am very sorry that any thing

has occurred to distress you. This

ought to be a day of pleasure. My

uncle meant it so."

" Oh ! yes, yes, and it will be a day

of pleasure. It will all end right. I

am only vexed for a moment. In fact,

it is not that I consider the ball as ill-

timed ;—what does it signify r 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 I could tell you,

how and why I am vexed. Let me

talk to you a little. You are a

kind, kind listener. I have been pained

by
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by her manner this morning, and can

not get the better of it. I 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 pro

fessed opinions, sometimes a tinge of

wrong. She does not think evil, but

she speaks it—speaks it in playfulness

—and though I know it to be playful

ness, it grieves me to the soul."

" The effect of education," said

Fanny gently.

Edmund could not but agree to it.

" Yes, that uncle and aunt! They

have injured the finest mind !—for

sometimes, Fanny, I own to you, it

does appear more than manner; it

appears as if the mind itself was

tainted."

Fanny imagined this to be an appeal

to her judgment, and therefore after a

moment's consideration, said, " If you

only want me as a listener, cousin, I

will be as useful as I can ; but I am

not
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not qualified for an adviser. Do not

ask advice of me. I am not compe

tent."

" You are right, Fanny, to protest

against such an office, but you need

not be afraid. It is a subject on

which I should never ask advice. It is

the sort of subject on which it had

better never be asked ; and few I

imagine do ask it, but when they want

to be influenced against their con

science. I only want to talk to you."

" One thing more. Excuse the li

berty—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

almost as much warmth as if it had

been Miss Crawford's, " you are all

considerate thought !—But it is unne

cessary here. The time will never

come.
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come. No such time as you allude

to will ever come. I begin to think

it most improbable ; the chances grow

less and less. And even if it should

—there will be nothing to be remem

bered by either you or me, that we

need be afraid of, for I can never be

ashamed of my own scruples ; and

if they are removed, it must be by

changes that will only raise her cha

racter the more by the recollection of

the faults she once had. You are the

only being upon earth, to whom I should

say what I have said ; but you have

always known my opinion of her ; you

can bear me witness, Fanny, that I have

never been blinded. How many a

time have we talked over her little

errors ! You need not fear me. I have

almost given up every serious idea of

her; but I must be a blockhead in

deed if, whatever befell me, I could

think of your kindness and sympathy

without the sincerest gratitude."

He had said enough to shake the

experience
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experience of eighteen. He had said

enough to give Fanny some happier

feelings than she had lately known,

and with a brighter look, she answered,

" Yes, cousin, I am convinced that

you would be incapable of any thing

else, though perhaps some might not.

I cannot be afraid of hearing any thing

you wish to say. Do not check your

self. Tell me whatever you like."

They were now on the second floon

and the appearance of a housemaid

. prevented any further conversation.

For Fanny's present comfort it was

concluded perhaps at the happiest mo

ment ; had he been able to talk another

five minutes, there is no saying that he

might not have talked away all Miss

Crawford's faults and his own de

spondence. But as it was, they parted

with looks on his side of grateful

affection, and with some very precious

sensations on hers. She had felt no

thing like it for hours. Since the first

joy from Mr. Crawford's note to Wil

liam
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liam had worn away, she had been in a

state absolutely their reverse; there

had been no comfort around, no hope

within her. Now, every thing was

smiling. William's good fortune re

turned again upon her mind, and

seemed of greater value than at first.

The ball too—such an evening of plea

sure before her ! It was now a real ani

mation ! and she began to dress for it

with much of the happy flutter which

belongs to a ball. 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

memorials of the two most beloved of

her heart, those dearest tokens so formed

for
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for each other by every thing real and

imaginary—and put them round her

neck, and seen and felt how full of

William and Edmund they were, she

was able without an effort to resolve

on wearing Miss Crawford's necklace

too. She acknowledged it to be right.

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, comfortably satisfied with her

self 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 woman to

assist her; too late of course to be of any

use.

•
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use. Mrs.Chapman had just reached the

attic floor, when Miss Price came out

of her room completely dressed, and

only civilities were necessary— but

Fanny felt her aunt's attention almost

as much as Lady Bertram or Mrs.

Chapman could do themselves.

J

CHAPTER
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CHAPTER X.

Her uncle and both her aunts were

in the drawing-room when Fanny went

down. To the former she was an in

teresting object, and he saw with plea

sure the general elegance of her ap

pearance and her being in remarkably

good looks. The neatness and pro

priety of her dress was all that he

would allow 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, " she

looks very well. I sent Chapman to

her." '

" Look well! Oh yes," cried Mrs.

Norris, " she has good reason to look

well with all her advantages: brought

up in this family as she has been with

all the benefit of her cousins' manners

before her. Only think, my dear Sir

Thomas,
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Thomas, what extraordinary advan

tages you and I have been the means

of giving her. The very gown yon

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 ap

proved ; and the consciousness of look

ing well, made her look still better.

From a variety 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 the first." She

had nothing more to wish for. She

had
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had hardly ever been in a state so

nearly approaching high spirits in her

life. Her cousins' former gaiety on

the day of a ball was no longer sur

prising to her ; she felt it to be indeed

very charming, and was actually prac

tising 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 ar

ranging and injuring the noble fire

-which the butler had prepared.

Half an hour followed, that would

have been at least languid under any

other circumstances, but Fanny's hap

piness still prevailed. It was but to

think of her conversation with Ed

mund ; 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

of a carriage, when a general spirit of

ease and enjoyment seemed diffused,

and they all stood about and talked

. and
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and laughed, and every moment had

its pleasure and its hope. Fanny felt

that there must be a struggle in Ed

mund's cheerfulness, but it was de

lightful to see the effort so successfully

made.

When the carriages were really heard,

when the guests began really to assem

ble, her own gaiety of heart was much

subdued ; the sight ofso many strangers

threw her back into herself, and be

sides the gravity and formality of the

first great circle, which the manners of

neither Sir Thomas nor Lady Bertram

were of a kind 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 back

ground of the scene, and longing to be

with him.

vol. ii. h The
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The entrance of the Grants and

Crawfords was a favourable epoch.

The stiffness of the meeting soon gave

way before their popular manners and

more diffused intimacies :—little groups

were formed and every body grew

comfortable. Fanny felt the advan

tage, 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 love

liness—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 two first

dances. Her happiness on this occa

sion 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

7
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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 inr

quiry, and bustle, and interference

which would have been terrible ; but

at the same time there was a pointed-

ness in his manner of asking her, which

she did not like, and she saw his eye

glancing for a moment at her neck

lace—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 as

it was by the idea of his perceiving.it,

and had no composure till he turned

away to some one else. Then she could

gradually rise up to the genuine satis- .

faction of having a partner, a voluntary

partner secured against the dancing

began .

When the company were moving

l 2 into
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into the ball-room she found herself

for the first time near Miss Crawford,

whose eyes and smiles were imme

diately and more unequivocally direct

ed 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—the real chain.

Miss Crawford listened ; and all her

intended compliments and insinuations

to Fanny were forgotten ; she felt only

one thing ; 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.

I honour him beyond expression."

And she looked around as if longing

to tell him so. He was not near, he

was attending a party of ladies out of

the room ; and Mrs. Grant coming up

to the two girls and taking an arm of

each, they followed with the rest.

Fanny's
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Fanny's heart sunk, but there was no

leisure for thinking long even of Miss

Crawford's feelings. They were in

the ball-room, the violins were play

ing, and her mind was in a flutter that

forbad its fixing on any thing serious.

She must watch the general arrange

ments and see how every thing was

done.

In a few minutes Sir Thomas came

to 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 was to lead the way and open

the ball ; an idea that had never oc*

curred to her before. Whenever she

had thought on the minutiae of the

evening, it had been as a matter 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

l 3 an



( 322 )

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 a. proof 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 she hoped it might be settled

otherwise ; in vain however ;—Sir Tho

mas 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 moment

conducted by Mr. Crawford to the

top of the room, and standing there to

he joined by the rest of the dancers,

couple after couple as they were

formed.

She could hardly believe it. To be

placed above so many elegant young

women ! The distinction was too

great. > It was treating her like her

cousins ! And her thoughts flew to

those absent cousins with most un

feigned
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feigned and truly tender regret, that

they were npt at home to take their

own place in 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

a ball at home as the greatest of all

felicities ! And to have them away

when it was given—and for her to be

opening the ball—and with Mr. Craw

ford too ! She hoped they would not

envy her that distinction now, but

when she looked back to the state of

things in the autumn, to what they

had all been to each other when once

dancing in that house before, the pre

sent arrangement was almost more

than she could understand herself.

The ball began. It was rather ho

nour then happiness to Fanny, for the

first dance at 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 en

joyment, till she could suppose herself

l4 no
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no longer looked at. Young, pretty,

'and gentle, however, shehad no awk

wardnesses that were not as good as

graces, and there were few persons

present that were not disposed to praise

her. She was attractive, she was mo

dest, she was Sir Thomas's niece, and

she was soon said to be admired by

Mr. Crawford. It was enough to give

her general favour. Sir Thomas him

self was watching her progress down

the dance with much complaceney ; he

was proud of his niece, and without

attributing all her personal beauty, as

Mrs. Norris seemed to do, to her trans

plantation to Mansfield, he was pleased

with himself for having supplied every

thing 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 all his wrongs towards

her, a generally prevailing desire of re

commending herself to him, took an

opportunity of stepping aside to say

something
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something agreeable of Fanny. Her

praise was warm, and he received it as

she could wish, joining in it as far as

discretion, and politeness, and slowness

of speech would allow, and certainly

appearing to greater advantage on the

subject, than his lady did, soon after

wards, when Mary perceiving her on a

sofa very near, turned round before

she began the dance, to compliment

her on Miss Price's looks.

" Yes, she does look very well," was

Lady Bertram's placid reply. " Chap

man helped her dress. I sent Chap

man to her." Not but that she was

really pleased to have Fanny admired ;

but she was so much more struck with

her own kindness in sending Chapman

to her, that she could not get it out

of her head.

Miss Crawford knew Mrs. Norris

too well to think of gratifying her by

commendation of Fanny ; to her, it

was as the occasion offered.—" Ah !

ma'am, how much we want dear Mrs.

l 5 Rushworth
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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-tahles, giving hints to Sir Thomas,

and trying to move all the chaperons to

a better part of the room.

Miss Crawford blundered most to

wards Fanny herself, in her intentions

to please. She meant to be giving

her little heart a happy 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 a significant look, " perhaps you

can tell me why my brother goes to

town to-morrow. He says, he has bu

siness there, but will not tell me what.

The first time he ever denied me his

confidence ! But this is what we all

come to. All are supplanted sooner or

later. Now, I must apply to you for

information.
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information. Pray what is Henry go

ing for ?"

Fanny protested her ignorance as

steadily as her embarrassment allowed.

" Well, then," replied Miss Crawford

laughing, " I must suppose it to be

purely for the pleasure of conveying

your brother and talking of you by

the way."

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 any

thing rather than insensible of pleasure

in Henry's attentions. Fanny had a

good deal of enjoyment in the course

of the evening—but Henry's atten

tions had very little to do with it. She

would much rather not have been ,

asked by him again so very soon, and

she wished she had not been obliged

to suspect that his previous inquiries

of Mrs. Norris, about the supper-hour,

were all for the sake of securing her at

l Q that
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that part of the evening. But it was

not to be avoided ; he made her feel

that she was the object of all ; though

she could not say that it was un

pleasantly done, that there was indeli

cacy or ostentation in his manner—

and sometimes, when he talked of Wil

liam, he was really not un-agreeable,

and shewed even a warmth of heart

which did him credit. But still his at

tentions made no part of her satisfac

tion. She was happy whenever she

looked at William, and saw how per

fectly he was enjoying himself, in every

five minutes that she could walk about

with him and hear his account of his

partners ; she was 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 engagement with him was in

continual perspective. She was happy

even when they did take place; but

; - not
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not from any flow of spirits on his side,

or any such expressions of tender gal

lantry as had blessed the morning.

His mind was fagged, and her happi

ness sprung from being the friend with

whom it could find repose. " I am

worn out with civility," said he. " I

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

have the luxury of silence." Fanny

would hardly even speak her agree

ment. A weariness arising probably,

in great measure, from the same feel

ings which he had acknowledged in

the morning, was peculiarly to be re

spected, and they went down their two

dances together with such sober tran

quillity as might satisfy 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 spirits when they first

danced
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danced together, but it was not her

gaiety that could do him good ; it ra

ther sank than raised his comfort ; and

afterwards—for he found himself still

impelled to seek her again, she had ab

solutely pained 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 ridi

culed—and they had parted at last with

mutual vexation. Fanny, not able to

refrain entirely from observing them,

had seen enough to be tolerably satis

fied. It was barbarous to be happy

when Edmund was suffering. Yet

some happiness must and would arise,

from the very conviction, that he did

suffer.

When her two dances with him were

over, her inclination and strength for

more were pretty well at an end; and

Sir Thomas having seen her rather walk

than dance down the shortening set,

breathless and with her hand at her

side,
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side, gave his orders for her sitting

down entirely. From that time, Mr.

Crawford sat down likewise.

" Poor Fanny !" cried William, com

ing for a moment to visit her and

working away his partner's fan as if

for life. " How soon she is knocked

up ! Why, the sport is but just be

gun. I hope we shall keep it up these

two hours. How can you be tired so

soon ?"

" So soon ! my good friend," said

Sir Thomas, producing his watch with

all necessary caution — " it is three

o'clock, and your sister is not used to

these sort of hours."

" Well then, Fanny, you shall not

get up to-morrow before I go. Sleep

as long as you can and never mind

me."

" Oh ! William."

" What ! Did she think of being

up before you set off?"

" Oh ! yes, sir," cried Fanny, rising

eagerly
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eagerly from her seat to be nearer her

uncle, " I must get up and breakfast

with him. It will be the last time you

know, the last morning."

" You had better not.— He is to have

breakfasted and be gone by half past

nine.—Mr. Crawford, I think you call

for him at half past nine?"

Fanny was too urgent, however, and

had too many tears in her eyes for de

nial; and it ended in a gracious, "Well,

well," which was permission.

" Yes, half past nine," said Craw

ford to William, as the latter was leav

ing them, " and I shall be punctual,

for there will be no kind sister to get

up for me." And in a lower tone to

Fanny, " I shall have only a desolate

house to hurry from. Your brother

will find my ideas of time and his own,

very different to-morrow."

After a short consideration, Sir Tho

mas asked Crawford to join the early

breakfast party in that house instead

of
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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 was in love

with Fanny. He had a pleasing anti

cipation 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 un

used 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 hav

ing carried her point so far, than to

repine at the counteraction which fol

lowed.

Shortly
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Shortly afterwards, Sir Thomas was

again interfering a little with her incli

nation, by advising her to go imme

diately to bed. " Advise" was his

word, but it was the advice of abso

lute power, and she had only to rise

and, with Mr. Crawford's very 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

take a last look at the five or six deter

mined couple, who were still hard at

work—and then, creeping slowly up

the principal staircase, pursued by the

ceaseless country-dance, feverish with

hopes and fears, soup and negus, sore-

footed and fatigued, restless and agi

tated, yet feeling in spite of every

thing that a ball was indeed delight

ful.

In thus sending her away, Sir Tho

mas perhaps might not be thinking

merely of her health. It might occur

to
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to him, that Mr. Crawford had been

sitting by her long enough, or he might

mean to recommend her as a wife by

shewing her persuadableness.

CHAPTER
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CHAPTER XT.

The ball was over—and the break

fast 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 mo

ment, Fanny walked back into the

breakfast-room with a very saddened

heart to grieve over the melancholy

change ; and there her uncle kindly

left her to cry in peace, conceiving

perhaps that the deserted chair of each

young man might exercise her tender

enthusiasm, and that the remaining

cold pork bones and mustard in Wil

liam's plate, might but divide her feel

ings with the broken egg-shells in 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 as if she had

wasted



( 237 )

wasted half his visit in idle cares and sel

fish solicitudes unconnected with him.

Fanny's disposition was such that

she could never even think of her aunt

Norris in the meagreness and cheer-

lessness 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 every thing by

William, that was due to him for a

whole fortnight.

It was a heavy, melancholy day.—

Soon after the second breakfast, Ed

mund bad them good bye for a week

and mounted his horse for Peterbo

rough, and then all were gone. No

thing remained of last night but re

membrances, which she had nobody to

share in. She talked to her aunt Ber

tram—she must talk to somebody of

the ball, but her aunt had seen so little

of what passed, and had so little cu

riosity
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riosity that it was heavy work. Lady

Bertram was not certain of any body'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 Miss Maddox', or what it was that

Lady Prescott had noticed in Fanny ;

she was not. sure whether Colonel Har

rison had been talking of Mr. Craw

ford or of William when he said he

was the finest young man in the room 7

somebody had whispered something to

her, she had forgot to ask Sir Thomas

what it could be." And these were

her longest speeches and clearest com

munication? ; the rest was only a lan

guid "Yes—yes—very well—did you?

did he?—I did not see that—I should

not know one from the other." This

was very bad. It was only better than

Mrs. Norris's sharp answers would have

been, but she being gone home with

all the supernumerary jellies to nurse a

sick maid, there was peace] and good

humour
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humour in their little party, though it

could not boast much beside.

The evening was heavy like the day—

tl I cannot think what is the matter with

me!" said Lady Bertram, when the

tea-things were removed. " I feel

quite stupid. It must be sitting up so

late last night. Fanny, you must do

something to keep me awake. I can

not work. Fetch the cards,—I feel

so very stupid."

The cards were brought and Fanny

played at cribbage with her aunt till

bed-time; and as Sir Thomas was read

ing to himself, no sounds were heard

in the room for the next two hours

beyond the reckonings of the game—

And that makes thirty-one, four in

hand and eight in crib. " You are to

deal, ma'am; shall Ideal for you?"

Fanny thought and thought again of

the difference which twenty-four hours

had made in that room, and all that

part of the house. Last night it had

-been hope and smiles, bustle and mo
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tion, noise and brilliancy in the draw

ing-room and out of the drawing-

room and every where. Now it was

languor and all but solitude.

A good night's rest improved her

spirits. She could think of William

the next day more cheerfully, and as

the morning afforded her an opportu

nity of talking over Thursday night

with Mrs. Grant and Miss Crawford,

in a very handsome style, with all the

heightening^ of imagination and all

the laughs of playfulness which are

so essential to the shade of a departed

ball, she could afterwards bring her

mind without much effort into its every

day 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 cheerfulness of

every family meeting and every meal

chiefly depended. But this must be

learned to be endured. He would soon

be
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be always gone ; and she was thank

ful 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 the

first and second day, as they formed

their very reduced circle after dinner;

and in consideration of Fanny's swim

ming eyes, nothing 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 there is no reason to sup

pose," added Sir Thomas, " but that his

visits to us may now be tolerably fre

quent. As to Edmund we must learn

to do without him. This will be the

last winter of his belonging to us, as

he has done." " Yes," said Lady

Bertram, " but I wish he was not going

away. They are all going away I

vql. ii. m think.
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think. I wish they would stay at

home."

This wish 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 ia

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's side, tending to recon

cile his wife to the arrangement. Every

thing that a considerate parent ought

to feel was advanced for her use ; and

every thing that an affectionate mother

must feel in promoting her children's

enjoyment, was attributed to her na

ture. Lady Bertram agreed to it all

with a calm " Yes"—and at the

end of a quarter of an hour's silent

consideration, spontaneously observed,

« Sir
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*' Sir Thomas, I have been thinking—

and I am very glad we took Fanny as

we did, 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—she is now a very valuable com

panion. If we have been kind to htr,

she is now quite as necessary to us."

u Yes," said Lady Bertram present

ly—" and it is a comfort to think that

-we shall always have he?\"

Sir Thomas paused, half smiled,

glanced at his niece, and then gravely

replied, " She will never leave us I

hope, till invited to some other home

that may reasonably promiseher greater

happiness than she knows here."

" And that is not 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—

m 2 and
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and I am sure she is better off here—

and besides. I cannot do without her."

The week which passed so quietly

and peaceably at the great house in

Mansfield, had a very different cha

racter 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 en

dure ; but still more might be imputed

to difference of circumstances. In

some points of interest they were ex

actly opposed to each other. To Fan

ny's mind, Edmund's absence was

really in its cause and its tendency a

relief. To Mary it was every way pain

ful. She felt the want of his society

every day, almost every hour ; and

was too much in want of it to derive

any thing but irritation from consider

ing the object for which he went. He

could
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could not have devised any thing more

likely to raise his consequence than

this week's absence, occurring as it

did at the very time of her brother's

going away, of William Price's going

too, and completing the sort of general

break-up of a party which had been

so animated. She felt it keenly. They

were now a miserable trio, confined

within doors by a series of rain and

snow, with nothing to do and no va

riety to hope for. Angry as she Was

with 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, dwell

ing on his merit and affection, and

longing again for the almost daily

meetings they lately had. His absence

was unnecessarily long. He should not

have planned such an absence—he

should not have left home for a week,

when her own departure from Mansfield

m 3 was
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was so near. Then she began to blame

herself. She wished she had not spoken

v so warmly in their last conversation.

She was afraid she had used some

strong—some contemptuous expres

sions in speaking of the clergy, and

that should not have been. It was ill-

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 communication with the other

family which Sunday produced, she

learnt that he had actually written

home to defer his return, having pFO-

mised to remain some days longer with

his friend !

If she had felt impatience and re

gret before—if she had been sorry for

what she said, and feared its too strong

effect on him, she now felt and feared

it
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it all tenfold more. She had, moreover,

to contend with one disagreeable emo

tion entirely new to her—jealousy.

His friend Mr. Owen had sisters—He

might find them attractive. But at

any rate his staying away at a time,

when according to all preceding plans

she was to remove to London, meant

something that she could not bear.

Had Henry returned, as he talked of

doing, at the end of three or four days,

she should now have been leaving

Mansfield. It became absolutely ne

cessary for her to get to Fanny and

try to learn something more. She

could not live any longer in such so

litary wretchedness; and she made her

way to the Park, through difficulties

of walking which she had deemed un

conquerable a week before, for the

chance of hearing a little in addition,

for the sake of at least hearing his

name.

The first half hour was lost, for

Fanny and Lady Bertram were together,

M 4 and
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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 Craw

ford thus began, with a voice as well

regulated as she could—" And how

do you like your cousin Edmund's

staying away so long ?—Being the only

young person at home I consider you

as the greatest sufferer.—You must

miss him. Does his staying longer

surprise you ?"

" I do not know," said Fanny hesi

tatingly.—" Yes—I had not particu

larly expected it."

" Perhaps he will always stay longer

than he talks of. It is the general

way all young men do."

" He did not, the only time he went

to see Mr. Owen before."

" He finds the house more agreeable

now.—He is a very—a very pleasing

young man himself, and I cannot help

being rather concerned at not seeing

him again before I go to London, as

will
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will now undoubtedly be the case.^

I am looking for Henry every day,

and as soon as be comes there will be

nothing to detain me at Mansfield. I

should like to have seen him once more,

I confess. But you must give my

compliments to him. Yes—I think it

must be compliments. Is not there

a something wanted, Miss Price, in our

language—a something between com

pliments and—and love—to suit the

sort of friendly acquaintance we have

had together ?—So many months ac

quaintance !—But compliments may

be sufficient here.—Was his letter a .

long one ?—Does he give you much

account of what he is doing?—Is it

Christmas gaieties that he is staying

for?"

" I only heard a part of the letter;

it was to my uncle—but I believe it was

very short; indeed I am sure it -was

but a few lines. All that I heard was

that his friend had pressed him to stay

longer, and that he had agreed to d&

m 5 so.
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so. Afew days longer or some days

longer, I am not quite sure which."

" Oh ! if he wrote to his father—

But I thought it might have been to

Lady Bertram or you. But if he wrote

to his father, no wonder he was con

cise. Who could write chat to Sir

Thomas ? If he had written to you,

there would have been more particu

lars. You would have heard of balls

and parties.—He would have sent you

a description of every thing and every

body. How many Miss Owens are

there?"

" Three grown up." ,

" Are they musical ?"

" I do not at all know. I never

heard."

" That is the first question, you

know," said Miss Crawford, trying to

appear gay and unconcerned, " which

every woman who plays herself is sure

to ask about another. But it is very

foolish to ask -questions about any

young ladies—about any three sisters

just



< 251 )

just grown up ; for one knows, with

out being told, exactly what they are—

all very accomplished and pleasing,

and one very pretty. There is a beauty

in every family.—It is a regular thing.

Two play on the piano-forte, 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 like it."

" I know nothing of the Miss

Owens," said Fanny calmly.

" You know nothing and you care

less, as people say. Never did tone

express indifference plainer. Indeed

how can one 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. I 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

m 6 many/'
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many,'' said she. ". You will be vtry

much missed." . v ;..; >-. j .!.; >- y- LV *J.>

Miss Crawford luxned her 'eye on

her, as if wanting to hear or see more,

and then laughingly said, " Ohd yes,

missed as every noisy evil is missed

when it is taken away ; that is, there

is a great difference felt. But I am not

fishing ; don't compliment me. If I

am missed, it will appear. I may be

discovered by those who want to see

me. I shall not be in any doubtful,

or distant, or unapproachable region."

Now Fanny could not bring herself

to speak, and Miss Crawford was dis^

appointed ; 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. 4

" The Miss Owens," isaid ;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.

I dare
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I dare say fhey are trying for it. And

they are quite in the right, for it would

be a very pretty establishment for

them. 1 do not at all wonder or blame

them.—It is every body's duty to do

as well for themselves as they can.

Sir Thomas Bertram's son is somebody;

and now, he is in their own line. Their

father is a clergyman and their bro

ther is a clergyman, and they are all

clergymen together. He is their law

ful property, he fairly belongs to them.

You don't speak, Fanny—Miss Price

—you don't speak.—But honestly now,

do not you rather expect it than other

wise?"

" No," said Fanny stoutly, " I do

not expect it all."

" Not at all,"—cried Miss Crawford

with alacrity. " I wonder at that. But

I dare say you know exactly—I always

imagine you are—perhaps you do not

think him likely to marry at all—or not

at present."

" No, I do not," said Fanny softly

—hoping
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-—hoping she did not err either in the

belief or the acknowledgment of it.

Her companion looked at her keen

ly ; and gathering greater spirit from

the blush soon produced from such a

look, only said, " He is best off as he

is," and turned the subject

CHAP.



CHAPTER XII.

Miss Crawford's uneasiness was

much lightened by this conversation,

and she walked home again in spirits

which might have defied almost ano

ther 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, his usual cheerfulness, she

had nothing farther to try her own.

His still refusing to tell her what he

had gone for, was but the promotion

of gaiety ; a day before it might have

irritated, but now it was a pleasant

joke—suspected only of concealing

something planned as a pleasant sur

prise to herself. And the next day

did bring a surprise to 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
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above an hour ; and when his sister,

who had been waiting for him to walk

with her in the garden, met him at last

most impatiently in the sweep, and

cried out, " My dear Henry, where can

you possibly have been all this time ?"

he had only to say that he had been

sitting with Lady Bertram and Fanny.

" Sitting with them an hour and

half!" exclaimed Mary.

But this was only the beginning of

her surprise.

" Yes, Mary," said he, drawing her

arm within his, and walking along the

sweep as if not knowing where he was

-—I could.not get away sooner—Fanny

looked so lovely !—I am quite deter

mined, Mary. My mind is entirely

made up. Will it astonish you ? No

—You must be aware that I am quite

determined to marry Fanny Price."

The surprise was now complete, for,

in spite of whatever his consciousness

might suggest, a suspicion of his hav

ing any such views had never entered

- ' his
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his sister's imagination ; and she looked

so truly the astonishment she felt, that

he was obliged to repeat what he had

said, and more fully and more so

lemnly. The conviction of his deter

mination once admitted, it was not

unwelcome. There was even pleasure

with the surprise. Mary was in a state

of mind to rejoice in a connection

with the Bertram family, and to be not

displeased with her brother's marrying

a little beneath him.

" Yes, Mary," was Henry's con

cluding assurance. "I am fairly caught.

You know with what idle designs I

began—but this is the end of them. I

have (I flatter myself) made no incon

siderable progress in her affections ;

but my own are entirely fixed."

" Lucky, lucky girl !" Cried Mary

as soon as she could speak—" what a

match for her ! My clearest Henry,

this must be myfirst feeling ; but my

second, which you shall have as sin

cerely, is that I approve your choice

from
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from my soul, and foresee your happi

ness as heartily as I wish and desire it.

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 friends in it.

How they will rejoice ! But tell me

all about it. Talk to me for ever.

When did you begin to think seriously

about her?"

Nothing could be more impossible

than to answer such a question, though

nothing be more agreeable than to

have it asked. " How the pleasing

plague had stolen on him" he could

not say, and before he had expressed

the same sentiment with a little varia

tion of words three times over, his

sister eagerly interrupted him with,

" Ah ! my dear Henry, and this is

what took you to London ! This was

your business ! You chose to consult

the
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the Admiral, before you made up your

mind."

But this he stoutly denied. He

knew his uncle too well to consult him

on any matrimonial scheme. The Ad

miral hated marriage, and thought it

never pardonable in a young man of

independent fortune.

" When Fanny is known to him,"

continued Henry, " he will doat on

her. She is exactly the woman to do

away every prejudice of such a man

as the Admiral, for she is exactly such

a woman as he thinks does not exist

in the world. She is the very impos

sibility he would describe—if indeed

he has now delicacy of language

enough to embody his own ideas. But

till it is absolutely settled — settled

beyond all interference, he shall know

nothing of the matter. No, Mary,

you are quite mistaken. You have

not discovered my business yet !"

" Well, well, I am satisfied. I know

now to whom it must relate, and am

• . in
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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

fate in Mansfield ! But you are quite

right, you could not have chosen bet

ter. There is not a better girl in the

world, and you do not want for for

tune ; and as to her connections, they

are more than good. The Bertrams

are undoubtedly some of the first peo

ple in this country. She is niece to

Sir Thomas Bertram ; that will be

enough for the world. But go on, go

on. Tell me more. What are your

plans ? Does she know her own hap

piness?"

" No."

" What are you waiting for ?"

« For—for very little more than op

portunity. Mary, she is not like her

cousins; but I think I shall not ask

in vain."

" Oh ! no, you cannot. Were you

even less pleasing—supposing her not

to
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to love you already (of which however

I can have little doubt) you would be

safe. The gentleness and gratitude of

her disposition would secure her alt

your own immediately. From my soul

I do not think she would marry you

without love ; that is, if there is a girl.

in the world capable of being uninflu

enced by ambition, I can suppose it

her; but ask her to love you, and she

will never have the 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 interesting

to her as to himself, though he had in

fact nothing to relate but his own sen

sations, nothing to dwell on but Fan

ny's charms.—Fanny's beauty of face

and figure, Fanny's graces of manner

and goodness of heart were the ex-

haustless theme. The gentleness, mo

desty, and sweetness of her character

were warmly expatiated on, that sweet

ness which makes so essential a part of,

every
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every woman's worth in the judgment

of man, that though he sometimes

loves where it is not, he can never

believe it 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 con

tinually exercised her patience and for

bearance? Her affections were evidently-

strong. To see her with herbrother! What

could more delightfully prove that the

warmth of her heart was equal to its

gentleness ?—What could be more en

couraging to a man who had her love

in view ? Then, her understanding

was beyond every suspicion, quick

and clear; and her manners were the

mirror of her own modest and elegant

mind. Nor was this all. Henry Craw

ford had too much sense not to feel

the worth of good principles in a

wife, though he was too little accus

tomed to serious reflection to know

them by their proper name ; but when

he
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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

confide in her," said he ; " and that is

what I want."

Well might his sister, believing as

she really did that his opinion of Fanny

Price was scarcely beyond her merits,

rejoice in her prospects.

" The more I think of it," she cried,

" the more am I convinced that you

are doing quite right, and though I

should never have selected Fanny

Price as the girl most likely to attach

you, I am now persuaded she is the

very one to make you happy. Your

wicked project upon her peace turns

out
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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 I did not know

her then. And she shall have no rea

son to lament the hour that first put it

into my head. I will make her very

happy, Mary, happier than she has

ever yet been herself, or ever seen any

body else. I will not take her from

Northamptonshire. I shall let Ever-

ingham, and rent a place in this neigh

bourhood —perhaps Stanwix Lodge.

I shall let a seven year's lease; of

Everingham. I am sure of an ex

cellent tenant at half a word. I

could name three people now, who

would give me my own terms and

thank me."

" Ha!" cried Mary, " settle in

Northamptonshire ! That is pleasant !

Then we shall be all together."

When she had spoken it, she recol

lected herself, and wished it unsaid ;

but
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but there was no need of confusion,

for her brother saw her only as the

supposed inmate of Mansfield Parson

age, 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; "I cannot admit

Mrs. Grant to have an equal claim with

Fanny and myself, for we shall both

have a right 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 months longer.

" You will divide your year between

London and Northamptonshire ? "

" Yes."

"That's right; and in London, of

course, a house ofyour own ; no longer

with the Admiral. My dearest Henry,

the advantage to you of getting away

from the Admiral before your manners

vox., ir. n are
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are hurt by the contagion of his, before

you have contracted any of his foolish

opinions, or learnt to sit over your

dinner, as if it were the best blessing

of life !—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, look or ges

ture, would have broke my heart."

" Well, well, we do not think quite

alike here. The Admiral has his faults,

but he is a very good man, and has

been more than a father to me. Few

fathers would have let me have my

own way half so much. You must

not prejudice Fanny against him. I

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 man

ners were less accordant ; time would

discover it to him ; but she could not

help this reflection on the Admiral.

" Henry,
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" Henry, I think so highly of Fanny

Price, that if I could suppose the next

Mrs. Crawford would have half the

reason which my poor ill used aunt

had to abhor the very name, I would

prevent the marriage, if possible ; but

I know you, I know that a wife you

loved would be the happiest of women,

and that even when you ceased to love,

she would yet find in you the liberality

and good-breeding of a gentleman."

The impossibility of not doing every

thing in the world to make Fanny

Price happy, or of ceasing to love

Fanny Price, was of course the ground

work of his eloquent 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 stu

pidity, working with her, and for her,

her colour beautifully heightened as

she leant over the work, then returning

to her seat to finish a note which she

was previously engaged in writing for

n 2 . that
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that stupid woman's service, and all

this with such unpretending gentleness,

so much as if it were a matter of course

that she was not to have a moment at

her own command, her hair arranged

as neatly as it always is, 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

intervals to me, or listening, and as if

she liked to listen to what I said. Had

you seen her so, Mary, you would not

have implied the possibility of herpower

over my heart ever ceasing."

" My dearest Henry," cried Mary,

stopping short, and smiling in his face,

" how glad I am to see you so much

in love ! It quite delights me. But

what will Mrs. Rushworth and Julia

say ?"

"I care neither what they say, nor

what they feel. They will now see

what sort of woman it is that can

attach me, that can attach a man of

sense. I wish the discovery may do

them
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them any good. And they will now

see their cousin treated as she ought to

be, and I wish they may be heartily

ashamed of their own abominable neg

lect and unkindness. They will be

angry," he added, after a moment's

silence, and in a cooler tone, "Mrs.

Rushworth will be very angry. It will

be a bitter pill to her; that is, like

other bitter pills, it will have two mo

ments ill-flavour, and then be swallowed

and forgotten ; for I am not such a cox

comb as to suppose her feelings more

lasting than other women's, though I

•was the object of them. Yes, Mary,

my Fanny will feel a difference indeed,

a daily, hourly difference, in the beha

viour of every being who approaches

her; and it will be the completion of

my happiness to know that I am the

doer of it, that I am the person to give

the consequence so justly her due.

Now she is dependent, helpless, friend

less, neglected, forgotten."

" Nay, Henry, not by all, not for-

n 3 gotten
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gotten by all, not friendless or for

gotten. Her cousin Edmund never

forgets her."

" Edmund—True, I believe he is

(generally speaking) kind to her ; and

so is Sir Thomas in his way, but it is

the way of a rich, superior, longworded,

arbitrary uncle. What can Sir Thomas

and Edmund together do, what do they

do for her happiness, comfort, honour,

and dignity in the world to what I

shall do?"

CHAPTER
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CHAPTER XIII.

Henry Crawford was at Mans

field Park again the next morning, and

at an earlier hour than common visit

ing warrants. The two ladies were

together in the breakfast-room, and

fortunately for him, Lady Bertram was

on the very point of quitting it as he

entered. She was almost at the door,

and not chusing by any means to take

so much trouble in vain, she still went

on, after a civil reception, a short sen

tence about being waited for, and a

" Let Sir Thomas know," to the ser

vant.

Henry, overjoyed to have her go,

bowed and watched her off, and with

out losing another moment, turned in

stantly to Fanny, and taking out some

letters said, with a most animated look,

"I must acknowledge myself infinitely

obliged to any creature who gives me

such an opportunity of seeing you

N 4 alone :
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alone : 1 have been wishing it more

than you can have any idea. Knowing

as I do what your feelings as a sister

are, I could hardly have borne that

any one in the house should share with

you in the first knowledge of the news

I now bring. He is made. Your bro

ther is a Lieutenant. I have the in

finite satisfaction ofcongratulating you

on your brother's promotion. Here

are the letters which announce it, this

moment come to hand. You will, per

haps, like to see them."

Fanny could not speak, but he did

not want her to speak. To see the ex

pression of her eyes, the change of her

complexion, the progress of her feel

ings, their doubt, confusion, and feli

city, was enough. She took the letters

as he gave them. The first was from

the Admiral to inform his nephew, in a

few words, of his having succeeded in

the object he had undertaken, the pro

motion of young Price, and inclosing

two more, one from the Secretary of

the
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the First Lord to a friend, whom the

Admiral had set to work in the busi

ness, 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 oppor

tunity of proving his regard for Ad

miral Crauford, and that the circum

stance of Mr. William Price's commis

sion 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 swell

ing with emotion, Crawford thus con

tinued with unfeigned eagerness to ex

press his interest in the event.

" I will not talk of my own happi

ness," said he, " great as it is, for I

think only of yours. Compared with

you, who has a right to be happy ? I

N 5 have
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have almost grudged myself my own

prior knowledge of what you ought

to have known before all the world.

I have not lost a moment, however.

The post was late this morning, but

there has not been since, a moment's

delay. How impatient, how anxious,

how wild I have been on the subject,

I will not attempt to describe ; how

severely mortified, how cruelly disap

pointed, in not having it finished while

I was in London ! I was kept there

from day to day in the hope of it, for

nothing less dear to me than such an

object would have detained me half

the time from Mansfield. But though

my uncle entered into my wishes with

all the warmth I could desire, and ex

erted himself immediately, there were

difficulties from the absence of one

friend, and the engagements of an

other, which at last I could no longer

bear to stay the end of, and knowing

in what good hands I left the cause,

I came away on Monday, trusting that

many
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many posts would not pass before I

should be followed by such very letters

as these. My uncle, who is the very

best man in the world, has exerted

himself, as I knew he would after see

ing your brother. He was delighted

with him. I would not allow myself

yesterday to say how delighted, or to

repeat half that the Admiral said in his

praise. I deferred it all, till his praise

should be proved the praise of a friend,

as this day does prove it. Now I may

say that even / could not require

William Price to excite a greater in

terest, or be followed by warmer wishes

and higher commendation, than were

most voluntarily bestowed by my un

cle, after the evening they passed to

gether."

" Has this been all your doing then ?"

cried Fanny. "Good Heaven! how

very, very kind ! Have you really—

was it by your desire— I beg your

pardon, but I am bewildered. Did

n 6 Admiral
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Admiral Crawford apply ?—how was

it?—I am stupified."

Henry was most happy to make it

more intelligible, by beginning at an

earlier stage, and explaining very par

ticularly what he had done. His last

journey to London had been under

taken with no other view than that of

introducing her brother in Hill-street,

and prevailing on the Admiral to exert

whatever interest he might have for

getting him on. This had been his

business. He had communicated it to

no creature ; he had not breathed a syl

lable of it even to Mary ; while un

certain of the issue, he could not have

borne any participation of his feelings,

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 mo

tives, in views and wishes more than

could be told, that Fanny could not

have
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have remained insensible of his drift,

had she been able to attend ; 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 Wil

liam 1" she jumped up and moved in

haste towards the door, crying out,

" I 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 his feel

ings too impatient. He was after her

immediately. " She must not go, she

must allow him five minutes longer,"

and he took her hand and led her back

to her seat, and was in 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

his
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his heart had never known before, and

that every thing he had done for Wil

liam, was to be placed to the account

of his excessive and unequalled attach

ment to her, she was exceedingly dis

tressed, and for some moments unable

to speak. She considered it all as non

sense, as mere trifling and gallantry,

which meant only to deceive for the

hour; she could not but feel that it

was treating her improperly and un

worthily, and in such a way 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 herself to shew half the displea

sure she felt, because he had been con

ferring an obligation, which no want

of delicacy on his part could make

a trifle 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
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attempted in vain to turn away from

him, she got up and said only, with

much agitation, " Don't, Mr. Craw

ford, pray don't. I beg you would

not. This is a sort of talking which is

very unpleasant to me. I must go

away. I cannot bear it." But he was

still talking on, describing his affec

tion, soliciting a return, and, finally,

in words so plain as to bear but one

meaning even to her, offering himself,

hand, fortune, every thing to her ac

ceptance. It was so; he had said it.

Her astonishment and confusion in

creased; and though still not knowing

how to suppose him serious, she could

hardly stand. He pressed for an an

swer.

" No, no, no," she cried, hiding her

face. " This is all nonsense. Do not

distress me. I can hear no more of

this. Your kindness to William makes

me more obliged to you than words

can express; but I do not want, I

cannot bear, I must not listen to such—

No,
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—No, no, don't think of me. But

you are not thinking of me. I know it

is all nothing."

She had burst away from him, and

at that moment Sir Thomas was heard

speaking to a servant in his way to

wards the room they were in. It was

no time for further assurances or en

treaty, though to part with her at a

moment when her modesty alone seem

ed to his sanguine and pre-assured

mind to stand in the way of the hap

piness he sought, was a cruel necessi

ty.—She rushed out at an opposite

door from the one her uncle was ap

proaching, and was walking up and

down the east room in the utmost con

fusion of contrary feelings, before Sir

Thomas's politeness and apologies were

over, or he had reached the beginning

of the joyful intelligence, which his vi

sitor came to communicate.

She was feeling, thinking, trembling

about every thing ;—agitated, happy,

miserable, infinitely obliged, absolutely

angry.
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angry. It was all 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 hap

piest 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 a fact beyond a doubt and with

out an alloy. She would think of it

for ever and forget all the rest. Mr.

Crawford would certainly never ad

dress 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 Wil

liam !

She would not stir further from the

east-room than the head of the great

staircase, till she had satisfied herself

of
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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 his joy as well as her

own, and all the benefit of his infor

mation or his conjectures as to what

would now be William's destination.

Sir Thomas was as joyful as she could

desire, and very kind and communi

cative ; and she had so comfortable a

talk with him about William as to make

her feel as if nothing had occurred to

vex her, till she found towards the

close that Mr. Crawford was engaged

to return and dine there that very day.

This was a most unwelcome hearing,

for though he might think nothing of

what had passed, it would be quite

distressing to her to see him again so

soon.

She tried to get the better of it, tried

very hard as the dinner hour approach

ed, to feel and appear as usual; but

it was quite impossible for her not to

look
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look most shy and uncomfortable when

their visitor entered the room. She

could not have supposed it in the power

of any concurrence of circumstances

to give her so many painful sensations

on the first day of hearing of William's

promotion.

Mr. Ctawford was not only in the

room ; he was soon close to her. He

had a note to deliver from his sister.

Fanny could not look at him, but there

was no consciousness of past folly in

his voice. She opened her note imme

diately, glad to have any thing to do,

and happy, as she read it, to feel that

the fidgettings of her aunt Norris, who

was also to dine there, screened her a

little from view.

" My dear Fanny, for so I may

nowalways callyou, to the infinite relief

of a tongue that has been stumbling

at Miss Price for at least the last six

weeks—I cannot let my brother go

without sending you a few lines of

general congratulation, and giving my

most
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most joyful consent and approval,—

Go on, my dear Fanny, and without

fear; there can be no difficulties worth

naming. I chuse to suppose that the

assurance of my consent will be some

thing; so, you may smile upon him

with your sweetest smiles this after

noon, and send him back to me even

happier than he goes.

Your's affectionately,

M. C.

These were not expressions to do

Fanny any good, for though she read

in too much haste and confusion to

form the clearest judgment of Miss

Crawford's meaning, it was evident that

she meant to compliment her on her

brother's attachment and even to ap

pear to believe it serious. She did 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. She was

distressed whenever Mr. Crawford

spoke to her, and he spoke to her much

too
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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's dinner was quite destroyed ; she

could hardly eat any thing; and when

Sir Thomas good humouredly ob

served, that joy had taken away her

appetite, she was ready to sink with

shame, from the dread of Mr. Craw

ford's interpretation ; for though no

thing could have tempted her to turn

her eyes to the right hand where he

sat, she felt that his were immediately

directed towards her.

She was more silent than ever. She

would hardly join even when William

was the subject, for his commission

came all from the right hand too, and

there was pain in the connection.

She thought Lady Bertram sat long

er than ever, and began to be in de

spair ofever getting away ; but at last

they were in the drawing-room and

she
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she was able to think as she would,

while her aunts finished the subject of

William's appointment in their own

style.

Mrs. Norris seemed as much de

lighted with the saving it would be to

Sir Thomas, as with any part of it.

" Now William would be able to keep

himself, which would make a vast dif

ference to his uncle, for it was un

known how much he had cost his

uncle ; and indeed it would make some

difference in her presents too. She

was very glad that she had given Wil

liam 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 ra

ther 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
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put him in the way of getting every

thing very cheap—but she was very

glad that she had contributed her mite

towards it."

" I am glad you gave him something

considerable," said Lady Bertram, with

most unsuspicious calmness—" for /

gave him only 10/."

" Indeed !" cried Mrs. Norris, red

dening. "Upon my. word, he must

have gone off with his pockets well

lined ! and at no expense for- his jour

ney to London either !"

" Sir Thomas told me 10/. would be

enough."

Mrs* Norris being not at all inclined

to question its sufficiency, began to

take the matter in another point.

"It is amazing," said she, " how

much young people cost their friends,

what with bringing them up and put

ting them out in the world ! They lit

tle think how much it comes to, or

what their parents, or their uncles and

aunts pay for them in the course of

the
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the year. Now, here are my sister

Price's children ; take them all together,

J dare say nobody would believe what

. a sum they cost Sir Thomas every

year, to say nothing of what / do for

. them."

" Very true, sister, as you 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 goes to the

East Indies ; and I shall give him a

commission for anything else that is

worth having. I wish he may go to

the East Indies, that I may have my

shawl. I think I 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 every thing in the world against

their being serious, but his words and

manner. Every thing natural, proba

ble, reasonable was against it; all their

habits
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habits and ways of thinking, and ail

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 impres

sions, even where pains had been takea *

to please him—who thought so slightly,

so carelessly, so unfeelingly on all such

points—who was every thing to every

body, and seemed to find no one es

sential to him?—And further, how

could it be supposed that his sister,

with all her high and worldly notions

of matrimony, would be forwarding

anything of a serious nature in such a

quarter ? Nothing could be more un

natural in either. Fanny was ashamed

ofher own doubts. Every thing might

be possible rather than serious attach

ment or serious approbation of it

towards her. She had quite convinced

herself of this before Sir Thomas and

Mr. Crawford joined them. The diffi-

voi.. ii. o culty
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culty was in maintaining the convic

tion quite so absolutely after Mr. Craw

ford was in the room ; for once or twice

a look seemed forced on her which she

did not know how to class among the

common meaning; in any other man

at least, she would have said that ifc

'meant something very earnest, very

pointed. But she still tried to believe

it no more than 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 was trying for it the whole evening

at intervals, whenever Sir Thomas was

out of the room, or at all engaged with

Mrs. Norris, and she carefully refused

him every opportunity.

At last—it seemed an at last to Fan

ny'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
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nothing to send to Mary ? No answer

to her note ? She will be disappointed

if she receives nothing from you. Pray

write to her, if it be only a line."

" Oh ! yes, certainly," cried Fanny,

rising in 'haste, the haste of embarrass

ment and of wanting to get away—

" I will write directly."

She went accordingly to the table,

where she was in the habit of writing

for her aunt, and prepared her mate

rials without knowing what in the

world to say ! She had read Miss

Crawford's note only once ; and how

to reply to anything so imperfectly

understood was most distressing. Quite

unpractised in such sortofnote-writing,

had there been time for scruples and

fears as to style, she would have felt

them in abundance ; but something

must be instantly written, and with

only one decided feeling, that of wish

ing not to appear to think anything

really intended, she wrote thus, in great

trembling both of spirits and hand :

0 2 " I AM
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" I am very much obliged to you,

my dear Miss Crawford, for your kind

congratulations, as far as they relate to

my dearest William. The rest of your

note I know means nothing, but I am

so unequal to anything of the sort,

that I hope you will excuse my beg

ging you to take no further notice. I

have seen too much of Mr. Crawford

not to understand his manners; if he

understood me as well, he would I dare

say behave differently. I do not know

what I write, but it would be a great

favour ofyou never to mention the sub

ject again. With thanks for the honour

of your note,

I remain, dear Miss Crawford,

The conclusion was scarcely intelli

gible from increasing fright, for she

found that Mr. Crawford, under pre

tence ofreceiving the note, Was coming

towards her.

" You cannot think I mean to hurry

you," said he in an under voice, per

ceiving
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ceiving the amazing trepidation with

which she made up the note; " you

cannot think I have any such object.

Do not hurry yourself, I intreat."

" Oh ! I thank you, I have quite

done, just done—it will be ready in a

moment—I am very much obliged to

you—if you will be so good as to give

that to Miss Crawford."

The note was held out and must be

taken ; and as she instantly and with

averted eyes walked towards the fire

place, 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 a sort to die with the day

—forevery day would restore the know

ledge ofWilliam'sadvancement, where

as the pain she hoped would return no

more. She had no doubt that her note

must appear excessively ill-written,

that the language would disgrace a

child, for her distress had allowed no

arrange-
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arrangement; but at least it would as

sure them both of her being neither

imposed on, nor gratified by Mr. Craw

ford's attentions.

END OF THE SECOND VOLUME.
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