
This is a reproduction of a library book that was digitized  
by Google as part of an ongoing effort to preserve the  
information in books and make it universally accessible.

https://books.google.com

https://books.google.com.sg/books?id=Py8JAAAAQAAJ










r mm *

><H 13-1 D



1

.



MANSFIEIiD PARK:

A NOVEL.

IN THREE VOLUMES.

BY THE

AUTHOR OF " SENSE AND SENSIBILITY,'

and " PRIDE AND PREJUDICE."

VOL. III.

PRINTED FOR T. EGERTON,

MILITARY LIBRARY, WHITEHALL.

1814.





MANSFIELB PAKK.

CHAPTER I.

Fanny had by no means forgotten

Mr. Crawford, when she awoke the

next morning ; but she remembered

the purport of her note, and was not

less sanguine, as to its effect, than she

had been the night before. If Mr.

Crawford would but go away !—That

was what she most earnestly desired ;—

go and take his sister with him, as he

was to do, and as he returned to Mans

field on purpose to do. And why it

was not done already, she could not

devise, for Miss Crawford certainly

wanted no delay.—Fanny had hoped, in

the course of his yesterday's visit, to hear

the day named; but he had only spoken

vol, in. b of
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of their journey as what would take

place ere long.

Having so satisfactorily settled the

conviction her note would convey, she

could not but be astonished to see Mr.

Crawford, as she accidentally did, com

ing up to the house again, and at an

hour as early as the day before.—His

coming might have nothing to do with

her, but she must avoid seeing him if

possible ; and being then in her way up

stairs, she resolved there to remain,

during the whole of his visit, unless

actually sent for ; and as Mrs. Norris was

still in the house, there seemed little

danger of her being wanted.

She sat some time in a good deal of

agitation, listening, trembling, and fear

ing to be sent for every moment ; but

as no footsteps approached the East

room, she grew gradually composed,

could sit down, and be able to employ

herself, and able to hope that Mr. Craw

ford had come, and would go without

her



( 8 )

her being obliged to know any thing of

the rrlatten . ;

Nearly half an hour had passed, and

she was growing; very comfortable,

when suddenly the sound of a step in re

gular approach was heard—<i. heavy

step, an unusual step in that part of the

house ; it was her unc l's ; she knew it

as well as his voice; she had trembled rat

it as often, and began to tremble again,

at the idea of his coming up to* speak

to her, whatever might be the subject.

It was indeed Sir Thomas, who open

ed the door, and asked if. she were

there, and if he might come in. The

terror of his former occasional visits to

that room seemed all renewed, and

she felt as if he were going to examine

her again in French and English.

She was all attention, however, in

placing a chair for him, and trying t$

appear honoured ; and in her agitation,

had quite overlooked the deficiences of

her apartment, till he, stopping short as

B 2 \ he
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tie entered, said, with much surprise,

" Why have you no fire to-day ?"

There was snow on the ground, and

she was sitting in a shawl. She hesi

tated.

" I am not cold, Sir—I never sit

here long at this time of year."

'Butj—you have a fire in gene

ral?"

" No, Sir."

" How comes this about; here must be

some mistake. I understood that you

had the use of this room by way of

making you perfectly comfortable.—In

your bed-chamber I know you cannot

have a fire. Here is some great misap

prehension which must be rectified.

It is highly unfit for you to sit—be'

it only half an hour a day, without a

fire. You are not strong. You are

chilly. Your aunt cannot be aware of

this." : '

Fanny would rather have been silent,

but being obliged to speak, she could

not forbear, in justice to the aunt she

loved
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loved best, from saying sometnmg in

which the words, " my aunt Norris"

were distinguishable.

" I understand," cried her uncle re

collecting himself, and not wanting

to hear more—" I understand. Your

aunt Norris has alwaysbeen an advo

cate, and very judiciously, for young

people's being brought up without un

necessary indulgences ; but there should

be moderation in every thing.—She is

also very hardy herself, which of course

will influence her in her opinion of the

wants of others. And on another ac

count too, I can perfectly comprehend.

—I know what her sentiments have

always been. The principle was good

in itself, but it may have been, and I

believe has been carried too far in your

case.—I am aware that there has been

sometimes, in some points, a mis

placed distinction ; but I think too well

of you, Fanny, to suppose you will ever

harbour resentment on that account.—

You have an understanding, which

will
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will prevent you from receiving things

only in part, and judging partially by

the event.—You will take in the whole

of the past, you will consider times,

persons, and probabilities, and you will

feel that they were not least your

friends who were educating and pre

paring you for that mediocrity of con

dition which seemed to be your lot..*n-

Though their caution may prove even

tually unnecessary, it was kindly meant ;

and of this you may be assured, that

every advantage of affluence will be

doubled by the little privations and re

strictions that may have been imposed.

1 am sure you will not disappoint my

opinion of you, by failing at any time

to treat your aunt Norris with the res

pect and attention that are due to her.

—But enough of this. Sit down, my

dear. I must speak to you for a few

minutes, but I will not detain you

long."

Fanny obeyed, with eyes cast down

and colour rising,—After a moment's

pause,
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pause, Sir Thomas, trying to suppress

a smile, went on.

" You are not aware, perhaps, that I

have had a visitor this morning.—1 had

not been long in my own room, after

breakfast, when Mr. Crawford was

shewn in.—His errand you may proba

bly conjecture."

Fanny's colour grew deeper and

deeper ; and her uncle perceiving

that she was embarrassed to a degree

that made either speaking or looking

up quite impossible, turned away his

own eyes, and without any farther

pause, proceeded in his account of Mr.

Crawford's visit.

Mr. Crawford's business had been

to declare himself the lover of Fanny,

make decided proposals for her, and in-

treat the sanction of the uncle, who

seemed to stand in the place of her

parents ; and he had done it all so

well, so openly, so liberally, so pro

perly, that Sir Thomas, feeling, more

over; his own replies, and his own

remarks
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remarks to have been very much to the

purpose—was exceedingly happy to

give the particulars of their conver

sation—and, little aware of what was

passing in his niece's mind, conceived

that by such details he must be gratify

ing her far more than himself. He

talked therefore for several minutes

without Fanny's daring to interrupt

him.—She had hardly even attained the

wish to do it. Her mind was in too

much confusion. She had changed her

position, and with her eyes fixed in

tently on one of the windows, was listen

ing to her uncle, in the utmost pertur

bation and dismay.—For a moment he

ceased,but she had barely become consci

ous of it, when, rising from his chair,he

said, " And now, Fanny, having per

formed one part of my commission,

and shewn you every thing placed on a

basis the most assured and satisfactory, I

may execute the remainder by prevail

ing on you to accompany me down

stairs, where—though I cannot but pre

sume
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sume on having been no unacceptable

companion myself, I must submit to

your finding one still better worth lis

tening to.—Mr. Crawford, as you have

perhaps foreseen, is yet in the house. He is

in my room, andhoping to see you there."

There was a look, a start, an excla

mation, on hearing this, which astonish

ed Sir Thomas ; but what was his in

crease of astonishment on hearing her

exclaim—" Oh ! no Sir, I cannot, in

deed I cannot go down to him. Mr.

Crawford ought to know—he must

know that—I told him enough yester

day to convince him—he spoke to me

on this subject yesterday—and I told

him without disguise that it was very

disagreeable to me, and quite out of my

power to return his good opinion.''

'* I do not catch your meaning,'' said

Sir Thomas sitting down again.—" Out

of your power to return his good opi

nion ! what is all this ? I know he spoke

to you yesterday, and (as far as I under

stand), received as muck encouragement

b 3 to
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to proceed as a well-judging young wo

man could permit herself to give. I was

very much pleased with what I collected

to have been your behaviour on the oc

casion ; it shewed a discretion highly to

be commended. But now, when he

has made his overtures so properly, and

honourably—what are your scruples

now ?"

" You are mistaken, Sir,"—cried

Fanny, forced by the anxiety of the

moment even to tell her Uncle that he

was wrong—" You are quite mistaken.

How could Mr. Crawford say such a

thing; I gave him no encouragemen

yesterday—On the contrary, I told him

—I cannot recollect my exact words—

but I am sure I told him that I would

not Jisten to him, that it was very un

pleasant to me in every respect, and that

I begged him never to talk to me in that

manner again.—I am sure I said as much

as that and more ; and I should have

said still more,—if I had been quite cer

tain of his meaning any thing seriously,

but
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but I did not like to be—I could not bear

to be—imputing more than might be in

tended. I thought it might all pass

for nothing with him."

She could say no more ; her breath

was almost gone.

.** Am I to understand," said Sir

Thomas, after a few moments silence,

" that you mean to refuse Mr. Craw

ford ?"

" Yes, Sir."

" Refuse him ?"

" Yes, Sir."

" Refuse Mr. Crawford ! Upon what

plea ? For what reason ?"

" I—I cannot like him, Sir, well

enough to marry him."

" This is very strange !" said Sir

Thomas, in a voice of calm displeasure.

There is something in this which my

comprehension does not readi. Here

is a young man wishing to pay his

addresses to you, with every thing to

recommend him ; not merely situation

in life, fortune, and character, but with

more
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more than common agreeableness, with

address and conversation pleasing to

every body. And he is not an acquain

tance of to-day, you have now known

him some time. His ' sister, moreover,

is your intimate friend, and he has been

doing that for you brother, which I

should suppose would have been almost

sufficient recommendation to you, had

there been no other. It is very uncertain

when my interest might have got Wil

liam on. He has done it already."

" Yes," said Fanny, in a faint voice,

and looking down with fresh shame ;

and she did feel almost ashamed of her

self, after such a picture as her uncle-

had drawn, for not liking Mr. Craw-

Ford.

" You must have been aware," con

tinued Sir Thomas, presently, " you

must have been some time aware of a

particularity in Mr. Crawford's manners

to you. This cannot have taken you by

surprise. You must have observed his

attentions ; and though you always re

ceived



( is )

ceived them very properly, (L have no

accusation to make on that head,') I

never perceived them to be unpleasant

to you. I am half inclined to think,

Fanny, that you do not quite know your

own feelings."

" Oh ! yes, Sir, indeed I do. His at

tentions were always—what I did not

like."

Sir Thoma* looked at her with deeper

surprise. " This is beyond me," said

he. " This requires explanation. Young

as you are, and having seen scarcely

any one, it is hardly possible that your

affections ——— "

He paused and eyed her fixedly. He

saw her lips formed into a no, though

the sound was inarticulate, but her face

was like scarlet. That, however, in so

modest a girl might be very compatible

with innocence.; and chusing at least to

appear satisfied, he quickly added, " No,

no, I know that is quite out of the ques

tion—;quite impossible. Well, there is

nothing more to be said." . c . -. . .

c:..' ' . J And

i .
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And for a few minutes he did say

nothing. He was deep in thought.

His niece was deep in thought likewise,

trying to harden and prepare herself

against farther questioning. She would

rather die than own the truth, and she

hoped by a little reflection to fortify

herself beyond betraying it.

" Independently of the interest which

Mr. Crawford's choice seemed to jus

tify," said Sir Thomas, beginning again,

and very composedly, " his wishing to

marry at all so early is recqmmendatory

to me. I am an advocate for early

marriages, where there are means in

proportion, and would have every young

man, with a sufficient income, settle as

soon after four and twenty as he can.

This is so much my opinion, that I am

sorry to think how little likely my own

eldest son, your cousin, Mr. Bertram, is

to marry early ; but at present, as far as

I can judge, matrimony makes no part

of his plans or thoughts. I wish he

were more likely to fix.'' Here was a

glance
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glance at Fanny. " Edmund I consider

from his disposition and habits as much

more likely to marry early than his

brother. He, indeed, I have lately

thought has seen the woman he could

love, which, I am convinced, my eldest

son has not. Am I right? Do you

agree with me, my dear ?"

" Yes, Sir."

It was gently, but it was calmly said,

and Sir Thomas was easy on the score

of the cousins. But the removal of his

alarm did his niece no service ; as her

unaccountableness was confirmed, his

displeasure increased ; and getting up

and walking about the room, with a

frown, which Fanny could picture to

herself, though she dared not lift up

her eyes, he shortly afterwards, and in

a voice of authority, said, " Have you

any reason, child, to think ill of Mr.

Crawford's temper i"

« No, Sir."

She longed to add, " but of his prin

ciples I have ;" but her heart sunk

under
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Under the appalling prospect of discus

sion, explanation, and probably non-

conviction. Her ill opinion of him was

founded chiefly on observations, which,

for her cousin's sake, she could scarcely

dare mention to their father. Maria

and Julia—and especially Maria, were

so closely implicated in Mr. Crawford's

misconduct, that she could not give his

character, such as she believed it, with

out betraying them. She had hoped

that to a man like her uncle, so dis

cerning, so honourable, so good, the

simple acknowledgment of settled dislike

on her side, would have been sufficient.

To her infinite grief she found it was

not. ..'

Sir Thomas came towards the table

where she sat in trembling wretched

ness, and with a good deal of cold stern

ness, said, " It is of no use, I perceive,

to talk to you. 'We had better put an

end to this most mortifying conference.

Mr. Crawford must not be kept longer

waiting. I will, therefore, only add, as

j thinking
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thinking it my duty to mark my opi

nion of your conduct—that you have

disappointed every expectation I had

formed, and proved yourself of a cha

racter the very reverse of what I had

supposed, For I had, Fanny, as I think

my behaviour must have shewn, formed

a very favourable opinion of you from

the period of my return to England. I

had thought you peculiarly free from

wilfulness of temper, self-conceit, and

every tendency to that independence of

spirit, which prevails so much in modern

days, even in young women, and which

in young women is offensive and dis

gusting beyond all common offence.

But you have now shewn me that you

can be wilful and perverse, that you can

and will decide for yourself, without

any consideration or deference for those

who have surely some right to guide

you—without even asking their advice.

You have shewn yourself very, very dif

ferent from anything that I had ima

gined. The advantage or disadvantage

of
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of your family—of your parents—your

brothers and sisters—never seems to

have had a moment's share in your

thoughts on this occasion. How they

might be benefited, how they must re

joice in such an establishment for you

.—is nothing to you. You think only

of yourself ; and because you do not

feel for Mr. Crawford exactly what a

young, heated fancy imagines to be ne

cessary for happiness, you resolve to

refuse him at once, without wishing

even for a little time to consider of it~

a little more time for cool consideration,

and for really examining your own in

clinations—and are, in a wild fit offolly,

throwing away from you such an op

portunity of being settled in life, eligi

bly, honourably, nobly settled, as will,

probably, never occur to you again.

Here is a young man of sense, of cha

racter, of temper, of manners, and of

fortune, exceedingly attached to you,

and seeking your hand in the most

handsome and disinterested way; and

let
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let me tell you, Fanny, that you may

live eighteen years longer in the world,

without being addressed by a man of

half Mr. Crawford's estate, or a tenth

part of his merits. Gladly would I

have bestowed either of my own daugh

ters on him. Maria is nobly married—

but had Mr. Crawford sought Julia's

hand, I should have given it to him

with superior and more heartfelt satis

faction than I gave Maria's to Mr;

Rushworth." After half a moment's

pause—" And I should have been very

much surprised had either of my

daughters, on receiving a proposal of

marriage at .any time, which might

carry with it only halfthe eligibility of

this, immediately and peremptorily, and

without paying my opinion or my

regard, the compliment of any consulta

tion, put a decided negative on it. I

should have been much surprised, and

much hurt, by such a proceeding. I

should have thought it a gross violation

of duty and respect. You are not to

be
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be judged by the same rule. You do

not owe me the duty of a child. But

Fanny, if your heart can acquit you of

ingratitude—

He ceased. Fanny was by this time

crying so bitterly, that angry as he was,

he would not press that article farther.

Her heart was almost broke by such a

picture of what she appeared to him;

by such accusations, so heavy, so multi

plied, so rising in dreadful gradation!

Self-willed, obstinate, selfish, and un

grateful. He thought her all this. She

had deceived his expectations; she had

lost his good opinion. What was to

become of her? . . .

*' I am very sorry," said she inarticu

lately through her tears, " I am very

sorry indeed."

" Sorry! yes, I hope you are sorry;

and you will probably have reason to be

long sorry for this day's transactions." N

*' If it were possible for me to do

otherwise, " said she with another strong

effort, " but I am so perfectly convinced

that
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that I could never make him happy, and

that I should be miserable myself."

Another burst of tears ; but in spite

of that burst, and in spite of that great

black word miserable, which served to

introduce it, Sir Thomas began to think

a little relenting, a little change of in

clination, might have something to do

with it; and to augur favourably from

the personal intreaty of the young man

himself. He knew her to be very timid,

and exceedingly nervous ; and thought

it not improbable that her mind might

be in such a state, as a little time, a little

pressing, a little patience, and a little

impatience, a judicious mixture of all

on the lover's side, might work their

usual effect on. If the gentleman would

but persevere, if he had but love enough

to persevere—Sir Thomas began to have

hopes ; and these reflections having

passed across his mind and cheered it,

" Well," said he, in a tone of becoming

gravity, but of less anger, " well, child,

dry
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dryup your tears. There is no use in these

tears; they can do no good. You must

now come down stairs with me. Mr.

Crawford has been kept waiting too

long already, You must give him your

own answer; we cannot expect him t&

be satisfied with less; and you only can

explain to him the grounds of that mis

conception of your sentiments, which,

unfortunately for himself, he certainly

has imbibed. I am totally unequal to it."

But Fanny shewed such reluctance,

such misery, at the idea of going down

to him, that Sir Thomas, after a little

consideration,judged it better to indulge

her. His hopes from both gentleman and

lady suffered a small depression in conse

quence; but when he looked .at his niece^

and saw the state of feature and com

plexion which her crying had brought

her. into, he thought there might be as

much lost as gained by art immediate in

terview. 'With a few words, therefore,

of no particular meaning, he walked off

by
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'by himself, leaving his poor niece to sit

and cry over what had passed, with very

wretched feelings. .

Her mind was all disorder. The past,

present, future, every thing was terrible.

But her uncle's anger gave her the se

verest pain of all. Selfish and ungrateful!

to have appeared so to him! She was mi

serable for ever. She had no one tp

take her part, to counsel, or speak for

her. Her only friend was absent. He

might have softened his father; but all,

perhaps all, would think her selfish and

ungrateful. She might have to endure

the reproach again and again; she might

hear it, or see it, or know it to exist for

ever in every connection about her.

She could not but feel some resentment

against Mr. Crawford; yet, if he really

loved her, and was unhappy too!—it

was all wretchedness together.

In about a quarter of an hour her

uncle returned; she was almost ready

to faint at the sight of him. He spoke

calmly, however, without austerity,

without
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without reproach, and she revived a

little. There was comfort too in his

words, as well as his manner, for he be

gan with, " Mr. Crawford is gone; he

has just left me. I need not repeat

what has passed. I do not want to add

to any thing you may now be feeling, by

an account of what he has felt. Suffice

it, that he has behaved in the most gen

tleman-like and generous manner; and

has confirmed me in a most favourable

opinion of his understanding, heart, and

temper. Upon my representation of

what you were suffering, he immedi

ately, and with the greatest delicacy,

ceased to urge to see you for the present."

Here Fanny, who had looked Up, look

ed down again. " Of course,'~continued

her uncle, " it cannot be supposed but

that he should request to speak with

you alone, be it only for five minutes ;

a request too natural, a claim too just to

be denied. But there is no time fixed,per-

hapsto-morrow,or whenever your spirits

are composed enough. For the present

you
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you have only to tranquillize yourself.

Check these tears; they do but exhaust

you. If, as I am willing to suppose, you

wish to shew me any observance, you

will not give way to these emotions,

but endeavour to reason yourself into

a stronger frame of mind. I advise you

to go out, the air will do you good;

go out for an hour on the gravel,

you will have the shrubbery to your

self, and will be the better for air

and exercise. And, Fanny, (turning

back again for a moment) I shall make

no mention below of what has passed;

I shall not even tell your aunt Bertram.

Ther? is no occasion for spreading the

disappointment; say nothing about it

yourseli. '

This was an order to be most joy

fully obeyed; this was an act of kind

ness which Fanny felt at her heart. To

be spared from her nunt Norris's inter

minable reproaches!—he left her in a

glow of gratitude. Any thing might

be bearable rather than such reproaches.

vol. in. c Evea
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Even to see Mr. Crawford would be

less overpowering.

She walked out directly as her uncle

recommended, and followed his advice

throughout,as far as she could; didcheck

her tears,did earnestlytry to compose her

spirits, and strengthen her mind. She

wished to prove to him that she did de

sire his comfort, and sought to regain his

favour; and he had given her another

strong motive for exertion, in keeping

the whole affair from the knowledge of

her aunts. Not to excite suspicion by

her look or manner was now an object

worth attaining; and she felt equal to

almost any thing that might save her

from her aunt Norris.

She was struck, quite struck, when

on returning from her walk, and going

into the east room again, the first

thing which caught her eye was a fire-

lighted and burning. A fire ! it seemed

too much ; just at that time to be giving

her such an indulgence, was exciting

even painful gratitude. She wondered

that
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that Sir Thomas could have leisure to

think of such a trifle again; but she

soon found, from the voluntary infor

mation of the housemaid, who came in

to attend it, that so it was to be every

day. Sir Thomas had given orders

for it.

" I must be a brute indeed, if I can

be really ungrateful!" said she in solilo

quy; " Heaven defend me from being

ungrateful!"

She saw nothing more of her uncle,

nor of her aunt N orris, till they met at

dinner. Her uncle's behaviour to her

was then as nearly as possible what it

had been before; she was sure he did

not mean there should be any change,

and that it was only her own conscience

that could fancy any; but her aunt was

soon quarrelling with her: and when

she found how much and how unplea

santly her having only walked out with

out Her aunt's knowledge could be dwelt

on, she felt all the reason she had to

bless the kindness which saved her from

c 2 the
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the same spirit of reproach, exerted on

a more momentous subject.

" If I had known you were going out,

I should have got you just to go as far

as my house with some orders for

Nanny," said she, " which I have since,

to my very great inconvenience, been

obliged to go and carry myself. I could

very ill spare the time, and you might

have saved me the trouble, if you would

only have been so good as to let us know

you were going out. It would have made

no difference to you, I suppose, whether

you had walked in the shrubbery, or

gone to my house."

" I recommended the shrubbery to

Fanny as the dryest place," said Sir

Thomas.

" Oh!" said Mrs. Norris with a mo

ment's check, " that was very kind of

you, Sir Thomas; but you do not know

how dry the path is to my house.

Fanny would have had quite as good a

walk there I assure you; with the ad

vantage of being of some use, and

obliging
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obliging her aunt : it is all her fault.

If she would but have let us know she

was going out—but there is a something

about Fanny, I have often observed it

before,—she likes to go her own way to

work; she does-not like to be dictated

to ; she takes her own independent

walk whenever she can ; , she cer

tainly has a little spirit of secrecy, and

independence, and nonsense, about ber,

which I would advise her to get the

better of."

As a general reflection on Fanny,

Sir Thomas thought nothing could be

more unjust, though he had been so

lately expressing the same sentiments

himself, and he tried to turn the con

versation; tried repeatedly before he

could succeed ; for Mrs. Norris had not

discernment enough to perceive, either

now, or at any other time, to what de

gree he thought well of his niece, or

how very far he was from wishing to

have his own children's merits set off by

the depreciation of her's. She was talk

ing
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ing at Fanny, and resenting this private

walk half through the dinner.

It was over, however, at last; and

the evening set in with more compo

sure to Fanny, and more cheerfulness

of spirits than she could have hoped for

after so stormy a morning; but she

trusted, in the first place, that she had

done right, that her judgment had not

misled her; for the purity of her inten-

tentions she could answer; and she was

willing to hope, secondly, that her un

cle's displeasure was abating, and would

abate farther as he considered the mat

ter with more impartiality, and felt, as a

good man must feel, how wretched, and

how unpardonable, how hopeless and

how wicked it was, to marry without af

fection.

When the meeting with which she

was threatened for the morrow was

past, she could not but flatter herself

that the subject would be finally con

cluded, and Mr. Crawford once gone

from Mansfield, that every thing would

soon
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soon be as if no such subject had

existed. She would not, could not be

lieve, that Mr. Crawford's affection for

her could distress him long; his mind

was not of that sort. London would

soon bring its cure. In London he

would soon learn to wonder at his in

fatuation, and be thankful for the right

reason in her, which had saved him

from its evil consequences.

While Fanny's mind was engaged in

these sort of hopes, her uncle was soon

after tea called out of the room ; an oc

currence too common to strike her, and

she thought nothing of it till the butler

re-appeared ten minutes afterwards, and

advancing decidedly towards herself,

said, " Sir Thomas wishes to speak with

you, Ma'am, in his own room." Then

it occurred to her what might be going

on ; a suspicion rushed over her mind

which drove the colour from her cheeks;

but instantly rising, she was preparing

to obey, when Mrs. Norris called out,

" Stay, stay, Fanny! what are you

about ?—
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about?—where are you going?—don't

be in such a hurry. Depend upon it,

it is not you that are wanted ; depend

upon it it is me; (looking at the but

ler) but you are so very eager to put

yourself forward. What should Sir

Thomas want you for? It is me, Badde-

ley, you mean; I am coming this mo

ment. You mean me, Baddeley, I am

sure; Sir Thomas wants me, not Miss

Price."

But Baddeley was stout. " No Ma'am,

it is Miss Price, I am certain of its being

Miss Price." And theie was a half smile

with the words which meant, " I do not

think you would answer the purpose

at all."

Mrs. Norris much discontent^ was /

obliged to compose herself to work

again ; and Fanny, walking off in agi

tating consciousness, found herself, as she

anticipated, in another minute alone with

Mr. Crawford.

CHAP.
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CHAPTER II.

The conference was neither so short,

nor so conclusive, as the lady had de

signed. The gentleman was not so ea

sily satisfied. He had all the disposition

to persevere that Sir Thomas could wish

him. He had vanity, which strongly in

clined him, in the first place, to think

she did love him, though she might not

know it herself ; and which, secondly,

when constrained at last to admit that

she did know her own present feelings,

convinced him that he should be able in

time to make those feelings what he

wished.

He was in love, very much in love ;

and it was a love which, operating on an

active* sanguine spirit, of more warmth

than delicacy, made her affection ap

pear of greater consequence, because it

was withheld, and determined him to

have the glory, as well as the felicity, of

forcing her to love him.

c 3 He
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He would not despair : he would not

desist. He had every well grounded

reason for solid attachment; he knew

her to have all the worth that could

justify the warmest hopes of lasting

happiness with her ; her conduct at this

very time, by speaking the disinteres

tedness and delicacy of her character

(qualities which he believed most rare

indeed), was of a sort to heighten all his

wishes, and confirm all his resolutions.

He knew not that he had a pre-engaged

heart to attack. Of that, he had no

suspicion. He considered her rather as

one who had never thought on the sub

ject enough to be in danger; who had

been guarded by youth, a youth ofmind

as lovely as of person ; whose modesty

had prevented her from understanding

his attentions, and who was stillover-

powered by the suddenness of addresses

so wholly unexpected, and the novelty

of a situation which her fancy had never

taken into account.

Must it not follow of course, that

"when
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when he was understood, he should

succeed?—he believed it fully. Love

such as his, in a man like himself, must

with perseverance secure a return, and

at no great distance; and he had so

much delight in the idea of obliging

her to love him in a very short time,

that her not loving him now was scarcely

regretted. A little difficulty to be over

come, was no evil to Henry Crawford.

He rather derived spirits from it. He

had been apt to gain hearts too easily.

His situation was new and animating.

To Fanny, however, who had known

too much opposition all her life, to find

any charm in ir, all this was unintelligi

ble. She found that he did mean to

persevere; but how he could, after such

language from her as she felt her

self obliged to use, was not to be under

stood. She told him, that she did not

love him, could not love him, was sure

she never should love him: that such a

change was quite impossible, that the

subject was most painful to her, that

she
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she must intreat him never to mention

it again, to allow her to leave him at

once, and let it be considered as con

cluded for ever. And when farther

pressed, had added, that in her opinion

their dispositions were so totally dis

similar, as to make mutual affection in

compatible; and that they were unfitted

for each other by nature, education,

and habit. All this she had said, and

with the earnestness of sincerity ; yet this

was not enough, for he immediately

denied there being anything unconge

nial in their characters, or anything un

friendly in their situations; and posi

tively declared, that he would still love,

and still hope !

Fanny knew her own meaning, but

was no judge of her own manner. Her

manner was incurably gentle, and she

was not aware how much it concealed

the sternness of her purpose. Her dif

fidence, gratitude, and softness, made

every expression of indifference seem

almost an effort of self-denial; seem

at
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at least, to be giving nearly as much

pain to herself as to him. Mr. Craw

ford was no longer the Mr. Crawford

who, as the clandestine, insidious, trea

cherous admirer of Maria Bertram, had

been her abhorrence, whom she had

hated to see or to speak to, in whom

she could believe no good quality to

exist, and whose power, even of being

agreeable, she had barely acknowledged.

He was now the Mr. Crawford who

was addressing herself with ardent, dis

interested, love ; whose feelings were

apparently become all that was honour

able and upright, whose views of hap

piness were all fixed^ on a marriage of

attachment; who was pouring out his

sense of her merits, describing and de

scribing again his affection, proving, as

far as words could prove it, and in the

language, tone, and spirit of a man of

talent too, that he sought her for her

gentleness, and her goodness; and to

complete the whole, he was now the

Mr.
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Mr. Crawford who had procured Wil

liam's promotion !

Here was a change! and here were

claims which could not but operate.

She might have disdained him in all the

dignity of angry virtue, in the grounds

of Sotherton, or the theatre at Mans

field Park; but he approached her now

with rights that demanded different

treatment. She must be courteous, and

she must be compassionate. She must

have a sensation of being honoured, and

whether thinking of herself or her bro

ther, she must have a strong feeling of

gratitude. The effect of the whole was

a manner so pitying and agitated, and

words intermingled with her refusal so

expressive of obligation and concern,

that to a temper of vanity and hope

like Crawford's, the truth, or at least

the strength of her indifference, might

well be questionable; and he was not

so irrational as Fanny considered him,

in the professions of persevering, as

siduous,
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sidueus, and not desponding attachment

which closed the interview.

It was with reluctance that he suffered

her to go, but there was no look of

despair in parting to bely his words,

or give her hopes of his being less un

reasonable than he professed himself.

Now she was angry. Some resent

ment did arise at a perseverance so self

ish and ungenerous. Here was again a

want of delicacy and regard for others

which had formerly so struck and dis

gusted her. Here was again a some

thing of the same Mr. Crawford

whom she had so reprobated before.

How evidently was there a gross want

of feeling and humanity where his own

pleasure was concerned — And, alas!

how always known no principle to sup

ply as a duty what the heart was defi

cient in. Had her own affections been

as free—as perhaps they ought to have

been—he never could have engaged

them.

So thought Fanny in good truth and

sober
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sober sadness, as she sat musing over

that too great indulgence and luxury of

a fire upstairs—wondering at the past

and present, wondering at what was

yet to come, and in a nervous agitation

which made nothing clear to her but

the persuasion of her being never under

any circumstances able to love Mr.

Crawford, and the felicity of having a

fire to sit over and think of it.

Sir Thomas was obliged or obliged

himself to wait till the morrow for a

knowledge of what had passed between

the young people. He then saw Mr.

Crawford and received his account.—

The first feeling was disappointment ;

he had hoped better things ; he had

thought that an hour's intreaty from a

young man like Crawford could not

have worked so little change on a gentle

temper'd girl like Fanny ; but there was

speedy comfort in the determined views

and sanguine perseverance of the lover ;

and when seeing such confidence of

success in the principal, Sir Thomas

was
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was soon able to depend on it him

self.

Nothing was omitted, on his side, of

civility, compliment, or kindness, that

might assist the plan. Mr. Crawford's

steadiness was honoured, and Fanny was

praised, and the connection was still the

most desirable in the world. At Mans

field park Mr. Crawford would always

be welcome ; he had only to consult

his own judgment and feelings as to the

frequency of his visits, at present or in

future. In all his niece's family and

friends there could be but one opinion,

one wish on the subject ; the influence of

all who loved her must incline one way.

Every thing was said that could en

courage, every encouragement receiv

ed with grateful joy, and the gentle

men parted the best of friends.

Satisfied that the cause was now on a

footing the most proper and hopeful,

Sir Thomas resolved to abstain from all

farther importunity with his niece, and

to shew no open interference. Upon

her
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her disposition he believed kindness

might be the best way of working.

Intreaty should be from one quarter

only. The forbearance of her family on

a point, respecting which she could be

in no doubt of their wishes, might be

their surest means of forwarding it.

Accordingly, on this principle Sir Tho

mas took the first opportunity of saying

to her, with a mild gravity, intended

to be overcoming, " Well, Fanny, I

have seen Mr. Crawford again, and

learn from him exactly how matters

stand between you. He is a most ex

traordinary young man, and whatever

be the event, you must feel that you

have created an attachment of no com

mon character ; though, young as you

are, and little acquainted with the tran

sient, varying, unsteady nature of love,

as it generally exists, you cannot be

struck as I am with all that is wonder

ful in a perseverance of this sort, against

discouragement. With him, it is en

tirely a matter of feeling ; be claims no

merit
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merit in it, perhaps is entitled to none.

Yet, having chosen so well, his con

stancy has a respectable stamp. Had

his choice been less unexceptionable, I

should have condemned his perse

vering.

" Indeed, Sir," said Fanny, " I am

very sorry that Mr. Crawford should

continue to-—— I know that it is pay

ing me a verygreat compliment, and I feel

most undeservedly honoured; but I am

so perfectly convinced, and I have told

him so, that it never will be in my

power—"

" My dear," interrupted Sir Thomas,

" there is no occasion for this. Your

feelings are as well known to me, as my

wishes and regrets must be to you.

There is nothing more to be said or

done. From this hour, the subject is

never to be revived between us. You

will have nothing to fear, or to be agi

tated about. You cannot suppose me

capable of trying to persuade you to

marry against your inclinations. Your

hap
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happiness and advantage are all that I

have in view, and nothing is required

of you but to bear with Mr. Crawford's

endeavours to convince you, that they

may not be incompatible with his. He

proceeds at his own risk. You are

on safe ground. I have engaged for

your seeing him whenever he calls, as

you might have done, had nothing of

this sort occurred. You will see him

with the rest of us, in the same manner,

and as much as you can, dismissing the

recollection of every thing unpleasant.

He leaves Northamptonshire so soon,

that even this slight sacrifice cannot be

often demanded. The future must be

very uncertain. And now, my dear

Fanny, this subject is closed between

us."

The promised departure was all that

Fanny could think of with much satis

faction. Her uncle's kind expressions,

however, and forbearing manner, were

sensibly felt ; and when she considered

how much of the truth was unknown to

a

him,



( 45 )

him, she believed she had no right to

wonder at the line of conduct he pur

sued. He who had married a daughter

to Mr. Rushworth. Romantic delicacy

was certainly not to be expected from

him. She must do her duty, and trust

that time might make her duty easier

than it now was.

She could not, though only eighteen,

suppose Mr. Crawford's attachment

would hold out for ever ; she could not

but imagine that steady, unceasing dis

couragement from herself would put an

end to it in time. How much time she

might, in her own fancy, allot for its

dominion, is another concern. It

would not be fair to enquire into a

young lady's exact estimate of her own

perfections.

In spite of his intended silence, Sir

Thomas found himself once more

obliged to mention the subject to his

niece, to prepare her britfly for its

being imparted to her aunts ; a measure

which he would still have avoided, if

possible,
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possible, but which became necessary

from the totally opposite feelings of Mr.

Crawford, as to any secrecy of proceed

ing. He had no idea of concealment.

It was all known at- the parsonage,

where he loved to talk over the future

with both his sisters ; and it would be

rather gratifying to him to have enlight

ened witnesses of the progress of his suc

cess. When Sir Thomas understood

this, he felt the necessity of making his

own wife and sister-in-law acquainted

with the business without delay;

though on Fanny's account, he almost

dreaded the effect of the communica

tion to Mrs. Norris as much as Fanny

herself. He deprecated her mistaken,

but well-meaning zeal. Sir Thomas,

indeed, was, by this time, not very far

from classing Mrs. Nou is as one of

those well-meaning people, who are

always doing mistaken and very disagree

able things.

Mrs. Norris, however, relieved him.

He pressed for the strictest forbearance

and
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and silence towards their niece ; she not

only promised, but did observe it. She

only looked her increased ill-will. An

gry she was, bitterly angry ; but she

was more angry with Fanny for having

received such an offer, than for refusing

it. It was an injury and affront to Julia,

who ought to have been Mr. Crawford's

choice ; and, independently of that, she

disliked Fanny, because she had neglect

ed her ; andshe would have grudged such

an elevation to one whom she had been

always trying to depress.

Sir Thomas gave her more credit for

discretion on the occasion than she de

served ; and Fanny could have blessed

her for allowing her only to see her dis

pleasure, and not to hear it.

Lady Bertram took it differently. She

had been a beauty, and a prosperous

beauty, all her life ; and beauty and

wealth were all that excited her respect.

To know Fanny to be sought in mar

riage by a man of fortune, raised her,

therefore, very much in her opinion. By

con
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convincing her that Fanny Was very

pretty,which she had been doubtingabout

before, and that she would be advan

tageously married, it made her feel a

sort of credit in calling her niece.

" Well, Fanny," said she, as soon as

they were alone together afterwards,

—and she really had known something

like impatience, to be alone with her,

and her countenance, as she spoke, had

extraordinary animation—"Well,Fanny,

I have had a very agreeable surprise

this morning. 1 must just speak of it

once, I told Sir Thomas I must once,

rind then I shall have done. I give you

joy, my dear niece."—-and looking at

her complacently, she added " Humph

—We certainly are a handsome family."

Fanny coloured, and doubted at first

what to say ; when hoping to assail

her on her vulnerable side, she pre

sently answered,

" My dear aunt, you cannot wish

me to do differently from what I have

done, I am sure. You cannot wish

me
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me to marry ; for you would miss me,

should not you ?—Yes, I am sure you

would miss me too much for that." ' ..

" No, my dear, I should not think of

missing you, when such an offer as this

comes in your way. I could do very

well without you, if you were married

to a man of such good estate as Mr.

Crawford. And you must be aware,

Fanny, that it is every young woman's

duty to accept such a very unexception

able offer as this."

This was almost the only rule of con

duct, the only piece of advice, which

Fanny had ever received from her

aunt in the course of eight years and

a half.—It silenced her. She felt how

unprofitable contention would be. If

her aunt's feelings were against her,

nothing could be hoped from attack

ing her understanding. Lady Bertram

was quite talkative.

** I will tell you what,Fanny," said she.

—" I am sure he fell in love with you

at the ball, I am sure the mischief was

vol. III. d done
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done that evening. You did look re

markably well. Every body said so.

Sir Thomas said so. And you know

you had Chapman to help you dress.

I am very glad I sent Chapman to

you. I shall tell Sir Thomas that I am

sure it was done that evening."—And

still pursuing the same cheerful thoughts,

she soon afterwards added.—" And I

will tell you what, Fanny—which is

more than I did for Maria—the next

time pug has a litter you shall have a

puppy."
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CHAPTER m.

Edmund had great things to hear on

his return. Many surprises were await

ing him. The first that occurred was

not least in interest,—the appearance of

Henry Crawford and his sister walking

together through the village, as he rode

into it.—He had concluded,—he had

meant them to be far distant. His ab

sence had b:en extended beyond a fort

night purposely to avoid Miss Crawford.

He was returning. to Mansfield with

spirits ready to feed on melancholy re

membrances, and tender associations,

when her own fair self was before him,

leaning on her brother's arm ; and he

found himself receiving a welcome,

unquestionably friendly from the wo

man whom, two moments before, he

had been thinking of as seventy miles

off, and as farther, much farther from

him in inclination than any distance

could express.

d 2 Her
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Her reception of him was of a sort

which he could not have hoped for, had

he expected to see her. Coming as he

did from such a purport fulfilled as had

taken him away, he would have ex

pected anything rather than a look of

satisfaction and words of simple, plea

sant meaning. It was enough to set his

heart in a glow* and to bring him home

in the properest state for feeling the full

value oFthe other joyful surprises at hand.

William's promotion, with all its par

ticulars, he was soon master of; and

with such a secret provision of comfort

within his own breast to help the joy,

he found in it a source of most gratify

ing sensation, and unvarying cheerful

ness all dinner time.

After dinner, when he and his father

were alone, he had Fanny's history;

and then all the great events of the last

fortnight, and the present situation of

matters at Mansfieldwere known to him.

Fanny suspected what was going on.

They sat so much longer than usual in

v the



( 53 )

the dining parlour, that she was sure

they must be talking of her ; and when

tea at last brought them away, and she

was to be seen by Edmund again, she

felt dreadfully guilty. He came to her,

sat down by her, took her hand, and

pressed it kindly ; and at that moment

she thought that, but for the occupa

tion and the scene which the tea things

afforded, she must have betrayed her

emotion in some unpardonable excess.

He was not intending, however, by

such action, to be conveying to her that

unqualified approbation and encourage

ment which her hopes drew from it. It

was designed only to express his parti

cipation in all that interested her, and

to tell her that he had been hearing

what quickened every feeling of affec

tion. He was, in fact, entirely on his

father's side of the question. His sur

prise was not so great as his father's, at

her refusing Crawford, because, so far

from supposing her to consider him

with anything like a preference, he had

always
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always believed it to be rather the

reverse, and could imagine her to be

taken perfectly unprepared, but Sir

Thomas could not regard the connec

tion as more desirable than he did. It

had every recommendation to him, and

while honouring her for what she had

done under the influence of her present

indifference, honouring her in rather

stronger terms than Sir Thomas could

quite echo, he was most earnest in

hoping, and sanguine in believing, that

it would be a match at last, and that,

united by mutual affection, it would

appear that their dispositions were as

exactly fitted to make them blessed in

each other, as he was now beginning

seriously to consider them. Crawford

had been too precipitate. He had not

given her time to attach herself. He

had begun at the wrong end. With

such powers as his, however, and such

a disposition as her's, Edmund trusted

that every thing would work out a

happy conclusion. Meanwhile, he saw

enough
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enough of Fanny's embarrassment to

make him scrupulously guard against

exciting it a second time, by any word,

or look, or movement.

Crawford called the next day, and on

the score of Edmund's return, Sir Tho

mas felt himself more than licensed to

ask him to stay dinner ; it was really a

necessary compliment. He staid of course,

and Edmund had then ample opportu

nity for observing how he sped with

Fanny, and what degree of immediate

encouragement for him might be ex

tracted from her manners ; and it was so

little, so very very little, (every chance,

every possibilityofit, resting uponherem

barrassmentonly, if therewas not hope in

her confusion, there was hope in nothing

else) that he was almost ready to wonder

at his friend's perseverance.—Fanny was

worth it all ; heheldherto be worth every

effort ofpatience, every exertion of mind

—but hedidnot think he could have gone

on himself with any woman breathing,

without something more towarm his cou

rage
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rage than his eyes could discern in her's.

He was verywilling to hope thatCrawford

saw clearer ; and this was the most com

fortable conclusion for his friend, that he

could come to from all that he observed

to pass before, and at, and after dinner.

In the evening a few circumstances

occurred which he thought more pro

mising. When he and Crawford walked

into the drawing room, his mother and

Fanny were sitting as intently and si

lently at work as if there were no

thing else to care for. Edmund could

not help noticing their apparently

deep tranquillity.

" We have not been so silent all the

time," replied his mother. ** Fanny has

been reading to me, and only put the

book down upon hearing you coming."

—And sure enough there was a book

on the table which had the air of being

very recently closed, a volume of

Shakespeare.—" She often reads to me

out of those books ; and she was in the

middle of a very fine speech of that

man's
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man's—What's his name, Fanny ?—

when we heard your footsteps."

Crawford took the volume. " Let

me have the pleasure of finishing that

speech to your ladyship," said he. " I'

shall find it immediately." And by

carefully giving way to the inclination

of the leaves, he did find it, or within

a page or two, quite near enough to

satisfy Lady Bertram, who assured him,

as soon as he mentioned the name of

Cardinal Wolsey, that he had got the

very speech.—Not a look, or an offer

of help had Fanny given ; not a sylla

ble for or against. All her attention

was for her work. She seemed deter

mined to be interested by nothing else.

But taste was too strong in her. She

could not abstract her mind five mi

nutes ; she was forced to listen ; his

reading was capital, and her pleasure in

good reading extreme. To good read

ing, however, she had been long used ;

her uncle read well—her cousins all—

Edmund very well 4 but in Mr. Craw-

D 3 ford's
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ford's reading, there was a variety of

excellence beyond what she had ever

met with. The King, the Queen,

Buckingham, Wolsey, Cromwell, all

were given in turn ; for with the hap

piest knack, the happiest power of

jumping and guessing, he could always

light, at will, on the best scene, or the

best speeches of each ; and whether it

were dignity or pride, or tenderness

or remorse, or whatever were to be

expressed, he could do it with equal

beauty.—It was truly dramatic.—His

acting had first taught Fanny what plea

sure a play might give, and his reading

brought all his acting before her again ;

nay, perhaps with greater enjoyment,

for it came unexpectedly, and with

no such drawback as she had been used

to suffer in seeing him on the stage

with Miss Bertram.

Edmund watched the progress of her

attention, and was amused and gratified

by seeing how she gradually slackened

in the needle-work, which, at the begin

ning,
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ning seemed to occupy her totally ;

how it fell from her hand while she sat

motionless over it—and at last, how the

eyes which had appeared so studiously

to avoid him throughout the day, were

turned and fixed on Crawford, fixed

on him for minutes, fixed on him

in short till the attraction drew Craw

ford's upon her, and the book was

closed, and the charm was broken.

Then, she was shrinking again into her-

self, and blushing and working as hard

as ever ; but it had been enough to give

Edmund encouragement for his friend,

and as he cordially thanked him, he

hoped to be expressing Fanny's secret

feelings too.

" That play must be a favourite with

you," said he, " You read as if you

knew it well."

" It will be a favourite I believe

from this hour," replied Crawford ;—

but I do not think I have had a volume

of Shakespeare in my hand be

fore, since I was fifteen.—I once saw

Henry
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Henry the 8th acted.—Or I have heard

of it from somebody who did—I am not

certain which. But Shakespeare one

gets acquainted with without knowing

how. It is a part of an Englishman's

constitution. His thoughts and beau

ties are so spread abroad that one touches

them every where, one is intimate with

him by instinct,—No man of any

brain can open at a good part of one of

his plays, without falling into the flow

of his meaning immediately."

** No doubt, one is familiar with

Shakespeare in a degree," said Edmund,

" from one's earliest years. His celebrated

passages are quoted by every body ;

they are in half the books we open,

and we all talk Shakespeare, use his

similies, and describe 'with his de

scriptions ; but this is totally distinct

from giving his sense as you gave it.

To know him in bits and scraps, is com

mon enough, to know him pretty tho

roughly, is perhaps, not uncommon,

but
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but to read him well aloud, is no every

day talent.'' ,

" Sir, you do me honour;" was

Crawford's answer, with a bow of mock

gravity.

Both gentlemen had a glance at Fanny,

to see if a word of accordant praise,

could be extorted from her ; yet both

feeling that it could not be. Her praise

had been given in, her attention ; that

must content them.

Lady Bertram's admiration was ex

pressed, and strongly too. " It was

really like being at a play," said she.—"I

wish Sir Thomas had been here."

Crawford was excessively pleased.—

If Lady Bertram with all her incompe

tency and languor, could feel this, the

inference of what her niece, alive and

enlightened as she was, must feel, was

elevating.

" You have a great turn for acting,

I am sure,Mr. Crawford," said her Lady

ship soon afterwards—" and 1 will tell

you what, I think you will have a

theatre,
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theatre, some time or other, at your

house in Norfolk. I mean when you are

settled there. I do, indeed. I think you

will fit up a theatre at your house jn.

Norfolk."

" Do you, Ma'am ?" cried he with

quickness. "No, no, that will never

be. Your Ladyship is quite mistaken.

No theatre at Everingham ! Oh ! no."

—And he looked at Fanny with an ex

pressive smile, which evidently meant,

" that lady will never allow a theatre

at Everingham."

Edmund saw it all, and saw Fanny

so determined not to see it, as to make

it clear that the voice was enough to con

vey the full meaning of the protesta

tion ; and such a quick consciousness

of compliment, such a ready compre

hension of a hint, he thought,was rather

favourable than not.

The subject of reading aloud was

farther discussed. The two young

men were the only talkers, but they,

standing by the fire, talked over the

too
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too common neglect of the qualification,

the total inattention to it, in the

ordinary school-system for boys, the

consequently natural—yet in some in

stances almost unnatural degree of igno

rance and uncouthness of men, of sen

sible and well-informed men, when sud

denly called to the necessity of reading

aloud, which had fallen within their

notice, giving instances of blunders,

and failures with their secondary causes,

the want of management of the voice,

of proper modulation and emphasis,

of foresight and judgment, all pro

ceeding from the first cause, want of

early attention and habit ; and Fanny

was listening again with great entertain

ment.

*' Even in my profession"—said Ed

mund with a smile—" how little the art

of reading has been studied ! how little

a clear manner, and good delivery, have

been attended to ! I speak rather of

the past, however, than the present.-— '

There is now a spirit of improvement

abroad j
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abroad ; but among those who were

ordained twenty, thirty, forty years ago,

the larger number, to judge by their per

formance, must have thought reading

was reading, and preaching was preach

ing. It is different now. The subject

is more justly considered. It is felt that

distinctness and energy,may have weight

in recommending the most solid truths ;

and,besides,thereismore general observa

tion and taste, a more critical knowledge

diffused, than formerly; in every congre

gation, there is a larger proportion who

know a little of the matter, and who

can judge and criticize."

Edmund had already gone through

the service once since his Ordination ;

and upon this being understood, he had

a variety of questions from Crawford as

to his feelings and success ; questions

which being made—though with the

vivacity of friendly interest and quick

taste—without any touch of that spirit

of banter or air of levity which Ed

mund knew to be most offensive to

Fanny,
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Fanny, he had true pleasure in satisfying,

and when Crawford proceeded to ask

his opinion and give his own as to the

properest manner in which particular

passages in the service should be deli

vered, shewing it to be a subject on

whichhe had thought before,andthought

with judgment, Edmund was still more

and more pleased. This would be the

way to Fanny's heart. She was not to

be won by all that gallantry and wit,

and good nature together, could do ;

or at least, she would not be won by

them nearly so soon, without the as

sistance of sentiment and feeling, and

seriousness on serious subjects.

" Our liturgy," observed Crawford,

" has beauties, which not even a care

less, slovenly style of reading can de-

troy ; but it has also renundancies and

repetitions, which require good reading

not to be felt. For myself, at least, I

must confess being not always so atten

tive as I ought to be—(here was a glance

at Fanny) that nineteen times out of

twenty
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twenty I am thinking how such a pray

er ought to be read, and longing to

have it to read myself—Did you speak ?"

stepping eagerly to Fanny, and address

ing her in a softened voice ; and upon

her saying, " No," he added, " are you

sure you did not speak ? I saw your lips

move. I fancied you might be going to

tell me I ought to be more attentive, and

not allow my thoughts to wander. Are

not you going to tell me so V

" No, indeed, you know your duty

too well for me to—even supposing—'*

She stopt, felt herself getting into a

puzzle, and could not be prevailed on to

add another word, not by dint of seve

ral minuts.i of supplication and waiting.

He then returned to his former station,

and went on as if there had been no

such tender interruption.

" A sermon, well delivered, is more

uncommon even than prayers well read.

A sermon, good in itself, is no rare

thing. It is more difficult to speak

well than to compose well ; that is, the

rules
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rules and trick of composition are often-

er an object of study. A thoroughly

good sermon, thoroughly well delivered,

is a capital gratification. I can never

hear such a one without the greatest

admiration and respect, and, more than

half a mind to take orders and preach

myself. There is something in the elo

quence of the pulpit, when it is really

eloquence, which is entitled to the high

est praise and honour. The preacher

who can touch and effect such an hete

rogeneous mass of hearers, on subjects

limited, and long worn thread-bare in all

common hands ; who can say anything

new or striking, any thing that rouses

the attention, without offending the

taste, or wearing out the feelings of his

hearers, is a man whom one could not

(in his public capacity) honour enough.

I should like to be such a man.

Edmund laughed.

" I should indeed. I never listened to a

distinguished preacher in my life, with

out a sort of envy. But then, I must

have
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have a London audience. I could not

preach, but to the educated ; to those

who were capable of estimating my

composition. And, I do not know

that I should be fond of preaching

often ; now and then, perhaps, once or

twice in the spring, after being anx

iously expected for half a dozen Sundays

together ; but not for a constancy ; it

would not do for a constancy."

Here Fanny, who could not but listen,

involuntarily shook her head, and Craw

ford was instantly by her side again, in

stating to know her meaning ; and as

Edmund perceived, by his drawing in a

chair, and sitting down close by her,

that it was to be a very thorough at

tack, that looks and undertones were to

be well tried, he sank as quietly as pos

sible into a corner, turned his back, and

took up a newspaper, very sincerely

wishing that dear little Fanny might be

persuaded into explaining away that

shake of the head to the satisfaction of

her ardent lover ; and as earnestly try?

ing
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ing to bury every sound of the business,

from himself in murmurs of hisown,over

the various advertisements of " a most

desirable estate in South Wales"—" To

Parents and Guardians"—and a " Ca

pital season'd Hunter."

Fanny, meanwhile, vexed with her

self for not having been as motionless as

she was speechless, and grieved to the

heart to see Edmund's arrangements,

was trying, by every thing in the power

of her modest gentle nature, to repulse

Mr. Crawford and avoid both his looks

and enquiries ; and he unrepulsable was

persisting in both.

" What did that shake of the head

mean ?" said he. " What was it meant

to express ? Disapprobation I fear.

But of what ?—What had I been saying

to displease you ?•—Did you think me

speaking improperly ?—lightly, irreve1

rently on the subject ?—Only tell me if

I was. Only tell me if I was wrong.

want to be set right. .Nay, nay, I

entreat you ; for one moment put down

your
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your work. What did that shake of

the head mean ?"

In vain was her " Pray, Sir, don't—

pray Mr. Crawford," repeated twice

over ; and in vain did she try to move

away—In the same low eager voice, and

the same close neighbourhood, he went

on, re-urging the same questions as be

fore. She grew more agitated and dis

pleased.

et How can you, Sir ? You quite as

tonish me—I wonder how you can"—

" Do I astonish you ?"—said he." Do

you wonder ? Is there any thing in my

present intreaty that you do not under

stand ? I will explain to you instantly,

all that makes me urge you in this man

ner, all that gives me an interest in

what you look and do, and excites

my present curiosity. I will not leave

you to wonder long."

In spite of herself, she could not help

half a smile, but she said nothing.

" You shook your head at my ac

knowledging that I should not like to

engage
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engageinthe dutiesofaClergyman always

for a constancy. Yes, that was the

word. Constancy. I am not afraid of the

word. I would spell it, read it, write it

with any body. I see nothing alarming

in the word. Did you think I ought ?"

" Perhaps, Sir," said Fanny; wearied

at last into speaking—" perhaps, Sir, I

thought it was a pity you did not always

know yourself as well as you semed to

do at that moment."

Crawford, delighted to get her to

speak at any rate, was determined to

keep it up ; and poor Fanny, who had

hoped to silence him by such an extre

mity of reproof, found herself sadly

mistaken, and that it was only a change

from one object of curiosity and one set

of words to another. He had always

something to intreat the explanation of.

The opportunity was too fair. None

such had occurred since his seeing her

in her Uncle's room, none such might

occur again before his leaving Mansfield.

Lady Bertram's being just on the other

side
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side of the table was a trifle, for she

might always be considered as only half

awake, and Edmund's advertisements

were still of the first utility.

" Well," said Crawford, after a

course of rapid questions and reluctant

answers—I am happier than I was, be

cause I now understand more clearly

your opinion of me, You think me

unsteady—easily swayed by the whim

of the moment—easily tempted—easily

put aside. With such an opinion, no

wonder that But we shall see.—It

is not by protestations that I shall endea

vour to convince you I am wronged, it

is not by telling you that my affections

are steady. My conduct shall speak

for me—absence, distance, time shall

speak for me.—They shall prove, that

as far as you can be deserved by any

body, I do deserve you.—You are infi

nitely my superior in merit ; all that I

know.—You have qualities which I had

not before supposed to exist in such a

degree in any human creature. You

have
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have some touches of the angel in you,

beyond what—not merely beyond what

one sees, because one never sees any

thing like it—but beyond what one fan

cies might be. But still I am not frigh

tened. It is not by equality of merit

that you can be won. That is out of

the question. It is he who sees and

worships your merit the strongest, who

loves you most devotedly, that has the

best right to a return. There I build

my confidence. By that right I do and

will deserve you ; and when once con

vinced that my attachment is what I de

clare ir, I know you to well not to

entertain the warmest hopes—Yes, dear

est, sweetest Fanny—Nay—(seeing her

draw back displeased) forgive me. Per

haps I have as yet no right—but by what

other name can I call you ? Do you

suppose you are ever present to .my

imagination under any other? No,. it

is ' Fanny' that I think of all day, and

' dream of all night.—You have given the

name such reality of sweetr.ejs, that no-

vol. hi. e thing
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thing else can now be descriptive of

you."

Fanny could hardly have kept her

seat any longer, or have refrained from

At least trying to get at? ay in spite of all

the too public opposition she foresaw to

it, had it not been for the sound of "ap

proaching relief, the very sound which

she had been long watching for, and

long thinking strangely delayed.

The solemn procession, headed by

Baddely, of tea-board, urn, and cake-

bearers, made its appearance, and deli

vered her from a grievous imprisonment

of body and mind. Mr. Crawford was

obliged to move. She was at liberty,

she was busy, she was protected.

Edmund was not sorry to be admit

ted again among the number of those

who might speak and hear. But though

the conference had seemed full long to

him, and though on looking at Fanny

he saw rather a flush of vexation, he

inclined to hope that so much could not

have been said and listened to, without

some profit to the speaker. CHAP.
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CHAPTER IV.

Edmund had determined that it be

longed entirely to Fanny to chuse whe»

ther her situation with regard to Craw

ford should be mentioned between them

or not ; and that if she did not lead

the way, it should never be touched on

by him ; but after a day or two of mu

tual reserve, he was induced by his

father to change his mind, and try

what his influence might do for his

friend.

A day, and a very early day , was ac

tually fixed for the Crawfords' depar

ture ; and Sir Thomas thought it might

be as well to make one more effort for

the young man before he left Mansfield,

that all his professions and vows of un

shaken attachment might have as much

hope to sustain them as possible.

Sir Thomas was most cordially anxious

for the perfection of Mr. Crawford's

character in that point. He wished him

E 2 to
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to be a model of constancy ; and fancied

the best means of effecting it would be

by not trying him too long.

Edmund was not unwilling to be

persuaded to engage in the business ; he

wanted to know Fanny's feelings. She

had been used to consult him in every

difficulty, and he loved her too well to

bear to be denied her confidence now ;

he hoped to be of service to her, he

thought he must be of service to her,

whom else had she to open her heart

to ? If she did Hot need counsel, she

must need the comfort of communica

tion. Fanny estranged from him, si

lent and reserved, was an unnatural

state of things ; a state which he must

break through, and which he could ea

sily learn to think she was wanting

him to break through.

"I will speak to her, Sir ; I will take

the first opportunity of speaking to her

alone,'' was the result of such thoughts

as these ; and upon Sir Thomas's infor

mation of her being at that very time

walking
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walking alone in the shrubbery, he in

stantly joined her.

" I am come to walk with you,

Fanny," said he, "Shall I ?"—(drawing

her arm within his,) " it is a long while

since we have had a comfortable walk

together."

She assented to it all rather by look

than word. Her spirits were low.

" But, Fanny," he presently added,

" in order to have a comfortable walk,

something more is necessary than merely

pacing this gravel together. You must

talk to me. I know you have some

thing on your mind. I know what

you are thinking of. You cannot sup

pose me uninformed. Am I to hear of

it from every body but Fanny herself."

Fanny at once agitated and dejected ;

replied, " If you hear of it from every

body, cousin, there can be nothing for

me to tell."

" Not of facts, perhaps ; but of feel

ings, Fanny. No one but you can tell

me them. I do not mean to press you,

however,
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however. If it is not what you wish

yourself, I have done. I had thought it

might be a relief."

" I am afraid we think too differently

for me to find any relief in talking of

what I feel."

" Do you suppose that we think dif

ferently ? I have no idea of it. I dars

say, that on a comparison of our opi

nions, they would be found as much

alike as they have been used to be : to

the point—I consider Crawford's propo

sals as most advantageous and desirable,

if you could return his affection. I con

sider it as most natural that all your

family should wish you could return

it ; but that as you cannot, you have

done exactly as you ought in refusing

him. Cam there be any disagreement

between us here ?"

"Oh no! But I thought you blamed

me. I thought you was against me.

This is such a comfort."

" This comfort you might have had

sooner, Fanny, had you sought it. But

how
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how could you possibly suppose me

against you ? How could you imagine

me an advocate for marriage without

love ? Were I even careless in general

on such matters, how could you ima

gine me so where your happiness was at

stake ?"

" My uncle thought me wrong, and

Iknew he had been talking to you."

" As far as you have gone, Fanny,

I think you perfectly right. I may be

sorry, I may be surprised—though

hardly that, for you had not had time

to attach yourself ; but I think you per

fectly right. Can it admit of a ques

tion ? It is disgraceful to us if it does.

You did not love him—"nothing could

. have justified your accepting him.*

Fanny had not fek so comfortable for

days and days.

" So far your conduct has been fault

less, and they were quite mistaken who

wished you to do otherwise. But the

anatter does not end here. Crawford's

is no common attachment ; he perse

veres,
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Teres, with the hope of creating that

regard which had not been created be

fore. This, we know, must be a work

of time. But (with an affectionate

smile), let him succeed at last, Fanny,

let him succeed at last. You have

proved yourself upright and disinter

ested, prove yourself grateful and ten

der-hearted ; and then you will be the

% perfect model of a woman, which I have

always believed you born for/'

" Oh ! never, never, never ; he never

will succeed with me.". And she spoke

with a warmth which quite astonished .

Edmund, and which she blushed at the

recollection ofherself, when she saw his

look, and heard him reply, "Never,

Fanny !—so very determined and posi

tive ! This is not like yourself, your

rational self."

"I mean," she cried, sorrowfully,

correcting herself, " that I think, I never

shall, as far as the future can be answer

ed for—I think I never shall return his

regard."

"I
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" I must hope better things. I ant

aware, more aware than Crawford can

be, that the man who means to make

you love him (you having due notice of

his intentions), must have very up-hill

work, for there are all your early at

tachments, and habits, in battle array ;

and before he can get your heart for

his own use, he has to unfasten it from

all the holds upon things animate and

inanimate, which so many years growth

have confirmed, and which are con

siderably tightened for the moment

by the very idea of separation. 1 know

that the apprehension of being forced

to quit Mansfield will for a time be

arming you against him. I wish he

had not been obliged to tell you what

he was trying for. I wish he had

known you as well as I do, Fanny. Be

tween us, I think we should have won

you. My theoretical and his practical

knowledge together, could not have

failed. He should have worked upon

my plans. I must hope, however, that

B 3 time :
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time proving him (as I firmly believe it

will), to deserve you by his steady affec

tion, will give him his reward. I can

not suppose that you have not the wish

to love him—the natural wish of grati

tude. You must have some feeling of

that sort. You must be sorry for your

own indifference."

" We are so totally unlike,'' said

Fanny, avoiding a direct answer, " we

are so very, very different in all our in

clinations and ways, that I consider it

as quite impossible we should ever be

tolerably happy together, even if I could

like him. There never were two people

more dissimilar. We have not one

taste in common. We should be mi

serable.''

" You are mistaken, Fanny. The

dissimilarity is not so strong. You are

quite enough alike. You have tastes in

common. You have moral and literary

tastes in common. You have both

warm hearts and benevolent feelings ;

and Fanny, who that heard him read,

and
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and saw you listen to Shakespeare the

other night, will think you unfitted as

companions ? You forget yourself : there

is a decided.difference in your tempers

I allow. He is lively, you are serious ;

but so much the better ; his spirits will

support your's. It is your disposition to

be easily dejected, and to fancy difficul

ties greater than they are. His cheerful

ness will counteract this. He sees diffi

culties no where ; and his pleasantness

and gaiety will be a constant support to

you. Your being so far unlike, Fanny,

does not in the smallest degree make

against the probability of your happi

ness together : do not imagine it. I

am myself convinced that it is rather a

favourable circumstance. I am per

fectly persuaded that the tempers had

better be unlike ; I mean unlike in the

flow of the spirits, in the manners, in

the inclination for much or little com

pany, in the propensity to talk or to be

silent, to be grave or to be gay. Some

opposition here, is, I am thoroughly

convinced,
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conyinced, friendly to matrimonial hap

piness. I exclude extremes of course ;

and a very close resemblance in all those

points would be the likeliest way to

produce an extreme. A counteraction,

gentle and continual, is the best safe

guard of manners and conduct."

. Full well could Fanny guess where

his thoughts were now. Miss Craw

ford's power was all returning. He had

been speaking of her cheerfully from the

hour of his coming home. His avoiding

her was quite at an end. He had dined

at the parsonage only the preceding day.

After leaving him to his happier

thoughts for some minutes, Fanny feel-

ing it due to herself, returned to Mr.

Crawford, and said," It is not merely in

temper that I consider him as totally

Unsuited to myself ; though in thai

respect, I think the difference between

us too great, infinitely too great ; his

spirits often oppress me—but there is

something in him which I object to still

more. I mustlsay, cousin, that I cannot

approve
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approve his character. I have not thought

well of him from the tune of the play.

I then saw him behaving, as it appeared

to me, so very improperly and unfeel

ingly, I may speak of it now because it

is all over—so improperly by poor Mr.

Rushworth, not seeming to care how

he exposed or hurt him, and paying at

tentions to my cousin Maria, which.-in

short, at the time of the play, I received

an impression which will never be got

over."

" My dear Fanny," replied Edmund,

scarcely hearing her to the end, " let

us not, any of us, be judged by what

we appeared at that period of general

folly. The time of the play, is a time

which I hate to recollect. Maria was

wrong, Crawford was wrong, we were

all wrong together ; but none so wrong

as myself. , Compared with me, all the

rest were blameless. I was playing the

fool with my eyes open."

" As a by-stander," said Fanny, " per

haps I saw more than you did; and
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I do think that Mr. Rushwor^i was

sometimes very jealous."

'* Very possibly. No wonder. No

thing could be more improper than the

whole business. I am shocked when-.

ever I think that .Maria could be capa

ble of it ; but if she could undertake the,

part, we must not be surprised at the

rest."

" Before the play, I am much mis

taken, if Julia did not think he was

paying her attentions.'*

" Julia !—I have heard before from

some one of his being in love with Julia,

but I couldnever see any thing of it. And

Fanny, though 1 hope I do justice to my

sisters good qualities, I think it very

possible that they might, one or both,

be more desirous of being admired by

Crawford, and might shew that desire

rather more unguardedly than was per

fectly prudent. I can remember that

they were evidently fond of his society ;

and with such encouragement, a man

like Crawford, lively, and it may be a
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*

little unthinking, might be led on to—

There could be nothing very striking

because it is clear that he had no preten

sions ; his heart was reserved for you.

And I must say, that its being for you,

has raised him inconceivably in my

Opinion. It does him the highest honour ;

it shews his proper estimation of the

blessing of domestic happiness, and pure

attachment. It proves him unspoilt by

his uncle. It proves him, in short, every

thing that I had been used to wish to

believe him, and feared he was not ;"

" .1 am persuaded that he does not

think as he ought, on serious subjects."

" Say rather, that he has not thought

vat all upon serious subjects, which I be

lieve to be a good deal the case. How

could it be otherwise, with such an edu*

cation and adviser ? Under the disadvan

tages, indeed, which both have had, is it

not wonderful that they should be what

they are ? Crawford's feelings, I am

ready to acknowledge, have hitherto

been too much his guides. Happily,

those
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those feelings have generally been good.'

You will supply the rest ; and a most

fortunate man he is to attach himself to

such a creature—to a woman, who firm

as a rock in her own principles, has a

gentleness of character so well adapted

to recommend them. He has chosen,

his partner, indeed, v&th rare felicity.

He will make you happy, Fanny, I

know he will make you happy; but you

will make him every thing."

" I would not engagein sucha charge,"

cried Fanny in a shrinking accent—" in

such an office of high responsibility !"

" As usual, believing yourself unequal

to any thing !—fancying every thing too

much for you ! Well, though I may

not be able to persuade you into differ

rent feelings, you will be persuaded into

them I trust. I confess myself sincerely

anxious that you may. I have no com

mon interest in Crawford's well doing.

Next to your happiness, Fanny, his has

the first claim qn me. You are aware

of
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of my having no common interest in

Crawford."

Fanny was too well aware of it, to

have anything to say ; and they walked

on together some fifty yards in mutual

silence and abstraction. Edmund first

began again

" I was verymuch pleased by herman

ner of speaking of it yesterday, particu

larly pleased, because I had not depended

upon her seeing every thing in so just

a light. I knew she was very fond of

you, but yet I was afraid of her not

estimating your worth to her brother,

quite as it deserved, and of her regret

ting that' he had not rather fixed on

some woman of distinction, or fortune.

I was afraid of the bias of those worldly

maxims, which she has been too much

used to hear. But it was very different.

She spoke of you, Fanny, just as she

ought. She desires the connection as

warmly as your uncle or myself. We

had a long talk about it. I should not

have mentioned the subject, though very

anxioui
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anxious to know her sentiments— but

I had not been in the room five minutes^

before she began, introducing it with

all that openness of heart, and sweet pe

culiarity of manner, that spirit and in

genuousness, which are so much a part

of herself. Mrs. Grant laughed at her

for her rapidity."

" Was Mrs. Grant in the room, then?

" Yes, when I reached the house

I found the two sisters together by

themselves j and when once we had be

gun, we had not done with you, Fanny,

till Crawford and Dr. Grant came in."

" It is above a week since I saw Miss..

Crawford."

" Yes, she laments it ; yet owns it

may have been best.. You will see

her, however, before she goes. She is

very angry with you, Fanny ; you must

be prepared for that. She calls herself

very angry, but you can imagine her

anger. It is the regret and disappoint

ment of a sister, who thinks her brother

has a right to every thing he may wish

for
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for at the first moment. She is hurt,

as you would be for William; but she

loves and esteems you with all her

heart."

"I knew she would be very angry

with me."

" My dearest Fanny," cried Edmund,

pressing her arm closer to him, " do

not let the idea of her anger distress

you. It is anger to be talked of, rather

than felt. Her heart is made for love

and kindness, not for resentment. I

wish you could have overheard her

tribute of praise; I wish you could

have seen her countenance, when she

said that you should be Henry's wife.

And I observed, that she always spoke

of you as ' Fanny,' which she was never

used to do; and it had a sound of most

sisterly cordiality.'

" .And Mrs. Grant, did she say—did

she speak—was she there all the time ?"

" Yes, she was agreeing exactly with

her sister. The surprise of your refu

sal, Fanny, seems to have been un

bounded.
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bounded. That you could refuse sucK

a man as Henry Crawford, seems more

than they can understand. I said what

I could for you ; but in good truth as

they stated the case—you must prove

yourself to be in your senses as soon as

you can, by a different conduct ; no

thing else will satisfy them. But this

is teazing you. I have done. Do not

turn away from me."

" I should have thought," said Fanny,

after a pause of recollection and exer

tion, " that every woman must have

felt the possibility of adman's not being

approved, not being loved by some one

of her sex, at least, let him be ever so

generally agreeable. Let him have all

the perfections in the world, I think it

ought not to be set down as certain,

that a man must be acceptable to every

Jtvoman he may happen to like himself.

But even supposing it is so, allowing

Mr. Crawford to have all the claims

which his sisters think he has, how was

V to be prepared to meet him with any

feeling
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feeling answerable to his own ? He took

me wholly by surprise. I had not an idea

that his behaviour to me before had any

meaning ; and surely I was not to be

teaching myself to like him, only be

cause he was taking, what seemed, very

idle notice of me. In my situation, it

would have been the extreme of vanity

to be forming expectations on Mr.

Crawford. I am sure his sisters, rating

him as they do, must have thought it

so, supposing he had meant nothing.

How then was I to be—to be in love

with him the moment he said he was

with me ? How was I to have an at

tachment at his service, as soon_ as it

was asked for ? Hia sisters should con

sider me as well as him. The higher

his deserts, the more improper for me

ever to have thought of him. And,

and— we think very differently of the

nature of women, if they can imagine

a woman so very soon capable of re

turning an affection as this seems to

imply."

"My
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" My dear, dear Fanny, now I have

the truth. I know this to be the truth ;

and most worthy of you are such feel

ings. I had attributed them to you

before. I thought I could understand

you. You have now given exactly the

explanation which I ventured to make

for you to your friend and Mrs. Grant,

and they were both better satisfied,

though your warm-hearted friend was

still run away with a little, by the en

thusiasm of her fondness for Henry. I

told them, that you were of all human

creatures the one, over whom habit had

most power, and novelty least; and

that the very circumstance of the no

velty of Crawford's addresses was against

him. Their being so new and so recent .

was all in their disfavour; that you

could tolerate nothing that you were

not Used to ; and a great deal more to

the same purpose, to give them a know

ledge of your character. Miss Crawford

made us laugh by her plans of encou

ragement for her brother. She meant

to
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to urge him to persevere in the hope of

being loved in time, and of having his

addresses most kindly received at the

end of about ten years' happy marriage."

Fanny could with difficulty give the

smile that was here asked for. Her

feelings were all in revolt. She feared

she had been doing wrong, saying too

much, overacting the caution which she

had been fancying necessary, in guard

ing against one evil, laying herself open

to another, and to have Miss Crawford's

liveliness repeated to her at such a mo

ment, and on such a subject, was a bitter

aggravation.

Edmund saw weariness and distress

in her face, and immediately resolved

to forbear all farther discussion ; and

not even to mention the name of Craw

ford again, except as it might be con

nected with what must be agreeable to

her. On this principle, he soon after

wards observed," They go on Monday.

You are sure therefore of seeing your

friend either to-morrow or Sunday.

They
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They really go on Monday ! and I was

within a trifle of being persuaded to

stay at Lessingby till that very day !

I had almost promised it. What a dif

ference it might have made. Those

five or six days more at Lessingby

might have been felt all my life.''

" You were near staying there ?''

" Very. I was most kindly pressed,

and had nearly consented. Had I re

ceived any letter from Mansfield, to tell

me how you were all going on, I believe

I should certainly have stayed ; but I

knew nothing that had happened here

for a fortnight, and felt that I had been

away long enough."

"Youspentyourtime pleasantly there.''

" Yes ; that is, it was the fault ofmy

own mind if I did not. They were all

very pleasant. t doubt their finding

me so. I took uneasiness with me, and

there was no getting rid of it till I was

in Mansfield again."

" The Miss Owens—you liked them,

did not you ?"

" Yes,
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*' Yes, very well. Pleasant, good-hu

moured, unaffected girls. But I am

spoilt, Fanny, for common female so

ciety. Good-humoured, unaffected girls,

will not do for a man who has been

used to sensible women. They are two

distinct orders of being. You and Miss

Crawford have made me too nice."

Still, however, Fanny was oppressed

and wearied ; he saw it in her looks, it

could not be talked away, and attempt

ing it no more, he led her directly with

the kind authority of a privileged guar

dian into the house.

vol. in. y CHAP.
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CHAPTER Y.

Edmund now believed himself perfectly

acquainted with all that Fanny could

tell, or could leave to be conjectured of

her sentiments, and he was satisfied.—»

It had been, as he before presumed, too

hasty a measure on Crawford's side, and

time must be given to make the idea.

first familiar, and then agreeable to her.

She must be used to the consideration

of his being in love with her, and then

a return of affection might not be very

distant.

He gave this opinion as the result of

the conversation, to his Father ; and

recommended there being nothing more

said to her, no farther attempts to influ

ence or persuade ; but that every thing

should be left to Crawford's assiduities,

and the natural workings of her own

mind.

Sir Thomas promised that it should be

SO. Edmund's account of Fanny's dis.

posi-
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position he could believe to be just, he

supposed she had all those feelings, but

he must consider it as very unfortunate

that she had; for, less willing than his

son to trust to the future, he could not

help fearing that if such very long allow

ances of time and habit were necessary

for her, she might not have persuaded

herself into receiving his addresses pro

perly, before the young man's inclina

tion for paying them were over. There

was nothing to be done, however, but to

submit quietly, and hope the best.

The promised visit from her " friend,"

as Edmund called Miss Crawford, wai

a formidable threat to Fanny, and she

lived in continual terror of it. As a

sister, so partial and so angry, and

so little scrupulous of what she said ;

and in another light, so triumphant

Hind secure, she was in every way an

object of painful alarm. Her dis

pleasure, her penetration, and her hap

piness were all fearful to encounter ; and

the dependence of having others present

f 2 when
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when they met, was Fanny's only sup

port in looking forward to it. She ab

sented herself as little as possible from

Lady Bertram, kept away from the

East-room, and took no solitary walk in

the shrubbery, in her caution to avoid

any sudden attack.

She succeeded. She was safe in the

Breakfast-room with her Aunt, when

Miss Crawford did come ; and the first

misery over, and Miss Crawford looking

and speaking with much less particula

rity of expression than she had antici

pated, Fanny began to hope there would

be nothing worse to be endured than

an half-hour of moderate agitation.

But here she hoped too much, Miss

Crawford was not the slave of opportu

nity. She was determined to see Fanny

alone, and therefore said to her to

lerably soon, in a low voice, " I must

speak to you for a few minutes some

where;" words that Fanny felt all over

her, in all her pulses, and all her nerves.

Denial was impossible. Her habits of

ready
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ready submission, on the contrary, made

her almost instantly rise and lead the

way out of the room. She did it with

wretched feelings, but it was inevitable.

They were no sooner in the hall than

all restraint of countenance was over on

Miss Crawford's side. She immedi

ately shook her head at Fanny with arch,

yet affectionate reproach, and taking

her hand, seemed hardly able to help

beginning directly. She said nothing,

however, but, " Sad, sad girl ! I do not

know when I shall have done scolding

you," and had discretion enough to

reserve the rest till they might be se

cure of having four walls to themselves.

Fanny naturally turned up stairs, and

took her guest to the apartment which

was now always fit for comfortable use ;

opening the door, however, with a

most aching heart, and feeling that she

had a more distressing scene before her

than ever that spot had yet witnessed.

But the evil ready to burst on her, was

at least delayed by the sudden change in

Miss
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Miss Crawford's ideas ; by the strong

effect on her mind which the finding

herseit in tlie east roum again produced.

" Ha !" she cried, with instant anima

tion, " am I here again ? The East room.

Once only wasl in this room before !"—

and after stopping to look about her,

and seemingly to retrace all that had

then passed, she added, " Once only be

fore. Do you remember it J I came to

rehearse. Your cousin came too ; and

we had a rehearsal. You were our'au

dience and prompter. A delightful rer

hearsal. I shall never forget it. Here

we were, just in this part of the room ;

here was your cousin, here was I, here

were the chairs.—Oh ! why will such

things ever pass away ?"

Happily for her companion, she want

ed no answer. Her mind was entirely

self-engrossed. She was in a reverie of

sweet remembrances.

** The scene we were rehearsing was

so very remarkable ! The subject of it

so very—very—what shall I say ? He

was
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was tabe describing and recommending

matrimony to me. I think I see himnow,

trying to be as demure and composed aa

Anhalt ought, through the two long

speeches. * When two sympathetic

hearts meet in the marriage state, ma

trimony may be called a happy life.' I

suppose no time can ever wear out the

impression I have of his looks and voice,

as he said those Words. It was curious,

very curious, that we should have such

a scene to play 1 If I had the power of

recalling any one week ofmy existence

It should be that week, that acting

week. Say what you would, Fanny, it

should be that ; for I never knew such

exquisite happiness in any other. His

sturdy spirit to bend as it did ! Oh ! it

was sweet beyond expression. But

alas ! that very evening destroyed it all.

That very evening brought your most

unwelcome uncle. Poor Sir Thomas,

who was glad to see you ? Yet, Fanny,

do not imagine I would now speak dis

respectfully of Sir Thomas, though I

cer
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certainly did hate him for many a week.

No, I do him justice now. He is just

what the head of such a family should

be. Nay, in sober sadness, I believe I

now love you all." And having said so,

with a degree of tenderness and con

sciousness which Fanny had never seen

in her before, and now thought only too

becoming, she turned away for a mo

ment to recover herself. " I have had

a little fit since I came into this room,

as you may perceive," said she presently,

with a playful smile, " but it is over

now ; so let us sit down and be comfort

able; for as to scolding you, Fanny,

which I came fully intending to do, I

have not the heart for it when it comes

to the point. And embracing her very

affectionately,—"Good, gentle Fanny!

when I think of this being the last time

of seeing you ; for I do not know how

long—I feel it quite impossible to do any

thing but love you "

Fanny was affected. She had not

foreseen anything of this, and her feel

ings
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ings could seldom withstand the melan

choly influence of the word " last."

She cried as if she had loved Miss Craw

ford more than she possibly could ; and

Miss Crawford, yet farther softened by

the sight of such emotion, hung about

her with fondness, and said, " I hate to

leave you. I shall see no one half so

amiable where I am going. Who says

we shall not be sisters? I know we

shall. I feel that we are born to be

connected; and those tears convince me

that you feel it too, dear Fanny."

Eanny roused herself, and replying

only in part, said, " But you are only

going from one set of friends to ano

ther. You are going to a very particu

lar friend."

" Yes, very true. Mrs. Fraser has

been my intimate friend for years. But

I have not the least inclination to go

near her. I can think only of the

friends I am leaving; my excellent sis

ter, yourself, and the Bertrams in gene

ral. You have all so much more heart

f 3 among
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among you, than one finds in the world

at large. You all give me a feeling of

being able to trust and confide in you;

which, in common intercourse one

knows nothing of. I wish I had settled

with Mrs. Fraser not to go to her till

after Easter, a much better time for the

visit—but now I cannot put her off.

And when I have done with her, I must

go to her sister, Lady Stornaway, be

cause she was rather my most particu

lar friend of the two ; but I have not

cared much for her these three years."

After this speech, the two girls sat

many minutes silent, each thoughtful;

Fanny meditating on the different sorts

of friendship in the world, Mary on

something of less philosophic tendency.

She first spoke again.

** How perfectly I remember my re

solving to look for you up stairs; and

setting off to find my way to the

east room, without having an idea

whereabouts it was! How well I re-

member what I was thinking of as I

• : came
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came along; and my looking in and

seeing you here, sitting at this table at

work; and then your cousin's astonish

ment when he opened the door at

seeing me here! To be sure, your

uncle's returning that very evening!

There never was anything quite like it."

Another short fit of abstraction fol

lowed—when, shaking it off, she thus

attacked her companion.

" Why, Fanny, you are absolutely in

a reverie 1 Thinking, I hope, of one who-

is always thinking of you. Oh ! that

I could transport you for a short time

into our circle in town, that you might

understand how your power over Henry

is thought of there! Oh! the envyings

and heart-burnings of dozens and do

zens! the wonder, the incredulity that

will be felt at hearing' what you have

done ! For as to secrecy, Henry is

quite the hero of an old romance, and

glories in his chains. You should come

to London, to know how to estimate

your conquest. If you were to see

how
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how he is courted, and how lam courted

for his sake!. Now I am well aware,

that I shall not be half so welcome to

Mrs. Fraser in consequence of his situa

tion with you. When she comes to

know the truth, she will very likely

wish me in Northamptonshire again;

for there is a daughter of Mr. Fraser by

a first wife, whom she is wild to get

married, and wants Henry to take.

Oh! she has been trying for him to

such a degree ! Innocent and quiet as

you sit here, you cannot have an idea

of the sensation that you will be occa

sioning, of the curiosity there will be

to see you, of the endless questions

I shall have to answer! Poor Margaret

Fraser will be at me for ever about

your eyes and your teeth, and how you

do your hair, and who makes your

shoes. I wish Margaret was married,

for my poor friend's sake, for I look

upon the Frasers to be about as un

happy as most other married people.

And yet it was a most desirable match

for
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for Janet at the time. We were all de

lighted. She could not do otherwise

than accept him, for he was rich, and

she had nothing; but he turns out ill-

tempered, and exigcant; and wants a

young woman, a beautiful young woman

of five-and-twenty, to be as steady as

himself. And my friend does not ma

nage him well; she does not seem to

know how to make the best of it.

There is a spirit of irritation, which, to

say nothing worse, is certainly very ill-

bred. In their house I shall call to mind

the conjugal manners of Mansfield Par

sonage with respect. Even Dr. Grant

does shew a thorough confidence in my

sister, and a certain consideration for

her judgment, which makes one feel

there is attachment; but of that, I shall

shall see nothing with the Frasers. I

shall be at Mansfield for ever, Fanny.

My own sister as a wife, Sir Thomas

Bertram as a husband, are my standards

of perfection. Poor Janet has been-

sadly taken in; and yet there was no-'

thing
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thing improper on her side; she did not

run into the match inconsiderately, there

was no want of foresight. She took

three days to consider of his proposals;

and during those three days asked the

advice of every body connected with

her, whose opinion was worth having;

and especially applied to my late dear

aunt, whose knowledge of the world

made her judgment very generally and

deservedly looked up to by all the young

people of her acquaintance; and she was

decidedly in favour of Mr. Fraser. This

seems as if nothing were a security for

matrimonial comfort ! I have not so

much to say for my friend Flora, , who

jilted a very nice young man in the

Blues, for the sake of that horrid Lord

Stornaway, who has about as much

sense, Fanny, as Mr. Rushworth, but

much worse looking, and with a black

guard character. I . had my doubts at

the time about her being right, for he

has not even the air of a gentleman, ,

and now, I am sure, she was wrong. .

By
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By the bye, Flora Ross was dying for

Henry the first winter she came our.

But were I to attempt to tell you of all

the women whom I have known to be in

love with him, I should never have done.

It is you only, you, insensible Fanny, who

can thinkofhim with anything like indif

ference. But are you so insensible as you

profess yourself? No,no,I seeyouare not.''

There was indeed so deep a blush

over Fanny's face at that moment, as

might warrant strong suspicion in a

pre-disposed mind.

" Excellent creature! I will not teaze

you. Every thing shall take its course.

But dear Fanny, you must allow that

you were not so absolutely unprepared

to have the question asked, as your

cousin fancies. It is not possible, but

that you must have had some thoughts

on the subject, some surmises as to

what might be. You must have seen

that he was trying to please you, by

every attention in his power. Was

not he devoted to you at the ball ? And

*then
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then before the ball, the necklace! Oh!

you received it just as it was meant.

You were as conscious as heart could

desire. I remember it perfectly."

" Do you mean then that your bro

ther knew of the necklace beforehand?

Oh! Miss Crawford, that was not fair."

" Knew of it! it was his own doing

entirely, his own thought. I am ashamed

to say, that it had never entered my

head ; but I was delighted to act on his

proposal, for both your sakes.'*

" I will not say," replied Fanny,

" that I was not half afraid at the time,

of its being so ; for there was something

in your look that frightened me—but

not at first—I was as unsuspicious of it

at first !—indeed, indeed I was. It is

as true as that I sit here. And had I

had an idea of it, nothing should have

induced me to accept the necklace. As

to your brother's behaviour, certainly

I was sensible of a particularity, I had '

been sensible of it some little time,

perhaps too or three weeks ; but then I

considered
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considered it as meaning nothing, I put

it down as simply being his way, and

was as far from supposing as from wish

ing him to have any serious thoughts of

me. I had not, Miss Crawford, been an

inattentive observer of what was passing

between him and some part of this fa

mily in the summer and autumn. I

was quiet, but I was not blind. I could

not but see that Mr. Crawford allowed

himself in gallantries which did mean

nothing."

" Ah ! I cannot deny it. He has now

and then been a sad flirt, and cared very

little for the havock he might be mak

ing in young ladies' affections. I have

often scolded him for it, but it is hi»

only fault ; and there is this to be said,

that very few young ladies have any

affections worth caring for. And then,

Fanny, the glory of fixing one who has

been shot at by so many ; of having it

in one's power to pay off the debts of

one's sex ! Oh, I am sure it is not in

woman's
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woman's nature to refuse such a tri

umph."

Fanny shook her head. u I cannot

think well of a man who sports with

any woman's feelings ; ' and there may

often be a great deal more suffered than

a stander-by can judge of."

" I do not defend him. I leave hinv

entirely to your mercy ; and when he

has got you at Everingham, I do not

care how much you lecture him. But

this I will say, that his fault, the liking

to make girls a little in love with him,

is not half so dangerous to a wife's hap

piness, as a tendency to fall in love him

self, which he has never been addicted

to. And I do seriously and truly be

lieve that he is attached to you in a way

that he never was to any woman be

fore ; that he loves you with all his

heart, and will love you as nearly for

ever as possible. If any man ever loved

a woman for ever, I think Henry will

do as much for you."

Fanny
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Fanny could not avoid a faint smile,

but had nothing to say.

" I cannot imagine Henry ever to

have been happier," continued Mary

presently, " than when he had succeeded

in getting your brother's commission."

She had made a sure push at Fanny's

feelings here.

" Oh ! yes. How very, very kind of

him !"

" I know he must have exerted him

self very much, for I know the parties

he had to move. The Admiral hates

troubleyand scorns asking favours ; and

there are so many young men's claims to

be attended to in the same way, that a

friendship and energy, not very deter

mined, is easily put by. What a happy

creature William must be ! I wish we

could see him."

Poor Fanny's mind was thrown into

the most distressing of all its varieties.

The recollection of what had been done

for William was always the most power

ful disturber of every decision against

Mr.
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Mr. Crawford ; and she sat thinking

deeply of it till Mary, who had been first

watching her complacently, and then

musing on something else, suddenly

called her attention, by saying, " Ishould

like to sit talking with you here all day,

but we must not forget the ladies below,

and so good bye, my dear, my amiable,

my excellent, Fanny, for though we

shall nominally part in the breakfast

parlour, I must take leave of you here.

And I do take leave, longing for a happy

re-union, and trusting, that when we

meet again, it will be under circum

stances which may open our hearts to

each other without any remnant or sha

dow of reserve."

A very, very kind embrace, and some

agitation of manner, accompanied these

words.

" I shall see your cousin in town

soon ; he talks of being there tolerably

soon ; and Sir Thomas, I dare say, in the

course of the spring ; and your eldest

cousin and the Rushworths and Julia I

am
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am sure of meeting again and again, and

all but you. I have two favours to ask,

Fanny; one is your correspondence.

You must write to me. And the other,

that you will often call on Mrs. Grant

and make her amends for my being

gone.

The first, at least, of these favours

Fanny would rather not have been

asked ; but it was impossible for her to

refuse the correspondence ; it was im

possible for her even not to accede to

it more readily than her own judgment

authorised. There was no resisting so

much apparent affection. Her disposi

tion was peculiarly calculated to value

a fond treatment, and from having hi

therto known so little of it, she was

the more overcome by Miss Crawford's.

Besides, there was gratitude towards

her, for having made their tete a tete so

much less painful than her fears had

predicted.

It was over, and she had escaped

without reproaches and without detec

tion.
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tion. Her secret was still her own ; and

while that was the case, she thought

she could resign herself to almost every

thing. v

In the evening there was another

parting. Henry Crawford came and

sat some time with them; and her

spirits not being previously in the

strongest state, her heart was softened

for a while towards him—because he

really seemed to feel.—Quite unlike his

usual self, he scarcely said any thing.

He was evidently oppressed, and Fanny

must grieve for him, though hoping

she might never see him again till he

were the husband of some other woman.

When it came to. the moment of

parting, he would take her hand, he

would not be denied it ; he said no

thing, however, or nothing that she

heard, and when he had left the room,

she was better pleased, that such a token

of friendship had passed.

On the morrow the Crawford's were

gone.

CHAPTER
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CHAPTER VI.

Mb. Crawford gone, Sir Thomas's

next object was, that he should be

missed, and he entertained great hope

that his niece would find a blank in the

loss of those attentions which at the

time she had felt, or fancied an evil.

She had tasted of consequence in

its most flattering form ; and he did

hope that the loss of it, the sinking

again into nothing, would awaken very.

wholesome regrets in her mind.—-He

watched her with this idea—but he

could hardly tell with what success. He

hardly knew whether there were any

difference in her spirits or not. She

wasalways sogentle and retiring, that her

emotions were beyond his discrimi

nation. He did not understand her ;

he felt that he did not ; and therefore

applied to Edmund to tell him how she

stood affected on the present occasion,

and whether she were more or less

happy than she had been.

Edmund
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Edmund did not discern any symp

tom of regret, and thought his father

a little unreasonable in supposing the

first three or four days could produce

any.

What chiefly surprised Edmund,

was, that Crawford's sister, the friend

and companion, who had been so much

to her, should not be more visibly re

gretted. He wondered that Fanny

spoke so seldom of her, and had so

little voluntarily to say of her concern

at this separation.

Alas ! it was this sister, this friend

and companion, who was now the chief

bane of Fanny's comfort.—If she could

have believed Mary's future fate as un

connected with Mansfield, as she was

determined the brother's should be, if

she could have hoped her return thither,

to be as distant as she was much in

clined to think his, she would have

been light of heart indeed; but the

more she recollected and observed, the

more deeply was she convinced that

every
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evety thing was now in a fairer train

for Miss Crawford's marrying Edmund

than it had ever been before.—On his

side, the inclination was stronger, on

her's less equivocal. His objections, the

scruples of his integrity, seemed all done

away ; nobody could tell how—and

the doubts and hesitations of her am

bition were equally got over—arid

equally without apparent reason. It

could only be imputed to increasing

attachment. His good, and her bad

feelings yielded to love, and such love

must unite them. He was to go to

town, as soon as some business relative

to Thornton Lacey were completed—

perhaps, within a fortnight, he talked

of going, he loved to talk of it ; and

when once with her again, Fanny could

not doubt the rest.—Her acceptance

must be as certain as his offer ; and yet,

there were bad feelings still remaining

which made the prospect of it most

sorrowful to her, independently—ishc

believed independently of self.

vOl. hi. g In
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In their very last conversation, Miss

Crawford, in spite of some amiable sen

sations, and much personal kindness,

had still been Miss Crawford, still shewn

a mind led astray and bewildered, and

without any suspicion of being so;

darkened, yet fancying itself light. She

might love, but she did not deserve

Edmund by any other sentiment.

Fanny believed there was scarcely a

second feeling in common between

them ; and she may be forgiven by »

older sages, for looking on the chance

of Miss Crawford's future improve

ment as nearly desperate, for thinking

that if Edmund's influence in this sea

son of love, had already done so little

in clearing her judgment, and regulating

her notions, his worth would be finally

wasted on hereven in years ofmatrimony.

Experience might have hoped more

for any young people, so circumstanced,

and impartiality would not have denied

to Miss Crawford's nature, that partici

pation of the general nature of women,

which
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which would lead her to adopt the opi

nions of the man she loved and respect

ed, as her own.—But as such were

Fanny's persuasions, she suffered very

much from them, and could never

speak of Miss Crawford without pain.

Sir Thomas,meanwhile, went on with

his own hopes,and his own observations,

still feeling a right, by all his knowledge

of human nature, to expect to see the

effect of the loss of power and conse-

quence,on his niece's spirits, and the past

attentions ofthe lover producing a crav

ing for their return ; and he was soon af

terwards able to account for his not yet

completely and indubitably seeing all

this, by the prospect of another visitor,

whose approach he could allow to be

quite enough to support the spirits

he was watching.—William had obtain

ed a ten days' leave of absence to be

given to Northamptonshire, and was

coming, the happiest of lieutenants, be

cause the latest made, to shew his hap

piness and describe his uniform.

g 2 He
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He came ; and he would have been

delighted to shew his uniform there

too, had not cruel custom prohibited

its appearance except on duty. So

the uniform remained at Portsmouth,

and Edmund conjectured that before

fanny had any chance of seeing it, all

its own freshness, and all the freshness

of its wearers feelings, must be worn

away. It Would be sunk into a badge

of disgrace ; for what can be more un

becoming, or more worthless, than the

uniform of a lieutenant, who has been

a lieutenant a year or two, and sees

others made commanders before him ?

So reasoned Edmund, till his father

made him the confident of a scheme

which placed Fanny's chance of seeing

the 2d lieutenant of H. M. S. Thrush,

in all his glory in another light.

This scheme was that she should ac

company her brother back to Ports

mouth, and spend a little time with her

own family. It had occurred to Sir

Thomas, in one of his dignified musings,

as
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as a .right and desirable measure, but

before he absolutely made up his mind,

he consulted his son. Edmund consi

dered it every way, and saw nothing

but what was right. The thing was

good in itself, and could not be done

at a better time ; and he had no doubt

of it being highly agreeable to Fanny.

This was enough to determine Sir Tho

mas; and a decisive " then so it shall be,"

closed that stage of the business ; Sit

Thomas retiring from it with some

feelings of satisfaction, and views of

good over and above what he had

communicated to his son, for his

prime motive in sending her away,

had very little to do with the propriety

of her seeing her parents again, and

nothing at all with any idea of making

her happy. He certainly wished her

to go willingly, but he as certainly wish

ed her to be heartily sick of home

before her visit ended ; and that a little

abstinence from the elegancies and lux

uries of Mansfield Park, would bring

her
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her mind into a sober state, and incline

her to a juster estimate of the value of

that home of greater permanence, and

equal comfort, of which she had the

offer.1

It was a medicinal project upon his

niece's understanding, which he must

consider as at present diseased. A re

sidence of eight or nine years in the

abode of wealth and plenty had a little

disordered her powers of comparing

and judging. Her Father's house

would, in all probability, teach her the

value of a good income ; and he trusted

that she would be the wiser and happier

woman, all her life, for the experiment

he had devised.

Had Fanny been at all addicted to

raptures, she must have had a strong

attack of them, when she first under

stood what was intended, when her

uncle first made her the offer of visiting

the parents and brothers, and sisters,

from whom she had been divided, al

most half her life, of returning for a

coupl
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couple of months to the scenes of her

infancy, with William for the protector

and companion of her journey; and

the certainty of continuing to see Wil

liam to the last hour of his remaining

on land. Had she ever given way to

bursts of delight, it must have been

then, for shewas delighted, but her hap

pinesswas of aquiet, deep, heart-swelling

sort ; and though never a great talker,

she was always more inclined to silence

when feeling most strongly. At the

moment she could only thank and ac

cept. Afterwards, when familiarized

with the visions of enjoyment so sud

denly opened, she could speak more

largely to William and Edmund of

what she felt ; but still there were emo

tions of tenderness that could not be

clothed in words,—The remembrance

of all her earliest pleasures, and of

what she had suffered in being torn

from them, came over her with re

newed strength, and it seemed as if to

be at home again, would heal every

pain
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pain that had since grown out of the

separation. To be in the centre of such

a circle, loved by so many, and more

loyed by all than she had ever been be

fore, to feel affection without fear or re

straint, to feel herself the equal of those

who surrounded her, to be at peace

from all mention of the Crawfords,

safe from every look which could be fan

cied a reproach on their account i—

This was a prospect to be dwelt on with

a fondness that could be but half ac

knowledged.

Edmund too—to be two months

from him, (and perhaps, she might be

allowed to make her absence three)

must do her good. At a distance un-

assailed by his looks or his kindness,

and safe from the perpetual irritation

of knowing his heart, and striving to

avoid his confidence, she should be able

toreason herself into a properer state; she

shouldbe able to think ofhim asinLondon,

and arranging every thing there, without

wretchedness.—What might have been

hard



( 129 )

hard to bear at Mansfield, was to be

come a slight evil at Portsmouth.

The only drawback was the doubt of

her Aunt Bertram's being comfortable

without her. She was of use to no

one else; but there she might be missed

to a degree that she did not like to

think of ; and that part of the arrange

ment was, indeed, the hardest for Sir

Thomas to accomplish, and what only

he could have accomplished at all.

But he was master at Mansfield Park.

When he had really resolved on any

measure, he could always carry it

through; and now by dint of long

talking on the subject, explaining and

dwelling on the duty of Fanny's some

times seeing her family, he did induce

his wife to let her go ; obtaining t ra

ther from submission, however,thancon

viction, for Lady Bertram was convin

ced of very little more than, that Sir

Thomas thought Fanny ought to go,

and therefore that she must. In the

calmness of her own dressing room, in

g 3 the
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the impartial flow of her own medita

tions, unbiassed by his bewildering state

ments, she could not acknowledge any

necessity for Fanny's ever going near a

Father ana Mother who had done with

out her so long, while she was so useful

to herself.—And as to the not missing

her, which under Mrs. Norris's discus

sion was the point attempted to be

proved, she set herself very steadily

against admitting any such thing.

Sir Thomas had appealed to her rea

son, conscience, and dignity. He cal

led it a sacrifice, and demanded it of her

goodness and self-command as such.

But Mrs. Norris wanted to persuade her

that Fanny could be very well spared—

(She being ready to give up all her own

time to her as requested) and in short

could not really be wanted or missed.

" That may be, sister,"—was all Lady

Bertram's reply—" I dare say you are

very right, but I am sure I shall miss her

very much.''

The next step was to communicate

with
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with Portsmouth. Fanny wrote to

offer herself ; and her mother's answer,

though short, was so kind, a few sim

ple lines expressed so natural and mo

therly a joy in the prospect of seeing her

child again, as to confirm all the daugh

ter's views of happiness in being with

her—convincing her that she should

now find a warm and affectionate friend

in the " Mamma" who had certainly

shewn no remarkable fondness for her

formerly ; but this she could easily sup

pose to have been her own fault, or her

own fancy. She had probably alienated

Love by the helplessness and fretfulness

of a fearful temper, or been unreason

able in wanting a larger share than any

one among so manycould deserve. Now,

when she knew better how to be useful

and how to forbear, and when her mo

ther could be no longer occupied by the

incessant demands of a house full of

little children, there would be leisure

and inclination for every comfort, and

they
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they skould soon be what mother and

daughter ought to be to each other.

William was almost as happy in the

plan as his sister. It would be the greatest

pleasure to him to have her there to the

last moment before he sailed, and per

haps find her there still when he came

in, from his first cruize ! And besides,

he wanted her so very much to see the

Thrush before she went out of har

bour (the Thrush was certainly the finest

sloop in the service). And there were

several improvements in the dock-yard,

too, which he quite longed to shew her.

He did not scruple to add, that her

being at home for a while would be a

great advantage to every body.

" I do not know how it is," said he,

" but we seem to want some of your

nice ways and orderliness at my father's.

The house is always in confusion. You

will set things going in a better way, I

am sure. You will tell my mother how

it all ought to be, and you will be so

useful to Susan, andyou will teachBetsey,

and
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and make the boys love and mind you.

How right and comfortable it will all be!"

By the time Mrs. Price's answer arri

ved, there remained but a very few

days more to be spent at Mansfield ;

and for part of one of those days the

young travellers were in a good deal of

alarm on the subject of their journey^

for when the mode of it came to be

talked of, and Mrs. Norris found that

all her anxiety to save her Brother-in-

law's money was vain, and that in spite

of her wishes and hints for a less expen

sive conveyance of Fanny, they were

to travel post, when she saw Sir Tho

mas actually give William notes for the

purpose, she was struck with the idea

of there being room for a third in the

carriage, and suddenly seized with a

strong inclination to go with them—to

go and see her poor dear sister Price.

She proclaimed her thoughts. She must

say that she had more than half a mind

to go with the young people ; it would

be such an indulgence to her ; she had

not
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not seen her poor dear sister Price

for more than twenty years ; and it

would be a help to the young people

in their journey to have her older head

to manage for them ; and she could not

help thinking her poor dear sister Price

would feel it very unkind of her not to

come by such an opportunity.

'William and Fanny were horror-struck

at the idea.

All the comfort of their comfortable

journey would be destroyed at once.

With woeful countenances they looked

at each other. Their suspense lasted

an hour or two. No one interfered to

encourage or dissuade. Mrs. Norris

was left to settle the matter by herself ;

. and it ended to the infinite joy of her

nephew and niece, in the recollection

that she could not possiblybe spared from

Mansfield Park at present ; that she was

a great deal too necessary to Sir

Thomas and Lady Bertram for her to

be able to answer it to herself to leave

them even for a week, and therefore

. . must
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must certainly sacrifice every other plea

sure to that of being useful to them.

It had, in fact, occurred to her, that,

though taken to Portsmouth for no

thing, it would be hardly possible for her

to avoid paying her own expenses back

again. So, her poor dear sister Price

was left to all the disappointment of her

missing such an opportunity ; and ano

ther twenty years' absence, perhaps, be

gun.

Edmund's plans were affected by this

Portsmouth journey, this absence of

Fanny's. He too had a sacrifice to

make to Mansfield Park, as well as his

aunt. He had intended, about this time,

to be going to London, but he could

not leave his father and mother just

when every body else of most impor

tance to their comfort, was leaving

them ; and with an effort, felt but not

boasted of, he delayed for a week or two

longer a journey which he was looking

forward to, with the hope of its fixing

his happiness for ever.

He
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He told Fanny of it. She knew so

.much already, that she must know

every thing. It made the substance

of one other confidential discourse about

Miss Crawford; and Fanny was the

more affected from feeling it to be the

last time in which Miss Crawfordrs

name would ever be mentioned between

them with any remains of liberty. Once

afterwards, she was alluded to by him.

Lady Bertram had been telling her

niece in the evening to write to her soon

and often, and promising to be a good

correspondent herself; and Edmund,

at a convenient moment, then added, in

a whisper, " And I shall write to you,

Fanny, when I have any thing worth

writing about ; any thing to say, that

I think you will like to hear, and that

you will not hear so soon from any

other quarter." Had she doubted his

meaning while she listened, the glow in

his face, when she looked up at him,

would have been decisive.

For this letter she must try to arm

herself,

.
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herself. That a letter from Edmund

should be a subject of terror. She

began to feel that she had not yet gone

through all the changes of opinion and

sentiment, which the progress of time

and variation of circumstances occasion

in this world of changes. The vicissi

tudes of the human mind had not yet

been exhausted by her.

Poor Fanny ! though going, as she

did, willingly and eagerly, the last even

ing at Mansfield Park must still be

wretchedness. Her heart was com

pletely sad at parting. She had tears

for every room in the house, much

more for every beloved inhabitant.

She clung to her aunt, because she

would miss her, she kissed the hand of

her uncle with struggling sobs, because

she had displeased him, and as for Ed

mund, she could neither speak, nor

look, nor think, when the last moment

came with him , and it was not till it was

over, that she knew he was giving her

the affectionate farewell of a brother.

All
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All this passed over night, for the

journey was to begin very early in

the morning; and when the small,

diminished party met at breakfast,

William and Fanny were talked of as

already advanced one stage.
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CHAPTER VII.

The novelty of travelling, and the

happiness of being with William, soon

produced their natural effect on Fanny's

spirits, when Mansfield Park was fairly.

left behind, and by the time their first

stage was ended, and they were to

quit Sir Thomas's Carriage, she was

able to take leave of the old coachman,

and send back proper messages, with

cheerful looks.

Of pleasant talk between the bro

ther and sister there was no end.

Every thing supplied an amusement

to the high glee of William's mind,

and he was full of frolic and joke, in

the intervals of their higher-toned sub

jects, all of which ended, if they did

not begin, in praise of the Thrush, con

jectures how she would be employed,

schemes for an action wich some su

perior force, which (supposing the first

lieutenant out of the way—and William

was
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was not always merciful to the first lieu

tenant) was to give himself the next

step as soon as possible, or speculations

upon prize money, which was to be

generously distributed at home, with

only the reservation of enough to make

the little cottage comfortable, in which

he and Fanny were to pass all their mid

dle and latter life together*

Fanny's immediate concerns, as

far as they involved Mr. Crawford,

made no part of their conversation,

William knew what had passed, and

from his heart, lamented that his sister's

feelings should be so cold towards aman

whom he must consider as the first of

human characters ; but he was of an

age to he all for love, and therefore

unable to blame ; and knowing her

wish on the subject, he would not dis

tress her by the slightest allusion.

She had reason to suppose herself not

yet forgotten by Mr. Crawford.—She

had heard repeatedly from his sister

within the three weeks which had passed

since
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since their leaving Mansfield, and in

each letter there had been a few lines

from himself, warm and determined like

his speeches. It was a correspondence

which Fanny found quite as unpleasant

as she had feared. Miss Crawford's

style of writing, lively and affectionate,

was itself an evil, independent of

what she was thus forced into reading

from the brother's pen, for Edmund

would never rest till she had read the

chief of the letter to him, and then

she had to listen to his admiration

of her language, and the warmth

of her attachments.—There had, in

fact, been so much of message, of allu

sion, of recollection, so much of

Mansfield in every letter, that Fanny

could not but suppose it meant for

him to hear ; and to find herself

forced into a purpose of that kind,

compelled into a correspondence which

was bringing her the addresses of the

man she did not love, and obliging her to

administer to the adverse passion of

the
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the man she did, was cruelly mortifying;

Here too, her present removal pro

mised advantage. When no longer

under the same roof with Edmund,

she trusted that Miss Crawford would

have no motive for writing, strong

enough to overcome the trouble, and

that at Portsmouth their correspon

dence would dwindle into nothing.

With such thoughts as these among

ten hundred others, Fanny proceeded

in her journey, safely and cheerfully,

and as expeditiously as could rationally

behoped in the dirty month of February.

They entered Oxford, but she could

take only a hasty glimpse of Edmund's

College as they passed along, and made

no stop any where, till they reached

Newbury, where a comfortable meal,

uniting dinner and supper, wound up

the enjoyments and fatigues of the day.

The next morning saw them offagain

at an early hour ; and with no events

and no delays they regularly advanced,

and were in the environs of Portsmouth

while
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while there was yet daylight for Fanny

to look around her, and wonder at the

new buildings.—They passed the Draw

bridge, and entered the town ; and the

light was only beginning to fail, as,

guided by William's powerful voice,

they were rattled into a narrow street,

leading from the high street, and drawn

up before the door of a small house

now inhabited by Mr. Price.

Fanny was all agitation and flutter—

all hope and apprehension. The mo

ment they stopt, a trollopy- looking

maid-servant, seemingly in waiting for

them at the door, stept forward, and

more intent on telling the news, than

giving them any help, immediately be

gan with, " the Thrush is gone out of

harbour, please Sir, and one of the

officers has been here to" She was

interrupted by a fine tall boy of eleven

years old, who rushing out of the

house, pushed the maid aside, and

while William was opening the chaise

door himself, called out, *' you are

just
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just in time. We have been looking for

you this half hour. The Thrush Went

out of harbour this morning. I saw

her. It was a beautiful sight. And

they think she will have her orders in

a day or two. And Mr. Campbell was

here at four o'clock, to ask for you,

he has got one of the Thrush's boats, and

is going off to her at six, and hoped you

would be here in time to go with him."

A stare or two at Fanny, as William

helped her out of the carriage,was all the

voluntary notice which this brother' be

stowed ;—but he made no objection to

her kissing him, though still entirely

engaged in detailing farther particulars'

of the Thrush's going out of harbour,

in which he had a strong right of in

terest, being to commence his career of

seamanship in her at this very time.

Another moment, and Fanny was in

the narrow entrance-passage of the'

house, and in her mother's arms, who

met her there with looks of true kind

ness, and with features which Fanny

loved
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loved the more, because they brought

her aunt Bertram's before her; and

there were her two sisters, Susan, a

well-grown fine girl of fourteen, and

Betsey, the youngest of the family,about

five—both glad to see her in their way,

though with no advantage of manner in

receiving her. But manner Fanny did

not want. Would they but love her,

she should be satisfied.

She was then taken into a parlour, so

small that her first conviction was of its

being only a passage-room to something

better, and she stood for a moment ex

pecting to be invited on; but when she

saw there was no other door, and that

there were signs of habitation before

her, she called back her thoughts, re

proved herself, and grieved lest they

should have been suspected. Her mo

ther, however, could not stay long

enough to suspect anything. She was

gone again to the street door, to wel

come William. " Oh! my dear Wil

liam, how glad I am to see you. But

vol. in. H have
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have you heard about the Thrush? She

is gone out of harbour already, three

days before we had any thought of it;

and I do not know what I am to do

about Sam's things, they will never be

ready in time ; for she may have her

orders to-morrow, perhaps. It takes

me quite unawares. And ndw you

must be off for Spithead too. Campbell

has been here, quite in a worry about

you; and now, what shall we do? I

thought to have had such a comfortable

evening with you, and here every thing

comes upon me at once."

Her son answered cheerfully, telling

her that every thing was always for

the best; and making light of his own

inconvenience, in being obliged to hurry

away so soon.

" To be sure, I had much rather she

had stayed in harbour, that I might have

sat a few hours with you in comfort;

but as there is a boat ashore, I had bet

ter go off at once, and there is no help

for it. Whereabouts does the Thrush

lay
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lay at Spithead! Near the Canopus?

But no matter—here's Fanny in the

parlour, and why should we stay in the

passage ?—Come, mother, you have

hardly looked at your own dear Fanny

yet."

In they both came, and Mrs. Price

having kindly kissed her daughter again,

and commented a little on her growth,

began with very natural solicitude to

feel for their fatigues and wants as tra

vellers.

" Poor dears ! how tired you must

both be !—and now what will you have ?

I began to think you would never come.

Betsey and I have been watching for

you this half hour. And when did you

get anythingto eat ? And what would you

like to have now? I could not tell whe

ther you would be for some meat, or

only a dish of tea after your journey, or

else I would have got something ready.

And now I am afraid Campbell will be

here, before there is time to dress a

steak, and we have no butcher at hand.

H 2 It
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It is very inconvenient to have no

butcher in the street. We were better

off in our last house. Perhaps you

would like some tea, as soon as it can be

got."

They both declared they should pre

fer it to anything. " Then, Betsey, my

dear, run into the kitchen, and see if

Rebecca has put the water on; and tell

her to bring in the tea-things as soon

as she can. I wish we could get the

bell mended—but Betsey is a veryhandy

little messenger."

Betsey went with alacrity ; proud to

shew her abilities before her fine new

sister.

" Dear me !" continued the anxious

mother, " what a sad fire we have got,

and I dare say you are both starved

with cold. Draw your chair nearer,

my dear. I cannot think what Re

becca has been about. I am sure I told

her to bring some coals half an hour

ago. Susan, you should have taken care

of the fire."
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"I was up stairs, mamma,moving my

things;" said Susan, in a fearless self-de

fending tone, which startled Fanny.

" you know you had but just settled

that my sister Fanny and I should have

the other room; and I could not get

Rebecca to give me any help."

Farther discussion was prevented by

various bustles; first, the driver came

to be paid—then there was a squabble

between Sam and Rebecca, about the

manner of carrying up his sister's trunk,

which he would manage all his own

way; and lastly, in walked Mr. Price

himself, his own loud voice preceding

him, as with something of the oath

kind he kicked away his son's portman

teau, and his daughter's band-box in

the passage, and called out for a candle;

no candle was brought, however,and he

walked into the room.

Fanny, with doubting feelings, had

risen to meet him, but sank down again

on finding herself undistinguished in

the dusk, and unthought of. With a

friendly
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friendly shake of his son's hand, and an

eager voice, he instantly began—" Ha !

welcome back, my boy. Glad to see

you. Have you heard the news? The

Thrush went out of harbour this morn

ing. Alert is the word,you see. By G—,

you are just in time. The doctor has

been here enquiring for you; he has got

one of the boats, and is to be off for Spit-

head by six, so you had better go with

him. I have been to Turner's about

your things, it is all in a way to be

done. I should not wonder if you had

your orders to-morrow; but you cannot

sail with this wind, if you are to cruize

to the westward ; and Captain Walsh

thinks you will certainly have a cruize

to the westward, with the Elephant.

By G—, I wish you may. But old

Scholey was saying just now, that he

thought you would be sent first to the

Texel. Well, well, we are ready, what

ever happens. But by G—, you lost a

fine sight by not being here in the

morning to see the Thrush go out of

harbour.
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harbour. I would not have been out

of the way for a thousand pounds. Old

Scholey ran in at breakfast time, to say

she was under weigh. I jumped up,

and made but two steps to the point.

If ever there was a perfect beauty afloat,

she is one; and there she lays at Spit-

head, and anybody in England would

take her for an eight-and-twenty. I

was upon the platform two hours this

afternoon, looking at her. She lays

just astern of the Endymion, with

the Cleopatra to larboard."

" Ha!" cried William, « that's just

where I should have put her myself.

But here is my sister, Sir, here is

Fanny;" turning and leading her for

ward;—" it is so dark you do not see

her."

With an acknowledgement that he had

quite forgot her, Mr. Price now received

his daughter ; and, having given her a ..

cordial hug, and observed that she was

grown into a woman, and he supposed

would be wanting a husband soon,

seemed
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seemed very much inclined to forget

her again.

Fanny shrunk back to her seat, with

feelings sadly pained by his language

and his smell of spirits ; and he talked

on only to his son, and only of the

Thrush, though William, warmly inter

ested, as he was, in that subject, more

than once tried to make his father think

of Fanny, and her long absence and

long journey.

After sitting some time longer, a

candle was obtained ; but, as there was

still no appearanee of tea, nor, from

Betsey's reports from the kitchen, much

hope of any under a considerable pe

riod, William determined to go and

change his dress, and make the necessary

preparations for his removal on board

directly, that he might have his tea in

comfort afterwards.

As he left the room, two rosy-faced

boys, ragged and dirty, about eight and

nine years old, rushed into it just re

leased from school, and coming eagerly

to
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to see their sister, and tell that the Thrush

was gone out of harbour ; Tom and

Charles ; Charles had been born since

Fanny's going away, but Tom she had

often helped to nurse, and now felt a

particular pleasure in seeing again.

Both were kissed very tenderly, but

Tom she wanted to keep by her, to try

to trace the features of the baby she had

loved, and talked to, ofhis infant prefer

ence of herself. Tom, however, had no

mind for such treatment ; he came home,

not to stand and be talked to, but to

run about and make a noise ; and both

boys had soon bursr away from her and

slammed the parlour door till her tem

ples ached.

She had now seen all that were at

home ; there remained only two bro

thers between herself and Susan, one

of whom was clerk in a public office

in London, and the other midshipman

on board an Indiaman. But though she

had seen all the members of the family,

she had not yet heard all the noise they

H 3 could
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could make. Another quarter of an

hour brought her a great deal more.

William was soon calling out from the

landing-place of the second story, for

his mother and for Rebecca. He

was in distress for something that he had

left there, and did not find again. A

key was mislaid, Betsey accused of hav

ing got at his new hat, and some slight,

but essential alteration of his uniform

waistcoat, which he had been promised

to have done for him, entirely neglected.

Mrs. Price, Rebecca, and Betsey, all

went up to defend themselves, all talk

ing together, but Rebecca loudest, and

the job was to be done, as well as it

could, in a great hurry ; William try

ing in vain to send Betsey down

again, or keep her from being trouble

some where she was; the whole of

which, as almost every door in the

house was open, could be plainly distin

guished in the parlour, except when

drowned at intervals by the superior

noise of Sam, Tom, and Charles chasing

' - ' each



( 155 )

each other up and down stairs, and

tumbling about and hallooing.

Fanny was almost stunned. The

smallness of the house, and thinness of

the walls, brought every thing so close

to her, that, added to the fatigue of her

journey, and all her recent agitation,

she hardly knew how to bear it.

Within the room all was tranquil enough,

for Susan having disappeared with the

others, there were soon only her father

and herself remaining ; and he taking

out a newspaper—the accustomary loan

of a neighbour, applied himself to stu

dying it, without seeming to recollect

her existence. The solitary candle was

held between himself and the paper,

without any reference to her possible

convenience ; but she had nothing to

do, and was glad to have the light

screened from her aching head, as she

sat in bewildered, broken, sorrowful

contemplation.

She was at home. But alas ! it was

not such a home, she had not such a

welcome,
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welcome, as she checked herself ;

she was unreasonable. What right had

she to be of importance to her family ?.

She could have none, so long lost sight

of! William's concerns must be dearest

—they always had been—and he had

every right. Yet to have so little said

or asked about herself—to have scarcely

an enquiry made after Mansfield ! It

did pain her to have Mansfield for

gotten ; the friends who had done so

much—the dear, dear friends ! But

here, one subject swallowed up all the

rest. Perhaps it must be so. The des

tination of the Thrush must be now

pre-eminently interesting. A day or

two might shew the difference. She

only was to blame. Yet she thought it

would not have been so at Mansfield.

No, in her uncle's house there would

have been a consideration of times and

seasons, a regulation of subject, a pro

priety, an attention towards every body

which there was not here.

The only interruption which thoughts

like
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like these received for nearly half an

hour, was from a sudden burst of her

father's, not at all calculated to compose

them. At a more than ordinary pitch

of thumping and hallooing in the pas

sage, he exclaimed, " Devil take those

young dogs ! How they are singing

out ! Aye, Sam's voice louder than all

the rest ! That boy is fit for a boats

wain. Holla—you there—Sam—stop

your confounded pipe, or I shall be after

you."

This threat was so palpably disre

garded, that though within five minutes

afterwards the three boys all burst into

the room together and sat down, Fanny

could not consider it as a proof of any

thing more than their being for the

time thoroughly fagged, which their

hot faces and panting breaths seemed

to prove—especially as they were still

kicking each other's shins, and hallooing

out at sudden starts immediately under

their father's eye.

The next opening of the door brought

something
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something more welcome ; it was for

the tea things, which she had begun

almost to depair of seeing that evening.

Susan and an attendant girl, whose

inferior appearance informed Fanny, to

her great surprise, that she had previ

ously seen the upper servant, brought

in every thing necessary for the meal ;

Susan looking as she put the kettle on

the fire and glanced at her sister, as if

divided between the agreeable triumph

of shewing her activity and usefulness,

and the dread of being thought to

demean herself by such an office. " She

had been into the kitchen," she said,

" to hurry Sally and help make the

toast, and spread the bread and butter

—or she did not know when they

should have got tea—and she was sure

her sister must want something after

her journey."

Fanny was very thankful. She could

not but own that she should be very

glad of a little tea, and Susan imme

diately set about making it, as if pleased

to
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to have the employment all to herself ;

and with only a little unnecessary

bustle, and some few injudicious

attempts at keeping her hrothers in

better order than she could, acquitted

herself very well. Fanny's spirit was

as much refreshed as her body; her

head and heart were soon the better for

such well-timed kindness. Susan had

an open, sensible countenance ; she was

like William—and Fanny hoped to find

her like him in disposition and good

will towards herself.

In this more placid state of things

William re-entered, followed not far

behind by his mother and Betsey. He,

complete in his Lieutenant's uniform,

looking and moving all the taller,

firmer, and more graceful for it, and

with the happiest smile over his face,

walked up directly to Fanny — who,

rising from her seat, looked at him

for a moment in speechless admiration,

and then threw her arms round his

reck
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neck to sob out her various emotions

of pain and pleasure.

Anxious not to appear unhappy, she

soon recovered herself : and wiping

away her tears, was able to notice and

admire all the striking parts of his dress

—listening with reviving spirits to. his

cheerful hopes of being on shore some

part of every day before they sailed,

and even of getting her to Spithead to

see the sloop.

The next bustle brought in Mr.

Campbell, the Surgeon of the Thrush,

a very well behaved young man, who

came to call for his friend, and for

whom there was with some contrivance

found a chair, and with some hasty

washing of the young tea-maker's, a

cup and saucer ; and after another quar

ter of an hour of earnest talk between

the gentlemen, noise rising upon noise,

and bustle upon bustle, men and boys

at last all in motion together, the mo

ment came for setting off ; every thing

was ready, William took leave, and all

of
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of them were gone—for the three boys,

in spite of their mother's intreaty, de

termined to see their brother and Mr.

Campbell to the salley-port ; and Mr.

Price walked off at the same time to

carry back his neighbour's newspaper.

Something like tranquillity might

now be hoped for, and accordingly,

when Rebecca had been prevailed on

to carry away the tea-things, and Mrs.

Price had walked about the room some

time looking for a shirt sleeve, which

Betsey at last hunted out from a drawer

in the kitchen, the small party of fe

males were pretty well composed, and

the mother having lamented again over

the impossibility of getting Sam ready

in time, was at leisure to think of her

eldest daughter and the friends she had

come from.

A few enquiries began ; but one of

the earliest—" How did her sister Ber

tram manage about her servants ? Was

she as much plagued as herself to get

tolerable servants ?"—soon led her mind

away
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away from Northamptonshire and fixed

it on her own domestic grievances ; and

the shocking character of all the Ports

mouth servants, of whom she believed

her own two were the very worst, en

grossed her completely. The Bertrams

were all forgotten in detailing the faults

of Rebecca, against whom Susan had

also much to depose, and little Betsey a

great deal pore, and who did seem so

thoroughly , thout a single recommen

dation, that Fanny could not help mo

destly presuming that her mother meant

to part with her, when her year was up.

" Her year !" cried Mrs. Price; " I

am sure I hope I shall be rid of her be

fore she has staid a year, for that will not

be up till November. Servants are

come to such a pass, my dear, in Ports

mouth, that it is quite a miracle if one

keeps them more than half-a-year. I

have no hope of ever being settled ;

and if I was to part with Rebecca, I

should only get something worse. And

yet, I do not think I am a very difficult

mis-



( 163 )

mistress to please—and I am sure the

place is easy enough, for there is always

a girl under her, and I often do half the

work myself."

Fanny was silent ; but not from being

convinced that there might not be a

remedy found for some of these evils.

As she now sat looking at Betsey, she

could not but think particularly of ano

ther sister, a very pretty little girl, whom

she had left there not much younger

when she went into Northamptonshire,

who had died a few years afterwards.

There had been something remarkably

amiable about her. Fanny, in those

early days, had preferred her to Susan ;

and when the news of her death had

at last reached Mansfield, had for a short

time been quite afflicted.—The sight of

Betsey brought the image of little Mary

back again, but she would not have

pained her mother by alluding to her,

for the world.—While considering her

with these ideas, Betsey, at a small dis

tance, was holding out something to

catch
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catch her eyes, meaning to screen it at

the same time from Susan's.

" What have ydu got there, my

love ?" said Fanny, " come and shew it

to me.1'

It was a silver knife. Up jumped

Susan claiming it as her own, and trying

to get it away ; but the child ran to her

mother's protection, and Susan could

only reproach, which she did very

warmly, and evidently hoping to inte

rest Fanny on her side. " It was very

hard that she was not to have her own

knife ; it was her own knife ; little

sister Mary had left it to her upon her

death bed, and she ought to have had it

to keep herself long ago. But mamma

kept it from her, and was always letting

Betsey get hold of it ; and the end of it

would be, that Betsey would spoil it, and

get it for her own, though mamma had

promised her that Betsey should not have

it in her own hands."

Fanny was quite shocked. Every

feeling of duty, honour and tender

ness
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ness was wounded by her sister's speech

and her mother's reply.

" Now, Susan," cried Mrs. Price in a

complaining voice, " now, how can

you be so cross ? You are always quar

relling about that knife. I wish you

would not be so quarrelsome. Poor

little Betsey ; how cross Susan is to you!

But you should not have taken it out,

my dear, when I sent you to the drawer.

You know I told you not to touch it,

because Susan is so cross about it. I

must hide it another time, Betsey. Poor

Mary little thought it would be such a

bone of contentionwhen she gave it me

to keep, only two hours before she died.

Poor little soul! she could but just

speak to be heard, and she said so pret

tily, ' Let sister Susan have my knife,

mamma, when I am dead and buried.'—

Poor little dear ! she was so fond of it,

Fanny, that she would have it lay by

her in bed, all through her illness. It

was the gift of her good godmother,

old Mrs. Admiral Maxwell, only six

weeks
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weeks before she was taken for death.

Poor little sweet creature! Well, she

was taken away from evil to come. My

own Betsey, (fondling her), youhave not

the luck of such a good godmother.

Aunt Norris lives too far off, to think

of such little people as you."

Fanny had indeed nothing to convey

from aunt Norris, but a message to say

she hoped her god-daughter was a good

girl, and learnt her book. There had

been at one moment a slight murmur

in the drawing-room at Mansfield Park,

about sending her a Prayer book; but

no second sound had been heard of

such a purpose. Mrs. Norris, however,

had gone home and taken down two

old Prayer books of her husband, with

that idea, but upon examination, the

ardour of generosity went off. One

was found to have too small a print for

a child's eyes, and the other to be too

cumbersome for her to carry about.

Fanny fatigued and fatigued again,

was thankful to accept the first invita

tion
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tion of going to bed ; and before Betsey

had finished her cry at being allowed to

sit up only one hour extraordinary in

honour of sister, she was off, leaving all

below in confusion and noise again, the

boys begging for toasted cheese, her

father calling out for his rum and

water, and Rebecca never where she

ought to be.

There was nothing to raise her spirits

in the confined and scantily-furnished

chamber that she was to share with

Susan. The smallness of the rooms

above and below indeed, and the nar

rowness of the passage and staircase,

struck her beyond her imagination. She

soon learnt to think with respect of her

own little attic at Mansfield Park, in

that house reckoned too small for any

body's comfort.

CHAP.
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CHAPTER VIII.

Could Sir Thomas have seen all his

niece's feelings, when she wrote her

first letter to her aunt, he would not

have despaired ; for though a good

night's rest, a pleasant morning, the

hope of soon seeing William again, and

the comparatively quiet state of the

house, from Tom and Charles being

gone to school, Sam on some project of

his own, and her father on his usual

lounges, enabled her to express herself

cheerfully on the subject of home, there

were still to her own perfect conscious

ness, manydrawbacks suppressed. Could

he have seen only half that she felt be-

sore the end of a week, he would have

thought Mr. Crawford sure of her, and

been delighted with his own sagacity.

Before the week ended, it was all

disappointment. In the first place,

William was gone. The Thrush had

had her orders, the wind had changed,

and
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tnd he was sailed within four days from

their reaching Portsmouth; and during

those days, she had seen him only twice,

in a short and hurried way, when he

had come ashore on duty. There had

been no free conversation, no walk on

the ramparts, no visit to the dock-yard,

no acquaintance with the Thrush—no

thing of all that they had planned and

depended on. Every thing in that

quarter failed her, except William's af

fection. His last thought on leaving

home was for her. He stepped back

again to the door to say, " Take care of

Fanny, mother. She is tender, and not

used to rough it like the rest of us.

I charge you, take care of Fanny."

William was gone;—and the home

he had left her in, was—Fanny could

not conceal it from herself—in almost

every respect, the very reverse of what

she could have wished. It was the

abode of noise, disorder, and impro

priety. Nobody was in their right place,

nothing was done as it ought to be. She

vol. in. I could
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could not respect her parents, as she had

hoped. On her father, her confidence

had not been sanguine, but he was more

negligent of his family, his habits were

worse, and his manners coarser, than

she had been prepared for. He did not

want abilities; but he had no curiosity,

and no information beyond his profes

sion ; he read only the newspaper and

the navy-list; he talked only of the dock

yard, the harbour, Spithead, and the

Motherbank; he swore and he drank,

he was dirty and gross. She had never

been able to recal anything approaching

to tenderness in his former treatment of

herself. There had remained only a

general impression of roughness and

loudness ; and now he scarcely ever no

ticed her, but to make her the object of

a coarse joke..

Her disappointment in her mother

was greater ; there she had hoped

much, and found almost nothing. Every

flattering scheme of being of conse

quence to her, soon fell to the ground.

Mrs.
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Mrs. Price was not unkind—but, in

stead of gaining on her affection and

confidence, and becoming more and

more dear, her daughter never met

with greater kindness from her, than

on the first day of her arrival. The in

stinct of nature was soon satisfied, and

Mrs. Price's attachment had no other

source. Her heart and her time were

already quite full; she had neither lei

sure nor affection to bestow on Fanny.

Her daughters never had been much to

her. She was fond of her sons, espe

cially of William, but Betsey was the first

of her girls whom she had ever much

regarded. To her, she was most inju

diciously indulgent. William was her

pride; Betsey, her darling ; and John,

Richard, Sam, Tom, and Charles, occu

pied all the rest of her maternal solici

tude, alternately her worries and her

comforts. These shared her heart ; her

time was given chiefly to her house and

her servants. Her days were spent in

12 a
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a kind of slow bustle ; always busy with

out getting on, always behind hand and

lamenting it, without altering her ways;

wishing to be an economist, without

contrivance or regularity; dissatisfied

with her servants, without skill to make

them better, and whether helping or

reprimanding, or indulging them, with

out any power of engaging their re

spect.

Of her two. sisters, Mrs. Price very

much more resembled Lady Bertram

than Mrs. Norris. She was a manager

by necessity, without any of Mrs. Nor-

ris's inclination for it, or any of her ac

tivity. Her disposition was naturally

easy and indolent, like Lady Bertram's ;

and a situation of similar affluence and

do-nothing-ness, would have been much

more suited to her capacity, than the

exertions and self-denials of the one,

which her imprudent marriage had

placed her in. She might have made

just as good a woman of consequence as

Lady



( 173 )

Lady Bertram, but Mrs. Norris would

have been a more respectable mother of

nine children, on a small income.

Much of all this, Fanny could not but

be sensible of. She might scruple to

make use of the words, but she must

and did feel that her mother was a par

tial, ill-judging parent, a dawdle, a slat

tern, who neither taught nor restrained

her children, whose house was the

scene of mismanagement and discom

fort from beginning to end, and who

had no talent, no conversation, no af

fection towards herself ; no curiosity to

know her better, no desire ofher friend

ship, and no inclination for her com

pany that could lessen her sense of such

feelings.

Fanny was very anxious to be useful,

and not to appear above her home, or

in any way disqualified or disinclined,

by her foreign education, from contri

buting her help to its comforts, and

therefore, set about working for Sam

immediately, and by working early and

late,
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late, with perseverance and great dis

patch, did so much, that the boy was

shipped off at last, with more than half

. his linen ready. She had great pleasure

in feeling her usefulness, but could not

conceive how they would have managed

without her.

Sam, loud and overbearing as he was,

she rather regretted when he went, for

he was clever and intelligent, and glad

to be employed in any errand in the

town; and though spurning the remon

strances of Susan, given as they were—

though very reasonable in themselves,

with ill-timed and powerless warmth,

was beginning to be influenced by

Fanny's services, and gentle persuasions ;

and she found that the best of the three

younger ones was gone in him; Tom

and Charles being as least as many years

as they were his juniors distant from

that age of feeling and reason, which

might suggest the expediency of making

friends, and of endeavouring to be less

disagreeable. Their sister soon despair

ed
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ed of making the smallest impression

on them; they were quite untameable

by any means of address which she had

spirits or time to attempt. Every after

noon brought a return of their riotous

games all over the house; and she very

early learnt to sigh at the approach of

Saturday's constant half holiday.

Betsey too, a spoilt child, trained up

to think the alphabet her greatest

enemy, left to be with the servants

at her pleasure, and then encouraged to

jeport any evil of them, she was al

most as ready to despair of being able

to love or assist ; and of Susan's temper,

she had many doubts. Her continual

disagreements with her mother, her

rash squabbles with Tom and Charles,

and petulance with Betsey, were at least

so distressing to Fanny, that though

admitting they were by no means with

out provocation, she feared the dispo

sition that could push them to such

length, must be far from amiable, and

from affording any repose to herself.

Such
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Such was the home which was to put

Mansfield out of her head, and teach

her to think of her cousin Edmund

with moderated feelings. On the con

trary, she could think of nothing but

Mansfield, its beloved inmates, its hap

py ways. Every thing where she now

was, was in full contrast to it. The

elegance, propriety, regularity, har

mony—and perhaps, above all, the

peace and tranquillity of Mansfield, were

brought to her remembrance every

hour of the day, by the prevalence of

every thing opposite to them here.

The living in incessant noise was to a

frame and temper, delicate and nervous

like Fanny's, an evil which no super

added elegance or harmony, could have

entirely atoned for. It was the greatest

misery of all. At Mansfield, no sounds

of contention, no raised voice, no ab

rupt bursts, no tread of violence was

ever heard ; all proceeded in a regular

course of cheerful orderliness j every

body
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body had their due importance ; every

body's feelings were consulted. If ten

derness could be ever supposed wanting,

good sense, and good breeding supplied

its place ; and as to the little irritations,

sometimes introduced by aunt Norris,

they were short, they were trifling,

they were as a drop of water to the

ocean, compared with the ceaseless

tumult of her present abode. Here,

every body was noisy, every voice was

loud, (excepting, perhaps, her mother's,

which resembled the soft monotony of

Lady Bertram's, only worn into fret-

fulness.)—Whatever was wanted, was

halloo'd for, and the servants halloo'd

out their excuses from the kitchen.

The doors were in constant banging, .

the stairs were never at rest, nothing

was done without a clatter, nobody sat

still, and nobody could command atten

tion when they spoke.

In a review of the two houses, as

they appeared to her before the end

I 3 of
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of a week, Fanny was tempted to

apply to them Dr. Johnson's cele

brated judgment as to matrimony and

celibacy, and say, that though Mans

field Park, might have some pains,

Portsmouth could have no pleasures.

CHAPTER
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CHAPTER IX.

Fanny was right enough in not ex

pecting to hear from Miss Crawford

now, at the rapid rate in which their

correspondence had begun; Mary's next

letter was after a decidedly longer inter

val than the last, but she was not right

in supposing that sueh an interval

would be felt a great relief to herself.—

Here was another strange revolution

of mind !—She was really glad to re

ceive the letter when it did come. In

her present exile from good society,

and distance from every thing that

had been wont to interest her, a letter

from one belonging to the set where

her heart lived, written with affection,

and some degree of elegance, was tho

roughly acceptable.—The usual plea

of increasing engagements was made

in excuse for not having written to har

her earlier, " and now that I have be

gun," she continued, " my letterwill not

be
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be worth your reading, for there will

be no little offering of love at the end,

no three or four lines passionees from

the most devoted H. C. in the world,

for Henry is in Norfolk ; business called

him to Everingham ten days ago, or

perhaps he only pretended the call, for

the sake of being travelling at the

same time that you were. But there

he is, and, by the bye, his absence may

sufficiently account for any remissness

of his sister's in writing, for there has

been no ' well Mary, when do you

write to Fanny ?—is not it time for you

to write to Fanny ?' to spur me on.

At last, after various attempts at meet

ing, I have seen your cousins, ' dear

Julia and dearest Mrs.Rushworth they

found me at home yesterday, and we

were glad to see each other again.

We seemed very glad to see each other,

and I do really think we were a little.

* —We had a vast deal to say.—Shall I

tell you how Mrs. Rushworth looked

when your name was mentioned ? I

did
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did not use to think her wanting in

self possession, but she had not quite

enough for the demands of yesterday.

Upon the whole Julia was in the best

looks of the two, at least after you

were spoken of. There was no recover

ing the complexion from the moment

that I spoke of ' Fanny,' and spoke of

her as a sister should.—But Mrs. Rush-

worth's day of good looks will come ;

we have cards for her first party on the

28th.—Then she will be in beauty, for

she will open one of the best houses in

Wimpole Street. I was in it two years

ago, when it was Lady Lascelles's, and

prefer it to almost any I know in Lon

don, and certainly she will then feel—

to use a vulgar phrase—that she has got

her pennyworth for her penny. Henry

could not have afforded her such a house.

I hope she will recollect it, and be satis

fied, as well she may, with moving

the queen of a palace, though the king

may appear best in the back ground,

and as I have no desire to teize her, I

shall
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shall never force your name upon her

again. She will grow sober by degrees.

—From all that I hear and guess, Baron

Wildenhaim's attentions to Julia conti

nue, but I do not know that he has

any serious encouragement. She ought

to do better. A poor honourable is no

catch, and I cannot imagine any liking

in the case, for, take away his rants,

and the poor Baron has nothing. What

a difference a vowel, makes!—if his

rents were but equal to his rants !—

Your cousin Edmund moves slowly; de

tained, perchance, by parish duties.

There may be some old woman at

Thornton Lacey to be converted. I am

unwilling to fancy myself neglected for

a young one. Adieu, my dear sweet

Fanny, this is a long letter from Lon

don ; write me a pretty one in reply to

gladden Henry's eyes, when he comes

back—and send me an account of all

the dashing young captains whom you

disdain for his sake.''

There was great food for meditation

in
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in this letter, and chiefly for unpleasant

meditation ; and yet, with all the un

easiness it supplied, it connected her

with the' absent, it told her of people

and things about whom she had never felt

so much curiosity as now, and she would

have been glad to have been sure of

such a letter every week. Her corres

pondence with her aunt Bertram was

her only concern of higher interest.

As for any society in Portsmouth, that

could at all make amends for deficien

cies at home, there were none within

the circle of her father's and mother's

acquaintance to afford her the smallest

satisfaction ; she saw nobody in whose

favour she could wish to overcome her

own shyness and reserve. The men

appeared to her all coarse, the women

all pert, everybody under-bred ; andshe

gave as little contentment as she received

from introductions either to old or new

acquaintance. The young ladies who

approached her at first with some re-

pect in consideration of her comings

.- from
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from a Baronet's family, were soon of

fended by what they termed " airs"—

for as she neither played on the piano-!

forte nor wore fine pelisses, they could,

on farther observation, admit no right of

superiority.

The first solid consolation which

Fanny received for the evils of home,

the first which her judgment could en

tirely approve, and which gave any pro

mise of durability, was in a better know

ledge of Susan, and a hope of being of

service to her. Susan had always beha

ved pleasantly to herself, but the deter

mined character of her general manners

had astonished and alarmed her, and it

was at least a fortnight before she began

to understand a disposition so totally

different from her own. Susan saw

that much was wrong at home, and

wanted to set it right. That a girl of

fourteen, acting only on her own unas

sisted reason, should err in the method

of reform was not wonderful ; and

Fanny soon became more disposed to

admire
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admire the natural light of the mind

which could so early distinguish justly,

than to censure severely, the faults of

conduct to which it led. Susan was

only acting on the same truths, and pur

suing the same system, which her own

judgment acknowledged, but which her

more supine and yielding temper would

have shrunk from asserting. Susan

tried to be useful, where she could only

have gone away and cried ; and that

Susan was useful she could perceive ;

that things, bad as they were, would

have been worse but for such interposi

tion, and that both her mother and

Betsey were restrained from some ex

cesses of very offensive indulgence and

vulgarity.

In every argument with her mother,

Susan had in point of reason the ad

vantage, and never was there any ma

ternal tenderness to buy her off. The

blind fondness which was for ever pro

ducing evil around her, she had never

known. There was no gratitude for

affection
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affection past or present, to make her

better bear with its excesses to the

others.

All this became gradually evident,

and gradually placed Susan before her

sister as an object of mingled compas

sion and respect. That her manner

was wrong, however, at times very

wrong—her measures often ill- chosen

and ill.timed, and her looks and lan

guage very often indefensible, Fanny

could not cease to feel ; but she began

to hope they might be rectified. Susan,

she found, looked up to her and wished

for her good opinion ; and new as any

thing like an office of authority was to

Fanny, new as it was to imagine herself

capable of guiding or informing any

one, she did resolve to give occasional

hints to Susan, and endeavour to exer

cise for her advantage the juster notions

of what was due to every body, and

what would be wisest for herself, which

her own more favoured education had

fixed in her.

Her
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Her influence, or at least the consci

ousness and use of it, originated in an

act of kindness by Susan, which after

many hesitations of delicacy, she at last

worked herself up to. It had very

early occurred to her, that a small sum

of money might, perhaps, restore peace

for ever on the sore subject of the silver

knife, canvassed as it now was continu

ally, and the riches which she was in

possession of herself, her uncle having

given her 10/. at parting, made her as

able as she was willing to be generous.

But she was so wholly unused to confer

favours, except on the very poor, so

unpractised in removing evils, or be

stowing kindnesses among her equals,

and so fearful of appearing to elevate

herself as a great lady at home, that it

took some time to tletermine that it

would not be unbecoming in her to

make such a present. It was made,

however, at last, a silver knife was

bought for Betsey, and accepted with

great delight, its newness giving it

every
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every advantage over the other that

could be desired ; Susan was established

in the full possession of her own. Betsey

handsomely declaring that now she had

got one so much prettier herself, she

should never want that again—and no

reproach seemed conveyed to the

equally satisfied mother, which Fanny

had almost feared to be impossible.

The deed thoroughly answered ; a

source of domestic altercation was en

tirely done away, and it was the means

of opening Susan's heart to her, and

giving her something more to love and

be interested in. Susan shewed that

she had delicacy ; pleased as she was to

be mistress of property which she had

been struggling for at least two years,

she yet feared that her sister's judgment

had been against her, and that a reproof

was designed her for having so strug

gled as to make the purchase necessary

for the tranquillity of the house.

Her temper was open. She acknow

ledged her fears, blamed herself for

having
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having contended so warmly, and from

that hour Fanny understanding the

worth of her disposition, and perceiving

how fully she was inclined to seek her

good opinion and refer to her judg

ment, began to feel again the blessing

of affection, and to entertain the hope

of being useful to a mind so much in

need of help, and so much deserving it.

She gave advice ; advice too sound to

be resisted by a good understanding,

and given so mildly and considerately . .

as not to irritate an imperfect temper $

and she had the happiness of observing

its good effects not unfrequently ; more

was not expected by one, who, while

seeing all the obligation and expediency

of submission and forbearance, saw also

with sympathetic acuteness of feeling,

all that must be hourly grating to a girl

like Susan. Her greatest wonder on

the subject soon became—not that Susan

should have been provoked into disre

spect and impatience against her better

knowledge—but that so much better

knowledge,
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knowledge, so many good notions,

should have been her's at all ; and that,

brought up in the midst of negligence

and error, she should have formed such

proper opinions of what ought to be—

she, who had no cousin Edmund to

direct her thoughts or fix her princi

ples.

The intimacy thus begun between

them, was a material advantage to each.

By sitting together up stairs, they avoid

ed a great deal of the disturbance of the

house ; Fanny had peace, and Susan

learnt to think it no misfortune to be

quietly employed. They sat without a

fire ; but that was a privation familiar

even to Fanny, and she suffered the

less because reminded by it of the east-

room. It was the only point of resem

blance. In space, light, furniture, and

prospect, there was nothing alike in the

two apartments ; and she often heaved

a sigh at the remembrance of all her

books and boxes, and various comforts

there. By degrees the girls came to

spend
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spend the chief of the morning up stairs,

at first only in working and talking ;

but after a few days, the remembrance

of the said hooks grew so potent and

stimulative, that Fanny found it impos

sible not to try for books again. There

were none in her father's house ; but

wealth is luxurious and daring—and

some of her's found its way to a circu

lating library. She became a sub

scriber—amazed at being anything in

propria persona, amazed, at her own

doings in every way ; to be a renter, a

chuser of books ! And to be having

any one's improvement in view in her

choice ! But so it was. Susan had

read nothing, and Fanny longed to give

her a share in her own first pleasures,

and inspire a taste for the biography

and poetry which she delighted in her

self.

In this occupation she hoped, more

over, to bury some of the recollections

of Mansfield which were too apt to

seize her mind if her fingers only were

busy;
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busy ; and especially at this time, hoped

it might be useful in diverting her

thoughts from pursuing Edmund to

London, whither, on the authority of

her aunt's last letter, she knew he was

gone. She had no doubt of what

would ensue. The promised notifica

tion was hanging over her head. The

postman's knock within the neighbour

hood was beginning to bring its daily

terrors—and if reading could banish

the idea for even half an hour, it was

something gained.

CHAP.
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CHAPTER X.

A week was gone since Edmund

might be supposed in town, and Fanny

had heard nothing of him. There

were three different conclusions to be

drawn from his silence, between which

her mind was in fluctuation ; each of

them at times being held the most pro

bable. Either his going had been again

delayed, or he had yet procured no

opportunity of seeing Miss Crawford

alone—or, he was too happy for letter

writing !

One morning about this time, Fanny

having now been nearly four weeks

from Mansfield—a point which she

never failed to think over and calculate

every day—as she and Susan were pre

paring to remove as usual up stairs, they

were stopt by the knock of a visitor,

whom they felt they could not avoid

from Rebecca's alertness in going to

vol. in. K the
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the door, a duty which always interest

ed her beyond any other.

It was a gentleman's voice ; it was a

voice that Fanny was just turning pale

about, when Mr. Crawford walked into

the room.

Good sense, like her's, will always act

when really called upon; and she found

that she had been able to name him to

her mother, and recal her remembrance

of the name, as that of " William's

friend," though she could not previously

have believed nerself capable of uttering

a syllable at such a moment. The con

sciousness of his being known there only

as William's friend, was some support.

Having introduced him, however, and

being all re-seated, the terrors that oc

curred of what this visit might lead to,

were overpowering, and she fancied

herself on the point of fainting away.

While trying to keep herself alive,

their visitor, who had at first approach

ed her with as animated a countenance

as ever, was wisely and kindly keeping

his
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his eyes away, and giving her time to

recover, while he devoted himself en

tirely to her mother, addressing her, and

attending to her with the utmost po

liteness and propriety, at the same time

with a degree of friendliness—of interest

at least—which was making his manner

perfect.

Mrs. Price's manners were also at

their best. Warmed by the sight of

such a friend to her son, and regulated

by the wish of appearing to advantage

before him, she was overflowing with

gratitude, artless, maternal gratitude,

which could not be unpleasing. Mr.

Price was out, which she regretted very

much. Fanny was just recovered enough

to feel that she could not regret it; for

to her many other sources of uneasiness

was added, the severe one of shame for

the home in which he found her. She

might scold herself for the weakness,

but there was no scolding it away. She

was ashamed, and she would have been

.K 1 yet
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yet more ashamed of her father, than of

all the rest.

They talked of William, a subject on

which Mrs. Price could never tire; and

Mr. Crawford was as warm in his com

mendation, as even her heart could wish.

She felt that she had never seen so

agreeable a man in her life; and was

only astonished to find, that so great

and so agreeable as he was, he should

be come down to Portsmouth neither

on a visit to the port-admiral, nor the

commissioner, nor yet with the inten

tion of going over to the island, nor of

seeing the Dock-yard. Nothing of all

that she had been used to think of as

the proof of importance, or the employ

ment of wealth had brought him to

Portsmouth. He had reached it late

the night before, was come for a day or

two, was staying at the Crown, had ac

cidentally met with a navy officer or

two of his acquaintance, since his arrival,

but had no object of that kind in coming.

By
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By the time he had given all this in

formation, it was not unreasonable to

suppose, that Fanny might be looked at

and spoken to; and she was tolerably

able to bear his eye, and hear that he

had spent half an hour with his sister,

the evening before his leaving London ;

that she had sent her best and kindest

love, but had had no time for writing ;

that he thought himself lucky in seeing

Mary for even half an hour, having

spent scarcely twenty-four hours in Lon

don after his return from Norfolk, be

fore he set off again ; that her cousin

Edmund was in town, had been in town

he understood, a few days, that he had

not seen him, himself, but that he was

well, had left them all well at Mansfield,

and was to dine, as yesterday, with the

Frasers.

Fanny listened collectedly even to the

last-mentioned circumstance; nay, it

seemed a relief to her worn mind to be

at any certainty ; and the words, " then

by this time it is all settled," passed in

ternally,

.
,
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ternally, without more evidence of emo

tion than a faint blush.

After talking a little more about

Mansfield, a subject in which her in

terest was most apparent, Crawford

began to hint at the expediency of an

early walk;—" It was a lovely morning,

and at that season of the year a fine

morning so often turned off, that it

was wisest for everybody not to delay

their exercise and such hints pro

ducing nothing, he soon proceeded to a

positive recommendation to Mrs. Price

and her daughters, to take their walk

without loss of time. Now they came

to an understanding. Mrs. Price, it ap

peared, scarcely ever stirred out of

doors, except of a Sunday; she owned

she could seldom, with her large family,

find time for a walk.—" Would she

not then persuade her daughters to take

advantageof such weather,and allow him

the pleasure of attending them?"—Mrs.

Price was greatly obliged, and very com

plying.—"Her daughters were very much

confined—
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confined—Portsmouth was a sad place—

they did not often get out—and she

knew they had some errands in the

town, which they would be very glad to

do."—And the consequence was, that

Fanny, strange as it was— strange, awk

ward, and distressing—found herself

and Susan, within ten minutes, walking

towards the High Street, with Mr. Craw

ford.

It was soon pain upon pain, confusion

upon confusion; for they were hardly

in the High Street, before they met her

father, whose appearance was not the

better from its being Saturday. He

stopt; and, ungentlemanlike as he look

ed, Fanny was obliged to introduce

him to Mr. Crawford. She could not

have a doubt of the manner in which

Mr. Crawford must be struck. He

must be ashamed and disgusted altoge

ther. He must soon give her up, and

cease to have the smallest inclination for

the match; and yet, though she had

been so much wanting his affection to

be
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be cured, this was a sort of cure that

would be almost as bad as the complaint ;

and I believe, there is scarcely a young

lady in the united kingdoms, who would

not rather put up with the misfortune

of being sought by a clever, agreeable

man, than have him driven away by

the vulgarity of her nearest relations.

Mr. Crawford probably could not

regard his future father-in-law with any

idea of taking him for a model in dress;

but (as Fanny instantly, and to her great

relief discerned), her father was a very

different man, a very different Mr. Price

in his behaviour to this most highly-re

spected stranger, from what he was in his

own family at home. His manners now,

though not polished, were more than

passable; they were grateful, animated,

manly; his expressions were those of an

attached father, and a sensible man;—

his loud tones did very well in the open

air, and there was not a single oath to

be heard. Such was his instinctive com

pliment to the good manners of Mr.

Crawford ;
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Crawford; and be the consequence what

it might, Fanny's immediate feelings

were infinitely soothed.

The conclusion of the two gentlemen's

civilities was an offer of Mr. Price's to

take Mr. Crawford into the dock .yard,

which Mr. Crawford, desirous of accep

ting as a favour, what was intended

as such, though he had seen the dock

yard again and again ; and hoping to be

so much the longer with Fanny, was

very gratefully disposed to avail himself

of, if the Miss Prices were not afraid of

the fatigue ; and, as it was somehow or

other ascertained, or inferred, or at

least acted upon, that they were not at

all afraid, to the dock-yard they were all

to go ; and, but for Mr. Crawford, Mr.

Price would have turned thither directly,

without the smallest consideration for

his daughter's errands in the High

Street. He took care, however, that

they should be allowed to go to the

shops they came out expressly to visit ;

and it did not delay them long, for

K 3 Fanny
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Fanny could so little bear to excite im

patience, or be waited for, that before

the gentlemen, as they stood at the

door, could do more than begin

upon the last naval regulations, or

settle the number ofthree deckers now in

commission, their companions were rea

dy to proceed.

They were then to set forward for

the dock-yard at once, and the walk

would have been conducted (according

to Mr. Crawford's opinion) in a sin

gular manner, had Mr. Price been allow

ed the entire regulation of it, as the two

girls, he found, would have been left to

follow, and keep up with them, or not,

as they could, while they walked on

together at their own hasty pace. He

was able to introduce some improve

ment occasionally, though by no means

to the extent he wished ; he absolutely

would not walk away from them ; and,

at any crossing, or any crowd, when

Mr. Price was only calling out, " Come

girls—come, Fan—come, Sue — take

care
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care of yourselves—keep a sharp look

out," he would give them his particular

attendance.

Once fairly in the dock-yard, he be

gan to reckon upon some happy inter

course with Fanny, as they were very

soon joined by a brother lounger of

Mr. Price's, who was come to take his

daily survey of how things went on, and

who must prove a far more worthy

companion than himself ; and after a

time the two officers seemed very well

satisfied in going about together and

discussing matters of equal and never-

failing interest, while the young people

sat down upon some timbers in the yard,

or found a seat on board a vessel in the

stocks, which they all went to look at.

Fanny was most conveniently in want

of rest. Crawford could not have

wished her more fatigued or more

ready to sit down ; but he could have

wished her sister away. A quick look

ing girl of Susan's age was the very

worst third in the world—totally differ

ent
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ent from Lady Bertram—all eyes and

cars ; and there was no introducing the

main point before her. He must con

tent himself with being only generally

agreeable, and letting Susan have her

share of entertainment, with the indul

gence, now and then, of a look or hint

for the better informed and conscious

Fanny. Norfolk was what he had

mostly to talk of ; there he had been

some time, and every thing there was

rising in importance from his present

schemes. Such a man could come from

no place, no society without importing

something to amuse ; his journeys and

his acquaintance were all of use, and

Susan was entertained in a way quite

new to her. For Fanny, somewhat

more was related than the accidental

agreeablenes of the parties he had been

in. For her approbation, the particular

reason of his going into Norfolk at all,

at this unusual time of year, was given.

It had been real business, relative to the

renewal of a lease in which the welfare

of
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of a large and (he believed) industrious

family was at stake. He had suspected

his agent of some underhand dealing—

of meaning to bias him against the de

serving, and he had determined to go

himself, and thoroughly investigate the

merits of the case. He had gone, had

done even more good than he had fore

seen, had been useful to more than his

first plan had comprehended, and was

now able to congratulate himself upon it,

and to feel, that in performing a duty,

he had secured agreeable recollections

for his own mind. He had introduced

himself to some tenants, whom he had

never seen before, he had begun making

acquaintance with cottages whose very

existence, though on his own estate, had

been hitherto unknown to him. This

was aimed, and well aimed, at Fanny.

It was pleasing to hear him speak so

properly ; here, he had been acting as he

ought to do. To be the friend of the

poor and oppressed ! Nothing could

be more grateful to her, and she was on

the
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the point of giving him an approving

look when it was all frightened off, by

his adding a something too pointed of

his hoping soon to have an assistant, a

friend, a guide in every plan of utility

or charity for Everingham, a somebody

that would make Everingham and all

about it, a dearer object than it had

ever been yet.

She turned away, and wished he

would not say such things. She was

willing to allow he might have more

good qualities than she had been wont to

suppose. She began to feel the possi

bility of his turning out well at last;

but he was and must ever be completely

unsuited to her, and ought not to think

ofher.

He perceived that enoughhad been said

of Everingham, and that it would be as

well to talk of something else, and

turned to Mansfield. He could not have

chosen better ; that was a topic to bring

back her attention and her looks almost

instantly. It was a real indulgence to

her,
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her, to hear or to speak of Mansfield.

Now so long divided from every body

who knew the place, she felt it quite

the voice of a friend when he mentioned

it, and led the way to her fond exclama

tions in praise of its beauties and com

forts, and by his honourable tribute to

its inhabitants allowed her to gratify

her own heart in the warmest eulogium,

in speaking of her uncle as all that was

clever and good, and her aunt as having

the sweetest of all sweet tempers.

He had a great attachment to Mans

field himself ; he said so ; he looked

forward with thehope of spending much,

very much of his time there—always

there, or in the neighbourhood. He

particularly built upon a very happy

summer and autumn there this year ;

he felt that it would be so ; he depended

upon it ; a summer and autumn infi

nitely superior to the last. As ani

mated, as diversified, as social — but

with circumstances of superiority unde-

scribable.

Mans-
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" Mansfield, Sotherton, Thornton

Lacey," he continued, what a society

will be comprised in those houses !

And at Michaelmas, perhaps, a fourth

may be added, some small hunting box

in the vicinity of every thing so dear—

for as to any partnership in Thornton

Lacey, as Edmund Bertram once good

humouredly proposed, 1 hope I foresee

two objections, two fair, excellent, irre-

sistable objections to that plan."

Fanny was doubly silenced here ;

though when the moment was passed,

could regret that she had not forced

herself into the acknowledged compre

hension of one half of his meaning,

and encouraged him to say something

more of his sister and Edmund. It

was a subject which she must learn to

speak of, and the weakness that shrunk

from it would soon be quite unpar

donable.

When Mr. Price and his friend had

seen all that they wished, or had time

for, the others were ready to return ;

and
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and in the course of their walk back,

Mr. Crawford contrived a minute's

privacy for telling Fanny that his only

business in Portsmouth was to see her,

that he was come down for a couple of

days on her account and her's only, and

because he could not endure a longer

total separation. She was sorry, really

sorry ; and yet, in spite of this and the

two or three other things which she

wished he had not said, she thought him

altogether improved since she had seen

him ; he was much more gende, oblig

ing, and attentive to other people's feel

ings than he had ever been at Mansfield ;

she had never seen him so agreeable—

so near being agreeable ; his behaviour

to her father could not offend, and there

was something particularly kind and

proper in the notice he took of Susan.

He was decidedly improved. She

wished the next day over, she wished

he had come only for one day—but it

was not so very bad as she would have

expected ;
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expected ; the pleasure of talking of

Mansfield was so very great !

Before they parted, she had to thank

him for another pleasure, and one of

no trivial kind. Her father asked him

to do them the honour of taking his

mutton with them, and Fanny had time

for only one thrill of horror, before

he declared himself prevented by a prior

engagement. He was engaged to dinner

already both for that day and the next,

he had met with some acquaintance at

the Crown who would not be denied ;

he should have the honour, however,

of waiting on them again on the mor

row, &c. and so they parted—Fanny in

a state of actual felicity from escaping so

horrible an evil !

To have had him join their family

dinner-party and see all their deficien

cies would have been dreadful ! Re

becca's cookery and Rebecca's waiting,

and Betsey's eating at table without

restraint, and pulling every thing about

as
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as she chose, were what Fanny herself

was not yet enough inured to, for her

often to make a tolerable meal. She

was nice only from natural delicacy, but

he had been brought up in a school of

luxury and epicurism.

CHAP.
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CHAPTER XI.

The Prices were just setting off for

church the next day when Mr. Craw

ford appeared again. He came—not to

stop—but to join them ; he was asked

to go with them to the Garrison chapel,

which was exactly what he had intend

ed, and they all walked thither toge

ther.

The family were now seen to advan

tage. Nature had given them no incon

siderable share of beauty, and every

Sunday dressed them in their cleanest

skins and best attire. Sunday always

brought this comfort to Fanny, and on

this Sunday she felt it more than ever.

Her poor mother now, did not look so

very unworthy of being Lady Bertram's

sister as she was but too apt to look. It

often grieved her to the heart—to think

of the contrast between them—to think

that where nature had made so little

difference, circumstances should have

made so much, and that her mother,

as
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as handsome as Lady Bertram, and some

years her junior, should have an appear

ance so much more worn and faded, so

comfortless, so slatternly, so shabby.

But Sunday made her a very creditable

and tolerably cheerful looking Mrs.

Price, coming abroad with a fine family

of children, feeling a little respite of

her weekly cares, and only discomposed

if she saw her boys run into danger, or

Rebecca pass by with a flower in her

hat.

In chapel they were obliged to divide,

but Mr. Crawford took care not to be

divided from the female branch ; and

after chapel he still continued with

them and made one in the family party

on the ramparts.

Mrs. Price took her weekly walk

on the ramparts every fine Sunday

throughout the year, always going di

rectly after morning service and staying

till dinner time. It was her public

place ; there she met her acquaintance,

heard a little news, talked over the bad

ness
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ness of the Portsmouth servants, and

wound up her spirits for the six days

ensuing.

Thither they now went ; Mr. Craw

ford most happy to consider the Miss

Prices as his peculiar charge ; and before

they had been there long—somehow

or other—there was no saying how—

Fanny could not have believed it—but

he was walking between them with an

arm of each under his, and she did not

know how to prevent or put an end to

it. It made her uncomfortable for a

time—but yet there were enjoyments

in the day and in the view which would

be felt.

The day was uncommonly lovely.

It was really March ; but it was A-41

in its mild air, brisk soft wind, and

bright sun, occasionally clouded for a

minute; and every thing looked so

beautiful under the influence of such a

sky, the effects of the shadows pursuing

each other, on the ships at Spithead and

the island beyond, with the ever-vary

ing



( 215 )

ing hues of the sea now at high water,

dancing in its glee and dashing against

the ramparts with so fine a sound, pro

duced altogether such a combination of

charms for Fanny, as made her gradu

ally almost careless of the circumstances

under which she felt them. Nay, had

she been without his arm, she would

soon have known that she needed it,

for she wanted strength for a two

hours' saunter of this kind, coming as it

generally did upon a week's previous

inactivity. Fanny was beginning to

feel the effect of being debarred from

her usual, regular exercise ; she had lost

ground as to health since her being in

Portsmouth, and but for Mr. Crawford

and the beauty of the weather, would

soon' Aave been knocked up now.

The loveliness of the day, and of the

view, he felt like herself. They often

stopt with the same sentiment and

taste, leaning against the wall, some

minutes, to look and admire ; and con

sidering he was not Edmund, Fanny

could
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could not but allow that he was suffi

ciently open to the charms of nature,

and very well able to express his

admiration. She had a few tender

reveries now and then, which he

could sometimes take advantage of, to

look in her face without detection ;

and the result of these looks was, that

though as bewitching as ever, her face

was less blooming than it ought to

be.—She said she was very well, and

did not like to be supposed otherwise ;

but take it all in all, he was convinced

that her present residence could not be

comfortable, and, therefore, could not

be salutary for her, and he was grow-

ging anxious for her being again at

Mansfield, where her own happiness,

and his in seeing her, must be so much

greater.

" You have been here a month, I

think ?" said he.

" No. Not quite a month.—It is

only four weeks to-morrow since I left

Mansfield."

" You
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. xt You are a most accurate and

lionest reckoner. I should call that a

month."

" I did not arrive here till Tuesday

evening."

" And it is to be a two months' visit,

is not it ?"

" Yes.—My uncle talked of two

months. I suppose it will not be

less."

" And how are you to be con

veyed back again? Who comes for

you ?"

" I do not know. I have heard no

thing about it yet from my aunt. Per

haps I may be to stay longer. It may

not be convenient for me to be fetched

exactly at the two months' end."

After a moment's reflection, Mr.

Crawford replied, " I know Mansfield,

I know its way, I know its faults to

wards you. I know the danger of your

being so far forgotten, as to have your

comforts give way to the imaginary con

venience of any single being in the fa-

vol. in. l mily.
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mily. I am aware that you may be

left here week after week, if Sir Tho

mas cannot settle every thing for com

ing himself, or sending your aunt's

maid for you, without involving the

slightest alteration of the arrangements

which he may have laid down for the

next quarter of a year. This will not

do. Two months is an ample allowance.

I should think six weeks quite enough.

—I am considering your sister's health/'

said he, addressing himself to Susan,

" which 1 think the confinement of Ports

mouth unfavourable to. She requires con

stant air and exercise. When you know

her as well as I do, I am sure you will

agree that she does, and that she ought

never to be long banished from the free

air, and liberty of the country.—^If, there

fore, (turning again to Fanny) you find

yourself growing unwell, and any diffi

culties arise about your returning to

Mansfield—without waiting for the

two months to be ended—that must

.not be regarded as of any consequence,

if
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if you feel yourself at all less strong,

or comfortable than usual, and will

only let my sister know it, give her

only the slightest hint, she and I will

immediately come down, and take you

back to Mansfield. You know the ease,

and the pleasure with which this would

be done. You know all that would be

felt on the occasion."

Fanny thanked him, but tried to laugh

it off. -

" lam perfectly serious,"—he replied,

.— as you perfectly know.—And I

hope you will not be cruelly concealing

any tendency to indisposition.—Indeed,

you shall not, it shall not be in your

power, for so long only as you posi

tively say, in every letter to Mary ' I

am well.'—and 1 know you cannot

speak or write a falsehood,—so long only

shall you be considered as well."

Fanny thanked him again, but was

affected and distressed to a degree that

made it impossible for her to say much,

l 2 or
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or even to be certain of what she

ought to say.—This was towards the

close of their walk. He attended them

to the last, and left them only at the

door of their own house, when he

knew them to be going to dinner, and

therefore pretended to be waited for

elsewhere.

*' I wish you were not so tired,"

said he, still detaining Fanny after all

the others were in the house ; " I wish

I left you in stronger health.—Is there

any thing I can do for you in town ?

I have half an idea of going into Nor

folk again soon. I am not satisfied

about Maddison.—I am sure he still

means to impose on me if possible, arifcl

get a cousin of his own into a certain

mill, which I design for somebody else.

—I must come to an understanding

with him. I must make him know

that I will not be tricked on the

south side of Everingham, any more

than on the north, that I will be master

of my own property. I was not expli

cit
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eit enough with him before.—The mis

chief such a man does on an estate,

both as to the credit of his employer,

and the welfare of the poor, is incon

ceivable. I have a great mind to go

back into Norfolk directly, and put every

thing at once on such a footing as cannot

be afterwards swerved from.—Maddison

is a clever fellow ; I do not wish to dis

place him—provided he does not try

to displace me ;—but it would be simple

to be duped by a man who has no right

of creditor to dupe me—and worse

than simple to let him give me a hard

hearted, griping fellow for a tenant, in

stead of an honest man, to whom I

have given half a promise already.—

Would not it be worse than simple ?

Shall I go ?—Do you advise it ?"

" I advise!—you know very well

what is right."

" Yes. When you give me your

opinion, I always know what is right.

Your judgment is my rule of right."

" Oh, no!—do not say so. We have

all
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all a better guide in ourselves, if we

would attend to it, than any other. per

son can be. Good bye; I wish you a

pleasant journey to-morrow.''

" Is there nothing I can do for you in

town?"

" Nothing, I am much obliged to

you."

" Have you no message for any

body?"

" My love to your sister, if you

please; and when you see my cousin—

my cousin Edmund, I wish you would

be so good as to say that—I suppose

1 shall soon hear from him."

** Certainly; and if he is lazy or neg

ligent, I will write his excuses my

self- "

He could say no more, for Fanny

would be no longer detained. He

pressed her hand, looked at her, and

was gone. lie went to while away the

next three hours as he could, with his

other acquaintance, till the best dinner

that a capital inn afforded, was ready

for
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for their enjoyment, and she turned in

to her more simple one immediately.

Their general fare bore a very dif

ferent character ; and could he have sus

pected how many privations, besides

that of exercise, she endured in her

father's house, he would have wondered

that her looks were not much more af

fected than he found them. She was

so little equal to Rebecca's puddings,

and Rebecca's hashes, brought to table

as they all were, with such accompani

ments of half-cleaned plates, and not

half-cleaned knives and forks, that she

was very often constrained to defer

her heartiest meal, till she could send

her brothers in the evening for biscuits

and buns. After being nursed up at

Mansfield, it was too late in the day to

be hardened at Portsmouth ; and though

Sir Thomas, had he known all, might

have thought his niece in the most pro

mising way of being starved, both mind

and body, into a much juster value for

Mr. Crawford's good company and

good
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good fortune, he would probably have

feared to push his experiment farther,

lest she might die under the cure.

Fanny was out of spirits all the rest

of the day. Though tolerably secure

of not seeing Mr. Crawford again, she

could not help being low. It was part

ing with somebody of the nature of a

friend; and though in one light glad to

have him gone, it seemed as if she was

now deserted by everybody; it was a

sort of renewed separation from Mans

field; and she could not think of his

returning to town, and being frequently

with Mary and Edmund, without feel

ings so near akin to envy, as made her

hate herself for having them.

Her dejection had no abatement from

anything passing around her; a friend

or two of her father's, as always hap

pened if he was not with them, spent

the long, long evening there; and from

six o'clock to half past nine, there was

little intermission of noise or grog. She

was very low. The wonderful improve

ment
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ment which she still fancied in Mr. Craw

ford, was the nearest to administering

comfort of anything within the current

of her thoughts. Not considering in

how different a circle she had been just

seeing him, nor how much might be

owing to contrast, she was quite per

suaded of his being astonishingly more

gentle, and regardful of others, than

formerly. And if in little things, must

it not be so in great? So anxious for

her health and comfort, so very feeling

as he now expressed himself, and really

seemed, might not it be fairly supposed,

that he would not much longer persevere.

in a pursuit so distressing to her?

l 3 CHAP.
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CHAPTER XII.

It was presumed that Mr. Crawford

was travelling back to London, on the

morrow, for nothing more was seen of

him at Mr. Price's ; and two days after

wards, it was a fact ascertained to Fanny

by the following letter from his sister,

opened and read by her, on another

account, with the most anxious cu

riosity:—

" I have to inform you, my dearest

Fanny, that Henry has been down to

Portsmouth to see you ; that he had a

delightful walk with you to the Dock

yard last Saturday, and one still more

to be dwelt on the next day, on the

ramparts ; when the balmy air, the

sparkling 'sea, and your sweet looks and

conversation were altogether in the

most delicious harmony, and afforded

sensations which are to raise ecstacy

even in retrospect. This, as well as

I understand, is to be the substance of

my
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my information. He makes me write,

but I do not know what else is to be

communicated, except this said visit

to Portsmouth, and these two said

walks, and his introduction to your

family, especially to a fair sister of

yours, a fine girl of fifteen, who was

of the party on the ramparts, taking

her first lesson, I presume, in love. I

have not time for writing much, but it

would be out of place if I had, for this

is to be a mere letter of business, penned

for the purpose of conveying necessary

information, which could not be delayed

without risk of evil. My dear, dear

Fanny, if I had you here, how I would

talk to you !—You should listen to me

till you were tired, and advise me till

you were tired still more ; but it is im

possible to put an hundredth part of

my great mind on paper, so I will ab

stain altogether, and leave you to guess

what you like. I have no news for

you. You have politics of course; and

it would be too bad to plague you with

the
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the names of people and parties, that

fill up my time. I ought to have sent

you an account of your cousin's first

party, but I was lazy, and now it is too

long ago; suffice it, that every thing

was just as it ought to be, in a style

that any of her connections must have

been gratified to witness, and that her

own dress and manners did her the

greatest credit. My friend Mrs. Fraser

is mad for such a house, and it would

not make me miserable. I go to Lady

Stornaway after Easter. She seems in

high spirits, and very happy. I fancy

Lord S. is very good-humoured and

pleasant in his own family, and I do not

think him so very ill-looking as I did,

at least one sees many worse. He will

not do by the side of your cousin Ed

mund. Of the last-mentioned hero,

what shall I say ? If I avoided his name

entirely, it would look suspicious. I

will say, then, that we have seen himtwo

or three times, and that my friends

here are very much struck with his

gentleman-like
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gentleman-like appearance. Mrs. Fraser

(no bad judge), declares she knows but

three men in town who have so good a

person, height, and air; and I must con

fess, when he dined here the other

day, there were none to compare with

him, and we were a party of sixteen.

Luckily there is no distinction of dress

now a days to tell tales, but—but—but.

Your's, affectionately."

" I had almost forgot (it was Ed

mund's fault, he gets into my head

more than does me good), one very ma

terial thing I had to say from Henry and

myself, I mean about our taking you

back into Northamptonshire. My dear

little creature, do not stay at Portsmouth

to lose your pretty looks. Those vile

sea-breezes are the ruin of beauty

and health. My poor aunt always felt

affected, if within ten miles of the sea,

which the Admiral of course never be

lieved, but I know it was so. 1 am at

your service and Henry's, at an hour's

notice. I should like the scheme, and

we
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we would make a little circuit, and shew

you Everingham in our way, and per

haps you would not mind passing

through London, and seeing the inside

.of St. George's, Hanover-Square. Only

keep your cousin Edmund from me at

such a time, I should not like to be

tempted. What a long letter !—one

word more. Henry I find has some

idea of going into Norfolk again upon

some business that you approve, but

this cannot possibly be permitted before

the middle of next week, that is, he

cannot any how be spared till after the

14th, for we have a party that evening.

The value of a man like Henry on such

an occasion, is what you can have no

conception of; so you must take it

upon my word, to be inestimable. He

will see the Rushworths, which I own

I am not sorry for—having a little cu

riosity—and so I think has he, though

he will not acknowledge it."

This was a letter to be run through

eagerly, to be read deliberately, to sup

ply
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ply matter for much reflection, and to

leave every thing in greater suspense

than ever. The only certainty to be

drawn from it was, that nothing deci

sive had yet taken place. Edmund had

not yet spoken. How Miss Crawford

really felt—how she meant to act, or

might act without or against her mean

ing—whether his importance to her

was quite what it had been before the

last separation—whether if lessened it

were likely to lessen more, or to reco

ver itself, were subjects for endless con

jecture, and to be thought of on that

day and many days to come, without

producing any conclusion. The idea

that returned the oftenest, was that Miss

Crawford, after proving herself cooled

and staggered by a return to London

habits, would yet prove herself in the

end too much attached to him, to give

him up. She would try to be more

ambitious than her heart would allow.

She would hesitate, she would teaze,

she would condition, she would require

a
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a great deal, but she would finally ac

cept. This was Fanny's most frequent

expectation. A house in town!—that

she thought must be impossible. Yet

there was no saying what Miss Craw

ford might not ask. The prospect for

her cousin grew worse and worse.

The woman who could speak of him,

and speak only of his appearance!—.

What an unworthy attachment! To

be deriving support from the commen

dations of Mrs. Fraser ! She who had

known him intimately half a year !

Fanny was ashamed of her.. Those

parts of the letter which related only to

Mr. Crawford and herself, touched her

in comparison, slightly. Whether Mr.

Crawford went into Norfolk before or

after the 14tb, was certainly no concern

of her's, though, every thing considered,

she thought he would go without delay.

That Miss Crawford should endeavour

to secure a meeting between him and

Mra. Rushworth, was all in her worst

line of conduct, and grossly unkind and

ill-judged;
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ill-judged; but she hoped he would not

be actuated by any such degrading cu

riosity. He acknowledged no such in

ducement, and his sister ought to have

given him credit for better feelings than

her own. '

She was yet more impatient for ano

ther letter from . town after receiving

this, than she had been before ; and for

a few days, was so unsettled by it alto

gether, by what had come, and what

might come, that her usual readings v

and conversation with Susan were much

suspended. She could not command

her attention as she wished. If Mr.

Crawford remembered her message to

her cousin, she thought it very likely,

most likely, that he would write to her

at all events; it would be most consist

ent with his usual kindness, and till she

got rid of this idea, till it gradually

wore off, by no letters appearing in the

course of three or four days more, she

was in a most restless, anxious state.

At
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At length j a something like composure

succeeded. Suspense must be submitted

to, and must not be allowed to wear her

out, and make her useless. Time did

something, her own exertions some

thing more, and she resumed her atten

tions to Susan, and again awakened the

same interest in them.

Susan was growing very fond of her,

and though without any of the early

delight in books, which had been so

strong in Fanny, with a disposition

much less inclined to sedentary pursuits,

or to information for information's sake,

she had so strong a desire of not appear

ing ignorant, as with a good clear un

derstanding, made her a most attentive,

profitable, thankful pupil. Fanny was

her oracle. Fanny's explanations and

remarks were a most important addition

to every essay, or every chapter of his

tory. What Fanny told her of former

times, dwelt more on her mind than the

pages of Goldsmith; and she paid her

sister
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sister the compliment of preferring her

style to that of any printed author. The

early habit of reading was wanting.

Their conversations, however, were

not always on subjects so high as his

tory or morals. Others had their hour;

and of lesser matters, none returned so

often, or remained so long between

them, as Mansfield Park, a description

of the people, the manners, the amuse

ments, the ways of Mansfield Park.

Susan, who had an innate taste for the

genteel and well-appointed, was eager to

hear, and Fanny could not but indulge

herself in dwelling on so beloved a

theme. She hoped it was not wrong.

though after a time, Susan's very great

admiration of every thing said or done

in her uncle's house, and earnest long

ing to go into Northamptonshire, seem

ed almost to blame her for exciting

feelings which could not be gratified.

Poor Susan was very little better fitted

for home than her elder sister ; and as

Fanny grew thoroughly to understand

this,
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this, she began to feel that when her

own release from Portsmouth came,

her happiness would have a material

drawback in leaving Susan behind.

That a girl so capable of being made,

every thing good, should be left in

such hands, distressed her more and

more. Were she likely to have a home

to invite her to, what a blessing it

would be !—And had it been possible

for her to return Mr. Crawford's re

gard, the probability of his being very

far from objecting to such a measure,

would have been the greatest increase

of all her own comforts. She thought

he was really good-tempered, and could

fancy his entering into a plan of that sort

most pleasantly.
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CHAPTER Xm.

Seven weeks of the two months were

very nearly gone, when the one letter,

the letter from Edmund so long ex

pected, was put into Fanny's hands.

As she opened and saw its length she

prepared herself for a minute detail

of happiness and a profusion of love

and praise towards the fortunate crea

ture, who was now mistress of his

fate. These were the contents.

" Mansfield Park.

' '" My dear Fanny,

" Excuse me that I have not written

before. Crawford told me that you were

wishing to hear from me, but I found

it impossible to write from London,

and persuaded myself that you would

understand my silence.—Could I have

sent a few happy lines, they should not

have been wanting, but nothing of that

nature was ever in my power.—I am

returned to Mansfield in a less assured

state
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state than when I left it. My hopes are

much weaker.—You are probably aware

of this already.—So very fond of you

as Miss Crawford is, it is most natural

that she should tell you enough of her

own feelings, to furnish a tolerable

guess at mine.—I will not be prevented,

however, from making my own com

munication. Our confidences in you

need not clash.—I ask no questions.—.

There is something soothing in the idea,

that we have the same friend, and that

whatever unhappy differences of opi

nion may exist between us, we are

united in our love of you.—It will be a

comfort to me to tell you how things

now are, and what are my present plans,

if plans I can be said to have.—I have

been returned since Saturday. I was

three weeks in London, and saw her

(for London) very often. I had every

attention from the Frasers that could be

reasonably expected. I dare say I was

not reasonable in carrying with me

hopes of an intercourse at all like that

of
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of Mansfield. It was her manner,

however, rather than any unfrequency

of meeting. Had she been different

when I did see her, I should have made

no complaint, but from the very first

she was altered ; my first reception was

so unlike what I had hoped, that I had

almost resolved on leaving London

again directly.—I need not particu

larise. You know the weak side of her

character, and may imagine the senti

ments and expressions which were tor

turing me. She was in high spirits,

and surrounded by those who were

giving all the support of their own

bad sense to her too lively mind. I

do not like Mrs. Fraser. She is a cold-

hearted, vain woman, who has married

entirely from convenience, and though

evidently unhappy in her marriage,

places her disappointment, not to. faufts

of judgement or temper, or dispropor

tion of age, but to her being after all,

less affluent than many of her ac

quaintance, especially than her sis

ter,
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tety . Lady Stornaway, and is the

determined supporter of every thing

mercenary and ambitious, provided it

be only mercenary and ambitious enough.

I look upon her intimacy with those

two sisters, as the greatest misfortune

of her life and mine. They have been

leading her astray for years. Could

she be detached from them, and some

times I do not despair of it, for the affec

tion appears to me principally on their

side. They are very fond of her ; but I

am sure she does not love them as she

loves you. When I think of her great

attachment to you, indeed, and the

whole of her judicious, upright conduct

as a sister, she appears a very different

creature, capable of every thing noble,

and I am ready to blame myself for a too

harsh construction of a playful manner.

I cannot give her up, Fanny. She is

the only woman in the world whom I

could ever think of as a wife. If I did

not believe that she had some regard

for me, of course I should not say this,

but
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but I do believe it. I am convinced,

that she is not without a decided prefer

ence. I have no jealously of any indi

vidual. It is the influence of the fash

ionable world altogether that I am jea

lous of. tils the habits of wealth that

I fear. Her ideas are not higher than

her own fortune may warrant, but they

are beyond what our incomes united

could authorise. There is comfort,

however, even here. I could better bear

to lose her, because not rich enough,

than because of my profession. That

would only prove her affection not

equal to sacrifices, which, in fact, I am

scarcely justified in asking ; and if I am

refused, that, I think, will be the honest

motive. Her prejudices, I trust, are not

so strong as they were. You have my

thoughts exactly as they arise, my dear

Fanny ; perhaps they are some times

contradictory, but it will not be a less

faithful picture of my mind. Having

once begun, it is a pleasure to me to tell

you all I feel. I cannot give her up.

vol. in. m Con
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Connected, as we already are, and, I

hope, are to be, to give up Mary Craw

ford, would be to give up the society of

some of those most dear to me, to ba

nish myself from the very houses and

friends whom, under any other distress,

I should turn to for consolation. The

loss of Mary I must consider as com

prehending the loss of Crawford and of

Fanny. Were it a decided thing, an

actual refusal, I hope I should know

how to bear it, and how to endeavour

to weaken her hold on my heart—and

in the course of a few years—but I am

writing nonsense—were I refused, I

must bear it ; and till I am, I can never

cease to try for her. This is the truth.

The only question is hem ? What may

be the likeliest means ? I have some

times thought of going to London

again after Easter, and sometimes re

solved on doing nothing till she returns

to Mansfield. Even now, she speaks

with pleasure of being in Mansfield in

June ; but June is at a great distance,

and
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and I believe I shall write to her. I

have nearly determined on explaining

myself by letter. To be at an early

certainty is a material object. My pre

sent state is miserably irksome. Con

sidering every thing, I think a letter

will be decidedly the best method of

explanation. I shall be able to write

much that I could not say, and shall be

giving her time for reflection before she

resolves on her answer, and I am less

afraid of the result of reflection than

of an immediate hasty impulse ; I think

I am. My greatest danger would lie

in her consulting Mrs. Fraser, and I at

a distance, unable to help my own cause.

A letter exposes to all the evil of con

sultation, and where the mind is any

thing short of perfect decision, an ad

viser may, in an unlucky moment, lead

it to do what it may afterwards regret.

I must think this matter over a little.

This long letter, full of my own con

cerns alone, will be enough to tire even

the friendship of a Fanny. The last

M 2 time
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time I saw Crawford was at Mrs. Fraser's

party. I am more and more satisfied

with all that I see and hear of him.

There is not a shadow of wavering.

He thoroughly knows his own mind,

and acts up to his resolutions—an ines

timable quality. I could not see him,

and my eldest sister in the same room,

without recollecting what you once told

me, and I acknowledge that they did

not meet as friends. There was mark

ed coldness on her side. They scarcely

spoke. I saw him draw back surprised,

and I was sorry that Mrs. Rushworth

should resent any former supposed slight

to Miss Bertram. You will wish to

hear my opinion of Maria's degree of

comfort as a wife. There is no appear

ance of unhappiness. I hope they get

on pretty well together. I dined twice

in Wimpole Street, and might have been

there oftener, but it is mortifying to be

with Rushworth as a brother. Julia

seems to enjoy London exceedingly.

I had little enjoyment there—but have

less
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less here. We are not a lively party.

You are very much wanted. I miss you

more than I can express. My mother

desires her best love, and hopes to hear

from you soon. She talks of you al

most every hour, and I am sorry to find

how many weeks more she is likely to

be without you. My Father means to

fetch you himself, but it will not be till

after Easter, when he has business in

town. You are happy at Portsmouth,

I hope, but this must not be a yearly

visit. I want you at home, that I may

have your opinion about Thornton La-

cey. I have little heart for extensive

improvements till I know that it will

ever have a mistress. I think I shall

certainly write. It is quite settled that

the Grants go to Bath ; they leave

Mansfield on Monday. I am glad of

it. I am not comfortable enough to be

fit for any body ; but your aunt seems

to feel out of luck that such an article

of Mansfield news should fall to my pen

instead of her's. Your's ever, my dear

est Fanny."
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" I never will—no, I certainly never

will wish for a letter again," was

Fanny's secret declaration, as she finish

ed this. " What do they bring but

disappointment and sorrow?—Not till

after Easter !—How shall I bear it ?—

And my poor aunt talking of me every

hour!"

Fanny checked the tendency of these

thoughts as well as she could, but

she was within half a minute of start

ing the idea, that Sir Thomas was

quite unkind, both to her aunt and to

herself. — As for the main subject

of the letter—there was nothing in that

to soothe irritation. She was almost

vexed into displeasure, and anger,

against Edmund. " There is no good

in this delay," said she. " Why is not

it settled ?—He is blinded, and no

thing will open his eyes, nothing can,

after having had truths before him so

long in vain.—He will marry her, and

be poor and miserable. God grant

that her influence do not make him

cease
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cease to be respectable 1"—She looked

over the letter again. " ' So very fond

of me !' 'tis nonsense all. She loves

nobody but herself and her brother.

Her friends leading her astray for years !

She is quite as likely to have led them

astray. They have all, perhaps, been cor

rupting one another ; but if they are

so much fonder of her than she is of

them, she is the less likely to have been

hurt, except by their flattery.—f The

only woman in the world, whom he

could ever think of as a wife.' I firmly

believe it. It is an attachment to go

vern his whole life. Accepted or re

fused, his heart is wedded to her for

ever.—The loss of Mary, I must con

sider as comprehending the loss of

Crawford and Fanny.—Edmund, you

do not know me. The families would

never be connected, if you did not con

nect them. Oh ! write, write. Finish

it at once. Let there be an end of

this suspense. Fix, commit, condemn

yourself."

Such
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Such sensations, however, were too

near a kin to resentment to be long

guiding Fanny's soliloquies. She was

soon more softened and sorrowfu.—

His warm regard, his kind expressions,

his confidential treatment touched her

strongly. He was only too good to

every body.—It was a letter, in short,

which she would not but have had

for the world, and which could never

be valued enough. This was the end

of k.

Every body at all addicted to letter

writing, without having much to say^

which will include a large proportion

of the female world at least, must feel

with Lady Bertram, that she was out

of luck in having such a capital piece

of Mansfield news, as the certainty of

the Grants going to Bath, occur at a

time when she could make no advan

tage of it, and will admit that it must

have been very mortifying to her to

see it fall to the share of her thankless

son, and treated as concisely as possi-

' ble
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ble at the end of a long letter, instead

of having it to spread over the largest

part of a page of her own.—For though

Lady Bertram rather shone in the epis

tolary line, having early in her mar

riage, from the want of other employ

ment, and the circumstance of Sir Tho

mas's being in Parliament, got into

the way of making and keeping corres

pondents, and formed for herself a

very creditable, common-place, ampli

fying style, so that a very little matter

was enoughibr her ; she could not do

entirely without any ; she must have

something to write about, even to her

niece, and being so soon to lose all the

benefit of Dr. Grant's gouty symptoms

and Mrs. Grant's morning calls, it

was very hard upon her to be deprived

of one of the last epistolary uses she.

could put them to.

There was. a rich amends, however,

preparing for her. Lady Bertram's hour

of good luck came. Within a few days

m 3 of
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from the receipt of Edmund's letter,

Fanny had one from her aunt, begin

ning thus :—

" My dear Fanny,

" I take up my pen to com

municate some very alarming intelli

gence, which I make no doubt will give

you much concern."

This was a great deal better than to

have to take up the pen to acquaint her

with all the particulars of the Grant's

intended journey, for the present intel

ligence was of a nature to promise occu

pation for the pen for many days to

come, being no less than the dangerous

ill.1 ess of her eldest son, of which they

had received notice by express, a few

hours before.

Tom had gone from London with a

party of young men to Newmarket,

where a neglected fall, and a good deal

of drinking, had brought on a fever;

and when the party broke up, being

unable to move, had been left by him

self at the houjse of one of these young

men,
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men, to the comforts of sickness and

solitude, and the attendance only of

servants. Instead of being soon well

enough to follow his friends, as he had

then hoped, his disorder increased con

siderably, and it was not long before he

thought so ill of himself, as to be as ready

as his physician to have a letter dis

patched to Mansfield.

" This distressing intelligence, as you

may suppose," observed her Ladyship,

after giving the substance of it, " has

agitated us exceedingly, and we cannot

prevent ourselves from being greatly

alarmed, and apprehensive for the poor

invalid, whose state Sir Thomas fears

may be very critical ; and Edmund

kindly proposes attending his brother

immediately, but I am happy to add,

that Sir Thomas will not leave me on

this distressing occasion, as is would be

too trying for me. We shall greatly

miss Edmund in our small circle, but I

trust and hope he will find the poor in

valid in a less alarming state than might

be
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be apprehended, and that he will be able

to bring him to Mansfield shortly,

which Sir Thomas proposes should be

done, and thinks best on every account,

and I flatter myself, the poor sufferer

will soon be able to bear the removal

without material inconvenience or in-

injury. As I have little doubt of your

feeling for us, my dear Fanny, under

these distressing circumstances, I will

write again very soon."

Fanny's feelings on the occasion were

indeed considerably more warm and

genuine than her aunt's style of writing.

She felt truly for them all. Tom dan

gerously ill, Edmund gone to attend

him, and the sadly small party remain

ing at Mansfield, were cares to shut out

every other care, or almost every other.

She could just find selfishness enough to

wonder whetherEdmund had written to

Miss Crawfordbefore thissummonscame,

but no sentiment dwelt long with her,

that was not purely affectionate and

disinterestedly anxious. Her aunt did

not
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not neglect her; she wrote again and

again; they were receiving frequent ac

counts from Edmund, and these accounts

were as regularly transmitted to Fanny,

in the same diffuse style, and the same

medley of trusts, hopes, and fears, all

following and producing each other at

hap-hazard. It was a sort of playing at

being frightened. The sufferings which

Lady Bertram did not see, had little

power over her fancy; and she wrote

very comfortably about agitation and

anxiety, and poor invalids, till Tom was

actually conveyed to Mansfield, and her

own eyes had beheld his altered appear

ance. Then, a letter which she had

been previously preparing for Fanny,

was finished in a different style, in the

language of real feeling and alarm ;

then, she wrote as she might have spo

ken. " He is just come, my dear

Fanny, and is taken up stairs; and I am

so shocked to see him, that I do not

know what to do. I am sure he has

been very ill. Poor Tom, I am quite

grieved
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grieved for him, and very much fright

ened, and so is Sir Thomas ; and how

glad I should be, if you were here to

comfort me. But Sir Thomas hopes he

will be better to-morrow, and says we

must consider his journey."

The real solicitude now awakened in

the maternal bosom was not soon over.

Tom's extreme impatience to be re

moved to Mansfield, and experience

those comforts of home and family

which had been little thought of in un

interrupted health, had probably induced

his being conveyed thither too early,

as a return of fever came on, and for

a week he was in a more alarming state

than ever. They were all very seriously

frightened. Lady Bertram wrote her

daily terrors to her niece, who might

now be said to live upon letters, and

pass all her time between suffering from

that of to-day, and looking forward to

to-morrow's. Without any particular

affection for her eldest cousin, her ten

derness of heart made her feel that she

could
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could not spare him ; and the purity of

her principles added yet a keener solici

tude, when she considered how little

useful, how little self-denying his life

had (apparently) been.

Susan was her only companion and

listener on this, as on more common

occasions. Susan was always ready to

hear and to sympathize. Nobody else

could be interested in so remote an

evil as illness, in a family above an

hundred miles off—not even Mrs. Price,

beyond a brief question or two if she

saw her daughter with a letter in her

hand, and now and then the quiet

observation of " My poor sister Ber

tram must be in a great deal of trouble."

So long divided, and so differently

situated, the ties of blood were little

more than nothing. An attachment,

originally as tranquil as their tempers,

was now become a mere name. Mrs.

Price did quite as much for Lady Ber

tram, as Lady Bertram would have

done for Mrs. Price. Three or four

Prices
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Prices might have been swept away,

any or all, except Fanny and William,

and Lady Bertram would have thought

little about it; or perhaps might have

caught from Mrs. Norris's lips the cant

of its being a very happy thing, and a

great blessing to their poor dear sister

Price to have them so well provided

for.

CHAP.
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CHAPTER XVI.

At about the week's end from his re-

turn to Mansfield, Tom's immediate

danger was over, and he was so far pro

nounced safe, as to make his mother

perfectly easy ; for being now used to

the sight of him in his suffering, helpless

state, and hearing only the best, and

never thinking beyond what she heard,

with no disposition for alarm, and no

aptitude at a hint, Lady Bertram was

the happiest subject in the world for a

little medical imposition. The fever

was subdued ; the fever had been his

complaint, of course he would soon be

well again ; Lady Bertram could think

nothing less, and Fanny shared her aunt's

security, till she received a few lines

from Edmund, written purposely to

give her a clearer idea of his brother's

situation, and acquaint her with the

apprehensions which he and his father

had imbibed from the physician, with

respect
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respect to some strong hectic symptoms,

which seemed to seize the frame on the

departure of the fever. They judged

it best that Lady Bertram should not be

harassed by alarms which, it was to be

hoped, would prove unfounded; but

there was no reason why Fanny should

not know the truth. They were appre

hensive for his lungs.

A very few lines from Edmund shew

ed her the patient and the sick room in

a juster and stronger light than all

Lady Bertram's sheets of paper could

do. There was hardly any one in the

house who might not have described,

from personal observation, better than

herself; not one who was not more

useful at times to her son. She could

do nothing but glide in quietly and

look at him ; but, when able to talk or

be talked to, or read to, Edmund was

the companion he preferred. His aunt

worried him by her cares, and Sir

Thomas knew not how to bring down

his conversation or his voice to the

level
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level of irritation and feebleness. Ed

mund was all in all. Fanny would

certainly believe him so at least, and

must find that her estimation of him

was higher than ever when he appeared

as the attendant, supporter, cheerer of

a suffering brother. There was not

only the debility of recent illness to

assist ; there was also, as she now learnt,

nerves much affected, spirits much de

pressed to calm and raise ; and her own

imagination added that there must be a

mind to be properly guided.

The family were not consumptive,

and she was more inclined to hope than

fear for her cousin—except when she

thought of Miss Crawford—but Miss

Crawford gave her the idea of being

the child of good luck, and to her

Selfishness and vanity it would be good

luck to have Edmund the only son.

Even in the sick chamber, the for

tunate Mary was not forgotten. Ed

mund's letter had this postscript. " On

the subject of my last, I had actually

begun
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begun a letter when called away by

Tom's illness, but I have now changed

my mind, and fear to trust the influence

of friends. When Tom is better, I

shall go."

Such was the state of Mansfield, and

so it continued, with scarcely any change

till Easter. A line occasionally added

by Edmund to his mother's letter

was enough for Fanny's information.

Tom's amendment was alarmingly

slow.

Easter came—particularly late this

year, as Fanny had most sorrowfully

considered, on first learning that she

had no chance of leaving Portsmouth

till after it. It came, and she had yet

heard nothing of her return—nothing

even of the going to London, which

was to precede her return. Her aunt

often expressed a wish for her, but there

was no notice, no message from the

uncle on whom all depended. She sup

posed he could not yet leave his son,

but it was a cruel, a terrible delay to her.

The
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The end of April was coming on ; it

would soon be almost three months

instead of two that she had been absent

from them all, and that her days had

been passing in a state of penance,

which she loved them too well to hope

they would thoroughly understand;

—and who could yet say when there

might be leisure to think of, or fetch

her ?

Her eagerness, her impatience, her

longings to be with them, were such

as to bring a line or two of Cowper's

Tirocinium for ever before her.

" With what intense desire she wants

her home," was continually on her

tongue, as the truest description of a

yearning which she could not suppose

any school-boy's bosom to feel more

keenly.

When she had been coming to Ports

mouth, she had loved to call it her home,

had been fond of saying that she was

going home ; the word had been very

dear to her ; and so it still was, but it

must
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must be applied to Mansfield. Thatwas

now the home. Portsmouth was Ports

mouth; Mansfield was home. They

had been long so arranged in the indul

gence of her secret meditations; and no

thing was more consolatory to her than

to find her aunt using the same lan

guage.—" I cannot but say, I much

regret your being from home at this

distressing time, so very trying to my

spirits.—I trust and hope, and sin

cerely wish you may never be absent

from home sp long again"—were most

delightful sentences to her. Still, how

ever, it was her private regale.—Deli

cacy to her parents made her careful

not to betray such a preference of her

uncle's house : it was always, " when

I go back into Northamptonshire, or

when I return to Mansfield, I shall do

so and so."—For a great while it was

so ; but at last the longing grew

stronger, it overthrew caution, and

she found herself talking of what she

should do when she went home, before

she
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she was aware.—She reproached her

self, coloured and looked fearfully to

wards her Father and Mother. She

need not have been uneasy. There

was no sign of displeasure, or even of

hearing her. They were perfectly free

from any jealousy of Mansfield. She

was as welcome to wish herself there,

as to be there.

It was sad to Fanny to lose all the

pleasures of spring. She had not

known before what pleasures she had

to lose in passing March and April in

a town. She had not known before,

how much the beginnings and progress

of vegetation had delighted her.—What

animation both of body and mind, she

had derived from watching the advance

of that season which cannot, in spite

of its capriciousness, be unlovely, and

seeing its increasing beauties, from the

earliest flowers, in the warmest divi

sions of her aunt's garden, to the open

ing of leaves of her uncle's plantations,

and the glory of his woods.—To be

losing
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losing such pleasures was no trifle ; to

be losing them, because she was in the

midst of closeness and noise3 to have

confinement, bad air, bad smells, sub

stituted for liberty, freshness, fragrance,

and verdure, was infinitely worse ;—

but even these incitements to regret,

were feeble, compared with what arose

from the conviction of being missed,

by her best friends, and the longing to

be useful to those who were wanting

her !

Could she have been at home, she

might have been of service to every

creature in the house. She felt that she

must have been of use to all. To all,

she must have saved some trouble of

head or hand ; and were it only in

supporting the spirits of her aunt Ber

tram, keeping her from the evil of so

litude, or the still greater evil of a rest

less, officious companion, too apt to be

heightening danger in order to enhance

her own importance, her being there

would have been a general good. She

loved
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loved to fancy how she could have read

to her aunt, how she could have talked

to her, and tried at once to make her

feel the blessing of what was, and pre

pare her mind for what might be ;

and how many walks up and down

stairs she might have saved her, and

how many messages she might have

carried.

It astonished her that Tom's sisters

could be satisfied with remaining in

London at such a time—through an

illness which had now, under differ

ent degrees of danger, lasted several

weeks. They might return to Mans- ,

. ' field when they chose ; travelling could

be no difficulty to them, and she could

not comprehend how both could still

keep away. If Mrs. Rushworth could

imagine any interfering obligations,

Julia was certainly able to quit London

whenever she chose.—It appeared from

one of her aunt's letters, that Julia had

offered to return if wanted—but this

vol. m. n was
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was all.—It was evident that she would

rather remain where she was.

Fanny was disposed to think the in

fluence of London very much at war

with all respectable attachments. She

saw the proof of it in Miss Crawford, as

well as in her cousins ; her attachment

to Edmund had been respectable, the

most respectable part of her character,

her friendship for her herself, had at

least been blameless. Where was either

sentiment now ? It was so long since

Fanny had had any letter from her,

that she had some reason to think

lightly of the friendship which had been

so dwelt on.—It was weeks since she

had heard any thing of Miss Crawford

or of her other connections in town,

except through Mansfield, and she was

beginning to suppose that she might

never know whether Mr. Crawford

had gone into Norfolk again or not,

till they met, and might never hear

from his sister any more this spring,

when the following letter was received

to



( 267 )

to revive old, aijd create some new sen

sations.

" Forgive me, my dear Fanny, as soon

as you can, for my long silence, and

behave as if you could forgive me di

rectly. This is my modest request

and expectation, for you are so good,

that I depend upon being treated better

than I deserve—and I write now to

beg an immediate answer. I want to

know the state of things at Mansfield

Park, and you, no doubt, are perfectly

able to give it. One should be a brute

not to feel for the distress they are jn

—and from what I hear, poor Mr. Ber

tram has a bad chance of ultimate re

covery. I thought little of his illness

at first. I looked upon him as the

sort of person to be made a fuss with,

and to make a fuss himself in any

trifling disorder, and was chiefly con

cerned for those who had to nurse

him; but now it is confidently asserted

that he is really in a decline, that the

symptoms are most alarming, and that .

n 2 part
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part of the family, at least, are aware

of it. If it be so, I am sure you must

be included in that part, that discerning

part, and therefore intreat you to let

me know how far I have been rightly in

formed. I need not say how rejoiced I

shall be to hear there has been any mis

take, but the report is so prevalent, that

I confess I cannot help trembling. To

have such a fine young man cut off

in the flower of his days, is most melan

choly. Poor Sir Thomas will feel it

dreadfully. I really am quite agitated

on the subject. Fanny, Fanny, I see

you smile, and look cunning, but upon

my honour, I never bribed a physician

in my life. Poor young man!-—If he

is to die, there will be two poor young

men less in the world ; and with a

fearless face and bold voice would I say

to any one, that wealth and consequence

could fall into no hands more deserving

of them. It was a foolish precipitation

last Christmas, but the evil of a few days

may be blotted out in part. Varnish

and
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and gilding hide many stains. It will

be but the loss of the Esquire after his

name. With real affection, Fanny, like

mine, more might be overlooked. Write

to me by return of post, judge of my

anxiety, and do not trifle with it. Tell

me the real truth, as you have it from

the fountain head. And now, do not

trouble yourself to be ashamed of either

my feelings or your own. Believe me,

they are not only natural, they are

philanthropic and virtuous. I put it to

your conscience, whether ' Sir Ed

mund' would not do more good with

all the Bertram property, than any

other possible ' Sir.' Had the Grants

been at home, I would not have troubled

you, but you are now the only one I

can apply to for the truth, his sisters not

being within my reach. Mrs. R. has

been spending the Easter with tha

Ayhners at Twickenham (as to be sure

you know), and is not yet returned ;

and Julia is with the cousins, who live

near Bedford-Square; but I forgot their

name
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name and street. Could I immediately

apply to either, however, I should still

prefer you, because it strikes me, that

they have all along been so unwilling to

have their own amusements cut up, as

to shut their eyes to the truth. I sup

pose, Mrs. R.'s Easter holidays will not

last much longer ; no doubt they are

thorough holidays to her. The Aylmers

are pleasant people; and her husband

away, she can have nothing but enjoy

ment. I give her credit for promoting

his going dutifully down to Bath, to

fetch his mother ; but how will she and

the dowager agree in one house? Henry

is not at hand, so I have nothing to say

from him. Do not you think Edmund

would have been in town again long ago,

but for this illness?—Your'sever, Mary.''

u I had actually began folding my

letter, when Henry walked in; but he

brings no intelligence to prevent my

sending it. Mrs. R. knows a decline

is apprehended; he saw her this morn

ing, she returns to Wimpole-Street to

day,
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day, the old lady is come. Now do

not make yourselfuneasy with any queer

fancies, because he has been spending a

few days at Richmond. He does it

every spring. Be assured, he. cares for

nobody but you. At this very mo

ment, he is wild to see you, and oc

cupied only in contriving the means for

doing so, and for making his pleasure

conduce to your's. In proof, he repeats,

and more eagerly, what he said at Ports

mouth, about our conveying you home,

and I join him in it with all my soul.

Dear Fanny, write directly, and tell us

to come. It will do us all good. He

and I can go to the Parsonage, you

know, and be no trouble to our friends

at Mansfield Park. It would really be

gratifying to see them all again, and a

little addition of society might be of in

finite use to them; and as to yourself,

you must feel yourself to be so wanted

there, that you cannot in conscience

(conscientious as you are), keep away,

when you have the means of returning.

I
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I have not time or patience to give half

Henry's messages; be satisfied, that the

spirit of each and every one is unal

terable affection."

Fanny's disgust at the greater part of

this letter, with her extreme reluctance

to bring the writer of it and her cousin

Edmund together, would have made

her (as she felt), incapable of judging

impartially whether the concluding offer

might be accepted or not. To herself,

individually, it was most tempting. To

be finding herself, perhaps, within three

days, transported to Mansfield, was an

image of the greatest felicity—but it

would have been a material drawback,

to be owing such felicity to persons

in whose feelings and conduct, at the

present moment, she saw so much to

condemn; the sister's feelings—the bro

ther's conduct—her cold-hearted am

bition—his thoughtless vanity. To have

him still the acquaintance^ the flirt, per

haps, of Mrs. Rushworth !—She was

mortified. She had thought better of

him.



( 273 )

him. Happily, however, she was not

left to weigh and decide between oppo

site inclinations and doubtful notions of

right ; there was no occasion to deter

mine, whether she ought to keep Ed

mund and Mary asunder or not. She

had a rule to apply to, which settled

every thing. Her awe of her uncle,

and her dread of taking a liberty with

him, made it instantly plain to her, what

she had to do. She must absolutely

decline the proposal. If he wanted, he

would send for her; and even to offer

an early return, was a presumption

which hardly anything would have seem

ed to justify. She thanked Miss Craw

ford, but gave a decided negative.—"Her

uncle, she understood, meant to fetch

her ; and as her cousin's illness had con

tinued so many weeks without her

being thought at all necessary, she must

suppose her return would be unwel

come at present, and that she should be

felt an incumbrance."

Her representation of her cousin's

n 3 state
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state at this tine, was exactly according

to her own belief of it, and such as she

supposed would convey to the sanguine

mind of her correspondent, the hope of

every thing she was wishing for. Ed

mund would be forgiven for being a

clergyman, it seemed, under certain con

ditions of wealth ; and this, she sus

pected, was all the conquest of prejudice,

which he was so ready to congratulate

himself upon. She had only learnt to

think nothing ofconsequence butmoney.

CHAP.
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CHAPTER XV.

As Fanny could not doubt that her

answer was conveying a real disappoint

ment, she was rather in expectation,

from her knowledge of Miss Crawford's

temper, of being urged again ; and

though no second letter arrived for the

space of a week, she had still the same

feeling when it did come.

On receiving it, she could instantly

decide on its containing little writing,

and was persuaded of its having the

air of a letter of haste and business,

its object was unquestionable ; and two

moments were enough to start the pro

bability of its being merely to give her

notice that they should be in Portsmouth

that very day, and to throw her into

all the agitation of doubting what she

ought to do in such a case. If two

moments, however, can surround with

difficulties, a third can disperse them;

and before she had opened the letter, the

possibility
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possibility of Mr. and Miss Crawford's

having applied to her uncle and ob

tained his permission, was giving her

ease. This was the letter.

" A most scandalous, ill-natured ru

mour has just reached me, and I write,

dear Fanny, to warn you against giving

the least credit to it, should it spread

into the country. Depend upon it

there is some mistake, and that a day

or two will clear it up—at any rate, that

Henry is blameless, and in spite of a

moment's etourderie thinks of nobody

but you. Say not a word of it—hear

nothing, surmise nothing, whisper no

thing, till I write again. I am sure it

will be all hushed up, and nothing

proved but Rushworth's folly. If they

are gone, I would lay my life they are

only gone to Mansfield Park, and Julia

with them. But why would not you

let us come for you ? I wish you may

not repent it.

« Your's, &c."

Fanny stood aghast. As no scanda

lous,
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lous, ill-natured rumour had reached

her, it was impossible for her to under

stand much 'of this strange letter. She

could only perceive that it must relate

to Wimpole Street and Mr. Crawford,

and only conjecture that something

very imprudent had just occurred in

that quarter to draw the notice of the

world, and to excite her jealousy, in

Miss Crawford's apprehension, if she

heard it. Miss Crawford need not be

alarmed for her. She was only sorry

for the parties concerned and for Mans

field, if the report should spread so far ;

but she hoped it might not. If the

Rushworths were gone themselves to

Mansfield, as was to be inferred from

what Miss Crawford said, it was not

likely that anything unpleasant should

have preceded thc.m, or at least should

make any impression.

As to Mr. Crawford, she hoped it

might give him a knowledge of his own

disposition, convince him that he was

not capable of being steadily attached to

any
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any one woman in the world, and shame

him from persisting any longer in ad

dressing herself.

It was very strange ! She had begun

to think he really loved her, and to

fancy his affection for her something

more than common—and his sister still

said that he cared for nobody else. Yet

there must have been some marked

display of attentions to her cousin, there

must have been some strong indiscre

tion, since her correspondent was not

of a sort to regard a slight one.

Very uncomfortable she was and must

continue till she heard from Miss Craw

ford again. It was impossible to banish

the letter from her thoughts, and she

could not relieve herself by speaking of

it to any human being. Miss Craw

ford need not have urged secrecy with

so much warmth, she might have trusted

to her sense of what was due to her

cousin.

The next day came and brought no

second letter. Fanny was disappointed.

She
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She could still think of little else all the

morning ; but when her rather came

back in the afternoon with the daily

newspaper as usual, she was so far from

expecting any elucidation through such

a channel, that the subject was for a

moment out of her head.

She was deep in other musing. The

remembrance of her first evening in

that room, of her father and his news

paper came across her. No candle was

now wanted. The sun was yet an hour

and half above the horizon. She felt

that she had, indeed, been three months

there ; and the sun's rays falling strongly

into the parlour, instead of cheering,

made her still more melancholy; for

sun shine appeared to her a totally dif

ferent thing in a town and in the coun

try. Here, its power was only a glare,

a stifling, sickly glare, serving but to

bring forward stains and dirt that might

otherwise have slept. There was nei

ther health nor gaiety in sun-shine in a

town. She sat in a blaze of oppressive

heat.
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heat, in a cloud of moving dust ; and

her eyes could only wander from the

walls marked by her father's head, to

the table cut and knotched by her. bro

thers, where stood the tea-board never

thoroughly cleaned, the cups and sau

cers wiped in streaks, the milk a mix

ture of motes floating in thin blue,

and the bread and butter growing every

minute more greasy than even Rebec

ca's hands had first produced it. Her

father read his newspaper, and her mo

ther lamented over the ragged carpet as

usual, while the tea was in preparation

—and wished Rebecca would mend it ;

and Fanny was first roused by his calling

out to her, after humphing and consi

dering over a particular paragraph—

What's the name of your great cousins

in town, Fan ?"

A moment's recollection enabled her

to say, " Rushworth, Sir."

" And don't they live in Wimpole

Street?"

« Yes, Sir."

" Then,
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" Then, there's the devil to pay

among them, that's all. There, (hold

ing out the paper to her)—much good

may such fine relations do you. I

don't know what Sir Thomas may think

of such matters ; he may be too much

of the courtier and fine gentleman to

like his daughter the less. But by G—

if she belonged to me, I'd give her the

rope's end as long as I could stand over

her. A little flogging for man and

woman too, would be the best way of

preventing such things."

Fanny read io herself that " it wa3

with infinite concern the newspaper had

to announce to the work), a matri

monial fracas ir. the family of Mr. li. of

Wimpole Street ; the beautiful Mrs. R.

whose name had not long been enrolled

in the lists of hymen, and who had pro

mised to become so brilliant a leader in

the fashionable world, having quitted

her husband's roof in company with the

well known and captivating Mr. C. the

intimate friend and associate of Mr. R.

and
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and it was not known, even to the

editor of the newspaper, whither they

were gone."

It is a mistake, Sir," said Fanny in

stantly; " it must be a mistake—it

cannot be true—it must mean some

other people."

She spoke from the instinctive wish

of delaying shame, she spoke with a

resolution which sprung from despair,

for she spoke what she did not, could

not believe herself. It had been the

shock of conviction as she read. The

truth rushed on her ; and how she

could have spoken at all, how she could

even have breathed—-was afterwards

matter of wonder to herself.

• Mr. Price cared too little about the

report, to make her muck answer. "It

might be all a lie, he acknowledged;

but so many fine ladies were going to

the devil now-a-days that way, that

there was no answering for anybody.

" Indeed, I hope it is not true," said

Mrs. Price plaintively, " it would be so

very
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Very shocking!—If I have spoke once to

Rebecca about that carpet, I am sure

I have spoke at least a dozen times $

have not I, Betsey ?—And it would not

be ten minutes work."

The horror of a mind like Fanny's,

as it received the conviction of such

guilt, and began to take in some part

of the misery that must ensue, can

hardly be described. At first; it was a

sort of stupefaction ; but every moment

was quickening her perception of the

horrible evil. She could not doubt;

she dared not indulge a hope of the

paragraph being false. Miss Crawford's

letter, which she had read so often as to

make every line her own, was in fright

ful conformity with it. Her eager de

fence of her brother, her hope of its

being hushed up, her evident agitation,

were all of a piece with something very

bad ; and if there was a woman of

character in existence, who could treat

as a trifle this sin of the first magnitude,

who could try to gloss it over, and de

sire
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sire to have it unpunished, she could be

lieve Miss Crawford to be the woman !

Now she could see her own mistake as

to who were gone—or said to be gone.

It was not Mr. and Mrs. Rushworth,

it was Mrs. Rushworth and Mr. Craw

ford.

Fanny seemed to herself never to

have been shocked before. There was

no possibility of rest. The evening

passed, without a pause of misery, the

night was totally sleepless. She passed

only from feelings of sickness to shud-

derings of horror; and from hot fits of

fever to cold. The event was so shock

ing, that there were moments even

when her heart revoked from it as

impossible—when she thought it could

not be. A woman married only six

months ago, a man professing himself

devoted, even engaged, to another—

that other her near relation—the whole

family, both families connected as they

were by tie upon tie, all friends, all in

timate together !—it was too horrible a

confusion
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confusion of guilt, too gross a complica

tion of evil, for human nature, not in a

state of utter barbarism, to be capable

of !—-yet, her judgment told herit was so.

His unsettled affections, wavering with

his vanity, Maria's decidedattachment—

and no sufficient principle on either side,

gave it possibility—Miss Crawford's let

ter stampt it a fact.

What would be the consequence?

Whom would it not injure? Whose

views might it not effect ? Whose peace

would it not cut up for ever? Miss

Crawford herself—Edmund ; but it was

dangerous, perhaps, to tread such ground.

She confined herself, or tried to confine

herself to the simple, indubitable family-

misery which must envelope all, if it

were indeed a matter of certified guilt

and public exposure. The mother's

sufferings, thefather's—there,shepaused.

Julia's, Tom's, Edmund's—there, a yet

longer pause. They were the two on

whom it would fall most horribly. Sir

Thomas's parental solicitude, and high

sense
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sense of honour anddecorum, Edmund's

upright principles, unsuspicious temper,

and genuine strength of feeling, made

her think it scarcely possible for them to

support life and reason under such dis

grace ; and it appeared to her, that as far

as this world alone was concerned, the

greatest blessing to every one of kin

dred with Mrs. Rushworth would be in

stant annihilation.

Nothing happened the next day, or

the next, to weaken her terrors. Two

postscame in, and brought no refutation,

public or private. There was no second

letter to explain away the first, from

Miss Crawford ; there was no intel

ligence from Mansfield, though it was

now full time for her to hear again

from her aunt. This was an evil omen.

She had, indeed, scarcely the shadow of

a hope to soothe her mind, and was re->

duced to so low and wan and trembling

a condition as no mother—not unkind,

except Mrs. Price, could have overlook

ed, when the third day did bring the

sickening knock, and a letter was again

put
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.put into her hands. It bore the Lon

don post-mark, and came from Edmund.

" Dear Fanny,

You know our present wretched

ness. May God support you under

your share. We have been here two

days, but there is nothing lo be done.

They cannot be traced. You may not

have heard of the last blow—Julia's

elopement ; she is gone to Scotland with

Yates. She left London a few hours

before we entered it. At any other

time, this would haVe been felt dread

fully. Now it seems nothing, yet it is

an heavy aggravation. My father is

not overpowered. More cannot be

hoped. He is still able to think and

act ; and I write, by his desire, to pro

pose your returning home. He is

anxious to get you there for my mo

ther's sake. I shall be at Portsmouth

the .morning after you receive this, and

hope to find you ready to set off for

Mansfield. My Father wishes you to

invite Susan to go with you, for a few

months.



C 288 )

months. Settle it as you like ; Say what

is proper; I am sure you will feel such

an instance of his kindness at such a

moment ! Do justice to his meaning,

however I may confuse it. You may

imagine something of my present state.

There is no end of the evil let loose

upon us. You will see me early, by the

mail. Your's, &c."

Never had Fanny more wanted a

cordial. Never had she felt such a one

as this letter contained. To-morrow !

to leave Portsmouth to-morrow ! She

was, she felt she was, in the greatest

danger of being exquisitely happy,

while so many were miserable. The

evil which brought such good to her !

She dreaded lest she should learn to be

insensible of it. To be going so soon,

sent for so kindly, sent for as a comfort,

and with leave to take Susan, was alto

gether su h a combination of blessings

as set her heart in a glow, and for a

time, seemed to distance every pain, and

make her incapable of suitably sharing

/ . the
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the distress even 'of those whose dis

tress she thought of most. Julia's

elopement could affect her comparative-.

ly but little ; she was amazed and

shocked ; but it could not occupy her,

could not dwell on her mind. She was

obliged to call herself to think of it,

and acknowledge it to be terrible and

grievous, or it was escaping her, in the

midst of all the agitating, pressing. joy

ful cares attending this summons to her

self.

. There is nothing like employment,

active, . indispensable employment, for

relieving sorrow. Employment, even

melancholy,-may dispel melancholy, and

her occupations were hopeful. She had

so much to do, that not even the horri

ble story of Mrs. Rushworth (now fixed

to the last point of certainty), could

affect her, as it had done before. She

had not time to be miserable. Within

twenty-four hours she was hoping to

be gone; her father and mother must

be spoken to, Susan prepared, every

vol. m. o thing
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thing got ready. Business followed

business j the day was hardly long

enough. The happiness she was im

parting too, happiness very little al

loyed by the black communication

which must briefly precede it—the joy

ful consent of her father and mother to

Susan's going with her—the general

satisfaction with which the going of

both seemed regarded—and the ecstacy

of Susan herself, was all serving to sup

port her spirits.

The affliction of the Bertrams was

little felt in the family. Mrs. Price

talked of her poor sister for a few

minutes—but how to find anything to

hold Susan's clothes, because Rebecca

took away all the boxes and spoilt

them, was much more in her thoughts,

and as for Susan, now unexpectedly

gratified in the first wish of her heart,

and knowing nothing personally of those

who had sinned, or of those who were

sorrowing—if she could help rejoicing-

from beginning to end, it was as much

as
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as ought to be expected from human

virtue at fourteen.

As nothing was really left for the

decision of Mrs. Price, or the good

offices of Rebecca, every thing was

rationally and duly accomplished, and

the girls were ready for the morrow.

The advantage of much sleep to prepare

them for their journey, was impossible.

The cousin who was travelling towards

them, could hardly have less than vi

sited their agitated spirits, one all happi

ness, the other all varying and in

describable perturbation.

By eight in the morning, Edmund

was in the house. The girls heard his

entrance from above, and Fanny went

down. The idea of immediately seeing

him, with the knowledge of what he

must be suffering, brought back all her

own first feelings. He so near her, and

in misery. She was ready to sink, as

she entered the parlour. He was a!onev

and met her intandy, and she found

herself pressed to his heart with only

o a these
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these words, just articulate, " My.

Fanny—my only sister—my only com

fort now." She could say nothing;

nor for some minutes could he say

more.

He turned away to recover himself,

and when he spoke again, though his

voice still faltered, his manner shewed

the wish of self-command, and the reso

lution of avoiding any farther allusion.

" Have you breakfasted?—When shall

you be ready?—Does Susan go?"—

were questions following each other

rapidly. His great object was to be off

as soon as possible. 'When Mansfield

was considered, time was precious; and

the state of his own mind made him

find relief only in motion. It was

settled that he should order the carriage

to the door in half an hour ; Fanny an

swered for their having breakfasted,

and being quite ready in half an hour.

He had already ate, and declined staying

for their meal. He would walk round

the ramparts, and join them with the

carriage.
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carriage. He was gone again, glad to

get away even from Fanny.

He looked very ill ; evidently suf

fering under violent emotions, which

he was determined to suppress. She

knew it must be so, but it was terrible

to her.

The carriage came; and he entered

the house again at the same moment,

just in time to spend a few minutes

with the family, and be a witness—but

that he saw nothing—of the tranquil

manner in which the daughters were

parted with, and just in time to prevent

their sitting down to the breakfast table,

which by dint of much unusual activity,

was quite and completely ready as the

carriage drove from the door. Fanny's

last meal in her father's house was in

character with her first) she was dis

missed from it as hospitably as she had

been welcomed.

How her heart swelled with joy and

gratitude, as she passed the barriers of

Portsmouth, and how Susan's face wore

its
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ceived. Sitting forwards, however, and

screened by her bonnet, those smiles

were unseen.

The journey was likely to be a silent

one. Edmund's deep sighs often reached

Fanny. Had he been alone with her,

his heart must have opened, in spite of

every resolution; but Susan's presence

drove him quite into himself, and his

attempts to talk on indifferent subjects

could never be long supported.

Fanny watched him with never-fail

ing solicitude, and sometimes catching

his eye, received an affectionate smile,

which comforted her; but the first day's

journey passed without her hearing a

word from him on the subjects that

were weighing him down. The next

morning produced a little more. Just

before their setting out from Oxford,

while Susan was stationed at a window,

in eager observation of the departure of

a large family from the inn, the other

two were standing by the fire ; and

Edmund,
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Edmund, particularly struck by the al

teration in Fanny's looks, and from his

ignorance of the daily evils of her

father's house, attributing an undue

share of the change, attributing all to

the recent event, took her hand, and

said in a low, but very expressive tone,

" No wonder—you must feel it—you

must suffer. How a man who had

once loved, could desert you ! But

your's—your regard was new compared

with——Fanny, think of me /"

The first division of their journey oc

cupied a long day, and brought them

almost knocked up, to Oxford; but the

second was over at a much earlier hour.

They were in the environs of Mansfield

long before the usual dinner-time, and

as they approached the beloved place,

the hearts of both sisters sank a little.

Fanny began to dread the meeting with

her aunts and Tom, under so dreadful a

humiliation; and Susan to feel with

some anxiety, that all her best manners,

all her lately-acquired knowledge of what

wa*
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was practised here, was on the point ot

being called into action. Visions of

good and ill breeding, of eld vulgar

isms and new gentilities were before

her ; and she was meditating much upon

silver forks, napkins, and finger glasses.

JFanny had been every where awake to

the difference of the country since

February ; but, when they entered the

Park, her perceptions and her pleasures

-were of the keenest sort. It was three

months, full three months, since her

quitting it; and the change was from

winter to summer. Her eye fell every

where on lawns and plantations of the

freshest green ; and the trees, though

not fully clothed, were in that delight

ful state, when farther beauty is known

to be at hand, and when, while much

is actually given to the sight, more yet

remains for the imagination. Her en

joyment, however, was for herselfalone.

Edmund could not share it. Shedooked

at him, but he was leaning back, sunk

in a deeper gloom than ever, and with

. ' eyes
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eyes closed as if the view of cheerful

ness oppressed him, and the lovely scenes

of home must be shut out.

It made her melancholy again ; and

the knowledge of what must be endu

ring there, invested even the house,

modern, airy, and well situated as it was,

with a melancholy aspect.

By one of the suffering party within,

they were expected with such impati

ence as she had never known before.

Fanny had scarcely passed the solemn-

looking servants, when Lady Bertram

came from the drawing room to meet

her ; came with no indolent step ; and,

falling on her neck, said, " Dear Fanny !

now I shall be comfortable."

o 3 CHAP-
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CHAPTER XVI.

It had been a miserable party, each of

;the three believing themselves most mi

serable. Mr6. Nprris, however, as most

attached to Maria, was really the great

est sufferer- Maria was her first favour

ite, the dearest of all ; the match had

been her own contriving, as she had

been wont with such pride of heart to

feel and say, and this conclusion of it

almost overpowered her.

She was an altered creature, quieted,

stupified, indifferent to every thing that

passed. The being left with her sister

and nephew, and all the house under

her care, had been an advantage entire

ly thrown away ; she had been unable

to direct or dictate, or even fancy her

self useful. When really touched by

affliction, her active powers had been

all benumbed ; and neither Lady Ber

tram nor Tom had received from her

the smallest support or attempt at sup

port.
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port. She had done no more for them,

than they had done for each other.

They had been all solitary, helpless, and

forlorn alike ; and now the arrival of

the others only established her superi

ority in wretchedness. Her companions

were relieved, but there was no good

for her. Edmund was almost as wel

come to his brother, as Fanny to her

aunt ; but Mrs. Norris, instead of having

comfort from either, was but the more

irritated by the sight ofthe person whom,

in the blindness of her anger, she could

have charged as the daemon of the piece.

Had Fanny accepted Mr. Crawford,

this could not have happened.

Susan, too, was a grievance. She had

not spirits to notice her in more than

a few repulsive looks, but she felt her

as a spy, and an intruder, and an indi

gent niece, and every thing most odious.

By her other aunt, Susan was received

with quiet kindness. Lady Bertram

could not give her much time, or many

words, but she felt her, as Fanny's sister,

to
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to have a chim at Mansfield, and was

ready to kiss and iike her ; and Susan

was more than satisfied, for she came

perfectly aware, that nothing but ill

humour was to be expected from Aunt

Norris ; and was so provided with hap

piness, so strong in that best of bles

sings, an escape from many certain evils,

that she could have stood against a great

.deal more indifference than she met with

from the others.

She was now left a good deal to her

self, to get acquainted with the house

and grounds as she could, and spent her

days very happily in so doing, while those

who might otherwise have attended to

her, were shut up, or wholly occupied

each with the person quite dependant

on them, at this time, for every thing

like comfort ; Edmund trying to bury

his own feelings in exertions for the re

lief of his brother's, and Fanny devoted

to her aunt Bertram, returning to every

former office, with more than former

zeal, and thinking she could never do

enouph
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enough for one who seemed so much to

want her.

To talk over the dreadful business

with Fanny, talk and lament, was all

Lady Bertram's consolation. To be

listened to and borne with, and hear the

voice of kindness and sympathy in re

turn, was every thing that could be

done for her. To be otherwise comfort

ed was out of the question. The case

admitted of no comfort. Lady Ber

tram did not think deeply, but, guided

by Sir Thomas, she thought justly on

all important points; and she saw,

therefore, in all its enormity, what had

happened, and neither endeavoured

herself, nor required Fanny to advise

her, to think little of guilt and infamy.

Her affections were not acute, nor

was her mind tenacious. After a time,

Fanny found it not impossible to direct

her thoughts to other subjects, and re

vive some interest in the usual occupa

tions ; but whenever Lady Bertram was

fixed
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Jixed on the event, she could see it

only in one light, as comprehending the

loss of a daughter, and a disgrace never

to be wiped off.

Fanny learnt from her, all the parti

culars which had yet transpired. Her

aunt was no very methodical narrator;

but with the help of some letters to and

from Sir Thomas, and what she already

knew herself, and could reasonably com

bine, she was sopn able to understand

quite as much as she wished of the

circumstances attending the story.

Mrs. Rushworth had gone, for the

Easter holidays, to Twickenham, with a

family whom she had just grown inti

mate with—a family of lively, agreeable

manners, and probably of morals and

discretion to suit—for to their house

Mr. Crawford bad constant access at all

times. His having been in the same

neighbourhood, Fanny already knew.

Mr. Rushworth had been gone, at this

time, to Bath, to pass a few days with

his mother, and bring her back to town,

and

a
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and Maria was with these friends with

out any restraint, without even Julia t

for Julia had removed from Wimpole

Street two or three weeks before, on a

visit to some relations of Sir Thomas;

a removal which her father and mother

were now disposed to attribute to some

view of convenience on Mr. Yates's ac

count. Very soon after the Rushworths

return to Wimpole Street, Sir Thomas

had received a letter from an old and

most particular friend in London, who

hearing and witnessing a good deal to

alarm him in that quarter, wrote to re

commend Sir Thomas's coming to Lon

don himself, and using his influence

with his daughter, to put an end to an

intimacy which was already exposing

her to unpleasant remarks, and evidently

making Mr. Rushworth uneasy.

Sir Thomas was preparing to act upon

this letter, without communicating its

contents to any creature at Mansfield,

when it was followed by another, sent

express from the same friend, to break

to
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to him the almost desperate situation

in which affairs then stood with the

younjr people. Mrs. Rushworth had

left her husband's house; Mr. Rush-

worih had been in great anger and dis

tress to him (Mr. Harding), for his

advice; Mr. Harding feared there had

been at least, very flagrant indiscretion.

The maid-servant of Mrs. Rushworth,

senior, threatened alarmingly. He was

doing all in his power to quiet every

thing, with the hope of Mrs. Rush-

worth's return, but was so much coun

teracted in Wimpole Street by the in

fluence of Mr. Rushworth's mother,

that the worst consequences might be

apprehended.

This dreadful communication could

not be kept from the rest of the family.

Sir Thomas set off; Edmund would

go with him; and the others had been

left in a state of wretchedness, inferior

only to what followed the receipt of

the next letters from London. Every

thing was by that time public beyond a
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hope. The servant of Mrs. Rushworth,

the mother, had exposure in her power,

and, supported by her mistress, was not

to be silenced. The two ladies, even in

the short time they had been together,

had disagreed; and the bitterness of the

elder against her daughter-in-law might,

perhaps, arise almost as much from the

personal disrespect with which she had

herself been treated, as from sensibility

for her son.

However that might be, she was un

manageable. But had she been less

obstinate, or of less weight with her

son, who was always guided by the

last speaker, by the person who could

get hold of and shut him up, the case

would still have been hopeless, for

Mrs. Rushworth did not appear again,

and there was every reason to conclude

her to be concealed somewhere with

Mr. Crawford, who had quitted his

uncle's house, as for a journey, on the

very day of her absenting herself.

Sir Thomas, however, jremained yet

a
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a little longer in town, in the hope a£

discovering, and snatching her from far.

ther vice, though all was lost on the

side of character.

His present state, Fanny could hardly

bear to think of. There was but one

of bis children who was not at this time

a source of misery to him. Tom's com

plaints had been greatly heightened by

the shock of his sister's conduct, and

his recovery so much thrown back by it,

that even Lady Bertram had been struck

by the difference, and all her alarms

were regularly sent off to her husband;

and . Julia's elopement, the additional

blow which had met him on his arrival

in London, though its force had been

deadened at the moment, must, she-

knew, be sorely felt. She saw that

it was. His letters expressed how

much he deplored it. Under any cir

cumstances it would have been an un

welcome alliance, but to have it so

clandestinely formed, and such a period

chosen for its completion, placed Julia's

feelings
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feelings in a most unfavourable light,

and severely aggravated the folly of her

choice. He called it a bad thing, done

in the worst manner, and at the worst

time ; and though Julia was yet as more

pardonable than Maria as folly than

vice, he could not but regard the step

she had taken, as opening the worst

probabilities of a conclusion hereafter,

like her sister's. Such was his opinion

of the set into which she had thrown

herself.

Fanny felt for him most acutely. He

could have no comfort but in Edmund.

Every other child must be racking his

heart. His displeasure against herself

she trusted, reasoning differently from

Mrs. Norris, would now be done away.

She should be justified. Mr. Crawford

would have fully acquitted her conduct

in refusing him, but this, though most

material to herself, would be poor con

solation to Sir Thomas. Her uncle's

displeasure was terrible to her; but what

could her justification, or her gratitude

and



( 308 )

and attachment do for. him? His stay.

must be on Edmund alone.

She was mistaken, however, in sup

posing that Edmund gave his father no

present pain. It was of a much less

poignant nature that what the others

excited ; but Sir Thomas was consider

ing his happiness as very deeply in

volved in the offence of his sister and

friend, cut off by it as he must be from

the woman, whom he had been pur

suing with undoubted attachment, and

strong probability of success ; and who

in every thing but this despicable bro

ther, would have been so eligible a con

nection. He was aware ofwhat Edmund

must be suffering on his own behalf in

addition to all the rest, when they were

in town ; he had seen cr conjectured his

feelings, and having reason to think

that one interview with Miss Crawford

had taken place, from which Edmund

derived only increased distress, had been

as anxious on that account as on others,

to get him out of town, and had en

gaged
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gaged him in taking Fanny home t&

her aunt, with a view to his relief and

benefit, no less than theirs. Fanny was

not in the secret of her uncle's feelings,

Sir Thomas not in the secret pf Miss

Crawford's character. Had he been

privy to her conversation with his son,

he would not have wished her to belong

to him, though her twenty thousand

pounds had been forty.

That Edmund must be for ever di

vided from Miss Crawford, did not

admit of a doubt with Fanny ; and yet,

till she knew that he felt the same, her

own conviction was insufficient. She

thought he did, but she wanted to be

assured of it. If he would now speak

to her with the unreserve which had

sometimes been too much for her before,

it would be most consoling; but that she

found was not to be. She seldom saw

him—never alone—he probably avoid

ed being alone with her. What was to

be inferred? That his judgment sub

mitted to all his own peculiar and bitter

share
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share of this family affliction, but that

it was too keenly felt to be a subject of

the slightest communication. This must

be his state. He yielded, but it was

with agonies, which did not admit of

speech. Long, long would it be ere

Miss Crawford's name passed his lips

again, or she could hope for a renewal

of such confidential intercourse as had

been.

It was long. They reached Mansfield

on Thursday, and it was not till Sunday

evening that Edmund began to talk to

her on the subject. Sitting with her on

Sunday evening—a wet Sunday even

ing—the very time of all Others when

if a friend is at hand the heart must be

opened, and every thing told—no one

else ih the room, except his mother,

who, after hearing an affecting ser

mon, had cried herself to sleep—it was

impossible not to speak; and so, with

the usual beginnings, hardly to be traced

as to what came first, and the usual de

claration that if she, would listen to him

for
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for a few minutes, he should be very

brief, and certainly never tax her kind

ness in the same way again—she need

not fear a repetition—it would be a sub

ject prohibited entirely—he entered upon

the luxury of relating circumstances and

sensations of the first interest to him*

self, to one of whose affectionate synK

j?athy he was quite convinced.

How Fanny listened, with what cu

riosity and concern, what pain and what

.delight, how the agitation of his voice

was watched, and how carefully her

own eyes were fixed on any object

but himself, may be imagined. The

opening was alarming. He had seen

Miss Crawford. He had been invited

to see her. He had received a note

from Lady Stornaway to beg him to

call ; and regarding it as what was

meant to be the last, last interview of

friendship, and investing her with all

the feelings of shame and wretchedness

which Crawford's sister ought to have

known, he had gone to her in such a

statu
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jjate of mind, so softened, so devoted,

as made it for a few moments impossi

ble to Fanny's fears, that it should be

the last. But as he proceeded in his

story, these fears were over. She had

met him, he said, with a serious*—cer

tainly a serious—even an agitated air ; .

but before he had been able to speak

one intelligible sentence, she had intro

duced the subject in a manner which he

owned had shocked him. " I heard

you were in town," said.she—" I wanted

to see you. Let us talk over this sad

business. What can equal the folly of

our two relations ?"—" I could not an

swer, but I believe my looks spoke.

She felt reproved. Sometimes how

quick to feel ! With a graver look and

voice she then added—' I do not mean

to defend Henry at your sister's ex-

pence.' So she began—but how she

went on, Fanny, is not fit—is hardly fit

to be repeated to you. I cannot recall

all her words. I would riot dwell upon

them if I could. Their substance was

great
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great anger at thefoUyofeach. She repro

bated her brother's folly in being drawn

on by a woman whom he had never

cared for, to do what must lose him the

woman he adored; but still more the

folly of—poor Maria, in sacrificing such

a situation, plunging into such difficul

ties, under the idea of being really loved

by a man who had long ago made his

indifference clear. Guess what I must

have felt. To hear the woman whom—

no harsher name than folly given !—So

voluntarily, so freely, so coolly to can

vass it !—No reluctance, no horror, no

feminine—shall I say? no modest loath

ings!—This is what the world does.

For where, Fanny, shall we find a

woman whom Hature had so richly en

dowed?—Spoilt, spoilt !—"

After a little reflection, he went on

with a sort of desperate calmness —" I

will tell you every thing, and then have

done for ever. She saw it only as folly,

and that folly stamped only by exposure.

The want of common discretion, of

vol. hi. p caution—
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caution—his going down to Richmond

for the whole time of her being at

Twickenham—her putting herself in

the power of a servant ;—it was the de

tection in short—Oh ! Fanny, it was

the detection, not the offence which she

reprobated. It was the imprudence

which had brought things to extremity,

and obliged her brother to give up

every dearer plan, in order to fly with

her."

He stopt. And what," said Fanny,

(believing herself required to speak),

" what could you say i"

" Nothing, nothing to be understood.

I was like a man stunned. *She went

on, began to talk of you ;—yes-, then

she began to talk of you, regretting,

as well she might, the loss of such

a . There she spoke very rationally.-

But she always has done justice to you.

* He has thrown away,' said she, ' such

a woman as he will never see again.

She would have fixed him, she would

have made him happy for ever.'—My

dearest
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dearest Fanny, I am giving you I hope

more pleasure than pain by this retros

pect of what might have been—but

whatnever can be now. You do not wish

me to be silent?—if you do, give me

but a look, a word, and I have done."

No look or word was given.

" Thank God !" said he. We were

all disposed to wonder—but it seems to

have been the merciful appointment of

Providence that the heart which knew

no guile, should not suffer. She spoke

of you with high praise and warm af

fection; yet, even here there was alloy,

a dash of evil—for in the midst of it

she could exclaim f Why would not

she have him ? It is all her fault. Simple

girl!—I shall never forgive her. Had

she accepted him as she ought, they

might now have been on the point of

marriage, and Henry would have been

too happy and too busy to want any other

object. He would have taken no pains

to be on terms with Mrs. Rushworth

again. It would have all ended in a

p 2 regular
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regular standing flirtation, in yearly

meetings at Sotherton and Everingham.'

Could you have believed it possible?—

But the charm is broken. My eyes

are opened."

" Cruel!" said Fanny—" quite cruel!

At such a moment to give way to

gaiety and to speak with lightness, and

to you !—Absolute cruelty."

" Cruelty, do you call it ?—We differ

there. No, her's is not a cruel nature.

I do not consider her as meaning to

wound my feelings. The evil lies yet

deeper; in her total ignorance, unsus-

piciousness of there being such feelings,

in a perversion of mind which made it

natural to her to treat the subject as she

did. She was speaking only, as she had

been used to hear others speak, as she

imagined every body else would speak.

Her's are not faults of emper. She

would not voluntarily give unnecessary

pain to any one, and though I may de

ceive myself, I cannot but think that

for me, for my feelings, she would—

: Her's
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Her's are faults of principle, Fanny, of

blunted delicacy and acorrupted, vitiated

mind. Perhaps it is best forme—since it

leaves me so little to regret. Not so,

however. Gladly would I submit to all

the increased pain of losing her, rather

than have to think of her as I do. I

told her so."

" Did you V*

"Yes, when I left her I told her so.''

" How long were you together ?"

" Five and twenty minutes. Well,

she went on to say, that what remained

now to be done, was to bring about a

marriage between them. She spoke of

it, Fanny, with a steadier voice than I

can." He was obliged to pause more than

once as he continued. " We must per

suadeHenry tomarry her," said she, "and

what with honour, and the certainty of

having shut himself out for ever from

Fanny, 1 do not despair of it. Fanny

he must give up. I do not think that

even he could now hope to succeed

with one of her stamp, and therefore I

hope
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hope we may find no insuperable diffi

culty. My influence, which is not

small, shall all go that v/ay ; and, when

once married, and properly supported

by her own family, people of respecta

bility as they are, she may recover her

footing in society to a certain degree.

In some circles, we know, she would

never be admitted, but with good din

ners, and large parties, there will always

be those who will be glad of her ac

quaintance ; and there is, undoubtedly,

more liberality and candour on those

points than formerly. What I advise is,

that your father be quiet. Do not let

hiin injure his own cause byinterference.

Persuade him to let things take their

course. If by any officious exertions of

his, she is induced to leave Henry's pro

tection, there will be much less chance

of his marrying her, than if she remain

with him. I know how he is likely to be

influenced. Let Sir Thomas trust to

his honour and compassion, and it may

all end well; but if he get his daughter

away,
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away, it will be destroying the chief

hold."

After repeating this, Edmund was so

much affected, that Fanny, watching him

with silenf, but most tender concern,

was almost sorry that the subject had

been entered on at all. It was long be

fore he could speak again. At last,

"Now, Fanny," said he, " I shall soon

have done. I have told you the sub

stance of all that she said. As soon as

I could speak, I replied that I had not

supposed it possible, coming in such a

state of mind into that house, as I had

done, that any thing could occur to

make me suffer more, but that she had

been inflicting deeper wounds in almost

every sentence. That, though I had, in

the course of our acquaintance, been

often sensible of some difference in our

opinions, on points too of some moment,

it had not entered my imagination to

conceive the difference could be such as

she had now proved it. That the man

ner in which she treated the dreadful

crime
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crime committed by her brother and my

sister—(with whom lay the greater se

duction I pretended not to say)—butthe

manner in which she spoke of the

crime itself, giving it every reproach

but the right, considering its ill conse

quences only as they were to be braved

or overborne by a defiance of decency

and impudence in wrong ; and, last of

all, and above all, recommending to us a

compliance, a compromise, an acqui

escence, in the continuance of the sin,

on the chance of a marriage which,

thinking as I now thought of her bro

ther, should rather be prevented than

sought—all this together most grie

vously convinced me that I had never un

derstood her before, and that, as far as

related to mind, it had been the crea

ture of my own imagination, not Miss

Crawford, that I had been too apt to dwell

on for many months past. That, per

haps it was best for me; I had less to

regret in sacrificing a friendship—feel

ings—hopes which must, at any rate,

have
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have been torn from me now. And

yet, that I must and would confess,

that, could I have restored her to what

she had appeared to me before, I would

infinitely prefer any increase of the

pain of parting, for the sake of carry

ing with me the right of tenderness

and esteem. This is what I said— the

purport of it—but, as you may ima

gine, not spoken so collectedly or me

thodically as I have repeated it to you.

She was astonished, exceedingly astonish

ed—more than astonished. I saw her

change countenance. She turned ex

tremely red. I imagined I saw a mix

ture of many feelings—a great, though

short struggle—half a wish of yielding

to truths, half a sense of shame—but ha

bit, habit carried it. She would have

laughed if she could. It was a sort of

laugh, as she answered, ' A pretty good

lecture upon my word. Was it part of

your last sermon ? At this rate, you

will soon reform every body at Mans

field and Thornton Lacey ; and when I

r 3 hear
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hear of you next, it may be as a celebra

ted preacher in some great society of

Methodists, or as a missionary into

foreign parts.' She tried to speak care

lessly ; but she was not so careless as

she wanted to appear. I only said in

reply, that from my heart I wished her

well, and earnestly hoped that she might

soon learn to think more justly, and

not owe the most valuable knowledge

we could any of us acquire—the know

ledge of ourselves and of our duty to

the lessons of affliction—and immedi

ately left the room. I had gone a few

steps, Fanny, when I heard the door

open behind me. ' Mr. Bertram,' said

she. I looked back. ' Mr. Bertram,'

said she, with a smile—but it was a

smile ill-suited to the conversation that

had passed, a saucy playful smile, seem

ing to invite, in order to subdue, me j

at least, it appeared so to me. I resist

ed ; it was the impulse of the moment

to resist, and still walked on. I have

since—sometimes—for a moment— re.

\ . . : . gretted
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gretted that I did not go back ; but I

know I was right ; and such has been

the end of our acquaintance ! And

what an acquaintance has it been ! How

have I been deceived ! Equally in bro

ther and sister deceived ! I thank you

for your patience, Fanny. This has

been the greatest relief, and now we

will have done."

And such was Fanny's dependance

on his words, that for five minutes she

thought they had done. Then, how

ever, it all came on again, or something

very like it, and nothing less than Lady

Bertram's rousing thoroughly up, could

really close such a conversation. Till

that happened, they continued to talk

of Miss Crawford alone, and how she

had attached him, and how delightful

nature had made her, and how excel

lent she would have been, had she

fallen into good hands earlier. Fanny,

now at liberty to speak openly, felt

more than justified in adding to his

knowledge of her real character, by

some
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some hint of what share his brother's

state of health might be supposed to

have in her wish for a complete recon

ciliation. This was not an agreeable

intimation. Nature resisted it for a

while, It would have been a vast deal

pleasanter to have had her more dis

interested in her attachment; but his

vanity was not of a strength to fight

long against reason. He submitted to

believe, that Tom's illness had influenced

her; only reserving for himself this

consoling thought, that considering the

many counteractions of opposing habits,

she had certainly been more attached to

him than could have been expected, and

for his sake been more near doing right.

Fanny thought exactly the same; and

they were also quite agreed in their

opinion of the lasting effect, the indelible

impression, which such a disappointment

mustmake on his mind. Time would un

doubtedly abate somewhat of his suffer

ings, but still it was a sort of thing

which
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which he never could get entirely the

betterof ; and asto his ever meetingwith

any other woman who could—it was

too impossible to be named but with in

dignation. Fanny's friendship was all

that he had to cling to.

-

CHAP.
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CHAPTER XVII.

Let other pens dwell on guilt and

misery. I quit such odious subjects as

soon as I can, impatient to restore every

body, not greatly in fault themselves, to

tolerable comfort, and to have done

with all the rest.

My Fanny indeed at this very time,

I have the satisfaction of knowing, must

have been happy in spite of every thing.

She must have been a happy creature in

spite of all that she felt or thought she

felt, for the distress of those around

her. She had sources of delight that

must force their way. Sbe was returned

to Mansfield Park, she was useful, she

was beloved ; she was safe from Mr.

Crawford, and when Sir Thomas came

back she had every proof that could be

given in his then melancholy state of

spirits, of his perfect approbation and

increased regard ; and happy as all this .

must
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must make her, she would still have

been happy without any of it, for Ed

mund was no longer the dupe of Miss

Crawford.

It is true, that Edmund was very far

from happy himself. He was suffering

from disappointment and regret, griev

ing over what was, and wishing for

what could never be. She knew it was

so, and was sorry; but it was with

a sorrow so founded on satisfaction,

so tending to ease, and so much in

harmony with every dearest sensation,

that there are few who might not have

been glad to exchange their greatest

gaiety for it.

Sir Thomas, poor Sir Thomas, a

parent, and conscious of errors in

his own conduct as a parent, was the

longest to suffer. He felt that he ought

not to have allowed the marriage, that

his daughter's sentiments had been suf

ficiently known to him to render him

culpable in authorising it, that in so

doing he had sacrificed the right to the

expedient,
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expedient, and been governed by mo

tives of selfishness and worldly wisdom.

These were reflections that required

some time to soften ; but time will

do almost every thing, and though little

comfort arose on Mrs. Rushworth's side

for the misery she had occasioned, com

fort was to be found greater than he

had supposed, in his other children.

Julia's match became a lest desperate

business than he had considered it at

firstt She was humble and wishing to

be forgiven, and Mr. Yates, desirous of

being really received into the family, was

disposed to look up to him to be guided.

He was not very solid ; but there was a

hope of his becoming less trifling—of

his being at least tolerably domestic

and quiet; and at any rate, there was

comfort in finding his estate rather

more, and his debts much less, than he

had feared, and in being consulted and

treated as the friend best worth attend

ing to. There was comfort also in

Tom, who gradually regained his health.

without
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•without regaining the thoughtlessness

and selfishness of his previous habits.

He was the better for ever for his

illness. He had suffered, and he had

learnt to think, two advantages that he

had never known before ; and the self-

reproach arising from the deplorable

event in Wimpole Street, to which

he felt himself accessary by all the

dangerous intimacy of his unjustifiable

theatre, made an impression on his mind

which, at the age of six.and. twenty, with

no want of sense, or good companions,

was durable in its happy effects. He

became what he ought to be, useful to

his father, steady and quiet, and not

living merely for himself.

Here was comfort indeed ! and quite

as soon as Sir Thomas could place de

pendence on such sources of good, Ed

mund was contributing to his father's

ease by improvement in the only point

in which he had given him pain be

fore—improvement in his spirits. After

wandering about and sitting under trees

with
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with Fanny all the summer evenings, he

had so well talked his mrnd into sub

mission, as to be very tolerably cheerful

again.

These were the circumstances and

the hopes which gradually brought

their alleviation to Sir Thomas, deaden

ing his sense of what was lost, and in

part reconciling him to himself ; though

the anguish arising from the conviction

of his own errors in the education of

his daughters, was never to be entirely

done away.

Too late he became aware how unfa

vourable to the character of any young

people, must be the totally opposite

treatment which Maria and Julia had

beenalways experiencing at home,where

the excessive indulgence and flattery of

their aunt had been continually con

trasted with his own severity. He saw

how ill he had judged, in expecting to

counteract what was wrong in Mrs.

Norris, by its reverse in himself, clearly

saw that he had but increased the evil,

by
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by teaching them to repress their spirits

in his presence, as to make their real

disposition unknown to him, and send

ing them for all their indulgences to a

person who had been able to attach them

only by the blindness of her affection,

and the excess of her praise.

Here had been grievous mismanage

ment; but bad as it was, he gradually

grew to feel that it had not been

the most direful mistake in his plan of

education. Something must have been

wanting tcitJiin, or time would have

worn away much of its ill effect. He

ieared that principle, active principle,

had been wanting, that they had never

been properly taught to govern their

inclinations and tempers, by that sense

of duty which can alone suffice. They

had been instructed theoretically in

their religion, but never required to

bring it into daily practice. To' be dis

tinguished for elegance and accomplish

ments—the authorised object of their

yoiith—could have had no useful in

fluence
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fluence that way, no moral effect on the

mind. He had meant them to be good,

but his cares had been directed to the

understanding and manners, not the

disposition; and of the necessity of self-

denial and humility, he feared they had

never heard from any lips that could

profit them.

Bitterly did he deplore a deficiency

which now he could scarcely compre

hend to have been possible. Wretchedly

did he feel, that with all the cost and

care of an anxious an expensive educa

tion, he had brought up his daughters

without their understanding their first

duties, or his being acquainted with

their character and temper.

The high spirit and strong passions of

Mrs. Rushworth especially, were made

known to him only in their sad result.

She was not to be prevailed on to leave

Mr. Crawford. She hoped to marry

him, and they continued together till

she was obliged to be convinced that

such hope was vain, and till the disap

pointment
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pointment and wretchedness arising

from the conviction, rendered her tem

per so bad, and her feelings for him so

like hatred, as to make them for a while

each other's punishment, and then in

duce a voluntary separation.

She had lived with him to be re

proached as the ruin of all his happiness

in Fanny, and carried away no better

consolation in leaving him, than that

she had divided them. What can ex

ceed the misefy of such a mind in such

a situation?

Mr. Rushworth had no difficulty in

procuring a divorce; and so ended a

marriage contracted under such circum

stances as to make any better end, the

effect of good luck, not to be reckoned

on. She had despised him-, and loved

another—and he had been very much

aware that it was so. The indignities

of stupidity, and the disappointments of

selfish passion, can excite little pity. His

punishment followed his conduct, as did

a deeper punishment, the deeper guilt

of
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of his wife. He was released from

the engagement to be mortified and

unhappy, till some other pretty girl

could attract him into matrimony again,

and he might set forward on a second,

and it is to be hoped, more prosperous

trial of the state—if duped, to be duped

at least with good humour and good

luck; while she must withdraw with

infinitely stronger feelings to a retire

ment and reproach, which could allow

no second spring of hope or character.

'Where she Could be placed, became

a subject of most melancholy and mo

mentous consultation. Mrs. Norris,

whose attachment seemed to augment

with the demerits of her niece, would

have had her received at home, and

countenanced by them all. Sir Thomas

would not hear of it, and Mrs. Norris's

anger against Fanny was so much the

greater, from considering her residence

there as the motive. She persisted in

placing his scruples to her account,

though Sir Thomas very solemnly as

sured
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sured her, that had there been no young

woman in question, had there been no

young person of either sex belonging to

him, to be endangered by the society,

or hurt by the character of Mrs. Rush-

worth, he would never have offered so

great an insult to the neighbourhood,

as to expect it to notice her. As a

daughter—he hoped a penitent one—

she should be protected by him, and se

cured in every comfort, and supported

by every encouragement to do right,

which their relative situations admitted ;

but farther than that, he would not go.

Maria had destroyed her own character,

and he would not by a vain attempt to

restore what never could be restored,

be affording his sanction to vice, or in

seeking to lessen its disgrace, be any

wise accessary to introducing such

misery in another man's family, as he

had known himself.

It ended in Mrs. Norris's resolving to

quit Mansfield, and devote herself to

her unfortunate Maria, and in an es

tablishment
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tablishment being formed for them in

another country—remote and private,

where, shut up together with little so

ciety, on one side no affection, on the

other, no judgment, it may be rea

sonably supposed that their tempers be

came their mutual punishment.

Mrs. Ndrris's removal from Mansfield

was the great supplementary corrffort of

Sir Thomas's life. His opinion of her

had been sinking from the day of his

return from Antigua; in every transac

tion together from that period, in their

daily Intercourse, in business, or in chat,

she had been regularly losing ground

in his esteem, and convincing him that

either time had done her much dis

service, or that he had considerably

over-rated her sense, and wonderfully

borne with her manners before. He had

felt her as an hourly evil, which was so

much the worse, as there seemed no

chance of its ceasing but with life; she

seemed a part of himself, that must be

borne for ever. To be relieved from

her
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her, therefore, was so great a felicity,

that had she not left bitter remembrances

behind her, there might have been dan

ger of his learning almost to approve

the evil which produced such a good.

She was regretted by no one at Mans

field. She had never been able to

attach even those she loved best, and

since Mrs. Rushworth's elopement, her

temper had been in a state of such

irritation, as to make her every where

tormenting. Not even Fanny had tears

for aunt Norris—not even when she

was gone for ever.

That Julia escaped better than Maria,

was owing, in some measure, to a fa

vourable difference of disposition and

circumstance, but in a greater to her

having been less the darling of that

very aunt, less flattered, and less spoilt.

Her beauty and acquirements had held

but a second place. She had been al

ways used to think herself a little in

ferior to Maria. Her temper was natu

rally the easiest of the two, her feelings,

vol. in. Of though
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though quick, were more controulable,

and education had not given her so

very hurtful a degree of self-conse

quence.

She had submitted the best to the dis

appointmentin Henry Crawford. After

the first bitterness of the conviction of

being slighted was over, she had been

tolerably soon in a fair way of not

thinking of him again ; and when the

acquaintance was renewed in town, and

Mr. Rushworth's house became Craw

ford's object, she had had the merit of

withdrawing herself from it, and of

chusing that time to pay a visit to her

other friends, in order to secure herself

from being again too much attracted.

This had been her motive in going to

her cousins. Mr. Yates's convenience

had had nothing to do with it. She had

been allowing his attentions some time,

but with very little idea of ever accept

ing him ; and, had not her sister's con

duct burst forth as it did, and her in

creased dread of her Father and of

home,
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home, on that event—imagining its

certain consequence to herself would be

greater severity and restraint—made

her hastily resolve on avoiding such im

mediate horrors at all risks, it is proba

ble that Mr. Yates would never have

succeeded. She had not eloped with

any worse feelings than those of selfish

alarm. It had appeared to her the only

thing to be done. Maria's guilt had

induced Julia's folly.

Henry Crawford, ruined by early in

dependence and bad domestic example,

indulged in the freaks ofa cold-blooded

vanity a little too long. Once it had, by

an opening undesigned and unmerited,

led him into the way of happiness.

Could he have been satisfied with the

conquest of one amiable woman's aflecr.

tions, could he have found sufficient

exultation in overcoming the reluc

tance, in working himself into the es

teem and tenderness of Fanny Price,

there would have been every probabi

lity of success and felicity for him.

His



( 340 )

His affection had already done some

thing. Her influence over him, had

already given him some influence over

her. Would he have deserved more,

there can be no doubt that more would

have been obtained ; especially when

that marriage had taken place, which

would have given him the assistance of

her conscience in subduing her first in

clination, and brought them very often

together. Would he have persevered,

and uprightly, Fanny must have been

his reward—and a reward very volun

tarily bestowed—within a reasonable

period from Edmund's marrying Mary.

Had he done as he intended, and as

he knew he ought, by going down to

Everingham after his return from Ports

mouth, he might have been deciding

his own happy destiny. But he was

pressed to stay for Mrs. Fraser's party ;

his sta) ing was made of flattering con-

se ;uence, and he was to meet Mrs.

Rushworth there. Curiosity and vani

ty were both engaged, and the tempta

tion
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tion of immediate pleasure was too

strong for a mind unused to make any

sacrifice to right ; he resolved to defer

his Norfolk journey, resolved that wri

ting should answer the purpose of it,

or that its purpose was unimportant—

and staid. He saw Mrs. Rushworth,

was received by her with a coldness

which ought to have been repulsive, and

have established apparent indifference

between them for ever ; but he was

mortified, he could not bear to be

thrown off by the woman whose smiles

had been so wholly at his command ;

he must exert himself to subdue so proud

a display of resentment ; it was an

ger on Fanny's account ; he must get

the better of it, and make Mrs. Rush-

worth. Maria Itertram again in her

treatment of himself.

In this spirit he began the attack ;

and by animated perseverance had soon

re-established the sort of familiar inter

course.— of gallantry — of flirtation

which bounded his views, but in trU

Q 2 umphing
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umphing over the discretion, which,

though beginning in anger, might have

saved them both, he had put himself

in the power of feelings on her side,

more strong than he had supposed.—

She loved him ; there was no with

drawing attentions, avowedly dear to

her. He was entangled by his own

vanity, with as little excuse of love as

possible, and without the smallest incon

stancy of mind towards her cousin.—

To keep Fanny and the Bertrams from

a knowledge of what was passing, be

came his first object. Secrecy could not

have been more desirable for Mrs.

Rushworth's credit, than he felt it for

his own.—When he returned from

Richmond, he would have been glad to

see Mrs. Rushworth no more.—All

that followed was the result of her im

prudence ; and he went off with her at

last, because he could not help it, re

gretting Fanny, even at the moment, but

regretting her infinitely more, when all

the bustle of the intriguewas over, and a

very few^months had taught him, by the

force
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force of contrast, to place a yet higher

value on the sweetness of her temper,

the purity of her mind, the excellence

of her principles.

That punishment, the public punish

ment of disgrace, should in a just mea

sure attend his share of the offence, is,

we know, not one of 'the barriers,

which society gives to virtue. In this

world, the penalty is less equal than could

be wished ; but without presuming to

look forward to a juster appointment

hereafter, we may fairly consider a man

of sense, like Henry Crawford, to be

providing for himself no small portion

of vexation and regret—vexation that

must rise sometimes to self-reproach,

and regret to wretchedness—in having

so requited hospitality, so injured fa

mily peace, so forfeited his best, most

estimable and endeared acquaintance,

and so lost the woman whom he had

rationally, as well as passionately loved.

After what had passed to wound and

alienate the two families, the continu

ance



( S44 )

ance of the Bertrams and Grants in

such close neighbourhood, would have

been most distressing ; but the absence

of the latter, for some months pur

posely lengthened, ended very fortu

nately in the necessity, or at least the

practicability of a permanent removal.

Dr. Grant, through an interest on which

he had almost ceased to form hopes,

succeeded to a stall in Westminster,

which, as affording an occasion for leav

ing Mansfield, an excuse for residence

in London, and an increase of income

to answer the expenses of the change,

was highlyacceptable to those who went,

and those who staid.

Mrs. Grant, with a temper to love

and be loved, must have gone with

some regret, from the scenes and people

she had been used to, but the same

happiness of disposition must in any

place and any society, secure her a

great deal to enjoy, and she had again a

home to offer Mary ; and Mary had had

enough of her own friends, enough of

vanity,
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vanity, ambition, love, and disappoint

ment in the course of the last half year,

to be in need of the true kindness of

her sister's heart, and the rational tran

quillity of her ways.—They lived to

gether ;—and when Dr. Grant had

brought on apoplexy and death, by

three great institutionary dinners in one

week, they still lived together ; for

Mary, though perfectly resolved against

ever attaching herself to a younger bro

ther again, was long in finding among

the dashing representatives, or idle

heir apparents, who were at the com

mand of her beauty, and her 20,000/.

any one who could satisfy the better

taste she had acquired at Mansfield,

whose character and manners could au

thorise a hope of the domestic happi

ness she had there learnt to estimate, or

put Edmund Bertram sufficiently out

of her head.

Edmund had greatly the advantage

of her in this respect. He had not to

wait and wish with vacant affections for

an
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an object worthy to succeed her in them.

Scarcely had he done regretting Mary

Crawford, and observing to Fanny how

impossible it was that he should ever

meet with such another woman, before

it began to strike him whether a very

different kind of woman might not do

just as well—or a great deal better ; whe

ther Fanny herself were not growing

as dear, as important to him in all her

smiles, and all her ways, as Mary Craw

ford had ever been; and whether it

might not be a possible, an hopeful un

dertaking to persuade her that herwarm

and sisterly regard for him would be

foundation enough for wedded love.

I purposely abstain from dates on this

occasion, that everyone may be at liberty

to fix their own, aware that the cure of

unconquerable passions, and the trans

fer of unchanging attachments, must

vary much as to time in different peo

ple.—I only intreat every body to be

lieve that exactly at the time when it

.was quite natural that it should be so,

and
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and not a week earlier, Edmund did

cease to care about Miss Crawford,

and became as anxious to marry Fan

ny, as Fanny herself could desire.

With such a regard for her, indeed,

as his had long been, a regard found

ed on the most endearing claims of

innocence and helplessness, and com

pleted by every recommendation of

growing worth, what could be more

natural than the change ? Loving,

guiding, protecting her, as he had

been doing ever since her being ten

years old, her mind in so great a degree

formed by his care, and her com

fort depending on his kindness, an ob

ject to him of such close and peculiar

interest, dearer by all his own impor

tance with her than any one else at

Mansfield, what was there now to

add, but that he should learn to prefer

soft light eyes to sparkling dark ones.—

And being always with her, and always

talking confidentially, and his feelings

exactly in that favourable state which a

recent
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recent disappointment gives, those

soft light eyes could not be very long

in obtaining the pre-eminence.

Having once set out, and felt that he

had done so, on this road to happiness,

there was nothing on the side of pru

dence to stop him or make his progress

slow ; no doubts of her deserving, no

fears from opposition of taste, no need

of drawing new hopes of happiness

from dissimilarity of temper. Her

mind, disposition, opinions, and habits

wanted no half concealment, no self de

ception on the present, no reliance on

future improvement. Even in the

midst of his late infatuation, he had ac

knowledged Fanny's mental superiority.

Whatmust be his sense of it now, there

fore ? She was of course only too good

for him ; but a nobody minds having

what is to good for them, he was very

steadily earnest in the pursuit of the

blessing, and it was not possible that en

couragement from her should be long

wanting. Timid, anxious, doubting as

-it
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she was, it was still impossible that such

tenderness as her's, should not, at times,

hold out the strongest hope of success,

though it remained for a later period

to tell him the whole delightful and as

tonishing truth. His happiness in

knowing himself to have been so long

the beloved of such a heart, must have

been great enough to warrant any

strength of language in which he could

cloathe it to her or to himself ; it must

have been a delightful happiness ! But

there was happiness elsewhere which no

description can reach. Let no one pre

sume to give the feelings of a young

woman on receiving the assurance of

that affection of which she has scarcely

allowed herself to entertain a hope.

Their own inclinations ascertained,

there were no difficulties behind, no

drawback of poverty or parent. It was

a match which Sir Thomas's wishes had

even forestalled. Sick of ambitious and

mercenary connections, prizing more

and more the sterling good of principle

vol. in. R and
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and temper, and chiefly anxious to bind

by the strongest securities all that re

mained to him of domestic felicity, he

had pondered with genuine satisfaction

on the more than possibility of the two

young friends finding their mutual con

solation in each other for all that had oc

curred of disappointment to either ; and

the joyful consent which met Edmund's

application, the high sense of having

realized a great acquisition in the pro

mise of Fanny for a daughter, formed

just such a contrast with his early opi

nion on the subject when the poor little

girl's coming had been first agitated, as

time is for ever producing between the

plans and decisions of mortals, for their

own instruction, and their neighbour's

entertainment.

Fanny was indeed the daughter that

he wanted. His charitable kindness had

been rearing a prime comfort for him

self. His liberality had a rich repay

ment, and the general goodness of his

intentions by her, deserved it. He

might
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might have made her childhood happi

er ; but it had been an error of judg

ment only which had given him the ap

pearance of harshness, and deprived him

of her early love ; and now, on really

knowing each other, their mutual at

tachment became very strong. After

settling her at Thornton Lacey with

every kind attention to her comfort,

the object of almost every day was to

see her there, or to get her away from

it.

Selfishly dear as she had long been to

Lady Bertram, she could not be parted

with willingly by her. No happiness

of son or niece, could make her wish

the marriage. But it was possible to

part with her, because Susan remained

to supply her place.—Susan became the

stationary niece—delighted to be so !—

and equally well adapted for it by a rea

diness of mind, and an inclination for

usefulness, as Fanny had been by sweet

ness of temper, and strong feelings of

gratitude.
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gratitude. Susan could never be

spared. First as a comfort to Fanny,

then as an auxiliary, and last as her

substitute, she was established at Mans

field, with every appearance of equal

permanency. Her more fearless dispo

sition and happier nerves made every

thing easy to her there. — With

quickness in understanding, the tem

pers of those she had to deal with, and

no natural timidity to restrain any con

sequent wishes, she was soon welcome,

and useful to all ; and after Fanny's re

moval, succeeded so naturally to her in

fluence over the hourly comfort of her

aunt, as gradually to become, perhaps,

the most beloved of the two.—In her

usefulness, in Fanny's excellence, in

William's continued good conduct, and

rising fame, and in the general well

doing and success of the other mem

bers of the family, all assisting to ad

vance each other, and doing credit to

his countenance and aid, Sir Thomas

saw
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sawrepeated, and forever repeated reason

to rejoice in what he had done for them

all, and acknowledge the advantages

of early hardship and discipline, and the

consciousness of being born to strug

gle and endure.

With so much true merit and true

love, and no want of fortune or friends,

thehappiness of the married cousins must

appear as secure as earthly happiness

can be.—Equally formed for domestic

life, and attached to country pleasures,

their home was the home of affection

and comfort ; and to complete the pic

ture of good, the acquisition of Mans

field living by the death of Dr. Grant,

occurred just after they had been mar

ried long enough to begin to want an

increase of income, and feel their dis

tance from the paternal abode an incon

venience.

On that event they removed to Mans

field, and the parsonage there, which

under each of its two former owners,

Fanny had never been able to approach

but
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but with some painful sensation of

restraint or alarm, soon grew as dear

to her heart, and as thoroughly per-

feet in her eyes, as every thing else,

within the view and patronage of Mans

field Park had long been.

FINIS.

Printed bv O. Siunky,

Northumberland-street, Strand.
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