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MANSFIELD PARK. 7

ficed; and she addressed Lady Bertram in a letter which
spoke so much contrition and despondence, such a super-
fluity of children, and such a want of almost everything else,
as could not but dispose them all to a reconciliation. She
was preparing for her ninth lying-in; and after bewailing
the circumstance, and imploring their countenance as spon-
sors to the expected child, she could not conceal how import-
ant she felt they might be to the future maintenance of the
eight already in being. Her eldest was a boy of ten years
old, a fine spirited fellow, who longed to be out in the world;
but what could she do? Was there any chance of his being
hereafter useful to Sir Thomas in the concerns of his West
Indian property? No situation would be beneath him; or
what did Sir Thomas think of Woolwich? or how could a boy
be sent out to the East? .

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

Such were its immediate effects, and within a twelvemonth
a more important advantage to Mrs. Price resulted from it.
Mrs. Norris was often observing to the others that she could
not get her poor sister and her family out of her head, and
that, much as they had all done for her, she seemed to be
wanting to do more; and at length she could not but own it
to be her wish, that poor Mrs. Price should be relieved
from the charge and expense of one child entirely out of hexr
great number.

‘What if they were among them to undertake the care.of
her eldest daughter, a girl now nine years old, of an age to
require more attention than her poor mother could possibly
give? The trouble and expense of it to them would be no-
thing, compared with the benevolence of the action.” Lady
Bertram agreed with her instantly. “I think we cannot do
better,” said she; ‘“let us send for the child.”

Sir Thomas could not give so instantaneous and unquali-
fied a consent. He debated and hesitated: it was a serious
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it would be totally out of Mrs. Norris's power to take any
share in the personal charge of her. He had been consider-
ing her as a particularly welcome addition at the Parsonage,
as a desirable companion to an aunt who had no children of
her own; but he found himself wholly mistaken. Mrs. Norris
was sorry to say, that the little girl's staying with them, at
least as things then were, was quite out of the question.
Poor Mr. Norris’s indifferent state of health made it an im-
possibility: he could nomore bear the noise of a child than
he could fly; if, indeed, he should ever get well of his gouty
complaints, it would be a different matter; she should then
be glad to take her turn, and think nothing of the inconve-
nience; but just now, poor Mr. Norris took up every moment
of her time, and the very mention of such a thing she was
sure would distract him.

“Then she had better come to us,” said Lady Bertram,
with the utmost composure. After a short pause, Sir Thomas
added with dignity, “Yes; let her home be in this house.
‘We will endeavour to do our duty by her, and she will, at
least, have the advantage of companions of her own age, and
of a regular instructress.”

“Very true,” cried Mrs. Norris, “which are both very im-
portant considerations; and it will be just the same to Miss
Lee, whether she has three girls to teach, or only two —
there can be no difference. I only wish I could be more use-
ful; but you see I do all in my power. I am not one of those
that spare their own trouble; and Nanny shall fetch her,
however it may put me to inconvenience to have my chief
counsellor away for three days. I suppose, sister, you will
put the child in the little white attic, near the old nurseries.
It will be much the best place for her, so near Miss Lee, and
not far from the girls, and close by the housemaids, who
could either of them help to dress her, you know, and take
care of her clothes, for I suppose you would not think it fair
to expect Ellis to wait on her as well as the others. Indeed,
I do not see that you could possibly place her anywhere
else.”
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worse to endure on the part of Tom than that sort of merri-
ment which a8 young man of seventeen will always think fair
with a child of ten. He was just entering into life, full of
spirits, and with all the liberal dispositions of an eldest son,
who feels born only for expense and enjoyment. His kind-
ness to his little cousin was consistent with his situation and
rights: he made her some very pretty presents, and laughed .
at her.

As her appearance and spirits improved, Sir Thomas and
Mrs. Norris thought with greater satisfaction of their benevo-
lent plan; and it was pretty soon decided between them, that
though far from clever, she showed a tractable disposition,
and seemed likely to give them little trouble. A mean opinion
of her sbilities was not confined to them. Fanny could read,
work, and write, but she had been taught nothing more; and
as her cousins found her ignorant of many things with which
they had been long familiar, they thought her prodigiously
stupid, and for the first two or three weeks were continually
bringing some fresh report of it into the drawing-room.
“Dear mamma, only think, my cousin cannot put the map
of Europe together — or my cousin cannot tell the principal
rivers in Russia — or she never heard of Asia Minor — or
she does not know the difference between water-colours and
crayons! How strange! Did you ever hear anything so
stupid?”

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

“But, aunt, she is really so very ignorant! Do you know,
we asked her last night, which way she would go to get to
Ireland; and she said, she should cross to the Isle of Wight.
She thinks of nothing but the Isle of Wight, and she calls it
the Island, as if there were no other island in the world. I
am sure I should have been ashamed of myself, if I had not
known better long before I was so old as she is. I cannot
remember the time when I did not know a great deal that
she has not the least notion of yet. How long ago it is, aunt,

PAJ
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To the education of her daughters Lady Bertram paid,
not the smallest attention. She had not time for such cares.
She was a woman who spent her days in sitting nicely dressed
on a sofa, doing some long piece of needle-work, of little
use and no beauty, thinking more of her pug than her
children, but very indulgent to the latter, when it did not
put herself to inconvenience, guided in everything important
by Sir Thomas, and. in smaller concerns by her sister. Had
she possessed greater leisure for the service of her girls, she
would probably have supposed it unnecessary, for they were,
under the care of a governess, with proper masters, and could,
want nothing more. As for Fanny’s being stupid at learning,
‘‘she could only say it was very unlucky, but some people
were stupid, and Fanny must take more pains: she did not
know what else was to be done; and, except her being so
dull, she must add, she saw no harm in the poor thing, and
always found her very handy, and quick in carrying mes-
sages, and fetching what she wanted.”

Fanny, with all her faults of ignorance and timidity,
was fixed at Mansfield Park, and learning to transfer in
its favour much of her attachment to her former home, grew
up there not unhappily among her cousins. There was no
positive ill-nature in Maria or Julia; and though Fanny was
often mortified by their treatment of her, she thought too
lowly of her'own claims to feel injured by it.

From about the time of her entering the family, Lady
Bertram, in consequence of a little ill-health, and a great
deal of indolence, gave up the house in town, which she had
been used to occupy every spring, and remained wholly in
the country, leaving Sir Thomas to attend his duty in Parlia-
ment, with whatever increase or diminution of comfort might
arise from her absence. In the country, therefore, the Miss
Bertrams continued to exercise their memories, practise their
duets, and grow tall and womanly: and their father saw
them becoming in person, manner, and accomplishments,
everything that could satisfy his anxiety. His eldest son was
careless and extravagant, and had already given him much
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true to her interests, and considerate of her feelings, trying
to make her good qualities understood, and to conquer the
diffidence which prevented their being more apparent; giving
her advice, consolation, and encouragement.

Kept back as she was by everybody else, his single sup-
port could not bring her forward; but his attentions were
otherwise of the highest importance in assisting the improve-
ment of her mind, and extending its pleasures. He knew
her to be clever, to have a quick apprehension as well as
good sense, and a fondness for reading, which, properly
directed, must be an education in itself. Miss Lee taught
her French, and heard her read the daily portion of history;
but he recommended the books which charmed her leisure
hours, he encouraged her taste, and corrected her judgment:
he made reading useful by talking to her of what she read,
and heightened its attraction by judicious praise. In return
for such services, she loved him better than anybody in
the world except William; her heart was divided between the
two. '

CHAPTER IIL

Tue first event of any importance in the family was the
death of Mr. Norris, which happened when Fanny was about
fifteen, and necessarily introduced alterations and novelties.
Mrs. Norris, on quitting the Parsonage, removed first to the
Park, and afterwards to a small house of Sir Thomas’s in the
village, and consoled herself for the loss of her hushand by
considering that she could do very well without him; and for
her reduction of income by the evident necessity of stricter
economy.

The living was hereafter for Edmund ; and, had his uncle
died a few years sooner, it would have been duly given to
some friend to hold till he were old enough for orders. But
Tom’s extravagance had, previous to that event, been so
great, as to render a different disposal of the next presenta-
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Mis. Norris's situation, and the improvement in Fanny’s age,
seeming not merely to do away any former objection to their
living together, but even to give it the most decided eligibi-
lity; and as hisown circumstances were rendered less fair than
heretofore, by some recent losses on his West India estate,
in addition to his eldest son’s extravagance, it became not
undesirable to himself to be relieved from the expense of her
support, and the obligation of her future provision. In the .
fulness of his belief that such a thing must be, he mentioned
its probability to his wife; and the first time of the subject
occurring to her again, happening to be when Fanny was
present, she calmly observed to her, “So, Fanny, you are
going to leave us, and live with my sister. How shall you
like it?”

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

“Yes, my dear; why should you be astonished? You
have been five years with us, and my sister always meant to
take you when Mr. Norris died. But you must come up and
tack on my patterns all the same.”

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

I shall be very sorry to go away,” said she, with a falter-
ing voice.

“Yes, I dare say you will; that's natural enough. I sup-
pose you have had as little to vex you since you came into
this house as any creature in the world.”

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

¢“No, my dear; I hope not. I have always found you a
very good girl.”

““And am I never to live here again?”

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

Fanny left the room with a very sorrowful heart: she
could not feel the difference to be so small, she could not
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You have good sense, and a sweet temper, and I am sure
you have 2 grateful heart, that could never receive kindness
withoat wishing to return it. I do not know any better
qualifications for a friend and companion.”

¢ You are too kind,” said Fanny, colouring at such praise;
“how shall I ever thank you as I ought, for thinking so well
of me. Oh! cousin, if I am to go away, I shall remember
your goodness to the last moment of my life.”

“Why, indeed, Fanny, I should hope to be remembered
at such a distance as the White House. You speak as if you
were going two hundred miles off instead of only across the
park; but yeu will belong to us almost as much as ever.
The two families will be meeting every day in the year. The
only difference will be, that living with your aunt, you will
necessarily be brought forward as you ought to be. Here,
there are too many whom you can hide behind; but with her
you will be forced to speak for yourself.”

¢Oh! do not say so.”

“1 must say it, and say it with pleasure. Mrs. Norris is
mueh better fitted than my mother for having the charge of
you now. She is of a temper to do a great deal for anybody
she really interests herself about, and she will force you to
do justice to your natural powers.”

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

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

“Very true. Yes, dear old grey pony! Ah! cousin, when
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and without aiming at one gratification that would probably
have been forbidden by Sir Thomas, they felt themselves
immediately at their own disposal, and to have every indul-
gence within their reach. Fanny's relief, and her conscious-
ness of it, were quite equal to her cousins’; but a more
tender nature suggested that her feelings were ungrateful,
and she really grieved because she could not grieve.
¢“Sir Thomas, who had done so much for her and her
brothers, and who was gone perhaps never to return! that
she should see him go without a tear! it wus a shameful in-
sensibility.” He had said to her, moreover, on the very last
morning, that he hoped she might see William again in the
course of the ensuing winter, and had charged her to write
and invite him to Mansfield, as soon as the squadron to which
he belonged should be known to be in England. ¢ This was
so thoughtful and kind!"” and would he only have smiled up-
on her, and called her “my dear Fanny,” while he said it,
every former frown and cold address might have been for-
gotten. But he had ended his speech in a way to sink her in
sad mortification, by adding, “If William does come to
Mansfield, I hope you may be able to’ convince him that the
many years which have passed since you parted have not
been spent on your side entirely without improvement;
though, I fear, he must find his sister at sixteen in some re-
spects too much like his sister at ten.” She cried bitterly
over this reflection when her uncle was gone; and her
cousins, on seeing her with red eyes, set her down as a hy-
pocrite. :

CHAPTER 1IV.

Tou BerTrax had of late spent so little of his time at
home, that he could be only nominally missed; and Lady
Bertram was soon astonished to find how very well they did
even without his father, how well Edmund could supply his
place in carving, talking to the steward, writing to the attar-

Mansfield Park. 3
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means it afforded her of mixing in society without having
horses to hire.

Fanny had no share in the festivities of the season; but
she enjoyed being avowedly useful as her aunt's companion,
when they called away the rest of the family; and, as Miss
Lee had left Mansfield, she naturally became everything to
Lady Bertram during the night of a ball or a party. She
talked to her, listened to her, read to her; and the tranquillity
of such evenings, her perfect security in such a tete-a-tete from
any sound of unkindness, was unspeakably welcome to a
mind which had seldom known a pause in its alarms or em-
barrassments. As to her cousins’ gaieties, she loved to hear
an account of them, especially of the balls, and whom Ed-
mund had danced with: but thought too lowly of her own si-
tuation to imagine she should ever be admitted to the same,
and listened, therefore, without an idea of any nearer con-
cern in them. Upon the whole, it was a comfortable winter
to her; for though it brought no William to England, the
never-failing hope of his arrival was worth much.

The ensuing spring deprived her of her valued friend the
old grey pony; and for some time she was in danger of feel-
ing the loss in her health as well as in her affections; for in
spite of the acknowledged importance of her riding on horse-
back, no measures were taken for mounting her again, ‘“be-
cause,” as it was observed, by her aunts, ‘“she might ride
one of her cousins’ horses at any time when they did not
want them;” and as the Miss Bertrams regularly wanted
their horses every fine day, and had no idea of carrying their
obliging manners to the sacrifice of any real pleasure, that
time, of course, never came. They took their cheerful rides

! in the fine mornings of April and May; and Fanny either sat
at home the whole day with one aunt, or walked beyond her
strength at the instigation of the other; Lady Bertram hold-
ing exercise to be as unnecessary for everybody as it was

. unpleasant to herself; and Mrs. Norris, who was walking all

. day, thinking everybody ought to walk as much. Edmund

i was absent at this time, or the evil would have been earliex

P
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change for one that his cousin might ride; he knew where
such a one was to be met with; and having once made up
his mind, the whole business was soon completed. The new
mare proved a treasure; with a very little trouble, she be-
came exactly calculated for the purpose, and Fanny was then
put in almost full possession of her. She had not supposed
before, that anything could ever suit her like the old grey
pony; but her delight in Edmund’s mare was far beyond any
former pleasure of the.sort; and the addition it was ever
receiving in the consideration of that kindness from which
her pleasure sprung, was beyond all her words to express.
-She regarded her cousin as an example of everything good
and great, as possessing worth, which no one but herself
could ever appreciate, and as entitled to such gratitude from
her, as no feelings could be strong enough to pay. Her
sentiments towards him were compounded of all that was
respectful, grateful, confiding, and tender.

As the horse continued in name, as well as fact, the pro-
perty of Edmund, Mrs. Norris could tolerate its being for
Fanny's use; and had Lady Bertram ever thought about her
own objection again, he might have been excused in her eyes
for not waiting till Sir Thomas’s return in September, for
when September came, Sir Thomas was still abroad, and
without any near prospect of finishing his business. Unfa-
vourable circumstances had suddenly arisen at a moment
when he was beginning. to turn all his thoughts towards
England; and the very great uncertainty in which everything
was then involved determined him on sending home his son,
and waiting the final arrangement by himself. Tom arrived
safely, bringing an excellent account of his father’s health;
bat to very little purpose, as far as Mrs. Norris was concerned.
Sir Thomas’s sending away his son seemed to her so like a
parent’s care, under the influence of a foreboding of evil to
-himself, that she could not help feeling dreadful presenti-
ments; and as the long evenings of autumn came on, was so
terribly haunted by these ideas, in the sad solitariness of her
cottage, as to be obliged to take daily refuge in the dining-






MANSFIELD PARK. 39

the pride and delight of them all — perfectly faultless — an
angel; and, of course, so surrounded by admirers, must be
difficult in her choice: but yet, as far as Mrs. Norris could
allow herself to decide on so short an acquaintance, Mr.
Rushworth appeared precisely the young man to deserve and
attach her.

After dancing with each other at a proper number of
balls, the young people justified these opinions, and an en-
gagement, with a due reference to the absent Sir Thomas,
was entered into, much to the satisfaction of their respective
families, and of the general lookers-on of the neighbourhood,
who had, for many weeks past, felt the expediency of Mr.
Rushworth’s marrying Miss Bertram.

It was some months before Sir Thomas’s consent could
be received; but, in the meanwhile, as no one felt a doubt
of his most cordial pleasure in the connection, the inter-
course of the two families was carried on without restraint,
and no other attempt made at secrecy, than Mrs. Norris's
talking of it everywhere as a matter not to be talked of at
present.

Edmund was the only one of the family who could see a
fault in the business; but no representation of his aunt’s
could induce him to find Mr. Rushworth a desirable com-
panion. He could allow his sister to be the best judge of
her own happiness, but he was not pleased that her happi-
ness should centre in a large income; nor could he refrain
from saying to himself, in Mr. Rushworth’s company — “If
*this man had not twelve thousand a year, he would be a very
stupid fellow.”

Sir Thomas, however, was truly happy in the prospect of
an alliance so unquestionably advantageous, and of which
he heard nothing but the perfectly good and agreeable. It
was a connection exactly of the right sort — in the same
county, and the same interest — and his most hearty concur-~
rence was conveyed ‘as soon as possible. He only conditioned
that the marriage should not take place before his return,
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was, lest Mansfield should not satisfy the habits of a young
woman who had been mostly used to London.

Miss Crawford was not entirely free from similar appre-
hensions, though they arose principally from doubts of her
sister’s style of living and tone of society; and it was not till
after she had tried in vain to persuade her brother to settle
with her at his own country-house, that she could resolve to
hazard herself among her other relations. To anything like
a permanence of abode, or limitation of society, Henry Craw-
ford had, unluckily, a great dislike; he could not accommo-
date his sister in an article of such importance; but he
escorted her, with the utmost kindness, jnto Northampton-
shire, and as readily engaged to fetch her away again,
at half an hour’s notice, whenever she were weary of the
place.

The meeting was very satisfactory on each side. Miss
Crawford found a sister without preciseness or rusticity — a
sister's husband who looked the gentleman, and a house
commodious and well fitted up; and Mrs. Grant received in
those whom she hoped to love better than ever, a young
man and woman of very prepossessing appearance. Mary
Crawford was remarkably pretty; Henry, though not hand-
some, had air and countenance; the manners of both were
lively and pleasant, and Mrs. Grant immediately gave them
credit for everything else. She was delighted with each,
but Mary was her dearest object; and having never been
able to glory in beauty of her own, she thoroughly enjoyed
the power of being proud of her sister’s. She had not waited
her arrival to look out for a suitable match for her; she had
fixed on Tom Bertram; the eldest son of a baronet was not
too good for a girl of twenty thousand pounds, with all the
elegance and accomplishments which Mrs. Grant foresaw in
her; and being a warm-hearted, unreserved woman, Mary
had not been three hours in the house before she told her
what she had planned.

Miss Crawford was glad to find a family of such conse-
quence 8o very near them, and not at all displeased either
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and only look at his smile. I assure you he is very detest-
able; the Admiral’s lessons have quite spoiled him.”

I pay very little regard,” said Mrs. Grant, ‘‘to what any
young person says on the subject of marriage. If they pro-
fess a disinclination for it, I only setit down that they have
not yet seen the right person.”

Dr. Grant laughingly congratulated Miss Crawford on
feeling no disinclination to the state herself.

¢“Oh yes! I am not at all ashamed of it. I would have
everybody marry if they can do it properly: I do not like to
have people throw themselves away; but everybody should
marry as soon as they can do it to advantage.”

CHAPTER V.

Tae young people were pleased with each other from the
first. On each side there was much to attract, and their ac-
quaintance soon promised as early an intimacy as good
manners would warrant. Miss Crawford’s beauty did her no
disservice with the Miss Bertrams. They were too handsome
themselves to dislike any woman for being so too, and were
almost as much charmed as their brothers with her lively
dark eye, clear brown complexion, and general prettiness.
Had she been tall, full formed, and fair, it might have been
more of a trial: but as it was, there could be no comparison;
and she was most allowably a sweet pretty girl, while they
were the finest young women in the country.

Her brother was not handsome: no, when they first saw
him he was absolutely plain, black and plain; but still he
was the gentleman, with a pleasing address. The second
meeting proved him not so very plain: he was plain, to be
sure, but then he had so much countenance, and his teeth
were 80 good, and he was so well made, that one soon forgot
he was plain; and after a third interview, after dining in
company with him at the Parsonage, he was no longer
allowed to be called so by anybody. He was, in fact, the
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satisfied with herself. Her cares are over, and she feels that
she may exert all her powers of pleasing without suspicion.
All is safe with a lady engaged; no harm can be done.”

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

¢ButMiss Bertram does not care three straws for him; that
is your opinion of your intimate friend. I do not subsecribe to
it. I am sure Miss Bertram is very much attached to Mr.
Rushworth. I could see it in her eyes, when he was men-
tioned. I think too well of Miss Bertram to suppose she
would ever give her hand without her heart.”

¢“Mary, how shall we manage him?"

“We must leave him to himself, I believe. Talking does
no good. He will be taken in at last.”

“But I would not have him taken #r7; I would not have him
duped; I would have it all fair and honourable.”

¢Oh dear! let him stand his chance and be taken in. It
will do just as well. Everybody is taken in at some period
or other.”

“Not always in marriage, dear Mary.” ‘

“In marriage especially. With all due respect to such
of the present company as chance to be married, my dear
Mrs. Grant, there is not one in a hundred of either sex who
is not taken in when they marry. Look where I will, I see
that it is so; and I feel that it must be so, when I consider
that it is, of all transactions, the one in which people expect
most from others, and are least honest themselves.”

“Ah! You have been in a bad school for matrimony, in
Hillstreet.”

“My poor aunt had certainly little cause to love the state;
but, however, speaking from my own observation, it is a
manceuvring business. I know so many who have married in
the full expectation and confidence of some one particular
advantage in the connexion, or accomplishment, or good
quality in the person, who have found themselves entirely
deceived, and been obliged to put up with exactly the reverse.
What is this but a take in?”
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preferred; and, indeed, his being the eldest was another
strong claim. She had felt an early presentiment that she
should like the eldest best. She knew it was her way.

Tom Bertram must have been thought pleasant, indeed,
at any rate; he was the sort of young man to be generally
liked, his agreeableness was of the kind to be oftener found
agreeable than some endowments of a higher stamp, for he
had easy manners, excellent spirits, a large acquaintance,
and a great deal to say; and the reversion of Mansfield Park,
and a baronetcy, did no harm to all this. Miss Crawford soon
felt that he and his situation might do. She looked about
her with due consideration, and found almost everything in
his favour, a park, a real park, five miles round, a spacious
modern-built house, so well placed and well screened as to
deserve to be in any collection of engravings of gentlemen’s
seats in the kingdom, and wanting only to be completely new
furnished — pleasant sisters, a quiet mother, and an agree-
able man himself—with the advantage of being tied up from
much gaming at present, by a promise to his father, and of
being Sir Thomas hereafter. It might do very well; she be-
lieved she should accept him; and she began accordingly to
interest herself a little about the horse which he had to run
at the B—— races.

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

And Fanny, what was she doing and thinking all this
while? and what was %er opinion of the new-comers? Few
young ladies of eighteen could be less called on to speak
their opinion than Fanny. In a quiet way, very little
attended to, she paid her tribute of admiration to Miss Craw-
ford’s beauty; but as she still continued to think Mr. Craw-
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was at all within hearing, “I am come to make my own apo-
logies for keeping you waiting; but I have nothing in the
world to say for myself. I knew it was very late, and that I
was behaving extremely ill; and therefore, if you please, you
must forgive me. Selfishness must always be forgiven, you
know, because there is no hope of a cure.”

Fanny's answer was extremely civil, and Edmund added
his conviction that she should be in no hurry. ¢For there is
more than time enough for my cousin to ride twice as far as
she ever goes,” said he, ‘“and you have been promoting her
comfort by preventing her from setting off half an hour
sooner: clouds are now coming up, and she will not suffer
from the heat as she would have done then. I wish you may
not be fatigued by so much exercise. I wish you had saved
yourself this walk home.”

“No part of it fatigues me but getting off this horse, 1 as-
sure you,” said she, as she sprang down with his help; “I
am very strong. Nothing ever fatigues me, but doing what
I do not like. Miss Price, I give way to you with a very bad
grace; but I sincerely hope you will have a pleasant ride,
and that I may have nothing but good to hear of this dear,
delightful, beautiful animal.”

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

‘It is a pleasure to see a lady with such a good heart for
riding!” said he. I never see one sit a horse better. She
did not seem to have a thought of fear. Very different from
you, miss, when you first began, six years ago come next
Easter. Lord bless me! how you did tremble when Sir Tho-
‘mas first had you put on!”
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, “My advice,” said he, calmly, “is that you change the
P a.y.n

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

Edmund said no more.

. “If any part could tempt you to act, I suppose it would
be Anhalt),” observed the lady, archly, after a short pause;
“for he is a clergyman you know.”

“That circumstance would by no means tempt me,” he
replied, “for I should be sorry to make the character ridi-
culous by bad acting. It must be very difficult to keep An-
halt from appearing a formal, solemn lecturer; and the man
who chooses the profession itself, is, perhaps, one of the last
who would wish to represent it on the stage.”

Miss Crawford was silenced; and with some feelings of
resentment and mortification, moved her chair considerably
Bearer the tea-table, and gave all her attention to Mrs. Norris,
who was presiding there.

“Fanny,” cried Tom Bertram, from the other table,
where the conference was eagerly carrying on, and the con-
versation incessant, ¢ we want your services.”

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

“Oh! we do not want to disturb you from your seat. We
do not want your present services. We shall only want you
nour play. You must be Cottager’s wife.”

_“Me!” cried Fanny, sitting down again with a most
frightened look. ¢ Indeed you must excuse me. I could not
&t anything if you were to give me the world. No, indeed,

Cannot act.”

“Indeed, but you must, for we cannot excuse you. It
beed not frighten you; it is a nothing of a part, 8 mere no-
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a sarcastic manner, and with a glance first at Maria, and
then at Edmund, that “the Mansfield theatricals would en-
liven the whole neighbourhood exceedingly,” Edmund still
held his peace, and showed his feelings only by a determined
gravity.

“I am not very sanguine as to our play,” said Miss Craw-
ford, in an under voice to Fanny, after some consideration;
¢“and I can tell Mr. Maddox that I shall shorten some of his
speeches, and a great many of my own, before we rehearse
together. It will be very disagreeable, and by no means
what I expected.”

CHAPTER XVI

It was not in Miss Crawford’s power to talk Fanny into
any real forgetfulness of what had passed. When the even-
ing was over, she went to bed full of it, her nerves still agi-
tated by the shock of such an attack from her cousin Tom, so
public and so persevered in, and her spirits sinking under
her aunt’s unkind reflection and reproach. To be called
into notice in such a manner, to hear that it was but the pre-
lude to something so infinitely worse, to be told that she must
do what was so impossible as to act; and then to have the
charge of obstinacy and ingratitude follow it, enforced with
such a hint at the dependence of her situation, had been too
distressing at the time to make the remembrance when she
was alone much less so, especially with the superadded dread
of what the morrow might produce in continuation of the
subject. Miss Crawford had protected her only for the time;
and if she were applied to again among themselves with all
the authoritative urgency that Tom and Maria were capable
of, and Edmund perhaps away, what should she do? She
fell asleep before she could answer the question, and found
it quite as puzzling when she awoke the next morning. The
little white attic, which had continued her sleeping-room
ever since her first entering the family, proving incompetent
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not by any means consider Fanny as the only, or even as the
greater gainer by such a friendship.

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

“Perhaps I might have scolded,” said Edmund, *if either
of you had been sitting down alone; but while you do wrong
together, I can overlook a great deal.”

“They cannot have been sitting long,” cried Mrs. Grant
“for when I went up for my shawl I saw them from the stair.
case window, and then they were walking.”

“And really,” added Edmund, “the day is so mild, that
your sitting down for a few minutes can be hardly th:)ught
imprudent. OQur weather must not always be judged by the
calendar. We may sometimes take greater liberties in No-
vember than in May.” 4 Miss G

“Upon my word,” cried Miss Crawford, «
the most disappointing and unfeeling kind ,ﬁie{::;; ;r:vg:‘;z:
with! There is no giving you a moment’s upegsiness. Yo
do not know how much we have been . no.r whal;

b

chills we have felt! ButI have long
one of the worst subjects to work on, i“":;‘l'i.tttl?r' Bertram
against commn sense, that a woman manceuvre

I had very litue hope of him from &’:“':t'* plagued with.

i i 3 but you, Mrs.

Grant, my sister, my own sister, I thin 1 you,
alarm ’youya little.” “jnkl had a right to

« Do not flatter yoursel ”
the smallest chance of m¢ yu have ':1 p
they are quite in a differ a,larms',ms
altered the weathe:, you >ould st
wind blowing on yo1 the 1 sh::gw of
my plants which Rebert wre o
are so mild, and I krow ¢ the all
have a sudden change of * 1(", sll
at once, taking everybody t6% " pd
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I like you; and as well as I can judge by this light, you look
very nicely indeed. What have you got on?”

“The new dress that my uncle was so good as to give me
on my cousin’s marriage. 1 hope it is not too fine; but I
thought I ought to wear it as soon as I could, and that I might
not have such another opportunity all the winter. I hope you
do not think me too fine.”

“A woman can never 'oe too fine while she is all in
white. No, I see no finery about you; nothing but what is
perfectly proper. Your gown seems very pretty. I like these
glossy spots. Has not Miss Crawford a gown something the
same?”

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

‘““Hey-day!” said Edmund, ‘“here’s company, here’s a
carriage! who have they got to meet us?” And letting
down the side-glass to distinguish, ¢“'Tis Crawford’s, Craw-
ford’s barouche, I protest! There arc his own two men push-
ing it back into its old quarters. He is here, of course.
This is quite a surprise, Fanny. I shall be very glad to see
him.”

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

In the drawing-room Mr. Crawford certainly was; having
been just long enough arrived to be ready for dinner; and
the smiles and pleased looks of the three others standing
round him, showed how welcome was his sudden resolution
of coming to them for a few days on leaving Bath. A very
cordial meeting passed between him and Edmund; and with
the exception of Fanny, the pleasure was general; and even
to her, there might be some advantage in his presence, since
every addition to the party must rather forward her favourite
indulgence of being suffered to sit silent and unattended to.
She was soon aware of this herself; for though she vaask
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“You have a good memory. I had forgotten having ever
told you half so much of the place.”

Thornton Lacey was the name of his impending living, as
Miss Crawford well knew; and her interest in a negotiation
for William Price’s knave increased.

¢“Well,” continued Edmund, *“and.how did you like what
you saw?”

“Very much, indeed. You are a lucky fellow. There
will be work for five summers at least before the place is live-
able.”

“No, no, not so bad as that. The farm-yard must
be moved, I grant you; but I am not aware of anything
else. The house is by no means bad, and when the
yard is removed, there may be a very tolerable approach to
it.”

“The farm-yard must be cleared away entirely, and
planted up to shut out the blacksmith’s shop. The house
must be turned to front the east instead of the north; the
entrance and principal rooms, I mean, must be on that side,
where the view is really very pretty; I am sure it may be
done. And there must be your approach, through what is
at present the garden. You must make a new garden at
what is now the back of the house; which will be giving it
. the best aspect in the world, sloping to the south-east. The
ground seems precisely formed for it. I rode fifty yards up
the lane, between the church and the house, in order to look
about me; and saw how it might all be. Nothing can be
easier. The meadows beyond what will be the garden, as
well as what now is, sweeping round from the lane I stood
in to the north-east, that is, to the principal road through
the village, must be all laid together of course; very pretty
meadows they are, finely sprinkled with timber. They belong
to the living, I suppose; if not you must purchase them.
Then the stream — something must be done with the stream;
but I could not well determine what. I had two or three
ideas.”

“And I have two or three idcas also,” said Edmund, “‘and.
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up your mind to it as one of the hardships which fall to
every sailor's share, like bad weather and hard living, only
with this advantage, that there will be an end to it, that
there will come a time when you will have nothing of that
sort to endure. When you are a lieutenant! only think, Wil-
liam, when you are a lieutenant, how little you will care for
any nonsense of this kind.”

“] begin to think I shall 'never be a lieutenant, Fanny.
Everybody gets made but me.”

- “Oh! my dear William, do not talk so; do not be so de-
sponding. My uncle says nothing, but I am sure he will do
everything in his power to get you made. He knows, as well
as you do, of what consequence it is.”

She was checked by the sight of her uncle much nearer
to them than she had any suspicion of, and each found it ne-
cessary to talk of something else.

“Are you fond of dancing, Fanny?”

“Yes, very; only I am soon tired.”

“I should like to go to a ball with you and see you dance.
Have you never any balls at Northampton? I should like to
see you dance, and I'd dance with you if you would, for no-
body would know who I was here, and I should like to be
your partner once more. We used to jump about together
many a time, did not we? when the hand-organ was in the
street? I am a pretty good dancer in my way, but I dare
say you are a better.” And turning to his uncle, who
was now close to them, ‘“Is not Fanny a very good dancer,
Bir?"

Fanny, in dismay at such an unprecedented question,
did not know which way to look, or how to be prepared for
the answer. Some very grave reproof, or at least the coldest
expression of indifference, must be coming to distress her
brother, and sink her to the ground. But, on the contrary,
it was no worse than, “I am sorry to say that I am unable to
answer your question. I have never seen Fanny dance since
she was a little girl; but I trust we shall both think she ac-
quits herself like a gentlewoman when we do see her,
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Crawford’s quicker hand, and she was obliged to be indebted
to his more prominent attention.

CHAPTER XXVI.

WiLiaw's desire of seeing Fanny dance made mors than
a momentary impression on his uncle. Ths Loope: of an 43
portunity, which Sir Thomas had then given, was ot AT
to be thought of no more. He remained stead.y ‘we:iren o,
gratify so amiable a feeling; to gratify anybody coae .,
might wish to see Fanny dance, and to give picasrs. 1, s1..
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pleasure to see you both dance. You spoke of the Ui u’
Northampton. Your cousins have oc
them; but they would not altogether suit ug ey, Tbuwtp
tigue would be too much for your aunt, | bedieve we mues
think of a Northampton ball. A dunce g bime l;':
more eligible; and if —'E‘; \ would L.

“Ah, my dear Sir Thomas!” i .
knew whatywas coming. I knew what mﬁ"’"‘ '.f
say. If dear Julia were at home, or dearest Mgy “"Ri".
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you would be tempted to give the yousg ‘: e
Mansfield. I know you would. If fhey wepp gg S 2
the ball, a ball you would have this ol - _!:m‘:
your uncle, William, thank your In;? LAk

“My daughters,”replied Sir 'lh - ,
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thither; he had heard her speak of the pleasure of such a
Journey with an animation which had “no” in every tone.
But this had occurred on the first day of its being settled,
within the first hour of the burst of such enjoyment, when
Tothing but the friends she was to visit was before her. He
had since heard her express herself differently, with other
feelings, more chequered feelings; he had heard her tell Mrs.
Grant that she should leave her with regret; that she began
to believe neither the friends nor the pleasures she was going
to were worth those she left behind; and that though she felt
she must go, and knew she should enjoy herself when once
away, she was already looking forward to being at Mansfield
again. Was there not a “yes” in all this?

‘With such matters to ponder over, and arrange, and re-
arrange, Edmund could not, on his own account, think very
much of the evening, which the rest of the family were looking
forward to with a more equal degree of strong interest. In-
dependent of his two cousin’s enjoyment in it, the evening
‘was to him of no higher value than any other appointed meet-
ing of the two families might be. -In every meeting there was
a hope of receiving further confirmation of Miss Crawford’s
attachment; but the whirl of a ball-room, perhaps, was not
particularly favourable to the excitement or expression of
serious feelings. To engage her early for the two first
dances, was all the command of individual happiness which
he felt in his power, and the only preparation for the ball
which he could enter into, in spite of all that was passing
around him on the subject, from morning till night.

Thuarsday was the day of the ball, and on Wegnesday
morning, Fanny, still unable to satisfy herself as to what she
ought to wear, determined to seek the counsel of the more
enlightened, and apply to Mrs. Grant and her sister, whose
acknowledged taste would certainly bear her blameless; and
as Edmund and William were gone to Northampton, and she
had reason to think Mr. Crawford likewise out, she walked
down to the Parsonage without much fear of wanting an op-
portunity for private discussion; and the privacy of such a
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for there was an expression in Miss Crawford’s eyes which
she could not be satisfied with.

1t was impossible for her to be insensible of Mr. Craw-
ford’s change of manners. She had long seen it. He evidently
tried to please her; he was gallant, he was attentive, he was
something like what he had been to her cousins: he wanted,
she supposed, to cheat her of her tranquillity as he had
cheated them; and whether he might not have some concern
in this necklace — She could not be convinced that he had
not, for Miss Crawford, complaisant as a sister, was careless
as a woman and a friend.

Reflecting and doubting, and feeling that the possession
of what she had so much wished for did not bring much sa-
tisfaction, she now walked home again, with a change
rather than a diminution of cares since her treading that
path before.

CHAPTER XXVIIL

Onx reaching home, Fanny went immediately up stairs to
deposit this unexpected acquisition, this doubtful good of a
necklace, in some favourite box in the East room, which held
all her smaller treasures, but on opening the door, what was
her surprise to find her cousin Edmund there writing at the
table! Such a sight having never occurred before, was al-
most as wonderful as it was welcome.

“Fanny,” said he directly, leaving his seat and his pen,
and meeting her with something in his hand, “I beg your
pardon for being here. I came to look for you, and after
waiting a little while in hope of your coming in, was making
use of your inkstand to explain my errand. You will find
the beginning of a note to yourself; but 1 can now speak my
business, which is merely to beg your acceptance of this little
trifle: a chain for William’s cross. You ought to have had
it a week ago, but there has been a delay from my brother’s
not being in town by several days as soon as I expected; and
Ihave only just now received it at Northampton. I hope you
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from its heavenly flight, by saying, ¢ But what is it that you
want to consult me about?”

It was about the necklace, which she was now most ear-
neitly longing to return, and hoped to obtain his approbation
of Ler doing. She gave the history of her recent visit, and
now her raptures might well be over; for Edmund was so
struex with the circumstance, so delighted with what Miss
Crawbrd had done, so gratified by such a coincidence of
conduct between them, that Fanny could not but admit the
superior power of one pleasure over his own mind, though it
might have its drawback. It was some time before she could
get his atiention to her plan, or any answer to her demand
of his opinion: he was in a reverie of fond reflection, uttering
only now ard then a few half sentences of praise; but when
he did awake¢ and understand, he was very decided in oppos-
ing what she wished.

‘“Return the necklace! No, my dear Fanny, upon no ac-
count. It woud be mortifying her severely. There can
hardly be a more unpleasant sensation than the having any-
thing returned on our hands which we have given with a rea-
sonable hope of it: contributing to the comfort of a friend.
" Why should she lote a pleasure which she has shown herself
so deserving of?”

“If it had been given to me in the first instance,” said
Fanny, “I should nothave thought of returning it; but being
her brother’s present, & not it fair to suppose that she would
rather not part with it, when it is not wanted ?”

¢‘She must not suppose it not wanted, not acceptable, at
least; and its having beex originally her brother’s gift makes
no difference; for as she wis not prevented from offering, nor
you from taking it on that account, it ought not to affect
your keeping it. No doubiit is handsomer than mine, and
fitter for a ball-room.” .

¢‘No, it is not handsomer, not at all handsomer in its way,
and, for my purpose, not hal so fit. The chain will agree

‘with William's cross beyond dl comparison better than the
necklace.”
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some accession of pleasure from its writer being himself to
g0 away.

As for the ball, so near at hand, she had too many agita-
tions and fears to have half the enjoyment in anticipation
which she ought to have had, or must have been supposed to
have, by the many young ladies looking forward to the same
event in situations more at ease, but under circumstances of
less novelty, less interest, less peculiar gratification, than
would be attributed to her. Miss Price, known only by
name to half the people invited, was now to make her first
appearance, and was to be regarded as the queen of the
evening. Who could be happier than Miss Price? But Miss
Price had not been brought up to the trade of coming out;
and had she known in what light this ball was, in general,
considered respecting her, it would very much have lessened
her comfort by increasing the fears she already had, of do-
ing wrong and being looked at. To dance without much
observation or any extraordinary fatigue, to have strength
and partners for about half the evening, to dance a little with
Edmund, and not a great deal with Mr. Crawford, to see
William enjoy himself, and be able to keep away from her
aunt Norris, was the height of her ambition, and seemed to
comprehend her greatest possibility of happiness. As these
were the best of her hopes, they could not always prevail;
and in the course of a long morning, spent principally with
her two aunts, she was often under the influence of much
less sanguine views. William, determined to make this last
day a day of thorough enjoyment, was out snipe-shooting;
Edmund, she had too much reason to suppose, was at the
Parsonage ; and left alone to bear the worrying of Mrs. Norris,
who was cross because the housekeeper would have her own
way with the supper, and whom she could not avoid though
the housekeeper might, Fanny was worn down at last to
think everything an evil belonging to the ball, and when
sent off with a parting worry to dress, moved as languidly
towards her own room, and felt as incapable of happiness as
if she had been allowed no share in it.
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around, no hope within her. Now everything was smiling.
William’s good fortune returned again upon her mind, and
seemed of greater value than at first. The ball, too — such
an evening of pleasure before her! It was now a real anima-
tion; and she began to dress for it with much of the happy
flutter which belongs to a ball. All went well; she did not
dislike her own looks; and when she came to the necklaces
again, her good fortune seemed complete, for upon trial the
one given her by Miss Crawford would by no means go
through the ring of the cross. She had, to oblige Edmund,
resolved to wear it; but it was too large for the purpose.
His, therefore, must be worn; and having, with delightful
feelings, joined the chain and the cross — those memorials
of the two most beloved of her heart, those dearest tokens
so formed for each other by everything real and imaginary
— and put them round her neck, and seen and felt how full
of William and Edmund they were, she was able, without an
effort, to resolve on wearing Miss Crawford’s necklace too.
She acknowleged it to be right. Miss Crawford had a claim;
and when it was no longer to encroach on, to interfere with
the stronger claims, the truer kindness of another, she could
do her justice even with pleasure to herself. The necklace
really looked very well; and Fanny left her room at last,
comfortably satisfied with herself and all about her.

Her aunt Bertram had recollected her on this occasion
with an unusual degree of wakefulness. It had really oe-
curred to her, unprompted, that Fanny, preparing for a
ball, might be glad of better help than the upper house-
maid’s, and when dressed herself, she actually sent her own
maid to assist her; too late, of course, to be of any use.
Mrs. Chapman had just reached the attic floor, when Miss
Price came out of her room completely dressed, and only
civilities were necessary; but Fanny felt her aunt’s attention
almost as much as Lady Bertram or'Mrs. Chapman could do
themselves.
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was attending a party of ladies out of the room; and Mrs.
Grant coming up to the two girls, and taking an arm of each,
they followed with the rest.

Fanny’s heart sunk, but there was no leisure for thinking
long even of Miss Crawford’s feelings. They were in the
ball-room, the violins were playing, and her mind was in a
flutter that forbade its fixing on anything serious. She must
watch the general arrangements, and see how everything was
done.

In a few minutes Sir Thomas came to her, and asked if
she were engaged; and the *Yes, sir; to Mr. Crawford,” was
exactly what he expected to hear. Mr. Crawford was not
far off; Sir Thomas brought him to her, saying something
which discovered to Fanny, that she was to lead the way and
open the ball; an idea that had never occurred to her be-
fore. Whenever she had thought on the minutiz of the even-
ing, it had been as a matter of course that Edmund would
begin with Miss Crawford; and the impression was so strong,
that though ker uncle spoke the contrary, she could not help
an exclamation of surprise, a hint of her unfitness, an entreaty
even to be excused. To be urging her opinion against Sir
Thomas’s, was a proof of the extremity of the case; but such
was her horror of the first suggestion, that she could actually
look him in the face and say that she hoped it might be
settled otherwise; in vain, however. Sir Thomas smiled,
tried to encourage her, and then looked too serious, and said
too decidedly — ‘It must be so, my dear,” for her to hazard
another word; and she found herself the next moment con-
ducted by Mr. Crawford to the top of the room, and standing
there to be joined by the rest of the dancers, couple after
couple as they were formed.

She could hardly believe it. To be placed above so
many elegant young women! The distinction was tov great.
It was treating her like her cousins! And her thoughts flew
to those absent cousins with most unfeigned and truly tender
regret, that they were not at home to take their own place in
the room, and have their shure of a pleasure which would
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seen him once more, I confess. But you must give my com-
pliments to him. Yes; I think it must be compliments. Is
not there a something wanted, Miss Price, in our language
— a something between, compliments and — and love — to
suit the sort of friendly acquaintance we have had together?
So many months acquaintance! But compliments may be
sufficient here. Was his letter a long one? Does he give
you much account of what he is doing? Is it Christmas
gaieties that he is staying for?”

“J] only heard a part of the letter; it was to my uncle;
but I believe it was very short; indeed I am sure it was but
a few lines. All that I heard was that his friend had pressed
him to stay longer, and that he had agreed to do so. A few
days longer, or some days longer; I am not quite sure
which.”

“Oh! if he wrote to his father; but I thought it might
have been to Lady Bertram or you. But if he wrote to his
father, no wonder he was concise. Who would write chat to
Sir Thomas? If he had written to you, there would have
been more particulars. You would have heard of balls and
parties. He would have sent you a description of every-
thing and everybody. How many Miss Owens are there?”

¢Three grown up.”

“Are they musical?”

“I do not at all know. I never heard.”

“That is the first question, you know,” said Miss Craw-
ford, trying to appear gay and unconcerned, *which every
woman who plays herself is sure to ask about another. But
it is very foolish to ask questions about any young ladies —
about any three sisters just grown up; for one knows, with-
out being told, exactly what they are: all very accomplished
and pleasing, and one very pretty. There is a beauty in
every family; it is a regular thing. Two play on the piano-
forte, and one on the harp; and all sing, or would sing if
they were taught, or sing all the better for not being taught;
or something like it.”

¢J know nothing of the Miss Owens,” said Fanny, calmly.
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You chose to consult the Admiral before you made up your
mind?”

But this he stoutly denied. He knew his uncle too well to
consult him on any matrimonial scheme. The Admiral hated
marriage, and thought it never pardonable in a young man
of independent fortune.

““When Fanny is known to him,” continued Henry, “he
will dote on her. She is exactly the woman to do away every
prejudice of such a man as the Admiral, for she is exactly
such a woman as he thinks does not exist in the world. She
is the very impossibility he would describe, if indeed he has
now delicacy of language enough to embody his own ideas.
But till it is absolutely settled — settled beyond all inter-
ference, he shall know nothing of the matter. No, Mary,
you are quite mistaken. You have not discovered my busi-
ness yet.”

“Well, well, I am satisfied. I know now to whom it
must relate, and am in no hurry for the rest. Fanny Price!
wonderful, quite wonderful! That Mansfield should have
done so much for — that you should have found your fate in
Mansfield! But you are quite right; you could not have
chosen better. There is not a better girl in the world, and
you do not want for fortune; and as to her connexions, they
are more than good. The Bertrams are undoubtedly some
of the first people in this country. She is niece to Sir Thomas
Bertram; that will be enough for the world. But go on, go
on. Tell me more. What are your plans? Does she know
her own happiness?”

“No.”

“What are you waiting for?”

“For — for very little more than opportunity. Mary,
she is not like her cousins; but I think I shall not ask in
vain.”

“Oh no! you cannot. Were you even less pleasing; sup-
posing her not to love you already (of which, however, I can
have little doubt) — you would be safe. The gentleness and
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feelings too impatient. He was after her immediately. *She
must not go, she must allow him five minutes longer,” and
he took her hand and led her back to her seat, and was in
the middle of his further explanation, before she had sus-
pected for what she was detained. When she did under-
stand it, however, and found herself expected to believe that
she had created sensations which his heart had never known
before, and that everything he had done for William was to
be placed to the account of his excessive and unequalled
attachment to her, she was exceedingly distressed, and for
some moments unable to speak. She considered it all as
nonsense, as mere trifling and gallantry, which meant only
to deceive for the hour; she could not but feel that it was
treating her improperly and unworthily, and in such a way
as she had not deserved; but it was like himself, and entirely
of a piece with what she had seen before; and she would not
allow herself to show half the displeasure she felt, because
he had been conferring an obligation, which no want of
delicacy on his part could make a trifle to her. While her
heart was still bounding with joy and gratitude on William’s
behalf, she could not be severely resentful of anything that
injured only herself; and after having twice drawn back her
hand, and twice attempted in vain to turn away from him,
she got up, and said only, with much agitation, “Don’t, Mr.
Crawford, pray don’t! I beg you will not. This is a sort
of talking which is very unpleasant to me. I must go away.
I cannot bear it.” But he was still talking on, describing his
affection, soliciting a return, and, finally, in words so plain
as to bear but one meaning even to ker, offering himself,
hand, fortune, everything to her acceptance. It was so; he
had said it. Her astonishment and confusion increased; and
though still not knowing how to suppose him serious, she
could hardly stand. He pressed for an answer.

“No, no, no!” she cried, hiding her face. ¢ This is all
nonsense. Do not distress me. I can hear no more of this.
Your kindness to William makes me more obliged to you
than words can express; but I do not want, I cannot bear, I
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have refrained from at least trying to get away im spite of
all the too public opposition she foresaw to it, had it not
been for the sound of approaching relief, the very sound
which she had been long watching for, and long thinking
strangely delayed.

The solemn procession, headed by Baddeley, of tea-
board, urn, and cake-bearers, made its appearance, and de-
livered 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 admitted 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 in-
clined to hope that so much could not have been said and
listened to, without some profit to the speaker.

CHAPTER XXXV.

Epuuxp had determined that it belonged entirely to Fanny
to choose whether her situation with regard to Crawford
should be mentioned between them or not; and that if she
did not lead the way, it should never be touched on by him;
but after a day or two of mutual reserve, he was induced by
his father to change his mind, and try what his influence
might do for his friend.

A day, and a very early day, was actually fixed for the
Crawfords’ departure; and Sir Thomas thought it might be
as well to make one more effort for the young man before he
left Mansfield, that all his professions and vows of unshaken
attachment might have as much hope to sustain them as
possible.

Sir Thomas was most cordlally anxious for the perfection .
of Mr. Crawford’s character in that point. He wished him
to be a model of constancy; and fancied the best means of
effecting it would be by not trying him too long.
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she hoped too much; Miss Crawford was not the slave of op-
portunity. She was determined to see Fanny alone, and
therefore said to her tolerably soon, in a low voice, “I must
speak to you for a few minutes somewhere;” words that
Fanny felt all over her, in all her pulses and all her nerves.
Denial was impossible. Her habits of ready submission, on
the contrary, made her almost instantly rise and lead the
way out of the room. She did it with wretched 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 imme-
diately shook her head at Fanny with arch, yet affectionate
reproach, and taking her hand, seemed hardly able to help
beginnjng 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 secure of having four walls to themselves. Fanny
naturally turned up stairs, and took her guest to the apart-
ment which was now always fit for comfortable use; open-
ing 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
Crawford’s ideas; by the strong effect on her mind which
the finding herself in the East room again produced.)

¢“Hal” she cried, with instant animation, “am I here
again? The East room! Once only was I in this room be-
fore;” and after stopping to look about her, and seemingly
to retrace all that had then passed, she added, ¢ once only
before. Do you remember it? I came to rehearse. Your
cousin came too; and we had a rehearsal. You were our
audience and prompter. A delightful rehearsal. 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, slie wanted no answer. Iler
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nature of a friend; and though, in one light, glad to have
him gone, it seemed as if she was now deserted by every-
body; it was a sort of renewed separation from Mansfield;
and she could not think of his returning to town, and being
frequently with Mary and Edmund, without feelings so near
akin to envy as made her hate herself for having them.

Her dejection had no abatement from anything passing
around her; a friend or two of her father’s, as always hap-
pened if he was not with them, spent the long, long evening
there; and from six o’clock till half-past nine, there was little
intermission of noise or grog. She was very low. Tke
wonderful improvement 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 persuaded of his
being astonishingly more gentle and regardful of others than
formerly. And, if in little things, must it not be so in great?
So anxious for her health and comfort, so very feeling as he
now expressed Yimself, and really seemed, might not it be

fairly supposed thatke would not much longer persevere in
a suit 8o distressing to hiw? :
~

\\

\A
CHAPTER XLy,

It was presumed that Mr. Crawford was travering hack to
London, on the morrow, for nothing more was seen 014y at
Mr. Price’s; and two days afterwards, it was a fact%a}cu-_,
tained to Fanny by the following letter from his sister, opened
and read by her, on another account, with the most anxious
curiosity: —

“1 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
cony ion were altogether in the most delicious harmony, and afforded
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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 be-
fore the middle of next week; that is, he cannot anyhow 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 Rush-
worths, which I own I am not sorry for — having a little curiosity, 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 supply matter for much reflection, and to
leave everything in greater suspense than ever. The only
certainty to be drawn from it was, that nothing decisive had
yet taken place. Edmund had not yet spoken. How Miss
Crawford really felt, how she meant to act, or might act
without or against her meaning, whether his importance to
her were quite what it had been before the last separation;
whether, if lessened, it were likely to lessen more, or to re-
cover itself, were subjects for endless conjecture, and to be
thought of on that day and many days to come, without pro-
ducing any conclusion. The idea that returned the oftenest
was that Miss Crawford, after proving herself cooled and un-
settled 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 tease, she would condition, she
would require a great deal, but she would finally accept.

This was Fanny’s most frequent expectation. A house in
town! that, she thought, must be impossible. Yet there was
no saying what Miss Crawford might not ask. The prospect
for her cousin grew worse and worse. The woman who could
speak of him, and speak only of his appearance! What an
unworthy attachment! To be deriving support from the
commendations of Mrs. Frazer! She who had known him
intimately half a year! Fanny was ashamed of her. Those
parts of the letter which related only to Mr. Crawford and
herself, touched her, in comparison, slightly. Whether Mr.
Crawford went into Norfolk before or after the 14th was
certainly no concern of hers, though, everything considered,
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of as a wife. If I did not believe that she bad some regard for me, of course
1 should not say this, but I do believe it. I am convinced, that she is not
without a decided preference. I have no jealousy of any individual. Itis
the influence of the fashionable world altogether that I am jealous of. It is
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 b of my professi 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 sometimes 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. Connected as we already are, and, I hope, are to be,
to give up Mary Crawford would be to give up the society of some of those
most dear to me; to banish 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 comprehending 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 how? What may be the likeliest means? I have
sometimes thought of going to London again after Easter, and sometimes
resolved 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 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 ob-
ject. My present state is miserably irksome. Considering everything, 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 consulta-
tion, and where the mind is anything short of perfect decision, an adviser
may, in an unlucky moment, lead it to do what it may afterwards regret.
1 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 time I saw Crawford was at Mrs. Fraser's party. Iam more and more
satisfled 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 resolu=~
tions: an inestimable quality. I could not see him and my eldest sister in
the same room, without recollecting what you once told me, and I acknow-
ledge that they did not meet as friends. There was marked coolness on
her side. They scarcely spoke. I saw him draw back surprised, and I was































MANSFIELD PARK. 405

ship which had been so dwelt on. It was weeks since she
had heard anything of Miss Crawford or of her other con-
nexions in town, except through Mansfield, and she was be-
ginning to suppose that she might never know whether Mr.
Crawford had gone into Norfolk again or not, and might
never hear from his sister any more this spring, when the
following letter was received to revive old and create some
new sensations: — °

“Forgive me, my dear Fanny, as soon as you can, for my long silence,
and behave as if you could forgive me directly. This is my modest request
and expectation, for you are so good, that 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 per«
fectly able to give it. One should be a brute not to feel for the distress they
are in; and from what I hear, poor Mr. Bertram has a bad chance of ul-
timate recovery. 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 & fuss himself in
any trifling disorder, and was chiefly concerned for those who had to nurse
him; but now it is confidently asserted that he is really in a decline, that
the symptoms are most alarming, and that part of the family, at least, are
aware of it. If it be so, I am sure you must be included in that part, that
diseerning part, and therefore entreat you to let me know how far I have
been rightly informed. I need not say how rejoiced I shall be to hear there
has been any mistake, 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 melancholy. Poor 8ir 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 {wo 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 de-
serving of them. It was a foolish precipitation last Christmas, but the evil
of a few days may be blotted out in part. Varnish and gilding hide many
stains. It will be but the loss of the Esquire after his name. With real
sffection, Fanny, like mine, more might be overlooked. Write to me by
return of post, judge of my anxiety, and do not trifie 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 eonscienee, whether ‘8ir Edmund’ would not do more good with all
the Bertram property than 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 the Aylmers at Twickenham (as to be sure
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with more than former zeal, and thinking she could never do
enough for one who seemed so much to want her.

To talk over the dreadful 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 sym-
pathy in return, was everything that could be done for her.
To be otherwise comforted was out of the question. The
case admitted of no comfort. Lady Bertram 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 tena-
cious. After a time, Fanny found it not impossible to direct
her thoughts to other subjects, and revive some interest in
the usual occupations; but whenever Lady Bertram was fixed
on the event, she could see it only in one light, as com-
prehending the loss of a daughter, and a disgrace never to
be wiped off. .

Fanny learned from her all the particulars which had yet
transpired. Her aunt was no very methodical narrator, but
with the help of some letters to and from Sir Thomas, and
what she already knew herself, and could reasonably com-
bine, she was soon able to understand quite as much as she
wished of the circumstances attending the story.

Mrs. Rushworth had gone, for the Easter holidays, to
Twickenbam, with a family whom she had just grown in-
timate with: a family of lively, agreeable manners, and pro-
bably of morals and discretion to suit, for to their house Mr.
Crawford had constant access at all times. His having been
in the same neighbourhood Fanny already knew. Mr. Rush-
‘worth had been gone at this time to Bath, to pass a few days
with his mother, and bring her back to town, and Maria was
with these friends without any restraint, without even Julia;
for Julia had removed from Wimpole Street two or three
weeks before, on a visit to some relations of Sir Thomas: a
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Thomas trust to his honour and compassion, and it may all
end well; but if he gets his daughter away, it will be de-
stroying the chief hold.’”

After repeating this, Edmund was so much affected that
Fanny, watching him with silent, but most tender concern,
was almost sorry that the subject had been entered on at
all. It was long before he could speak again. At last,
¢“Now, Fanny,” said he, ‘I shall soon have done. I have
told you the substance 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 anything 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 acquaint-
ance, been often sensible of some differencé in our opinions,
on points, too, of some moment, it had not entered my
imagination to conceive the diﬂ'erence could be such as she
had now proved it. That the manner in which she treated
the dreadful crime committed by her brother and my sister
(with whom lay the greater seduction I pretended not to
say), but the manner in which she spoke of the crime itself,
giving it every reproach but the right; considering its ill
consequences only as they were to be braved or overborne
by a defiance of decency and impudence in wrong; and last
of all, and above all, recommending to us a compliance, a
compromise, an acquiescence, in the continuance of the sin,
on the chance of a marriage which, thinking as I now
thought of her brother, should rather be prevented than
sought; all this together most grievously convinced me that
I had never understood her beforé, and that, as far as
related to mind, it had been the creature of my own imagina-
tion, not Miss Crawford, that I had been too apt to dwell on
for many months past. That, perhaps, it was best for me;
I had less to regret in sacrificing a friendship, feelings,
hopes which must, at any rate, 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
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five minutes she thought they had done. Then, however, it
all came on again, or something very like it, and nothing
less than Lady Bertram’s rousing thoroughly up, could
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 excellent 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 hint of what share his brother’s state of
health might be supposed to have in her wish for a com~
plete reconciliation. 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 disinterested in her
attachment; but his vanity was not of a strength to fight
long against reason. He submitted to believe that Tom’s
illness had influenced her, only reserving for himself this con-
soling 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 dis-
appointment must make on his mind. Time would un-
doubtedly abate somewhat of his sufferings, but still it was
a sort of thing which he never could get entirely the better
of; and as to his ever meeting with any woman who could,
it was too impossible to be named but with indignation.
Fanny’s friendship was all that he had to cling to.
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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
disappointment and wretchedness arising from the conviction
rendered her temper so bad, and her feelings for him so like
hatred, as to make them for a while each other’s punishment,
and then induce a voluntary separation.

She had lived with him to be reproached as the ruin of
all his happiness in Fanny, and carried away no better con-
solation in leaving him, than that she had divided them.
‘What can exceed the misery of such amind insuch asituation?

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 fol-
lowed his conduct, as did a deeper punishment the deeper
guilt 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 in-
finitely stronger feelings to a retirement and reproach, which
could allow no second spring of hope or character.

Where she could be placed, became a subject of most
melancholy and momentous consultation. Mrs. Norris,
whose attachment seemed to augment with the demerits of
her niece, 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. 5
She persisted in placing his scruples to her account, though

Hansfield Park. 28
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