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CHAPTER I
About th�rty years ago M�ss Mar�a Ward, of Hunt�ngdon, w�th only

seven thousand pounds, had the good luck to capt�vate S�r Thomas
Bertram, of Mansf�eld Park, �n the county of Northampton, and to be
thereby ra�sed to the rank of a baronet's lady, w�th all the comforts
and consequences of an handsome house and large �ncome. All
Hunt�ngdon excla�med on the greatness of the match, and her uncle,
the lawyer, h�mself, allowed her to be at least three thousand pounds
short of any equ�table cla�m to �t. She had two s�sters to be benef�ted
by her elevat�on; and such of the�r acqua�ntance as thought M�ss
Ward and M�ss Frances qu�te as handsome as M�ss Mar�a, d�d not
scruple to pred�ct the�r marry�ng w�th almost equal advantage. But
there certa�nly are not so many men of large fortune �n the world as
there are pretty women to deserve them. M�ss Ward, at the end of
half a dozen years, found herself obl�ged to be attached to the Rev.
Mr. Norr�s, a fr�end of her brother-�n-law, w�th scarcely any pr�vate
fortune, and M�ss Frances fared yet worse. M�ss Ward's match,
�ndeed, when �t came to the po�nt, was not contempt�ble: S�r Thomas
be�ng happ�ly able to g�ve h�s fr�end an �ncome �n the l�v�ng of
Mansf�eld; and Mr. and Mrs. Norr�s began the�r career of conjugal
fel�c�ty w�th very l�ttle less than a thousand a year. But M�ss Frances
marr�ed, �n the common phrase, to d�sobl�ge her fam�ly, and by f�x�ng
on a l�eutenant of mar�nes, w�thout educat�on, fortune, or
connex�ons, d�d �t very thoroughly. She could hardly have made a
more untoward cho�ce. S�r Thomas Bertram had �nterest, wh�ch, from
pr�nc�ple as well as pr�de—from a general w�sh of do�ng r�ght, and a
des�re of see�ng all that were connected w�th h�m �n s�tuat�ons of
respectab�l�ty, he would have been glad to exert for the advantage of
Lady Bertram's s�ster; but her husband's profess�on was such as no
�nterest could reach; and before he had t�me to dev�se any other
method of ass�st�ng them, an absolute breach between the s�sters
had taken place. It was the natural result of the conduct of each
party, and such as a very �mprudent marr�age almost always



produces. To save herself from useless remonstrance, Mrs. Pr�ce
never wrote to her fam�ly on the subject t�ll actually marr�ed. Lady
Bertram, who was a woman of very tranqu�l feel�ngs, and a temper
remarkably easy and �ndolent, would have contented herself w�th
merely g�v�ng up her s�ster, and th�nk�ng no more of the matter; but
Mrs. Norr�s had a sp�r�t of act�v�ty, wh�ch could not be sat�sf�ed t�ll she
had wr�tten a long and angry letter to Fanny, to po�nt out the folly of
her conduct, and threaten her w�th all �ts poss�ble �ll consequences.
Mrs. Pr�ce, �n her turn, was �njured and angry; and an answer, wh�ch
comprehended each s�ster �n �ts b�tterness, and bestowed such very
d�srespectful reflect�ons on the pr�de of S�r Thomas as Mrs. Norr�s
could not poss�bly keep to herself, put an end to all �ntercourse
between them for a cons�derable per�od.

The�r homes were so d�stant, and the c�rcles �n wh�ch they moved
so d�st�nct, as almost to preclude the means of ever hear�ng of each
other's ex�stence dur�ng the eleven follow�ng years, or, at least, to
make �t very wonderful to S�r Thomas that Mrs. Norr�s should ever
have �t �n her power to tell them, as she now and then d�d, �n an
angry vo�ce, that Fanny had got another ch�ld. By the end of eleven
years, however, Mrs. Pr�ce could no longer afford to cher�sh pr�de or
resentment, or to lose one connex�on that m�ght poss�bly ass�st her.
A large and st�ll �ncreas�ng fam�ly, an husband d�sabled for act�ve
serv�ce, but not the less equal to company and good l�quor, and a
very small �ncome to supply the�r wants, made her eager to rega�n
the fr�ends she had so carelessly sacr�f�ced; and she addressed
Lady Bertram �n a letter wh�ch spoke so much contr�t�on and
despondence, such a superflu�ty of ch�ldren, and such a want of
almost everyth�ng else, as could not but d�spose them all to a
reconc�l�at�on. She was prepar�ng for her n�nth ly�ng-�n; and after
bewa�l�ng the c�rcumstance, and �mplor�ng the�r countenance as
sponsors to the expected ch�ld, she could not conceal how �mportant
she felt they m�ght be to the future ma�ntenance of the e�ght already
�n be�ng. Her eldest was a boy of ten years old, a f�ne sp�r�ted fellow,
who longed to be out �n the world; but what could she do? Was there
any chance of h�s be�ng hereafter useful to S�r Thomas �n the
concerns of h�s West Ind�an property? No s�tuat�on would be beneath



h�m; or what d�d S�r Thomas th�nk of Woolw�ch? or how could a boy
be sent out to the East?

The letter was not unproduct�ve. It re-establ�shed peace and
k�ndness. S�r Thomas sent fr�endly adv�ce and profess�ons, Lady
Bertram d�spatched money and baby-l�nen, and Mrs. Norr�s wrote
the letters.

Such were �ts �mmed�ate effects, and w�th�n a twelvemonth a more
�mportant advantage to Mrs. Pr�ce resulted from �t. Mrs. Norr�s was
often observ�ng to the others that she could not get her poor s�ster
and her fam�ly out of her head, and that, much as they had all done
for her, she seemed to be want�ng to do more; and at length she
could not but own �t to be her w�sh that poor Mrs. Pr�ce should be
rel�eved from the charge and expense of one ch�ld ent�rely out of her
great number. “What �f they were among them to undertake the care
of her eldest daughter, a g�rl now n�ne years old, of an age to requ�re
more attent�on than her poor mother could poss�bly g�ve? The
trouble and expense of �t to them would be noth�ng, compared w�th
the benevolence of the act�on.” Lady Bertram agreed w�th her
�nstantly. “I th�nk we cannot do better,” sa�d she; “let us send for the
ch�ld.”

S�r Thomas could not g�ve so �nstantaneous and unqual�f�ed a
consent. He debated and hes�tated;—�t was a ser�ous charge;—a g�rl
so brought up must be adequately prov�ded for, or there would be
cruelty �nstead of k�ndness �n tak�ng her from her fam�ly. He thought
of h�s own four ch�ldren, of h�s two sons, of cous�ns �n love, etc.;—but
no sooner had he del�berately begun to state h�s object�ons, than
Mrs. Norr�s �nterrupted h�m w�th a reply to them all, whether stated or
not.

“My dear S�r Thomas, I perfectly comprehend you, and do just�ce
to the generos�ty and del�cacy of your not�ons, wh�ch �ndeed are
qu�te of a p�ece w�th your general conduct; and I ent�rely agree w�th
you �n the ma�n as to the propr�ety of do�ng everyth�ng one could by
way of prov�d�ng for a ch�ld one had �n a manner taken �nto one's
own hands; and I am sure I should be the last person �n the world to
w�thhold my m�te upon such an occas�on. Hav�ng no ch�ldren of my
own, who should I look to �n any l�ttle matter I may ever have to



bestow, but the ch�ldren of my s�sters?—and I am sure Mr. Norr�s �s
too just—but you know I am a woman of few words and profess�ons.
Do not let us be fr�ghtened from a good deed by a tr�fle. G�ve a g�rl
an educat�on, and �ntroduce her properly �nto the world, and ten to
one but she has the means of settl�ng well, w�thout farther expense
to anybody. A n�ece of ours, S�r Thomas, I may say, or at least of
yours, would not grow up �n th�s ne�ghbourhood w�thout many
advantages. I don't say she would be so handsome as her cous�ns. I
dare say she would not; but she would be �ntroduced �nto the soc�ety
of th�s country under such very favourable c�rcumstances as, �n all
human probab�l�ty, would get her a cred�table establ�shment. You are
th�nk�ng of your sons—but do not you know that, of all th�ngs upon
earth, that �s the least l�kely to happen, brought up as they would be,
always together l�ke brothers and s�sters? It �s morally �mposs�ble. I
never knew an �nstance of �t. It �s, �n fact, the only sure way of
prov�d�ng aga�nst the connex�on. Suppose her a pretty g�rl, and seen
by Tom or Edmund for the f�rst t�me seven years hence, and I dare
say there would be m�sch�ef. The very �dea of her hav�ng been
suffered to grow up at a d�stance from us all �n poverty and neglect,
would be enough to make e�ther of the dear, sweet-tempered boys �n
love w�th her. But breed her up w�th them from th�s t�me, and
suppose her even to have the beauty of an angel, and she w�ll never
be more to e�ther than a s�ster.”

“There �s a great deal of truth �n what you say,” repl�ed S�r
Thomas, “and far be �t from me to throw any fanc�ful �mped�ment �n
the way of a plan wh�ch would be so cons�stent w�th the relat�ve
s�tuat�ons of each. I only meant to observe that �t ought not to be
l�ghtly engaged �n, and that to make �t really serv�ceable to Mrs.
Pr�ce, and cred�table to ourselves, we must secure to the ch�ld, or
cons�der ourselves engaged to secure to her hereafter, as
c�rcumstances may ar�se, the prov�s�on of a gentlewoman, �f no such
establ�shment should offer as you are so sangu�ne �n expect�ng.”

“I thoroughly understand you,” cr�ed Mrs. Norr�s, “you are
everyth�ng that �s generous and cons�derate, and I am sure we shall
never d�sagree on th�s po�nt. Whatever I can do, as you well know, I
am always ready enough to do for the good of those I love; and,
though I could never feel for th�s l�ttle g�rl the hundredth part of the



regard I bear your own dear ch�ldren, nor cons�der her, �n any
respect, so much my own, I should hate myself �f I were capable of
neglect�ng her. Is not she a s�ster's ch�ld? and could I bear to see her
want wh�le I had a b�t of bread to g�ve her? My dear S�r Thomas, w�th
all my faults I have a warm heart; and, poor as I am, would rather
deny myself the necessar�es of l�fe than do an ungenerous th�ng. So,
�f you are not aga�nst �t, I w�ll wr�te to my poor s�ster tomorrow, and
make the proposal; and, as soon as matters are settled, I w�ll engage
to get the ch�ld to Mansf�eld; you shall have no trouble about �t. My
own trouble, you know, I never regard. I w�ll send Nanny to London
on purpose, and she may have a bed at her cous�n the saddler's,
and the ch�ld be appo�nted to meet her there. They may eas�ly get
her from Portsmouth to town by the coach, under the care of any
cred�table person that may chance to be go�ng. I dare say there �s
always some reputable tradesman's w�fe or other go�ng up.”

Except to the attack on Nanny's cous�n, S�r Thomas no longer
made any object�on, and a more respectable, though less
econom�cal rendezvous be�ng accord�ngly subst�tuted, everyth�ng
was cons�dered as settled, and the pleasures of so benevolent a
scheme were already enjoyed. The d�v�s�on of grat�fy�ng sensat�ons
ought not, �n str�ct just�ce, to have been equal; for S�r Thomas was
fully resolved to be the real and cons�stent patron of the selected
ch�ld, and Mrs. Norr�s had not the least �ntent�on of be�ng at any
expense whatever �n her ma�ntenance. As far as walk�ng, talk�ng,
and contr�v�ng reached, she was thoroughly benevolent, and nobody
knew better how to d�ctate l�beral�ty to others; but her love of money
was equal to her love of d�rect�ng, and she knew qu�te as well how to
save her own as to spend that of her fr�ends. Hav�ng marr�ed on a
narrower �ncome than she had been used to look forward to, she
had, from the f�rst, fanc�ed a very str�ct l�ne of economy necessary;
and what was begun as a matter of prudence, soon grew �nto a
matter of cho�ce, as an object of that needful sol�c�tude wh�ch there
were no ch�ldren to supply. Had there been a fam�ly to prov�de for,
Mrs. Norr�s m�ght never have saved her money; but hav�ng no care
of that k�nd, there was noth�ng to �mpede her frugal�ty, or lessen the
comfort of mak�ng a yearly add�t�on to an �ncome wh�ch they had
never l�ved up to. Under th�s �nfatuat�ng pr�nc�ple, counteracted by no



real affect�on for her s�ster, �t was �mposs�ble for her to a�m at more
than the cred�t of project�ng and arrang�ng so expens�ve a char�ty;
though perhaps she m�ght so l�ttle know herself as to walk home to
the Parsonage, after th�s conversat�on, �n the happy bel�ef of be�ng
the most l�beral-m�nded s�ster and aunt �n the world.

When the subject was brought forward aga�n, her v�ews were
more fully expla�ned; and, �n reply to Lady Bertram's calm �nqu�ry of
“Where shall the ch�ld come to f�rst, s�ster, to you or to us?” S�r
Thomas heard w�th some surpr�se that �t would be totally out of Mrs.
Norr�s's power to take any share �n the personal charge of her. He
had been cons�der�ng her as a part�cularly welcome add�t�on at the
Parsonage, as a des�rable compan�on to an aunt who had no
ch�ldren of her own; but he found h�mself wholly m�staken. Mrs.
Norr�s was sorry to say that the l�ttle g�rl's stay�ng w�th them, at least
as th�ngs then were, was qu�te out of the quest�on. Poor Mr. Norr�s's
�nd�fferent state of health made �t an �mposs�b�l�ty: he could no more
bear the no�se of a ch�ld than he could fly; �f, �ndeed, he should ever
get well of h�s gouty compla�nts, �t would be a d�fferent matter: she
should then be glad to take her turn, and th�nk noth�ng of the
�nconven�ence; but just now, poor Mr. Norr�s took up every moment
of her t�me, and the very ment�on of such a th�ng she was sure would
d�stract h�m.

“Then she had better come to us,” sa�d Lady Bertram, w�th the
utmost composure. After a short pause S�r Thomas added w�th
d�gn�ty, “Yes, let her home be �n th�s house. We w�ll endeavour to do
our duty by her, and she w�ll, at least, have the advantage of
compan�ons of her own age, and of a regular �nstructress.”

“Very true,” cr�ed Mrs. Norr�s, “wh�ch are both very �mportant
cons�derat�ons; and �t w�ll be just the same to M�ss Lee whether she
has three g�rls to teach, or only two—there can be no d�fference. I
only w�sh I could be more useful; but you see I do all �n my power. I
am not one of those that spare the�r own trouble; and Nanny shall
fetch her, however �t may put me to �nconven�ence to have my ch�ef
counsellor away for three days. I suppose, s�ster, you w�ll put the
ch�ld �n the l�ttle wh�te att�c, near the old nurser�es. It w�ll be much the
best place for her, so near M�ss Lee, and not far from the g�rls, and



close by the housema�ds, who could e�ther of them help to dress her,
you know, and take care of her clothes, for I suppose you would not
th�nk �t fa�r to expect Ell�s to wa�t on her as well as the others.
Indeed, I do not see that you could poss�bly place her anywhere
else.”

Lady Bertram made no oppos�t�on.
“I hope she w�ll prove a well-d�sposed g�rl,” cont�nued Mrs. Norr�s,

“and be sens�ble of her uncommon good fortune �n hav�ng such
fr�ends.”

“Should her d�spos�t�on be really bad,” sa�d S�r Thomas, “we must
not, for our own ch�ldren's sake, cont�nue her �n the fam�ly; but there
�s no reason to expect so great an ev�l. We shall probably see much
to w�sh altered �n her, and must prepare ourselves for gross
�gnorance, some meanness of op�n�ons, and very d�stress�ng
vulgar�ty of manner; but these are not �ncurable faults; nor, I trust,
can they be dangerous for her assoc�ates. Had my daughters been
younger than herself, I should have cons�dered the �ntroduct�on of
such a compan�on as a matter of very ser�ous moment; but, as �t �s, I
hope there can be noth�ng to fear for them, and everyth�ng to hope
for her, from the assoc�at�on.”

“That �s exactly what I th�nk,” cr�ed Mrs. Norr�s, “and what I was
say�ng to my husband th�s morn�ng. It w�ll be an educat�on for the
ch�ld, sa�d I, only be�ng w�th her cous�ns; �f M�ss Lee taught her
noth�ng, she would learn to be good and clever from them.”

“I hope she w�ll not tease my poor pug,” sa�d Lady Bertram; “I have
but just got Jul�a to leave �t alone.”

“There w�ll be some d�ff�culty �n our way, Mrs. Norr�s,” observed S�r
Thomas, “as to the d�st�nct�on proper to be made between the g�rls
as they grow up: how to preserve �n the m�nds of my daughters the
consc�ousness of what they are, w�thout mak�ng them th�nk too lowly
of the�r cous�n; and how, w�thout depress�ng her sp�r�ts too far, to
make her remember that she �s not a M�ss Bertram. I should w�sh to
see them very good fr�ends, and would, on no account, author�se �n
my g�rls the smallest degree of arrogance towards the�r relat�on; but
st�ll they cannot be equals. The�r rank, fortune, r�ghts, and
expectat�ons w�ll always be d�fferent. It �s a po�nt of great del�cacy,



and you must ass�st us �n our endeavours to choose exactly the r�ght
l�ne of conduct.”

Mrs. Norr�s was qu�te at h�s serv�ce; and though she perfectly
agreed w�th h�m as to �ts be�ng a most d�ff�cult th�ng, encouraged h�m
to hope that between them �t would be eas�ly managed.

It w�ll be read�ly bel�eved that Mrs. Norr�s d�d not wr�te to her s�ster
�n va�n. Mrs. Pr�ce seemed rather surpr�sed that a g�rl should be f�xed
on, when she had so many f�ne boys, but accepted the offer most
thankfully, assur�ng them of her daughter's be�ng a very well-
d�sposed, good-humoured g�rl, and trust�ng they would never have
cause to throw her off. She spoke of her farther as somewhat
del�cate and puny, but was sangu�ne �n the hope of her be�ng
mater�ally better for change of a�r. Poor woman! she probably
thought change of a�r m�ght agree w�th many of her ch�ldren.



CHAPTER II
The l�ttle g�rl performed her long journey �n safety; and at

Northampton was met by Mrs. Norr�s, who thus regaled �n the cred�t
of be�ng foremost to welcome her, and �n the �mportance of lead�ng
her �n to the others, and recommend�ng her to the�r k�ndness.

Fanny Pr�ce was at th�s t�me just ten years old, and though there
m�ght not be much �n her f�rst appearance to capt�vate, there was, at
least, noth�ng to d�sgust her relat�ons. She was small of her age, w�th
no glow of complex�on, nor any other str�k�ng beauty; exceed�ngly
t�m�d and shy, and shr�nk�ng from not�ce; but her a�r, though
awkward, was not vulgar, her vo�ce was sweet, and when she spoke
her countenance was pretty. S�r Thomas and Lady Bertram rece�ved
her very k�ndly; and S�r Thomas, see�ng how much she needed
encouragement, tr�ed to be all that was conc�l�at�ng: but he had to
work aga�nst a most untoward grav�ty of deportment; and Lady
Bertram, w�thout tak�ng half so much trouble, or speak�ng one word
where he spoke ten, by the mere a�d of a good-humoured sm�le,
became �mmed�ately the less awful character of the two.

The young people were all at home, and susta�ned the�r share �n
the �ntroduct�on very well, w�th much good humour, and no
embarrassment, at least on the part of the sons, who, at seventeen
and s�xteen, and tall of the�r age, had all the grandeur of men �n the
eyes of the�r l�ttle cous�n. The two g�rls were more at a loss from
be�ng younger and �n greater awe of the�r father, who addressed
them on the occas�on w�th rather an �njud�c�ous part�cular�ty. But they
were too much used to company and pra�se to have anyth�ng l�ke
natural shyness; and the�r conf�dence �ncreas�ng from the�r cous�n's
total want of �t, they were soon able to take a full survey of her face
and her frock �n easy �nd�fference.

They were a remarkably f�ne fam�ly, the sons very well-look�ng, the
daughters dec�dedly handsome, and all of them well-grown and
forward of the�r age, wh�ch produced as str�k�ng a d�fference between



the cous�ns �n person, as educat�on had g�ven to the�r address; and
no one would have supposed the g�rls so nearly of an age as they
really were. There were �n fact but two years between the youngest
and Fanny. Jul�a Bertram was only twelve, and Mar�a but a year
older. The l�ttle v�s�tor meanwh�le was as unhappy as poss�ble. Afra�d
of everybody, ashamed of herself, and long�ng for the home she had
left, she knew not how to look up, and could scarcely speak to be
heard, or w�thout cry�ng. Mrs. Norr�s had been talk�ng to her the
whole way from Northampton of her wonderful good fortune, and the
extraord�nary degree of grat�tude and good behav�our wh�ch �t ought
to produce, and her consc�ousness of m�sery was therefore
�ncreased by the �dea of �ts be�ng a w�cked th�ng for her not to be
happy. The fat�gue, too, of so long a journey, became soon no tr�fl�ng
ev�l. In va�n were the well-meant condescens�ons of S�r Thomas, and
all the off�c�ous prognost�cat�ons of Mrs. Norr�s that she would be a
good g�rl; �n va�n d�d Lady Bertram sm�le and make her s�t on the
sofa w�th herself and pug, and va�n was even the s�ght of a
gooseberry tart towards g�v�ng her comfort; she could scarcely
swallow two mouthfuls before tears �nterrupted her, and sleep
seem�ng to be her l�kel�est fr�end, she was taken to f�n�sh her sorrows
�n bed.

“Th�s �s not a very prom�s�ng beg�nn�ng,” sa�d Mrs. Norr�s, when
Fanny had left the room. “After all that I sa�d to her as we came
along, I thought she would have behaved better; I told her how much
m�ght depend upon her acqu�tt�ng herself well at f�rst. I w�sh there
may not be a l�ttle sulk�ness of temper—her poor mother had a good
deal; but we must make allowances for such a ch�ld—and I do not
know that her be�ng sorry to leave her home �s really aga�nst her, for,
w�th all �ts faults, �t was her home, and she cannot as yet understand
how much she has changed for the better; but then there �s
moderat�on �n all th�ngs.”

It requ�red a longer t�me, however, than Mrs. Norr�s was �ncl�ned to
allow, to reconc�le Fanny to the novelty of Mansf�eld Park, and the
separat�on from everybody she had been used to. Her feel�ngs were
very acute, and too l�ttle understood to be properly attended to.
Nobody meant to be unk�nd, but nobody put themselves out of the�r
way to secure her comfort.



The hol�day allowed to the M�ss Bertrams the next day, on purpose
to afford le�sure for gett�ng acqua�nted w�th, and enterta�n�ng the�r
young cous�n, produced l�ttle un�on. They could not but hold her
cheap on f�nd�ng that she had but two sashes, and had never
learned French; and when they perce�ved her to be l�ttle struck w�th
the duet they were so good as to play, they could do no more than
make her a generous present of some of the�r least valued toys, and
leave her to herself, wh�le they adjourned to whatever m�ght be the
favour�te hol�day sport of the moment, mak�ng art�f�c�al flowers or
wast�ng gold paper.

Fanny, whether near or from her cous�ns, whether �n the
schoolroom, the draw�ng-room, or the shrubbery, was equally forlorn,
f�nd�ng someth�ng to fear �n every person and place. She was
d�sheartened by Lady Bertram's s�lence, awed by S�r Thomas's
grave looks, and qu�te overcome by Mrs. Norr�s's admon�t�ons. Her
elder cous�ns mort�f�ed her by reflect�ons on her s�ze, and abashed
her by not�c�ng her shyness: M�ss Lee wondered at her �gnorance,
and the ma�d-servants sneered at her clothes; and when to these
sorrows was added the �dea of the brothers and s�sters among
whom she had always been �mportant as playfellow, �nstructress,
and nurse, the despondence that sunk her l�ttle heart was severe.

The grandeur of the house aston�shed, but could not console her.
The rooms were too large for her to move �n w�th ease: whatever she
touched she expected to �njure, and she crept about �n constant
terror of someth�ng or other; often retreat�ng towards her own
chamber to cry; and the l�ttle g�rl who was spoken of �n the draw�ng-
room when she left �t at n�ght as seem�ng so des�rably sens�ble of
her pecul�ar good fortune, ended every day's sorrows by sobb�ng
herself to sleep. A week had passed �n th�s way, and no susp�c�on of
�t conveyed by her qu�et pass�ve manner, when she was found one
morn�ng by her cous�n Edmund, the youngest of the sons, s�tt�ng
cry�ng on the att�c sta�rs.

“My dear l�ttle cous�n,” sa�d he, w�th all the gentleness of an
excellent nature, “what can be the matter?” And s�tt�ng down by her,
he was at great pa�ns to overcome her shame �n be�ng so surpr�sed,
and persuade her to speak openly. Was she �ll? or was anybody



angry w�th her? or had she quarrelled w�th Mar�a and Jul�a? or was
she puzzled about anyth�ng �n her lesson that he could expla�n? D�d
she, �n short, want anyth�ng he could poss�bly get her, or do for her?
For a long wh�le no answer could be obta�ned beyond a “no, no—not
at all—no, thank you”; but he st�ll persevered; and no sooner had he
begun to revert to her own home, than her �ncreased sobs expla�ned
to h�m where the gr�evance lay. He tr�ed to console her.

“You are sorry to leave Mama, my dear l�ttle Fanny,” sa�d he,
“wh�ch shows you to be a very good g�rl; but you must remember
that you are w�th relat�ons and fr�ends, who all love you, and w�sh to
make you happy. Let us walk out �n the park, and you shall tell me all
about your brothers and s�sters.”

On pursu�ng the subject, he found that, dear as all these brothers
and s�sters generally were, there was one among them who ran
more �n her thoughts than the rest. It was W�ll�am whom she talked
of most, and wanted most to see. W�ll�am, the eldest, a year older
than herself, her constant compan�on and fr�end; her advocate w�th
her mother (of whom he was the darl�ng) �n every d�stress. “W�ll�am
d�d not l�ke she should come away; he had told her he should m�ss
her very much �ndeed.” “But W�ll�am w�ll wr�te to you, I dare say.”
“Yes, he had prom�sed he would, but he had told her to wr�te f�rst.”
“And when shall you do �t?” She hung her head and answered
hes�tat�ngly, “she d�d not know; she had not any paper.”

“If that be all your d�ff�culty, I w�ll furn�sh you w�th paper and every
other mater�al, and you may wr�te your letter whenever you choose.
Would �t make you happy to wr�te to W�ll�am?”

“Yes, very.”
“Then let �t be done now. Come w�th me �nto the breakfast-room,

we shall f�nd everyth�ng there, and be sure of hav�ng the room to
ourselves.”

“But, cous�n, w�ll �t go to the post?”
“Yes, depend upon me �t shall: �t shall go w�th the other letters;

and, as your uncle w�ll frank �t, �t w�ll cost W�ll�am noth�ng.”
“My uncle!” repeated Fanny, w�th a fr�ghtened look.



“Yes, when you have wr�tten the letter, I w�ll take �t to my father to
frank.”

Fanny thought �t a bold measure, but offered no further res�stance;
and they went together �nto the breakfast-room, where Edmund
prepared her paper, and ruled her l�nes w�th all the goodw�ll that her
brother could h�mself have felt, and probably w�th somewhat more
exactness. He cont�nued w�th her the whole t�me of her wr�t�ng, to
ass�st her w�th h�s penkn�fe or h�s orthography, as e�ther were
wanted; and added to these attent�ons, wh�ch she felt very much, a
k�ndness to her brother wh�ch del�ghted her beyond all the rest. He
wrote w�th h�s own hand h�s love to h�s cous�n W�ll�am, and sent h�m
half a gu�nea under the seal. Fanny's feel�ngs on the occas�on were
such as she bel�eved herself �ncapable of express�ng; but her
countenance and a few artless words fully conveyed all the�r
grat�tude and del�ght, and her cous�n began to f�nd her an �nterest�ng
object. He talked to her more, and, from all that she sa�d, was
conv�nced of her hav�ng an affect�onate heart, and a strong des�re of
do�ng r�ght; and he could perce�ve her to be farther ent�tled to
attent�on by great sens�b�l�ty of her s�tuat�on, and great t�m�d�ty. He
had never know�ngly g�ven her pa�n, but he now felt that she requ�red
more pos�t�ve k�ndness; and w�th that v�ew endeavoured, �n the f�rst
place, to lessen her fears of them all, and gave her espec�ally a great
deal of good adv�ce as to play�ng w�th Mar�a and Jul�a, and be�ng as
merry as poss�ble.

From th�s day Fanny grew more comfortable. She felt that she had
a fr�end, and the k�ndness of her cous�n Edmund gave her better
sp�r�ts w�th everybody else. The place became less strange, and the
people less form�dable; and �f there were some amongst them whom
she could not cease to fear, she began at least to know the�r ways,
and to catch the best manner of conform�ng to them. The l�ttle
rust�c�t�es and awkwardnesses wh�ch had at f�rst made gr�evous
�nroads on the tranqu�ll�ty of all, and not least of herself, necessar�ly
wore away, and she was no longer mater�ally afra�d to appear before
her uncle, nor d�d her aunt Norr�s's vo�ce make her start very much.
To her cous�ns she became occas�onally an acceptable compan�on.
Though unworthy, from �nfer�or�ty of age and strength, to be the�r
constant assoc�ate, the�r pleasures and schemes were somet�mes of



a nature to make a th�rd very useful, espec�ally when that th�rd was
of an obl�g�ng, y�eld�ng temper; and they could not but own, when
the�r aunt �nqu�red �nto her faults, or the�r brother Edmund urged her
cla�ms to the�r k�ndness, that “Fanny was good-natured enough.”

Edmund was un�formly k�nd h�mself; and she had noth�ng worse to
endure on the part of Tom than that sort of merr�ment wh�ch a young
man of seventeen w�ll always th�nk fa�r w�th a ch�ld of ten. He was
just enter�ng �nto l�fe, full of sp�r�ts, and w�th all the l�beral d�spos�t�ons
of an eldest son, who feels born only for expense and enjoyment.
H�s k�ndness to h�s l�ttle cous�n was cons�stent w�th h�s s�tuat�on and
r�ghts: he made her some very pretty presents, and laughed at her.

As her appearance and sp�r�ts �mproved, S�r Thomas and Mrs.
Norr�s thought w�th greater sat�sfact�on of the�r benevolent plan; and
�t was pretty soon dec�ded between them that, though far from
clever, she showed a tractable d�spos�t�on, and seemed l�kely to g�ve
them l�ttle trouble. A mean op�n�on of her ab�l�t�es was not conf�ned to
them. Fanny could read, work, and wr�te, but she had been taught
noth�ng more; and as her cous�ns found her �gnorant of many th�ngs
w�th wh�ch they had been long fam�l�ar, they thought her prod�g�ously
stup�d, and for the f�rst two or three weeks were cont�nually br�ng�ng
some fresh report of �t �nto the draw�ng-room. “Dear mama, only
th�nk, my cous�n cannot put the map of Europe together—or my
cous�n cannot tell the pr�nc�pal r�vers �n Russ�a—or, she never heard
of As�a M�nor—or she does not know the d�fference between water-
colours and crayons!—How strange!—D�d you ever hear anyth�ng so
stup�d?”

“My dear,” the�r cons�derate aunt would reply, “�t �s very bad, but
you must not expect everybody to be as forward and qu�ck at
learn�ng as yourself.”

“But, aunt, she �s really so very �gnorant!—Do you know, we asked
her last n�ght wh�ch way she would go to get to Ireland; and she sa�d,
she should cross to the Isle of W�ght. She th�nks of noth�ng but the
Isle of W�ght, and she calls �t the Island, as �f there were no other
�sland �n the world. I am sure I should have been ashamed of myself,
�f I had not known better long before I was so old as she �s. I cannot
remember the t�me when I d�d not know a great deal that she has not



the least not�on of yet. How long ago �t �s, aunt, s�nce we used to
repeat the chronolog�cal order of the k�ngs of England, w�th the dates
of the�r access�on, and most of the pr�nc�pal events of the�r re�gns!”

“Yes,” added the other; “and of the Roman emperors as low as
Severus; bes�des a great deal of the heathen mythology, and all the
metals, sem�-metals, planets, and d�st�ngu�shed ph�losophers.”

“Very true �ndeed, my dears, but you are blessed w�th wonderful
memor�es, and your poor cous�n has probably none at all. There �s a
vast deal of d�fference �n memor�es, as well as �n everyth�ng else,
and therefore you must make allowance for your cous�n, and p�ty her
def�c�ency. And remember that, �f you are ever so forward and clever
yourselves, you should always be modest; for, much as you know
already, there �s a great deal more for you to learn.”

“Yes, I know there �s, t�ll I am seventeen. But I must tell you
another th�ng of Fanny, so odd and so stup�d. Do you know, she says
she does not want to learn e�ther mus�c or draw�ng.”

“To be sure, my dear, that �s very stup�d �ndeed, and shows a great
want of gen�us and emulat�on. But, all th�ngs cons�dered, I do not
know whether �t �s not as well that �t should be so, for, though you
know (ow�ng to me) your papa and mama are so good as to br�ng
her up w�th you, �t �s not at all necessary that she should be as
accompl�shed as you are;—on the contrary, �t �s much more
des�rable that there should be a d�fference.”

Such were the counsels by wh�ch Mrs. Norr�s ass�sted to form her
n�eces' m�nds; and �t �s not very wonderful that, w�th all the�r
prom�s�ng talents and early �nformat�on, they should be ent�rely
def�c�ent �n the less common acqu�rements of self-knowledge,
generos�ty and hum�l�ty. In everyth�ng but d�spos�t�on they were
adm�rably taught. S�r Thomas d�d not know what was want�ng,
because, though a truly anx�ous father, he was not outwardly
affect�onate, and the reserve of h�s manner repressed all the flow of
the�r sp�r�ts before h�m.

To the educat�on of her daughters Lady Bertram pa�d not the
smallest attent�on. She had not t�me for such cares. She was a
woman who spent her days �n s�tt�ng, n�cely dressed, on a sofa,
do�ng some long p�ece of needlework, of l�ttle use and no beauty,



th�nk�ng more of her pug than her ch�ldren, but very �ndulgent to the
latter when �t d�d not put herself to �nconven�ence, gu�ded �n
everyth�ng �mportant by S�r Thomas, and �n smaller concerns by her
s�ster. Had she possessed greater le�sure for the serv�ce of her g�rls,
she would probably have supposed �t unnecessary, for they were
under the care of a governess, w�th proper masters, and could want
noth�ng more. As for Fanny's be�ng stup�d at learn�ng, “she could
only say �t was very unlucky, but some people were stup�d, and
Fanny must take more pa�ns: she d�d not know what else was to be
done; and, except her be�ng so dull, she must add she saw no harm
�n the poor l�ttle th�ng, and always found her very handy and qu�ck �n
carry�ng messages, and fetch�ng what she wanted.”

Fanny, w�th all her faults of �gnorance and t�m�d�ty, was f�xed at
Mansf�eld Park, and learn�ng to transfer �n �ts favour much of her
attachment to her former home, grew up there not unhapp�ly among
her cous�ns. There was no pos�t�ve �ll-nature �n Mar�a or Jul�a; and
though Fanny was often mort�f�ed by the�r treatment of her, she
thought too lowly of her own cla�ms to feel �njured by �t.

From about the t�me of her enter�ng the fam�ly, Lady Bertram, �n
consequence of a l�ttle �ll-health, and a great deal of �ndolence, gave
up the house �n town, wh�ch she had been used to occupy every
spr�ng, and rema�ned wholly �n the country, leav�ng S�r Thomas to
attend h�s duty �n Parl�ament, w�th whatever �ncrease or d�m�nut�on of
comfort m�ght ar�se from her absence. In the country, therefore, the
M�ss Bertrams cont�nued to exerc�se the�r memor�es, pract�se the�r
duets, and grow tall and womanly: and the�r father saw them
becom�ng �n person, manner, and accompl�shments, everyth�ng that
could sat�sfy h�s anx�ety. H�s eldest son was careless and
extravagant, and had already g�ven h�m much uneas�ness; but h�s
other ch�ldren prom�sed h�m noth�ng but good. H�s daughters, he felt,
wh�le they reta�ned the name of Bertram, must be g�v�ng �t new
grace, and �n qu�tt�ng �t, he trusted, would extend �ts respectable
all�ances; and the character of Edmund, h�s strong good sense and
upr�ghtness of m�nd, b�d most fa�rly for ut�l�ty, honour, and happ�ness
to h�mself and all h�s connex�ons. He was to be a clergyman.



Am�d the cares and the complacency wh�ch h�s own ch�ldren
suggested, S�r Thomas d�d not forget to do what he could for the
ch�ldren of Mrs. Pr�ce: he ass�sted her l�berally �n the educat�on and
d�sposal of her sons as they became old enough for a determ�nate
pursu�t; and Fanny, though almost totally separated from her fam�ly,
was sens�ble of the truest sat�sfact�on �n hear�ng of any k�ndness
towards them, or of anyth�ng at all prom�s�ng �n the�r s�tuat�on or
conduct. Once, and once only, �n the course of many years, had she
the happ�ness of be�ng w�th W�ll�am. Of the rest she saw noth�ng:
nobody seemed to th�nk of her ever go�ng amongst them aga�n, even
for a v�s�t, nobody at home seemed to want her; but W�ll�am
determ�n�ng, soon after her removal, to be a sa�lor, was �nv�ted to
spend a week w�th h�s s�ster �n Northamptonsh�re before he went to
sea. The�r eager affect�on �n meet�ng, the�r exqu�s�te del�ght �n be�ng
together, the�r hours of happy m�rth, and moments of ser�ous
conference, may be �mag�ned; as well as the sangu�ne v�ews and
sp�r�ts of the boy even to the last, and the m�sery of the g�rl when he
left her. Luck�ly the v�s�t happened �n the Chr�stmas hol�days, when
she could d�rectly look for comfort to her cous�n Edmund; and he told
her such charm�ng th�ngs of what W�ll�am was to do, and be
hereafter, �n consequence of h�s profess�on, as made her gradually
adm�t that the separat�on m�ght have some use. Edmund's fr�endsh�p
never fa�led her: h�s leav�ng Eton for Oxford made no change �n h�s
k�nd d�spos�t�ons, and only afforded more frequent opportun�t�es of
prov�ng them. W�thout any d�splay of do�ng more than the rest, or
any fear of do�ng too much, he was always true to her �nterests, and
cons�derate of her feel�ngs, try�ng to make her good qual�t�es
understood, and to conquer the d�ff�dence wh�ch prevented the�r
be�ng more apparent; g�v�ng her adv�ce, consolat�on, and
encouragement.

Kept back as she was by everybody else, h�s s�ngle support could
not br�ng her forward; but h�s attent�ons were otherw�se of the
h�ghest �mportance �n ass�st�ng the �mprovement of her m�nd, and
extend�ng �ts pleasures. He knew her to be clever, to have a qu�ck
apprehens�on as well as good sense, and a fondness for read�ng,
wh�ch, properly d�rected, must be an educat�on �n �tself. M�ss Lee
taught her French, and heard her read the da�ly port�on of h�story;



but he recommended the books wh�ch charmed her le�sure hours, he
encouraged her taste, and corrected her judgment: he made read�ng
useful by talk�ng to her of what she read, and he�ghtened �ts
attract�on by jud�c�ous pra�se. In return for such serv�ces she loved
h�m better than anybody �n the world except W�ll�am: her heart was
d�v�ded between the two.



CHAPTER III
The f�rst event of any �mportance �n the fam�ly was the death of Mr.

Norr�s, wh�ch happened when Fanny was about f�fteen, and
necessar�ly �ntroduced alterat�ons and novelt�es. Mrs. Norr�s, on
qu�tt�ng the Parsonage, removed f�rst to the Park, and afterwards to
a small house of S�r Thomas's �n the v�llage, and consoled herself for
the loss of her husband by cons�der�ng that she could do very well
w�thout h�m; and for her reduct�on of �ncome by the ev�dent necess�ty
of str�cter economy.

The l�v�ng was hereafter for Edmund; and, had h�s uncle d�ed a
few years sooner, �t would have been duly g�ven to some fr�end to
hold t�ll he were old enough for orders. But Tom's extravagance had,
prev�ous to that event, been so great as to render a d�fferent d�sposal
of the next presentat�on necessary, and the younger brother must
help to pay for the pleasures of the elder. There was another fam�ly
l�v�ng actually held for Edmund; but though th�s c�rcumstance had
made the arrangement somewhat eas�er to S�r Thomas's
consc�ence, he could not but feel �t to be an act of �njust�ce, and he
earnestly tr�ed to �mpress h�s eldest son w�th the same conv�ct�on, �n
the hope of �ts produc�ng a better effect than anyth�ng he had yet
been able to say or do.

“I blush for you, Tom,” sa�d he, �n h�s most d�gn�f�ed manner; “I
blush for the exped�ent wh�ch I am dr�ven on, and I trust I may p�ty
your feel�ngs as a brother on the occas�on. You have robbed
Edmund for ten, twenty, th�rty years, perhaps for l�fe, of more than
half the �ncome wh�ch ought to be h�s. It may hereafter be �n my
power, or �n yours (I hope �t w�ll), to procure h�m better preferment;
but �t must not be forgotten that no benef�t of that sort would have
been beyond h�s natural cla�ms on us, and that noth�ng can, �n fact,
be an equ�valent for the certa�n advantage wh�ch he �s now obl�ged
to forego through the urgency of your debts.”



Tom l�stened w�th some shame and some sorrow; but escap�ng as
qu�ckly as poss�ble, could soon w�th cheerful self�shness reflect,
f�rstly, that he had not been half so much �n debt as some of h�s
fr�ends; secondly, that h�s father had made a most t�resome p�ece of
work of �t; and, th�rdly, that the future �ncumbent, whoever he m�ght
be, would, �n all probab�l�ty, d�e very soon.

On Mr. Norr�s's death the presentat�on became the r�ght of a Dr.
Grant, who came consequently to res�de at Mansf�eld; and on
prov�ng to be a hearty man of forty-f�ve, seemed l�kely to d�sappo�nt
Mr. Bertram's calculat�ons. But “no, he was a short-necked,
apoplect�c sort of fellow, and, pl�ed well w�th good th�ngs, would soon
pop off.”

He had a w�fe about f�fteen years h�s jun�or, but no ch�ldren; and
they entered the ne�ghbourhood w�th the usual fa�r report of be�ng
very respectable, agreeable people.

The t�me was now come when S�r Thomas expected h�s s�ster-�n-
law to cla�m her share �n the�r n�ece, the change �n Mrs. Norr�s's
s�tuat�on, and the �mprovement �n Fanny's age, seem�ng not merely
to do away any former object�on to the�r l�v�ng together, but even to
g�ve �t the most dec�ded el�g�b�l�ty; and as h�s own c�rcumstances
were rendered less fa�r than heretofore, by some recent losses on
h�s West Ind�a estate, �n add�t�on to h�s eldest son's extravagance, �t
became not undes�rable to h�mself to be rel�eved from the expense
of her support, and the obl�gat�on of her future prov�s�on. In the
fullness of h�s bel�ef that such a th�ng must be, he ment�oned �ts
probab�l�ty to h�s w�fe; and the f�rst t�me of the subject's occurr�ng to
her aga�n happen�ng to be when Fanny was present, she calmly
observed to her, “So, Fanny, you are go�ng to leave us, and l�ve w�th
my s�ster. How shall you l�ke �t?”

Fanny was too much surpr�sed to do more than repeat her aunt's
words, “Go�ng to leave you?”

“Yes, my dear; why should you be aston�shed? You have been f�ve
years w�th us, and my s�ster always meant to take you when Mr.
Norr�s d�ed. But you must come up and tack on my patterns all the
same.”



The news was as d�sagreeable to Fanny as �t had been
unexpected. She had never rece�ved k�ndness from her aunt Norr�s,
and could not love her.

“I shall be very sorry to go away,” sa�d she, w�th a falter�ng vo�ce.
“Yes, I dare say you w�ll; that's natural enough. I suppose you

have had as l�ttle to vex you s�nce you came �nto th�s house as any
creature �n the world.”

“I hope I am not ungrateful, aunt,” sa�d Fanny modestly.
“No, my dear; I hope not. I have always found you a very good

g�rl.”
“And am I never to l�ve here aga�n?”
“Never, my dear; but you are sure of a comfortable home. It can

make very l�ttle d�fference to you, whether you are �n one house or
the other.”

Fanny left the room w�th a very sorrowful heart; she could not feel
the d�fference to be so small, she could not th�nk of l�v�ng w�th her
aunt w�th anyth�ng l�ke sat�sfact�on. As soon as she met w�th Edmund
she told h�m her d�stress.

“Cous�n,” sa�d she, “someth�ng �s go�ng to happen wh�ch I do not
l�ke at all; and though you have often persuaded me �nto be�ng
reconc�led to th�ngs that I d�sl�ked at f�rst, you w�ll not be able to do �t
now. I am go�ng to l�ve ent�rely w�th my aunt Norr�s.”

“Indeed!”
“Yes; my aunt Bertram has just told me so. It �s qu�te settled. I am

to leave Mansf�eld Park, and go to the Wh�te House, I suppose, as
soon as she �s removed there.”

“Well, Fanny, and �f the plan were not unpleasant to you, I should
call �t an excellent one.”

“Oh, cous�n!”
“It has everyth�ng else �n �ts favour. My aunt �s act�ng l�ke a

sens�ble woman �n w�sh�ng for you. She �s choos�ng a fr�end and
compan�on exactly where she ought, and I am glad her love of
money does not �nterfere. You w�ll be what you ought to be to her. I
hope �t does not d�stress you very much, Fanny?”



“Indeed �t does: I cannot l�ke �t. I love th�s house and everyth�ng �n
�t: I shall love noth�ng there. You know how uncomfortable I feel w�th
her.”

“I can say noth�ng for her manner to you as a ch�ld; but �t was the
same w�th us all, or nearly so. She never knew how to be pleasant to
ch�ldren. But you are now of an age to be treated better; I th�nk she
�s behav�ng better already; and when you are her only compan�on,
you must be �mportant to her.”

“I can never be �mportant to any one.”
“What �s to prevent you?”
“Everyth�ng. My s�tuat�on, my fool�shness and awkwardness.”
“As to your fool�shness and awkwardness, my dear Fanny, bel�eve

me, you never have a shadow of e�ther, but �n us�ng the words so
�mproperly. There �s no reason �n the world why you should not be
�mportant where you are known. You have good sense, and a sweet
temper, and I am sure you have a grateful heart, that could never
rece�ve k�ndness w�thout w�sh�ng to return �t. I do not know any better
qual�f�cat�ons for a fr�end and compan�on.”

“You are too k�nd,” sa�d Fanny, colour�ng at such pra�se; “how shall
I ever thank you as I ought, for th�nk�ng so well of me. Oh! cous�n, �f I
am to go away, I shall remember your goodness to the last moment
of my l�fe.”

“Why, �ndeed, Fanny, I should hope to be remembered at such a
d�stance as the Wh�te House. You speak as �f you were go�ng two
hundred m�les off �nstead of only across the park; but you w�ll belong
to us almost as much as ever. The two fam�l�es w�ll be meet�ng every
day �n the year. The only d�fference w�ll be that, l�v�ng w�th your aunt,
you w�ll necessar�ly be brought forward as you ought to be. Here
there are too many whom you can h�de beh�nd; but w�th her you w�ll
be forced to speak for yourself.”

“Oh! I do not say so.”
“I must say �t, and say �t w�th pleasure. Mrs. Norr�s �s much better

f�tted than my mother for hav�ng the charge of you now. She �s of a
temper to do a great deal for anybody she really �nterests herself
about, and she w�ll force you to do just�ce to your natural powers.”



Fanny s�ghed, and sa�d, “I cannot see th�ngs as you do; but I ought
to bel�eve you to be r�ght rather than myself, and I am very much
obl�ged to you for try�ng to reconc�le me to what must be. If I could
suppose my aunt really to care for me, �t would be del�ghtful to feel
myself of consequence to anybody. Here, I know, I am of none, and
yet I love the place so well.”

“The place, Fanny, �s what you w�ll not qu�t, though you qu�t the
house. You w�ll have as free a command of the park and gardens as
ever. Even your constant l�ttle heart need not take fr�ght at such a
nom�nal change. You w�ll have the same walks to frequent, the same
l�brary to choose from, the same people to look at, the same horse to
r�de.”

“Very true. Yes, dear old grey pony! Ah! cous�n, when I remember
how much I used to dread r�d�ng, what terrors �t gave me to hear �t
talked of as l�kely to do me good (oh! how I have trembled at my
uncle's open�ng h�s l�ps �f horses were talked of), and then th�nk of
the k�nd pa�ns you took to reason and persuade me out of my fears,
and conv�nce me that I should l�ke �t after a l�ttle wh�le, and feel how
r�ght you proved to be, I am �ncl�ned to hope you may always
prophesy as well.”

“And I am qu�te conv�nced that your be�ng w�th Mrs. Norr�s w�ll be
as good for your m�nd as r�d�ng has been for your health, and as
much for your ult�mate happ�ness too.”

So ended the�r d�scourse, wh�ch, for any very appropr�ate serv�ce �t
could render Fanny, m�ght as well have been spared, for Mrs. Norr�s
had not the smallest �ntent�on of tak�ng her. It had never occurred to
her, on the present occas�on, but as a th�ng to be carefully avo�ded.
To prevent �ts be�ng expected, she had f�xed on the smallest
hab�tat�on wh�ch could rank as genteel among the bu�ld�ngs of
Mansf�eld par�sh, the Wh�te House be�ng only just large enough to
rece�ve herself and her servants, and allow a spare room for a fr�end,
of wh�ch she made a very part�cular po�nt. The spare rooms at the
Parsonage had never been wanted, but the absolute necess�ty of a
spare room for a fr�end was now never forgotten. Not all her
precaut�ons, however, could save her from be�ng suspected of
someth�ng better; or, perhaps, her very d�splay of the �mportance of a



spare room m�ght have m�sled S�r Thomas to suppose �t really
�ntended for Fanny. Lady Bertram soon brought the matter to a
certa�nty by carelessly observ�ng to Mrs. Norr�s—

“I th�nk, s�ster, we need not keep M�ss Lee any longer, when Fanny
goes to l�ve w�th you.”

Mrs. Norr�s almost started. “L�ve w�th me, dear Lady Bertram! what
do you mean?”

“Is she not to l�ve w�th you? I thought you had settled �t w�th S�r
Thomas.”

“Me! never. I never spoke a syllable about �t to S�r Thomas, nor he
to me. Fanny l�ve w�th me! the last th�ng �n the world for me to th�nk
of, or for anybody to w�sh that really knows us both. Good heaven!
what could I do w�th Fanny? Me! a poor, helpless, forlorn w�dow, unf�t
for anyth�ng, my sp�r�ts qu�te broke down; what could I do w�th a g�rl
at her t�me of l�fe? A g�rl of f�fteen! the very age of all others to need
most attent�on and care, and put the cheerfullest sp�r�ts to the test!
Sure S�r Thomas could not ser�ously expect such a th�ng! S�r
Thomas �s too much my fr�end. Nobody that w�shes me well, I am
sure, would propose �t. How came S�r Thomas to speak to you about
�t?”

“Indeed, I do not know. I suppose he thought �t best.”
“But what d�d he say? He could not say he w�shed me to take

Fanny. I am sure �n h�s heart he could not w�sh me to do �t.”
“No; he only sa�d he thought �t very l�kely; and I thought so too. We

both thought �t would be a comfort to you. But �f you do not l�ke �t,
there �s no more to be sa�d. She �s no encumbrance here.”

“Dear s�ster, �f you cons�der my unhappy state, how can she be
any comfort to me? Here am I, a poor desolate w�dow, depr�ved of
the best of husbands, my health gone �n attend�ng and nurs�ng h�m,
my sp�r�ts st�ll worse, all my peace �n th�s world destroyed, w�th
hardly enough to support me �n the rank of a gentlewoman, and
enable me to l�ve so as not to d�sgrace the memory of the dear
departed—what poss�ble comfort could I have �n tak�ng such a
charge upon me as Fanny? If I could w�sh �t for my own sake, I
would not do so unjust a th�ng by the poor g�rl. She �s �n good hands,



and sure of do�ng well. I must struggle through my sorrows and
d�ff�cult�es as I can.”

“Then you w�ll not m�nd l�v�ng by yourself qu�te alone?”
“Lady Bertram, I do not compla�n. I know I cannot l�ve as I have

done, but I must retrench where I can, and learn to be a better
manager. I have been a l�beral housekeeper enough, but I shall not
be ashamed to pract�se economy now. My s�tuat�on �s as much
altered as my �ncome. A great many th�ngs were due from poor Mr.
Norr�s, as clergyman of the par�sh, that cannot be expected from me.
It �s unknown how much was consumed �n our k�tchen by odd
comers and goers. At the Wh�te House, matters must be better
looked after. I must l�ve w�th�n my �ncome, or I shall be m�serable;
and I own �t would g�ve me great sat�sfact�on to be able to do rather
more, to lay by a l�ttle at the end of the year.”

“I dare say you w�ll. You always do, don't you?”
“My object, Lady Bertram, �s to be of use to those that come after

me. It �s for your ch�ldren's good that I w�sh to be r�cher. I have
nobody else to care for, but I should be very glad to th�nk I could
leave a l�ttle tr�fle among them worth the�r hav�ng.”

“You are very good, but do not trouble yourself about them. They
are sure of be�ng well prov�ded for. S�r Thomas w�ll take care of that.”

“Why, you know, S�r Thomas's means w�ll be rather stra�tened �f
the Ant�gua estate �s to make such poor returns.”

“Oh! that w�ll soon be settled. S�r Thomas has been wr�t�ng about
�t, I know.”

“Well, Lady Bertram,” sa�d Mrs. Norr�s, mov�ng to go, “I can only
say that my sole des�re �s to be of use to your fam�ly: and so, �f S�r
Thomas should ever speak aga�n about my tak�ng Fanny, you w�ll be
able to say that my health and sp�r�ts put �t qu�te out of the quest�on;
bes�des that, I really should not have a bed to g�ve her, for I must
keep a spare room for a fr�end.”

Lady Bertram repeated enough of th�s conversat�on to her
husband to conv�nce h�m how much he had m�staken h�s s�ster-�n-
law's v�ews; and she was from that moment perfectly safe from all
expectat�on, or the sl�ghtest allus�on to �t from h�m. He could not but



wonder at her refus�ng to do anyth�ng for a n�ece whom she had
been so forward to adopt; but, as she took early care to make h�m,
as well as Lady Bertram, understand that whatever she possessed
was des�gned for the�r fam�ly, he soon grew reconc�led to a
d�st�nct�on wh�ch, at the same t�me that �t was advantageous and
compl�mentary to them, would enable h�m better to prov�de for Fanny
h�mself.

Fanny soon learnt how unnecessary had been her fears of a
removal; and her spontaneous, untaught fel�c�ty on the d�scovery,
conveyed some consolat�on to Edmund for h�s d�sappo�ntment �n
what he had expected to be so essent�ally serv�ceable to her. Mrs.
Norr�s took possess�on of the Wh�te House, the Grants arr�ved at the
Parsonage, and these events over, everyth�ng at Mansf�eld went on
for some t�me as usual.

The Grants show�ng a d�spos�t�on to be fr�endly and soc�able, gave
great sat�sfact�on �n the ma�n among the�r new acqua�ntance. They
had the�r faults, and Mrs. Norr�s soon found them out. The Doctor
was very fond of eat�ng, and would have a good d�nner every day;
and Mrs. Grant, �nstead of contr�v�ng to grat�fy h�m at l�ttle expense,
gave her cook as h�gh wages as they d�d at Mansf�eld Park, and was
scarcely ever seen �n her off�ces. Mrs. Norr�s could not speak w�th
any temper of such gr�evances, nor of the quant�ty of butter and eggs
that were regularly consumed �n the house. “Nobody loved plenty
and hosp�tal�ty more than herself; nobody more hated p�t�ful do�ngs;
the Parsonage, she bel�eved, had never been want�ng �n comforts of
any sort, had never borne a bad character �n her t�me, but th�s was a
way of go�ng on that she could not understand. A f�ne lady �n a
country parsonage was qu�te out of place. Her store-room, she
thought, m�ght have been good enough for Mrs. Grant to go �nto.
Inqu�re where she would, she could not f�nd out that Mrs. Grant had
ever had more than f�ve thousand pounds.”

Lady Bertram l�stened w�thout much �nterest to th�s sort of
�nvect�ve. She could not enter �nto the wrongs of an econom�st, but
she felt all the �njur�es of beauty �n Mrs. Grant's be�ng so well settled
�n l�fe w�thout be�ng handsome, and expressed her aston�shment on



that po�nt almost as often, though not so d�ffusely, as Mrs. Norr�s
d�scussed the other.

These op�n�ons had been hardly canvassed a year before another
event arose of such �mportance �n the fam�ly, as m�ght fa�rly cla�m
some place �n the thoughts and conversat�on of the lad�es. S�r
Thomas found �t exped�ent to go to Ant�gua h�mself, for the better
arrangement of h�s affa�rs, and he took h�s eldest son w�th h�m, �n the
hope of detach�ng h�m from some bad connex�ons at home. They left
England w�th the probab�l�ty of be�ng nearly a twelvemonth absent.

The necess�ty of the measure �n a pecun�ary l�ght, and the hope of
�ts ut�l�ty to h�s son, reconc�led S�r Thomas to the effort of qu�tt�ng the
rest of h�s fam�ly, and of leav�ng h�s daughters to the d�rect�on of
others at the�r present most �nterest�ng t�me of l�fe. He could not th�nk
Lady Bertram qu�te equal to supply h�s place w�th them, or rather, to
perform what should have been her own; but, �n Mrs. Norr�s's
watchful attent�on, and �n Edmund's judgment, he had suff�c�ent
conf�dence to make h�m go w�thout fears for the�r conduct.

Lady Bertram d�d not at all l�ke to have her husband leave her; but
she was not d�sturbed by any alarm for h�s safety, or sol�c�tude for h�s
comfort, be�ng one of those persons who th�nk noth�ng can be
dangerous, or d�ff�cult, or fat�gu�ng to anybody but themselves.

The M�ss Bertrams were much to be p�t�ed on the occas�on: not for
the�r sorrow, but for the�r want of �t. The�r father was no object of love
to them; he had never seemed the fr�end of the�r pleasures, and h�s
absence was unhapp�ly most welcome. They were rel�eved by �t from
all restra�nt; and w�thout a�m�ng at one grat�f�cat�on that would
probably have been forb�dden by S�r Thomas, they felt themselves
�mmed�ately at the�r own d�sposal, and to have every �ndulgence
w�th�n the�r reach. Fanny's rel�ef, and her consc�ousness of �t, were
qu�te equal to her cous�ns'; but a more tender nature suggested that
her feel�ngs were ungrateful, and she really gr�eved because she
could not gr�eve. “S�r Thomas, who had done so much for her and
her brothers, and who was gone perhaps never to return! that she
should see h�m go w�thout a tear! �t was a shameful �nsens�b�l�ty.” He
had sa�d to her, moreover, on the very last morn�ng, that he hoped
she m�ght see W�ll�am aga�n �n the course of the ensu�ng w�nter, and



had charged her to wr�te and �nv�te h�m to Mansf�eld as soon as the
squadron to wh�ch he belonged should be known to be �n England.
“Th�s was so thoughtful and k�nd!” and would he only have sm�led
upon her, and called her “my dear Fanny,” wh�le he sa�d �t, every
former frown or cold address m�ght have been forgotten. But he had
ended h�s speech �n a way to s�nk her �n sad mort�f�cat�on, by add�ng,
“If W�ll�am does come to Mansf�eld, I hope you may be able to
conv�nce h�m that the many years wh�ch have passed s�nce you
parted have not been spent on your s�de ent�rely w�thout
�mprovement; though, I fear, he must f�nd h�s s�ster at s�xteen �n
some respects too much l�ke h�s s�ster at ten.” She cr�ed b�tterly over
th�s reflect�on when her uncle was gone; and her cous�ns, on see�ng
her w�th red eyes, set her down as a hypocr�te.





CHAPTER IV
Tom Bertram had of late spent so l�ttle of h�s t�me at home that he

could be only nom�nally m�ssed; and Lady Bertram was soon
aston�shed to f�nd how very well they d�d even w�thout h�s father, how
well Edmund could supply h�s place �n carv�ng, talk�ng to the
steward, wr�t�ng to the attorney, settl�ng w�th the servants, and
equally sav�ng her from all poss�ble fat�gue or exert�on �n every
part�cular but that of d�rect�ng her letters.

The earl�est �ntell�gence of the travellers' safe arr�val at Ant�gua,
after a favourable voyage, was rece�ved; though not before Mrs.
Norr�s had been �ndulg�ng �n very dreadful fears, and try�ng to make
Edmund part�c�pate them whenever she could get h�m alone; and as
she depended on be�ng the f�rst person made acqua�nted w�th any
fatal catastrophe, she had already arranged the manner of break�ng
�t to all the others, when S�r Thomas's assurances of the�r both be�ng
al�ve and well made �t necessary to lay by her ag�tat�on and
affect�onate preparatory speeches for a wh�le.

The w�nter came and passed w�thout the�r be�ng called for; the
accounts cont�nued perfectly good; and Mrs. Norr�s, �n promot�ng
ga�et�es for her n�eces, ass�st�ng the�r to�lets, d�splay�ng the�r
accompl�shments, and look�ng about for the�r future husbands, had
so much to do as, �n add�t�on to all her own household cares, some
�nterference �n those of her s�ster, and Mrs. Grant's wasteful do�ngs
to overlook, left her very l�ttle occas�on to be occup�ed �n fears for the
absent.

The M�ss Bertrams were now fully establ�shed among the belles of
the ne�ghbourhood; and as they jo�ned to beauty and br�ll�ant
acqu�rements a manner naturally easy, and carefully formed to
general c�v�l�ty and obl�g�ngness, they possessed �ts favour as well
as �ts adm�rat�on. The�r van�ty was �n such good order that they
seemed to be qu�te free from �t, and gave themselves no a�rs; wh�le



the pra�ses attend�ng such behav�our, secured and brought round by
the�r aunt, served to strengthen them �n bel�ev�ng they had no faults.

Lady Bertram d�d not go �nto publ�c w�th her daughters. She was
too �ndolent even to accept a mother's grat�f�cat�on �n w�tness�ng the�r
success and enjoyment at the expense of any personal trouble, and
the charge was made over to her s�ster, who des�red noth�ng better
than a post of such honourable representat�on, and very thoroughly
rel�shed the means �t afforded her of m�x�ng �n soc�ety w�thout hav�ng
horses to h�re.

Fanny had no share �n the fest�v�t�es of the season; but she
enjoyed be�ng avowedly useful as her aunt's compan�on when they
called away the rest of the fam�ly; and, as M�ss Lee had left
Mansf�eld, she naturally became everyth�ng to Lady Bertram dur�ng
the n�ght of a ball or a party. She talked to her, l�stened to her, read
to her; and the tranqu�ll�ty of such even�ngs, her perfect secur�ty �n
such a tete-a-tete from any sound of unk�ndness, was unspeakably
welcome to a m�nd wh�ch had seldom known a pause �n �ts alarms or
embarrassments. As to her cous�ns' ga�et�es, she loved to hear an
account of them, espec�ally of the balls, and whom Edmund had
danced w�th; but thought too lowly of her own s�tuat�on to �mag�ne
she should ever be adm�tted to the same, and l�stened, therefore,
w�thout an �dea of any nearer concern �n them. Upon the whole, �t
was a comfortable w�nter to her; for though �t brought no W�ll�am to
England, the never-fa�l�ng hope of h�s arr�val was worth much.

The ensu�ng spr�ng depr�ved her of her valued fr�end, the old grey
pony; and for some t�me she was �n danger of feel�ng the loss �n her
health as well as �n her affect�ons; for �n sp�te of the acknowledged
�mportance of her r�d�ng on horse-back, no measures were taken for
mount�ng her aga�n, “because,” as �t was observed by her aunts,
“she m�ght r�de one of her cous�n's horses at any t�me when they d�d
not want them,” and as the M�ss Bertrams regularly wanted the�r
horses every f�ne day, and had no �dea of carry�ng the�r obl�g�ng
manners to the sacr�f�ce of any real pleasure, that t�me, of course,
never came. They took the�r cheerful r�des �n the f�ne morn�ngs of
Apr�l and May; and Fanny e�ther sat at home the whole day w�th one
aunt, or walked beyond her strength at the �nst�gat�on of the other:



Lady Bertram hold�ng exerc�se to be as unnecessary for everybody
as �t was unpleasant to herself; and Mrs. Norr�s, who was walk�ng all
day, th�nk�ng everybody ought to walk as much. Edmund was absent
at th�s t�me, or the ev�l would have been earl�er remed�ed. When he
returned, to understand how Fanny was s�tuated, and perce�ved �ts �ll
effects, there seemed w�th h�m but one th�ng to be done; and that
“Fanny must have a horse” was the resolute declarat�on w�th wh�ch
he opposed whatever could be urged by the sup�neness of h�s
mother, or the economy of h�s aunt, to make �t appear un�mportant.
Mrs. Norr�s could not help th�nk�ng that some steady old th�ng m�ght
be found among the numbers belong�ng to the Park that would do
vastly well; or that one m�ght be borrowed of the steward; or that
perhaps Dr. Grant m�ght now and then lend them the pony he sent to
the post. She could not but cons�der �t as absolutely unnecessary,
and even �mproper, that Fanny should have a regular lady's horse of
her own, �n the style of her cous�ns. She was sure S�r Thomas had
never �ntended �t: and she must say that, to be mak�ng such a
purchase �n h�s absence, and add�ng to the great expenses of h�s
stable, at a t�me when a large part of h�s �ncome was unsettled,
seemed to her very unjust�f�able. “Fanny must have a horse,” was
Edmund's only reply. Mrs. Norr�s could not see �t �n the same l�ght.
Lady Bertram d�d: she ent�rely agreed w�th her son as to the
necess�ty of �t, and as to �ts be�ng cons�dered necessary by h�s
father; she only pleaded aga�nst there be�ng any hurry; she only
wanted h�m to wa�t t�ll S�r Thomas's return, and then S�r Thomas
m�ght settle �t all h�mself. He would be at home �n September, and
where would be the harm of only wa�t�ng t�ll September?

Though Edmund was much more d�spleased w�th h�s aunt than
w�th h�s mother, as ev�nc�ng least regard for her n�ece, he could not
help pay�ng more attent�on to what she sa�d; and at length
determ�ned on a method of proceed�ng wh�ch would obv�ate the r�sk
of h�s father's th�nk�ng he had done too much, and at the same t�me
procure for Fanny the �mmed�ate means of exerc�se, wh�ch he could
not bear she should be w�thout. He had three horses of h�s own, but
not one that would carry a woman. Two of them were hunters; the
th�rd, a useful road-horse: th�s th�rd he resolved to exchange for one
that h�s cous�n m�ght r�de; he knew where such a one was to be met



w�th; and hav�ng once made up h�s m�nd, the whole bus�ness was
soon completed. The new mare proved a treasure; w�th a very l�ttle
trouble she became exactly calculated for the purpose, and Fanny
was then put �n almost full possess�on of her. She had not supposed
before that anyth�ng could ever su�t her l�ke the old grey pony; but
her del�ght �n Edmund's mare was far beyond any former pleasure of
the sort; and the add�t�on �t was ever rece�v�ng �n the cons�derat�on of
that k�ndness from wh�ch her pleasure sprung, was beyond all her
words to express. She regarded her cous�n as an example of
everyth�ng good and great, as possess�ng worth wh�ch no one but
herself could ever apprec�ate, and as ent�tled to such grat�tude from
her as no feel�ngs could be strong enough to pay. Her sent�ments
towards h�m were compounded of all that was respectful, grateful,
conf�d�ng, and tender.

As the horse cont�nued �n name, as well as fact, the property of
Edmund, Mrs. Norr�s could tolerate �ts be�ng for Fanny's use; and
had Lady Bertram ever thought about her own object�on aga�n, he
m�ght have been excused �n her eyes for not wa�t�ng t�ll S�r Thomas's
return �n September, for when September came S�r Thomas was st�ll
abroad, and w�thout any near prospect of f�n�sh�ng h�s bus�ness.
Unfavourable c�rcumstances had suddenly ar�sen at a moment when
he was beg�nn�ng to turn all h�s thoughts towards England; and the
very great uncerta�nty �n wh�ch everyth�ng was then �nvolved
determ�ned h�m on send�ng home h�s son, and wa�t�ng the f�nal
arrangement by h�mself. Tom arr�ved safely, br�ng�ng an excellent
account of h�s father's health; but to very l�ttle purpose, as far as Mrs.
Norr�s was concerned. S�r Thomas's send�ng away h�s son seemed
to her so l�ke a parent's care, under the �nfluence of a forebod�ng of
ev�l to h�mself, that she could not help feel�ng dreadful
present�ments; and as the long even�ngs of autumn came on, was so
terr�bly haunted by these �deas, �n the sad sol�tar�ness of her cottage,
as to be obl�ged to take da�ly refuge �n the d�n�ng-room of the Park.
The return of w�nter engagements, however, was not w�thout �ts
effect; and �n the course of the�r progress, her m�nd became so
pleasantly occup�ed �n super�ntend�ng the fortunes of her eldest
n�ece, as tolerably to qu�et her nerves. “If poor S�r Thomas were
fated never to return, �t would be pecul�arly consol�ng to see the�r



dear Mar�a well marr�ed,” she very often thought; always when they
were �n the company of men of fortune, and part�cularly on the
�ntroduct�on of a young man who had recently succeeded to one of
the largest estates and f�nest places �n the country.

Mr. Rushworth was from the f�rst struck w�th the beauty of M�ss
Bertram, and, be�ng �ncl�ned to marry, soon fanc�ed h�mself �n love.
He was a heavy young man, w�th not more than common sense; but
as there was noth�ng d�sagreeable �n h�s f�gure or address, the
young lady was well pleased w�th her conquest. Be�ng now �n her
twenty-f�rst year, Mar�a Bertram was beg�nn�ng to th�nk matr�mony a
duty; and as a marr�age w�th Mr. Rushworth would g�ve her the
enjoyment of a larger �ncome than her father's, as well as ensure her
the house �n town, wh�ch was now a pr�me object, �t became, by the
same rule of moral obl�gat�on, her ev�dent duty to marry Mr.
Rushworth �f she could. Mrs. Norr�s was most zealous �n promot�ng
the match, by every suggest�on and contr�vance l�kely to enhance �ts
des�rableness to e�ther party; and, among other means, by seek�ng
an �nt�macy w�th the gentleman's mother, who at present l�ved w�th
h�m, and to whom she even forced Lady Bertram to go through ten
m�les of �nd�fferent road to pay a morn�ng v�s�t. It was not long before
a good understand�ng took place between th�s lady and herself. Mrs.
Rushworth acknowledged herself very des�rous that her son should
marry, and declared that of all the young lad�es she had ever seen,
M�ss Bertram seemed, by her am�able qual�t�es and
accompl�shments, the best adapted to make h�m happy. Mrs. Norr�s
accepted the compl�ment, and adm�red the n�ce d�scernment of
character wh�ch could so well d�st�ngu�sh mer�t. Mar�a was �ndeed
the pr�de and del�ght of them all—perfectly faultless—an angel; and,
of course, so surrounded by adm�rers, must be d�ff�cult �n her cho�ce:
but yet, as far as Mrs. Norr�s could allow herself to dec�de on so
short an acqua�ntance, Mr. Rushworth appeared prec�sely the young
man to deserve and attach her.

After danc�ng w�th each other at a proper number of balls, the
young people just�f�ed these op�n�ons, and an engagement, w�th a
due reference to the absent S�r Thomas, was entered �nto, much to
the sat�sfact�on of the�r respect�ve fam�l�es, and of the general



lookers-on of the ne�ghbourhood, who had, for many weeks past, felt
the exped�ency of Mr. Rushworth's marry�ng M�ss Bertram.

It was some months before S�r Thomas's consent could be
rece�ved; but, �n the meanwh�le, as no one felt a doubt of h�s most
cord�al pleasure �n the connex�on, the �ntercourse of the two fam�l�es
was carr�ed on w�thout restra�nt, and no other attempt made at
secrecy than Mrs. Norr�s's talk�ng of �t everywhere as a matter not to
be talked of at present.

Edmund was the only one of the fam�ly who could see a fault �n
the bus�ness; but no representat�on of h�s aunt's could �nduce h�m to
f�nd Mr. Rushworth a des�rable compan�on. He could allow h�s s�ster
to be the best judge of her own happ�ness, but he was not pleased
that her happ�ness should centre �n a large �ncome; nor could he
refra�n from often say�ng to h�mself, �n Mr. Rushworth's company—“If
th�s man had not twelve thousand a year, he would be a very stup�d
fellow.”

S�r Thomas, however, was truly happy �n the prospect of an
all�ance so unquest�onably advantageous, and of wh�ch he heard
noth�ng but the perfectly good and agreeable. It was a connex�on
exactly of the r�ght sort—�n the same county, and the same �nterest
—and h�s most hearty concurrence was conveyed as soon as
poss�ble. He only cond�t�oned that the marr�age should not take
place before h�s return, wh�ch he was aga�n look�ng eagerly forward
to. He wrote �n Apr�l, and had strong hopes of settl�ng everyth�ng to
h�s ent�re sat�sfact�on, and leav�ng Ant�gua before the end of the
summer.

Such was the state of affa�rs �n the month of July; and Fanny had
just reached her e�ghteenth year, when the soc�ety of the v�llage
rece�ved an add�t�on �n the brother and s�ster of Mrs. Grant, a Mr.
and M�ss Crawford, the ch�ldren of her mother by a second marr�age.
They were young people of fortune. The son had a good estate �n
Norfolk, the daughter twenty thousand pounds. As ch�ldren, the�r
s�ster had been always very fond of them; but, as her own marr�age
had been soon followed by the death of the�r common parent, wh�ch
left them to the care of a brother of the�r father, of whom Mrs. Grant
knew noth�ng, she had scarcely seen them s�nce. In the�r uncle's



house they had found a k�nd home. Adm�ral and Mrs. Crawford,
though agree�ng �n noth�ng else, were un�ted �n affect�on for these
ch�ldren, or, at least, were no farther adverse �n the�r feel�ngs than
that each had the�r favour�te, to whom they showed the greatest
fondness of the two. The Adm�ral del�ghted �n the boy, Mrs. Crawford
doted on the g�rl; and �t was the lady's death wh�ch now obl�ged her
protegee, after some months' further tr�al at her uncle's house, to f�nd
another home. Adm�ral Crawford was a man of v�c�ous conduct, who
chose, �nstead of reta�n�ng h�s n�ece, to br�ng h�s m�stress under h�s
own roof; and to th�s Mrs. Grant was �ndebted for her s�ster's
proposal of com�ng to her, a measure qu�te as welcome on one s�de
as �t could be exped�ent on the other; for Mrs. Grant, hav�ng by th�s
t�me run through the usual resources of lad�es res�d�ng �n the country
w�thout a fam�ly of ch�ldren—hav�ng more than f�lled her favour�te
s�tt�ng-room w�th pretty furn�ture, and made a cho�ce collect�on of
plants and poultry—was very much �n want of some var�ety at home.
The arr�val, therefore, of a s�ster whom she had always loved, and
now hoped to reta�n w�th her as long as she rema�ned s�ngle, was
h�ghly agreeable; and her ch�ef anx�ety was lest Mansf�eld should not
sat�sfy the hab�ts of a young woman who had been mostly used to
London.

M�ss Crawford was not ent�rely free from s�m�lar apprehens�ons,
though they arose pr�nc�pally from doubts of her s�ster's style of l�v�ng
and tone of soc�ety; and �t was not t�ll after she had tr�ed �n va�n to
persuade her brother to settle w�th her at h�s own country house, that
she could resolve to hazard herself among her other relat�ons. To
anyth�ng l�ke a permanence of abode, or l�m�tat�on of soc�ety, Henry
Crawford had, unluck�ly, a great d�sl�ke: he could not accommodate
h�s s�ster �n an art�cle of such �mportance; but he escorted her, w�th
the utmost k�ndness, �nto Northamptonsh�re, and as read�ly engaged
to fetch her away aga�n, at half an hour's not�ce, whenever she were
weary of the place.

The meet�ng was very sat�sfactory on each s�de. M�ss Crawford
found a s�ster w�thout prec�seness or rust�c�ty, a s�ster's husband who
looked the gentleman, and a house commod�ous and well f�tted up;
and Mrs. Grant rece�ved �n those whom she hoped to love better
than ever a young man and woman of very prepossess�ng



appearance. Mary Crawford was remarkably pretty; Henry, though
not handsome, had a�r and countenance; the manners of both were
l�vely and pleasant, and Mrs. Grant �mmed�ately gave them cred�t for
everyth�ng else. She was del�ghted w�th each, but Mary was her
dearest object; and hav�ng never been able to glory �n beauty of her
own, she thoroughly enjoyed the power of be�ng proud of her
s�ster's. She had not wa�ted her arr�val to look out for a su�table
match for her: she had f�xed on Tom Bertram; the eldest son of a
baronet was not too good for a g�rl of twenty thousand pounds, w�th
all the elegance and accompl�shments wh�ch Mrs. Grant foresaw �n
her; and be�ng a warm-hearted, unreserved woman, Mary had not
been three hours �n the house before she told her what she had
planned.

M�ss Crawford was glad to f�nd a fam�ly of such consequence so
very near them, and not at all d�spleased e�ther at her s�ster's early
care, or the cho�ce �t had fallen on. Matr�mony was her object,
prov�ded she could marry well: and hav�ng seen Mr. Bertram �n town,
she knew that object�on could no more be made to h�s person than
to h�s s�tuat�on �n l�fe. Wh�le she treated �t as a joke, therefore, she
d�d not forget to th�nk of �t ser�ously. The scheme was soon repeated
to Henry.

“And now,” added Mrs. Grant, “I have thought of someth�ng to
make �t complete. I should dearly love to settle you both �n th�s
country; and therefore, Henry, you shall marry the youngest M�ss
Bertram, a n�ce, handsome, good-humoured, accompl�shed g�rl, who
w�ll make you very happy.”

Henry bowed and thanked her.
“My dear s�ster,” sa�d Mary, “�f you can persuade h�m �nto anyth�ng

of the sort, �t w�ll be a fresh matter of del�ght to me to f�nd myself
all�ed to anybody so clever, and I shall only regret that you have not
half a dozen daughters to d�spose of. If you can persuade Henry to
marry, you must have the address of a Frenchwoman. All that
Engl�sh ab�l�t�es can do has been tr�ed already. I have three very
part�cular fr�ends who have been all dy�ng for h�m �n the�r turn; and
the pa�ns wh�ch they, the�r mothers (very clever women), as well as
my dear aunt and myself, have taken to reason, coax, or tr�ck h�m



�nto marry�ng, �s �nconce�vable! He �s the most horr�ble fl�rt that can
be �mag�ned. If your M�ss Bertrams do not l�ke to have the�r hearts
broke, let them avo�d Henry.”

“My dear brother, I w�ll not bel�eve th�s of you.”
“No, I am sure you are too good. You w�ll be k�nder than Mary. You

w�ll allow for the doubts of youth and �nexper�ence. I am of a caut�ous
temper, and unw�ll�ng to r�sk my happ�ness �n a hurry. Nobody can
th�nk more h�ghly of the matr�mon�al state than myself. I cons�der the
bless�ng of a w�fe as most justly descr�bed �n those d�screet l�nes of
the poet—'Heaven's last best g�ft.'”

“There, Mrs. Grant, you see how he dwells on one word, and only
look at h�s sm�le. I assure you he �s very detestable; the Adm�ral's
lessons have qu�te spo�led h�m.”

“I pay very l�ttle regard,” sa�d Mrs. Grant, “to what any young
person says on the subject of marr�age. If they profess a
d�s�ncl�nat�on for �t, I only set �t down that they have not yet seen the
r�ght person.”

Dr. Grant laugh�ngly congratulated M�ss Crawford on feel�ng no
d�s�ncl�nat�on to the state herself.

“Oh yes! I am not at all ashamed of �t. I would have everybody
marry �f they can do �t properly: I do not l�ke to have people throw
themselves away; but everybody should marry as soon as they can
do �t to advantage.”



CHAPTER V
The young people were pleased w�th each other from the f�rst. On

each s�de there was much to attract, and the�r acqua�ntance soon
prom�sed as early an �nt�macy as good manners would warrant. M�ss
Crawford's beauty d�d her no d�sserv�ce w�th the M�ss Bertrams.
They were too handsome themselves to d�sl�ke any woman for be�ng
so too, and were almost as much charmed as the�r brothers w�th her
l�vely dark eye, clear brown complex�on, and general prett�ness. Had
she been tall, full formed, and fa�r, �t m�ght have been more of a tr�al:
but as �t was, there could be no compar�son; and she was most
allowably a sweet, pretty g�rl, wh�le they were the f�nest young
women �n the country.

Her brother was not handsome: no, when they f�rst saw h�m he
was absolutely pla�n, black and pla�n; but st�ll he was the gentleman,
w�th a pleas�ng address. The second meet�ng proved h�m not so very
pla�n: he was pla�n, to be sure, but then he had so much
countenance, and h�s teeth were so good, and he was so well made,
that one soon forgot he was pla�n; and after a th�rd �nterv�ew, after
d�n�ng �n company w�th h�m at the Parsonage, he was no longer
allowed to be called so by anybody. He was, �n fact, the most
agreeable young man the s�sters had ever known, and they were
equally del�ghted w�th h�m. M�ss Bertram's engagement made h�m �n
equ�ty the property of Jul�a, of wh�ch Jul�a was fully aware; and
before he had been at Mansf�eld a week, she was qu�te ready to be
fallen �n love w�th.

Mar�a's not�ons on the subject were more confused and �nd�st�nct.
She d�d not want to see or understand. “There could be no harm �n
her l�k�ng an agreeable man—everybody knew her s�tuat�on—Mr.
Crawford must take care of h�mself.” Mr. Crawford d�d not mean to
be �n any danger! the M�ss Bertrams were worth pleas�ng, and were
ready to be pleased; and he began w�th no object but of mak�ng
them l�ke h�m. He d�d not want them to d�e of love; but w�th sense



and temper wh�ch ought to have made h�m judge and feel better, he
allowed h�mself great lat�tude on such po�nts.

“I l�ke your M�ss Bertrams exceed�ngly, s�ster,” sa�d he, as he
returned from attend�ng them to the�r carr�age after the sa�d d�nner
v�s�t; “they are very elegant, agreeable g�rls.”

“So they are �ndeed, and I am del�ghted to hear you say �t. But you
l�ke Jul�a best.”

“Oh yes! I l�ke Jul�a best.”
“But do you really? for M�ss Bertram �s �n general thought the

handsomest.”
“So I should suppose. She has the advantage �n every feature,

and I prefer her countenance; but I l�ke Jul�a best; M�ss Bertram �s
certa�nly the handsomest, and I have found her the most agreeable,
but I shall always l�ke Jul�a best, because you order me.”

“I shall not talk to you, Henry, but I know you w�ll l�ke her best at
last.”

“Do not I tell you that I l�ke her best at f�rst?”
“And bes�des, M�ss Bertram �s engaged. Remember that, my dear

brother. Her cho�ce �s made.”
“Yes, and I l�ke her the better for �t. An engaged woman �s always

more agreeable than a d�sengaged. She �s sat�sf�ed w�th herself. Her
cares are over, and she feels that she may exert all her powers of
pleas�ng w�thout susp�c�on. All �s safe w�th a lady engaged: no harm
can be done.”

“Why, as to that, Mr. Rushworth �s a very good sort of young man,
and �t �s a great match for her.”

“But M�ss Bertram does not care three straws for h�m; that �s your
op�n�on of your �nt�mate fr�end. I do not subscr�be to �t. I am sure M�ss
Bertram �s very much attached to Mr. Rushworth. I could see �t �n her
eyes, when he was ment�oned. I th�nk too well of M�ss Bertram to
suppose she would ever g�ve her hand w�thout her heart.”

“Mary, how shall we manage h�m?”
“We must leave h�m to h�mself, I bel�eve. Talk�ng does no good. He

w�ll be taken �n at last.”



“But I would not have h�m taken �n; I would not have h�m duped; I
would have �t all fa�r and honourable.”

“Oh dear! let h�m stand h�s chance and be taken �n. It w�ll do just
as well. Everybody �s taken �n at some per�od or other.”

“Not always �n marr�age, dear Mary.”
“In marr�age espec�ally. W�th all due respect to such of the present

company as chance to be marr�ed, my dear Mrs. Grant, there �s not
one �n a hundred of e�ther sex who �s not taken �n when they marry.
Look where I w�ll, I see that �t �s so; and I feel that �t must be so,
when I cons�der that �t �s, of all transact�ons, the one �n wh�ch people
expect most from others, and are least honest themselves.”

“Ah! You have been �n a bad school for matr�mony, �n H�ll Street.”
“My poor aunt had certa�nly l�ttle cause to love the state; but,

however, speak�ng from my own observat�on, �t �s a manoeuvr�ng
bus�ness. I know so many who have marr�ed �n the full expectat�on
and conf�dence of some one part�cular advantage �n the connex�on,
or accompl�shment, or good qual�ty �n the person, who have found
themselves ent�rely dece�ved, and been obl�ged to put up w�th
exactly the reverse. What �s th�s but a take �n?”

“My dear ch�ld, there must be a l�ttle �mag�nat�on here. I beg your
pardon, but I cannot qu�te bel�eve you. Depend upon �t, you see but
half. You see the ev�l, but you do not see the consolat�on. There w�ll
be l�ttle rubs and d�sappo�ntments everywhere, and we are all apt to
expect too much; but then, �f one scheme of happ�ness fa�ls, human
nature turns to another; �f the f�rst calculat�on �s wrong, we make a
second better: we f�nd comfort somewhere—and those ev�l-m�nded
observers, dearest Mary, who make much of a l�ttle, are more taken
�n and dece�ved than the part�es themselves.”

“Well done, s�ster! I honour your espr�t du corps. When I am a
w�fe, I mean to be just as staunch myself; and I w�sh my fr�ends �n
general would be so too. It would save me many a heartache.”

“You are as bad as your brother, Mary; but we w�ll cure you both.
Mansf�eld shall cure you both, and w�thout any tak�ng �n. Stay w�th
us, and we w�ll cure you.”



The Crawfords, w�thout want�ng to be cured, were very w�ll�ng to
stay. Mary was sat�sf�ed w�th the Parsonage as a present home, and
Henry equally ready to lengthen h�s v�s�t. He had come, �ntend�ng to
spend only a few days w�th them; but Mansf�eld prom�sed well, and
there was noth�ng to call h�m elsewhere. It del�ghted Mrs. Grant to
keep them both w�th her, and Dr. Grant was exceed�ngly well
contented to have �t so: a talk�ng pretty young woman l�ke M�ss
Crawford �s always pleasant soc�ety to an �ndolent, stay-at-home
man; and Mr. Crawford's be�ng h�s guest was an excuse for dr�nk�ng
claret every day.

The M�ss Bertrams' adm�rat�on of Mr. Crawford was more
rapturous than anyth�ng wh�ch M�ss Crawford's hab�ts made her
l�kely to feel. She acknowledged, however, that the Mr. Bertrams
were very f�ne young men, that two such young men were not often
seen together even �n London, and that the�r manners, part�cularly
those of the eldest, were very good. He had been much �n London,
and had more l�vel�ness and gallantry than Edmund, and must,
therefore, be preferred; and, �ndeed, h�s be�ng the eldest was
another strong cla�m. She had felt an early present�ment that she
should l�ke the eldest best. She knew �t was her way.

Tom Bertram must have been thought pleasant, �ndeed, at any
rate; he was the sort of young man to be generally l�ked, h�s
agreeableness was of the k�nd to be oftener found agreeable than
some endowments of a h�gher stamp, for he had easy manners,
excellent sp�r�ts, a large acqua�ntance, and a great deal to say; and
the revers�on of Mansf�eld Park, and a baronetcy, d�d no harm to all
th�s. M�ss Crawford soon felt that he and h�s s�tuat�on m�ght do. She
looked about her w�th due cons�derat�on, and found almost
everyth�ng �n h�s favour: a park, a real park, f�ve m�les round, a
spac�ous modern-bu�lt house, so well placed and well screened as to
deserve to be �n any collect�on of engrav�ngs of gentlemen's seats �n
the k�ngdom, and want�ng only to be completely new furn�shed—
pleasant s�sters, a qu�et mother, and an agreeable man h�mself—
w�th the advantage of be�ng t�ed up from much gam�ng at present by
a prom�se to h�s father, and of be�ng S�r Thomas hereafter. It m�ght
do very well; she bel�eved she should accept h�m; and she began



accord�ngly to �nterest herself a l�ttle about the horse wh�ch he had to
run at the B—— races.

These races were to call h�m away not long after the�r
acqua�ntance began; and as �t appeared that the fam�ly d�d not, from
h�s usual go�ngs on, expect h�m back aga�n for many weeks, �t would
br�ng h�s pass�on to an early proof. Much was sa�d on h�s s�de to
�nduce her to attend the races, and schemes were made for a large
party to them, w�th all the eagerness of �ncl�nat�on, but �t would only
do to be talked of.

And Fanny, what was she do�ng and th�nk�ng all th�s wh�le? and
what was her op�n�on of the newcomers? Few young lad�es of
e�ghteen could be less called on to speak the�r op�n�on than Fanny.
In a qu�et way, very l�ttle attended to, she pa�d her tr�bute of
adm�rat�on to M�ss Crawford's beauty; but as she st�ll cont�nued to
th�nk Mr. Crawford very pla�n, �n sp�te of her two cous�ns hav�ng
repeatedly proved the contrary, she never ment�oned h�m. The
not�ce, wh�ch she exc�ted herself, was to th�s effect. “I beg�n now to
understand you all, except M�ss Pr�ce,” sa�d M�ss Crawford, as she
was walk�ng w�th the Mr. Bertrams. “Pray, �s she out, or �s she not? I
am puzzled. She d�ned at the Parsonage, w�th the rest of you, wh�ch
seemed l�ke be�ng out; and yet she says so l�ttle, that I can hardly
suppose she �s.”

Edmund, to whom th�s was ch�efly addressed, repl�ed, “I bel�eve I
know what you mean, but I w�ll not undertake to answer the
quest�on. My cous�n �s grown up. She has the age and sense of a
woman, but the outs and not outs are beyond me.”

“And yet, �n general, noth�ng can be more eas�ly ascerta�ned. The
d�st�nct�on �s so broad. Manners as well as appearance are,
generally speak�ng, so totally d�fferent. T�ll now, I could not have
supposed �t poss�ble to be m�staken as to a g�rl's be�ng out or not. A
g�rl not out has always the same sort of dress: a close bonnet, for
�nstance; looks very demure, and never says a word. You may sm�le,
but �t �s so, I assure you; and except that �t �s somet�mes carr�ed a
l�ttle too far, �t �s all very proper. G�rls should be qu�et and modest.
The most object�onable part �s, that the alterat�on of manners on
be�ng �ntroduced �nto company �s frequently too sudden. They



somet�mes pass �n such very l�ttle t�me from reserve to qu�te the
oppos�te—to conf�dence! That �s the faulty part of the present
system. One does not l�ke to see a g�rl of e�ghteen or n�neteen so
�mmed�ately up to every th�ng—and perhaps when one has seen her
hardly able to speak the year before. Mr. Bertram, I dare say you
have somet�mes met w�th such changes.”

“I bel�eve I have, but th�s �s hardly fa�r; I see what you are at. You
are qu�zz�ng me and M�ss Anderson.”

“No, �ndeed. M�ss Anderson! I do not know who or what you mean.
I am qu�te �n the dark. But I w�ll qu�z you w�th a great deal of
pleasure, �f you w�ll tell me what about.”

“Ah! you carry �t off very well, but I cannot be qu�te so far �mposed
on. You must have had M�ss Anderson �n your eye, �n descr�b�ng an
altered young lady. You pa�nt too accurately for m�stake. It was
exactly so. The Andersons of Baker Street. We were speak�ng of
them the other day, you know. Edmund, you have heard me ment�on
Charles Anderson. The c�rcumstance was prec�sely as th�s lady has
represented �t. When Anderson f�rst �ntroduced me to h�s fam�ly,
about two years ago, h�s s�ster was not out, and I could not get her to
speak to me. I sat there an hour one morn�ng wa�t�ng for Anderson,
w�th only her and a l�ttle g�rl or two �n the room, the governess be�ng
s�ck or run away, and the mother �n and out every moment w�th
letters of bus�ness, and I could hardly get a word or a look from the
young lady—noth�ng l�ke a c�v�l answer—she screwed up her mouth,
and turned from me w�th such an a�r! I d�d not see her aga�n for a
twelvemonth. She was then out. I met her at Mrs. Holford's, and d�d
not recollect her. She came up to me, cla�med me as an
acqua�ntance, stared me out of countenance; and talked and
laughed t�ll I d�d not know wh�ch way to look. I felt that I must be the
jest of the room at the t�me, and M�ss Crawford, �t �s pla�n, has heard
the story.”

“And a very pretty story �t �s, and w�th more truth �n �t, I dare say,
than does cred�t to M�ss Anderson. It �s too common a fault. Mothers
certa�nly have not yet got qu�te the r�ght way of manag�ng the�r
daughters. I do not know where the error l�es. I do not pretend to set
people r�ght, but I do see that they are often wrong.”



“Those who are show�ng the world what female manners should
be,” sa�d Mr. Bertram gallantly, “are do�ng a great deal to set them
r�ght.”

“The error �s pla�n enough,” sa�d the less courteous Edmund;
“such g�rls are �ll brought up. They are g�ven wrong not�ons from the
beg�nn�ng. They are always act�ng upon mot�ves of van�ty, and there
�s no more real modesty �n the�r behav�our before they appear �n
publ�c than afterwards.”

“I do not know,” repl�ed M�ss Crawford hes�tat�ngly. “Yes, I cannot
agree w�th you there. It �s certa�nly the modestest part of the
bus�ness. It �s much worse to have g�rls not out g�ve themselves the
same a�rs and take the same l�bert�es as �f they were, wh�ch I have
seen done. That �s worse than anyth�ng—qu�te d�sgust�ng!”

“Yes, that �s very �nconven�ent �ndeed,” sa�d Mr. Bertram. “It leads
one astray; one does not know what to do. The close bonnet and
demure a�r you descr�be so well (and noth�ng was ever juster), tell
one what �s expected; but I got �nto a dreadful scrape last year from
the want of them. I went down to Ramsgate for a week w�th a fr�end
last September, just after my return from the West Ind�es. My fr�end
Sneyd—you have heard me speak of Sneyd, Edmund—h�s father,
and mother, and s�sters, were there, all new to me. When we
reached Alb�on Place they were out; we went after them, and found
them on the p�er: Mrs. and the two M�ss Sneyds, w�th others of the�r
acqua�ntance. I made my bow �n form; and as Mrs. Sneyd was
surrounded by men, attached myself to one of her daughters, walked
by her s�de all the way home, and made myself as agreeable as I
could; the young lady perfectly easy �n her manners, and as ready to
talk as to l�sten. I had not a susp�c�on that I could be do�ng anyth�ng
wrong. They looked just the same: both well-dressed, w�th ve�ls and
parasols l�ke other g�rls; but I afterwards found that I had been g�v�ng
all my attent�on to the youngest, who was not out, and had most
excess�vely offended the eldest. M�ss Augusta ought not to have
been not�ced for the next s�x months; and M�ss Sneyd, I bel�eve, has
never forg�ven me.”

“That was bad �ndeed. Poor M�ss Sneyd. Though I have no
younger s�ster, I feel for her. To be neglected before one's t�me must



be very vexat�ous; but �t was ent�rely the mother's fault. M�ss
Augusta should have been w�th her governess. Such half-and-half
do�ngs never prosper. But now I must be sat�sf�ed about M�ss Pr�ce.
Does she go to balls? Does she d�ne out every where, as well as at
my s�ster's?”

“No,” repl�ed Edmund; “I do not th�nk she has ever been to a ball.
My mother seldom goes �nto company herself, and d�nes nowhere
but w�th Mrs. Grant, and Fanny stays at home w�th her.”

“Oh! then the po�nt �s clear. M�ss Pr�ce �s not out.”



CHAPTER VI
Mr. Bertram set off for————, and M�ss Crawford was prepared

to f�nd a great chasm �n the�r soc�ety, and to m�ss h�m dec�dedly �n
the meet�ngs wh�ch were now becom�ng almost da�ly between the
fam�l�es; and on the�r all d�n�ng together at the Park soon after h�s
go�ng, she retook her chosen place near the bottom of the table, fully
expect�ng to feel a most melancholy d�fference �n the change of
masters. It would be a very flat bus�ness, she was sure. In
compar�son w�th h�s brother, Edmund would have noth�ng to say. The
soup would be sent round �n a most sp�r�tless manner, w�ne drank
w�thout any sm�les or agreeable tr�fl�ng, and the ven�son cut up
w�thout supply�ng one pleasant anecdote of any former haunch, or a
s�ngle enterta�n�ng story, about “my fr�end such a one.” She must try
to f�nd amusement �n what was pass�ng at the upper end of the table,
and �n observ�ng Mr. Rushworth, who was now mak�ng h�s
appearance at Mansf�eld for the f�rst t�me s�nce the Crawfords'
arr�val. He had been v�s�t�ng a fr�end �n the ne�ghbour�ng county, and
that fr�end hav�ng recently had h�s grounds la�d out by an �mprover,
Mr. Rushworth was returned w�th h�s head full of the subject, and
very eager to be �mprov�ng h�s own place �n the same way; and
though not say�ng much to the purpose, could talk of noth�ng else.
The subject had been already handled �n the draw�ng-room; �t was
rev�ved �n the d�n�ng-parlour. M�ss Bertram's attent�on and op�n�on
was ev�dently h�s ch�ef a�m; and though her deportment showed
rather consc�ous super�or�ty than any sol�c�tude to obl�ge h�m, the
ment�on of Sotherton Court, and the �deas attached to �t, gave her a
feel�ng of complacency, wh�ch prevented her from be�ng very
ungrac�ous.

“I w�sh you could see Compton,” sa�d he; “�t �s the most complete
th�ng! I never saw a place so altered �n my l�fe. I told Sm�th I d�d not
know where I was. The approach now, �s one of the f�nest th�ngs �n
the country: you see the house �n the most surpr�s�ng manner. I



declare, when I got back to Sotherton yesterday, �t looked l�ke a
pr�son—qu�te a d�smal old pr�son.”

“Oh, for shame!” cr�ed Mrs. Norr�s. “A pr�son �ndeed? Sotherton
Court �s the noblest old place �n the world.”

“It wants �mprovement, ma'am, beyond anyth�ng. I never saw a
place that wanted so much �mprovement �n my l�fe; and �t �s so
forlorn that I do not know what can be done w�th �t.”

“No wonder that Mr. Rushworth should th�nk so at present,” sa�d
Mrs. Grant to Mrs. Norr�s, w�th a sm�le; “but depend upon �t,
Sotherton w�ll have every �mprovement �n t�me wh�ch h�s heart can
des�re.”

“I must try to do someth�ng w�th �t,” sa�d Mr. Rushworth, “but I do
not know what. I hope I shall have some good fr�end to help me.”

“Your best fr�end upon such an occas�on,” sa�d M�ss Bertram
calmly, “would be Mr. Repton, I �mag�ne.”

“That �s what I was th�nk�ng of. As he has done so well by Sm�th, I
th�nk I had better have h�m at once. H�s terms are f�ve gu�neas a
day.”

“Well, and �f they were ten,” cr�ed Mrs. Norr�s, “I am sure you need
not regard �t. The expense need not be any �mped�ment. If I were
you, I should not th�nk of the expense. I would have everyth�ng done
�n the best style, and made as n�ce as poss�ble. Such a place as
Sotherton Court deserves everyth�ng that taste and money can do.
You have space to work upon there, and grounds that w�ll well
reward you. For my own part, �f I had anyth�ng w�th�n the f�ft�eth part
of the s�ze of Sotherton, I should be always plant�ng and �mprov�ng,
for naturally I am excess�vely fond of �t. It would be too r�d�culous for
me to attempt anyth�ng where I am now, w�th my l�ttle half acre. It
would be qu�te a burlesque. But �f I had more room, I should take a
prod�g�ous del�ght �n �mprov�ng and plant�ng. We d�d a vast deal �n
that way at the Parsonage: we made �t qu�te a d�fferent place from
what �t was when we f�rst had �t. You young ones do not remember
much about �t, perhaps; but �f dear S�r Thomas were here, he could
tell you what �mprovements we made: and a great deal more would
have been done, but for poor Mr. Norr�s's sad state of health. He
could hardly ever get out, poor man, to enjoy anyth�ng, and that



d�sheartened me from do�ng several th�ngs that S�r Thomas and I
used to talk of. If �t had not been for that, we should have carr�ed on
the garden wall, and made the plantat�on to shut out the churchyard,
just as Dr. Grant has done. We were always do�ng someth�ng as �t
was. It was only the spr�ng twelvemonth before Mr. Norr�s's death
that we put �n the apr�cot aga�nst the stable wall, wh�ch �s now grown
such a noble tree, and gett�ng to such perfect�on, s�r,” address�ng
herself then to Dr. Grant.

“The tree thr�ves well, beyond a doubt, madam,” repl�ed Dr. Grant.
“The so�l �s good; and I never pass �t w�thout regrett�ng that the fru�t
should be so l�ttle worth the trouble of gather�ng.”

“S�r, �t �s a Moor Park, we bought �t as a Moor Park, and �t cost us
—that �s, �t was a present from S�r Thomas, but I saw the b�ll—and I
know �t cost seven sh�ll�ngs, and was charged as a Moor Park.”

“You were �mposed on, ma'am,” repl�ed Dr. Grant: “these potatoes
have as much the flavour of a Moor Park apr�cot as the fru�t from that
tree. It �s an �ns�p�d fru�t at the best; but a good apr�cot �s eatable,
wh�ch none from my garden are.”

“The truth �s, ma'am,” sa�d Mrs. Grant, pretend�ng to wh�sper
across the table to Mrs. Norr�s, “that Dr. Grant hardly knows what the
natural taste of our apr�cot �s: he �s scarcely ever �ndulged w�th one,
for �t �s so valuable a fru�t; w�th a l�ttle ass�stance, and ours �s such a
remarkably large, fa�r sort, that what w�th early tarts and preserves,
my cook contr�ves to get them all.”

Mrs. Norr�s, who had begun to redden, was appeased; and, for a
l�ttle wh�le, other subjects took place of the �mprovements of
Sotherton. Dr. Grant and Mrs. Norr�s were seldom good fr�ends; the�r
acqua�ntance had begun �n d�lap�dat�ons, and the�r hab�ts were
totally d�ss�m�lar.

After a short �nterrupt�on Mr. Rushworth began aga�n. “Sm�th's
place �s the adm�rat�on of all the country; and �t was a mere noth�ng
before Repton took �t �n hand. I th�nk I shall have Repton.”

“Mr. Rushworth,” sa�d Lady Bertram, “�f I were you, I would have a
very pretty shrubbery. One l�kes to get out �nto a shrubbery �n f�ne
weather.”



Mr. Rushworth was eager to assure her ladysh�p of h�s
acqu�escence, and tr�ed to make out someth�ng compl�mentary; but,
between h�s subm�ss�on to her taste, and h�s hav�ng always �ntended
the same h�mself, w�th the superadded objects of profess�ng
attent�on to the comfort of lad�es �n general, and of �ns�nuat�ng that
there was one only whom he was anx�ous to please, he grew
puzzled, and Edmund was glad to put an end to h�s speech by a
proposal of w�ne. Mr. Rushworth, however, though not usually a
great talker, had st�ll more to say on the subject next h�s heart.
“Sm�th has not much above a hundred acres altogether �n h�s
grounds, wh�ch �s l�ttle enough, and makes �t more surpr�s�ng that the
place can have been so �mproved. Now, at Sotherton we have a
good seven hundred, w�thout reckon�ng the water meadows; so that I
th�nk, �f so much could be done at Compton, we need not despa�r.
There have been two or three f�ne old trees cut down, that grew too
near the house, and �t opens the prospect amaz�ngly, wh�ch makes
me th�nk that Repton, or anybody of that sort, would certa�nly have
the avenue at Sotherton down: the avenue that leads from the west
front to the top of the h�ll, you know,” turn�ng to M�ss Bertram
part�cularly as he spoke. But M�ss Bertram thought �t most becom�ng
to reply—

“The avenue! Oh! I do not recollect �t. I really know very l�ttle of
Sotherton.”

Fanny, who was s�tt�ng on the other s�de of Edmund, exactly
oppos�te M�ss Crawford, and who had been attent�vely l�sten�ng, now
looked at h�m, and sa�d �n a low vo�ce—

“Cut down an avenue! What a p�ty! Does �t not make you th�nk of
Cowper? 'Ye fallen avenues, once more I mourn your fate
unmer�ted.'”

He sm�led as he answered, “I am afra�d the avenue stands a bad
chance, Fanny.”

“I should l�ke to see Sotherton before �t �s cut down, to see the
place as �t �s now, �n �ts old state; but I do not suppose I shall.”

“Have you never been there? No, you never can; and, unluck�ly, �t
�s out of d�stance for a r�de. I w�sh we could contr�ve �t.”



“Oh! �t does not s�gn�fy. Whenever I do see �t, you w�ll tell me how
�t has been altered.”

“I collect,” sa�d M�ss Crawford, “that Sotherton �s an old place, and
a place of some grandeur. In any part�cular style of bu�ld�ng?”

“The house was bu�lt �n El�zabeth's t�me, and �s a large, regular,
br�ck bu�ld�ng; heavy, but respectable look�ng, and has many good
rooms. It �s �ll placed. It stands �n one of the lowest spots of the park;
�n that respect, unfavourable for �mprovement. But the woods are
f�ne, and there �s a stream, wh�ch, I dare say, m�ght be made a good
deal of. Mr. Rushworth �s qu�te r�ght, I th�nk, �n mean�ng to g�ve �t a
modern dress, and I have no doubt that �t w�ll be all done extremely
well.”

M�ss Crawford l�stened w�th subm�ss�on, and sa�d to herself, “He �s
a well-bred man; he makes the best of �t.”

“I do not w�sh to �nfluence Mr. Rushworth,” he cont�nued; “but, had
I a place to new fash�on, I should not put myself �nto the hands of an
�mprover. I would rather have an �nfer�or degree of beauty, of my own
cho�ce, and acqu�red progress�vely. I would rather ab�de by my own
blunders than by h�s.”

“You would know what you were about, of course; but that would
not su�t me. I have no eye or �ngenu�ty for such matters, but as they
are before me; and had I a place of my own �n the country, I should
be most thankful to any Mr. Repton who would undertake �t, and g�ve
me as much beauty as he could for my money; and I should never
look at �t t�ll �t was complete.”

“It would be del�ghtful to me to see the progress of �t all,” sa�d
Fanny.

“Ay, you have been brought up to �t. It was no part of my
educat�on; and the only dose I ever had, be�ng adm�n�stered by not
the f�rst favour�te �n the world, has made me cons�der �mprovements
�n hand as the greatest of nu�sances. Three years ago the Adm�ral,
my honoured uncle, bought a cottage at Tw�ckenham for us all to
spend our summers �n; and my aunt and I went down to �t qu�te �n
raptures; but �t be�ng excess�vely pretty, �t was soon found necessary
to be �mproved, and for three months we were all d�rt and confus�on,
w�thout a gravel walk to step on, or a bench f�t for use. I would have



everyth�ng as complete as poss�ble �n the country, shrubber�es and
flower-gardens, and rust�c seats �nnumerable: but �t must all be done
w�thout my care. Henry �s d�fferent; he loves to be do�ng.”

Edmund was sorry to hear M�ss Crawford, whom he was much
d�sposed to adm�re, speak so freely of her uncle. It d�d not su�t h�s
sense of propr�ety, and he was s�lenced, t�ll �nduced by further sm�les
and l�vel�ness to put the matter by for the present.

“Mr. Bertram,” sa�d she, “I have t�d�ngs of my harp at last. I am
assured that �t �s safe at Northampton; and there �t has probably
been these ten days, �n sp�te of the solemn assurances we have so
often rece�ved to the contrary.” Edmund expressed h�s pleasure and
surpr�se. “The truth �s, that our �nqu�r�es were too d�rect; we sent a
servant, we went ourselves: th�s w�ll not do seventy m�les from
London; but th�s morn�ng we heard of �t �n the r�ght way. It was seen
by some farmer, and he told the m�ller, and the m�ller told the
butcher, and the butcher's son-�n-law left word at the shop.”

“I am very glad that you have heard of �t, by whatever means, and
hope there w�ll be no further delay.”

“I am to have �t to-morrow; but how do you th�nk �t �s to be
conveyed? Not by a wagon or cart: oh no! noth�ng of that k�nd could
be h�red �n the v�llage. I m�ght as well have asked for porters and a
handbarrow.”

“You would f�nd �t d�ff�cult, I dare say, just now, �n the m�ddle of a
very late hay harvest, to h�re a horse and cart?”

“I was aston�shed to f�nd what a p�ece of work was made of �t! To
want a horse and cart �n the country seemed �mposs�ble, so I told my
ma�d to speak for one d�rectly; and as I cannot look out of my
dress�ng-closet w�thout see�ng one farmyard, nor walk �n the
shrubbery w�thout pass�ng another, I thought �t would be only ask
and have, and was rather gr�eved that I could not g�ve the advantage
to all. Guess my surpr�se, when I found that I had been ask�ng the
most unreasonable, most �mposs�ble th�ng �n the world; had offended
all the farmers, all the labourers, all the hay �n the par�sh! As for Dr.
Grant's ba�l�ff, I bel�eve I had better keep out of h�s way; and my
brother-�n-law h�mself, who �s all k�ndness �n general, looked rather
black upon me when he found what I had been at.”



“You could not be expected to have thought on the subject before;
but when you do th�nk of �t, you must see the �mportance of gett�ng �n
the grass. The h�re of a cart at any t�me m�ght not be so easy as you
suppose: our farmers are not �n the hab�t of lett�ng them out; but, �n
harvest, �t must be qu�te out of the�r power to spare a horse.”

“I shall understand all your ways �n t�me; but, com�ng down w�th
the true London max�m, that everyth�ng �s to be got w�th money, I
was a l�ttle embarrassed at f�rst by the sturdy �ndependence of your
country customs. However, I am to have my harp fetched to-morrow.
Henry, who �s good-nature �tself, has offered to fetch �t �n h�s
barouche. W�ll �t not be honourably conveyed?”

Edmund spoke of the harp as h�s favour�te �nstrument, and hoped
to be soon allowed to hear her. Fanny had never heard the harp at
all, and w�shed for �t very much.

“I shall be most happy to play to you both,” sa�d M�ss Crawford; “at
least as long as you can l�ke to l�sten: probably much longer, for I
dearly love mus�c myself, and where the natural taste �s equal the
player must always be best off, for she �s grat�f�ed �n more ways than
one. Now, Mr. Bertram, �f you wr�te to your brother, I entreat you to
tell h�m that my harp �s come: he heard so much of my m�sery about
�t. And you may say, �f you please, that I shall prepare my most
pla�nt�ve a�rs aga�nst h�s return, �n compass�on to h�s feel�ngs, as I
know h�s horse w�ll lose.”

“If I wr�te, I w�ll say whatever you w�sh me; but I do not, at present,
foresee any occas�on for wr�t�ng.”

“No, I dare say, nor �f he were to be gone a twelvemonth, would
you ever wr�te to h�m, nor he to you, �f �t could be helped. The
occas�on would never be foreseen. What strange creatures brothers
are! You would not wr�te to each other but upon the most urgent
necess�ty �n the world; and when obl�ged to take up the pen to say
that such a horse �s �ll, or such a relat�on dead, �t �s done �n the
fewest poss�ble words. You have but one style among you. I know �t
perfectly. Henry, who �s �n every other respect exactly what a brother
should be, who loves me, consults me, conf�des �n me, and w�ll talk
to me by the hour together, has never yet turned the page �n a letter;
and very often �t �s noth�ng more than—'Dear Mary, I am just arr�ved.



Bath seems full, and everyth�ng as usual. Yours s�ncerely.' That �s
the true manly style; that �s a complete brother's letter.”

“When they are at a d�stance from all the�r fam�ly,” sa�d Fanny,
colour�ng for W�ll�am's sake, “they can wr�te long letters.”

“M�ss Pr�ce has a brother at sea,” sa�d Edmund, “whose
excellence as a correspondent makes her th�nk you too severe upon
us.”

“At sea, has she? In the k�ng's serv�ce, of course?”
Fanny would rather have had Edmund tell the story, but h�s

determ�ned s�lence obl�ged her to relate her brother's s�tuat�on: her
vo�ce was an�mated �n speak�ng of h�s profess�on, and the fore�gn
stat�ons he had been on; but she could not ment�on the number of
years that he had been absent w�thout tears �n her eyes. M�ss
Crawford c�v�lly w�shed h�m an early promot�on.

“Do you know anyth�ng of my cous�n's capta�n?” sa�d Edmund;
“Capta�n Marshall? You have a large acqua�ntance �n the navy, I
conclude?”

“Among adm�rals, large enough; but,” w�th an a�r of grandeur, “we
know very l�ttle of the �nfer�or ranks. Post-capta�ns may be very good
sort of men, but they do not belong to us. Of var�ous adm�rals I could
tell you a great deal: of them and the�r flags, and the gradat�on of
the�r pay, and the�r b�cker�ngs and jealous�es. But, �n general, I can
assure you that they are all passed over, and all very �ll used.
Certa�nly, my home at my uncle's brought me acqua�nted w�th a
c�rcle of adm�rals. Of Rears and V�ces I saw enough. Now do not be
suspect�ng me of a pun, I entreat.”

Edmund aga�n felt grave, and only repl�ed, “It �s a noble
profess�on.”

“Yes, the profess�on �s well enough under two c�rcumstances: �f �t
make the fortune, and there be d�scret�on �n spend�ng �t; but, �n short,
�t �s not a favour�te profess�on of m�ne. It has never worn an am�able
form to me.”

Edmund reverted to the harp, and was aga�n very happy �n the
prospect of hear�ng her play.



The subject of �mprov�ng grounds, meanwh�le, was st�ll under
cons�derat�on among the others; and Mrs. Grant could not help
address�ng her brother, though �t was call�ng h�s attent�on from M�ss
Jul�a Bertram.

“My dear Henry, have you noth�ng to say? You have been an
�mprover yourself, and from what I hear of Ever�ngham, �t may v�e
w�th any place �n England. Its natural beaut�es, I am sure, are great.
Ever�ngham, as �t used to be, was perfect �n my est�mat�on: such a
happy fall of ground, and such t�mber! What would I not g�ve to see �t
aga�n?”

“Noth�ng could be so grat�fy�ng to me as to hear your op�n�on of �t,”
was h�s answer; “but I fear there would be some d�sappo�ntment: you
would not f�nd �t equal to your present �deas. In extent, �t �s a mere
noth�ng; you would be surpr�sed at �ts �ns�gn�f�cance; and, as for
�mprovement, there was very l�ttle for me to do—too l�ttle: I should
l�ke to have been busy much longer.”

“You are fond of the sort of th�ng?” sa�d Jul�a.
“Excess�vely; but what w�th the natural advantages of the ground,

wh�ch po�nted out, even to a very young eye, what l�ttle rema�ned to
be done, and my own consequent resolut�ons, I had not been of age
three months before Ever�ngham was all that �t �s now. My plan was
la�d at Westm�nster, a l�ttle altered, perhaps, at Cambr�dge, and at
one-and-twenty executed. I am �ncl�ned to envy Mr. Rushworth for
hav�ng so much happ�ness yet before h�m. I have been a devourer of
my own.”

“Those who see qu�ckly, w�ll resolve qu�ckly, and act qu�ckly,” sa�d
Jul�a. “You can never want employment. Instead of envy�ng Mr.
Rushworth, you should ass�st h�m w�th your op�n�on.”

Mrs. Grant, hear�ng the latter part of th�s speech, enforced �t
warmly, persuaded that no judgment could be equal to her brother's;
and as M�ss Bertram caught at the �dea l�kew�se, and gave �t her full
support, declar�ng that, �n her op�n�on, �t was �nf�n�tely better to
consult w�th fr�ends and d�s�nterested adv�sers, than �mmed�ately to
throw the bus�ness �nto the hands of a profess�onal man, Mr.
Rushworth was very ready to request the favour of Mr. Crawford's
ass�stance; and Mr. Crawford, after properly deprec�at�ng h�s own



ab�l�t�es, was qu�te at h�s serv�ce �n any way that could be useful. Mr.
Rushworth then began to propose Mr. Crawford's do�ng h�m the
honour of com�ng over to Sotherton, and tak�ng a bed there; when
Mrs. Norr�s, as �f read�ng �n her two n�eces' m�nds the�r l�ttle
approbat�on of a plan wh�ch was to take Mr. Crawford away,
�nterposed w�th an amendment.

“There can be no doubt of Mr. Crawford's w�ll�ngness; but why
should not more of us go? Why should not we make a l�ttle party?
Here are many that would be �nterested �n your �mprovements, my
dear Mr. Rushworth, and that would l�ke to hear Mr. Crawford's
op�n�on on the spot, and that m�ght be of some small use to you w�th
the�r op�n�ons; and, for my own part, I have been long w�sh�ng to wa�t
upon your good mother aga�n; noth�ng but hav�ng no horses of my
own could have made me so rem�ss; but now I could go and s�t a few
hours w�th Mrs. Rushworth, wh�le the rest of you walked about and
settled th�ngs, and then we could all return to a late d�nner here, or
d�ne at Sotherton, just as m�ght be most agreeable to your mother,
and have a pleasant dr�ve home by moonl�ght. I dare say Mr.
Crawford would take my two n�eces and me �n h�s barouche, and
Edmund can go on horseback, you know, s�ster, and Fanny w�ll stay
at home w�th you.”

Lady Bertram made no object�on; and every one concerned �n the
go�ng was forward �n express�ng the�r ready concurrence, except�ng
Edmund, who heard �t all and sa�d noth�ng.





CHAPTER VII
“Well, Fanny, and how do you l�ke M�ss Crawford now?” sa�d

Edmund the next day, after th�nk�ng some t�me on the subject
h�mself. “How d�d you l�ke her yesterday?”

“Very well—very much. I l�ke to hear her talk. She enterta�ns me;
and she �s so extremely pretty, that I have great pleasure �n look�ng
at her.”

“It �s her countenance that �s so attract�ve. She has a wonderful
play of feature! But was there noth�ng �n her conversat�on that struck
you, Fanny, as not qu�te r�ght?”

“Oh yes! she ought not to have spoken of her uncle as she d�d. I
was qu�te aston�shed. An uncle w�th whom she has been l�v�ng so
many years, and who, whatever h�s faults may be, �s so very fond of
her brother, treat�ng h�m, they say, qu�te l�ke a son. I could not have
bel�eved �t!”

“I thought you would be struck. It was very wrong; very
�ndecorous.”

“And very ungrateful, I th�nk.”
“Ungrateful �s a strong word. I do not know that her uncle has any

cla�m to her grat�tude; h�s w�fe certa�nly had; and �t �s the warmth of
her respect for her aunt's memory wh�ch m�sleads her here. She �s
awkwardly c�rcumstanced. W�th such warm feel�ngs and l�vely sp�r�ts
�t must be d�ff�cult to do just�ce to her affect�on for Mrs. Crawford,
w�thout throw�ng a shade on the Adm�ral. I do not pretend to know
wh�ch was most to blame �n the�r d�sagreements, though the
Adm�ral's present conduct m�ght �ncl�ne one to the s�de of h�s w�fe;
but �t �s natural and am�able that M�ss Crawford should acqu�t her
aunt ent�rely. I do not censure her op�n�ons; but there certa�nly �s
�mpropr�ety �n mak�ng them publ�c.”

“Do not you th�nk,” sa�d Fanny, after a l�ttle cons�derat�on, “that th�s
�mpropr�ety �s a reflect�on �tself upon Mrs. Crawford, as her n�ece has



been ent�rely brought up by her? She cannot have g�ven her r�ght
not�ons of what was due to the Adm�ral.”

“That �s a fa�r remark. Yes, we must suppose the faults of the n�ece
to have been those of the aunt; and �t makes one more sens�ble of
the d�sadvantages she has been under. But I th�nk her present home
must do her good. Mrs. Grant's manners are just what they ought to
be. She speaks of her brother w�th a very pleas�ng affect�on.”

“Yes, except as to h�s wr�t�ng her such short letters. She made me
almost laugh; but I cannot rate so very h�ghly the love or good-nature
of a brother who w�ll not g�ve h�mself the trouble of wr�t�ng anyth�ng
worth read�ng to h�s s�sters, when they are separated. I am sure
W�ll�am would never have used me so, under any c�rcumstances.
And what r�ght had she to suppose that you would not wr�te long
letters when you were absent?”

“The r�ght of a l�vely m�nd, Fanny, se�z�ng whatever may contr�bute
to �ts own amusement or that of others; perfectly allowable, when
unt�nctured by �ll-humour or roughness; and there �s not a shadow of
e�ther �n the countenance or manner of M�ss Crawford: noth�ng
sharp, or loud, or coarse. She �s perfectly fem�n�ne, except �n the
�nstances we have been speak�ng of. There she cannot be just�f�ed. I
am glad you saw �t all as I d�d.”

Hav�ng formed her m�nd and ga�ned her affect�ons, he had a good
chance of her th�nk�ng l�ke h�m; though at th�s per�od, and on th�s
subject, there began now to be some danger of d�ss�m�lar�ty, for he
was �n a l�ne of adm�rat�on of M�ss Crawford, wh�ch m�ght lead h�m
where Fanny could not follow. M�ss Crawford's attract�ons d�d not
lessen. The harp arr�ved, and rather added to her beauty, w�t, and
good-humour; for she played w�th the greatest obl�g�ngness, w�th an
express�on and taste wh�ch were pecul�arly becom�ng, and there was
someth�ng clever to be sa�d at the close of every a�r. Edmund was at
the Parsonage every day, to be �ndulged w�th h�s favour�te
�nstrument: one morn�ng secured an �nv�tat�on for the next; for the
lady could not be unw�ll�ng to have a l�stener, and every th�ng was
soon �n a fa�r tra�n.

A young woman, pretty, l�vely, w�th a harp as elegant as herself,
and both placed near a w�ndow, cut down to the ground, and



open�ng on a l�ttle lawn, surrounded by shrubs �n the r�ch fol�age of
summer, was enough to catch any man's heart. The season, the
scene, the a�r, were all favourable to tenderness and sent�ment. Mrs.
Grant and her tambour frame were not w�thout the�r use: �t was all �n
harmony; and as everyth�ng w�ll turn to account when love �s once
set go�ng, even the sandw�ch tray, and Dr. Grant do�ng the honours
of �t, were worth look�ng at. W�thout study�ng the bus�ness, however,
or know�ng what he was about, Edmund was beg�nn�ng, at the end of
a week of such �ntercourse, to be a good deal �n love; and to the
cred�t of the lady �t may be added that, w�thout h�s be�ng a man of the
world or an elder brother, w�thout any of the arts of flattery or the
ga�et�es of small talk, he began to be agreeable to her. She felt �t to
be so, though she had not foreseen, and could hardly understand �t;
for he was not pleasant by any common rule: he talked no nonsense;
he pa�d no compl�ments; h�s op�n�ons were unbend�ng, h�s attent�ons
tranqu�l and s�mple. There was a charm, perhaps, �n h�s s�ncer�ty, h�s
stead�ness, h�s �ntegr�ty, wh�ch M�ss Crawford m�ght be equal to feel,
though not equal to d�scuss w�th herself. She d�d not th�nk very much
about �t, however: he pleased her for the present; she l�ked to have
h�m near her; �t was enough.

Fanny could not wonder that Edmund was at the Parsonage every
morn�ng; she would gladly have been there too, m�ght she have
gone �n un�nv�ted and unnot�ced, to hear the harp; ne�ther could she
wonder that, when the even�ng stroll was over, and the two fam�l�es
parted aga�n, he should th�nk �t r�ght to attend Mrs. Grant and her
s�ster to the�r home, wh�le Mr. Crawford was devoted to the lad�es of
the Park; but she thought �t a very bad exchange; and �f Edmund
were not there to m�x the w�ne and water for her, would rather go
w�thout �t than not. She was a l�ttle surpr�sed that he could spend so
many hours w�th M�ss Crawford, and not see more of the sort of fault
wh�ch he had already observed, and of wh�ch she was almost always
rem�nded by a someth�ng of the same nature whenever she was �n
her company; but so �t was. Edmund was fond of speak�ng to her of
M�ss Crawford, but he seemed to th�nk �t enough that the Adm�ral
had s�nce been spared; and she scrupled to po�nt out her own
remarks to h�m, lest �t should appear l�ke �ll-nature. The f�rst actual
pa�n wh�ch M�ss Crawford occas�oned her was the consequence of



an �ncl�nat�on to learn to r�de, wh�ch the former caught, soon after her
be�ng settled at Mansf�eld, from the example of the young lad�es at
the Park, and wh�ch, when Edmund's acqua�ntance w�th her
�ncreased, led to h�s encourag�ng the w�sh, and the offer of h�s own
qu�et mare for the purpose of her f�rst attempts, as the best f�tted for
a beg�nner that e�ther stable could furn�sh. No pa�n, no �njury,
however, was des�gned by h�m to h�s cous�n �n th�s offer: she was not
to lose a day's exerc�se by �t. The mare was only to be taken down to
the Parsonage half an hour before her r�de were to beg�n; and
Fanny, on �ts be�ng f�rst proposed, so far from feel�ng sl�ghted, was
almost over-powered w�th grat�tude that he should be ask�ng her
leave for �t.

M�ss Crawford made her f�rst essay w�th great cred�t to herself,
and no �nconven�ence to Fanny. Edmund, who had taken down the
mare and pres�ded at the whole, returned w�th �t �n excellent t�me,
before e�ther Fanny or the steady old coachman, who always
attended her when she rode w�thout her cous�ns, were ready to set
forward. The second day's tr�al was not so gu�ltless. M�ss Crawford's
enjoyment of r�d�ng was such that she d�d not know how to leave off.
Act�ve and fearless, and though rather small, strongly made, she
seemed formed for a horsewoman; and to the pure genu�ne pleasure
of the exerc�se, someth�ng was probably added �n Edmund's
attendance and �nstruct�ons, and someth�ng more �n the conv�ct�on of
very much surpass�ng her sex �n general by her early progress, to
make her unw�ll�ng to d�smount. Fanny was ready and wa�t�ng, and
Mrs. Norr�s was beg�nn�ng to scold her for not be�ng gone, and st�ll
no horse was announced, no Edmund appeared. To avo�d her aunt,
and look for h�m, she went out.

The houses, though scarcely half a m�le apart, were not w�th�n
s�ght of each other; but, by walk�ng f�fty yards from the hall door, she
could look down the park, and command a v�ew of the Parsonage
and all �ts demesnes, gently r�s�ng beyond the v�llage road; and �n Dr.
Grant's meadow she �mmed�ately saw the group—Edmund and M�ss
Crawford both on horse-back, r�d�ng s�de by s�de, Dr. and Mrs. Grant,
and Mr. Crawford, w�th two or three grooms, stand�ng about and
look�ng on. A happy party �t appeared to her, all �nterested �n one
object: cheerful beyond a doubt, for the sound of merr�ment



ascended even to her. It was a sound wh�ch d�d not make her
cheerful; she wondered that Edmund should forget her, and felt a
pang. She could not turn her eyes from the meadow; she could not
help watch�ng all that passed. At f�rst M�ss Crawford and her
compan�on made the c�rcu�t of the f�eld, wh�ch was not small, at a
foot's pace; then, at her apparent suggest�on, they rose �nto a canter;
and to Fanny's t�m�d nature �t was most aston�sh�ng to see how well
she sat. After a few m�nutes they stopped ent�rely. Edmund was
close to her; he was speak�ng to her; he was ev�dently d�rect�ng her
management of the br�dle; he had hold of her hand; she saw �t, or
the �mag�nat�on suppl�ed what the eye could not reach. She must not
wonder at all th�s; what could be more natural than that Edmund
should be mak�ng h�mself useful, and prov�ng h�s good-nature by any
one? She could not but th�nk, �ndeed, that Mr. Crawford m�ght as well
have saved h�m the trouble; that �t would have been part�cularly
proper and becom�ng �n a brother to have done �t h�mself; but Mr.
Crawford, w�th all h�s boasted good-nature, and all h�s
coachmansh�p, probably knew noth�ng of the matter, and had no
act�ve k�ndness �n compar�son of Edmund. She began to th�nk �t
rather hard upon the mare to have such double duty; �f she were
forgotten, the poor mare should be remembered.

Her feel�ngs for one and the other were soon a l�ttle tranqu�ll�sed
by see�ng the party �n the meadow d�sperse, and M�ss Crawford st�ll
on horseback, but attended by Edmund on foot, pass through a gate
�nto the lane, and so �nto the park, and make towards the spot where
she stood. She began then to be afra�d of appear�ng rude and
�mpat�ent; and walked to meet them w�th a great anx�ety to avo�d the
susp�c�on.

“My dear M�ss Pr�ce,” sa�d M�ss Crawford, as soon as she was at
all w�th�n hear�ng, “I am come to make my own apolog�es for keep�ng
you wa�t�ng; but I have noth�ng �n the world to say for myself—I knew
�t was very late, and that I was behav�ng extremely �ll; and therefore,
�f you please, you must forg�ve me. Self�shness must always be
forg�ven, you know, because there �s no hope of a cure.”

Fanny's answer was extremely c�v�l, and Edmund added h�s
conv�ct�on that she could be �n no hurry. “For there �s more than t�me



enough for my cous�n to r�de tw�ce as far as she ever goes,” sa�d he,
“and you have been promot�ng her comfort by prevent�ng her from
sett�ng off half an hour sooner: clouds are now com�ng up, and she
w�ll not suffer from the heat as she would have done then. I w�sh you
may not be fat�gued by so much exerc�se. I w�sh you had saved
yourself th�s walk home.”

“No part of �t fat�gues me but gett�ng off th�s horse, I assure you,”
sa�d she, as she sprang down w�th h�s help; “I am very strong.
Noth�ng ever fat�gues me but do�ng what I do not l�ke. M�ss Pr�ce, I
g�ve way to you w�th a very bad grace; but I s�ncerely hope you w�ll
have a pleasant r�de, and that I may have noth�ng but good to hear
of th�s dear, del�ghtful, beaut�ful an�mal.”

The old coachman, who had been wa�t�ng about w�th h�s own
horse, now jo�n�ng them, Fanny was l�fted on hers, and they set off
across another part of the park; her feel�ngs of d�scomfort not
l�ghtened by see�ng, as she looked back, that the others were
walk�ng down the h�ll together to the v�llage; nor d�d her attendant do
her much good by h�s comments on M�ss Crawford's great
cleverness as a horse-woman, wh�ch he had been watch�ng w�th an
�nterest almost equal to her own.

“It �s a pleasure to see a lady w�th such a good heart for r�d�ng!”
sa�d he. “I never see one s�t a horse better. She d�d not seem to
have a thought of fear. Very d�fferent from you, m�ss, when you f�rst
began, s�x years ago come next Easter. Lord bless you! how you d�d
tremble when S�r Thomas f�rst had you put on!”

In the draw�ng-room M�ss Crawford was also celebrated. Her mer�t
�n be�ng g�fted by Nature w�th strength and courage was fully
apprec�ated by the M�ss Bertrams; her del�ght �n r�d�ng was l�ke the�r
own; her early excellence �n �t was l�ke the�r own, and they had great
pleasure �n pra�s�ng �t.

“I was sure she would r�de well,” sa�d Jul�a; “she has the make for
�t. Her f�gure �s as neat as her brother's.”

“Yes,” added Mar�a, “and her sp�r�ts are as good, and she has the
same energy of character. I cannot but th�nk that good horsemansh�p
has a great deal to do w�th the m�nd.”



When they parted at n�ght Edmund asked Fanny whether she
meant to r�de the next day.

“No, I do not know—not �f you want the mare,” was her answer.
“I do not want her at all for myself,” sa�d he; “but whenever you are

next �ncl�ned to stay at home, I th�nk M�ss Crawford would be glad to
have her a longer t�me—for a whole morn�ng, �n short. She has a
great des�re to get as far as Mansf�eld Common: Mrs. Grant has
been tell�ng her of �ts f�ne v�ews, and I have no doubt of her be�ng
perfectly equal to �t. But any morn�ng w�ll do for th�s. She would be
extremely sorry to �nterfere w�th you. It would be very wrong �f she
d�d. She r�des only for pleasure; you for health.”

“I shall not r�de to-morrow, certa�nly,” sa�d Fanny; “I have been out
very often lately, and would rather stay at home. You know I am
strong enough now to walk very well.”

Edmund looked pleased, wh�ch must be Fanny's comfort, and the
r�de to Mansf�eld Common took place the next morn�ng: the party
�ncluded all the young people but herself, and was much enjoyed at
the t�me, and doubly enjoyed aga�n �n the even�ng d�scuss�on. A
successful scheme of th�s sort generally br�ngs on another; and the
hav�ng been to Mansf�eld Common d�sposed them all for go�ng
somewhere else the day after. There were many other v�ews to be
shewn; and though the weather was hot, there were shady lanes
wherever they wanted to go. A young party �s always prov�ded w�th a
shady lane. Four f�ne morn�ngs success�vely were spent �n th�s
manner, �n shew�ng the Crawfords the country, and do�ng the
honours of �ts f�nest spots. Everyth�ng answered; �t was all ga�ety and
good-humour, the heat only supply�ng �nconven�ence enough to be
talked of w�th pleasure—t�ll the fourth day, when the happ�ness of
one of the party was exceed�ngly clouded. M�ss Bertram was the
one. Edmund and Jul�a were �nv�ted to d�ne at the Parsonage, and
she was excluded. It was meant and done by Mrs. Grant, w�th
perfect good-humour, on Mr. Rushworth's account, who was partly
expected at the Park that day; but �t was felt as a very gr�evous
�njury, and her good manners were severely taxed to conceal her
vexat�on and anger t�ll she reached home. As Mr. Rushworth d�d not
come, the �njury was �ncreased, and she had not even the rel�ef of



shew�ng her power over h�m; she could only be sullen to her mother,
aunt, and cous�n, and throw as great a gloom as poss�ble over the�r
d�nner and dessert.

Between ten and eleven Edmund and Jul�a walked �nto the
draw�ng-room, fresh w�th the even�ng a�r, glow�ng and cheerful, the
very reverse of what they found �n the three lad�es s�tt�ng there, for
Mar�a would scarcely ra�se her eyes from her book, and Lady
Bertram was half-asleep; and even Mrs. Norr�s, d�scomposed by her
n�ece's �ll-humour, and hav�ng asked one or two quest�ons about the
d�nner, wh�ch were not �mmed�ately attended to, seemed almost
determ�ned to say no more. For a few m�nutes the brother and s�ster
were too eager �n the�r pra�se of the n�ght and the�r remarks on the
stars, to th�nk beyond themselves; but when the f�rst pause came,
Edmund, look�ng around, sa�d, “But where �s Fanny? Is she gone to
bed?”

“No, not that I know of,” repl�ed Mrs. Norr�s; “she was here a
moment ago.”

Her own gentle vo�ce speak�ng from the other end of the room,
wh�ch was a very long one, told them that she was on the sofa. Mrs.
Norr�s began scold�ng.

“That �s a very fool�sh tr�ck, Fanny, to be �dl�ng away all the
even�ng upon a sofa. Why cannot you come and s�t here, and
employ yourself as we do? If you have no work of your own, I can
supply you from the poor basket. There �s all the new cal�co, that
was bought last week, not touched yet. I am sure I almost broke my
back by cutt�ng �t out. You should learn to th�nk of other people; and,
take my word for �t, �t �s a shock�ng tr�ck for a young person to be
always loll�ng upon a sofa.”

Before half th�s was sa�d, Fanny was returned to her seat at the
table, and had taken up her work aga�n; and Jul�a, who was �n h�gh
good-humour, from the pleasures of the day, d�d her the just�ce of
excla�m�ng, “I must say, ma'am, that Fanny �s as l�ttle upon the sofa
as anybody �n the house.”

“Fanny,” sa�d Edmund, after look�ng at her attent�vely, “I am sure
you have the headache.”

She could not deny �t, but sa�d �t was not very bad.



“I can hardly bel�eve you,” he repl�ed; “I know your looks too well.
How long have you had �t?”

“S�nce a l�ttle before d�nner. It �s noth�ng but the heat.”
“D�d you go out �n the heat?”
“Go out! to be sure she d�d,” sa�d Mrs. Norr�s: “would you have her

stay w�th�n such a f�ne day as th�s? Were not we all out? Even your
mother was out to-day for above an hour.”

“Yes, �ndeed, Edmund,” added her ladysh�p, who had been
thoroughly awakened by Mrs. Norr�s's sharp repr�mand to Fanny; “I
was out above an hour. I sat three-quarters of an hour �n the flower-
garden, wh�le Fanny cut the roses; and very pleasant �t was, I assure
you, but very hot. It was shady enough �n the alcove, but I declare I
qu�te dreaded the com�ng home aga�n.”

“Fanny has been cutt�ng roses, has she?”
“Yes, and I am afra�d they w�ll be the last th�s year. Poor th�ng! She

found �t hot enough; but they were so full-blown that one could not
wa�t.”

“There was no help for �t, certa�nly,” rejo�ned Mrs. Norr�s, �n a
rather softened vo�ce; “but I quest�on whether her headache m�ght
not be caught then, s�ster. There �s noth�ng so l�kely to g�ve �t as
stand�ng and stoop�ng �n a hot sun; but I dare say �t w�ll be well to-
morrow. Suppose you let her have your aromat�c v�negar; I always
forget to have m�ne f�lled.”

“She has got �t,” sa�d Lady Bertram; “she has had �t ever s�nce she
came back from your house the second t�me.”

“What!” cr�ed Edmund; “has she been walk�ng as well as cutt�ng
roses; walk�ng across the hot park to your house, and do�ng �t tw�ce,
ma'am? No wonder her head aches.”

Mrs. Norr�s was talk�ng to Jul�a, and d�d not hear.
“I was afra�d �t would be too much for her,” sa�d Lady Bertram; “but

when the roses were gathered, your aunt w�shed to have them, and
then you know they must be taken home.”

“But were there roses enough to obl�ge her to go tw�ce?”



“No; but they were to be put �nto the spare room to dry; and,
unluck�ly, Fanny forgot to lock the door of the room and br�ng away
the key, so she was obl�ged to go aga�n.”

Edmund got up and walked about the room, say�ng, “And could
nobody be employed on such an errand but Fanny? Upon my word,
ma'am, �t has been a very �ll-managed bus�ness.”

“I am sure I do not know how �t was to have been done better,”
cr�ed Mrs. Norr�s, unable to be longer deaf; “unless I had gone
myself, �ndeed; but I cannot be �n two places at once; and I was
talk�ng to Mr. Green at that very t�me about your mother's da�ryma�d,
by her des�re, and had prom�sed John Groom to wr�te to Mrs.
Jeffer�es about h�s son, and the poor fellow was wa�t�ng for me half
an hour. I th�nk nobody can justly accuse me of spar�ng myself upon
any occas�on, but really I cannot do everyth�ng at once. And as for
Fanny's just stepp�ng down to my house for me—�t �s not much
above a quarter of a m�le—I cannot th�nk I was unreasonable to ask
�t. How often do I pace �t three t�mes a day, early and late, ay, and �n
all weathers too, and say noth�ng about �t?”

“I w�sh Fanny had half your strength, ma'am.”
“If Fanny would be more regular �n her exerc�se, she would not be

knocked up so soon. She has not been out on horseback now th�s
long wh�le, and I am persuaded that, when she does not r�de, she
ought to walk. If she had been r�d�ng before, I should not have asked
�t of her. But I thought �t would rather do her good after be�ng
stoop�ng among the roses; for there �s noth�ng so refresh�ng as a
walk after a fat�gue of that k�nd; and though the sun was strong, �t
was not so very hot. Between ourselves, Edmund,” nodd�ng
s�gn�f�cantly at h�s mother, “�t was cutt�ng the roses, and dawdl�ng
about �n the flower-garden, that d�d the m�sch�ef.”

“I am afra�d �t was, �ndeed,” sa�d the more cand�d Lady Bertram,
who had overheard her; “I am very much afra�d she caught the
headache there, for the heat was enough to k�ll anybody. It was as
much as I could bear myself. S�tt�ng and call�ng to Pug, and try�ng to
keep h�m from the flower-beds, was almost too much for me.”

Edmund sa�d no more to e�ther lady; but go�ng qu�etly to another
table, on wh�ch the supper-tray yet rema�ned, brought a glass of



Made�ra to Fanny, and obl�ged her to dr�nk the greater part. She
w�shed to be able to decl�ne �t; but the tears, wh�ch a var�ety of
feel�ngs created, made �t eas�er to swallow than to speak.

Vexed as Edmund was w�th h�s mother and aunt, he was st�ll more
angry w�th h�mself. H�s own forgetfulness of her was worse than
anyth�ng wh�ch they had done. Noth�ng of th�s would have happened
had she been properly cons�dered; but she had been left four days
together w�thout any cho�ce of compan�ons or exerc�se, and w�thout
any excuse for avo�d�ng whatever her unreasonable aunts m�ght
requ�re. He was ashamed to th�nk that for four days together she had
not had the power of r�d�ng, and very ser�ously resolved, however
unw�ll�ng he must be to check a pleasure of M�ss Crawford's, that �t
should never happen aga�n.

Fanny went to bed w�th her heart as full as on the f�rst even�ng of
her arr�val at the Park. The state of her sp�r�ts had probably had �ts
share �n her �nd�spos�t�on; for she had been feel�ng neglected, and
been struggl�ng aga�nst d�scontent and envy for some days past. As
she leant on the sofa, to wh�ch she had retreated that she m�ght not
be seen, the pa�n of her m�nd had been much beyond that �n her
head; and the sudden change wh�ch Edmund's k�ndness had then
occas�oned, made her hardly know how to support herself.



CHAPTER VIII
Fanny's r�des recommenced the very next day; and as �t was a

pleasant fresh-feel�ng morn�ng, less hot than the weather had lately
been, Edmund trusted that her losses, both of health and pleasure,
would be soon made good. Wh�le she was gone Mr. Rushworth
arr�ved, escort�ng h�s mother, who came to be c�v�l and to shew her
c�v�l�ty espec�ally, �n urg�ng the execut�on of the plan for v�s�t�ng
Sotherton, wh�ch had been started a fortn�ght before, and wh�ch, �n
consequence of her subsequent absence from home, had s�nce la�n
dormant. Mrs. Norr�s and her n�eces were all well pleased w�th �ts
rev�val, and an early day was named and agreed to, prov�ded Mr.
Crawford should be d�sengaged: the young lad�es d�d not forget that
st�pulat�on, and though Mrs. Norr�s would w�ll�ngly have answered for
h�s be�ng so, they would ne�ther author�se the l�berty nor run the r�sk;
and at last, on a h�nt from M�ss Bertram, Mr. Rushworth d�scovered
that the properest th�ng to be done was for h�m to walk down to the
Parsonage d�rectly, and call on Mr. Crawford, and �nqu�re whether
Wednesday would su�t h�m or not.

Before h�s return Mrs. Grant and M�ss Crawford came �n. Hav�ng
been out some t�me, and taken a d�fferent route to the house, they
had not met h�m. Comfortable hopes, however, were g�ven that he
would f�nd Mr. Crawford at home. The Sotherton scheme was
ment�oned of course. It was hardly poss�ble, �ndeed, that anyth�ng
else should be talked of, for Mrs. Norr�s was �n h�gh sp�r�ts about �t;
and Mrs. Rushworth, a well-mean�ng, c�v�l, pros�ng, pompous
woman, who thought noth�ng of consequence, but as �t related to her
own and her son's concerns, had not yet g�ven over press�ng Lady
Bertram to be of the party. Lady Bertram constantly decl�ned �t; but
her plac�d manner of refusal made Mrs. Rushworth st�ll th�nk she
w�shed to come, t�ll Mrs. Norr�s's more numerous words and louder
tone conv�nced her of the truth.



“The fat�gue would be too much for my s�ster, a great deal too
much, I assure you, my dear Mrs. Rushworth. Ten m�les there, and
ten back, you know. You must excuse my s�ster on th�s occas�on,
and accept of our two dear g�rls and myself w�thout her. Sotherton �s
the only place that could g�ve her a w�sh to go so far, but �t cannot
be, �ndeed. She w�ll have a compan�on �n Fanny Pr�ce, you know, so
�t w�ll all do very well; and as for Edmund, as he �s not here to speak
for h�mself, I w�ll answer for h�s be�ng most happy to jo�n the party.
He can go on horseback, you know.”

Mrs. Rushworth be�ng obl�ged to y�eld to Lady Bertram's stay�ng at
home, could only be sorry. “The loss of her ladysh�p's company
would be a great drawback, and she should have been extremely
happy to have seen the young lady too, M�ss Pr�ce, who had never
been at Sotherton yet, and �t was a p�ty she should not see the
place.”

“You are very k�nd, you are all k�ndness, my dear madam,” cr�ed
Mrs. Norr�s; “but as to Fanny, she w�ll have opportun�t�es �n plenty of
see�ng Sotherton. She has t�me enough before her; and her go�ng
now �s qu�te out of the quest�on. Lady Bertram could not poss�bly
spare her.”

“Oh no! I cannot do w�thout Fanny.”
Mrs. Rushworth proceeded next, under the conv�ct�on that

everybody must be want�ng to see Sotherton, to �nclude M�ss
Crawford �n the �nv�tat�on; and though Mrs. Grant, who had not been
at the trouble of v�s�t�ng Mrs. Rushworth, on her com�ng �nto the
ne�ghbourhood, c�v�lly decl�ned �t on her own account, she was glad
to secure any pleasure for her s�ster; and Mary, properly pressed
and persuaded, was not long �n accept�ng her share of the c�v�l�ty.
Mr. Rushworth came back from the Parsonage successful; and
Edmund made h�s appearance just �n t�me to learn what had been
settled for Wednesday, to attend Mrs. Rushworth to her carr�age, and
walk half-way down the park w�th the two other lad�es.

On h�s return to the breakfast-room, he found Mrs. Norr�s try�ng to
make up her m�nd as to whether M�ss Crawford's be�ng of the party
were des�rable or not, or whether her brother's barouche would not
be full w�thout her. The M�ss Bertrams laughed at the �dea, assur�ng



her that the barouche would hold four perfectly well, �ndependent of
the box, on wh�ch one m�ght go w�th h�m.

“But why �s �t necessary,” sa�d Edmund, “that Crawford's carr�age,
or h�s only, should be employed? Why �s no use to be made of my
mother's cha�se? I could not, when the scheme was f�rst ment�oned
the other day, understand why a v�s�t from the fam�ly were not to be
made �n the carr�age of the fam�ly.”

“What!” cr�ed Jul�a: “go boxed up three �n a postcha�se �n th�s
weather, when we may have seats �n a barouche! No, my dear
Edmund, that w�ll not qu�te do.”

“Bes�des,” sa�d Mar�a, “I know that Mr. Crawford depends upon
tak�ng us. After what passed at f�rst, he would cla�m �t as a prom�se.”

“And, my dear Edmund,” added Mrs. Norr�s, “tak�ng out two
carr�ages when one w�ll do, would be trouble for noth�ng; and,
between ourselves, coachman �s not very fond of the roads between
th�s and Sotherton: he always compla�ns b�tterly of the narrow lanes
scratch�ng h�s carr�age, and you know one should not l�ke to have
dear S�r Thomas, when he comes home, f�nd all the varn�sh
scratched off.”

“That would not be a very handsome reason for us�ng Mr.
Crawford's,” sa�d Mar�a; “but the truth �s, that W�lcox �s a stup�d old
fellow, and does not know how to dr�ve. I w�ll answer for �t that we
shall f�nd no �nconven�ence from narrow roads on Wednesday.”

“There �s no hardsh�p, I suppose, noth�ng unpleasant,” sa�d
Edmund, “�n go�ng on the barouche box.”

“Unpleasant!” cr�ed Mar�a: “oh dear! I bel�eve �t would be generally
thought the favour�te seat. There can be no compar�son as to one's
v�ew of the country. Probably M�ss Crawford w�ll choose the
barouche-box herself.”

“There can be no object�on, then, to Fanny's go�ng w�th you; there
can be no doubt of your hav�ng room for her.”

“Fanny!” repeated Mrs. Norr�s; “my dear Edmund, there �s no �dea
of her go�ng w�th us. She stays w�th her aunt. I told Mrs. Rushworth
so. She �s not expected.”



“You can have no reason, I �mag�ne, madam,” sa�d he, address�ng
h�s mother, “for w�sh�ng Fanny not to be of the party, but as �t relates
to yourself, to your own comfort. If you could do w�thout her, you
would not w�sh to keep her at home?”

“To be sure not, but I cannot do w�thout her.”
“You can, �f I stay at home w�th you, as I mean to do.”
There was a general cry out at th�s. “Yes,” he cont�nued, “there �s

no necess�ty for my go�ng, and I mean to stay at home. Fanny has a
great des�re to see Sotherton. I know she w�shes �t very much. She
has not often a grat�f�cat�on of the k�nd, and I am sure, ma'am, you
would be glad to g�ve her the pleasure now?”

“Oh yes! very glad, �f your aunt sees no object�on.”
Mrs. Norr�s was very ready w�th the only object�on wh�ch could

rema�n—the�r hav�ng pos�t�vely assured Mrs. Rushworth that Fanny
could not go, and the very strange appearance there would
consequently be �n tak�ng her, wh�ch seemed to her a d�ff�culty qu�te
�mposs�ble to be got over. It must have the strangest appearance! It
would be someth�ng so very unceremon�ous, so border�ng on
d�srespect for Mrs. Rushworth, whose own manners were such a
pattern of good-breed�ng and attent�on, that she really d�d not feel
equal to �t. Mrs. Norr�s had no affect�on for Fanny, and no w�sh of
procur�ng her pleasure at any t�me; but her oppos�t�on to Edmund
now, arose more from part�al�ty for her own scheme, because �t was
her own, than from anyth�ng else. She felt that she had arranged
everyth�ng extremely well, and that any alterat�on must be for the
worse. When Edmund, therefore, told her �n reply, as he d�d when
she would g�ve h�m the hear�ng, that she need not d�stress herself on
Mrs. Rushworth's account, because he had taken the opportun�ty, as
he walked w�th her through the hall, of ment�on�ng M�ss Pr�ce as one
who would probably be of the party, and had d�rectly rece�ved a very
suff�c�ent �nv�tat�on for h�s cous�n, Mrs. Norr�s was too much vexed to
subm�t w�th a very good grace, and would only say, “Very well, very
well, just as you chuse, settle �t your own way, I am sure I do not
care about �t.”

“It seems very odd,” sa�d Mar�a, “that you should be stay�ng at
home �nstead of Fanny.”



“I am sure she ought to be very much obl�ged to you,” added Jul�a,
hast�ly leav�ng the room as she spoke, from a consc�ousness that
she ought to offer to stay at home herself.

“Fanny w�ll feel qu�te as grateful as the occas�on requ�res,” was
Edmund's only reply, and the subject dropt.

Fanny's grat�tude, when she heard the plan, was, �n fact, much
greater than her pleasure. She felt Edmund's k�ndness w�th all, and
more than all, the sens�b�l�ty wh�ch he, unsusp�c�ous of her fond
attachment, could be aware of; but that he should forego any
enjoyment on her account gave her pa�n, and her own sat�sfact�on �n
see�ng Sotherton would be noth�ng w�thout h�m.

The next meet�ng of the two Mansf�eld fam�l�es produced another
alterat�on �n the plan, and one that was adm�tted w�th general
approbat�on. Mrs. Grant offered herself as compan�on for the day to
Lady Bertram �n l�eu of her son, and Dr. Grant was to jo�n them at
d�nner. Lady Bertram was very well pleased to have �t so, and the
young lad�es were �n sp�r�ts aga�n. Even Edmund was very thankful
for an arrangement wh�ch restored h�m to h�s share of the party; and
Mrs. Norr�s thought �t an excellent plan, and had �t at her tongue's
end, and was on the po�nt of propos�ng �t, when Mrs. Grant spoke.

Wednesday was f�ne, and soon after breakfast the barouche
arr�ved, Mr. Crawford dr�v�ng h�s s�sters; and as everybody was
ready, there was noth�ng to be done but for Mrs. Grant to al�ght and
the others to take the�r places. The place of all places, the env�ed
seat, the post of honour, was unappropr�ated. To whose happy lot
was �t to fall? Wh�le each of the M�ss Bertrams were med�tat�ng how
best, and w�th the most appearance of obl�g�ng the others, to secure
�t, the matter was settled by Mrs. Grant's say�ng, as she stepped
from the carr�age, “As there are f�ve of you, �t w�ll be better that one
should s�t w�th Henry; and as you were say�ng lately that you w�shed
you could dr�ve, Jul�a, I th�nk th�s w�ll be a good opportun�ty for you to
take a lesson.”

Happy Jul�a! Unhappy Mar�a! The former was on the barouche-box
�n a moment, the latter took her seat w�th�n, �n gloom and
mort�f�cat�on; and the carr�age drove off am�d the good w�shes of the
two rema�n�ng lad�es, and the bark�ng of Pug �n h�s m�stress's arms.



The�r road was through a pleasant country; and Fanny, whose
r�des had never been extens�ve, was soon beyond her knowledge,
and was very happy �n observ�ng all that was new, and adm�r�ng all
that was pretty. She was not often �nv�ted to jo�n �n the conversat�on
of the others, nor d�d she des�re �t. Her own thoughts and reflect�ons
were hab�tually her best compan�ons; and, �n observ�ng the
appearance of the country, the bear�ngs of the roads, the d�fference
of so�l, the state of the harvest, the cottages, the cattle, the ch�ldren,
she found enterta�nment that could only have been he�ghtened by
hav�ng Edmund to speak to of what she felt. That was the only po�nt
of resemblance between her and the lady who sat by her: �n
everyth�ng but a value for Edmund, M�ss Crawford was very unl�ke
her. She had none of Fanny's del�cacy of taste, of m�nd, of feel�ng;
she saw Nature, �nan�mate Nature, w�th l�ttle observat�on; her
attent�on was all for men and women, her talents for the l�ght and
l�vely. In look�ng back after Edmund, however, when there was any
stretch of road beh�nd them, or when he ga�ned on them �n
ascend�ng a cons�derable h�ll, they were un�ted, and a “there he �s”
broke at the same moment from them both, more than once.

For the f�rst seven m�les M�ss Bertram had very l�ttle real comfort:
her prospect always ended �n Mr. Crawford and her s�ster s�tt�ng s�de
by s�de, full of conversat�on and merr�ment; and to see only h�s
express�ve prof�le as he turned w�th a sm�le to Jul�a, or to catch the
laugh of the other, was a perpetual source of �rr�tat�on, wh�ch her own
sense of propr�ety could but just smooth over. When Jul�a looked
back, �t was w�th a countenance of del�ght, and whenever she spoke
to them, �t was �n the h�ghest sp�r�ts: “her v�ew of the country was
charm�ng, she w�shed they could all see �t,” etc.; but her only offer of
exchange was addressed to M�ss Crawford, as they ga�ned the
summ�t of a long h�ll, and was not more �nv�t�ng than th�s: “Here �s a
f�ne burst of country. I w�sh you had my seat, but I dare say you w�ll
not take �t, let me press you ever so much;” and M�ss Crawford could
hardly answer before they were mov�ng aga�n at a good pace.

When they came w�th�n the �nfluence of Sotherton assoc�at�ons, �t
was better for M�ss Bertram, who m�ght be sa�d to have two str�ngs
to her bow. She had Rushworth feel�ngs, and Crawford feel�ngs, and
�n the v�c�n�ty of Sotherton the former had cons�derable effect. Mr.



Rushworth's consequence was hers. She could not tell M�ss
Crawford that “those woods belonged to Sotherton,” she could not
carelessly observe that “she bel�eved that �t was now all Mr.
Rushworth's property on each s�de of the road,” w�thout elat�on of
heart; and �t was a pleasure to �ncrease w�th the�r approach to the
cap�tal freehold mans�on, and anc�ent manor�al res�dence of the
fam�ly, w�th all �ts r�ghts of court-leet and court-baron.

“Now we shall have no more rough road, M�ss Crawford; our
d�ff�cult�es are over. The rest of the way �s such as �t ought to be. Mr.
Rushworth has made �t s�nce he succeeded to the estate. Here
beg�ns the v�llage. Those cottages are really a d�sgrace. The church
sp�re �s reckoned remarkably handsome. I am glad the church �s not
so close to the great house as often happens �n old places. The
annoyance of the bells must be terr�ble. There �s the parsonage: a
t�dy-look�ng house, and I understand the clergyman and h�s w�fe are
very decent people. Those are almshouses, bu�lt by some of the
fam�ly. To the r�ght �s the steward's house; he �s a very respectable
man. Now we are com�ng to the lodge-gates; but we have nearly a
m�le through the park st�ll. It �s not ugly, you see, at th�s end; there �s
some f�ne t�mber, but the s�tuat�on of the house �s dreadful. We go
down h�ll to �t for half a m�le, and �t �s a p�ty, for �t would not be an �ll-
look�ng place �f �t had a better approach.”

M�ss Crawford was not slow to adm�re; she pretty well guessed
M�ss Bertram's feel�ngs, and made �t a po�nt of honour to promote
her enjoyment to the utmost. Mrs. Norr�s was all del�ght and
volub�l�ty; and even Fanny had someth�ng to say �n adm�rat�on, and
m�ght be heard w�th complacency. Her eye was eagerly tak�ng �n
everyth�ng w�th�n her reach; and after be�ng at some pa�ns to get a
v�ew of the house, and observ�ng that “�t was a sort of bu�ld�ng wh�ch
she could not look at but w�th respect,” she added, “Now, where �s
the avenue? The house fronts the east, I perce�ve. The avenue,
therefore, must be at the back of �t. Mr. Rushworth talked of the west
front.”

“Yes, �t �s exactly beh�nd the house; beg�ns at a l�ttle d�stance, and
ascends for half a m�le to the extrem�ty of the grounds. You may see



someth�ng of �t here—someth�ng of the more d�stant trees. It �s oak
ent�rely.”

M�ss Bertram could now speak w�th dec�ded �nformat�on of what
she had known noth�ng about when Mr. Rushworth had asked her
op�n�on; and her sp�r�ts were �n as happy a flutter as van�ty and pr�de
could furn�sh, when they drove up to the spac�ous stone steps before
the pr�nc�pal entrance.



CHAPTER IX
Mr. Rushworth was at the door to rece�ve h�s fa�r lady; and the

whole party were welcomed by h�m w�th due attent�on. In the
draw�ng-room they were met w�th equal cord�al�ty by the mother, and
M�ss Bertram had all the d�st�nct�on w�th each that she could w�sh.
After the bus�ness of arr�v�ng was over, �t was f�rst necessary to eat,
and the doors were thrown open to adm�t them through one or two
�ntermed�ate rooms �nto the appo�nted d�n�ng-parlour, where a
collat�on was prepared w�th abundance and elegance. Much was
sa�d, and much was ate, and all went well. The part�cular object of
the day was then cons�dered. How would Mr. Crawford l�ke, �n what
manner would he chuse, to take a survey of the grounds? Mr.
Rushworth ment�oned h�s curr�cle. Mr. Crawford suggested the
greater des�rableness of some carr�age wh�ch m�ght convey more
than two. “To be depr�v�ng themselves of the advantage of other
eyes and other judgments, m�ght be an ev�l even beyond the loss of
present pleasure.”

Mrs. Rushworth proposed that the cha�se should be taken also;
but th�s was scarcely rece�ved as an amendment: the young lad�es
ne�ther sm�led nor spoke. Her next propos�t�on, of shew�ng the house
to such of them as had not been there before, was more acceptable,
for M�ss Bertram was pleased to have �ts s�ze d�splayed, and all were
glad to be do�ng someth�ng.

The whole party rose accord�ngly, and under Mrs. Rushworth's
gu�dance were shewn through a number of rooms, all lofty, and
many large, and amply furn�shed �n the taste of f�fty years back, w�th
sh�n�ng floors, sol�d mahogany, r�ch damask, marble, g�ld�ng, and
carv�ng, each handsome �n �ts way. Of p�ctures there were
abundance, and some few good, but the larger part were fam�ly
portra�ts, no longer anyth�ng to anybody but Mrs. Rushworth, who
had been at great pa�ns to learn all that the housekeeper could
teach, and was now almost equally well qual�f�ed to shew the house.



On the present occas�on she addressed herself ch�efly to M�ss
Crawford and Fanny, but there was no compar�son �n the w�ll�ngness
of the�r attent�on; for M�ss Crawford, who had seen scores of great
houses, and cared for none of them, had only the appearance of
c�v�lly l�sten�ng, wh�le Fanny, to whom everyth�ng was almost as
�nterest�ng as �t was new, attended w�th unaffected earnestness to all
that Mrs. Rushworth could relate of the fam�ly �n former t�mes, �ts r�se
and grandeur, regal v�s�ts and loyal efforts, del�ghted to connect
anyth�ng w�th h�story already known, or warm her �mag�nat�on w�th
scenes of the past.

The s�tuat�on of the house excluded the poss�b�l�ty of much
prospect from any of the rooms; and wh�le Fanny and some of the
others were attend�ng Mrs. Rushworth, Henry Crawford was look�ng
grave and shak�ng h�s head at the w�ndows. Every room on the west
front looked across a lawn to the beg�nn�ng of the avenue
�mmed�ately beyond tall �ron pal�sades and gates.

Hav�ng v�s�ted many more rooms than could be supposed to be of
any other use than to contr�bute to the w�ndow-tax, and f�nd
employment for housema�ds, “Now,” sa�d Mrs. Rushworth, “we are
com�ng to the chapel, wh�ch properly we ought to enter from above,
and look down upon; but as we are qu�te among fr�ends, I w�ll take
you �n th�s way, �f you w�ll excuse me.”

They entered. Fanny's �mag�nat�on had prepared her for
someth�ng grander than a mere spac�ous, oblong room, f�tted up for
the purpose of devot�on: w�th noth�ng more str�k�ng or more solemn
than the profus�on of mahogany, and the cr�mson velvet cush�ons
appear�ng over the ledge of the fam�ly gallery above. “I am
d�sappo�nted,” sa�d she, �n a low vo�ce, to Edmund. “Th�s �s not my
�dea of a chapel. There �s noth�ng awful here, noth�ng melancholy,
noth�ng grand. Here are no a�sles, no arches, no �nscr�pt�ons, no
banners. No banners, cous�n, to be 'blown by the n�ght w�nd of
heaven.' No s�gns that a 'Scott�sh monarch sleeps below.'”

“You forget, Fanny, how lately all th�s has been bu�lt, and for how
conf�ned a purpose, compared w�th the old chapels of castles and
monaster�es. It was only for the pr�vate use of the fam�ly. They have



been bur�ed, I suppose, �n the par�sh church. There you must look for
the banners and the ach�evements.”

“It was fool�sh of me not to th�nk of all that; but I am d�sappo�nted.”
Mrs. Rushworth began her relat�on. “Th�s chapel was f�tted up as

you see �t, �n James the Second's t�me. Before that per�od, as I
understand, the pews were only wa�nscot; and there �s some reason
to th�nk that the l�n�ngs and cush�ons of the pulp�t and fam�ly seat
were only purple cloth; but th�s �s not qu�te certa�n. It �s a handsome
chapel, and was formerly �n constant use both morn�ng and even�ng.
Prayers were always read �n �t by the domest�c chapla�n, w�th�n the
memory of many; but the late Mr. Rushworth left �t off.”

“Every generat�on has �ts �mprovements,” sa�d M�ss Crawford, w�th
a sm�le, to Edmund.

Mrs. Rushworth was gone to repeat her lesson to Mr. Crawford;
and Edmund, Fanny, and M�ss Crawford rema�ned �n a cluster
together.

“It �s a p�ty,” cr�ed Fanny, “that the custom should have been
d�scont�nued. It was a valuable part of former t�mes. There �s
someth�ng �n a chapel and chapla�n so much �n character w�th a
great house, w�th one's �deas of what such a household should be! A
whole fam�ly assembl�ng regularly for the purpose of prayer �s f�ne!”

“Very f�ne �ndeed,” sa�d M�ss Crawford, laugh�ng. “It must do the
heads of the fam�ly a great deal of good to force all the poor
housema�ds and footmen to leave bus�ness and pleasure, and say
the�r prayers here tw�ce a day, wh�le they are �nvent�ng excuses
themselves for stay�ng away.”

“That �s hardly Fanny's �dea of a fam�ly assembl�ng,” sa�d Edmund.
“If the master and m�stress do not attend themselves, there must be
more harm than good �n the custom.”

“At any rate, �t �s safer to leave people to the�r own dev�ces on
such subjects. Everybody l�kes to go the�r own way—to chuse the�r
own t�me and manner of devot�on. The obl�gat�on of attendance, the
formal�ty, the restra�nt, the length of t�me—altogether �t �s a
form�dable th�ng, and what nobody l�kes; and �f the good people who
used to kneel and gape �n that gallery could have foreseen that the



t�me would ever come when men and women m�ght l�e another ten
m�nutes �n bed, when they woke w�th a headache, w�thout danger of
reprobat�on, because chapel was m�ssed, they would have jumped
w�th joy and envy. Cannot you �mag�ne w�th what unw�ll�ng feel�ngs
the former belles of the house of Rushworth d�d many a t�me repa�r
to th�s chapel? The young Mrs. Eleanors and Mrs. Br�dgets—
starched up �nto seem�ng p�ety, but w�th heads full of someth�ng very
d�fferent—espec�ally �f the poor chapla�n were not worth look�ng at—
and, �n those days, I fancy parsons were very �nfer�or even to what
they are now.”

For a few moments she was unanswered. Fanny coloured and
looked at Edmund, but felt too angry for speech; and he needed a
l�ttle recollect�on before he could say, “Your l�vely m�nd can hardly be
ser�ous even on ser�ous subjects. You have g�ven us an amus�ng
sketch, and human nature cannot say �t was not so. We must all feel
at t�mes the d�ff�culty of f�x�ng our thoughts as we could w�sh; but �f
you are suppos�ng �t a frequent th�ng, that �s to say, a weakness
grown �nto a hab�t from neglect, what could be expected from the
pr�vate devot�ons of such persons? Do you th�nk the m�nds wh�ch are
suffered, wh�ch are �ndulged �n wander�ngs �n a chapel, would be
more collected �n a closet?”

“Yes, very l�kely. They would have two chances at least �n the�r
favour. There would be less to d�stract the attent�on from w�thout,
and �t would not be tr�ed so long.”

“The m�nd wh�ch does not struggle aga�nst �tself under one
c�rcumstance, would f�nd objects to d�stract �t �n the other, I bel�eve;
and the �nfluence of the place and of example may often rouse better
feel�ngs than are begun w�th. The greater length of the serv�ce,
however, I adm�t to be somet�mes too hard a stretch upon the m�nd.
One w�shes �t were not so; but I have not yet left Oxford long enough
to forget what chapel prayers are.”

Wh�le th�s was pass�ng, the rest of the party be�ng scattered about
the chapel, Jul�a called Mr. Crawford's attent�on to her s�ster, by
say�ng, “Do look at Mr. Rushworth and Mar�a, stand�ng s�de by s�de,
exactly as �f the ceremony were go�ng to be performed. Have not
they completely the a�r of �t?”



Mr. Crawford sm�led h�s acqu�escence, and stepp�ng forward to
Mar�a, sa�d, �n a vo�ce wh�ch she only could hear, “I do not l�ke to see
M�ss Bertram so near the altar.”

Start�ng, the lady �nst�nct�vely moved a step or two, but recover�ng
herself �n a moment, affected to laugh, and asked h�m, �n a tone not
much louder, “If he would g�ve her away?”

“I am afra�d I should do �t very awkwardly,” was h�s reply, w�th a
look of mean�ng.

Jul�a, jo�n�ng them at the moment, carr�ed on the joke.
“Upon my word, �t �s really a p�ty that �t should not take place

d�rectly, �f we had but a proper l�cence, for here we are altogether,
and noth�ng �n the world could be more snug and pleasant.” And she
talked and laughed about �t w�th so l�ttle caut�on as to catch the
comprehens�on of Mr. Rushworth and h�s mother, and expose her
s�ster to the wh�spered gallantr�es of her lover, wh�le Mrs. Rushworth
spoke w�th proper sm�les and d�gn�ty of �ts be�ng a most happy event
to her whenever �t took place.

“If Edmund were but �n orders!” cr�ed Jul�a, and runn�ng to where
he stood w�th M�ss Crawford and Fanny: “My dear Edmund, �f you
were but �n orders now, you m�ght perform the ceremony d�rectly.
How unlucky that you are not orda�ned; Mr. Rushworth and Mar�a are
qu�te ready.”

M�ss Crawford's countenance, as Jul�a spoke, m�ght have amused
a d�s�nterested observer. She looked almost aghast under the new
�dea she was rece�v�ng. Fanny p�t�ed her. “How d�stressed she w�ll be
at what she sa�d just now,” passed across her m�nd.

“Orda�ned!” sa�d M�ss Crawford; “what, are you to be a
clergyman?”

“Yes; I shall take orders soon after my father's return—probably at
Chr�stmas.”

M�ss Crawford, rally�ng her sp�r�ts, and recover�ng her complex�on,
repl�ed only, “If I had known th�s before, I would have spoken of the
cloth w�th more respect,” and turned the subject.

The chapel was soon afterwards left to the s�lence and st�llness
wh�ch re�gned �n �t, w�th few �nterrupt�ons, throughout the year. M�ss



Bertram, d�spleased w�th her s�ster, led the way, and all seemed to
feel that they had been there long enough.

The lower part of the house had been now ent�rely shewn, and
Mrs. Rushworth, never weary �n the cause, would have proceeded
towards the pr�nc�pal sta�rcase, and taken them through all the
rooms above, �f her son had not �nterposed w�th a doubt of there
be�ng t�me enough. “For �f,” sa�d he, w�th the sort of self-ev�dent
propos�t�on wh�ch many a clearer head does not always avo�d, “we
are too long go�ng over the house, we shall not have t�me for what �s
to be done out of doors. It �s past two, and we are to d�ne at f�ve.”

Mrs. Rushworth subm�tted; and the quest�on of survey�ng the
grounds, w�th the who and the how, was l�kely to be more fully
ag�tated, and Mrs. Norr�s was beg�nn�ng to arrange by what junct�on
of carr�ages and horses most could be done, when the young
people, meet�ng w�th an outward door, tempt�ngly open on a fl�ght of
steps wh�ch led �mmed�ately to turf and shrubs, and all the sweets of
pleasure-grounds, as by one �mpulse, one w�sh for a�r and l�berty, all
walked out.

“Suppose we turn down here for the present,” sa�d Mrs.
Rushworth, c�v�lly tak�ng the h�nt and follow�ng them. “Here are the
greatest number of our plants, and here are the cur�ous pheasants.”

“Query,” sa�d Mr. Crawford, look�ng round h�m, “whether we may
not f�nd someth�ng to employ us here before we go farther? I see
walls of great prom�se. Mr. Rushworth, shall we summon a counc�l
on th�s lawn?”

“James,” sa�d Mrs. Rushworth to her son, “I bel�eve the w�lderness
w�ll be new to all the party. The M�ss Bertrams have never seen the
w�lderness yet.”

No object�on was made, but for some t�me there seemed no
�ncl�nat�on to move �n any plan, or to any d�stance. All were attracted
at f�rst by the plants or the pheasants, and all d�spersed about �n
happy �ndependence. Mr. Crawford was the f�rst to move forward to
exam�ne the capab�l�t�es of that end of the house. The lawn, bounded
on each s�de by a h�gh wall, conta�ned beyond the f�rst planted area
a bowl�ng-green, and beyond the bowl�ng-green a long terrace walk,
backed by �ron pal�sades, and command�ng a v�ew over them �nto



the tops of the trees of the w�lderness �mmed�ately adjo�n�ng. It was a
good spot for fault-f�nd�ng. Mr. Crawford was soon followed by M�ss
Bertram and Mr. Rushworth; and when, after a l�ttle t�me, the others
began to form �nto part�es, these three were found �n busy
consultat�on on the terrace by Edmund, M�ss Crawford, and Fanny,
who seemed as naturally to un�te, and who, after a short part�c�pat�on
of the�r regrets and d�ff�cult�es, left them and walked on. The
rema�n�ng three, Mrs. Rushworth, Mrs. Norr�s, and Jul�a, were st�ll far
beh�nd; for Jul�a, whose happy star no longer preva�led, was obl�ged
to keep by the s�de of Mrs. Rushworth, and restra�n her �mpat�ent
feet to that lady's slow pace, wh�le her aunt, hav�ng fallen �n w�th the
housekeeper, who was come out to feed the pheasants, was
l�nger�ng beh�nd �n goss�p w�th her. Poor Jul�a, the only one out of the
n�ne not tolerably sat�sf�ed w�th the�r lot, was now �n a state of
complete penance, and as d�fferent from the Jul�a of the barouche-
box as could well be �mag�ned. The pol�teness wh�ch she had been
brought up to pract�se as a duty made �t �mposs�ble for her to
escape; wh�le the want of that h�gher spec�es of self-command, that
just cons�derat�on of others, that knowledge of her own heart, that
pr�nc�ple of r�ght, wh�ch had not formed any essent�al part of her
educat�on, made her m�serable under �t.

“Th�s �s �nsufferably hot,” sa�d M�ss Crawford, when they had taken
one turn on the terrace, and were draw�ng a second t�me to the door
�n the m�ddle wh�ch opened to the w�lderness. “Shall any of us object
to be�ng comfortable? Here �s a n�ce l�ttle wood, �f one can but get
�nto �t. What happ�ness �f the door should not be locked! but of
course �t �s; for �n these great places the gardeners are the only
people who can go where they l�ke.”

The door, however, proved not to be locked, and they were all
agreed �n turn�ng joyfully through �t, and leav�ng the unm�t�gated
glare of day beh�nd. A cons�derable fl�ght of steps landed them �n the
w�lderness, wh�ch was a planted wood of about two acres, and
though ch�efly of larch and laurel, and beech cut down, and though
la�d out w�th too much regular�ty, was darkness and shade, and
natural beauty, compared w�th the bowl�ng-green and the terrace.
They all felt the refreshment of �t, and for some t�me could only walk
and adm�re. At length, after a short pause, M�ss Crawford began



w�th, “So you are to be a clergyman, Mr. Bertram. Th�s �s rather a
surpr�se to me.”

“Why should �t surpr�se you? You must suppose me des�gned for
some profess�on, and m�ght perce�ve that I am ne�ther a lawyer, nor
a sold�er, nor a sa�lor.”

“Very true; but, �n short, �t had not occurred to me. And you know
there �s generally an uncle or a grandfather to leave a fortune to the
second son.”

“A very pra�seworthy pract�ce,” sa�d Edmund, “but not qu�te
un�versal. I am one of the except�ons, and be�ng one, must do
someth�ng for myself.”

“But why are you to be a clergyman? I thought that was always the
lot of the youngest, where there were many to chuse before h�m.”

“Do you th�nk the church �tself never chosen, then?”
“Never �s a black word. But yes, �n the never of conversat�on,

wh�ch means not very often, I do th�nk �t. For what �s to be done �n
the church? Men love to d�st�ngu�sh themselves, and �n e�ther of the
other l�nes d�st�nct�on may be ga�ned, but not �n the church. A
clergyman �s noth�ng.”

“The noth�ng of conversat�on has �ts gradat�ons, I hope, as well as
the never. A clergyman cannot be h�gh �n state or fash�on. He must
not head mobs, or set the ton �n dress. But I cannot call that s�tuat�on
noth�ng wh�ch has the charge of all that �s of the f�rst �mportance to
mank�nd, �nd�v�dually or collect�vely cons�dered, temporally and
eternally, wh�ch has the guard�ansh�p of rel�g�on and morals, and
consequently of the manners wh�ch result from the�r �nfluence. No
one here can call the off�ce noth�ng. If the man who holds �t �s so, �t �s
by the neglect of h�s duty, by forego�ng �ts just �mportance, and
stepp�ng out of h�s place to appear what he ought not to appear.”

“You ass�gn greater consequence to the clergyman than one has
been used to hear g�ven, or than I can qu�te comprehend. One does
not see much of th�s �nfluence and �mportance �n soc�ety, and how
can �t be acqu�red where they are so seldom seen themselves? How
can two sermons a week, even suppos�ng them worth hear�ng,
suppos�ng the preacher to have the sense to prefer Bla�r's to h�s



own, do all that you speak of? govern the conduct and fash�on the
manners of a large congregat�on for the rest of the week? One
scarcely sees a clergyman out of h�s pulp�t.”

“You are speak�ng of London, I am speak�ng of the nat�on at
large.”

“The metropol�s, I �mag�ne, �s a pretty fa�r sample of the rest.”
“Not, I should hope, of the proport�on of v�rtue to v�ce throughout

the k�ngdom. We do not look �n great c�t�es for our best moral�ty. It �s
not there that respectable people of any denom�nat�on can do most
good; and �t certa�nly �s not there that the �nfluence of the clergy can
be most felt. A f�ne preacher �s followed and adm�red; but �t �s not �n
f�ne preach�ng only that a good clergyman w�ll be useful �n h�s par�sh
and h�s ne�ghbourhood, where the par�sh and ne�ghbourhood are of
a s�ze capable of know�ng h�s pr�vate character, and observ�ng h�s
general conduct, wh�ch �n London can rarely be the case. The clergy
are lost there �n the crowds of the�r par�sh�oners. They are known to
the largest part only as preachers. And w�th regard to the�r
�nfluenc�ng publ�c manners, M�ss Crawford must not m�sunderstand
me, or suppose I mean to call them the arb�ters of good-breed�ng,
the regulators of ref�nement and courtesy, the masters of the
ceremon�es of l�fe. The manners I speak of m�ght rather be called
conduct, perhaps, the result of good pr�nc�ples; the effect, �n short, of
those doctr�nes wh�ch �t �s the�r duty to teach and recommend; and �t
w�ll, I bel�eve, be everywhere found, that as the clergy are, or are not
what they ought to be, so are the rest of the nat�on.”

“Certa�nly,” sa�d Fanny, w�th gentle earnestness.
“There,” cr�ed M�ss Crawford, “you have qu�te conv�nced M�ss

Pr�ce already.”
“I w�sh I could conv�nce M�ss Crawford too.”
“I do not th�nk you ever w�ll,” sa�d she, w�th an arch sm�le; “I am

just as much surpr�sed now as I was at f�rst that you should �ntend to
take orders. You really are f�t for someth�ng better. Come, do change
your m�nd. It �s not too late. Go �nto the law.”

“Go �nto the law! W�th as much ease as I was told to go �nto th�s
w�lderness.”



“Now you are go�ng to say someth�ng about law be�ng the worst
w�lderness of the two, but I forestall you; remember, I have
forestalled you.”

“You need not hurry when the object �s only to prevent my say�ng a
bon mot, for there �s not the least w�t �n my nature. I am a very
matter-of-fact, pla�n-spoken be�ng, and may blunder on the borders
of a repartee for half an hour together w�thout str�k�ng �t out.”

A general s�lence succeeded. Each was thoughtful. Fanny made
the f�rst �nterrupt�on by say�ng, “I wonder that I should be t�red w�th
only walk�ng �n th�s sweet wood; but the next t�me we come to a seat,
�f �t �s not d�sagreeable to you, I should be glad to s�t down for a l�ttle
wh�le.”

“My dear Fanny,” cr�ed Edmund, �mmed�ately draw�ng her arm
w�th�n h�s, “how thoughtless I have been! I hope you are not very
t�red. Perhaps,” turn�ng to M�ss Crawford, “my other compan�on may
do me the honour of tak�ng an arm.”

“Thank you, but I am not at all t�red.” She took �t, however, as she
spoke, and the grat�f�cat�on of hav�ng her do so, of feel�ng such a
connex�on for the f�rst t�me, made h�m a l�ttle forgetful of Fanny. “You
scarcely touch me,” sa�d he. “You do not make me of any use. What
a d�fference �n the we�ght of a woman's arm from that of a man! At
Oxford I have been a good deal used to have a man lean on me for
the length of a street, and you are only a fly �n the compar�son.”

“I am really not t�red, wh�ch I almost wonder at; for we must have
walked at least a m�le �n th�s wood. Do not you th�nk we have?”

“Not half a m�le,” was h�s sturdy answer; for he was not yet so
much �n love as to measure d�stance, or reckon t�me, w�th fem�n�ne
lawlessness.

“Oh! you do not cons�der how much we have wound about. We
have taken such a very serpent�ne course, and the wood �tself must
be half a m�le long �n a stra�ght l�ne, for we have never seen the end
of �t yet s�nce we left the f�rst great path.”

“But �f you remember, before we left that f�rst great path, we saw
d�rectly to the end of �t. We looked down the whole v�sta, and saw �t



closed by �ron gates, and �t could not have been more than a furlong
�n length.”

“Oh! I know noth�ng of your furlongs, but I am sure �t �s a very long
wood, and that we have been w�nd�ng �n and out ever s�nce we came
�nto �t; and therefore, when I say that we have walked a m�le �n �t, I
must speak w�th�n compass.”

“We have been exactly a quarter of an hour here,” sa�d Edmund,
tak�ng out h�s watch. “Do you th�nk we are walk�ng four m�les an
hour?”

“Oh! do not attack me w�th your watch. A watch �s always too fast
or too slow. I cannot be d�ctated to by a watch.”

A few steps farther brought them out at the bottom of the very walk
they had been talk�ng of; and stand�ng back, well shaded and
sheltered, and look�ng over a ha-ha �nto the park, was a comfortable-
s�zed bench, on wh�ch they all sat down.

“I am afra�d you are very t�red, Fanny,” sa�d Edmund, observ�ng
her; “why would not you speak sooner? Th�s w�ll be a bad day's
amusement for you �f you are to be knocked up. Every sort of
exerc�se fat�gues her so soon, M�ss Crawford, except r�d�ng.”

“How abom�nable �n you, then, to let me engross her horse as I d�d
all last week! I am ashamed of you and of myself, but �t shall never
happen aga�n.”

“Your attent�veness and cons�derat�on makes me more sens�ble of
my own neglect. Fanny's �nterest seems �n safer hands w�th you than
w�th me.”

“That she should be t�red now, however, g�ves me no surpr�se; for
there �s noth�ng �n the course of one's dut�es so fat�gu�ng as what we
have been do�ng th�s morn�ng: see�ng a great house, dawdl�ng from
one room to another, stra�n�ng one's eyes and one's attent�on,
hear�ng what one does not understand, adm�r�ng what one does not
care for. It �s generally allowed to be the greatest bore �n the world,
and M�ss Pr�ce has found �t so, though she d�d not know �t.”

“I shall soon be rested,” sa�d Fanny; “to s�t �n the shade on a f�ne
day, and look upon verdure, �s the most perfect refreshment.”



After s�tt�ng a l�ttle wh�le M�ss Crawford was up aga�n. “I must
move,” sa�d she; “rest�ng fat�gues me. I have looked across the ha-
ha t�ll I am weary. I must go and look through that �ron gate at the
same v�ew, w�thout be�ng able to see �t so well.”

Edmund left the seat l�kew�se. “Now, M�ss Crawford, �f you w�ll look
up the walk, you w�ll conv�nce yourself that �t cannot be half a m�le
long, or half half a m�le.”

“It �s an �mmense d�stance,” sa�d she; “I see that w�th a glance.”
He st�ll reasoned w�th her, but �n va�n. She would not calculate,

she would not compare. She would only sm�le and assert. The
greatest degree of rat�onal cons�stency could not have been more
engag�ng, and they talked w�th mutual sat�sfact�on. At last �t was
agreed that they should endeavour to determ�ne the d�mens�ons of
the wood by walk�ng a l�ttle more about �t. They would go to one end
of �t, �n the l�ne they were then �n—for there was a stra�ght green
walk along the bottom by the s�de of the ha-ha—and perhaps turn a
l�ttle way �n some other d�rect�on, �f �t seemed l�kely to ass�st them,
and be back �n a few m�nutes. Fanny sa�d she was rested, and would
have moved too, but th�s was not suffered. Edmund urged her
rema�n�ng where she was w�th an earnestness wh�ch she could not
res�st, and she was left on the bench to th�nk w�th pleasure of her
cous�n's care, but w�th great regret that she was not stronger. She
watched them t�ll they had turned the corner, and l�stened t�ll all
sound of them had ceased.





CHAPTER X
A quarter of an hour, twenty m�nutes, passed away, and Fanny

was st�ll th�nk�ng of Edmund, M�ss Crawford, and herself, w�thout
�nterrupt�on from any one. She began to be surpr�sed at be�ng left so
long, and to l�sten w�th an anx�ous des�re of hear�ng the�r steps and
the�r vo�ces aga�n. She l�stened, and at length she heard; she heard
vo�ces and feet approach�ng; but she had just sat�sf�ed herself that �t
was not those she wanted, when M�ss Bertram, Mr. Rushworth, and
Mr. Crawford �ssued from the same path wh�ch she had trod herself,
and were before her.

“M�ss Pr�ce all alone” and “My dear Fanny, how comes th�s?” were
the f�rst salutat�ons. She told her story. “Poor dear Fanny,” cr�ed her
cous�n, “how �ll you have been used by them! You had better have
sta�d w�th us.”

Then seat�ng herself w�th a gentleman on each s�de, she resumed
the conversat�on wh�ch had engaged them before, and d�scussed the
poss�b�l�ty of �mprovements w�th much an�mat�on. Noth�ng was f�xed
on; but Henry Crawford was full of �deas and projects, and, generally
speak�ng, whatever he proposed was �mmed�ately approved, f�rst by
her, and then by Mr. Rushworth, whose pr�nc�pal bus�ness seemed to
be to hear the others, and who scarcely r�sked an or�g�nal thought of
h�s own beyond a w�sh that they had seen h�s fr�end Sm�th's place.

After some m�nutes spent �n th�s way, M�ss Bertram, observ�ng the
�ron gate, expressed a w�sh of pass�ng through �t �nto the park, that
the�r v�ews and the�r plans m�ght be more comprehens�ve. It was the
very th�ng of all others to be w�shed, �t was the best, �t was the only
way of proceed�ng w�th any advantage, �n Henry Crawford's op�n�on;
and he d�rectly saw a knoll not half a m�le off, wh�ch would g�ve them
exactly the requ�s�te command of the house. Go therefore they must
to that knoll, and through that gate; but the gate was locked. Mr.
Rushworth w�shed he had brought the key; he had been very near
th�nk�ng whether he should not br�ng the key; he was determ�ned he



would never come w�thout the key aga�n; but st�ll th�s d�d not remove
the present ev�l. They could not get through; and as M�ss Bertram's
�ncl�nat�on for so do�ng d�d by no means lessen, �t ended �n Mr.
Rushworth's declar�ng outr�ght that he would go and fetch the key.
He set off accord�ngly.

“It �s undoubtedly the best th�ng we can do now, as we are so far
from the house already,” sa�d Mr. Crawford, when he was gone.

“Yes, there �s noth�ng else to be done. But now, s�ncerely, do not
you f�nd the place altogether worse than you expected?”

“No, �ndeed, far otherw�se. I f�nd �t better, grander, more complete
�n �ts style, though that style may not be the best. And to tell you the
truth,” speak�ng rather lower, “I do not th�nk that I shall ever see
Sotherton aga�n w�th so much pleasure as I do now. Another
summer w�ll hardly �mprove �t to me.”

After a moment's embarrassment the lady repl�ed, “You are too
much a man of the world not to see w�th the eyes of the world. If
other people th�nk Sotherton �mproved, I have no doubt that you w�ll.”

“I am afra�d I am not qu�te so much the man of the world as m�ght
be good for me �n some po�nts. My feel�ngs are not qu�te so
evanescent, nor my memory of the past under such easy dom�n�on
as one f�nds to be the case w�th men of the world.”

Th�s was followed by a short s�lence. M�ss Bertram began aga�n.
“You seemed to enjoy your dr�ve here very much th�s morn�ng. I was
glad to see you so well enterta�ned. You and Jul�a were laugh�ng the
whole way.”

“Were we? Yes, I bel�eve we were; but I have not the least
recollect�on at what. Oh! I bel�eve I was relat�ng to her some
r�d�culous stor�es of an old Ir�sh groom of my uncle's. Your s�ster
loves to laugh.”

“You th�nk her more l�ght-hearted than I am?”
“More eas�ly amused,” he repl�ed; “consequently, you know,”

sm�l�ng, “better company. I could not have hoped to enterta�n you
w�th Ir�sh anecdotes dur�ng a ten m�les' dr�ve.”

“Naturally, I bel�eve, I am as l�vely as Jul�a, but I have more to th�nk
of now.”



“You have, undoubtedly; and there are s�tuat�ons �n wh�ch very
h�gh sp�r�ts would denote �nsens�b�l�ty. Your prospects, however, are
too fa�r to just�fy want of sp�r�ts. You have a very sm�l�ng scene before
you.”

“Do you mean l�terally or f�gurat�vely? L�terally, I conclude. Yes,
certa�nly, the sun sh�nes, and the park looks very cheerful. But
unluck�ly that �ron gate, that ha-ha, g�ve me a feel�ng of restra�nt and
hardsh�p. 'I cannot get out,' as the starl�ng sa�d.” As she spoke, and �t
was w�th express�on, she walked to the gate: he followed her. “Mr.
Rushworth �s so long fetch�ng th�s key!”

“And for the world you would not get out w�thout the key and
w�thout Mr. Rushworth's author�ty and protect�on, or I th�nk you m�ght
w�th l�ttle d�ff�culty pass round the edge of the gate, here, w�th my
ass�stance; I th�nk �t m�ght be done, �f you really w�shed to be more at
large, and could allow yourself to th�nk �t not proh�b�ted.”

“Proh�b�ted! nonsense! I certa�nly can get out that way, and I w�ll.
Mr. Rushworth w�ll be here �n a moment, you know; we shall not be
out of s�ght.”

“Or �f we are, M�ss Pr�ce w�ll be so good as to tell h�m that he w�ll
f�nd us near that knoll: the grove of oak on the knoll.”

Fanny, feel�ng all th�s to be wrong, could not help mak�ng an effort
to prevent �t. “You w�ll hurt yourself, M�ss Bertram,” she cr�ed; “you
w�ll certa�nly hurt yourself aga�nst those sp�kes; you w�ll tear your
gown; you w�ll be �n danger of sl�pp�ng �nto the ha-ha. You had better
not go.”

Her cous�n was safe on the other s�de wh�le these words were
spoken, and, sm�l�ng w�th all the good-humour of success, she sa�d,
“Thank you, my dear Fanny, but I and my gown are al�ve and well,
and so good-bye.”

Fanny was aga�n left to her sol�tude, and w�th no �ncrease of
pleasant feel�ngs, for she was sorry for almost all that she had seen
and heard, aston�shed at M�ss Bertram, and angry w�th Mr. Crawford.
By tak�ng a c�rcu�tous route, and, as �t appeared to her, very
unreasonable d�rect�on to the knoll, they were soon beyond her eye;
and for some m�nutes longer she rema�ned w�thout s�ght or sound of
any compan�on. She seemed to have the l�ttle wood all to herself.



She could almost have thought that Edmund and M�ss Crawford had
left �t, but that �t was �mposs�ble for Edmund to forget her so ent�rely.

She was aga�n roused from d�sagreeable mus�ngs by sudden
footsteps: somebody was com�ng at a qu�ck pace down the pr�nc�pal
walk. She expected Mr. Rushworth, but �t was Jul�a, who, hot and out
of breath, and w�th a look of d�sappo�ntment, cr�ed out on see�ng her,
“Heyday! Where are the others? I thought Mar�a and Mr. Crawford
were w�th you.”

Fanny expla�ned.
“A pretty tr�ck, upon my word! I cannot see them anywhere,”

look�ng eagerly �nto the park. “But they cannot be very far off, and I
th�nk I am equal to as much as Mar�a, even w�thout help.”

“But, Jul�a, Mr. Rushworth w�ll be here �n a moment w�th the key.
Do wa�t for Mr. Rushworth.”

“Not I, �ndeed. I have had enough of the fam�ly for one morn�ng.
Why, ch�ld, I have but th�s moment escaped from h�s horr�ble mother.
Such a penance as I have been endur�ng, wh�le you were s�tt�ng
here so composed and so happy! It m�ght have been as well,
perhaps, �f you had been �n my place, but you always contr�ve to
keep out of these scrapes.”

Th�s was a most unjust reflect�on, but Fanny could allow for �t, and
let �t pass: Jul�a was vexed, and her temper was hasty; but she felt
that �t would not last, and therefore, tak�ng no not�ce, only asked her
�f she had not seen Mr. Rushworth.

“Yes, yes, we saw h�m. He was post�ng away as �f upon l�fe and
death, and could but just spare t�me to tell us h�s errand, and where
you all were.”

“It �s a p�ty he should have so much trouble for noth�ng.”
“That �s M�ss Mar�a's concern. I am not obl�ged to pun�sh myself

for her s�ns. The mother I could not avo�d, as long as my t�resome
aunt was danc�ng about w�th the housekeeper, but the son I can get
away from.”

And she �mmed�ately scrambled across the fence, and walked
away, not attend�ng to Fanny's last quest�on of whether she had
seen anyth�ng of M�ss Crawford and Edmund. The sort of dread �n



wh�ch Fanny now sat of see�ng Mr. Rushworth prevented her
th�nk�ng so much of the�r cont�nued absence, however, as she m�ght
have done. She felt that he had been very �ll-used, and was qu�te
unhappy �n hav�ng to commun�cate what had passed. He jo�ned her
w�th�n f�ve m�nutes after Jul�a's ex�t; and though she made the best of
the story, he was ev�dently mort�f�ed and d�spleased �n no common
degree. At f�rst he scarcely sa�d anyth�ng; h�s looks only expressed
h�s extreme surpr�se and vexat�on, and he walked to the gate and
stood there, w�thout seem�ng to know what to do.

“They des�red me to stay—my cous�n Mar�a charged me to say
that you would f�nd them at that knoll, or thereabouts.”

“I do not bel�eve I shall go any farther,” sa�d he sullenly; “I see
noth�ng of them. By the t�me I get to the knoll they may be gone
somewhere else. I have had walk�ng enough.”

And he sat down w�th a most gloomy countenance by Fanny.
“I am very sorry,” sa�d she; “�t �s very unlucky.” And she longed to

be able to say someth�ng more to the purpose.
After an �nterval of s�lence, “I th�nk they m�ght as well have sta�d

for me,” sa�d he.
“M�ss Bertram thought you would follow her.”
“I should not have had to follow her �f she had sta�d.”
Th�s could not be den�ed, and Fanny was s�lenced. After another

pause, he went on—“Pray, M�ss Pr�ce, are you such a great adm�rer
of th�s Mr. Crawford as some people are? For my part, I can see
noth�ng �n h�m.”

“I do not th�nk h�m at all handsome.”
“Handsome! Nobody can call such an unders�zed man handsome.

He �s not f�ve foot n�ne. I should not wonder �f he �s not more than
f�ve foot e�ght. I th�nk he �s an �ll-look�ng fellow. In my op�n�on, these
Crawfords are no add�t�on at all. We d�d very well w�thout them.”

A small s�gh escaped Fanny here, and she d�d not know how to
contrad�ct h�m.

“If I had made any d�ff�culty about fetch�ng the key, there m�ght
have been some excuse, but I went the very moment she sa�d she



wanted �t.”
“Noth�ng could be more obl�g�ng than your manner, I am sure, and

I dare say you walked as fast as you could; but st�ll �t �s some
d�stance, you know, from th�s spot to the house, qu�te �nto the house;
and when people are wa�t�ng, they are bad judges of t�me, and every
half m�nute seems l�ke f�ve.”

He got up and walked to the gate aga�n, and “w�shed he had had
the key about h�m at the t�me.” Fanny thought she d�scerned �n h�s
stand�ng there an �nd�cat�on of relent�ng, wh�ch encouraged her to
another attempt, and she sa�d, therefore, “It �s a p�ty you should not
jo�n them. They expected to have a better v�ew of the house from
that part of the park, and w�ll be th�nk�ng how �t may be �mproved;
and noth�ng of that sort, you know, can be settled w�thout you.”

She found herself more successful �n send�ng away than �n
reta�n�ng a compan�on. Mr. Rushworth was worked on. “Well,” sa�d
he, “�f you really th�nk I had better go: �t would be fool�sh to br�ng the
key for noth�ng.” And lett�ng h�mself out, he walked off w�thout farther
ceremony.

Fanny's thoughts were now all engrossed by the two who had left
her so long ago, and gett�ng qu�te �mpat�ent, she resolved to go �n
search of them. She followed the�r steps along the bottom walk, and
had just turned up �nto another, when the vo�ce and the laugh of M�ss
Crawford once more caught her ear; the sound approached, and a
few more w�nd�ngs brought them before her. They were just returned
�nto the w�lderness from the park, to wh�ch a s�degate, not fastened,
had tempted them very soon after the�r leav�ng her, and they had
been across a port�on of the park �nto the very avenue wh�ch Fanny
had been hop�ng the whole morn�ng to reach at last, and had been
s�tt�ng down under one of the trees. Th�s was the�r h�story. It was
ev�dent that they had been spend�ng the�r t�me pleasantly, and were
not aware of the length of the�r absence. Fanny's best consolat�on
was �n be�ng assured that Edmund had w�shed for her very much,
and that he should certa�nly have come back for her, had she not
been t�red already; but th�s was not qu�te suff�c�ent to do away w�th
the pa�n of hav�ng been left a whole hour, when he had talked of only
a few m�nutes, nor to ban�sh the sort of cur�os�ty she felt to know



what they had been convers�ng about all that t�me; and the result of
the whole was to her d�sappo�ntment and depress�on, as they
prepared by general agreement to return to the house.

On reach�ng the bottom of the steps to the terrace, Mrs.
Rushworth and Mrs. Norr�s presented themselves at the top, just
ready for the w�lderness, at the end of an hour and a half from the�r
leav�ng the house. Mrs. Norr�s had been too well employed to move
faster. Whatever cross-acc�dents had occurred to �ntercept the
pleasures of her n�eces, she had found a morn�ng of complete
enjoyment; for the housekeeper, after a great many courtes�es on
the subject of pheasants, had taken her to the da�ry, told her all
about the�r cows, and g�ven her the rece�pt for a famous cream
cheese; and s�nce Jul�a's leav�ng them they had been met by the
gardener, w�th whom she had made a most sat�sfactory
acqua�ntance, for she had set h�m r�ght as to h�s grandson's �llness,
conv�nced h�m that �t was an ague, and prom�sed h�m a charm for �t;
and he, �n return, had shewn her all h�s cho�cest nursery of plants,
and actually presented her w�th a very cur�ous spec�men of heath.

On th�s rencontre they all returned to the house together, there to
lounge away the t�me as they could w�th sofas, and ch�t-chat, and
Quarterly Rev�ews, t�ll the return of the others, and the arr�val of
d�nner. It was late before the M�ss Bertrams and the two gentlemen
came �n, and the�r ramble d�d not appear to have been more than
part�ally agreeable, or at all product�ve of anyth�ng useful w�th regard
to the object of the day. By the�r own accounts they had been all
walk�ng after each other, and the junct�on wh�ch had taken place at
last seemed, to Fanny's observat�on, to have been as much too late
for re-establ�sh�ng harmony, as �t confessedly had been for
determ�n�ng on any alterat�on. She felt, as she looked at Jul�a and
Mr. Rushworth, that hers was not the only d�ssat�sf�ed bosom
amongst them: there was gloom on the face of each. Mr. Crawford
and M�ss Bertram were much more gay, and she thought that he was
tak�ng part�cular pa�ns, dur�ng d�nner, to do away any l�ttle
resentment of the other two, and restore general good-humour.

D�nner was soon followed by tea and coffee, a ten m�les' dr�ve
home allowed no waste of hours; and from the t�me of the�r s�tt�ng



down to table, �t was a qu�ck success�on of busy noth�ngs t�ll the
carr�age came to the door, and Mrs. Norr�s, hav�ng f�dgeted about,
and obta�ned a few pheasants' eggs and a cream cheese from the
housekeeper, and made abundance of c�v�l speeches to Mrs.
Rushworth, was ready to lead the way. At the same moment Mr.
Crawford, approach�ng Jul�a, sa�d, “I hope I am not to lose my
compan�on, unless she �s afra�d of the even�ng a�r �n so exposed a
seat.” The request had not been foreseen, but was very grac�ously
rece�ved, and Jul�a's day was l�kely to end almost as well as �t
began. M�ss Bertram had made up her m�nd to someth�ng d�fferent,
and was a l�ttle d�sappo�nted; but her conv�ct�on of be�ng really the
one preferred comforted her under �t, and enabled her to rece�ve Mr.
Rushworth's part�ng attent�ons as she ought. He was certa�nly better
pleased to hand her �nto the barouche than to ass�st her �n
ascend�ng the box, and h�s complacency seemed conf�rmed by the
arrangement.

“Well, Fanny, th�s has been a f�ne day for you, upon my word,” sa�d
Mrs. Norr�s, as they drove through the park. “Noth�ng but pleasure
from beg�nn�ng to end! I am sure you ought to be very much obl�ged
to your aunt Bertram and me for contr�v�ng to let you go. A pretty
good day's amusement you have had!”

Mar�a was just d�scontented enough to say d�rectly, “I th�nk you
have done pretty well yourself, ma'am. Your lap seems full of good
th�ngs, and here �s a basket of someth�ng between us wh�ch has
been knock�ng my elbow unmerc�fully.”

“My dear, �t �s only a beaut�ful l�ttle heath, wh�ch that n�ce old
gardener would make me take; but �f �t �s �n your way, I w�ll have �t �n
my lap d�rectly. There, Fanny, you shall carry that parcel for me; take
great care of �t: do not let �t fall; �t �s a cream cheese, just l�ke the
excellent one we had at d�nner. Noth�ng would sat�sfy that good old
Mrs. Wh�taker, but my tak�ng one of the cheeses. I stood out as long
as I could, t�ll the tears almost came �nto her eyes, and I knew �t was
just the sort that my s�ster would be del�ghted w�th. That Mrs.
Wh�taker �s a treasure! She was qu�te shocked when I asked her
whether w�ne was allowed at the second table, and she has turned
away two housema�ds for wear�ng wh�te gowns. Take care of the



cheese, Fanny. Now I can manage the other parcel and the basket
very well.”

“What else have you been spung�ng?” sa�d Mar�a, half-pleased
that Sotherton should be so compl�mented.

“Spung�ng, my dear! It �s noth�ng but four of those beaut�ful
pheasants' eggs, wh�ch Mrs. Wh�taker would qu�te force upon me:
she would not take a den�al. She sa�d �t must be such an amusement
to me, as she understood I l�ved qu�te alone, to have a few l�v�ng
creatures of that sort; and so to be sure �t w�ll. I shall get the
da�ryma�d to set them under the f�rst spare hen, and �f they come to
good I can have them moved to my own house and borrow a coop;
and �t w�ll be a great del�ght to me �n my lonely hours to attend to
them. And �f I have good luck, your mother shall have some.”

It was a beaut�ful even�ng, m�ld and st�ll, and the dr�ve was as
pleasant as the seren�ty of Nature could make �t; but when Mrs.
Norr�s ceased speak�ng, �t was altogether a s�lent dr�ve to those
w�th�n. The�r sp�r�ts were �n general exhausted; and to determ�ne
whether the day had afforded most pleasure or pa�n, m�ght occupy
the med�tat�ons of almost all.



CHAPTER XI
The day at Sotherton, w�th all �ts �mperfect�ons, afforded the M�ss

Bertrams much more agreeable feel�ngs than were der�ved from the
letters from Ant�gua, wh�ch soon afterwards reached Mansf�eld. It
was much pleasanter to th�nk of Henry Crawford than of the�r father;
and to th�nk of the�r father �n England aga�n w�th�n a certa�n per�od,
wh�ch these letters obl�ged them to do, was a most unwelcome
exerc�se.

November was the black month f�xed for h�s return. S�r Thomas
wrote of �t w�th as much dec�s�on as exper�ence and anx�ety could
author�se. H�s bus�ness was so nearly concluded as to just�fy h�m �n
propos�ng to take h�s passage �n the September packet, and he
consequently looked forward w�th the hope of be�ng w�th h�s beloved
fam�ly aga�n early �n November.

Mar�a was more to be p�t�ed than Jul�a; for to her the father
brought a husband, and the return of the fr�end most sol�c�tous for
her happ�ness would un�te her to the lover, on whom she had chosen
that happ�ness should depend. It was a gloomy prospect, and all she
could do was to throw a m�st over �t, and hope when the m�st cleared
away she should see someth�ng else. It would hardly be early �n
November, there were generally delays, a bad passage or
someth�ng; that favour�ng someth�ng wh�ch everybody who shuts
the�r eyes wh�le they look, or the�r understand�ngs wh�le they reason,
feels the comfort of. It would probably be the m�ddle of November at
least; the m�ddle of November was three months off. Three months
compr�sed th�rteen weeks. Much m�ght happen �n th�rteen weeks.

S�r Thomas would have been deeply mort�f�ed by a susp�c�on of
half that h�s daughters felt on the subject of h�s return, and would
hardly have found consolat�on �n a knowledge of the �nterest �t
exc�ted �n the breast of another young lady. M�ss Crawford, on
walk�ng up w�th her brother to spend the even�ng at Mansf�eld Park,
heard the good news; and though seem�ng to have no concern �n the



affa�r beyond pol�teness, and to have vented all her feel�ngs �n a
qu�et congratulat�on, heard �t w�th an attent�on not so eas�ly sat�sf�ed.
Mrs. Norr�s gave the part�culars of the letters, and the subject was
dropt; but after tea, as M�ss Crawford was stand�ng at an open
w�ndow w�th Edmund and Fanny look�ng out on a tw�l�ght scene,
wh�le the M�ss Bertrams, Mr. Rushworth, and Henry Crawford were
all busy w�th candles at the p�anoforte, she suddenly rev�ved �t by
turn�ng round towards the group, and say�ng, “How happy Mr.
Rushworth looks! He �s th�nk�ng of November.”

Edmund looked round at Mr. Rushworth too, but had noth�ng to
say.

“Your father's return w�ll be a very �nterest�ng event.”
“It w�ll, �ndeed, after such an absence; an absence not only long,

but �nclud�ng so many dangers.”
“It w�ll be the forerunner also of other �nterest�ng events: your

s�ster's marr�age, and your tak�ng orders.”
“Yes.”
“Don't be affronted,” sa�d she, laugh�ng, “but �t does put me �n m�nd

of some of the old heathen heroes, who, after perform�ng great
explo�ts �n a fore�gn land, offered sacr�f�ces to the gods on the�r safe
return.”

“There �s no sacr�f�ce �n the case,” repl�ed Edmund, w�th a ser�ous
sm�le, and glanc�ng at the p�anoforte aga�n; “�t �s ent�rely her own
do�ng.”

“Oh yes I know �t �s. I was merely jok�ng. She has done no more
than what every young woman would do; and I have no doubt of her
be�ng extremely happy. My other sacr�f�ce, of course, you do not
understand.”

“My tak�ng orders, I assure you, �s qu�te as voluntary as Mar�a's
marry�ng.”

“It �s fortunate that your �ncl�nat�on and your father's conven�ence
should accord so well. There �s a very good l�v�ng kept for you, I
understand, hereabouts.”

“Wh�ch you suppose has b�assed me?”



“But that I am sure �t has not,” cr�ed Fanny.
“Thank you for your good word, Fanny, but �t �s more than I would

aff�rm myself. On the contrary, the know�ng that there was such a
prov�s�on for me probably d�d b�as me. Nor can I th�nk �t wrong that �t
should. There was no natural d�s�ncl�nat�on to be overcome, and I
see no reason why a man should make a worse clergyman for
know�ng that he w�ll have a competence early �n l�fe. I was �n safe
hands. I hope I should not have been �nfluenced myself �n a wrong
way, and I am sure my father was too consc�ent�ous to have allowed
�t. I have no doubt that I was b�ased, but I th�nk �t was blamelessly.”

“It �s the same sort of th�ng,” sa�d Fanny, after a short pause, “as
for the son of an adm�ral to go �nto the navy, or the son of a general
to be �n the army, and nobody sees anyth�ng wrong �n that. Nobody
wonders that they should prefer the l�ne where the�r fr�ends can
serve them best, or suspects them to be less �n earnest �n �t than
they appear.”

“No, my dear M�ss Pr�ce, and for reasons good. The profess�on,
e�ther navy or army, �s �ts own just�f�cat�on. It has everyth�ng �n �ts
favour: hero�sm, danger, bustle, fash�on. Sold�ers and sa�lors are
always acceptable �n soc�ety. Nobody can wonder that men are
sold�ers and sa�lors.”

“But the mot�ves of a man who takes orders w�th the certa�nty of
preferment may be fa�rly suspected, you th�nk?” sa�d Edmund. “To be
just�f�ed �n your eyes, he must do �t �n the most complete uncerta�nty
of any prov�s�on.”

“What! take orders w�thout a l�v�ng! No; that �s madness �ndeed;
absolute madness.”

“Shall I ask you how the church �s to be f�lled, �f a man �s ne�ther to
take orders w�th a l�v�ng nor w�thout? No; for you certa�nly would not
know what to say. But I must beg some advantage to the clergyman
from your own argument. As he cannot be �nfluenced by those
feel�ngs wh�ch you rank h�ghly as temptat�on and reward to the
sold�er and sa�lor �n the�r cho�ce of a profess�on, as hero�sm, and
no�se, and fash�on, are all aga�nst h�m, he ought to be less l�able to
the susp�c�on of want�ng s�ncer�ty or good �ntent�ons �n the cho�ce of
h�s.”



“Oh! no doubt he �s very s�ncere �n preferr�ng an �ncome ready
made, to the trouble of work�ng for one; and has the best �ntent�ons
of do�ng noth�ng all the rest of h�s days but eat, dr�nk, and grow fat. It
�s �ndolence, Mr. Bertram, �ndeed. Indolence and love of ease; a
want of all laudable amb�t�on, of taste for good company, or of
�ncl�nat�on to take the trouble of be�ng agreeable, wh�ch make men
clergymen. A clergyman has noth�ng to do but be slovenly and
self�sh—read the newspaper, watch the weather, and quarrel w�th h�s
w�fe. H�s curate does all the work, and the bus�ness of h�s own l�fe �s
to d�ne.”

“There are such clergymen, no doubt, but I th�nk they are not so
common as to just�fy M�ss Crawford �n esteem�ng �t the�r general
character. I suspect that �n th�s comprehens�ve and (may I say)
commonplace censure, you are not judg�ng from yourself, but from
prejud�ced persons, whose op�n�ons you have been �n the hab�t of
hear�ng. It �s �mposs�ble that your own observat�on can have g�ven
you much knowledge of the clergy. You can have been personally
acqua�nted w�th very few of a set of men you condemn so
conclus�vely. You are speak�ng what you have been told at your
uncle's table.”

“I speak what appears to me the general op�n�on; and where an
op�n�on �s general, �t �s usually correct. Though I have not seen much
of the domest�c l�ves of clergymen, �t �s seen by too many to leave
any def�c�ency of �nformat�on.”

“Where any one body of educated men, of whatever
denom�nat�on, are condemned �nd�scr�m�nately, there must be a
def�c�ency of �nformat�on, or (sm�l�ng) of someth�ng else. Your uncle,
and h�s brother adm�rals, perhaps knew l�ttle of clergymen beyond
the chapla�ns whom, good or bad, they were always w�sh�ng away.”

“Poor W�ll�am! He has met w�th great k�ndness from the chapla�n of
the Antwerp,” was a tender apostrophe of Fanny's, very much to the
purpose of her own feel�ngs �f not of the conversat�on.

“I have been so l�ttle add�cted to take my op�n�ons from my uncle,”
sa�d M�ss Crawford, “that I can hardly suppose—and s�nce you push
me so hard, I must observe, that I am not ent�rely w�thout the means
of see�ng what clergymen are, be�ng at th�s present t�me the guest of



my own brother, Dr. Grant. And though Dr. Grant �s most k�nd and
obl�g�ng to me, and though he �s really a gentleman, and, I dare say,
a good scholar and clever, and often preaches good sermons, and �s
very respectable, I see h�m to be an �ndolent, self�sh bon v�vant, who
must have h�s palate consulted �n everyth�ng; who w�ll not st�r a
f�nger for the conven�ence of any one; and who, moreover, �f the
cook makes a blunder, �s out of humour w�th h�s excellent w�fe. To
own the truth, Henry and I were partly dr�ven out th�s very even�ng by
a d�sappo�ntment about a green goose, wh�ch he could not get the
better of. My poor s�ster was forced to stay and bear �t.”

“I do not wonder at your d�sapprobat�on, upon my word. It �s a
great defect of temper, made worse by a very faulty hab�t of self-
�ndulgence; and to see your s�ster suffer�ng from �t must be
exceed�ngly pa�nful to such feel�ngs as yours. Fanny, �t goes aga�nst
us. We cannot attempt to defend Dr. Grant.”

“No,” repl�ed Fanny, “but we need not g�ve up h�s profess�on for all
that; because, whatever profess�on Dr. Grant had chosen, he would
have taken a—not a good temper �nto �t; and as he must, e�ther �n
the navy or army, have had a great many more people under h�s
command than he has now, I th�nk more would have been made
unhappy by h�m as a sa�lor or sold�er than as a clergyman. Bes�des, I
cannot but suppose that whatever there may be to w�sh otherw�se �n
Dr. Grant would have been �n a greater danger of becom�ng worse �n
a more act�ve and worldly profess�on, where he would have had less
t�me and obl�gat�on—where he m�ght have escaped that knowledge
of h�mself, the frequency, at least, of that knowledge wh�ch �t �s
�mposs�ble he should escape as he �s now. A man—a sens�ble man
l�ke Dr. Grant, cannot be �n the hab�t of teach�ng others the�r duty
every week, cannot go to church tw�ce every Sunday, and preach
such very good sermons �n so good a manner as he does, w�thout
be�ng the better for �t h�mself. It must make h�m th�nk; and I have no
doubt that he oftener endeavours to restra�n h�mself than he would �f
he had been anyth�ng but a clergyman.”

“We cannot prove to the contrary, to be sure; but I w�sh you a
better fate, M�ss Pr�ce, than to be the w�fe of a man whose
am�ableness depends upon h�s own sermons; for though he may



preach h�mself �nto a good-humour every Sunday, �t w�ll be bad
enough to have h�m quarrell�ng about green geese from Monday
morn�ng t�ll Saturday n�ght.”

“I th�nk the man who could often quarrel w�th Fanny,” sa�d Edmund
affect�onately, “must be beyond the reach of any sermons.”

Fanny turned farther �nto the w�ndow; and M�ss Crawford had only
t�me to say, �n a pleasant manner, “I fancy M�ss Pr�ce has been more
used to deserve pra�se than to hear �t”; when, be�ng earnestly �nv�ted
by the M�ss Bertrams to jo�n �n a glee, she tr�pped off to the
�nstrument, leav�ng Edmund look�ng after her �n an ecstasy of
adm�rat�on of all her many v�rtues, from her obl�g�ng manners down
to her l�ght and graceful tread.

“There goes good-humour, I am sure,” sa�d he presently. “There
goes a temper wh�ch would never g�ve pa�n! How well she walks!
and how read�ly she falls �n w�th the �ncl�nat�on of others! jo�n�ng
them the moment she �s asked. What a p�ty,” he added, after an
�nstant's reflect�on, “that she should have been �n such hands!”

Fanny agreed to �t, and had the pleasure of see�ng h�m cont�nue at
the w�ndow w�th her, �n sp�te of the expected glee; and of hav�ng h�s
eyes soon turned, l�ke hers, towards the scene w�thout, where all
that was solemn, and sooth�ng, and lovely, appeared �n the br�ll�ancy
of an unclouded n�ght, and the contrast of the deep shade of the
woods. Fanny spoke her feel�ngs. “Here's harmony!” sa�d she;
“here's repose! Here's what may leave all pa�nt�ng and all mus�c
beh�nd, and what poetry only can attempt to descr�be! Here's what
may tranqu�ll�se every care, and l�ft the heart to rapture! When I look
out on such a n�ght as th�s, I feel as �f there could be ne�ther
w�ckedness nor sorrow �n the world; and there certa�nly would be
less of both �f the subl�m�ty of Nature were more attended to, and
people were carr�ed more out of themselves by contemplat�ng such a
scene.”

“I l�ke to hear your enthus�asm, Fanny. It �s a lovely n�ght, and they
are much to be p�t�ed who have not been taught to feel, �n some
degree, as you do; who have not, at least, been g�ven a taste for
Nature �n early l�fe. They lose a great deal.”

“You taught me to th�nk and feel on the subject, cous�n.”



“I had a very apt scholar. There's Arcturus look�ng very br�ght.”
“Yes, and the Bear. I w�sh I could see Cass�ope�a.”
“We must go out on the lawn for that. Should you be afra�d?”
“Not �n the least. It �s a great wh�le s�nce we have had any star-

gaz�ng.”
“Yes; I do not know how �t has happened.” The glee began. “We

w�ll stay t�ll th�s �s f�n�shed, Fanny,” sa�d he, turn�ng h�s back on the
w�ndow; and as �t advanced, she had the mort�f�cat�on of see�ng h�m
advance too, mov�ng forward by gentle degrees towards the
�nstrument, and when �t ceased, he was close by the s�ngers, among
the most urgent �n request�ng to hear the glee aga�n.

Fanny s�ghed alone at the w�ndow t�ll scolded away by Mrs.
Norr�s's threats of catch�ng cold.



CHAPTER XII
S�r Thomas was to return �n November, and h�s eldest son had

dut�es to call h�m earl�er home. The approach of September brought
t�d�ngs of Mr. Bertram, f�rst �n a letter to the gamekeeper and then �n
a letter to Edmund; and by the end of August he arr�ved h�mself, to
be gay, agreeable, and gallant aga�n as occas�on served, or M�ss
Crawford demanded; to tell of races and Weymouth, and part�es and
fr�ends, to wh�ch she m�ght have l�stened s�x weeks before w�th some
�nterest, and altogether to g�ve her the fullest conv�ct�on, by the
power of actual compar�son, of her preferr�ng h�s younger brother.

It was very vexat�ous, and she was heart�ly sorry for �t; but so �t
was; and so far from now mean�ng to marry the elder, she d�d not
even want to attract h�m beyond what the s�mplest cla�ms of
consc�ous beauty requ�red: h�s lengthened absence from Mansf�eld,
w�thout anyth�ng but pleasure �n v�ew, and h�s own w�ll to consult,
made �t perfectly clear that he d�d not care about her; and h�s
�nd�fference was so much more than equalled by her own, that were
he now to step forth the owner of Mansf�eld Park, the S�r Thomas
complete, wh�ch he was to be �n t�me, she d�d not bel�eve she could
accept h�m.

The season and dut�es wh�ch brought Mr. Bertram back to
Mansf�eld took Mr. Crawford �nto Norfolk. Ever�ngham could not do
w�thout h�m �n the beg�nn�ng of September. He went for a fortn�ght—
a fortn�ght of such dullness to the M�ss Bertrams as ought to have
put them both on the�r guard, and made even Jul�a adm�t, �n her
jealousy of her s�ster, the absolute necess�ty of d�strust�ng h�s
attent�ons, and w�sh�ng h�m not to return; and a fortn�ght of suff�c�ent
le�sure, �n the �ntervals of shoot�ng and sleep�ng, to have conv�nced
the gentleman that he ought to keep longer away, had he been more
�n the hab�t of exam�n�ng h�s own mot�ves, and of reflect�ng to what
the �ndulgence of h�s �dle van�ty was tend�ng; but, thoughtless and
self�sh from prosper�ty and bad example, he would not look beyond



the present moment. The s�sters, handsome, clever, and
encourag�ng, were an amusement to h�s sated m�nd; and f�nd�ng
noth�ng �n Norfolk to equal the soc�al pleasures of Mansf�eld, he
gladly returned to �t at the t�me appo�nted, and was welcomed th�ther
qu�te as gladly by those whom he came to tr�fle w�th further.

Mar�a, w�th only Mr. Rushworth to attend to her, and doomed to the
repeated deta�ls of h�s day's sport, good or bad, h�s boast of h�s
dogs, h�s jealousy of h�s ne�ghbours, h�s doubts of the�r
qual�f�cat�ons, and h�s zeal after poachers, subjects wh�ch w�ll not
f�nd the�r way to female feel�ngs w�thout some talent on one s�de or
some attachment on the other, had m�ssed Mr. Crawford gr�evously;
and Jul�a, unengaged and unemployed, felt all the r�ght of m�ss�ng
h�m much more. Each s�ster bel�eved herself the favour�te. Jul�a
m�ght be just�f�ed �n so do�ng by the h�nts of Mrs. Grant, �ncl�ned to
cred�t what she w�shed, and Mar�a by the h�nts of Mr. Crawford
h�mself. Everyth�ng returned �nto the same channel as before h�s
absence; h�s manners be�ng to each so an�mated and agreeable as
to lose no ground w�th e�ther, and just stopp�ng short of the
cons�stence, the stead�ness, the sol�c�tude, and the warmth wh�ch
m�ght exc�te general not�ce.

Fanny was the only one of the party who found anyth�ng to d�sl�ke;
but s�nce the day at Sotherton, she could never see Mr. Crawford
w�th e�ther s�ster w�thout observat�on, and seldom w�thout wonder or
censure; and had her conf�dence �n her own judgment been equal to
her exerc�se of �t �n every other respect, had she been sure that she
was see�ng clearly, and judg�ng cand�dly, she would probably have
made some �mportant commun�cat�ons to her usual conf�dant. As �t
was, however, she only hazarded a h�nt, and the h�nt was lost. “I am
rather surpr�sed,” sa�d she, “that Mr. Crawford should come back
aga�n so soon, after be�ng here so long before, full seven weeks; for
I had understood he was so very fond of change and mov�ng about,
that I thought someth�ng would certa�nly occur, when he was once
gone, to take h�m elsewhere. He �s used to much gayer places than
Mansf�eld.”

“It �s to h�s cred�t,” was Edmund's answer; “and I dare say �t g�ves
h�s s�ster pleasure. She does not l�ke h�s unsettled hab�ts.”



“What a favour�te he �s w�th my cous�ns!”
“Yes, h�s manners to women are such as must please. Mrs. Grant,

I bel�eve, suspects h�m of a preference for Jul�a; I have never seen
much symptom of �t, but I w�sh �t may be so. He has no faults but
what a ser�ous attachment would remove.”

“If M�ss Bertram were not engaged,” sa�d Fanny caut�ously, “I
could somet�mes almost th�nk that he adm�red her more than Jul�a.”

“Wh�ch �s, perhaps, more �n favour of h�s l�k�ng Jul�a best, than
you, Fanny, may be aware; for I bel�eve �t often happens that a man,
before he has qu�te made up h�s own m�nd, w�ll d�st�ngu�sh the s�ster
or �nt�mate fr�end of the woman he �s really th�nk�ng of more than the
woman herself. Crawford has too much sense to stay here �f he
found h�mself �n any danger from Mar�a; and I am not at all afra�d for
her, after such a proof as she has g�ven that her feel�ngs are not
strong.”

Fanny supposed she must have been m�staken, and meant to
th�nk d�fferently �n future; but w�th all that subm�ss�on to Edmund
could do, and all the help of the co�nc�d�ng looks and h�nts wh�ch she
occas�onally not�ced �n some of the others, and wh�ch seemed to say
that Jul�a was Mr. Crawford's cho�ce, she knew not always what to
th�nk. She was pr�vy, one even�ng, to the hopes of her aunt Norr�s on
the subject, as well as to her feel�ngs, and the feel�ngs of Mrs.
Rushworth, on a po�nt of some s�m�lar�ty, and could not help
wonder�ng as she l�stened; and glad would she have been not to be
obl�ged to l�sten, for �t was wh�le all the other young people were
danc�ng, and she s�tt�ng, most unw�ll�ngly, among the chaperons at
the f�re, long�ng for the re-entrance of her elder cous�n, on whom all
her own hopes of a partner then depended. It was Fanny's f�rst ball,
though w�thout the preparat�on or splendour of many a young lady's
f�rst ball, be�ng the thought only of the afternoon, bu�lt on the late
acqu�s�t�on of a v�ol�n player �n the servants' hall, and the poss�b�l�ty
of ra�s�ng f�ve couple w�th the help of Mrs. Grant and a new �nt�mate
fr�end of Mr. Bertram's just arr�ved on a v�s�t. It had, however, been a
very happy one to Fanny through four dances, and she was qu�te
gr�eved to be los�ng even a quarter of an hour. Wh�le wa�t�ng and
w�sh�ng, look�ng now at the dancers and now at the door, th�s



d�alogue between the two above-ment�oned lad�es was forced on her
—

“I th�nk, ma'am,” sa�d Mrs. Norr�s, her eyes d�rected towards Mr.
Rushworth and Mar�a, who were partners for the second t�me, “we
shall see some happy faces aga�n now.”

“Yes, ma'am, �ndeed,” repl�ed the other, w�th a stately s�mper,
“there w�ll be some sat�sfact�on �n look�ng on now, and I th�nk �t was
rather a p�ty they should have been obl�ged to part. Young folks �n
the�r s�tuat�on should be excused comply�ng w�th the common forms.
I wonder my son d�d not propose �t.”

“I dare say he d�d, ma'am. Mr. Rushworth �s never rem�ss. But
dear Mar�a has such a str�ct sense of propr�ety, so much of that true
del�cacy wh�ch one seldom meets w�th nowadays, Mrs. Rushworth—
that w�sh of avo�d�ng part�cular�ty! Dear ma'am, only look at her face
at th�s moment; how d�fferent from what �t was the two last dances!”

M�ss Bertram d�d �ndeed look happy, her eyes were sparkl�ng w�th
pleasure, and she was speak�ng w�th great an�mat�on, for Jul�a and
her partner, Mr. Crawford, were close to her; they were all �n a
cluster together. How she had looked before, Fanny could not
recollect, for she had been danc�ng w�th Edmund herself, and had
not thought about her.

Mrs. Norr�s cont�nued, “It �s qu�te del�ghtful, ma'am, to see young
people so properly happy, so well su�ted, and so much the th�ng! I
cannot but th�nk of dear S�r Thomas's del�ght. And what do you say,
ma'am, to the chance of another match? Mr. Rushworth has set a
good example, and such th�ngs are very catch�ng.”

Mrs. Rushworth, who saw noth�ng but her son, was qu�te at a loss.
“The couple above, ma'am. Do you see no symptoms there?”
“Oh dear! M�ss Jul�a and Mr. Crawford. Yes, �ndeed, a very pretty

match. What �s h�s property?”
“Four thousand a year.”
“Very well. Those who have not more must be sat�sf�ed w�th what

they have. Four thousand a year �s a pretty estate, and he seems a
very genteel, steady young man, so I hope M�ss Jul�a w�ll be very
happy.”



“It �s not a settled th�ng, ma'am, yet. We only speak of �t among
fr�ends. But I have very l�ttle doubt �t w�ll be. He �s grow�ng extremely
part�cular �n h�s attent�ons.”

Fanny could l�sten no farther. L�sten�ng and wonder�ng were all
suspended for a t�me, for Mr. Bertram was �n the room aga�n; and
though feel�ng �t would be a great honour to be asked by h�m, she
thought �t must happen. He came towards the�r l�ttle c�rcle; but
�nstead of ask�ng her to dance, drew a cha�r near her, and gave her
an account of the present state of a s�ck horse, and the op�n�on of
the groom, from whom he had just parted. Fanny found that �t was
not to be, and �n the modesty of her nature �mmed�ately felt that she
had been unreasonable �n expect�ng �t. When he had told of h�s
horse, he took a newspaper from the table, and look�ng over �t, sa�d
�n a langu�d way, “If you want to dance, Fanny, I w�ll stand up w�th
you.” W�th more than equal c�v�l�ty the offer was decl�ned; she d�d not
w�sh to dance. “I am glad of �t,” sa�d he, �n a much br�sker tone, and
throw�ng down the newspaper aga�n, “for I am t�red to death. I only
wonder how the good people can keep �t up so long. They had need
be all �n love, to f�nd any amusement �n such folly; and so they are, I
fancy. If you look at them you may see they are so many couple of
lovers—all but Yates and Mrs. Grant—and, between ourselves, she,
poor woman, must want a lover as much as any one of them. A
desperate dull l�fe hers must be w�th the doctor,” mak�ng a sly face
as he spoke towards the cha�r of the latter, who prov�ng, however, to
be close at h�s elbow, made so �nstantaneous a change of
express�on and subject necessary, as Fanny, �n sp�te of everyth�ng,
could hardly help laugh�ng at. “A strange bus�ness th�s �n Amer�ca,
Dr. Grant! What �s your op�n�on? I always come to you to know what I
am to th�nk of publ�c matters.”

“My dear Tom,” cr�ed h�s aunt soon afterwards, “as you are not
danc�ng, I dare say you w�ll have no object�on to jo�n us �n a rubber;
shall you?” Then leav�ng her seat, and com�ng to h�m to enforce the
proposal, added �n a wh�sper, “We want to make a table for Mrs.
Rushworth, you know. Your mother �s qu�te anx�ous about �t, but
cannot very well spare t�me to s�t down herself, because of her
fr�nge. Now, you and I and Dr. Grant w�ll just do; and though we play
but half-crowns, you know, you may bet half-gu�neas w�th h�m.”



“I should be most happy,” repl�ed he aloud, and jump�ng up w�th
alacr�ty, “�t would g�ve me the greatest pleasure; but that I am th�s
moment go�ng to dance.” Come, Fanny, tak�ng her hand, “do not be
dawdl�ng any longer, or the dance w�ll be over.”

Fanny was led off very w�ll�ngly, though �t was �mposs�ble for her to
feel much grat�tude towards her cous�n, or d�st�ngu�sh, as he
certa�nly d�d, between the self�shness of another person and h�s
own.

“A pretty modest request upon my word,” he �nd�gnantly excla�med
as they walked away. “To want to na�l me to a card-table for the next
two hours w�th herself and Dr. Grant, who are always quarrell�ng,
and that pok�ng old woman, who knows no more of wh�st than of
algebra. I w�sh my good aunt would be a l�ttle less busy! And to ask
me �n such a way too! w�thout ceremony, before them all, so as to
leave me no poss�b�l�ty of refus�ng. That �s what I d�sl�ke most
part�cularly. It ra�ses my spleen more than anyth�ng, to have the
pretence of be�ng asked, of be�ng g�ven a cho�ce, and at the same
t�me addressed �n such a way as to obl�ge one to do the very th�ng,
whatever �t be! If I had not luck�ly thought of stand�ng up w�th you I
could not have got out of �t. It �s a great deal too bad. But when my
aunt has got a fancy �n her head, noth�ng can stop her.”





CHAPTER XIII
The Honourable John Yates, th�s new fr�end, had not much to

recommend h�m beyond hab�ts of fash�on and expense, and be�ng
the younger son of a lord w�th a tolerable �ndependence; and S�r
Thomas would probably have thought h�s �ntroduct�on at Mansf�eld
by no means des�rable. Mr. Bertram's acqua�ntance w�th h�m had
begun at Weymouth, where they had spent ten days together �n the
same soc�ety, and the fr�endsh�p, �f fr�endsh�p �t m�ght be called, had
been proved and perfected by Mr. Yates's be�ng �nv�ted to take
Mansf�eld �n h�s way, whenever he could, and by h�s prom�s�ng to
come; and he d�d come rather earl�er than had been expected, �n
consequence of the sudden break�ng-up of a large party assembled
for ga�ety at the house of another fr�end, wh�ch he had left
Weymouth to jo�n. He came on the w�ngs of d�sappo�ntment, and
w�th h�s head full of act�ng, for �t had been a theatr�cal party; and the
play �n wh�ch he had borne a part was w�th�n two days of
representat�on, when the sudden death of one of the nearest
connex�ons of the fam�ly had destroyed the scheme and d�spersed
the performers. To be so near happ�ness, so near fame, so near the
long paragraph �n pra�se of the pr�vate theatr�cals at Ecclesford, the
seat of the R�ght Hon. Lord Ravenshaw, �n Cornwall, wh�ch would of
course have �mmortal�sed the whole party for at least a twelvemonth!
and be�ng so near, to lose �t all, was an �njury to be keenly felt, and
Mr. Yates could talk of noth�ng else. Ecclesford and �ts theatre, w�th
�ts arrangements and dresses, rehearsals and jokes, was h�s never-
fa�l�ng subject, and to boast of the past h�s only consolat�on.

Happ�ly for h�m, a love of the theatre �s so general, an �tch for
act�ng so strong among young people, that he could hardly out-talk
the �nterest of h�s hearers. From the f�rst cast�ng of the parts to the
ep�logue �t was all bew�tch�ng, and there were few who d�d not w�sh
to have been a party concerned, or would have hes�tated to try the�r
sk�ll. The play had been Lovers' Vows, and Mr. Yates was to have



been Count Cassel. “A tr�fl�ng part,” sa�d he, “and not at all to my
taste, and such a one as I certa�nly would not accept aga�n; but I was
determ�ned to make no d�ff�cult�es. Lord Ravenshaw and the duke
had appropr�ated the only two characters worth play�ng before I
reached Ecclesford; and though Lord Ravenshaw offered to res�gn
h�s to me, �t was �mposs�ble to take �t, you know. I was sorry for h�m
that he should have so m�staken h�s powers, for he was no more
equal to the Baron—a l�ttle man w�th a weak vo�ce, always hoarse
after the f�rst ten m�nutes. It must have �njured the p�ece mater�ally;
but I was resolved to make no d�ff�cult�es. S�r Henry thought the duke
not equal to Freder�ck, but that was because S�r Henry wanted the
part h�mself; whereas �t was certa�nly �n the best hands of the two. I
was surpr�sed to see S�r Henry such a st�ck. Luck�ly the strength of
the p�ece d�d not depend upon h�m. Our Agatha was �n�m�table, and
the duke was thought very great by many. And upon the whole, �t
would certa�nly have gone off wonderfully.”

“It was a hard case, upon my word”; and, “I do th�nk you were very
much to be p�t�ed,” were the k�nd responses of l�sten�ng sympathy.

“It �s not worth compla�n�ng about; but to be sure the poor old
dowager could not have d�ed at a worse t�me; and �t �s �mposs�ble to
help w�sh�ng that the news could have been suppressed for just the
three days we wanted. It was but three days; and be�ng only a
grandmother, and all happen�ng two hundred m�les off, I th�nk there
would have been no great harm, and �t was suggested, I know; but
Lord Ravenshaw, who I suppose �s one of the most correct men �n
England, would not hear of �t.”

“An afterp�ece �nstead of a comedy,” sa�d Mr. Bertram. “Lovers'
Vows were at an end, and Lord and Lady Ravenshaw left to act My
Grandmother by themselves. Well, the jo�nture may comfort h�m; and
perhaps, between fr�ends, he began to tremble for h�s cred�t and h�s
lungs �n the Baron, and was not sorry to w�thdraw; and to make you
amends, Yates, I th�nk we must ra�se a l�ttle theatre at Mansf�eld, and
ask you to be our manager.”

Th�s, though the thought of the moment, d�d not end w�th the
moment; for the �ncl�nat�on to act was awakened, and �n no one more
strongly than �n h�m who was now master of the house; and who,



hav�ng so much le�sure as to make almost any novelty a certa�n
good, had l�kew�se such a degree of l�vely talents and com�c taste,
as were exactly adapted to the novelty of act�ng. The thought
returned aga�n and aga�n. “Oh for the Ecclesford theatre and scenery
to try someth�ng w�th.” Each s�ster could echo the w�sh; and Henry
Crawford, to whom, �n all the r�ot of h�s grat�f�cat�ons �t was yet an
untasted pleasure, was qu�te al�ve at the �dea. “I really bel�eve,” sa�d
he, “I could be fool enough at th�s moment to undertake any
character that ever was wr�tten, from Shylock or R�chard III down to
the s�ng�ng hero of a farce �n h�s scarlet coat and cocked hat. I feel
as �f I could be anyth�ng or everyth�ng; as �f I could rant and storm, or
s�gh or cut capers, �n any tragedy or comedy �n the Engl�sh
language. Let us be do�ng someth�ng. Be �t only half a play, an act, a
scene; what should prevent us? Not these countenances, I am sure,”
look�ng towards the M�ss Bertrams; “and for a theatre, what s�gn�f�es
a theatre? We shall be only amus�ng ourselves. Any room �n th�s
house m�ght suff�ce.”

“We must have a curta�n,” sa�d Tom Bertram; “a few yards of green
ba�ze for a curta�n, and perhaps that may be enough.”

“Oh, qu�te enough,” cr�ed Mr. Yates, “w�th only just a s�de w�ng or
two run up, doors �n flat, and three or four scenes to be let down;
noth�ng more would be necessary on such a plan as th�s. For mere
amusement among ourselves we should want noth�ng more.”

“I bel�eve we must be sat�sf�ed w�th less,” sa�d Mar�a. “There would
not be t�me, and other d�ff�cult�es would ar�se. We must rather adopt
Mr. Crawford's v�ews, and make the performance, not the theatre,
our object. Many parts of our best plays are �ndependent of scenery.”

“Nay,” sa�d Edmund, who began to l�sten w�th alarm. “Let us do
noth�ng by halves. If we are to act, let �t be �n a theatre completely
f�tted up w�th p�t, boxes, and gallery, and let us have a play ent�re
from beg�nn�ng to end; so as �t be a German play, no matter what,
w�th a good tr�ck�ng, sh�ft�ng afterp�ece, and a f�gure-dance, and a
hornp�pe, and a song between the acts. If we do not outdo
Ecclesford, we do noth�ng.”

“Now, Edmund, do not be d�sagreeable,” sa�d Jul�a. “Nobody loves
a play better than you do, or can have gone much farther to see



one.”
“True, to see real act�ng, good hardened real act�ng; but I would

hardly walk from th�s room to the next to look at the raw efforts of
those who have not been bred to the trade: a set of gentlemen and
lad�es, who have all the d�sadvantages of educat�on and decorum to
struggle through.”

After a short pause, however, the subject st�ll cont�nued, and was
d�scussed w�th unabated eagerness, every one's �ncl�nat�on
�ncreas�ng by the d�scuss�on, and a knowledge of the �ncl�nat�on of
the rest; and though noth�ng was settled but that Tom Bertram would
prefer a comedy, and h�s s�sters and Henry Crawford a tragedy, and
that noth�ng �n the world could be eas�er than to f�nd a p�ece wh�ch
would please them all, the resolut�on to act someth�ng or other
seemed so dec�ded as to make Edmund qu�te uncomfortable. He
was determ�ned to prevent �t, �f poss�ble, though h�s mother, who
equally heard the conversat�on wh�ch passed at table, d�d not ev�nce
the least d�sapprobat�on.

The same even�ng afforded h�m an opportun�ty of try�ng h�s
strength. Mar�a, Jul�a, Henry Crawford, and Mr. Yates were �n the
b�ll�ard-room. Tom, return�ng from them �nto the draw�ng-room, where
Edmund was stand�ng thoughtfully by the f�re, wh�le Lady Bertram
was on the sofa at a l�ttle d�stance, and Fanny close bes�de her
arrang�ng her work, thus began as he entered—“Such a horr�bly v�le
b�ll�ard-table as ours �s not to be met w�th, I bel�eve, above ground. I
can stand �t no longer, and I th�nk, I may say, that noth�ng shall ever
tempt me to �t aga�n; but one good th�ng I have just ascerta�ned: �t �s
the very room for a theatre, prec�sely the shape and length for �t; and
the doors at the farther end, commun�cat�ng w�th each other, as they
may be made to do �n f�ve m�nutes, by merely mov�ng the bookcase
�n my father's room, �s the very th�ng we could have des�red, �f we
had sat down to w�sh for �t; and my father's room w�ll be an excellent
greenroom. It seems to jo�n the b�ll�ard-room on purpose.”

“You are not ser�ous, Tom, �n mean�ng to act?” sa�d Edmund, �n a
low vo�ce, as h�s brother approached the f�re.

“Not ser�ous! never more so, I assure you. What �s there to
surpr�se you �n �t?”



“I th�nk �t would be very wrong. In a general l�ght, pr�vate
theatr�cals are open to some object�ons, but as we are
c�rcumstanced, I must th�nk �t would be h�ghly �njud�c�ous, and more
than �njud�c�ous to attempt anyth�ng of the k�nd. It would shew great
want of feel�ng on my father's account, absent as he �s, and �n some
degree of constant danger; and �t would be �mprudent, I th�nk, w�th
regard to Mar�a, whose s�tuat�on �s a very del�cate one, cons�der�ng
everyth�ng, extremely del�cate.”

“You take up a th�ng so ser�ously! as �f we were go�ng to act three
t�mes a week t�ll my father's return, and �nv�te all the country. But �t �s
not to be a d�splay of that sort. We mean noth�ng but a l�ttle
amusement among ourselves, just to vary the scene, and exerc�se
our powers �n someth�ng new. We want no aud�ence, no publ�c�ty.
We may be trusted, I th�nk, �n chus�ng some play most perfectly
unexcept�onable; and I can conce�ve no greater harm or danger to
any of us �n convers�ng �n the elegant wr�tten language of some
respectable author than �n chatter�ng �n words of our own. I have no
fears and no scruples. And as to my father's be�ng absent, �t �s so far
from an object�on, that I cons�der �t rather as a mot�ve; for the
expectat�on of h�s return must be a very anx�ous per�od to my
mother; and �f we can be the means of amus�ng that anx�ety, and
keep�ng up her sp�r�ts for the next few weeks, I shall th�nk our t�me
very well spent, and so, I am sure, w�ll he. It �s a very anx�ous per�od
for her.”

As he sa�d th�s, each looked towards the�r mother. Lady Bertram,
sunk back �n one corner of the sofa, the p�cture of health, wealth,
ease, and tranqu�ll�ty, was just fall�ng �nto a gentle doze, wh�le Fanny
was gett�ng through the few d�ff�cult�es of her work for her.

Edmund sm�led and shook h�s head.
“By Jove! th�s won't do,” cr�ed Tom, throw�ng h�mself �nto a cha�r

w�th a hearty laugh. “To be sure, my dear mother, your anx�ety—I
was unlucky there.”

“What �s the matter?” asked her ladysh�p, �n the heavy tone of one
half-roused; “I was not asleep.”

“Oh dear, no, ma'am, nobody suspected you! Well, Edmund,” he
cont�nued, return�ng to the former subject, posture, and vo�ce, as



soon as Lady Bertram began to nod aga�n, “but th�s I w�ll ma�nta�n,
that we shall be do�ng no harm.”

“I cannot agree w�th you; I am conv�nced that my father would
totally d�sapprove �t.”

“And I am conv�nced to the contrary. Nobody �s fonder of the
exerc�se of talent �n young people, or promotes �t more, than my
father, and for anyth�ng of the act�ng, spout�ng, rec�t�ng k�nd, I th�nk
he has always a dec�ded taste. I am sure he encouraged �t �n us as
boys. How many a t�me have we mourned over the dead body of
Jul�us Caesar, and to be'd and not to be'd, �n th�s very room, for h�s
amusement? And I am sure, my name was Norval, every even�ng of
my l�fe through one Chr�stmas hol�days.”

“It was a very d�fferent th�ng. You must see the d�fference yourself.
My father w�shed us, as schoolboys, to speak well, but he would
never w�sh h�s grown-up daughters to be act�ng plays. H�s sense of
decorum �s str�ct.”

“I know all that,” sa�d Tom, d�spleased. “I know my father as well
as you do; and I'll take care that h�s daughters do noth�ng to d�stress
h�m. Manage your own concerns, Edmund, and I'll take care of the
rest of the fam�ly.”

“If you are resolved on act�ng,” repl�ed the persever�ng Edmund, “I
must hope �t w�ll be �n a very small and qu�et way; and I th�nk a
theatre ought not to be attempted. It would be tak�ng l�bert�es w�th my
father's house �n h�s absence wh�ch could not be just�f�ed.”

“For everyth�ng of that nature I w�ll be answerable,” sa�d Tom, �n a
dec�ded tone. “H�s house shall not be hurt. I have qu�te as great an
�nterest �n be�ng careful of h�s house as you can have; and as to
such alterat�ons as I was suggest�ng just now, such as mov�ng a
bookcase, or unlock�ng a door, or even as us�ng the b�ll�ard-room for
the space of a week w�thout play�ng at b�ll�ards �n �t, you m�ght just as
well suppose he would object to our s�tt�ng more �n th�s room, and
less �n the breakfast-room, than we d�d before he went away, or to
my s�ster's p�anoforte be�ng moved from one s�de of the room to the
other. Absolute nonsense!”

“The �nnovat�on, �f not wrong as an �nnovat�on, w�ll be wrong as an
expense.”



“Yes, the expense of such an undertak�ng would be prod�g�ous!
Perhaps �t m�ght cost a whole twenty pounds. Someth�ng of a theatre
we must have undoubtedly, but �t w�ll be on the s�mplest plan: a
green curta�n and a l�ttle carpenter's work, and that's all; and as the
carpenter's work may be all done at home by Chr�stopher Jackson
h�mself, �t w�ll be too absurd to talk of expense; and as long as
Jackson �s employed, everyth�ng w�ll be r�ght w�th S�r Thomas. Don't
�mag�ne that nobody �n th�s house can see or judge but yourself.
Don't act yourself, �f you do not l�ke �t, but don't expect to govern
everybody else.”

“No, as to act�ng myself,” sa�d Edmund, “that I absolutely protest
aga�nst.”

Tom walked out of the room as he sa�d �t, and Edmund was left to
s�t down and st�r the f�re �n thoughtful vexat�on.

Fanny, who had heard �t all, and borne Edmund company �n every
feel�ng throughout the whole, now ventured to say, �n her anx�ety to
suggest some comfort, “Perhaps they may not be able to f�nd any
play to su�t them. Your brother's taste and your s�sters' seem very
d�fferent.”

“I have no hope there, Fanny. If they pers�st �n the scheme, they
w�ll f�nd someth�ng. I shall speak to my s�sters and try to d�ssuade
them, and that �s all I can do.”

“I should th�nk my aunt Norr�s would be on your s�de.”
“I dare say she would, but she has no �nfluence w�th e�ther Tom or

my s�sters that could be of any use; and �f I cannot conv�nce them
myself, I shall let th�ngs take the�r course, w�thout attempt�ng �t
through her. Fam�ly squabbl�ng �s the greatest ev�l of all, and we had
better do anyth�ng than be altogether by the ears.”

H�s s�sters, to whom he had an opportun�ty of speak�ng the next
morn�ng, were qu�te as �mpat�ent of h�s adv�ce, qu�te as uny�eld�ng to
h�s representat�on, qu�te as determ�ned �n the cause of pleasure, as
Tom. The�r mother had no object�on to the plan, and they were not �n
the least afra�d of the�r father's d�sapprobat�on. There could be no
harm �n what had been done �n so many respectable fam�l�es, and by
so many women of the f�rst cons�derat�on; and �t must be
scrupulousness run mad that could see anyth�ng to censure �n a plan



l�ke the�rs, comprehend�ng only brothers and s�sters and �nt�mate
fr�ends, and wh�ch would never be heard of beyond themselves.
Jul�a d�d seem �ncl�ned to adm�t that Mar�a's s�tuat�on m�ght requ�re
part�cular caut�on and del�cacy—but that could not extend to her—
she was at l�berty; and Mar�a ev�dently cons�dered her engagement
as only ra�s�ng her so much more above restra�nt, and leav�ng her
less occas�on than Jul�a to consult e�ther father or mother. Edmund
had l�ttle to hope, but he was st�ll urg�ng the subject when Henry
Crawford entered the room, fresh from the Parsonage, call�ng out,
“No want of hands �n our theatre, M�ss Bertram. No want of
understrappers: my s�ster des�res her love, and hopes to be adm�tted
�nto the company, and w�ll be happy to take the part of any old
duenna or tame conf�dante, that you may not l�ke to do yourselves.”

Mar�a gave Edmund a glance, wh�ch meant, “What say you now?
Can we be wrong �f Mary Crawford feels the same?” And Edmund,
s�lenced, was obl�ged to acknowledge that the charm of act�ng m�ght
well carry fasc�nat�on to the m�nd of gen�us; and w�th the �ngenu�ty of
love, to dwell more on the obl�g�ng, accommodat�ng purport of the
message than on anyth�ng else.

The scheme advanced. Oppos�t�on was va�n; and as to Mrs.
Norr�s, he was m�staken �n suppos�ng she would w�sh to make any.
She started no d�ff�cult�es that were not talked down �n f�ve m�nutes
by her eldest nephew and n�ece, who were all-powerful w�th her; and
as the whole arrangement was to br�ng very l�ttle expense to
anybody, and none at all to herself, as she foresaw �n �t all the
comforts of hurry, bustle, and �mportance, and der�ved the �mmed�ate
advantage of fancy�ng herself obl�ged to leave her own house, where
she had been l�v�ng a month at her own cost, and take up her abode
�n the�rs, that every hour m�ght be spent �n the�r serv�ce, she was, �n
fact, exceed�ngly del�ghted w�th the project.



CHAPTER XIV
Fanny seemed nearer be�ng r�ght than Edmund had supposed.

The bus�ness of f�nd�ng a play that would su�t everybody proved to
be no tr�fle; and the carpenter had rece�ved h�s orders and taken h�s
measurements, had suggested and removed at least two sets of
d�ff�cult�es, and hav�ng made the necess�ty of an enlargement of plan
and expense fully ev�dent, was already at work, wh�le a play was st�ll
to seek. Other preparat�ons were also �n hand. An enormous roll of
green ba�ze had arr�ved from Northampton, and been cut out by Mrs.
Norr�s (w�th a sav�ng by her good management of full three-quarters
of a yard), and was actually form�ng �nto a curta�n by the
housema�ds, and st�ll the play was want�ng; and as two or three days
passed away �n th�s manner, Edmund began almost to hope that
none m�ght ever be found.

There were, �n fact, so many th�ngs to be attended to, so many
people to be pleased, so many best characters requ�red, and, above
all, such a need that the play should be at once both tragedy and
comedy, that there d�d seem as l�ttle chance of a dec�s�on as
anyth�ng pursued by youth and zeal could hold out.

On the trag�c s�de were the M�ss Bertrams, Henry Crawford, and
Mr. Yates; on the com�c, Tom Bertram, not qu�te alone, because �t
was ev�dent that Mary Crawford's w�shes, though pol�tely kept back,
�ncl�ned the same way: but h�s determ�nateness and h�s power
seemed to make all�es unnecessary; and, �ndependent of th�s great
�rreconc�lable d�fference, they wanted a p�ece conta�n�ng very few
characters �n the whole, but every character f�rst-rate, and three
pr�nc�pal women. All the best plays were run over �n va�n. Ne�ther
Hamlet, nor Macbeth, nor Othello, nor Douglas, nor The Gamester,
presented anyth�ng that could sat�sfy even the traged�ans; and The
R�vals, The School for Scandal, Wheel of Fortune, He�r at Law, and a
long et cetera, were success�vely d�sm�ssed w�th yet warmer
object�ons. No p�ece could be proposed that d�d not supply



somebody w�th a d�ff�culty, and on one s�de or the other �t was a
cont�nual repet�t�on of, “Oh no, that w�ll never do! Let us have no
rant�ng traged�es. Too many characters. Not a tolerable woman's
part �n the play. Anyth�ng but that, my dear Tom. It would be
�mposs�ble to f�ll �t up. One could not expect anybody to take such a
part. Noth�ng but buffoonery from beg�nn�ng to end. That m�ght do,
perhaps, but for the low parts. If I must g�ve my op�n�on, I have
always thought �t the most �ns�p�d play �n the Engl�sh language. I do
not w�sh to make object�ons; I shall be happy to be of any use, but I
th�nk we could not chuse worse.”

Fanny looked on and l�stened, not unamused to observe the
self�shness wh�ch, more or less d�sgu�sed, seemed to govern them
all, and wonder�ng how �t would end. For her own grat�f�cat�on she
could have w�shed that someth�ng m�ght be acted, for she had never
seen even half a play, but everyth�ng of h�gher consequence was
aga�nst �t.

“Th�s w�ll never do,” sa�d Tom Bertram at last. “We are wast�ng
t�me most abom�nably. Someth�ng must be f�xed on. No matter what,
so that someth�ng �s chosen. We must not be so n�ce. A few
characters too many must not fr�ghten us. We must double them. We
must descend a l�ttle. If a part �s �ns�gn�f�cant, the greater our cred�t �n
mak�ng anyth�ng of �t. From th�s moment I make no d�ff�cult�es. I take
any part you chuse to g�ve me, so as �t be com�c. Let �t but be com�c,
I cond�t�on for noth�ng more.”

For about the f�fth t�me he then proposed the He�r at Law, doubt�ng
only whether to prefer Lord Duberley or Dr. Pangloss for h�mself; and
very earnestly, but very unsuccessfully, try�ng to persuade the others
that there were some f�ne trag�c parts �n the rest of the dramat�s
personae.

The pause wh�ch followed th�s fru�tless effort was ended by the
same speaker, who, tak�ng up one of the many volumes of plays that
lay on the table, and turn�ng �t over, suddenly excla�med—“Lovers'
Vows! And why should not Lovers' Vows do for us as well as for the
Ravenshaws? How came �t never to be thought of before? It str�kes
me as �f �t would do exactly. What say you all? Here are two cap�tal
trag�c parts for Yates and Crawford, and here �s the rhym�ng Butler



for me, �f nobody else wants �t; a tr�fl�ng part, but the sort of th�ng I
should not d�sl�ke, and, as I sa�d before, I am determ�ned to take
anyth�ng and do my best. And as for the rest, they may be f�lled up
by anybody. It �s only Count Cassel and Anhalt.”

The suggest�on was generally welcome. Everybody was grow�ng
weary of �ndec�s�on, and the f�rst �dea w�th everybody was, that
noth�ng had been proposed before so l�kely to su�t them all. Mr.
Yates was part�cularly pleased: he had been s�gh�ng and long�ng to
do the Baron at Ecclesford, had grudged every rant of Lord
Ravenshaw's, and been forced to re-rant �t all �n h�s own room. The
storm through Baron W�ldenhe�m was the he�ght of h�s theatr�cal
amb�t�on; and w�th the advantage of know�ng half the scenes by
heart already, he d�d now, w�th the greatest alacr�ty, offer h�s serv�ces
for the part. To do h�m just�ce, however, he d�d not resolve to
appropr�ate �t; for remember�ng that there was some very good
rant�ng-ground �n Freder�ck, he professed an equal w�ll�ngness for
that. Henry Crawford was ready to take e�ther. Wh�chever Mr. Yates
d�d not chuse would perfectly sat�sfy h�m, and a short parley of
compl�ment ensued. M�ss Bertram, feel�ng all the �nterest of an
Agatha �n the quest�on, took on her to dec�de �t, by observ�ng to Mr.
Yates that th�s was a po�nt �n wh�ch he�ght and f�gure ought to be
cons�dered, and that h�s be�ng the tallest, seemed to f�t h�m
pecul�arly for the Baron. She was acknowledged to be qu�te r�ght,
and the two parts be�ng accepted accord�ngly, she was certa�n of the
proper Freder�ck. Three of the characters were now cast, bes�des
Mr. Rushworth, who was always answered for by Mar�a as w�ll�ng to
do anyth�ng; when Jul�a, mean�ng, l�ke her s�ster, to be Agatha,
began to be scrupulous on M�ss Crawford's account.

“Th�s �s not behav�ng well by the absent,” sa�d she. “Here are not
women enough. Amel�a and Agatha may do for Mar�a and me, but
here �s noth�ng for your s�ster, Mr. Crawford.”

Mr. Crawford des�red that m�ght not be thought of: he was very
sure h�s s�ster had no w�sh of act�ng but as she m�ght be useful, and
that she would not allow herself to be cons�dered �n the present
case. But th�s was �mmed�ately opposed by Tom Bertram, who
asserted the part of Amel�a to be �n every respect the property of



M�ss Crawford, �f she would accept �t. “It falls as naturally, as
necessar�ly to her,” sa�d he, “as Agatha does to one or other of my
s�sters. It can be no sacr�f�ce on the�r s�de, for �t �s h�ghly com�c.”

A short s�lence followed. Each s�ster looked anx�ous; for each felt
the best cla�m to Agatha, and was hop�ng to have �t pressed on her
by the rest. Henry Crawford, who meanwh�le had taken up the play,
and w�th seem�ng carelessness was turn�ng over the f�rst act, soon
settled the bus�ness.

“I must entreat M�ss Jul�a Bertram,” sa�d he, “not to engage �n the
part of Agatha, or �t w�ll be the ru�n of all my solemn�ty. You must not,
�ndeed you must not” (turn�ng to her). “I could not stand your
countenance dressed up �n woe and paleness. The many laughs we
have had together would �nfall�bly come across me, and Freder�ck
and h�s knapsack would be obl�ged to run away.”

Pleasantly, courteously, �t was spoken; but the manner was lost �n
the matter to Jul�a's feel�ngs. She saw a glance at Mar�a wh�ch
conf�rmed the �njury to herself: �t was a scheme, a tr�ck; she was
sl�ghted, Mar�a was preferred; the sm�le of tr�umph wh�ch Mar�a was
try�ng to suppress shewed how well �t was understood; and before
Jul�a could command herself enough to speak, her brother gave h�s
we�ght aga�nst her too, by say�ng, “Oh yes! Mar�a must be Agatha.
Mar�a w�ll be the best Agatha. Though Jul�a fanc�es she prefers
tragedy, I would not trust her �n �t. There �s noth�ng of tragedy about
her. She has not the look of �t. Her features are not trag�c features,
and she walks too qu�ck, and speaks too qu�ck, and would not keep
her countenance. She had better do the old countrywoman: the
Cottager's w�fe; you had, �ndeed, Jul�a. Cottager's w�fe �s a very
pretty part, I assure you. The old lady rel�eves the h�gh-flown
benevolence of her husband w�th a good deal of sp�r�t. You shall be
Cottager's w�fe.”

“Cottager's w�fe!” cr�ed Mr. Yates. “What are you talk�ng of? The
most tr�v�al, paltry, �ns�gn�f�cant part; the merest commonplace; not a
tolerable speech �n the whole. Your s�ster do that! It �s an �nsult to
propose �t. At Ecclesford the governess was to have done �t. We all
agreed that �t could not be offered to anybody else. A l�ttle more



just�ce, Mr. Manager, �f you please. You do not deserve the off�ce, �f
you cannot apprec�ate the talents of your company a l�ttle better.”

“Why, as to that, my good fr�end, t�ll I and my company have really
acted there must be some guesswork; but I mean no d�sparagement
to Jul�a. We cannot have two Agathas, and we must have one
Cottager's w�fe; and I am sure I set her the example of moderat�on
myself �n be�ng sat�sf�ed w�th the old Butler. If the part �s tr�fl�ng she
w�ll have more cred�t �n mak�ng someth�ng of �t; and �f she �s so
desperately bent aga�nst everyth�ng humorous, let her take
Cottager's speeches �nstead of Cottager's w�fe's, and so change the
parts all through; he �s solemn and pathet�c enough, I am sure. It
could make no d�fference �n the play, and as for Cottager h�mself,
when he has got h�s w�fe's speeches, I would undertake h�m w�th all
my heart.”

“W�th all your part�al�ty for Cottager's w�fe,” sa�d Henry Crawford, “�t
w�ll be �mposs�ble to make anyth�ng of �t f�t for your s�ster, and we
must not suffer her good-nature to be �mposed on. We must not
allow her to accept the part. She must not be left to her own
compla�sance. Her talents w�ll be wanted �n Amel�a. Amel�a �s a
character more d�ff�cult to be well represented than even Agatha. I
cons�der Amel�a �s the most d�ff�cult character �n the whole p�ece. It
requ�res great powers, great n�cety, to g�ve her playfulness and
s�mpl�c�ty w�thout extravagance. I have seen good actresses fa�l �n
the part. S�mpl�c�ty, �ndeed, �s beyond the reach of almost every
actress by profess�on. It requ�res a del�cacy of feel�ng wh�ch they
have not. It requ�res a gentlewoman—a Jul�a Bertram. You w�ll
undertake �t, I hope?” turn�ng to her w�th a look of anx�ous entreaty,
wh�ch softened her a l�ttle; but wh�le she hes�tated what to say, her
brother aga�n �nterposed w�th M�ss Crawford's better cla�m.

“No, no, Jul�a must not be Amel�a. It �s not at all the part for her.
She would not l�ke �t. She would not do well. She �s too tall and
robust. Amel�a should be a small, l�ght, g�rl�sh, sk�pp�ng f�gure. It �s f�t
for M�ss Crawford, and M�ss Crawford only. She looks the part, and I
am persuaded w�ll do �t adm�rably.”

W�thout attend�ng to th�s, Henry Crawford cont�nued h�s
suppl�cat�on. “You must obl�ge us,” sa�d he, “�ndeed you must. When



you have stud�ed the character, I am sure you w�ll feel �t su�t you.
Tragedy may be your cho�ce, but �t w�ll certa�nly appear that comedy
chuses you. You w�ll be to v�s�t me �n pr�son w�th a basket of
prov�s�ons; you w�ll not refuse to v�s�t me �n pr�son? I th�nk I see you
com�ng �n w�th your basket.”

The �nfluence of h�s vo�ce was felt. Jul�a wavered; but was he only
try�ng to soothe and pac�fy her, and make her overlook the prev�ous
affront? She d�strusted h�m. The sl�ght had been most determ�ned.
He was, perhaps, but at treacherous play w�th her. She looked
susp�c�ously at her s�ster; Mar�a's countenance was to dec�de �t: �f
she were vexed and alarmed—but Mar�a looked all seren�ty and
sat�sfact�on, and Jul�a well knew that on th�s ground Mar�a could not
be happy but at her expense. W�th hasty �nd�gnat�on, therefore, and
a tremulous vo�ce, she sa�d to h�m, “You do not seem afra�d of not
keep�ng your countenance when I come �n w�th a basket of
prov�s�ons—though one m�ght have supposed—but �t �s only as
Agatha that I was to be so overpower�ng!” She stopped—Henry
Crawford looked rather fool�sh, and as �f he d�d not know what to say.
Tom Bertram began aga�n—

“M�ss Crawford must be Amel�a. She w�ll be an excellent Amel�a.”
“Do not be afra�d of my want�ng the character,” cr�ed Jul�a, w�th

angry qu�ckness: “I am not to be Agatha, and I am sure I w�ll do
noth�ng else; and as to Amel�a, �t �s of all parts �n the world the most
d�sgust�ng to me. I qu�te detest her. An od�ous, l�ttle, pert, unnatural,
�mpudent g�rl. I have always protested aga�nst comedy, and th�s �s
comedy �n �ts worst form.” And so say�ng, she walked hast�ly out of
the room, leav�ng awkward feel�ngs to more than one, but exc�t�ng
small compass�on �n any except Fanny, who had been a qu�et
aud�tor of the whole, and who could not th�nk of her as under the
ag�tat�ons of jealousy w�thout great p�ty.

A short s�lence succeeded her leav�ng them; but her brother soon
returned to bus�ness and Lovers' Vows, and was eagerly look�ng
over the play, w�th Mr. Yates's help, to ascerta�n what scenery would
be necessary—wh�le Mar�a and Henry Crawford conversed together
�n an under-vo�ce, and the declarat�on w�th wh�ch she began of, “I am
sure I would g�ve up the part to Jul�a most w�ll�ngly, but that though I



shall probably do �t very �ll, I feel persuaded she would do �t worse,”
was doubtless rece�v�ng all the compl�ments �t called for.

When th�s had lasted some t�me, the d�v�s�on of the party was
completed by Tom Bertram and Mr. Yates walk�ng off together to
consult farther �n the room now beg�nn�ng to be called the Theatre,
and M�ss Bertram's resolv�ng to go down to the Parsonage herself
w�th the offer of Amel�a to M�ss Crawford; and Fanny rema�ned
alone.

The f�rst use she made of her sol�tude was to take up the volume
wh�ch had been left on the table, and beg�n to acqua�nt herself w�th
the play of wh�ch she had heard so much. Her cur�os�ty was all
awake, and she ran through �t w�th an eagerness wh�ch was
suspended only by �ntervals of aston�shment, that �t could be chosen
�n the present �nstance, that �t could be proposed and accepted �n a
pr�vate theatre! Agatha and Amel�a appeared to her �n the�r d�fferent
ways so totally �mproper for home representat�on—the s�tuat�on of
one, and the language of the other, so unf�t to be expressed by any
woman of modesty, that she could hardly suppose her cous�ns could
be aware of what they were engag�ng �n; and longed to have them
roused as soon as poss�ble by the remonstrance wh�ch Edmund
would certa�nly make.



CHAPTER XV
M�ss Crawford accepted the part very read�ly; and soon after M�ss

Bertram's return from the Parsonage, Mr. Rushworth arr�ved, and
another character was consequently cast. He had the offer of Count
Cassel and Anhalt, and at f�rst d�d not know wh�ch to chuse, and
wanted M�ss Bertram to d�rect h�m; but upon be�ng made to
understand the d�fferent style of the characters, and wh�ch was
wh�ch, and recollect�ng that he had once seen the play �n London,
and had thought Anhalt a very stup�d fellow, he soon dec�ded for the
Count. M�ss Bertram approved the dec�s�on, for the less he had to
learn the better; and though she could not sympath�se �n h�s w�sh
that the Count and Agatha m�ght be to act together, nor wa�t very
pat�ently wh�le he was slowly turn�ng over the leaves w�th the hope of
st�ll d�scover�ng such a scene, she very k�ndly took h�s part �n hand,
and curta�led every speech that adm�tted be�ng shortened; bes�des
po�nt�ng out the necess�ty of h�s be�ng very much dressed, and
chus�ng h�s colours. Mr. Rushworth l�ked the �dea of h�s f�nery very
well, though affect�ng to desp�se �t; and was too much engaged w�th
what h�s own appearance would be to th�nk of the others, or draw
any of those conclus�ons, or feel any of that d�spleasure wh�ch Mar�a
had been half prepared for.

Thus much was settled before Edmund, who had been out all the
morn�ng, knew anyth�ng of the matter; but when he entered the
draw�ng-room before d�nner, the buzz of d�scuss�on was h�gh
between Tom, Mar�a, and Mr. Yates; and Mr. Rushworth stepped
forward w�th great alacr�ty to tell h�m the agreeable news.

“We have got a play,” sa�d he. “It �s to be Lovers' Vows; and I am
to be Count Cassel, and am to come �n f�rst w�th a blue dress and a
p�nk sat�n cloak, and afterwards am to have another f�ne fancy su�t,
by way of a shoot�ng-dress. I do not know how I shall l�ke �t.”

Fanny's eyes followed Edmund, and her heart beat for h�m as she
heard th�s speech, and saw h�s look, and felt what h�s sensat�ons



must be.
“Lovers' Vows!” �n a tone of the greatest amazement, was h�s only

reply to Mr. Rushworth, and he turned towards h�s brother and
s�sters as �f hardly doubt�ng a contrad�ct�on.

“Yes,” cr�ed Mr. Yates. “After all our debat�ngs and d�ff�cult�es, we
f�nd there �s noth�ng that w�ll su�t us altogether so well, noth�ng so
unexcept�onable, as Lovers' Vows. The wonder �s that �t should not
have been thought of before. My stup�d�ty was abom�nable, for here
we have all the advantage of what I saw at Ecclesford; and �t �s so
useful to have anyth�ng of a model! We have cast almost every part.”

“But what do you do for women?” sa�d Edmund gravely, and
look�ng at Mar�a.

Mar�a blushed �n sp�te of herself as she answered, “I take the part
wh�ch Lady Ravenshaw was to have done, and” (w�th a bolder eye)
“M�ss Crawford �s to be Amel�a.”

“I should not have thought �t the sort of play to be so eas�ly f�lled
up, w�th us,” repl�ed Edmund, turn�ng away to the f�re, where sat h�s
mother, aunt, and Fanny, and seat�ng h�mself w�th a look of great
vexat�on.

Mr. Rushworth followed h�m to say, “I come �n three t�mes, and
have two-and-forty speeches. That's someth�ng, �s not �t? But I do
not much l�ke the �dea of be�ng so f�ne. I shall hardly know myself �n
a blue dress and a p�nk sat�n cloak.”

Edmund could not answer h�m. In a few m�nutes Mr. Bertram was
called out of the room to sat�sfy some doubts of the carpenter; and
be�ng accompan�ed by Mr. Yates, and followed soon afterwards by
Mr. Rushworth, Edmund almost �mmed�ately took the opportun�ty of
say�ng, “I cannot, before Mr. Yates, speak what I feel as to th�s play,
w�thout reflect�ng on h�s fr�ends at Ecclesford; but I must now, my
dear Mar�a, tell you, that I th�nk �t exceed�ngly unf�t for pr�vate
representat�on, and that I hope you w�ll g�ve �t up. I cannot but
suppose you w�ll when you have read �t carefully over. Read only the
f�rst act aloud to e�ther your mother or aunt, and see how you can
approve �t. It w�ll not be necessary to send you to your father's
judgment, I am conv�nced.”



“We see th�ngs very d�fferently,” cr�ed Mar�a. “I am perfectly
acqua�nted w�th the play, I assure you; and w�th a very few
om�ss�ons, and so forth, wh�ch w�ll be made, of course, I can see
noth�ng object�onable �n �t; and I am not the only young woman you
f�nd who th�nks �t very f�t for pr�vate representat�on.”

“I am sorry for �t,” was h�s answer; “but �n th�s matter �t �s you who
are to lead. You must set the example. If others have blundered, �t �s
your place to put them r�ght, and shew them what true del�cacy �s. In
all po�nts of decorum your conduct must be law to the rest of the
party.”

Th�s p�cture of her consequence had some effect, for no one loved
better to lead than Mar�a; and w�th far more good-humour she
answered, “I am much obl�ged to you, Edmund; you mean very well,
I am sure: but I st�ll th�nk you see th�ngs too strongly; and I really
cannot undertake to harangue all the rest upon a subject of th�s k�nd.
There would be the greatest �ndecorum, I th�nk.”

“Do you �mag�ne that I could have such an �dea �n my head? No;
let your conduct be the only harangue. Say that, on exam�n�ng the
part, you feel yourself unequal to �t; that you f�nd �t requ�r�ng more
exert�on and conf�dence than you can be supposed to have. Say th�s
w�th f�rmness, and �t w�ll be qu�te enough. All who can d�st�ngu�sh w�ll
understand your mot�ve. The play w�ll be g�ven up, and your del�cacy
honoured as �t ought.”

“Do not act anyth�ng �mproper, my dear,” sa�d Lady Bertram. “S�r
Thomas would not l�ke �t.—Fanny, r�ng the bell; I must have my
d�nner.—To be sure, Jul�a �s dressed by th�s t�me.”

“I am conv�nced, madam,” sa�d Edmund, prevent�ng Fanny, “that
S�r Thomas would not l�ke �t.”

“There, my dear, do you hear what Edmund says?”
“If I were to decl�ne the part,” sa�d Mar�a, w�th renewed zeal, “Jul�a

would certa�nly take �t.”
“What!” cr�ed Edmund, “�f she knew your reasons!”
“Oh! she m�ght th�nk the d�fference between us—the d�fference �n

our s�tuat�ons—that she need not be so scrupulous as I m�ght feel
necessary. I am sure she would argue so. No; you must excuse me;



I cannot retract my consent; �t �s too far settled, everybody would be
so d�sappo�nted, Tom would be qu�te angry; and �f we are so very
n�ce, we shall never act anyth�ng.”

“I was just go�ng to say the very same th�ng,” sa�d Mrs. Norr�s. “If
every play �s to be objected to, you w�ll act noth�ng, and the
preparat�ons w�ll be all so much money thrown away, and I am sure
that would be a d�scred�t to us all. I do not know the play; but, as
Mar�a says, �f there �s anyth�ng a l�ttle too warm (and �t �s so w�th
most of them) �t can be eas�ly left out. We must not be over-prec�se,
Edmund. As Mr. Rushworth �s to act too, there can be no harm. I
only w�sh Tom had known h�s own m�nd when the carpenters began,
for there was the loss of half a day's work about those s�de-doors.
The curta�n w�ll be a good job, however. The ma�ds do the�r work
very well, and I th�nk we shall be able to send back some dozens of
the r�ngs. There �s no occas�on to put them so very close together. I
am of some use, I hope, �n prevent�ng waste and mak�ng the most of
th�ngs. There should always be one steady head to super�ntend so
many young ones. I forgot to tell Tom of someth�ng that happened to
me th�s very day. I had been look�ng about me �n the poultry-yard,
and was just com�ng out, when who should I see but D�ck Jackson
mak�ng up to the servants' hall-door w�th two b�ts of deal board �n h�s
hand, br�ng�ng them to father, you may be sure; mother had chanced
to send h�m of a message to father, and then father had b�d h�m
br�ng up them two b�ts of board, for he could not no how do w�thout
them. I knew what all th�s meant, for the servants' d�nner-bell was
r�ng�ng at the very moment over our heads; and as I hate such
encroach�ng people (the Jacksons are very encroach�ng, I have
always sa�d so: just the sort of people to get all they can), I sa�d to
the boy d�rectly (a great lubberly fellow of ten years old, you know,
who ought to be ashamed of h�mself), 'I'll take the boards to your
father, D�ck, so get you home aga�n as fast as you can.' The boy
looked very s�lly, and turned away w�thout offer�ng a word, for I
bel�eve I m�ght speak pretty sharp; and I dare say �t w�ll cure h�m of
com�ng maraud�ng about the house for one wh�le. I hate such
greed�ness—so good as your father �s to the fam�ly, employ�ng the
man all the year round!”



Nobody was at the trouble of an answer; the others soon returned;
and Edmund found that to have endeavoured to set them r�ght must
be h�s only sat�sfact�on.

D�nner passed heav�ly. Mrs. Norr�s related aga�n her tr�umph over
D�ck Jackson, but ne�ther play nor preparat�on were otherw�se much
talked of, for Edmund's d�sapprobat�on was felt even by h�s brother,
though he would not have owned �t. Mar�a, want�ng Henry Crawford's
an�mat�ng support, thought the subject better avo�ded. Mr. Yates,
who was try�ng to make h�mself agreeable to Jul�a, found her gloom
less �mpenetrable on any top�c than that of h�s regret at her
secess�on from the�r company; and Mr. Rushworth, hav�ng only h�s
own part and h�s own dress �n h�s head, had soon talked away all
that could be sa�d of e�ther.

But the concerns of the theatre were suspended only for an hour
or two: there was st�ll a great deal to be settled; and the sp�r�ts of
even�ng g�v�ng fresh courage, Tom, Mar�a, and Mr. Yates, soon after
the�r be�ng reassembled �n the draw�ng-room, seated themselves �n
comm�ttee at a separate table, w�th the play open before them, and
were just gett�ng deep �n the subject when a most welcome
�nterrupt�on was g�ven by the entrance of Mr. and M�ss Crawford,
who, late and dark and d�rty as �t was, could not help com�ng, and
were rece�ved w�th the most grateful joy.

“Well, how do you go on?” and “What have you settled?” and “Oh!
we can do noth�ng w�thout you,” followed the f�rst salutat�ons; and
Henry Crawford was soon seated w�th the other three at the table,
wh�le h�s s�ster made her way to Lady Bertram, and w�th pleasant
attent�on was compl�ment�ng her. “I must really congratulate your
ladysh�p,” sa�d she, “on the play be�ng chosen; for though you have
borne �t w�th exemplary pat�ence, I am sure you must be s�ck of all
our no�se and d�ff�cult�es. The actors may be glad, but the bystanders
must be �nf�n�tely more thankful for a dec�s�on; and I do s�ncerely g�ve
you joy, madam, as well as Mrs. Norr�s, and everybody else who �s �n
the same pred�cament,” glanc�ng half fearfully, half slyly, beyond
Fanny to Edmund.

She was very c�v�lly answered by Lady Bertram, but Edmund sa�d
noth�ng. H�s be�ng only a bystander was not d�scla�med. After



cont�nu�ng �n chat w�th the party round the f�re a few m�nutes, M�ss
Crawford returned to the party round the table; and stand�ng by
them, seemed to �nterest herself �n the�r arrangements t�ll, as �f
struck by a sudden recollect�on, she excla�med, “My good fr�ends,
you are most composedly at work upon these cottages and
alehouses, �ns�de and out; but pray let me know my fate �n the
meanwh�le. Who �s to be Anhalt? What gentleman among you am I
to have the pleasure of mak�ng love to?”

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

“I had my cho�ce of the parts,” sa�d Mr. Rushworth; “but I thought I
should l�ke the Count best, though I do not much rel�sh the f�nery I
am to have.”

“You chose very w�sely, I am sure,” repl�ed M�ss Crawford, w�th a
br�ghtened look; “Anhalt �s a heavy part.”

“The Count has two-and-forty speeches,” returned Mr. Rushworth,
“wh�ch �s no tr�fle.”

“I am not at all surpr�sed,” sa�d M�ss Crawford, after a short pause,
“at th�s want of an Anhalt. Amel�a deserves no better. Such a forward
young lady may well fr�ghten the men.”

“I should be but too happy �n tak�ng the part, �f �t were poss�ble,”
cr�ed Tom; “but, unluck�ly, the Butler and Anhalt are �n together. I w�ll
not ent�rely g�ve �t up, however; I w�ll try what can be done—I w�ll
look �t over aga�n.”

“Your brother should take the part,” sa�d Mr. Yates, �n a low vo�ce.
“Do not you th�nk he would?”

“I shall not ask h�m,” repl�ed Tom, �n a cold, determ�ned manner.
M�ss Crawford talked of someth�ng else, and soon afterwards

rejo�ned the party at the f�re.
“They do not want me at all,” sa�d she, seat�ng herself. “I only

puzzle them, and obl�ge them to make c�v�l speeches. Mr. Edmund
Bertram, as you do not act yourself, you w�ll be a d�s�nterested
adv�ser; and, therefore, I apply to you. What shall we do for an



Anhalt? Is �t pract�cable for any of the others to double �t? What �s
your adv�ce?”

“My adv�ce,” sa�d he calmly, “�s that you change the play.”
“I should have no object�on,” she repl�ed; “for though I should not

part�cularly d�sl�ke the part of Amel�a �f well supported, that �s, �f
everyth�ng went well, I shall be sorry to be an �nconven�ence; but as
they do not chuse to hear your adv�ce at that table” (look�ng round),
“�t certa�nly w�ll not be taken.”

Edmund sa�d no more.
“If any part could tempt you to act, I suppose �t would be Anhalt,”

observed the lady archly, after a short pause; “for he �s a clergyman,
you know.”

“That c�rcumstance would by no means tempt me,” he repl�ed, “for
I should be sorry to make the character r�d�culous by bad act�ng. It
must be very d�ff�cult to keep Anhalt from appear�ng a formal, solemn
lecturer; and the man who chuses the profess�on �tself �s, perhaps,
one of the last who would w�sh to represent �t on the stage.”

M�ss Crawford was s�lenced, and w�th some feel�ngs of resentment
and mort�f�cat�on, moved her cha�r cons�derably nearer the tea-table,
and gave all her attent�on to Mrs. Norr�s, who was pres�d�ng there.

“Fanny,” cr�ed Tom Bertram, from the other table, where the
conference was eagerly carry�ng on, and the conversat�on �ncessant,
“we want your serv�ces.”

Fanny was up �n a moment, expect�ng some errand; for the hab�t
of employ�ng her �n that way was not yet overcome, �n sp�te of all that
Edmund could do.

“Oh! we do not want to d�sturb you from your seat. We do not want
your present serv�ces. We shall only want you �n our play. You must
be Cottager's w�fe.”

“Me!” cr�ed Fanny, s�tt�ng down aga�n w�th a most fr�ghtened look.
“Indeed you must excuse me. I could not act anyth�ng �f you were to
g�ve me the world. No, �ndeed, I cannot act.”

“Indeed, but you must, for we cannot excuse you. It need not
fr�ghten you: �t �s a noth�ng of a part, a mere noth�ng, not above half a
dozen speeches altogether, and �t w�ll not much s�gn�fy �f nobody



hears a word you say; so you may be as creep-mouse as you l�ke,
but we must have you to look at.”

“If you are afra�d of half a dozen speeches,” cr�ed Mr. Rushworth,
“what would you do w�th such a part as m�ne? I have forty-two to
learn.”

“It �s not that I am afra�d of learn�ng by heart,” sa�d Fanny, shocked
to f�nd herself at that moment the only speaker �n the room, and to
feel that almost every eye was upon her; “but I really cannot act.”

“Yes, yes, you can act well enough for us. Learn your part, and we
w�ll teach you all the rest. You have only two scenes, and as I shall
be Cottager, I'll put you �n and push you about, and you w�ll do �t very
well, I'll answer for �t.”

“No, �ndeed, Mr. Bertram, you must excuse me. You cannot have
an �dea. It would be absolutely �mposs�ble for me. If I were to
undertake �t, I should only d�sappo�nt you.”

“Phoo! Phoo! Do not be so shamefaced. You'll do �t very well.
Every allowance w�ll be made for you. We do not expect perfect�on.
You must get a brown gown, and a wh�te apron, and a mob cap, and
we must make you a few wr�nkles, and a l�ttle of the crowsfoot at the
corner of your eyes, and you w�ll be a very proper, l�ttle old woman.”

“You must excuse me, �ndeed you must excuse me,” cr�ed Fanny,
grow�ng more and more red from excess�ve ag�tat�on, and look�ng
d�stressfully at Edmund, who was k�ndly observ�ng her; but unw�ll�ng
to exasperate h�s brother by �nterference, gave her only an
encourag�ng sm�le. Her entreaty had no effect on Tom: he only sa�d
aga�n what he had sa�d before; and �t was not merely Tom, for the
requ�s�t�on was now backed by Mar�a, and Mr. Crawford, and Mr.
Yates, w�th an urgency wh�ch d�ffered from h�s but �n be�ng more
gentle or more ceremon�ous, and wh�ch altogether was qu�te
overpower�ng to Fanny; and before she could breathe after �t, Mrs.
Norr�s completed the whole by thus address�ng her �n a wh�sper at
once angry and aud�ble—“What a p�ece of work here �s about
noth�ng: I am qu�te ashamed of you, Fanny, to make such a d�ff�culty
of obl�g�ng your cous�ns �n a tr�fle of th�s sort—so k�nd as they are to
you! Take the part w�th a good grace, and let us hear no more of the
matter, I entreat.”



“Do not urge her, madam,” sa�d Edmund. “It �s not fa�r to urge her
�n th�s manner. You see she does not l�ke to act. Let her chuse for
herself, as well as the rest of us. Her judgment may be qu�te as
safely trusted. Do not urge her any more.”

“I am not go�ng to urge her,” repl�ed Mrs. Norr�s sharply; “but I shall
th�nk her a very obst�nate, ungrateful g�rl, �f she does not do what her
aunt and cous�ns w�sh her—very ungrateful, �ndeed, cons�der�ng who
and what she �s.”

Edmund was too angry to speak; but M�ss Crawford, look�ng for a
moment w�th aston�shed eyes at Mrs. Norr�s, and then at Fanny,
whose tears were beg�nn�ng to shew themselves, �mmed�ately sa�d,
w�th some keenness, “I do not l�ke my s�tuat�on: th�s place �s too hot
for me,” and moved away her cha�r to the oppos�te s�de of the table,
close to Fanny, say�ng to her, �n a k�nd, low wh�sper, as she placed
herself, “Never m�nd, my dear M�ss Pr�ce, th�s �s a cross even�ng:
everybody �s cross and teas�ng, but do not let us m�nd them”; and
w�th po�nted attent�on cont�nued to talk to her and endeavour to ra�se
her sp�r�ts, �n sp�te of be�ng out of sp�r�ts herself. By a look at her
brother she prevented any farther entreaty from the theatr�cal board,
and the really good feel�ngs by wh�ch she was almost purely
governed were rap�dly restor�ng her to all the l�ttle she had lost �n
Edmund's favour.

Fanny d�d not love M�ss Crawford; but she felt very much obl�ged
to her for her present k�ndness; and when, from tak�ng not�ce of her
work, and w�sh�ng she could work as well, and begg�ng for the
pattern, and suppos�ng Fanny was now prepar�ng for her
appearance, as of course she would come out when her cous�n was
marr�ed, M�ss Crawford proceeded to �nqu�re �f she had heard lately
from her brother at sea, and sa�d that she had qu�te a cur�os�ty to see
h�m, and �mag�ned h�m a very f�ne young man, and adv�sed Fanny to
get h�s p�cture drawn before he went to sea aga�n—she could not
help adm�tt�ng �t to be very agreeable flattery, or help l�sten�ng, and
answer�ng w�th more an�mat�on than she had �ntended.

The consultat�on upon the play st�ll went on, and M�ss Crawford's
attent�on was f�rst called from Fanny by Tom Bertram's tell�ng her,
w�th �nf�n�te regret, that he found �t absolutely �mposs�ble for h�m to



undertake the part of Anhalt �n add�t�on to the Butler: he had been
most anx�ously try�ng to make �t out to be feas�ble, but �t would not
do; he must g�ve �t up. “But there w�ll not be the smallest d�ff�culty �n
f�ll�ng �t,” he added. “We have but to speak the word; we may p�ck
and chuse. I could name, at th�s moment, at least s�x young men
w�th�n s�x m�les of us, who are w�ld to be adm�tted �nto our company,
and there are one or two that would not d�sgrace us: I should not be
afra�d to trust e�ther of the Ol�vers or Charles Maddox. Tom Ol�ver �s
a very clever fellow, and Charles Maddox �s as gentlemanl�ke a man
as you w�ll see anywhere, so I w�ll take my horse early to-morrow
morn�ng and r�de over to Stoke, and settle w�th one of them.”

Wh�le he spoke, Mar�a was look�ng apprehens�vely round at
Edmund �n full expectat�on that he must oppose such an
enlargement of the plan as th�s: so contrary to all the�r f�rst
protestat�ons; but Edmund sa�d noth�ng. After a moment's thought,
M�ss Crawford calmly repl�ed, “As far as I am concerned, I can have
no object�on to anyth�ng that you all th�nk el�g�ble. Have I ever seen
e�ther of the gentlemen? Yes, Mr. Charles Maddox d�ned at my
s�ster's one day, d�d not he, Henry? A qu�et-look�ng young man. I
remember h�m. Let h�m be appl�ed to, �f you please, for �t w�ll be less
unpleasant to me than to have a perfect stranger.”

Charles Maddox was to be the man. Tom repeated h�s resolut�on
of go�ng to h�m early on the morrow; and though Jul�a, who had
scarcely opened her l�ps before, observed, �n a sarcast�c manner,
and w�th a glance f�rst at Mar�a and then at Edmund, that “the
Mansf�eld theatr�cals would enl�ven the whole ne�ghbourhood
exceed�ngly,” Edmund st�ll held h�s peace, and shewed h�s feel�ngs
only by a determ�ned grav�ty.

“I am not very sangu�ne as to our play,” sa�d M�ss Crawford, �n an
undervo�ce to Fanny, after some cons�derat�on; “and I can tell Mr.
Maddox that I shall shorten some of h�s speeches, and a great many
of my own, before we rehearse together. It w�ll be very d�sagreeable,
and by no means what I expected.”





CHAPTER XVI
It was not �n M�ss Crawford's power to talk Fanny �nto any real

forgetfulness of what had passed. When the even�ng was over, she
went to bed full of �t, her nerves st�ll ag�tated by the shock of such an
attack from her cous�n Tom, so publ�c and so persevered �n, and her
sp�r�ts s�nk�ng under her aunt's unk�nd reflect�on and reproach. To be
called �nto not�ce �n such a manner, to hear that �t was but the
prelude to someth�ng so �nf�n�tely worse, to be told that she must do
what was so �mposs�ble as to act; and then to have the charge of
obst�nacy and �ngrat�tude follow �t, enforced w�th such a h�nt at the
dependence of her s�tuat�on, had been too d�stress�ng at the t�me to
make the remembrance when she was alone much less so,
espec�ally w�th the superadded dread of what the morrow m�ght
produce �n cont�nuat�on of the subject. M�ss Crawford had protected
her only for the t�me; and �f she were appl�ed to aga�n among
themselves w�th all the author�tat�ve urgency that Tom and Mar�a
were capable of, and Edmund perhaps away, what should she do?
She fell asleep before she could answer the quest�on, and found �t
qu�te as puzzl�ng when she awoke the next morn�ng. The l�ttle wh�te
att�c, wh�ch had cont�nued her sleep�ng-room ever s�nce her f�rst
enter�ng the fam�ly, prov�ng �ncompetent to suggest any reply, she
had recourse, as soon as she was dressed, to another apartment
more spac�ous and more meet for walk�ng about �n and th�nk�ng, and
of wh�ch she had now for some t�me been almost equally m�stress. It
had been the�r school-room; so called t�ll the M�ss Bertrams would
not allow �t to be called so any longer, and �nhab�ted as such to a
later per�od. There M�ss Lee had l�ved, and there they had read and
wr�tten, and talked and laughed, t�ll w�th�n the last three years, when
she had qu�tted them. The room had then become useless, and for
some t�me was qu�te deserted, except by Fanny, when she v�s�ted
her plants, or wanted one of the books, wh�ch she was st�ll glad to
keep there, from the def�c�ency of space and accommodat�on �n her
l�ttle chamber above: but gradually, as her value for the comforts of �t



�ncreased, she had added to her possess�ons, and spent more of her
t�me there; and hav�ng noth�ng to oppose her, had so naturally and
so artlessly worked herself �nto �t, that �t was now generally adm�tted
to be hers. The East room, as �t had been called ever s�nce Mar�a
Bertram was s�xteen, was now cons�dered Fanny's, almost as
dec�dedly as the wh�te att�c: the smallness of the one mak�ng the use
of the other so ev�dently reasonable that the M�ss Bertrams, w�th
every super�or�ty �n the�r own apartments wh�ch the�r own sense of
super�or�ty could demand, were ent�rely approv�ng �t; and Mrs. Norr�s,
hav�ng st�pulated for there never be�ng a f�re �n �t on Fanny's
account, was tolerably res�gned to her hav�ng the use of what
nobody else wanted, though the terms �n wh�ch she somet�mes
spoke of the �ndulgence seemed to �mply that �t was the best room �n
the house.

The aspect was so favourable that even w�thout a f�re �t was
hab�table �n many an early spr�ng and late autumn morn�ng to such a
w�ll�ng m�nd as Fanny's; and wh�le there was a gleam of sunsh�ne
she hoped not to be dr�ven from �t ent�rely, even when w�nter came.
The comfort of �t �n her hours of le�sure was extreme. She could go
there after anyth�ng unpleasant below, and f�nd �mmed�ate
consolat�on �n some pursu�t, or some tra�n of thought at hand. Her
plants, her books—of wh�ch she had been a collector from the f�rst
hour of her command�ng a sh�ll�ng—her wr�t�ng-desk, and her works
of char�ty and �ngenu�ty, were all w�th�n her reach; or �f �nd�sposed for
employment, �f noth�ng but mus�ng would do, she could scarcely see
an object �n that room wh�ch had not an �nterest�ng remembrance
connected w�th �t. Everyth�ng was a fr�end, or bore her thoughts to a
fr�end; and though there had been somet�mes much of suffer�ng to
her; though her mot�ves had often been m�sunderstood, her feel�ngs
d�sregarded, and her comprehens�on undervalued; though she had
known the pa�ns of tyranny, of r�d�cule, and neglect, yet almost every
recurrence of e�ther had led to someth�ng consolatory: her aunt
Bertram had spoken for her, or M�ss Lee had been encourag�ng, or,
what was yet more frequent or more dear, Edmund had been her
champ�on and her fr�end: he had supported her cause or expla�ned
her mean�ng, he had told her not to cry, or had g�ven her some proof
of affect�on wh�ch made her tears del�ghtful; and the whole was now



so blended together, so harmon�sed by d�stance, that every former
affl�ct�on had �ts charm. The room was most dear to her, and she
would not have changed �ts furn�ture for the handsomest �n the
house, though what had been or�g�nally pla�n had suffered all the �ll-
usage of ch�ldren; and �ts greatest eleganc�es and ornaments were a
faded footstool of Jul�a's work, too �ll done for the draw�ng-room,
three transparenc�es, made �n a rage for transparenc�es, for the
three lower panes of one w�ndow, where T�ntern Abbey held �ts
stat�on between a cave �n Italy and a moonl�ght lake �n Cumberland,
a collect�on of fam�ly prof�les, thought unworthy of be�ng anywhere
else, over the mantelp�ece, and by the�r s�de, and p�nned aga�nst the
wall, a small sketch of a sh�p sent four years ago from the
Med�terranean by W�ll�am, w�th H.M.S. Antwerp at the bottom, �n
letters as tall as the ma�nmast.

To th�s nest of comforts Fanny now walked down to try �ts
�nfluence on an ag�tated, doubt�ng sp�r�t, to see �f by look�ng at
Edmund's prof�le she could catch any of h�s counsel, or by g�v�ng a�r
to her geran�ums she m�ght �nhale a breeze of mental strength
herself. But she had more than fears of her own perseverance to
remove: she had begun to feel undec�ded as to what she ought to
do; and as she walked round the room her doubts were �ncreas�ng.
Was she r�ght �n refus�ng what was so warmly asked, so strongly
w�shed for—what m�ght be so essent�al to a scheme on wh�ch some
of those to whom she owed the greatest compla�sance had set the�r
hearts? Was �t not �ll-nature, self�shness, and a fear of expos�ng
herself? And would Edmund's judgment, would h�s persuas�on of S�r
Thomas's d�sapprobat�on of the whole, be enough to just�fy her �n a
determ�ned den�al �n sp�te of all the rest? It would be so horr�ble to
her to act that she was �ncl�ned to suspect the truth and pur�ty of her
own scruples; and as she looked around her, the cla�ms of her
cous�ns to be�ng obl�ged were strengthened by the s�ght of present
upon present that she had rece�ved from them. The table between
the w�ndows was covered w�th work-boxes and nett�ng-boxes wh�ch
had been g�ven her at d�fferent t�mes, pr�nc�pally by Tom; and she
grew bew�ldered as to the amount of the debt wh�ch all these k�nd
remembrances produced. A tap at the door roused her �n the m�dst
of th�s attempt to f�nd her way to her duty, and her gentle “Come �n”



was answered by the appearance of one, before whom all her
doubts were wont to be la�d. Her eyes br�ghtened at the s�ght of
Edmund.

“Can I speak w�th you, Fanny, for a few m�nutes?” sa�d he.
“Yes, certa�nly.”
“I want to consult. I want your op�n�on.”
“My op�n�on!” she cr�ed, shr�nk�ng from such a compl�ment, h�ghly

as �t grat�f�ed her.
“Yes, your adv�ce and op�n�on. I do not know what to do. Th�s

act�ng scheme gets worse and worse, you see. They have chosen
almost as bad a play as they could, and now, to complete the
bus�ness, are go�ng to ask the help of a young man very sl�ghtly
known to any of us. Th�s �s the end of all the pr�vacy and propr�ety
wh�ch was talked about at f�rst. I know no harm of Charles Maddox;
but the excess�ve �nt�macy wh�ch must spr�ng from h�s be�ng
adm�tted among us �n th�s manner �s h�ghly object�onable, the more
than �nt�macy—the fam�l�ar�ty. I cannot th�nk of �t w�th any pat�ence;
and �t does appear to me an ev�l of such magn�tude as must, �f
poss�ble, be prevented. Do not you see �t �n the same l�ght?”

“Yes; but what can be done? Your brother �s so determ�ned.”
“There �s but one th�ng to be done, Fanny. I must take Anhalt

myself. I am well aware that noth�ng else w�ll qu�et Tom.”
Fanny could not answer h�m.
“It �s not at all what I l�ke,” he cont�nued. “No man can l�ke be�ng

dr�ven �nto the appearance of such �ncons�stency. After be�ng known
to oppose the scheme from the beg�nn�ng, there �s absurd�ty �n the
face of my jo�n�ng them now, when they are exceed�ng the�r f�rst plan
�n every respect; but I can th�nk of no other alternat�ve. Can you,
Fanny?”

“No,” sa�d Fanny slowly, “not �mmed�ately, but—”
“But what? I see your judgment �s not w�th me. Th�nk �t a l�ttle over.

Perhaps you are not so much aware as I am of the m�sch�ef that
may, of the unpleasantness that must ar�se from a young man's
be�ng rece�ved �n th�s manner: domest�cated among us; author�sed
to come at all hours, and placed suddenly on a foot�ng wh�ch must



do away all restra�nts. To th�nk only of the l�cence wh�ch every
rehearsal must tend to create. It �s all very bad! Put yourself �n M�ss
Crawford's place, Fanny. Cons�der what �t would be to act Amel�a
w�th a stranger. She has a r�ght to be felt for, because she ev�dently
feels for herself. I heard enough of what she sa�d to you last n�ght to
understand her unw�ll�ngness to be act�ng w�th a stranger; and as
she probably engaged �n the part w�th d�fferent expectat�ons—
perhaps w�thout cons�der�ng the subject enough to know what was
l�kely to be—�t would be ungenerous, �t would be really wrong to
expose her to �t. Her feel�ngs ought to be respected. Does �t not
str�ke you so, Fanny? You hes�tate.”

“I am sorry for M�ss Crawford; but I am more sorry to see you
drawn �n to do what you had resolved aga�nst, and what you are
known to th�nk w�ll be d�sagreeable to my uncle. It w�ll be such a
tr�umph to the others!”

“They w�ll not have much cause of tr�umph when they see how
�nfamously I act. But, however, tr�umph there certa�nly w�ll be, and I
must brave �t. But �f I can be the means of restra�n�ng the publ�c�ty of
the bus�ness, of l�m�t�ng the exh�b�t�on, of concentrat�ng our folly, I
shall be well repa�d. As I am now, I have no �nfluence, I can do
noth�ng: I have offended them, and they w�ll not hear me; but when I
have put them �n good-humour by th�s concess�on, I am not w�thout
hopes of persuad�ng them to conf�ne the representat�on w�th�n a
much smaller c�rcle than they are now �n the h�gh road for. Th�s w�ll
be a mater�al ga�n. My object �s to conf�ne �t to Mrs. Rushworth and
the Grants. W�ll not th�s be worth ga�n�ng?”

“Yes, �t w�ll be a great po�nt.”
“But st�ll �t has not your approbat�on. Can you ment�on any other

measure by wh�ch I have a chance of do�ng equal good?”
“No, I cannot th�nk of anyth�ng else.”
“G�ve me your approbat�on, then, Fanny. I am not comfortable

w�thout �t.”
“Oh, cous�n!”
“If you are aga�nst me, I ought to d�strust myself, and yet—But �t �s

absolutely �mposs�ble to let Tom go on �n th�s way, r�d�ng about the



country �n quest of anybody who can be persuaded to act—no
matter whom: the look of a gentleman �s to be enough. I thought you
would have entered more �nto M�ss Crawford's feel�ngs.”

“No doubt she w�ll be very glad. It must be a great rel�ef to her,”
sa�d Fanny, try�ng for greater warmth of manner.

“She never appeared more am�able than �n her behav�our to you
last n�ght. It gave her a very strong cla�m on my goodw�ll.”

“She was very k�nd, �ndeed, and I am glad to have her spared”...
She could not f�n�sh the generous effus�on. Her consc�ence stopt

her �n the m�ddle, but Edmund was sat�sf�ed.
“I shall walk down �mmed�ately after breakfast,” sa�d he, “and am

sure of g�v�ng pleasure there. And now, dear Fanny, I w�ll not
�nterrupt you any longer. You want to be read�ng. But I could not be
easy t�ll I had spoken to you, and come to a dec�s�on. Sleep�ng or
wak�ng, my head has been full of th�s matter all n�ght. It �s an ev�l, but
I am certa�nly mak�ng �t less than �t m�ght be. If Tom �s up, I shall go
to h�m d�rectly and get �t over, and when we meet at breakfast we
shall be all �n h�gh good-humour at the prospect of act�ng the fool
together w�th such unan�m�ty. You, �n the meanwh�le, w�ll be tak�ng a
tr�p �nto Ch�na, I suppose. How does Lord Macartney go on?”—
open�ng a volume on the table and then tak�ng up some others. “And
here are Crabbe's Tales, and the Idler, at hand to rel�eve you, �f you
t�re of your great book. I adm�re your l�ttle establ�shment exceed�ngly;
and as soon as I am gone, you w�ll empty your head of all th�s
nonsense of act�ng, and s�t comfortably down to your table. But do
not stay here to be cold.”

He went; but there was no read�ng, no Ch�na, no composure for
Fanny. He had told her the most extraord�nary, the most
�nconce�vable, the most unwelcome news; and she could th�nk of
noth�ng else. To be act�ng! After all h�s object�ons—object�ons so just
and so publ�c! After all that she had heard h�m say, and seen h�m
look, and known h�m to be feel�ng. Could �t be poss�ble? Edmund so
�ncons�stent! Was he not dece�v�ng h�mself? Was he not wrong?
Alas! �t was all M�ss Crawford's do�ng. She had seen her �nfluence �n
every speech, and was m�serable. The doubts and alarms as to her
own conduct, wh�ch had prev�ously d�stressed her, and wh�ch had all



slept wh�le she l�stened to h�m, were become of l�ttle consequence
now. Th�s deeper anx�ety swallowed them up. Th�ngs should take
the�r course; she cared not how �t ended. Her cous�ns m�ght attack,
but could hardly tease her. She was beyond the�r reach; and �f at last
obl�ged to y�eld—no matter—�t was all m�sery now.



CHAPTER XVII
It was, �ndeed, a tr�umphant day to Mr. Bertram and Mar�a. Such a

v�ctory over Edmund's d�scret�on had been beyond the�r hopes, and
was most del�ghtful. There was no longer anyth�ng to d�sturb them �n
the�r darl�ng project, and they congratulated each other �n pr�vate on
the jealous weakness to wh�ch they attr�buted the change, w�th all
the glee of feel�ngs grat�f�ed �n every way. Edmund m�ght st�ll look
grave, and say he d�d not l�ke the scheme �n general, and must
d�sapprove the play �n part�cular; the�r po�nt was ga�ned: he was to
act, and he was dr�ven to �t by the force of self�sh �ncl�nat�ons only.
Edmund had descended from that moral elevat�on wh�ch he had
ma�nta�ned before, and they were both as much the better as the
happ�er for the descent.

They behaved very well, however, to h�m on the occas�on,
betray�ng no exultat�on beyond the l�nes about the corners of the
mouth, and seemed to th�nk �t as great an escape to be qu�t of the
�ntrus�on of Charles Maddox, as �f they had been forced �nto
adm�tt�ng h�m aga�nst the�r �ncl�nat�on. “To have �t qu�te �n the�r own
fam�ly c�rcle was what they had part�cularly w�shed. A stranger
among them would have been the destruct�on of all the�r comfort”;
and when Edmund, pursu�ng that �dea, gave a h�nt of h�s hope as to
the l�m�tat�on of the aud�ence, they were ready, �n the compla�sance
of the moment, to prom�se anyth�ng. It was all good-humour and
encouragement. Mrs. Norr�s offered to contr�ve h�s dress, Mr. Yates
assured h�m that Anhalt's last scene w�th the Baron adm�tted a good
deal of act�on and emphas�s, and Mr. Rushworth undertook to count
h�s speeches.

“Perhaps,” sa�d Tom, “Fanny may be more d�sposed to obl�ge us
now. Perhaps you may persuade her.”

“No, she �s qu�te determ�ned. She certa�nly w�ll not act.”
“Oh! very well.” And not another word was sa�d; but Fanny felt

herself aga�n �n danger, and her �nd�fference to the danger was



beg�nn�ng to fa�l her already.
There were not fewer sm�les at the Parsonage than at the Park on

th�s change �n Edmund; M�ss Crawford looked very lovely �n hers,
and entered w�th such an �nstantaneous renewal of cheerfulness �nto
the whole affa�r as could have but one effect on h�m. “He was
certa�nly r�ght �n respect�ng such feel�ngs; he was glad he had
determ�ned on �t.” And the morn�ng wore away �n sat�sfact�ons very
sweet, �f not very sound. One advantage resulted from �t to Fanny: at
the earnest request of M�ss Crawford, Mrs. Grant had, w�th her usual
good-humour, agreed to undertake the part for wh�ch Fanny had
been wanted; and th�s was all that occurred to gladden her heart
dur�ng the day; and even th�s, when �mparted by Edmund, brought a
pang w�th �t, for �t was M�ss Crawford to whom she was obl�ged—�t
was M�ss Crawford whose k�nd exert�ons were to exc�te her
grat�tude, and whose mer�t �n mak�ng them was spoken of w�th a
glow of adm�rat�on. She was safe; but peace and safety were
unconnected here. Her m�nd had been never farther from peace.
She could not feel that she had done wrong herself, but she was
d�squ�eted �n every other way. Her heart and her judgment were
equally aga�nst Edmund's dec�s�on: she could not acqu�t h�s
unstead�ness, and h�s happ�ness under �t made her wretched. She
was full of jealousy and ag�tat�on. M�ss Crawford came w�th looks of
ga�ety wh�ch seemed an �nsult, w�th fr�endly express�ons towards
herself wh�ch she could hardly answer calmly. Everybody around her
was gay and busy, prosperous and �mportant; each had the�r object
of �nterest, the�r part, the�r dress, the�r favour�te scene, the�r fr�ends
and confederates: all were f�nd�ng employment �n consultat�ons and
compar�sons, or d�vers�on �n the playful conce�ts they suggested.
She alone was sad and �ns�gn�f�cant: she had no share �n anyth�ng;
she m�ght go or stay; she m�ght be �n the m�dst of the�r no�se, or
retreat from �t to the sol�tude of the East room, w�thout be�ng seen or
m�ssed. She could almost th�nk anyth�ng would have been preferable
to th�s. Mrs. Grant was of consequence: her good-nature had
honourable ment�on; her taste and her t�me were cons�dered; her
presence was wanted; she was sought for, and attended, and
pra�sed; and Fanny was at f�rst �n some danger of envy�ng her the
character she had accepted. But reflect�on brought better feel�ngs,



and shewed her that Mrs. Grant was ent�tled to respect, wh�ch could
never have belonged to her; and that, had she rece�ved even the
greatest, she could never have been easy �n jo�n�ng a scheme wh�ch,
cons�der�ng only her uncle, she must condemn altogether.

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

Henry Crawford had tr�fled w�th her feel�ngs; but she had very long
allowed and even sought h�s attent�ons, w�th a jealousy of her s�ster
so reasonable as ought to have been the�r cure; and now that the
conv�ct�on of h�s preference for Mar�a had been forced on her, she
subm�tted to �t w�thout any alarm for Mar�a's s�tuat�on, or any
endeavour at rat�onal tranqu�ll�ty for herself. She e�ther sat �n gloomy
s�lence, wrapt �n such grav�ty as noth�ng could subdue, no cur�os�ty
touch, no w�t amuse; or allow�ng the attent�ons of Mr. Yates, was
talk�ng w�th forced ga�ety to h�m alone, and r�d�cul�ng the act�ng of the
others.

For a day or two after the affront was g�ven, Henry Crawford had
endeavoured to do �t away by the usual attack of gallantry and
compl�ment, but he had not cared enough about �t to persevere
aga�nst a few repulses; and becom�ng soon too busy w�th h�s play to
have t�me for more than one fl�rtat�on, he grew �nd�fferent to the
quarrel, or rather thought �t a lucky occurrence, as qu�etly putt�ng an
end to what m�ght ere long have ra�sed expectat�ons �n more than
Mrs. Grant. She was not pleased to see Jul�a excluded from the play,
and s�tt�ng by d�sregarded; but as �t was not a matter wh�ch really
�nvolved her happ�ness, as Henry must be the best judge of h�s own,
and as he d�d assure her, w�th a most persuas�ve sm�le, that ne�ther
he nor Jul�a had ever had a ser�ous thought of each other, she could
only renew her former caut�on as to the elder s�ster, entreat h�m not
to r�sk h�s tranqu�ll�ty by too much adm�rat�on there, and then gladly
take her share �n anyth�ng that brought cheerfulness to the young
people �n general, and that d�d so part�cularly promote the pleasure
of the two so dear to her.

“I rather wonder Jul�a �s not �n love w�th Henry,” was her
observat�on to Mary.



“I dare say she �s,” repl�ed Mary coldly. “I �mag�ne both s�sters are.”
“Both! no, no, that must not be. Do not g�ve h�m a h�nt of �t. Th�nk

of Mr. Rushworth!”
“You had better tell M�ss Bertram to th�nk of Mr. Rushworth. It may

do her some good. I often th�nk of Mr. Rushworth's property and
�ndependence, and w�sh them �n other hands; but I never th�nk of
h�m. A man m�ght represent the county w�th such an estate; a man
m�ght escape a profess�on and represent the county.”

“I dare say he w�ll be �n parl�ament soon. When S�r Thomas
comes, I dare say he w�ll be �n for some borough, but there has been
nobody to put h�m �n the way of do�ng anyth�ng yet.”

“S�r Thomas �s to ach�eve many m�ghty th�ngs when he comes
home,” sa�d Mary, after a pause. “Do you remember Hawk�ns
Browne's 'Address to Tobacco,' �n �m�tat�on of Pope?—
     Blest leaf! whose aromatic gales dispense
     To Templars modesty, to Parsons sense.

I w�ll parody them—
     Blest Knight! whose dictatorial looks dispense
     To Children affluence, to Rushworth sense.

W�ll not that do, Mrs. Grant? Everyth�ng seems to depend upon S�r
Thomas's return.”

“You w�ll f�nd h�s consequence very just and reasonable when you
see h�m �n h�s fam�ly, I assure you. I do not th�nk we do so well
w�thout h�m. He has a f�ne d�gn�f�ed manner, wh�ch su�ts the head of
such a house, and keeps everybody �n the�r place. Lady Bertram
seems more of a c�pher now than when he �s at home; and nobody
else can keep Mrs. Norr�s �n order. But, Mary, do not fancy that Mar�a
Bertram cares for Henry. I am sure Jul�a does not, or she would not
have fl�rted as she d�d last n�ght w�th Mr. Yates; and though he and
Mar�a are very good fr�ends, I th�nk she l�kes Sotherton too well to be
�nconstant.”

“I would not g�ve much for Mr. Rushworth's chance �f Henry stept
�n before the art�cles were s�gned.”

“If you have such a susp�c�on, someth�ng must be done; and as
soon as the play �s all over, we w�ll talk to h�m ser�ously and make



h�m know h�s own m�nd; and �f he means noth�ng, we w�ll send h�m
off, though he �s Henry, for a t�me.”

Jul�a d�d suffer, however, though Mrs. Grant d�scerned �t not, and
though �t escaped the not�ce of many of her own fam�ly l�kew�se. She
had loved, she d�d love st�ll, and she had all the suffer�ng wh�ch a
warm temper and a h�gh sp�r�t were l�kely to endure under the
d�sappo�ntment of a dear, though �rrat�onal hope, w�th a strong sense
of �ll-usage. Her heart was sore and angry, and she was capable
only of angry consolat�ons. The s�ster w�th whom she was used to be
on easy terms was now become her greatest enemy: they were
al�enated from each other; and Jul�a was not super�or to the hope of
some d�stress�ng end to the attent�ons wh�ch were st�ll carry�ng on
there, some pun�shment to Mar�a for conduct so shameful towards
herself as well as towards Mr. Rushworth. W�th no mater�al fault of
temper, or d�fference of op�n�on, to prevent the�r be�ng very good
fr�ends wh�le the�r �nterests were the same, the s�sters, under such a
tr�al as th�s, had not affect�on or pr�nc�ple enough to make them
merc�ful or just, to g�ve them honour or compass�on. Mar�a felt her
tr�umph, and pursued her purpose, careless of Jul�a; and Jul�a could
never see Mar�a d�st�ngu�shed by Henry Crawford w�thout trust�ng
that �t would create jealousy, and br�ng a publ�c d�sturbance at last.

Fanny saw and p�t�ed much of th�s �n Jul�a; but there was no
outward fellowsh�p between them. Jul�a made no commun�cat�on,
and Fanny took no l�bert�es. They were two sol�tary sufferers, or
connected only by Fanny's consc�ousness.

The �nattent�on of the two brothers and the aunt to Jul�a's
d�scomposure, and the�r bl�ndness to �ts true cause, must be �mputed
to the fullness of the�r own m�nds. They were totally preoccup�ed.
Tom was engrossed by the concerns of h�s theatre, and saw noth�ng
that d�d not �mmed�ately relate to �t. Edmund, between h�s theatr�cal
and h�s real part, between M�ss Crawford's cla�ms and h�s own
conduct, between love and cons�stency, was equally unobservant;
and Mrs. Norr�s was too busy �n contr�v�ng and d�rect�ng the general
l�ttle matters of the company, super�ntend�ng the�r var�ous dresses
w�th econom�cal exped�ent, for wh�ch nobody thanked her, and
sav�ng, w�th del�ghted �ntegr�ty, half a crown here and there to the



absent S�r Thomas, to have le�sure for watch�ng the behav�our, or
guard�ng the happ�ness of h�s daughters.



CHAPTER XVIII
Everyth�ng was now �n a regular tra�n: theatre, actors, actresses,

and dresses, were all gett�ng forward; but though no other great
�mped�ments arose, Fanny found, before many days were past, that
�t was not all un�nterrupted enjoyment to the party themselves, and
that she had not to w�tness the cont�nuance of such unan�m�ty and
del�ght as had been almost too much for her at f�rst. Everybody
began to have the�r vexat�on. Edmund had many. Ent�rely aga�nst h�s
judgment, a scene-pa�nter arr�ved from town, and was at work, much
to the �ncrease of the expenses, and, what was worse, of the eclat of
the�r proceed�ngs; and h�s brother, �nstead of be�ng really gu�ded by
h�m as to the pr�vacy of the representat�on, was g�v�ng an �nv�tat�on
to every fam�ly who came �n h�s way. Tom h�mself began to fret over
the scene-pa�nter's slow progress, and to feel the m�ser�es of
wa�t�ng. He had learned h�s part—all h�s parts, for he took every
tr�fl�ng one that could be un�ted w�th the Butler, and began to be
�mpat�ent to be act�ng; and every day thus unemployed was tend�ng
to �ncrease h�s sense of the �ns�gn�f�cance of all h�s parts together,
and make h�m more ready to regret that some other play had not
been chosen.

Fanny, be�ng always a very courteous l�stener, and often the only
l�stener at hand, came �n for the compla�nts and the d�stresses of
most of them. She knew that Mr. Yates was �n general thought to
rant dreadfully; that Mr. Yates was d�sappo�nted �n Henry Crawford;
that Tom Bertram spoke so qu�ck he would be un�ntell�g�ble; that Mrs.
Grant spo�led everyth�ng by laugh�ng; that Edmund was beh�ndhand
w�th h�s part, and that �t was m�sery to have anyth�ng to do w�th Mr.
Rushworth, who was want�ng a prompter through every speech. She
knew, also, that poor Mr. Rushworth could seldom get anybody to
rehearse w�th h�m: h�s compla�nt came before her as well as the rest;
and so dec�ded to her eye was her cous�n Mar�a's avo�dance of h�m,
and so needlessly often the rehearsal of the f�rst scene between her



and Mr. Crawford, that she had soon all the terror of other compla�nts
from h�m. So far from be�ng all sat�sf�ed and all enjoy�ng, she found
everybody requ�r�ng someth�ng they had not, and g�v�ng occas�on of
d�scontent to the others. Everybody had a part e�ther too long or too
short; nobody would attend as they ought; nobody would remember
on wh�ch s�de they were to come �n; nobody but the compla�ner
would observe any d�rect�ons.

Fanny bel�eved herself to der�ve as much �nnocent enjoyment from
the play as any of them; Henry Crawford acted well, and �t was a
pleasure to her to creep �nto the theatre, and attend the rehearsal of
the f�rst act, �n sp�te of the feel�ngs �t exc�ted �n some speeches for
Mar�a. Mar�a, she also thought, acted well, too well; and after the f�rst
rehearsal or two, Fanny began to be the�r only aud�ence; and
somet�mes as prompter, somet�mes as spectator, was often very
useful. As far as she could judge, Mr. Crawford was cons�derably the
best actor of all: he had more conf�dence than Edmund, more
judgment than Tom, more talent and taste than Mr. Yates. She d�d
not l�ke h�m as a man, but she must adm�t h�m to be the best actor,
and on th�s po�nt there were not many who d�ffered from her. Mr.
Yates, �ndeed, excla�med aga�nst h�s tameness and �ns�p�d�ty; and
the day came at last, when Mr. Rushworth turned to her w�th a black
look, and sa�d, “Do you th�nk there �s anyth�ng so very f�ne �n all th�s?
For the l�fe and soul of me, I cannot adm�re h�m; and, between
ourselves, to see such an unders�zed, l�ttle, mean-look�ng man, set
up for a f�ne actor, �s very r�d�culous �n my op�n�on.”

From th�s moment there was a return of h�s former jealousy, wh�ch
Mar�a, from �ncreas�ng hopes of Crawford, was at l�ttle pa�ns to
remove; and the chances of Mr. Rushworth's ever atta�n�ng to the
knowledge of h�s two-and-forty speeches became much less. As to
h�s ever mak�ng anyth�ng tolerable of them, nobody had the smallest
�dea of that except h�s mother; she, �ndeed, regretted that h�s part
was not more cons�derable, and deferred com�ng over to Mansf�eld
t�ll they were forward enough �n the�r rehearsal to comprehend all h�s
scenes; but the others asp�red at noth�ng beyond h�s remember�ng
the catchword, and the f�rst l�ne of h�s speech, and be�ng able to
follow the prompter through the rest. Fanny, �n her p�ty and
k�ndheartedness, was at great pa�ns to teach h�m how to learn,



g�v�ng h�m all the helps and d�rect�ons �n her power, try�ng to make
an art�f�c�al memory for h�m, and learn�ng every word of h�s part
herself, but w�thout h�s be�ng much the forwarder.

Many uncomfortable, anx�ous, apprehens�ve feel�ngs she certa�nly
had; but w�th all these, and other cla�ms on her t�me and attent�on,
she was as far from f�nd�ng herself w�thout employment or ut�l�ty
amongst them, as w�thout a compan�on �n uneas�ness; qu�te as far
from hav�ng no demand on her le�sure as on her compass�on. The
gloom of her f�rst ant�c�pat�ons was proved to have been unfounded.
She was occas�onally useful to all; she was perhaps as much at
peace as any.

There was a great deal of needlework to be done, moreover, �n
wh�ch her help was wanted; and that Mrs. Norr�s thought her qu�te as
well off as the rest, was ev�dent by the manner �n wh�ch she cla�med
�t—“Come, Fanny,” she cr�ed, “these are f�ne t�mes for you, but you
must not be always walk�ng from one room to the other, and do�ng
the look�ngs-on at your ease, �n th�s way; I want you here. I have
been slav�ng myself t�ll I can hardly stand, to contr�ve Mr.
Rushworth's cloak w�thout send�ng for any more sat�n; and now I
th�nk you may g�ve me your help �n putt�ng �t together. There are but
three seams; you may do them �n a tr�ce. It would be lucky for me �f I
had noth�ng but the execut�ve part to do. You are best off, I can tell
you: but �f nobody d�d more than you, we should not get on very
fast.”

Fanny took the work very qu�etly, w�thout attempt�ng any defence;
but her k�nder aunt Bertram observed on her behalf—

“One cannot wonder, s�ster, that Fanny should be del�ghted: �t �s all
new to her, you know; you and I used to be very fond of a play
ourselves, and so am I st�ll; and as soon as I am a l�ttle more at
le�sure, I mean to look �n at the�r rehearsals too. What �s the play
about, Fanny? you have never told me.”

“Oh! s�ster, pray do not ask her now; for Fanny �s not one of those
who can talk and work at the same t�me. It �s about Lovers' Vows.”

“I bel�eve,” sa�d Fanny to her aunt Bertram, “there w�ll be three
acts rehearsed to-morrow even�ng, and that w�ll g�ve you an
opportun�ty of see�ng all the actors at once.”



“You had better stay t�ll the curta�n �s hung,” �nterposed Mrs.
Norr�s; “the curta�n w�ll be hung �n a day or two—there �s very l�ttle
sense �n a play w�thout a curta�n—and I am much m�staken �f you do
not f�nd �t draw up �nto very handsome festoons.”

Lady Bertram seemed qu�te res�gned to wa�t�ng. Fanny d�d not
share her aunt's composure: she thought of the morrow a great deal,
for �f the three acts were rehearsed, Edmund and M�ss Crawford
would then be act�ng together for the f�rst t�me; the th�rd act would
br�ng a scene between them wh�ch �nterested her most part�cularly,
and wh�ch she was long�ng and dread�ng to see how they would
perform. The whole subject of �t was love—a marr�age of love was to
be descr�bed by the gentleman, and very l�ttle short of a declarat�on
of love be made by the lady.

She had read and read the scene aga�n w�th many pa�nful, many
wonder�ng emot�ons, and looked forward to the�r representat�on of �t
as a c�rcumstance almost too �nterest�ng. She d�d not bel�eve they
had yet rehearsed �t, even �n pr�vate.

The morrow came, the plan for the even�ng cont�nued, and
Fanny's cons�derat�on of �t d�d not become less ag�tated. She worked
very d�l�gently under her aunt's d�rect�ons, but her d�l�gence and her
s�lence concealed a very absent, anx�ous m�nd; and about noon she
made her escape w�th her work to the East room, that she m�ght
have no concern �n another, and, as she deemed �t, most
unnecessary rehearsal of the f�rst act, wh�ch Henry Crawford was
just propos�ng, des�rous at once of hav�ng her t�me to herself, and of
avo�d�ng the s�ght of Mr. Rushworth. A gl�mpse, as she passed
through the hall, of the two lad�es walk�ng up from the Parsonage
made no change �n her w�sh of retreat, and she worked and
med�tated �n the East room, und�sturbed, for a quarter of an hour,
when a gentle tap at the door was followed by the entrance of M�ss
Crawford.

“Am I r�ght? Yes; th�s �s the East room. My dear M�ss Pr�ce, I beg
your pardon, but I have made my way to you on purpose to entreat
your help.”

Fanny, qu�te surpr�sed, endeavoured to shew herself m�stress of
the room by her c�v�l�t�es, and looked at the br�ght bars of her empty



grate w�th concern.
“Thank you; I am qu�te warm, very warm. Allow me to stay here a

l�ttle wh�le, and do have the goodness to hear me my th�rd act. I have
brought my book, and �f you would but rehearse �t w�th me, I should
be so obl�ged! I came here to-day �ntend�ng to rehearse �t w�th
Edmund—by ourselves—aga�nst the even�ng, but he �s not �n the
way; and �f he were, I do not th�nk I could go through �t w�th h�m, t�ll I
have hardened myself a l�ttle; for really there �s a speech or two. You
w�ll be so good, won't you?”

Fanny was most c�v�l �n her assurances, though she could not g�ve
them �n a very steady vo�ce.

“Have you ever happened to look at the part I mean?” cont�nued
M�ss Crawford, open�ng her book. “Here �t �s. I d�d not th�nk much of
�t at f�rst—but, upon my word. There, look at that speech, and that,
and that. How am I ever to look h�m �n the face and say such th�ngs?
Could you do �t? But then he �s your cous�n, wh�ch makes all the
d�fference. You must rehearse �t w�th me, that I may fancy you h�m,
and get on by degrees. You have a look of h�s somet�mes.”

“Have I? I w�ll do my best w�th the greatest read�ness; but I must
read the part, for I can say very l�ttle of �t.”

“None of �t, I suppose. You are to have the book, of course. Now
for �t. We must have two cha�rs at hand for you to br�ng forward to
the front of the stage. There—very good school-room cha�rs, not
made for a theatre, I dare say; much more f�tted for l�ttle g�rls to s�t
and k�ck the�r feet aga�nst when they are learn�ng a lesson. What
would your governess and your uncle say to see them used for such
a purpose? Could S�r Thomas look �n upon us just now, he would
bless h�mself, for we are rehears�ng all over the house. Yates �s
storm�ng away �n the d�n�ng-room. I heard h�m as I came upsta�rs,
and the theatre �s engaged of course by those �ndefat�gable
rehearsers, Agatha and Freder�ck. If they are not perfect, I shall be
surpr�sed. By the bye, I looked �n upon them f�ve m�nutes ago, and �t
happened to be exactly at one of the t�mes when they were try�ng not
to embrace, and Mr. Rushworth was w�th me. I thought he began to
look a l�ttle queer, so I turned �t off as well as I could, by wh�sper�ng
to h�m, 'We shall have an excellent Agatha; there �s someth�ng so



maternal �n her manner, so completely maternal �n her vo�ce and
countenance.' Was not that well done of me? He br�ghtened up
d�rectly. Now for my sol�loquy.”

She began, and Fanny jo�ned �n w�th all the modest feel�ng wh�ch
the �dea of represent�ng Edmund was so strongly calculated to
�nsp�re; but w�th looks and vo�ce so truly fem�n�ne as to be no very
good p�cture of a man. W�th such an Anhalt, however, M�ss Crawford
had courage enough; and they had got through half the scene, when
a tap at the door brought a pause, and the entrance of Edmund, the
next moment, suspended �t all.

Surpr�se, consc�ousness, and pleasure appeared �n each of the
three on th�s unexpected meet�ng; and as Edmund was come on the
very same bus�ness that had brought M�ss Crawford, consc�ousness
and pleasure were l�kely to be more than momentary �n them. He too
had h�s book, and was seek�ng Fanny, to ask her to rehearse w�th
h�m, and help h�m to prepare for the even�ng, w�thout know�ng M�ss
Crawford to be �n the house; and great was the joy and an�mat�on of
be�ng thus thrown together, of compar�ng schemes, and
sympath�s�ng �n pra�se of Fanny's k�nd off�ces.

She could not equal them �n the�r warmth. Her sp�r�ts sank under
the glow of the�rs, and she felt herself becom�ng too nearly noth�ng to
both to have any comfort �n hav�ng been sought by e�ther. They must
now rehearse together. Edmund proposed, urged, entreated �t, t�ll the
lady, not very unw�ll�ng at f�rst, could refuse no longer, and Fanny
was wanted only to prompt and observe them. She was �nvested,
�ndeed, w�th the off�ce of judge and cr�t�c, and earnestly des�red to
exerc�se �t and tell them all the�r faults; but from do�ng so every
feel�ng w�th�n her shrank—she could not, would not, dared not
attempt �t: had she been otherw�se qual�f�ed for cr�t�c�sm, her
consc�ence must have restra�ned her from ventur�ng at
d�sapprobat�on. She bel�eved herself to feel too much of �t �n the
aggregate for honesty or safety �n part�culars. To prompt them must
be enough for her; and �t was somet�mes more than enough; for she
could not always pay attent�on to the book. In watch�ng them she
forgot herself; and, ag�tated by the �ncreas�ng sp�r�t of Edmund's
manner, had once closed the page and turned away exactly as he



wanted help. It was �mputed to very reasonable wear�ness, and she
was thanked and p�t�ed; but she deserved the�r p�ty more than she
hoped they would ever surm�se. At last the scene was over, and
Fanny forced herself to add her pra�se to the compl�ments each was
g�v�ng the other; and when aga�n alone and able to recall the whole,
she was �ncl�ned to bel�eve the�r performance would, �ndeed, have
such nature and feel�ng �n �t as must ensure the�r cred�t, and make �t
a very suffer�ng exh�b�t�on to herself. Whatever m�ght be �ts effect,
however, she must stand the brunt of �t aga�n that very day.

The f�rst regular rehearsal of the three f�rst acts was certa�nly to
take place �n the even�ng: Mrs. Grant and the Crawfords were
engaged to return for that purpose as soon as they could after
d�nner; and every one concerned was look�ng forward w�th
eagerness. There seemed a general d�ffus�on of cheerfulness on the
occas�on. Tom was enjoy�ng such an advance towards the end;
Edmund was �n sp�r�ts from the morn�ng's rehearsal, and l�ttle
vexat�ons seemed everywhere smoothed away. All were alert and
�mpat�ent; the lad�es moved soon, the gentlemen soon followed
them, and w�th the except�on of Lady Bertram, Mrs. Norr�s, and Jul�a,
everybody was �n the theatre at an early hour; and hav�ng l�ghted �t
up as well as �ts unf�n�shed state adm�tted, were wa�t�ng only the
arr�val of Mrs. Grant and the Crawfords to beg�n.

They d�d not wa�t long for the Crawfords, but there was no Mrs.
Grant. She could not come. Dr. Grant, profess�ng an �nd�spos�t�on,
for wh�ch he had l�ttle cred�t w�th h�s fa�r s�ster-�n-law, could not spare
h�s w�fe.

“Dr. Grant �s �ll,” sa�d she, w�th mock solemn�ty. “He has been �ll
ever s�nce he d�d not eat any of the pheasant today. He fanc�ed �t
tough, sent away h�s plate, and has been suffer�ng ever s�nce”.

Here was d�sappo�ntment! Mrs. Grant's non-attendance was sad
�ndeed. Her pleasant manners and cheerful conform�ty made her
always valuable amongst them; but now she was absolutely
necessary. They could not act, they could not rehearse w�th any
sat�sfact�on w�thout her. The comfort of the whole even�ng was
destroyed. What was to be done? Tom, as Cottager, was �n despa�r.
After a pause of perplex�ty, some eyes began to be turned towards



Fanny, and a vo�ce or two to say, “If M�ss Pr�ce would be so good as
to read the part.” She was �mmed�ately surrounded by suppl�cat�ons;
everybody asked �t; even Edmund sa�d, “Do, Fanny, �f �t �s not very
d�sagreeable to you.”

But Fanny st�ll hung back. She could not endure the �dea of �t. Why
was not M�ss Crawford to be appl�ed to as well? Or why had not she
rather gone to her own room, as she had felt to be safest, �nstead of
attend�ng the rehearsal at all? She had known �t would �rr�tate and
d�stress her; she had known �t her duty to keep away. She was
properly pun�shed.

“You have only to read the part,” sa�d Henry Crawford, w�th
renewed entreaty.

“And I do bel�eve she can say every word of �t,” added Mar�a, “for
she could put Mrs. Grant r�ght the other day �n twenty places. Fanny,
I am sure you know the part.”

Fanny could not say she d�d not; and as they all persevered, as
Edmund repeated h�s w�sh, and w�th a look of even fond
dependence on her good-nature, she must y�eld. She would do her
best. Everybody was sat�sf�ed; and she was left to the tremors of a
most palp�tat�ng heart, wh�le the others prepared to beg�n.

They d�d beg�n; and be�ng too much engaged �n the�r own no�se to
be struck by an unusual no�se �n the other part of the house, had
proceeded some way when the door of the room was thrown open,
and Jul�a, appear�ng at �t, w�th a face all aghast, excla�med, “My
father �s come! He �s �n the hall at th�s moment.”



CHAPTER XIX
How �s the consternat�on of the party to be descr�bed? To the

greater number �t was a moment of absolute horror. S�r Thomas �n
the house! All felt the �nstantaneous conv�ct�on. Not a hope of
�mpos�t�on or m�stake was harboured anywhere. Jul�a's looks were
an ev�dence of the fact that made �t �nd�sputable; and after the f�rst
starts and exclamat�ons, not a word was spoken for half a m�nute:
each w�th an altered countenance was look�ng at some other, and
almost each was feel�ng �t a stroke the most unwelcome, most �ll-
t�med, most appall�ng! Mr. Yates m�ght cons�der �t only as a vexat�ous
�nterrupt�on for the even�ng, and Mr. Rushworth m�ght �mag�ne �t a
bless�ng; but every other heart was s�nk�ng under some degree of
self-condemnat�on or undef�ned alarm, every other heart was
suggest�ng, “What w�ll become of us? what �s to be done now?” It
was a terr�ble pause; and terr�ble to every ear were the corroborat�ng
sounds of open�ng doors and pass�ng footsteps.

Jul�a was the f�rst to move and speak aga�n. Jealousy and
b�tterness had been suspended: self�shness was lost �n the common
cause; but at the moment of her appearance, Freder�ck was l�sten�ng
w�th looks of devot�on to Agatha's narrat�ve, and press�ng her hand
to h�s heart; and as soon as she could not�ce th�s, and see that, �n
sp�te of the shock of her words, he st�ll kept h�s stat�on and reta�ned
her s�ster's hand, her wounded heart swelled aga�n w�th �njury, and
look�ng as red as she had been wh�te before, she turned out of the
room, say�ng, “I need not be afra�d of appear�ng before h�m.”

Her go�ng roused the rest; and at the same moment the two
brothers stepped forward, feel�ng the necess�ty of do�ng someth�ng.
A very few words between them were suff�c�ent. The case adm�tted
no d�fference of op�n�on: they must go to the draw�ng-room d�rectly.
Mar�a jo�ned them w�th the same �ntent, just then the stoutest of the
three; for the very c�rcumstance wh�ch had dr�ven Jul�a away was to
her the sweetest support. Henry Crawford's reta�n�ng her hand at



such a moment, a moment of such pecul�ar proof and �mportance,
was worth ages of doubt and anx�ety. She ha�led �t as an earnest of
the most ser�ous determ�nat�on, and was equal even to encounter
her father. They walked off, utterly heedless of Mr. Rushworth's
repeated quest�on of, “Shall I go too? Had not I better go too? W�ll
not �t be r�ght for me to go too?” but they were no sooner through the
door than Henry Crawford undertook to answer the anx�ous �nqu�ry,
and, encourag�ng h�m by all means to pay h�s respects to S�r
Thomas w�thout delay, sent h�m after the others w�th del�ghted haste.

Fanny was left w�th only the Crawfords and Mr. Yates. She had
been qu�te overlooked by her cous�ns; and as her own op�n�on of her
cla�ms on S�r Thomas's affect�on was much too humble to g�ve her
any �dea of class�ng herself w�th h�s ch�ldren, she was glad to rema�n
beh�nd and ga�n a l�ttle breath�ng-t�me. Her ag�tat�on and alarm
exceeded all that was endured by the rest, by the r�ght of a
d�spos�t�on wh�ch not even �nnocence could keep from suffer�ng. She
was nearly fa�nt�ng: all her former hab�tual dread of her uncle was
return�ng, and w�th �t compass�on for h�m and for almost every one of
the party on the development before h�m, w�th sol�c�tude on
Edmund's account �ndescr�bable. She had found a seat, where �n
excess�ve trembl�ng she was endur�ng all these fearful thoughts,
wh�le the other three, no longer under any restra�nt, were g�v�ng vent
to the�r feel�ngs of vexat�on, lament�ng over such an unlooked-for
premature arr�val as a most untoward event, and w�thout mercy
w�sh�ng poor S�r Thomas had been tw�ce as long on h�s passage, or
were st�ll �n Ant�gua.

The Crawfords were more warm on the subject than Mr. Yates,
from better understand�ng the fam�ly, and judg�ng more clearly of the
m�sch�ef that must ensue. The ru�n of the play was to them a
certa�nty: they felt the total destruct�on of the scheme to be �nev�tably
at hand; wh�le Mr. Yates cons�dered �t only as a temporary
�nterrupt�on, a d�saster for the even�ng, and could even suggest the
poss�b�l�ty of the rehearsal be�ng renewed after tea, when the bustle
of rece�v�ng S�r Thomas were over, and he m�ght be at le�sure to be
amused by �t. The Crawfords laughed at the �dea; and hav�ng soon
agreed on the propr�ety of the�r walk�ng qu�etly home and leav�ng the
fam�ly to themselves, proposed Mr. Yates's accompany�ng them and



spend�ng the even�ng at the Parsonage. But Mr. Yates, hav�ng never
been w�th those who thought much of parental cla�ms, or fam�ly
conf�dence, could not perce�ve that anyth�ng of the k�nd was
necessary; and therefore, thank�ng them, sa�d, “he preferred
rema�n�ng where he was, that he m�ght pay h�s respects to the old
gentleman handsomely s�nce he was come; and bes�des, he d�d not
th�nk �t would be fa�r by the others to have everybody run away.”

Fanny was just beg�nn�ng to collect herself, and to feel that �f she
sta�d longer beh�nd �t m�ght seem d�srespectful, when th�s po�nt was
settled, and be�ng comm�ss�oned w�th the brother and s�ster's
apology, saw them prepar�ng to go as she qu�tted the room herself to
perform the dreadful duty of appear�ng before her uncle.

Too soon d�d she f�nd herself at the draw�ng-room door; and after
paus�ng a moment for what she knew would not come, for a courage
wh�ch the outs�de of no door had ever suppl�ed to her, she turned the
lock �n desperat�on, and the l�ghts of the draw�ng-room, and all the
collected fam�ly, were before her. As she entered, her own name
caught her ear. S�r Thomas was at that moment look�ng round h�m,
and say�ng, “But where �s Fanny? Why do not I see my l�ttle
Fanny?”—and on perce�v�ng her, came forward w�th a k�ndness
wh�ch aston�shed and penetrated her, call�ng her h�s dear Fanny,
k�ss�ng her affect�onately, and observ�ng w�th dec�ded pleasure how
much she was grown! Fanny knew not how to feel, nor where to
look. She was qu�te oppressed. He had never been so k�nd, so very
k�nd to her �n h�s l�fe. H�s manner seemed changed, h�s vo�ce was
qu�ck from the ag�tat�on of joy; and all that had been awful �n h�s
d�gn�ty seemed lost �n tenderness. He led her nearer the l�ght and
looked at her aga�n—�nqu�red part�cularly after her health, and then,
correct�ng h�mself, observed that he need not �nqu�re, for her
appearance spoke suff�c�ently on that po�nt. A f�ne blush hav�ng
succeeded the prev�ous paleness of her face, he was just�f�ed �n h�s
bel�ef of her equal �mprovement �n health and beauty. He �nqu�red
next after her fam�ly, espec�ally W�ll�am: and h�s k�ndness altogether
was such as made her reproach herself for lov�ng h�m so l�ttle, and
th�nk�ng h�s return a m�sfortune; and when, on hav�ng courage to l�ft
her eyes to h�s face, she saw that he was grown th�nner, and had the
burnt, fagged, worn look of fat�gue and a hot cl�mate, every tender



feel�ng was �ncreased, and she was m�serable �n cons�der�ng how
much unsuspected vexat�on was probably ready to burst on h�m.

S�r Thomas was �ndeed the l�fe of the party, who at h�s suggest�on
now seated themselves round the f�re. He had the best r�ght to be
the talker; and the del�ght of h�s sensat�ons �n be�ng aga�n �n h�s own
house, �n the centre of h�s fam�ly, after such a separat�on, made h�m
commun�cat�ve and chatty �n a very unusual degree; and he was
ready to g�ve every �nformat�on as to h�s voyage, and answer every
quest�on of h�s two sons almost before �t was put. H�s bus�ness �n
Ant�gua had latterly been prosperously rap�d, and he came d�rectly
from L�verpool, hav�ng had an opportun�ty of mak�ng h�s passage
th�ther �n a pr�vate vessel, �nstead of wa�t�ng for the packet; and all
the l�ttle part�culars of h�s proceed�ngs and events, h�s arr�vals and
departures, were most promptly del�vered, as he sat by Lady
Bertram and looked w�th heartfelt sat�sfact�on on the faces around
h�m—�nterrupt�ng h�mself more than once, however, to remark on h�s
good fortune �n f�nd�ng them all at home—com�ng unexpectedly as
he d�d—all collected together exactly as he could have w�shed, but
dared not depend on. Mr. Rushworth was not forgotten: a most
fr�endly recept�on and warmth of hand-shak�ng had already met h�m,
and w�th po�nted attent�on he was now �ncluded �n the objects most
�nt�mately connected w�th Mansf�eld. There was noth�ng d�sagreeable
�n Mr. Rushworth's appearance, and S�r Thomas was l�k�ng h�m
already.

By not one of the c�rcle was he l�stened to w�th such unbroken,
unalloyed enjoyment as by h�s w�fe, who was really extremely happy
to see h�m, and whose feel�ngs were so warmed by h�s sudden
arr�val as to place her nearer ag�tat�on than she had been for the last
twenty years. She had been almost fluttered for a few m�nutes, and
st�ll rema�ned so sens�bly an�mated as to put away her work, move
Pug from her s�de, and g�ve all her attent�on and all the rest of her
sofa to her husband. She had no anx�et�es for anybody to cloud her
pleasure: her own t�me had been �rreproachably spent dur�ng h�s
absence: she had done a great deal of carpet-work, and made many
yards of fr�nge; and she would have answered as freely for the good
conduct and useful pursu�ts of all the young people as for her own. It
was so agreeable to her to see h�m aga�n, and hear h�m talk, to have



her ear amused and her whole comprehens�on f�lled by h�s
narrat�ves, that she began part�cularly to feel how dreadfully she
must have m�ssed h�m, and how �mposs�ble �t would have been for
her to bear a lengthened absence.

Mrs. Norr�s was by no means to be compared �n happ�ness to her
s�ster. Not that she was �ncommoded by many fears of S�r Thomas's
d�sapprobat�on when the present state of h�s house should be
known, for her judgment had been so bl�nded that, except by the
�nst�nct�ve caut�on w�th wh�ch she had wh�sked away Mr.
Rushworth's p�nk sat�n cloak as her brother-�n-law entered, she
could hardly be sa�d to shew any s�gn of alarm; but she was vexed
by the manner of h�s return. It had left her noth�ng to do. Instead of
be�ng sent for out of the room, and see�ng h�m f�rst, and hav�ng to
spread the happy news through the house, S�r Thomas, w�th a very
reasonable dependence, perhaps, on the nerves of h�s w�fe and
ch�ldren, had sought no conf�dant but the butler, and had been
follow�ng h�m almost �nstantaneously �nto the draw�ng-room. Mrs.
Norr�s felt herself defrauded of an off�ce on wh�ch she had always
depended, whether h�s arr�val or h�s death were to be the th�ng
unfolded; and was now try�ng to be �n a bustle w�thout hav�ng
anyth�ng to bustle about, and labour�ng to be �mportant where
noth�ng was wanted but tranqu�ll�ty and s�lence. Would S�r Thomas
have consented to eat, she m�ght have gone to the housekeeper
w�th troublesome d�rect�ons, and �nsulted the footmen w�th
�njunct�ons of despatch; but S�r Thomas resolutely decl�ned all
d�nner: he would take noth�ng, noth�ng t�ll tea came—he would rather
wa�t for tea. St�ll Mrs. Norr�s was at �ntervals urg�ng someth�ng
d�fferent; and �n the most �nterest�ng moment of h�s passage to
England, when the alarm of a French pr�vateer was at the he�ght,
she burst through h�s rec�tal w�th the proposal of soup. “Sure, my
dear S�r Thomas, a bas�n of soup would be a much better th�ng for
you than tea. Do have a bas�n of soup.”

S�r Thomas could not be provoked. “St�ll the same anx�ety for
everybody's comfort, my dear Mrs. Norr�s,” was h�s answer. “But
�ndeed I would rather have noth�ng but tea.”



“Well, then, Lady Bertram, suppose you speak for tea d�rectly;
suppose you hurry Baddeley a l�ttle; he seems beh�ndhand to-n�ght.”
She carr�ed th�s po�nt, and S�r Thomas's narrat�ve proceeded.

At length there was a pause. H�s �mmed�ate commun�cat�ons were
exhausted, and �t seemed enough to be look�ng joyfully around h�m,
now at one, now at another of the beloved c�rcle; but the pause was
not long: �n the elat�on of her sp�r�ts Lady Bertram became talkat�ve,
and what were the sensat�ons of her ch�ldren upon hear�ng her say,
“How do you th�nk the young people have been amus�ng themselves
lately, S�r Thomas? They have been act�ng. We have been all al�ve
w�th act�ng.”

“Indeed! and what have you been act�ng?”
“Oh! they'll tell you all about �t.”
“The all w�ll soon be told,” cr�ed Tom hast�ly, and w�th affected

unconcern; “but �t �s not worth wh�le to bore my father w�th �t now.
You w�ll hear enough of �t to-morrow, s�r. We have just been try�ng,
by way of do�ng someth�ng, and amus�ng my mother, just w�th�n the
last week, to get up a few scenes, a mere tr�fle. We have had such
�ncessant ra�ns almost s�nce October began, that we have been
nearly conf�ned to the house for days together. I have hardly taken
out a gun s�nce the 3rd. Tolerable sport the f�rst three days, but there
has been no attempt�ng anyth�ng s�nce. The f�rst day I went over
Mansf�eld Wood, and Edmund took the copses beyond Easton, and
we brought home s�x brace between us, and m�ght each have k�lled
s�x t�mes as many, but we respect your pheasants, s�r, I assure you,
as much as you could des�re. I do not th�nk you w�ll f�nd your woods
by any means worse stocked than they were. I never saw Mansf�eld
Wood so full of pheasants �n my l�fe as th�s year. I hope you w�ll take
a day's sport there yourself, s�r, soon.”

For the present the danger was over, and Fanny's s�ck feel�ngs
subs�ded; but when tea was soon afterwards brought �n, and S�r
Thomas, gett�ng up, sa�d that he found that he could not be any
longer �n the house w�thout just look�ng �nto h�s own dear room,
every ag�tat�on was return�ng. He was gone before anyth�ng had
been sa�d to prepare h�m for the change he must f�nd there; and a



pause of alarm followed h�s d�sappearance. Edmund was the f�rst to
speak—

“Someth�ng must be done,” sa�d he.
“It �s t�me to th�nk of our v�s�tors,” sa�d Mar�a, st�ll feel�ng her hand

pressed to Henry Crawford's heart, and car�ng l�ttle for anyth�ng else.
“Where d�d you leave M�ss Crawford, Fanny?”

Fanny told of the�r departure, and del�vered the�r message.
“Then poor Yates �s all alone,” cr�ed Tom. “I w�ll go and fetch h�m.

He w�ll be no bad ass�stant when �t all comes out.”
To the theatre he went, and reached �t just �n t�me to w�tness the

f�rst meet�ng of h�s father and h�s fr�end. S�r Thomas had been a
good deal surpr�sed to f�nd candles burn�ng �n h�s room; and on
cast�ng h�s eye round �t, to see other symptoms of recent hab�tat�on
and a general a�r of confus�on �n the furn�ture. The removal of the
bookcase from before the b�ll�ard-room door struck h�m espec�ally,
but he had scarcely more than t�me to feel aston�shed at all th�s,
before there were sounds from the b�ll�ard-room to aston�sh h�m st�ll
farther. Some one was talk�ng there �n a very loud accent; he d�d not
know the vo�ce—more than talk�ng—almost halloo�ng. He stepped to
the door, rejo�c�ng at that moment �n hav�ng the means of �mmed�ate
commun�cat�on, and, open�ng �t, found h�mself on the stage of a
theatre, and opposed to a rant�ng young man, who appeared l�kely to
knock h�m down backwards. At the very moment of Yates perce�v�ng
S�r Thomas, and g�v�ng perhaps the very best start he had ever
g�ven �n the whole course of h�s rehearsals, Tom Bertram entered at
the other end of the room; and never had he found greater d�ff�culty
�n keep�ng h�s countenance. H�s father's looks of solemn�ty and
amazement on th�s h�s f�rst appearance on any stage, and the
gradual metamorphos�s of the �mpass�oned Baron W�ldenhe�m �nto
the well-bred and easy Mr. Yates, mak�ng h�s bow and apology to S�r
Thomas Bertram, was such an exh�b�t�on, such a p�ece of true
act�ng, as he would not have lost upon any account. It would be the
last—�n all probab�l�ty—the last scene on that stage; but he was sure
there could not be a f�ner. The house would close w�th the greatest
eclat.



There was l�ttle t�me, however, for the �ndulgence of any �mages of
merr�ment. It was necessary for h�m to step forward, too, and ass�st
the �ntroduct�on, and w�th many awkward sensat�ons he d�d h�s best.
S�r Thomas rece�ved Mr. Yates w�th all the appearance of cord�al�ty
wh�ch was due to h�s own character, but was really as far from
pleased w�th the necess�ty of the acqua�ntance as w�th the manner of
�ts commencement. Mr. Yates's fam�ly and connex�ons were
suff�c�ently known to h�m to render h�s �ntroduct�on as the “part�cular
fr�end,” another of the hundred part�cular fr�ends of h�s son,
exceed�ngly unwelcome; and �t needed all the fel�c�ty of be�ng aga�n
at home, and all the forbearance �t could supply, to save S�r Thomas
from anger on f�nd�ng h�mself thus bew�ldered �n h�s own house,
mak�ng part of a r�d�culous exh�b�t�on �n the m�dst of theatr�cal
nonsense, and forced �n so untoward a moment to adm�t the
acqua�ntance of a young man whom he felt sure of d�sapprov�ng,
and whose easy �nd�fference and volub�l�ty �n the course of the f�rst
f�ve m�nutes seemed to mark h�m the most at home of the two.

Tom understood h�s father's thoughts, and heart�ly w�sh�ng he
m�ght be always as well d�sposed to g�ve them but part�al
express�on, began to see, more clearly than he had ever done
before, that there m�ght be some ground of offence, that there m�ght
be some reason for the glance h�s father gave towards the ce�l�ng
and stucco of the room; and that when he �nqu�red w�th m�ld grav�ty
after the fate of the b�ll�ard-table, he was not proceed�ng beyond a
very allowable cur�os�ty. A few m�nutes were enough for such
unsat�sfactory sensat�ons on each s�de; and S�r Thomas hav�ng
exerted h�mself so far as to speak a few words of calm approbat�on
�n reply to an eager appeal of Mr. Yates, as to the happ�ness of the
arrangement, the three gentlemen returned to the draw�ng-room
together, S�r Thomas w�th an �ncrease of grav�ty wh�ch was not lost
on all.

“I come from your theatre,” sa�d he composedly, as he sat down; “I
found myself �n �t rather unexpectedly. Its v�c�n�ty to my own room—
but �n every respect, �ndeed, �t took me by surpr�se, as I had not the
smallest susp�c�on of your act�ng hav�ng assumed so ser�ous a
character. It appears a neat job, however, as far as I could judge by
candlel�ght, and does my fr�end Chr�stopher Jackson cred�t.” And



then he would have changed the subject, and s�pped h�s coffee �n
peace over domest�c matters of a calmer hue; but Mr. Yates, w�thout
d�scernment to catch S�r Thomas's mean�ng, or d�ff�dence, or
del�cacy, or d�scret�on enough to allow h�m to lead the d�scourse
wh�le he m�ngled among the others w�th the least obtrus�veness
h�mself, would keep h�m on the top�c of the theatre, would torment
h�m w�th quest�ons and remarks relat�ve to �t, and f�nally would make
h�m hear the whole h�story of h�s d�sappo�ntment at Ecclesford. S�r
Thomas l�stened most pol�tely, but found much to offend h�s �deas of
decorum, and conf�rm h�s �ll-op�n�on of Mr. Yates's hab�ts of th�nk�ng,
from the beg�nn�ng to the end of the story; and when �t was over,
could g�ve h�m no other assurance of sympathy than what a sl�ght
bow conveyed.

“Th�s was, �n fact, the or�g�n of our act�ng,” sa�d Tom, after a
moment's thought. “My fr�end Yates brought the �nfect�on from
Ecclesford, and �t spread—as those th�ngs always spread, you know,
s�r—the faster, probably, from your hav�ng so often encouraged the
sort of th�ng �n us formerly. It was l�ke tread�ng old ground aga�n.”

Mr. Yates took the subject from h�s fr�end as soon as poss�ble, and
�mmed�ately gave S�r Thomas an account of what they had done and
were do�ng: told h�m of the gradual �ncrease of the�r v�ews, the happy
conclus�on of the�r f�rst d�ff�cult�es, and present prom�s�ng state of
affa�rs; relat�ng everyth�ng w�th so bl�nd an �nterest as made h�m not
only totally unconsc�ous of the uneasy movements of many of h�s
fr�ends as they sat, the change of countenance, the f�dget, the hem!
of unqu�etness, but prevented h�m even from see�ng the express�on
of the face on wh�ch h�s own eyes were f�xed—from see�ng S�r
Thomas's dark brow contract as he looked w�th �nqu�r�ng
earnestness at h�s daughters and Edmund, dwell�ng part�cularly on
the latter, and speak�ng a language, a remonstrance, a reproof,
wh�ch he felt at h�s heart. Not less acutely was �t felt by Fanny, who
had edged back her cha�r beh�nd her aunt's end of the sofa, and,
screened from not�ce herself, saw all that was pass�ng before her.
Such a look of reproach at Edmund from h�s father she could never
have expected to w�tness; and to feel that �t was �n any degree
deserved was an aggravat�on �ndeed. S�r Thomas's look �mpl�ed, “On
your judgment, Edmund, I depended; what have you been about?”



She knelt �n sp�r�t to her uncle, and her bosom swelled to utter, “Oh,
not to h�m! Look so to all the others, but not to h�m!”

Mr. Yates was st�ll talk�ng. “To own the truth, S�r Thomas, we were
�n the m�ddle of a rehearsal when you arr�ved th�s even�ng. We were
go�ng through the three f�rst acts, and not unsuccessfully upon the
whole. Our company �s now so d�spersed, from the Crawfords be�ng
gone home, that noth�ng more can be done to-n�ght; but �f you w�ll
g�ve us the honour of your company to-morrow even�ng, I should not
be afra�d of the result. We bespeak your �ndulgence, you
understand, as young performers; we bespeak your �ndulgence.”

“My �ndulgence shall be g�ven, s�r,” repl�ed S�r Thomas gravely,
“but w�thout any other rehearsal.” And w�th a relent�ng sm�le, he
added, “I come home to be happy and �ndulgent.” Then turn�ng away
towards any or all of the rest, he tranqu�lly sa�d, “Mr. and M�ss
Crawford were ment�oned �n my last letters from Mansf�eld. Do you
f�nd them agreeable acqua�ntance?”

Tom was the only one at all ready w�th an answer, but he be�ng
ent�rely w�thout part�cular regard for e�ther, w�thout jealousy e�ther �n
love or act�ng, could speak very handsomely of both. “Mr. Crawford
was a most pleasant, gentleman-l�ke man; h�s s�ster a sweet, pretty,
elegant, l�vely g�rl.”

Mr. Rushworth could be s�lent no longer. “I do not say he �s not
gentleman-l�ke, cons�der�ng; but you should tell your father he �s not
above f�ve feet e�ght, or he w�ll be expect�ng a well-look�ng man.”

S�r Thomas d�d not qu�te understand th�s, and looked w�th some
surpr�se at the speaker.

“If I must say what I th�nk,” cont�nued Mr. Rushworth, “�n my
op�n�on �t �s very d�sagreeable to be always rehears�ng. It �s hav�ng
too much of a good th�ng. I am not so fond of act�ng as I was at f�rst.
I th�nk we are a great deal better employed, s�tt�ng comfortably here
among ourselves, and do�ng noth�ng.”

S�r Thomas looked aga�n, and then repl�ed w�th an approv�ng
sm�le, “I am happy to f�nd our sent�ments on th�s subject so much the
same. It g�ves me s�ncere sat�sfact�on. That I should be caut�ous and
qu�ck-s�ghted, and feel many scruples wh�ch my ch�ldren do not feel,
�s perfectly natural; and equally so that my value for domest�c



tranqu�ll�ty, for a home wh�ch shuts out no�sy pleasures, should much
exceed the�rs. But at your t�me of l�fe to feel all th�s, �s a most
favourable c�rcumstance for yourself, and for everybody connected
w�th you; and I am sens�ble of the �mportance of hav�ng an ally of
such we�ght.”

S�r Thomas meant to be g�v�ng Mr. Rushworth's op�n�on �n better
words than he could f�nd h�mself. He was aware that he must not
expect a gen�us �n Mr. Rushworth; but as a well-judg�ng, steady
young man, w�th better not�ons than h�s elocut�on would do just�ce to,
he �ntended to value h�m very h�ghly. It was �mposs�ble for many of
the others not to sm�le. Mr. Rushworth hardly knew what to do w�th
so much mean�ng; but by look�ng, as he really felt, most exceed�ngly
pleased w�th S�r Thomas's good op�n�on, and say�ng scarcely
anyth�ng, he d�d h�s best towards preserv�ng that good op�n�on a l�ttle
longer.





CHAPTER XX
Edmund's f�rst object the next morn�ng was to see h�s father alone,

and g�ve h�m a fa�r statement of the whole act�ng scheme, defend�ng
h�s own share �n �t as far only as he could then, �n a soberer moment,
feel h�s mot�ves to deserve, and acknowledg�ng, w�th perfect
�ngenuousness, that h�s concess�on had been attended w�th such
part�al good as to make h�s judgment �n �t very doubtful. He was
anx�ous, wh�le v�nd�cat�ng h�mself, to say noth�ng unk�nd of the
others: but there was only one amongst them whose conduct he
could ment�on w�thout some necess�ty of defence or pall�at�on. “We
have all been more or less to blame,” sa�d he, “every one of us,
except�ng Fanny. Fanny �s the only one who has judged r�ghtly
throughout; who has been cons�stent. Her feel�ngs have been
stead�ly aga�nst �t from f�rst to last. She never ceased to th�nk of what
was due to you. You w�ll f�nd Fanny everyth�ng you could w�sh.”

S�r Thomas saw all the �mpropr�ety of such a scheme among such
a party, and at such a t�me, as strongly as h�s son had ever
supposed he must; he felt �t too much, �ndeed, for many words; and
hav�ng shaken hands w�th Edmund, meant to try to lose the
d�sagreeable �mpress�on, and forget how much he had been
forgotten h�mself as soon as he could, after the house had been
cleared of every object enforc�ng the remembrance, and restored to
�ts proper state. He d�d not enter �nto any remonstrance w�th h�s
other ch�ldren: he was more w�ll�ng to bel�eve they felt the�r error than
to run the r�sk of �nvest�gat�on. The reproof of an �mmed�ate
conclus�on of everyth�ng, the sweep of every preparat�on, would be
suff�c�ent.

There was one person, however, �n the house, whom he could not
leave to learn h�s sent�ments merely through h�s conduct. He could
not help g�v�ng Mrs. Norr�s a h�nt of h�s hav�ng hoped that her adv�ce
m�ght have been �nterposed to prevent what her judgment must
certa�nly have d�sapproved. The young people had been very



�ncons�derate �n form�ng the plan; they ought to have been capable
of a better dec�s�on themselves; but they were young; and, except�ng
Edmund, he bel�eved, of unsteady characters; and w�th greater
surpr�se, therefore, he must regard her acqu�escence �n the�r wrong
measures, her countenance of the�r unsafe amusements, than that
such measures and such amusements should have been suggested.
Mrs. Norr�s was a l�ttle confounded and as nearly be�ng s�lenced as
ever she had been �n her l�fe; for she was ashamed to confess
hav�ng never seen any of the �mpropr�ety wh�ch was so glar�ng to S�r
Thomas, and would not have adm�tted that her �nfluence was
�nsuff�c�ent—that she m�ght have talked �n va�n. Her only resource
was to get out of the subject as fast as poss�ble, and turn the current
of S�r Thomas's �deas �nto a happ�er channel. She had a great deal
to �ns�nuate �n her own pra�se as to general attent�on to the �nterest
and comfort of h�s fam�ly, much exert�on and many sacr�f�ces to
glance at �n the form of hurr�ed walks and sudden removals from her
own f�res�de, and many excellent h�nts of d�strust and economy to
Lady Bertram and Edmund to deta�l, whereby a most cons�derable
sav�ng had always ar�sen, and more than one bad servant been
detected. But her ch�ef strength lay �n Sotherton. Her greatest
support and glory was �n hav�ng formed the connex�on w�th the
Rushworths. There she was �mpregnable. She took to herself all the
cred�t of br�ng�ng Mr. Rushworth's adm�rat�on of Mar�a to any effect.
“If I had not been act�ve,” sa�d she, “and made a po�nt of be�ng
�ntroduced to h�s mother, and then preva�led on my s�ster to pay the
f�rst v�s�t, I am as certa�n as I s�t here that noth�ng would have come
of �t; for Mr. Rushworth �s the sort of am�able modest young man who
wants a great deal of encouragement, and there were g�rls enough
on the catch for h�m �f we had been �dle. But I left no stone unturned.
I was ready to move heaven and earth to persuade my s�ster, and at
last I d�d persuade her. You know the d�stance to Sotherton; �t was �n
the m�ddle of w�nter, and the roads almost �mpassable, but I d�d
persuade her.”

“I know how great, how justly great, your �nfluence �s w�th Lady
Bertram and her ch�ldren, and am the more concerned that �t should
not have been.”



“My dear S�r Thomas, �f you had seen the state of the roads that
day! I thought we should never have got through them, though we
had the four horses of course; and poor old coachman would attend
us, out of h�s great love and k�ndness, though he was hardly able to
s�t the box on account of the rheumat�sm wh�ch I had been doctor�ng
h�m for ever s�nce M�chaelmas. I cured h�m at last; but he was very
bad all the w�nter—and th�s was such a day, I could not help go�ng to
h�m up �n h�s room before we set off to adv�se h�m not to venture: he
was putt�ng on h�s w�g; so I sa�d, 'Coachman, you had much better
not go; your Lady and I shall be very safe; you know how steady
Stephen �s, and Charles has been upon the leaders so often now,
that I am sure there �s no fear.' But, however, I soon found �t would
not do; he was bent upon go�ng, and as I hate to be worry�ng and
off�c�ous, I sa�d no more; but my heart qu�te ached for h�m at every
jolt, and when we got �nto the rough lanes about Stoke, where, what
w�th frost and snow upon beds of stones, �t was worse than anyth�ng
you can �mag�ne, I was qu�te �n an agony about h�m. And then the
poor horses too! To see them stra�n�ng away! You know how I always
feel for the horses. And when we got to the bottom of Sandcroft H�ll,
what do you th�nk I d�d? You w�ll laugh at me; but I got out and
walked up. I d�d �ndeed. It m�ght not be sav�ng them much, but �t was
someth�ng, and I could not bear to s�t at my ease and be dragged up
at the expense of those noble an�mals. I caught a dreadful cold, but
that I d�d not regard. My object was accompl�shed �n the v�s�t.”

“I hope we shall always th�nk the acqua�ntance worth any trouble
that m�ght be taken to establ�sh �t. There �s noth�ng very str�k�ng �n
Mr. Rushworth's manners, but I was pleased last n�ght w�th what
appeared to be h�s op�n�on on one subject: h�s dec�ded preference of
a qu�et fam�ly party to the bustle and confus�on of act�ng. He seemed
to feel exactly as one could w�sh.”

“Yes, �ndeed, and the more you know of h�m the better you w�ll l�ke
h�m. He �s not a sh�n�ng character, but he has a thousand good
qual�t�es; and �s so d�sposed to look up to you, that I am qu�te
laughed at about �t, for everybody cons�ders �t as my do�ng. 'Upon
my word, Mrs. Norr�s,' sa�d Mrs. Grant the other day, '�f Mr.
Rushworth were a son of your own, he could not hold S�r Thomas �n
greater respect.'”



S�r Thomas gave up the po�nt, fo�led by her evas�ons, d�sarmed by
her flattery; and was obl�ged to rest sat�sf�ed w�th the conv�ct�on that
where the present pleasure of those she loved was at stake, her
k�ndness d�d somet�mes overpower her judgment.

It was a busy morn�ng w�th h�m. Conversat�on w�th any of them
occup�ed but a small part of �t. He had to re�nstate h�mself �n all the
wonted concerns of h�s Mansf�eld l�fe: to see h�s steward and h�s
ba�l�ff; to exam�ne and compute, and, �n the �ntervals of bus�ness, to
walk �nto h�s stables and h�s gardens, and nearest plantat�ons; but
act�ve and method�cal, he had not only done all th�s before he
resumed h�s seat as master of the house at d�nner, he had also set
the carpenter to work �n pull�ng down what had been so lately put up
�n the b�ll�ard-room, and g�ven the scene-pa�nter h�s d�sm�ssal long
enough to just�fy the pleas�ng bel�ef of h�s be�ng then at least as far
off as Northampton. The scene-pa�nter was gone, hav�ng spo�lt only
the floor of one room, ru�ned all the coachman's sponges, and made
f�ve of the under-servants �dle and d�ssat�sf�ed; and S�r Thomas was
�n hopes that another day or two would suff�ce to w�pe away every
outward memento of what had been, even to the destruct�on of every
unbound copy of Lovers' Vows �n the house, for he was burn�ng all
that met h�s eye.

Mr. Yates was beg�nn�ng now to understand S�r Thomas's
�ntent�ons, though as far as ever from understand�ng the�r source. He
and h�s fr�end had been out w�th the�r guns the ch�ef of the morn�ng,
and Tom had taken the opportun�ty of expla�n�ng, w�th proper
apolog�es for h�s father's part�cular�ty, what was to be expected. Mr.
Yates felt �t as acutely as m�ght be supposed. To be a second t�me
d�sappo�nted �n the same way was an �nstance of very severe �ll-luck;
and h�s �nd�gnat�on was such, that had �t not been for del�cacy
towards h�s fr�end, and h�s fr�end's youngest s�ster, he bel�eved he
should certa�nly attack the baronet on the absurd�ty of h�s
proceed�ngs, and argue h�m �nto a l�ttle more rat�onal�ty. He bel�eved
th�s very stoutly wh�le he was �n Mansf�eld Wood, and all the way
home; but there was a someth�ng �n S�r Thomas, when they sat
round the same table, wh�ch made Mr. Yates th�nk �t w�ser to let h�m
pursue h�s own way, and feel the folly of �t w�thout oppos�t�on. He had
known many d�sagreeable fathers before, and often been struck w�th



the �nconven�ences they occas�oned, but never, �n the whole course
of h�s l�fe, had he seen one of that class so un�ntell�g�bly moral, so
�nfamously tyrann�cal as S�r Thomas. He was not a man to be
endured but for h�s ch�ldren's sake, and he m�ght be thankful to h�s
fa�r daughter Jul�a that Mr. Yates d�d yet mean to stay a few days
longer under h�s roof.

The even�ng passed w�th external smoothness, though almost
every m�nd was ruffled; and the mus�c wh�ch S�r Thomas called for
from h�s daughters helped to conceal the want of real harmony.
Mar�a was �n a good deal of ag�tat�on. It was of the utmost
consequence to her that Crawford should now lose no t�me �n
declar�ng h�mself, and she was d�sturbed that even a day should be
gone by w�thout seem�ng to advance that po�nt. She had been
expect�ng to see h�m the whole morn�ng, and all the even�ng, too,
was st�ll expect�ng h�m. Mr. Rushworth had set off early w�th the
great news for Sotherton; and she had fondly hoped for such an
�mmed�ate ecla�rc�ssement as m�ght save h�m the trouble of ever
com�ng back aga�n. But they had seen no one from the Parsonage,
not a creature, and had heard no t�d�ngs beyond a fr�endly note of
congratulat�on and �nqu�ry from Mrs. Grant to Lady Bertram. It was
the f�rst day for many, many weeks, �n wh�ch the fam�l�es had been
wholly d�v�ded. Four-and-twenty hours had never passed before,
s�nce August began, w�thout br�ng�ng them together �n some way or
other. It was a sad, anx�ous day; and the morrow, though d�ffer�ng �n
the sort of ev�l, d�d by no means br�ng less. A few moments of
fever�sh enjoyment were followed by hours of acute suffer�ng. Henry
Crawford was aga�n �n the house: he walked up w�th Dr. Grant, who
was anx�ous to pay h�s respects to S�r Thomas, and at rather an
early hour they were ushered �nto the breakfast-room, where were
most of the fam�ly. S�r Thomas soon appeared, and Mar�a saw w�th
del�ght and ag�tat�on the �ntroduct�on of the man she loved to her
father. Her sensat�ons were �ndef�nable, and so were they a few
m�nutes afterwards upon hear�ng Henry Crawford, who had a cha�r
between herself and Tom, ask the latter �n an undervo�ce whether
there were any plans for resum�ng the play after the present happy
�nterrupt�on (w�th a courteous glance at S�r Thomas), because, �n
that case, he should make a po�nt of return�ng to Mansf�eld at any



t�me requ�red by the party: he was go�ng away �mmed�ately, be�ng to
meet h�s uncle at Bath w�thout delay; but �f there were any prospect
of a renewal of Lovers' Vows, he should hold h�mself pos�t�vely
engaged, he should break through every other cla�m, he should
absolutely cond�t�on w�th h�s uncle for attend�ng them whenever he
m�ght be wanted. The play should not be lost by h�s absence.

“From Bath, Norfolk, London, York, wherever I may be,” sa�d he; “I
w�ll attend you from any place �n England, at an hour's not�ce.”

It was well at that moment that Tom had to speak, and not h�s
s�ster. He could �mmed�ately say w�th easy fluency, “I am sorry you
are go�ng; but as to our play, that �s all over—ent�rely at an end”
(look�ng s�gn�f�cantly at h�s father). “The pa�nter was sent off
yesterday, and very l�ttle w�ll rema�n of the theatre to-morrow. I knew
how that would be from the f�rst. It �s early for Bath. You w�ll f�nd
nobody there.”

“It �s about my uncle's usual t�me.”
“When do you th�nk of go�ng?”
“I may, perhaps, get as far as Banbury to-day.”
“Whose stables do you use at Bath?” was the next quest�on; and

wh�le th�s branch of the subject was under d�scuss�on, Mar�a, who
wanted ne�ther pr�de nor resolut�on, was prepar�ng to encounter her
share of �t w�th tolerable calmness.

To her he soon turned, repeat�ng much of what he had already
sa�d, w�th only a softened a�r and stronger express�ons of regret. But
what ava�led h�s express�ons or h�s a�r? He was go�ng, and, �f not
voluntar�ly go�ng, voluntar�ly �ntend�ng to stay away; for, except�ng
what m�ght be due to h�s uncle, h�s engagements were all self-
�mposed. He m�ght talk of necess�ty, but she knew h�s �ndependence.
The hand wh�ch had so pressed hers to h�s heart! the hand and the
heart were al�ke mot�onless and pass�ve now! Her sp�r�t supported
her, but the agony of her m�nd was severe. She had not long to
endure what arose from l�sten�ng to language wh�ch h�s act�ons
contrad�cted, or to bury the tumult of her feel�ngs under the restra�nt
of soc�ety; for general c�v�l�t�es soon called h�s not�ce from her, and
the farewell v�s�t, as �t then became openly acknowledged, was a
very short one. He was gone—he had touched her hand for the last



t�me, he had made h�s part�ng bow, and she m�ght seek d�rectly all
that sol�tude could do for her. Henry Crawford was gone, gone from
the house, and w�th�n two hours afterwards from the par�sh; and so
ended all the hopes h�s self�sh van�ty had ra�sed �n Mar�a and Jul�a
Bertram.

Jul�a could rejo�ce that he was gone. H�s presence was beg�nn�ng
to be od�ous to her; and �f Mar�a ga�ned h�m not, she was now cool
enough to d�spense w�th any other revenge. She d�d not want
exposure to be added to desert�on. Henry Crawford gone, she could
even p�ty her s�ster.

W�th a purer sp�r�t d�d Fanny rejo�ce �n the �ntell�gence. She heard
�t at d�nner, and felt �t a bless�ng. By all the others �t was ment�oned
w�th regret; and h�s mer�ts honoured w�th due gradat�on of feel�ng—
from the s�ncer�ty of Edmund's too part�al regard, to the unconcern of
h�s mother speak�ng ent�rely by rote. Mrs. Norr�s began to look about
her, and wonder that h�s fall�ng �n love w�th Jul�a had come to
noth�ng; and could almost fear that she had been rem�ss herself �n
forward�ng �t; but w�th so many to care for, how was �t poss�ble for
even her act�v�ty to keep pace w�th her w�shes?

Another day or two, and Mr. Yates was gone l�kew�se. In h�s
departure S�r Thomas felt the ch�ef �nterest: want�ng to be alone w�th
h�s fam�ly, the presence of a stranger super�or to Mr. Yates must
have been �rksome; but of h�m, tr�fl�ng and conf�dent, �dle and
expens�ve, �t was every way vexat�ous. In h�mself he was
wear�some, but as the fr�end of Tom and the adm�rer of Jul�a he
became offens�ve. S�r Thomas had been qu�te �nd�fferent to Mr.
Crawford's go�ng or stay�ng: but h�s good w�shes for Mr. Yates's
hav�ng a pleasant journey, as he walked w�th h�m to the hall-door,
were g�ven w�th genu�ne sat�sfact�on. Mr. Yates had sta�d to see the
destruct�on of every theatr�cal preparat�on at Mansf�eld, the removal
of everyth�ng apperta�n�ng to the play: he left the house �n all the
soberness of �ts general character; and S�r Thomas hoped, �n see�ng
h�m out of �t, to be r�d of the worst object connected w�th the scheme,
and the last that must be �nev�tably rem�nd�ng h�m of �ts ex�stence.

Mrs. Norr�s contr�ved to remove one art�cle from h�s s�ght that
m�ght have d�stressed h�m. The curta�n, over wh�ch she had pres�ded



w�th such talent and such success, went off w�th her to her cottage,
where she happened to be part�cularly �n want of green ba�ze.



CHAPTER XXI
S�r Thomas's return made a str�k�ng change �n the ways of the

fam�ly, �ndependent of Lovers' Vows. Under h�s government,
Mansf�eld was an altered place. Some members of the�r soc�ety sent
away, and the sp�r�ts of many others saddened—�t was all sameness
and gloom compared w�th the past—a sombre fam�ly party rarely
enl�vened. There was l�ttle �ntercourse w�th the Parsonage. S�r
Thomas, draw�ng back from �nt�mac�es �n general, was part�cularly
d�s�ncl�ned, at th�s t�me, for any engagements but �n one quarter. The
Rushworths were the only add�t�on to h�s own domest�c c�rcle wh�ch
he could sol�c�t.

Edmund d�d not wonder that such should be h�s father's feel�ngs,
nor could he regret anyth�ng but the exclus�on of the Grants. “But
they,” he observed to Fanny, “have a cla�m. They seem to belong to
us; they seem to be part of ourselves. I could w�sh my father were
more sens�ble of the�r very great attent�on to my mother and s�sters
wh�le he was away. I am afra�d they may feel themselves neglected.
But the truth �s, that my father hardly knows them. They had not
been here a twelvemonth when he left England. If he knew them
better, he would value the�r soc�ety as �t deserves; for they are �n fact
exactly the sort of people he would l�ke. We are somet�mes a l�ttle �n
want of an�mat�on among ourselves: my s�sters seem out of sp�r�ts,
and Tom �s certa�nly not at h�s ease. Dr. and Mrs. Grant would
enl�ven us, and make our even�ngs pass away w�th more enjoyment
even to my father.”

“Do you th�nk so?” sa�d Fanny: “�n my op�n�on, my uncle would not
l�ke any add�t�on. I th�nk he values the very qu�etness you speak of,
and that the repose of h�s own fam�ly c�rcle �s all he wants. And �t
does not appear to me that we are more ser�ous than we used to be
—I mean before my uncle went abroad. As well as I can recollect, �t
was always much the same. There was never much laugh�ng �n h�s
presence; or, �f there �s any d�fference, �t �s not more, I th�nk, than



such an absence has a tendency to produce at f�rst. There must be a
sort of shyness; but I cannot recollect that our even�ngs formerly
were ever merry, except when my uncle was �n town. No young
people's are, I suppose, when those they look up to are at home”.

“I bel�eve you are r�ght, Fanny,” was h�s reply, after a short
cons�derat�on. “I bel�eve our even�ngs are rather returned to what
they were, than assum�ng a new character. The novelty was �n the�r
be�ng l�vely. Yet, how strong the �mpress�on that only a few weeks
w�ll g�ve! I have been feel�ng as �f we had never l�ved so before.”

“I suppose I am graver than other people,” sa�d Fanny. “The
even�ngs do not appear long to me. I love to hear my uncle talk of
the West Ind�es. I could l�sten to h�m for an hour together. It
enterta�ns me more than many other th�ngs have done; but then I am
unl�ke other people, I dare say.”

“Why should you dare say that?” (sm�l�ng). “Do you want to be told
that you are only unl�ke other people �n be�ng more w�se and
d�screet? But when d�d you, or anybody, ever get a compl�ment from
me, Fanny? Go to my father �f you want to be compl�mented. He w�ll
sat�sfy you. Ask your uncle what he th�nks, and you w�ll hear
compl�ments enough: and though they may be ch�efly on your
person, you must put up w�th �t, and trust to h�s see�ng as much
beauty of m�nd �n t�me.”

Such language was so new to Fanny that �t qu�te embarrassed
her.

“Your uncle th�nks you very pretty, dear Fanny—and that �s the
long and the short of the matter. Anybody but myself would have
made someth�ng more of �t, and anybody but you would resent that
you had not been thought very pretty before; but the truth �s, that
your uncle never d�d adm�re you t�ll now—and now he does. Your
complex�on �s so �mproved!—and you have ga�ned so much
countenance!—and your f�gure—nay, Fanny, do not turn away about
�t—�t �s but an uncle. If you cannot bear an uncle's adm�rat�on, what
�s to become of you? You must really beg�n to harden yourself to the
�dea of be�ng worth look�ng at. You must try not to m�nd grow�ng up
�nto a pretty woman.”



“Oh! don't talk so, don't talk so,” cr�ed Fanny, d�stressed by more
feel�ngs than he was aware of; but see�ng that she was d�stressed,
he had done w�th the subject, and only added more ser�ously—

“Your uncle �s d�sposed to be pleased w�th you �n every respect;
and I only w�sh you would talk to h�m more. You are one of those
who are too s�lent �n the even�ng c�rcle.”

“But I do talk to h�m more than I used. I am sure I do. D�d not you
hear me ask h�m about the slave-trade last n�ght?”

“I d�d—and was �n hopes the quest�on would be followed up by
others. It would have pleased your uncle to be �nqu�red of farther.”

“And I longed to do �t—but there was such a dead s�lence! And
wh�le my cous�ns were s�tt�ng by w�thout speak�ng a word, or
seem�ng at all �nterested �n the subject, I d�d not l�ke—I thought �t
would appear as �f I wanted to set myself off at the�r expense, by
shew�ng a cur�os�ty and pleasure �n h�s �nformat�on wh�ch he must
w�sh h�s own daughters to feel.”

“M�ss Crawford was very r�ght �n what she sa�d of you the other
day: that you seemed almost as fearful of not�ce and pra�se as other
women were of neglect. We were talk�ng of you at the Parsonage,
and those were her words. She has great d�scernment. I know
nobody who d�st�ngu�shes characters better. For so young a woman
�t �s remarkable! She certa�nly understands you better than you are
understood by the greater part of those who have known you so
long; and w�th regard to some others, I can perce�ve, from
occas�onal l�vely h�nts, the unguarded express�ons of the moment,
that she could def�ne many as accurately, d�d not del�cacy forb�d �t. I
wonder what she th�nks of my father! She must adm�re h�m as a f�ne-
look�ng man, w�th most gentlemanl�ke, d�gn�f�ed, cons�stent manners;
but perhaps, hav�ng seen h�m so seldom, h�s reserve may be a l�ttle
repuls�ve. Could they be much together, I feel sure of the�r l�k�ng
each other. He would enjoy her l�vel�ness and she has talents to
value h�s powers. I w�sh they met more frequently! I hope she does
not suppose there �s any d�sl�ke on h�s s�de.”

“She must know herself too secure of the regard of all the rest of
you,” sa�d Fanny, w�th half a s�gh, “to have any such apprehens�on.
And S�r Thomas's w�sh�ng just at f�rst to be only w�th h�s fam�ly, �s so



very natural, that she can argue noth�ng from that. After a l�ttle wh�le,
I dare say, we shall be meet�ng aga�n �n the same sort of way,
allow�ng for the d�fference of the t�me of year.”

“Th�s �s the f�rst October that she has passed �n the country s�nce
her �nfancy. I do not call Tunbr�dge or Cheltenham the country; and
November �s a st�ll more ser�ous month, and I can see that Mrs.
Grant �s very anx�ous for her not f�nd�ng Mansf�eld dull as w�nter
comes on.”

Fanny could have sa�d a great deal, but �t was safer to say
noth�ng, and leave untouched all M�ss Crawford's resources—her
accompl�shments, her sp�r�ts, her �mportance, her fr�ends, lest �t
should betray her �nto any observat�ons seem�ngly unhandsome.
M�ss Crawford's k�nd op�n�on of herself deserved at least a grateful
forbearance, and she began to talk of someth�ng else.

“To-morrow, I th�nk, my uncle d�nes at Sotherton, and you and Mr.
Bertram too. We shall be qu�te a small party at home. I hope my
uncle may cont�nue to l�ke Mr. Rushworth.”

“That �s �mposs�ble, Fanny. He must l�ke h�m less after to-morrow's
v�s�t, for we shall be f�ve hours �n h�s company. I should dread the
stup�d�ty of the day, �f there were not a much greater ev�l to follow—
the �mpress�on �t must leave on S�r Thomas. He cannot much longer
dece�ve h�mself. I am sorry for them all, and would g�ve someth�ng
that Rushworth and Mar�a had never met.”

In th�s quarter, �ndeed, d�sappo�ntment was �mpend�ng over S�r
Thomas. Not all h�s good-w�ll for Mr. Rushworth, not all Mr.
Rushworth's deference for h�m, could prevent h�m from soon
d�scern�ng some part of the truth—that Mr. Rushworth was an �nfer�or
young man, as �gnorant �n bus�ness as �n books, w�th op�n�ons �n
general unf�xed, and w�thout seem�ng much aware of �t h�mself.

He had expected a very d�fferent son-�n-law; and beg�nn�ng to feel
grave on Mar�a's account, tr�ed to understand her feel�ngs. L�ttle
observat�on there was necessary to tell h�m that �nd�fference was the
most favourable state they could be �n. Her behav�our to Mr.
Rushworth was careless and cold. She could not, d�d not l�ke h�m.
S�r Thomas resolved to speak ser�ously to her. Advantageous as
would be the all�ance, and long stand�ng and publ�c as was the



engagement, her happ�ness must not be sacr�f�ced to �t. Mr.
Rushworth had, perhaps, been accepted on too short an
acqua�ntance, and, on know�ng h�m better, she was repent�ng.

W�th solemn k�ndness S�r Thomas addressed her: told her h�s
fears, �nqu�red �nto her w�shes, entreated her to be open and s�ncere,
and assured her that every �nconven�ence should be braved, and the
connex�on ent�rely g�ven up, �f she felt herself unhappy �n the
prospect of �t. He would act for her and release her. Mar�a had a
moment's struggle as she l�stened, and only a moment's: when her
father ceased, she was able to g�ve her answer �mmed�ately,
dec�dedly, and w�th no apparent ag�tat�on. She thanked h�m for h�s
great attent�on, h�s paternal k�ndness, but he was qu�te m�staken �n
suppos�ng she had the smallest des�re of break�ng through her
engagement, or was sens�ble of any change of op�n�on or �ncl�nat�on
s�nce her form�ng �t. She had the h�ghest esteem for Mr. Rushworth's
character and d�spos�t�on, and could not have a doubt of her
happ�ness w�th h�m.

S�r Thomas was sat�sf�ed; too glad to be sat�sf�ed, perhaps, to urge
the matter qu�te so far as h�s judgment m�ght have d�ctated to others.
It was an all�ance wh�ch he could not have rel�nqu�shed w�thout pa�n;
and thus he reasoned. Mr. Rushworth was young enough to
�mprove. Mr. Rushworth must and would �mprove �n good soc�ety;
and �f Mar�a could now speak so securely of her happ�ness w�th h�m,
speak�ng certa�nly w�thout the prejud�ce, the bl�ndness of love, she
ought to be bel�eved. Her feel�ngs, probably, were not acute; he had
never supposed them to be so; but her comforts m�ght not be less on
that account; and �f she could d�spense w�th see�ng her husband a
lead�ng, sh�n�ng character, there would certa�nly be everyth�ng else �n
her favour. A well-d�sposed young woman, who d�d not marry for
love, was �n general but the more attached to her own fam�ly; and
the nearness of Sotherton to Mansf�eld must naturally hold out the
greatest temptat�on, and would, �n all probab�l�ty, be a cont�nual
supply of the most am�able and �nnocent enjoyments. Such and
such-l�ke were the reason�ngs of S�r Thomas, happy to escape the
embarrass�ng ev�ls of a rupture, the wonder, the reflect�ons, the
reproach that must attend �t; happy to secure a marr�age wh�ch
would br�ng h�m such an add�t�on of respectab�l�ty and �nfluence, and



very happy to th�nk anyth�ng of h�s daughter's d�spos�t�on that was
most favourable for the purpose.

To her the conference closed as sat�sfactor�ly as to h�m. She was
�n a state of m�nd to be glad that she had secured her fate beyond
recall: that she had pledged herself anew to Sotherton; that she was
safe from the poss�b�l�ty of g�v�ng Crawford the tr�umph of govern�ng
her act�ons, and destroy�ng her prospects; and ret�red �n proud
resolve, determ�ned only to behave more caut�ously to Mr.
Rushworth �n future, that her father m�ght not be aga�n suspect�ng
her.

Had S�r Thomas appl�ed to h�s daughter w�th�n the f�rst three or
four days after Henry Crawford's leav�ng Mansf�eld, before her
feel�ngs were at all tranqu�ll�sed, before she had g�ven up every hope
of h�m, or absolutely resolved on endur�ng h�s r�val, her answer m�ght
have been d�fferent; but after another three or four days, when there
was no return, no letter, no message, no symptom of a softened
heart, no hope of advantage from separat�on, her m�nd became cool
enough to seek all the comfort that pr�de and self revenge could
g�ve.

Henry Crawford had destroyed her happ�ness, but he should not
know that he had done �t; he should not destroy her cred�t, her
appearance, her prosper�ty, too. He should not have to th�nk of her
as p�n�ng �n the ret�rement of Mansf�eld for h�m, reject�ng Sotherton
and London, �ndependence and splendour, for h�s sake.
Independence was more needful than ever; the want of �t at
Mansf�eld more sens�bly felt. She was less and less able to endure
the restra�nt wh�ch her father �mposed. The l�berty wh�ch h�s absence
had g�ven was now become absolutely necessary. She must escape
from h�m and Mansf�eld as soon as poss�ble, and f�nd consolat�on �n
fortune and consequence, bustle and the world, for a wounded sp�r�t.
Her m�nd was qu�te determ�ned, and var�ed not.

To such feel�ngs delay, even the delay of much preparat�on, would
have been an ev�l, and Mr. Rushworth could hardly be more
�mpat�ent for the marr�age than herself. In all the �mportant
preparat�ons of the m�nd she was complete: be�ng prepared for
matr�mony by an hatred of home, restra�nt, and tranqu�ll�ty; by the



m�sery of d�sappo�nted affect�on, and contempt of the man she was
to marry. The rest m�ght wa�t. The preparat�ons of new carr�ages and
furn�ture m�ght wa�t for London and spr�ng, when her own taste could
have fa�rer play.

The pr�nc�pals be�ng all agreed �n th�s respect, �t soon appeared
that a very few weeks would be suff�c�ent for such arrangements as
must precede the wedd�ng.

Mrs. Rushworth was qu�te ready to ret�re, and make way for the
fortunate young woman whom her dear son had selected; and very
early �n November removed herself, her ma�d, her footman, and her
char�ot, w�th true dowager propr�ety, to Bath, there to parade over the
wonders of Sotherton �n her even�ng part�es; enjoy�ng them as
thoroughly, perhaps, �n the an�mat�on of a card-table, as she had
ever done on the spot; and before the m�ddle of the same month the
ceremony had taken place wh�ch gave Sotherton another m�stress.

It was a very proper wedd�ng. The br�de was elegantly dressed;
the two br�desma�ds were duly �nfer�or; her father gave her away; her
mother stood w�th salts �n her hand, expect�ng to be ag�tated; her
aunt tr�ed to cry; and the serv�ce was �mpress�vely read by Dr. Grant.
Noth�ng could be objected to when �t came under the d�scuss�on of
the ne�ghbourhood, except that the carr�age wh�ch conveyed the
br�de and br�degroom and Jul�a from the church-door to Sotherton
was the same cha�se wh�ch Mr. Rushworth had used for a
twelvemonth before. In everyth�ng else the et�quette of the day m�ght
stand the str�ctest �nvest�gat�on.

It was done, and they were gone. S�r Thomas felt as an anx�ous
father must feel, and was �ndeed exper�enc�ng much of the ag�tat�on
wh�ch h�s w�fe had been apprehens�ve of for herself, but had
fortunately escaped. Mrs. Norr�s, most happy to ass�st �n the dut�es
of the day, by spend�ng �t at the Park to support her s�ster's sp�r�ts,
and dr�nk�ng the health of Mr. and Mrs. Rushworth �n a
supernumerary glass or two, was all joyous del�ght; for she had
made the match; she had done everyth�ng; and no one would have
supposed, from her conf�dent tr�umph, that she had ever heard of
conjugal �nfel�c�ty �n her l�fe, or could have the smallest �ns�ght �nto
the d�spos�t�on of the n�ece who had been brought up under her eye.



The plan of the young couple was to proceed, after a few days, to
Br�ghton, and take a house there for some weeks. Every publ�c place
was new to Mar�a, and Br�ghton �s almost as gay �n w�nter as �n
summer. When the novelty of amusement there was over, �t would
be t�me for the w�der range of London.

Jul�a was to go w�th them to Br�ghton. S�nce r�valry between the
s�sters had ceased, they had been gradually recover�ng much of
the�r former good understand�ng; and were at least suff�c�ently
fr�ends to make each of them exceed�ngly glad to be w�th the other at
such a t�me. Some other compan�on than Mr. Rushworth was of the
f�rst consequence to h�s lady; and Jul�a was qu�te as eager for
novelty and pleasure as Mar�a, though she m�ght not have struggled
through so much to obta�n them, and could better bear a subord�nate
s�tuat�on.

The�r departure made another mater�al change at Mansf�eld, a
chasm wh�ch requ�red some t�me to f�ll up. The fam�ly c�rcle became
greatly contracted; and though the M�ss Bertrams had latterly added
l�ttle to �ts ga�ety, they could not but be m�ssed. Even the�r mother
m�ssed them; and how much more the�r tenderhearted cous�n, who
wandered about the house, and thought of them, and felt for them,
w�th a degree of affect�onate regret wh�ch they had never done much
to deserve!



CHAPTER XXII
Fanny's consequence �ncreased on the departure of her cous�ns.

Becom�ng, as she then d�d, the only young woman �n the draw�ng-
room, the only occup�er of that �nterest�ng d�v�s�on of a fam�ly �n
wh�ch she had h�therto held so humble a th�rd, �t was �mposs�ble for
her not to be more looked at, more thought of and attended to, than
she had ever been before; and “Where �s Fanny?” became no
uncommon quest�on, even w�thout her be�ng wanted for any one's
conven�ence.

Not only at home d�d her value �ncrease, but at the Parsonage too.
In that house, wh�ch she had hardly entered tw�ce a year s�nce Mr.
Norr�s's death, she became a welcome, an �nv�ted guest, and �n the
gloom and d�rt of a November day, most acceptable to Mary
Crawford. Her v�s�ts there, beg�nn�ng by chance, were cont�nued by
sol�c�tat�on. Mrs. Grant, really eager to get any change for her s�ster,
could, by the eas�est self-dece�t, persuade herself that she was
do�ng the k�ndest th�ng by Fanny, and g�v�ng her the most �mportant
opportun�t�es of �mprovement �n press�ng her frequent calls.

Fanny, hav�ng been sent �nto the v�llage on some errand by her
aunt Norr�s, was overtaken by a heavy shower close to the
Parsonage; and be�ng descr�ed from one of the w�ndows
endeavour�ng to f�nd shelter under the branches and l�nger�ng leaves
of an oak just beyond the�r prem�ses, was forced, though not w�thout
some modest reluctance on her part, to come �n. A c�v�l servant she
had w�thstood; but when Dr. Grant h�mself went out w�th an umbrella,
there was noth�ng to be done but to be very much ashamed, and to
get �nto the house as fast as poss�ble; and to poor M�ss Crawford,
who had just been contemplat�ng the d�smal ra�n �n a very
despond�ng state of m�nd, s�gh�ng over the ru�n of all her plan of
exerc�se for that morn�ng, and of every chance of see�ng a s�ngle
creature beyond themselves for the next twenty-four hours, the
sound of a l�ttle bustle at the front door, and the s�ght of M�ss Pr�ce



dr�pp�ng w�th wet �n the vest�bule, was del�ghtful. The value of an
event on a wet day �n the country was most forc�bly brought before
her. She was all al�ve aga�n d�rectly, and among the most act�ve �n
be�ng useful to Fanny, �n detect�ng her to be wetter than she would at
f�rst allow, and prov�d�ng her w�th dry clothes; and Fanny, after be�ng
obl�ged to subm�t to all th�s attent�on, and to be�ng ass�sted and
wa�ted on by m�stresses and ma�ds, be�ng also obl�ged, on return�ng
downsta�rs, to be f�xed �n the�r draw�ng-room for an hour wh�le the
ra�n cont�nued, the bless�ng of someth�ng fresh to see and th�nk of
was thus extended to M�ss Crawford, and m�ght carry on her sp�r�ts
to the per�od of dress�ng and d�nner.

The two s�sters were so k�nd to her, and so pleasant, that Fanny
m�ght have enjoyed her v�s�t could she have bel�eved herself not �n
the way, and could she have foreseen that the weather would
certa�nly clear at the end of the hour, and save her from the shame
of hav�ng Dr. Grant's carr�age and horses out to take her home, w�th
wh�ch she was threatened. As to anx�ety for any alarm that her
absence �n such weather m�ght occas�on at home, she had noth�ng
to suffer on that score; for as her be�ng out was known only to her
two aunts, she was perfectly aware that none would be felt, and that
�n whatever cottage aunt Norr�s m�ght chuse to establ�sh her dur�ng
the ra�n, her be�ng �n such cottage would be �ndub�table to aunt
Bertram.

It was beg�nn�ng to look br�ghter, when Fanny, observ�ng a harp �n
the room, asked some quest�ons about �t, wh�ch soon led to an
acknowledgment of her w�sh�ng very much to hear �t, and a
confess�on, wh�ch could hardly be bel�eved, of her hav�ng never yet
heard �t s�nce �ts be�ng �n Mansf�eld. To Fanny herself �t appeared a
very s�mple and natural c�rcumstance. She had scarcely ever been
at the Parsonage s�nce the �nstrument's arr�val, there had been no
reason that she should; but M�ss Crawford, call�ng to m�nd an early
expressed w�sh on the subject, was concerned at her own neglect;
and “Shall I play to you now?” and “What w�ll you have?” were
quest�ons �mmed�ately follow�ng w�th the read�est good-humour.

She played accord�ngly; happy to have a new l�stener, and a
l�stener who seemed so much obl�ged, so full of wonder at the



performance, and who shewed herself not want�ng �n taste. She
played t�ll Fanny's eyes, stray�ng to the w�ndow on the weather's
be�ng ev�dently fa�r, spoke what she felt must be done.

“Another quarter of an hour,” sa�d M�ss Crawford, “and we shall
see how �t w�ll be. Do not run away the f�rst moment of �ts hold�ng up.
Those clouds look alarm�ng.”

“But they are passed over,” sa�d Fanny. “I have been watch�ng
them. Th�s weather �s all from the south.”

“South or north, I know a black cloud when I see �t; and you must
not set forward wh�le �t �s so threaten�ng. And bes�des, I want to play
someth�ng more to you—a very pretty p�ece—and your cous�n
Edmund's pr�me favour�te. You must stay and hear your cous�n's
favour�te.”

Fanny felt that she must; and though she had not wa�ted for that
sentence to be th�nk�ng of Edmund, such a memento made her
part�cularly awake to h�s �dea, and she fanc�ed h�m s�tt�ng �n that
room aga�n and aga�n, perhaps �n the very spot where she sat now,
l�sten�ng w�th constant del�ght to the favour�te a�r, played, as �t
appeared to her, w�th super�or tone and express�on; and though
pleased w�th �t herself, and glad to l�ke whatever was l�ked by h�m,
she was more s�ncerely �mpat�ent to go away at the conclus�on of �t
than she had been before; and on th�s be�ng ev�dent, she was so
k�ndly asked to call aga�n, to take them �n her walk whenever she
could, to come and hear more of the harp, that she felt �t necessary
to be done, �f no object�on arose at home.

Such was the or�g�n of the sort of �nt�macy wh�ch took place
between them w�th�n the f�rst fortn�ght after the M�ss Bertrams' go�ng
away—an �nt�macy result�ng pr�nc�pally from M�ss Crawford's des�re
of someth�ng new, and wh�ch had l�ttle real�ty �n Fanny's feel�ngs.
Fanny went to her every two or three days: �t seemed a k�nd of
fasc�nat�on: she could not be easy w�thout go�ng, and yet �t was
w�thout lov�ng her, w�thout ever th�nk�ng l�ke her, w�thout any sense of
obl�gat�on for be�ng sought after now when nobody else was to be
had; and der�v�ng no h�gher pleasure from her conversat�on than
occas�onal amusement, and that often at the expense of her
judgment, when �t was ra�sed by pleasantry on people or subjects



wh�ch she w�shed to be respected. She went, however, and they
sauntered about together many an half-hour �n Mrs. Grant's
shrubbery, the weather be�ng unusually m�ld for the t�me of year, and
ventur�ng somet�mes even to s�t down on one of the benches now
comparat�vely unsheltered, rema�n�ng there perhaps t�ll, �n the m�dst
of some tender ejaculat�on of Fanny's on the sweets of so protracted
an autumn, they were forced, by the sudden swell of a cold gust
shak�ng down the last few yellow leaves about them, to jump up and
walk for warmth.

“Th�s �s pretty, very pretty,” sa�d Fanny, look�ng around her as they
were thus s�tt�ng together one day; “every t�me I come �nto th�s
shrubbery I am more struck w�th �ts growth and beauty. Three years
ago, th�s was noth�ng but a rough hedgerow along the upper s�de of
the f�eld, never thought of as anyth�ng, or capable of becom�ng
anyth�ng; and now �t �s converted �nto a walk, and �t would be d�ff�cult
to say whether most valuable as a conven�ence or an ornament; and
perhaps, �n another three years, we may be forgett�ng—almost
forgett�ng what �t was before. How wonderful, how very wonderful the
operat�ons of t�me, and the changes of the human m�nd!” And
follow�ng the latter tra�n of thought, she soon afterwards added: “If
any one faculty of our nature may be called more wonderful than the
rest, I do th�nk �t �s memory. There seems someth�ng more
speak�ngly �ncomprehens�ble �n the powers, the fa�lures, the
�nequal�t�es of memory, than �n any other of our �ntell�gences. The
memory �s somet�mes so retent�ve, so serv�ceable, so obed�ent; at
others, so bew�ldered and so weak; and at others aga�n, so tyrann�c,
so beyond control! We are, to be sure, a m�racle every way; but our
powers of recollect�ng and of forgett�ng do seem pecul�arly past
f�nd�ng out.”

M�ss Crawford, untouched and �nattent�ve, had noth�ng to say; and
Fanny, perce�v�ng �t, brought back her own m�nd to what she thought
must �nterest.

“It may seem �mpert�nent �n me to pra�se, but I must adm�re the
taste Mrs. Grant has shewn �n all th�s. There �s such a qu�et
s�mpl�c�ty �n the plan of the walk! Not too much attempted!”



“Yes,” repl�ed M�ss Crawford carelessly, “�t does very well for a
place of th�s sort. One does not th�nk of extent here; and between
ourselves, t�ll I came to Mansf�eld, I had not �mag�ned a country
parson ever asp�red to a shrubbery, or anyth�ng of the k�nd.”

“I am so glad to see the evergreens thr�ve!” sa�d Fanny, �n reply.
“My uncle's gardener always says the so�l here �s better than h�s
own, and so �t appears from the growth of the laurels and evergreens
�n general. The evergreen! How beaut�ful, how welcome, how
wonderful the evergreen! When one th�nks of �t, how aston�sh�ng a
var�ety of nature! In some countr�es we know the tree that sheds �ts
leaf �s the var�ety, but that does not make �t less amaz�ng that the
same so�l and the same sun should nurture plants d�ffer�ng �n the f�rst
rule and law of the�r ex�stence. You w�ll th�nk me rhapsod�s�ng; but
when I am out of doors, espec�ally when I am s�tt�ng out of doors, I
am very apt to get �nto th�s sort of wonder�ng stra�n. One cannot f�x
one's eyes on the commonest natural product�on w�thout f�nd�ng food
for a rambl�ng fancy.”

“To say the truth,” repl�ed M�ss Crawford, “I am someth�ng l�ke the
famous Doge at the court of Lew�s XIV.; and may declare that I see
no wonder �n th�s shrubbery equal to see�ng myself �n �t. If anybody
had told me a year ago that th�s place would be my home, that I
should be spend�ng month after month here, as I have done, I
certa�nly should not have bel�eved them. I have now been here
nearly f�ve months; and, moreover, the qu�etest f�ve months I ever
passed.”

“Too qu�et for you, I bel�eve.”
“I should have thought so theoret�cally myself, but,” and her eyes

br�ghtened as she spoke, “take �t all and all, I never spent so happy a
summer. But then,” w�th a more thoughtful a�r and lowered vo�ce,
“there �s no say�ng what �t may lead to.”

Fanny's heart beat qu�ck, and she felt qu�te unequal to surm�s�ng
or sol�c�t�ng anyth�ng more. M�ss Crawford, however, w�th renewed
an�mat�on, soon went on—

“I am consc�ous of be�ng far better reconc�led to a country
res�dence than I had ever expected to be. I can even suppose �t
pleasant to spend half the year �n the country, under certa�n



c�rcumstances, very pleasant. An elegant, moderate-s�zed house �n
the centre of fam�ly connex�ons; cont�nual engagements among
them; command�ng the f�rst soc�ety �n the ne�ghbourhood; looked up
to, perhaps, as lead�ng �t even more than those of larger fortune, and
turn�ng from the cheerful round of such amusements to noth�ng
worse than a tete-a-tete w�th the person one feels most agreeable �n
the world. There �s noth�ng fr�ghtful �n such a p�cture, �s there, M�ss
Pr�ce? One need not envy the new Mrs. Rushworth w�th such a
home as that.”

“Envy Mrs. Rushworth!” was all that Fanny attempted to say.
“Come, come, �t would be very un-handsome �n us to be severe on
Mrs. Rushworth, for I look forward to our ow�ng her a great many
gay, br�ll�ant, happy hours. I expect we shall be all very much at
Sotherton another year. Such a match as M�ss Bertram has made �s
a publ�c bless�ng; for the f�rst pleasures of Mr. Rushworth's w�fe must
be to f�ll her house, and g�ve the best balls �n the country.”

Fanny was s�lent, and M�ss Crawford relapsed �nto thoughtfulness,
t�ll suddenly look�ng up at the end of a few m�nutes, she excla�med,
“Ah! here he �s.” It was not Mr. Rushworth, however, but Edmund,
who then appeared walk�ng towards them w�th Mrs. Grant. “My s�ster
and Mr. Bertram. I am so glad your eldest cous�n �s gone, that he
may be Mr. Bertram aga�n. There �s someth�ng �n the sound of Mr.
Edmund Bertram so formal, so p�t�ful, so younger-brother-l�ke, that I
detest �t.”

“How d�fferently we feel!” cr�ed Fanny. “To me, the sound of Mr.
Bertram �s so cold and noth�ng-mean�ng, so ent�rely w�thout warmth
or character! It just stands for a gentleman, and that's all. But there �s
nobleness �n the name of Edmund. It �s a name of hero�sm and
renown; of k�ngs, pr�nces, and kn�ghts; and seems to breathe the
sp�r�t of ch�valry and warm affect�ons.”

“I grant you the name �s good �n �tself, and Lord Edmund or S�r
Edmund sound del�ghtfully; but s�nk �t under the ch�ll, the ann�h�lat�on
of a Mr., and Mr. Edmund �s no more than Mr. John or Mr. Thomas.
Well, shall we jo�n and d�sappo�nt them of half the�r lecture upon
s�tt�ng down out of doors at th�s t�me of year, by be�ng up before they
can beg�n?”



Edmund met them w�th part�cular pleasure. It was the f�rst t�me of
h�s see�ng them together s�nce the beg�nn�ng of that better
acqua�ntance wh�ch he had been hear�ng of w�th great sat�sfact�on. A
fr�endsh�p between two so very dear to h�m was exactly what he
could have w�shed: and to the cred�t of the lover's understand�ng, be
�t stated, that he d�d not by any means cons�der Fanny as the only, or
even as the greater ga�ner by such a fr�endsh�p.

“Well,” sa�d M�ss Crawford, “and do you not scold us for our
�mprudence? What do you th�nk we have been s�tt�ng down for but to
be talked to about �t, and entreated and suppl�cated never to do so
aga�n?”

“Perhaps I m�ght have scolded,” sa�d Edmund, “�f e�ther of you had
been s�tt�ng down alone; but wh�le you do wrong together, I can
overlook a great deal.”

“They cannot have been s�tt�ng long,” cr�ed Mrs. Grant, “for when I
went up for my shawl I saw them from the sta�rcase w�ndow, and
then they were walk�ng.”

“And really,” added Edmund, “the day �s so m�ld, that your s�tt�ng
down for a few m�nutes can be hardly thought �mprudent. Our
weather must not always be judged by the calendar. We may
somet�mes take greater l�bert�es �n November than �n May.”

“Upon my word,” cr�ed M�ss Crawford, “you are two of the most
d�sappo�nt�ng and unfeel�ng k�nd fr�ends I ever met w�th! There �s no
g�v�ng you a moment's uneas�ness. You do not know how much we
have been suffer�ng, nor what ch�lls we have felt! But I have long
thought Mr. Bertram one of the worst subjects to work on, �n any l�ttle
manoeuvre aga�nst common sense, that a woman could be plagued
w�th. I had very l�ttle hope of h�m from the f�rst; but you, Mrs. Grant,
my s�ster, my own s�ster, I th�nk I had a r�ght to alarm you a l�ttle.”

“Do not flatter yourself, my dearest Mary. You have not the
smallest chance of mov�ng me. I have my alarms, but they are qu�te
�n a d�fferent quarter; and �f I could have altered the weather, you
would have had a good sharp east w�nd blow�ng on you the whole
t�me—for here are some of my plants wh�ch Robert w�ll leave out
because the n�ghts are so m�ld, and I know the end of �t w�ll be, that
we shall have a sudden change of weather, a hard frost sett�ng �n all



at once, tak�ng everybody (at least Robert) by surpr�se, and I shall
lose every one; and what �s worse, cook has just been tell�ng me that
the turkey, wh�ch I part�cularly w�shed not to be dressed t�ll Sunday,
because I know how much more Dr. Grant would enjoy �t on Sunday
after the fat�gues of the day, w�ll not keep beyond to-morrow. These
are someth�ng l�ke gr�evances, and make me th�nk the weather most
unseasonably close.”

“The sweets of housekeep�ng �n a country v�llage!” sa�d M�ss
Crawford archly. “Commend me to the nurseryman and the
poulterer.”

“My dear ch�ld, commend Dr. Grant to the deanery of Westm�nster
or St. Paul's, and I should be as glad of your nurseryman and
poulterer as you could be. But we have no such people �n Mansf�eld.
What would you have me do?”

“Oh! you can do noth�ng but what you do already: be plagued very
often, and never lose your temper.”

“Thank you; but there �s no escap�ng these l�ttle vexat�ons, Mary,
l�ve where we may; and when you are settled �n town and I come to
see you, I dare say I shall f�nd you w�th yours, �n sp�te of the
nurseryman and the poulterer, perhaps on the�r very account. The�r
remoteness and unpunctual�ty, or the�r exorb�tant charges and
frauds, w�ll be draw�ng forth b�tter lamentat�ons.”

“I mean to be too r�ch to lament or to feel anyth�ng of the sort. A
large �ncome �s the best rec�pe for happ�ness I ever heard of. It
certa�nly may secure all the myrtle and turkey part of �t.”

“You �ntend to be very r�ch?” sa�d Edmund, w�th a look wh�ch, to
Fanny's eye, had a great deal of ser�ous mean�ng.

“To be sure. Do not you? Do not we all?”
“I cannot �ntend anyth�ng wh�ch �t must be so completely beyond

my power to command. M�ss Crawford may chuse her degree of
wealth. She has only to f�x on her number of thousands a year, and
there can be no doubt of the�r com�ng. My �ntent�ons are only not to
be poor.”

“By moderat�on and economy, and br�ng�ng down your wants to
your �ncome, and all that. I understand you—and a very proper plan



�t �s for a person at your t�me of l�fe, w�th such l�m�ted means and
�nd�fferent connex�ons. What can you want but a decent
ma�ntenance? You have not much t�me before you; and your
relat�ons are �n no s�tuat�on to do anyth�ng for you, or to mort�fy you
by the contrast of the�r own wealth and consequence. Be honest and
poor, by all means—but I shall not envy you; I do not much th�nk I
shall even respect you. I have a much greater respect for those that
are honest and r�ch.”

“Your degree of respect for honesty, r�ch or poor, �s prec�sely what
I have no manner of concern w�th. I do not mean to be poor. Poverty
�s exactly what I have determ�ned aga�nst. Honesty, �n the someth�ng
between, �n the m�ddle state of worldly c�rcumstances, �s all that I am
anx�ous for your not look�ng down on.”

“But I do look down upon �t, �f �t m�ght have been h�gher. I must
look down upon anyth�ng contented w�th obscur�ty when �t m�ght r�se
to d�st�nct�on.”

“But how may �t r�se? How may my honesty at least r�se to any
d�st�nct�on?”

Th�s was not so very easy a quest�on to answer, and occas�oned
an “Oh!” of some length from the fa�r lady before she could add, “You
ought to be �n parl�ament, or you should have gone �nto the army ten
years ago.”

“That �s not much to the purpose now; and as to my be�ng �n
parl�ament, I bel�eve I must wa�t t�ll there �s an espec�al assembly for
the representat�on of younger sons who have l�ttle to l�ve on. No,
M�ss Crawford,” he added, �n a more ser�ous tone, “there are
d�st�nct�ons wh�ch I should be m�serable �f I thought myself w�thout
any chance—absolutely w�thout chance or poss�b�l�ty of obta�n�ng—
but they are of a d�fferent character.”

A look of consc�ousness as he spoke, and what seemed a
consc�ousness of manner on M�ss Crawford's s�de as she made
some laugh�ng answer, was sorrowfull food for Fanny's observat�on;
and f�nd�ng herself qu�te unable to attend as she ought to Mrs. Grant,
by whose s�de she was now follow�ng the others, she had nearly
resolved on go�ng home �mmed�ately, and only wa�ted for courage to
say so, when the sound of the great clock at Mansf�eld Park, str�k�ng



three, made her feel that she had really been much longer absent
than usual, and brought the prev�ous self-�nqu�ry of whether she
should take leave or not just then, and how, to a very speedy �ssue.
W�th undoubt�ng dec�s�on she d�rectly began her ad�eus; and
Edmund began at the same t�me to recollect that h�s mother had
been �nqu�r�ng for her, and that he had walked down to the
Parsonage on purpose to br�ng her back.

Fanny's hurry �ncreased; and w�thout �n the least expect�ng
Edmund's attendance, she would have hastened away alone; but the
general pace was qu�ckened, and they all accompan�ed her �nto the
house, through wh�ch �t was necessary to pass. Dr. Grant was �n the
vest�bule, and as they stopt to speak to h�m she found, from
Edmund's manner, that he d�d mean to go w�th her. He too was
tak�ng leave. She could not but be thankful. In the moment of part�ng,
Edmund was �nv�ted by Dr. Grant to eat h�s mutton w�th h�m the next
day; and Fanny had barely t�me for an unpleasant feel�ng on the
occas�on, when Mrs. Grant, w�th sudden recollect�on, turned to her
and asked for the pleasure of her company too. Th�s was so new an
attent�on, so perfectly new a c�rcumstance �n the events of Fanny's
l�fe, that she was all surpr�se and embarrassment; and wh�le
stammer�ng out her great obl�gat�on, and her “but she d�d not
suppose �t would be �n her power,” was look�ng at Edmund for h�s
op�n�on and help. But Edmund, del�ghted w�th her hav�ng such an
happ�ness offered, and ascerta�n�ng w�th half a look, and half a
sentence, that she had no object�on but on her aunt's account, could
not �mag�ne that h�s mother would make any d�ff�culty of spar�ng her,
and therefore gave h�s dec�ded open adv�ce that the �nv�tat�on should
be accepted; and though Fanny would not venture, even on h�s
encouragement, to such a fl�ght of audac�ous �ndependence, �t was
soon settled, that �f noth�ng were heard to the contrary, Mrs. Grant
m�ght expect her.

“And you know what your d�nner w�ll be,” sa�d Mrs. Grant, sm�l�ng
—“the turkey, and I assure you a very f�ne one; for, my dear,” turn�ng
to her husband, “cook �ns�sts upon the turkey's be�ng dressed to-
morrow.”



“Very well, very well,” cr�ed Dr. Grant, “all the better; I am glad to
hear you have anyth�ng so good �n the house. But M�ss Pr�ce and Mr.
Edmund Bertram, I dare say, would take the�r chance. We none of us
want to hear the b�ll of fare. A fr�endly meet�ng, and not a f�ne d�nner,
�s all we have �n v�ew. A turkey, or a goose, or a leg of mutton, or
whatever you and your cook chuse to g�ve us.”

The two cous�ns walked home together; and, except �n the
�mmed�ate d�scuss�on of th�s engagement, wh�ch Edmund spoke of
w�th the warmest sat�sfact�on, as so part�cularly des�rable for her �n
the �nt�macy wh�ch he saw w�th so much pleasure establ�shed, �t was
a s�lent walk; for hav�ng f�n�shed that subject, he grew thoughtful and
�nd�sposed for any other.





CHAPTER XXIII
“But why should Mrs. Grant ask Fanny?” sa�d Lady Bertram. “How

came she to th�nk of ask�ng Fanny? Fanny never d�nes there, you
know, �n th�s sort of way. I cannot spare her, and I am sure she does
not want to go. Fanny, you do not want to go, do you?”

“If you put such a quest�on to her,” cr�ed Edmund, prevent�ng h�s
cous�n's speak�ng, “Fanny w�ll �mmed�ately say No; but I am sure, my
dear mother, she would l�ke to go; and I can see no reason why she
should not.”

“I cannot �mag�ne why Mrs. Grant should th�nk of ask�ng her? She
never d�d before. She used to ask your s�sters now and then, but she
never asked Fanny.”

“If you cannot do w�thout me, ma'am—” sa�d Fanny, �n a self-
deny�ng tone.

“But my mother w�ll have my father w�th her all the even�ng.”
“To be sure, so I shall.”
“Suppose you take my father's op�n�on, ma'am.”
“That's well thought of. So I w�ll, Edmund. I w�ll ask S�r Thomas, as

soon as he comes �n, whether I can do w�thout her.”
“As you please, ma'am, on that head; but I meant my father's

op�n�on as to the propr�ety of the �nv�tat�on's be�ng accepted or not;
and I th�nk he w�ll cons�der �t a r�ght th�ng by Mrs. Grant, as well as
by Fanny, that be�ng the f�rst �nv�tat�on �t should be accepted.”

“I do not know. We w�ll ask h�m. But he w�ll be very much surpr�sed
that Mrs. Grant should ask Fanny at all.”

There was noth�ng more to be sa�d, or that could be sa�d to any
purpose, t�ll S�r Thomas were present; but the subject �nvolv�ng, as �t
d�d, her own even�ng's comfort for the morrow, was so much
uppermost �n Lady Bertram's m�nd, that half an hour afterwards, on
h�s look�ng �n for a m�nute �n h�s way from h�s plantat�on to h�s



dress�ng-room, she called h�m back aga�n, when he had almost
closed the door, w�th “S�r Thomas, stop a moment—I have
someth�ng to say to you.”

Her tone of calm languor, for she never took the trouble of ra�s�ng
her vo�ce, was always heard and attended to; and S�r Thomas came
back. Her story began; and Fanny �mmed�ately sl�pped out of the
room; for to hear herself the subject of any d�scuss�on w�th her uncle
was more than her nerves could bear. She was anx�ous, she knew—
more anx�ous perhaps than she ought to be—for what was �t after all
whether she went or sta�d? but �f her uncle were to be a great wh�le
cons�der�ng and dec�d�ng, and w�th very grave looks, and those
grave looks d�rected to her, and at last dec�de aga�nst her, she m�ght
not be able to appear properly subm�ss�ve and �nd�fferent. Her
cause, meanwh�le, went on well. It began, on Lady Bertram's part,
w�th—“I have someth�ng to tell you that w�ll surpr�se you. Mrs. Grant
has asked Fanny to d�nner.”

“Well,” sa�d S�r Thomas, as �f wa�t�ng more to accompl�sh the
surpr�se.

“Edmund wants her to go. But how can I spare her?”
“She w�ll be late,” sa�d S�r Thomas, tak�ng out h�s watch; “but what

�s your d�ff�culty?”
Edmund found h�mself obl�ged to speak and f�ll up the blanks �n h�s

mother's story. He told the whole; and she had only to add, “So
strange! for Mrs. Grant never used to ask her.”

“But �s �t not very natural,” observed Edmund, “that Mrs. Grant
should w�sh to procure so agreeable a v�s�tor for her s�ster?”

“Noth�ng can be more natural,” sa�d S�r Thomas, after a short
del�berat�on; “nor, were there no s�ster �n the case, could anyth�ng, �n
my op�n�on, be more natural. Mrs. Grant's shew�ng c�v�l�ty to M�ss
Pr�ce, to Lady Bertram's n�ece, could never want explanat�on. The
only surpr�se I can feel �s, that th�s should be the f�rst t�me of �ts be�ng
pa�d. Fanny was perfectly r�ght �n g�v�ng only a cond�t�onal answer.
She appears to feel as she ought. But as I conclude that she must
w�sh to go, s�nce all young people l�ke to be together, I can see no
reason why she should be den�ed the �ndulgence.”



“But can I do w�thout her, S�r Thomas?”
“Indeed I th�nk you may.”
“She always makes tea, you know, when my s�ster �s not here.”
“Your s�ster, perhaps, may be preva�led on to spend the day w�th

us, and I shall certa�nly be at home.”
“Very well, then, Fanny may go, Edmund.”
The good news soon followed her. Edmund knocked at her door �n

h�s way to h�s own.
“Well, Fanny, �t �s all happ�ly settled, and w�thout the smallest

hes�tat�on on your uncle's s�de. He had but one op�n�on. You are to
go.”

“Thank you, I am so glad,” was Fanny's �nst�nct�ve reply; though
when she had turned from h�m and shut the door, she could not help
feel�ng, “And yet why should I be glad? for am I not certa�n of see�ng
or hear�ng someth�ng there to pa�n me?”

In sp�te of th�s conv�ct�on, however, she was glad. S�mple as such
an engagement m�ght appear �n other eyes, �t had novelty and
�mportance �n hers, for except�ng the day at Sotherton, she had
scarcely ever d�ned out before; and though now go�ng only half a
m�le, and only to three people, st�ll �t was d�n�ng out, and all the l�ttle
�nterests of preparat�on were enjoyments �n themselves. She had
ne�ther sympathy nor ass�stance from those who ought to have
entered �nto her feel�ngs and d�rected her taste; for Lady Bertram
never thought of be�ng useful to anybody, and Mrs. Norr�s, when she
came on the morrow, �n consequence of an early call and �nv�tat�on
from S�r Thomas, was �n a very �ll humour, and seemed �ntent only
on lessen�ng her n�ece's pleasure, both present and future, as much
as poss�ble.

“Upon my word, Fanny, you are �n h�gh luck to meet w�th such
attent�on and �ndulgence! You ought to be very much obl�ged to Mrs.
Grant for th�nk�ng of you, and to your aunt for lett�ng you go, and you
ought to look upon �t as someth�ng extraord�nary; for I hope you are
aware that there �s no real occas�on for your go�ng �nto company �n
th�s sort of way, or ever d�n�ng out at all; and �t �s what you must not
depend upon ever be�ng repeated. Nor must you be fancy�ng that the



�nv�tat�on �s meant as any part�cular compl�ment to you; the
compl�ment �s �ntended to your uncle and aunt and me. Mrs. Grant
th�nks �t a c�v�l�ty due to us to take a l�ttle not�ce of you, or else �t
would never have come �nto her head, and you may be very certa�n
that, �f your cous�n Jul�a had been at home, you would not have been
asked at all.”

Mrs. Norr�s had now so �ngen�ously done away all Mrs. Grant's
part of the favour, that Fanny, who found herself expected to speak,
could only say that she was very much obl�ged to her aunt Bertram
for spar�ng her, and that she was endeavour�ng to put her aunt's
even�ng work �n such a state as to prevent her be�ng m�ssed.

“Oh! depend upon �t, your aunt can do very well w�thout you, or
you would not be allowed to go. I shall be here, so you may be qu�te
easy about your aunt. And I hope you w�ll have a very agreeable
day, and f�nd �t all m�ghty del�ghtful. But I must observe that f�ve �s
the very awkwardest of all poss�ble numbers to s�t down to table; and
I cannot but be surpr�sed that such an elegant lady as Mrs. Grant
should not contr�ve better! And round the�r enormous great w�de
table, too, wh�ch f�lls up the room so dreadfully! Had the doctor been
contented to take my d�n�ng-table when I came away, as anybody �n
the�r senses would have done, �nstead of hav�ng that absurd new
one of h�s own, wh�ch �s w�der, l�terally w�der than the d�nner-table
here, how �nf�n�tely better �t would have been! and how much more
he would have been respected! for people are never respected when
they step out of the�r proper sphere. Remember that, Fanny. F�ve—
only f�ve to be s�tt�ng round that table. However, you w�ll have d�nner
enough on �t for ten, I dare say.”

Mrs. Norr�s fetched breath, and went on aga�n.
“The nonsense and folly of people's stepp�ng out of the�r rank and

try�ng to appear above themselves, makes me th�nk �t r�ght to g�ve
you a h�nt, Fanny, now that you are go�ng �nto company w�thout any
of us; and I do beseech and entreat you not to be putt�ng yourself
forward, and talk�ng and g�v�ng your op�n�on as �f you were one of
your cous�ns—as �f you were dear Mrs. Rushworth or Jul�a. That w�ll
never do, bel�eve me. Remember, wherever you are, you must be
the lowest and last; and though M�ss Crawford �s �n a manner at



home at the Parsonage, you are not to be tak�ng place of her. And as
to com�ng away at n�ght, you are to stay just as long as Edmund
chuses. Leave h�m to settle that.”

“Yes, ma'am, I should not th�nk of anyth�ng else.”
“And �f �t should ra�n, wh�ch I th�nk exceed�ngly l�kely, for I never

saw �t more threaten�ng for a wet even�ng �n my l�fe, you must
manage as well as you can, and not be expect�ng the carr�age to be
sent for you. I certa�nly do not go home to-n�ght, and, therefore, the
carr�age w�ll not be out on my account; so you must make up your
m�nd to what may happen, and take your th�ngs accord�ngly.”

Her n�ece thought �t perfectly reasonable. She rated her own
cla�ms to comfort as low even as Mrs. Norr�s could; and when S�r
Thomas soon afterwards, just open�ng the door, sa�d, “Fanny, at
what t�me would you have the carr�age come round?” she felt a
degree of aston�shment wh�ch made �t �mposs�ble for her to speak.

“My dear S�r Thomas!” cr�ed Mrs. Norr�s, red w�th anger, “Fanny
can walk.”

“Walk!” repeated S�r Thomas, �n a tone of most unanswerable
d�gn�ty, and com�ng farther �nto the room. “My n�ece walk to a d�nner
engagement at th�s t�me of the year! W�ll twenty m�nutes after four
su�t you?”

“Yes, s�r,” was Fanny's humble answer, g�ven w�th the feel�ngs
almost of a cr�m�nal towards Mrs. Norr�s; and not bear�ng to rema�n
w�th her �n what m�ght seem a state of tr�umph, she followed her
uncle out of the room, hav�ng sta�d beh�nd h�m only long enough to
hear these words spoken �n angry ag�tat�on—

“Qu�te unnecessary! a great deal too k�nd! But Edmund goes; true,
�t �s upon Edmund's account. I observed he was hoarse on Thursday
n�ght.”

But th�s could not �mpose on Fanny. She felt that the carr�age was
for herself, and herself alone: and her uncle's cons�derat�on of her,
com�ng �mmed�ately after such representat�ons from her aunt, cost
her some tears of grat�tude when she was alone.

The coachman drove round to a m�nute; another m�nute brought
down the gentleman; and as the lady had, w�th a most scrupulous



fear of be�ng late, been many m�nutes seated �n the draw�ng-room,
S�r Thomas saw them off �n as good t�me as h�s own correctly
punctual hab�ts requ�red.

“Now I must look at you, Fanny,” sa�d Edmund, w�th the k�nd sm�le
of an affect�onate brother, “and tell you how I l�ke you; and as well as
I can judge by th�s l�ght, you look very n�cely �ndeed. What have you
got on?”

“The new dress that my uncle was so good as to g�ve me on my
cous�n's marr�age. I hope �t �s not too f�ne; but I thought I ought to
wear �t as soon as I could, and that I m�ght not have such another
opportun�ty all the w�nter. I hope you do not th�nk me too f�ne.”

“A woman can never be too f�ne wh�le she �s all �n wh�te. No, I see
no f�nery about you; noth�ng but what �s perfectly proper. Your gown
seems very pretty. I l�ke these glossy spots. Has not M�ss Crawford a
gown someth�ng the same?”

In approach�ng the Parsonage they passed close by the stable-
yard and coach-house.

“Heyday!” sa�d Edmund, “here's company, here's a carr�age! who
have they got to meet us?” And lett�ng down the s�de-glass to
d�st�ngu�sh, “'T�s Crawford's, Crawford's barouche, I protest! There
are h�s own two men push�ng �t back �nto �ts old quarters. He �s here,
of course. Th�s �s qu�te a surpr�se, Fanny. I shall be very glad to see
h�m.”

There was no occas�on, there was no t�me for Fanny to say how
very d�fferently she felt; but the �dea of hav�ng such another to
observe her was a great �ncrease of the trep�dat�on w�th wh�ch she
performed the very awful ceremony of walk�ng �nto the draw�ng-
room.

In the draw�ng-room Mr. Crawford certa�nly was, hav�ng been just
long enough arr�ved to be ready for d�nner; and the sm�les and
pleased looks of the three others stand�ng round h�m, shewed how
welcome was h�s sudden resolut�on of com�ng to them for a few days
on leav�ng Bath. A very cord�al meet�ng passed between h�m and
Edmund; and w�th the except�on of Fanny, the pleasure was general;
and even to her there m�ght be some advantage �n h�s presence,
s�nce every add�t�on to the party must rather forward her favour�te



�ndulgence of be�ng suffered to s�t s�lent and unattended to. She was
soon aware of th�s herself; for though she must subm�t, as her own
propr�ety of m�nd d�rected, �n sp�te of her aunt Norr�s's op�n�on, to
be�ng the pr�nc�pal lady �n company, and to all the l�ttle d�st�nct�ons
consequent thereon, she found, wh�le they were at table, such a
happy flow of conversat�on preva�l�ng, �n wh�ch she was not requ�red
to take any part—there was so much to be sa�d between the brother
and s�ster about Bath, so much between the two young men about
hunt�ng, so much of pol�t�cs between Mr. Crawford and Dr. Grant,
and of everyth�ng and all together between Mr. Crawford and Mrs.
Grant, as to leave her the fa�rest prospect of hav�ng only to l�sten �n
qu�et, and of pass�ng a very agreeable day. She could not
compl�ment the newly arr�ved gentleman, however, w�th any
appearance of �nterest, �n a scheme for extend�ng h�s stay at
Mansf�eld, and send�ng for h�s hunters from Norfolk, wh�ch,
suggested by Dr. Grant, adv�sed by Edmund, and warmly urged by
the two s�sters, was soon �n possess�on of h�s m�nd, and wh�ch he
seemed to want to be encouraged even by her to resolve on. Her
op�n�on was sought as to the probable cont�nuance of the open
weather, but her answers were as short and �nd�fferent as c�v�l�ty
allowed. She could not w�sh h�m to stay, and would much rather not
have h�m speak to her.

Her two absent cous�ns, espec�ally Mar�a, were much �n her
thoughts on see�ng h�m; but no embarrass�ng remembrance affected
h�s sp�r�ts. Here he was aga�n on the same ground where all had
passed before, and apparently as w�ll�ng to stay and be happy
w�thout the M�ss Bertrams, as �f he had never known Mansf�eld �n
any other state. She heard them spoken of by h�m only �n a general
way, t�ll they were all re-assembled �n the draw�ng-room, when
Edmund, be�ng engaged apart �n some matter of bus�ness w�th Dr.
Grant, wh�ch seemed ent�rely to engross them, and Mrs. Grant
occup�ed at the tea-table, he began talk�ng of them w�th more
part�cular�ty to h�s other s�ster. W�th a s�gn�f�cant sm�le, wh�ch made
Fanny qu�te hate h�m, he sa�d, “So! Rushworth and h�s fa�r br�de are
at Br�ghton, I understand; happy man!”

“Yes, they have been there about a fortn�ght, M�ss Pr�ce, have they
not? And Jul�a �s w�th them.”



“And Mr. Yates, I presume, �s not far off.”
“Mr. Yates! Oh! we hear noth�ng of Mr. Yates. I do not �mag�ne he

f�gures much �n the letters to Mansf�eld Park; do you, M�ss Pr�ce? I
th�nk my fr�end Jul�a knows better than to enterta�n her father w�th
Mr. Yates.”

“Poor Rushworth and h�s two-and-forty speeches!” cont�nued
Crawford. “Nobody can ever forget them. Poor fellow! I see h�m now
—h�s to�l and h�s despa�r. Well, I am much m�staken �f h�s lovely
Mar�a w�ll ever want h�m to make two-and-forty speeches to her”;
add�ng, w�th a momentary ser�ousness, “She �s too good for h�m—
much too good.” And then chang�ng h�s tone aga�n to one of gentle
gallantry, and address�ng Fanny, he sa�d, “You were Mr. Rushworth's
best fr�end. Your k�ndness and pat�ence can never be forgotten, your
�ndefat�gable pat�ence �n try�ng to make �t poss�ble for h�m to learn
h�s part—�n try�ng to g�ve h�m a bra�n wh�ch nature had den�ed—to
m�x up an understand�ng for h�m out of the superflu�ty of your own!
He m�ght not have sense enough h�mself to est�mate your k�ndness,
but I may venture to say that �t had honour from all the rest of the
party.”

Fanny coloured, and sa�d noth�ng.
“It �s as a dream, a pleasant dream!” he excla�med, break�ng forth

aga�n, after a few m�nutes' mus�ng. “I shall always look back on our
theatr�cals w�th exqu�s�te pleasure. There was such an �nterest, such
an an�mat�on, such a sp�r�t d�ffused. Everybody felt �t. We were all
al�ve. There was employment, hope, sol�c�tude, bustle, for every hour
of the day. Always some l�ttle object�on, some l�ttle doubt, some l�ttle
anx�ety to be got over. I never was happ�er.”

W�th s�lent �nd�gnat�on Fanny repeated to herself, “Never happ�er!
—never happ�er than when do�ng what you must know was not
just�f�able!—never happ�er than when behav�ng so d�shonourably
and unfeel�ngly! Oh! what a corrupted m�nd!”

“We were unlucky, M�ss Pr�ce,” he cont�nued, �n a lower tone, to
avo�d the poss�b�l�ty of be�ng heard by Edmund, and not at all aware
of her feel�ngs, “we certa�nly were very unlucky. Another week, only
one other week, would have been enough for us. I th�nk �f we had
had the d�sposal of events—�f Mansf�eld Park had had the



government of the w�nds just for a week or two, about the equ�nox,
there would have been a d�fference. Not that we would have
endangered h�s safety by any tremendous weather—but only by a
steady contrary w�nd, or a calm. I th�nk, M�ss Pr�ce, we would have
�ndulged ourselves w�th a week's calm �n the Atlant�c at that season.”

He seemed determ�ned to be answered; and Fanny, avert�ng her
face, sa�d, w�th a f�rmer tone than usual, “As far as I am concerned,
s�r, I would not have delayed h�s return for a day. My uncle
d�sapproved �t all so ent�rely when he d�d arr�ve, that �n my op�n�on
everyth�ng had gone qu�te far enough.”

She had never spoken so much at once to h�m �n her l�fe before,
and never so angr�ly to any one; and when her speech was over, she
trembled and blushed at her own dar�ng. He was surpr�sed; but after
a few moments' s�lent cons�derat�on of her, repl�ed �n a calmer,
graver tone, and as �f the cand�d result of conv�ct�on, “I bel�eve you
are r�ght. It was more pleasant than prudent. We were gett�ng too
no�sy.” And then turn�ng the conversat�on, he would have engaged
her on some other subject, but her answers were so shy and
reluctant that he could not advance �n any.

M�ss Crawford, who had been repeatedly eye�ng Dr. Grant and
Edmund, now observed, “Those gentlemen must have some very
�nterest�ng po�nt to d�scuss.”

“The most �nterest�ng �n the world,” repl�ed her brother—“how to
make money; how to turn a good �ncome �nto a better. Dr. Grant �s
g�v�ng Bertram �nstruct�ons about the l�v�ng he �s to step �nto so soon.
I f�nd he takes orders �n a few weeks. They were at �t �n the d�n�ng-
parlour. I am glad to hear Bertram w�ll be so well off. He w�ll have a
very pretty �ncome to make ducks and drakes w�th, and earned
w�thout much trouble. I apprehend he w�ll not have less than seven
hundred a year. Seven hundred a year �s a f�ne th�ng for a younger
brother; and as of course he w�ll st�ll l�ve at home, �t w�ll be all for h�s
menus pla�s�rs; and a sermon at Chr�stmas and Easter, I suppose,
w�ll be the sum total of sacr�f�ce.”

H�s s�ster tr�ed to laugh off her feel�ngs by say�ng, “Noth�ng
amuses me more than the easy manner w�th wh�ch everybody
settles the abundance of those who have a great deal less than



themselves. You would look rather blank, Henry, �f your menus
pla�s�rs were to be l�m�ted to seven hundred a year.”

“Perhaps I m�ght; but all that you know �s ent�rely comparat�ve.
B�rthr�ght and hab�t must settle the bus�ness. Bertram �s certa�nly well
off for a cadet of even a baronet's fam�ly. By the t�me he �s four or
f�ve and twenty he w�ll have seven hundred a year, and noth�ng to do
for �t.”

M�ss Crawford could have sa�d that there would be a someth�ng to
do and to suffer for �t, wh�ch she could not th�nk l�ghtly of; but she
checked herself and let �t pass; and tr�ed to look calm and
unconcerned when the two gentlemen shortly afterwards jo�ned
them.

“Bertram,” sa�d Henry Crawford, “I shall make a po�nt of com�ng to
Mansf�eld to hear you preach your f�rst sermon. I shall come on
purpose to encourage a young beg�nner. When �s �t to be? M�ss
Pr�ce, w�ll not you jo�n me �n encourag�ng your cous�n? W�ll not you
engage to attend w�th your eyes stead�ly f�xed on h�m the whole t�me
—as I shall do—not to lose a word; or only look�ng off just to note
down any sentence preem�nently beaut�ful? We w�ll prov�de
ourselves w�th tablets and a penc�l. When w�ll �t be? You must preach
at Mansf�eld, you know, that S�r Thomas and Lady Bertram may hear
you.”

“I shall keep clear of you, Crawford, as long as I can,” sa�d
Edmund; “for you would be more l�kely to d�sconcert me, and I
should be more sorry to see you try�ng at �t than almost any other
man.”

“W�ll he not feel th�s?” thought Fanny. “No, he can feel noth�ng as
he ought.”

The party be�ng now all un�ted, and the ch�ef talkers attract�ng
each other, she rema�ned �n tranqu�ll�ty; and as a wh�st-table was
formed after tea—formed really for the amusement of Dr. Grant, by
h�s attent�ve w�fe, though �t was not to be supposed so—and M�ss
Crawford took her harp, she had noth�ng to do but to l�sten; and her
tranqu�ll�ty rema�ned und�sturbed the rest of the even�ng, except
when Mr. Crawford now and then addressed to her a quest�on or
observat�on, wh�ch she could not avo�d answer�ng. M�ss Crawford



was too much vexed by what had passed to be �n a humour for
anyth�ng but mus�c. W�th that she soothed herself and amused her
fr�end.

The assurance of Edmund's be�ng so soon to take orders, com�ng
upon her l�ke a blow that had been suspended, and st�ll hoped
uncerta�n and at a d�stance, was felt w�th resentment and
mort�f�cat�on. She was very angry w�th h�m. She had thought her
�nfluence more. She had begun to th�nk of h�m; she felt that she had,
w�th great regard, w�th almost dec�ded �ntent�ons; but she would now
meet h�m w�th h�s own cool feel�ngs. It was pla�n that he could have
no ser�ous v�ews, no true attachment, by f�x�ng h�mself �n a s�tuat�on
wh�ch he must know she would never stoop to. She would learn to
match h�m �n h�s �nd�fference. She would henceforth adm�t h�s
attent�ons w�thout any �dea beyond �mmed�ate amusement. If he
could so command h�s affect�ons, hers should do her no harm.



CHAPTER XXIV
Henry Crawford had qu�te made up h�s m�nd by the next morn�ng

to g�ve another fortn�ght to Mansf�eld, and hav�ng sent for h�s
hunters, and wr�tten a few l�nes of explanat�on to the Adm�ral, he
looked round at h�s s�ster as he sealed and threw the letter from h�m,
and see�ng the coast clear of the rest of the fam�ly, sa�d, w�th a sm�le,
“And how do you th�nk I mean to amuse myself, Mary, on the days
that I do not hunt? I am grown too old to go out more than three
t�mes a week; but I have a plan for the �ntermed�ate days, and what
do you th�nk �t �s?”

“To walk and r�de w�th me, to be sure.”
“Not exactly, though I shall be happy to do both, but that would be

exerc�se only to my body, and I must take care of my m�nd. Bes�des,
that would be all recreat�on and �ndulgence, w�thout the wholesome
alloy of labour, and I do not l�ke to eat the bread of �dleness. No, my
plan �s to make Fanny Pr�ce �n love w�th me.”

“Fanny Pr�ce! Nonsense! No, no. You ought to be sat�sf�ed w�th her
two cous�ns.”

“But I cannot be sat�sf�ed w�thout Fanny Pr�ce, w�thout mak�ng a
small hole �n Fanny Pr�ce's heart. You do not seem properly aware of
her cla�ms to not�ce. When we talked of her last n�ght, you none of
you seemed sens�ble of the wonderful �mprovement that has taken
place �n her looks w�th�n the last s�x weeks. You see her every day,
and therefore do not not�ce �t; but I assure you she �s qu�te a d�fferent
creature from what she was �n the autumn. She was then merely a
qu�et, modest, not pla�n-look�ng g�rl, but she �s now absolutely pretty.
I used to th�nk she had ne�ther complex�on nor countenance; but �n
that soft sk�n of hers, so frequently t�nged w�th a blush as �t was
yesterday, there �s dec�ded beauty; and from what I observed of her
eyes and mouth, I do not despa�r of the�r be�ng capable of
express�on enough when she has anyth�ng to express. And then, her



a�r, her manner, her tout ensemble, �s so �ndescr�bably �mproved!
She must be grown two �nches, at least, s�nce October.”

“Phoo! phoo! Th�s �s only because there were no tall women to
compare her w�th, and because she has got a new gown, and you
never saw her so well dressed before. She �s just what she was �n
October, bel�eve me. The truth �s, that she was the only g�rl �n
company for you to not�ce, and you must have a somebody. I have
always thought her pretty—not str�k�ngly pretty—but 'pretty enough,'
as people say; a sort of beauty that grows on one. Her eyes should
be darker, but she has a sweet sm�le; but as for th�s wonderful
degree of �mprovement, I am sure �t may all be resolved �nto a better
style of dress, and your hav�ng nobody else to look at; and therefore,
�f you do set about a fl�rtat�on w�th her, you never w�ll persuade me
that �t �s �n compl�ment to her beauty, or that �t proceeds from
anyth�ng but your own �dleness and folly.”

Her brother gave only a sm�le to th�s accusat�on, and soon
afterwards sa�d, “I do not qu�te know what to make of M�ss Fanny. I
do not understand her. I could not tell what she would be at
yesterday. What �s her character? Is she solemn? Is she queer? Is
she prud�sh? Why d�d she draw back and look so grave at me? I
could hardly get her to speak. I never was so long �n company w�th a
g�rl �n my l�fe, try�ng to enterta�n her, and succeed so �ll! Never met
w�th a g�rl who looked so grave on me! I must try to get the better of
th�s. Her looks say, 'I w�ll not l�ke you, I am determ�ned not to l�ke
you'; and I say she shall.”

“Fool�sh fellow! And so th�s �s her attract�on after all! Th�s �t �s, her
not car�ng about you, wh�ch g�ves her such a soft sk�n, and makes
her so much taller, and produces all these charms and graces! I do
des�re that you w�ll not be mak�ng her really unhappy; a l�ttle love,
perhaps, may an�mate and do her good, but I w�ll not have you
plunge her deep, for she �s as good a l�ttle creature as ever l�ved,
and has a great deal of feel�ng.”

“It can be but for a fortn�ght,” sa�d Henry; “and �f a fortn�ght can k�ll
her, she must have a const�tut�on wh�ch noth�ng could save. No, I w�ll
not do her any harm, dear l�ttle soul! only want her to look k�ndly on
me, to g�ve me sm�les as well as blushes, to keep a cha�r for me by



herself wherever we are, and be all an�mat�on when I take �t and talk
to her; to th�nk as I th�nk, be �nterested �n all my possess�ons and
pleasures, try to keep me longer at Mansf�eld, and feel when I go
away that she shall be never happy aga�n. I want noth�ng more.”

“Moderat�on �tself!” sa�d Mary. “I can have no scruples now. Well,
you w�ll have opportun�t�es enough of endeavour�ng to recommend
yourself, for we are a great deal together.”

And w�thout attempt�ng any farther remonstrance, she left Fanny
to her fate, a fate wh�ch, had not Fanny's heart been guarded �n a
way unsuspected by M�ss Crawford, m�ght have been a l�ttle harder
than she deserved; for although there doubtless are such
unconquerable young lad�es of e�ghteen (or one should not read
about them) as are never to be persuaded �nto love aga�nst the�r
judgment by all that talent, manner, attent�on, and flattery can do, I
have no �ncl�nat�on to bel�eve Fanny one of them, or to th�nk that w�th
so much tenderness of d�spos�t�on, and so much taste as belonged
to her, she could have escaped heart-whole from the courtsh�p
(though the courtsh�p only of a fortn�ght) of such a man as Crawford,
�n sp�te of there be�ng some prev�ous �ll op�n�on of h�m to be
overcome, had not her affect�on been engaged elsewhere. W�th all
the secur�ty wh�ch love of another and d�sesteem of h�m could g�ve to
the peace of m�nd he was attack�ng, h�s cont�nued attent�ons—
cont�nued, but not obtrus�ve, and adapt�ng themselves more and
more to the gentleness and del�cacy of her character—obl�ged her
very soon to d�sl�ke h�m less than formerly. She had by no means
forgotten the past, and she thought as �ll of h�m as ever; but she felt
h�s powers: he was enterta�n�ng; and h�s manners were so �mproved,
so pol�te, so ser�ously and blamelessly pol�te, that �t was �mposs�ble
not to be c�v�l to h�m �n return.

A very few days were enough to effect th�s; and at the end of
those few days, c�rcumstances arose wh�ch had a tendency rather to
forward h�s v�ews of pleas�ng her, �nasmuch as they gave her a
degree of happ�ness wh�ch must d�spose her to be pleased w�th
everybody. W�ll�am, her brother, the so long absent and dearly loved
brother, was �n England aga�n. She had a letter from h�m herself, a
few hurr�ed happy l�nes, wr�tten as the sh�p came up Channel, and



sent �nto Portsmouth w�th the f�rst boat that left the Antwerp at
anchor �n Sp�thead; and when Crawford walked up w�th the
newspaper �n h�s hand, wh�ch he had hoped would br�ng the f�rst
t�d�ngs, he found her trembl�ng w�th joy over th�s letter, and l�sten�ng
w�th a glow�ng, grateful countenance to the k�nd �nv�tat�on wh�ch her
uncle was most collectedly d�ctat�ng �n reply.

It was but the day before that Crawford had made h�mself
thoroughly master of the subject, or had �n fact become at all aware
of her hav�ng such a brother, or h�s be�ng �n such a sh�p, but the
�nterest then exc�ted had been very properly l�vely, determ�n�ng h�m
on h�s return to town to apply for �nformat�on as to the probable
per�od of the Antwerp's return from the Med�terranean, etc.; and the
good luck wh�ch attended h�s early exam�nat�on of sh�p news the
next morn�ng seemed the reward of h�s �ngenu�ty �n f�nd�ng out such
a method of pleas�ng her, as well as of h�s dut�ful attent�on to the
Adm�ral, �n hav�ng for many years taken �n the paper esteemed to
have the earl�est naval �ntell�gence. He proved, however, to be too
late. All those f�ne f�rst feel�ngs, of wh�ch he had hoped to be the
exc�ter, were already g�ven. But h�s �ntent�on, the k�ndness of h�s
�ntent�on, was thankfully acknowledged: qu�te thankfully and warmly,
for she was elevated beyond the common t�m�d�ty of her m�nd by the
flow of her love for W�ll�am.

Th�s dear W�ll�am would soon be amongst them. There could be
no doubt of h�s obta�n�ng leave of absence �mmed�ately, for he was
st�ll only a m�dsh�pman; and as h�s parents, from l�v�ng on the spot,
must already have seen h�m, and be see�ng h�m perhaps da�ly, h�s
d�rect hol�days m�ght w�th just�ce be �nstantly g�ven to the s�ster, who
had been h�s best correspondent through a per�od of seven years,
and the uncle who had done most for h�s support and advancement;
and accord�ngly the reply to her reply, f�x�ng a very early day for h�s
arr�val, came as soon as poss�ble; and scarcely ten days had passed
s�nce Fanny had been �n the ag�tat�on of her f�rst d�nner-v�s�t, when
she found herself �n an ag�tat�on of a h�gher nature, watch�ng �n the
hall, �n the lobby, on the sta�rs, for the f�rst sound of the carr�age
wh�ch was to br�ng her a brother.



It came happ�ly wh�le she was thus wa�t�ng; and there be�ng
ne�ther ceremony nor fearfulness to delay the moment of meet�ng,
she was w�th h�m as he entered the house, and the f�rst m�nutes of
exqu�s�te feel�ng had no �nterrupt�on and no w�tnesses, unless the
servants ch�efly �ntent upon open�ng the proper doors could be called
such. Th�s was exactly what S�r Thomas and Edmund had been
separately conn�v�ng at, as each proved to the other by the
sympathet�c alacr�ty w�th wh�ch they both adv�sed Mrs. Norr�s's
cont�nu�ng where she was, �nstead of rush�ng out �nto the hall as
soon as the no�ses of the arr�val reached them.

W�ll�am and Fanny soon shewed themselves; and S�r Thomas had
the pleasure of rece�v�ng, �n h�s protege, certa�nly a very d�fferent
person from the one he had equ�pped seven years ago, but a young
man of an open, pleasant countenance, and frank, unstud�ed, but
feel�ng and respectful manners, and such as conf�rmed h�m h�s
fr�end.

It was long before Fanny could recover from the ag�tat�ng
happ�ness of such an hour as was formed by the last th�rty m�nutes
of expectat�on, and the f�rst of fru�t�on; �t was some t�me even before
her happ�ness could be sa�d to make her happy, before the
d�sappo�ntment �nseparable from the alterat�on of person had
van�shed, and she could see �n h�m the same W�ll�am as before, and
talk to h�m, as her heart had been yearn�ng to do through many a
past year. That t�me, however, d�d gradually come, forwarded by an
affect�on on h�s s�de as warm as her own, and much less
encumbered by ref�nement or self-d�strust. She was the f�rst object of
h�s love, but �t was a love wh�ch h�s stronger sp�r�ts, and bolder
temper, made �t as natural for h�m to express as to feel. On the
morrow they were walk�ng about together w�th true enjoyment, and
every succeed�ng morrow renewed a tete-a-tete wh�ch S�r Thomas
could not but observe w�th complacency, even before Edmund had
po�nted �t out to h�m.

Except�ng the moments of pecul�ar del�ght, wh�ch any marked or
unlooked-for �nstance of Edmund's cons�derat�on of her �n the last
few months had exc�ted, Fanny had never known so much fel�c�ty �n
her l�fe, as �n th�s unchecked, equal, fearless �ntercourse w�th the



brother and fr�end who was open�ng all h�s heart to her, tell�ng her all
h�s hopes and fears, plans, and sol�c�tudes respect�ng that long
thought of, dearly earned, and justly valued bless�ng of promot�on;
who could g�ve her d�rect and m�nute �nformat�on of the father and
mother, brothers and s�sters, of whom she very seldom heard; who
was �nterested �n all the comforts and all the l�ttle hardsh�ps of her
home at Mansf�eld; ready to th�nk of every member of that home as
she d�rected, or d�ffer�ng only by a less scrupulous op�n�on, and more
no�sy abuse of the�r aunt Norr�s, and w�th whom (perhaps the
dearest �ndulgence of the whole) all the ev�l and good of the�r earl�est
years could be gone over aga�n, and every former un�ted pa�n and
pleasure retraced w�th the fondest recollect�on. An advantage th�s, a
strengthener of love, �n wh�ch even the conjugal t�e �s beneath the
fraternal. Ch�ldren of the same fam�ly, the same blood, w�th the same
f�rst assoc�at�ons and hab�ts, have some means of enjoyment �n the�r
power, wh�ch no subsequent connex�ons can supply; and �t must be
by a long and unnatural estrangement, by a d�vorce wh�ch no
subsequent connex�on can just�fy, �f such prec�ous rema�ns of the
earl�est attachments are ever ent�rely outl�ved. Too often, alas! �t �s
so. Fraternal love, somet�mes almost everyth�ng, �s at others worse
than noth�ng. But w�th W�ll�am and Fanny Pr�ce �t was st�ll a
sent�ment �n all �ts pr�me and freshness, wounded by no oppos�t�on
of �nterest, cooled by no separate attachment, and feel�ng the
�nfluence of t�me and absence only �n �ts �ncrease.

An affect�on so am�able was advanc�ng each �n the op�n�on of all
who had hearts to value anyth�ng good. Henry Crawford was as
much struck w�th �t as any. He honoured the warm-hearted, blunt
fondness of the young sa�lor, wh�ch led h�m to say, w�th h�s hands
stretched towards Fanny's head, “Do you know, I beg�n to l�ke that
queer fash�on already, though when I f�rst heard of such th�ngs be�ng
done �n England, I could not bel�eve �t; and when Mrs. Brown, and
the other women at the Comm�ss�oner's at G�braltar, appeared �n the
same tr�m, I thought they were mad; but Fanny can reconc�le me to
anyth�ng”; and saw, w�th l�vely adm�rat�on, the glow of Fanny's cheek,
the br�ghtness of her eye, the deep �nterest, the absorbed attent�on,
wh�le her brother was descr�b�ng any of the �mm�nent hazards, or
terr�f�c scenes, wh�ch such a per�od at sea must supply.



It was a p�cture wh�ch Henry Crawford had moral taste enough to
value. Fanny's attract�ons �ncreased—�ncreased twofold; for the
sens�b�l�ty wh�ch beaut�f�ed her complex�on and �llum�ned her
countenance was an attract�on �n �tself. He was no longer �n doubt of
the capab�l�t�es of her heart. She had feel�ng, genu�ne feel�ng. It
would be someth�ng to be loved by such a g�rl, to exc�te the f�rst
ardours of her young unsoph�st�cated m�nd! She �nterested h�m more
than he had foreseen. A fortn�ght was not enough. H�s stay became
�ndef�n�te.

W�ll�am was often called on by h�s uncle to be the talker. H�s
rec�tals were amus�ng �n themselves to S�r Thomas, but the ch�ef
object �n seek�ng them was to understand the rec�ter, to know the
young man by h�s h�stor�es; and he l�stened to h�s clear, s�mple,
sp�r�ted deta�ls w�th full sat�sfact�on, see�ng �n them the proof of good
pr�nc�ples, profess�onal knowledge, energy, courage, and
cheerfulness, everyth�ng that could deserve or prom�se well. Young
as he was, W�ll�am had already seen a great deal. He had been �n
the Med�terranean; �n the West Ind�es; �n the Med�terranean aga�n;
had been often taken on shore by the favour of h�s capta�n, and �n
the course of seven years had known every var�ety of danger wh�ch
sea and war together could offer. W�th such means �n h�s power he
had a r�ght to be l�stened to; and though Mrs. Norr�s could f�dget
about the room, and d�sturb everybody �n quest of two needlefuls of
thread or a second-hand sh�rt button, �n the m�dst of her nephew's
account of a sh�pwreck or an engagement, everybody else was
attent�ve; and even Lady Bertram could not hear of such horrors
unmoved, or w�thout somet�mes l�ft�ng her eyes from her work to say,
“Dear me! how d�sagreeable! I wonder anybody can ever go to sea.”

To Henry Crawford they gave a d�fferent feel�ng. He longed to
have been at sea, and seen and done and suffered as much. H�s
heart was warmed, h�s fancy f�red, and he felt the h�ghest respect for
a lad who, before he was twenty, had gone through such bod�ly
hardsh�ps and g�ven such proofs of m�nd. The glory of hero�sm, of
usefulness, of exert�on, of endurance, made h�s own hab�ts of self�sh
�ndulgence appear �n shameful contrast; and he w�shed he had been
a W�ll�am Pr�ce, d�st�ngu�sh�ng h�mself and work�ng h�s way to fortune



and consequence w�th so much self-respect and happy ardour,
�nstead of what he was!

The w�sh was rather eager than last�ng. He was roused from the
rever�e of retrospect�on and regret produced by �t, by some �nqu�ry
from Edmund as to h�s plans for the next day's hunt�ng; and he found
�t was as well to be a man of fortune at once w�th horses and grooms
at h�s command. In one respect �t was better, as �t gave h�m the
means of conferr�ng a k�ndness where he w�shed to obl�ge. W�th
sp�r�ts, courage, and cur�os�ty up to anyth�ng, W�ll�am expressed an
�ncl�nat�on to hunt; and Crawford could mount h�m w�thout the
sl�ghtest �nconven�ence to h�mself, and w�th only some scruples to
obv�ate �n S�r Thomas, who knew better than h�s nephew the value of
such a loan, and some alarms to reason away �n Fanny. She feared
for W�ll�am; by no means conv�nced by all that he could relate of h�s
own horsemansh�p �n var�ous countr�es, of the scrambl�ng part�es �n
wh�ch he had been engaged, the rough horses and mules he had
r�dden, or h�s many narrow escapes from dreadful falls, that he was
at all equal to the management of a h�gh-fed hunter �n an Engl�sh
fox-chase; nor t�ll he returned safe and well, w�thout acc�dent or
d�scred�t, could she be reconc�led to the r�sk, or feel any of that
obl�gat�on to Mr. Crawford for lend�ng the horse wh�ch he had fully
�ntended �t should produce. When �t was proved, however, to have
done W�ll�am no harm, she could allow �t to be a k�ndness, and even
reward the owner w�th a sm�le when the an�mal was one m�nute
tendered to h�s use aga�n; and the next, w�th the greatest cord�al�ty,
and �n a manner not to be res�sted, made over to h�s use ent�rely so
long as he rema�ned �n Northamptonsh�re.
                        [End volume one of this edition.
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CHAPTER XXV
The �ntercourse of the two fam�l�es was at th�s per�od more nearly

restored to what �t had been �n the autumn, than any member of the
old �nt�macy had thought ever l�kely to be aga�n. The return of Henry
Crawford, and the arr�val of W�ll�am Pr�ce, had much to do w�th �t, but
much was st�ll ow�ng to S�r Thomas's more than tolerat�on of the
ne�ghbourly attempts at the Parsonage. H�s m�nd, now d�sengaged
from the cares wh�ch had pressed on h�m at f�rst, was at le�sure to
f�nd the Grants and the�r young �nmates really worth v�s�t�ng; and
though �nf�n�tely above schem�ng or contr�v�ng for any the most
advantageous matr�mon�al establ�shment that could be among the
apparent poss�b�l�t�es of any one most dear to h�m, and d�sda�n�ng
even as a l�ttleness the be�ng qu�ck-s�ghted on such po�nts, he could
not avo�d perce�v�ng, �n a grand and careless way, that Mr. Crawford
was somewhat d�st�ngu�sh�ng h�s n�ece—nor perhaps refra�n (though
unconsc�ously) from g�v�ng a more w�ll�ng assent to �nv�tat�ons on
that account.

H�s read�ness, however, �n agree�ng to d�ne at the Parsonage,
when the general �nv�tat�on was at last hazarded, after many debates
and many doubts as to whether �t were worth wh�le, “because S�r
Thomas seemed so �ll �ncl�ned, and Lady Bertram was so �ndolent!”
proceeded from good-breed�ng and goodw�ll alone, and had noth�ng
to do w�th Mr. Crawford, but as be�ng one �n an agreeable group: for
�t was �n the course of that very v�s�t that he f�rst began to th�nk that
any one �n the hab�t of such �dle observat�ons would have thought
that Mr. Crawford was the adm�rer of Fanny Pr�ce.

The meet�ng was generally felt to be a pleasant one, be�ng
composed �n a good proport�on of those who would talk and those
who would l�sten; and the d�nner �tself was elegant and plent�ful,
accord�ng to the usual style of the Grants, and too much accord�ng to
the usual hab�ts of all to ra�se any emot�on except �n Mrs. Norr�s, who
could never behold e�ther the w�de table or the number of d�shes on



�t w�th pat�ence, and who d�d always contr�ve to exper�ence some ev�l
from the pass�ng of the servants beh�nd her cha�r, and to br�ng away
some fresh conv�ct�on of �ts be�ng �mposs�ble among so many d�shes
but that some must be cold.

In the even�ng �t was found, accord�ng to the predeterm�nat�on of
Mrs. Grant and her s�ster, that after mak�ng up the wh�st-table there
would rema�n suff�c�ent for a round game, and everybody be�ng as
perfectly comply�ng and w�thout a cho�ce as on such occas�ons they
always are, speculat�on was dec�ded on almost as soon as wh�st;
and Lady Bertram soon found herself �n the cr�t�cal s�tuat�on of be�ng
appl�ed to for her own cho�ce between the games, and be�ng
requ�red e�ther to draw a card for wh�st or not. She hes�tated. Luck�ly
S�r Thomas was at hand.

“What shall I do, S�r Thomas? Wh�st and speculat�on; wh�ch w�ll
amuse me most?”

S�r Thomas, after a moment's thought, recommended speculat�on.
He was a wh�st player h�mself, and perhaps m�ght feel that �t would
not much amuse h�m to have her for a partner.

“Very well,” was her ladysh�p's contented answer; “then
speculat�on, �f you please, Mrs. Grant. I know noth�ng about �t, but
Fanny must teach me.”

Here Fanny �nterposed, however, w�th anx�ous protestat�ons of her
own equal �gnorance; she had never played the game nor seen �t
played �n her l�fe; and Lady Bertram felt a moment's �ndec�s�on
aga�n; but upon everybody's assur�ng her that noth�ng could be so
easy, that �t was the eas�est game on the cards, and Henry
Crawford's stepp�ng forward w�th a most earnest request to be
allowed to s�t between her ladysh�p and M�ss Pr�ce, and teach them
both, �t was so settled; and S�r Thomas, Mrs. Norr�s, and Dr. and
Mrs. Grant be�ng seated at the table of pr�me �ntellectual state and
d�gn�ty, the rema�n�ng s�x, under M�ss Crawford's d�rect�on, were
arranged round the other. It was a f�ne arrangement for Henry
Crawford, who was close to Fanny, and w�th h�s hands full of
bus�ness, hav�ng two persons' cards to manage as well as h�s own;
for though �t was �mposs�ble for Fanny not to feel herself m�stress of
the rules of the game �n three m�nutes, he had yet to �nsp�r�t her play,



sharpen her avar�ce, and harden her heart, wh�ch, espec�ally �n any
compet�t�on w�th W�ll�am, was a work of some d�ff�culty; and as for
Lady Bertram, he must cont�nue �n charge of all her fame and fortune
through the whole even�ng; and �f qu�ck enough to keep her from
look�ng at her cards when the deal began, must d�rect her �n
whatever was to be done w�th them to the end of �t.

He was �n h�gh sp�r�ts, do�ng everyth�ng w�th happy ease, and
preem�nent �n all the l�vely turns, qu�ck resources, and playful
�mpudence that could do honour to the game; and the round table
was altogether a very comfortable contrast to the steady sobr�ety
and orderly s�lence of the other.

Tw�ce had S�r Thomas �nqu�red �nto the enjoyment and success of
h�s lady, but �n va�n; no pause was long enough for the t�me h�s
measured manner needed; and very l�ttle of her state could be
known t�ll Mrs. Grant was able, at the end of the f�rst rubber, to go to
her and pay her compl�ments.

“I hope your ladysh�p �s pleased w�th the game.”
“Oh dear, yes! very enterta�n�ng �ndeed. A very odd game. I do not

know what �t �s all about. I am never to see my cards; and Mr.
Crawford does all the rest.”

“Bertram,” sa�d Crawford, some t�me afterwards, tak�ng the
opportun�ty of a l�ttle languor �n the game, “I have never told you
what happened to me yesterday �n my r�de home.” They had been
hunt�ng together, and were �n the m�dst of a good run, and at some
d�stance from Mansf�eld, when h�s horse be�ng found to have flung a
shoe, Henry Crawford had been obl�ged to g�ve up, and make the
best of h�s way back. “I told you I lost my way after pass�ng that old
farmhouse w�th the yew-trees, because I can never bear to ask; but I
have not told you that, w�th my usual luck—for I never do wrong
w�thout ga�n�ng by �t—I found myself �n due t�me �n the very place
wh�ch I had a cur�os�ty to see. I was suddenly, upon turn�ng the
corner of a steep�sh downy f�eld, �n the m�dst of a ret�red l�ttle v�llage
between gently r�s�ng h�lls; a small stream before me to be forded, a
church stand�ng on a sort of knoll to my r�ght—wh�ch church was
str�k�ngly large and handsome for the place, and not a gentleman or
half a gentleman's house to be seen except�ng one—to be presumed



the Parsonage—w�th�n a stone's throw of the sa�d knoll and church. I
found myself, �n short, �n Thornton Lacey.”

“It sounds l�ke �t,” sa�d Edmund; “but wh�ch way d�d you turn after
pass�ng Sewell's farm?”

“I answer no such �rrelevant and �ns�d�ous quest�ons; though were
I to answer all that you could put �n the course of an hour, you would
never be able to prove that �t was not Thornton Lacey—for such �t
certa�nly was.”

“You �nqu�red, then?”
“No, I never �nqu�re. But I told a man mend�ng a hedge that �t was

Thornton Lacey, and he agreed to �t.”
“You have a good memory. I had forgotten hav�ng ever told you

half so much of the place.”
Thornton Lacey was the name of h�s �mpend�ng l�v�ng, as M�ss

Crawford well knew; and her �nterest �n a negot�at�on for W�ll�am
Pr�ce's knave �ncreased.

“Well,” cont�nued Edmund, “and how d�d you l�ke what you saw?”
“Very much �ndeed. You are a lucky fellow. There w�ll be work for

f�ve summers at least before the place �s l�veable.”
“No, no, not so bad as that. The farmyard must be moved, I grant

you; but I am not aware of anyth�ng else. The house �s by no means
bad, and when the yard �s removed, there may be a very tolerable
approach to �t.”

“The farmyard must be cleared away ent�rely, and planted up to
shut out the blacksm�th's shop. The house must be turned to front
the east �nstead of the north—the entrance and pr�nc�pal rooms, I
mean, must be on that s�de, where the v�ew �s really very pretty; I am
sure �t may be done. And there must be your approach, through what
�s at present the garden. You must make a new garden at what �s
now the back of the house; wh�ch w�ll be g�v�ng �t the best aspect �n
the world, slop�ng to the south-east. The ground seems prec�sely
formed for �t. I rode f�fty yards up the lane, between the church and
the house, �n order to look about me; and saw how �t m�ght all be.
Noth�ng can be eas�er. The meadows beyond what w�ll be the
garden, as well as what now �s, sweep�ng round from the lane I



stood �n to the north-east, that �s, to the pr�nc�pal road through the
v�llage, must be all la�d together, of course; very pretty meadows
they are, f�nely spr�nkled w�th t�mber. They belong to the l�v�ng, I
suppose; �f not, you must purchase them. Then the stream—
someth�ng must be done w�th the stream; but I could not qu�te
determ�ne what. I had two or three �deas.”

“And I have two or three �deas also,” sa�d Edmund, “and one of
them �s, that very l�ttle of your plan for Thornton Lacey w�ll ever be
put �n pract�ce. I must be sat�sf�ed w�th rather less ornament and
beauty. I th�nk the house and prem�ses may be made comfortable,
and g�ven the a�r of a gentleman's res�dence, w�thout any very heavy
expense, and that must suff�ce me; and, I hope, may suff�ce all who
care about me.”

M�ss Crawford, a l�ttle susp�c�ous and resentful of a certa�n tone of
vo�ce, and a certa�n half-look attend�ng the last express�on of h�s
hope, made a hasty f�n�sh of her deal�ngs w�th W�ll�am Pr�ce; and
secur�ng h�s knave at an exorb�tant rate, excla�med, “There, I w�ll
stake my last l�ke a woman of sp�r�t. No cold prudence for me. I am
not born to s�t st�ll and do noth�ng. If I lose the game, �t shall not be
from not str�v�ng for �t.”

The game was hers, and only d�d not pay her for what she had
g�ven to secure �t. Another deal proceeded, and Crawford began
aga�n about Thornton Lacey.

“My plan may not be the best poss�ble: I had not many m�nutes to
form �t �n; but you must do a good deal. The place deserves �t, and
you w�ll f�nd yourself not sat�sf�ed w�th much less than �t �s capable
of. (Excuse me, your ladysh�p must not see your cards. There, let
them l�e just before you.) The place deserves �t, Bertram. You talk of
g�v�ng �t the a�r of a gentleman's res�dence. That w�ll be done by the
removal of the farmyard; for, �ndependent of that terr�ble nu�sance, I
never saw a house of the k�nd wh�ch had �n �tself so much the a�r of a
gentleman's res�dence, so much the look of a someth�ng above a
mere parsonage-house—above the expend�ture of a few hundreds a
year. It �s not a scrambl�ng collect�on of low s�ngle rooms, w�th as
many roofs as w�ndows; �t �s not cramped �nto the vulgar
compactness of a square farmhouse: �t �s a sol�d, roomy, mans�on-



l�ke look�ng house, such as one m�ght suppose a respectable old
country fam�ly had l�ved �n from generat�on to generat�on, through
two centur�es at least, and were now spend�ng from two to three
thousand a year �n.” M�ss Crawford l�stened, and Edmund agreed to
th�s. “The a�r of a gentleman's res�dence, therefore, you cannot but
g�ve �t, �f you do anyth�ng. But �t �s capable of much more. (Let me
see, Mary; Lady Bertram b�ds a dozen for that queen; no, no, a
dozen �s more than �t �s worth. Lady Bertram does not b�d a dozen.
She w�ll have noth�ng to say to �t. Go on, go on.) By some such
�mprovements as I have suggested (I do not really requ�re you to
proceed upon my plan, though, by the bye, I doubt anybody's str�k�ng
out a better) you may g�ve �t a h�gher character. You may ra�se �t �nto
a place. From be�ng the mere gentleman's res�dence, �t becomes, by
jud�c�ous �mprovement, the res�dence of a man of educat�on, taste,
modern manners, good connex�ons. All th�s may be stamped on �t;
and that house rece�ve such an a�r as to make �ts owner be set down
as the great landholder of the par�sh by every creature travell�ng the
road; espec�ally as there �s no real squ�re's house to d�spute the
po�nt—a c�rcumstance, between ourselves, to enhance the value of
such a s�tuat�on �n po�nt of pr�v�lege and �ndependence beyond all
calculat�on. You th�nk w�th me, I hope” (turn�ng w�th a softened vo�ce
to Fanny). “Have you ever seen the place?”

Fanny gave a qu�ck negat�ve, and tr�ed to h�de her �nterest �n the
subject by an eager attent�on to her brother, who was dr�v�ng as hard
a barga�n, and �mpos�ng on her as much as he could; but Crawford
pursued w�th “No, no, you must not part w�th the queen. You have
bought her too dearly, and your brother does not offer half her value.
No, no, s�r, hands off, hands off. Your s�ster does not part w�th the
queen. She �s qu�te determ�ned. The game w�ll be yours,” turn�ng to
her aga�n; “�t w�ll certa�nly be yours.”

“And Fanny had much rather �t were W�ll�am's,” sa�d Edmund,
sm�l�ng at her. “Poor Fanny! not allowed to cheat herself as she
w�shes!”

“Mr. Bertram,” sa�d M�ss Crawford, a few m�nutes afterwards, “you
know Henry to be such a cap�tal �mprover, that you cannot poss�bly
engage �n anyth�ng of the sort at Thornton Lacey w�thout accept�ng



h�s help. Only th�nk how useful he was at Sotherton! Only th�nk what
grand th�ngs were produced there by our all go�ng w�th h�m one hot
day �n August to dr�ve about the grounds, and see h�s gen�us take
f�re. There we went, and there we came home aga�n; and what was
done there �s not to be told!”

Fanny's eyes were turned on Crawford for a moment w�th an
express�on more than grave—even reproachful; but on catch�ng h�s,
were �nstantly w�thdrawn. W�th someth�ng of consc�ousness he
shook h�s head at h�s s�ster, and laugh�ngly repl�ed, “I cannot say
there was much done at Sotherton; but �t was a hot day, and we
were all walk�ng after each other, and bew�ldered.” As soon as a
general buzz gave h�m shelter, he added, �n a low vo�ce, d�rected
solely at Fanny, “I should be sorry to have my powers of plann�ng
judged of by the day at Sotherton. I see th�ngs very d�fferently now.
Do not th�nk of me as I appeared then.”

Sotherton was a word to catch Mrs. Norr�s, and be�ng just then �n
the happy le�sure wh�ch followed secur�ng the odd tr�ck by S�r
Thomas's cap�tal play and her own aga�nst Dr. and Mrs. Grant's
great hands, she called out, �n h�gh good-humour, “Sotherton! Yes,
that �s a place, �ndeed, and we had a charm�ng day there. W�ll�am,
you are qu�te out of luck; but the next t�me you come, I hope dear Mr.
and Mrs. Rushworth w�ll be at home, and I am sure I can answer for
your be�ng k�ndly rece�ved by both. Your cous�ns are not of a sort to
forget the�r relat�ons, and Mr. Rushworth �s a most am�able man.
They are at Br�ghton now, you know; �n one of the best houses there,
as Mr. Rushworth's f�ne fortune g�ves them a r�ght to be. I do not
exactly know the d�stance, but when you get back to Portsmouth, �f �t
�s not very far off, you ought to go over and pay your respects to
them; and I could send a l�ttle parcel by you that I want to get
conveyed to your cous�ns.”

“I should be very happy, aunt; but Br�ghton �s almost by Beachey
Head; and �f I could get so far, I could not expect to be welcome �n
such a smart place as that—poor scrubby m�dsh�pman as I am.”

Mrs. Norr�s was beg�nn�ng an eager assurance of the affab�l�ty he
m�ght depend on, when she was stopped by S�r Thomas's say�ng
w�th author�ty, “I do not adv�se your go�ng to Br�ghton, W�ll�am, as I



trust you may soon have more conven�ent opportun�t�es of meet�ng;
but my daughters would be happy to see the�r cous�ns anywhere;
and you w�ll f�nd Mr. Rushworth most s�ncerely d�sposed to regard all
the connex�ons of our fam�ly as h�s own.”

“I would rather f�nd h�m pr�vate secretary to the F�rst Lord than
anyth�ng else,” was W�ll�am's only answer, �n an undervo�ce, not
meant to reach far, and the subject dropped.

As yet S�r Thomas had seen noth�ng to remark �n Mr. Crawford's
behav�our; but when the wh�st-table broke up at the end of the
second rubber, and leav�ng Dr. Grant and Mrs. Norr�s to d�spute over
the�r last play, he became a looker-on at the other, he found h�s
n�ece the object of attent�ons, or rather of profess�ons, of a
somewhat po�nted character.

Henry Crawford was �n the f�rst glow of another scheme about
Thornton Lacey; and not be�ng able to catch Edmund's ear, was
deta�l�ng �t to h�s fa�r ne�ghbour w�th a look of cons�derable
earnestness. H�s scheme was to rent the house h�mself the follow�ng
w�nter, that he m�ght have a home of h�s own �n that ne�ghbourhood;
and �t was not merely for the use of �t �n the hunt�ng-season (as he
was then tell�ng her), though that cons�derat�on had certa�nly some
we�ght, feel�ng as he d�d that, �n sp�te of all Dr. Grant's very great
k�ndness, �t was �mposs�ble for h�m and h�s horses to be
accommodated where they now were w�thout mater�al
�nconven�ence; but h�s attachment to that ne�ghbourhood d�d not
depend upon one amusement or one season of the year: he had set
h�s heart upon hav�ng a someth�ng there that he could come to at
any t�me, a l�ttle homestall at h�s command, where all the hol�days of
h�s year m�ght be spent, and he m�ght f�nd h�mself cont�nu�ng,
�mprov�ng, and perfect�ng that fr�endsh�p and �nt�macy w�th the
Mansf�eld Park fam�ly wh�ch was �ncreas�ng �n value to h�m every
day. S�r Thomas heard and was not offended. There was no want of
respect �n the young man's address; and Fanny's recept�on of �t was
so proper and modest, so calm and un�nv�t�ng, that he had noth�ng to
censure �n her. She sa�d l�ttle, assented only here and there, and
betrayed no �ncl�nat�on e�ther of appropr�at�ng any part of the
compl�ment to herself, or of strengthen�ng h�s v�ews �n favour of



Northamptonsh�re. F�nd�ng by whom he was observed, Henry
Crawford addressed h�mself on the same subject to S�r Thomas, �n a
more everyday tone, but st�ll w�th feel�ng.

“I want to be your ne�ghbour, S�r Thomas, as you have, perhaps,
heard me tell�ng M�ss Pr�ce. May I hope for your acqu�escence, and
for your not �nfluenc�ng your son aga�nst such a tenant?”

S�r Thomas, pol�tely bow�ng, repl�ed, “It �s the only way, s�r, �n
wh�ch I could not w�sh you establ�shed as a permanent ne�ghbour;
but I hope, and bel�eve, that Edmund w�ll occupy h�s own house at
Thornton Lacey. Edmund, am I say�ng too much?”

Edmund, on th�s appeal, had f�rst to hear what was go�ng on; but,
on understand�ng the quest�on, was at no loss for an answer.

“Certa�nly, s�r, I have no �dea but of res�dence. But, Crawford,
though I refuse you as a tenant, come to me as a fr�end. Cons�der
the house as half your own every w�nter, and we w�ll add to the
stables on your own �mproved plan, and w�th all the �mprovements of
your �mproved plan that may occur to you th�s spr�ng.”

“We shall be the losers,” cont�nued S�r Thomas. “H�s go�ng, though
only e�ght m�les, w�ll be an unwelcome contract�on of our fam�ly
c�rcle; but I should have been deeply mort�f�ed �f any son of m�ne
could reconc�le h�mself to do�ng less. It �s perfectly natural that you
should not have thought much on the subject, Mr. Crawford. But a
par�sh has wants and cla�ms wh�ch can be known only by a
clergyman constantly res�dent, and wh�ch no proxy can be capable
of sat�sfy�ng to the same extent. Edmund m�ght, �n the common
phrase, do the duty of Thornton, that �s, he m�ght read prayers and
preach, w�thout g�v�ng up Mansf�eld Park: he m�ght r�de over every
Sunday, to a house nom�nally �nhab�ted, and go through d�v�ne
serv�ce; he m�ght be the clergyman of Thornton Lacey every seventh
day, for three or four hours, �f that would content h�m. But �t w�ll not.
He knows that human nature needs more lessons than a weekly
sermon can convey; and that �f he does not l�ve among h�s
par�sh�oners, and prove h�mself, by constant attent�on, the�r well-
w�sher and fr�end, he does very l�ttle e�ther for the�r good or h�s own.”

Mr. Crawford bowed h�s acqu�escence.



“I repeat aga�n,” added S�r Thomas, “that Thornton Lacey �s the
only house �n the ne�ghbourhood �n wh�ch I should not be happy to
wa�t on Mr. Crawford as occup�er.”

Mr. Crawford bowed h�s thanks.
“S�r Thomas,” sa�d Edmund, “undoubtedly understands the duty of

a par�sh pr�est. We must hope h�s son may prove that he knows �t
too.”

Whatever effect S�r Thomas's l�ttle harangue m�ght really produce
on Mr. Crawford, �t ra�sed some awkward sensat�ons �n two of the
others, two of h�s most attent�ve l�steners—M�ss Crawford and
Fanny. One of whom, hav�ng never before understood that Thornton
was so soon and so completely to be h�s home, was ponder�ng w�th
downcast eyes on what �t would be not to see Edmund every day;
and the other, startled from the agreeable fanc�es she had been
prev�ously �ndulg�ng on the strength of her brother's descr�pt�on, no
longer able, �n the p�cture she had been form�ng of a future Thornton,
to shut out the church, s�nk the clergyman, and see only the
respectable, elegant, modern�sed, and occas�onal res�dence of a
man of �ndependent fortune, was cons�der�ng S�r Thomas, w�th
dec�ded �ll-w�ll, as the destroyer of all th�s, and suffer�ng the more
from that �nvoluntary forbearance wh�ch h�s character and manner
commanded, and from not dar�ng to rel�eve herself by a s�ngle
attempt at throw�ng r�d�cule on h�s cause.

All the agreeable of her speculat�on was over for that hour. It was
t�me to have done w�th cards, �f sermons preva�led; and she was
glad to f�nd �t necessary to come to a conclus�on, and be able to
refresh her sp�r�ts by a change of place and ne�ghbour.

The ch�ef of the party were now collected �rregularly round the f�re,
and wa�t�ng the f�nal break-up. W�ll�am and Fanny were the most
detached. They rema�ned together at the otherw�se deserted card-
table, talk�ng very comfortably, and not th�nk�ng of the rest, t�ll some
of the rest began to th�nk of them. Henry Crawford's cha�r was the
f�rst to be g�ven a d�rect�on towards them, and he sat s�lently
observ�ng them for a few m�nutes; h�mself, �n the meanwh�le,
observed by S�r Thomas, who was stand�ng �n chat w�th Dr. Grant.



“Th�s �s the assembly n�ght,” sa�d W�ll�am. “If I were at Portsmouth
I should be at �t, perhaps.”

“But you do not w�sh yourself at Portsmouth, W�ll�am?”
“No, Fanny, that I do not. I shall have enough of Portsmouth and of

danc�ng too, when I cannot have you. And I do not know that there
would be any good �n go�ng to the assembly, for I m�ght not get a
partner. The Portsmouth g�rls turn up the�r noses at anybody who
has not a comm�ss�on. One m�ght as well be noth�ng as a
m�dsh�pman. One �s noth�ng, �ndeed. You remember the Gregorys;
they are grown up amaz�ng f�ne g�rls, but they w�ll hardly speak to
me, because Lucy �s courted by a l�eutenant.”

“Oh! shame, shame! But never m�nd �t, W�ll�am” (her own cheeks
�n a glow of �nd�gnat�on as she spoke). “It �s not worth m�nd�ng. It �s
no reflect�on on you; �t �s no more than what the greatest adm�rals
have all exper�enced, more or less, �n the�r t�me. You must th�nk of
that, you must try to make up your m�nd to �t as one of the hardsh�ps
wh�ch fall to every sa�lor's share, l�ke bad weather and hard l�v�ng,
only w�th th�s advantage, that there w�ll be an end to �t, that there w�ll
come a t�me when you w�ll have noth�ng of that sort to endure. When
you are a l�eutenant! only th�nk, W�ll�am, when you are a l�eutenant,
how l�ttle you w�ll care for any nonsense of th�s k�nd.”

“I beg�n to th�nk I shall never be a l�eutenant, Fanny. Everybody
gets made but me.”

“Oh! my dear W�ll�am, do not talk so; do not be so despond�ng. My
uncle says noth�ng, but I am sure he w�ll do everyth�ng �n h�s power
to get you made. He knows, as well as you do, of what consequence
�t �s.”

She was checked by the s�ght of her uncle much nearer to them
than she had any susp�c�on of, and each found �t necessary to talk of
someth�ng else.

“Are you fond of danc�ng, Fanny?”
“Yes, very; only I am soon t�red.”
“I should l�ke to go to a ball w�th you and see you dance. Have you

never any balls at Northampton? I should l�ke to see you dance, and
I'd dance w�th you �f you would, for nobody would know who I was



here, and I should l�ke to be your partner once more. We used to
jump about together many a t�me, d�d not we? when the hand-organ
was �n the street? I am a pretty good dancer �n my way, but I dare
say you are a better.” And turn�ng to h�s uncle, who was now close to
them, “Is not Fanny a very good dancer, s�r?”

Fanny, �n d�smay at such an unprecedented quest�on, d�d not
know wh�ch way to look, or how to be prepared for the answer. Some
very grave reproof, or at least the coldest express�on of �nd�fference,
must be com�ng to d�stress her brother, and s�nk her to the ground.
But, on the contrary, �t was no worse than, “I am sorry to say that I
am unable to answer your quest�on. I have never seen Fanny dance
s�nce she was a l�ttle g�rl; but I trust we shall both th�nk she acqu�ts
herself l�ke a gentlewoman when we do see her, wh�ch, perhaps, we
may have an opportun�ty of do�ng ere long.”

“I have had the pleasure of see�ng your s�ster dance, Mr. Pr�ce,”
sa�d Henry Crawford, lean�ng forward, “and w�ll engage to answer
every �nqu�ry wh�ch you can make on the subject, to your ent�re
sat�sfact�on. But I bel�eve” (see�ng Fanny looked d�stressed) “�t must
be at some other t�me. There �s one person �n company who does
not l�ke to have M�ss Pr�ce spoken of.”

True enough, he had once seen Fanny dance; and �t was equally
true that he would now have answered for her gl�d�ng about w�th
qu�et, l�ght elegance, and �n adm�rable t�me; but, �n fact, he could not
for the l�fe of h�m recall what her danc�ng had been, and rather took �t
for granted that she had been present than remembered anyth�ng
about her.

He passed, however, for an adm�rer of her danc�ng; and S�r
Thomas, by no means d�spleased, prolonged the conversat�on on
danc�ng �n general, and was so well engaged �n descr�b�ng the balls
of Ant�gua, and l�sten�ng to what h�s nephew could relate of the
d�fferent modes of danc�ng wh�ch had fallen w�th�n h�s observat�on,
that he had not heard h�s carr�age announced, and was f�rst called to
the knowledge of �t by the bustle of Mrs. Norr�s.

“Come, Fanny, Fanny, what are you about? We are go�ng. Do not
you see your aunt �s go�ng? Qu�ck, qu�ck! I cannot bear to keep good
old W�lcox wa�t�ng. You should always remember the coachman and



horses. My dear S�r Thomas, we have settled �t that the carr�age
should come back for you, and Edmund and W�ll�am.”

S�r Thomas could not d�ssent, as �t had been h�s own
arrangement, prev�ously commun�cated to h�s w�fe and s�ster; but
that seemed forgotten by Mrs. Norr�s, who must fancy that she
settled �t all herself.

Fanny's last feel�ng �n the v�s�t was d�sappo�ntment: for the shawl
wh�ch Edmund was qu�etly tak�ng from the servant to br�ng and put
round her shoulders was se�zed by Mr. Crawford's qu�cker hand, and
she was obl�ged to be �ndebted to h�s more prom�nent attent�on.





CHAPTER XXVI
W�ll�am's des�re of see�ng Fanny dance made more than a

momentary �mpress�on on h�s uncle. The hope of an opportun�ty,
wh�ch S�r Thomas had then g�ven, was not g�ven to be thought of no
more. He rema�ned stead�ly �ncl�ned to grat�fy so am�able a feel�ng;
to grat�fy anybody else who m�ght w�sh to see Fanny dance, and to
g�ve pleasure to the young people �n general; and hav�ng thought the
matter over, and taken h�s resolut�on �n qu�et �ndependence, the
result of �t appeared the next morn�ng at breakfast, when, after
recall�ng and commend�ng what h�s nephew had sa�d, he added, “I
do not l�ke, W�ll�am, that you should leave Northamptonsh�re w�thout
th�s �ndulgence. It would g�ve me pleasure to see you both dance.
You spoke of the balls at Northampton. Your cous�ns have
occas�onally attended them; but they would not altogether su�t us
now. The fat�gue would be too much for your aunt. I bel�eve we must
not th�nk of a Northampton ball. A dance at home would be more
el�g�ble; and �f—”

“Ah, my dear S�r Thomas!” �nterrupted Mrs. Norr�s, “I knew what
was com�ng. I knew what you were go�ng to say. If dear Jul�a were at
home, or dearest Mrs. Rushworth at Sotherton, to afford a reason,
an occas�on for such a th�ng, you would be tempted to g�ve the
young people a dance at Mansf�eld. I know you would. If they were
at home to grace the ball, a ball you would have th�s very Chr�stmas.
Thank your uncle, W�ll�am, thank your uncle!”

“My daughters,” repl�ed S�r Thomas, gravely �nterpos�ng, “have
the�r pleasures at Br�ghton, and I hope are very happy; but the dance
wh�ch I th�nk of g�v�ng at Mansf�eld w�ll be for the�r cous�ns. Could we
be all assembled, our sat�sfact�on would undoubtedly be more
complete, but the absence of some �s not to debar the others of
amusement.”

Mrs. Norr�s had not another word to say. She saw dec�s�on �n h�s
looks, and her surpr�se and vexat�on requ�red some m�nutes' s�lence



to be settled �nto composure. A ball at such a t�me! H�s daughters
absent and herself not consulted! There was comfort, however, soon
at hand. She must be the doer of everyth�ng: Lady Bertram would of
course be spared all thought and exert�on, and �t would all fall upon
her. She should have to do the honours of the even�ng; and th�s
reflect�on qu�ckly restored so much of her good-humour as enabled
her to jo�n �n w�th the others, before the�r happ�ness and thanks were
all expressed.

Edmund, W�ll�am, and Fanny d�d, �n the�r d�fferent ways, look and
speak as much grateful pleasure �n the prom�sed ball as S�r Thomas
could des�re. Edmund's feel�ngs were for the other two. H�s father
had never conferred a favour or shewn a k�ndness more to h�s
sat�sfact�on.

Lady Bertram was perfectly qu�escent and contented, and had no
object�ons to make. S�r Thomas engaged for �ts g�v�ng her very l�ttle
trouble; and she assured h�m “that she was not at all afra�d of the
trouble; �ndeed, she could not �mag�ne there would be any.”

Mrs. Norr�s was ready w�th her suggest�ons as to the rooms he
would th�nk f�ttest to be used, but found �t all prearranged; and when
she would have conjectured and h�nted about the day, �t appeared
that the day was settled too. S�r Thomas had been amus�ng h�mself
w�th shap�ng a very complete outl�ne of the bus�ness; and as soon as
she would l�sten qu�etly, could read h�s l�st of the fam�l�es to be
�nv�ted, from whom he calculated, w�th all necessary allowance for
the shortness of the not�ce, to collect young people enough to form
twelve or fourteen couple: and could deta�l the cons�derat�ons wh�ch
had �nduced h�m to f�x on the 22nd as the most el�g�ble day. W�ll�am
was requ�red to be at Portsmouth on the 24th; the 22nd would
therefore be the last day of h�s v�s�t; but where the days were so few
�t would be unw�se to f�x on any earl�er. Mrs. Norr�s was obl�ged to be
sat�sf�ed w�th th�nk�ng just the same, and w�th hav�ng been on the
po�nt of propos�ng the 22nd herself, as by far the best day for the
purpose.

The ball was now a settled th�ng, and before the even�ng a
procla�med th�ng to all whom �t concerned. Inv�tat�ons were sent w�th
despatch, and many a young lady went to bed that n�ght w�th her



head full of happy cares as well as Fanny. To her the cares were
somet�mes almost beyond the happ�ness; for young and
�nexper�enced, w�th small means of cho�ce and no conf�dence �n her
own taste, the “how she should be dressed” was a po�nt of pa�nful
sol�c�tude; and the almost sol�tary ornament �n her possess�on, a
very pretty amber cross wh�ch W�ll�am had brought her from S�c�ly,
was the greatest d�stress of all, for she had noth�ng but a b�t of
r�bbon to fasten �t to; and though she had worn �t �n that manner
once, would �t be allowable at such a t�me �n the m�dst of all the r�ch
ornaments wh�ch she supposed all the other young lad�es would
appear �n? And yet not to wear �t! W�ll�am had wanted to buy her a
gold cha�n too, but the purchase had been beyond h�s means, and
therefore not to wear the cross m�ght be mort�fy�ng h�m. These were
anx�ous cons�derat�ons; enough to sober her sp�r�ts even under the
prospect of a ball g�ven pr�nc�pally for her grat�f�cat�on.

The preparat�ons meanwh�le went on, and Lady Bertram cont�nued
to s�t on her sofa w�thout any �nconven�ence from them. She had
some extra v�s�ts from the housekeeper, and her ma�d was rather
hurr�ed �n mak�ng up a new dress for her: S�r Thomas gave orders,
and Mrs. Norr�s ran about; but all th�s gave her no trouble, and as
she had foreseen, “there was, �n fact, no trouble �n the bus�ness.”

Edmund was at th�s t�me part�cularly full of cares: h�s m�nd be�ng
deeply occup�ed �n the cons�derat�on of two �mportant events now at
hand, wh�ch were to f�x h�s fate �n l�fe—ord�nat�on and matr�mony—
events of such a ser�ous character as to make the ball, wh�ch would
be very qu�ckly followed by one of them, appear of less moment �n
h�s eyes than �n those of any other person �n the house. On the 23rd
he was go�ng to a fr�end near Peterborough, �n the same s�tuat�on as
h�mself, and they were to rece�ve ord�nat�on �n the course of the
Chr�stmas week. Half h�s dest�ny would then be determ�ned, but the
other half m�ght not be so very smoothly wooed. H�s dut�es would be
establ�shed, but the w�fe who was to share, and an�mate, and reward
those dut�es, m�ght yet be unatta�nable. He knew h�s own m�nd, but
he was not always perfectly assured of know�ng M�ss Crawford's.
There were po�nts on wh�ch they d�d not qu�te agree; there were
moments �n wh�ch she d�d not seem prop�t�ous; and though trust�ng
altogether to her affect�on, so far as to be resolved—almost resolved



—on br�ng�ng �t to a dec�s�on w�th�n a very short t�me, as soon as the
var�ety of bus�ness before h�m were arranged, and he knew what he
had to offer her, he had many anx�ous feel�ngs, many doubt�ng hours
as to the result. H�s conv�ct�on of her regard for h�m was somet�mes
very strong; he could look back on a long course of encouragement,
and she was as perfect �n d�s�nterested attachment as �n everyth�ng
else. But at other t�mes doubt and alarm �nterm�ngled w�th h�s hopes;
and when he thought of her acknowledged d�s�ncl�nat�on for pr�vacy
and ret�rement, her dec�ded preference of a London l�fe, what could
he expect but a determ�ned reject�on? unless �t were an acceptance
even more to be deprecated, demand�ng such sacr�f�ces of s�tuat�on
and employment on h�s s�de as consc�ence must forb�d.

The �ssue of all depended on one quest�on. D�d she love h�m well
enough to forego what had used to be essent�al po�nts? D�d she love
h�m well enough to make them no longer essent�al? And th�s
quest�on, wh�ch he was cont�nually repeat�ng to h�mself, though
oftenest answered w�th a “Yes,” had somet�mes �ts “No.”

M�ss Crawford was soon to leave Mansf�eld, and on th�s
c�rcumstance the “no” and the “yes” had been very recently �n
alternat�on. He had seen her eyes sparkle as she spoke of the dear
fr�end's letter, wh�ch cla�med a long v�s�t from her �n London, and of
the k�ndness of Henry, �n engag�ng to rema�n where he was t�ll
January, that he m�ght convey her th�ther; he had heard her speak of
the pleasure of such a journey w�th an an�mat�on wh�ch had “no” �n
every tone. But th�s had occurred on the f�rst day of �ts be�ng settled,
w�th�n the f�rst hour of the burst of such enjoyment, when noth�ng but
the fr�ends she was to v�s�t was before her. He had s�nce heard her
express herself d�fferently, w�th other feel�ngs, more chequered
feel�ngs: he had heard her tell Mrs. Grant that she should leave her
w�th regret; that she began to bel�eve ne�ther the fr�ends nor the
pleasures she was go�ng to were worth those she left beh�nd; and
that though she felt she must go, and knew she should enjoy herself
when once away, she was already look�ng forward to be�ng at
Mansf�eld aga�n. Was there not a “yes” �n all th�s?

W�th such matters to ponder over, and arrange, and re-arrange,
Edmund could not, on h�s own account, th�nk very much of the



even�ng wh�ch the rest of the fam�ly were look�ng forward to w�th a
more equal degree of strong �nterest. Independent of h�s two
cous�ns' enjoyment �n �t, the even�ng was to h�m of no h�gher value
than any other appo�nted meet�ng of the two fam�l�es m�ght be. In
every meet�ng there was a hope of rece�v�ng farther conf�rmat�on of
M�ss Crawford's attachment; but the wh�rl of a ballroom, perhaps,
was not part�cularly favourable to the exc�tement or express�on of
ser�ous feel�ngs. To engage her early for the two f�rst dances was all
the command of �nd�v�dual happ�ness wh�ch he felt �n h�s power, and
the only preparat�on for the ball wh�ch he could enter �nto, �n sp�te of
all that was pass�ng around h�m on the subject, from morn�ng t�ll
n�ght.

Thursday was the day of the ball; and on Wednesday morn�ng
Fanny, st�ll unable to sat�sfy herself as to what she ought to wear,
determ�ned to seek the counsel of the more enl�ghtened, and apply
to Mrs. Grant and her s�ster, whose acknowledged taste would
certa�nly bear her blameless; and as Edmund and W�ll�am were gone
to Northampton, and she had reason to th�nk Mr. Crawford l�kew�se
out, she walked down to the Parsonage w�thout much fear of want�ng
an opportun�ty for pr�vate d�scuss�on; and the pr�vacy of such a
d�scuss�on was a most �mportant part of �t to Fanny, be�ng more than
half-ashamed of her own sol�c�tude.

She met M�ss Crawford w�th�n a few yards of the Parsonage, just
sett�ng out to call on her, and as �t seemed to her that her fr�end,
though obl�ged to �ns�st on turn�ng back, was unw�ll�ng to lose her
walk, she expla�ned her bus�ness at once, and observed, that �f she
would be so k�nd as to g�ve her op�n�on, �t m�ght be all talked over as
well w�thout doors as w�th�n. M�ss Crawford appeared grat�f�ed by the
appl�cat�on, and after a moment's thought, urged Fanny's return�ng
w�th her �n a much more cord�al manner than before, and proposed
the�r go�ng up �nto her room, where they m�ght have a comfortable
coze, w�thout d�sturb�ng Dr. and Mrs. Grant, who were together �n the
draw�ng-room. It was just the plan to su�t Fanny; and w�th a great
deal of grat�tude on her s�de for such ready and k�nd attent�on, they
proceeded �ndoors, and upsta�rs, and were soon deep �n the
�nterest�ng subject. M�ss Crawford, pleased w�th the appeal, gave her
all her best judgment and taste, made everyth�ng easy by her



suggest�ons, and tr�ed to make everyth�ng agreeable by her
encouragement. The dress be�ng settled �n all �ts grander parts
—“But what shall you have by way of necklace?” sa�d M�ss
Crawford. “Shall not you wear your brother's cross?” And as she
spoke she was undo�ng a small parcel, wh�ch Fanny had observed �n
her hand when they met. Fanny acknowledged her w�shes and
doubts on th�s po�nt: she d�d not know how e�ther to wear the cross,
or to refra�n from wear�ng �t. She was answered by hav�ng a small
tr�nket-box placed before her, and be�ng requested to chuse from
among several gold cha�ns and necklaces. Such had been the parcel
w�th wh�ch M�ss Crawford was prov�ded, and such the object of her
�ntended v�s�t: and �n the k�ndest manner she now urged Fanny's
tak�ng one for the cross and to keep for her sake, say�ng everyth�ng
she could th�nk of to obv�ate the scruples wh�ch were mak�ng Fanny
start back at f�rst w�th a look of horror at the proposal.

“You see what a collect�on I have,” sa�d she; “more by half than I
ever use or th�nk of. I do not offer them as new. I offer noth�ng but an
old necklace. You must forg�ve the l�berty, and obl�ge me.”

Fanny st�ll res�sted, and from her heart. The g�ft was too valuable.
But M�ss Crawford persevered, and argued the case w�th so much
affect�onate earnestness through all the heads of W�ll�am and the
cross, and the ball, and herself, as to be f�nally successful. Fanny
found herself obl�ged to y�eld, that she m�ght not be accused of pr�de
or �nd�fference, or some other l�ttleness; and hav�ng w�th modest
reluctance g�ven her consent, proceeded to make the select�on. She
looked and looked, long�ng to know wh�ch m�ght be least valuable;
and was determ�ned �n her cho�ce at last, by fancy�ng there was one
necklace more frequently placed before her eyes than the rest. It
was of gold, prett�ly worked; and though Fanny would have preferred
a longer and a pla�ner cha�n as more adapted for her purpose, she
hoped, �n f�x�ng on th�s, to be chus�ng what M�ss Crawford least
w�shed to keep. M�ss Crawford sm�led her perfect approbat�on; and
hastened to complete the g�ft by putt�ng the necklace round her, and
mak�ng her see how well �t looked. Fanny had not a word to say
aga�nst �ts becom�ngness, and, except�ng what rema�ned of her
scruples, was exceed�ngly pleased w�th an acqu�s�t�on so very
apropos. She would rather, perhaps, have been obl�ged to some



other person. But th�s was an unworthy feel�ng. M�ss Crawford had
ant�c�pated her wants w�th a k�ndness wh�ch proved her a real fr�end.
“When I wear th�s necklace I shall always th�nk of you,” sa�d she,
“and feel how very k�nd you were.”

“You must th�nk of somebody else too, when you wear that
necklace,” repl�ed M�ss Crawford. “You must th�nk of Henry, for �t was
h�s cho�ce �n the f�rst place. He gave �t to me, and w�th the necklace I
make over to you all the duty of remember�ng the or�g�nal g�ver. It �s
to be a fam�ly remembrancer. The s�ster �s not to be �n your m�nd
w�thout br�ng�ng the brother too.”

Fanny, �n great aston�shment and confus�on, would have returned
the present �nstantly. To take what had been the g�ft of another
person, of a brother too, �mposs�ble! �t must not be! and w�th an
eagerness and embarrassment qu�te d�vert�ng to her compan�on, she
la�d down the necklace aga�n on �ts cotton, and seemed resolved
e�ther to take another or none at all. M�ss Crawford thought she had
never seen a prett�er consc�ousness. “My dear ch�ld,” sa�d she,
laugh�ng, “what are you afra�d of? Do you th�nk Henry w�ll cla�m the
necklace as m�ne, and fancy you d�d not come honestly by �t? or are
you �mag�n�ng he would be too much flattered by see�ng round your
lovely throat an ornament wh�ch h�s money purchased three years
ago, before he knew there was such a throat �n the world? or
perhaps”—look�ng archly—“you suspect a confederacy between us,
and that what I am now do�ng �s w�th h�s knowledge and at h�s
des�re?”

W�th the deepest blushes Fanny protested aga�nst such a thought.
“Well, then,” repl�ed M�ss Crawford more ser�ously, but w�thout at

all bel�ev�ng her, “to conv�nce me that you suspect no tr�ck, and are
as unsusp�c�ous of compl�ment as I have always found you, take the
necklace and say no more about �t. Its be�ng a g�ft of my brother's
need not make the smallest d�fference �n your accept�ng �t, as I
assure you �t makes none �n my w�ll�ngness to part w�th �t. He �s
always g�v�ng me someth�ng or other. I have such �nnumerable
presents from h�m that �t �s qu�te �mposs�ble for me to value or for
h�m to remember half. And as for th�s necklace, I do not suppose I
have worn �t s�x t�mes: �t �s very pretty, but I never th�nk of �t; and



though you would be most heart�ly welcome to any other �n my
tr�nket-box, you have happened to f�x on the very one wh�ch, �f I have
a cho�ce, I would rather part w�th and see �n your possess�on than
any other. Say no more aga�nst �t, I entreat you. Such a tr�fle �s not
worth half so many words.”

Fanny dared not make any farther oppos�t�on; and w�th renewed
but less happy thanks accepted the necklace aga�n, for there was an
express�on �n M�ss Crawford's eyes wh�ch she could not be sat�sf�ed
w�th.

It was �mposs�ble for her to be �nsens�ble of Mr. Crawford's change
of manners. She had long seen �t. He ev�dently tr�ed to please her:
he was gallant, he was attent�ve, he was someth�ng l�ke what he had
been to her cous�ns: he wanted, she supposed, to cheat her of her
tranqu�ll�ty as he had cheated them; and whether he m�ght not have
some concern �n th�s necklace—she could not be conv�nced that he
had not, for M�ss Crawford, compla�sant as a s�ster, was careless as
a woman and a fr�end.

Reflect�ng and doubt�ng, and feel�ng that the possess�on of what
she had so much w�shed for d�d not br�ng much sat�sfact�on, she now
walked home aga�n, w�th a change rather than a d�m�nut�on of cares
s�nce her tread�ng that path before.



CHAPTER XXVII
On reach�ng home Fanny went �mmed�ately upsta�rs to depos�t th�s

unexpected acqu�s�t�on, th�s doubtful good of a necklace, �n some
favour�te box �n the East room, wh�ch held all her smaller treasures;
but on open�ng the door, what was her surpr�se to f�nd her cous�n
Edmund there wr�t�ng at the table! Such a s�ght hav�ng never
occurred before, was almost as wonderful as �t was welcome.

“Fanny,” sa�d he d�rectly, leav�ng h�s seat and h�s pen, and meet�ng
her w�th someth�ng �n h�s hand, “I beg your pardon for be�ng here. I
came to look for you, and after wa�t�ng a l�ttle wh�le �n hope of your
com�ng �n, was mak�ng use of your �nkstand to expla�n my errand.
You w�ll f�nd the beg�nn�ng of a note to yourself; but I can now speak
my bus�ness, wh�ch �s merely to beg your acceptance of th�s l�ttle
tr�fle—a cha�n for W�ll�am's cross. You ought to have had �t a week
ago, but there has been a delay from my brother's not be�ng �n town
by several days so soon as I expected; and I have only just now
rece�ved �t at Northampton. I hope you w�ll l�ke the cha�n �tself,
Fanny. I endeavoured to consult the s�mpl�c�ty of your taste; but, at
any rate, I know you w�ll be k�nd to my �ntent�ons, and cons�der �t, as
�t really �s, a token of the love of one of your oldest fr�ends.”

And so say�ng, he was hurry�ng away, before Fanny, overpowered
by a thousand feel�ngs of pa�n and pleasure, could attempt to speak;
but qu�ckened by one sovere�gn w�sh, she then called out, “Oh!
cous�n, stop a moment, pray stop!”

He turned back.
“I cannot attempt to thank you,” she cont�nued, �n a very ag�tated

manner; “thanks are out of the quest�on. I feel much more than I can
poss�bly express. Your goodness �n th�nk�ng of me �n such a way �s
beyond—”

“If that �s all you have to say, Fanny” sm�l�ng and turn�ng away
aga�n.



“No, no, �t �s not. I want to consult you.”
Almost unconsc�ously she had now undone the parcel he had just

put �nto her hand, and see�ng before her, �n all the n�ceness of
jewellers' pack�ng, a pla�n gold cha�n, perfectly s�mple and neat, she
could not help burst�ng forth aga�n, “Oh, th�s �s beaut�ful �ndeed! Th�s
�s the very th�ng, prec�sely what I w�shed for! Th�s �s the only
ornament I have ever had a des�re to possess. It w�ll exactly su�t my
cross. They must and shall be worn together. It comes, too, �n such
an acceptable moment. Oh, cous�n, you do not know how acceptable
�t �s.”

“My dear Fanny, you feel these th�ngs a great deal too much. I am
most happy that you l�ke the cha�n, and that �t should be here �n t�me
for to-morrow; but your thanks are far beyond the occas�on. Bel�eve
me, I have no pleasure �n the world super�or to that of contr�but�ng to
yours. No, I can safely say, I have no pleasure so complete, so
unalloyed. It �s w�thout a drawback.”

Upon such express�ons of affect�on Fanny could have l�ved an
hour w�thout say�ng another word; but Edmund, after wa�t�ng a
moment, obl�ged her to br�ng down her m�nd from �ts heavenly fl�ght
by say�ng, “But what �s �t that you want to consult me about?”

It was about the necklace, wh�ch she was now most earnestly
long�ng to return, and hoped to obta�n h�s approbat�on of her do�ng.
She gave the h�story of her recent v�s�t, and now her raptures m�ght
well be over; for Edmund was so struck w�th the c�rcumstance, so
del�ghted w�th what M�ss Crawford had done, so grat�f�ed by such a
co�nc�dence of conduct between them, that Fanny could not but
adm�t the super�or power of one pleasure over h�s own m�nd, though
�t m�ght have �ts drawback. It was some t�me before she could get h�s
attent�on to her plan, or any answer to her demand of h�s op�n�on: he
was �n a rever�e of fond reflect�on, utter�ng only now and then a few
half-sentences of pra�se; but when he d�d awake and understand, he
was very dec�ded �n oppos�ng what she w�shed.

“Return the necklace! No, my dear Fanny, upon no account. It
would be mort�fy�ng her severely. There can hardly be a more
unpleasant sensat�on than the hav�ng anyth�ng returned on our
hands wh�ch we have g�ven w�th a reasonable hope of �ts



contr�but�ng to the comfort of a fr�end. Why should she lose a
pleasure wh�ch she has shewn herself so deserv�ng of?”

“If �t had been g�ven to me �n the f�rst �nstance,” sa�d Fanny, “I
should not have thought of return�ng �t; but be�ng her brother's
present, �s not �t fa�r to suppose that she would rather not part w�th �t,
when �t �s not wanted?”

“She must not suppose �t not wanted, not acceptable, at least: and
�ts hav�ng been or�g�nally her brother's g�ft makes no d�fference; for
as she was not prevented from offer�ng, nor you from tak�ng �t on that
account, �t ought not to prevent you from keep�ng �t. No doubt �t �s
handsomer than m�ne, and f�tter for a ballroom.”

“No, �t �s not handsomer, not at all handsomer �n �ts way, and, for
my purpose, not half so f�t. The cha�n w�ll agree w�th W�ll�am's cross
beyond all compar�son better than the necklace.”

“For one n�ght, Fanny, for only one n�ght, �f �t be a sacr�f�ce; I am
sure you w�ll, upon cons�derat�on, make that sacr�f�ce rather than
g�ve pa�n to one who has been so stud�ous of your comfort. M�ss
Crawford's attent�ons to you have been—not more than you were
justly ent�tled to—I am the last person to th�nk that could be, but they
have been �nvar�able; and to be return�ng them w�th what must have
someth�ng the a�r of �ngrat�tude, though I know �t could never have
the mean�ng, �s not �n your nature, I am sure. Wear the necklace, as
you are engaged to do, to-morrow even�ng, and let the cha�n, wh�ch
was not ordered w�th any reference to the ball, be kept for commoner
occas�ons. Th�s �s my adv�ce. I would not have the shadow of a
coolness between the two whose �nt�macy I have been observ�ng
w�th the greatest pleasure, and �n whose characters there �s so much
general resemblance �n true generos�ty and natural del�cacy as to
make the few sl�ght d�fferences, result�ng pr�nc�pally from s�tuat�on,
no reasonable h�ndrance to a perfect fr�endsh�p. I would not have the
shadow of a coolness ar�se,” he repeated, h�s vo�ce s�nk�ng a l�ttle,
“between the two dearest objects I have on earth.”

He was gone as he spoke; and Fanny rema�ned to tranqu�ll�se
herself as she could. She was one of h�s two dearest—that must
support her. But the other: the f�rst! She had never heard h�m speak
so openly before, and though �t told her no more than what she had



long perce�ved, �t was a stab, for �t told of h�s own conv�ct�ons and
v�ews. They were dec�ded. He would marry M�ss Crawford. It was a
stab, �n sp�te of every long-stand�ng expectat�on; and she was
obl�ged to repeat aga�n and aga�n, that she was one of h�s two
dearest, before the words gave her any sensat�on. Could she bel�eve
M�ss Crawford to deserve h�m, �t would be—oh, how d�fferent would
�t be—how far more tolerable! But he was dece�ved �n her: he gave
her mer�ts wh�ch she had not; her faults were what they had ever
been, but he saw them no longer. T�ll she had shed many tears over
th�s decept�on, Fanny could not subdue her ag�tat�on; and the
deject�on wh�ch followed could only be rel�eved by the �nfluence of
fervent prayers for h�s happ�ness.

It was her �ntent�on, as she felt �t to be her duty, to try to overcome
all that was excess�ve, all that bordered on self�shness, �n her
affect�on for Edmund. To call or to fancy �t a loss, a d�sappo�ntment,
would be a presumpt�on for wh�ch she had not words strong enough
to sat�sfy her own hum�l�ty. To th�nk of h�m as M�ss Crawford m�ght be
just�f�ed �n th�nk�ng, would �n her be �nsan�ty. To her he could be
noth�ng under any c�rcumstances; noth�ng dearer than a fr�end. Why
d�d such an �dea occur to her even enough to be reprobated and
forb�dden? It ought not to have touched on the conf�nes of her
�mag�nat�on. She would endeavour to be rat�onal, and to deserve the
r�ght of judg�ng of M�ss Crawford's character, and the pr�v�lege of true
sol�c�tude for h�m by a sound �ntellect and an honest heart.

She had all the hero�sm of pr�nc�ple, and was determ�ned to do her
duty; but hav�ng also many of the feel�ngs of youth and nature, let
her not be much wondered at, �f, after mak�ng all these good
resolut�ons on the s�de of self-government, she se�zed the scrap of
paper on wh�ch Edmund had begun wr�t�ng to her, as a treasure
beyond all her hopes, and read�ng w�th the tenderest emot�on these
words, “My very dear Fanny, you must do me the favour to accept”
locked �t up w�th the cha�n, as the dearest part of the g�ft. It was the
only th�ng approach�ng to a letter wh�ch she had ever rece�ved from
h�m; she m�ght never rece�ve another; �t was �mposs�ble that she
ever should rece�ve another so perfectly grat�fy�ng �n the occas�on
and the style. Two l�nes more pr�zed had never fallen from the pen of
the most d�st�ngu�shed author—never more completely blessed the



researches of the fondest b�ographer. The enthus�asm of a woman's
love �s even beyond the b�ographer's. To her, the handwr�t�ng �tself,
�ndependent of anyth�ng �t may convey, �s a blessedness. Never
were such characters cut by any other human be�ng as Edmund's
commonest handwr�t�ng gave! Th�s spec�men, wr�tten �n haste as �t
was, had not a fault; and there was a fel�c�ty �n the flow of the f�rst
four words, �n the arrangement of “My very dear Fanny,” wh�ch she
could have looked at for ever.

Hav�ng regulated her thoughts and comforted her feel�ngs by th�s
happy m�xture of reason and weakness, she was able �n due t�me to
go down and resume her usual employments near her aunt Bertram,
and pay her the usual observances w�thout any apparent want of
sp�r�ts.

Thursday, predest�ned to hope and enjoyment, came; and opened
w�th more k�ndness to Fanny than such self-w�lled, unmanageable
days often volunteer, for soon after breakfast a very fr�endly note
was brought from Mr. Crawford to W�ll�am, stat�ng that as he found
h�mself obl�ged to go to London on the morrow for a few days, he
could not help try�ng to procure a compan�on; and therefore hoped
that �f W�ll�am could make up h�s m�nd to leave Mansf�eld half a day
earl�er than had been proposed, he would accept a place �n h�s
carr�age. Mr. Crawford meant to be �n town by h�s uncle's
accustomary late d�nner-hour, and W�ll�am was �nv�ted to d�ne w�th
h�m at the Adm�ral's. The proposal was a very pleasant one to
W�ll�am h�mself, who enjoyed the �dea of travell�ng post w�th four
horses, and such a good-humoured, agreeable fr�end; and, �n
l�ken�ng �t to go�ng up w�th despatches, was say�ng at once
everyth�ng �n favour of �ts happ�ness and d�gn�ty wh�ch h�s
�mag�nat�on could suggest; and Fanny, from a d�fferent mot�ve, was
exceed�ngly pleased; for the or�g�nal plan was that W�ll�am should go
up by the ma�l from Northampton the follow�ng n�ght, wh�ch would not
have allowed h�m an hour's rest before he must have got �nto a
Portsmouth coach; and though th�s offer of Mr. Crawford's would rob
her of many hours of h�s company, she was too happy �n hav�ng
W�ll�am spared from the fat�gue of such a journey, to th�nk of
anyth�ng else. S�r Thomas approved of �t for another reason. H�s
nephew's �ntroduct�on to Adm�ral Crawford m�ght be of serv�ce. The



Adm�ral, he bel�eved, had �nterest. Upon the whole, �t was a very
joyous note. Fanny's sp�r�ts l�ved on �t half the morn�ng, der�v�ng
some access�on of pleasure from �ts wr�ter be�ng h�mself to go away.

As for the ball, so near at hand, she had too many ag�tat�ons and
fears to have half the enjoyment �n ant�c�pat�on wh�ch she ought to
have had, or must have been supposed to have by the many young
lad�es look�ng forward to the same event �n s�tuat�ons more at ease,
but under c�rcumstances of less novelty, less �nterest, less pecul�ar
grat�f�cat�on, than would be attr�buted to her. M�ss Pr�ce, known only
by name to half the people �nv�ted, was now to make her f�rst
appearance, and must be regarded as the queen of the even�ng.
Who could be happ�er than M�ss Pr�ce? But M�ss Pr�ce had not been
brought up to the trade of com�ng out; and had she known �n what
l�ght th�s ball was, �n general, cons�dered respect�ng her, �t would
very much have lessened her comfort by �ncreas�ng the fears she
already had of do�ng wrong and be�ng looked at. To dance w�thout
much observat�on or any extraord�nary fat�gue, to have strength and
partners for about half the even�ng, to dance a l�ttle w�th Edmund,
and not a great deal w�th Mr. Crawford, to see W�ll�am enjoy h�mself,
and be able to keep away from her aunt Norr�s, was the he�ght of her
amb�t�on, and seemed to comprehend her greatest poss�b�l�ty of
happ�ness. As these were the best of her hopes, they could not
always preva�l; and �n the course of a long morn�ng, spent pr�nc�pally
w�th her two aunts, she was often under the �nfluence of much less
sangu�ne v�ews. W�ll�am, determ�ned to make th�s last day a day of
thorough enjoyment, was out sn�pe-shoot�ng; Edmund, she had too
much reason to suppose, was at the Parsonage; and left alone to
bear the worry�ng of Mrs. Norr�s, who was cross because the
housekeeper would have her own way w�th the supper, and whom
she could not avo�d though the housekeeper m�ght, Fanny was worn
down at last to th�nk everyth�ng an ev�l belong�ng to the ball, and
when sent off w�th a part�ng worry to dress, moved as langu�dly
towards her own room, and felt as �ncapable of happ�ness as �f she
had been allowed no share �n �t.

As she walked slowly upsta�rs she thought of yesterday; �t had
been about the same hour that she had returned from the
Parsonage, and found Edmund �n the East room. “Suppose I were to



f�nd h�m there aga�n to-day!” sa�d she to herself, �n a fond �ndulgence
of fancy.

“Fanny,” sa�d a vo�ce at that moment near her. Start�ng and look�ng
up, she saw, across the lobby she had just reached, Edmund
h�mself, stand�ng at the head of a d�fferent sta�rcase. He came
towards her. “You look t�red and fagged, Fanny. You have been
walk�ng too far.”

“No, I have not been out at all.”
“Then you have had fat�gues w�th�n doors, wh�ch are worse. You

had better have gone out.”
Fanny, not l�k�ng to compla�n, found �t eas�est to make no answer;

and though he looked at her w�th h�s usual k�ndness, she bel�eved he
had soon ceased to th�nk of her countenance. He d�d not appear �n
sp�r�ts: someth�ng unconnected w�th her was probably am�ss. They
proceeded upsta�rs together, the�r rooms be�ng on the same floor
above.

“I come from Dr. Grant's,” sa�d Edmund presently. “You may guess
my errand there, Fanny.” And he looked so consc�ous, that Fanny
could th�nk but of one errand, wh�ch turned her too s�ck for speech. “I
w�shed to engage M�ss Crawford for the two f�rst dances,” was the
explanat�on that followed, and brought Fanny to l�fe aga�n, enabl�ng
her, as she found she was expected to speak, to utter someth�ng l�ke
an �nqu�ry as to the result.

“Yes,” he answered, “she �s engaged to me; but” (w�th a sm�le that
d�d not s�t easy) “she says �t �s to be the last t�me that she ever w�ll
dance w�th me. She �s not ser�ous. I th�nk, I hope, I am sure she �s
not ser�ous; but I would rather not hear �t. She never has danced w�th
a clergyman, she says, and she never w�ll. For my own sake, I could
w�sh there had been no ball just at—I mean not th�s very week, th�s
very day; to-morrow I leave home.”

Fanny struggled for speech, and sa�d, “I am very sorry that
anyth�ng has occurred to d�stress you. Th�s ought to be a day of
pleasure. My uncle meant �t so.”

“Oh yes, yes! and �t w�ll be a day of pleasure. It w�ll all end r�ght. I
am only vexed for a moment. In fact, �t �s not that I cons�der the ball



as �ll-t�med; what does �t s�gn�fy? But, Fanny,” stopp�ng her, by tak�ng
her hand, and speak�ng low and ser�ously, “you know what all th�s
means. You see how �t �s; and could tell me, perhaps better than I
could tell you, how and why I am vexed. Let me talk to you a l�ttle.
You are a k�nd, k�nd l�stener. I have been pa�ned by her manner th�s
morn�ng, and cannot get the better of �t. I know her d�spos�t�on to be
as sweet and faultless as your own, but the �nfluence of her former
compan�ons makes her seem—g�ves to her conversat�on, to her
professed op�n�ons, somet�mes a t�nge of wrong. She does not th�nk
ev�l, but she speaks �t, speaks �t �n playfulness; and though I know �t
to be playfulness, �t gr�eves me to the soul.”

“The effect of educat�on,” sa�d Fanny gently.
Edmund could not but agree to �t. “Yes, that uncle and aunt! They

have �njured the f�nest m�nd; for somet�mes, Fanny, I own to you, �t
does appear more than manner: �t appears as �f the m�nd �tself was
ta�nted.”

Fanny �mag�ned th�s to be an appeal to her judgment, and
therefore, after a moment's cons�derat�on, sa�d, “If you only want me
as a l�stener, cous�n, I w�ll be as useful as I can; but I am not
qual�f�ed for an adv�ser. Do not ask adv�ce of me. I am not
competent.”

“You are r�ght, Fanny, to protest aga�nst such an off�ce, but you
need not be afra�d. It �s a subject on wh�ch I should never ask adv�ce;
�t �s the sort of subject on wh�ch �t had better never be asked; and
few, I �mag�ne, do ask �t, but when they want to be �nfluenced aga�nst
the�r consc�ence. I only want to talk to you.”

“One th�ng more. Excuse the l�berty; but take care how you talk to
me. Do not tell me anyth�ng now, wh�ch hereafter you may be sorry
for. The t�me may come—”

The colour rushed �nto her cheeks as she spoke.
“Dearest Fanny!” cr�ed Edmund, press�ng her hand to h�s l�ps w�th

almost as much warmth as �f �t had been M�ss Crawford's, “you are
all cons�derate thought! But �t �s unnecessary here. The t�me w�ll
never come. No such t�me as you allude to w�ll ever come. I beg�n to
th�nk �t most �mprobable: the chances grow less and less; and even �f
�t should, there w�ll be noth�ng to be remembered by e�ther you or me



that we need be afra�d of, for I can never be ashamed of my own
scruples; and �f they are removed, �t must be by changes that w�ll
only ra�se her character the more by the recollect�on of the faults she
once had. You are the only be�ng upon earth to whom I should say
what I have sa�d; but you have always known my op�n�on of her; you
can bear me w�tness, Fanny, that I have never been bl�nded. How
many a t�me have we talked over her l�ttle errors! You need not fear
me; I have almost g�ven up every ser�ous �dea of her; but I must be a
blockhead �ndeed, �f, whatever befell me, I could th�nk of your
k�ndness and sympathy w�thout the s�ncerest grat�tude.”

He had sa�d enough to shake the exper�ence of e�ghteen. He had
sa�d enough to g�ve Fanny some happ�er feel�ngs than she had lately
known, and w�th a br�ghter look, she answered, “Yes, cous�n, I am
conv�nced that you would be �ncapable of anyth�ng else, though
perhaps some m�ght not. I cannot be afra�d of hear�ng anyth�ng you
w�sh to say. Do not check yourself. Tell me whatever you l�ke.”

They were now on the second floor, and the appearance of a
housema�d prevented any farther conversat�on. For Fanny's present
comfort �t was concluded, perhaps, at the happ�est moment: had he
been able to talk another f�ve m�nutes, there �s no say�ng that he
m�ght not have talked away all M�ss Crawford's faults and h�s own
despondence. But as �t was, they parted w�th looks on h�s s�de of
grateful affect�on, and w�th some very prec�ous sensat�ons on hers.
She had felt noth�ng l�ke �t for hours. S�nce the f�rst joy from Mr.
Crawford's note to W�ll�am had worn away, she had been �n a state
absolutely the reverse; there had been no comfort around, no hope
w�th�n her. Now everyth�ng was sm�l�ng. W�ll�am's good fortune
returned aga�n upon her m�nd, and seemed of greater value than at
f�rst. The ball, too—such an even�ng of pleasure before her! It was
now a real an�mat�on; and she began to dress for �t w�th much of the
happy flutter wh�ch belongs to a ball. All went well: she d�d not d�sl�ke
her own looks; and when she came to the necklaces aga�n, her good
fortune seemed complete, for upon tr�al the one g�ven her by M�ss
Crawford would by no means go through the r�ng of the cross. She
had, to obl�ge Edmund, resolved to wear �t; but �t was too large for
the purpose. H�s, therefore, must be worn; and hav�ng, w�th del�ghtful
feel�ngs, jo�ned the cha�n and the cross—those memor�als of the two



most beloved of her heart, those dearest tokens so formed for each
other by everyth�ng real and �mag�nary—and put them round her
neck, and seen and felt how full of W�ll�am and Edmund they were,
she was able, w�thout an effort, to resolve on wear�ng M�ss
Crawford's necklace too. She acknowledged �t to be r�ght. M�ss
Crawford had a cla�m; and when �t was no longer to encroach on, to
�nterfere w�th the stronger cla�ms, the truer k�ndness of another, she
could do her just�ce even w�th pleasure to herself. The necklace
really looked very well; and Fanny left her room at last, comfortably
sat�sf�ed w�th herself and all about her.

Her aunt Bertram had recollected her on th�s occas�on w�th an
unusual degree of wakefulness. It had really occurred to her,
unprompted, that Fanny, prepar�ng for a ball, m�ght be glad of better
help than the upper housema�d's, and when dressed herself, she
actually sent her own ma�d to ass�st her; too late, of course, to be of
any use. Mrs. Chapman had just reached the att�c floor, when M�ss
Pr�ce came out of her room completely dressed, and only c�v�l�t�es
were necessary; but Fanny felt her aunt's attent�on almost as much
as Lady Bertram or Mrs. Chapman could do themselves.



CHAPTER XXVIII
Her uncle and both her aunts were �n the draw�ng-room when

Fanny went down. To the former she was an �nterest�ng object, and
he saw w�th pleasure the general elegance of her appearance, and
her be�ng �n remarkably good looks. The neatness and propr�ety of
her dress was all that he would allow h�mself to commend �n her
presence, but upon her leav�ng the room aga�n soon afterwards, he
spoke of her beauty w�th very dec�ded pra�se.

“Yes,” sa�d Lady Bertram, “she looks very well. I sent Chapman to
her.”

“Look well! Oh, yes!” cr�ed Mrs. Norr�s, “she has good reason to
look well w�th all her advantages: brought up �n th�s fam�ly as she
has been, w�th all the benef�t of her cous�ns' manners before her.
Only th�nk, my dear S�r Thomas, what extraord�nary advantages you
and I have been the means of g�v�ng her. The very gown you have
been tak�ng not�ce of �s your own generous present to her when dear
Mrs. Rushworth marr�ed. What would she have been �f we had not
taken her by the hand?”

S�r Thomas sa�d no more; but when they sat down to table the
eyes of the two young men assured h�m that the subject m�ght be
gently touched aga�n, when the lad�es w�thdrew, w�th more success.
Fanny saw that she was approved; and the consc�ousness of look�ng
well made her look st�ll better. From a var�ety of causes she was
happy, and she was soon made st�ll happ�er; for �n follow�ng her
aunts out of the room, Edmund, who was hold�ng open the door,
sa�d, as she passed h�m, “You must dance w�th me, Fanny; you must
keep two dances for me; any two that you l�ke, except the f�rst.” She
had noth�ng more to w�sh for. She had hardly ever been �n a state so
nearly approach�ng h�gh sp�r�ts �n her l�fe. Her cous�ns' former ga�ety
on the day of a ball was no longer surpr�s�ng to her; she felt �t to be
�ndeed very charm�ng, and was actually pract�s�ng her steps about
the draw�ng-room as long as she could be safe from the not�ce of her



aunt Norr�s, who was ent�rely taken up at f�rst �n fresh arrang�ng and
�njur�ng the noble f�re wh�ch the butler had prepared.

Half an hour followed that would have been at least langu�d under
any other c�rcumstances, but Fanny's happ�ness st�ll preva�led. It
was but to th�nk of her conversat�on w�th Edmund, and what was the
restlessness of Mrs. Norr�s? What were the yawns of Lady Bertram?

The gentlemen jo�ned them; and soon after began the sweet
expectat�on of a carr�age, when a general sp�r�t of ease and
enjoyment seemed d�ffused, and they all stood about and talked and
laughed, and every moment had �ts pleasure and �ts hope. Fanny felt
that there must be a struggle �n Edmund's cheerfulness, but �t was
del�ghtful to see the effort so successfully made.

When the carr�ages were really heard, when the guests began
really to assemble, her own ga�ety of heart was much subdued: the
s�ght of so many strangers threw her back �nto herself; and bes�des
the grav�ty and formal�ty of the f�rst great c�rcle, wh�ch the manners of
ne�ther S�r Thomas nor Lady Bertram were of a k�nd to do away, she
found herself occas�onally called on to endure someth�ng worse. She
was �ntroduced here and there by her uncle, and forced to be spoken
to, and to curtsey, and speak aga�n. Th�s was a hard duty, and she
was never summoned to �t w�thout look�ng at W�ll�am, as he walked
about at h�s ease �n the background of the scene, and long�ng to be
w�th h�m.

The entrance of the Grants and Crawfords was a favourable
epoch. The st�ffness of the meet�ng soon gave way before the�r
popular manners and more d�ffused �nt�mac�es: l�ttle groups were
formed, and everybody grew comfortable. Fanny felt the advantage;
and, draw�ng back from the to�ls of c�v�l�ty, would have been aga�n
most happy, could she have kept her eyes from wander�ng between
Edmund and Mary Crawford. She looked all lovel�ness—and what
m�ght not be the end of �t? Her own mus�ngs were brought to an end
on perce�v�ng Mr. Crawford before her, and her thoughts were put
�nto another channel by h�s engag�ng her almost �nstantly for the f�rst
two dances. Her happ�ness on th�s occas�on was very much a la
mortal, f�nely chequered. To be secure of a partner at f�rst was a
most essent�al good—for the moment of beg�nn�ng was now grow�ng



ser�ously near; and she so l�ttle understood her own cla�ms as to
th�nk that �f Mr. Crawford had not asked her, she must have been the
last to be sought after, and should have rece�ved a partner only
through a ser�es of �nqu�ry, and bustle, and �nterference, wh�ch would
have been terr�ble; but at the same t�me there was a po�ntedness �n
h�s manner of ask�ng her wh�ch she d�d not l�ke, and she saw h�s eye
glanc�ng for a moment at her necklace, w�th a sm�le—she thought
there was a sm�le—wh�ch made her blush and feel wretched. And
though there was no second glance to d�sturb her, though h�s object
seemed then to be only qu�etly agreeable, she could not get the
better of her embarrassment, he�ghtened as �t was by the �dea of h�s
perce�v�ng �t, and had no composure t�ll he turned away to some one
else. Then she could gradually r�se up to the genu�ne sat�sfact�on of
hav�ng a partner, a voluntary partner, secured aga�nst the danc�ng
began.

When the company were mov�ng �nto the ballroom, she found
herself for the f�rst t�me near M�ss Crawford, whose eyes and sm�les
were �mmed�ately and more unequ�vocally d�rected as her brother's
had been, and who was beg�nn�ng to speak on the subject, when
Fanny, anx�ous to get the story over, hastened to g�ve the
explanat�on of the second necklace: the real cha�n. M�ss Crawford
l�stened; and all her �ntended compl�ments and �ns�nuat�ons to Fanny
were forgotten: she felt only one th�ng; and her eyes, br�ght as they
had been before, shew�ng they could yet be br�ghter, she excla�med
w�th eager pleasure, “D�d he? D�d Edmund? That was l�ke h�mself.
No other man would have thought of �t. I honour h�m beyond
express�on.” And she looked around as �f long�ng to tell h�m so. He
was not near, he was attend�ng a party of lad�es out of the room; and
Mrs. Grant com�ng up to the two g�rls, and tak�ng an arm of each,
they followed w�th the rest.

Fanny's heart sunk, but there was no le�sure for th�nk�ng long even
of M�ss Crawford's feel�ngs. They were �n the ballroom, the v�ol�ns
were play�ng, and her m�nd was �n a flutter that forbade �ts f�x�ng on
anyth�ng ser�ous. She must watch the general arrangements, and
see how everyth�ng was done.



In a few m�nutes S�r Thomas came to her, and asked �f she were
engaged; and the “Yes, s�r; to Mr. Crawford,” was exactly what he
had �ntended to hear. Mr. Crawford was not far off; S�r Thomas
brought h�m to her, say�ng someth�ng wh�ch d�scovered to Fanny,
that she was to lead the way and open the ball; an �dea that had
never occurred to her before. Whenever she had thought of the
m�nut�ae of the even�ng, �t had been as a matter of course that
Edmund would beg�n w�th M�ss Crawford; and the �mpress�on was so
strong, that though her uncle spoke the contrary, she could not help
an exclamat�on of surpr�se, a h�nt of her unf�tness, an entreaty even
to be excused. To be urg�ng her op�n�on aga�nst S�r Thomas's was a
proof of the extrem�ty of the case; but such was her horror at the f�rst
suggest�on, that she could actually look h�m �n the face and say that
she hoped �t m�ght be settled otherw�se; �n va�n, however: S�r
Thomas sm�led, tr�ed to encourage her, and then looked too ser�ous,
and sa�d too dec�dedly, “It must be so, my dear,” for her to hazard
another word; and she found herself the next moment conducted by
Mr. Crawford to the top of the room, and stand�ng there to be jo�ned
by the rest of the dancers, couple after couple, as they were formed.

She could hardly bel�eve �t. To be placed above so many elegant
young women! The d�st�nct�on was too great. It was treat�ng her l�ke
her cous�ns! And her thoughts flew to those absent cous�ns w�th
most unfe�gned and truly tender regret, that they were not at home to
take the�r own place �n the room, and have the�r share of a pleasure
wh�ch would have been so very del�ghtful to them. So often as she
had heard them w�sh for a ball at home as the greatest of all
fel�c�t�es! And to have them away when �t was g�ven—and for her to
be open�ng the ball—and w�th Mr. Crawford too! She hoped they
would not envy her that d�st�nct�on now; but when she looked back to
the state of th�ngs �n the autumn, to what they had all been to each
other when once danc�ng �n that house before, the present
arrangement was almost more than she could understand herself.

The ball began. It was rather honour than happ�ness to Fanny, for
the f�rst dance at least: her partner was �n excellent sp�r�ts, and tr�ed
to �mpart them to her; but she was a great deal too much fr�ghtened
to have any enjoyment t�ll she could suppose herself no longer
looked at. Young, pretty, and gentle, however, she had no



awkwardnesses that were not as good as graces, and there were
few persons present that were not d�sposed to pra�se her. She was
attract�ve, she was modest, she was S�r Thomas's n�ece, and she
was soon sa�d to be adm�red by Mr. Crawford. It was enough to g�ve
her general favour. S�r Thomas h�mself was watch�ng her progress
down the dance w�th much complacency; he was proud of h�s n�ece;
and w�thout attr�but�ng all her personal beauty, as Mrs. Norr�s
seemed to do, to her transplantat�on to Mansf�eld, he was pleased
w�th h�mself for hav�ng suppl�ed everyth�ng else: educat�on and
manners she owed to h�m.

M�ss Crawford saw much of S�r Thomas's thoughts as he stood,
and hav�ng, �n sp�te of all h�s wrongs towards her, a general
preva�l�ng des�re of recommend�ng herself to h�m, took an
opportun�ty of stepp�ng as�de to say someth�ng agreeable of Fanny.
Her pra�se was warm, and he rece�ved �t as she could w�sh, jo�n�ng �n
�t as far as d�scret�on, and pol�teness, and slowness of speech would
allow, and certa�nly appear�ng to greater advantage on the subject
than h�s lady d�d soon afterwards, when Mary, perce�v�ng her on a
sofa very near, turned round before she began to dance, to
compl�ment her on M�ss Pr�ce's looks.

“Yes, she does look very well,” was Lady Bertram's plac�d reply.
“Chapman helped her to dress. I sent Chapman to her.” Not but that
she was really pleased to have Fanny adm�red; but she was so
much more struck w�th her own k�ndness �n send�ng Chapman to
her, that she could not get �t out of her head.

M�ss Crawford knew Mrs. Norr�s too well to th�nk of grat�fy�ng her
by commendat�on of Fanny; to her, �t was as the occas�on offered
—“Ah! ma'am, how much we want dear Mrs. Rushworth and Jul�a to-
n�ght!” and Mrs. Norr�s pa�d her w�th as many sm�les and courteous
words as she had t�me for, am�d so much occupat�on as she found
for herself �n mak�ng up card-tables, g�v�ng h�nts to S�r Thomas, and
try�ng to move all the chaperons to a better part of the room.

M�ss Crawford blundered most towards Fanny herself �n her
�ntent�ons to please. She meant to be g�v�ng her l�ttle heart a happy
flutter, and f�ll�ng her w�th sensat�ons of del�ghtful self-consequence;
and, m�s�nterpret�ng Fanny's blushes, st�ll thought she must be do�ng



so when she went to her after the two f�rst dances, and sa�d, w�th a
s�gn�f�cant look, “Perhaps you can tell me why my brother goes to
town to-morrow? He says he has bus�ness there, but w�ll not tell me
what. The f�rst t�me he ever den�ed me h�s conf�dence! But th�s �s
what we all come to. All are supplanted sooner or later. Now, I must
apply to you for �nformat�on. Pray, what �s Henry go�ng for?”

Fanny protested her �gnorance as stead�ly as her embarrassment
allowed.

“Well, then,” repl�ed M�ss Crawford, laugh�ng, “I must suppose �t to
be purely for the pleasure of convey�ng your brother, and of talk�ng of
you by the way.”

Fanny was confused, but �t was the confus�on of d�scontent; wh�le
M�ss Crawford wondered she d�d not sm�le, and thought her over-
anx�ous, or thought her odd, or thought her anyth�ng rather than
�nsens�ble of pleasure �n Henry's attent�ons. Fanny had a good deal
of enjoyment �n the course of the even�ng; but Henry's attent�ons had
very l�ttle to do w�th �t. She would much rather not have been asked
by h�m aga�n so very soon, and she w�shed she had not been
obl�ged to suspect that h�s prev�ous �nqu�r�es of Mrs. Norr�s, about
the supper hour, were all for the sake of secur�ng her at that part of
the even�ng. But �t was not to be avo�ded: he made her feel that she
was the object of all; though she could not say that �t was
unpleasantly done, that there was �ndel�cacy or ostentat�on �n h�s
manner; and somet�mes, when he talked of W�ll�am, he was really
not unagreeable, and shewed even a warmth of heart wh�ch d�d h�m
cred�t. But st�ll h�s attent�ons made no part of her sat�sfact�on. She
was happy whenever she looked at W�ll�am, and saw how perfectly
he was enjoy�ng h�mself, �n every f�ve m�nutes that she could walk
about w�th h�m and hear h�s account of h�s partners; she was happy
�n know�ng herself adm�red; and she was happy �n hav�ng the two
dances w�th Edmund st�ll to look forward to, dur�ng the greatest part
of the even�ng, her hand be�ng so eagerly sought after that her
�ndef�n�te engagement w�th h�m was �n cont�nual perspect�ve. She
was happy even when they d�d take place; but not from any flow of
sp�r�ts on h�s s�de, or any such express�ons of tender gallantry as
had blessed the morn�ng. H�s m�nd was fagged, and her happ�ness



sprung from be�ng the fr�end w�th whom �t could f�nd repose. “I am
worn out w�th c�v�l�ty,” sa�d he. “I have been talk�ng �ncessantly all
n�ght, and w�th noth�ng to say. But w�th you, Fanny, there may be
peace. You w�ll not want to be talked to. Let us have the luxury of
s�lence.” Fanny would hardly even speak her agreement. A
wear�ness, ar�s�ng probably, �n great measure, from the same
feel�ngs wh�ch he had acknowledged �n the morn�ng, was pecul�arly
to be respected, and they went down the�r two dances together w�th
such sober tranqu�ll�ty as m�ght sat�sfy any looker-on that S�r Thomas
had been br�ng�ng up no w�fe for h�s younger son.

The even�ng had afforded Edmund l�ttle pleasure. M�ss Crawford
had been �n gay sp�r�ts when they f�rst danced together, but �t was
not her ga�ety that could do h�m good: �t rather sank than ra�sed h�s
comfort; and afterwards, for he found h�mself st�ll �mpelled to seek
her aga�n, she had absolutely pa�ned h�m by her manner of speak�ng
of the profess�on to wh�ch he was now on the po�nt of belong�ng.
They had talked, and they had been s�lent; he had reasoned, she
had r�d�culed; and they had parted at last w�th mutual vexat�on.
Fanny, not able to refra�n ent�rely from observ�ng them, had seen
enough to be tolerably sat�sf�ed. It was barbarous to be happy when
Edmund was suffer�ng. Yet some happ�ness must and would ar�se
from the very conv�ct�on that he d�d suffer.

When her two dances w�th h�m were over, her �ncl�nat�on and
strength for more were pretty well at an end; and S�r Thomas, hav�ng
seen her walk rather than dance down the shorten�ng set,
breathless, and w�th her hand at her s�de, gave h�s orders for her
s�tt�ng down ent�rely. From that t�me Mr. Crawford sat down l�kew�se.

“Poor Fanny!” cr�ed W�ll�am, com�ng for a moment to v�s�t her, and
work�ng away h�s partner's fan as �f for l�fe, “how soon she �s
knocked up! Why, the sport �s but just begun. I hope we shall keep �t
up these two hours. How can you be t�red so soon?”

“So soon! my good fr�end,” sa�d S�r Thomas, produc�ng h�s watch
w�th all necessary caut�on; “�t �s three o'clock, and your s�ster �s not
used to these sort of hours.”

“Well, then, Fanny, you shall not get up to-morrow before I go.
Sleep as long as you can, and never m�nd me.”



“Oh! W�ll�am.”
“What! D�d she th�nk of be�ng up before you set off?”
“Oh! yes, s�r,” cr�ed Fanny, r�s�ng eagerly from her seat to be

nearer her uncle; “I must get up and breakfast w�th h�m. It w�ll be the
last t�me, you know; the last morn�ng.”

“You had better not. He �s to have breakfasted and be gone by
half-past n�ne. Mr. Crawford, I th�nk you call for h�m at half-past
n�ne?”

Fanny was too urgent, however, and had too many tears �n her
eyes for den�al; and �t ended �n a grac�ous “Well, well!” wh�ch was
perm�ss�on.

“Yes, half-past n�ne,” sa�d Crawford to W�ll�am as the latter was
leav�ng them, “and I shall be punctual, for there w�ll be no k�nd s�ster
to get up for me.” And �n a lower tone to Fanny, “I shall have only a
desolate house to hurry from. Your brother w�ll f�nd my �deas of t�me
and h�s own very d�fferent to-morrow.”

After a short cons�derat�on, S�r Thomas asked Crawford to jo�n the
early breakfast party �n that house �nstead of eat�ng alone: he should
h�mself be of �t; and the read�ness w�th wh�ch h�s �nv�tat�on was
accepted conv�nced h�m that the susp�c�ons whence, he must
confess to h�mself, th�s very ball had �n great measure sprung, were
well founded. Mr. Crawford was �n love w�th Fanny. He had a
pleas�ng ant�c�pat�on of what would be. H�s n�ece, meanwh�le, d�d not
thank h�m for what he had just done. She had hoped to have W�ll�am
all to herself the last morn�ng. It would have been an unspeakable
�ndulgence. But though her w�shes were overthrown, there was no
sp�r�t of murmur�ng w�th�n her. On the contrary, she was so totally
unused to have her pleasure consulted, or to have anyth�ng take
place at all �n the way she could des�re, that she was more d�sposed
to wonder and rejo�ce �n hav�ng carr�ed her po�nt so far, than to
rep�ne at the counteract�on wh�ch followed.

Shortly afterward, S�r Thomas was aga�n �nterfer�ng a l�ttle w�th her
�ncl�nat�on, by adv�s�ng her to go �mmed�ately to bed. “Adv�se” was
h�s word, but �t was the adv�ce of absolute power, and she had only
to r�se, and, w�th Mr. Crawford's very cord�al ad�eus, pass qu�etly
away; stopp�ng at the entrance-door, l�ke the Lady of Branxholm Hall,



“one moment and no more,” to v�ew the happy scene, and take a last
look at the f�ve or s�x determ�ned couple who were st�ll hard at work;
and then, creep�ng slowly up the pr�nc�pal sta�rcase, pursued by the
ceaseless country-dance, fever�sh w�th hopes and fears, soup and
negus, sore-footed and fat�gued, restless and ag�tated, yet feel�ng, �n
sp�te of everyth�ng, that a ball was �ndeed del�ghtful.

In thus send�ng her away, S�r Thomas perhaps m�ght not be
th�nk�ng merely of her health. It m�ght occur to h�m that Mr. Crawford
had been s�tt�ng by her long enough, or he m�ght mean to
recommend her as a w�fe by shew�ng her persuadableness.





CHAPTER XXIX
The ball was over, and the breakfast was soon over too; the last

k�ss was g�ven, and W�ll�am was gone. Mr. Crawford had, as he
foretold, been very punctual, and short and pleasant had been the
meal.

After see�ng W�ll�am to the last moment, Fanny walked back to the
breakfast-room w�th a very saddened heart to gr�eve over the
melancholy change; and there her uncle k�ndly left her to cry �n
peace, conce�v�ng, perhaps, that the deserted cha�r of each young
man m�ght exerc�se her tender enthus�asm, and that the rema�n�ng
cold pork bones and mustard �n W�ll�am's plate m�ght but d�v�de her
feel�ngs w�th the broken egg-shells �n Mr. Crawford's. She sat and
cr�ed con amore as her uncle �ntended, but �t was con amore
fraternal and no other. W�ll�am was gone, and she now felt as �f she
had wasted half h�s v�s�t �n �dle cares and self�sh sol�c�tudes
unconnected w�th h�m.

Fanny's d�spos�t�on was such that she could never even th�nk of
her aunt Norr�s �n the meagreness and cheerlessness of her own
small house, w�thout reproach�ng herself for some l�ttle want of
attent�on to her when they had been last together; much less could
her feel�ngs acqu�t her of hav�ng done and sa�d and thought
everyth�ng by W�ll�am that was due to h�m for a whole fortn�ght.

It was a heavy, melancholy day. Soon after the second breakfast,
Edmund bade them good-bye for a week, and mounted h�s horse for
Peterborough, and then all were gone. Noth�ng rema�ned of last
n�ght but remembrances, wh�ch she had nobody to share �n. She
talked to her aunt Bertram—she must talk to somebody of the ball;
but her aunt had seen so l�ttle of what had passed, and had so l�ttle
cur�os�ty, that �t was heavy work. Lady Bertram was not certa�n of
anybody's dress or anybody's place at supper but her own. “She
could not recollect what �t was that she had heard about one of the
M�ss Maddoxes, or what �t was that Lady Prescott had not�ced �n



Fanny: she was not sure whether Colonel Harr�son had been talk�ng
of Mr. Crawford or of W�ll�am when he sa�d he was the f�nest young
man �n the room—somebody had wh�spered someth�ng to her; she
had forgot to ask S�r Thomas what �t could be.” And these were her
longest speeches and clearest commun�cat�ons: the rest was only a
langu�d “Yes, yes; very well; d�d you? d�d he? I d�d not see that; I
should not know one from the other.” Th�s was very bad. It was only
better than Mrs. Norr�s's sharp answers would have been; but she
be�ng gone home w�th all the supernumerary jell�es to nurse a s�ck
ma�d, there was peace and good-humour �n the�r l�ttle party, though �t
could not boast much bes�de.

The even�ng was heavy l�ke the day. “I cannot th�nk what �s the
matter w�th me,” sa�d Lady Bertram, when the tea-th�ngs were
removed. “I feel qu�te stup�d. It must be s�tt�ng up so late last n�ght.
Fanny, you must do someth�ng to keep me awake. I cannot work.
Fetch the cards; I feel so very stup�d.”

The cards were brought, and Fanny played at cr�bbage w�th her
aunt t�ll bedt�me; and as S�r Thomas was read�ng to h�mself, no
sounds were heard �n the room for the next two hours beyond the
reckon�ngs of the game—“And that makes th�rty-one; four �n hand
and e�ght �n cr�b. You are to deal, ma'am; shall I deal for you?” Fanny
thought and thought aga�n of the d�fference wh�ch twenty-four hours
had made �n that room, and all that part of the house. Last n�ght �t
had been hope and sm�les, bustle and mot�on, no�se and br�ll�ancy, �n
the draw�ng-room, and out of the draw�ng-room, and everywhere.
Now �t was languor, and all but sol�tude.

A good n�ght's rest �mproved her sp�r�ts. She could th�nk of W�ll�am
the next day more cheerfully; and as the morn�ng afforded her an
opportun�ty of talk�ng over Thursday n�ght w�th Mrs. Grant and M�ss
Crawford, �n a very handsome style, w�th all the he�ghten�ngs of
�mag�nat�on, and all the laughs of playfulness wh�ch are so essent�al
to the shade of a departed ball, she could afterwards br�ng her m�nd
w�thout much effort �nto �ts everyday state, and eas�ly conform to the
tranqu�ll�ty of the present qu�et week.

They were �ndeed a smaller party than she had ever known there
for a whole day together, and he was gone on whom the comfort and



cheerfulness of every fam�ly meet�ng and every meal ch�efly
depended. But th�s must be learned to be endured. He would soon
be always gone; and she was thankful that she could now s�t �n the
same room w�th her uncle, hear h�s vo�ce, rece�ve h�s quest�ons, and
even answer them, w�thout such wretched feel�ngs as she had
formerly known.

“We m�ss our two young men,” was S�r Thomas's observat�on on
both the f�rst and second day, as they formed the�r very reduced
c�rcle after d�nner; and �n cons�derat�on of Fanny's sw�mm�ng eyes,
noth�ng more was sa�d on the f�rst day than to dr�nk the�r good
health; but on the second �t led to someth�ng farther. W�ll�am was
k�ndly commended and h�s promot�on hoped for. “And there �s no
reason to suppose,” added S�r Thomas, “but that h�s v�s�ts to us may
now be tolerably frequent. As to Edmund, we must learn to do
w�thout h�m. Th�s w�ll be the last w�nter of h�s belong�ng to us, as he
has done.”

“Yes,” sa�d Lady Bertram, “but I w�sh he was not go�ng away. They
are all go�ng away, I th�nk. I w�sh they would stay at home.”

Th�s w�sh was levelled pr�nc�pally at Jul�a, who had just appl�ed for
perm�ss�on to go to town w�th Mar�a; and as S�r Thomas thought �t
best for each daughter that the perm�ss�on should be granted, Lady
Bertram, though �n her own good-nature she would not have
prevented �t, was lament�ng the change �t made �n the prospect of
Jul�a's return, wh�ch would otherw�se have taken place about th�s
t�me. A great deal of good sense followed on S�r Thomas's s�de,
tend�ng to reconc�le h�s w�fe to the arrangement. Everyth�ng that a
cons�derate parent ought to feel was advanced for her use; and
everyth�ng that an affect�onate mother must feel �n promot�ng her
ch�ldren's enjoyment was attr�buted to her nature. Lady Bertram
agreed to �t all w�th a calm “Yes”; and at the end of a quarter of an
hour's s�lent cons�derat�on spontaneously observed, “S�r Thomas, I
have been th�nk�ng—and I am very glad we took Fanny as we d�d,
for now the others are away we feel the good of �t.”

S�r Thomas �mmed�ately �mproved th�s compl�ment by add�ng,
“Very true. We shew Fanny what a good g�rl we th�nk her by pra�s�ng



her to her face, she �s now a very valuable compan�on. If we have
been k�nd to her, she �s now qu�te as necessary to us.”

“Yes,” sa�d Lady Bertram presently; “and �t �s a comfort to th�nk that
we shall always have her.”

S�r Thomas paused, half sm�led, glanced at h�s n�ece, and then
gravely repl�ed, “She w�ll never leave us, I hope, t�ll �nv�ted to some
other home that may reasonably prom�se her greater happ�ness than
she knows here.”

“And that �s not very l�kely to be, S�r Thomas. Who should �nv�te
her? Mar�a m�ght be very glad to see her at Sotherton now and then,
but she would not th�nk of ask�ng her to l�ve there; and I am sure she
�s better off here; and bes�des, I cannot do w�thout her.”

The week wh�ch passed so qu�etly and peaceably at the great
house �n Mansf�eld had a very d�fferent character at the Parsonage.
To the young lady, at least, �n each fam�ly, �t brought very d�fferent
feel�ngs. What was tranqu�ll�ty and comfort to Fanny was
ted�ousness and vexat�on to Mary. Someth�ng arose from d�fference
of d�spos�t�on and hab�t: one so eas�ly sat�sf�ed, the other so unused
to endure; but st�ll more m�ght be �mputed to d�fference of
c�rcumstances. In some po�nts of �nterest they were exactly opposed
to each other. To Fanny's m�nd, Edmund's absence was really, �n �ts
cause and �ts tendency, a rel�ef. To Mary �t was every way pa�nful.
She felt the want of h�s soc�ety every day, almost every hour, and
was too much �n want of �t to der�ve anyth�ng but �rr�tat�on from
cons�der�ng the object for wh�ch he went. He could not have dev�sed
anyth�ng more l�kely to ra�se h�s consequence than th�s week's
absence, occurr�ng as �t d�d at the very t�me of her brother's go�ng
away, of W�ll�am Pr�ce's go�ng too, and complet�ng the sort of general
break-up of a party wh�ch had been so an�mated. She felt �t keenly.
They were now a m�serable tr�o, conf�ned w�th�n doors by a ser�es of
ra�n and snow, w�th noth�ng to do and no var�ety to hope for. Angry
as she was w�th Edmund for adher�ng to h�s own not�ons, and act�ng
on them �n def�ance of her (and she had been so angry that they had
hardly parted fr�ends at the ball), she could not help th�nk�ng of h�m
cont�nually when absent, dwell�ng on h�s mer�t and affect�on, and
long�ng aga�n for the almost da�ly meet�ngs they lately had. H�s



absence was unnecessar�ly long. He should not have planned such
an absence—he should not have left home for a week, when her
own departure from Mansf�eld was so near. Then she began to
blame herself. She w�shed she had not spoken so warmly �n the�r
last conversat�on. She was afra�d she had used some strong, some
contemptuous express�ons �n speak�ng of the clergy, and that should
not have been. It was �ll-bred; �t was wrong. She w�shed such words
unsa�d w�th all her heart.

Her vexat�on d�d not end w�th the week. All th�s was bad, but she
had st�ll more to feel when Fr�day came round aga�n and brought no
Edmund; when Saturday came and st�ll no Edmund; and when,
through the sl�ght commun�cat�on w�th the other fam�ly wh�ch Sunday
produced, she learned that he had actually wr�tten home to defer h�s
return, hav�ng prom�sed to rema�n some days longer w�th h�s fr�end.

If she had felt �mpat�ence and regret before—�f she had been sorry
for what she sa�d, and feared �ts too strong effect on h�m—she now
felt and feared �t all tenfold more. She had, moreover, to contend
w�th one d�sagreeable emot�on ent�rely new to her—jealousy. H�s
fr�end Mr. Owen had s�sters; he m�ght f�nd them attract�ve. But, at
any rate, h�s stay�ng away at a t�me when, accord�ng to all preced�ng
plans, she was to remove to London, meant someth�ng that she
could not bear. Had Henry returned, as he talked of do�ng, at the end
of three or four days, she should now have been leav�ng Mansf�eld. It
became absolutely necessary for her to get to Fanny and try to learn
someth�ng more. She could not l�ve any longer �n such sol�tary
wretchedness; and she made her way to the Park, through
d�ff�cult�es of walk�ng wh�ch she had deemed unconquerable a week
before, for the chance of hear�ng a l�ttle �n add�t�on, for the sake of at
least hear�ng h�s name.

The f�rst half-hour was lost, for Fanny and Lady Bertram were
together, and unless she had Fanny to herself she could hope for
noth�ng. But at last Lady Bertram left the room, and then almost
�mmed�ately M�ss Crawford thus began, w�th a vo�ce as well
regulated as she could—“And how do you l�ke your cous�n Edmund's
stay�ng away so long? Be�ng the only young person at home, I



cons�der you as the greatest sufferer. You must m�ss h�m. Does h�s
stay�ng longer surpr�se you?”

“I do not know,” sa�d Fanny hes�tat�ngly. “Yes; I had not part�cularly
expected �t.”

“Perhaps he w�ll always stay longer than he talks of. It �s the
general way all young men do.”

“He d�d not, the only t�me he went to see Mr. Owen before.”
“He f�nds the house more agreeable now. He �s a very—a very

pleas�ng young man h�mself, and I cannot help be�ng rather
concerned at not see�ng h�m aga�n before I go to London, as w�ll now
undoubtedly be the case. I am look�ng for Henry every day, and as
soon as he comes there w�ll be noth�ng to deta�n me at Mansf�eld. I
should l�ke to have seen h�m once more, I confess. But you must
g�ve my compl�ments to h�m. Yes; I th�nk �t must be compl�ments. Is
not there a someth�ng wanted, M�ss Pr�ce, �n our language—a
someth�ng between compl�ments and—and love—to su�t the sort of
fr�endly acqua�ntance we have had together? So many months'
acqua�ntance! But compl�ments may be suff�c�ent here. Was h�s letter
a long one? Does he g�ve you much account of what he �s do�ng? Is
�t Chr�stmas ga�et�es that he �s stay�ng for?”

“I only heard a part of the letter; �t was to my uncle; but I bel�eve �t
was very short; �ndeed I am sure �t was but a few l�nes. All that I
heard was that h�s fr�end had pressed h�m to stay longer, and that he
had agreed to do so. A few days longer, or some days longer; I am
not qu�te sure wh�ch.”

“Oh! �f he wrote to h�s father; but I thought �t m�ght have been to
Lady Bertram or you. But �f he wrote to h�s father, no wonder he was
conc�se. Who could wr�te chat to S�r Thomas? If he had wr�tten to
you, there would have been more part�culars. You would have heard
of balls and part�es. He would have sent you a descr�pt�on of
everyth�ng and everybody. How many M�ss Owens are there?”

“Three grown up.”
“Are they mus�cal?”
“I do not at all know. I never heard.”



“That �s the f�rst quest�on, you know,” sa�d M�ss Crawford, try�ng to
appear gay and unconcerned, “wh�ch every woman who plays
herself �s sure to ask about another. But �t �s very fool�sh to ask
quest�ons about any young lad�es—about any three s�sters just
grown up; for one knows, w�thout be�ng told, exactly what they are:
all very accompl�shed and pleas�ng, and one very pretty. There �s a
beauty �n every fam�ly; �t �s a regular th�ng. Two play on the
p�anoforte, and one on the harp; and all s�ng, or would s�ng �f they
were taught, or s�ng all the better for not be�ng taught; or someth�ng
l�ke �t.”

“I know noth�ng of the M�ss Owens,” sa�d Fanny calmly.
“You know noth�ng and you care less, as people say. Never d�d

tone express �nd�fference pla�ner. Indeed, how can one care for
those one has never seen? Well, when your cous�n comes back, he
w�ll f�nd Mansf�eld very qu�et; all the no�sy ones gone, your brother
and m�ne and myself. I do not l�ke the �dea of leav�ng Mrs. Grant now
the t�me draws near. She does not l�ke my go�ng.”

Fanny felt obl�ged to speak. “You cannot doubt your be�ng m�ssed
by many,” sa�d she. “You w�ll be very much m�ssed.”

M�ss Crawford turned her eye on her, as �f want�ng to hear or see
more, and then laugh�ngly sa�d, “Oh yes! m�ssed as every no�sy ev�l
�s m�ssed when �t �s taken away; that �s, there �s a great d�fference
felt. But I am not f�sh�ng; don't compl�ment me. If I am m�ssed, �t w�ll
appear. I may be d�scovered by those who want to see me. I shall
not be �n any doubtful, or d�stant, or unapproachable reg�on.”

Now Fanny could not br�ng herself to speak, and M�ss Crawford
was d�sappo�nted; for she had hoped to hear some pleasant
assurance of her power from one who she thought must know, and
her sp�r�ts were clouded aga�n.

“The M�ss Owens,” sa�d she, soon afterwards; “suppose you were
to have one of the M�ss Owens settled at Thornton Lacey; how
should you l�ke �t? Stranger th�ngs have happened. I dare say they
are try�ng for �t. And they are qu�te �n the r�ght, for �t would be a very
pretty establ�shment for them. I do not at all wonder or blame them. It
�s everybody's duty to do as well for themselves as they can. S�r
Thomas Bertram's son �s somebody; and now he �s �n the�r own l�ne.



The�r father �s a clergyman, and the�r brother �s a clergyman, and
they are all clergymen together. He �s the�r lawful property; he fa�rly
belongs to them. You don't speak, Fanny; M�ss Pr�ce, you don't
speak. But honestly now, do not you rather expect �t than
otherw�se?”

“No,” sa�d Fanny stoutly, “I do not expect �t at all.”
“Not at all!” cr�ed M�ss Crawford w�th alacr�ty. “I wonder at that. But

I dare say you know exactly—I always �mag�ne you are—perhaps
you do not th�nk h�m l�kely to marry at all—or not at present.”

“No, I do not,” sa�d Fanny softly, hop�ng she d�d not err e�ther �n
the bel�ef or the acknowledgment of �t.

Her compan�on looked at her keenly; and gather�ng greater sp�r�t
from the blush soon produced from such a look, only sa�d, “He �s
best off as he �s,” and turned the subject.



CHAPTER XXX
M�ss Crawford's uneas�ness was much l�ghtened by th�s

conversat�on, and she walked home aga�n �n sp�r�ts wh�ch m�ght
have def�ed almost another week of the same small party �n the
same bad weather, had they been put to the proof; but as that very
even�ng brought her brother down from London aga�n �n qu�te, or
more than qu�te, h�s usual cheerfulness, she had noth�ng farther to
try her own. H�s st�ll refus�ng to tell her what he had gone for was but
the promot�on of ga�ety; a day before �t m�ght have �rr�tated, but now
�t was a pleasant joke—suspected only of conceal�ng someth�ng
planned as a pleasant surpr�se to herself. And the next day d�d br�ng
a surpr�se to her. Henry had sa�d he should just go and ask the
Bertrams how they d�d, and be back �n ten m�nutes, but he was gone
above an hour; and when h�s s�ster, who had been wa�t�ng for h�m to
walk w�th her �n the garden, met h�m at last most �mpat�ently �n the
sweep, and cr�ed out, “My dear Henry, where can you have been all
th�s t�me?” he had only to say that he had been s�tt�ng w�th Lady
Bertram and Fanny.

“S�tt�ng w�th them an hour and a half!” excla�med Mary.
But th�s was only the beg�nn�ng of her surpr�se.
“Yes, Mary,” sa�d he, draw�ng her arm w�th�n h�s, and walk�ng along

the sweep as �f not know�ng where he was: “I could not get away
sooner; Fanny looked so lovely! I am qu�te determ�ned, Mary. My
m�nd �s ent�rely made up. W�ll �t aston�sh you? No: you must be
aware that I am qu�te determ�ned to marry Fanny Pr�ce.”

The surpr�se was now complete; for, �n sp�te of whatever h�s
consc�ousness m�ght suggest, a susp�c�on of h�s hav�ng any such
v�ews had never entered h�s s�ster's �mag�nat�on; and she looked so
truly the aston�shment she felt, that he was obl�ged to repeat what he
had sa�d, and more fully and more solemnly. The conv�ct�on of h�s
determ�nat�on once adm�tted, �t was not unwelcome. There was even
pleasure w�th the surpr�se. Mary was �n a state of m�nd to rejo�ce �n a



connex�on w�th the Bertram fam�ly, and to be not d�spleased w�th her
brother's marry�ng a l�ttle beneath h�m.

“Yes, Mary,” was Henry's conclud�ng assurance. “I am fa�rly
caught. You know w�th what �dle des�gns I began; but th�s �s the end
of them. I have, I flatter myself, made no �ncons�derable progress �n
her affect�ons; but my own are ent�rely f�xed.”

“Lucky, lucky g�rl!” cr�ed Mary, as soon as she could speak; “what a
match for her! My dearest Henry, th�s must be my f�rst feel�ng; but my
second, wh�ch you shall have as s�ncerely, �s, that I approve your
cho�ce from my soul, and foresee your happ�ness as heart�ly as I
w�sh and des�re �t. You w�ll have a sweet l�ttle w�fe; all grat�tude and
devot�on. Exactly what you deserve. What an amaz�ng match for her!
Mrs. Norr�s often talks of her luck; what w�ll she say now? The
del�ght of all the fam�ly, �ndeed! And she has some true fr�ends �n �t!
How they w�ll rejo�ce! But tell me all about �t! Talk to me for ever.
When d�d you beg�n to th�nk ser�ously about her?”

Noth�ng could be more �mposs�ble than to answer such a quest�on,
though noth�ng could be more agreeable than to have �t asked. “How
the pleas�ng plague had stolen on h�m” he could not say; and before
he had expressed the same sent�ment w�th a l�ttle var�at�on of words
three t�mes over, h�s s�ster eagerly �nterrupted h�m w�th, “Ah, my dear
Henry, and th�s �s what took you to London! Th�s was your bus�ness!
You chose to consult the Adm�ral before you made up your m�nd.”

But th�s he stoutly den�ed. He knew h�s uncle too well to consult
h�m on any matr�mon�al scheme. The Adm�ral hated marr�age, and
thought �t never pardonable �n a young man of �ndependent fortune.

“When Fanny �s known to h�m,” cont�nued Henry, “he w�ll doat on
her. She �s exactly the woman to do away every prejud�ce of such a
man as the Adm�ral, for she he would descr�be, �f �ndeed he has now
del�cacy of language enough to embody h�s own �deas. But t�ll �t �s
absolutely settled—settled beyond all �nterference, he shall know
noth�ng of the matter. No, Mary, you are qu�te m�staken. You have
not d�scovered my bus�ness yet.”

“Well, well, I am sat�sf�ed. I know now to whom �t must relate, and
am �n no hurry for the rest. Fanny Pr�ce! wonderful, qu�te wonderful!
That Mansf�eld should have done so much for—that you should have



found your fate �n Mansf�eld! But you are qu�te r�ght; you could not
have chosen better. There �s not a better g�rl �n the world, and you do
not want for fortune; and as to her connex�ons, they are more than
good. The Bertrams are undoubtedly some of the f�rst people �n th�s
country. She �s n�ece to S�r Thomas Bertram; that w�ll be enough for
the world. But go on, go on. Tell me more. What are your plans?
Does she know her own happ�ness?”

“No.”
“What are you wa�t�ng for?”
“For—for very l�ttle more than opportun�ty. Mary, she �s not l�ke her

cous�ns; but I th�nk I shall not ask �n va�n.”
“Oh no! you cannot. Were you even less pleas�ng—suppos�ng her

not to love you already (of wh�ch, however, I can have l�ttle doubt)—
you would be safe. The gentleness and grat�tude of her d�spos�t�on
would secure her all your own �mmed�ately. From my soul I do not
th�nk she would marry you w�thout love; that �s, �f there �s a g�rl �n the
world capable of be�ng un�nfluenced by amb�t�on, I can suppose �t
her; but ask her to love you, and she w�ll never have the heart to
refuse.”

As soon as her eagerness could rest �n s�lence, he was as happy
to tell as she could be to l�sten; and a conversat�on followed almost
as deeply �nterest�ng to her as to h�mself, though he had �n fact
noth�ng to relate but h�s own sensat�ons, noth�ng to dwell on but
Fanny's charms. Fanny's beauty of face and f�gure, Fanny's graces
of manner and goodness of heart, were the exhaustless theme. The
gentleness, modesty, and sweetness of her character were warmly
expat�ated on; that sweetness wh�ch makes so essent�al a part of
every woman's worth �n the judgment of man, that though he
somet�mes loves where �t �s not, he can never bel�eve �t absent. Her
temper he had good reason to depend on and to pra�se. He had
often seen �t tr�ed. Was there one of the fam�ly, except�ng Edmund,
who had not �n some way or other cont�nually exerc�sed her pat�ence
and forbearance? Her affect�ons were ev�dently strong. To see her
w�th her brother! What could more del�ghtfully prove that the warmth
of her heart was equal to �ts gentleness? What could be more
encourag�ng to a man who had her love �n v�ew? Then, her



understand�ng was beyond every susp�c�on, qu�ck and clear; and her
manners were the m�rror of her own modest and elegant m�nd. Nor
was th�s all. Henry Crawford had too much sense not to feel the
worth of good pr�nc�ples �n a w�fe, though he was too l�ttle
accustomed to ser�ous reflect�on to know them by the�r proper name;
but when he talked of her hav�ng such a stead�ness and regular�ty of
conduct, such a h�gh not�on of honour, and such an observance of
decorum as m�ght warrant any man �n the fullest dependence on her
fa�th and �ntegr�ty, he expressed what was �nsp�red by the knowledge
of her be�ng well pr�nc�pled and rel�g�ous.

“I could so wholly and absolutely conf�de �n her,” sa�d he; “and that
�s what I want.”

Well m�ght h�s s�ster, bel�ev�ng as she really d�d that h�s op�n�on of
Fanny Pr�ce was scarcely beyond her mer�ts, rejo�ce �n her
prospects.

“The more I th�nk of �t,” she cr�ed, “the more am I conv�nced that
you are do�ng qu�te r�ght; and though I should never have selected
Fanny Pr�ce as the g�rl most l�kely to attach you, I am now persuaded
she �s the very one to make you happy. Your w�cked project upon her
peace turns out a clever thought �ndeed. You w�ll both f�nd your good
�n �t.”

“It was bad, very bad �n me aga�nst such a creature; but I d�d not
know her then; and she shall have no reason to lament the hour that
f�rst put �t �nto my head. I w�ll make her very happy, Mary; happ�er
than she has ever yet been herself, or ever seen anybody else. I w�ll
not take her from Northamptonsh�re. I shall let Ever�ngham, and rent
a place �n th�s ne�ghbourhood; perhaps Stanw�x Lodge. I shall let a
seven years' lease of Ever�ngham. I am sure of an excellent tenant
at half a word. I could name three people now, who would g�ve me
my own terms and thank me.”

“Ha!” cr�ed Mary; “settle �n Northamptonsh�re! That �s pleasant!
Then we shall be all together.”

When she had spoken �t, she recollected herself, and w�shed �t
unsa�d; but there was no need of confus�on; for her brother saw her
only as the supposed �nmate of Mansf�eld parsonage, and repl�ed



but to �nv�te her �n the k�ndest manner to h�s own house, and to cla�m
the best r�ght �n her.

“You must g�ve us more than half your t�me,” sa�d he. “I cannot
adm�t Mrs. Grant to have an equal cla�m w�th Fanny and myself, for
we shall both have a r�ght �n you. Fanny w�ll be so truly your s�ster!”

Mary had only to be grateful and g�ve general assurances; but she
was now very fully purposed to be the guest of ne�ther brother nor
s�ster many months longer.

“You w�ll d�v�de your year between London and
Northamptonsh�re?”

“Yes.”
“That's r�ght; and �n London, of course, a house of your own: no

longer w�th the Adm�ral. My dearest Henry, the advantage to you of
gett�ng away from the Adm�ral before your manners are hurt by the
contag�on of h�s, before you have contracted any of h�s fool�sh
op�n�ons, or learned to s�t over your d�nner as �f �t were the best
bless�ng of l�fe! You are not sens�ble of the ga�n, for your regard for
h�m has bl�nded you; but, �n my est�mat�on, your marry�ng early may
be the sav�ng of you. To have seen you grow l�ke the Adm�ral �n word
or deed, look or gesture, would have broken my heart.”

“Well, well, we do not th�nk qu�te al�ke here. The Adm�ral has h�s
faults, but he �s a very good man, and has been more than a father
to me. Few fathers would have let me have my own way half so
much. You must not prejud�ce Fanny aga�nst h�m. I must have them
love one another.”

Mary refra�ned from say�ng what she felt, that there could not be
two persons �n ex�stence whose characters and manners were less
accordant: t�me would d�scover �t to h�m; but she could not help th�s
reflect�on on the Adm�ral. “Henry, I th�nk so h�ghly of Fanny Pr�ce,
that �f I could suppose the next Mrs. Crawford would have half the
reason wh�ch my poor �ll-used aunt had to abhor the very name, I
would prevent the marr�age, �f poss�ble; but I know you: I know that a
w�fe you loved would be the happ�est of women, and that even when
you ceased to love, she would yet f�nd �n you the l�beral�ty and good-
breed�ng of a gentleman.”



The �mposs�b�l�ty of not do�ng everyth�ng �n the world to make
Fanny Pr�ce happy, or of ceas�ng to love Fanny Pr�ce, was of course
the groundwork of h�s eloquent answer.

“Had you seen her th�s morn�ng, Mary,” he cont�nued, “attend�ng
w�th such �neffable sweetness and pat�ence to all the demands of her
aunt's stup�d�ty, work�ng w�th her, and for her, her colour beaut�fully
he�ghtened as she leant over the work, then return�ng to her seat to
f�n�sh a note wh�ch she was prev�ously engaged �n wr�t�ng for that
stup�d woman's serv�ce, and all th�s w�th such unpretend�ng
gentleness, so much as �f �t were a matter of course that she was not
to have a moment at her own command, her ha�r arranged as neatly
as �t always �s, and one l�ttle curl fall�ng forward as she wrote, wh�ch
she now and then shook back, and �n the m�dst of all th�s, st�ll
speak�ng at �ntervals to me, or l�sten�ng, and as �f she l�ked to l�sten,
to what I sa�d. Had you seen her so, Mary, you would not have
�mpl�ed the poss�b�l�ty of her power over my heart ever ceas�ng.”

“My dearest Henry,” cr�ed Mary, stopp�ng short, and sm�l�ng �n h�s
face, “how glad I am to see you so much �n love! It qu�te del�ghts me.
But what w�ll Mrs. Rushworth and Jul�a say?”

“I care ne�ther what they say nor what they feel. They w�ll now see
what sort of woman �t �s that can attach me, that can attach a man of
sense. I w�sh the d�scovery may do them any good. And they w�ll
now see the�r cous�n treated as she ought to be, and I w�sh they may
be heart�ly ashamed of the�r own abom�nable neglect and
unk�ndness. They w�ll be angry,” he added, after a moment's s�lence,
and �n a cooler tone; “Mrs. Rushworth w�ll be very angry. It w�ll be a
b�tter p�ll to her; that �s, l�ke other b�tter p�lls, �t w�ll have two moments'
�ll flavour, and then be swallowed and forgotten; for I am not such a
coxcomb as to suppose her feel�ngs more last�ng than other
women's, though I was the object of them. Yes, Mary, my Fanny w�ll
feel a d�fference �ndeed: a da�ly, hourly d�fference, �n the behav�our of
every be�ng who approaches her; and �t w�ll be the complet�on of my
happ�ness to know that I am the doer of �t, that I am the person to
g�ve the consequence so justly her due. Now she �s dependent,
helpless, fr�endless, neglected, forgotten.”



“Nay, Henry, not by all; not forgotten by all; not fr�endless or
forgotten. Her cous�n Edmund never forgets her.”

“Edmund! True, I bel�eve he �s, generally speak�ng, k�nd to her,
and so �s S�r Thomas �n h�s way; but �t �s the way of a r�ch, super�or,
long-worded, arb�trary uncle. What can S�r Thomas and Edmund
together do, what do they do for her happ�ness, comfort, honour, and
d�gn�ty �n the world, to what I shall do?”



CHAPTER XXXI
Henry Crawford was at Mansf�eld Park aga�n the next morn�ng,

and at an earl�er hour than common v�s�t�ng warrants. The two lad�es
were together �n the breakfast-room, and, fortunately for h�m, Lady
Bertram was on the very po�nt of qu�tt�ng �t as he entered. She was
almost at the door, and not chus�ng by any means to take so much
trouble �n va�n, she st�ll went on, after a c�v�l recept�on, a short
sentence about be�ng wa�ted for, and a “Let S�r Thomas know” to the
servant.

Henry, overjoyed to have her go, bowed and watched her off, and
w�thout los�ng another moment, turned �nstantly to Fanny, and, tak�ng
out some letters, sa�d, w�th a most an�mated look, “I must
acknowledge myself �nf�n�tely obl�ged to any creature who g�ves me
such an opportun�ty of see�ng you alone: I have been w�sh�ng �t more
than you can have any �dea. Know�ng as I do what your feel�ngs as a
s�ster are, I could hardly have borne that any one �n the house
should share w�th you �n the f�rst knowledge of the news I now br�ng.
He �s made. Your brother �s a l�eutenant. I have the �nf�n�te
sat�sfact�on of congratulat�ng you on your brother's promot�on. Here
are the letters wh�ch announce �t, th�s moment come to hand. You
w�ll, perhaps, l�ke to see them.”

Fanny could not speak, but he d�d not want her to speak. To see
the express�on of her eyes, the change of her complex�on, the
progress of her feel�ngs, the�r doubt, confus�on, and fel�c�ty, was
enough. She took the letters as he gave them. The f�rst was from the
Adm�ral to �nform h�s nephew, �n a few words, of h�s hav�ng
succeeded �n the object he had undertaken, the promot�on of young
Pr�ce, and enclos�ng two more, one from the Secretary of the F�rst
Lord to a fr�end, whom the Adm�ral had set to work �n the bus�ness,
the other from that fr�end to h�mself, by wh�ch �t appeared that h�s
lordsh�p had the very great happ�ness of attend�ng to the
recommendat�on of S�r Charles; that S�r Charles was much del�ghted



�n hav�ng such an opportun�ty of prov�ng h�s regard for Adm�ral
Crawford, and that the c�rcumstance of Mr. W�ll�am Pr�ce's
comm�ss�on as Second L�eutenant of H.M. Sloop Thrush be�ng made
out was spread�ng general joy through a w�de c�rcle of great people.

Wh�le her hand was trembl�ng under these letters, her eye runn�ng
from one to the other, and her heart swell�ng w�th emot�on, Crawford
thus cont�nued, w�th unfe�gned eagerness, to express h�s �nterest �n
the event—

“I w�ll not talk of my own happ�ness,” sa�d he, “great as �t �s, for I
th�nk only of yours. Compared w�th you, who has a r�ght to be
happy? I have almost grudged myself my own pr�or knowledge of
what you ought to have known before all the world. I have not lost a
moment, however. The post was late th�s morn�ng, but there has not
been s�nce a moment's delay. How �mpat�ent, how anx�ous, how w�ld
I have been on the subject, I w�ll not attempt to descr�be; how
severely mort�f�ed, how cruelly d�sappo�nted, �n not hav�ng �t f�n�shed
wh�le I was �n London! I was kept there from day to day �n the hope
of �t, for noth�ng less dear to me than such an object would have
deta�ned me half the t�me from Mansf�eld. But though my uncle
entered �nto my w�shes w�th all the warmth I could des�re, and
exerted h�mself �mmed�ately, there were d�ff�cult�es from the absence
of one fr�end, and the engagements of another, wh�ch at last I could
no longer bear to stay the end of, and know�ng �n what good hands I
left the cause, I came away on Monday, trust�ng that many posts
would not pass before I should be followed by such very letters as
these. My uncle, who �s the very best man �n the world, has exerted
h�mself, as I knew he would, after see�ng your brother. He was
del�ghted w�th h�m. I would not allow myself yesterday to say how
del�ghted, or to repeat half that the Adm�ral sa�d �n h�s pra�se. I
deferred �t all t�ll h�s pra�se should be proved the pra�se of a fr�end, as
th�s day does prove �t. Now I may say that even I could not requ�re
W�ll�am Pr�ce to exc�te a greater �nterest, or be followed by warmer
w�shes and h�gher commendat�on, than were most voluntar�ly
bestowed by my uncle after the even�ng they had passed together.”

“Has th�s been all your do�ng, then?” cr�ed Fanny. “Good heaven!
how very, very k�nd! Have you really—was �t by your des�re? I beg



your pardon, but I am bew�ldered. D�d Adm�ral Crawford apply? How
was �t? I am stupef�ed.”

Henry was most happy to make �t more �ntell�g�ble, by beg�nn�ng at
an earl�er stage, and expla�n�ng very part�cularly what he had done.
H�s last journey to London had been undertaken w�th no other v�ew
than that of �ntroduc�ng her brother �n H�ll Street, and preva�l�ng on
the Adm�ral to exert whatever �nterest he m�ght have for gett�ng h�m
on. Th�s had been h�s bus�ness. He had commun�cated �t to no
creature: he had not breathed a syllable of �t even to Mary; wh�le
uncerta�n of the �ssue, he could not have borne any part�c�pat�on of
h�s feel�ngs, but th�s had been h�s bus�ness; and he spoke w�th such
a glow of what h�s sol�c�tude had been, and used such strong
express�ons, was so abound�ng �n the deepest �nterest, �n twofold
mot�ves, �n v�ews and w�shes more than could be told, that Fanny
could not have rema�ned �nsens�ble of h�s dr�ft, had she been able to
attend; but her heart was so full and her senses st�ll so aston�shed,
that she could l�sten but �mperfectly even to what he told her of
W�ll�am, and say�ng only when he paused, “How k�nd! how very k�nd!
Oh, Mr. Crawford, we are �nf�n�tely obl�ged to you! Dearest, dearest
W�ll�am!” She jumped up and moved �n haste towards the door,
cry�ng out, “I w�ll go to my uncle. My uncle ought to know �t as soon
as poss�ble.” But th�s could not be suffered. The opportun�ty was too
fa�r, and h�s feel�ngs too �mpat�ent. He was after her �mmed�ately.
“She must not go, she must allow h�m f�ve m�nutes longer,” and he
took her hand and led her back to her seat, and was �n the m�ddle of
h�s farther explanat�on, before she had suspected for what she was
deta�ned. When she d�d understand �t, however, and found herself
expected to bel�eve that she had created sensat�ons wh�ch h�s heart
had never known before, and that everyth�ng he had done for
W�ll�am was to be placed to the account of h�s excess�ve and
unequalled attachment to her, she was exceed�ngly d�stressed, and
for some moments unable to speak. She cons�dered �t all as
nonsense, as mere tr�fl�ng and gallantry, wh�ch meant only to dece�ve
for the hour; she could not but feel that �t was treat�ng her �mproperly
and unworth�ly, and �n such a way as she had not deserved; but �t
was l�ke h�mself, and ent�rely of a p�ece w�th what she had seen
before; and she would not allow herself to shew half the d�spleasure



she felt, because he had been conferr�ng an obl�gat�on, wh�ch no
want of del�cacy on h�s part could make a tr�fle to her. Wh�le her
heart was st�ll bound�ng w�th joy and grat�tude on W�ll�am's behalf,
she could not be severely resentful of anyth�ng that �njured only
herself; and after hav�ng tw�ce drawn back her hand, and tw�ce
attempted �n va�n to turn away from h�m, she got up, and sa�d only,
w�th much ag�tat�on, “Don't, Mr. Crawford, pray don't! I beg you would
not. Th�s �s a sort of talk�ng wh�ch �s very unpleasant to me. I must go
away. I cannot bear �t.” But he was st�ll talk�ng on, descr�b�ng h�s
affect�on, sol�c�t�ng a return, and, f�nally, �n words so pla�n as to bear
but one mean�ng even to her, offer�ng h�mself, hand, fortune,
everyth�ng, to her acceptance. It was so; he had sa�d �t. Her
aston�shment and confus�on �ncreased; and though st�ll not know�ng
how to suppose h�m ser�ous, she could hardly stand. He pressed for
an answer.

“No, no, no!” she cr�ed, h�d�ng her face. “Th�s �s all nonsense. Do
not d�stress me. I can hear no more of th�s. Your k�ndness to W�ll�am
makes me more obl�ged to you than words can express; but I do not
want, I cannot bear, I must not l�sten to such—No, no, don't th�nk of
me. But you are not th�nk�ng of me. I know �t �s all noth�ng.”

She had burst away from h�m, and at that moment S�r Thomas
was heard speak�ng to a servant �n h�s way towards the room they
were �n. It was no t�me for farther assurances or entreaty, though to
part w�th her at a moment when her modesty alone seemed, to h�s
sangu�ne and preassured m�nd, to stand �n the way of the happ�ness
he sought, was a cruel necess�ty. She rushed out at an oppos�te
door from the one her uncle was approach�ng, and was walk�ng up
and down the East room �n the utmost confus�on of contrary feel�ng,
before S�r Thomas's pol�teness or apolog�es were over, or he had
reached the beg�nn�ng of the joyful �ntell�gence wh�ch h�s v�s�tor
came to commun�cate.

She was feel�ng, th�nk�ng, trembl�ng about everyth�ng; ag�tated,
happy, m�serable, �nf�n�tely obl�ged, absolutely angry. It was all
beyond bel�ef! He was �nexcusable, �ncomprehens�ble! But such
were h�s hab�ts that he could do noth�ng w�thout a m�xture of ev�l. He
had prev�ously made her the happ�est of human be�ngs, and now he



had �nsulted—she knew not what to say, how to class, or how to
regard �t. She would not have h�m be ser�ous, and yet what could
excuse the use of such words and offers, �f they meant but to tr�fle?

But W�ll�am was a l�eutenant. That was a fact beyond a doubt, and
w�thout an alloy. She would th�nk of �t for ever and forget all the rest.
Mr. Crawford would certa�nly never address her so aga�n: he must
have seen how unwelcome �t was to her; and �n that case, how
gratefully she could esteem h�m for h�s fr�endsh�p to W�ll�am!

She would not st�r farther from the East room than the head of the
great sta�rcase, t�ll she had sat�sf�ed herself of Mr. Crawford's hav�ng
left the house; but when conv�nced of h�s be�ng gone, she was eager
to go down and be w�th her uncle, and have all the happ�ness of h�s
joy as well as her own, and all the benef�t of h�s �nformat�on or h�s
conjectures as to what would now be W�ll�am's dest�nat�on. S�r
Thomas was as joyful as she could des�re, and very k�nd and
commun�cat�ve; and she had so comfortable a talk w�th h�m about
W�ll�am as to make her feel as �f noth�ng had occurred to vex her, t�ll
she found, towards the close, that Mr. Crawford was engaged to
return and d�ne there that very day. Th�s was a most unwelcome
hear�ng, for though he m�ght th�nk noth�ng of what had passed, �t
would be qu�te d�stress�ng to her to see h�m aga�n so soon.

She tr�ed to get the better of �t; tr�ed very hard, as the d�nner hour
approached, to feel and appear as usual; but �t was qu�te �mposs�ble
for her not to look most shy and uncomfortable when the�r v�s�tor
entered the room. She could not have supposed �t �n the power of
any concurrence of c�rcumstances to g�ve her so many pa�nful
sensat�ons on the f�rst day of hear�ng of W�ll�am's promot�on.

Mr. Crawford was not only �n the room—he was soon close to her.
He had a note to del�ver from h�s s�ster. Fanny could not look at h�m,
but there was no consc�ousness of past folly �n h�s vo�ce. She
opened her note �mmed�ately, glad to have anyth�ng to do, and
happy, as she read �t, to feel that the f�dget�ngs of her aunt Norr�s,
who was also to d�ne there, screened her a l�ttle from v�ew.

“My dear Fanny,—for so I may now always call you, to the �nf�n�te
rel�ef of a tongue that has been stumbl�ng at M�ss Pr�ce for at least
the last s�x weeks—I cannot let my brother go w�thout send�ng you a



few l�nes of general congratulat�on, and g�v�ng my most joyful
consent and approval. Go on, my dear Fanny, and w�thout fear; there
can be no d�ff�cult�es worth nam�ng. I chuse to suppose that the
assurance of my consent w�ll be someth�ng; so you may sm�le upon
h�m w�th your sweetest sm�les th�s afternoon, and send h�m back to
me even happ�er than he goes.—Yours affect�onately, M. C.”

These were not express�ons to do Fanny any good; for though she
read �n too much haste and confus�on to form the clearest judgment
of M�ss Crawford's mean�ng, �t was ev�dent that she meant to
compl�ment her on her brother's attachment, and even to appear to
bel�eve �t ser�ous. She d�d not know what to do, or what to th�nk.
There was wretchedness �n the �dea of �ts be�ng ser�ous; there was
perplex�ty and ag�tat�on every way. She was d�stressed whenever Mr.
Crawford spoke to her, and he spoke to her much too often; and she
was afra�d there was a someth�ng �n h�s vo�ce and manner �n
address�ng her very d�fferent from what they were when he talked to
the others. Her comfort �n that day's d�nner was qu�te destroyed: she
could hardly eat anyth�ng; and when S�r Thomas good-humouredly
observed that joy had taken away her appet�te, she was ready to
s�nk w�th shame, from the dread of Mr. Crawford's �nterpretat�on; for
though noth�ng could have tempted her to turn her eyes to the r�ght
hand, where he sat, she felt that h�s were �mmed�ately d�rected
towards her.

She was more s�lent than ever. She would hardly jo�n even when
W�ll�am was the subject, for h�s comm�ss�on came all from the r�ght
hand too, and there was pa�n �n the connex�on.

She thought Lady Bertram sat longer than ever, and began to be
�n despa�r of ever gett�ng away; but at last they were �n the draw�ng-
room, and she was able to th�nk as she would, wh�le her aunts
f�n�shed the subject of W�ll�am's appo�ntment �n the�r own style.

Mrs. Norr�s seemed as much del�ghted w�th the sav�ng �t would be
to S�r Thomas as w�th any part of �t. “Now W�ll�am would be able to
keep h�mself, wh�ch would make a vast d�fference to h�s uncle, for �t
was unknown how much he had cost h�s uncle; and, �ndeed, �t would
make some d�fference �n her presents too. She was very glad that
she had g�ven W�ll�am what she d�d at part�ng, very glad, �ndeed, that



�t had been �n her power, w�thout mater�al �nconven�ence, just at that
t�me to g�ve h�m someth�ng rather cons�derable; that �s, for her, w�th
her l�m�ted means, for now �t would all be useful �n help�ng to f�t up
h�s cab�n. She knew he must be at some expense, that he would
have many th�ngs to buy, though to be sure h�s father and mother
would be able to put h�m �n the way of gett�ng everyth�ng very cheap;
but she was very glad she had contr�buted her m�te towards �t.”

“I am glad you gave h�m someth�ng cons�derable,” sa�d Lady
Bertram, w�th most unsusp�c�ous calmness, “for I gave h�m only £10.”

“Indeed!” cr�ed Mrs. Norr�s, redden�ng. “Upon my word, he must
have gone off w�th h�s pockets well l�ned, and at no expense for h�s
journey to London e�ther!”

“S�r Thomas told me £10 would be enough.”
Mrs. Norr�s, be�ng not at all �ncl�ned to quest�on �ts suff�c�ency,

began to take the matter �n another po�nt.
“It �s amaz�ng,” sa�d she, “how much young people cost the�r

fr�ends, what w�th br�ng�ng them up and putt�ng them out �n the world!
They l�ttle th�nk how much �t comes to, or what the�r parents, or the�r
uncles and aunts, pay for them �n the course of the year. Now, here
are my s�ster Pr�ce's ch�ldren; take them all together, I dare say
nobody would bel�eve what a sum they cost S�r Thomas every year,
to say noth�ng of what I do for them.”

“Very true, s�ster, as you say. But, poor th�ngs! they cannot help �t;
and you know �t makes very l�ttle d�fference to S�r Thomas. Fanny,
W�ll�am must not forget my shawl �f he goes to the East Ind�es; and I
shall g�ve h�m a comm�ss�on for anyth�ng else that �s worth hav�ng. I
w�sh he may go to the East Ind�es, that I may have my shawl. I th�nk
I w�ll have two shawls, Fanny.”

Fanny, meanwh�le, speak�ng only when she could not help �t, was
very earnestly try�ng to understand what Mr. and M�ss Crawford were
at. There was everyth�ng �n the world aga�nst the�r be�ng ser�ous but
h�s words and manner. Everyth�ng natural, probable, reasonable,
was aga�nst �t; all the�r hab�ts and ways of th�nk�ng, and all her own
demer�ts. How could she have exc�ted ser�ous attachment �n a man
who had seen so many, and been adm�red by so many, and fl�rted
w�th so many, �nf�n�tely her super�ors; who seemed so l�ttle open to



ser�ous �mpress�ons, even where pa�ns had been taken to please
h�m; who thought so sl�ghtly, so carelessly, so unfeel�ngly on all such
po�nts; who was everyth�ng to everybody, and seemed to f�nd no one
essent�al to h�m? And farther, how could �t be supposed that h�s
s�ster, w�th all her h�gh and worldly not�ons of matr�mony, would be
forward�ng anyth�ng of a ser�ous nature �n such a quarter? Noth�ng
could be more unnatural �n e�ther. Fanny was ashamed of her own
doubts. Everyth�ng m�ght be poss�ble rather than ser�ous attachment,
or ser�ous approbat�on of �t toward her. She had qu�te conv�nced
herself of th�s before S�r Thomas and Mr. Crawford jo�ned them. The
d�ff�culty was �n ma�nta�n�ng the conv�ct�on qu�te so absolutely after
Mr. Crawford was �n the room; for once or tw�ce a look seemed
forced on her wh�ch she d�d not know how to class among the
common mean�ng; �n any other man, at least, she would have sa�d
that �t meant someth�ng very earnest, very po�nted. But she st�ll tr�ed
to bel�eve �t no more than what he m�ght often have expressed
towards her cous�ns and f�fty other women.

She thought he was w�sh�ng to speak to her unheard by the rest.
She fanc�ed he was try�ng for �t the whole even�ng at �ntervals,
whenever S�r Thomas was out of the room, or at all engaged w�th
Mrs. Norr�s, and she carefully refused h�m every opportun�ty.

At last—�t seemed an at last to Fanny's nervousness, though not
remarkably late—he began to talk of go�ng away; but the comfort of
the sound was �mpa�red by h�s turn�ng to her the next moment, and
say�ng, “Have you noth�ng to send to Mary? No answer to her note?
She w�ll be d�sappo�nted �f she rece�ves noth�ng from you. Pray wr�te
to her, �f �t be only a l�ne.”

“Oh yes! certa�nly,” cr�ed Fanny, r�s�ng �n haste, the haste of
embarrassment and of want�ng to get away—“I w�ll wr�te d�rectly.”

She went accord�ngly to the table, where she was �n the hab�t of
wr�t�ng for her aunt, and prepared her mater�als w�thout know�ng
what �n the world to say. She had read M�ss Crawford's note only
once, and how to reply to anyth�ng so �mperfectly understood was
most d�stress�ng. Qu�te unpract�sed �n such sort of note-wr�t�ng, had
there been t�me for scruples and fears as to style she would have felt
them �n abundance: but someth�ng must be �nstantly wr�tten; and



w�th only one dec�ded feel�ng, that of w�sh�ng not to appear to th�nk
anyth�ng really �ntended, she wrote thus, �n great trembl�ng both of
sp�r�ts and hand—

“I am very much obl�ged to you, my dear M�ss Crawford, for your
k�nd congratulat�ons, as far as they relate to my dearest W�ll�am. The
rest of your note I know means noth�ng; but I am so unequal to
anyth�ng of the sort, that I hope you w�ll excuse my begg�ng you to
take no farther not�ce. I have seen too much of Mr. Crawford not to
understand h�s manners; �f he understood me as well, he would, I
dare say, behave d�fferently. I do not know what I wr�te, but �t would
be a great favour of you never to ment�on the subject aga�n. W�th
thanks for the honour of your note, I rema�n, dear M�ss Crawford,
etc., etc.”

The conclus�on was scarcely �ntell�g�ble from �ncreas�ng fr�ght, for
she found that Mr. Crawford, under pretence of rece�v�ng the note,
was com�ng towards her.

“You cannot th�nk I mean to hurry you,” sa�d he, �n an undervo�ce,
perce�v�ng the amaz�ng trep�dat�on w�th wh�ch she made up the note,
“you cannot th�nk I have any such object. Do not hurry yourself, I
entreat.”

“Oh! I thank you; I have qu�te done, just done; �t w�ll be ready �n a
moment; I am very much obl�ged to you; �f you w�ll be so good as to
g�ve that to M�ss Crawford.”

The note was held out, and must be taken; and as she �nstantly
and w�th averted eyes walked towards the f�replace, where sat the
others, he had noth�ng to do but to go �n good earnest.

Fanny thought she had never known a day of greater ag�tat�on,
both of pa�n and pleasure; but happ�ly the pleasure was not of a sort
to d�e w�th the day; for every day would restore the knowledge of
W�ll�am's advancement, whereas the pa�n, she hoped, would return
no more. She had no doubt that her note must appear excess�vely �ll-
wr�tten, that the language would d�sgrace a ch�ld, for her d�stress had
allowed no arrangement; but at least �t would assure them both of
her be�ng ne�ther �mposed on nor grat�f�ed by Mr. Crawford's
attent�ons.





CHAPTER XXXII
Fanny had by no means forgotten Mr. Crawford when she awoke

the next morn�ng; but she remembered the purport of her note, and
was not less sangu�ne as to �ts effect than she had been the n�ght
before. If Mr. Crawford would but go away! That was what she most
earnestly des�red: go and take h�s s�ster w�th h�m, as he was to do,
and as he returned to Mansf�eld on purpose to do. And why �t was
not done already she could not dev�se, for M�ss Crawford certa�nly
wanted no delay. Fanny had hoped, �n the course of h�s yesterday's
v�s�t, to hear the day named; but he had only spoken of the�r journey
as what would take place ere long.

Hav�ng so sat�sfactor�ly settled the conv�ct�on her note would
convey, she could not but be aston�shed to see Mr. Crawford, as she
acc�dentally d�d, com�ng up to the house aga�n, and at an hour as
early as the day before. H�s com�ng m�ght have noth�ng to do w�th
her, but she must avo�d see�ng h�m �f poss�ble; and be�ng then on her
way upsta�rs, she resolved there to rema�n, dur�ng the whole of h�s
v�s�t, unless actually sent for; and as Mrs. Norr�s was st�ll �n the
house, there seemed l�ttle danger of her be�ng wanted.

She sat some t�me �n a good deal of ag�tat�on, l�sten�ng, trembl�ng,
and fear�ng to be sent for every moment; but as no footsteps
approached the East room, she grew gradually composed, could s�t
down, and be able to employ herself, and able to hope that Mr.
Crawford had come and would go w�thout her be�ng obl�ged to know
anyth�ng of the matter.

Nearly half an hour had passed, and she was grow�ng very
comfortable, when suddenly the sound of a step �n regular approach
was heard; a heavy step, an unusual step �n that part of the house: �t
was her uncle's; she knew �t as well as h�s vo�ce; she had trembled
at �t as often, and began to tremble aga�n, at the �dea of h�s com�ng
up to speak to her, whatever m�ght be the subject. It was �ndeed S�r
Thomas who opened the door and asked �f she were there, and �f he



m�ght come �n. The terror of h�s former occas�onal v�s�ts to that room
seemed all renewed, and she felt as �f he were go�ng to exam�ne her
aga�n �n French and Engl�sh.

She was all attent�on, however, �n plac�ng a cha�r for h�m, and
try�ng to appear honoured; and, �n her ag�tat�on, had qu�te
overlooked the def�c�enc�es of her apartment, t�ll he, stopp�ng short
as he entered, sa�d, w�th much surpr�se, “Why have you no f�re to-
day?”

There was snow on the ground, and she was s�tt�ng �n a shawl.
She hes�tated.

“I am not cold, s�r: I never s�t here long at th�s t�me of year.”
“But you have a f�re �n general?”
“No, s�r.”
“How comes th�s about? Here must be some m�stake. I

understood that you had the use of th�s room by way of mak�ng you
perfectly comfortable. In your bedchamber I know you cannot have a
f�re. Here �s some great m�sapprehens�on wh�ch must be rect�f�ed. It
�s h�ghly unf�t for you to s�t, be �t only half an hour a day, w�thout a
f�re. You are not strong. You are ch�lly. Your aunt cannot be aware of
th�s.”

Fanny would rather have been s�lent; but be�ng obl�ged to speak,
she could not forbear, �n just�ce to the aunt she loved best, from
say�ng someth�ng �n wh�ch the words “my aunt Norr�s” were
d�st�ngu�shable.

“I understand,” cr�ed her uncle, recollect�ng h�mself, and not
want�ng to hear more: “I understand. Your aunt Norr�s has always
been an advocate, and very jud�c�ously, for young people's be�ng
brought up w�thout unnecessary �ndulgences; but there should be
moderat�on �n everyth�ng. She �s also very hardy herself, wh�ch of
course w�ll �nfluence her �n her op�n�on of the wants of others. And on
another account, too, I can perfectly comprehend. I know what her
sent�ments have always been. The pr�nc�ple was good �n �tself, but �t
may have been, and I bel�eve has been, carr�ed too far �n your case.
I am aware that there has been somet�mes, �n some po�nts, a
m�splaced d�st�nct�on; but I th�nk too well of you, Fanny, to suppose



you w�ll ever harbour resentment on that account. You have an
understand�ng wh�ch w�ll prevent you from rece�v�ng th�ngs only �n
part, and judg�ng part�ally by the event. You w�ll take �n the whole of
the past, you w�ll cons�der t�mes, persons, and probab�l�t�es, and you
w�ll feel that they were not least your fr�ends who were educat�ng and
prepar�ng you for that med�ocr�ty of cond�t�on wh�ch seemed to be
your lot. Though the�r caut�on may prove eventually unnecessary, �t
was k�ndly meant; and of th�s you may be assured, that every
advantage of affluence w�ll be doubled by the l�ttle pr�vat�ons and
restr�ct�ons that may have been �mposed. I am sure you w�ll not
d�sappo�nt my op�n�on of you, by fa�l�ng at any t�me to treat your aunt
Norr�s w�th the respect and attent�on that are due to her. But enough
of th�s. S�t down, my dear. I must speak to you for a few m�nutes, but
I w�ll not deta�n you long.”

Fanny obeyed, w�th eyes cast down and colour r�s�ng. After a
moment's pause, S�r Thomas, try�ng to suppress a sm�le, went on.

“You are not aware, perhaps, that I have had a v�s�tor th�s morn�ng.
I had not been long �n my own room, after breakfast, when Mr.
Crawford was shewn �n. H�s errand you may probably conjecture.”

Fanny's colour grew deeper and deeper; and her uncle, perce�v�ng
that she was embarrassed to a degree that made e�ther speak�ng or
look�ng up qu�te �mposs�ble, turned away h�s own eyes, and w�thout
any farther pause proceeded �n h�s account of Mr. Crawford's v�s�t.

Mr. Crawford's bus�ness had been to declare h�mself the lover of
Fanny, make dec�ded proposals for her, and entreat the sanct�on of
the uncle, who seemed to stand �n the place of her parents; and he
had done �t all so well, so openly, so l�berally, so properly, that S�r
Thomas, feel�ng, moreover, h�s own repl�es, and h�s own remarks to
have been very much to the purpose, was exceed�ngly happy to g�ve
the part�culars of the�r conversat�on; and l�ttle aware of what was
pass�ng �n h�s n�ece's m�nd, conce�ved that by such deta�ls he must
be grat�fy�ng her far more than h�mself. He talked, therefore, for
several m�nutes w�thout Fanny's dar�ng to �nterrupt h�m. She had
hardly even atta�ned the w�sh to do �t. Her m�nd was �n too much
confus�on. She had changed her pos�t�on; and, w�th her eyes f�xed
�ntently on one of the w�ndows, was l�sten�ng to her uncle �n the



utmost perturbat�on and d�smay. For a moment he ceased, but she
had barely become consc�ous of �t, when, r�s�ng from h�s cha�r, he
sa�d, “And now, Fanny, hav�ng performed one part of my
comm�ss�on, and shewn you everyth�ng placed on a bas�s the most
assured and sat�sfactory, I may execute the rema�nder by preva�l�ng
on you to accompany me downsta�rs, where, though I cannot but
presume on hav�ng been no unacceptable compan�on myself, I must
subm�t to your f�nd�ng one st�ll better worth l�sten�ng to. Mr. Crawford,
as you have perhaps foreseen, �s yet �n the house. He �s �n my room,
and hop�ng to see you there.”

There was a look, a start, an exclamat�on on hear�ng th�s, wh�ch
aston�shed S�r Thomas; but what was h�s �ncrease of aston�shment
on hear�ng her excla�m—“Oh! no, s�r, I cannot, �ndeed I cannot go
down to h�m. Mr. Crawford ought to know—he must know that: I told
h�m enough yesterday to conv�nce h�m; he spoke to me on th�s
subject yesterday, and I told h�m w�thout d�sgu�se that �t was very
d�sagreeable to me, and qu�te out of my power to return h�s good
op�n�on.”

“I do not catch your mean�ng,” sa�d S�r Thomas, s�tt�ng down
aga�n. “Out of your power to return h�s good op�n�on? What �s all
th�s? I know he spoke to you yesterday, and (as far as I understand)
rece�ved as much encouragement to proceed as a well-judg�ng
young woman could perm�t herself to g�ve. I was very much pleased
w�th what I collected to have been your behav�our on the occas�on; �t
shewed a d�scret�on h�ghly to be commended. But now, when he has
made h�s overtures so properly, and honourably—what are your
scruples now?”

“You are m�staken, s�r,” cr�ed Fanny, forced by the anx�ety of the
moment even to tell her uncle that he was wrong; “you are qu�te
m�staken. How could Mr. Crawford say such a th�ng? I gave h�m no
encouragement yesterday. On the contrary, I told h�m, I cannot
recollect my exact words, but I am sure I told h�m that I would not
l�sten to h�m, that �t was very unpleasant to me �n every respect, and
that I begged h�m never to talk to me �n that manner aga�n. I am sure
I sa�d as much as that and more; and I should have sa�d st�ll more, �f
I had been qu�te certa�n of h�s mean�ng anyth�ng ser�ously; but I d�d



not l�ke to be, I could not bear to be, �mput�ng more than m�ght be
�ntended. I thought �t m�ght all pass for noth�ng w�th h�m.”

She could say no more; her breath was almost gone.
“Am I to understand,” sa�d S�r Thomas, after a few moments'

s�lence, “that you mean to refuse Mr. Crawford?”
“Yes, s�r.”
“Refuse h�m?”
“Yes, s�r.”
“Refuse Mr. Crawford! Upon what plea? For what reason?”
“I—I cannot l�ke h�m, s�r, well enough to marry h�m.”
“Th�s �s very strange!” sa�d S�r Thomas, �n a vo�ce of calm

d�spleasure. “There �s someth�ng �n th�s wh�ch my comprehens�on
does not reach. Here �s a young man w�sh�ng to pay h�s addresses
to you, w�th everyth�ng to recommend h�m: not merely s�tuat�on �n
l�fe, fortune, and character, but w�th more than common
agreeableness, w�th address and conversat�on pleas�ng to
everybody. And he �s not an acqua�ntance of to-day; you have now
known h�m some t�me. H�s s�ster, moreover, �s your �nt�mate fr�end,
and he has been do�ng that for your brother, wh�ch I should suppose
would have been almost suff�c�ent recommendat�on to you, had there
been no other. It �s very uncerta�n when my �nterest m�ght have got
W�ll�am on. He has done �t already.”

“Yes,” sa�d Fanny, �n a fa�nt vo�ce, and look�ng down w�th fresh
shame; and she d�d feel almost ashamed of herself, after such a
p�cture as her uncle had drawn, for not l�k�ng Mr. Crawford.

“You must have been aware,” cont�nued S�r Thomas presently,
“you must have been some t�me aware of a part�cular�ty �n Mr.
Crawford's manners to you. Th�s cannot have taken you by surpr�se.
You must have observed h�s attent�ons; and though you always
rece�ved them very properly (I have no accusat�on to make on that
head), I never perce�ved them to be unpleasant to you. I am half
�ncl�ned to th�nk, Fanny, that you do not qu�te know your own
feel�ngs.”

“Oh yes, s�r! �ndeed I do. H�s attent�ons were always—what I d�d
not l�ke.”



S�r Thomas looked at her w�th deeper surpr�se. “Th�s �s beyond
me,” sa�d he. “Th�s requ�res explanat�on. Young as you are, and
hav�ng seen scarcely any one, �t �s hardly poss�ble that your
affect�ons—”

He paused and eyed her f�xedly. He saw her l�ps formed �nto a no,
though the sound was �nart�culate, but her face was l�ke scarlet.
That, however, �n so modest a g�rl, m�ght be very compat�ble w�th
�nnocence; and chus�ng at least to appear sat�sf�ed, he qu�ckly
added, “No, no, I know that �s qu�te out of the quest�on; qu�te
�mposs�ble. Well, there �s noth�ng more to be sa�d.”

And for a few m�nutes he d�d say noth�ng. He was deep �n thought.
H�s n�ece was deep �n thought l�kew�se, try�ng to harden and prepare
herself aga�nst farther quest�on�ng. She would rather d�e than own
the truth; and she hoped, by a l�ttle reflect�on, to fort�fy herself
beyond betray�ng �t.

“Independently of the �nterest wh�ch Mr. Crawford's cho�ce seemed
to just�fy” sa�d S�r Thomas, beg�nn�ng aga�n, and very composedly,
“h�s w�sh�ng to marry at all so early �s recommendatory to me. I am
an advocate for early marr�ages, where there are means �n
proport�on, and would have every young man, w�th a suff�c�ent
�ncome, settle as soon after four-and-twenty as he can. Th�s �s so
much my op�n�on, that I am sorry to th�nk how l�ttle l�kely my own
eldest son, your cous�n, Mr. Bertram, �s to marry early; but at
present, as far as I can judge, matr�mony makes no part of h�s plans
or thoughts. I w�sh he were more l�kely to f�x.” Here was a glance at
Fanny. “Edmund, I cons�der, from h�s d�spos�t�ons and hab�ts, as
much more l�kely to marry early than h�s brother. He, �ndeed, I have
lately thought, has seen the woman he could love, wh�ch, I am
conv�nced, my eldest son has not. Am I r�ght? Do you agree w�th me,
my dear?”

“Yes, s�r.”
It was gently, but �t was calmly sa�d, and S�r Thomas was easy on

the score of the cous�ns. But the removal of h�s alarm d�d h�s n�ece
no serv�ce: as her unaccountableness was conf�rmed h�s d�spleasure
�ncreased; and gett�ng up and walk�ng about the room w�th a frown,
wh�ch Fanny could p�cture to herself, though she dared not l�ft up her



eyes, he shortly afterwards, and �n a vo�ce of author�ty, sa�d, “Have
you any reason, ch�ld, to th�nk �ll of Mr. Crawford's temper?”

“No, s�r.”
She longed to add, “But of h�s pr�nc�ples I have”; but her heart

sunk under the appall�ng prospect of d�scuss�on, explanat�on, and
probably non-conv�ct�on. Her �ll op�n�on of h�m was founded ch�efly
on observat�ons, wh�ch, for her cous�ns' sake, she could scarcely
dare ment�on to the�r father. Mar�a and Jul�a, and espec�ally Mar�a,
were so closely �mpl�cated �n Mr. Crawford's m�sconduct, that she
could not g�ve h�s character, such as she bel�eved �t, w�thout
betray�ng them. She had hoped that, to a man l�ke her uncle, so
d�scern�ng, so honourable, so good, the s�mple acknowledgment of
settled d�sl�ke on her s�de would have been suff�c�ent. To her �nf�n�te
gr�ef she found �t was not.

S�r Thomas came towards the table where she sat �n trembl�ng
wretchedness, and w�th a good deal of cold sternness, sa�d, “It �s of
no use, I perce�ve, to talk to you. We had better put an end to th�s
most mort�fy�ng conference. Mr. Crawford must not be kept longer
wa�t�ng. I w�ll, therefore, only add, as th�nk�ng �t my duty to mark my
op�n�on of your conduct, that you have d�sappo�nted every
expectat�on I had formed, and proved yourself of a character the
very reverse of what I had supposed. For I had, Fanny, as I th�nk my
behav�our must have shewn, formed a very favourable op�n�on of
you from the per�od of my return to England. I had thought you
pecul�arly free from w�lfulness of temper, self-conce�t, and every
tendency to that �ndependence of sp�r�t wh�ch preva�ls so much �n
modern days, even �n young women, and wh�ch �n young women �s
offens�ve and d�sgust�ng beyond all common offence. But you have
now shewn me that you can be w�lful and perverse; that you can and
w�ll dec�de for yourself, w�thout any cons�derat�on or deference for
those who have surely some r�ght to gu�de you, w�thout even ask�ng
the�r adv�ce. You have shewn yourself very, very d�fferent from
anyth�ng that I had �mag�ned. The advantage or d�sadvantage of your
fam�ly, of your parents, your brothers and s�sters, never seems to
have had a moment's share �n your thoughts on th�s occas�on. How
they m�ght be benef�ted, how they must rejo�ce �n such an



establ�shment for you, �s noth�ng to you. You th�nk only of yourself,
and because you do not feel for Mr. Crawford exactly what a young
heated fancy �mag�nes to be necessary for happ�ness, you resolve to
refuse h�m at once, w�thout w�sh�ng even for a l�ttle t�me to cons�der
of �t, a l�ttle more t�me for cool cons�derat�on, and for really exam�n�ng
your own �ncl�nat�ons; and are, �n a w�ld f�t of folly, throw�ng away
from you such an opportun�ty of be�ng settled �n l�fe, el�g�bly,
honourably, nobly settled, as w�ll, probably, never occur to you aga�n.
Here �s a young man of sense, of character, of temper, of manners,
and of fortune, exceed�ngly attached to you, and seek�ng your hand
�n the most handsome and d�s�nterested way; and let me tell you,
Fanny, that you may l�ve e�ghteen years longer �n the world w�thout
be�ng addressed by a man of half Mr. Crawford's estate, or a tenth
part of h�s mer�ts. Gladly would I have bestowed e�ther of my own
daughters on h�m. Mar�a �s nobly marr�ed; but had Mr. Crawford
sought Jul�a's hand, I should have g�ven �t to h�m w�th super�or and
more heartfelt sat�sfact�on than I gave Mar�a's to Mr. Rushworth.”
After half a moment's pause: “And I should have been very much
surpr�sed had e�ther of my daughters, on rece�v�ng a proposal of
marr�age at any t�me wh�ch m�ght carry w�th �t only half the el�g�b�l�ty
of th�s, �mmed�ately and peremptor�ly, and w�thout pay�ng my op�n�on
or my regard the compl�ment of any consultat�on, put a dec�ded
negat�ve on �t. I should have been much surpr�sed and much hurt by
such a proceed�ng. I should have thought �t a gross v�olat�on of duty
and respect. You are not to be judged by the same rule. You do not
owe me the duty of a ch�ld. But, Fanny, �f your heart can acqu�t you
of �ngrat�tude—”

He ceased. Fanny was by th�s t�me cry�ng so b�tterly that, angry as
he was, he would not press that art�cle farther. Her heart was almost
broke by such a p�cture of what she appeared to h�m; by such
accusat�ons, so heavy, so mult�pl�ed, so r�s�ng �n dreadful gradat�on!
Self-w�lled, obst�nate, self�sh, and ungrateful. He thought her all th�s.
She had dece�ved h�s expectat�ons; she had lost h�s good op�n�on.
What was to become of her?

“I am very sorry,” sa�d she �nart�culately, through her tears, “I am
very sorry �ndeed.”



“Sorry! yes, I hope you are sorry; and you w�ll probably have
reason to be long sorry for th�s day's transact�ons.”

“If �t were poss�ble for me to do otherw�se” sa�d she, w�th another
strong effort; “but I am so perfectly conv�nced that I could never
make h�m happy, and that I should be m�serable myself.”

Another burst of tears; but �n sp�te of that burst, and �n sp�te of that
great black word m�serable, wh�ch served to �ntroduce �t, S�r Thomas
began to th�nk a l�ttle relent�ng, a l�ttle change of �ncl�nat�on, m�ght
have someth�ng to do w�th �t; and to augur favourably from the
personal entreaty of the young man h�mself. He knew her to be very
t�m�d, and exceed�ngly nervous; and thought �t not �mprobable that
her m�nd m�ght be �n such a state as a l�ttle t�me, a l�ttle press�ng, a
l�ttle pat�ence, and a l�ttle �mpat�ence, a jud�c�ous m�xture of all on the
lover's s�de, m�ght work the�r usual effect on. If the gentleman would
but persevere, �f he had but love enough to persevere, S�r Thomas
began to have hopes; and these reflect�ons hav�ng passed across
h�s m�nd and cheered �t, “Well,” sa�d he, �n a tone of becom�ng
grav�ty, but of less anger, “well, ch�ld, dry up your tears. There �s no
use �n these tears; they can do no good. You must now come
downsta�rs w�th me. Mr. Crawford has been kept wa�t�ng too long
already. You must g�ve h�m your own answer: we cannot expect h�m
to be sat�sf�ed w�th less; and you only can expla�n to h�m the grounds
of that m�sconcept�on of your sent�ments, wh�ch, unfortunately for
h�mself, he certa�nly has �mb�bed. I am totally unequal to �t.”

But Fanny shewed such reluctance, such m�sery, at the �dea of
go�ng down to h�m, that S�r Thomas, after a l�ttle cons�derat�on,
judged �t better to �ndulge her. H�s hopes from both gentleman and
lady suffered a small depress�on �n consequence; but when he
looked at h�s n�ece, and saw the state of feature and complex�on
wh�ch her cry�ng had brought her �nto, he thought there m�ght be as
much lost as ga�ned by an �mmed�ate �nterv�ew. W�th a few words,
therefore, of no part�cular mean�ng, he walked off by h�mself, leav�ng
h�s poor n�ece to s�t and cry over what had passed, w�th very
wretched feel�ngs.

Her m�nd was all d�sorder. The past, present, future, everyth�ng
was terr�ble. But her uncle's anger gave her the severest pa�n of all.



Self�sh and ungrateful! to have appeared so to h�m! She was
m�serable for ever. She had no one to take her part, to counsel, or
speak for her. Her only fr�end was absent. He m�ght have softened
h�s father; but all, perhaps all, would th�nk her self�sh and ungrateful.
She m�ght have to endure the reproach aga�n and aga�n; she m�ght
hear �t, or see �t, or know �t to ex�st for ever �n every connex�on about
her. She could not but feel some resentment aga�nst Mr. Crawford;
yet, �f he really loved her, and were unhappy too! It was all
wretchedness together.

In about a quarter of an hour her uncle returned; she was almost
ready to fa�nt at the s�ght of h�m. He spoke calmly, however, w�thout
auster�ty, w�thout reproach, and she rev�ved a l�ttle. There was
comfort, too, �n h�s words, as well as h�s manner, for he began w�th,
“Mr. Crawford �s gone: he has just left me. I need not repeat what
has passed. I do not want to add to anyth�ng you may now be
feel�ng, by an account of what he has felt. Suff�ce �t, that he has
behaved �n the most gentlemanl�ke and generous manner, and has
conf�rmed me �n a most favourable op�n�on of h�s understand�ng,
heart, and temper. Upon my representat�on of what you were
suffer�ng, he �mmed�ately, and w�th the greatest del�cacy, ceased to
urge to see you for the present.”

Here Fanny, who had looked up, looked down aga�n. “Of course,”
cont�nued her uncle, “�t cannot be supposed but that he should
request to speak w�th you alone, be �t only for f�ve m�nutes; a request
too natural, a cla�m too just to be den�ed. But there �s no t�me f�xed;
perhaps to-morrow, or whenever your sp�r�ts are composed enough.
For the present you have only to tranqu�ll�se yourself. Check these
tears; they do but exhaust you. If, as I am w�ll�ng to suppose, you
w�sh to shew me any observance, you w�ll not g�ve way to these
emot�ons, but endeavour to reason yourself �nto a stronger frame of
m�nd. I adv�se you to go out: the a�r w�ll do you good; go out for an
hour on the gravel; you w�ll have the shrubbery to yourself, and w�ll
be the better for a�r and exerc�se. And, Fanny” (turn�ng back aga�n
for a moment), “I shall make no ment�on below of what has passed; I
shall not even tell your aunt Bertram. There �s no occas�on for
spread�ng the d�sappo�ntment; say noth�ng about �t yourself.”



Th�s was an order to be most joyfully obeyed; th�s was an act of
k�ndness wh�ch Fanny felt at her heart. To be spared from her aunt
Norr�s's �nterm�nable reproaches! he left her �n a glow of grat�tude.
Anyth�ng m�ght be bearable rather than such reproaches. Even to
see Mr. Crawford would be less overpower�ng.

She walked out d�rectly, as her uncle recommended, and followed
h�s adv�ce throughout, as far as she could; d�d check her tears; d�d
earnestly try to compose her sp�r�ts and strengthen her m�nd. She
w�shed to prove to h�m that she d�d des�re h�s comfort, and sought to
rega�n h�s favour; and he had g�ven her another strong mot�ve for
exert�on, �n keep�ng the whole affa�r from the knowledge of her
aunts. Not to exc�te susp�c�on by her look or manner was now an
object worth atta�n�ng; and she felt equal to almost anyth�ng that
m�ght save her from her aunt Norr�s.

She was struck, qu�te struck, when, on return�ng from her walk and
go�ng �nto the East room aga�n, the f�rst th�ng wh�ch caught her eye
was a f�re l�ghted and burn�ng. A f�re! �t seemed too much; just at that
t�me to be g�v�ng her such an �ndulgence was exc�t�ng even pa�nful
grat�tude. She wondered that S�r Thomas could have le�sure to th�nk
of such a tr�fle aga�n; but she soon found, from the voluntary
�nformat�on of the housema�d, who came �n to attend �t, that so �t was
to be every day. S�r Thomas had g�ven orders for �t.

“I must be a brute, �ndeed, �f I can be really ungrateful!” sa�d she,
�n sol�loquy. “Heaven defend me from be�ng ungrateful!”

She saw noth�ng more of her uncle, nor of her aunt Norr�s, t�ll they
met at d�nner. Her uncle's behav�our to her was then as nearly as
poss�ble what �t had been before; she was sure he d�d not mean
there should be any change, and that �t was only her own
consc�ence that could fancy any; but her aunt was soon quarrell�ng
w�th her; and when she found how much and how unpleasantly her
hav�ng only walked out w�thout her aunt's knowledge could be dwelt
on, she felt all the reason she had to bless the k�ndness wh�ch saved
her from the same sp�r�t of reproach, exerted on a more momentous
subject.

“If I had known you were go�ng out, I should have got you just to
go as far as my house w�th some orders for Nanny,” sa�d she, “wh�ch



I have s�nce, to my very great �nconven�ence, been obl�ged to go and
carry myself. I could very �ll spare the t�me, and you m�ght have
saved me the trouble, �f you would only have been so good as to let
us know you were go�ng out. It would have made no d�fference to
you, I suppose, whether you had walked �n the shrubbery or gone to
my house.”

“I recommended the shrubbery to Fanny as the dr�est place,” sa�d
S�r Thomas.

“Oh!” sa�d Mrs. Norr�s, w�th a moment's check, “that was very k�nd
of you, S�r Thomas; but you do not know how dry the path �s to my
house. Fanny would have had qu�te as good a walk there, I assure
you, w�th the advantage of be�ng of some use, and obl�g�ng her aunt:
�t �s all her fault. If she would but have let us know she was go�ng out
but there �s a someth�ng about Fanny, I have often observed �t before
—she l�kes to go her own way to work; she does not l�ke to be
d�ctated to; she takes her own �ndependent walk whenever she can;
she certa�nly has a l�ttle sp�r�t of secrecy, and �ndependence, and
nonsense, about her, wh�ch I would adv�se her to get the better of.”

As a general reflect�on on Fanny, S�r Thomas thought noth�ng
could be more unjust, though he had been so lately express�ng the
same sent�ments h�mself, and he tr�ed to turn the conversat�on: tr�ed
repeatedly before he could succeed; for Mrs. Norr�s had not
d�scernment enough to perce�ve, e�ther now, or at any other t�me, to
what degree he thought well of h�s n�ece, or how very far he was
from w�sh�ng to have h�s own ch�ldren's mer�ts set off by the
deprec�at�on of hers. She was talk�ng at Fanny, and resent�ng th�s
pr�vate walk half through the d�nner.

It was over, however, at last; and the even�ng set �n w�th more
composure to Fanny, and more cheerfulness of sp�r�ts than she
could have hoped for after so stormy a morn�ng; but she trusted, �n
the f�rst place, that she had done r�ght: that her judgment had not
m�sled her. For the pur�ty of her �ntent�ons she could answer; and
she was w�ll�ng to hope, secondly, that her uncle's d�spleasure was
abat�ng, and would abate farther as he cons�dered the matter w�th
more �mpart�al�ty, and felt, as a good man must feel, how wretched,



and how unpardonable, how hopeless, and how w�cked �t was to
marry w�thout affect�on.

When the meet�ng w�th wh�ch she was threatened for the morrow
was past, she could not but flatter herself that the subject would be
f�nally concluded, and Mr. Crawford once gone from Mansf�eld, that
everyth�ng would soon be as �f no such subject had ex�sted. She
would not, could not bel�eve, that Mr. Crawford's affect�on for her
could d�stress h�m long; h�s m�nd was not of that sort. London would
soon br�ng �ts cure. In London he would soon learn to wonder at h�s
�nfatuat�on, and be thankful for the r�ght reason �n her wh�ch had
saved h�m from �ts ev�l consequences.

Wh�le Fanny's m�nd was engaged �n these sort of hopes, her uncle
was, soon after tea, called out of the room; an occurrence too
common to str�ke her, and she thought noth�ng of �t t�ll the butler
reappeared ten m�nutes afterwards, and advanc�ng dec�dedly
towards herself, sa�d, “S�r Thomas w�shes to speak w�th you, ma'am,
�n h�s own room.” Then �t occurred to her what m�ght be go�ng on; a
susp�c�on rushed over her m�nd wh�ch drove the colour from her
cheeks; but �nstantly r�s�ng, she was prepar�ng to obey, when Mrs.
Norr�s called out, “Stay, stay, Fanny! what are you about? where are
you go�ng? don't be �n such a hurry. Depend upon �t, �t �s not you who
are wanted; depend upon �t, �t �s me” (look�ng at the butler); “but you
are so very eager to put yourself forward. What should S�r Thomas
want you for? It �s me, Baddeley, you mean; I am com�ng th�s
moment. You mean me, Baddeley, I am sure; S�r Thomas wants me,
not M�ss Pr�ce.”

But Baddeley was stout. “No, ma'am, �t �s M�ss Pr�ce; I am certa�n
of �ts be�ng M�ss Pr�ce.” And there was a half-sm�le w�th the words,
wh�ch meant, “I do not th�nk you would answer the purpose at all.”

Mrs. Norr�s, much d�scontented, was obl�ged to compose herself to
work aga�n; and Fanny, walk�ng off �n ag�tat�ng consc�ousness, found
herself, as she ant�c�pated, �n another m�nute alone w�th Mr.
Crawford.



CHAPTER XXXIII
The conference was ne�ther so short nor so conclus�ve as the lady

had des�gned. The gentleman was not so eas�ly sat�sf�ed. He had all
the d�spos�t�on to persevere that S�r Thomas could w�sh h�m. He had
van�ty, wh�ch strongly �ncl�ned h�m �n the f�rst place to th�nk she d�d
love h�m, though she m�ght not know �t herself; and wh�ch, secondly,
when constra�ned at last to adm�t that she d�d know her own present
feel�ngs, conv�nced h�m that he should be able �n t�me to make those
feel�ngs what he w�shed.

He was �n love, very much �n love; and �t was a love wh�ch,
operat�ng on an act�ve, sangu�ne sp�r�t, of more warmth than
del�cacy, made her affect�on appear of greater consequence
because �t was w�thheld, and determ�ned h�m to have the glory, as
well as the fel�c�ty, of forc�ng her to love h�m.

He would not despa�r: he would not des�st. He had every well-
grounded reason for sol�d attachment; he knew her to have all the
worth that could just�fy the warmest hopes of last�ng happ�ness w�th
her; her conduct at th�s very t�me, by speak�ng the d�s�nterestedness
and del�cacy of her character (qual�t�es wh�ch he bel�eved most rare
�ndeed), was of a sort to he�ghten all h�s w�shes, and conf�rm all h�s
resolut�ons. He knew not that he had a pre-engaged heart to attack.
Of that he had no susp�c�on. He cons�dered her rather as one who
had never thought on the subject enough to be �n danger; who had
been guarded by youth, a youth of m�nd as lovely as of person;
whose modesty had prevented her from understand�ng h�s
attent�ons, and who was st�ll overpowered by the suddenness of
addresses so wholly unexpected, and the novelty of a s�tuat�on
wh�ch her fancy had never taken �nto account.

Must �t not follow of course, that, when he was understood, he
should succeed? He bel�eved �t fully. Love such as h�s, �n a man l�ke
h�mself, must w�th perseverance secure a return, and at no great
d�stance; and he had so much del�ght �n the �dea of obl�g�ng her to



love h�m �n a very short t�me, that her not lov�ng h�m now was
scarcely regretted. A l�ttle d�ff�culty to be overcome was no ev�l to
Henry Crawford. He rather der�ved sp�r�ts from �t. He had been apt to
ga�n hearts too eas�ly. H�s s�tuat�on was new and an�mat�ng.

To Fanny, however, who had known too much oppos�t�on all her
l�fe to f�nd any charm �n �t, all th�s was un�ntell�g�ble. She found that
he d�d mean to persevere; but how he could, after such language
from her as she felt herself obl�ged to use, was not to be understood.
She told h�m that she d�d not love h�m, could not love h�m, was sure
she never should love h�m; that such a change was qu�te �mposs�ble;
that the subject was most pa�nful to her; that she must entreat h�m
never to ment�on �t aga�n, to allow her to leave h�m at once, and let �t
be cons�dered as concluded for ever. And when farther pressed, had
added, that �n her op�n�on the�r d�spos�t�ons were so totally d�ss�m�lar
as to make mutual affect�on �ncompat�ble; and that they were unf�tted
for each other by nature, educat�on, and hab�t. All th�s she had sa�d,
and w�th the earnestness of s�ncer�ty; yet th�s was not enough, for he
�mmed�ately den�ed there be�ng anyth�ng uncongen�al �n the�r
characters, or anyth�ng unfr�endly �n the�r s�tuat�ons; and pos�t�vely
declared, that he would st�ll love, and st�ll hope!

Fanny knew her own mean�ng, but was no judge of her own
manner. Her manner was �ncurably gentle; and she was not aware
how much �t concealed the sternness of her purpose. Her d�ff�dence,
grat�tude, and softness made every express�on of �nd�fference seem
almost an effort of self-den�al; seem, at least, to be g�v�ng nearly as
much pa�n to herself as to h�m. Mr. Crawford was no longer the Mr.
Crawford who, as the clandest�ne, �ns�d�ous, treacherous adm�rer of
Mar�a Bertram, had been her abhorrence, whom she had hated to
see or to speak to, �n whom she could bel�eve no good qual�ty to
ex�st, and whose power, even of be�ng agreeable, she had barely
acknowledged. He was now the Mr. Crawford who was address�ng
herself w�th ardent, d�s�nterested love; whose feel�ngs were
apparently become all that was honourable and upr�ght, whose
v�ews of happ�ness were all f�xed on a marr�age of attachment; who
was pour�ng out h�s sense of her mer�ts, descr�b�ng and descr�b�ng
aga�n h�s affect�on, prov�ng as far as words could prove �t, and �n the
language, tone, and sp�r�t 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. Crawford who had procured W�ll�am's promot�on!

Here was a change, and here were cla�ms wh�ch could not but
operate! She m�ght have d�sda�ned h�m �n all the d�gn�ty of angry
v�rtue, �n the grounds of Sotherton, or the theatre at Mansf�eld Park;
but he approached her now w�th r�ghts that demanded d�fferent
treatment. She must be courteous, and she must be compass�onate.
She must have a sensat�on of be�ng honoured, and whether th�nk�ng
of herself or her brother, she must have a strong feel�ng of grat�tude.
The effect of the whole was a manner so p�ty�ng and ag�tated, and
words �nterm�ngled w�th her refusal so express�ve of obl�gat�on and
concern, that to a temper of van�ty and hope l�ke Crawford's, the
truth, or at least the strength of her �nd�fference, m�ght well be
quest�onable; and he was not so �rrat�onal as Fanny cons�dered h�m,
�n the profess�ons of persever�ng, ass�duous, and not despond�ng
attachment wh�ch closed the �nterv�ew.

It was w�th reluctance that he suffered her to go; but there was no
look of despa�r �n part�ng to bel�e h�s words, or g�ve her hopes of h�s
be�ng less unreasonable than he professed h�mself.

Now she was angry. Some resentment d�d ar�se at a perseverance
so self�sh and ungenerous. Here was aga�n a want of del�cacy and
regard for others wh�ch had formerly so struck and d�sgusted her.
Here was aga�n a someth�ng of the same Mr. Crawford whom she
had so reprobated before. How ev�dently was there a gross want of
feel�ng and human�ty where h�s own pleasure was concerned; and
alas! how always known no pr�nc�ple to supply as a duty what the
heart was def�c�ent �n! Had her own affect�ons been as free as
perhaps they ought to have been, he never could have engaged
them.

So thought Fanny, �n good truth and sober sadness, as she sat
mus�ng over that too great �ndulgence and luxury of a f�re upsta�rs:
wonder�ng at the past and present; wonder�ng at what was yet to
come, and �n a nervous ag�tat�on wh�ch made noth�ng clear to her
but the persuas�on of her be�ng never under any c�rcumstances able
to love Mr. Crawford, and the fel�c�ty of hav�ng a f�re to s�t over and
th�nk of �t.



S�r Thomas was obl�ged, or obl�ged h�mself, to wa�t t�ll the morrow
for a knowledge of what had passed between the young people. He
then saw Mr. Crawford, and rece�ved h�s account. The f�rst feel�ng
was d�sappo�ntment: he had hoped better th�ngs; he had thought that
an hour's entreaty from a young man l�ke Crawford could not have
worked so l�ttle change on a gentle-tempered g�rl l�ke Fanny; but
there was speedy comfort �n the determ�ned v�ews and sangu�ne
perseverance of the lover; and when see�ng such conf�dence of
success �n the pr�nc�pal, S�r Thomas was soon able to depend on �t
h�mself.

Noth�ng was om�tted, on h�s s�de, of c�v�l�ty, compl�ment, or
k�ndness, that m�ght ass�st the plan. Mr. Crawford's stead�ness was
honoured, and Fanny was pra�sed, and the connex�on was st�ll the
most des�rable �n the world. At Mansf�eld Park Mr. Crawford would
always be welcome; he had only to consult h�s own judgment and
feel�ngs as to the frequency of h�s v�s�ts, at present or �n future. In all
h�s n�ece's fam�ly and fr�ends, there could be but one op�n�on, one
w�sh on the subject; the �nfluence of all who loved her must �ncl�ne
one way.

Everyth�ng was sa�d that could encourage, every encouragement
rece�ved w�th grateful joy, and the gentlemen parted the best of
fr�ends.

Sat�sf�ed that the cause was now on a foot�ng the most proper and
hopeful, S�r Thomas resolved to absta�n from all farther �mportun�ty
w�th h�s n�ece, and to shew no open �nterference. Upon her
d�spos�t�on he bel�eved k�ndness m�ght be the best way of work�ng.
Entreaty should be from one quarter only. The forbearance of her
fam�ly on a po�nt, respect�ng wh�ch she could be �n no doubt of the�r
w�shes, m�ght be the�r surest means of forward�ng �t. Accord�ngly, on
th�s pr�nc�ple, S�r Thomas took the f�rst opportun�ty of say�ng to her,
w�th a m�ld grav�ty, �ntended to be overcom�ng, “Well, Fanny, I have
seen Mr. Crawford aga�n, and learn from h�m exactly how matters
stand between you. He �s a most extraord�nary young man, and
whatever be the event, you must feel that you have created an
attachment of no common character; though, young as you are, and
l�ttle acqua�nted w�th the trans�ent, vary�ng, unsteady nature of love,



as �t generally ex�sts, you cannot be struck as I am w�th all that �s
wonderful �n a perseverance of th�s sort aga�nst d�scouragement.
W�th h�m �t �s ent�rely a matter of feel�ng: he cla�ms no mer�t �n �t;
perhaps �s ent�tled to none. Yet, hav�ng chosen so well, h�s
constancy has a respectable stamp. Had h�s cho�ce been less
unexcept�onable, I should have condemned h�s persever�ng.”

“Indeed, s�r,” sa�d Fanny, “I am very sorry that Mr. Crawford should
cont�nue to know that �t �s pay�ng me a very great compl�ment, and I
feel most undeservedly honoured; but I am so perfectly conv�nced,
and I have told h�m so, that �t never w�ll be �n my power—”

“My dear,” �nterrupted S�r Thomas, “there �s no occas�on for th�s.
Your feel�ngs are as well known to me as my w�shes and regrets
must be to you. There �s noth�ng more to be sa�d or done. From th�s
hour the subject �s never to be rev�ved between us. You w�ll have
noth�ng to fear, or to be ag�tated about. You cannot suppose me
capable of try�ng to persuade you to marry aga�nst your �ncl�nat�ons.
Your happ�ness and advantage are all that I have �n v�ew, and
noth�ng �s requ�red of you but to bear w�th Mr. Crawford's
endeavours to conv�nce you that they may not be �ncompat�ble w�th
h�s. He proceeds at h�s own r�sk. You are on safe ground. I have
engaged for your see�ng h�m whenever he calls, as you m�ght have
done had noth�ng of th�s sort occurred. You w�ll see h�m w�th the rest
of us, �n the same manner, and, as much as you can, d�sm�ss�ng the
recollect�on of everyth�ng unpleasant. He leaves Northamptonsh�re
so soon, that even th�s sl�ght sacr�f�ce cannot be often demanded.
The future must be very uncerta�n. And now, my dear Fanny, th�s
subject �s closed between us.”

The prom�sed departure was all that Fanny could th�nk of w�th
much sat�sfact�on. Her uncle's k�nd express�ons, however, and
forbear�ng manner, were sens�bly felt; and when she cons�dered how
much of the truth was unknown to h�m, she bel�eved she had no r�ght
to wonder at the l�ne of conduct he pursued. He, who had marr�ed a
daughter to Mr. Rushworth: romant�c del�cacy was certa�nly not to be
expected from h�m. She must do her duty, and trust that t�me m�ght
make her duty eas�er than �t now was.



She could not, though only e�ghteen, suppose Mr. Crawford's
attachment would hold out for ever; she could not but �mag�ne that
steady, unceas�ng d�scouragement from herself would put an end to
�t �n t�me. How much t�me she m�ght, �n her own fancy, allot for �ts
dom�n�on, �s another concern. It would not be fa�r to �nqu�re �nto a
young lady's exact est�mate of her own perfect�ons.

In sp�te of h�s �ntended s�lence, S�r Thomas found h�mself once
more obl�ged to ment�on the subject to h�s n�ece, to prepare her
br�efly for �ts be�ng �mparted to her aunts; a measure wh�ch he would
st�ll have avo�ded, �f poss�ble, but wh�ch became necessary from the
totally oppos�te feel�ngs of Mr. Crawford as to any secrecy of
proceed�ng. He had no �dea of concealment. It was all known at the
Parsonage, where he loved to talk over the future w�th both h�s
s�sters, and �t would be rather grat�fy�ng to h�m to have enl�ghtened
w�tnesses of the progress of h�s success. When S�r Thomas
understood th�s, he felt the necess�ty of mak�ng h�s own w�fe and
s�ster-�n-law acqua�nted w�th the bus�ness w�thout delay; though, on
Fanny's account, he almost dreaded the effect of the commun�cat�on
to Mrs. Norr�s as much as Fanny herself. He deprecated her
m�staken but well-mean�ng zeal. S�r Thomas, �ndeed, was, by th�s
t�me, not very far from class�ng Mrs. Norr�s as one of those well-
mean�ng people who are always do�ng m�staken and very
d�sagreeable th�ngs.

Mrs. Norr�s, however, rel�eved h�m. He pressed for the str�ctest
forbearance and s�lence towards the�r n�ece; she not only prom�sed,
but d�d observe �t. She only looked her �ncreased �ll-w�ll. Angry she
was: b�tterly angry; but she was more angry w�th Fanny for hav�ng
rece�ved such an offer than for refus�ng �t. It was an �njury and affront
to Jul�a, who ought to have been Mr. Crawford's cho�ce; and,
�ndependently of that, she d�sl�ked Fanny, because she had
neglected her; and she would have grudged such an elevat�on to
one whom she had been always try�ng to depress.

S�r Thomas gave her more cred�t for d�scret�on on the occas�on
than she deserved; and Fanny could have blessed her for allow�ng
her only to see her d�spleasure, and not to hear �t.



Lady Bertram took �t d�fferently. She had been a beauty, and a
prosperous beauty, all her l�fe; and beauty and wealth were all that
exc�ted her respect. To know Fanny to be sought �n marr�age by a
man of fortune, ra�sed her, therefore, very much �n her op�n�on. By
conv�nc�ng her that Fanny was very pretty, wh�ch she had been
doubt�ng about before, and that she would be advantageously
marr�ed, �t made her feel a sort of cred�t �n call�ng her n�ece.

“Well, Fanny,” sa�d she, as soon as they were alone together
afterwards, and she really had known someth�ng l�ke �mpat�ence to
be alone w�th her, and her countenance, as she spoke, had
extraord�nary an�mat�on; “Well, Fanny, I have had a very agreeable
surpr�se th�s morn�ng. I must just speak of �t once, I told S�r Thomas I
must once, and then I shall have done. I g�ve you joy, my dear
n�ece.” And look�ng at her complacently, she added, “Humph, we
certa�nly are a handsome fam�ly!”

Fanny coloured, and doubted at f�rst what to say; when, hop�ng to
assa�l her on her vulnerable s�de, she presently answered—

“My dear aunt, you cannot w�sh me to do d�fferently from what I
have done, I am sure. You cannot w�sh me to marry; for you would
m�ss me, should not you? Yes, I am sure you would m�ss me too
much for that.”

“No, my dear, I should not th�nk of m�ss�ng you, when such an offer
as th�s comes �n your way. I could do very well w�thout you, �f you
were marr�ed to a man of such good estate as Mr. Crawford. And
you must be aware, Fanny, that �t �s every young woman's duty to
accept such a very unexcept�onable offer as th�s.”

Th�s was almost the only rule of conduct, the only p�ece of adv�ce,
wh�ch Fanny had ever rece�ved from her aunt �n the course of e�ght
years and a half. It s�lenced her. She felt how unprof�table content�on
would be. If her aunt's feel�ngs were aga�nst her, noth�ng could be
hoped from attack�ng her understand�ng. Lady Bertram was qu�te
talkat�ve.

“I w�ll tell you what, Fanny,” sa�d she, “I am sure he fell �n love w�th
you at the ball; I am sure the m�sch�ef was done that even�ng. You
d�d look remarkably well. Everybody sa�d so. S�r Thomas sa�d so.
And you know you had Chapman to help you to dress. I am very



glad I sent Chapman to you. I shall tell S�r Thomas that I am sure �t
was done that even�ng.” And st�ll pursu�ng the same cheerful
thoughts, she soon afterwards added, “And I w�ll tell you what,
Fanny, wh�ch �s more than I d�d for Mar�a: the next t�me Pug has a
l�tter you shall have a puppy.”



CHAPTER XXXIV
Edmund had great th�ngs to hear on h�s return. Many surpr�ses

were awa�t�ng h�m. The f�rst that occurred was not least �n �nterest:
the appearance of Henry Crawford and h�s s�ster walk�ng together
through the v�llage as he rode �nto �t. He had concluded—he had
meant them to be far d�stant. H�s absence had been extended
beyond a fortn�ght purposely to avo�d M�ss Crawford. He was
return�ng to Mansf�eld w�th sp�r�ts ready to feed on melancholy
remembrances, and tender assoc�at�ons, when her own fa�r self was
before h�m, lean�ng on her brother's arm, and he found h�mself
rece�v�ng a welcome, unquest�onably fr�endly, from the woman
whom, two moments before, he had been th�nk�ng of as seventy
m�les off, and as farther, much farther, from h�m �n �ncl�nat�on than
any d�stance could express.

Her recept�on of h�m was of a sort wh�ch he could not have hoped
for, had he expected to see her. Com�ng as he d�d from such a
purport fulf�lled as had taken h�m away, he would have expected
anyth�ng rather than a look of sat�sfact�on, and words of s�mple,
pleasant mean�ng. It was enough to set h�s heart �n a glow, and to
br�ng h�m home �n the properest state for feel�ng the full value of the
other joyful surpr�ses at hand.

W�ll�am's promot�on, w�th all �ts part�culars, he was soon master of;
and w�th such a secret prov�s�on of comfort w�th�n h�s own breast to
help the joy, he found �n �t a source of most grat�fy�ng sensat�on and
unvary�ng cheerfulness all d�nner-t�me.

After d�nner, when he and h�s father were alone, he had Fanny's
h�story; and then all the great events of the last fortn�ght, and the
present s�tuat�on of matters at Mansf�eld were known to h�m.

Fanny suspected what was go�ng on. They sat so much longer
than usual �n the d�n�ng-parlour, that she was sure they must be
talk�ng of her; and when tea at last brought them away, and she was
to be seen by Edmund aga�n, she felt dreadfully gu�lty. He came to



her, sat down by her, took her hand, and pressed �t k�ndly; and at
that moment she thought that, but for the occupat�on and the scene
wh�ch the tea-th�ngs afforded, she must have betrayed her emot�on
�n some unpardonable excess.

He was not �ntend�ng, however, by such act�on, to be convey�ng to
her that unqual�f�ed approbat�on and encouragement wh�ch her
hopes drew from �t. It was des�gned only to express h�s part�c�pat�on
�n all that �nterested her, and to tell her that he had been hear�ng
what qu�ckened every feel�ng of affect�on. He was, �n fact, ent�rely on
h�s father's s�de of the quest�on. H�s surpr�se was not so great as h�s
father's at her refus�ng Crawford, because, so far from suppos�ng her
to cons�der h�m w�th anyth�ng l�ke a preference, he had always
bel�eved �t to be rather the reverse, and could �mag�ne her to be
taken perfectly unprepared, but S�r Thomas could not regard the
connex�on as more des�rable than he d�d. It had every
recommendat�on to h�m; and wh�le honour�ng her for what she had
done under the �nfluence of her present �nd�fference, honour�ng her
�n rather stronger terms than S�r Thomas could qu�te echo, he was
most earnest �n hop�ng, and sangu�ne �n bel�ev�ng, that �t would be a
match at last, and that, un�ted by mutual affect�on, �t would appear
that the�r d�spos�t�ons were as exactly f�tted to make them blessed �n
each other, as he was now beg�nn�ng ser�ously to cons�der them.
Crawford had been too prec�p�tate. He had not g�ven her t�me to
attach herself. He had begun at the wrong end. W�th such powers as
h�s, however, and such a d�spos�t�on as hers, Edmund trusted that
everyth�ng would work out a happy conclus�on. Meanwh�le, he saw
enough of Fanny's embarrassment to make h�m scrupulously guard
aga�nst exc�t�ng �t a second t�me, by any word, or look, or movement.

Crawford called the next day, and on the score of Edmund's
return, S�r Thomas felt h�mself more than l�censed to ask h�m to stay
d�nner; �t was really a necessary compl�ment. He sta�d of course, and
Edmund had then ample opportun�ty for observ�ng how he sped w�th
Fanny, and what degree of �mmed�ate encouragement for h�m m�ght
be extracted from her manners; and �t was so l�ttle, so very, very l�ttle
—every chance, every poss�b�l�ty of �t, rest�ng upon her
embarrassment only; �f there was not hope �n her confus�on, there
was hope �n noth�ng else—that he was almost ready to wonder at h�s



fr�end's perseverance. Fanny was worth �t all; he held her to be worth
every effort of pat�ence, every exert�on of m�nd, but he d�d not th�nk
he could have gone on h�mself w�th any woman breath�ng, w�thout
someth�ng more to warm h�s courage than h�s eyes could d�scern �n
hers. He was very w�ll�ng to hope that Crawford saw clearer, and th�s
was the most comfortable conclus�on for h�s fr�end that he could
come to from all that he observed to pass before, and at, and after
d�nner.

In the even�ng a few c�rcumstances occurred wh�ch he thought
more prom�s�ng. When he and Crawford walked �nto the draw�ng-
room, h�s mother and Fanny were s�tt�ng as �ntently and s�lently at
work as �f there were noth�ng else to care for. Edmund could not help
not�c�ng the�r apparently deep tranqu�ll�ty.

“We have not been so s�lent all the t�me,” repl�ed h�s mother.
“Fanny has been read�ng to me, and only put the book down upon
hear�ng you com�ng.” And sure enough there was a book on the
table wh�ch had the a�r of be�ng very recently closed: a volume of
Shakespeare. “She often reads to me out of those books; and she
was �n the m�ddle of a very f�ne speech of that man's—what's h�s
name, Fanny?—when we heard your footsteps.”

Crawford took the volume. “Let me have the pleasure of f�n�sh�ng
that speech to your ladysh�p,” sa�d he. “I shall f�nd �t �mmed�ately.”
And by carefully g�v�ng way to the �ncl�nat�on of the leaves, he d�d
f�nd �t, or w�th�n a page or two, qu�te near enough to sat�sfy Lady
Bertram, who assured h�m, as soon as he ment�oned the name of
Card�nal Wolsey, that he had got the very speech. Not a look or an
offer of help had Fanny g�ven; not a syllable for or aga�nst. All her
attent�on was for her work. She seemed determ�ned to be �nterested
by noth�ng else. But taste was too strong �n her. She could not
abstract her m�nd f�ve m�nutes: she was forced to l�sten; h�s read�ng
was cap�tal, and her pleasure �n good read�ng extreme. To good
read�ng, however, she had been long used: her uncle read well, her
cous�ns all, Edmund very well, but �n Mr. Crawford's read�ng there
was a var�ety of excellence beyond what she had ever met w�th. The
K�ng, the Queen, Buck�ngham, Wolsey, Cromwell, all were g�ven �n
turn; for w�th the happ�est knack, the happ�est power of jump�ng and



guess�ng, he could always al�ght at w�ll on the best scene, or the
best speeches of each; and whether �t were d�gn�ty, or pr�de, or
tenderness, or remorse, or whatever were to be expressed, he could
do �t w�th equal beauty. It was truly dramat�c. H�s act�ng had f�rst
taught Fanny what pleasure a play m�ght g�ve, and h�s read�ng
brought all h�s act�ng before her aga�n; nay, perhaps w�th greater
enjoyment, for �t came unexpectedly, and w�th no such drawback as
she had been used to suffer �n see�ng h�m on the stage w�th M�ss
Bertram.

Edmund watched the progress of her attent�on, and was amused
and grat�f�ed by see�ng how she gradually slackened �n the
needlework, wh�ch at the beg�nn�ng seemed to occupy her totally:
how �t fell from her hand wh�le she sat mot�onless over �t, and at last,
how the eyes wh�ch had appeared so stud�ously to avo�d h�m
throughout the day were turned and f�xed on Crawford—f�xed on h�m
for m�nutes, f�xed on h�m, �n short, t�ll the attract�on drew Crawford's
upon her, and the book was closed, and the charm was broken.
Then she was shr�nk�ng aga�n �nto herself, and blush�ng and work�ng
as hard as ever; but �t had been enough to g�ve Edmund
encouragement for h�s fr�end, and as he cord�ally thanked h�m, he
hoped to be express�ng Fanny's secret feel�ngs too.

“That play must be a favour�te w�th you,” sa�d he; “you read as �f
you knew �t well.”

“It w�ll be a favour�te, I bel�eve, from th�s hour,” repl�ed Crawford;
“but I do not th�nk I have had a volume of Shakespeare �n my hand
before s�nce I was f�fteen. I once saw Henry the E�ghth acted, or I
have heard of �t from somebody who d�d, I am not certa�n wh�ch. But
Shakespeare one gets acqua�nted w�th w�thout know�ng how. It �s a
part of an Engl�shman's const�tut�on. H�s thoughts and beaut�es are
so spread abroad that one touches them everywhere; one �s �nt�mate
w�th h�m by �nst�nct. No man of any bra�n can open at a good part of
one of h�s plays w�thout fall�ng �nto the flow of h�s mean�ng
�mmed�ately.”

“No doubt one �s fam�l�ar w�th Shakespeare �n a degree,” sa�d
Edmund, “from one's earl�est years. H�s celebrated passages are
quoted by everybody; they are �n half the books we open, and we all



talk Shakespeare, use h�s s�m�les, and descr�be w�th h�s
descr�pt�ons; but th�s �s totally d�st�nct from g�v�ng h�s sense as you
gave �t. To know h�m �n b�ts and scraps �s common enough; to know
h�m pretty thoroughly �s, perhaps, not uncommon; but to read h�m
well aloud �s no everyday talent.”

“S�r, you do me honour,” was Crawford's answer, w�th a bow of
mock grav�ty.

Both gentlemen had a glance at Fanny, to see �f a word of
accordant pra�se could be extorted from her; yet both feel�ng that �t
could not be. Her pra�se had been g�ven �n her attent�on; that must
content them.

Lady Bertram's adm�rat�on was expressed, and strongly too. “It
was really l�ke be�ng at a play,” sa�d she. “I w�sh S�r Thomas had
been here.”

Crawford was excess�vely pleased. If Lady Bertram, w�th all her
�ncompetency and languor, could feel th�s, the �nference of what her
n�ece, al�ve and enl�ghtened as she was, must feel, was elevat�ng.

“You have a great turn for act�ng, I am sure, Mr. Crawford,” sa�d
her ladysh�p soon afterwards; “and I w�ll tell you what, I th�nk you w�ll
have a theatre, some t�me or other, at your house �n Norfolk. I mean
when you are settled there. I do �ndeed. I th�nk you w�ll f�t up a
theatre at your house �n Norfolk.”

“Do you, ma'am?” cr�ed he, w�th qu�ckness. “No, no, that w�ll never
be. Your ladysh�p �s qu�te m�staken. No theatre at Ever�ngham! Oh
no!” And he looked at Fanny w�th an express�ve sm�le, wh�ch
ev�dently meant, “That lady w�ll never allow a theatre at
Ever�ngham.”

Edmund saw �t all, and saw Fanny so determ�ned not to see �t, as
to make �t clear that the vo�ce was enough to convey the full
mean�ng of the protestat�on; and such a qu�ck consc�ousness of
compl�ment, such a ready comprehens�on of a h�nt, he thought, was
rather favourable than not.

The subject of read�ng aloud was farther d�scussed. The two
young men were the only talkers, but they, stand�ng by the f�re,
talked over the too common neglect of the qual�f�cat�on, the total



�nattent�on to �t, �n the ord�nary school-system for boys, the
consequently natural, yet �n some �nstances almost unnatural,
degree of �gnorance and uncouthness of men, of sens�ble and well-
�nformed men, when suddenly called to the necess�ty of read�ng
aloud, wh�ch had fallen w�th�n the�r not�ce, g�v�ng �nstances of
blunders, and fa�lures w�th the�r secondary causes, the want of
management of the vo�ce, of proper modulat�on and emphas�s, of
fores�ght and judgment, all proceed�ng from the f�rst cause: want of
early attent�on and hab�t; and Fanny was l�sten�ng aga�n w�th great
enterta�nment.

“Even �n my profess�on,” sa�d Edmund, w�th a sm�le, “how l�ttle the
art of read�ng has been stud�ed! how l�ttle a clear manner, and good
del�very, have been attended to! I speak rather of the past, however,
than the present. There �s now a sp�r�t of �mprovement abroad; but
among those who were orda�ned twenty, th�rty, forty years ago, the
larger number, to judge by the�r performance, must have thought
read�ng was read�ng, and preach�ng was preach�ng. It �s d�fferent
now. The subject �s more justly cons�dered. It �s felt that d�st�nctness
and energy may have we�ght �n recommend�ng the most sol�d truths;
and bes�des, there �s more general observat�on and taste, a more
cr�t�cal knowledge d�ffused than formerly; �n every congregat�on there
�s a larger proport�on who know a l�ttle of the matter, and who can
judge and cr�t�c�se.”

Edmund had already gone through the serv�ce once s�nce h�s
ord�nat�on; and upon th�s be�ng understood, he had a var�ety of
quest�ons from Crawford as to h�s feel�ngs and success; quest�ons,
wh�ch be�ng made, though w�th the v�vac�ty of fr�endly �nterest and
qu�ck taste, w�thout any touch of that sp�r�t of banter or a�r of lev�ty
wh�ch Edmund knew to be most offens�ve to Fanny, he had true
pleasure �n sat�sfy�ng; and when Crawford proceeded to ask h�s
op�n�on and g�ve h�s own as to the properest manner �n wh�ch
part�cular passages �n the serv�ce should be del�vered, shew�ng �t to
be a subject on wh�ch he had thought before, and thought w�th
judgment, Edmund was st�ll more and more pleased. Th�s would be
the way to Fanny's heart. She was not to be won by all that gallantry
and w�t and good-nature together could do; or, at least, she would



not be won by them nearly so soon, w�thout the ass�stance of
sent�ment and feel�ng, and ser�ousness on ser�ous subjects.

“Our l�turgy,” observed Crawford, “has beaut�es, wh�ch not even a
careless, slovenly style of read�ng can destroy; but �t has also
redundanc�es and repet�t�ons wh�ch requ�re good read�ng not to be
felt. For myself, at least, I must confess be�ng not always so attent�ve
as I ought to be” (here was a glance at Fanny); “that n�neteen t�mes
out of twenty I am th�nk�ng how such a prayer ought to be read, and
long�ng to have �t to read myself. D�d you speak?” stepp�ng eagerly
to Fanny, and address�ng her �n a softened vo�ce; and upon her
say�ng “No,” he added, “Are you sure you d�d not speak? I saw your
l�ps move. I fanc�ed you m�ght be go�ng to tell me I ought to be more
attent�ve, and not allow my thoughts to wander. Are not you go�ng to
tell me so?”

“No, �ndeed, you know your duty too well for me to—even
suppos�ng—”

She stopt, felt herself gett�ng �nto a puzzle, and could not be
preva�led on to add another word, not by d�nt of several m�nutes of
suppl�cat�on and wa�t�ng. He then returned to h�s former stat�on, and
went on as �f there had been no such tender �nterrupt�on.

“A sermon, well del�vered, �s more uncommon even than prayers
well read. A sermon, good �n �tself, �s no rare th�ng. It �s more d�ff�cult
to speak well than to compose well; that �s, the rules and tr�ck of
compos�t�on are oftener an object of study. A thoroughly good
sermon, thoroughly well del�vered, �s a cap�tal grat�f�cat�on. I can
never hear such a one w�thout the greatest adm�rat�on and respect,
and more than half a m�nd to take orders and preach myself. There
�s someth�ng �n the eloquence of the pulp�t, when �t �s really
eloquence, wh�ch �s ent�tled to the h�ghest pra�se and honour. The
preacher who can touch and affect such an heterogeneous mass of
hearers, on subjects l�m�ted, and long worn threadbare �n all
common hands; who can say anyth�ng new or str�k�ng, anyth�ng that
rouses the attent�on w�thout offend�ng the taste, or wear�ng out the
feel�ngs of h�s hearers, �s a man whom one could not, �n h�s publ�c
capac�ty, honour enough. I should l�ke to be such a man.”

Edmund laughed.



“I should �ndeed. I never l�stened to a d�st�ngu�shed preacher �n my
l�fe w�thout a sort of envy. But then, I must have a London aud�ence.
I could not preach but to the educated; to those who were capable of
est�mat�ng my compos�t�on. And I do not know that I should be fond
of preach�ng often; now and then, perhaps once or tw�ce �n the
spr�ng, after be�ng anx�ously expected for half a dozen Sundays
together; but not for a constancy; �t would not do for a constancy.”

Here Fanny, who could not but l�sten, �nvoluntar�ly shook her head,
and Crawford was �nstantly by her s�de aga�n, entreat�ng to know her
mean�ng; and as Edmund perce�ved, by h�s draw�ng �n a cha�r, and
s�tt�ng down close by her, that �t was to be a very thorough attack,
that looks and undertones were to be well tr�ed, he sank as qu�etly
as poss�ble �nto a corner, turned h�s back, and took up a newspaper,
very s�ncerely w�sh�ng that dear l�ttle Fanny m�ght be persuaded �nto
expla�n�ng away that shake of the head to the sat�sfact�on of her
ardent lover; and as earnestly try�ng to bury every sound of the
bus�ness from h�mself �n murmurs of h�s own, over the var�ous
advert�sements of “A most des�rable Estate �n South Wales”; “To
Parents and Guard�ans”; and a “Cap�tal season'd Hunter.”

Fanny, meanwh�le, vexed w�th herself for not hav�ng been as
mot�onless as she was speechless, and gr�eved to the heart to see
Edmund's arrangements, was try�ng by everyth�ng �n the power of
her modest, gentle nature, to repulse Mr. Crawford, and avo�d both
h�s looks and �nqu�r�es; and he, unrepulsable, was pers�st�ng �n both.

“What d�d that shake of the head mean?” sa�d he. “What was �t
meant to express? D�sapprobat�on, I fear. But of what? What had I
been say�ng to d�splease you? D�d you th�nk me speak�ng
�mproperly, l�ghtly, �rreverently on the subject? Only tell me �f I was.
Only tell me �f I was wrong. I want to be set r�ght. Nay, nay, I entreat
you; for one moment put down your work. What d�d that shake of the
head mean?”

In va�n was her “Pray, s�r, don't; pray, Mr. Crawford,” repeated
tw�ce over; and �n va�n d�d she try to move away. In the same low,
eager vo�ce, and the same close ne�ghbourhood, he went on,
reurg�ng the same quest�ons as before. She grew more ag�tated and
d�spleased.



“How can you, s�r? You qu�te aston�sh me; I wonder how you can
—”

“Do I aston�sh you?” sa�d he. “Do you wonder? Is there anyth�ng �n
my present entreaty that you do not understand? I w�ll expla�n to you
�nstantly all that makes me urge you �n th�s manner, all that g�ves me
an �nterest �n what you look and do, and exc�tes my present cur�os�ty.
I w�ll not leave you to wonder long.”

In sp�te of herself, she could not help half a sm�le, but she sa�d
noth�ng.

“You shook your head at my acknowledg�ng that I should not l�ke
to engage �n the dut�es of a clergyman always for a constancy. Yes,
that was the word. Constancy: I am not afra�d of the word. I would
spell �t, read �t, wr�te �t w�th anybody. I see noth�ng alarm�ng �n the
word. D�d you th�nk I ought?”

“Perhaps, s�r,” sa�d Fanny, wear�ed at last �nto speak�ng
—“perhaps, s�r, I thought �t was a p�ty you d�d not always know
yourself as well as you seemed to do at that moment.”

Crawford, del�ghted to get her to speak at any rate, was
determ�ned to keep �t up; and poor Fanny, who had hoped to s�lence
h�m by such an extrem�ty of reproof, found herself sadly m�staken,
and that �t was only a change from one object of cur�os�ty and one
set of words to another. He had always someth�ng to entreat the
explanat�on of. The opportun�ty was too fa�r. None such had occurred
s�nce h�s see�ng her �n her uncle's room, none such m�ght occur
aga�n before h�s leav�ng Mansf�eld. Lady Bertram's be�ng just on the
other s�de of the table was a tr�fle, for she m�ght always be
cons�dered as only half-awake, and Edmund's advert�sements were
st�ll of the f�rst ut�l�ty.

“Well,” sa�d Crawford, after a course of rap�d quest�ons and
reluctant answers; “I am happ�er than I was, because I now
understand more clearly your op�n�on of me. You th�nk me unsteady:
eas�ly swayed by the wh�m of the moment, eas�ly tempted, eas�ly put
as�de. W�th such an op�n�on, no wonder that. But we shall see. It �s
not by protestat�ons that I shall endeavour to conv�nce you I am
wronged; �t �s not by tell�ng you that my affect�ons are steady. My
conduct shall speak for me; absence, d�stance, t�me shall speak for



me. They shall prove that, as far as you can be deserved by
anybody, I do deserve you. You are �nf�n�tely my super�or �n mer�t; all
that I know. You have qual�t�es wh�ch I had not before supposed to
ex�st �n such a degree �n any human creature. You have some
touches of the angel �n you beyond what—not merely beyond what
one sees, because one never sees anyth�ng l�ke �t—but beyond what
one fanc�es m�ght be. But st�ll I am not fr�ghtened. It �s not by equal�ty
of mer�t that you can be won. That �s out of the quest�on. It �s he who
sees and worsh�ps your mer�t the strongest, who loves you most
devotedly, that has the best r�ght to a return. There I bu�ld my
conf�dence. By that r�ght I do and w�ll deserve you; and when once
conv�nced that my attachment �s what I declare �t, I know you too
well not to enterta�n the warmest hopes. Yes, dearest, sweetest
Fanny. Nay” (see�ng her draw back d�spleased), “forg�ve me.
Perhaps I have as yet no r�ght; but by what other name can I call
you? Do you suppose you are ever present to my �mag�nat�on under
any other? No, �t �s 'Fanny' that I th�nk of all day, and dream of all
n�ght. You have g�ven the name such real�ty of sweetness, that
noth�ng else can now be descr�pt�ve of you.”

Fanny could hardly have kept her seat any longer, or have
refra�ned from at least try�ng to get away �n sp�te of all the too publ�c
oppos�t�on she foresaw to �t, had �t not been for the sound of
approach�ng rel�ef, the very sound wh�ch she had been long
watch�ng for, and long th�nk�ng strangely delayed.

The solemn process�on, headed by Baddeley, of tea-board, urn,
and cake-bearers, made �ts appearance, and del�vered her from a
gr�evous �mpr�sonment of body and m�nd. Mr. Crawford was obl�ged
to move. She was at l�berty, she was busy, she was protected.

Edmund was not sorry to be adm�tted aga�n among the number of
those who m�ght speak and hear. But though the conference had
seemed full long to h�m, and though on look�ng at Fanny he saw
rather a flush of vexat�on, he �ncl�ned to hope that so much could not
have been sa�d and l�stened to w�thout some prof�t to the speaker.





CHAPTER XXXV
Edmund had determ�ned that �t belonged ent�rely to Fanny to

chuse whether her s�tuat�on w�th regard to Crawford should be
ment�oned between them or not; and that �f she d�d not lead the way,
�t should never be touched on by h�m; but after a day or two of
mutual reserve, he was �nduced by h�s father to change h�s m�nd,
and try what h�s �nfluence m�ght do for h�s fr�end.

A day, and a very early day, was actually f�xed for the Crawfords'
departure; and S�r Thomas thought �t m�ght be as well to make one
more effort for the young man before he left Mansf�eld, that all h�s
profess�ons and vows of unshaken attachment m�ght have as much
hope to susta�n them as poss�ble.

S�r Thomas was most cord�ally anx�ous for the perfect�on of Mr.
Crawford's character �n that po�nt. He w�shed h�m to be a model of
constancy; and fanc�ed the best means of effect�ng �t would be by
not try�ng h�m too long.

Edmund was not unw�ll�ng to be persuaded to engage �n the
bus�ness; he wanted to know Fanny's feel�ngs. She had been used
to consult h�m �n every d�ff�culty, and he loved her too well to bear to
be den�ed her conf�dence now; he hoped to be of serv�ce to her, he
thought he must be of serv�ce to her; whom else had she to open her
heart to? If she d�d not need counsel, she must need the comfort of
commun�cat�on. Fanny estranged from h�m, s�lent and reserved, was
an unnatural state of th�ngs; a state wh�ch he must break through,
and wh�ch he could eas�ly learn to th�nk she was want�ng h�m to
break through.

“I w�ll speak to her, s�r: I w�ll take the f�rst opportun�ty of speak�ng
to her alone,” was the result of such thoughts as these; and upon S�r
Thomas's �nformat�on of her be�ng at that very t�me walk�ng alone �n
the shrubbery, he �nstantly jo�ned her.



“I am come to walk w�th you, Fanny,” sa�d he. “Shall I?” Draw�ng
her arm w�th�n h�s. “It �s a long wh�le s�nce we have had a
comfortable walk together.”

She assented to �t all rather by look than word. Her sp�r�ts were
low.

“But, Fanny,” he presently added, “�n order to have a comfortable
walk, someth�ng more �s necessary than merely pac�ng th�s gravel
together. You must talk to me. I know you have someth�ng on your
m�nd. I know what you are th�nk�ng of. You cannot suppose me
un�nformed. Am I to hear of �t from everybody but Fanny herself?”

Fanny, at once ag�tated and dejected, repl�ed, “If you hear of �t
from everybody, cous�n, there can be noth�ng for me to tell.”

“Not of facts, perhaps; but of feel�ngs, Fanny. No one but you can
tell me them. I do not mean to press you, however. If �t �s not what
you w�sh yourself, I have done. I had thought �t m�ght be a rel�ef.”

“I am afra�d we th�nk too d�fferently for me to f�nd any rel�ef �n
talk�ng of what I feel.”

“Do you suppose that we th�nk d�fferently? I have no �dea of �t. I
dare say that, on a compar�son of our op�n�ons, they would be found
as much al�ke as they have been used to be: to the po�nt—I cons�der
Crawford's proposals as most advantageous and des�rable, �f you
could return h�s affect�on. I cons�der �t as most natural that all your
fam�ly should w�sh you could return �t; but that, as you cannot, you
have done exactly as you ought �n refus�ng h�m. Can there be any
d�sagreement between us here?”

“Oh no! But I thought you blamed me. I thought you were aga�nst
me. Th�s �s such a comfort!”

“Th�s comfort you m�ght have had sooner, Fanny, had you sought
�t. But how could you poss�bly suppose me aga�nst you? How could
you �mag�ne me an advocate for marr�age w�thout love? Were I even
careless �n general on such matters, how could you �mag�ne me so
where your happ�ness was at stake?”

“My uncle thought me wrong, and I knew he had been talk�ng to
you.”



“As far as you have gone, Fanny, I th�nk you perfectly r�ght. I may
be sorry, I may be surpr�sed—though hardly that, for you had not had
t�me to attach yourself—but I th�nk you perfectly r�ght. Can �t adm�t of
a quest�on? It �s d�sgraceful to us �f �t does. You d�d not love h�m;
noth�ng could have just�f�ed your accept�ng h�m.”

Fanny had not felt so comfortable for days and days.
“So far your conduct has been faultless, and they were qu�te

m�staken who w�shed you to do otherw�se. But the matter does not
end here. Crawford's �s no common attachment; he perseveres, w�th
the hope of creat�ng that regard wh�ch had not been created before.
Th�s, we know, must be a work of t�me. But” (w�th an affect�onate
sm�le) “let h�m succeed at last, Fanny, let h�m succeed at last. You
have proved yourself upr�ght and d�s�nterested, prove yourself
grateful and tender-hearted; and then you w�ll be the perfect model
of a woman wh�ch I have always bel�eved you born for.”

“Oh! never, never, never! he never w�ll succeed w�th me.” And she
spoke w�th a warmth wh�ch qu�te aston�shed Edmund, and wh�ch she
blushed at the recollect�on of herself, when she saw h�s look, and
heard h�m reply, “Never! Fanny!—so very determ�ned and pos�t�ve!
Th�s �s not l�ke yourself, your rat�onal self.”

“I mean,” she cr�ed, sorrowfully correct�ng herself, “that I th�nk I
never shall, as far as the future can be answered for; I th�nk I never
shall return h�s regard.”

“I must hope better th�ngs. I am aware, more aware than Crawford
can be, that the man who means to make you love h�m (you hav�ng
due not�ce of h�s �ntent�ons) must have very uph�ll work, for there are
all your early attachments and hab�ts �n battle array; and before he
can get your heart for h�s own use he has to unfasten �t from all the
holds upon th�ngs an�mate and �nan�mate, wh�ch so many years'
growth have conf�rmed, and wh�ch are cons�derably t�ghtened for the
moment by the very �dea of separat�on. I know that the apprehens�on
of be�ng forced to qu�t Mansf�eld w�ll for a t�me be arm�ng you aga�nst
h�m. I w�sh he had not been obl�ged to tell you what he was try�ng for.
I w�sh he had known you as well as I do, Fanny. Between us, I th�nk
we should have won you. My theoret�cal and h�s pract�cal knowledge
together could not have fa�led. He should have worked upon my



plans. I must hope, however, that t�me, prov�ng h�m (as I f�rmly
bel�eve �t w�ll) to deserve you by h�s steady affect�on, w�ll g�ve h�m h�s
reward. I cannot suppose that you have not the w�sh to love h�m—
the natural w�sh of grat�tude. You must have some feel�ng of that
sort. You must be sorry for your own �nd�fference.”

“We are so totally unl�ke,” sa�d Fanny, avo�d�ng a d�rect answer,
“we are so very, very d�fferent �n all our �ncl�nat�ons and ways, that I
cons�der �t as qu�te �mposs�ble we should ever be tolerably happy
together, even �f I could l�ke h�m. There never were two people more
d�ss�m�lar. We have not one taste �n common. We should be
m�serable.”

“You are m�staken, Fanny. The d�ss�m�lar�ty �s not so strong. You
are qu�te enough al�ke. You have tastes �n common. You have moral
and l�terary tastes �n common. You have both warm hearts and
benevolent feel�ngs; and, Fanny, who that heard h�m read, and saw
you l�sten to Shakespeare the other n�ght, w�ll th�nk you unf�tted as
compan�ons? You forget yourself: there �s a dec�ded d�fference �n
your tempers, I allow. He �s l�vely, you are ser�ous; but so much the
better: h�s sp�r�ts w�ll support yours. It �s your d�spos�t�on to be eas�ly
dejected and to fancy d�ff�cult�es greater than they are. H�s
cheerfulness w�ll counteract th�s. He sees d�ff�cult�es nowhere: and
h�s pleasantness and ga�ety w�ll be a constant support to you. Your
be�ng so far unl�ke, Fanny, does not �n the smallest degree make
aga�nst the probab�l�ty of your happ�ness together: do not �mag�ne �t.
I am myself conv�nced that �t �s rather a favourable c�rcumstance. I
am perfectly persuaded that the tempers had better be unl�ke: I
mean unl�ke �n the flow of the sp�r�ts, �n the manners, �n the
�ncl�nat�on for much or l�ttle company, �n the propens�ty to talk or to
be s�lent, to be grave or to be gay. Some oppos�t�on here �s, I am
thoroughly conv�nced, fr�endly to matr�mon�al happ�ness. I exclude
extremes, of course; and a very close resemblance �n all those
po�nts would be the l�kel�est way to produce an extreme. A
counteract�on, gentle and cont�nual, �s the best safeguard of
manners and conduct.”

Full well could Fanny guess where h�s thoughts were now: M�ss
Crawford's power was all return�ng. He had been speak�ng of her



cheerfully from the hour of h�s com�ng home. H�s avo�d�ng her was
qu�te at an end. He had d�ned at the Parsonage only the preced�ng
day.

After leav�ng h�m to h�s happ�er thoughts for some m�nutes, Fanny,
feel�ng �t due to herself, returned to Mr. Crawford, and sa�d, “It �s not
merely �n temper that I cons�der h�m as totally unsu�ted to myself;
though, �n that respect, I th�nk the d�fference between us too great,
�nf�n�tely too great: h�s sp�r�ts often oppress me; but there �s
someth�ng �n h�m wh�ch I object to st�ll more. I must say, cous�n, that
I cannot approve h�s character. I have not thought well of h�m from
the t�me of the play. I then saw h�m behav�ng, as �t appeared to me,
so very �mproperly and unfeel�ngly—I may speak of �t now because �t
�s all over—so �mproperly by poor Mr. Rushworth, not seem�ng to
care how he exposed or hurt h�m, and pay�ng attent�ons to my cous�n
Mar�a, wh�ch—�n short, at the t�me of the play, I rece�ved an
�mpress�on wh�ch w�ll never be got over.”

“My dear Fanny,” repl�ed Edmund, scarcely hear�ng her to the end,
“let us not, any of us, be judged by what we appeared at that per�od
of general folly. The t�me of the play �s a t�me wh�ch I hate to
recollect. Mar�a was wrong, Crawford was wrong, we were all wrong
together; but none so wrong as myself. Compared w�th me, all the
rest were blameless. I was play�ng the fool w�th my eyes open.”

“As a bystander,” sa�d Fanny, “perhaps I saw more than you d�d;
and I do th�nk that Mr. Rushworth was somet�mes very jealous.”

“Very poss�bly. No wonder. Noth�ng could be more �mproper than
the whole bus�ness. I am shocked whenever I th�nk that Mar�a could
be capable of �t; but, �f she could undertake the part, we must not be
surpr�sed at the rest.”

“Before the play, I am much m�staken �f Jul�a d�d not th�nk he was
pay�ng her attent�ons.”

“Jul�a! I have heard before from some one of h�s be�ng �n love w�th
Jul�a; but I could never see anyth�ng of �t. And, Fanny, though I hope
I do just�ce to my s�sters' good qual�t�es, I th�nk �t very poss�ble that
they m�ght, one or both, be more des�rous of be�ng adm�red by
Crawford, and m�ght shew that des�re rather more unguardedly than
was perfectly prudent. I can remember that they were ev�dently fond



of h�s soc�ety; and w�th such encouragement, a man l�ke Crawford,
l�vely, and �t may be, a l�ttle unth�nk�ng, m�ght be led on to—there
could be noth�ng very str�k�ng, because �t �s clear that he had no
pretens�ons: h�s heart was reserved for you. And I must say, that �ts
be�ng for you has ra�sed h�m �nconce�vably �n my op�n�on. It does h�m
the h�ghest honour; �t shews h�s proper est�mat�on of the bless�ng of
domest�c happ�ness and pure attachment. It proves h�m unspo�lt by
h�s uncle. It proves h�m, �n short, everyth�ng that I had been used to
w�sh to bel�eve h�m, and feared he was not.”

“I am persuaded that he does not th�nk, as he ought, on ser�ous
subjects.”

“Say, rather, that he has not thought at all upon ser�ous subjects,
wh�ch I bel�eve to be a good deal the case. How could �t be
otherw�se, w�th such an educat�on and adv�ser? Under the
d�sadvantages, �ndeed, wh�ch both have had, �s �t not wonderful that
they should be what they are? Crawford's feel�ngs, I am ready to
acknowledge, have h�therto been too much h�s gu�des. Happ�ly,
those feel�ngs have generally been good. You w�ll supply the rest;
and a most fortunate man he �s to attach h�mself to such a creature
—to a woman who, f�rm as a rock �n her own pr�nc�ples, has a
gentleness of character so well adapted to recommend them. He has
chosen h�s partner, �ndeed, w�th rare fel�c�ty. He w�ll make you happy,
Fanny; I know he w�ll make you happy; but you w�ll make h�m
everyth�ng.”

“I would not engage �n such a charge,” cr�ed Fanny, �n a shr�nk�ng
accent; “�n such an off�ce of h�gh respons�b�l�ty!”

“As usual, bel�ev�ng yourself unequal to anyth�ng! fancy�ng
everyth�ng too much for you! Well, though I may not be able to
persuade you �nto d�fferent feel�ngs, you w�ll be persuaded �nto them,
I trust. I confess myself s�ncerely anx�ous that you may. I have no
common �nterest �n Crawford's well-do�ng. Next to your happ�ness,
Fanny, h�s has the f�rst cla�m on me. You are aware of my hav�ng no
common �nterest �n Crawford.”

Fanny was too well aware of �t to have anyth�ng to say; and they
walked on together some f�fty yards �n mutual s�lence and
abstract�on. Edmund f�rst began aga�n—



“I was very much pleased by her manner of speak�ng of �t
yesterday, part�cularly pleased, because I had not depended upon
her see�ng everyth�ng �n so just a l�ght. I knew she was very fond of
you; but yet I was afra�d of her not est�mat�ng your worth to her
brother qu�te as �t deserved, and of her regrett�ng that he had not
rather f�xed on some woman of d�st�nct�on or fortune. I was afra�d of
the b�as of those worldly max�ms, wh�ch she has been too much
used to hear. But �t was very d�fferent. She spoke of you, Fanny, just
as she ought. She des�res the connex�on as warmly as your uncle or
myself. We had a long talk about �t. I should not have ment�oned the
subject, though very anx�ous to know her sent�ments; but I had not
been �n the room f�ve m�nutes before she began �ntroduc�ng �t w�th all
that openness of heart, and sweet pecul�ar�ty of manner, that sp�r�t
and �ngenuousness wh�ch are so much a part of herself. Mrs. Grant
laughed at her for her rap�d�ty.”

“Was Mrs. Grant �n the room, then?”
“Yes, when I reached the house I found the two s�sters together by

themselves; and when once we had begun, we had not done w�th
you, Fanny, t�ll Crawford and Dr. Grant came �n.”

“It �s above a week s�nce I saw M�ss Crawford.”
“Yes, she laments �t; yet owns �t may have been best. You w�ll see

her, however, before she goes. She �s very angry w�th you, Fanny;
you must be prepared for that. She calls herself very angry, but you
can �mag�ne her anger. It �s the regret and d�sappo�ntment of a s�ster,
who th�nks her brother has a r�ght to everyth�ng he may w�sh for, at
the f�rst moment. She �s hurt, as you would be for W�ll�am; but she
loves and esteems you w�th all her heart.”

“I knew she would be very angry w�th me.”
“My dearest Fanny,” cr�ed Edmund, press�ng her arm closer to

h�m, “do not let the �dea of her anger d�stress you. It �s anger to be
talked of rather than felt. Her heart �s made for love and k�ndness,
not for resentment. I w�sh you could have overheard her tr�bute of
pra�se; I w�sh you could have seen her countenance, when she sa�d
that you should be Henry's w�fe. And I observed that she always
spoke of you as 'Fanny,' wh�ch she was never used to do; and �t had
a sound of most s�sterly cord�al�ty.”



“And Mrs. Grant, d�d she say—d�d she speak; was she there all
the t�me?”

“Yes, she was agree�ng exactly w�th her s�ster. The surpr�se of
your refusal, Fanny, seems to have been unbounded. That you could
refuse such a man as Henry Crawford seems more than they can
understand. I sa�d what I could for you; but �n good truth, as they
stated the case—you must prove yourself to be �n your senses as
soon as you can by a d�fferent conduct; noth�ng else w�ll sat�sfy
them. But th�s �s teas�ng you. I have done. Do not turn away from
me.”

“I should have thought,” sa�d Fanny, after a pause of recollect�on
and exert�on, “that every woman must have felt the poss�b�l�ty of a
man's not be�ng approved, not be�ng loved by some one of her sex
at least, let h�m be ever so generally agreeable. Let h�m have all the
perfect�ons �n the world, I th�nk �t ought not to be set down as certa�n
that a man must be acceptable to every woman he may happen to
l�ke h�mself. But, even suppos�ng �t �s so, allow�ng Mr. Crawford to
have all the cla�ms wh�ch h�s s�sters th�nk he has, how was I to be
prepared to meet h�m w�th any feel�ng answerable to h�s own? He
took me wholly by surpr�se. I had not an �dea that h�s behav�our to
me before had any mean�ng; and surely I was not to be teach�ng
myself to l�ke h�m only because he was tak�ng what seemed very �dle
not�ce of me. In my s�tuat�on, �t would have been the extreme of
van�ty to be form�ng expectat�ons on Mr. Crawford. I am sure h�s
s�sters, rat�ng h�m as they do, must have thought �t so, suppos�ng he
had meant noth�ng. How, then, was I to be—to be �n love w�th h�m
the moment he sa�d he was w�th me? How was I to have an
attachment at h�s serv�ce, as soon as �t was asked for? H�s s�sters
should cons�der me as well as h�m. The h�gher h�s deserts, the more
�mproper for me ever to have thought of h�m. And, and—we th�nk
very d�fferently of the nature of women, �f they can �mag�ne a woman
so very soon capable of return�ng an affect�on as th�s seems to
�mply.”

“My dear, dear Fanny, now I have the truth. I know th�s to be the
truth; and most worthy of you are such feel�ngs. I had attr�buted them
to you before. I thought I could understand you. You have now g�ven



exactly the explanat�on wh�ch I ventured to make for you to your
fr�end and Mrs. Grant, and they were both better sat�sf�ed, though
your warm-hearted fr�end was st�ll run away w�th a l�ttle by the
enthus�asm of her fondness for Henry. I told them that you were of all
human creatures the one over whom hab�t had most power and
novelty least; and that the very c�rcumstance of the novelty of
Crawford's addresses was aga�nst h�m. The�r be�ng so new and so
recent was all �n the�r d�sfavour; that you could tolerate noth�ng that
you were not used to; and a great deal more to the same purpose, to
g�ve them a knowledge of your character. M�ss Crawford made us
laugh by her plans of encouragement for her brother. She meant to
urge h�m to persevere �n the hope of be�ng loved �n t�me, and of
hav�ng h�s addresses most k�ndly rece�ved at the end of about ten
years' happy marr�age.”

Fanny could w�th d�ff�culty g�ve the sm�le that was here asked for.
Her feel�ngs were all �n revolt. She feared she had been do�ng
wrong: say�ng too much, overact�ng the caut�on wh�ch she had been
fancy�ng necessary; �n guard�ng aga�nst one ev�l, lay�ng herself open
to another; and to have M�ss Crawford's l�vel�ness repeated to her at
such a moment, and on such a subject, was a b�tter aggravat�on.

Edmund saw wear�ness and d�stress �n her face, and �mmed�ately
resolved to forbear all farther d�scuss�on; and not even to ment�on
the name of Crawford aga�n, except as �t m�ght be connected w�th
what must be agreeable to her. On th�s pr�nc�ple, he soon afterwards
observed—“They go on Monday. You are sure, therefore, of see�ng
your fr�end e�ther to-morrow or Sunday. They really go on Monday;
and I was w�th�n a tr�fle of be�ng persuaded to stay at Less�ngby t�ll
that very day! I had almost prom�sed �t. What a d�fference �t m�ght
have made! Those f�ve or s�x days more at Less�ngby m�ght have
been felt all my l�fe.”

“You were near stay�ng there?”
“Very. I was most k�ndly pressed, and had nearly consented. Had I

rece�ved any letter from Mansf�eld, to tell me how you were all go�ng
on, I bel�eve I should certa�nly have sta�d; but I knew noth�ng that
had happened here for a fortn�ght, and felt that I had been away long
enough.”



“You spent your t�me pleasantly there?”
“Yes; that �s, �t was the fault of my own m�nd �f I d�d not. They were

all very pleasant. I doubt the�r f�nd�ng me so. I took uneas�ness w�th
me, and there was no gett�ng r�d of �t t�ll I was �n Mansf�eld aga�n.”

“The M�ss Owens—you l�ked them, d�d not you?”
“Yes, very well. Pleasant, good-humoured, unaffected g�rls. But I

am spo�lt, Fanny, for common female soc�ety. Good-humoured,
unaffected g�rls w�ll not do for a man who has been used to sens�ble
women. They are two d�st�nct orders of be�ng. You and M�ss
Crawford have made me too n�ce.”

St�ll, however, Fanny was oppressed and wear�ed; he saw �t �n her
looks, �t could not be talked away; and attempt�ng �t no more, he led
her d�rectly, w�th the k�nd author�ty of a pr�v�leged guard�an, �nto the
house.



CHAPTER XXXVI
Edmund now bel�eved h�mself perfectly acqua�nted w�th all that

Fanny could tell, or could leave to be conjectured of her sent�ments,
and he was sat�sf�ed. It had been, as he before presumed, too hasty
a measure on Crawford's s�de, and t�me must be g�ven to make the
�dea f�rst fam�l�ar, and then agreeable to her. She must be used to
the cons�derat�on of h�s be�ng �n love w�th her, and then a return of
affect�on m�ght not be very d�stant.

He gave th�s op�n�on as the result of the conversat�on to h�s father;
and recommended there be�ng noth�ng more sa�d to her: no farther
attempts to �nfluence or persuade; but that everyth�ng should be left
to Crawford's ass�du�t�es, and the natural work�ngs of her own m�nd.

S�r Thomas prom�sed that �t should be so. Edmund's account of
Fanny's d�spos�t�on he could bel�eve to be just; he supposed she had
all those feel�ngs, but he must cons�der �t as very unfortunate that
she had; for, less w�ll�ng than h�s son to trust to the future, he could
not help fear�ng that �f such very long allowances of t�me and hab�t
were necessary for her, she m�ght not have persuaded herself �nto
rece�v�ng h�s addresses properly before the young man's �ncl�nat�on
for pay�ng them were over. There was noth�ng to be done, however,
but to subm�t qu�etly and hope the best.

The prom�sed v�s�t from “her fr�end,” as Edmund called M�ss
Crawford, was a form�dable threat to Fanny, and she l�ved �n
cont�nual terror of �t. As a s�ster, so part�al and so angry, and so l�ttle
scrupulous of what she sa�d, and �n another l�ght so tr�umphant and
secure, she was �n every way an object of pa�nful alarm. Her
d�spleasure, her penetrat�on, and her happ�ness were all fearful to
encounter; and the dependence of hav�ng others present when they
met was Fanny's only support �n look�ng forward to �t. She absented
herself as l�ttle as poss�ble from Lady Bertram, kept away from the
East room, and took no sol�tary walk �n the shrubbery, �n her caut�on
to avo�d any sudden attack.



She succeeded. She was safe �n the breakfast-room, w�th her
aunt, when M�ss Crawford d�d come; and the f�rst m�sery over, and
M�ss Crawford look�ng and speak�ng w�th much less part�cular�ty of
express�on than she had ant�c�pated, Fanny began to hope there
would be noth�ng worse to be endured than a half-hour of moderate
ag�tat�on. But here she hoped too much; M�ss Crawford was not the
slave of opportun�ty. She was determ�ned to see Fanny alone, and
therefore sa�d to her tolerably soon, �n a low vo�ce, “I must speak to
you for a few m�nutes somewhere”; words that Fanny felt all over
her, �n all her pulses and all her nerves. Den�al was �mposs�ble. Her
hab�ts of ready subm�ss�on, on the contrary, made her almost
�nstantly r�se and lead the way out of the room. She d�d �t w�th
wretched feel�ngs, but �t was �nev�table.

They were no sooner �n the hall than all restra�nt of countenance
was over on M�ss Crawford's s�de. She �mmed�ately shook her head
at Fanny w�th arch, yet affect�onate reproach, and tak�ng her hand,
seemed hardly able to help beg�nn�ng d�rectly. She sa�d noth�ng,
however, but, “Sad, sad g�rl! I do not know when I shall have done
scold�ng you,” and had d�scret�on enough to reserve the rest t�ll they
m�ght be secure of hav�ng four walls to themselves. Fanny naturally
turned upsta�rs, and took her guest to the apartment wh�ch was now
always f�t for comfortable use; open�ng the door, however, w�th a
most ach�ng heart, and feel�ng that she had a more d�stress�ng
scene before her than ever that spot had yet w�tnessed. But the ev�l
ready to burst on her was at least delayed by the sudden change �n
M�ss Crawford's �deas; by the strong effect on her m�nd wh�ch the
f�nd�ng herself �n the East room aga�n produced.

“Ha!” she cr�ed, w�th �nstant an�mat�on, “am I here aga�n? The East
room! Once only was I �n th�s room before”; and after stopp�ng to
look about her, and seem�ngly to retrace all that had then passed,
she added, “Once only before. Do you remember �t? I came to
rehearse. Your cous�n came too; and we had a rehearsal. You were
our aud�ence and prompter. A del�ghtful rehearsal. I shall never
forget �t. Here we were, just �n th�s part of the room: here was your
cous�n, here was I, here were the cha�rs. Oh! why w�ll such th�ngs
ever pass away?”



Happ�ly for her compan�on, she wanted no answer. Her m�nd was
ent�rely self-engrossed. She was �n a rever�e of sweet
remembrances.

“The scene we were rehears�ng was so very remarkable! The
subject of �t so very—very—what shall I say? He was to be
descr�b�ng and recommend�ng matr�mony to me. I th�nk I see h�m
now, try�ng to be as demure and composed as Anhalt ought, through
the two long speeches. 'When two sympathet�c hearts meet �n the
marr�age state, matr�mony may be called a happy l�fe.' I suppose no
t�me can ever wear out the �mpress�on I have of h�s looks and vo�ce
as he sa�d those words. It was cur�ous, very cur�ous, that we should
have such a scene to play! If I had the power of recall�ng any one
week of my ex�stence, �t should be that week—that act�ng week. Say
what you would, Fanny, �t should be that; for I never knew such
exqu�s�te happ�ness �n any other. H�s sturdy sp�r�t to bend as �t d�d!
Oh! �t was sweet beyond express�on. But alas, that very even�ng
destroyed �t all. That very even�ng brought your most unwelcome
uncle. Poor S�r Thomas, who was glad to see you? Yet, Fanny, do
not �mag�ne I would now speak d�srespectfully of S�r Thomas, though
I certa�nly d�d hate h�m for many a week. No, I do h�m just�ce now.
He �s just what the head of such a fam�ly should be. Nay, �n sober
sadness, I bel�eve I now love you all.” And hav�ng sa�d so, w�th a
degree of tenderness and consc�ousness wh�ch Fanny had never
seen �n her before, and now thought only too becom�ng, she turned
away for a moment to recover herself. “I have had a l�ttle f�t s�nce I
came �nto th�s room, as you may perce�ve,” sa�d she presently, w�th a
playful sm�le, “but �t �s over now; so let us s�t down and be
comfortable; for as to scold�ng you, Fanny, wh�ch I came fully
�ntend�ng to do, I have not the heart for �t when �t comes to the po�nt.”
And embrac�ng her very affect�onately, “Good, gentle Fanny! when I
th�nk of th�s be�ng the last t�me of see�ng you for I do not know how
long, I feel �t qu�te �mposs�ble to do anyth�ng but love you.”

Fanny was affected. She had not foreseen anyth�ng of th�s, and
her feel�ngs could seldom w�thstand the melancholy �nfluence of the
word “last.” She cr�ed as �f she had loved M�ss Crawford more than
she poss�bly could; and M�ss Crawford, yet farther softened by the
s�ght of such emot�on, hung about her w�th fondness, and sa�d, “I



hate to leave you. I shall see no one half so am�able where I am
go�ng. Who says we shall not be s�sters? I know we shall. I feel that
we are born to be connected; and those tears conv�nce me that you
feel �t too, dear Fanny.”

Fanny roused herself, and reply�ng only �n part, sa�d, “But you are
only go�ng from one set of fr�ends to another. You are go�ng to a very
part�cular fr�end.”

“Yes, very true. Mrs. Fraser has been my �nt�mate fr�end for years.
But I have not the least �ncl�nat�on to go near her. I can th�nk only of
the fr�ends I am leav�ng: my excellent s�ster, yourself, and the
Bertrams �n general. You have all so much more heart among you
than one f�nds �n the world at large. You all g�ve me a feel�ng of be�ng
able to trust and conf�de �n you, wh�ch �n common �ntercourse one
knows noth�ng of. I w�sh I had settled w�th Mrs. Fraser not to go to
her t�ll after Easter, a much better t�me for the v�s�t, but now I cannot
put her off. And when I have done w�th her I must go to her s�ster,
Lady Stornaway, because she was rather my most part�cular fr�end
of the two, but I have not cared much for her these three years.”

After th�s speech the two g�rls sat many m�nutes s�lent, each
thoughtful: Fanny med�tat�ng on the d�fferent sorts of fr�endsh�p �n the
world, Mary on someth�ng of less ph�losoph�c tendency. She f�rst
spoke aga�n.

“How perfectly I remember my resolv�ng to look for you upsta�rs,
and sett�ng off to f�nd my way to the East room, w�thout hav�ng an
�dea whereabouts �t was! How well I remember what I was th�nk�ng of
as I came along, and my look�ng �n and see�ng you here s�tt�ng at
th�s table at work; and then your cous�n's aston�shment, when he
opened the door, at see�ng me here! To be sure, your uncle's
return�ng that very even�ng! There never was anyth�ng qu�te l�ke �t.”

Another short f�t of abstract�on followed, when, shak�ng �t off, she
thus attacked her compan�on.

“Why, Fanny, you are absolutely �n a rever�e. Th�nk�ng, I hope, of
one who �s always th�nk�ng of you. Oh! that I could transport you for
a short t�me �nto our c�rcle �n town, that you m�ght understand how
your power over Henry �s thought of there! Oh! the envy�ngs and
heartburn�ngs of dozens and dozens; the wonder, the �ncredul�ty that



w�ll be felt at hear�ng what you have done! For as to secrecy, Henry
�s qu�te the hero of an old romance, and glor�es �n h�s cha�ns. You
should come to London to know how to est�mate your conquest. If
you were to see how he �s courted, and how I am courted for h�s
sake! Now, I am well aware that I shall not be half so welcome to
Mrs. Fraser �n consequence of h�s s�tuat�on w�th you. When she
comes to know the truth she w�ll, very l�kely, w�sh me �n
Northamptonsh�re aga�n; for there �s a daughter of Mr. Fraser, by a
f�rst w�fe, whom she �s w�ld to get marr�ed, and wants Henry to take.
Oh! she has been try�ng for h�m to such a degree. Innocent and qu�et
as you s�t here, you cannot have an �dea of the sensat�on that you
w�ll be occas�on�ng, of the cur�os�ty there w�ll be to see you, of the
endless quest�ons I shall have to answer! Poor Margaret Fraser w�ll
be at me for ever about your eyes and your teeth, and how you do
your ha�r, and who makes your shoes. I w�sh Margaret were marr�ed,
for my poor fr�end's sake, for I look upon the Frasers to be about as
unhappy as most other marr�ed people. And yet �t was a most
des�rable match for Janet at the t�me. We were all del�ghted. She
could not do otherw�se than accept h�m, for he was r�ch, and she had
noth�ng; but he turns out �ll-tempered and ex�geant, and wants a
young woman, a beaut�ful young woman of f�ve-and-twenty, to be as
steady as h�mself. And my fr�end does not manage h�m well; she
does not seem to know how to make the best of �t. There �s a sp�r�t of
�rr�tat�on wh�ch, to say noth�ng worse, �s certa�nly very �ll-bred. In the�r
house I shall call to m�nd the conjugal manners of Mansf�eld
Parsonage w�th respect. Even Dr. Grant does shew a thorough
conf�dence �n my s�ster, and a certa�n cons�derat�on for her judgment,
wh�ch makes one feel there �s attachment; but of that I shall see
noth�ng w�th the Frasers. I shall be at Mansf�eld for ever, Fanny. My
own s�ster as a w�fe, S�r Thomas Bertram as a husband, are my
standards of perfect�on. Poor Janet has been sadly taken �n, and yet
there was noth�ng �mproper on her s�de: she d�d not run �nto the
match �ncons�derately; there was no want of fores�ght. She took
three days to cons�der of h�s proposals, and dur�ng those three days
asked the adv�ce of everybody connected w�th her whose op�n�on
was worth hav�ng, and espec�ally appl�ed 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
acqua�ntance, and she was dec�dedly �n favour of Mr. Fraser. Th�s
seems as �f noth�ng were a secur�ty for matr�mon�al comfort. I have
not so much to say for my fr�end Flora, who j�lted a very n�ce young
man �n the Blues for the sake of that horr�d Lord Stornaway, who has
about as much sense, Fanny, as Mr. Rushworth, but much worse-
look�ng, and w�th a blackguard character. I had my doubts at the t�me
about her be�ng r�ght, for he has not even the a�r of a gentleman, and
now I am sure she was wrong. By the bye, Flora Ross was dy�ng for
Henry the f�rst w�nter she came out. But were I to attempt to tell you
of all the women whom I have known to be �n love w�th h�m, I should
never have done. It �s you, only you, �nsens�ble Fanny, who can th�nk
of h�m w�th anyth�ng l�ke �nd�fference. But are you so �nsens�ble as
you profess yourself? No, no, I see you are not.”

There was, �ndeed, so deep a blush over Fanny's face at that
moment as m�ght warrant strong susp�c�on �n a pred�sposed m�nd.

“Excellent creature! I w�ll not tease you. Everyth�ng shall take �ts
course. But, dear Fanny, you must allow that you were not so
absolutely unprepared to have the quest�on asked as your cous�n
fanc�es. It �s not poss�ble but that you must have had some thoughts
on the subject, some surm�ses as to what m�ght be. You must have
seen that he was try�ng to please you by every attent�on �n h�s power.
Was not he devoted to you at the ball? And then before the ball, the
necklace! Oh! you rece�ved �t just as �t was meant. You were as
consc�ous as heart could des�re. I remember �t perfectly.”

“Do you mean, then, that your brother knew of the necklace
beforehand? Oh! M�ss Crawford, that was not fa�r.”

“Knew of �t! It was h�s own do�ng ent�rely, h�s own thought. I am
ashamed to say that �t had never entered my head, but I was
del�ghted to act on h�s proposal for both your sakes.”

“I w�ll not say,” repl�ed Fanny, “that I was not half afra�d at the t�me
of �ts be�ng so, for there was someth�ng �n your look that fr�ghtened
me, but not at f�rst; I was as unsusp�c�ous of �t at f�rst—�ndeed,
�ndeed I was. It �s as true as that I s�t here. And had I had an �dea of
�t, noth�ng should have �nduced me to accept the necklace. As to
your brother's behav�our, certa�nly I was sens�ble of a part�cular�ty: I



had been sens�ble of �t some l�ttle t�me, perhaps two or three weeks;
but then I cons�dered �t as mean�ng noth�ng: I put �t down as s�mply
be�ng h�s way, and was as far from suppos�ng as from w�sh�ng h�m to
have any ser�ous thoughts of me. I had not, M�ss Crawford, been an
�nattent�ve observer of what was pass�ng between h�m and some
part of th�s fam�ly �n the summer and autumn. I was qu�et, but I was
not bl�nd. I could not but see that Mr. Crawford allowed h�mself �n
gallantr�es wh�ch d�d mean noth�ng.”

“Ah! I cannot deny �t. He has now and then been a sad fl�rt, and
cared very l�ttle for the havoc he m�ght be mak�ng �n young lad�es'
affect�ons. I have often scolded h�m for �t, but �t �s h�s only fault; and
there �s th�s to be sa�d, that very few young lad�es have any
affect�ons worth car�ng for. And then, Fanny, the glory of f�x�ng one
who has been shot at by so many; of hav�ng �t �n one's power to pay
off the debts of one's sex! Oh! I am sure �t �s not �n woman's nature
to refuse such a tr�umph.”

Fanny shook her head. “I cannot th�nk well of a man who sports
w�th any woman's feel�ngs; and there may often be a great deal
more suffered than a stander-by can judge of.”

“I do not defend h�m. I leave h�m ent�rely to your mercy, and when
he has got you at Ever�ngham, I do not care how much you lecture
h�m. But th�s I w�ll say, that h�s fault, the l�k�ng to make g�rls a l�ttle �n
love w�th h�m, �s not half so dangerous to a w�fe's happ�ness as a
tendency to fall �n love h�mself, wh�ch he has never been add�cted to.
And I do ser�ously and truly bel�eve that he �s attached to you �n a
way that he never was to any woman before; that he loves you w�th
all h�s heart, and w�ll love you as nearly for ever as poss�ble. If any
man ever loved a woman for ever, I th�nk Henry w�ll do as much for
you.”

Fanny could not avo�d a fa�nt sm�le, but had noth�ng to say.
“I cannot �mag�ne Henry ever to have been happ�er,” cont�nued

Mary presently, “than when he had succeeded �n gett�ng your
brother's comm�ss�on.”

She had made a sure push at Fanny's feel�ngs here.
“Oh! yes. How very, very k�nd of h�m.”



“I know he must have exerted h�mself very much, for I know the
part�es he had to move. The Adm�ral hates trouble, and scorns
ask�ng favours; and there are so many young men's cla�ms to be
attended to �n the same way, that a fr�endsh�p and energy, not very
determ�ned, �s eas�ly put by. What a happy creature W�ll�am must be!
I w�sh we could see h�m.”

Poor Fanny's m�nd was thrown �nto the most d�stress�ng of all �ts
var�et�es. The recollect�on of what had been done for W�ll�am was
always the most powerful d�sturber of every dec�s�on aga�nst Mr.
Crawford; and she sat th�nk�ng deeply of �t t�ll Mary, who had been
f�rst watch�ng her complacently, and then mus�ng on someth�ng else,
suddenly called her attent�on by say�ng: “I should l�ke to s�t talk�ng
w�th you here all day, but we must not forget the lad�es below, and so
good-bye, my dear, my am�able, my excellent Fanny, for though we
shall nom�nally part �n the breakfast-parlour, I must take leave of you
here. And I do take leave, long�ng for a happy reun�on, and trust�ng
that when we meet aga�n, �t w�ll be under c�rcumstances wh�ch may
open our hearts to each other w�thout any remnant or shadow of
reserve.”

A very, very k�nd embrace, and some ag�tat�on of manner,
accompan�ed these words.

“I shall see your cous�n �n town soon: he talks of be�ng there
tolerably soon; and S�r Thomas, I dare say, �n the course of the
spr�ng; and your eldest cous�n, and the Rushworths, and Jul�a, I am
sure of meet�ng aga�n and aga�n, and all but you. I have two favours
to ask, Fanny: one �s your correspondence. You must wr�te to me.
And the other, that you w�ll often call on Mrs. Grant, and make her
amends for my be�ng gone.”

The f�rst, at least, of these favours Fanny would rather not have
been asked; but �t was �mposs�ble for her to refuse the
correspondence; �t was �mposs�ble for her even not to accede to �t
more read�ly than her own judgment author�sed. There was no
res�st�ng so much apparent affect�on. Her d�spos�t�on was pecul�arly
calculated to value a fond treatment, and from hav�ng h�therto known
so l�ttle of �t, she was the more overcome by M�ss Crawford's.



Bes�des, there was grat�tude towards her, for hav�ng made the�r tete-
a-tete so much less pa�nful than her fears had pred�cted.

It was over, and she had escaped w�thout reproaches and w�thout
detect�on. Her secret was st�ll her own; and wh�le that was the case,
she thought she could res�gn herself to almost everyth�ng.

In the even�ng there was another part�ng. Henry Crawford came
and sat some t�me w�th them; and her sp�r�ts not be�ng prev�ously �n
the strongest state, her heart was softened for a wh�le towards h�m,
because he really seemed to feel. Qu�te unl�ke h�s usual self, he
scarcely sa�d anyth�ng. He was ev�dently oppressed, and Fanny
must gr�eve for h�m, though hop�ng she m�ght never see h�m aga�n t�ll
he were the husband of some other woman.

When �t came to the moment of part�ng, he would take her hand,
he would not be den�ed �t; he sa�d noth�ng, however, or noth�ng that
she heard, and when he had left the room, she was better pleased
that such a token of fr�endsh�p had passed.

On the morrow the Crawfords were gone.



CHAPTER XXXVII
Mr. Crawford gone, S�r Thomas's next object was that he should

be m�ssed; and he enterta�ned great hope that h�s n�ece would f�nd a
blank �n the loss of those attent�ons wh�ch at the t�me she had felt, or
fanc�ed, an ev�l. She had tasted of consequence �n �ts most flatter�ng
form; and he d�d hope that the loss of �t, the s�nk�ng aga�n �nto
noth�ng, would awaken very wholesome regrets �n her m�nd. He
watched her w�th th�s �dea; but he could hardly tell w�th what
success. He hardly knew whether there were any d�fference �n her
sp�r�ts or not. She was always so gentle and ret�r�ng that her
emot�ons were beyond h�s d�scr�m�nat�on. He d�d not understand her:
he felt that he d�d not; and therefore appl�ed to Edmund to tell h�m
how she stood affected on the present occas�on, and whether she
were more or less happy than she had been.

Edmund d�d not d�scern any symptoms of regret, and thought h�s
father a l�ttle unreasonable �n suppos�ng the f�rst three or four days
could produce any.

What ch�efly surpr�sed Edmund was, that Crawford's s�ster, the
fr�end and compan�on who had been so much to her, should not be
more v�s�bly regretted. He wondered that Fanny spoke so seldom of
her, and had so l�ttle voluntar�ly to say of her concern at th�s
separat�on.

Alas! �t was th�s s�ster, th�s fr�end and compan�on, who was now
the ch�ef bane of Fanny's comfort. If she could have bel�eved Mary's
future fate as unconnected w�th Mansf�eld as she was determ�ned
the brother's should be, �f she could have hoped her return th�ther to
be as d�stant as she was much �ncl�ned to th�nk h�s, she would have
been l�ght of heart �ndeed; but the more she recollected and
observed, the more deeply was she conv�nced that everyth�ng was
now �n a fa�rer tra�n for M�ss Crawford's marry�ng Edmund than �t had
ever been before. On h�s s�de the �ncl�nat�on was stronger, on hers
less equ�vocal. H�s object�ons, the scruples of h�s �ntegr�ty, seemed



all done away, nobody could tell how; and the doubts and hes�tat�ons
of her amb�t�on were equally got over—and equally w�thout apparent
reason. It could only be �mputed to �ncreas�ng attachment. H�s good
and her bad feel�ngs y�elded to love, and such love must un�te them.
He was to go to town as soon as some bus�ness relat�ve to Thornton
Lacey were completed—perhaps w�th�n a fortn�ght; he talked of
go�ng, he loved to talk of �t; and when once w�th her aga�n, Fanny
could not doubt the rest. Her acceptance must be as certa�n as h�s
offer; and yet there were bad feel�ngs st�ll rema�n�ng wh�ch made the
prospect of �t most sorrowful to her, �ndependently, she bel�eved,
�ndependently of self.

In the�r very last conversat�on, M�ss Crawford, �n sp�te of some
am�able sensat�ons, and much personal k�ndness, had st�ll been
M�ss Crawford; st�ll shewn a m�nd led astray and bew�ldered, and
w�thout any susp�c�on of be�ng so; darkened, yet fancy�ng �tself l�ght.
She m�ght love, but she d�d not deserve Edmund by any other
sent�ment. Fanny bel�eved there was scarcely a second feel�ng �n
common between them; and she may be forg�ven by older sages for
look�ng on the chance of M�ss Crawford's future �mprovement as
nearly desperate, for th�nk�ng that �f Edmund's �nfluence �n th�s
season of love had already done so l�ttle �n clear�ng her judgment,
and regulat�ng her not�ons, h�s worth would be f�nally wasted on her
even �n years of matr�mony.

Exper�ence m�ght have hoped more for any young people so
c�rcumstanced, and �mpart�al�ty would not have den�ed to M�ss
Crawford's nature that part�c�pat�on of the general nature of women
wh�ch would lead her to adopt the op�n�ons of the man she loved and
respected as her own. But as such were Fanny's persuas�ons, she
suffered very much from them, and could never speak of M�ss
Crawford w�thout pa�n.

S�r Thomas, meanwh�le, went on w�th h�s own hopes and h�s own
observat�ons, st�ll feel�ng a r�ght, by all h�s knowledge of human
nature, to expect to see the effect of the loss of power and
consequence on h�s n�ece's sp�r�ts, and the past attent�ons of the
lover produc�ng a crav�ng for the�r return; and he was soon
afterwards able to account for h�s not yet completely and �ndub�tably



see�ng all th�s, by the prospect of another v�s�tor, whose approach he
could allow to be qu�te enough to support the sp�r�ts he was
watch�ng. W�ll�am had obta�ned a ten days' leave of absence, to be
g�ven to Northamptonsh�re, and was com�ng, the happ�est of
l�eutenants, because the latest made, to shew h�s happ�ness and
descr�be h�s un�form.

He came; and he would have been del�ghted to shew h�s un�form
there too, had not cruel custom proh�b�ted �ts appearance except on
duty. So the un�form rema�ned at Portsmouth, and Edmund
conjectured that before Fanny had any chance of see�ng �t, all �ts
own freshness and all the freshness of �ts wearer's feel�ngs must be
worn away. It would be sunk �nto a badge of d�sgrace; for what can
be more unbecom�ng, or more worthless, than the un�form of a
l�eutenant, who has been a l�eutenant a year or two, and sees others
made commanders before h�m? So reasoned Edmund, t�ll h�s father
made h�m the conf�dant of a scheme wh�ch placed Fanny's chance
of see�ng the second l�eutenant of H.M.S. Thrush �n all h�s glory �n
another l�ght.

Th�s scheme was that she should accompany her brother back to
Portsmouth, and spend a l�ttle t�me w�th her own fam�ly. It had
occurred to S�r Thomas, �n one of h�s d�gn�f�ed mus�ngs, as a r�ght
and des�rable measure; but before he absolutely made up h�s m�nd,
he consulted h�s son. Edmund cons�dered �t every way, and saw
noth�ng but what was r�ght. The th�ng was good �n �tself, and could
not be done at a better t�me; and he had no doubt of �t be�ng h�ghly
agreeable to Fanny. Th�s was enough to determ�ne S�r Thomas; and
a dec�s�ve “then so �t shall be” closed that stage of the bus�ness; S�r
Thomas ret�r�ng from �t w�th some feel�ngs of sat�sfact�on, and v�ews
of good over and above what he had commun�cated to h�s son; for
h�s pr�me mot�ve �n send�ng her away had very l�ttle to do w�th the
propr�ety of her see�ng her parents aga�n, and noth�ng at all w�th any
�dea of mak�ng her happy. He certa�nly w�shed her to go w�ll�ngly, but
he as certa�nly w�shed her to be heart�ly s�ck of home before her v�s�t
ended; and that a l�ttle abst�nence from the eleganc�es and luxur�es
of Mansf�eld Park would br�ng her m�nd �nto a sober state, and
�ncl�ne her to a juster est�mate of the value of that home of greater
permanence, and equal comfort, of wh�ch she had the offer.



It was a med�c�nal project upon h�s n�ece's understand�ng, wh�ch
he must cons�der as at present d�seased. A res�dence of e�ght or
n�ne years �n the abode of wealth and plenty had a l�ttle d�sordered
her powers of compar�ng and judg�ng. Her father's house would, �n
all probab�l�ty, teach her the value of a good �ncome; and he trusted
that she would be the w�ser and happ�er woman, all her l�fe, for the
exper�ment he had dev�sed.

Had Fanny been at all add�cted to raptures, she must have had a
strong attack of them when she f�rst understood what was �ntended,
when her uncle f�rst made her the offer of v�s�t�ng the parents, and
brothers, and s�sters, from whom she had been d�v�ded almost half
her l�fe; of return�ng for a couple of months to the scenes of her
�nfancy, w�th W�ll�am for the protector and compan�on of her journey,
and the certa�nty of cont�nu�ng to see W�ll�am to the last hour of h�s
rema�n�ng on land. Had she ever g�ven way to bursts of del�ght, �t
must have been then, for she was del�ghted, but her happ�ness was
of a qu�et, deep, heart-swell�ng sort; and though never a great talker,
she was always more �ncl�ned to s�lence when feel�ng most strongly.
At the moment she could only thank and accept. Afterwards, when
fam�l�ar�sed w�th the v�s�ons of enjoyment so suddenly opened, she
could speak more largely to W�ll�am and Edmund of what she felt;
but st�ll there were emot�ons of tenderness that could not be clothed
�n words. The remembrance of all her earl�est pleasures, and of what
she had suffered �n be�ng torn from them, came over her w�th
renewed strength, and �t seemed as �f to be at home aga�n would
heal every pa�n that had s�nce grown out of the separat�on. To be �n
the centre of such a c�rcle, loved by so many, and more loved by all
than she had ever been before; to feel affect�on w�thout fear or
restra�nt; to feel herself the equal of those who surrounded her; to be
at peace from all ment�on of the Crawfords, safe from every look
wh�ch could be fanc�ed a reproach on the�r account. Th�s was a
prospect to be dwelt on w�th a fondness that could be but half
acknowledged.

Edmund, too—to be two months from h�m (and perhaps she m�ght
be allowed to make her absence three) must do her good. At a
d�stance, unassa�led by h�s looks or h�s k�ndness, and safe from the
perpetual �rr�tat�on of know�ng h�s heart, and str�v�ng to avo�d h�s



conf�dence, she should be able to reason herself �nto a properer
state; she should be able to th�nk of h�m as �n London, and arrang�ng
everyth�ng there, w�thout wretchedness. What m�ght have been hard
to bear at Mansf�eld was to become a sl�ght ev�l at Portsmouth.

The only drawback was the doubt of her aunt Bertram's be�ng
comfortable w�thout her. She was of use to no one else; but there
she m�ght be m�ssed to a degree that she d�d not l�ke to th�nk of; and
that part of the arrangement was, �ndeed, the hardest for S�r Thomas
to accompl�sh, and what only he could have accompl�shed at all.

But he was master at Mansf�eld Park. When he had really resolved
on any measure, he could always carry �t through; and now by d�nt of
long talk�ng on the subject, expla�n�ng and dwell�ng on the duty of
Fanny's somet�mes see�ng her fam�ly, he d�d �nduce h�s w�fe to let
her go; obta�n�ng �t rather from subm�ss�on, however, than conv�ct�on,
for Lady Bertram was conv�nced of very l�ttle more than that S�r
Thomas thought Fanny ought to go, and therefore that she must. In
the calmness of her own dress�ng-room, �n the �mpart�al flow of her
own med�tat�ons, unb�assed by h�s bew�lder�ng statements, she
could not acknowledge any necess�ty for Fanny's ever go�ng near a
father and mother who had done w�thout her so long, wh�le she was
so useful to herself. And as to the not m�ss�ng her, wh�ch under Mrs.
Norr�s's d�scuss�on was the po�nt attempted to be proved, she set
herself very stead�ly aga�nst adm�tt�ng any such th�ng.

S�r Thomas had appealed to her reason, consc�ence, and d�gn�ty.
He called �t a sacr�f�ce, and demanded �t of her goodness and self-
command as such. But Mrs. Norr�s wanted to persuade her that
Fanny could be very well spared—she be�ng ready to g�ve up all her
own t�me to her as requested—and, �n short, could not really be
wanted or m�ssed.

“That may be, s�ster,” was all Lady Bertram's reply. “I dare say you
are very r�ght; but I am sure I shall m�ss her very much.”

The next step was to commun�cate w�th Portsmouth. Fanny wrote
to offer herself; and her mother's answer, though short, was so k�nd
—a few s�mple l�nes expressed so natural and motherly a joy �n the
prospect of see�ng her ch�ld aga�n, as to conf�rm all the daughter's
v�ews of happ�ness �n be�ng w�th her—conv�nc�ng her that she should



now f�nd a warm and affect�onate fr�end �n the “mama” who had
certa�nly shewn no remarkable fondness for her formerly; but th�s
she could eas�ly suppose to have been her own fault or her own
fancy. She had probably al�enated love by the helplessness and
fretfulness of a fearful temper, or been unreasonable �n want�ng a
larger share than any one among so many could deserve. Now,
when she knew better how to be useful, and how to forbear, and
when her mother could be no longer occup�ed by the �ncessant
demands of a house full of l�ttle ch�ldren, there would be le�sure and
�ncl�nat�on for every comfort, and they should soon be what mother
and daughter ought to be to each other.

W�ll�am was almost as happy �n the plan as h�s s�ster. It would be
the greatest pleasure to h�m to have her there to the last moment
before he sa�led, and perhaps f�nd her there st�ll when he came �n
from h�s f�rst cru�se. And bes�des, he wanted her so very much to
see the Thrush before she went out of harbour—the Thrush was
certa�nly the f�nest sloop �n the serv�ce—and there were several
�mprovements �n the dockyard, too, wh�ch he qu�te longed to shew
her.

He d�d not scruple to add that her be�ng at home for a wh�le would
be a great advantage to everybody.

“I do not know how �t �s,” sa�d he; “but we seem to want some of
your n�ce ways and orderl�ness at my father's. The house �s always
�n confus�on. You w�ll set th�ngs go�ng �n a better way, I am sure. You
w�ll tell my mother how �t all ought to be, and you w�ll be so useful to
Susan, and you w�ll teach Betsey, and make the boys love and m�nd
you. How r�ght and comfortable �t w�ll all be!”

By the t�me Mrs. Pr�ce's answer arr�ved, there rema�ned but a very
few days more to be spent at Mansf�eld; and for part of one of those
days the young travellers were �n a good deal of alarm on the subject
of the�r journey, for when the mode of �t came to be talked of, and
Mrs. Norr�s found that all her anx�ety to save her brother-�n-law's
money was va�n, and that �n sp�te of her w�shes and h�nts for a less
expens�ve conveyance of Fanny, they were to travel post; when she
saw S�r Thomas actually g�ve W�ll�am notes for the purpose, she was
struck w�th the �dea of there be�ng room for a th�rd �n the carr�age,



and suddenly se�zed w�th a strong �ncl�nat�on to go w�th them, to go
and see her poor dear s�ster Pr�ce. She procla�med her thoughts.
She must say that she had more than half a m�nd to go w�th the
young people; �t would be such an �ndulgence to her; she had not
seen her poor dear s�ster Pr�ce for more than twenty years; and �t
would be a help to the young people �n the�r journey to have her
older head to manage for them; and she could not help th�nk�ng her
poor dear s�ster Pr�ce would feel �t very unk�nd of her not to come by
such an opportun�ty.

W�ll�am and Fanny were horror-struck at the �dea.
All the comfort of the�r comfortable journey would be destroyed at

once. W�th woeful countenances they looked at each other. The�r
suspense lasted an hour or two. No one �nterfered to encourage or
d�ssuade. Mrs. Norr�s was left to settle the matter by herself; and �t
ended, to the �nf�n�te joy of her nephew and n�ece, �n the recollect�on
that she could not poss�bly be spared from Mansf�eld Park at
present; that she was a great deal too necessary to S�r Thomas and
Lady Bertram for her to be able to answer �t to herself to leave them
even for a week, and therefore must certa�nly sacr�f�ce every other
pleasure to that of be�ng useful to them.

It had, �n fact, occurred to her, that though taken to Portsmouth for
noth�ng, �t would be hardly poss�ble for her to avo�d pay�ng her own
expenses back aga�n. So her poor dear s�ster Pr�ce was left to all the
d�sappo�ntment of her m�ss�ng such an opportun�ty, and another
twenty years' absence, perhaps, begun.

Edmund's plans were affected by th�s Portsmouth journey, th�s
absence of Fanny's. He too had a sacr�f�ce to make to Mansf�eld
Park as well as h�s aunt. He had �ntended, about th�s t�me, to be
go�ng to London; but he could not leave h�s father and mother just
when everybody else of most �mportance to the�r comfort was
leav�ng them; and w�th an effort, felt but not boasted of, he delayed
for a week or two longer a journey wh�ch he was look�ng forward to
w�th the hope of �ts f�x�ng h�s happ�ness for ever.

He told Fanny of �t. She knew so much already, that she must
know everyth�ng. It made the substance of one other conf�dent�al
d�scourse about M�ss Crawford; and Fanny was the more affected



from feel�ng �t to be the last t�me �n wh�ch M�ss Crawford's name
would ever be ment�oned between them w�th any rema�ns of l�berty.
Once afterwards she was alluded to by h�m. Lady Bertram had been
tell�ng her n�ece �n the even�ng to wr�te to her soon and often, and
prom�s�ng to be a good correspondent herself; and Edmund, at a
conven�ent moment, then added �n a wh�sper, “And I shall wr�te to
you, Fanny, when I have anyth�ng worth wr�t�ng about, anyth�ng to
say that I th�nk you w�ll l�ke to hear, and that you w�ll not hear so
soon from any other quarter.” Had she doubted h�s mean�ng wh�le
she l�stened, the glow �n h�s face, when she looked up at h�m, would
have been dec�s�ve.

For th�s letter she must try to arm 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 op�n�on and sent�ment
wh�ch the progress of t�me and var�at�on of c�rcumstances occas�on
�n th�s world of changes. The v�c�ss�tudes of the human m�nd had not
yet been exhausted by her.

Poor Fanny! though go�ng as she d�d w�ll�ngly and eagerly, the last
even�ng at Mansf�eld Park must st�ll be wretchedness. Her heart was
completely sad at part�ng. She had tears for every room �n the
house, much more for every beloved �nhab�tant. She clung to her
aunt, because she would m�ss her; she k�ssed the hand of her uncle
w�th struggl�ng sobs, because she had d�spleased h�m; and as for
Edmund, she could ne�ther speak, nor look, nor th�nk, when the last
moment came w�th h�m; and �t was not t�ll �t was over that she knew
he was g�v�ng her the affect�onate farewell of a brother.

All th�s passed overn�ght, for the journey was to beg�n very early �n
the morn�ng; and when the small, d�m�n�shed party met at breakfast,
W�ll�am and Fanny were talked of as already advanced one stage.





CHAPTER XXXVIII
The novelty of travell�ng, and the happ�ness of be�ng w�th W�ll�am,

soon produced the�r natural effect on Fanny's sp�r�ts, when Mansf�eld
Park was fa�rly left beh�nd; and by the t�me the�r f�rst stage was
ended, and they were to qu�t S�r Thomas's carr�age, she was able to
take leave of the old coachman, and send back proper messages,
w�th cheerful looks.

Of pleasant talk between the brother and s�ster there was no end.
Everyth�ng suppl�ed an amusement to the h�gh glee of W�ll�am's
m�nd, and he was full of frol�c and joke �n the �ntervals of the�r h�gher-
toned subjects, all of wh�ch ended, �f they d�d not beg�n, �n pra�se of
the Thrush, conjectures how she would be employed, schemes for
an act�on w�th some super�or force, wh�ch (suppos�ng the f�rst
l�eutenant out of the way, and W�ll�am was not very merc�ful to the
f�rst l�eutenant) was to g�ve h�mself the next step as soon as
poss�ble, or speculat�ons upon pr�ze-money, wh�ch was to be
generously d�str�buted at home, w�th only the reservat�on of enough
to make the l�ttle cottage comfortable, �n wh�ch he and Fanny were to
pass all the�r m�ddle and later l�fe together.

Fanny's �mmed�ate concerns, as far as they �nvolved Mr. Crawford,
made no part of the�r conversat�on. W�ll�am knew what had passed,
and from h�s heart lamented that h�s s�ster's feel�ngs should be so
cold towards a man whom he must cons�der as the f�rst of human
characters; but he was of an age to be all for love, and therefore
unable to blame; and know�ng her w�sh on the subject, he would not
d�stress her by the sl�ghtest allus�on.

She had reason to suppose herself not yet forgotten by Mr.
Crawford. She had heard repeatedly from h�s s�ster w�th�n the three
weeks wh�ch had passed s�nce the�r leav�ng Mansf�eld, and �n each
letter there had been a few l�nes from h�mself, warm and determ�ned
l�ke h�s speeches. It was a correspondence wh�ch Fanny found qu�te
as unpleasant as she had feared. M�ss Crawford's style of wr�t�ng,



l�vely and affect�onate, was �tself an ev�l, �ndependent of what she
was thus forced �nto read�ng from the brother's pen, for Edmund
would never rest t�ll she had read the ch�ef of the letter to h�m; and
then she had to l�sten to h�s adm�rat�on of her language, and the
warmth of her attachments. There had, �n fact, been so much of
message, of allus�on, of recollect�on, so much of Mansf�eld �n every
letter, that Fanny could not but suppose �t meant for h�m to hear; and
to f�nd herself forced �nto a purpose of that k�nd, compelled �nto a
correspondence wh�ch was br�ng�ng her the addresses of the man
she d�d not love, and obl�g�ng her to adm�n�ster to the adverse
pass�on of the man she d�d, was cruelly mort�fy�ng. Here, too, her
present removal prom�sed advantage. When no longer under the
same roof w�th Edmund, she trusted that M�ss Crawford would have
no mot�ve for wr�t�ng strong enough to overcome the trouble, and
that at Portsmouth the�r correspondence would dw�ndle �nto noth�ng.

W�th such thoughts as these, among ten hundred others, Fanny
proceeded �n her journey safely and cheerfully, and as exped�t�ously
as could rat�onally be hoped �n the d�rty month of February. They
entered Oxford, but she could take only a hasty gl�mpse of Edmund's
college as they passed along, and made no stop anywhere t�ll they
reached Newbury, where a comfortable meal, un�t�ng d�nner and
supper, wound up the enjoyments and fat�gues of the day.

The next morn�ng saw them off aga�n at an early hour; and w�th no
events, and no delays, they regularly advanced, and were �n the
env�rons of Portsmouth wh�le there was yet dayl�ght for Fanny to look
around her, and wonder at the new bu�ld�ngs. They passed the
drawbr�dge, and entered the town; and the l�ght was only beg�nn�ng
to fa�l as, gu�ded by W�ll�am's powerful vo�ce, they were rattled �nto a
narrow street, lead�ng from the H�gh Street, and drawn up before the
door of a small house now �nhab�ted by Mr. Pr�ce.

Fanny was all ag�tat�on and flutter; all hope and apprehens�on. The
moment they stopped, a trollopy-look�ng ma�dservant, seem�ngly �n
wa�t�ng for them at the door, stepped forward, and more �ntent on
tell�ng the news than g�v�ng them any help, �mmed�ately began w�th,
“The Thrush �s gone out of harbour, please s�r, and one of the
off�cers has been here to—” She was �nterrupted by a f�ne tall boy of



eleven years old, who, rush�ng out of the house, pushed the ma�d
as�de, and wh�le W�ll�am was open�ng the cha�se-door h�mself, called
out, “You are just �n t�me. We have been look�ng for you th�s half-
hour. The Thrush went out of harbour th�s morn�ng. I saw her. It was
a beaut�ful s�ght. And they th�nk she w�ll have her orders �n 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 �s go�ng off to her at s�x, and
hoped you would be here �n t�me to go w�th h�m.”

A stare or two at Fanny, as W�ll�am helped her out of the carr�age,
was all the voluntary not�ce wh�ch th�s brother bestowed; but he
made no object�on to her k�ss�ng h�m, though st�ll ent�rely engaged �n
deta�l�ng farther part�culars of the Thrush's go�ng out of harbour, �n
wh�ch he had a strong r�ght of �nterest, be�ng to commence h�s
career of seamansh�p �n her at th�s very t�me.

Another moment and Fanny was �n the narrow entrance-passage
of the house, and �n her mother's arms, who met her there w�th looks
of true k�ndness, and w�th features wh�ch Fanny loved the more,
because they brought her aunt Bertram's before her, and there were
her two s�sters: Susan, a well-grown f�ne g�rl of fourteen, and Betsey,
the youngest of the fam�ly, about f�ve—both glad to see her �n the�r
way, though w�th no advantage of manner �n rece�v�ng her. But
manner Fanny d�d not want. Would they but love her, she should be
sat�sf�ed.

She was then taken �nto a parlour, so small that her f�rst conv�ct�on
was of �ts be�ng only a passage-room to someth�ng better, and she
stood for a moment expect�ng to be �nv�ted on; but when she saw
there was no other door, and that there were s�gns of hab�tat�on
before her, she called back her thoughts, reproved herself, and
gr�eved lest they should have been suspected. Her mother, however,
could not stay long enough to suspect anyth�ng. She was gone aga�n
to the street-door, to welcome W�ll�am. “Oh! my dear W�ll�am, how
glad I am to see you. But have you heard about the Thrush? She �s
gone out of harbour already; three days before we had any thought
of �t; and I do not know what I am to do about Sam's th�ngs, they w�ll
never be ready �n t�me; for she may have her orders to-morrow,
perhaps. It takes me qu�te unawares. And now you must be off for



Sp�thead too. Campbell has been here, qu�te �n a worry about you;
and now what shall we do? I thought to have had such a comfortable
even�ng w�th you, and here everyth�ng comes upon me at once.”

Her son answered cheerfully, tell�ng her that everyth�ng was
always for the best; and mak�ng l�ght of h�s own �nconven�ence �n
be�ng obl�ged to hurry away so soon.

“To be sure, I had much rather she had stayed �n harbour, that I
m�ght have sat a few hours w�th you �n comfort; but as there �s a boat
ashore, I had better go off at once, and there �s no help for �t.
Whereabouts does the Thrush lay at Sp�thead? Near the Canopus?
But no matter; here's Fanny �n the parlour, and why should we stay
�n the passage? Come, mother, you have hardly looked at your own
dear Fanny yet.”

In they both came, and Mrs. Pr�ce hav�ng k�ndly k�ssed her
daughter aga�n, and commented a l�ttle on her growth, began w�th
very natural sol�c�tude to feel for the�r fat�gues and wants as
travellers.

“Poor dears! how t�red you must both be! and now, what w�ll you
have? I began to th�nk you would never come. Betsey and I have
been watch�ng for you th�s half-hour. And when d�d you get anyth�ng
to eat? And what would you l�ke to have now? I could not tell
whether you would be for some meat, or only a d�sh of tea, after your
journey, or else I would have got someth�ng ready. And now I am
afra�d Campbell w�ll be here before there �s t�me to dress a steak,
and we have no butcher at hand. It �s very �nconven�ent to have no
butcher �n the street. We were better off �n our last house. Perhaps
you would l�ke some tea as soon as �t can be got.”

They both declared they should prefer �t to anyth�ng. “Then,
Betsey, my dear, run �nto the k�tchen and see �f Rebecca has put the
water on; and tell her to br�ng �n the tea-th�ngs as soon as she can. I
w�sh we could get the bell mended; but Betsey �s a very handy l�ttle
messenger.”

Betsey went w�th alacr�ty, proud to shew her ab�l�t�es before her
f�ne new s�ster.

“Dear me!” cont�nued the anx�ous mother, “what a sad f�re we have
got, and I dare say you are both starved w�th cold. Draw your cha�r



nearer, my dear. I cannot th�nk what Rebecca has been about. I am
sure I told her to br�ng some coals half an hour ago. Susan, you
should have taken care of the f�re.”

“I was upsta�rs, mama, mov�ng my th�ngs,” sa�d Susan, �n a
fearless, self-defend�ng tone, wh�ch startled Fanny. “You know you
had but just settled that my s�ster Fanny and I should have the other
room; and I could not get Rebecca to g�ve me any help.”

Farther d�scuss�on was prevented by var�ous bustles: f�rst, the
dr�ver came to be pa�d; then there was a squabble between Sam and
Rebecca about the manner of carry�ng up h�s s�ster's trunk, wh�ch he
would manage all h�s own way; and lastly, �n walked Mr. Pr�ce
h�mself, h�s own loud vo�ce preced�ng h�m, as w�th someth�ng of the
oath k�nd he k�cked away h�s son's port-manteau and h�s daughter's
bandbox �n the passage, and called out for a candle; no candle was
brought, however, and he walked �nto the room.

Fanny w�th doubt�ng feel�ngs had r�sen to meet h�m, but sank
down aga�n on f�nd�ng herself und�st�ngu�shed �n the dusk, and
unthought of. W�th a fr�endly shake of h�s son's hand, and an eager
vo�ce, he �nstantly began—“Ha! welcome back, my boy. Glad to see
you. Have you heard the news? The Thrush went out of harbour th�s
morn�ng. Sharp �s the word, you see! By G—, you are just �n t�me!
The doctor has been here �nqu�r�ng for you: he has got one of the
boats, and �s to be off for Sp�thead by s�x, so you had better go w�th
h�m. I have been to Turner's about your mess; �t �s all �n a way to be
done. I should not wonder �f you had your orders to-morrow: but you
cannot sa�l w�th th�s w�nd, �f you are to cru�se to the westward; and
Capta�n Walsh th�nks you w�ll certa�nly have a cru�se to the
westward, w�th the Elephant. By G—, I w�sh you may! But old
Scholey was say�ng, just now, that he thought you would be sent f�rst
to the Texel. Well, well, we are ready, whatever happens. But by G
—, you lost a f�ne s�ght by not be�ng here �n the morn�ng to see the
Thrush go out of harbour! I would not have been out of the way for a
thousand pounds. Old Scholey ran �n at breakfast-t�me, to say she
had sl�pped her moor�ngs and was com�ng out, I jumped up, and
made but two steps to the platform. If ever there was a perfect
beauty afloat, she �s one; and there she lays at Sp�thead, and



anybody �n England would take her for an e�ght-and-twenty. I was
upon the platform two hours th�s afternoon look�ng at her. She lays
close to the Endym�on, between her and the Cleopatra, just to the
eastward of the sheer hulk.”

“Ha!” cr�ed W�ll�am, “that's just where I should have put her myself.
It's the best berth at Sp�thead. But here �s my s�ster, s�r; here �s
Fanny,” turn�ng and lead�ng her forward; “�t �s so dark you do not see
her.”

W�th an acknowledgment that he had qu�te forgot her, Mr. Pr�ce
now rece�ved h�s daughter; and hav�ng g�ven her a cord�al hug, and
observed that she was grown �nto a woman, and he supposed would
be want�ng a husband soon, seemed very much �ncl�ned to forget
her aga�n. Fanny shrunk back to her seat, w�th feel�ngs sadly pa�ned
by h�s language and h�s smell of sp�r�ts; and he talked on only to h�s
son, and only of the Thrush, though W�ll�am, warmly �nterested as he
was �n that subject, more than once tr�ed to make h�s father th�nk of
Fanny, and her long absence and long journey.

After s�tt�ng some t�me longer, a candle was obta�ned; but as there
was st�ll no appearance of tea, nor, from Betsey's reports from the
k�tchen, much hope of any under a cons�derable per�od, W�ll�am
determ�ned to go and change h�s dress, and make the necessary
preparat�ons for h�s removal on board d�rectly, that he m�ght have h�s
tea �n comfort afterwards.

As he left the room, two rosy-faced boys, ragged and d�rty, about
e�ght and n�ne years old, rushed �nto �t just released from school, and
com�ng eagerly to see the�r s�ster, and tell that the Thrush was gone
out of harbour; Tom and Charles. Charles had been born s�nce
Fanny's go�ng away, but Tom she had often helped to nurse, and
now felt a part�cular pleasure �n see�ng aga�n. Both were k�ssed very
tenderly, but Tom she wanted to keep by her, to try to trace the
features of the baby she had loved, and talked to, of h�s �nfant
preference of herself. Tom, however, had no m�nd for such
treatment: he came home not to stand and be talked to, but to run
about and make a no�se; and both boys had soon burst from her,
and slammed the parlour-door t�ll her temples ached.



She had now seen all that were at home; there rema�ned only two
brothers between herself and Susan, one of whom was a clerk �n a
publ�c off�ce �n London, and the other m�dsh�pman on board an
Ind�aman. But though she had seen all the members of the fam�ly,
she had not yet heard all the no�se they could make. Another quarter
of an hour brought her a great deal more. W�ll�am was soon call�ng
out from the land�ng-place of the second story for h�s mother and for
Rebecca. He was �n d�stress for someth�ng that he had left there,
and d�d not f�nd aga�n. A key was m�sla�d, Betsey accused of hav�ng
got at h�s new hat, and some sl�ght, but essent�al alterat�on of h�s
un�form wa�stcoat, wh�ch he had been prom�sed to have done for
h�m, ent�rely neglected.

Mrs. Pr�ce, Rebecca, and Betsey all went up to defend
themselves, all talk�ng together, but Rebecca loudest, and the job
was to be done as well as �t could �n a great hurry; W�ll�am try�ng �n
va�n to send Betsey down aga�n, or keep her from be�ng troublesome
where she was; the whole of wh�ch, as almost every door �n the
house was open, could be pla�nly d�st�ngu�shed �n the parlour, except
when drowned at �ntervals by the super�or no�se of Sam, Tom, and
Charles chas�ng each other up and down sta�rs, and tumbl�ng about
and halloo�ng.

Fanny was almost stunned. The smallness of the house and
th�nness of the walls brought everyth�ng so close to her, that, added
to the fat�gue of her journey, and all her recent ag�tat�on, she hardly
knew how to bear �t. W�th�n the room all was tranqu�l enough, for
Susan hav�ng d�sappeared w�th the others, there were soon only her
father and herself rema�n�ng; and he, tak�ng out a newspaper, the
accustomary loan of a ne�ghbour, appl�ed h�mself to study�ng �t,
w�thout seem�ng to recollect her ex�stence. The sol�tary candle was
held between h�mself and the paper, w�thout any reference to her
poss�ble conven�ence; but she had noth�ng to do, and was glad to
have the l�ght screened from her ach�ng head, as she sat �n
bew�ldered, broken, sorrowful contemplat�on.

She was at home. But, alas! �t was not such a home, she had not
such a welcome, as—she checked herself; she was unreasonable.
What r�ght had she to be of �mportance to her fam�ly? She could



have none, so long lost s�ght of! W�ll�am's concerns must be dearest,
they always had been, and he had every r�ght. Yet to have so l�ttle
sa�d or asked about herself, to have scarcely an �nqu�ry made after
Mansf�eld! It d�d pa�n her to have Mansf�eld forgotten; the fr�ends
who had done so much—the dear, dear fr�ends! But here, one
subject swallowed up all the rest. Perhaps �t must be so. The
dest�nat�on of the Thrush must be now preem�nently �nterest�ng. A
day or two m�ght shew the d�fference. She only was to blame. Yet
she thought �t would not have been so at Mansf�eld. No, �n her
uncle's house there would have been a cons�derat�on of t�mes and
seasons, a regulat�on of subject, a propr�ety, an attent�on towards
everybody wh�ch there was not here.

The only �nterrupt�on wh�ch thoughts l�ke these rece�ved 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 ord�nary p�tch of
thump�ng and halloo�ng �n the passage, he excla�med, “Dev�l take
those young dogs! How they are s�ng�ng out! Ay, Sam's vo�ce louder
than all the rest! That boy �s f�t for a boatswa�n. Holla, you there!
Sam, stop your confounded p�pe, or I shall be after you.”

Th�s threat was so palpably d�sregarded, that though w�th�n f�ve
m�nutes afterwards the three boys all burst �nto the room together
and sat down, Fanny could not cons�der �t as a proof of anyth�ng
more than the�r be�ng for the t�me thoroughly fagged, wh�ch the�r hot
faces and pant�ng breaths seemed to prove, espec�ally as they were
st�ll k�ck�ng each other's sh�ns, and halloo�ng out at sudden starts
�mmed�ately under the�r father's eye.

The next open�ng of the door brought someth�ng more welcome: �t
was for the tea-th�ngs, wh�ch she had begun almost to despa�r of
see�ng that even�ng. Susan and an attendant g�rl, whose �nfer�or
appearance �nformed Fanny, to her great surpr�se, that she had
prev�ously seen the upper servant, brought �n everyth�ng necessary
for the meal; Susan look�ng, as she put the kettle on the f�re and
glanced at her s�ster, as �f d�v�ded between the agreeable tr�umph of
shew�ng her act�v�ty and usefulness, and the dread of be�ng thought
to demean herself by such an off�ce. “She had been �nto the k�tchen,”
she sa�d, “to hurry Sally and help make the toast, and spread the



bread and butter, or she d�d not know when they should have got
tea, and she was sure her s�ster must want someth�ng after her
journey.”

Fanny was very thankful. She could not but own that she should
be very glad of a l�ttle tea, and Susan �mmed�ately set about mak�ng
�t, as �f pleased to have the employment all to herself; and w�th only a
l�ttle unnecessary bustle, and some few �njud�c�ous attempts at
keep�ng her brothers �n better order than she could, acqu�tted herself
very well. Fanny's sp�r�t was as much refreshed as her body; her
head and heart were soon the better for such well-t�med k�ndness.
Susan had an open, sens�ble countenance; she was l�ke W�ll�am,
and Fanny hoped to f�nd her l�ke h�m �n d�spos�t�on and goodw�ll
towards herself.

In th�s more plac�d state of th�ngs W�ll�am reentered, followed not
far beh�nd by h�s mother and Betsey. He, complete �n h�s l�eutenant's
un�form, look�ng and mov�ng all the taller, f�rmer, and more graceful
for �t, and w�th the happ�est sm�le over h�s face, walked up d�rectly to
Fanny, who, r�s�ng from her seat, looked at h�m for a moment �n
speechless adm�rat�on, and then threw her arms round h�s neck to
sob out her var�ous emot�ons of pa�n and pleasure.

Anx�ous not to appear unhappy, she soon recovered herself; and
w�p�ng away her tears, was able to not�ce and adm�re all the str�k�ng
parts of h�s dress; l�sten�ng w�th rev�v�ng sp�r�ts to h�s cheerful hopes
of be�ng on shore some part of every day before they sa�led, and
even of gett�ng her to Sp�thead to see the sloop.

The next bustle brought �n Mr. Campbell, the surgeon of the
Thrush, a very well-behaved young man, who came to call for h�s
fr�end, and for whom there was w�th some contr�vance found a cha�r,
and w�th some hasty wash�ng of the young tea-maker's, a cup and
saucer; and after another quarter of an hour of earnest talk between
the gentlemen, no�se r�s�ng upon no�se, and bustle upon bustle, men
and boys at last all �n mot�on together, the moment came for sett�ng
off; everyth�ng was ready, W�ll�am took leave, and all of them were
gone; for the three boys, �n sp�te of the�r mother's entreaty,
determ�ned to see the�r brother and Mr. Campbell to the sally-port;



and Mr. Pr�ce walked off at the same t�me to carry back h�s
ne�ghbour's newspaper.

Someth�ng l�ke tranqu�ll�ty m�ght now be hoped for; and
accord�ngly, when Rebecca had been preva�led on to carry away the
tea-th�ngs, and Mrs. Pr�ce had walked about the room some t�me
look�ng for a sh�rt-sleeve, wh�ch Betsey at last hunted out from a
drawer �n the k�tchen, the small party of females were pretty well
composed, and the mother hav�ng lamented aga�n over the
�mposs�b�l�ty of gett�ng Sam ready �n t�me, was at le�sure to th�nk of
her eldest daughter and the fr�ends she had come from.

A few �nqu�r�es began: but one of the earl�est—“How d�d s�ster
Bertram manage about her servants?” “Was she as much plagued
as herself to get tolerable servants?”—soon led her m�nd away from
Northamptonsh�re, and f�xed �t on her own domest�c gr�evances, and
the shock�ng character of all the Portsmouth servants, of whom she
bel�eved her own two were the very worst, engrossed her
completely. The Bertrams were all forgotten �n deta�l�ng the faults of
Rebecca, aga�nst whom Susan had also much to depose, and l�ttle
Betsey a great deal more, and who d�d seem so thoroughly w�thout a
s�ngle recommendat�on, that Fanny could not help modestly
presum�ng that her mother meant to part w�th her when her year was
up.

“Her year!” cr�ed Mrs. Pr�ce; “I am sure I hope I shall be r�d of her
before she has sta�d a year, for that w�ll not be up t�ll November.
Servants are come to such a pass, my dear, �n Portsmouth, that �t �s
qu�te a m�racle �f one keeps them more than half a year. I have no
hope of ever be�ng settled; and �f I was to part w�th Rebecca, I
should only get someth�ng worse. And yet I do not th�nk I am a very
d�ff�cult m�stress to please; and I am sure the place �s easy enough,
for there �s always a g�rl under her, and I often do half the work
myself.”

Fanny was s�lent; but not from be�ng conv�nced that there m�ght
not be a remedy found for some of these ev�ls. As she now sat
look�ng at Betsey, she could not but th�nk part�cularly of another
s�ster, a very pretty l�ttle g�rl, whom she had left there not much
younger when she went �nto Northamptonsh�re, who had d�ed a few



years afterwards. There had been someth�ng remarkably am�able
about her. Fanny �n those early days had preferred her to Susan;
and when the news of her death had at last reached Mansf�eld, had
for a short t�me been qu�te affl�cted. The s�ght of Betsey brought the
�mage of l�ttle Mary back aga�n, but she would not have pa�ned her
mother by allud�ng to her for the world. Wh�le cons�der�ng her w�th
these �deas, Betsey, at a small d�stance, was hold�ng out someth�ng
to catch her eyes, mean�ng to screen �t at the same t�me from
Susan's.

“What have you got there, my love?” sa�d Fanny; “come and shew
�t to me.”

It was a s�lver kn�fe. Up jumped Susan, cla�m�ng �t as her own, and
try�ng to get �t away; but the ch�ld ran to her mother's protect�on, and
Susan could only reproach, wh�ch she d�d very warmly, and ev�dently
hop�ng to �nterest Fanny on her s�de. “It was very hard that she was
not to have her own kn�fe; �t was her own kn�fe; l�ttle s�ster Mary had
left �t to her upon her deathbed, and she ought to have had �t to keep
herself long ago. But mama kept �t from her, and was always lett�ng
Betsey get hold of �t; and the end of �t would be that Betsey would
spo�l �t, and get �t for her own, though mama had prom�sed her that
Betsey should not have �t �n her own hands.”

Fanny was qu�te shocked. Every feel�ng of duty, honour, and
tenderness was wounded by her s�ster's speech and her mother's
reply.

“Now, Susan,” cr�ed Mrs. Pr�ce, �n a compla�n�ng vo�ce, “now, how
can you be so cross? You are always quarrell�ng about that kn�fe. I
w�sh you would not be so quarrelsome. Poor l�ttle Betsey; how cross
Susan �s to you! But you should not have taken �t out, my dear, when
I sent you to the drawer. You know I told you not to touch �t, because
Susan �s so cross about �t. I must h�de �t another t�me, Betsey. Poor
Mary l�ttle thought �t would be such a bone of content�on when she
gave �t me to keep, only two hours before she d�ed. Poor l�ttle soul!
she could but just speak to be heard, and she sa�d so prett�ly, 'Let
s�ster Susan have my kn�fe, mama, when I am dead and bur�ed.'
Poor l�ttle dear! she was so fond of �t, Fanny, that she would have �t
lay by her �n bed, all through her �llness. It was the g�ft of her good



godmother, old Mrs. Adm�ral Maxwell, only s�x weeks before she was
taken for death. Poor l�ttle sweet creature! Well, she was taken away
from ev�l to come. My own Betsey” (fondl�ng her), “you have not the
luck of such a good godmother. Aunt Norr�s l�ves too far off to th�nk
of such l�ttle people as you.”

Fanny had �ndeed noth�ng to convey from aunt Norr�s, but a
message to say she hoped that her god-daughter was a good g�rl,
and learnt her book. There had been at one moment a sl�ght murmur
�n the draw�ng-room at Mansf�eld Park about send�ng her a prayer-
book; but no second sound had been heard of such a purpose. Mrs.
Norr�s, however, had gone home and taken down two old prayer-
books of her husband w�th that �dea; but, upon exam�nat�on, the
ardour of generos�ty went off. One was found to have too small a
pr�nt for a ch�ld's eyes, and the other to be too cumbersome for her
to carry about.

Fanny, fat�gued and fat�gued aga�n, was thankful to accept the f�rst
�nv�tat�on of go�ng to bed; and before Betsey had f�n�shed her cry at
be�ng allowed to s�t up only one hour extraord�nary �n honour of
s�ster, she was off, leav�ng all below �n confus�on and no�se aga�n;
the boys begg�ng for toasted cheese, her father call�ng out for h�s
rum and water, and Rebecca never where she ought to be.

There was noth�ng to ra�se her sp�r�ts �n the conf�ned and scant�ly
furn�shed chamber that she was to share w�th Susan. The smallness
of the rooms above and below, �ndeed, and the narrowness of the
passage and sta�rcase, struck her beyond her �mag�nat�on. She soon
learned to th�nk w�th respect of her own l�ttle att�c at Mansf�eld Park,
�n that house reckoned too small for anybody's comfort.



CHAPTER XXXIX
Could S�r Thomas have seen all h�s n�ece's feel�ngs, when she

wrote her f�rst letter to her aunt, he would not have despa�red; for
though a good n�ght's rest, a pleasant morn�ng, the hope of soon
see�ng W�ll�am aga�n, and the comparat�vely qu�et state of the house,
from Tom and Charles be�ng gone to school, Sam on some project of
h�s own, and her father on h�s usual lounges, enabled her to express
herself cheerfully on the subject of home, there were st�ll, to her own
perfect consc�ousness, many drawbacks suppressed. Could he have
seen only half that she felt before the end of a week, he would have
thought Mr. Crawford sure of her, and been del�ghted w�th h�s own
sagac�ty.

Before the week ended, �t was all d�sappo�ntment. In the f�rst
place, W�ll�am was gone. The Thrush had had her orders, the w�nd
had changed, and he was sa�led w�th�n four days from the�r reach�ng
Portsmouth; and dur�ng those days she had seen h�m only tw�ce, �n a
short and hurr�ed way, when he had come ashore on duty. There had
been no free conversat�on, no walk on the ramparts, no v�s�t to the
dockyard, no acqua�ntance w�th the Thrush, noth�ng of all that they
had planned and depended on. Everyth�ng �n that quarter fa�led her,
except W�ll�am's affect�on. H�s last thought on leav�ng home was for
her. He stepped back aga�n to the door to say, “Take care of Fanny,
mother. She �s tender, and not used to rough �t l�ke the rest of us. I
charge you, take care of Fanny.”

W�ll�am was gone: and the home he had left her �n was, Fanny
could not conceal �t from herself, �n almost every respect the very
reverse of what she could have w�shed. It was the abode of no�se,
d�sorder, and �mpropr�ety. Nobody was �n the�r r�ght place, noth�ng
was done as �t ought to be. She could not respect her parents as she
had hoped. On her father, her conf�dence had not been sangu�ne,
but he was more negl�gent of h�s fam�ly, h�s hab�ts were worse, and
h�s manners coarser, than she had been prepared for. He d�d not



want ab�l�t�es but he had no cur�os�ty, and no �nformat�on beyond h�s
profess�on; he read only the newspaper and the navy-l�st; he talked
only of the dockyard, the harbour, Sp�thead, and the Motherbank; he
swore and he drank, he was d�rty and gross. She had never been
able to recall anyth�ng approach�ng to tenderness �n h�s former
treatment of herself. There had rema�ned only a general �mpress�on
of roughness and loudness; and now he scarcely ever not�ced her,
but to make her the object of a coarse joke.

Her d�sappo�ntment �n her mother was greater: there she had
hoped much, and found almost noth�ng. Every flatter�ng scheme of
be�ng of consequence to her soon fell to the ground. Mrs. Pr�ce was
not unk�nd; but, �nstead of ga�n�ng on her affect�on and conf�dence,
and becom�ng more and more dear, her daughter never met w�th
greater k�ndness from her than on the f�rst day of her arr�val. The
�nst�nct of nature was soon sat�sf�ed, and Mrs. Pr�ce's attachment
had no other source. Her heart and her t�me were already qu�te full;
she had ne�ther le�sure nor affect�on to bestow on Fanny. Her
daughters never had been much to her. She was fond of her sons,
espec�ally of W�ll�am, but Betsey was the f�rst of her g�rls whom she
had ever much regarded. To her she was most �njud�c�ously
�ndulgent. W�ll�am was her pr�de; Betsey her darl�ng; and John,
R�chard, Sam, Tom, and Charles occup�ed all the rest of her
maternal sol�c�tude, alternately her worr�es and her comforts. These
shared her heart: her t�me was g�ven ch�efly to her house and her
servants. Her days were spent �n a k�nd of slow bustle; all was busy
w�thout gett�ng on, always beh�ndhand and lament�ng �t, w�thout
alter�ng her ways; w�sh�ng to be an econom�st, w�thout contr�vance or
regular�ty; d�ssat�sf�ed w�th her servants, w�thout sk�ll to make them
better, and whether help�ng, or repr�mand�ng, or �ndulg�ng them,
w�thout any power of engag�ng the�r respect.

Of her two s�sters, Mrs. Pr�ce very much more resembled Lady
Bertram than Mrs. Norr�s. She was a manager by necess�ty, w�thout
any of Mrs. Norr�s's �ncl�nat�on for �t, or any of her act�v�ty. Her
d�spos�t�on was naturally easy and �ndolent, l�ke Lady Bertram's; and
a s�tuat�on of s�m�lar affluence and do-noth�ngness would have been
much more su�ted to her capac�ty than the exert�ons and self-den�als
of the one wh�ch her �mprudent marr�age had placed her �n. She



m�ght have made just as good a woman of consequence as Lady
Bertram, but Mrs. Norr�s would have been a more respectable
mother of n�ne ch�ldren on a small �ncome.

Much of all th�s Fanny could not but be sens�ble of. She m�ght
scruple to make use of the words, but she must and d�d feel that her
mother was a part�al, �ll-judg�ng parent, a dawdle, a slattern, who
ne�ther taught nor restra�ned her ch�ldren, whose house was the
scene of m�smanagement and d�scomfort from beg�nn�ng to end, and
who had no talent, no conversat�on, no affect�on towards herself; no
cur�os�ty to know her better, no des�re of her fr�endsh�p, and no
�ncl�nat�on for her company that could lessen her sense of such
feel�ngs.

Fanny was very anx�ous to be useful, and not to appear above her
home, or �n any way d�squal�f�ed or d�s�ncl�ned, by her fore�gn
educat�on, from contr�but�ng her help to �ts comforts, and therefore
set about work�ng for Sam �mmed�ately; and by work�ng early and
late, w�th perseverance and great despatch, d�d so much that the
boy was sh�pped off at last, w�th more than half h�s l�nen ready. She
had great pleasure �n feel�ng her usefulness, but could not conce�ve
how they would have managed w�thout her.

Sam, loud and overbear�ng as he was, she rather regretted when
he went, for he was clever and �ntell�gent, and glad to be employed
�n any errand �n the town; and though spurn�ng the remonstrances of
Susan, g�ven as they were, though very reasonable �n themselves,
w�th �ll-t�med and powerless warmth, was beg�nn�ng to be �nfluenced
by Fanny's serv�ces and gentle persuas�ons; and she found that the
best of the three younger ones was gone �n h�m: Tom and Charles
be�ng at least as many years as they were h�s jun�ors d�stant from
that age of feel�ng and reason, wh�ch m�ght suggest the exped�ency
of mak�ng fr�ends, and of endeavour�ng to be less d�sagreeable.
The�r s�ster soon despa�red of mak�ng the smallest �mpress�on on
them; they were qu�te untameable by any means of address wh�ch
she had sp�r�ts or t�me to attempt. Every afternoon brought a return
of the�r r�otous games all over the house; and she very early learned
to s�gh at the approach of Saturday's constant half-hol�day.



Betsey, too, a spo�led ch�ld, tra�ned up to th�nk the alphabet her
greatest enemy, left to be w�th the servants at her pleasure, and then
encouraged to report any ev�l of them, she was almost as ready to
despa�r of be�ng able to love or ass�st; and of Susan's temper she
had many doubts. Her cont�nual d�sagreements w�th her mother, her
rash squabbles w�th Tom and Charles, and petulance w�th Betsey,
were at least so d�stress�ng to Fanny that, though adm�tt�ng they
were by no means w�thout provocat�on, she feared the d�spos�t�on
that could push them to such length must be far from am�able, and
from afford�ng any repose to herself.

Such was the home wh�ch was to put Mansf�eld out of her head,
and teach her to th�nk of her cous�n Edmund w�th moderated
feel�ngs. On the contrary, she could th�nk of noth�ng but Mansf�eld, �ts
beloved �nmates, �ts happy ways. Everyth�ng where she now was �n
full contrast to �t. The elegance, propr�ety, regular�ty, harmony, and
perhaps, above all, the peace and tranqu�ll�ty of Mansf�eld, were
brought to her remembrance every hour of the day, by the
prevalence of everyth�ng oppos�te to them here.

The l�v�ng �n �ncessant no�se was, to a frame and temper del�cate
and nervous l�ke Fanny's, an ev�l wh�ch no superadded elegance or
harmony could have ent�rely atoned for. It was the greatest m�sery of
all. At Mansf�eld, no sounds of content�on, no ra�sed vo�ce, no abrupt
bursts, no tread of v�olence, was ever heard; all proceeded �n a
regular course of cheerful orderl�ness; everybody had the�r due
�mportance; everybody's feel�ngs were consulted. If tenderness
could be ever supposed want�ng, good sense and good breed�ng
suppl�ed �ts place; and as to the l�ttle �rr�tat�ons somet�mes �ntroduced
by aunt Norr�s, they were short, they were tr�fl�ng, they were as a
drop of water to the ocean, compared w�th the ceaseless tumult of
her present abode. Here everybody was no�sy, every vo�ce was loud
(except�ng, perhaps, her mother's, wh�ch resembled the soft
monotony of Lady Bertram's, only worn �nto fretfulness). Whatever
was wanted was hallooed for, and the servants hallooed out the�r
excuses from the k�tchen. The doors were �n constant bang�ng, the
sta�rs were never at rest, noth�ng was done w�thout a clatter, nobody
sat st�ll, and nobody could command attent�on when they spoke.



In a rev�ew of the two houses, as they appeared to her before the
end of a week, Fanny was tempted to apply to them Dr. Johnson's
celebrated judgment as to matr�mony and cel�bacy, and say, that
though Mansf�eld Park m�ght have some pa�ns, Portsmouth could
have no pleasures.



CHAPTER XL
Fanny was r�ght enough �n not expect�ng to hear from M�ss

Crawford now at the rap�d rate �n wh�ch the�r correspondence had
begun; Mary's next letter was after a dec�dedly longer �nterval than
the last, but she was not r�ght �n suppos�ng that such an �nterval
would be felt a great rel�ef to herself. Here was another strange
revolut�on of m�nd! She was really glad to rece�ve the letter when �t
d�d come. In her present ex�le from good soc�ety, and d�stance from
everyth�ng that had been wont to �nterest her, a letter from one
belong�ng to the set where her heart l�ved, wr�tten w�th affect�on, and
some degree of elegance, was thoroughly acceptable. The usual
plea of �ncreas�ng engagements was made �n excuse for not hav�ng
wr�tten to her earl�er; “And now that I have begun,” she cont�nued,
“my letter w�ll not be worth your read�ng, for there w�ll be no l�ttle
offer�ng of love at the end, no three or four l�nes pass�onnees from
the most devoted H. C. �n the world, for Henry �s �n Norfolk; bus�ness
called h�m to Ever�ngham ten days ago, or perhaps he only
pretended to call, for the sake of be�ng travell�ng at the same t�me
that you were. But there he �s, and, by the bye, h�s absence may
suff�c�ently account for any rem�ssness of h�s s�ster's �n wr�t�ng, for
there has been no 'Well, Mary, when do you wr�te to Fanny? Is not �t
t�me for you to wr�te to Fanny?' to spur me on. At last, after var�ous
attempts at meet�ng, I have seen your cous�ns, 'dear Jul�a and
dearest Mrs. Rushworth'; they found me at home yesterday, and we
were glad to see each other aga�n. We seemed very glad to see
each other, and I do really th�nk we were a l�ttle. We had a vast deal
to say. Shall I tell you how Mrs. Rushworth looked when your name
was ment�oned? I d�d not use to th�nk her want�ng �n self-possess�on,
but she had not qu�te enough for the demands of yesterday. Upon
the whole, Jul�a was �n the best looks of the two, at least after you
were spoken of. There was no recover�ng the complex�on from the
moment that I spoke of 'Fanny,' and spoke of her as a s�ster should.
But Mrs. Rushworth's day of good looks w�ll come; we have cards for



her f�rst party on the 28th. Then she w�ll be �n beauty, for she w�ll
open one of the best houses �n W�mpole Street. I was �n �t two years
ago, when �t was Lady Lascelle's, and prefer �t to almost any I know
�n London, and certa�nly she w�ll 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 w�ll recollect �t, and be
sat�sf�ed, as well as she may, w�th mov�ng the queen of a palace,
though the k�ng may appear best �n the background; and as I have
no des�re to tease her, I shall never force your name upon her aga�n.
She w�ll grow sober by degrees. From all that I hear and guess,
Baron W�ldenhe�m's attent�ons to Jul�a cont�nue, but I do not know
that he has any ser�ous encouragement. She ought to do better. A
poor honourable �s no catch, and I cannot �mag�ne any l�k�ng �n the
case, for take away h�s rants, and the poor baron has noth�ng. What
a d�fference a vowel makes! If h�s rents were but equal to h�s rants!
Your cous�n Edmund moves slowly; deta�ned, perchance, by par�sh
dut�es. There may be some old woman at Thornton Lacey to be
converted. I am unw�ll�ng to fancy myself neglected for a young one.
Ad�eu! my dear sweet Fanny, th�s �s a long letter from London: wr�te
me a pretty one �n reply to gladden Henry's eyes, when he comes
back, and send me an account of all the dash�ng young capta�ns
whom you d�sda�n for h�s sake.”

There was great food for med�tat�on �n th�s letter, and ch�efly for
unpleasant med�tat�on; and yet, w�th all the uneas�ness �t suppl�ed, �t
connected her w�th the absent, �t told her of people and th�ngs about
whom she had never felt so much cur�os�ty as now, and she would
have been glad to have been sure of such a letter every week. Her
correspondence w�th her aunt Bertram was her only concern of
h�gher �nterest.

As for any soc�ety �n Portsmouth, that could at all make amends
for def�c�enc�es at home, there were none w�th�n the c�rcle of her
father's and mother's acqua�ntance to afford her the smallest
sat�sfact�on: she saw nobody �n whose favour she could w�sh to
overcome her own shyness and reserve. The men appeared to her
all coarse, the women all pert, everybody underbred; and she gave
as l�ttle contentment as she rece�ved from �ntroduct�ons e�ther to old
or new acqua�ntance. The young lad�es who approached her at f�rst



w�th some respect, �n cons�derat�on of her com�ng from a baronet's
fam�ly, were soon offended by what they termed “a�rs”; for, as she
ne�ther played on the p�anoforte nor wore f�ne pel�sses, they could,
on farther observat�on, adm�t no r�ght of super�or�ty.

The f�rst sol�d consolat�on wh�ch Fanny rece�ved for the ev�ls of
home, the f�rst wh�ch her judgment could ent�rely approve, and wh�ch
gave any prom�se of durab�l�ty, was �n a better knowledge of Susan,
and a hope of be�ng of serv�ce to her. Susan had always behaved
pleasantly to herself, but the determ�ned character of her general
manners had aston�shed and alarmed her, and �t was at least a
fortn�ght before she began to understand a d�spos�t�on so totally
d�fferent from her own. Susan saw that much was wrong at home,
and wanted to set �t r�ght. That a g�rl of fourteen, act�ng only on her
own unass�sted reason, should err �n the method of reform, was not
wonderful; and Fanny soon became more d�sposed to adm�re the
natural l�ght of the m�nd wh�ch could so early d�st�ngu�sh justly, than
to censure severely the faults of conduct to wh�ch �t led. Susan was
only act�ng on the same truths, and pursu�ng the same system,
wh�ch her own judgment acknowledged, but wh�ch her more sup�ne
and y�eld�ng temper would have shrunk from assert�ng. Susan tr�ed
to be useful, where she could only have gone away and cr�ed; and
that Susan was useful she could perce�ve; that th�ngs, bad as they
were, would have been worse but for such �nterpos�t�on, and that
both her mother and Betsey were restra�ned from some excesses of
very offens�ve �ndulgence and vulgar�ty.

In every argument w�th her mother, Susan had �n po�nt of reason
the advantage, and never was there any maternal tenderness to buy
her off. The bl�nd fondness wh�ch was for ever produc�ng ev�l around
her she had never known. There was no grat�tude for affect�on past
or present to make her better bear w�th �ts excesses to the others.

All th�s became gradually ev�dent, and gradually placed Susan
before her s�ster as an object of m�ngled compass�on and respect.
That her manner was wrong, however, at t�mes very wrong, her
measures often �ll-chosen and �ll-t�med, and her looks and language
very often �ndefens�ble, Fanny could not cease to feel; but she began
to hope they m�ght be rect�f�ed. Susan, she found, looked up to her



and w�shed for her good op�n�on; and new as anyth�ng l�ke an off�ce
of author�ty was to Fanny, new as �t was to �mag�ne herself capable
of gu�d�ng or �nform�ng any one, she d�d resolve to g�ve occas�onal
h�nts to Susan, and endeavour to exerc�se for her advantage the
juster not�ons of what was due to everybody, and what would be
w�sest for herself, wh�ch her own more favoured educat�on had f�xed
�n her.

Her �nfluence, or at least the consc�ousness and use of �t,
or�g�nated �n an act of k�ndness by Susan, wh�ch, after many
hes�tat�ons of del�cacy, she at last worked herself up to. It had very
early occurred to her that a small sum of money m�ght, perhaps,
restore peace for ever on the sore subject of the s�lver kn�fe,
canvassed as �t now was cont�nually, and the r�ches wh�ch she was
�n possess�on of herself, her uncle hav�ng g�ven her £10 at part�ng,
made her as able as she was w�ll�ng to be generous. But she was so
wholly unused to confer favours, except on the very poor, so
unpract�sed �n remov�ng ev�ls, or bestow�ng k�ndnesses among her
equals, and so fearful of appear�ng to elevate herself as a great lady
at home, that �t took some t�me to determ�ne that �t would not be
unbecom�ng �n her to make such a present. It was made, however, at
last: a s�lver kn�fe was bought for Betsey, and accepted w�th great
del�ght, �ts newness g�v�ng �t every advantage over the other that
could be des�red; Susan was establ�shed �n the full possess�on of her
own, Betsey handsomely declar�ng that now she had got one so
much prett�er herself, she should never want that aga�n; and no
reproach seemed conveyed to the equally sat�sf�ed mother, wh�ch
Fanny had almost feared to be �mposs�ble. The deed thoroughly
answered: a source of domest�c altercat�on was ent�rely done away,
and �t was the means of open�ng Susan's heart to her, and g�v�ng her
someth�ng more to love and be �nterested �n. Susan shewed that she
had del�cacy: pleased as she was to be m�stress of property wh�ch
she had been struggl�ng for at least two years, she yet feared that
her s�ster's judgment had been aga�nst her, and that a reproof was
des�gned her for hav�ng so struggled as to make the purchase
necessary for the tranqu�ll�ty of the house.

Her temper was open. She acknowledged her fears, blamed
herself for hav�ng contended so warmly; and from that hour Fanny,



understand�ng the worth of her d�spos�t�on and perce�v�ng how fully
she was �ncl�ned to seek her good op�n�on and refer to her judgment,
began to feel aga�n the bless�ng of affect�on, and to enterta�n the
hope of be�ng useful to a m�nd so much �n need of help, and so
much deserv�ng �t. She gave adv�ce, adv�ce too sound to be res�sted
by a good understand�ng, and g�ven so m�ldly and cons�derately as
not to �rr�tate an �mperfect temper, and she had the happ�ness of
observ�ng �ts good effects not unfrequently. More was not expected
by one who, wh�le see�ng all the obl�gat�on and exped�ency of
subm�ss�on and forbearance, saw also w�th sympathet�c acuteness
of feel�ng all that must be hourly grat�ng to a g�rl l�ke Susan. Her
greatest wonder on the subject soon became—not that Susan
should have been provoked �nto d�srespect and �mpat�ence aga�nst
her better knowledge—but that so much better knowledge, so many
good not�ons should have been hers at all; and that, brought up �n
the m�dst of negl�gence and error, she should have formed such
proper op�n�ons of what ought to be; she, who had had no cous�n
Edmund to d�rect her thoughts or f�x her pr�nc�ples.

The �nt�macy thus begun between them was a mater�al advantage
to each. By s�tt�ng together upsta�rs, they avo�ded a great deal of the
d�sturbance of the house; Fanny had peace, and Susan learned to
th�nk �t no m�sfortune to be qu�etly employed. They sat w�thout a f�re;
but that was a pr�vat�on fam�l�ar even to Fanny, and she suffered the
less because rem�nded by �t of the East room. It was the only po�nt of
resemblance. In space, l�ght, furn�ture, and prospect, there was
noth�ng al�ke �n the two apartments; and she often heaved a s�gh at
the remembrance of all her books and boxes, and var�ous comforts
there. By degrees the g�rls came to spend the ch�ef of the morn�ng
upsta�rs, at f�rst only �n work�ng and talk�ng, but after a few days, the
remembrance of the sa�d books grew so potent and st�mulat�ve that
Fanny found �t �mposs�ble not to try for books aga�n. There were
none �n her father's house; but wealth �s luxur�ous and dar�ng, and
some of hers found �ts way to a c�rculat�ng l�brary. She became a
subscr�ber; amazed at be�ng anyth�ng �n propr�a persona, amazed at
her own do�ngs �n every way, to be a renter, a chuser of books! And
to be hav�ng any one's �mprovement �n v�ew �n her cho�ce! But so �t
was. Susan had read noth�ng, and Fanny longed to g�ve her a share



�n her own f�rst pleasures, and �nsp�re a taste for the b�ography and
poetry wh�ch she del�ghted �n herself.

In th�s occupat�on she hoped, moreover, to bury some of the
recollect�ons of Mansf�eld, wh�ch were too apt to se�ze her m�nd �f her
f�ngers only were busy; and, espec�ally at th�s t�me, hoped �t m�ght be
useful �n d�vert�ng her thoughts from pursu�ng Edmund to London,
wh�ther, on the author�ty of her aunt's last letter, she knew he was
gone. She had no doubt of what would ensue. The prom�sed
not�f�cat�on was hang�ng over her head. The postman's knock w�th�n
the ne�ghbourhood was beg�nn�ng to br�ng �ts da�ly terrors, and �f
read�ng could ban�sh the �dea for even half an hour, �t was someth�ng
ga�ned.





CHAPTER XLI
A week was gone s�nce Edmund m�ght be supposed �n town, and

Fanny had heard noth�ng of h�m. There were three d�fferent
conclus�ons to be drawn from h�s s�lence, between wh�ch her m�nd
was �n fluctuat�on; each of them at t�mes be�ng held the most
probable. E�ther h�s go�ng had been aga�n delayed, or he had yet
procured no opportun�ty of see�ng M�ss Crawford alone, or he was
too happy for letter-wr�t�ng!

One morn�ng, about th�s t�me, Fanny hav�ng now been nearly four
weeks from Mansf�eld, a po�nt wh�ch she never fa�led to th�nk over
and calculate every day, as she and Susan were prepar�ng to
remove, as usual, upsta�rs, they were stopped by the knock of a
v�s�tor, whom they felt they could not avo�d, from Rebecca's
alertness �n go�ng to the door, a duty wh�ch always �nterested her
beyond any other.

It was a gentleman's vo�ce; �t was a vo�ce that Fanny was just
turn�ng pale about, when Mr. Crawford walked �nto the room.

Good sense, l�ke hers, w�ll always act when really called upon; and
she found that she had been able to name h�m to her mother, and
recall her remembrance of the name, as that of “W�ll�am's fr�end,”
though she could not prev�ously have bel�eved herself capable of
utter�ng a syllable at such a moment. The consc�ousness of h�s be�ng
known there only as W�ll�am's fr�end was some support. Hav�ng
�ntroduced h�m, however, and be�ng all reseated, the terrors that
occurred of what th�s v�s�t m�ght lead to were overpower�ng, and she
fanc�ed herself on the po�nt of fa�nt�ng away.

Wh�le try�ng to keep herself al�ve, the�r v�s�tor, who had at f�rst
approached her w�th as an�mated a countenance as ever, was w�sely
and k�ndly keep�ng h�s eyes away, and g�v�ng her t�me to recover,
wh�le he devoted h�mself ent�rely to her mother, address�ng her, and
attend�ng to her w�th the utmost pol�teness and propr�ety, at the



same t�me w�th a degree of fr�endl�ness, of �nterest at least, wh�ch
was mak�ng h�s manner perfect.

Mrs. Pr�ce's manners were also at the�r best. Warmed by the s�ght
of such a fr�end to her son, and regulated by the w�sh of appear�ng to
advantage before h�m, she was overflow�ng w�th grat�tude—artless,
maternal grat�tude—wh�ch could not be unpleas�ng. Mr. Pr�ce was
out, wh�ch she regretted very much. Fanny was just recovered
enough to feel that she could not regret �t; for to her many other
sources of uneas�ness was added the severe one of shame for the
home �n wh�ch he found her. She m�ght scold herself for the
weakness, but there was no scold�ng �t away. She was ashamed,
and she would have been yet more ashamed of her father than of all
the rest.

They talked of W�ll�am, a subject on wh�ch Mrs. Pr�ce could never
t�re; and Mr. Crawford was as warm �n h�s commendat�on as even
her heart could w�sh. She felt that she had never seen so agreeable
a man �n her l�fe; and was only aston�shed to f�nd that, so great and
so agreeable as he was, he should be come down to Portsmouth
ne�ther on a v�s�t to the port-adm�ral, nor the comm�ss�oner, nor yet
w�th the �ntent�on of go�ng over to the �sland, nor of see�ng the
dockyard. Noth�ng of all that she had been used to th�nk of as the
proof of �mportance, or the employment of wealth, had brought h�m
to Portsmouth. He had reached �t late the n�ght before, was come for
a day or two, was stay�ng at the Crown, had acc�dentally met w�th a
navy off�cer or two of h�s acqua�ntance s�nce h�s arr�val, but had no
object of that k�nd �n com�ng.

By the t�me he had g�ven all th�s �nformat�on, �t was not
unreasonable to suppose that Fanny m�ght be looked at and spoken
to; and she was tolerably able to bear h�s eye, and hear that he had
spent half an hour w�th h�s s�ster the even�ng before h�s leav�ng
London; that she had sent her best and k�ndest love, but had had no
t�me for wr�t�ng; that he thought h�mself lucky �n see�ng Mary for even
half an hour, hav�ng spent scarcely twenty-four hours �n London,
after h�s return from Norfolk, before he set off aga�n; that her cous�n
Edmund was �n town, had been �n town, he understood, a few days;



that he had not seen h�m h�mself, but that he was well, had left them
all well at Mansf�eld, and was to d�ne, as yesterday, w�th the Frasers.

Fanny l�stened collectedly, even to the last-ment�oned
c�rcumstance; nay, �t seemed a rel�ef to her worn m�nd to be at any
certa�nty; and the words, “then by th�s t�me �t �s all settled,” passed
�nternally, w�thout more ev�dence of emot�on than a fa�nt blush.

After talk�ng a l�ttle more about Mansf�eld, a subject �n wh�ch her
�nterest was most apparent, Crawford began to h�nt at the
exped�ency of an early walk. “It was a lovely morn�ng, and at that
season of the year a f�ne morn�ng so often turned off, that �t was
w�sest for everybody not to delay the�r exerc�se”; and such h�nts
produc�ng noth�ng, he soon proceeded to a pos�t�ve recommendat�on
to Mrs. Pr�ce and her daughters to take the�r walk w�thout loss of
t�me. Now they came to an understand�ng. Mrs. Pr�ce, �t appeared,
scarcely ever st�rred out of doors, except of a Sunday; she owned
she could seldom, w�th her large fam�ly, f�nd t�me for a walk. “Would
she not, then, persuade her daughters to take advantage of such
weather, and allow h�m the pleasure of attend�ng them?” Mrs. Pr�ce
was greatly obl�ged and very comply�ng. “Her daughters were very
much conf�ned; Portsmouth was a sad place; they d�d not often get
out; and she knew they had some errands �n the town, wh�ch they
would be very glad to do.” And the consequence was, that Fanny,
strange as �t was—strange, awkward, and d�stress�ng—found herself
and Susan, w�th�n ten m�nutes, walk�ng towards the H�gh Street w�th
Mr. Crawford.

It was soon pa�n upon pa�n, confus�on upon confus�on; for they
were hardly �n the H�gh Street before they met her father, whose
appearance was not the better from �ts be�ng Saturday. He stopt;
and, ungentlemanl�ke as he looked, Fanny was obl�ged to �ntroduce
h�m to Mr. Crawford. She could not have a doubt of the manner �n
wh�ch Mr. Crawford must be struck. He must be ashamed and
d�sgusted altogether. He must soon g�ve her up, and cease to have
the smallest �ncl�nat�on for the match; and yet, though she had been
so much want�ng h�s affect�on to be cured, th�s was a sort of cure
that would be almost as bad as the compla�nt; and I bel�eve there �s
scarcely a young lady �n the Un�ted K�ngdoms who would not rather



put up w�th the m�sfortune of be�ng sought by a clever, agreeable
man, than have h�m dr�ven away by the vulgar�ty of her nearest
relat�ons.

Mr. Crawford probably could not regard h�s future father-�n-law
w�th any �dea of tak�ng h�m for a model �n dress; but (as Fanny
�nstantly, and to her great rel�ef, d�scerned) her father was a very
d�fferent man, a very d�fferent Mr. Pr�ce �n h�s behav�our to th�s most
h�ghly respected stranger, from what he was �n h�s own fam�ly at
home. H�s manners now, though not pol�shed, were more than
passable: they were grateful, an�mated, manly; h�s express�ons were
those of an attached father, and a sens�ble man; h�s loud tones d�d
very well �n the open a�r, and there was not a s�ngle oath to be heard.
Such was h�s �nst�nct�ve compl�ment to the good manners of Mr.
Crawford; and, be the consequence what �t m�ght, Fanny's
�mmed�ate feel�ngs were �nf�n�tely soothed.

The conclus�on of the two gentlemen's c�v�l�t�es was an offer of Mr.
Pr�ce's to take Mr. Crawford �nto the dockyard, wh�ch Mr. Crawford,
des�rous of accept�ng as a favour what was �ntended as such,
though he had seen the dockyard aga�n and aga�n, and hop�ng to be
so much the longer w�th Fanny, was very gratefully d�sposed to ava�l
h�mself of, �f the M�ss Pr�ces were not afra�d of the fat�gue; and as �t
was somehow or other ascerta�ned, or �nferred, or at least acted
upon, that they were not at all afra�d, to the dockyard they were all to
go; and but for Mr. Crawford, Mr. Pr�ce would have turned th�ther
d�rectly, w�thout the smallest cons�derat�on for h�s daughters' errands
�n the H�gh Street. He took care, however, that they should be
allowed to go to the shops they came out expressly to v�s�t; and �t d�d
not delay them long, for Fanny could so l�ttle bear to exc�te
�mpat�ence, or be wa�ted for, that before the gentlemen, as they
stood at the door, could do more than beg�n upon the last naval
regulat�ons, or settle the number of three-deckers now �n
comm�ss�on, the�r compan�ons were ready to proceed.

They were then to set forward for the dockyard at once, and the
walk would have been conducted—accord�ng to Mr. Crawford's
op�n�on—�n a s�ngular manner, had Mr. Pr�ce been allowed the ent�re
regulat�on of �t, as the two g�rls, he found, would have been left to



follow, and keep up w�th them or not, as they could, wh�le they
walked on together at the�r own hasty pace. He was able to
�ntroduce some �mprovement occas�onally, though by no means to
the extent he w�shed; he absolutely would not walk away from them;
and at any cross�ng or any crowd, when Mr. Pr�ce was only call�ng
out, “Come, g�rls; come, Fan; come, Sue, take care of yourselves;
keep a sharp lookout!” he would g�ve them h�s part�cular attendance.

Once fa�rly �n the dockyard, he began to reckon upon some happy
�ntercourse w�th Fanny, as they were very soon jo�ned by a brother
lounger of Mr. Pr�ce's, who was come to take h�s da�ly survey of how
th�ngs went on, and who must prove a far more worthy compan�on
than h�mself; and after a t�me the two off�cers seemed very well
sat�sf�ed go�ng about together, and d�scuss�ng matters of equal and
never-fa�l�ng �nterest, wh�le the young people sat down upon some
t�mbers �n the yard, or found a seat on board a vessel �n the stocks
wh�ch they all went to look at. Fanny was most conven�ently �n want
of rest. Crawford could not have w�shed her more fat�gued or more
ready to s�t down; but he could have w�shed her s�ster away. A qu�ck-
look�ng g�rl of Susan's age was the very worst th�rd �n the world:
totally d�fferent from Lady Bertram, all eyes and ears; and there was
no �ntroduc�ng the ma�n po�nt before her. He must content h�mself
w�th be�ng only generally agreeable, and lett�ng Susan have her
share of enterta�nment, w�th the �ndulgence, now and then, of a look
or h�nt for the better-�nformed and consc�ous Fanny. Norfolk was
what he had mostly to talk of: there he had been some t�me, and
everyth�ng there was r�s�ng �n �mportance from h�s present schemes.
Such a man could come from no place, no soc�ety, w�thout �mport�ng
someth�ng to amuse; h�s journeys and h�s acqua�ntance were all of
use, and Susan was enterta�ned �n a way qu�te new to her. For
Fanny, somewhat more was related than the acc�dental
agreeableness of the part�es he had been �n. For her approbat�on,
the part�cular reason of h�s go�ng �nto Norfolk at all, at th�s unusual
t�me of year, was g�ven. It had been real bus�ness, relat�ve to the
renewal of a lease �n wh�ch the welfare of a large and—he bel�eved
—�ndustr�ous fam�ly was at stake. He had suspected h�s agent of
some underhand deal�ng; of mean�ng to b�as h�m aga�nst the
deserv�ng; and he had determ�ned to go h�mself, and thoroughly



�nvest�gate the mer�ts of the case. He had gone, had done even
more good than he had foreseen, had been useful to more than h�s
f�rst plan had comprehended, and was now able to congratulate
h�mself upon �t, and to feel that �n perform�ng a duty, he had secured
agreeable recollect�ons for h�s own m�nd. He had �ntroduced h�mself
to some tenants whom he had never seen before; he had begun
mak�ng acqua�ntance w�th cottages whose very ex�stence, though on
h�s own estate, had been h�therto unknown to h�m. Th�s was a�med,
and well a�med, at Fanny. It was pleas�ng to hear h�m speak so
properly; here he had been act�ng as he ought to do. To be the fr�end
of the poor and the oppressed! Noth�ng could be more grateful to
her; and she was on the po�nt of g�v�ng h�m an approv�ng look, when
�t was all fr�ghtened off by h�s add�ng a someth�ng too po�nted of h�s
hop�ng soon to have an ass�stant, a fr�end, a gu�de �n every plan of
ut�l�ty or char�ty for Ever�ngham: a somebody that would make
Ever�ngham and all about �t a dearer object than �t had ever been
yet.

She turned away, and w�shed he would not say such th�ngs. She
was w�ll�ng to allow he m�ght have more good qual�t�es than she had
been wont to suppose. She began to feel the poss�b�l�ty of h�s turn�ng
out well at last; but he was and must ever be completely unsu�ted to
her, and ought not to th�nk of her.

He perce�ved that enough had been sa�d of Ever�ngham, and that
�t would be as well to talk of someth�ng else, and turned to Mansf�eld.
He could not have chosen better; that was a top�c to br�ng back her
attent�on and her looks almost �nstantly. It was a real �ndulgence to
her to hear or to speak of Mansf�eld. Now so long d�v�ded from
everybody who knew the place, she felt �t qu�te the vo�ce of a fr�end
when he ment�oned �t, and led the way to her fond exclamat�ons �n
pra�se of �ts beaut�es and comforts, and by h�s honourable tr�bute to
�ts �nhab�tants allowed her to grat�fy her own heart �n the warmest
eulog�um, �n speak�ng of her uncle as all that was clever and good,
and her aunt as hav�ng the sweetest of all sweet tempers.

He had a great attachment to Mansf�eld h�mself; he sa�d so; he
looked forward w�th the hope of spend�ng much, very much, of h�s
t�me there; always there, or �n the ne�ghbourhood. He part�cularly



bu�lt upon a very happy summer and autumn there th�s year; he felt
that �t would be so: he depended upon �t; a summer and autumn
�nf�n�tely super�or to the last. As an�mated, as d�vers�f�ed, as soc�al,
but w�th c�rcumstances of super�or�ty undescr�bable.

“Mansf�eld, Sotherton, Thornton Lacey,” he cont�nued; “what a
soc�ety w�ll be compr�sed �n those houses! And at M�chaelmas,
perhaps, a fourth may be added: some small hunt�ng-box �n the
v�c�n�ty of everyth�ng so dear; for as to any partnersh�p �n Thornton
Lacey, as Edmund Bertram once good-humouredly proposed, I hope
I foresee two object�ons: two fa�r, excellent, �rres�st�ble object�ons to
that plan.”

Fanny was doubly s�lenced here; though when the moment was
passed, could regret that she had not forced herself �nto the
acknowledged comprehens�on of one half of h�s mean�ng, and
encouraged h�m to say someth�ng more of h�s s�ster and Edmund. It
was a subject wh�ch she must learn to speak of, and the weakness
that shrunk from �t would soon be qu�te unpardonable.

When Mr. Pr�ce and h�s fr�end had seen all that they w�shed, or
had t�me for, the others were ready to return; and �n the course of
the�r walk back, Mr. Crawford contr�ved a m�nute's pr�vacy for tell�ng
Fanny that h�s only bus�ness �n Portsmouth was to see her; that he
was come down for a couple of days on her account, and hers only,
and because he could not endure a longer total separat�on. She was
sorry, really sorry; and yet �n sp�te of th�s and the two or three other
th�ngs wh�ch she w�shed he had not sa�d, she thought h�m altogether
�mproved s�nce she had seen h�m; he was much more gentle,
obl�g�ng, and attent�ve to other people's feel�ngs than he had ever
been at Mansf�eld; she had never seen h�m so agreeable—so near
be�ng agreeable; h�s behav�our to her father could not offend, and
there was someth�ng part�cularly k�nd and proper �n the not�ce he
took of Susan. He was dec�dedly �mproved. She w�shed the next day
over, she w�shed he had come only for one day; but �t was not so
very bad as she would have expected: the pleasure of talk�ng of
Mansf�eld was so very great!

Before they parted, she had to thank h�m for another pleasure, and
one of no tr�v�al k�nd. Her father asked h�m to do them the honour of



tak�ng h�s mutton w�th them, and Fanny had t�me for only one thr�ll of
horror, before he declared h�mself prevented by a pr�or engagement.
He was engaged to d�nner already both for that day and the next; he
had met w�th some acqua�ntance at the Crown who would not be
den�ed; he should have the honour, however, of wa�t�ng on them
aga�n on the morrow, etc., and so they parted—Fanny �n a state of
actual fel�c�ty from escap�ng so horr�ble an ev�l!

To have had h�m jo�n the�r fam�ly d�nner-party, and see all the�r
def�c�enc�es, would have been dreadful! Rebecca's cookery and
Rebecca's wa�t�ng, and Betsey's eat�ng at table w�thout restra�nt, and
pull�ng everyth�ng about as she chose, were what Fanny herself was
not yet enough �nured to for her often to make a tolerable meal. She
was n�ce only from natural del�cacy, but he had been brought up �n a
school of luxury and ep�cur�sm.



CHAPTER XLII
The Pr�ces were just sett�ng off for church the next day when Mr.

Crawford appeared aga�n. He came, not to stop, but to jo�n them; he
was asked to go w�th them to the Garr�son chapel, wh�ch was exactly
what he had �ntended, and they all walked th�ther together.

The fam�ly were now seen to advantage. Nature had g�ven them
no �ncons�derable share of beauty, and every Sunday dressed them
�n the�r cleanest sk�ns and best att�re. Sunday always brought th�s
comfort to Fanny, and on th�s Sunday she felt �t more than ever. Her
poor mother now d�d not look so very unworthy of be�ng Lady
Bertram's s�ster as she was but too apt to look. It often gr�eved her to
the heart to th�nk of the contrast between them; to th�nk that where
nature had made so l�ttle d�fference, c�rcumstances should have
made so much, and that her mother, as handsome as Lady Bertram,
and some years her jun�or, should have an appearance so much
more worn and faded, so comfortless, so slatternly, so shabby. But
Sunday made her a very cred�table and tolerably cheerful-look�ng
Mrs. Pr�ce, com�ng abroad w�th a f�ne fam�ly of ch�ldren, feel�ng a
l�ttle resp�te of her weekly cares, and only d�scomposed �f she saw
her boys run �nto danger, or Rebecca pass by w�th a flower �n her
hat.

In chapel they were obl�ged to d�v�de, but Mr. Crawford took care
not to be d�v�ded from the female branch; and after chapel he st�ll
cont�nued w�th them, and made one �n the fam�ly party on the
ramparts.

Mrs. Pr�ce took her weekly walk on the ramparts every f�ne
Sunday throughout the year, always go�ng d�rectly after morn�ng
serv�ce and stay�ng t�ll d�nner-t�me. It was her publ�c place: there she
met her acqua�ntance, heard a l�ttle news, talked over the badness of
the Portsmouth servants, and wound up her sp�r�ts for the s�x days
ensu�ng.



Th�ther they now went; Mr. Crawford most happy to cons�der the
M�ss Pr�ces as h�s pecul�ar charge; and before they had been there
long, somehow or other, there was no say�ng how, Fanny could not
have bel�eved �t, but he was walk�ng between them w�th an arm of
each under h�s, and she d�d not know how to prevent or put an end
to �t. It made her uncomfortable for a t�me, but yet there were
enjoyments �n the day and �n the v�ew wh�ch would be felt.

The day was uncommonly lovely. It was really March; but �t was
Apr�l �n �ts m�ld a�r, br�sk soft w�nd, and br�ght sun, occas�onally
clouded for a m�nute; and everyth�ng looked so beaut�ful under the
�nfluence of such a sky, the effects of the shadows pursu�ng each
other on the sh�ps at Sp�thead and the �sland beyond, w�th the ever-
vary�ng hues of the sea, now at h�gh water, danc�ng �n �ts glee and
dash�ng aga�nst the ramparts w�th so f�ne a sound, produced
altogether such a comb�nat�on of charms for Fanny, as made her
gradually almost careless of the c�rcumstances under wh�ch she felt
them. Nay, had she been w�thout h�s arm, she would soon have
known that she needed �t, for she wanted strength for a two hours'
saunter of th�s k�nd, com�ng, as �t generally d�d, upon a week's
prev�ous �nact�v�ty. Fanny was beg�nn�ng to feel the effect of be�ng
debarred from her usual regular exerc�se; she had lost ground as to
health s�nce her be�ng �n Portsmouth; and but for Mr. Crawford and
the beauty of the weather would soon have been knocked up now.

The lovel�ness of the day, and of the v�ew, he felt l�ke herself. They
often stopt w�th the same sent�ment and taste, lean�ng aga�nst the
wall, some m�nutes, to look and adm�re; and cons�der�ng he was not
Edmund, Fanny could not but allow that he was suff�c�ently open to
the charms of nature, and very well able to express h�s adm�rat�on.
She had a few tender rever�es now and then, wh�ch he could
somet�mes take advantage of to look �n her face w�thout detect�on;
and the result of these looks was, that though as bew�tch�ng as ever,
her face was less bloom�ng than �t ought to be. She sa�d she was
very well, and d�d not l�ke to be supposed otherw�se; but take �t all �n
all, he was conv�nced that her present res�dence could not be
comfortable, and therefore could not be salutary for her, and he was
grow�ng anx�ous for her be�ng aga�n at Mansf�eld, where her own
happ�ness, and h�s �n see�ng her, must be so much greater.



“You have been here a month, I th�nk?” sa�d he.
“No; not qu�te a month. It �s only four weeks to-morrow s�nce I left

Mansf�eld.”
“You are a most accurate and honest reckoner. I should call that a

month.”
“I d�d not arr�ve here t�ll Tuesday even�ng.”
“And �t �s to be a two months' v�s�t, �s not?”
“Yes. My uncle talked of two months. I suppose �t w�ll not be less.”
“And how are you to be conveyed back aga�n? Who comes for

you?”
“I do not know. I have heard noth�ng about �t yet from my aunt.

Perhaps I may be to stay longer. It may not be conven�ent for me to
be fetched exactly at the two months' end.”

After a moment's reflect�on, Mr. Crawford repl�ed, “I know
Mansf�eld, I know �ts way, I know �ts faults towards you. I know the
danger of your be�ng so far forgotten, as to have your comforts g�ve
way to the �mag�nary conven�ence of any s�ngle be�ng �n the fam�ly. I
am aware that you may be left here week after week, �f S�r Thomas
cannot settle everyth�ng for com�ng h�mself, or send�ng your aunt's
ma�d for you, w�thout �nvolv�ng the sl�ghtest alterat�on of the
arrangements wh�ch he may have la�d down for the next quarter of a
year. Th�s w�ll not do. Two months �s an ample allowance; I should
th�nk s�x weeks qu�te enough. I am cons�der�ng your s�ster's health,”
sa�d he, address�ng h�mself to Susan, “wh�ch I th�nk the conf�nement
of Portsmouth unfavourable to. She requ�res constant a�r and
exerc�se. When you know her as well as I do, I am sure you w�ll
agree that she does, and that she ought never to be long ban�shed
from the free a�r and l�berty of the country. If, therefore” (turn�ng
aga�n to Fanny), “you f�nd yourself grow�ng unwell, and any
d�ff�cult�es ar�se about your return�ng to Mansf�eld, w�thout wa�t�ng for
the two months to be ended, that must not be regarded as of any
consequence, �f you feel yourself at all less strong or comfortable
than usual, and w�ll only let my s�ster know �t, g�ve her only the
sl�ghtest h�nt, she and I w�ll �mmed�ately come down, and take you



back to Mansf�eld. You know the ease and the pleasure w�th wh�ch
th�s would be done. You know all that would be felt on the occas�on.”

Fanny thanked h�m, but tr�ed to laugh �t off.
“I am perfectly ser�ous,” he repl�ed, “as you perfectly know. And I

hope you w�ll not be cruelly conceal�ng any tendency to �nd�spos�t�on.
Indeed, you shall not; �t shall not be �n your power; for so long only
as you pos�t�vely say, �n every letter to Mary, 'I am well,' and I know
you cannot speak or wr�te a falsehood, so long only shall you be
cons�dered as well.”

Fanny thanked h�m aga�n, but was affected and d�stressed to a
degree that made �t �mposs�ble for her to say much, or even to be
certa�n of what she ought to say. Th�s was towards the close of the�r
walk. He attended them to the last, and left them only at the door of
the�r own house, when he knew them to be go�ng to d�nner, and
therefore pretended to be wa�ted for elsewhere.

“I w�sh you were not so t�red,” sa�d he, st�ll deta�n�ng Fanny after all
the others were �n the house—“I w�sh I left you �n stronger health. Is
there anyth�ng I can do for you �n town? I have half an �dea of go�ng
�nto Norfolk aga�n soon. I am not sat�sf�ed about Madd�son. I am sure
he st�ll means to �mpose on me �f poss�ble, and get a cous�n of h�s
own �nto a certa�n m�ll, wh�ch I des�gn for somebody else. I must
come to an understand�ng w�th h�m. I must make h�m know that I w�ll
not be tr�cked on the south s�de of Ever�ngham, any more than on
the north: that I w�ll be master of my own property. I was not expl�c�t
enough w�th h�m before. The m�sch�ef such a man does on an
estate, both as to the cred�t of h�s employer and the welfare of the
poor, �s �nconce�vable. I have a great m�nd to go back �nto Norfolk
d�rectly, and put everyth�ng at once on such a foot�ng as cannot be
afterwards swerved from. Madd�son �s a clever fellow; I do not w�sh
to d�splace h�m, prov�ded he does not try to d�splace me; but �t would
be s�mple to be duped by a man who has no r�ght of cred�tor to dupe
me, and worse than s�mple to let h�m g�ve me a hard-hearted, gr�p�ng
fellow for a tenant, �nstead of an honest man, to whom I have g�ven
half a prom�se already. Would �t not be worse than s�mple? Shall I
go? Do you adv�se �t?”

“I adv�se! You know very well what �s r�ght.”



“Yes. When you g�ve me your op�n�on, I always know what �s r�ght.
Your judgment �s my rule of r�ght.”

“Oh, no! do not say so. We have all a better gu�de �n ourselves, �f
we would attend to �t, than any other person can be. Good-bye; I
w�sh you a pleasant journey to-morrow.”

“Is there noth�ng I can do for you �n town?”
“Noth�ng; I am much obl�ged to you.”
“Have you no message for anybody?”
“My love to your s�ster, �f you please; and when you see my

cous�n, my cous�n Edmund, I w�sh you would be so good as to say
that I suppose I shall soon hear from h�m.”

“Certa�nly; and �f he �s lazy or negl�gent, I w�ll wr�te h�s excuses
myself.”

He could say no more, for Fanny would be no longer deta�ned. He
pressed her hand, looked at her, and was gone. He went to wh�le
away the next three hours as he could, w�th h�s other acqua�ntance,
t�ll the best d�nner that a cap�tal �nn afforded was ready for the�r
enjoyment, and she turned �n to her more s�mple one �mmed�ately.

The�r general fare bore a very d�fferent character; and could he
have suspected how many pr�vat�ons, bes�des that of exerc�se, she
endured �n her father's house, he would have wondered that her
looks were not much more affected than he found them. She was so
l�ttle equal to Rebecca's pudd�ngs and Rebecca's hashes, brought to
table, as they all were, w�th such accompan�ments of half-cleaned
plates, and not half-cleaned kn�ves and forks, that she was very
often constra�ned to defer her heart�est meal t�ll she could send her
brothers �n the even�ng for b�scu�ts and buns. After be�ng nursed up
at Mansf�eld, �t was too late �n the day to be hardened at Portsmouth;
and though S�r Thomas, had he known all, m�ght have thought h�s
n�ece �n the most prom�s�ng way of be�ng starved, both m�nd and
body, �nto a much juster value for Mr. Crawford's good company and
good fortune, he would probably have feared to push h�s exper�ment
farther, lest she m�ght d�e under the cure.

Fanny was out of sp�r�ts all the rest of the day. Though tolerably
secure of not see�ng Mr. Crawford aga�n, she could not help be�ng



low. It was part�ng w�th somebody of the nature of a fr�end; and
though, �n one l�ght, glad to have h�m gone, �t seemed as �f she was
now deserted by everybody; �t was a sort of renewed separat�on
from Mansf�eld; and she could not th�nk of h�s return�ng to town, and
be�ng frequently w�th Mary and Edmund, w�thout feel�ngs so near
ak�n to envy as made her hate herself for hav�ng them.

Her deject�on had no abatement from anyth�ng pass�ng around
her; a fr�end or two of her father's, as always happened �f he was not
w�th them, spent the long, long even�ng there; and from s�x o'clock t�ll
half-past n�ne, there was l�ttle �nterm�ss�on of no�se or grog. She was
very low. The wonderful �mprovement wh�ch she st�ll fanc�ed �n Mr.
Crawford was the nearest to adm�n�ster�ng comfort of anyth�ng w�th�n
the current of her thoughts. Not cons�der�ng �n how d�fferent a c�rcle
she had been just see�ng h�m, nor how much m�ght be ow�ng to
contrast, she was qu�te persuaded of h�s be�ng aston�sh�ngly more
gentle and regardful of others than formerly. And, �f �n l�ttle th�ngs,
must �t not be so �n great? So anx�ous for her health and comfort, so
very feel�ng as he now expressed h�mself, and really seemed, m�ght
not �t be fa�rly supposed that he would not much longer persevere �n
a su�t so d�stress�ng to her?



CHAPTER XLIII
It was presumed that Mr. Crawford was travell�ng back, to London,

on the morrow, for noth�ng more was seen of h�m at Mr. Pr�ce's; and
two days afterwards, �t was a fact ascerta�ned to Fanny by the
follow�ng letter from h�s s�ster, opened and read by her, on another
account, w�th the most anx�ous cur�os�ty:—

“I have to �nform you, my dearest Fanny, that Henry has been
down to Portsmouth to see you; that he had a del�ghtful walk w�th
you to the dockyard last Saturday, and one st�ll more to be dwelt on
the next day, on the ramparts; when the balmy a�r, the sparkl�ng sea,
and your sweet looks and conversat�on were altogether �n the most
del�c�ous harmony, and afforded sensat�ons wh�ch are to ra�se
ecstasy even �n retrospect. Th�s, as well as I understand, �s to be the
substance of my �nformat�on. He makes me wr�te, but I do not know
what else �s to be commun�cated, except th�s sa�d v�s�t to
Portsmouth, and these two sa�d walks, and h�s �ntroduct�on to your
fam�ly, espec�ally to a fa�r s�ster of yours, a f�ne g�rl of f�fteen, who
was of the party on the ramparts, tak�ng her f�rst lesson, I presume,
�n love. I have not t�me for wr�t�ng much, but �t would be out of place
�f I had, for th�s �s to be a mere letter of bus�ness, penned for the
purpose of convey�ng necessary �nformat�on, wh�ch could not be
delayed w�thout r�sk of ev�l. My dear, dear Fanny, �f I had you here,
how I would talk to you! You should l�sten to me t�ll you were t�red,
and adv�se me t�ll you were st�ll t�red more; but �t �s �mposs�ble to put
a hundredth part of my great m�nd on paper, so I w�ll absta�n
altogether, and leave you to guess what you l�ke. I have no news for
you. You have pol�t�cs, of course; and �t would be too bad to plague
you w�th the names of people and part�es that f�ll up my t�me. I ought
to have sent you an account of your cous�n's f�rst party, but I was
lazy, and now �t �s too long ago; suff�ce �t, that everyth�ng was just as
�t ought to be, �n a style that any of her connex�ons must have been
grat�f�ed to w�tness, and that her own dress and manners d�d her the



greatest cred�t. My fr�end, Mrs. Fraser, �s mad for such a house, and
�t would not make me m�serable. I go to Lady Stornaway after
Easter; she seems �n h�gh sp�r�ts, and very happy. I fancy Lord S. �s
very good-humoured and pleasant �n h�s own fam�ly, and I do not
th�nk h�m so very �ll-look�ng as I d�d—at least, one sees many worse.
He w�ll not do by the s�de of your cous�n Edmund. Of the last-
ment�oned hero, what shall I say? If I avo�ded h�s name ent�rely, �t
would look susp�c�ous. I w�ll say, then, that we have seen h�m two or
three t�mes, and that my fr�ends here are very much struck w�th h�s
gentlemanl�ke appearance. Mrs. Fraser (no bad judge) declares she
knows but three men �n town who have so good a person, he�ght,
and a�r; and I must confess, when he d�ned here the other day, there
were none to compare w�th h�m, and we were a party of s�xteen.
Luck�ly there �s no d�st�nct�on of dress nowadays to tell tales, but—
but—but Yours affect�onately.”

“I had almost forgot (�t was Edmund's fault: he gets �nto my head
more than does me good) one very mater�al th�ng I had to say from
Henry and myself—I mean about our tak�ng you back �nto
Northamptonsh�re. My dear l�ttle creature, do not stay at Portsmouth
to lose your pretty looks. Those v�le sea-breezes are the ru�n of
beauty and health. My poor aunt always felt affected �f w�th�n ten
m�les of the sea, wh�ch the Adm�ral of course never bel�eved, but I
know �t was so. I am at your serv�ce and Henry's, at an hour's not�ce.
I should l�ke the scheme, and we would make a l�ttle c�rcu�t, and
shew you Ever�ngham �n our way, and perhaps you would not m�nd
pass�ng through London, and see�ng the �ns�de of St. George's,
Hanover Square. Only keep your cous�n Edmund from me at such a
t�me: I should not l�ke to be tempted. What a long letter! one word
more. Henry, I f�nd, has some �dea of go�ng �nto Norfolk aga�n upon
some bus�ness that you approve; but th�s cannot poss�bly be
perm�tted before the m�ddle of next week; that �s, he cannot anyhow
be spared t�ll after the 14th, for we have a party that even�ng. The
value of a man l�ke Henry, on such an occas�on, �s what you can
have no concept�on of; so you must take �t upon my word to be
�nest�mable. He w�ll see the Rushworths, wh�ch own I am not sorry
for—hav�ng a l�ttle cur�os�ty, and so I th�nk has he—though he w�ll not
acknowledge �t.”



Th�s was a letter to be run through eagerly, to be read del�berately,
to supply matter for much reflect�on, and to leave everyth�ng �n
greater suspense than ever. The only certa�nty to be drawn from �t
was, that noth�ng dec�s�ve had yet taken place. Edmund had not yet
spoken. How M�ss Crawford really felt, how she meant to act, or
m�ght act w�thout or aga�nst her mean�ng; whether h�s �mportance to
her were qu�te what �t had been before the last separat�on; whether,
�f lessened, �t were l�kely to lessen more, or to recover �tself, were
subjects for endless conjecture, and to be thought of on that day and
many days to come, w�thout produc�ng any conclus�on. The �dea that
returned the oftenest was that M�ss Crawford, after prov�ng herself
cooled and staggered by a return to London hab�ts, would yet prove
herself �n the end too much attached to h�m to g�ve h�m up. She
would try to be more amb�t�ous than her heart would allow. She
would hes�tate, she would tease, she would cond�t�on, she would
requ�re a great deal, but she would f�nally accept.

Th�s was Fanny's most frequent expectat�on. A house �n town—
that, she thought, must be �mposs�ble. Yet there was no say�ng what
M�ss Crawford m�ght not ask. The prospect for her cous�n grew
worse and worse. The woman who could speak of h�m, and speak
only of h�s appearance! What an unworthy attachment! To be
der�v�ng support from the commendat�ons of Mrs. Fraser! She who
had known h�m �nt�mately half a year! Fanny was ashamed of her.
Those parts of the letter wh�ch related only to Mr. Crawford and
herself, touched her, �n compar�son, sl�ghtly. Whether Mr. Crawford
went �nto Norfolk before or after the 14th was certa�nly no concern of
hers, though, everyth�ng cons�dered, she thought he would go
w�thout delay. That M�ss Crawford should endeavour to secure a
meet�ng between h�m and Mrs. Rushworth, was all �n her worst l�ne
of conduct, and grossly unk�nd and �ll-judged; but she hoped he
would not be actuated by any such degrad�ng cur�os�ty. He
acknowledged no such �nducement, and h�s s�ster ought to have
g�ven h�m cred�t for better feel�ngs than her own.

She was yet more �mpat�ent for another letter from town after
rece�v�ng th�s than she had been before; and for a few days was so
unsettled by �t altogether, by what had come, and what m�ght come,
that her usual read�ngs and conversat�on w�th Susan were much



suspended. She could not command her attent�on as she w�shed. If
Mr. Crawford remembered her message to her cous�n, she thought �t
very l�kely, most l�kely, that he would wr�te to her at all events; �t
would be most cons�stent w�th h�s usual k�ndness; and t�ll she got r�d
of th�s �dea, t�ll �t gradually wore off, by no letters appear�ng �n the
course of three or four days more, she was �n a most restless,
anx�ous state.

At length, a someth�ng l�ke composure succeeded. Suspense must
be subm�tted to, and must not be allowed to wear her out, and make
her useless. T�me d�d someth�ng, her own exert�ons someth�ng
more, and she resumed her attent�ons to Susan, and aga�n
awakened the same �nterest �n them.

Susan was grow�ng very fond of her, and though w�thout any of the
early del�ght �n books wh�ch had been so strong �n Fanny, w�th a
d�spos�t�on much less �ncl�ned to sedentary pursu�ts, or to �nformat�on
for �nformat�on's sake, she had so strong a des�re of not appear�ng
�gnorant, as, w�th a good clear understand�ng, made her a most
attent�ve, prof�table, thankful pup�l. Fanny was her oracle. Fanny's
explanat�ons and remarks were a most �mportant add�t�on to every
essay, or every chapter of h�story. What Fanny told her of former
t�mes dwelt more on her m�nd than the pages of Goldsm�th; and she
pa�d her s�ster the compl�ment of preferr�ng her style to that of any
pr�nted author. The early hab�t of read�ng was want�ng.

The�r conversat�ons, however, were not always on subjects so
h�gh as h�story or morals. Others had the�r hour; and of lesser
matters, none returned so often, or rema�ned so long between them,
as Mansf�eld Park, a descr�pt�on of the people, the manners, the
amusements, the ways of Mansf�eld Park. Susan, who had an �nnate
taste for the genteel and well-appo�nted, was eager to hear, and
Fanny could not but �ndulge herself �n dwell�ng on so beloved a
theme. She hoped �t was not wrong; though, after a t�me, Susan's
very great adm�rat�on of everyth�ng sa�d or done �n her uncle's
house, and earnest long�ng to go �nto Northamptonsh�re, seemed
almost to blame her for exc�t�ng feel�ngs wh�ch could not be grat�f�ed.

Poor Susan was very l�ttle better f�tted for home than her elder
s�ster; and as Fanny grew thoroughly to understand th�s, she began



to feel that when her own release from Portsmouth came, her
happ�ness would have a mater�al drawback �n leav�ng Susan beh�nd.
That a g�rl so capable of be�ng made everyth�ng good should be left
�n such hands, d�stressed her more and more. Were she l�kely to
have a home to �nv�te her to, what a bless�ng �t would be! And had �t
been poss�ble for her to return Mr. Crawford's regard, the probab�l�ty
of h�s be�ng very far from object�ng to such a measure would have
been the greatest �ncrease of all her own comforts. She thought he
was really good-tempered, and could fancy h�s enter�ng �nto a plan of
that sort most pleasantly.



CHAPTER XLIV
Seven weeks of the two months were very nearly gone, when the

one letter, the letter from Edmund, so long expected, was put �nto
Fanny's hands. As she opened, and saw �ts length, she prepared
herself for a m�nute deta�l of happ�ness and a profus�on of love and
pra�se towards the fortunate creature who was now m�stress of h�s
fate. These were the contents—

“My Dear Fanny,—Excuse me that I have not wr�tten before.
Crawford told me that you were w�sh�ng to hear from me, but I found
�t �mposs�ble to wr�te from London, and persuaded myself that you
would understand my s�lence. Could I have sent a few happy l�nes,
they should not have been want�ng, but noth�ng of that nature was
ever �n my power. I am returned to Mansf�eld �n a less assured state
than when I left �t. My hopes are much weaker. You are probably
aware of th�s already. So very fond of you as M�ss Crawford �s, �t �s
most natural that she should tell you enough of her own feel�ngs to
furn�sh a tolerable guess at m�ne. I w�ll not be prevented, however,
from mak�ng my own commun�cat�on. Our conf�dences �n you need
not clash. I ask no quest�ons. There �s someth�ng sooth�ng �n the
�dea that we have the same fr�end, and that whatever unhappy
d�fferences of op�n�on may ex�st between us, we are un�ted �n our
love of you. It w�ll be a comfort to me to tell you how th�ngs now are,
and what are my present plans, �f plans I can be sa�d to have. I have
been returned s�nce Saturday. I was three weeks �n London, and
saw her (for London) very often. I had every attent�on from the
Frasers that could be reasonably expected. I dare say I was not
reasonable �n carry�ng w�th me hopes of an �ntercourse at all l�ke that
of Mansf�eld. It was her manner, however, rather than any
unfrequency of meet�ng. Had she been d�fferent when I d�d see her, I
should have made no compla�nt, but from the very f�rst she was
altered: my f�rst recept�on was so unl�ke what I had hoped, that I had
almost resolved on leav�ng London aga�n d�rectly. I need not



part�cular�se. You know the weak s�de of her character, and may
�mag�ne the sent�ments and express�ons wh�ch were tortur�ng me.
She was �n h�gh sp�r�ts, and surrounded by those who were g�v�ng all
the support of the�r own bad sense to her too l�vely m�nd. I do not l�ke
Mrs. Fraser. She �s a cold-hearted, va�n woman, who has marr�ed
ent�rely from conven�ence, and though ev�dently unhappy �n her
marr�age, places her d�sappo�ntment not to faults of judgment, or
temper, or d�sproport�on of age, but to her be�ng, after all, less
affluent than many of her acqua�ntance, espec�ally than her s�ster,
Lady Stornaway, and �s the determ�ned supporter of everyth�ng
mercenary and amb�t�ous, prov�ded �t be only mercenary and
amb�t�ous enough. I look upon her �nt�macy w�th those two s�sters as
the greatest m�sfortune of her l�fe and m�ne. They have been lead�ng
her astray for years. Could she be detached from them!—and
somet�mes I do not despa�r of �t, for the affect�on appears to me
pr�nc�pally on the�r s�de. They are very fond of her; but I am sure she
does not love them as she loves you. When I th�nk of her great
attachment to you, �ndeed, and the whole of her jud�c�ous, upr�ght
conduct as a s�ster, she appears a very d�fferent creature, capable of
everyth�ng noble, and I am ready to blame myself for a too harsh
construct�on of a playful manner. I cannot g�ve her up, Fanny. She �s
the only woman �n the world whom I could ever th�nk of as a w�fe. If I
d�d not bel�eve that she had some regard for me, of course I should
not say th�s, but I do bel�eve �t. I am conv�nced that she �s not w�thout
a dec�ded preference. I have no jealousy of any �nd�v�dual. It �s the
�nfluence of the fash�onable world altogether that I am jealous of. It �s
the hab�ts of wealth that I fear. Her �deas are not h�gher than her own
fortune may warrant, but they are beyond what our �ncomes un�ted
could author�se. There �s comfort, however, even here. I could better
bear to lose her because not r�ch enough, than because of my
profess�on. That would only prove her affect�on not equal to
sacr�f�ces, wh�ch, �n fact, I am scarcely just�f�ed �n ask�ng; and, �f I am
refused, that, I th�nk, w�ll be the honest mot�ve. Her prejud�ces, I
trust, are not so strong as they were. You have my thoughts exactly
as they ar�se, my dear Fanny; perhaps they are somet�mes
contrad�ctory, but �t w�ll not be a less fa�thful p�cture of my m�nd.
Hav�ng once begun, �t �s a pleasure to me to tell you all I feel. I



cannot g�ve her up. Connected as we already are, and, I hope, are to
be, to g�ve up Mary Crawford would be to g�ve up the soc�ety of
some of those most dear to me; to ban�sh myself from the very
houses and fr�ends whom, under any other d�stress, I should turn to
for consolat�on. The loss of Mary I must cons�der as comprehend�ng
the loss of Crawford and of Fanny. Were �t a dec�ded th�ng, an actual
refusal, I hope I should know how to bear �t, and how to endeavour
to weaken her hold on my heart, and �n the course of a few years—
but I am wr�t�ng nonsense. Were I refused, I must bear �t; and t�ll I
am, I can never cease to try for her. Th�s �s the truth. The only
quest�on �s how? What may be the l�kel�est means? I have
somet�mes thought of go�ng to London aga�n after Easter, and
somet�mes resolved on do�ng noth�ng t�ll she returns to Mansf�eld.
Even now, she speaks w�th pleasure of be�ng �n Mansf�eld �n June;
but June �s at a great d�stance, and I bel�eve I shall wr�te to her. I
have nearly determ�ned on expla�n�ng myself by letter. To be at an
early certa�nty �s a mater�al object. My present state �s m�serably
�rksome. Cons�der�ng everyth�ng, I th�nk a letter w�ll be dec�dedly the
best method of explanat�on. I shall be able to wr�te much that I could
not say, and shall be g�v�ng her t�me for reflect�on before she
resolves on her answer, and I am less afra�d of the result of reflect�on
than of an �mmed�ate hasty �mpulse; I th�nk I am. My greatest danger
would l�e �n her consult�ng Mrs. Fraser, and I at a d�stance unable to
help my own cause. A letter exposes to all the ev�l of consultat�on,
and where the m�nd �s anyth�ng short of perfect dec�s�on, an adv�ser
may, �n an unlucky moment, lead �t to do what �t may afterwards
regret. I must th�nk th�s matter over a l�ttle. Th�s long letter, full of my
own concerns alone, w�ll be enough to t�re even the fr�endsh�p of a
Fanny. The last t�me I saw Crawford was at Mrs. Fraser's party. I am
more and more sat�sf�ed w�th all that I see and hear of h�m. There �s
not a shadow of waver�ng. He thoroughly knows h�s own m�nd, and
acts up to h�s resolut�ons: an �nest�mable qual�ty. I could not see h�m
and my eldest s�ster �n the same room w�thout recollect�ng what you
once told me, and I acknowledge that they d�d not meet as fr�ends.
There was marked coolness on her s�de. They scarcely spoke. I saw
h�m draw back surpr�sed, and I was sorry that Mrs. Rushworth
should resent any former supposed sl�ght to M�ss Bertram. You w�ll



w�sh to hear my op�n�on of Mar�a's degree of comfort as a w�fe.
There �s no appearance of unhapp�ness. I hope they get on pretty
well together. I d�ned tw�ce �n W�mpole Street, and m�ght have been
there oftener, but �t �s mort�fy�ng to be w�th Rushworth as a brother.
Jul�a seems to enjoy London exceed�ngly. I had l�ttle enjoyment
there, but have less here. We are not a l�vely party. You are very
much wanted. I m�ss you more than I can express. My mother
des�res her best love, and hopes to hear from you soon. She talks of
you almost every hour, and I am sorry to f�nd how many weeks more
she �s l�kely to be w�thout you. My father means to fetch you h�mself,
but �t w�ll not be t�ll after Easter, when he has bus�ness �n town. You
are happy at Portsmouth, I hope, but th�s must not be a yearly v�s�t. I
want you at home, that I may have your op�n�on about Thornton
Lacey. I have l�ttle heart for extens�ve �mprovements t�ll I know that �t
w�ll ever have a m�stress. I th�nk I shall certa�nly wr�te. It �s qu�te
settled that the Grants go to Bath; they leave Mansf�eld on Monday. I
am glad of �t. I am not comfortable enough to be f�t for anybody; but
your aunt seems to feel out of luck that such an art�cle of Mansf�eld
news should fall to my pen �nstead of hers.—Yours ever, my dearest
Fanny.”

“I never w�ll, no, I certa�nly never w�ll w�sh for a letter aga�n,” was
Fanny's secret declarat�on as she f�n�shed th�s. “What do they br�ng
but d�sappo�ntment and sorrow? Not t�ll after Easter! How shall I bear
�t? And my poor aunt talk�ng of me every hour!”

Fanny checked the tendency of these thoughts as well as she
could, but she was w�th�n half a m�nute of start�ng the �dea that S�r
Thomas was qu�te unk�nd, both to her aunt and to herself. As for the
ma�n subject of the letter, there was noth�ng �n that to soothe
�rr�tat�on. She was almost vexed �nto d�spleasure and anger aga�nst
Edmund. “There �s no good �n th�s delay,” sa�d she. “Why �s not �t
settled? He �s bl�nded, and noth�ng w�ll open h�s eyes; noth�ng can,
after hav�ng had truths before h�m so long �n va�n. He w�ll marry her,
and be poor and m�serable. God grant that her �nfluence do not
make h�m cease to be respectable!” She looked over the letter aga�n.
“'So very fond of me!' 't�s nonsense all. She loves nobody but herself
and her brother. Her fr�ends lead�ng her astray for years! She �s qu�te
as l�kely to have led them astray. They have all, perhaps, been



corrupt�ng one another; but �f they are so much fonder of her than
she �s of them, she �s the less l�kely to have been hurt, except by
the�r flattery. 'The only woman �n the world whom he could ever th�nk
of as a w�fe.' I f�rmly bel�eve �t. It �s an attachment to govern h�s
whole l�fe. Accepted or refused, h�s heart �s wedded to her for ever.
'The loss of Mary I must cons�der as comprehend�ng the loss of
Crawford and Fanny.' Edmund, you do not know me. The fam�l�es
would never be connected �f you d�d not connect them! Oh! wr�te,
wr�te. F�n�sh �t at once. Let there be an end of th�s suspense. F�x,
comm�t, condemn yourself.”

Such sensat�ons, however, were too near ak�n to resentment to be
long gu�d�ng Fanny's sol�loqu�es. She was soon more softened and
sorrowful. H�s warm regard, h�s k�nd express�ons, h�s conf�dent�al
treatment, touched her strongly. He was only too good to everybody.
It was a letter, �n short, wh�ch she would not but have had for the
world, and wh�ch could never be valued enough. Th�s was the end of
�t.

Everybody at all add�cted to letter-wr�t�ng, w�thout hav�ng much to
say, wh�ch w�ll �nclude a large proport�on of the female world at least,
must feel w�th Lady Bertram that she was out of luck �n hav�ng such
a cap�tal p�ece of Mansf�eld news as the certa�nty of the Grants go�ng
to Bath, occur at a t�me when she could make no advantage of �t,
and w�ll adm�t that �t must have been very mort�fy�ng to her to see �t
fall to the share of her thankless son, and treated as conc�sely as
poss�ble at the end of a long letter, �nstead of hav�ng �t to spread over
the largest part of a page of her own. For though Lady Bertram
rather shone �n the ep�stolary l�ne, hav�ng early �n her marr�age, from
the want of other employment, and the c�rcumstance of S�r Thomas's
be�ng �n Parl�ament, got �nto the way of mak�ng and keep�ng
correspondents, and formed for herself a very cred�table, common-
place, ampl�fy�ng style, so that a very l�ttle matter was enough for
her: she could not do ent�rely w�thout any; she must have someth�ng
to wr�te about, even to her n�ece; and be�ng so soon to lose all the
benef�t of Dr. Grant's gouty symptoms and Mrs. Grant's morn�ng
calls, �t was very hard upon her to be depr�ved of one of the last
ep�stolary uses she could put them to.



There was a r�ch amends, however, prepar�ng for her. Lady
Bertram's hour of good luck came. W�th�n a few days from the
rece�pt of Edmund's letter, Fanny had one from her aunt, beg�nn�ng
thus—

“My Dear Fanny,—I take up my pen to commun�cate some very
alarm�ng �ntell�gence, wh�ch I make no doubt w�ll g�ve you much
concern”.

Th�s was a great deal better than to have to take up the pen to
acqua�nt her w�th all the part�culars of the Grants' �ntended journey,
for the present �ntell�gence was of a nature to prom�se occupat�on for
the pen for many days to come, be�ng no less than the dangerous
�llness of her eldest son, of wh�ch they had rece�ved not�ce by
express a few hours before.

Tom had gone from London w�th a party of young men to
Newmarket, where a neglected fall and a good deal of dr�nk�ng had
brought on a fever; and when the party broke up, be�ng unable to
move, had been left by h�mself at the house of one of these young
men to the comforts of s�ckness and sol�tude, and the attendance
only of servants. Instead of be�ng soon well enough to follow h�s
fr�ends, as he had then hoped, h�s d�sorder �ncreased cons�derably,
and �t was not long before he thought so �ll of h�mself as to be as
ready as h�s phys�c�an to have a letter despatched to Mansf�eld.

“Th�s d�stress�ng �ntell�gence, as you may suppose,” observed her
ladysh�p, after g�v�ng the substance of �t, “has ag�tated us
exceed�ngly, and we cannot prevent ourselves from be�ng greatly
alarmed and apprehens�ve for the poor �nval�d, whose state S�r
Thomas fears may be very cr�t�cal; and Edmund k�ndly proposes
attend�ng h�s brother �mmed�ately, but I am happy to add that S�r
Thomas w�ll not leave me on th�s d�stress�ng occas�on, as �t would be
too try�ng for me. We shall greatly m�ss Edmund �n our small c�rcle,
but I trust and hope he w�ll f�nd the poor �nval�d �n a less alarm�ng
state than m�ght be apprehended, and that he w�ll be able to br�ng
h�m to Mansf�eld shortly, wh�ch S�r Thomas proposes should be
done, and th�nks best on every account, and I flatter myself the poor
sufferer w�ll soon be able to bear the removal w�thout mater�al
�nconven�ence or �njury. As I have l�ttle doubt of your feel�ng for us,



my dear Fanny, under these d�stress�ng c�rcumstances, I w�ll wr�te
aga�n very soon.”

Fanny's feel�ngs on the occas�on were �ndeed cons�derably more
warm and genu�ne than her aunt's style of wr�t�ng. She felt truly for
them all. Tom dangerously �ll, Edmund gone to attend h�m, and the
sadly small party rema�n�ng at Mansf�eld, were cares to shut out
every other care, or almost every other. She could just f�nd
self�shness enough to wonder whether Edmund had wr�tten to M�ss
Crawford before th�s summons came, but no sent�ment dwelt long
w�th her that was not purely affect�onate and d�s�nterestedly anx�ous.
Her aunt d�d not neglect her: she wrote aga�n and aga�n; they were
rece�v�ng frequent accounts from Edmund, and these accounts were
as regularly transm�tted to Fanny, �n the same d�ffuse style, and the
same medley of trusts, hopes, and fears, all follow�ng and produc�ng
each other at haphazard. It was a sort of play�ng at be�ng fr�ghtened.
The suffer�ngs wh�ch Lady Bertram d�d not see had l�ttle power over
her fancy; and she wrote very comfortably about ag�tat�on, and
anx�ety, and poor �nval�ds, t�ll Tom was actually conveyed to
Mansf�eld, and her own eyes had beheld h�s altered appearance.
Then a letter wh�ch she had been prev�ously prepar�ng for Fanny
was f�n�shed �n a d�fferent style, �n the language of real feel�ng and
alarm; then she wrote as she m�ght have spoken. “He �s just come,
my dear Fanny, and �s taken upsta�rs; and I am so shocked to see
h�m, that I do not know what to do. I am sure he has been very �ll.
Poor Tom! I am qu�te gr�eved for h�m, and very much fr�ghtened, and
so �s S�r Thomas; and how glad I should be �f you were here to
comfort me. But S�r Thomas hopes he w�ll be better to-morrow, and
says we must cons�der h�s journey.”

The real sol�c�tude now awakened �n the maternal bosom was not
soon over. Tom's extreme �mpat�ence to be removed to Mansf�eld,
and exper�ence those comforts of home and fam�ly wh�ch had been
l�ttle thought of �n un�nterrupted health, had probably �nduced h�s
be�ng conveyed th�ther too early, as a return of fever came on, and
for a week he was �n a more alarm�ng state than ever. They were all
very ser�ously fr�ghtened. Lady Bertram wrote her da�ly terrors to her
n�ece, who m�ght now be sa�d to l�ve upon letters, and pass all her
t�me between suffer�ng from that of to-day and look�ng forward to to-



morrow's. W�thout any part�cular affect�on for her eldest cous�n, her
tenderness of heart made her feel that she could not spare h�m, and
the pur�ty of her pr�nc�ples added yet a keener sol�c�tude, when she
cons�dered how l�ttle useful, how l�ttle self-deny�ng h�s l�fe had
(apparently) been.

Susan was her only compan�on and l�stener on th�s, as on more
common occas�ons. Susan was always ready to hear and to
sympath�se. Nobody else could be �nterested �n so remote an ev�l as
�llness �n a fam�ly above an hundred m�les off; not even Mrs. Pr�ce,
beyond a br�ef quest�on or two, �f she saw her daughter w�th a letter
�n her hand, and now and then the qu�et observat�on of, “My poor
s�ster Bertram must be �n a great deal of trouble.”

So long d�v�ded and so d�fferently s�tuated, the t�es of blood were
l�ttle more than noth�ng. An attachment, or�g�nally as tranqu�l as the�r
tempers, was now become a mere name. Mrs. Pr�ce d�d qu�te as
much for Lady Bertram as Lady Bertram would have done for Mrs.
Pr�ce. Three or four Pr�ces m�ght have been swept away, any or all
except Fanny and W�ll�am, and Lady Bertram would have thought
l�ttle about �t; or perhaps m�ght have caught from Mrs. Norr�s's l�ps
the cant of �ts be�ng a very happy th�ng and a great bless�ng to the�r
poor dear s�ster Pr�ce to have them so well prov�ded for.





CHAPTER XLV
At about the week's end from h�s return to Mansf�eld, Tom's

�mmed�ate danger was over, and he was so far pronounced safe as
to make h�s mother perfectly easy; for be�ng now used to the s�ght of
h�m �n h�s suffer�ng, helpless state, and hear�ng only the best, and
never th�nk�ng beyond what she heard, w�th no d�spos�t�on for alarm
and no apt�tude at a h�nt, Lady Bertram was the happ�est subject �n
the world for a l�ttle med�cal �mpos�t�on. The fever was subdued; the
fever had been h�s compla�nt; of course he would soon be well
aga�n. Lady Bertram could th�nk noth�ng less, and Fanny shared her
aunt's secur�ty, t�ll she rece�ved a few l�nes from Edmund, wr�tten
purposely to g�ve her a clearer �dea of h�s brother's s�tuat�on, and
acqua�nt her w�th the apprehens�ons wh�ch he and h�s father had
�mb�bed from the phys�c�an w�th respect to some strong hect�c
symptoms, wh�ch seemed to se�ze the frame on the departure of the
fever. They judged �t best that Lady Bertram should not be harassed
by alarms wh�ch, �t was to be hoped, would prove unfounded; but
there was no reason why Fanny should not know the truth. They
were apprehens�ve for h�s lungs.

A very few l�nes from Edmund shewed her the pat�ent and the
s�ckroom �n a juster and stronger l�ght than all Lady Bertram's sheets
of paper could do. There was hardly any one �n the house who m�ght
not have descr�bed, from personal observat�on, better than herself;
not one who was not more useful at t�mes to her son. She could do
noth�ng but gl�de �n qu�etly and look at h�m; but when able to talk or
be talked to, or read to, Edmund was the compan�on he preferred.
H�s aunt worr�ed h�m by her cares, and S�r Thomas knew not how to
br�ng down h�s conversat�on or h�s vo�ce to the level of �rr�tat�on and
feebleness. Edmund was all �n all. Fanny would certa�nly bel�eve h�m
so at least, and must f�nd that her est�mat�on of h�m was h�gher than
ever when he appeared as the attendant, supporter, cheerer of a
suffer�ng brother. There was not only the deb�l�ty of recent �llness to



ass�st: there was also, as she now learnt, nerves much affected,
sp�r�ts much depressed to calm and ra�se, and her own �mag�nat�on
added that there must be a m�nd to be properly gu�ded.

The fam�ly were not consumpt�ve, and she was more �ncl�ned to
hope than fear for her cous�n, except when she thought of M�ss
Crawford; but M�ss Crawford gave her the �dea of be�ng the ch�ld of
good luck, and to her self�shness and van�ty �t would be good luck to
have Edmund the only son.

Even �n the s�ck chamber the fortunate Mary was not forgotten.
Edmund's letter had th�s postscr�pt. “On the subject of my last, I had
actually begun a letter when called away by Tom's �llness, but I have
now changed my m�nd, and fear to trust the �nfluence of fr�ends.
When Tom �s better, I shall go.”

Such was the state of Mansf�eld, and so �t cont�nued, w�th scarcely
any change, t�ll Easter. A l�ne occas�onally added by Edmund to h�s
mother's letter was enough for Fanny's �nformat�on. Tom's
amendment was alarm�ngly slow.

Easter came part�cularly late th�s year, as Fanny had most
sorrowfully cons�dered, on f�rst learn�ng that she had no chance of
leav�ng Portsmouth t�ll after �t. It came, and she had yet heard
noth�ng of her return—noth�ng even of the go�ng to London, wh�ch
was to precede her return. Her aunt often expressed a w�sh for her,
but there was no not�ce, no message from the uncle on whom all
depended. She supposed he could not yet leave h�s son, but �t was a
cruel, a terr�ble delay to her. The end of Apr�l was com�ng on; �t
would soon be almost three months, �nstead of two, that she had
been absent from them all, and that her days had been pass�ng �n a
state of penance, wh�ch she loved them too well to hope they would
thoroughly understand; and who could yet say when there m�ght be
le�sure to th�nk of or fetch her?

Her eagerness, her �mpat�ence, her long�ngs to be w�th them, were
such as to br�ng a l�ne or two of Cowper's T�roc�n�um for ever before
her. “W�th what �ntense des�re she wants her home,” was cont�nually
on her tongue, as the truest descr�pt�on of a yearn�ng wh�ch she
could not suppose any schoolboy's bosom to feel more keenly.



When she had been com�ng to Portsmouth, she had loved to call �t
her home, had been fond of say�ng that she was go�ng home; the
word had been very dear to her, and so �t st�ll was, but �t must be
appl�ed to Mansf�eld. That was now the home. Portsmouth was
Portsmouth; Mansf�eld was home. They had been long so arranged
�n the �ndulgence of her secret med�tat�ons, and noth�ng was more
consolatory to her than to f�nd her aunt us�ng the same language: “I
cannot but say I much regret your be�ng from home at th�s
d�stress�ng t�me, so very try�ng to my sp�r�ts. I trust and hope, and
s�ncerely w�sh you may never be absent from home so long aga�n,”
were most del�ghtful sentences to her. St�ll, however, �t was her
pr�vate regale. Del�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 �nto Northamptonsh�re, or when I return to Mansf�eld, I shall do
so and so.” For a great wh�le �t was so, but at last the long�ng grew
stronger, �t overthrew caut�on, and she found herself talk�ng of what
she should do when she went home before she was aware. She
reproached herself, coloured, and looked fearfully towards her father
and mother. She need not have been uneasy. There was no s�gn of
d�spleasure, or even of hear�ng her. They were perfectly free from
any jealousy of Mansf�eld. She was as welcome to w�sh herself there
as to be there.

It was sad to Fanny to lose all the pleasures of spr�ng. She had not
known before what pleasures she had to lose �n pass�ng March and
Apr�l �n a town. She had not known before how much the beg�nn�ngs
and progress of vegetat�on had del�ghted her. What an�mat�on, both
of body and m�nd, she had der�ved from watch�ng the advance of
that season wh�ch cannot, �n sp�te of �ts capr�c�ousness, be unlovely,
and see�ng �ts �ncreas�ng beaut�es from the earl�est flowers �n the
warmest d�v�s�ons of her aunt's garden, to the open�ng of leaves of
her uncle's plantat�ons, and the glory of h�s woods. To be los�ng such
pleasures was no tr�fle; to be los�ng them, because she was �n the
m�dst of closeness and no�se, to have conf�nement, bad a�r, bad
smells, subst�tuted for l�berty, freshness, fragrance, and verdure, was
�nf�n�tely worse: but even these �nc�tements to regret were feeble,
compared w�th what arose from the conv�ct�on of be�ng m�ssed by



her best fr�ends, and the long�ng to be useful to those who were
want�ng her!

Could she have been at home, she m�ght have been of serv�ce to
every creature �n 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 �t only �n support�ng the sp�r�ts of her aunt Bertram, keep�ng her
from the ev�l of sol�tude, or the st�ll greater ev�l of a restless, off�c�ous
compan�on, too apt to be he�ghten�ng danger �n order to enhance her
own �mportance, her be�ng there would have been a general good.
She loved to fancy how she could have read to her aunt, how she
could have talked to her, and tr�ed at once to make her feel the
bless�ng of what was, and prepare her m�nd for what m�ght be; and
how many walks up and down sta�rs she m�ght have saved her, and
how many messages she m�ght have carr�ed.

It aston�shed her that Tom's s�sters could be sat�sf�ed w�th
rema�n�ng �n London at such a t�me, through an �llness wh�ch had
now, under d�fferent degrees of danger, lasted several weeks. They
m�ght return to Mansf�eld when they chose; travell�ng could be no
d�ff�culty to them, and she could not comprehend how both could st�ll
keep away. If Mrs. Rushworth could �mag�ne any �nterfer�ng
obl�gat�ons, Jul�a was certa�nly able to qu�t London whenever she
chose. It appeared from one of her aunt's letters that Jul�a had
offered to return �f wanted, but th�s was all. It was ev�dent that she
would rather rema�n where she was.

Fanny was d�sposed to th�nk the �nfluence of London very much at
war w�th all respectable attachments. She saw the proof of �t �n M�ss
Crawford, as well as �n her cous�ns; her attachment to Edmund had
been respectable, the most respectable part of her character; her
fr�endsh�p for herself had at least been blameless. Where was e�ther
sent�ment now? It was so long s�nce Fanny had had any letter from
her, that she had some reason to th�nk l�ghtly of the fr�endsh�p wh�ch
had been so dwelt on. It was weeks s�nce she had heard anyth�ng of
M�ss Crawford or of her other connex�ons �n town, except through
Mansf�eld, and she was beg�nn�ng to suppose that she m�ght never
know whether Mr. Crawford had gone �nto Norfolk aga�n or not t�ll
they met, and m�ght never hear from h�s s�ster any more th�s spr�ng,



when the follow�ng letter was rece�ved to rev�ve old and create some
new sensat�ons—

“Forg�ve me, my dear Fanny, as soon as you can, for my long
s�lence, and behave as �f you could forg�ve me d�rectly. Th�s �s my
modest request and expectat�on, for you are so good, that I depend
upon be�ng treated better than I deserve, and I wr�te now to beg an
�mmed�ate answer. I want to know the state of th�ngs at Mansf�eld
Park, and you, no doubt, are perfectly able to g�ve �t. One should be
a brute not to feel for the d�stress they are �n; and from what I hear,
poor Mr. Bertram has a bad chance of ult�mate recovery. I thought
l�ttle of h�s �llness at f�rst. I looked upon h�m as the sort of person to
be made a fuss w�th, and to make a fuss h�mself �n any tr�fl�ng
d�sorder, and was ch�efly concerned for those who had to nurse h�m;
but now �t �s conf�dently asserted that he �s really �n a decl�ne, that
the symptoms are most alarm�ng, and that part of the fam�ly, at least,
are aware of �t. If �t be so, I am sure you must be �ncluded �n that
part, that d�scern�ng part, and therefore entreat you to let me know
how far I have been r�ghtly �nformed. I need not say how rejo�ced I
shall be to hear there has been any m�stake, but the report �s so
prevalent that I confess I cannot help trembl�ng. To have such a f�ne
young man cut off �n the flower of h�s days �s most melancholy. Poor
S�r Thomas w�ll feel �t dreadfully. I really am qu�te ag�tated on the
subject. Fanny, Fanny, I see you sm�le and look cunn�ng, but, upon
my honour, I never br�bed a phys�c�an �n my l�fe. Poor young man! If
he �s to d�e, there w�ll be two poor young men less �n the world; and
w�th a fearless face and bold vo�ce would I say to any one, that
wealth and consequence could fall �nto no hands more deserv�ng of
them. It was a fool�sh prec�p�tat�on last Chr�stmas, but the ev�l of a
few days may be blotted out �n part. Varn�sh and g�ld�ng h�de many
sta�ns. It w�ll be but the loss of the Esqu�re after h�s name. W�th real
affect�on, Fanny, l�ke m�ne, more m�ght be overlooked. Wr�te to me
by return of post, judge of my anx�ety, and do not tr�fle w�th �t. Tell me
the real truth, as you have �t from the founta�nhead. And now, do not
trouble yourself to be ashamed of e�ther my feel�ngs or your own.
Bel�eve me, they are not only natural, they are ph�lanthrop�c and
v�rtuous. I put �t to your consc�ence, whether 'S�r Edmund' would not
do more good w�th all the Bertram property than any other poss�ble



'S�r.' 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, h�s s�sters
not be�ng w�th�n my reach. Mrs. R. has been spend�ng the Easter
w�th the Aylmers at Tw�ckenham (as to be sure you know), and �s not
yet returned; and Jul�a �s w�th the cous�ns who l�ve near Bedford
Square, but I forget the�r name and street. Could I �mmed�ately apply
to e�ther, however, I should st�ll prefer you, because �t str�kes me that
they have all along been so unw�ll�ng to have the�r own amusements
cut up, as to shut the�r eyes to the truth. I suppose Mrs. R.'s Easter
hol�days w�ll not last much longer; no doubt they are thorough
hol�days to her. The Aylmers are pleasant people; and her husband
away, she can have noth�ng but enjoyment. I g�ve her cred�t for
promot�ng h�s go�ng dut�fully down to Bath, to fetch h�s mother; but
how w�ll she and the dowager agree �n one house? Henry �s not at
hand, so I have noth�ng to say from h�m. Do not you th�nk Edmund
would have been �n town aga�n long ago, but for th�s �llness?—Yours
ever, Mary.”

“I had actually begun fold�ng my letter when Henry walked �n, but
he br�ngs no �ntell�gence to prevent my send�ng �t. Mrs. R. knows a
decl�ne �s apprehended; he saw her th�s morn�ng: she returns to
W�mpole Street to-day; the old lady �s come. Now do not make
yourself uneasy w�th any queer fanc�es because he has been
spend�ng a few days at R�chmond. He does �t every spr�ng. Be
assured he cares for nobody but you. At th�s very moment he �s w�ld
to see you, and occup�ed only �n contr�v�ng the means for do�ng so,
and for mak�ng h�s pleasure conduce to yours. In proof, he repeats,
and more eagerly, what he sa�d at Portsmouth about our convey�ng
you home, and I jo�n h�m �n �t w�th all my soul. Dear Fanny, wr�te
d�rectly, and tell us to come. It w�ll do us all good. He and I can go to
the Parsonage, you know, and be no trouble to our fr�ends at
Mansf�eld Park. It would really be grat�fy�ng to see them all aga�n,
and a l�ttle add�t�on of soc�ety m�ght be of �nf�n�te use to them; and as
to yourself, you must feel yourself to be so wanted there, that you
cannot �n consc�ence—consc�ent�ous as you are—keep away, when
you have the means of return�ng. I have not t�me or pat�ence to g�ve
half Henry's messages; be sat�sf�ed that the sp�r�t of each and every
one �s unalterable affect�on.”



Fanny's d�sgust at the greater part of th�s letter, w�th her extreme
reluctance to br�ng the wr�ter of �t and her cous�n Edmund together,
would have made her (as she felt) �ncapable of judg�ng �mpart�ally
whether the conclud�ng offer m�ght be accepted or not. To herself,
�nd�v�dually, �t was most tempt�ng. To be f�nd�ng herself, perhaps
w�th�n three days, transported to Mansf�eld, was an �mage of the
greatest fel�c�ty, but �t would have been a mater�al drawback to be
ow�ng such fel�c�ty to persons �n whose feel�ngs and conduct, at the
present moment, she saw so much to condemn: the s�ster's feel�ngs,
the brother's conduct, her cold-hearted amb�t�on, h�s thoughtless
van�ty. To have h�m st�ll the acqua�ntance, the fl�rt perhaps, of Mrs.
Rushworth! She was mort�f�ed. She had thought better of h�m.
Happ�ly, however, she was not left to we�gh and dec�de between
oppos�te �ncl�nat�ons and doubtful not�ons of r�ght; there was no
occas�on to determ�ne whether she ought to keep Edmund and Mary
asunder or not. She had a rule to apply to, wh�ch settled everyth�ng.
Her awe of her uncle, and her dread of tak�ng a l�berty w�th h�m,
made �t �nstantly pla�n to her what she had to do. She must
absolutely decl�ne the proposal. If he wanted, he would send for her;
and even to offer an early return was a presumpt�on wh�ch hardly
anyth�ng would have seemed to just�fy. She thanked M�ss Crawford,
but gave a dec�ded negat�ve. “Her uncle, she understood, meant to
fetch her; and as her cous�n's �llness had cont�nued so many weeks
w�thout her be�ng thought at all necessary, she must suppose her
return would be unwelcome at present, and that she should be felt
an encumbrance.”

Her representat�on of her cous�n's state at th�s t�me was exactly
accord�ng to her own bel�ef of �t, and such as she supposed would
convey to the sangu�ne m�nd of her correspondent the hope of
everyth�ng she was w�sh�ng for. Edmund would be forg�ven for be�ng
a clergyman, �t seemed, under certa�n cond�t�ons of wealth; and th�s,
she suspected, was all the conquest of prejud�ce wh�ch he was so
ready to congratulate h�mself upon. She had only learnt to th�nk
noth�ng of consequence but money.





CHAPTER XLVI
As Fanny could not doubt that her answer was convey�ng a real

d�sappo�ntment, she was rather �n expectat�on, from her knowledge
of M�ss Crawford's temper, of be�ng urged aga�n; and though no
second letter arr�ved for the space of a week, she had st�ll the same
feel�ng when �t d�d come.

On rece�v�ng �t, she could �nstantly dec�de on �ts conta�n�ng l�ttle
wr�t�ng, and was persuaded of �ts hav�ng the a�r of a letter of haste
and bus�ness. Its object was unquest�onable; and two moments were
enough to start the probab�l�ty of �ts be�ng merely to g�ve her not�ce
that they should be �n Portsmouth that very day, and to throw her �nto
all the ag�tat�on of doubt�ng what she ought to do �n such a case. If
two moments, however, can surround w�th d�ff�cult�es, a th�rd can
d�sperse them; and before she had opened the letter, the poss�b�l�ty
of Mr. and M�ss Crawford's hav�ng appl�ed to her uncle and obta�ned
h�s perm�ss�on was g�v�ng her ease. Th�s was the letter—

“A most scandalous, �ll-natured rumour has just reached me, and I
wr�te, dear Fanny, to warn you aga�nst g�v�ng the least cred�t to �t,
should �t spread �nto the country. Depend upon �t, there �s some
m�stake, and that a day or two w�ll clear �t up; at any rate, that Henry
�s blameless, and �n sp�te of a moment's etourder�e, th�nks of nobody
but you. Say not a word of �t; hear noth�ng, surm�se noth�ng, wh�sper
noth�ng t�ll I wr�te aga�n. I am sure �t w�ll be all hushed up, and
noth�ng proved but Rushworth's folly. If they are gone, I would lay my
l�fe they are only gone to Mansf�eld Park, and Jul�a w�th them. But
why would not you let us come for you? I w�sh you may not repent �t.
—Yours, etc.”

Fanny stood aghast. As no scandalous, �ll-natured rumour had
reached her, �t was �mposs�ble for her to understand much of th�s
strange letter. She could only perce�ve that �t must relate to W�mpole
Street and Mr. Crawford, and only conjecture that someth�ng very
�mprudent had just occurred �n that quarter to draw the not�ce of the



world, and to exc�te her jealousy, �n M�ss Crawford's apprehens�on, �f
she heard �t. M�ss Crawford need not be alarmed for her. She was
only sorry for the part�es concerned and for Mansf�eld, �f the report
should spread so far; but she hoped �t m�ght not. If the Rushworths
were gone themselves to Mansf�eld, as was to be �nferred from what
M�ss Crawford sa�d, �t was not l�kely that anyth�ng unpleasant should
have preceded them, or at least should make any �mpress�on.

As to Mr. Crawford, she hoped �t m�ght g�ve h�m a knowledge of
h�s own d�spos�t�on, conv�nce h�m that he was not capable of be�ng
stead�ly attached to any one woman �n the world, and shame h�m
from pers�st�ng any longer �n address�ng herself.

It was very strange! She had begun to th�nk he really loved her,
and to fancy h�s affect�on for her someth�ng more than common; and
h�s s�ster st�ll sa�d that he cared for nobody else. Yet there must have
been some marked d�splay of attent�ons to her cous�n, there must
have been some strong �nd�scret�on, s�nce her correspondent was
not of a sort to regard a sl�ght one.

Very uncomfortable she was, and must cont�nue, t�ll she heard
from M�ss Crawford aga�n. It was �mposs�ble to ban�sh the letter from
her thoughts, and she could not rel�eve herself by speak�ng of �t to
any human be�ng. M�ss Crawford need not have urged secrecy w�th
so much warmth; she m�ght have trusted to her sense of what was
due to her cous�n.

The next day came and brought no second letter. Fanny was
d�sappo�nted. She could st�ll th�nk of l�ttle else all the morn�ng; but,
when her father came back �n the afternoon w�th the da�ly newspaper
as usual, she was so far from expect�ng any eluc�dat�on through
such a channel that the subject was for a moment out of her head.

She was deep �n other mus�ng. The remembrance of her f�rst
even�ng �n that room, of her father and h�s newspaper, came across
her. No candle was now wanted. The sun was yet an hour and half
above the hor�zon. She felt that she had, �ndeed, been three months
there; and the sun's rays fall�ng strongly �nto the parlour, �nstead of
cheer�ng, made her st�ll more melancholy, for sunsh�ne appeared to
her a totally d�fferent th�ng �n a town and �n the country. Here, �ts
power was only a glare: a st�fl�ng, s�ckly glare, serv�ng but to br�ng



forward sta�ns and d�rt that m�ght otherw�se have slept. There was
ne�ther health nor ga�ety �n sunsh�ne �n a town. She sat �n a blaze of
oppress�ve heat, �n a cloud of mov�ng dust, and her eyes could only
wander from the walls, marked by her father's head, to the table cut
and notched by her brothers, where stood the tea-board never
thoroughly cleaned, the cups and saucers w�ped �n streaks, the m�lk
a m�xture of motes float�ng �n th�n blue, and the bread and butter
grow�ng every m�nute more greasy than even Rebecca's hands had
f�rst produced �t. Her father read h�s newspaper, and her mother
lamented over the ragged carpet as usual, wh�le the tea was �n
preparat�on, and w�shed Rebecca would mend �t; and Fanny was
f�rst roused by h�s call�ng out to her, after humph�ng and cons�der�ng
over a part�cular paragraph: “What's the name of your great cous�ns
�n town, Fan?”

A moment's recollect�on enabled her to say, “Rushworth, s�r.”
“And don't they l�ve �n W�mpole Street?”
“Yes, s�r.”
“Then, there's the dev�l to pay among them, that's all! There”

(hold�ng out the paper to her); “much good may such f�ne relat�ons
do you. I don't know what S�r Thomas may th�nk of such matters; he
may be too much of the court�er and f�ne gentleman to l�ke h�s
daughter the less. But, by G—! �f she belonged to me, I'd g�ve her
the rope's end as long as I could stand over her. A l�ttle flogg�ng for
man and woman too would be the best way of prevent�ng such
th�ngs.”

Fanny read to herself that “�t was w�th �nf�n�te concern the
newspaper had to announce to the world a matr�mon�al fracas �n the
fam�ly of Mr. R. of W�mpole Street; the beaut�ful Mrs. R., whose
name had not long been enrolled �n the l�sts of Hymen, and who had
prom�sed to become so br�ll�ant a leader �n the fash�onable world,
hav�ng qu�tted her husband's roof �n company w�th the well-known
and capt�vat�ng Mr. C., the �nt�mate fr�end and assoc�ate of Mr. R.,
and �t was not known even to the ed�tor of the newspaper wh�ther
they were gone.”

“It �s a m�stake, s�r,” sa�d Fanny �nstantly; “�t must be a m�stake, �t
cannot be true; �t must mean some other people.”



She spoke from the �nst�nct�ve w�sh of delay�ng shame; she spoke
w�th a resolut�on wh�ch sprung from despa�r, for she spoke what she
d�d not, could not bel�eve herself. It had been the shock of conv�ct�on
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. Pr�ce cared too l�ttle about the report to make her much
answer. “It m�ght be all a l�e,” he acknowledged; “but so many f�ne
lad�es were go�ng to the dev�l nowadays that way, that there was no
answer�ng for anybody.”

“Indeed, I hope �t �s not true,” sa�d Mrs. Pr�ce pla�nt�vely; “�t would
be so very shock�ng! If I have spoken once to Rebecca about that
carpet, I am sure I have spoke at least a dozen t�mes; have not I,
Betsey? And �t would not be ten m�nutes' work.”

The horror of a m�nd l�ke Fanny's, as �t rece�ved the conv�ct�on of
such gu�lt, and began to take �n some part of the m�sery that must
ensue, can hardly be descr�bed. At f�rst, �t was a sort of stupefact�on;
but every moment was qu�cken�ng her percept�on of the horr�ble ev�l.
She could not doubt, she dared not �ndulge a hope, of the paragraph
be�ng false. M�ss Crawford's letter, wh�ch she had read so often as to
make every l�ne her own, was �n fr�ghtful conform�ty w�th �t. Her eager
defence of her brother, her hope of �ts be�ng hushed up, her ev�dent
ag�tat�on, were all of a p�ece w�th someth�ng very bad; and �f there
was a woman of character �n ex�stence, who could treat as a tr�fle
th�s s�n of the f�rst magn�tude, who would try to gloss �t over, and
des�re to have �t unpun�shed, she could bel�eve M�ss Crawford to be
the woman! Now she could see her own m�stake as to who were
gone, or sa�d to be gone. It was not Mr. and Mrs. Rushworth; �t was
Mrs. Rushworth and Mr. Crawford.

Fanny seemed to herself never to have been shocked before.
There was no poss�b�l�ty of rest. The even�ng passed w�thout a
pause of m�sery, the n�ght was totally sleepless. She passed only
from feel�ngs of s�ckness to shudder�ngs of horror; and from hot f�ts
of fever to cold. The event was so shock�ng, that there were
moments even when her heart revolted from �t as �mposs�ble: when
she thought �t could not be. A woman marr�ed only s�x months ago; a



man profess�ng h�mself devoted, even engaged to another; that
other her near relat�on; the whole fam�ly, both fam�l�es connected as
they were by t�e upon t�e; all fr�ends, all �nt�mate together! It was too
horr�ble a confus�on of gu�lt, too gross a compl�cat�on of ev�l, for
human nature, not �n a state of utter barbar�sm, to be capable of! yet
her judgment told her �t was so. H�s unsettled affect�ons, waver�ng
w�th h�s van�ty, Mar�a's dec�ded attachment, and no suff�c�ent
pr�nc�ple on e�ther s�de, gave �t poss�b�l�ty: M�ss Crawford's letter
stampt �t a fact.

What would be the consequence? Whom would �t not �njure?
Whose v�ews m�ght �t not affect? Whose peace would �t not cut up for
ever? M�ss Crawford, herself, Edmund; but �t was dangerous,
perhaps, to tread such ground. She conf�ned herself, or tr�ed to
conf�ne herself, to the s�mple, �ndub�table fam�ly m�sery wh�ch must
envelop all, �f �t were �ndeed a matter of cert�f�ed gu�lt and publ�c
exposure. The mother's suffer�ngs, the father's; there she paused.
Jul�a's, Tom's, Edmund's; there a yet longer pause. They were the
two on whom �t would fall most horr�bly. S�r Thomas's parental
sol�c�tude and h�gh sense of honour and decorum, Edmund's upr�ght
pr�nc�ples, unsusp�c�ous temper, and genu�ne strength of feel�ng,
made her th�nk �t scarcely poss�ble for them to support l�fe and
reason under such d�sgrace; and �t appeared to her that, as far as
th�s world alone was concerned, the greatest bless�ng to every one
of k�ndred w�th Mrs. Rushworth would be �nstant ann�h�lat�on.

Noth�ng happened the next day, or the next, to weaken her terrors.
Two posts came �n, and brought no refutat�on, publ�c or pr�vate.
There was no second letter to expla�n away the f�rst from M�ss
Crawford; there was no �ntell�gence from Mansf�eld, though �t was
now full t�me for her to hear aga�n from her aunt. Th�s was an ev�l
omen. She had, �ndeed, scarcely the shadow of a hope to soothe her
m�nd, and was reduced to so low and wan and trembl�ng a cond�t�on,
as no mother, not unk�nd, except Mrs. Pr�ce could have overlooked,
when the th�rd day d�d br�ng the s�cken�ng knock, and a letter was
aga�n put �nto her hands. It bore the London postmark, and came
from Edmund.



“Dear Fanny,—You know our present wretchedness. May God
support you under your share! We have been here two days, but
there �s noth�ng to be done. They cannot be traced. You may not
have heard of the last blow—Jul�a's elopement; she �s gone to
Scotland w�th Yates. She left London a few hours before we entered
�t. At any other t�me th�s would have been felt dreadfully. Now �t
seems noth�ng; yet �t �s an heavy aggravat�on. My father �s not
overpowered. More cannot be hoped. He �s st�ll able to th�nk and act;
and I wr�te, by h�s des�re, to propose your return�ng home. He �s
anx�ous to get you there for my mother's sake. I shall be at
Portsmouth the morn�ng after you rece�ve th�s, and hope to f�nd you
ready to set off for Mansf�eld. My father w�shes you to �nv�te Susan to
go w�th you for a few months. Settle �t as you l�ke; say what �s
proper; I am sure you w�ll feel such an �nstance of h�s k�ndness at
such a moment! Do just�ce to h�s mean�ng, however I may confuse �t.
You may �mag�ne someth�ng of my present state. There �s no end of
the ev�l let loose upon us. You w�ll see me early by the ma�l.—Yours,
etc.”

Never had Fanny more wanted a cord�al. Never had she felt such
a one as th�s letter conta�ned. To-morrow! to leave Portsmouth to-
morrow! She was, she felt she was, �n the greatest danger of be�ng
exqu�s�tely happy, wh�le so many were m�serable. The ev�l wh�ch
brought such good to her! She dreaded lest she should learn to be
�nsens�ble of �t. To be go�ng so soon, sent for so k�ndly, sent for as a
comfort, and w�th leave to take Susan, was altogether such a
comb�nat�on of bless�ngs as set her heart �n a glow, and for a t�me
seemed to d�stance every pa�n, and make her �ncapable of su�tably
shar�ng the d�stress even of those whose d�stress she thought of
most. Jul�a's elopement could affect her comparat�vely but l�ttle; she
was amazed and shocked; but �t could not occupy her, could not
dwell on her m�nd. She was obl�ged to call herself to th�nk of �t, and
acknowledge �t to be terr�ble and gr�evous, or �t was escap�ng her, �n
the m�dst of all the ag�tat�ng press�ng joyful cares attend�ng th�s
summons to herself.

There �s noth�ng l�ke employment, act�ve �nd�spensable
employment, for rel�ev�ng sorrow. Employment, even melancholy,
may d�spel melancholy, and her occupat�ons were hopeful. She had



so much to do, that not even the horr�ble story of Mrs. Rushworth—
now f�xed to the last po�nt of certa�nty could affect her as �t had done
before. She had not t�me to be m�serable. W�th�n twenty-four hours
she was hop�ng to be gone; her father and mother must be spoken
to, Susan prepared, everyth�ng got ready. Bus�ness followed
bus�ness; the day was hardly long enough. The happ�ness she was
�mpart�ng, too, happ�ness very l�ttle alloyed by the black
commun�cat�on wh�ch must br�efly precede �t—the joyful consent of
her father and mother to Susan's go�ng w�th her—the general
sat�sfact�on w�th wh�ch the go�ng of both seemed regarded, and the
ecstasy of Susan herself, was all serv�ng to support her sp�r�ts.

The affl�ct�on of the Bertrams was l�ttle felt �n the fam�ly. Mrs. Pr�ce
talked of her poor s�ster for a few m�nutes, but how to f�nd anyth�ng
to hold Susan's clothes, because Rebecca took away all the boxes
and spo�lt them, was much more �n her thoughts: and as for Susan,
now unexpectedly grat�f�ed �n the f�rst w�sh of her heart, and know�ng
noth�ng personally of those who had s�nned, or of those who were
sorrow�ng—�f she could help rejo�c�ng from beg�nn�ng to end, �t was
as much as ought to be expected from human v�rtue at fourteen.

As noth�ng was really left for the dec�s�on of Mrs. Pr�ce, or the
good off�ces of Rebecca, everyth�ng was rat�onally and duly
accompl�shed, and the g�rls were ready for the morrow. The
advantage of much sleep to prepare them for the�r journey was
�mposs�ble. The cous�n who was travell�ng towards them could
hardly have less than v�s�ted the�r ag�tated sp�r�ts—one all
happ�ness, the other all vary�ng and �ndescr�bable perturbat�on.

By e�ght �n the morn�ng Edmund was �n the house. The g�rls heard
h�s entrance from above, and Fanny went down. The �dea of
�mmed�ately see�ng h�m, w�th the knowledge of what he must be
suffer�ng, brought back all her own f�rst feel�ngs. He so near her, and
�n m�sery. She was ready to s�nk as she entered the parlour. He was
alone, and met her �nstantly; and she found herself pressed to h�s
heart w�th only these words, just art�culate, “My Fanny, my only
s�ster; my only comfort now!” She could say noth�ng; nor for some
m�nutes could he say more.



He turned away to recover h�mself, and when he spoke aga�n,
though h�s vo�ce st�ll faltered, h�s manner shewed the w�sh of self-
command, and the resolut�on of avo�d�ng any farther allus�on. “Have
you breakfasted? When shall you be ready? Does Susan go?” were
quest�ons follow�ng each other rap�dly. H�s great object was to be off
as soon as poss�ble. When Mansf�eld was cons�dered, t�me was
prec�ous; and the state of h�s own m�nd made h�m f�nd rel�ef only �n
mot�on. It was settled that he should order the carr�age to the door �n
half an hour. Fanny answered for the�r hav�ng breakfasted and be�ng
qu�te ready �n half an hour. He had already ate, and decl�ned stay�ng
for the�r meal. He would walk round the ramparts, and jo�n them w�th
the carr�age. He was gone aga�n; glad to get away even from Fanny.

He looked very �ll; ev�dently suffer�ng under v�olent emot�ons,
wh�ch he was determ�ned to suppress. She knew �t must be so, but �t
was terr�ble to her.

The carr�age came; and he entered the house aga�n at the same
moment, just �n t�me to spend a few m�nutes w�th the fam�ly, and be a
w�tness—but that he saw noth�ng—of the tranqu�l manner �n wh�ch
the daughters were parted w�th, and just �n t�me to prevent the�r
s�tt�ng down to the breakfast-table, wh�ch, by d�nt of much unusual
act�v�ty, was qu�te and completely ready as the carr�age drove from
the door. Fanny's last meal �n her father's house was �n character
w�th her f�rst: she was d�sm�ssed from �t as hosp�tably as she had
been welcomed.

How her heart swelled w�th joy and grat�tude as she passed the
barr�ers of Portsmouth, and how Susan's face wore �ts broadest
sm�les, may be eas�ly conce�ved. S�tt�ng forwards, however, and
screened by her bonnet, those sm�les were unseen.

The journey was l�kely to be a s�lent one. Edmund's deep s�ghs
often reached Fanny. Had he been alone w�th her, h�s heart must
have opened �n sp�te of every resolut�on; but Susan's presence
drove h�m qu�te �nto h�mself, and h�s attempts to talk on �nd�fferent
subjects could never be long supported.

Fanny watched h�m w�th never-fa�l�ng sol�c�tude, and somet�mes
catch�ng h�s eye, rev�ved an affect�onate sm�le, wh�ch comforted her;
but the f�rst day's journey passed w�thout her hear�ng a word from



h�m on the subjects that were we�gh�ng h�m down. The next morn�ng
produced a l�ttle more. Just before the�r sett�ng out from Oxford,
wh�le Susan was stat�oned at a w�ndow, �n eager observat�on of the
departure of a large fam�ly from the �nn, the other two were stand�ng
by the f�re; and Edmund, part�cularly struck by the alterat�on �n
Fanny's looks, and from h�s �gnorance of the da�ly ev�ls of her
father's house, attr�but�ng an undue share of the change, attr�but�ng
all to the recent event, took her hand, and sa�d �n a low, but very
express�ve tone, “No wonder—you must feel �t—you must suffer.
How a man who had once loved, could desert you! But yours—your
regard was new compared w�th——Fanny, th�nk of me!”

The f�rst d�v�s�on of the�r journey occup�ed a long day, and brought
them, almost knocked up, to Oxford; but the second was over at a
much earl�er hour. They were �n the env�rons of Mansf�eld long
before the usual d�nner-t�me, and as they approached the beloved
place, the hearts of both s�sters sank a l�ttle. Fanny began to dread
the meet�ng w�th her aunts and Tom, under so dreadful a hum�l�at�on;
and Susan to feel w�th some anx�ety, that all her best manners, all
her lately acqu�red knowledge of what was pract�sed here, was on
the po�nt of be�ng called �nto act�on. V�s�ons of good and �ll breed�ng,
of old vulgar�sms and new gent�l�t�es, were before her; and she was
med�tat�ng much upon s�lver forks, napk�ns, and f�nger-glasses.
Fanny had been everywhere awake to the d�fference of the country
s�nce February; but when they entered the Park her percept�ons and
her pleasures were of the keenest sort. It was three months, full
three months, s�nce her qu�tt�ng �t, and the change was from w�nter
to summer. Her eye fell everywhere on lawns and plantat�ons of the
freshest green; and the trees, though not fully clothed, were �n that
del�ghtful state when farther beauty �s known to be at hand, and
when, wh�le much �s actually g�ven to the s�ght, more yet rema�ns for
the �mag�nat�on. Her enjoyment, however, was for herself alone.
Edmund could not share �t. She looked at h�m, but he was lean�ng
back, sunk �n a deeper gloom than ever, and w�th eyes closed, as �f
the v�ew of cheerfulness oppressed h�m, and the lovely scenes of
home must be shut out.

It made her melancholy aga�n; and the knowledge of what must be
endur�ng there, �nvested even the house, modern, a�ry, and well



s�tuated as �t was, w�th a melancholy aspect.
By one of the suffer�ng party w�th�n they were expected w�th such

�mpat�ence as she had never known before. Fanny had scarcely
passed the solemn-look�ng servants, when Lady Bertram came from
the draw�ng-room to meet her; came w�th no �ndolent step; and
fall�ng on her neck, sa�d, “Dear Fanny! now I shall be comfortable.”



CHAPTER XLVII
It had been a m�serable party, each of the three bel�ev�ng

themselves most m�serable. Mrs. Norr�s, however, as most attached
to Mar�a, was really the greatest sufferer. Mar�a was her f�rst
favour�te, the dearest of all; the match had been her own contr�v�ng,
as she had been wont w�th such pr�de of heart to feel and say, and
th�s conclus�on of �t almost overpowered her.

She was an altered creature, qu�eted, stupef�ed, �nd�fferent to
everyth�ng that passed. The be�ng left w�th her s�ster and nephew,
and all the house under her care, had been an advantage ent�rely
thrown away; she had been unable to d�rect or d�ctate, or even fancy
herself useful. When really touched by affl�ct�on, her act�ve powers
had been all benumbed; and ne�ther Lady Bertram nor Tom had
rece�ved from her the smallest support or attempt at support. She
had done no more for them than they had done for each other. They
had been all sol�tary, helpless, and forlorn al�ke; and now the arr�val
of the others only establ�shed her super�or�ty �n wretchedness. Her
compan�ons were rel�eved, but there was no good for her. Edmund
was almost as welcome to h�s brother as Fanny to her aunt; but Mrs.
Norr�s, �nstead of hav�ng comfort from e�ther, was but the more
�rr�tated by the s�ght of the person whom, �n the bl�ndness of her
anger, she could have charged as the daemon of the p�ece. Had
Fanny accepted Mr. Crawford th�s could not have happened.

Susan too was a gr�evance. She had not sp�r�ts to not�ce her �n
more than a few repuls�ve looks, but she felt her as a spy, and an
�ntruder, and an �nd�gent n�ece, and everyth�ng most od�ous. By her
other aunt, Susan was rece�ved w�th qu�et k�ndness. Lady Bertram
could not g�ve her much t�me, or many words, but she felt her, as
Fanny's s�ster, to have a cla�m at Mansf�eld, and was ready to k�ss
and l�ke her; and Susan was more than sat�sf�ed, for she came
perfectly aware that noth�ng but �ll-humour was to be expected from
aunt Norr�s; and was so prov�ded w�th happ�ness, so strong �n that



best of bless�ngs, an escape from many certa�n ev�ls, that she could
have stood aga�nst a great deal more �nd�fference than she met w�th
from the others.

She was now left a good deal to herself, to get acqua�nted w�th the
house and grounds as she could, and spent her days very happ�ly �n
so do�ng, wh�le those who m�ght otherw�se have attended to her
were shut up, or wholly occup�ed each w�th the person qu�te
dependent on them, at th�s t�me, for everyth�ng l�ke comfort; Edmund
try�ng to bury h�s own feel�ngs �n exert�ons for the rel�ef of h�s
brother's, and Fanny devoted to her aunt Bertram, return�ng to every
former off�ce w�th more than former zeal, and th�nk�ng she could
never do enough for one who seemed so much to want her.

To talk over the dreadful bus�ness w�th Fanny, talk and lament,
was all Lady Bertram's consolat�on. To be l�stened to and borne w�th,
and hear the vo�ce of k�ndness and sympathy �n return, was
everyth�ng that could be done for her. To be otherw�se comforted
was out of the quest�on. The case adm�tted of no comfort. Lady
Bertram d�d not th�nk deeply, but, gu�ded by S�r Thomas, she thought
justly on all �mportant po�nts; and she saw, therefore, �n all �ts
enorm�ty, what had happened, and ne�ther endeavoured herself, nor
requ�red Fanny to adv�se her, to th�nk l�ttle of gu�lt and �nfamy.

Her affect�ons were not acute, nor was her m�nd tenac�ous. After a
t�me, Fanny found �t not �mposs�ble to d�rect her thoughts to other
subjects, and rev�ve some �nterest �n the usual occupat�ons; but
whenever Lady Bertram was f�xed on the event, she could see �t only
�n one l�ght, as comprehend�ng the loss of a daughter, and a
d�sgrace never to be w�ped off.

Fanny learnt from her all the part�culars wh�ch had yet transp�red.
Her aunt was no very method�cal narrator, but w�th the help of some
letters to and from S�r Thomas, and what she already knew herself,
and could reasonably comb�ne, she was soon able to understand
qu�te as much as she w�shed of the c�rcumstances attend�ng the
story.

Mrs. Rushworth had gone, for the Easter hol�days, to Tw�ckenham,
w�th a fam�ly whom she had just grown �nt�mate w�th: a fam�ly of
l�vely, agreeable manners, and probably of morals and d�scret�on to



su�t, for to the�r house Mr. Crawford had constant access at all t�mes.
H�s hav�ng been �n the same ne�ghbourhood Fanny already knew.
Mr. Rushworth had been gone at th�s t�me to Bath, to pass a few
days w�th h�s mother, and br�ng her back to town, and Mar�a was w�th
these fr�ends w�thout any restra�nt, w�thout even Jul�a; for Jul�a had
removed from W�mpole Street two or three weeks before, on a v�s�t
to some relat�ons of S�r Thomas; a removal wh�ch her father and
mother were now d�sposed to attr�bute to some v�ew of conven�ence
on Mr. Yates's account. Very soon after the Rushworths' return to
W�mpole Street, S�r Thomas had rece�ved a letter from an old and
most part�cular fr�end �n London, who hear�ng and w�tness�ng a good
deal to alarm h�m �n that quarter, wrote to recommend S�r Thomas's
com�ng to London h�mself, and us�ng h�s �nfluence w�th h�s daughter
to put an end to the �nt�macy wh�ch was already expos�ng her to
unpleasant remarks, and ev�dently mak�ng Mr. Rushworth uneasy.

S�r Thomas was prepar�ng to act upon th�s letter, w�thout
commun�cat�ng �ts contents to any creature at Mansf�eld, when �t was
followed by another, sent express from the same fr�end, to break to
h�m the almost desperate s�tuat�on �n wh�ch affa�rs then stood w�th
the young people. Mrs. Rushworth had left her husband's house: Mr.
Rushworth had been �n great anger and d�stress to h�m (Mr. Hard�ng)
for h�s adv�ce; Mr. Hard�ng feared there had been at least very
flagrant �nd�scret�on. The ma�dservant of Mrs. Rushworth, sen�or,
threatened alarm�ngly. He was do�ng all �n h�s power to qu�et
everyth�ng, w�th the hope of Mrs. Rushworth's return, but was so
much counteracted �n W�mpole Street by the �nfluence of Mr.
Rushworth's mother, that the worst consequences m�ght be
apprehended.

Th�s dreadful commun�cat�on could not be kept from the rest of the
fam�ly. S�r Thomas set off, Edmund would go w�th h�m, and the
others had been left �n a state of wretchedness, �nfer�or only to what
followed the rece�pt of the next letters from London. Everyth�ng was
by that t�me publ�c beyond a hope. The servant of Mrs. Rushworth,
the mother, had exposure �n her power, and supported by her
m�stress, was not to be s�lenced. The two lad�es, even �n the short
t�me they had been together, had d�sagreed; and the b�tterness of
the elder aga�nst her daughter-�n-law m�ght perhaps ar�se almost as



much from the personal d�srespect w�th wh�ch she had herself been
treated as from sens�b�l�ty for her son.

However that m�ght be, she was unmanageable. But had she been
less obst�nate, or of less we�ght w�th her son, who was always
gu�ded by the last speaker, by the person who could get hold of and
shut h�m up, the case would st�ll have been hopeless, for Mrs.
Rushworth d�d not appear aga�n, and there was every reason to
conclude her to be concealed somewhere w�th Mr. Crawford, who
had qu�tted h�s uncle's house, as for a journey, on the very day of her
absent�ng herself.

S�r Thomas, however, rema�ned yet a l�ttle longer �n town, �n the
hope of d�scover�ng and snatch�ng her from farther v�ce, though all
was lost on the s�de of character.

H�s present state Fanny could hardly bear to th�nk of. There was
but one of h�s ch�ldren who was not at th�s t�me a source of m�sery to
h�m. Tom's compla�nts had been greatly he�ghtened by the shock of
h�s s�ster's conduct, and h�s recovery so much thrown back by �t, that
even Lady Bertram had been struck by the d�fference, and all her
alarms were regularly sent off to her husband; and Jul�a's elopement,
the add�t�onal blow wh�ch had met h�m on h�s arr�val �n London,
though �ts force had been deadened at the moment, must, she knew,
be sorely felt. She saw that �t was. H�s letters expressed how much
he deplored �t. Under any c�rcumstances �t would have been an
unwelcome all�ance; but to have �t so clandest�nely formed, and such
a per�od chosen for �ts complet�on, placed Jul�a's feel�ngs �n a most
unfavourable l�ght, and severely aggravated the folly of her cho�ce.
He called �t a bad th�ng, done �n the worst manner, and at the worst
t�me; and though Jul�a was yet as more pardonable than Mar�a as
folly than v�ce, he could not but regard the step she had taken as
open�ng the worst probab�l�t�es of a conclus�on hereafter l�ke her
s�ster's. Such was h�s op�n�on of the set �nto wh�ch she had thrown
herself.

Fanny felt for h�m most acutely. He could have no comfort but �n
Edmund. Every other ch�ld must be rack�ng h�s heart. H�s
d�spleasure aga�nst herself she trusted, reason�ng d�fferently from
Mrs. Norr�s, would now be done away. She should be just�f�ed. Mr.



Crawford would have fully acqu�tted her conduct �n refus�ng h�m; but
th�s, though most mater�al to herself, would be poor consolat�on to
S�r Thomas. Her uncle's d�spleasure was terr�ble to her; but what
could her just�f�cat�on or her grat�tude and attachment do for h�m?
H�s stay must be on Edmund alone.

She was m�staken, however, �n suppos�ng that Edmund gave h�s
father no present pa�n. It was of a much less po�gnant nature than
what the others exc�ted; but S�r Thomas was cons�der�ng h�s
happ�ness as very deeply �nvolved �n the offence of h�s s�ster and
fr�end; cut off by �t, as he must be, from the woman whom he had
been pursu�ng w�th undoubted attachment and strong probab�l�ty of
success; and who, �n everyth�ng but th�s desp�cable brother, would
have been so el�g�ble a connex�on. He was aware of what Edmund
must be suffer�ng on h�s own behalf, �n add�t�on to all the rest, when
they were �n town: he had seen or conjectured h�s feel�ngs; and,
hav�ng reason to th�nk that one �nterv�ew w�th M�ss Crawford had
taken place, from wh�ch Edmund der�ved only �ncreased d�stress,
had been as anx�ous on that account as on others to get h�m out of
town, and had engaged h�m �n tak�ng Fanny home to her aunt, w�th a
v�ew to h�s rel�ef and benef�t, no less than the�rs. Fanny was not �n
the secret of her uncle's feel�ngs, S�r Thomas not �n the secret of
M�ss Crawford's character. Had he been pr�vy to her conversat�on
w�th h�s son, he would not have w�shed her to belong to h�m, though
her twenty thousand pounds had been forty.

That Edmund must be for ever d�v�ded from M�ss Crawford d�d not
adm�t of a doubt w�th Fanny; and yet, t�ll she knew that he felt the
same, her own conv�ct�on was �nsuff�c�ent. She thought he d�d, but
she wanted to be assured of �t. If he would now speak to her w�th the
unreserve wh�ch had somet�mes been too much for her before, �t
would be most consol�ng; but that she found was not to be. She
seldom saw h�m: never alone. He probably avo�ded be�ng alone w�th
her. What was to be �nferred? That h�s judgment subm�tted to all h�s
own pecul�ar and b�tter share of th�s fam�ly affl�ct�on, but that �t was
too keenly felt to be a subject of the sl�ghtest commun�cat�on. Th�s
must be h�s state. He y�elded, but �t was w�th agon�es wh�ch d�d not
adm�t of speech. Long, long would �t be ere M�ss Crawford's name



passed h�s l�ps aga�n, or she could hope for a renewal of such
conf�dent�al �ntercourse as had been.

It was long. They reached Mansf�eld on Thursday, and �t was not
t�ll Sunday even�ng that Edmund began to talk to her on the subject.
S�tt�ng w�th her on Sunday even�ng—a wet Sunday even�ng—the
very t�me of all others when, �f a fr�end �s at hand, the heart must be
opened, and everyth�ng told; no one else �n the room, except h�s
mother, who, after hear�ng an affect�ng sermon, had cr�ed herself to
sleep, �t was �mposs�ble not to speak; and so, w�th the usual
beg�nn�ngs, hardly to be traced as to what came f�rst, and the usual
declarat�on that �f she would l�sten to h�m for a few m�nutes, he
should be very br�ef, and certa�nly never tax her k�ndness �n the
same way aga�n; she need not fear a repet�t�on; �t would be a subject
proh�b�ted ent�rely: he entered upon the luxury of relat�ng
c�rcumstances and sensat�ons of the f�rst �nterest to h�mself, to one
of whose affect�onate sympathy he was qu�te conv�nced.

How Fanny l�stened, w�th what cur�os�ty and concern, what pa�n
and what del�ght, how the ag�tat�on of h�s vo�ce was watched, and
how carefully her own eyes were f�xed on any object but h�mself,
may be �mag�ned. The open�ng was alarm�ng. He had seen M�ss
Crawford. He had been �nv�ted to see her. He had rece�ved a note
from Lady Stornaway to beg h�m to call; and regard�ng �t as what
was meant to be the last, last �nterv�ew of fr�endsh�p, and �nvest�ng
her w�th all the feel�ngs of shame and wretchedness wh�ch
Crawford's s�ster ought to have known, he had gone to her �n such a
state of m�nd, so softened, so devoted, as made �t for a few
moments �mposs�ble to Fanny's fears that �t should be the last. But
as he proceeded �n h�s story, these fears were over. She had met
h�m, he sa�d, w�th a ser�ous—certa�nly a ser�ous—even an ag�tated
a�r; but before he had been able to speak one �ntell�g�ble sentence,
she had �ntroduced the subject �n a manner wh�ch he owned had
shocked h�m. “'I heard you were �n town,' sa�d she; 'I wanted to see
you. Let us talk over th�s sad bus�ness. What can equal the folly of
our two relat�ons?' I could not answer, but I bel�eve my looks spoke.
She felt reproved. Somet�mes how qu�ck to feel! W�th a graver look
and vo�ce she then added, 'I do not mean to defend Henry at your
s�ster's expense.' So she began, but how she went on, Fanny, �s not



f�t, �s hardly f�t to be repeated to you. I cannot recall all her words. I
would not dwell upon them �f I could. The�r substance was great
anger at the folly of each. She reprobated her brother's folly �n be�ng
drawn on by a woman whom he had never cared for, to do what
must lose h�m the woman he adored; but st�ll more the folly of poor
Mar�a, �n sacr�f�c�ng such a s�tuat�on, plung�ng �nto such d�ff�cult�es,
under the �dea of be�ng really loved by a man who had long ago
made h�s �nd�fference clear. Guess what I must have felt. To hear the
woman whom—no harsher name than folly g�ven! So voluntar�ly, so
freely, so coolly to canvass �t! No reluctance, no horror, no fem�n�ne,
shall I say, no modest loath�ngs? Th�s �s what the world does. For
where, Fanny, shall we f�nd a woman whom nature had so r�chly
endowed? Spo�lt, spo�lt!”

After a l�ttle reflect�on, he went on w�th a sort of desperate
calmness. “I w�ll tell you everyth�ng, and then have done for ever.
She saw �t only as folly, and that folly stamped only by exposure. The
want of common d�scret�on, of caut�on: h�s go�ng down to R�chmond
for the whole t�me of her be�ng at Tw�ckenham; her putt�ng herself �n
the power of a servant; �t was the detect�on, �n short—oh, Fanny! �t
was the detect�on, not the offence, wh�ch she reprobated. It was the
�mprudence wh�ch had brought th�ngs to extrem�ty, and obl�ged her
brother to g�ve up every dearer plan �n order to fly w�th her.”

He stopt. “And what,” sa�d Fanny (bel�ev�ng herself requ�red to
speak), “what could you say?”

“Noth�ng, noth�ng to be understood. I was l�ke a man stunned. She
went on, began to talk of you; yes, then she began to talk of you,
regrett�ng, as well she m�ght, the loss of such a—. There she spoke
very rat�onally. But she has always done just�ce to you. 'He has
thrown away,' sa�d she, 'such a woman as he w�ll never see aga�n.
She would have f�xed h�m; she would have made h�m happy for
ever.' My dearest Fanny, I am g�v�ng you, I hope, more pleasure than
pa�n by th�s retrospect of what m�ght have been—but what never can
be now. You do not w�sh me to be s�lent? If you do, g�ve me but a
look, a word, and I have done.”

No look or word was g�ven.



“Thank God,” sa�d he. “We were all d�sposed to wonder, but �t
seems to have been the merc�ful appo�ntment of Prov�dence that the
heart wh�ch knew no gu�le should not suffer. She spoke of you w�th
h�gh pra�se and warm affect�on; yet, even here, there was alloy, a
dash of ev�l; for �n the m�dst of �t she could excla�m, 'Why would not
she have h�m? It �s all her fault. S�mple g�rl! I shall never forg�ve her.
Had she accepted h�m as she ought, they m�ght now have been on
the po�nt of marr�age, and Henry would have been too happy and too
busy to want any other object. He would have taken no pa�ns to be
on terms w�th Mrs. Rushworth aga�n. It would have all ended �n a
regular stand�ng fl�rtat�on, �n yearly meet�ngs at Sotherton and
Ever�ngham.' Could you have bel�eved �t poss�ble? But the charm �s
broken. My eyes are opened.”

“Cruel!” sa�d Fanny, “qu�te cruel. At such a moment to g�ve way to
ga�ety, to speak w�th l�ghtness, and to you! Absolute cruelty.”

“Cruelty, do you call �t? We d�ffer there. No, hers �s not a cruel
nature. I do not cons�der her as mean�ng to wound my feel�ngs. The
ev�l l�es yet deeper: �n her total �gnorance, unsusp�c�ousness of there
be�ng such feel�ngs; �n a pervers�on of m�nd wh�ch made �t natural to
her to treat the subject as she d�d. She was speak�ng only as she
had been used to hear others speak, as she �mag�ned everybody
else would speak. Hers are not faults of temper. She would not
voluntar�ly g�ve unnecessary pa�n to any one, and though I may
dece�ve myself, I cannot but th�nk that for me, for my feel�ngs, she
would—Hers are faults of pr�nc�ple, Fanny; of blunted del�cacy and a
corrupted, v�t�ated m�nd. Perhaps �t �s best for me, s�nce �t leaves me
so l�ttle to regret. Not so, however. Gladly would I subm�t to all the
�ncreased pa�n of los�ng her, rather than have to th�nk of her as I do. I
told her so.”

“D�d you?”
“Yes; when I left her I told her so.”
“How long were you together?”
“F�ve-and-twenty m�nutes. Well, she went on to say that what

rema�ned now to be done was to br�ng about a marr�age between
them. She spoke of �t, Fanny, w�th a stead�er vo�ce than I can.” He
was obl�ged to pause more than once as he cont�nued. “'We must



persuade Henry to marry her,' sa�d she; 'and what w�th honour, and
the certa�nty of hav�ng shut h�mself out for ever from Fanny, I do not
despa�r of �t. Fanny he must g�ve up. I do not th�nk that even he
could now hope to succeed w�th one of her stamp, and therefore I
hope we may f�nd no �nsuperable d�ff�culty. My �nfluence, wh�ch �s not
small shall all go that way; and when once marr�ed, and properly
supported by her own fam�ly, people of respectab�l�ty as they are,
she may recover her foot�ng �n soc�ety to a certa�n degree. In some
c�rcles, we know, she would never be adm�tted, but w�th good
d�nners, and large part�es, there w�ll always be those who w�ll be
glad of her acqua�ntance; and there �s, undoubtedly, more l�beral�ty
and candour on those po�nts than formerly. What I adv�se �s, that
your father be qu�et. Do not let h�m �njure h�s own cause by
�nterference. Persuade h�m to let th�ngs take the�r course. If by any
off�c�ous exert�ons of h�s, she �s �nduced to leave Henry's protect�on,
there w�ll be much less chance of h�s marry�ng her than �f she rema�n
w�th h�m. I know how he �s l�kely to be �nfluenced. Let S�r Thomas
trust to h�s honour and compass�on, and �t may all end well; but �f he
get h�s daughter away, �t w�ll be destroy�ng the ch�ef hold.'”

After repeat�ng th�s, Edmund was so much affected that Fanny,
watch�ng h�m w�th s�lent, but most tender concern, was almost sorry
that the subject had been entered on at all. It was long before he
could speak aga�n. At last, “Now, Fanny,” sa�d he, “I shall soon have
done. I have told you the substance of all that she sa�d. As soon as I
could speak, I repl�ed that I had not supposed �t poss�ble, com�ng �n
such a state of m�nd �nto that house as I had done, that anyth�ng
could occur to make me suffer more, but that she had been �nfl�ct�ng
deeper wounds �n almost every sentence. That though I had, �n the
course of our acqua�ntance, been often sens�ble of some d�fference
�n our op�n�ons, on po�nts, too, of some moment, �t had not entered
my �mag�nat�on to conce�ve the d�fference could be such as she had
now proved �t. That the manner �n wh�ch she treated the dreadful
cr�me comm�tted by her brother and my s�ster (w�th whom lay the
greater seduct�on I pretended not to say), but the manner �n wh�ch
she spoke of the cr�me �tself, g�v�ng �t every reproach but the r�ght;
cons�der�ng �ts �ll consequences only as they were to be braved or
overborne by a def�ance of decency and �mpudence �n wrong; and



last of all, and above all, recommend�ng to us a compl�ance, a
comprom�se, an acqu�escence �n the cont�nuance of the s�n, on the
chance of a marr�age wh�ch, th�nk�ng as I now thought of her brother,
should rather be prevented than sought; all th�s together most
gr�evously conv�nced me that I had never understood her before, and
that, as far as related to m�nd, �t had been the creature of my own
�mag�nat�on, not M�ss Crawford, that I had been too apt to dwell on
for many months past. That, perhaps, �t was best for me; I had less
to regret �n sacr�f�c�ng a fr�endsh�p, feel�ngs, hopes wh�ch 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 �nf�n�tely prefer any �ncrease of the
pa�n of part�ng, for the sake of carry�ng w�th me the r�ght of
tenderness and esteem. Th�s �s what I sa�d, the purport of �t; but, as
you may �mag�ne, not spoken so collectedly or method�cally as I
have repeated �t to you. She was aston�shed, exceed�ngly
aston�shed—more than aston�shed. I saw her change countenance.
She turned extremely red. I �mag�ned I saw a m�xture of many
feel�ngs: a great, though short struggle; half a w�sh of y�eld�ng to
truths, half a sense of shame, but hab�t, hab�t carr�ed �t. She would
have laughed �f she could. It was a sort of laugh, as she answered,
'A pretty good lecture, upon my word. Was �t part of your last
sermon? At th�s rate you w�ll soon reform everybody at Mansf�eld
and Thornton Lacey; and when I hear of you next, �t may be as a
celebrated preacher �n some great soc�ety of Method�sts, or as a
m�ss�onary �nto fore�gn parts.' She tr�ed to speak carelessly, but she
was not so careless as she wanted to appear. I only sa�d �n reply,
that from my heart I w�shed her well, and earnestly hoped that she
m�ght soon learn to th�nk more justly, and not owe the most valuable
knowledge we could any of us acqu�re, the knowledge of ourselves
and of our duty, to the lessons of affl�ct�on, and �mmed�ately left the
room. I had gone a few steps, Fanny, when I heard the door open
beh�nd me. 'Mr. Bertram,' sa�d she. I looked back. 'Mr. Bertram,' sa�d
she, w�th a sm�le; but �t was a sm�le �ll-su�ted to the conversat�on that
had passed, a saucy playful sm�le, seem�ng to �nv�te �n order to
subdue me; at least �t appeared so to me. I res�sted; �t was the
�mpulse of the moment to res�st, and st�ll walked on. I have s�nce,



somet�mes, for a moment, regretted that I d�d not go back, but I know
I was r�ght, and such has been the end of our acqua�ntance. And
what an acqua�ntance has �t been! How have I been dece�ved!
Equally �n brother and s�ster dece�ved! I thank you for your pat�ence,
Fanny. Th�s has been the greatest rel�ef, and now we w�ll have
done.”

And such was Fanny's dependence on h�s words, that for f�ve
m�nutes she thought they had done. Then, however, �t all came on
aga�n, or someth�ng very l�ke �t, and noth�ng less than Lady
Bertram's rous�ng thoroughly up could really close such a
conversat�on. T�ll that happened, they cont�nued to talk of M�ss
Crawford alone, and how she had attached h�m, and how del�ghtful
nature had made her, and how excellent she would have been, had
she fallen �nto good hands earl�er. Fanny, now at l�berty to speak
openly, felt more than just�f�ed �n add�ng to h�s knowledge of her real
character, by some h�nt of what share h�s brother's state of health
m�ght be supposed to have �n her w�sh for a complete reconc�l�at�on.
Th�s was not an agreeable �nt�mat�on. Nature res�sted �t for a wh�le. It
would have been a vast deal pleasanter to have had her more
d�s�nterested �n her attachment; but h�s van�ty was not of a strength
to f�ght long aga�nst reason. He subm�tted to bel�eve that Tom's
�llness had �nfluenced her, only reserv�ng for h�mself th�s consol�ng
thought, that cons�der�ng the many counteract�ons of oppos�ng
hab�ts, she had certa�nly been more attached to h�m than could have
been expected, and for h�s sake been more near do�ng r�ght. Fanny
thought exactly the same; and they were also qu�te agreed �n the�r
op�n�on of the last�ng effect, the �ndel�ble �mpress�on, wh�ch such a
d�sappo�ntment must make on h�s m�nd. T�me would undoubtedly
abate somewhat of h�s suffer�ngs, but st�ll �t was a sort of th�ng wh�ch
he never could get ent�rely the better of; and as to h�s ever meet�ng
w�th any other woman who could—�t was too �mposs�ble to be
named but w�th �nd�gnat�on. Fanny's fr�endsh�p was all that he had to
cl�ng to.





CHAPTER XLVIII
Let other pens dwell on gu�lt and m�sery. I qu�t such od�ous

subjects as soon as I can, �mpat�ent to restore everybody, not greatly
�n fault themselves, to tolerable comfort, and to have done w�th all
the rest.

My Fanny, �ndeed, at th�s very t�me, I have the sat�sfact�on of
know�ng, must have been happy �n sp�te of everyth�ng. She must
have been a happy creature �n sp�te of all that she felt, or thought
she felt, for the d�stress of those around her. She had sources of
del�ght that must force the�r way. She was returned to Mansf�eld
Park, she was useful, she was beloved; she was safe from Mr.
Crawford; and when S�r Thomas came back she had every proof that
could be g�ven �n h�s then melancholy state of sp�r�ts, of h�s perfect
approbat�on and �ncreased regard; and happy as all th�s must make
her, she would st�ll have been happy w�thout any of �t, for Edmund
was no longer the dupe of M�ss Crawford.

It �s true that Edmund was very far from happy h�mself. He was
suffer�ng from d�sappo�ntment and regret, gr�ev�ng over what was,
and w�sh�ng for what could never be. She knew �t was so, and was
sorry; but �t was w�th a sorrow so founded on sat�sfact�on, so tend�ng
to ease, and so much �n harmony w�th every dearest sensat�on, that
there are few who m�ght not have been glad to exchange the�r
greatest ga�ety for �t.

S�r Thomas, poor S�r Thomas, a parent, and consc�ous of errors �n
h�s own conduct as a parent, was the longest to suffer. He felt that
he ought not to have allowed the marr�age; that h�s daughter's
sent�ments had been suff�c�ently known to h�m to render h�m
culpable �n author�s�ng �t; that �n so do�ng he had sacr�f�ced the r�ght
to the exped�ent, and been governed by mot�ves of self�shness and
worldly w�sdom. These were reflect�ons that requ�red some t�me to
soften; but t�me w�ll do almost everyth�ng; and though l�ttle comfort
arose on Mrs. Rushworth's s�de for the m�sery she had occas�oned,



comfort was to be found greater than he had supposed �n h�s other
ch�ldren. Jul�a's match became a less desperate bus�ness than he
had cons�dered �t at f�rst. She was humble, and w�sh�ng to be
forg�ven; and Mr. Yates, des�rous of be�ng really rece�ved �nto the
fam�ly, was d�sposed to look up to h�m and be gu�ded. He was not
very sol�d; but there was a hope of h�s becom�ng less tr�fl�ng, of h�s
be�ng at least tolerably domest�c and qu�et; and at any rate, there
was comfort �n f�nd�ng h�s estate rather more, and h�s debts much
less, than he had feared, and �n be�ng consulted and treated as the
fr�end best worth attend�ng to. There was comfort also �n Tom, who
gradually rega�ned h�s health, w�thout rega�n�ng the thoughtlessness
and self�shness of h�s prev�ous hab�ts. He was the better for ever for
h�s �llness. He had suffered, and he had learned to th�nk: two
advantages that he had never known before; and the self-reproach
ar�s�ng from the deplorable event �n W�mpole Street, to wh�ch he felt
h�mself accessory by all the dangerous �nt�macy of h�s unjust�f�able
theatre, made an �mpress�on on h�s m�nd wh�ch, at the age of s�x-
and-twenty, w�th no want of sense or good compan�ons, was durable
�n �ts happy effects. He became what he ought to be: useful to h�s
father, steady and qu�et, and not l�v�ng merely for h�mself.

Here was comfort �ndeed! and qu�te as soon as S�r Thomas could
place dependence on such sources of good, Edmund was
contr�but�ng to h�s father's ease by �mprovement �n the only po�nt �n
wh�ch he had g�ven h�m pa�n before—�mprovement �n h�s sp�r�ts.
After wander�ng about and s�tt�ng under trees w�th Fanny all the
summer even�ngs, he had so well talked h�s m�nd �nto subm�ss�on as
to be very tolerably cheerful aga�n.

These were the c�rcumstances and the hopes wh�ch gradually
brought the�r allev�at�on to S�r Thomas, deaden�ng h�s sense of what
was lost, and �n part reconc�l�ng h�m to h�mself; though the angu�sh
ar�s�ng from the conv�ct�on of h�s own errors �n the educat�on of h�s
daughters was never to be ent�rely done away.

Too late he became aware how unfavourable to the character of
any young people must be the totally oppos�te treatment wh�ch Mar�a
and Jul�a had been always exper�enc�ng at home, where the
excess�ve �ndulgence and flattery of the�r aunt had been cont�nually



contrasted w�th h�s own sever�ty. He saw how �ll he had judged, �n
expect�ng to counteract what was wrong �n Mrs. Norr�s by �ts reverse
�n h�mself; clearly saw that he had but �ncreased the ev�l by teach�ng
them to repress the�r sp�r�ts �n h�s presence so as to make the�r real
d�spos�t�on unknown to h�m, and send�ng them for all the�r
�ndulgences to a person who had been able to attach them only by
the bl�ndness of her affect�on, and the excess of her pra�se.

Here had been gr�evous m�smanagement; but, bad as �t was, he
gradually grew to feel that �t had not been the most d�reful m�stake �n
h�s plan of educat�on. Someth�ng must have been want�ng w�th�n, or
t�me would have worn away much of �ts �ll effect. He feared that
pr�nc�ple, act�ve pr�nc�ple, had been want�ng; that they had never
been properly taught to govern the�r �ncl�nat�ons and tempers by that
sense of duty wh�ch can alone suff�ce. They had been �nstructed
theoret�cally �n the�r rel�g�on, but never requ�red to br�ng �t �nto da�ly
pract�ce. To be d�st�ngu�shed for elegance and accompl�shments, the
author�sed object of the�r youth, could have had no useful �nfluence
that way, no moral effect on the m�nd. He had meant them to be
good, but h�s cares had been d�rected to the understand�ng and
manners, not the d�spos�t�on; and of the necess�ty of self-den�al and
hum�l�ty, he feared they had never heard from any l�ps that could
prof�t them.

B�tterly d�d he deplore a def�c�ency wh�ch now he could scarcely
comprehend to have been poss�ble. Wretchedly d�d he feel, that w�th
all the cost and care of an anx�ous and expens�ve educat�on, he had
brought up h�s daughters w�thout the�r understand�ng the�r f�rst
dut�es, or h�s be�ng acqua�nted w�th the�r character and temper.

The h�gh sp�r�t and strong pass�ons of Mrs. Rushworth, espec�ally,
were made known to h�m only �n the�r sad result. She was not to be
preva�led on to leave Mr. Crawford. She hoped to marry h�m, and
they cont�nued together t�ll she was obl�ged to be conv�nced that
such hope was va�n, and t�ll the d�sappo�ntment and wretchedness
ar�s�ng from the conv�ct�on rendered her temper so bad, and her
feel�ngs for h�m so l�ke hatred, as to make them for a wh�le each
other's pun�shment, and then �nduce a voluntary separat�on.



She had l�ved w�th h�m to be reproached as the ru�n of all h�s
happ�ness �n Fanny, and carr�ed away no better consolat�on �n
leav�ng h�m than that she had d�v�ded them. What can exceed the
m�sery of such a m�nd �n such a s�tuat�on?

Mr. Rushworth had no d�ff�culty �n procur�ng a d�vorce; and so
ended a marr�age contracted under such c�rcumstances as to make
any better end the effect of good luck not to be reckoned on. She
had desp�sed h�m, and loved another; and he had been very much
aware that �t was so. The �nd�gn�t�es of stup�d�ty, and the
d�sappo�ntments of self�sh pass�on, can exc�te l�ttle p�ty. H�s
pun�shment followed h�s conduct, as d�d a deeper pun�shment the
deeper gu�lt of h�s w�fe. He was released from the engagement to be
mort�f�ed and unhappy, t�ll some other pretty g�rl could attract h�m �nto
matr�mony aga�n, and he m�ght set forward on a second, and, �t �s to
be hoped, more prosperous tr�al of the state: �f duped, to be duped at
least w�th good humour and good luck; wh�le she must w�thdraw w�th
�nf�n�tely stronger feel�ngs to a ret�rement and reproach wh�ch could
allow no second spr�ng of hope or character.

Where she could be placed became a subject of most melancholy
and momentous consultat�on. Mrs. Norr�s, whose attachment
seemed to augment w�th the demer�ts of her n�ece, would have had
her rece�ved at home and countenanced by them all. S�r Thomas
would not hear of �t; and Mrs. Norr�s's anger aga�nst Fanny was so
much the greater, from cons�der�ng her res�dence there as the
mot�ve. She pers�sted �n plac�ng h�s scruples to her account, though
S�r Thomas very solemnly assured her that, had there been no
young woman �n quest�on, had there been no young person of e�ther
sex belong�ng to h�m, to be endangered by the soc�ety or hurt by the
character of Mrs. Rushworth, he would never have offered so great
an �nsult to the ne�ghbourhood as to expect �t to not�ce her. As a
daughter, he hoped a pen�tent one, she should be protected by h�m,
and secured �n every comfort, and supported by every
encouragement to do r�ght, wh�ch the�r relat�ve s�tuat�ons adm�tted;
but farther than that he could not go. Mar�a had destroyed her own
character, and he would not, by a va�n attempt to restore what never
could be restored, by afford�ng h�s sanct�on to v�ce, or �n seek�ng to



lessen �ts d�sgrace, be anyw�se accessory to �ntroduc�ng such m�sery
�n another man's fam�ly as he had known h�mself.

It ended �n Mrs. Norr�s's resolv�ng to qu�t Mansf�eld and devote
herself to her unfortunate Mar�a, and �n an establ�shment be�ng
formed for them �n another country, remote and pr�vate, where, shut
up together w�th l�ttle soc�ety, on one s�de no affect�on, on the other
no judgment, �t may be reasonably supposed that the�r tempers
became the�r mutual pun�shment.

Mrs. Norr�s's removal from Mansf�eld was the great supplementary
comfort of S�r Thomas's l�fe. H�s op�n�on of her had been s�nk�ng
from the day of h�s return from Ant�gua: �n every transact�on together
from that per�od, �n the�r da�ly �ntercourse, �n bus�ness, or �n chat, she
had been regularly los�ng ground �n h�s esteem, and conv�nc�ng h�m
that e�ther t�me had done her much d�sserv�ce, or that he had
cons�derably over-rated her sense, and wonderfully borne w�th her
manners before. He had felt her as an hourly ev�l, wh�ch was so
much the worse, as there seemed no chance of �ts ceas�ng but w�th
l�fe; she seemed a part of h�mself that must be borne for ever. To be
rel�eved from her, therefore, was so great a fel�c�ty that, had she not
left b�tter remembrances beh�nd her, there m�ght have been danger
of h�s learn�ng almost to approve the ev�l wh�ch produced such a
good.

She was regretted by no one at Mansf�eld. She had never been
able to attach even those she loved best; and s�nce Mrs.
Rushworth's elopement, her temper had been �n a state of such
�rr�tat�on as to make her everywhere torment�ng. Not even Fanny had
tears for aunt Norr�s, not even when she was gone for ever.

That Jul�a escaped better than Mar�a was ow�ng, �n some
measure, to a favourable d�fference of d�spos�t�on and c�rcumstance,
but �n a greater to her hav�ng been less the darl�ng of that very aunt,
less flattered and less spo�lt. Her beauty and acqu�rements had held
but a second place. She had been always used to th�nk herself a
l�ttle �nfer�or to Mar�a. Her temper was naturally the eas�est of the
two; her feel�ngs, though qu�ck, were more controllable, and
educat�on had not g�ven her so very hurtful a degree of self-
consequence.



She had subm�tted the best to the d�sappo�ntment �n Henry
Crawford. After the f�rst b�tterness of the conv�ct�on of be�ng sl�ghted
was over, she had been tolerably soon �n a fa�r way of not th�nk�ng of
h�m aga�n; and when the acqua�ntance was renewed �n town, and
Mr. Rushworth's house became Crawford's object, she had had the
mer�t of w�thdraw�ng herself from �t, and of chus�ng that t�me to pay a
v�s�t to her other fr�ends, �n order to secure herself from be�ng aga�n
too much attracted. Th�s had been her mot�ve �n go�ng to her
cous�n's. Mr. Yates's conven�ence had had noth�ng to do w�th �t. She
had been allow�ng h�s attent�ons some t�me, but w�th very l�ttle �dea
of ever accept�ng h�m; and had not her s�ster's conduct burst forth as
�t d�d, and her �ncreased dread of her father and of home, on that
event, �mag�n�ng �ts certa�n consequence to herself would be greater
sever�ty and restra�nt, made her hast�ly resolve on avo�d�ng such
�mmed�ate horrors at all r�sks, �t �s probable that Mr. Yates would
never have succeeded. She had not eloped w�th any worse feel�ngs
than those of self�sh alarm. It had appeared to her the only th�ng to
be done. Mar�a's gu�lt had �nduced Jul�a's folly.

Henry Crawford, ru�ned by early �ndependence and bad domest�c
example, �ndulged �n the freaks of a cold-blooded van�ty a l�ttle too
long. Once �t had, by an open�ng undes�gned and unmer�ted, led h�m
�nto the way of happ�ness. Could he have been sat�sf�ed w�th the
conquest of one am�able woman's affect�ons, could he have found
suff�c�ent exultat�on �n overcom�ng the reluctance, �n work�ng h�mself
�nto the esteem and tenderness of Fanny Pr�ce, there would have
been every probab�l�ty of success and fel�c�ty for h�m. H�s affect�on
had already done someth�ng. Her �nfluence over h�m had already
g�ven h�m some �nfluence over her. Would he have deserved more,
there can be no doubt that more would have been obta�ned,
espec�ally when that marr�age had taken place, wh�ch would have
g�ven h�m the ass�stance of her consc�ence �n subdu�ng her f�rst
�ncl�nat�on, and brought them very often together. Would he have
persevered, and upr�ghtly, Fanny must have been h�s reward, and a
reward very voluntar�ly bestowed, w�th�n a reasonable per�od from
Edmund's marry�ng Mary.

Had he done as he �ntended, and as he knew he ought, by go�ng
down to Ever�ngham after h�s return from Portsmouth, he m�ght have



been dec�d�ng h�s own happy dest�ny. But he was pressed to stay for
Mrs. Fraser's party; h�s stay�ng was made of flatter�ng consequence,
and he was to meet Mrs. Rushworth there. Cur�os�ty and van�ty were
both engaged, and the temptat�on of �mmed�ate pleasure was too
strong for a m�nd unused to make any sacr�f�ce to r�ght: he resolved
to defer h�s Norfolk journey, resolved that wr�t�ng should answer the
purpose of �t, or that �ts purpose was un�mportant, and sta�d. He saw
Mrs. Rushworth, was rece�ved by her w�th a coldness wh�ch ought to
have been repuls�ve, and have establ�shed apparent �nd�fference
between them for ever; but he was mort�f�ed, he could not bear to be
thrown off by the woman whose sm�les had been so wholly at h�s
command: he must exert h�mself to subdue so proud a d�splay of
resentment; �t was anger on Fanny's account; he must get the better
of �t, and make Mrs. Rushworth Mar�a Bertram aga�n �n her treatment
of h�mself.

In th�s sp�r�t he began the attack, and by an�mated perseverance
had soon re-establ�shed the sort of fam�l�ar �ntercourse, of gallantry,
of fl�rtat�on, wh�ch bounded h�s v�ews; but �n tr�umph�ng over the
d�scret�on wh�ch, though beg�nn�ng �n anger, m�ght have saved them
both, he had put h�mself �n the power of feel�ngs on her s�de more
strong than he had supposed. She loved h�m; there was no
w�thdraw�ng attent�ons avowedly dear to her. He was entangled by
h�s own van�ty, w�th as l�ttle excuse of love as poss�ble, and w�thout
the smallest �nconstancy of m�nd towards her cous�n. To keep Fanny
and the Bertrams from a knowledge of what was pass�ng became h�s
f�rst object. Secrecy could not have been more des�rable for Mrs.
Rushworth's cred�t than he felt �t for h�s own. When he returned from
R�chmond, he would have been glad to see Mrs. Rushworth no
more. All that followed was the result of her �mprudence; and he
went off w�th her at last, because he could not help �t, regrett�ng
Fanny even at the moment, but regrett�ng her �nf�n�tely more when all
the bustle of the �ntr�gue was over, and a very few months had taught
h�m, by the force of contrast, to place a yet h�gher value on the
sweetness of her temper, the pur�ty of her m�nd, and the excellence
of her pr�nc�ples.

That pun�shment, the publ�c pun�shment of d�sgrace, should �n a
just measure attend h�s share of the offence �s, we know, not one of



the barr�ers wh�ch soc�ety g�ves to v�rtue. In th�s world the penalty �s
less equal than could be w�shed; but w�thout presum�ng to look
forward to a juster appo�ntment hereafter, we may fa�rly cons�der a
man of sense, l�ke Henry Crawford, to be prov�d�ng for h�mself no
small port�on of vexat�on and regret: vexat�on that must r�se
somet�mes to self-reproach, and regret to wretchedness, �n hav�ng
so requ�ted hosp�tal�ty, so �njured fam�ly peace, so forfe�ted h�s best,
most est�mable, and endeared acqua�ntance, and so lost the woman
whom he had rat�onally as well as pass�onately loved.

After what had passed to wound and al�enate the two fam�l�es, the
cont�nuance of the Bertrams and Grants �n such close
ne�ghbourhood would have been most d�stress�ng; but the absence
of the latter, for some months purposely lengthened, ended very
fortunately �n the necess�ty, or at least the pract�cab�l�ty, of a
permanent removal. Dr. Grant, through an �nterest on wh�ch he had
almost ceased to form hopes, succeeded to a stall �n Westm�nster,
wh�ch, as afford�ng an occas�on for leav�ng Mansf�eld, an excuse for
res�dence �n London, and an �ncrease of �ncome to answer the
expenses of the change, was h�ghly acceptable to those who went
and those who sta�d.

Mrs. Grant, w�th a temper to love and be loved, must have gone
w�th some regret from the scenes and people she had been used to;
but the same happ�ness of d�spos�t�on must �n any place, and any
soc�ety, secure her a great deal to enjoy, and she had aga�n a home
to offer Mary; and Mary had had enough of her own fr�ends, enough
of van�ty, amb�t�on, love, and d�sappo�ntment �n the course of the last
half-year, to be �n need of the true k�ndness of her s�ster's heart, and
the rat�onal tranqu�ll�ty of her ways. They l�ved together; and when
Dr. Grant had brought on apoplexy and death, by three great
�nst�tut�onary d�nners �n one week, they st�ll l�ved together; for Mary,
though perfectly resolved aga�nst ever attach�ng herself to a younger
brother aga�n, was long �n f�nd�ng among the dash�ng
representat�ves, or �dle he�r-apparents, who were at the command of
her beauty, and her £20,000, any one who could sat�sfy the better
taste she had acqu�red at Mansf�eld, whose character and manners
could author�se a hope of the domest�c happ�ness she had there



learned to est�mate, or put Edmund Bertram suff�c�ently out of her
head.

Edmund had greatly the advantage of her �n th�s respect. He had
not to wa�t and w�sh w�th vacant affect�ons for an object worthy to
succeed her �n them. Scarcely had he done regrett�ng Mary
Crawford, and observ�ng to Fanny how �mposs�ble �t was that he
should ever meet w�th such another woman, before �t began to str�ke
h�m whether a very d�fferent k�nd of woman m�ght not do just as well,
or a great deal better: whether Fanny herself were not grow�ng as
dear, as �mportant to h�m �n all her sm�les and all her ways, as Mary
Crawford had ever been; and whether �t m�ght not be a poss�ble, an
hopeful undertak�ng to persuade her that her warm and s�sterly
regard for h�m would be foundat�on enough for wedded love.

I purposely absta�n from dates on th�s occas�on, that every one
may be at l�berty to f�x the�r own, aware that the cure of
unconquerable pass�ons, and the transfer of unchang�ng
attachments, must vary much as to t�me �n d�fferent people. I only
entreat everybody to bel�eve that exactly at the t�me when �t was
qu�te natural that �t should be so, and not a week earl�er, Edmund d�d
cease to care about M�ss Crawford, and became as anx�ous to marry
Fanny as Fanny herself could des�re.

W�th such a regard for her, �ndeed, as h�s had long been, a regard
founded on the most endear�ng cla�ms of �nnocence and
helplessness, and completed by every recommendat�on of grow�ng
worth, what could be more natural than the change? Lov�ng, gu�d�ng,
protect�ng her, as he had been do�ng ever s�nce her be�ng ten years
old, her m�nd �n so great a degree formed by h�s care, and her
comfort depend�ng on h�s k�ndness, an object to h�m of such close
and pecul�ar �nterest, dearer by all h�s own �mportance w�th her than
any one else at Mansf�eld, what was there now to add, but that he
should learn to prefer soft l�ght eyes to sparkl�ng dark ones. And
be�ng always w�th her, and always talk�ng conf�dent�ally, and h�s
feel�ngs exactly �n that favourable state wh�ch a recent
d�sappo�ntment g�ves, those soft l�ght eyes could not be very long �n
obta�n�ng the pre-em�nence.



Hav�ng once set out, and felt that he had done so on th�s road to
happ�ness, there was noth�ng on the s�de of prudence to stop h�m or
make h�s progress slow; no doubts of her deserv�ng, no fears of
oppos�t�on of taste, no need of draw�ng new hopes of happ�ness from
d�ss�m�lar�ty of temper. Her m�nd, d�spos�t�on, op�n�ons, and hab�ts
wanted no half-concealment, no self-decept�on on the present, no
rel�ance on future �mprovement. Even �n the m�dst of h�s late
�nfatuat�on, he had acknowledged Fanny's mental super�or�ty. What
must be h�s sense of �t now, therefore? She was of course only too
good for h�m; but as nobody m�nds hav�ng what �s too good for them,
he was very stead�ly earnest �n the pursu�t of the bless�ng, and �t was
not poss�ble that encouragement from her should be long want�ng.
T�m�d, anx�ous, doubt�ng as she was, �t was st�ll �mposs�ble that such
tenderness as hers should not, at t�mes, hold out the strongest hope
of success, though �t rema�ned for a later per�od to tell h�m the whole
del�ghtful and aston�sh�ng truth. H�s happ�ness �n know�ng h�mself to
have been so long the beloved of such a heart, must have been
great enough to warrant any strength of language �n wh�ch he could
clothe �t to her or to h�mself; �t must have been a del�ghtful
happ�ness. But there was happ�ness elsewhere wh�ch no descr�pt�on
can reach. Let no one presume to g�ve the feel�ngs of a young
woman on rece�v�ng the assurance of that affect�on of wh�ch she has
scarcely allowed herself to enterta�n a hope.

The�r own �ncl�nat�ons ascerta�ned, there were no d�ff�cult�es
beh�nd, no drawback of poverty or parent. It was a match wh�ch S�r
Thomas's w�shes had even forestalled. S�ck of amb�t�ous and
mercenary connex�ons, pr�z�ng more and more the sterl�ng good of
pr�nc�ple and temper, and ch�efly anx�ous to b�nd by the strongest
secur�t�es all that rema�ned to h�m of domest�c fel�c�ty, he had
pondered w�th genu�ne sat�sfact�on on the more than poss�b�l�ty of
the two young fr�ends f�nd�ng the�r natural consolat�on �n each other
for all that had occurred of d�sappo�ntment to e�ther; and the joyful
consent wh�ch met Edmund's appl�cat�on, the h�gh sense of hav�ng
real�sed a great acqu�s�t�on �n the prom�se of Fanny for a daughter,
formed just such a contrast w�th h�s early op�n�on on the subject
when the poor l�ttle g�rl's com�ng had been f�rst ag�tated, as t�me �s



for ever produc�ng between the plans and dec�s�ons of mortals, for
the�r own �nstruct�on, and the�r ne�ghbours' enterta�nment.

Fanny was �ndeed the daughter that he wanted. H�s char�table
k�ndness had been rear�ng a pr�me comfort for h�mself. H�s l�beral�ty
had a r�ch repayment, and the general goodness of h�s �ntent�ons by
her deserved �t. He m�ght have made her ch�ldhood happ�er; but �t
had been an error of judgment only wh�ch had g�ven h�m the
appearance of harshness, and depr�ved h�m of her early love; and
now, on really know�ng each other, the�r mutual attachment became
very strong. After settl�ng her at Thornton Lacey w�th every k�nd
attent�on to her comfort, the object of almost every day was to see
her there, or to get her away from �t.

Self�shly dear as she had long been to Lady Bertram, she could
not be parted w�th w�ll�ngly by her. No happ�ness of son or n�ece
could make her w�sh the marr�age. But �t was poss�ble to part w�th
her, because Susan rema�ned to supply her place. Susan became
the stat�onary n�ece, del�ghted to be so; and equally well adapted for
�t by a read�ness of m�nd, and an �ncl�nat�on for usefulness, as Fanny
had been by sweetness of temper, and strong feel�ngs of grat�tude.
Susan could never be spared. F�rst as a comfort to Fanny, then as
an aux�l�ary, and last as her subst�tute, she was establ�shed at
Mansf�eld, w�th every appearance of equal permanency. Her more
fearless d�spos�t�on and happ�er nerves made everyth�ng easy to her
there. W�th qu�ckness �n understand�ng the tempers of those she had
to deal w�th, and no natural t�m�d�ty to restra�n any consequent
w�shes, she was soon welcome and useful to all; and after Fanny's
removal succeeded so naturally to her �nfluence over the hourly
comfort of her aunt, as gradually to become, perhaps, the most
beloved of the two. In her usefulness, �n Fanny's excellence, �n
W�ll�am's cont�nued good conduct and r�s�ng fame, and �n the general
well-do�ng and success of the other members of the fam�ly, all
ass�st�ng to advance each other, and do�ng cred�t to h�s countenance
and a�d, S�r Thomas saw repeated, and for ever repeated, reason to
rejo�ce �n what he had done for them all, and acknowledge the
advantages of early hardsh�p and d�sc�pl�ne, and the consc�ousness
of be�ng born to struggle and endure.



W�th so much true mer�t and true love, and no want of fortune and
fr�ends, the happ�ness of the marr�ed cous�ns must appear as secure
as earthly happ�ness can be. Equally formed for domest�c l�fe, and
attached to country pleasures, the�r home was the home of affect�on
and comfort; and to complete the p�cture of good, the acqu�s�t�on of
Mansf�eld l�v�ng, by the death of Dr. Grant, occurred just after they
had been marr�ed long enough to beg�n to want an �ncrease of
�ncome, and feel the�r d�stance from the paternal abode an
�nconven�ence.

On that event they removed to Mansf�eld; and the Parsonage
there, wh�ch, under each of �ts two former owners, Fanny had never
been able to approach but w�th some pa�nful sensat�on of restra�nt or
alarm, soon grew as dear to her heart, and as thoroughly perfect �n
her eyes, as everyth�ng else w�th�n the v�ew and patronage of
Mansf�eld Park had long been.
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