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       INTRODUCTION

       *Oh,  Mr. Bickerstaff,' says the delightfully fatuous Tom Folio of the  Tatler.  *what would a man  ^^  Jto see one simile of Virgil writ in his own hand!' What, indeed! one may reply. But the sentiment expressed is by no means the most foolish aspiration of Addison's fantastic * broker in learning.' To the genuine and reverent lover of letters, as opposed to the mere cackler and virtuoso, there is an exceptional attraction in the manuscript of a work which has taken rank as a classic, and has therefore attained to that eminence of reputation in which everything connected with its production becomes of interest There lies before us at this moment a facsimile of Dickens's Christinas Carol —*my own, and only MS. of the Book,' it is styled—and you may follow step by step his first thoughts, his second thoughts, his final decisions, until, with endless circumvolutions of correction, he arrives at that terminal, * And so, as Tiny Tim observed, God Bless us every one 1' which puts the finishing touch to his task— a task, as we know from his biographers, prolonged through several weeks, and broken only by long nocturnal walks. At South Kensington you may see a sequence of the original MSS. of the novels from the first free and flowing script of  Oliver Twist  to the last laboured and slow-moving paragraphs of  Edwin Drood,  and you  may trace, if you

       vu
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       will, the gradual signs which show how, as the creative power grew feebler, the effort was increased. We have no such memorials of the author of  Mansfield Parh^  A few lines of facsimile in her nephew's  Life  serve to exemplify

       *  her clear, strong handwriting'; but though specimens of her manuscript must exist—of  Lady Susan,  for instance— they have never, as far as we are aware, been submitted for public inspection. It would be of considerable interest to learn whether she wrote readily or laboriously; whether she corrected greatly; whether, in short, those finished little epigrams of hers—to quote her own description of Mr. CoUins's compliments—* proceeded from the impulse of the moment, or were the result of previous study.' For ourselves, we are disposed to surmise that her work was, as the French say,

       *  couli d^un jet^  that her sentences had taken precise and definite shape in her head before she set them down, and that her final word was not—like Victor Hugo's, for instance —only the apex of a pyramid of discarded epithets. But her autographs seldom come into the market, and there are none in the British Museum. There is a fragment of a note to her niece in the Locker-Lampson collection at Rowfant, and a long letter to her sister, invitingly described as treating of her writings, was sold last year at Sotheby's.

       Something of the  story of  Mansfield  Park    has,   of

       necessity, been included in the introductions to those of

       Miss Austen's books which  have preceded the present

       volume.    As will be remembered, it belongs to, and begins,

       the second group of her novels.    The first three of these

       had been written or sketched before she left Steventon in

       1801, when she was twenty-six; the last three belong to the

       period of her residence at Chawton Cottage, in Hampshire,

       which commenced in 1809, when she was four-and-thirty.

       In the interval she had written nothing but the fragment

       «•. vui
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       reprinted in 1871 under the title of  The Watsons,  Whether, as we have already said,^ this long intermission of literary activity—which is really longer than it looks, for she had . practically ceased writing for three years before she left Steventon—must be attributed to obstacles in the way of publication, or to the fact that her parents claimed a larger share of her attention, is not now discoverable; but it may be repeated that, during all this fallow time, her powers of observation must have been maturing, her experience increasing in scope and variety, and her criticism • of life becoming finer and more exact in quality. That there is much appreciable difference in her style there are good reasons for denying, one of the foremost being that, of her first written books, two were certainly revised at Chawtoa But both in  Mansfield Park  and  Emma  there is unmistakable evidence of a closer grasp of the plot and a greater attention to its artistic evolution. After  Sense and Sensibility  was off her hands in 1811, and  Pride and Prejudice  had followed in 1813, she seems to have proceeded actively with  Mansfield Park^  which she had commenced in 1812. By the beginning of March 1814 it had apparently been completed, for her brother Henry is reading it approvingly (presumably in manuscript) on a posting journey which she takes with him to London, perhaps in order to arrange for its publication. * Henry's approbation,' she tells her sister Cassandra at this time, * is hitherto even equal to my wishes. He says it  [Mansfield Park']  is different from the other two [novels]; but does not appear to think it at all inferior. He has only married Mrs. R[ushworth]. I am afraid he has gone through the most entertaining part.    He took to Lady B[ertram] and Mrs.

       ^ Introduction  to   Pride  and Prejudice   (Macmillan's  Illustrated Standard Novels), 1895, xv.
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       N[orris] most kindly, and gives great praise to the drawing of the characters. He understands them all, likes Fanny, and, I think, foresees how it will all be.* This quotation is from a letter which is added to the second edition of Mr. Austen-Leigh's  Memoir,  Another, which must have immediately followed it, is given by Lord Br^-bourne, and from this we get the brother's progressing verdict * Henry has this moment said that he likes my  M\ansfield'\ F\ark\ better and better; he is in the third volume. I believe now  he has changed his mind as to foreseeing the end; he said yesterday, at least, that he defied anybody to say whether H[enry] C[rawford] would be reformed or would forget Fanny in a fortnight.' Finally, on 9th March, comes : * Henry has finished  Mansfield Fark^  and his approbation has not lessened. He found the last half of the last volume extremely interesting^  These quotations, in which the last italics are Miss Austen's own, are notable for two reasons, neither of which concerns the literary value of the fraternal judgment. One is that her references to her works are of the briefest and most casual character; the other that, whatever the worth of the opinion reproduced, it constitutes the criticism upon which she still mainly relied to gauge the measure of her success. In the next letter, printed by Lord Brabourne, which is dated 13th June, it would seem that the book had then been printed, and, as a matter of fact, it is duly advertised among the Quarterly's  *List of New Publications' for July, making joint appearance with Madame D'Arblay's now forgotten novel of  The Wanderer  and the  Rosanne  of Miss Laetitia Matilda Hawkins. The publisher of  Mansfield Park  was the same Mr. Egerton who had issued its two predecessors, and by the middle of November the first edition was all sold.     Whether a second edition was to be * hazarded'
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       was, however, still matter of debate. * People,' she says in her modest way, *are more ready to borrow and praise than to buy, which I cannot wonder at; but, though I like praise as well as anybody, I like what Edward calls  ^'^^ Pewter  " too.*- Eventually, towards the close of the following year, a second edition was arranged for, and it was advertised concurrently with the new novel of  Emma,  By this time, however. Miss Austen had changed her publisher. * I retxirn,* she writes to Mr. John Murray in December 1815, h propos  of  Emma^  * also  Mansfield Park,  as ready for a second edition, I believe, as I can make it.' A later letter to the same gentleman inserted in the second edition of Mr. Austen-Leigh's  Memoir  and dated ist April 1816, includes a little reference which should properly have had its place in the Introduction to  Emma,  as it supplies the sequel of that dedication to the Prince Regent, of which, according to His Royal Highness's librarian, Mr. Clarke, the merits of  Mansfield Park  were the proximate cause. The First Gentleman in Europe does not seem to have particularly distinguished himself by the manner of his acknowledgment of the honour he had invited. He caused the author to be thanked for the *  handsome  copy' she had sent him of  Emma,  a neglect of the text which leads her to observe to her correspondent, * with the least little touch of spleen,' that whatever His Royal Highness might think of Jur  share in the work, that of Mr. Murray had manifestly been approved.

       Henry Austen was not the only person who did not think  Mansfield Park  * at all inferior,' in spite of the fact that the  Quarterly  reviewer for October 1815—as already narrated in the Introduction to  Emma —refrained from mentioning it in any way.^    Indeed, like all Miss Austen's

       1 At  the  beginning of the Introduction to  Emma  mention wa^
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       Other books, it has its party of preference, and Professor Goldwin Smith tells a story which should make that party even stronger. It is of a group of literary men at a country house, who, being required to write down the name of the novel which had given them the greatest pleasure, were found to have given no fewer than seven votes to  Mansfield Park,  The incident would gain in impressiveness if we were also informed how soon it occurred after the publication of the book, and how many voters there were on the occasion; but in any case the percentage must be abnormal. It is also recorded that Fanny Price was a prime favourite with Sydney Smith, a circumstance which should always count greatly in her favour. It is possible, however, that the modern reader, who has seen many descendants of this young lady, may not be equally impressed. She is certainly drawn with great care and insight    But she is neither as brilliant as

       made of the fact that, although  Emma  was published in December 1815, it had been reviewed in the number of the  Quarterly  for the preceding October; and it was suggested that this review must have been written from the proofs or the MS. Miss Austen's letter to Mr. Murray of ist April 1816, which is quoted above, imported a new difficulty into the question, since, besides referring to the Prince Regent, it thanked Mr. Murray for the review in the  Quarterly^  and went on : * The Authoress of  Emma  has no reason, I think, to complain of her treatment in it, except in the total omission of Mansfield Park.  I cannot but be sorry that so clever a man as the reviewer of  Emma  should consider it as unworthy of being noticed.' This passage makes it plain that, on ist April 1816, Miss Austen had only very recently been made aware of the existence of the review of October 1815. In these perplexing circumstances the present writer sought counsel of the publisher of the  Quarterly^  Mr. John Murray, whose ready courtesy and well-arranged records at once supplied the key to the mystery. Owing to exceptional delays, the  Quarterly  for October 1815 was not actually issued to the public until the March of the year following—that is to say, about three months  after  instead of  before  the appearance of  Emma,  Mr. Murray further stated that the article referred to was written by  Walteb Scott.
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       Eliza Bennet nor as animated as Emma Woodhouse, and it is difficult not to suspect that she is rather the result of a preconception—a fixed intention to create a model character of a certain type, than a study from the life. The same may be said of Edmund Bertram. He is evidently meant to be a gentleman and a better clergyman than Mr. Collins or Mr. Elton or Dr. Grant But like Fanny Price he also seems to have been drawn less objectively than subjectively; and both he and Miss Price, when they reflect and moralise, tremble sometimes on the verge of what has been styled * the discovery of the obvious.' On the other hand, Henry Crawford and his sister are admirable. One sees and recognises them to be real personages. None of the rest come up to these four, though William Price is a pleasant sketch—it may be, an Austen family portrait. Sir Thomas and Lady Bertram play secondary parts appropriately, and the two handsome Miss Bertrams are good flesh-and-blood examples of the education of the head at the expense of the heart—by which we mean something more than that merely physical organ which plays so palpitating a part in the famous Frederick-^«w-Agatha scene of  Lovers^ Vows,  Mr. Rush worth, with his forty-two speeches, and his mother, with her housekeeper patter, are subordinate figures and therefore slightly drawn. But the Collins and Bates and Jennings gallery is admirably reinforced by Mrs. Norris. She is not an amiable character, nor is she intended to be. But whether she is arranging to provide for Fanny at her brother-in-law's expense; or cajoling the housekeeper at Sotherton out of the pheasant's eggs which, having been hatched under somebody's hen, are to be reared in somebody else's coop; or spiriting away the famous green baize curtain which was to have hung in such graceful festoons—she is uniformly diverting.    Her absences

       • * •
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       from the stage leave it blanker, and her reappearances are hailed with delight.

       A word may be added with respect to the play which, upon two occasions in this book, never got beyond a rehearsal. As far as we can remember, Miss Austen does not name the author of  Lovers^ Vows,  It was a translation, duly altered to suit British susceptibilities, from  Das Kind der Ltebe  of Kotzebue, better known in this day as the author of that once popular  Stranger  in which Mrs. Haller (Miss Emily Fotheringay) captivated Mr. Arthur Pendennis, or of that other almost equally admired tragedy described by Miss Fotheringay's father as  Pezawro,  There were several English versions of  Das Kind der Liebe^  but the only one acted was Mrs. Inchbald's, which had a considerable vogue at Covent Garden in 1798. This was some years after those private theatricals at Steventon Parsonage, of which the memories no doubt survive in  Mansfield Park ;  but Miss Austen, besides being an assiduous playgoer when in London, was well posted in the drama of that Kean and Kemble age. Of literary allusion there is more in  Mansfield Park  than usual, for not only are Scott and Cowper quoted, but Henry Crawford talks sententiously of Shakespeare with Edmund Bertram, and Mary Crawford makes unexpected adaptation from that rather recondite parodist, Isaac Hawkins Browne. In an early chapter there is a reference which reminds us that although it was no longer possible, as in the last century, to send a cow or a housemaid by free post, the old-fashioned abuse of franking was still in full vigour, and mention is made elsewhere of that other reprehensible practice of hiding money under a seal which is described

       1 This has been translated  The Child of Love,  An exacter English equivalent would be that title of * Love-child,* by which—in the  Old Curiosity Shop  — Mi. Sampson Brass describes and defines the Marchioness.
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       m  Trevelyan's  Ztfe of Macaulay,  * Macaulay wrote to me at Harrow pretty constantly,' says the biographer, 'sealing his letters with an amorphous mass of red wax, which, in defiance of post-office regulations, not unfre-quently concealed a piece of gold' This is precisely how Edmund Bertram conveys half a guinea to William Price.

       Put round her shoulders by Mr. Crawford's quicker hands

       Frontispiece

       In vain did Lady Bertram smile and make her sit on the sofa with herself and Pug

       'How much I used to dread riding*

       Attending them to their carriage

       ' I did not know which way to look'

       A drcle of admirals   .

       There were many other views to be shown

       Their road was through a pleasant country

       Convinced him it was an ague, and promised hi

       fiusy at the pianoforte i I ,^ust falling into a gentle doze

       '' I am to have another fine fancy suit'

       A most welcome interruption

       * My father is come I'

       A ranting young man

       'To advise him not to venture*

       Good wishes for a pleasant journey

       Dr. Grant himself came out with an umbrella

       ' My dear Sir Thomas, Fanny can walk '
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       * And how do you think I mean to amnse myself, Mary, on the

       da)rs that I do not hunt ? *

       Both advised Mrs. Norris*s continuing where she was . It was Thornton Lacey   ....

       Making her see how well it looked Conducted to the top of the room

       * Poor Fanny ! * cried William

       Talking over Thursday night  ....

       She still went on, after a civil reception

       The note was held out, and must be taken

       Mrs. Norris called out, * Stay, stay, Fanny ! don't be in such a hurry*    ......

       Receiving a welcome   ....

       She said nothing but, * Sad, sad, girl *

       William and Fanny were horror-struck at the idea

       Mr. Price kicked away his son's portmanteau and his daughter*: band-box

       Mrs. Price, Rebecca, and Betsey all went up to defend them selves, all talking together

       Fanny was obliged to introduce him to Mr. Crawford

       Only discomposed if she saw Rebecca pass by with a flower in her hat  ......

       * There (holding out the paper to her)—much good may such

       fine relations do you *     .

       * No wonder—you must feel it' ' Mr. Bertram,' said she, with a smile Sitting under trees with Fanny   •
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       CHAPTER   I

       About  thirty years ago, Miss Maria Ward, of Huntingdon, with only   seven   thousand  pounds,   had   the  good   luck   to captivate Sir  Thomas  Bertram,  of  Mansfield Park,  in   the county of Northampton, and to be thereby raised to the rank .,   of a baronet's lady, with all the comforts and consequences ' • of a handsome house and large income.     All Huntingdon exclaimed on the greatness of the match; and her uncle, the lawyer, himself, allowed her to be at least  three thousand pounds short of any equitable claim to it.    She had two sisters to be benefited by her elevation ; and such of their acquaintance as   thought   Miss   Ward   and   Miss   Frances   quite   as handsome as  Miss  Maria, did not scruple to predict  their marrying with almost equal advantage.    But there certainly are not so many men of large fortune in the world as there are pretty women to deserve them.    Miss Ward, at the end of half a dozen years, found herself obliged to be attached to the Rev. Mr. Norris, a friend of her brother-in-law, with scarcely any   private   fortune,   and   Miss   Frances   fared yet   worse. Miss Ward's match, indeed, when it came to the point, was not contemptible, Sir Thomas being happily able to give his friend an income in the living of Mansfield ; and  Mr. and Mrs. Norris began their career of conjugal felicity with very little less than a thousand a year.    But Miss Frances married, in the common phrase, to disoblige her family, and by fixing on a Lieutenant of Marines,  without education,  fortune,  or connections, did it very thoroughly.    She could hardly have made a more untoward   choice.    Sir Thomas Bertram had interest,  which,   from   principle   as   well   as   pride,   from   a general wish of doing right, and a desire of seeing all that
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       were connected with him in situations of respectability, he would have been glad to exert for the advantage of Lady Bertram's sister: but her husband's profession was such as no interest could reach; and before he had time to devise any other method of assisting them, an absolute breach between the sisters had taken place. It was the natural result of the conduct of each party, and such as a very imprudent marriage almost always produces. To save herself from useless remonstrance, Mrs. Price never wrote to her family on the subject till actually married. Lady Bertram, who was a woman of very tranquil feelings, and a temper remarkably easy and indolent, would have contented herself with merely giving up her sister, and thinking no more of the matter: but. Mrs. Norris had a spirit of activity, which could not be satisfied till she had written a long and angry letter to Fanny,^ to point out the folly of her conduct, and threaten her wi^ all its possible ill consequences. Mrs. Price, in her turn, was injured and angry; and an answer, which comprehended each sister in its bitterness, and bestowed such very disrespectful reflections on the pride of Sir Thomas as Mrs. Norris could not possibly keep to herself, put an end to all intercourse between them for a considerable period.

       Their homes were so distant, and the circles in which they moved so distinct, as almost to preclude the means of ever hearing of each other's existence during the eleven following years, or at least to make it very wonderful to Sir Thomas that Mrs. Norris should ever have it in her power to tell them, as she now and then did in an angry voice, that Fanny had got another child. By the end of eleven years, however, Mrs. Price could no longer afford to cherish pride or resentment, or to lose one connection that might possibly assist her. A large and still increasing family, a husband disabled for active service, but not the less equal to company and good liquor, and a very small income to supply their wants^ made her eager to regain the friends she had so carelessly sacrificed ; and she addressed Lady Bertram in a letter which spoke so much contrition and despondence, such a superfluity of children, and such a want of almost everything else, as could not but dispose them all to a reconciliation. She was preparing for her ninth lying-in ; and after bewailing the circumstance, and imploring their countenance as sponsors to the expected child,
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       she could not conceal how important she felt they might be to the future maintenance of the eight already in being. Her eldest was a boy of ten years old, a fine spirited fellow, who longed to be out in the world ; but what could she do ? Was there any chance of his being hereafter useful to Sir Thomas in the concerns of his West Indian property ? No situation would be beneath him—or what did Sir Thomas think of Woolwich ? or how could a boy be sent out to the East ?

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

       Such were its immediate effects, and within a twelvemonth

       a more important advantage to Mrs. Price resulted from it.

       Mrs. Norris was often observing to the others that she could

       not get her poor sister and her family out of her head, and

       that, much as they had all done for her, she seemed to be

       wanting to do more; and at length she could not but own it

       to be her wish that poor Mrs. Price should be relieved from

       the charge and expense of one child entirely out of her great

       number.

       * What if they were among them to undertake the care of her eldest daughter, a girl now nine years old, of an age to require more attention than her poor mother could possibly give? The trouble and expense of it to them would be nothing, compared with the benevolence of the action.' Lady Bertram agreed witli her instantly. * I think we cannot do better,* said she; * let us send for the child.'

       Sir Thomas could not give so instantaneous and unqualified a consent. He debated and hesitated:—it was a serious charge;—a girl so brought up must be adequately provided for, or there would be cruelty instead of kindness in taking her from her family. He thought of his own four children— of his two sons—of cousins in love, etc.;—but no sooner had he deliberately begun to state his objections, than Mrs. Norris interrupted him with a reply to them all, whether stated or not

       *  My dear Sir Thomas, I perfectly comprehend you, and do justice to the generosity and delicacy of your notions, which indeed are quite of a piece with your general conduct; and I entirely agree with you in the main as to the propriety of
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       doing everything one could by way of providing for a child one had in a manner taken into one's own hands; and I am sure I should be the last person in the world to withhold mj mite upon such in occasion. Having no children of my own, who should I look to in any little matter I may ever have tc bestow, but the children of my sisters ? and I am sure Mr. Norris is too just—but you know I am a woman of few words and professions. Do not let us be frightened from a good deed by a trifle. Give a girl an education, and introduce her properly into the world, and ten to one but she has th€ means of settling well, without further expense to anybody. A niece of ours, Sir Thomas, I may say, or, at least,  oiyours, would not grow up in this neighbourhood without man> advantages. I don't say she would be so handsome as hei cousins. I daresay she would not; but she would be intro duced into the society of this country under such very favourable circumstances as, in all human probability, would get hei a creditable establishment. You are thinking of your sons— but do not you know that of all things upon earth  that  is the least likely to happen; brought up, as they would be, always together like brothers and sisters ? It is morally impossible. I never knew an instance of it. It is, in fact, the only sure way of providing against the connection. Suppose her a pretty girl, and seen by Tom or Edmund for the first time seven years hence, and I daresay there would be mischief. The very idea of her having been suffered to grow up at a distance from us all in poverty and neglect would be enough to make either of the dear, sweet-tempered boys in love with her. But breed her up with them from this time, and suppose her even to have the beauty of an angel, and she will never be more to either than a sister.*

       * There is a great deal of truth in what you say,' replied Sir Thomas, *and far be it from me to throw any fanciful impediment in the way of a plan which would be so consistent with the relative situations of each. I only meant to observe that it ought not to be lightly engaged in, and that to make it really serviceable to Mrs. Price, and creditable to ourselves, we must secure to the child, or consider ourselves engaged to secure to her hereafter, as circumstances may arise, the provision of a gentlewoman, if no such establishment should offei as you are so sanguine in expecting.'
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       * I thoroughly understand you,' cried Mrs. Norris; * you are everything that is generous and considerate, and I am sure we shall never disagree on this point. 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 this little girl the hundredth part of the regard I bear your own dear children, nor consider her, in any respect, so much my own, I should hate myself if I were capable of neglecting her. Is not she a sister's child ? and could I bear to see her want, while I had a bit of bread to give her ? My dear Sir Thomas, with all my faults I have a warm heart; and, poor as I am, would rather deny myself the necessaries of life, than do an ungenerou^. thing. So, if you are not against it, I will write to my pooi^ Ulster to-morrow, and make the proposal; and, as soon as mattets are settled, / will engage to get the child to Mansfield;  you  shall have no trouble about it. My own trouble, you know, I never regard. I will send Nanny to London on purpose, and she may have a bed at her cousin the saddler's, and the child be appointed to meet her there. They may easily get her from Portsmouth to town by the coach, under the care of any creditable person that may chance to be going. I daresay there is always some reputable tradesman's wife or other going up.'

       Except to the attack on Nanny's cousin. Sir Thomas no longer made any objection, and a more respectable though less economical rendezvous being accordingly substituted, everything was considered as settled, and the pleasures of so benevolent a scheme were already enjoyed. The division of gratifying sensations ought not, in strict justice, to have been equal; for Sir Thomas was fully resolved to be the real and consistent patron of the selected child, and Mrs. Norris had not the least intention of being at any expense whatever in her maintenance. As far as walking, talking, and contriving reached, she was thoroughly benevolent, and nobody knew better how to dictate liberality to others; but her love of money was equal to her love of directing, and she knew quite as well how to save her own as to spend that of her friends. Having married on a narrower income* than she had been used to look forward to, she had, from the first, fancied a very strict line of economy necessary ; and what was begun as a matter of prudence soon grew into a matter of d\Q\c^^ ^%
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       an object of that needful solicitude, which there were no children to supply. Had there been a family to provide for, Mrs. Norris might never have saved her money; but having no care of that kind, there was nothing to impede her frugality, or lessen the conlfort of making a yearly addition to an income which they had never lived up to. Under this infatuating principle, counteracted by no real affection for her sister, it was impossible for her to aim at more than the credit of projecting and arranging so expensive a charity; though perhaps she might so little know herself, as to walk home to the Parsonage, after this conversation, in the happy belief of being the most liberal-minded sister and aunt in the world.

       When the subject was brought forward again, her views were more fully explained; and, in reply to Lady Bertram's calm inquiry of * Where shall the child come to first, sister, to you or to us ?' Sir Thomas heard, with some surprise, that it would be totally out of Mrs. Norris's power to take any share in the personal charge of her. He had been considering her as a particularly welcome addition at the Parsonage, as a desirable companion to an aunt who had no children of her own: but he found himself wholly mistaken. Mrs. Norris was sorry to say that the little girl's staying with them, at least as things then were, was quite out of the question. Poor Mr. Norris's indifferent state of health made it an impossibility : he could no more bear the noise of a child than he could fly; if, indeed, he should ever get well of his gouty complaints, it would be a different matter: she should then be glad to take her turn, and think nothing of the inconvenience; but just now, poor Mr. Norris took up every moment of her time, and the very mention of such a thing she was sure would distract him.

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

       *  Very true,' cried Mrs. Norris, * which are both very important considerations; and it will be just the same to Miss Lee, whether she has three girls to teach, or only two—there

       n be no  difference.    I only wish I could be more useful;

       6
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       but you see I do all in my power. I am not one of those that spare their own trouble; and Nanny shall fetch her, however it may put me to inconvenience to have my chief counsellor away for three days. I suppose, sister, you will put the child in the little white attic, near the old nurseries. It will be much the best place for her, so near Miss Lee, and not far from the girls, and close by the housemaids, who could either of them help to dress her, you know, and take care of her clothes, for I suppose you would not think it fair to expect Ellis to wait on her as well as the others. Indeed, I do not see that you could possibly place her anywhere else.' Lady Bertram made no opposition.

       *  I hope she will prove a well-disposed girl,' continued Mrs. Norris, *and be sensible of her uncommon good fortune in having such friends.'

       •Should her disposition be really bad,' said Sir Thomas, *we must not, for our own children's sake, continue her in the family ; but there is no reason to expect so great an evil. We shall probably see much Jt) wish altered in her, and must prepare ourselves for gr«s ignorance, some meanness of opinions, and very distressing vulgarity of manner; but these are not incurable faults; nor, I trust, can they be dangerous for her associates. Had my daughter been  younger  than herself I should have considered the introduction of such a companion as a matter of very serious moment; but as it is, I hope there can be nothing to fear for  them^  and everything to hope for  her^  from the association.'

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

       *  I hope she will not tease my poor pug,' said Lady Bertram ; * I have but just got Julia to leave it alone.'

       *  There will be some difficulty in our way, Mrs. Norris,' observed Sir Thomas, *as to the distinction proper to be made between the girls as they grow up : how to preserve in the minds of my  daughters  the consciousness of what they are, without making them think too lowly of their cousin; and how, without depressing her spirits too far, to make her remember that she is not a  Miss Bertrams     I should wish *
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       see them very good friends, and would, on no account, authorise in my giris the smallest degree of arrogance towards their delation; but still they cannot be equals. Their rank, fortuite, rights, and expectations, will always be different. It is a point of great delicacy, and you must assist us in our endeavours to choose exactly the right line of conduct/

       Mrs. Norris was quite at his service; and though she perfectly agreed with him as to its being a most difficult thing, encouraged him to hope that between them it would be easily managed.

       It will be readily believed that Mrs. Norris did not write to her sister in vain. Mrs. Price seemed rather surprised that a girl should be fixed on, when she had so many fine boys, but accepted the offer most thankfully, assuring them of her daughter's being a very well-disposed, good-humoured girl, and trusting they would never have cause to throw her off. She spoke of her further as somewhat delicate and puny, but was sanguine in the hope of her being materially better for change of air. Poor woman ! she probably thought change of air might agree with many of her children.

       CHAPTER II

       The  little girl performed her long journey in safety; and at Northampton was met by Mrs. Norris, who thus regaled in the credit of being foremost to welcome her, and in the importance of leading her in to the others, and recommending her to their kindness.

       Fanny Price was at this time just ten years old, and though there might not be much in her first appearance to captivate, there was, at least, nothing to disgust her relations. She was small of her age, with no glow of complexion, nor any other striking beauty; exceedingly timid and shy, and shrinking from notice j but her air, though awkward, was not vulgar, her voice was sweet, and when she spoke her countenance was pretty. Sir Thomas and Lady Bertram received her very kindly; and Sir Thomas, seeing how much she needed encouragement, tried to be all that was conciliating: but he had
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       to work against a most untoward gravity of deportment; and Lady Bertram, without taking half so much trouble, or speaking one word where he spoke ten, by the mere aid of a good-humoured smile became immediately the less awful character of the two.

       The young people were all at home, and sustained their share in the introduction very well, with much good-humour, and no embarrassment, at least on the part of the sons, who, at seventeen and sixteen, and tall of their age, had all the grandeur of men in the eyes of their little cousin. The two girls were more at a loss from being younger and in greater awe of their father, who addressed them on the occasion with rather an injudicious particularity. But they were too much used to company and praise, to have anything like natural shyness; and their confidence increasing from their cousin's total want of it, they were soon able to take a full survey of her face and her frock in easy indifference.

       They were a remarkably fine family; the sons very well looking, the daughters decidedly handsome, and all of them well grown and forward of their age, which produced as striking a difference between the cousins in person, as education had given to their address; and no one would have supposed the girls so nearly of an age as they really were.

       There were in fact but two years between the youngest and Fanny. Julia Bertram was only twelve, and Maria but a year older. The little visitor meanwhile was as unhappy as possible. Afraid of everybody, ashamed of herself, and longing for the home she had left, she knew not how to look up, and could scarcely speak to be heard, or without crying. Mrs. Norris had been talking to her the whole way from Northampton of her wonderful good fortune, and the extraordinary degree of gratitude and good behaviour which it ought to produce, and her consciousness of misery was therefore increased by the idea of its being a wicked thing for her not to be happy. The fatigue, too, of so long a journey became soon no trifling evil. In vain were the well-meant condescensions of Sir Thomas, and all the officious prognostications of Mrs. Norris that she would be a good girl; in vain did Lady Bertram smile and make  V^ sit on the sofa with herself and Pug, and vain was even the sight of a gooseberry tart towards giving her comfort; she could scarcely swallow two mouthfuls before tears interrupted
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       her, and sleep seeming to be her likeliest friend, she was taken to finish her sorrows in bed.

       * This is not a very promising beginning,' said Mrs. Norris, when Fanny had left the room. * After all that I said to her as we came along, I thought she would have behaved better; I told her how much might depend upon her acquitting herself well at first. I wish there may not be a little sulkiness of temper—her poor mother had a good deal; but we must make allowances for such a child ; and I do not know that her being sorry to leave her home is really against her, for, with all its faLultSy  it  was  her home, and she cannot as yet understand how much she has changed for the better; but then there is moderation in all things.'

       It required a longer time, however, than Mrs. Norris was inclined to allow, to reconcile Fanny to the novelty of Mansfield Park, and the separation from everybody she had been used to. Her feelings were very acute, and too little understood to be properly attended to. Nobody meant to be unkind, but nobody put themselves out of their way to secure her comfort

       The holiday allowed to the Miss Bertrams the next day, on purpose to afford leisure for getting acquainted with and entertaining their young cousin, produced little union. They could not but hold her cheap on finding that she had but two sashes, and had never learnt French ; and when they perceived her to be little struck with the duet they were so good as to play, they could do no more than make her a generous present of some of their least valued toys, and leave her to herself, while they adjourned to whatever might be the favourite holiday sport of the moment, making artificial flowers or wasting gold paper.

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

       The grandeur of the house astonished, but could not console her. The rooms were too large for her to move in with ease; whatever she touched she expected to injure, and she crept about in constant terror of something or other; often retreating towards her own chamber to cry; and the little girl who was spoken of in the drawing-room when she left it at night, as seeming so desirably sensible of her peculiar good fortune, ended every day's sorrows by sobbing herself to sleep. A week had passed in this way, and no suspicion of it conveyed by her quiet, passive manner, when she was found one morning by her cousin Edmund, the youngest of the sons, sitting crying on the attic stairs.

       * My dear little cousin,' said he, with all the gentleness of an excellent nature, * what can be the matter ?' And sitting down by her, he was at great pains to overcome her shame in being so surprised, and persuade her to speak openly. * Was she ill ? or was anybody angry with her ? or had she quarrelled with Maria and Julia ? or was she puzzled about anything in her lesson that he could explain? Did she, in short, want anything he could possibly get her, or do for her ?' For a long while no answer could be obtained beyond a * No, no— not at all—^no, thank you'; but he still persevered ; and no sooner had he begun to revert to her own home, than her increased sobs explained to him where the grievance lay. He tried to console her.

       *You are sorry to leave mamma, my dear little Fanny,' said he, * which shows you to be a very good girl; but you must remember that you are with relations and friends, who all love you, and wish to make you happy. Let us walk out in the park, and you shall tell me all about your brothers and sisters.'

       On pursuing the subject, he found that, dear as all these brothers and sisters generally were, there was one among them who ran more in her thoughts than the rest. It was William whom she talked of most, and wanted most to see. William, the eldest, a year older than herself, her constant companion and friend; her advocate with her mother (of whom he was the darling) in every distress. * William did not like she should come away;  he had told her he should miss her  very

       MANSFIELD PARK

       much. indeed,'—* But William will write to you, I daresay.*— * Yes, he had promised he would, but he had told  her  to write first.'—* And when shall you do it ?' She hung her head and answered, hesitatingly, * she did not know; she had not any paper.'

       * If that be all your difficulty, I will furnish you with paper and every other material, and you may write your letter whenever you choose. Would it make you happy to write to William ?'

       *Yes, very.'

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

       * But, cousin—will it go to the post ?'

       * Yes, depend upon me it shall: it shall go with the other letters; and as your uncle will frank it, it will cost William nothing.'

       * My uncle ?' repeated Fanny, with a frightened look.

       * Yes, when you have written the letter, I will take it to my father to firank.'

       Fanny thought it a bold measure, but offered no further resistance; and they went together into the breakfast-room, where Edmund prepared her paper, and ruled her lines with all the good-will that her brother could himself have felt, and probably with somewhat more exactness. He continued with her the whole time of her writing, to assist her with his penknife or his orthography, as either were wanted; and added to these attentions, which she felt very much, a kindness to her brother, which delighted her beyond all the rest. He wrote with his own hand his love to his cousin William, and sent him half a guinea under the seal. Fanny's feelings on the occasion were such as she believed herself incapable of expressing ; but her countenance and a few artless words fully conveyed all their gratitude and delight, and her cousin began to find her an interesting object He talked to her more, and, firom  all that  she said, was convinced of her having an affectionate heart, and a strong desire of doing right; and he could perceive her to be farther entitled to attention, by great sensibility of  her  situation, and great timidity. He had never knowingly given her pain, but he now felt that she required more  positive kindness, and with that view endeairoured, in the

       MANSFIELD PARK

       first place, to lessen her fears of them all, and gave her especially a great deal of good advice as to playing with Maria and Julia, and being as merry as possible.

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

       Edmund was uniformly kind himself; and she had nothing worse to endure on the part of Tom than that sort of merriment which a young man of seventeen will always think fair with a child of ten. He was just entering into life, full of spirits, and with all the liberal dispositions of an eldest son, who feels bom only for expense and enjoyment. His kindness to his little cousin was consistent with his situation and rights: he made her some very pretty presents, and laughed at her.

       As her appearance and spirits improved. Sir Thomas and Mrs. Norris thought with greater satisfaction of their benevolent plan; and it was pretty soon decided between them that, though far from clever, she showed a tractable disposition, and seemed likely to give them little trouble. A mean opinion of her abilities was not confined to  them,  Fanny could read, work, and write, but she had been taught nothing more ; and as her cousins found her ignorant of many things with which they had been long familiar, they thought her prodigiously stupid, and for the first two or three weeks were continually bringing some fresh report of it into the drawing-
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       room. * Dear mamma, only think, my cousin cannot put the map of Europe together—or my cousin cannot tell the principal rivers in Russia—or she never heard of Asia Minor— or she does not know the difference between water-colours and crayons ! How strange 1 Did you ever hear anything so stupid ?'

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

       * But, aunt, she is really so very ignorant 1 Do you know, wc asked her last night, which way she would go to get to Ireland; and she said, she should cross to the Isle of Wight. She thinks of nothing but the Isle of Wight, and she calls it tke Island^  as if there were no other island in the world. I am sore I should have been ashamed of myself, if I had not known better long before I was so old as she is. I cannot remember the time when I did not know a great deal that she has not the least notion of yet How long ago it is, aunt, since we used to repeat the chronological order of the kings of England, with the dates of their accession, and most of the principal events of their reigns 1'

       * Yes,' added the other; * and of the Roman emperors as low as Severus; besides a great deal of the heathen mytho-XogYy  and all the metals, semi-metals, planets, and distinguished philosophers.'

       *Very true, indeed, my dears, but you are blessed with wonderful memories, and your poor cousin has probably none at alL There is a vast deal of difference in memories, as well as in everything else, and therefore you must make allowance for your cousin, and pity her deficiency. And remember that, if you are ever so forward and clever yourselves, you should always be modest; for, much as you know already, there is a great deal more for you to learn.'

       * Yes, I know there is, till I am seventeen. But I must tell you another thing of Fanny, so odd and so stupid. Do you know, she says she does not want to learn either music or drawing.'

       •To be sure, my dear, that is very stupid indeed, and shows a great want of genius and emulation. But, all things considered, I do not know whether it is not as well that it should be so, for, though you know (owing lo m^^  ^qmx ^tn.^^
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       and mamma are so good as to bring her up with you, it is no at all necessary that she should be as accomplished as you are on the contrary, it is much more desirable that there should  \Di a difference.'

       Such were the counsels by which Mrs. Norris assisted to form her nieces' mind; and it is not very wonderful that, with all their promising talents and early information, they should be entirely deficient in the less common acquirements of sel^; knowledge, generosity, and humility. In everything but disposition, they were admirably taught. Sir Thomas did not: know what was wanting, because, though a truly anxious father,: he was not outwardly affectionate, and the reserve of hisi manner repressed all the flow of their spirits before him.

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

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

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

       Amid the cares and the complacency which his own children suggested, Sir Thomas did not forget to do what he could for the children of Mrs. Price: he assisted her liberally in the education and disposal of her sons as they became old enough for a determinate pursuit; and Fanny, though almost totally separated from her family, was sensible of the truest satisfaction in hearing of any kindness towards them, or of anything at all promising in their situation or conduct Once, and once only in the course of many years, had she the happiness of being with William. Of the rest she saw nothing: nobody seemed to think of her ever going amongst them again, even for a visit, nobody at home seemed to want her; but William determining, soon afler her removal, to be a sailor, was invited to spend a week with his sister in Northamptonshire, before he went to sea. Their eager affection in meeting, their exquisite delight in being together, their hours of happy mirth, and moments of serious conference, may be imagined; as well as the sanguine views and spirits of the boy even to the last, and the misery of the girl when he left her. Luckily the visit happened in the Christmas holidays, when she could directly look for comfort to her cousin Edmund ; and he told her such charming things of what William was to do and be hereafter, in consequence of his profession, as made her gradus^y admit that the separation might have some use. Edmund's friendship never failed her: his leaving Eton for Oxford made no change in his kind dispositions, and only C   17
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       afforded more frequent opportunities of proving them. Without any display of doing more than the rest, or any fear of doing too much, he was always true to her interests, and considerate of her feelings, trying to make her good qualities understood, and to conquer the diffidence which prevented their being more apparent; giving her advice, consolation, and encouragement.

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

       CHAPTER   III

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

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

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

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

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

       He had a wife about fifteen years his junior, but no children; and they entered the neighbourhood with the usual fair report of being very respectable, agreeable people.

       The time was now come when Sir Thomas expected his sister-in-law to claim her share in their niece, the change in Mrs, Norris's situation, and the improvement in Fanny's age, seeming not merely to do away any former objection to their living together, but even to give it the most decided eligibility; and as his own circumstances were rendered less fair than heretofore, by some recent losses on his West India estate, in
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       addition to his eldest son's extravagance, it became not undesirable to himself to be relieved from the expense of her support, and the obligation of her future provision. In the fulness of his belief that such a thing must be, he mentioned its probability to his wife; and the first time of the subject's occurring to her again happening to be when Fanny was present, she calmly observed to her, * So, Fanny, you are going to leave us, and live with my sister. How shall you like it ?'

       Fanny was too much surprised to do more than repeat her aunt's words, * Going to leave you ?'

       * Yes, my dear, why should you be astonished ? You have been five years with us, and my sister always meant to take

       . you when Mr. Norris died.    But you must come up and tack on my patterns all the same.'

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

       *  I shall be very sorry to go away,' said she, with a faltering voice.

       * Yes, I daresay you will;  thafs  natural enough. I suppose you have had as little to vex you since you came into this house as any creature in the world.'

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

       * No, my dear; I hope not. I have always found you a very good girl.'

       * And am I never to live here again ?'

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

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

       * Cousin,' said she, * something is going to happen which I do not like at all; and though you have often persuaded me into being reconciled to things that I disliked at first, you will not be able to do it now. I am going to live entirely with my aunt Norris.'

       ' Indeed r ' YeSf my aunt  Bertram has Just toVd m^ so.    \\. \s <^\\&
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       settled.    I am to leave Mansfield Park, and go to the White House, I suppose, as soon as she is removed there.'

       * Well, Fanny, and if the plan were not unpleasant to you, I should call it an excellent one.'

       *  Oh, cousin ! *

       * It has everything else in its favour. My aunt is acting like a sensible woman in wishing for you. She is choosing a friend and companion exactly where she ought, and I am glad her love of money does not interfere. You will be what you ought to be to her. I hope it does not distress you very much, Fanny.'

       * Indeed it does: I cannot like it I love this house and everything in it: I shall love nothing there. You know how uncomfortable I feel with her.'   •

       * I can say nothing for her manner to you as a child ; but it was the same with us all, or nearly so. She never knew how to be pleasant to children. But you are now of an age to be treated better; I think she  ts  behaving better already; and when you are her only companion, you  musf  be important to her.'

       * I can never be important to any one.'

       *  What is to prevent you ? *

       * Everything. My situation—my foolishness and awkwardness.'

       *  As to your foolishness and awkwardness, my dear Fanny, believe me, you never have a shadow of either, but in using the words so improperly. There is no reason in the world why you should not be important where you are known. You have good sense and a sweet temper, and I am sure you have a grateful heart, that could never receive kindness without wishing to return it. I do not know any better qualifications for a friend and companion.'

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

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

       * Oh, do not say so.'

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

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

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

       * Very true. Yes, dear old grey pony. Ah, cousin, when I remember how much I used to dread riding, what terrors it gave me to hear it talked of as likely to do me good—(oh, how I have trembled at my uncle's opening his lips if horses were talked of);—and then think of the kind pains you took to reason and persuade me out of my fears, and convince me that I should like it after a little while, and feel how right you proved to be,—I am inclined to hope you may always prophesy as well.'

       *And I am quite convinced that your being with Mrs. Norris will be as good for your mind as riding has been for your health—and as much for your ultimate happiness too.'

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

       * I think, sister, we need not keep Miss Lee any longer, when Fanny goes to live with you.'

       Mrs. Norris almost started. *Live with me, dear Lady Bertram 1 what do you mean ?'

       * Is not she to live with you ?—I thought you had settled it with Sir Thomas ? *

       * Me I never. I never spoke a syllable about it to Sir Thomas, nor he to me. Fanny live with me 1 the last thing in the world for me to think of, or for anybody to wish that really knows us both. Good heaven I what could I do with Fanny ?—Me 1 a poor, helpless, forlorn widow, unfit for anything, my spirits quite broken down, what could I do with a girl at her time of life, a girl of fifteen I the very age of all others to need most attention and care, and put the cheer-fullest spirits to the test. Sure Sir Thomas could not seriously expect such a thing! Sir Thomas is too much my friend. Nobody that wishes me well, I am sure, would propose it How came Sir Thomas to speak to you about it ? *

       * Indeed, I do not know.    I suppose he thought it best*

       * But what did he say ? He could not say he  wished  me to take Fanny. I am sure in his heart he could not wish me to do it'

       * No, he only said he thought it very likely—and I thought so too. We both thought it would be a comfort to you. But if you do not like it, there is no more to be said. She is no incumbrance here.*

       * Dear sister 1 If you consider my unhappy state, how can she be any comfort to me ? Here am I, a poor desolate widow, deprived of the best of husbands, my health gone in
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       attending and nursing him, my spirits still worse, all my peace in this world destroyed, with barely enough to suplport me in the rank of a gentlewoman, and enable me to live so as not to disgrace the memory of the dear departed—what possible comfort could I have in taking such a charge upon me as Fanny ? If I could wish it for my own sake, I would not do so unjust a thing by the poor girl. She is in good hands, and sure of doing well. I must struggle through my sorrows and difficulties as I can.'

       * Then you will not mind living by yourself quite alone ?'

       * Dear Lady Bertram 1 what am I fit for but solitude ? Now and then I shall hope to have a friend in my little cottage (I shall always have a bed for a friend); but the most part of my future days will be spent in utter seclusion. If I can but make both ends meet, that's all I ask for.'    .

       * I hope, sister, things are not so very bad with you neither —considering Sir Thomas says you will have six hundred a year.*

       * Lady Bertram, I do not complain. I know I cannot live as I have done, but I must retrench where I can, and learn to be a better manager. I  have been  a liberal housekeeper enough, but I shall not be ashamed to practise economy now. My situation is as much altered as my income. A great many things were due from poor Mr. Norris as clergyman of the parish that cannot be expected from me. It is unknown how much was consumed in our kitchen by odd comers and goers. At the White House, matters must be better looked after. I  must  live within my income, or I shall be miserable ; and I own it would give me great satisfaction to be able to do rather more—to lay by a little at the end of the year.'

       * I daresay you will    You always do, don't you ?'

       * My object. Lady Bertram, is to be of use to those that come after me. It is for your children's good that I wish to be richer. I have nobody else to care for; but I should be very glad to think I could leave a little trifle among them worth their having.'

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

       *Why, you know Sir Thomas's means will be rather straitened, if the Antigua estate is to make such poor returns.'
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       *0h,  that  will soon be settied. Sir Thomas has been writing about it, 1 know.*

       * Well, Lady Bertram,* said Mrs. Norris, moving to go, * I can only say that my sole desire is to be of use to your family; and so if Sir Thomas should ever speak again about my taking Fanny, you will be able to say that my health and spirits put it quite out of the question—besides that, I really should not have a bed to give her, for I must keep a spare room for a friend.*

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

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

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

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

       These opinions had been hardly canvassed a year before another event arose of such importance in the family as might fairly claim some place in the thoughts and conversation of the ladies. Sir Thomas found it expedient to go to Antigua himself for the better arrangement of his affairs, and he took his eldest son with him, in the hope of detaching him from some bad connections at home. They left England with the probability of being nearly a twelvemonth absent.

       The necessity of the measure in a pecuniary light, and the hope of its utility to his son, reconciled Sir Thomas to the eflfort of quitting the rest of his family, and of leaving his daughters to the direction of others at their present most interesting time of life. He could not think Lady Bertram quite equal to supply his place with them, or rather to perform what should have been her own; but in Mrs. Norris's watchful attention, and in Edmund^s judgment, he had sufficient confidence to make him go without fears for their conduct.

       Lady Bertram did not at all like to have her husband leave her ; but she was not disturbed by any alarm for his safety or solicitude for his comfort, being one of those persons who think nothing can be dangerous, or difficult, or fatiguing to anybody but themselves.

       The Miss Bertrams were much to be pitied on the occasion ; not  for their sorrow, but for their want of it. Their father was • no object of love to them ; he had never seemed the friend of their pleasures, and his absence was unhappily most welcome. They were relieved by it from all restraint; and without aiming at one gratification that would probably have been forbidden by Sir Thomas, they felt themselves immediately at their own disposal,  and to have every indulgence within  their reach.
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       Fanny's relief, and her consciousness of it, were quite equal to her cousins'; but a more tender nature suggested that her feelings were ungrateful, and she really grieved because she could not grieve. * Sir Thomas, who had done so much for her and her brothers, and who was gone perhaps never to return I that she should see him go without a tear 1 it was a shameful insensibility.' He had said to her, moreover, on the very last morning, that he hoped she might see William again in the course of the ensuing winter, and had charged her to write and invite him to Mansfield as soon as the squadron to which he belonged should be known to be in England. * This was so thoughtful and kind I' and would he only have smiled upon her and called her * my dear Fanny,' while he said it, every former frown or cold address might have been forgotten. But he had ended his speech in a way to sink her in sad mortification, by adding, * If William does come to Mansfield, I hope you may be able to convince him that the many years which have passed since you parted have not been spent on your side entirely without improvement—though I fear he must find his sister at sixteen in some respects too much like his sister at ten.' She cried bitterly over this reflection when her uncle was gone ; and her cousins, on seeing her with red eyes, set her down as a hypocrite.

       CHAPTER IV

       Tom Bertram  had of late spent so little of his time at home, that he could be only nominally missed; and Lady Bertram was soon astonished to find how very well they did even without his father, how well Edmund could supply his place in carving, talking to the steward, writing to the attorney, settling with the servants, and equally saving her from all possible fatigue or exertion in every particular but that of directing her letters.

       The earliest intelligence of the travellers' sate arrival in

       Antigua, after a favourable voyage, was received; though not

       u^/Urft Mrs. N orris had been indulging in very dreadful fears,

       \ag  to make Edmund participate them whenever she

       MANSFIELD PARK

       could get him alone; and as she depended on being the first person made acquainted with any fatal catastrophe, she had already arranged the manner of breaking it to all the others, when Sir Thomas's assurances of their both being alive and well made it necessary to lay by her agitation and affectionate preparatory speeches for a while.

       The winter came and passed without their being called for; the accounts continued perfectly good; and Mrs. Norris, in promoting gaieties for her nieces, assisting their toilettes, displaying their accomplishments, and looking about for their future husbands, had so much to do as, in addition to all her own household cares, some interference in those of her sister, and Mrs. Grant's wasteful doings to overlook, left her very little occasion to be occupied even in fears for the absent

       The Miss Bertrams were now fully established among the belles of the neighbourhood ; and as they joined to beauty and brilliant acquirements a manner naturally easy, and carefully formed to general civility and obligingness, they possessed its favour as well as its admiration. Their vanity was in such good order that they seemed to be quite free from it, and gave themselves no airs ; while the praises attending such behaviour, secured and brought round by their aunt, served to strengthen them in believing they had no faults.

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

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

       The ensuing spring deprived her of her valued friend the old grey pony; and for some time she was in danger of feeling the loss in her health as well as in her affections; for in spite of the acknowledged importance of her riding on horseback, no measures were taken for mounting her again, * because,* as it was observed by her aunts, *she might ride one of her cousins' horses at any time when they did not want them'; and as the Miss Bertrams regularly wanted their horses every fine day, and had no idea of carrying their obliging manners to the sacrifice of any real pleasure, that time, of course, never came. They took their cheerful rides in the fine mornings  oA April and May; and Fanny either sat at home the whole day with one aunt, or walked beyond her strength at the instigation of the other; Lady Bertram holding exercise to be as unnecessary for everybody as it was unpleasant to herself; and Mrs. Norris, who was walking all day, thinking everybody ought to walk as much. Edmund was absent at this time, oi the evil would have been earlier remedied. When he returned, to understand how Fanny was situated, and perceived its ill effects, there seemed with him but one thing to be done; and that * Fanny must have a horse' was the resolute declaration with which he opposed whatever could be urged by the supine-ness of his mother, or the economy of his aunt, to make it appear unimportant. Mrs. Norris could not help thinking that some steady old thing might be found among the numbers belonging to the Park, that would do vastly well; or that one might be borrowed of the steward ; or that perhaps Dr. Grant might now and then lend them the pony he sent to the post She could not but consider it as absolutely unnecessary, and even improper, that Fanny should have a regular lady's horse of her own in the style of her cousins. She was sure Sii Thomas had never intended it; and she must say, that to be making such a purchase in his absence, and adding to the great expenses of his stable at a time when a large part of hia
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       income was unsettled, seemed to her very unjustifiable ' Fanny must have a horse' was Edmund's only reply. Mrs. Norris could not see it in the same light. Lady Bertram did: she entirely agreed with her son as to the necessity of it, and as to its being considered necessary by his father;—she only pleaded against there being any hurry; she only wanted him to wait till Sir Thomas's return, and then Sir Thomas might settle it all himself. He would be at home in September,— and where would be the harm of only waiting till September ?

       Though Edmund was much more displeased with his aunt than with his mother, as evincing least regard for her niece, he could not help paying more attention to what she said, and at length determined on a method of proceeding which would obviate the risk of his father's thinking he had done too much, and at the same time procure for Fanny the immediate means of exercise, which he could not bear she should be without. He had three horses of his own, but not one that would carry a woman. Two of them were hunters; the third, a useful road-horse: this third he resolved to exchange for one that his cousin might ride; he knew where such a one was to be met with; and having once made up his mind, the whole business was soon completed. The new mare proved a treasure ; with a very little trouble, she became exactly calculated for the purpose, and Fanny was then put in almost full possession of her. She had not supposed before that anything could ever suit her like the old grey pony; but her delight in Edmund's mare was far beyond any former pleasure of the sort; and the addition it was ever receiving in the consideration of that kindness from which her pleasure sprang was beyond all her words to express. She regarded her cousin as an example of everything good and great, as possessing worth which no one but herself could ever appreciate, and as entitled to such gratitude from her as no feelings could be strong enough to pay. Her sentiments towards him were compounded of all that was respectful, grateful, confiding, and tender.

       As the horse continued in name, as well as fact, the property of Edmund, Mrs. Norris could tolerate its being for Fanny's use; and had Lady Bertram ever thought about her own objection again, he might have been excused in her eyes for not waiting till Sir Thomas's return in September, for when   September  came Sir Thomas was  still  abroad,  and
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       without any near prospect of finishing his business. Unfavourable circumstances had suddenly arisen at a moment when he was beginning to turn all his thoughts towards England; and the very great uncertainty in which everything was then involved determined him on sending home his son, and waiting the final arrangement by himself. Tom arrived safely, bringing an excellent account of his father's health ; but to very little purpose, as far as Mrs. Norris was concerned. Sir Thomas's sending away his son seemed to her so like a parent's care, under the influence of a foreboding of evil to himself, that she could not help feeling dreadful presentiments j and as the long evenings of autumn came on, was so terribly haunted by these ideas, in the sad solitariness of her cottage, as to be obliged to take daily refuge in the dining-room of the Park. The return of winter engagements, however, was not without its effect; and in the course of their progress, her mind became so pleasantly occupied in superintending the fortunes of her eldest niece, as tolerably to quiet her nerves. * If poor Sir Thomas were fated never to return, it would be peculiarly consoling to see their dear Maria well married,' she very often thought; always when they were in the company of men of fortune, and particularly on the introduction of a young man who had recently succeeded to one of the largest estates and finest places in the country.

       Mr. Rush worth was fi"om the first struck with the beauty of Miss Bertram, and, being inclined to marry, soon fancied himself in love. He was a heavy young man, with not more than common sense; but as there was nothing disagreeable in his figure or address, the young lady was well pleased with her conquest Being now in her twenty-first year, Maria Bertram was beginning to think matrimony a duty; and as a marriage with Mr. Rushworth would give her the enjoyment of a larger income than her father's, as well as ensure her the house in town, which was now a prime object, it became, by the same rule of moral obligation, her evident duty to marry Mr. Rush-worth if she could. Mrs. Norris was most zealous in promoting the match, by every suggestion and contrivance likely to enhance its desirableness to either party; and, among other means, by seeking an intimacy with the gentleman's mother, who at present lived with him, and to whom she even forced Lady Bertram to go through ten miles of indifferent road tc
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       pay a morning visit. It was not long before a good understanding took place between this lady and herself. Mrs. Rushworth acknowledged herself very desirous that her son should marry, and declared that of all the young ladies she had ever seen, Miss Bertram seemed, by her amiable qualities and accomplishments, the best adapted to make him happy. Mrs. Norris accepted the compliment, and admired the nice discernment of character which could so well distinguish merit. Maria was indeed the pride and delight of them all—perfectly faultless—an angel; and, of course, so surrounded by admirers, must be difficult in her choice: but yet, as far as Mrs. Norris could allow herself to decide on so short an acquaintance, Mr. Rushworth appeared precisely the young man to deserve and attach her.

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

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

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

       Sir Thomas, however, was truly happy in the prospect of an alliance so unquestionably advantageous, and of which he heard nothing but the perfectly good and agreeable. It was a connection exactly of the right sort,—in the same county, and the same interest,—and his most hearty concurrence was con-
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       veyed as soon as possible. He only conditioned that  the marriage should not take place before his return, which he was again looking eagerly forward to. He wrote in April, and had strong hopes of settling everything to his entire satisfaction, and leaving Antigua before the end of the summer.

       Such was the state of affairs in the month of July; and Fanny had just reached her eighteenth year, when the society of the village received an addition in the brother and sister of Mrs. Grant, a Mr. and Miss Crawford, the children of  her mother by a second marriage. They were young people of fortune. The son had a good estate in Norfolk, the daughter twenty thousand pounds. As children, their sister had  always been very fond of them; but, as her own marriage had  been soon followed by the death of their common parent, which  left them to the care of a brother of their father, of whom  Mrs. Grant knew nothing, she had scarcely seen them since. In their uncle's house they had found a kind home. Admiral  and Mrs. Crawford, though agreeing in nothing else, were  -^fpited in affection for these' children, or, at least, were no farther adverse in their feelings than that each had their favourite, to whom they showed the greatest fondness of the two. The Admiral delighted in the boy, Mrs. Crawford doted on the girl; and it was the lady's death which now obliged  her proiigee^  after some months' further trial at her uncle's house, to find another home. Admiral Crawford was a man of vicious conduct, who chose, instead of retaining his niece, to bring his mistress under his own roof; and to this Mrs. Grant was indebted for her sister's proposal of coming to her,  a measure quite as welcome on one side as it could be expedient on the other; for Mrs. Grant having by this time run through the usual resources of ladies residing in the country without  a family of children,—having more than filled her favourite sitting-room with pretty furniture, and made a choice collection of plants and poultry,—was very much in want of  some variety at home. The arrival, therefore, of a sister whom she had always loved, and now hoped to retain with her as long  as she remained single, was highly agreeable; and her chief anxiety was, lest Mansfield should not satisfy the habits of  a young woman who had been mostly used to London.

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

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

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

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

       Henry bowed and thanked her.

       * My dear sister,' said Mary, * if you can persuade him into anything of the sort, it will be a fresh matter of delight to me to find myself allied to anybody so clever, and I shall only regret that you have not half a dozen daughters to dispose of. If you can persuade Henry to marry, you must have the address of a Frenchwoman. All that English abilities can do has been tried already. I have three very particular friends who have been all dying for him in their turn; and the pains which they, their mothers (very clever women), as well as my dear aunt and myself, have taken to reason, coax, or trick him into marrying, is inconceivable! He is the most horrible flirt that can be imagined. If your Miss Bertrams do not like to have their hearts broke, let them avoid Henry.'

       * My dear brother, I will not believe this of you.'

       * No, I am sure you are too good. You will be kinder than Mary. You will allow for the doubts of youth and inexperience. I am of a cautious temper, and unwilling to risk my happiness in a hurry. Nobody can think more highly of the matrimonial state than myself. I consider the blessing of a wife as most justly described in those discreet lines of  the poet, **-Heaven's  last  best gift."'

       * There, Mrs. Grant, you see how he dwells on one  word, and only look at his smile. I assure you he is very detest* able—the Admiral's lessons have quite spoiled him.'

       * I pay very httle regard,' said Mrs. Grant, * to what  any young person says on the subject of marriage. If they profess a disinclination for it, I only set it down that they have  not yet seen the right person.'

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

       *0h yes, I am not at all ashamed of it. I would have everybody marry if they can do it properly: I do not like to have people throw themselves away; but everybody should marry as soon as they can do it to advantage.'
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       CHAPTER   V

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

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

       Maria's notions on the subject were more confused and indistinct. She did not want to see or understand. * There could be no harm in her liking an agreeable man—everybody knew her situation—Mr. Crawford must take care of himself Mr. Crawford did not mean to be in any danger: the Miss Bertrams were worth pleasing, and were ready to be pleased ; and he began with no object but of making them like him. He  did  not want them to die of love; but with sense and temper which ought to have made him judge and feel better, he allowed  himself great latitude on such points.
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       * I like your Miss Bertrams exceedingly, sister,' said he, as he returned from attending them to their carriage after the said dinner visit; * they are very elegant, agreeable girls.*

       * So they are, indeed, and I am delighted to hear you say it.    But you like Julia best.'

       * Oh yes, I like Julia best'

       *  But do you really ?. for Miss Bertram is in general thought the handsomest.'

       * So I should suppose. She has the advantage in every feature, and I prefer her countenance—^but I like Julia best. Miss Bertram is certainly the handsomest, and I have found her the most agreeable, but I shall always like Julia best, because you order me.'

       * I shall not talk to you, Henry, but I Icnow you  will  like her best at last.'

       * Do not I tell you that I like her best  at first f  *

       * And besides. Miss Bertram is engaged. Remember that, my dear brother.    Her choice is made.'

       * Yes, and I like her the better for it. An engaged woman is always more agreeable than a disengaged. She is satisfied with herself. Her cares are over, and she feels that she may exert all her powers of pleasing without suspicion. All is safe with a lady engaged; no harm can be done.*

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

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

       *  Mary, how shall we manage him ?'

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

       *  But I would not have him  taken in,  I would not have him duped ; I would have it all fair and honourable.'

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

       *  Not always in marriage, dear Mary.'

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

       * Ah! You have been in a bad school for matrimony, in Hill Street.'

       * My poor aunt had certainly little cause to love the state; but, however, speaking from my own observation, it is a manoem^ring business. I know so many who have married in the full expectation and confidence of some one particular advantage in the connection, or accomplishment or good quality in the person, who have found themselves entirely deceived, and been obliged to put up with exactly the reverse! What is this but a take in ?'

       * My dear child, there must be a little imagination here. I beg your pardon, but I cannot quite believe you. Depend upon it, you see but half. You see the evil, but you do not see the consolation. There will be little rubs and disappointments everywhere, and we are all apt to expect too much; but then, if one schdme of happiness fails, human nature turns to another : if the first calculation is wrong, we make a second better ; we find comfort somewhere—and those evil-minded observers, dearest Mary, who make much of a little, are more taken in and deceived than the parties themselves.'

       * Well done, sister ! I honour your  esprit du corps.  When I am a wife, I mean to be just as staunch myself; and I wish my friends in general would be so too. It would save me many a heartache.'

       * You are as bad as your brother, Mary; but we will cure you both. Mansfield shall cure you both, and without any taking in.    Stay with us, and we will cure you.'

       The Crawfords, without wanting to be cured, were very willing to stay. Mary was satisfied with the Parsonage as a present home, and Henry equally ready to lengthen his visit. He had come, intending to spend only a few days with them ; but Mansfield promised well, and there was nothing to call him elsewhere. It delighted Mrs. Grant to keep them both with her, and Dr. Grant was exceedingly well contented to have it so: a talking pretty young woman like Miss Crawford
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       is always pleasant society to an indolent, stay-at-home man; and Mr. Crawford's being his guest was an excuse for drinking claret every day.

       The Miss Bertrams* admiration of Mr. Crawford was more rapturous than anything which Miss Crawford's habits made her likely to. feel. She acknowledged, however, that the Mr. Bertrams were very fine young men, that two such young men were not often seen together even in London, and that their manners, particularly those of the eldest, were very good. He  had been much in London, and had more liveliness and gallantry than Edmund, and must, therefore, be preferred ; and, indeed, his being the eldest was another strong claim. She had felt an early presentiment that she  should  like the eldest best.    She knew it was her way.

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

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

       And Fanny, wlfat was  she  doing and thinking all this while ?
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       and what was  her  opinion of the new-comers?    Few youn ladies of eighteen could be less called on to speak their opiniora than Fanny.     In a quiet way, very little attended to, she pai^ her tribute of admiration to Miss Crawford's beauty; but as she still continued to think Mr. Crawford very plain, in spite cf her two cousins having repeatedly proved the contrary, she never mentioned  him.     The notice which she excited herself was to this effect.    * I begin now to understand you all, except Miss Price,' said Miss Crawford, as she was walking with the Mr.   Bertrams.     * Pray,  is she  out, or is she not ?     I am puzzled.    She dined at the Parsonage, with the rest of you, which seemed like being  out;  and yet she says so little, that I can hardly suppose she />.'

       Edmund, to whom this was chiefly addressed, replied, * I believe I know what you mean—but I will not undertake to answer the question. My cousin is grown up. She has the age and sense of a woman, but the outs and not outs are beyond me.'

       *And yet, in general, nothing can be more easily ascertained. The distinction is so broad. Manners as well as appearance are, generally speaking, so totally different Till now, I could not have supposed it possible to be mistaken as to a girl's being out or not. A girl not out has always the same sort of dress—a close bonnet, for instance—looks very demure, and never says a word. You may smile, but it is so, I assure you; and except that it is sometimes carried a little too far, it is all very proper. Girls should be quiet and modest. The most objectionable part is, that the alteration of manners on being introduced into company is frequently too sudden. They sometimes pass in such very little time from reserve to quite the opposite—to confidence 1  That  is the faulty part of the present system. One does not like to see a girl of eighteen or nineteen so immediately up to everything—and perhaps when one has seen her hardly able to speak the year before. Mr. Bertram, I daresay j^« have sometimes met with such changes.*

       * I believe I have; but this is hardly fair; I see what you are at.    You are quizzing me and Miss Anderson.'

       * No, indeed. Miss Anderson 1 I do not know who or what you mean. I am quite in the dark. But I  will  quiz you with a great deal of pleasure, if you will tell me what about.'

       * Ah 1 you carry it off very well, but I cannot be quite so
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       br  imposed on.    You must have had Miss Anderson in youi

       eye m describing  an  altered  young  lady.     You paint   too

       accurately for mistake.    It was exactly so.    The Andersons

       of Baker Street.    We were speaking of them the other day,

       you know.    Edmund, you have heard me mention  Charles

       Anderson.    The circumstance was precisely as this lady has

       represented it.    When Anderson first introduced me to his

       Amily, about two years ago, his sister was not  ouf^  and I could

       not get her to speak to me.    I sat there an hour one morning

       waiting for Anderson, with only her and a little girl or two in

       the room, the governess being sick or run away, and the mother

       in and out every moment with letters of business ; and I could

       hardly get a word or a look from the young lady,—nothing

       like a civil answer,—she screwed up her mouth, and turned

       from me with such an air!    I did not see her again for a

       twelvemonth.    She was then  out    I  met her at Mrs. Holford's,

       and did not recollect her.    She came up to me, claimed me as

       an acquaintance, stared me out of countenance, and talked and

       laughed till I did not know which way to look.    I felt that I

       must be the jest of the room at the time, and Miss Crawford,

       it is plain, has heard the story.'

       *  And a very pretty story it is, and with more truth in it, I daresay, than does credit to Miss Anderson. It is too common a fault. Mothers certainly have not yet got quite the right way of managing their daughters. I do not know where the error lies. I do not pretend to set people right, but I do see that they are often wrong.'

       'Those who are showing the world what female manners should be^  said Mr. Bertram, gallantly, ^ are doing a great deal to set them right.'

       *  The error is plain enough,* said the less courteous Edmund ; 'such girls are ill brought up. They are given wrong notions from the beginning. They are always acting upon motives of vanity, and there is no more real modesty in their behaviour before  they appear in public than afterwards.'

       *  I do not know,' replied Miss Crawford, hesitatingly. * Yes, I cannot agree with you there. It is certainly the modestest part of the business. It is much worse to have girls  not out give themselves the same airs and take the same liberties as if they were, which I  htwe  seen done.  That  is worse than anything—quite disgusting I'
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       *Yes,  that  is very inconvenient, indeed,' said Mr. Bertram. • It leads one astray; one does not know what to do. The close bonnet and demure air you describe so well (and nothing was ever juster) tell one what is expected ; but I got into a dreadful scrape last year from the want of them. I went down to Ramsgate for a week with a friend last September, just after my return from the West Indies. My friend Sneyd,—you have heard me speak of Sneyd, Edmund,—his father and mother and sisters were there, all new to me. When we reached Albion Place they were out: we went after them, and found them on the pier,—Mrs. and the two Miss Sneyds, with others of their acquaintance. I made my bow in form ; and as Mrs. Sneyd was surrounded by men, attached myself to one of her daughters, walked by her side all the way home, and made myself as agreeable as I could,—^the young lady perfectly easy in her manners, and as ready to talk as to listen. I had not a suspicion that I could be doing anything wrong. They looked just the same: both well dressed, with veils and parasols like other girls; but I afterwards found that I had been giving all my attention to the youngest, who was not  out^ and had most excessively offended the eldest. Miss Augusta ought not to have been noticed for the next six months; and Miss Sneyd, I believe, has never forgiven me.'

       *That was bad indeed. Poor Miss Sneyd! Though I have no younger sister, I feel for her. To be neglected before one's time must be very vexatious; but it was entirely the mother's fault. Miss Augusta should have been with her governess. Such half-and-half doings never prosper. But now I must be satisfied about Miss Price. Does she go to balls ? Does she dine out everywhere, as well as at my sister's ? *

       * No,' replied Edmund, * I do not think she has ever been to a ball My mother seldom goes into company herself, and dines nowhere but with Mrs. Grant, and Fanny stays at home with  ker^
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       CHAPTER VI

       Mr. Bertram  set off for  , and Miss Crawford was prepared to find a great chasm in their society, and to miss him decidedly in the meetings which were now becoming almost daily between the families; and on their all dining together at the Park soon after his going, she retook her chosen place near the bottom of the table, fully expecting to feel a most melancholy difference in the change of masters. It would be a very flat business, she was sure. In comparison with his brother, Edmund would have nothing to say. The soup would be sent round in a most spiritless manner, wine drunk without any smiles or agreeable trifling, and the venison cut up without supplying one pleasant anecdote of any former haunch, or a single entertaining story about * my friend such a one.* She must try to find amusement in what was passing at the upper end of the table, and in observing Mr. Rush worth, who was now making his appearance at Mansfield for the first time since the Crawfords* arrival. He had been visiting a friend in a neighbouring county, and that friend having recently had his grounds laid out by an improver, Mr. Rushworth was returned with his head full of the subject, and very eager to be improving his own place in the same way; and though not saying much to the purpose, could talk of nothing else. The subject had been already handled in the drawing-room; it was revived in the dining-parlour. Miss Bertram's attention and opinion were evidently his chief aim ; and though her deportment showed rather conscious superiority than any solicitude to oblige him, the mention of Sotherton Court, and the ideas attached to it, gave her a feeling of complacency which prevented her from being very ungracious.

       * I wish you could see Compton,' said he, * it is the most complete thing ! I never saw a place so altered in my life. I told Smith I did not know where I was. The approach  now is one of the finest things in the country; you see the house in the most surprising manner. I declare when I got back to Sotherton yesterday, it looked like a prison—quite a dismal old prison.*
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       *  Oh, for shame 1' cried Mrs. Norris. * A prison, indeed I Sotherton Court is the noblest old place in the world.'

       *  It wants improvement, ma'am, beyond anything. I never saw a place that wanted so much improvement in my life; and it is so forlorn, that I do not know what can be done with it.'

       *  No wonder that Mr. Rushworth should think so at present,' said Mrs. Grant to Mrs. Norris, with a smile; * but depend upon it, Sotherton will have  every  improvement in time which his heart can desire.*

       * I must try to do something with it,' said Mr. Rushworth, (but I do not know what. I hope I shall have some good friend to help me.'

       *  Your best friend upon such an occasion,' said Miss Bertram, calmly, * would be Mr. Repton, I imagine.*

       * That is what I was thinking of. As he has done so well by Smith, I think I had better have him at once. His terms are five guineas a day.'

       *  Well, and if they were  ten^  cried Mrs. Norris, * I am sure you  need not regard it The expense need not be any impediment. If I were you, I should not think of the expense, I would have everything done in the best style, and made as nice as possible. Such a place as Sotherton Court deserves everything that taste and money can do. You have space to work upon there, and grounds that will well reward you. Fpr my own part, if I had anything within the fiftieth part of the size of Sotherton, I should be always planting and improving, for naturally I am excessively fond of it. It would be too ridiculous for me to attempt anything where I am now, with my little half-acre. It would be quite a burlesque. But if I bad more room, I should take a prodigious delight in improving and planting. We did a vast deal in that way at the Parsonage : we made it quite a different place from what it was when we first had it. You young ones do not remember much about it, perhaps: but if dear Sir Thomas were here, he could tell you what improvements we made; and a great deal more would have been done, but for poor Mr. Norris's sad state of health. He could hardly ever get out, poor man, to enjoy anything, and  that  disheartened me from doing several things that Sir Thomas and I used to talk of. If it had not been for IhtU^  we should have carried on the garden wall, and made the plantation to shut out the churchyard, just as Dr. Grant has
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       done. We were always doing something as it was. It was only the spring twelvemonth before Mr. Norris's death, that we put in the apricot against the stable wall, which is now grown such a noble tree, and getting to such perfection, sir,' addressing herself then to Dr. Grant.

       *  The tree thrives well beyond a doubt, madam,' replied Dr. Grant. * The soil is good; and I never pass it without regretting that the fruit should be so little worth the trouble of gathering.'

       * Sir, it is a Moor Park, we bought it as a Moor Park, and it cost us—that is, it was a present from Sir Thomas, but I saw the bill, and I know it cost seven shillings, and was charged as a Moor Park.'

       *  You were imposed on, ma'am,' replied Dr. Grant: * these potatoes have as much the flavour of a Moor Park apricot as the fruit from that tree. It is an insipid fruit at the best; but a good apricot is eatable, which none from my garden are.'

       *The truth is, ma'am,' said Mrs. Grant, pretending to whisper across the table to Mrs. Norris, *that Dr. Grant hardly knows what the natural taste of our apricot is; he is scarcely ever indulged with one, for it is so valuable a fruit with a little assistance, and ours is such a remarkably large, fair sort, that what with early tarts and preserves my cook contrives to get them all.'

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

       After a short interruption, Mr. Rushworth began again. * Smith's place is the admiration of all the country; and it was a mere nothing before Repton took it in hand. I think I shall have Repton.'

       * Mr. Rushworth,' said Lady Bertram, * if I were you, I would have a very pretty shrubbery. One likes to get out into a shrubbery in fine weather.'

       Mr. Rushworth was eager to assure her Ladyship of his acquiescence, and tried to make out something complimentary ; but between his submission to  her  taste, and his having always intended the same himself, with the superadded objects of professing attention to the comfort of ladies in general, and of
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       insinuating that there was one only whom he was anxious to please, he grew puzzled; and Edmund was glad to put an end to his speech by a proposal of wine. Mr. Rush worth, however, though not usually a great talker, had still more to say on the subject next his heart. * Smith has not much above a hundred Acres altogether in his grounds, which is little enough, and makes it more surprising that the place can have been so improved. Now, at Sotherton, we have a good seven hundred, without reckoning the water meadows; so that I think, if so much could be done at Compton, we need not despair. There have been two or three fine old trees cut down that grew too near the house, and it opens the prospect amazingly, which makes me think that Repton, or anybody of that sort, would certainly have the avenue at Sotherton down ; the avenue that leads from .the west front to the top of the hill, you know,* turning to Miss Bertram particularly as he spoke. But Miss Bertram thought it most becoming to reply—

       * The avenue! Oh, I do not recollect it. I really know very little of Sotherton.*

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

       * Cut down an avenue ! What a pity ! Does not it make you think of Cowper? "Ye fallen avenues, once more 1 mourn your fate unmerited." *

       He smiled as he answered, * I am afraid the avenue stands a bad chance, Fanny.*

       * I should like to see Sotherton before it is cut down, to see the place as it is now, in its old state; but I do not suppose I shall.'

       * Have you never been there ? No, you never can; and unluckily it is out of distance for a ride. I wish we could contrive it*

       * Oh, it does not signify. Whenever I do see it, you will tell me how it has been altered.*

       * I collect,* said Miss Crawford, * that Sotherton is an old place, and  a  place of some grandeur. In any particular style of building ? *

       'The house was built in Elizabeth's time, and is a large, r^:ular brick building—heavy, but respectable-looking, and has many good  rooms.    It is ill placed.    It stands in one of

       MANSFIELD PARK

       the lowest spots of the park; in that respect, unfavourable for improvement But the woods are fine, and there is a stream, which, I daresay, might be made a good deal of. Mr. Rushworth is quite right, I think, in meaning to give it a modem dress, and I have no doubt that it will be all done extremely well.*

       Miss Crawford listened with submission, and said to herself * He is a well-bred man; he makes the best of it'

       * I do not wish to influence Mr. Rushworth,' he continued; ^ but had I a place to new-fashion, I should not put myself into the hands of an improver. I would rather have an inferior degree of beauty, of my own choice, and acquired progressively. I would rather abide by my own blunders than by his.'

       *  You  would know what you were about, of course—but that would not suit  me,  I have no eye or ingenuity for such matters, but as they are before me; and had I a place of my own in the country, I should be most thankful to any Mr. Repton who would undertake it, and give me as much b^uty as he could for my money; and I should never look.^ it till it was complete.'   y

       * It would be delightful to  me  to see the progress o^ it all,' said Fanny.   *      '•

       *Ay, you have been brought up to it It was no part erf my education; and the only dose I ever had, being administered by not the first favourite in the world, has  made aie consider improvements  in hand  as the greatest of  naitances. Three years ago, the Admiral, my honoured unclei bou|[lit a cottage at Twickenham for us all to spend our suquneni in; and my aunt and I went down to it quite in raptures:* but it being excessively pretty, it was soon found necessary ^ lie improved; and for three months we were all dirt and confusion, without a gravel walk to step on, or a bench fit for  use. , I would have everything as complete as possible in the country, shrubberies and flower-gardens, and rustic seats innumerable: but it must be all done without my care. Henry is diffevent, he loves to be doing.*

       Edmund was sorry to hear Miss Crawford, whom he  was much disposed to admire, speak so freely of her uncld    It did not suit his sense of propriety, and he was silenced, till induced, by further smiles and liveliness, to put the matter by    \ for the present.   ■'
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       * Mr. Bertram,' said she, * I have tidings of my harp at last. I am assured that it is safe at Northampton; and there it has probably been these ten days, in spite of the solemn assurances we have so often received to the contrary.' Edmund expressed his pleasure and surprise. * The truth is, that our inquiries were too direct; we sent a servant, we went ourselves ; this will not do seventy miles from London—but this morning we heard of it in the right way. It was seen by some farmer, and he told the miller, and the miller told the butcher, and the butcher's son-in-law left word at the shop.*

       * I am very glad that you have heard of it, by whatever means ; and hope there will be no further delay.'

       * I am to have it to-morrow; but how do you think it is to be conveyed ? Not by a waggon or cart:—oh no, nothing of that kind could be hired in the village. I might as well have asked for porters and a hand-barrow.'

       'You would find it difficult, I daresay, just now, in the middle of a very late hay harvest, to hire a horse and cart ?'

       ' I was astonished to find what a piece of work was made of it! To want a horse and cart in the country seemed impossible, so I told my maid to speak for one directly; and as I cannot look out of my dressing-closet without seeing one form-yard, nor walk in the shrubbery without passing another, I thought it would be only ask and have, and was rather grieved that I could not give the advantage to all. Guess my surprise, when I found that I had been asking the most unreasonable, most impossible thing in the world; had offended all the fermers, all the labourers, all the hay in the parish. As  for  Dr. Grant's bailiff, I believe I had better keep out of Ms yi2Ly ; and my brother-in-law himself, who is all kindness in genet^  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  think of it, you must see the importance of getting in the grass. The hire of a cart at any time might not be so easy as you suppose; our farmers are not in the habit of letting them out; but in harvest, it must be quite oat of their power to spare a horse.'

       * I shall understand all your ways in time; but coming down  with the true London maxim, that everything is to be got with  money, I was a little embarrassed at first by the sturdy
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       independence of your country customs. However, I am to have my harp fetched to-morrow. Henry, who is good-nature itself, has offered to fetch it in his barouche. Will it not be honourably conveyed ? *

       Edmund spoke of the harp as his favourite instrument, and hoped to be soon allowed to hear her. Fanny had never heard the harp at all, and wished for it very much.

       * I shall be most happy to play to you both,* said Miss Crawford ; * at least, as long as you can like to listen ; probably much longer, for I dearly love music myself, and where the natural taste is equal, the player must always be best off, for she is gratified in more ways than one. Now, Mr. Bertram, if you write to your brother, I entreat you to tell him that my harp  is  come, he heard so much of my misery without it. And you may say, if you please, that I shall prepare my most plaintive airs against his return, in compassion to his feelings, as I know his horse will lose.'

       * If I write, I will say whatever you wish me; but I do not at present foresee any occasion for writing.'

       * No, I daresay; nor if he were to be gone a twelvemonth, would you ever write to him, nor he to you, if it could be helped. The occasion would never be foreseen. What strange creatures brothers are ! You would not write to each other but upon the most urgent necessity in the world; and when obliged to take up the pen to say that such a horse is ill, or such a relation dead, it is done in the fewest possible words. You have but one style among you. I know it perfectly. Henry, who is in every other respect exactly wh^t a brother should be, who loves me, consults me, confides in me, and will talk to me by the hour together, has never yet turned the page in a letter; and very often it is nothing more than—" Dear Mary, I am just arrived. Bath seems full, and everything as usual. Yours sincerely." That is the trtie manly style,—that is a complete brother's letter.'

       * When they are at a distance from all their family,' saia Fanny, colouring for William's sake, *they can write long letters.'

       *  Miss Price has a brother at sea,' said Edmund, * whose excellence as a correspondent makes her think you too severe upon us.'

       *At sea, has she?—In the king's service, of course.'
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       Fanny would rather have had Edmund tell the story, but lis determined silence obliged her to relate her brother's situation; her voice was animated in speaking of his profes-iion, and the foreign stations he had been on, but she could lot mention the number of years that he had been absent without tears in her eyes. Miss Crawford civilly wished him m early promotion.

       * Do you know anything of my cousin's captain ? * said Bdmund; * Captain Marshall ? You have a large acquaint-mce in the navy, I conclude ? *

       * Among admirals, large enough; but,' with an air of grandeur, *we know very little of the inferior ranks. Post-:aptains may be very good sort of men, but they do not 3elong to  us.  Of various admirals I could tell you a great deal; of them and their flags, and the gradation of their pay, md their bickerings and jealousies. But, in general, I can assure you that they are all passed over, and all very ill-used. Certainly, my home at my uncle's brought me acquainted writh a circle of admirals. Of  Rears^  and  Vices,  I saw enough. Now, do not be suspecting me of a pun, I entreat.'

       Edmund again felt grave, and only replied, * It is a noble profession.'

       *Yes, the profession is well enough, under two circumstances : if it make the fortune, and there be discretion in spending it; but, in short, it is not a favourite profession of mine.     It has never worn an amiable form to  me,^

       Edmund reverted to the harp, and was again very happy in the prospect of hearing her play.

       The subject of improving grounds, meanwhile, was still imder consideration.among the others; and Mrs. Grant could act help addressing her brother, though it was calling his attention from Miss Julia Bertram.

       * My dear Henry, have  you  nothing to say ? You have t>een an improver yourself, and from what I hear of Ever-ingham, it may vie with any place in England. Its natural beauties, I am sure, are great. Everingham, as it  used  to be, wras perfect in my estimation; such a happy fall of ground, uid such timber!    What would not I give to see it again !'

       * Nothing could be so gratifying to me as to hear your opinion of it,' was his answer ; * but I fear there would be some disappointment;—^you would not find it equal to your present
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       ideas. In extent it is a mere nothing;—you would be sur prised at its insignificance; and as for improvement, there was very little for me to do—too little—I should like to have been busy much longer.'

       * You are fond of the sort of thing ?' said Julia.

       * Excessively; but what with the natural advantages of the ground, which pointed out, even to a very young eye, what little remained to be done, and my own consequent resolutions, I had not been of age three months before Everingham was all that it is now. My plan was laid at Westminster, a little altered, perhaps, at Cambridge, and at one-and-twenty executed. I am inclined to envy Mr. Rushworth for having so much happiness yet before him.    I have been a devourer of my own.*

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

       Mrs. Grant, hearing the latter part of this speech, enforced it warmly, persuaded that no judgment could be equal to her brother's; and as Miss Bertram caught at the idea likewise, and  gave it her full support, declaring "that, in her opinion, it was  infinitely better to consult with friends and disinterested advisers,  than immediately to throw the business into the hands  of a professional man, Mr. Rushworth was very ready to  request  the fevour of Mr. Crawford's assistance; and Mr. Crawford,  after properly depreciating his own abilities, was quite at  his service in any way that could be useful. Mr. Rushworth  then began to propose Mr. Crawford's doing him the honour  of coming over to Sotherton, and taking a bed there;  when Mrs. Norris, as if reading in her two nieces' imnds their little approbation of a plan which was to take Mr Crawford away, interposed with an amendment.

       * There can be no doubt of Mr. Crawford's willingness ; but why should not more of us go ? Why should not we make a little party ? Here are many that would be interested in your improvements, my dear Mr. Rushworth, and that would like to hear Mr. Crawford's opinion on the spot, and that might be of some small use to you with  l/ieir  opinions ; and for my own part I have been long wishing to wait upon your good mother again; nothing but having no horses of my own could have made me so remiss ; but now  I  could go and sit a few hours
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       with Mrs. Rush worth while the rest of you walked about and settled things, and then we could all return to a late dinnei here, or dine at Sotherton, just as might be most agreeable tc your mother, and have a pleasant drive home by moonlight I daresay Mr. Crawford would take my two nieces and me in his barouche, and Edmund can go on horseback, you know, sister, and Fanny will stay at home with you.*

       Lady Bertram made no objection ; and every one concerned in the going was forward in expressing their ready concurrence, excepting Edmund, who heard it all and said nothing.

       CHAPTER VII

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

       * Very well—very much. I like to hear her talk. She entertains me; and she is so extremely pretty, that I have great pleasure in looking at her.'

       * It is Jier countenance that is so attractive. She has a wonderful play of feature 1 But was there nothing in her conversation that struck you, Fanny, as not quite right ?'

       * Oh yes, she ought not to have spoken of her uncle as she did. I was quite astonished. An uncle with whom she has been living so many years, and who, whatever his faults may be, is so very fond of her brother, treating him, they say, quite like a son.    I could not have believed )t I'

       * I thought you would be struck. It was very wrong—very indecorous.'

       * And very ungrateful, I think.'

       * Ungrateful is a strong word. I do not know that her uncle has any claim to her  gratitude;  his wife certainly had; and it is the warmth of her respect for her aunt's memory which misleads her here. She is awkwardly circumstanced. With such warm feelings and lively spirits it must be difficult to do justice to her affection for Mrs. Crawford, without throwing a shade on the Admiral. I do not pretend to  know which was most to blame in their disagreements, though  the

       MANSFIELD PARK

       AdmiraPs present conduct might incline one to the side of his wife; but it is natural and amiable that Miss Crawford should acquit her aunt entirely. I do not censure her  opinionsj  but there certainly  is  impropriety in making them public'

       * Do not you think,' said Fanny, after a little consideration, * that this impropriety is a reflection itself upon Mrs. Crawford, as her niece has been entirely brought up by her? She cannot have given her right notions of what was due to the Admiral.*

       * That is a fair remark. Yes, we must suppose the faults of the niece to have been those of the aunt; and it makes one more sensible of the disadvantages she has been under. But I think her present home must do her good. Mrs. Grant's manners are just what they ought to be. She speaks of her brother with a very pleasing affection.'

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

       * The right of a lively mind, Fanny, seizing whatever may contribute to its own amusement or that of others; perfectly allowable, when untinctured by ill-humour or roughness ; and there is not a shadow of either in the countenance or manner of Miss Crawford, nothing sharp, or loud, or coarse. She is perfectly feminine, except in the instances we have been speaking of.  There  she cannot be justified. I am glad you saw it all as I did.'

       Having formed her mind and gained her affections, he had a good chance of her thinking like him ; though at this period, and on this subject, there began now to be some danger of dissimilarity, for he was in a line of admiration of Miss Crawford, which might lead him where Fanny could not follow. Miss Crawford's attractions did not lessen. The harp arrived, and rather added to her beauty, wit, and good-humour ; for she played with the greatest obligingness, with an expression and taste which were peculiarly becoming, and there  was something clever to be said at the close of every air.
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       Edmund was at the Parsonage every day, to be indulged with his favourite instrument: one morning secured an invitation for the next; for the lady could not be unwilling to have a listener, and everything was soon in a fair train.

       A young woman, pretty, lively, with a harp as elegant as herself; and both placed near a window cut domi to the ground, and opening on a little lawn, surrounded by shrubs in the rich foliage of summer, was enough to catch any man's heart The season, the scene, the air, were all favourable to tenderness and sentiment. Mrs. Grant and her tambour frame were not without their use: it was all in harmony; and as everything will turn to account when love is once set going, even the sandwich tray, and Dr. Grant doing the honours of it, were worth looking at. Without studying the business, however, or knowing what he was about, Edmund was beginning, at the end of a week of such intercourse, to be a good deal in love; and to the credit of the lady it may be added, that without his being a man of the world or an elder brother, without any of the arts of flattery or the gaieties of small talk, he began to be agreeable to her. She felt it to be so, though she had not foreseen, and could hardly understand it; for he was not pleasant by any common rule, he talked no nonsense, he paid no compliments, his opinions were unbending, his attentions tranquil and simple. There was a charm, perhaps, in his sincerity, his steadiness, his integrity, which Miss Crawford might be equal to feel, though not equal to discuss with herself. She did not think very much about it, however: he pleased her for the present; she liked to have him near her; it was enough.

       Fanny could not wonder that Edmund was at the Parsonage every morning; she would gladly have been there too, might she have gone in uninvited and unnoticed to hear the harp; neither could she wonder that when the evening stroll was over, and the two-families parted again, he should think it right to attend Mrs. Grant and her sister to their home, while Mr. Crawford was devoted to the ladies of the Park; but she thought it a very bad exchange; and if Edmund were not there to mix the wine and water for her, would rather go without it than not. She was a little surprised that he could spend so many hours with Miss Crawford, and not see more of the sort of fault which he had already observed, and of
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       which  she  was almost always reminded by a something of the same nature whenever she was in her company ; but so it was. Edmund was fond of speaking to her of Miss Crawford, but he seemed to think it enough that the Admiral had since been spared; and she scrupled to point out her own remarks to him, lest it should appear like ill-nature. The first actual pain which Miss Crawford occasioned her was the consequence of an inclination to learn to ride, which the former caught soon after her being setded at Mansfield, from the example of the young ladies at the Park, and which, when Edmimd's acquaintance with her increased, led to his encouraging the wish, and the offer of his own quiet mare for the purpose of her first attempts, as the best fitted for a beginner that either stable could furnish. No pain, no injury, however, was designed by him to his cousin in this offer;  she  was not to lose a day's exercise by it The mare was only to be taken down to the Parsonage half an hour before her rides were to begin; and Fanny, on its being first proposed, so far from feeling slighted, was almost overpowered with gratitude that he should be asking her leave for it.

       Miss Crawford made her first essay with great credit to herself, and no inconvenience to Fanny. Edmund, who had taken down the mare and presided at the whole, returned with it in excellent time, before either Fanny or the steady old coachman, who always attended her when she rode without her cousins, was ready to set forward. The second day's trial was not so guiltless. Miss Crawford's enjoyment of riding was such, that she did not know how to leave off. Active and fearless, and, though rather small, strongly made, she seemed formed for a horsewoman; and to the pure genuine pleasure of the exercise^ something was probably added in Edmund's attendance and instructions, and something more in the conviction of very much surpassing her sex in general by her early progress, to make her unwilling to dismount Fanny was ready and waiting, and Mrs. Norris was beginning to scold her for not being gone, and still no horse was announced, no Edmund appeared. To avoid her aunt, and look for him, she went out.

       The houses, though scarcely half a mile apart, were not within sight of each other; but by walking fifty yards from the hall door she could look down the park, and command
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       a view of the Parsonage and all its demesnes, gently rising beyond the village road; and in Dr. Grant's meadow she immediately saw the group—Edmund and Miss Crawford both on horseback, riding side by side. Dr. and Mrs. Grant, and Mr. Crawford, with two or three grooms, standing about * and looking on. A happy party it appeared to her—all interested in one object—cheerful beyond a doubt, for the sound of merriment ascended even to her. It was a sound which did not make  her  cheerful; she wondered that Edmund should forget her, and felt a pang. She could not turn her eyes from the meadow, she could not help watching all that passed. At first Miss Crawford and her companion made the circuit of the field, which was not small, at a foot's pace ; then, at  her  apparent suggestion, they rose into a canter; and to Fanny's timid nature it was most astonishing to see how well she sat. After a few minutes, they stopped entirely, Edmund was close to her, he was speaking to her, he was evidently directing her management of the bridle, he had hold of her hand; she saw it, or the imagination supplied what the eye could not reach. She must not wonder at all this ; what could be more natural than that Edmund should be making himself useful, and proving his good-nature by any one ? She could not but think, indeed, that Mr. Crawford might as well have saved him the trouble ; that it would have been particularly proper and becoming in a brother to have done it himself; but Mr. Crawford, with all his boasted goodnature, and all his coachmanship, probably knew nothing of the matter, and had no active kindness in comparison of Edmund. She began to think it rather hard upon the mare •to have such double duty; if she were forgotten, the poor mare should be remembered.

       Her feelings for one and the other were soon a little tranquillised, by seeing the party in the meadow disperse, and Miss Crawford still on horseback, but attended by Edmund on foot, pass through a gate into the lane, and so into the park, and make towards the spot where she stood. She began then to be afraid of appearing rude and impatient; and walked to meet them with a great anxiety to avoid the suspicion.

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

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

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

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

       * It is a pleasure to see a lady with such a good heart for^ riding I' said he. *I never see one sit a horse better. SJi^ did not seem to have a thought of fear. Very different from you, miss, when you first began, six years ago come next Easter. Lord bless me 1 how you did tremble when Sir Thomas first had you put on !'

       In the drawing-room Miss Crawford was also celebrated. H^T merit in being gifted by nature with strength and courage was fully appreciated by the Miss Bertrams; her delight in riding was like their own ; her early excellence in it was like their own, and they had great pleasure in praising it.
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       * I was sure she would ride well,' said Julia; < she has the make for it.    Her figure is as neat as her brother's.'

       *Yes,' added Maria, *and her spirits are as good, and she has the same energy of character. I cannot but think that good horsemanship has a great deal to do with the mind.'

       When they parted at night, Edmund asked Fanny whether she meant to ride the next day.

       * No, I do not know, not if you want the mare,' was her answer,  ^l  do not want her at all for myself,' said he; * but whenever you are next inclined to stay at home, I think Miss Crawford would be glad to have her for a longer-time —for a whole morning, in short. She has a great desire to get as far as Mansfield Common: Mrs. Grant has been telling her of its fine views, and I have no doubt of her being perfectly equal to it. But any morning will do for this. She would be extremely sorry to interfere with you. It would be very wrong if she did.  SAe  rides only for pleasure,  you  for health.'

       * I shall not ride to-morrow, certainly,' said 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, which must be Fanny's comfort, and the ride to Mansfield Common took place the next morning:—the party included all the young people but herself, and was much enjoyed at the time, and doubly enjoyed again in the evening discussion. A successful scheme of this sort generally brings on another; and the having been to Mansfield Conmion disposed them all for going somewhere else the day after. There were many other views to be shown; and though the weather was hot, there were shady lanes wherever they wanted to go. A young party- is always provided with a shady lane. Four fine mornings successively were spent in this manner in showing the Crawfords the country, and doing the honours of its finest spots. Everything answered: it was all gaiety and good-humour, the heat only supplying inconvenience enough to be talked of with pleasure—till the fourth day, when the happiness of one of the party was exceedingly clouded. Miss Bertram was the one. Edmund and Julia were invited to dine at the Parsonage, and
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       the  was excluded. It was meant and done by Mrs. Grant, with perfect good-humour, on Mr. Rushworth's account, who was partly expected at the Park that d
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       a  very grievous injury, and her good rnanners were severely taxed to  conceal her vexation and anger till she reached home.  As  Mr,  Rushworth did  noi  come, the injury was tocreased, and  she had not even the relief of showing her power over Um ; she could only be sullen to her mother, aunt «3
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       and cousin, and throw as great a gloom as possible over their dinner and dessert.

       Between ten and eleven, Edmund and Julia walked into the drawing-room, fresh with the evening air, glowing and cheerful, the very reverse of what they found in the three ladies sitting there, for Maria would scarcely raise her eyes from her book, and Lady Bertram was half-asleep; and even Mrs. Norris, discomposed by her niece's ill-humour, and having asked one or two questions about the dinner, which were not immediately attended to, seemed almost determined to say no more. For a few minutes, the brother and sister were too eager in their praise of the night and their remarks on the stars, to think beyond themselves ; but when the first pause came, Edmund, looking around, said, * But where is Fanny ? Is she gone to bed ?'

       * No, not that I know of,' replied Mrs. Norris; * she was here a moment ago.'

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

       * That is a very foolish trick, Fanny, to be idling away all the evening upon a sofa. Why cannot you come and sit here, and employ yourself as  we  do ? If you have no work of your own, I can supply you from the poor basket. There is all the new calico that was bought last week not touched yet I am sure I almost broke my back by cutting it out. You should learn to think of other people ; and, take my word for it, it is a shocking trick for a young person to be always lolling upon a sofa.'

    

  
    
       Before half this was said, Fanny was returned to her seat at the table, and had taken up her work again; and Julia, who was in high good-humour, from the pleasures of the day, did her the justice of exclaiming, * Lmust say, ma'am, that Fanny is as little upon the sofa as anybody in the house.*

       *  Fanny,' said Edmund, after looking at her attentively, * I am sure you have the headache !'

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

       *  I can hardly believe you,' he replied ; * I know your looks too well.    How long have you had it ?'

       ' Since a little before dinner.    It is nothing but the heat.'

       * Did you go out in the heat ?'
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       * Go out! to be sure she did,* said Mrs. Norris j * would you have her stay within such a fine day as this ? Were not we  all  out ? Even your mother was out to-day for above an hour.'

       * Yes, indeed, Edmund,' added her Ladyship, who had been thoroughly awakened by Mrs. Norris's sharp reprimand to Fanny ; * I was out above an hour. I sat three-quarffers of an hour in the flower-garden, while Fanny cut the roses, and very pleasant it was, I assure you, but very hot. It was shady enough in the alcove, but I declare I quite dreaded the coming home again.'

       * Fanny has been cutting roses, has she ?'

       * Yes, and I am afraid they will be the last this year. Poor thing !  She  found it hot enough ; but they were so full blown that one could not wait.'

       * There was no help for it, certainly,' rejoined Mrs. NorriS, in a rather softened voice ; * but I question whether her headache might not be caught  theriy  sister. There is nothing so likely to give it as standing and stooping in a hot sun ; but I daresay it will be well to-morrow. Suppose you let her have your aromatic vinegar; I always forget to have mine filled.'

       * She has got it,' said Lady Bertram: * she has had it ever since she came back from your house the second time.'

       * What!' cried Edmund ; * has she been walking as well as cutting roses ; walking across the hot park to your house, and doing it twice, ma'am ?    No wonder her head aches.'

       Mrs. Norris was talking to Julia, and did not hear.

       * I was afraid it would be too much for her,' said Lady Bertram ; * but when the roses were gathered, your aunt wished to have them, and then you know they must be taken home.'

       * But were there roses enough to oblige her to go twice ?'

       ' No ; but they were to be put into the spare room to dry ; and, unluckily, Fanny forgot to lock the door of the room and bring away the key, so she was obliged to go again.'

       Edmund got up and walked about the room, saying, * And could nobody be employed on such an errand but Fanny ? Upon my word, ma'am, it has been a very ill-managed business.'

       * I am sure I do not know how it was to have been done better,'  cried Mrs. Norris, unable to be longer deaf; * unless I had gone  myself, indeed; but I cannot be in two places at once ;  and I  was talking to Mr. Green at that very time about
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       your mother's dairymaid, by  her  desire, and had promised John Groom to write to Mrs. Jefferies about his son, and the poor fellow was waiting for me half an hour. I think nobody can justly accuse me of sparing myself upon any occasion, but really I cannot do everything at once. And as for Fanny's just stepping down to my house for me,—it is not much above a quarter of a mile,—I cannot think I was unreasonable to ask it. How often do I pace it three times a day, early and late, ay, and m all weathers too, and say nothing about it ?' 'I wish Fanny had half your strength, ma'am.'

       * If Fanny would be more regular in her exercise, she would not be knocked up so soon. She has not been out on horseback now this long while, and I am persuaded that when she does not ride she ought to walk. If she had been riding before, I should not have asked it of her. But I thought it would rather do her good after being stooping among the roses ; for there is nothing so refreshing as a walk after a fatigue of that kind; and though the sun was strong it was not so very hot. Between ourselves, Edmund,' nodding significantly at his mother, * it was cutting the roses, and dawdling about in the flower-garden, that did the mischief.'

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

       Edmund said no more to either lady ; but going quietly to another table, on which the supper tray yet remained, brought a glass of Madeira to Fanny and obliged her to drink the greater part. She wished to be able to decline it; but the tears, which a variety of feelings created, made it easier to swallow than to speak.

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

       Fanny went to bed with her heart as full as on the first evening of her arrival at the Park. The state of her spirits had probably had its share in her indisposition; for she had been feeling neglected, and been struggling against discontent and envy, for some days past. As she leant on the sofa, to which she had retreated that she might not be seen, the pain of her mind had been much beyond that in her head; and the sudden change which Edmund's kindness had then occasioned made her hardly know how to support herself.

       CHAPTER  VIII

       Fanny's  rides recommenced the very next day; and as it was a pleasant fresh-feeling morning, less hot than the weather had lately been, Edmund trusted that her losses both of health and pleasure would be soon made good. While she was gone, Mr. Rushworth arrived, escorting his mother, who came to be civil, and to show her civility especially, in urging the execution of the plan for visiting Sotherton, which had been started a fortnight before, and which, in consequence of her subsequent absence from home, had since lain dormant. Mrs. Norris and her nieces were all well pleased with its revival, and an early day was named, and agreed to, provided Mr. Crawford should be disengaged: the young ladies did not forget that stipulation, and though Mrs. Norris would willingly have answered for his being so, they would neither authorise the liberty, nor run the risk; and at last, on a hint from Miss Bertram, Mr. Rushworth discovered that the properest thing to be done was for him to walk down to the Parsonage directly, and call on Mr. Crawford, and inquire whether Wednesday would suit him or not.

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

       *  The fatigue would be too much for my sister, a great deal too much, I assure you, my dear Mrs. Rushworth. Ten miles there, and ten back, you know. You must excuse my sister on this occasion, and accept of our two dear girls and m3rself without her. Sotherton is the only place that could give her a  wish  to go so far, but it cannot be indeed. She will have a companion in Fanny Price, you know, so it will all do very well; and as for Edmund, as he is not here to speak for himself, I will answer for his being most happy to join the party. He can go on horseback, you know.'

       Mrs. Rushworth being obliged to yield to Lady Bertram's staying at home, could only be sorry. * The loss of her Ladyship's company would be a great drawback, and she should have been extremely happy to have seen the young lady too, Miss Price, who had never been at Sotherton yet, and it was a pity she should not see the place.'

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

       * Oh no—I cannot do without Fanny.'

       Mrs. Rushworth proceeded next, under the conviction that everybody must be wanting to see Sotherton, to include Miss Crawford in the invitation; and though Mrs. Grant, who had not been at the trouble of visiting Mrs. Rushworth on her coming into the neighbourhood, civilly declined it on her own account, she wasi glad to secure any pleasure for her sister; and Mary, properly  pressed and persuaded, was not long in accepting her share of  the civility.    Mr. "RusYvwot^iSck ca.m^\^^ck
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       from the Parsonage successful; and Edmund made his appear ance just in time to learn what had been settled for Wednesday, to attend Mrs. Rushworth to her carriage, and walk half-way down the park with the two other ladies.

       On his return to the breakfast-room, he found Mrs. Norris trying to make up her mind as to whether Miss Crawford's being of the party were desirable or not, or whether her brother's barouche would not be full without her. The Miss Bertrams laughed at the idea, assuring her that the barouche would hold four perfectly well, independent of the box, on which  one  might go with him.

       *  But why is it necessary,' said Edmund, * that Crawford's carriage, or his  only^  should be employed ? Why is no use to be made of my mother's chaise ? I could not, when the scheme was first mentioned the other day, understand why a visit from the family were not to be made in the carriage of the family.'

       * What I' cried Julia: * go boxed up three in a postchaise in this weather, when we may have seats in a barouche 1 No, my dear Edmund, that will not quite do.'

       *  Besides,' said Maria, * I know that Mr. Crawford depends upon taking us. After what passed at first, he would claim it as a promise.'

       * And, my dear Edmund,' added Mrs. Norris, * taking out two  carriages when  one  will do, would be trouble for nothing ; and, between ourselves, coachman is not very fond of the roads between this and Sotherton: he always complains bitterly of the narrow lanes scratching his carriage, and you know one should not like to have dear Sir Thomas, when he comes home, find all the varnish scratched off.'

       *  That would not be a very handsome reason for using Mr. Crawford's,' said Maria; * but the truth is, that Wilcox is a stupid old fellow, and does not know how to drive. I will answer for it that we shall find no inconvenience from narrow roads on Wednesday.'

       *  There is no hardship, I suppose, nothing unpleasant,' said Edmund, * in going on the barouche box.'

       * Unpleasant 1' cried Maria :  * oh dear, I believe it would be generally thought the favourite seat.    There can be no comparison as  to one's view  of the country.    "Pxo\>2^Vj^^vaRi Cmwford will choose the  barouche box 'herse\f.'
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       'There can be no objection then to Fanny's going with you; there can be no doubt of your having room for her.'

       * Fanny!' repeated Mrs. Norris ; * my dear Edmund, there is no idea of her going with us. She stays with her aunt I told Mrs. Rushworth so.    She is not expected.'

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

       * To be sure not, but I  cannot  do without her.'

       * You can, if I stay at home with you, as I mean  \o  do.' There was a general cry out at this.    * Yes,' he continued,

       'there is no necessity for my going, and I mean to stay at home. Fanny has a great desire to see Sotherton. I Imow she wishes it very much. She has not often a gratification of the kind, and I am sure, ma'am, you would be glad to give her the pleasure now ?'

       * Oh yes, very glad, if your aunt sees no objection.*

       Mrs. Norris was very ready with the only objection which could remain, their having positively assured Mrs. Rushworth that Fanny could not go, and the very strange appearance there would consequently be in taking her, which seemed to her a difficulty quite impossible to be got over. It^u^t have the strangest appearance! It would be something so very unceremonious, so bordering on disrespect for Mrs. Rushworth, whose own manners were such a pattern of good-breeding and attention, that she really did not feel equal to it. Mrs. Norris had no affection for Fanny, and no wish of procuring her pleasure at any time; but her opposition to Edmund  now \ arose more from partiality for her own scheme, because it  was  ■ her own, than from anything else. She felt that she hadjj arranged everything extremely well, and that any alteration! must be for the worse. When Edmund, therefore, told her in reply, as he did when she would give him the hearing, that she need not distress herself on Mrs. Rushworth's account, because he had taken the opportunity as he walked with her through the hall of mentioning Miss Price as one who would probably he of  the party, and had directly received a very sufficient invitation for his  cousin, Mrs. Norris "was loo much vexed to submit with a very good  grace, and vjo\3\d oi^^ %^^^ ^Nwj
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       well, very well, just as you choose, settle it your own way, I am sure I do not care about it.'

       *  It seems very odd,' saidiiMaria, * that you should be staying at home instead of Fanny.'

       * I am sure she ought to be very much obliged to you,' added Julia, hastily leaving the room as she spoke, from a consciousness that she ought to offer to stay at home herself.

       *  Fanny will feel quite as grateful as the occasion requires,' was Edmund's only reply, and the subject dropt.

       Fanny's gratitude, when 8hl|^ heard the plan, was in fact much greater than her plea^rf^A She felt Edmund's kindness with all, and more than all, the sensibility which he, unsuspicious o^ her fond attachment, could be aware of; but that he shoul(^-^ego any enjoyment on her account gave her pain, and her oivfc'isatisfaction in seeing Sotherton would be nothing without him.

       The next meeting of the two Mansfield families produced another alteratiDn in the plan, and one that was admitted with general appfobation. Mrs. Grant offered herself as companion for the day to Lady Bertram in lieu of her son, and Dr. Grant wa» to join them at dinner. Lady Bertram was very well pleased^ to have it so,.and the young ladies were in spirits again. EVMi Edmund was very thankful for an arrangement which restORdrhim to his share of the party ; and Mrs. Norris thought it an excellent plan, and had it at her tongue's end, and was on the pcnnt of proposing it, when Mrs. Grant spoke.

       Wednesday was fine, and soon after breakfast the barouche arrived, Mr. Crawford driving his sisters ; and as everybody was ready, there was nothing to be done but for Mrs. Grant to alight and the others to take their places. The place of all places, the envied seat, the post of honour, was unappropriated. To whose happy lot wag i^t to fall ? While each of the Miss Bertrams was meditating now best, and with most appearance of obliging the others, to secure it, the matter was settled by Mrs. Grant's saying, as she Stepped from the carriage, *As there are five of you, it will be better that one should sit with Henry; and as you were saying lately that you wished you could drive, Julia, I think this will be a good opportunity for you to take a lesson.'

       Happy Julia  J    Unhappy  Maria 1    The forttvex ^2kS <2kxv \5cv^ bsuxmcbe box in a moment^  the latter look \vet st^X  v<\n^\\xv^
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       in gloom and mortification; and the carriage drove off amid the good wishes of the two remaining ladies, and the barking of Pug in his mistress's arms.

       Their road was through a pleasant country; and Fanny, whose rides had never been extensive, was soon beyond her knowledge, and was very happy in observing all that was rrew, and admiring all that was pretty. She was not often invited to join in the conversation of the others, nor did she desire it Her own thoughts and reflections were habitually her best companions ; and in observing the appearance of the country, the bearings of the roads, the difference of soil, the state of the harvest, the cottages, the cattle, the children, she found entertainment that could only have been heightened by having Edmund to speak to of what she felt. That was the only point of resemblance between her and the lady who sat by her; in everything but a value for Edmund, Miss Crawford was very unlike her. She had none of Fanny's delicacy of taste, of mind, of feeling; she saw nature, inanimate nature, with little observation; her attention was all for men and women, her talents for the light and lively.. In looking back after Edmund, however, when there was any stretch of road behind them, or when he gained on them in ascending a considerable hill, they were united, and a * there he is' broke ai the same moment from them both, more than once.

       For the first seven miles Miss Bertram had very little real comfort: her prospect always ended in Mr. Crawford and her sister sitting side by side full of conversation and merriment; and to see only his expressive profile as he turned with a smile to Julia, or to catch the laugh of the other, was a perpetual source of irritation, which her own sense of propriety could but just smooth over. When Julia looked back, it was with a countenance of delight, and whenever she spoke to them, it was in the highest spirits: * her view of the country was charming, she wished they could all see it,' etc., but her only offer of exchange was addressed to Miss Crawford, as they gained the summit of a long hill, and was not niore inviting than this, * Here is a fine burst of country. I wish you had my seat, but I daresay you will not take it, let me piess you ever so much'; and Miss Crawford could hardly /inswer, before  they were moving again at a good pace.

       When they  came within the mftuence o^ ^o'Cc^^xxoxv ^^sy^xi^va.*

      
        [image: picture6]
      

       #.,><s«?*^(

      

      
        [image: picture7]
      

       if fwuf UMi  Iktmgk apkau

       MANSFIELD PARK

       tionS) it was better for Miss Bertram, who might be said to have two strings to her bow. She had Rushworth-feelings and Crawford-feelings, and in the vicinity of Sotherton the former had considerable effect. Mr. Rushworth's consequence was hers. She could not tell Miss Crawford that * those woods belonged to Sotherton,' she could not carelessly observe . that * she believed it was now all Mr. Rush worth's property on each side of the road,' without elation of heart; and it was a pleasure to increase with their approach to the capital freehold mansion, and ancient manorial residence of the family, with all its rights of court-leet and court-baron.

       * Now we shall have no more rough road, Miss Crawford, our difficulties are over. The rest of the way is such as it ought to be. Mr. Rush worth has made it since he succeeded to the estate. Here begins the village. Those cottages are really a disgrace. The church spire is reckoned remarkably handsome. I am glad the church is not so close to the Great House as often happens in old places. The annoyance of the bells must be terrible. There is the parsonage; a tidy-look-inf house, and I understand the clergyman and his wife are very decent people. Those are almshouses, built by some of the family. To the right is the steward's house; he is a very respectable man. Now we are coming to the lodge gates; but we have nearly a mile through the park still. It is not ugly, you see, at this end; there is some fine timber, but the situation of the house is dreadful. We go down hill to it for half a mile, and it is a pity, for it would not be an ill-looking place if it had a better approach.'

       Miss Crawford was not slow to admire; she pretty well guessed Miss Bertram's feelings, and made it a point of honour to promote her enjoyment to the utmost. Mrs. Norris was all delight and volubility; and even Fanny had something to say in admiration, and might be heard with complacency. Her eye was eagerly taking in everything within her reach; and after being at some pains to get a view of the house, and observing that * it was a sort of building which she could not look at but with respect,' she added, * Now, where is the avenue ? The house fronts the east, I perceive. The avenue, therefore, must be at the back of it. Mr. Rush worth talked of the west front,*

       'Yes,  it  is exactly  behind the Vio\ise\ \i^%m^ >\. ^ \iXAfe
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       distance, and ascends for half a mile to the extremity of the grounds. You may see something of it here—something of the more distant trees.    It is oak entirely.'

       Miss Bertram could now speak with decided information of what she had known nothing about when Mr. Rush worth had asked her opinion; and her spirits were in as happy a flutter as vanity and pride could furnish, when they drove up to the spacious stone steps before the principal entrance.

       CHAPTER   IX

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

       Mrs. Rushworth proposed that the chaise should be taken also ;  but this was scarcely received as an amendment: the young ladies neither smiled nor spoke. Her next proposition, of showing the house to such of them as had not been there before, was more acceptable, for Miss Bertram was pleased to have its size displayed, and all were glad to be doing something.

       The whole party rose accordingly, and under Mrs. Rush-worth's guidance  were shown  through a nuTOib^T ol \ootCkS»^ "555\ Mty, and tpany large,  and amply furnished \ti X\v^ X^-sXa ^^ ^^'^'^
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       years back, with shining floors, solid mahogany, rich damask, marble, gilding and carving, each handsome in its way. Of pictures there were abundance, and some few good, but the larger part were family portraits, no longer anything to anybody but Mrs. Rush worth, who had been at great pains to learn all that the housekeeper could teach, and was now almost equally well qualified to show the house. On the present occasion, she addressed herself chiefly to Miss Crawford and Fanny, but there was no comparison in the willingness of their attention; for Miss Crawford, who had seen scores of great houses, and cared for none of them, had only the appearance of civilly listening, while Fanny, to whom everything was almost as interesting as it was new, attended with unaffected earnestness to all that Mrs. Rushworth could relate of the family in former times, its rise and grandeur, regal visits and loyal efforts, delighted to connect anything with history already known, or warm her imagination with scenes of the past.

       The situation of the house excluded the possibility of much prospect from any of the rooms; and while Fanny and some of the others were attending Mrs. Rushworth, Henry Crawford was looking grave and shaking his head at the windows. Every room on the west front looked across a lawn to the beginning of the avenue immediately beyond tall iron palisades and gates.

       Having visited many more rooms than could be supposed to be of any other use than to contribute to the window tax, and find employment for housemaids, * Now,' said Mrs. Rush-wortli, * we are coming to the chapel, which probably we ought to enter from above, and look down upon; but as we are quite among friends, I will take you in this way, if you will excuse me.'

       They entered. Fanny's imagination had prepared her for something grander than a mere spacious, oblong room, fitted up for the purpose of devotion—with nothing more striking or more solemn than the profusion of mahogany, and the crimson velvet cushions appearing over the ledge of the family gallery above. ' I am disappointed,' said she, in a low voice to Edmund. *This is not my idea of a chapel. There is nothing awful here, nothing melancholy, nothing grand. Here are no aisles, no arches, no inscriptions, no banners. No banners, cousin, to  be " blown by the tvlght wind of heaven," A^o  s/^ns that  a " Scottish monarch sVee^s >o^\aw'''
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       * You forget, Fanny, how lately all this has been built, and 'or how confined a purpose, compared with the old chapels of :astles and monasteries. It was only for the private use of the family. They have been buried, I suppose, in the parish :hurch.  There  you must look for the banners and the achievements.'

       * It was foolish of me not to think of all that, but I am disappointed.'

       Mrs. Rushworth began her relation. *This chapel was fitted up as you see it in James the Second's time. Before that period, as I understand, the pews were only wainscot; Emd there is some reason to think that the linings and cushions of the pulpit and family seat were only purple cloth; but this is not quite certain. It is a handsome chapel, and was formerly in constant use both morning and evening. Prayers ivere* always read in it by the domestic chaplain, within the memory of many; but the late Mr. Rushworth left it off.'

       *  Every generation has its improvements,' said Miss Craw-brd, with a smile, to Edmund.

       Mrs. Rushworth was gone to repeat her lesson to Mr. Crawford ; and Edmund, Fanny, and Miss Crawford, remained in a duster together.

       * It is a pity,' cried Fanny, 'that the custom should have aeen discontinued. It was a valuable part of former times. Fhere is something in a chapel and chaplain so much in ::haracter with a great house, with one's ideas of what such a household should be! A whole family assembling regularly for the purpose of prayer is fine !'

       * Very fine indeed!' said Miss Crawford, laughing. * It must do the heads of the family a great deal of good to force Ul the poor housemaids and footmen to leave business and pleasure, and say their prayers here twice a day, while they ire inventing excuses themselves for staying away.'

       *  That  is hardly Fanny's idea of a family assembling,' said Bdmund. ' If the master and mistress do  not  attend themselves, there must be more harm than good in the custom.'

       * At any rate, it is safer to leave people to their own devices on such subjects.    Everybody likes to go their own way—to choose their own time and manner of devotion.    The obligation of attendance, the  iontidXiiyy  the restraint, the Vetv^vYv cA  >a\cv^ — altogether it is a formidable   thing, and w\vaX. no^ocA-^ \^^'=>\
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       and if the good people who used to kneel and gape in that gallery could have foreseen that the time would ever come when men and women might lie another ten minutes in bed, when they woke with a headache, without danger of reprobation because chapel was missed, they would have jumped with joy and envy. Cannot you imagine with what unwilling feelings the fonner belles of the house of Rush worth did many a time repair to this chapel ? The young Mrs. Eleanors and Mrs. Bridgets—starched up into seeming piety, but with heads fiill of something very different—especially if the poor chaplain were not worth looking at—and, in those days, I fancy parsons were very inferior 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 little recollection before he could say, * Your lively mind can hardly be serious even on serious subjects. -You have given us an amusing sketch, and human nature cannot say it was not so. We must all feel  at times  the difficulty of fixing our thoughts as we could wish ; but if you are supposing it a frequent thing, that is to say, a weakness grown into a habit from neglect, what could be expected from  iht private devotions of such persons ? Do you think the minds which are suffered, which are indulged in wanderings in a chapel, would be more collected in a closet  1 '

       * Yes, very likely. They would have two chances at least in their favour. There would be less to distract the attention from without, and it would not be tried so long.'

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

       While this was passing, the rest of the party being scattered

       about the chapel, Julia called Mr. Crawford's attention to her

       sister, by saying, ' Do  look at  Mr. Rushworth and   Maria,

       standing side by side, exactly as if the ceremony were going to

       be performed.    Have  not they completely the air of it ?'

       Mr, Crawford  smiled his acquiesceivce, an^ ^X^v^va.^ fet-
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       (vard to Maria, said, in a voice which she only could hear, < I do not like to see Miss Bertram so near the altar.'

       Starting, the lady instinctively moved a step or two, but recovering herself in a moment, affected to laugh, and asked him, in a tone not much louder, * If he would give her away ?'

       * I am afraid I should do it very awkwardly,' was his reply, with a look of meaning.

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

       * Upon my word, it is really a pity that it should not take place directly, if we had but a proper license, for here we are all together, and nothing in the world could be more snug and pleasanL' And she talked and laughed about it with so little caution, as to catch the comprehension of Mr. Rushworth and his mother, and expose her sister to the whispered gallantries of her lover, while  Mrs,  Rushworth spoke with proper smiles and dignity of its being a most happy event to her whenever it took place.

       * If Edmund were but in orders I' cried Julia, and running to where he stood with Miss Crawford and Fanny: * My dear Edmund, if you were but in orders now, you might perform the ceremony directly. How unlucky that you are not ordained ; Mr. Rushworth and Maria are quite ready.*

       Miss Crawford's countenance, as Julia spoke, might have amused a disinterested observer. She looked almost aghast under the new idea she was receiving.    Fanny pitied her.

       * How distressed she will be at what she said just now,' passed across her mind.

       'Ordained!' said Miss Crawford: *what, are you to be a   : , dergyman ?'

       * Yes ; I shall take orders soon after my father's return— probably at Christmas.'

       Miss Cra^vford, rallying her spirits and recovering her complexion, replied only, * If I had known this before, I would have spoken of the cloth with more respect,* and turned the subject

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

       The  lower part of the  house had been now ett.\!vt^'^ ^crww^
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       and Mrs. Rushworth, never weary in the cause, would have proceeded towards the principal staircase, and taken them through all the rooms above, if her son had not interposed with a doubt of there being time enough. * For if,' said he, with the sort of self-evident proposition which many a clearer head does not always avoid, * we are  too  long going over the house, we shall not have time for what is to be done out of doors.    It is past two, and we are to dine at five.'

       Mrs. Rushworth submitted; and the question for surveying the grounds, with the who and the how, was likely to be more fully agitated, and Mrs. Norris was beginning to arrange by what junction of carriages and horses most could be done, when the young people, meeting with an outward door, temptingly open on a flight of steps which led immediately to turf and shrubs, and all the sweets of pleasure-grotmds, as by one impulse, one wish for air and liberty, all walked out.

       *  Suppose we turn down here for the present,' said Mrs. Rushworth, civilly taking the hint and following them. * Here are the greatest number of our plants, and here are the curious pheasants.'

       *  Query,' said Mr. Crawford, looking round him, * whether we may not find something to employ us here, before we go further ? I see walls of great promise. Mr. Rushworth, shall we summon a council on this lawn ?'

       *  James,' said Mrs. Rushworth to her son, * I believe the wilderness will be new to all the party. The Miss Bertrams have never seen the wilderness yet.'

       No objection was made, but for some time there seemed no inclination to move in any plan, or to any distance. All were attracted at first by the plants or the pheasants, and all dispersed about in happy independence. Mr. Crawford was the first to move forward, to examine the capabilities of that end of the house. The lawn, bounded on each side by a high wall, contained beyond the first planted area a bowling-green, and beyond the bowling-green a long terrace walk, backed by iron palisades, and commanding a view over them into the tops of the trees of the wilderness immediately adjoining. It was a good spot for fault-finding. Mr. Craw-ford was soon  foJJowed by Miss Bertram and Mr. Rushworth j Mild when after  a little time the olYveis Xi^^aiv Xo lorssv vo&a
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       forties, these three were found in busy consultation on the terrace by Edmund, Miss Crawford, and Fanny, who seemed as naturally to unite, and who, after a short participation of their regrets and difficulties, left them and walked on. The remaining three, Mrs. Rush worth, Mrs. N orris, and Julia, were still far behind; for Julia, whose happy star no longer prevailed, was obliged to keep by the side of Mrs. Rushworth, and restrain her impatient feet to that lady's slow pace, while her aunt, having fallen in with the housekeeper, who was come out to feed the pheasants, was lingering behind in gossip with her. Poor Julia, the only one out of the nine not tolerably satisfied with their lot, was now in a state of complete penance, and as different from the Julia of the barouche box as could well be imagined. The politeness which she had been brought up to practise as a duty made it impossible for her to escape ; while the want of that higher species of self-command, that just consideration of others, that knowledge of her own heart, that principle of right which had not formed any essential part of her education, made her miserable under it.

       *This is insufferably hot,* said Miss Crawford when they had taken one turn on the terrace, and were drawing a second time to the door in the middle which opened to the wilderness, * Shall any of us object to being comfortable ? Here is a nice little wood, if one can but get into it. What happiness if the door should not be locked !—but of course it is ; for in these great places, the gardeners are the only people who can go where they like.'

       The door, however, proved not to be locked, and they were all agreed in turning joyfully through it, and leaving the unmitigated glare of day behind. A considerable flight of steps landed them in the wilderness, which was a planted wood of about two acres, and though chiefly of larch and laurel, and beech cut down, and though laid out with too much r^^larity, was darkness and shade, and natural beauty, compared with the bowling-green and the terrace. They all felt the refreshment of it, and for some time could only walk and admire. At length, after a short pause, Miss Crawford began with * So you are to be a clergyman, Mr. Bertram. This is rather a  surprise to me,'

       'Why should it  surprise    you?    You  rcvu^V   ^vj.^^ci's.^  ^^^
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       designed for some profession, and might perceive that I am neither a lawyer, nor a soldier, nor a sailor.'

       * Very true ; but, in short, it had not occurred to me. And you know there is generally an uncle or a grandfather to leave a fortune to the second son.'

       *A very praiseworthy practice,' said Edmund, *but not quite universal. I am one of the exceptions, and  being  one, must do something 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 choose before him.'

       * Do you think the church itself never chosen, then ?'

       ^ Never  is a black word. But yes, in the  never  of conversation which means  not very often^  I do think it. For what is to be done in the church ? Men love to distinguish themselves, and in either of the other lines distinction may be gained, but not in the church.    A clergyman is nothing.'

       *  The  nothing  of conversation has its gradations, I hope, as well as the  never,  A clergyman cannot be high in state or fashion. He must not head mobs, or set the ton in dress. But I cannot call that situation nothing, which has the charge of all that is of the first importance to mankind, individually or collectively considered, temporally and eternally—which has the guardianship of religion and morals, and consequently of the manners which result from their influence. No one here can call the  office  nothing. If the man who holds it is so, it is by the neglect of his duty, by foregoing its just importance, and stepping out of his place to appear what he ought not to appear.'

       ^ You  assign greater consequence to the clergyman than one has been used to hear given, or than I can quite comprehend. One does not see much of this influence and importance in society, and how can it be acquired where they are so seldom seen themselves? How can two sermons a week, even supposing them worth hearing, supposing the preacher to have the sense to prefer Blair's to his own, do all that you speak of? govern the conduct and fashion the manners of a large congregation for the rest of the week? One scarcely sees a clergyman out of his pulpit' * yhu are  speaking of London,  I  am s^eakvrv^ of the nation at large.'
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       *  The metropolis, I imagine, is a pretty fair sample of the rest.'

       * Not, I should hope, of the proportion of virtue to vice throughout the kingdom. We do not look in great cities for our best morality. It is not there that respectable people of any denomination can do most good; and it certainly is not there that the influence of the clergy can be most felt. A fine preacher is followed and admired; but it is not in fine preaching only that a good clergyman will be useful in his parish and his neighbourhood, where the parish and neighbourhood are of a size capable of knowing his private character, and observing his general conduct, which in London can rarely be the case. The clergy are lost there in the crowds of their parishioners. They are known to the largest part only as preachers. And with regard to their influencing public manners. Miss Crawford must not misunderstand me, or suppose I mean to call them the arbiters of good breeding, the regulators of refinement and courtesy, the masters of the ceremonies of life. The  manners  I speak of might rather be called  conduct^  perhaps, the result of good principles; the effect, in short, of those doctrines which it is their duty to teach and recommend ; and it will, I believe, be everywhere found, that as the clergy are or are not what they ought to be, so are the rest of the nation.'

       *  Certainly,' said Fanny with gentle earnestness. 'There,' cried Miss Crawford, *you have quite convinced

       Miss Price already.'

       * I wish I could convince Miss Crawford too.'

       * I do not think you ever will,' said she, with an arch smile; ' I am just as much surprised now as I was at first that )rou should intend to take orders. You really are fit for something better. Come, do change your mind. It is not too late. Go into the law.'

       * Go into the law! with as much ease as I was told to go into this wjtdemess.'

       *  NoWyou are going to say something about law being the worst wilderness of the two, but I forestall you; remember I have forestalled you.'

       * You need not hurry when the object is only to prevent my saying a  hon mot^  for there is not the least wit in my nature.    I am a very matter-of-fact, plain-spoken being, and may blunder on the borders  of a, repartee  for half an Yiout Xo^eiOww ^\^WiX MtrikiDg it out'
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       A general silence succeeded. Each was thoughtful. Fanny made the first interruption by saying, * I wonder that I should be tired with only walking in this sweet wood; but the next time we come to a seat, if it" is not disagreeable to you, I should be glad to sit down for a little while.'

       *  My dear Fanny,' cried Edmund, immediately drawing her arm within his, ' how thoughtless I have been 1 I hope you are not very tired. Perhaps,' turning to Miss Crawford, *my other companion may do me the honour of taking an arm.'

       ' Thank you, but I am not at all tired.' She took it, however, as she spoke, and the gratification of having her do so, of feeling such a connection for tlie first time, madp 'm a little forgetful of Fanny. * You scar9ely touch me,' said he. *You do not make me of any use. Wh^tja difference in the weight of a woman's arm from that of a man 1 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 in the comparison.'

       * I am really not tired, which I almost wtfnder at; for we must have walked at least a mile in this wood. Do not you think we have ?'

       * Not half a mile,' was his sturdy answer; for he was not yet so much in love as to measure distance, or reckon time, with feminine lawlessness.

       *  Oh, you do not consider how much we have wound about. We have taken such a very serpentine course; andjthie wood itself must be half a mile long in a straight line,  i^  -e have never seen the end of it yet, since we left the first gr^t path.'

       * But if you remember, before we left that first great path, we saw directly to the end of it. We looked down the whole vista, and saw it closed by iron gates, and it could not have been more than a furlong in length.'

       *  Oh, I know nothing of your furlongs, but I am sure it is a very long wood; and that we have been winding in and out ever since we came into it; and therefore when I say that we have walked a mile in it, I must speak within compas§.'

       *We have been exactly a quarter of an hour here,' said Edmund, taking out his watch. * Do you think we are walking four miles an hour ?'

       *  Oh, do not attack me with your watch.    A watch is always too fast or too slow.    I  cannot be dictated to by a watch.'

       A few steps farther  brought them oul aX xVv^ \iQ\.\.Q.m ^l^^
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       very walk they had been talking of; and standing back, well shaded and sheltered, and looking over a ha-ha into the park, was a comfortable-sized bench, on which they all sat down.

       * I am afraid you are very tired, Fanny,* said Edmund, observing her ; * why would not you speak sooner ? This will be a bad day's amusement for you, if you are to be knocked up. Every sort of exercise fatigues her so soon, Miss Crawford, except riding.'

       * How abominable in you, then, to let me engross her horse as I did all last week! I am ashamed of you and of myself, but it shall never happen again.'

       * H^r attentiveness and consideration make me more sensible of my own neglect. Fanny's interest seems in safer hands with you than with me.'

       'That she should be tired now, however, gives me no surprise; for there is nothing in the course of one's duties so fatiguing as what we have been doing this morning—seeing a great house, dM^ing from one room to another—straining one's eyes and one's attention—hearing what one ' does not understand—admiring what one does not care for. It is generally allowed to be the greatest bore in the world, and Miss Price has found it so, though she did not know it.'

       *I shall«soon be rested,' said Fanny:  *to  sit in the shade on a fine day, and look upon verdure, is the most perfect refreshiJi^t.'

       Aftei :^Jiting a little while. Miss Crawford was up again. ' I must move,' said she, * resting fatigues me. I have looked across the ha-ha till I am weary. I must go and look through that' iron gate at the same view, without being able to see it so  waH.'

       Jpmnund left the seat likewise. * Now, Miss Crawford, if you will look up the walk, you will convince yourself that it cannot be half a mile long, or half half a mile.'

       * It 18 an immense distance,' said she; * I see  that  with a glance.'

       He, still reasoned with her, but in vain. She would not calculate, she would not compare. She would only smile and assert. The greatest degree of rational consistency could not have been more engaging, and they talked with mutual satisfaction.  At last it was  agreed that they s\io>3\^ etv^^^Nwa to determine the dimensions  of the wood by "wa^va^ "Sw \\\!CiA
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       more about it They would go to one end of it, in  the  line they were then in (for there was a straight green walk along the bottom by the side of the ha-ha), and perhaps turn a little way in some other direction, if it seemed likely to assist theni, and be back in a few minutes. Fanny said she was rested, and would have moved too, but this was not suffered. Edmund urged her remaining where she was with an earnestness which she could not resist, and she was left on the bench to think with pleasure of her cousin's care, but with great regret that she was not stronger. She watched them till they had turned the comer, and listened till all sound of them had ceased.

       CHAPTER  X

       A QUARTER of an hour, twenty minutes, passed away, and Fanny was still thinking of Edmund, Miss Crawford, and herself, without interruption from any one. She began to be surprised at being left so long, and to listen with an anxious desire of hearing their steps and their voices again. She listened, and at length she heard; she heard voices and feet approaching; but she had just satisfied herself that it was not those she wanted, when Miss Bertram, Mr. Rushworth, and Mr. Crawford, issued from the same path which she had trod herself, and were before her.

       * Miss Price all alone ! * and * My dear Fanny, how comes this ? * were the first salutations. She told her story. * Poor dear Fanny,' cried her cousin, * how ill you have been used by them !    You had better have stayed with us.'

       Then seating herself with a gentleman on each side, she resumed the conversation which had engaged them before, and discussed the possibility of improvements with much animation. Nothing was fixed on—but Henry Crawford was full of ideas and projects, and, generally speaking, whatever he proposed was immediately approved, first by her, and then by Mr. Rushworth, whose principal business seemed to be to hear  the others, and who scarcely risked an original  thought ofA/s own beyond  a wish that they had seen his friend Smith's pJace.
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       After some minutes spent in this way, Miss iBertram observing the iron gate, expressed a wish of passing through it into the park, that their views and their plans might be more comprehensive. It was the very thing of all others to be wished, it was the best, it was the only way of proceeding with any advantage, in Henry Crawford's opinion; and he directly saw a knoll not half a mile off, which would give them exactly the requisite command pf the house. Go therefore they must to that knoll, and through that gate; but the gate was  locked. Mr. Rushworth wished he had brought the key; he had been very near thinking whether he should not bring the key; he was determined he would never come without the key again ; but still this did not remove the present evil. They could not get through; and as Miss Bertram's inclination for so doing did by no means lessen, it ended in Mr. Rushworth's declaring outright that he would go and fetch the key. He set off accordingly.

       * It is undoubtedly the best thing we can do now, as we are so far from the house already,' said Mr. Crawford, when he was gone.

       * Yes, there is nothing else to be done. But now, sincerely, do not you find the place altogether worse than you expected ?'

       * No, indeed,, far otherwise. I find it better, grander, more complete in its style, though that style may not be the best. And to tell you the truth,' speaking rather lower, * I do not think that / shall ever see Sotherton again with so much pleasure as I do now. Another summer will hardly improve it to me.'

       After a moment's embarrassment the lady replied, *You are too much a man of the world not to see with the eyes of the world. If other people think Sotherton improved, I have no doubt that you will.'

       * I am afraid I am not quite so much the man of the world as  might be good for me in some points. My feelings are not quite so evanescent, nor my memory of the past under such easy  dominion, as one finds to be the case with men of the world.'

       This was followed by a short silence.     Miss Bertram began again.     * You seemed to enjoy your drive here very much this morning.    I  was  glad to  see you so weW exA^xValvcv^^,   H^'^ and Julia were laughing the  whole way.'
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       * Were we ? Yes, I believe we were; but I have not the least recollection at what. Oh, I believe I was relating to her some ridiculous stories of an old Irish groom of my uncle's. Your sister loves to laugh.*

       *  You think her more light-hearted than I am ?'

       * More easily amused,' he replied, * consequently, you know,* smiling, * better company. I could not have hoped to  entertain  you  with  Irish  anecdotes   during  a ten  miles*

       * Naturally, I believe, I am as lively as Julia, but I have more to think of now.*

       < You have undoubtedly—and there are situations in which very high spirits denote insensibility. Your prospects, however, are too fair to justify want of spirits. You have a very smiling scene before you.*

       <Do you mean literally or figuratively? Literally, I conclude. Yes, certainly, the sun shines and the park looks very cheerful. But unluckily that iron gate, that ha-ha, give me a feeling of restraint and hardship. I cannot get out, as the starling said.* As she spoke, and it was with expression, she walked to the gate ; he followed her. * Mr. R.ushworth is so long fetching this key ! *

       * And for the world you would not get out without the key and without Mr. Rushworth's authority and protection, or I think you might with little difficulty pass round the edge of the gate, here, with my assistance ; I think it might be done, if you really wished to be more at large, and could allow yourself to think it not prohibited.*

       * Prohibited ! nonsense! I certainly can get out that way, and I will. Mr. Rushworth will be here in a moment you know—we shall not be out of sight.*

       * Or if we are. Miss Price will be so good as to tell him that he will find us near that knoll, the grove of oak on the knoll.'

       Fanny, feeling all this to be wrong, could not help making an effort to prevent it. * You will hurt yourself. Miss Bertram,* she cried, * you will certainly hurt yourself against those spikes —^you will tear your gown—you will be in danger of slipping mto  the ha-ha.    You had better not go.*

       ^'^r cousin was  safe on the other side while these words ken, and,  smiling with a\\ l\\e good-\v\i.mo\vc oi  ^mcjcj^v^

       MANSFIELD PARK

       she said, * Thank you, my dear Fanny, but I and my gown are alive and well, and so good-bye.'

       Fanny was again left to her solitude, and with no increase of pleasant feelings, for she was sorry for almost all that she had seen and heard, astonished at Miss Bertram, and angry with Mr. Crawford. By taking a circuitous, and, as it appeared to her, very unreasonable direction to the knoll, they were soon beyond her eye; and for some minutes longer she remained without sight or sound of any companion. She seemed to have the little wood all to herself. She could almost have thought that Edmund and Miss Crawford had left it, but that it was impossible for Edmund to forget her so entirely.

       She was again roused from disagreeable musings by sudden footsteps; somebody was coming at a quick pace down the principal walk. She expected Mr. Rushworth, but it was Julia, who, hot and out of breath, and with a look of disappointment, cried out on seeing her, * Heyday! where are the others? I thought Maria and Mr. Crawford were with you.'

       Fanny explained.

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

       *  But, Julia, Mr. Rushworth will be here in a moment with the key.    Do wait for Mr. Rushworth.'

       * Not I, indeed. I have had enough of the family for one morning. Why, child, 1 have but this moment escaped from his horrible mother. Such a penance as I have been enduring, while you were sitting here so composed and so happy! It might have been as well, perhaps, if you had been in my place, but you always contrive to keep out of these scrapes.'

       This was a most unjust reflection, but Fanny could allow for it, and let it pass: Julia was vexed, and her temper was hasty; but she felt that it would not last, and therefore, taking no notice, only asked her if she had not seen Mr. Rushworth.

       ""* Yes, yes, we saw him. He was posting away as if upon life and death, and could but just spare time to tell us his errand, and where  you  aJJ were.'

       *Jt is a pity that he  should have so much trouXA^ ^ox Tvsi\^cv\Tk%?
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       *  That  is Miss Maria's concern. I am not obliged to punish myself for  her  sins. The mother I could not avoid, as long as my tiresome aunt was dancing about with the housekeeper, but the son I  can  get away from.'

       And she immediately scrambled across the fence, and walked away, not attending to Fanny's last question of whether she had seen anything of Miss Crawford and Edmund. The sort of dread in which Fanny now sat of seeing Mr. Rush worth prevented her thinking so much of their continued absence, however, as she might have done. She felt that he had been very ill used, and was quite unhappy in having to communicate what had passed. He joined her within five minutes after Julia's exit; and though she made the best of the story, he was evidently mortified «.nd displeased in no common degree. At first he scarcely said anything; his looks only expressed his extreme surprise and vexation, and he walked to the gate and stood there, without seeming to know what to do.

       * They desired me to stay—my cousin Maria charged me to say that you would find them at that knoll, or thereabouts.'

       * I do not believe I shall go any further,' said he, sullenly; * I see nothing of them. By the time I get to the knoll, they may be gone somewhere else.     I have had walking enough.'

       And he sat down with a most gloomy 'countenance by Fanny.

       *  I am very sorry,' said she ; * it is very unlucky.' And she longed to be able to say som^lb'-j more to the purpose.

       After an interval of silence, * I think they might as well have stayed for me,' said he.

       *  Miss Bertram thought you would follow her.'

       * I should not have had to follow her if she had stayed.' This could not be denied, and F^ny was silenced.    After

       another pause, he went on :—Pray, Miss Price, are you such a great admirer of this Mr. Crawford as some people are ? For my part, I can see nothing in him.'

       * I do not think him at all handsome.'

       *  Handsome ! Nobody can call such an under-sized man handsome. He is not five foot nine. I should not wonder if he was not more than five foot eight. I think he is an ill-looking fellow. In my opinion, these Crawfords are no addition at all.    We did very well without them.'

       A small sigh  escaped Fanny here, and she did not 4aiovr Aoiv to contradict  him.
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       <  If I had made any difficulty about fetching the key, there might have been •some excuse, but I went the very moment she said she wanted it'

       <  Nothing could be more obliging than your manner, I am sure, and I daresay you walked as fast as you could; but still it is some distance, you know, from this spot to the house, quite into the house; and when people are waiting, they are bad judges of time, and every half-minute seems like five.'

       He got up and walked to the gate again, and * wished he had had the key about him at the time.' Fanny thought she discerned in his standing there an indication of relenting, which encouraged her to another attempt, and she said, therefore, * It is a pity you should not join ^ them. They expected to haye a better view of  ihe  house from that part of the park, and will be thinking how it may be improved ; and nothing of that sort, you know, can b^settled without you.'

       She found herself more succe^ful in sending away than in retaining a companion. ' Mr. Rush worth was worked on. * Well,' said he, * if you really think I had better go ; it would be foolish to bring the key for nothing.' And letting himself out, he walked off wi^out further Ceremony.

       Fanny's thoughts were now all engrossed by the two who had left B^. ^^ long ago, ^pd^ netting quite impatient, she resolved to go in search oftSNBnl She followed their steps along the bottom walk, and  haii  just turned up into another, when the voice and the laugh of Miss Crawford once more caught her eai;;.the sound approached, and a few more windings brought them before her. They were just returned into the wildemesS from the park, to which a side gate, not fastened, had tempted them very soon after their leaving her, and they had been across ar. portion of the park into the very avenue which Fanny had been hoping the whole morning to reach at last, and had been sitting down under one of the trees. This was their history. It was evident that they had been spending their time pleasantly, and were not aware of the length of their absence. Fanny's best consolation was in being assured that Edmund had wished for her very much, and that he should certainly have come back for her, had she not been tired already; but this was not qmle sw^cv^xvX. \ft ^^ BWBjr the pain of having  been left a wYioYe  \vo\it,  ^\wwi V^ V^^
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       talked of only a few minutes, nor to banish the sort of curiosity she felt to know what they had been convevsing about all that time; and the result of the whole was to her disappointment and depression, as they prepared, by general agreement, to return to the house.

       On reaching the bottom of the steps to the terrace, Mrs. Rushworth and Mrs. Norris presented themselves at the top, just ready for the wilderness, at the end of an hour and a half from their leaving the house. Mrs. Norris had been too well employed to move faster. Whatever cross accidents had occurred to intercept the pleasures of her nieces, she had found a morning of complete enjoyment—for the housekeeper, after a great many courtesies on the subject of pheasants, had taken her to the dairy, told her all about their cows, and given her the receipt for a famous cream cheese; and since Julia's leaving them, they had been met by the gardener, with whom she had made a most satisfactory acquaintance, for she had set him right as to his grandson's illness, convinced him it was an ague, and promised him a charm for it; and he, in return, had shown her all his choicest nursery of plants, and actually presented her with a very curious specimen of heath.

       On this rencontre they all returned to the house together, there to lounge away the time as they could with sofas, and chit-chat, and  Quarterly Reviews^  till the return of the others, and the arrival of dinner. It was late before the Miss Bertrams and the two gentlemen came in, and their ramble did not appear to have been more than partially agreeable, or at all productive of anything useful with regard to the object of the day. By their own accounts they had been all walking after each other, and the junction which had taken place at last seemed, to Fanny's observation, to have been as much too late for re-establishing harmony, as it confessedly had been for determining on any alteration. She felt, as she looked at Julia and Mr. Rushworth, that hers was not the only dissatisfied bosom amongst them; there was gloom on the fece of each. Mr. Crawford and Miss Bertram were much more gay, and she thought that he was taking particular pains during dinner to do away any little resentment of the other two, and restore general good-humour.

       Dinner was soon  followed by tea and coffee, a ten miles' drive home allowed  no waste of hoMts •, axvd iiotft. ^^ \!vcafc ^
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       their sitting down to table, it was a quick succession of busy nothings till the carriage came to the door, and Mrs. Norris, having fidgeted about, and obtained a few pheasants' eggs and a cream cheese from the housekeeper, and made abundance of civil speeches to Mrs. Rush worth, was ready to lead the way. At the same moment Mr. Crawford, approaching Julia, said, ' I hope I am not to lose my companion, unless she is afraid of the evening air in so exposed a seat.' The request had not been foreseen, but was very graciously received, and Julia's day was likely to end almost as well as it began. Miss Bertram had made up her mind to something different, and was a little disappointed; but her conviction of being really the one preferred comforted her under it, and enabled her to receive Mr. Rushworth's parting attentions as she ought. He was certainly better pleased to hand her into the barouche than to assist her in ascending the box—and his complacency seemed confirmed by the arrangement.

       * Well, Fanny, this has been a fine day for you, upon my word!' said Mrs. Norris, as they drove through the park * Nothing but pleasure from beginning to end 1 I am sure you ought to be very much obliged to your aunt Bertram and me for contriving to let you go. A pretty good day's amusement you have had !'

       Maria was just discontented enough to say directly, * I think you  have done pretty well yourself, ma'am. Your lap seems full of good things, and here is a basket of something between us which has been knocking my elbow unmercifully.'

       *  My dear, it is only a beautiful little heath which that nice old gardener would make me take; but if it is in your way, 1 will have it in my lap directly. There, Fanny, you shall carry that parcel for me—take great care of it—do not let it fall; it-is a cream cheese, just like the excellent one we had at dinner. Nothing would satisfy that good old Mrs. Whitaker, but my taking one of the cheeses. I stood out as long as I could, till the tears almost came into her eyes, and I knew it was just the sort that my sister would be delighted with. That Mrs. Whitaker is a treasure ! She was quite shocked when I asked her whether wine was allowed at the second table, and she has turned away two housemaids for wearing white gowns.    Take

       care of the  cheese,  Fanny.    Now I can manage the other parcel and the  basket very well.'
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       'What dse have you been spunging?' said Maria, half pleased that Sotherton should be so complimented.

       * Spunging, my dear 1 It is nothing but four of those beautiful pheasants' eggs, which Mrs. Whitaker would quite force upon me; she would not take a denial. She said it must be such an amusement to me, as she understood I lived quite alone, to have a few living creatures of that sort; and so to be sure it wilL I shall get the dairymaid to set them under the first spare hen, and if they come to good I can have them moved to my own house and borrow a coop; and it will be a great delight to me in my lonely hours to.attend to them. And if I have good luck, your mother shall have some.'

       It was a beautiful evening, mild and still, and the drive was as pleasant as the serenity of nature could make it; but when Mrs. Norris ceased speaking it was altogether a silent drive to those within. Their spirits were in general exhausted ; and to detennine whether the day had afforded most pleasure or pain might occupy the meditations of almost alL

       CHAPTER XI

       The  day at Sotherton, with all its imperfections, afforded the Miss Bertrams much more agreeable feelings than were derived from the letters from Antigua, which soon afterwards reached Mansfield. It was much pleasanter to think of Henry Crawford than of their father; and to think of their father in England again within a certain period, which these letters obliged them to do, was a most unwelcome exercise.

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

       Maria  was more to be pitied than Julia ; for to h^x  \.\n& £ither brought  a husband,  and the return oi l\i^ ifv^xA  xsnwsX solidtou3 for ber happiness  would unite her lo VSae Vsswt^ oxi
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       whom she had chosen that happiness should depend. It was a gloomy prospect, and all that she could do was to throw a mist over it, and hope, when the mist cleared away, she should see something else. It would hardly be  early  in November, there were generally delays, a bad passage or something;  that favouring  something  which all who shut their eyes while they look, or their understandings while, they reason, feel the comfort of. It would probably be the middle of November at least; the middle of November was three months off. Three months comprised thirteen weeks. Much might happen in thirteen weeks.

       Sir Thomas would have been deeply mortified by a suspicion of half that his daughters felt on the subject of his return, and would hardly have found consolation in a knowledge of the interest it excited in the breast of another young lady. Miss Crawford, on walking up with her brother to spend the evening at Mansfield Park, heard the good news  \ and though seeming to have no concern in the affair beyond politeness, and to have vented all her feelings in a quiet congratulation, heard it with an attention not so easily satisfied. Mrs. Norris gave the particulars of the letters, and the subject was dropt; but after tea, as Miss Crawford was standing at an open window with Edmund and Fanny looking out on a twilight scene, while the Miss Bertrams, Mr. Rushworth, and Henry Crawford, were all busy with candles at the pianoforte, she suddenly revived it by turning round towards the group, and saying, * How happy Mr. Rushworth looks 1 He is thinking of November.'

       Edmund looked round at Mr. Rushworth too,  but  had nothing to say. * Your father's return will be a very interesting event'

       ' It will, indeed, after such an absence ; an absence not only long, but including so many dangeri.'

       * It will be the forerunner also of other interesting events ; your sister's marriage, and your taking orders.'

       < Yes.'

       * Don't be affronted,' said she, laughing; * but it does put me in mind of some of the old heathen heroes, who, after performing great exploits in a foreign land, offered sacrifices

       to the gods on  their safe return.'

       '  There is no  sacrifice in the case,' ie\>Vv^^ Y^tevMiA, vK^ ^
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       Bus^ at lilt fiafu/srit.
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       serious   smile, and   glancing at  the  pianoforte again, * it  is entirely her own doing.'

       * Oh yes, I know it is. I was merely joking. She has done no more than what every young woman would do; and I have no doubt of her being extremely happy. My other sacrifice of course you do not understand.'

       *  My taking orders, I assure you, is quite as voluntary as Maria's marrying.'

       *  It is fortunate that your inclination and your father's convenience should accord so well. There is a very good living kept for you, I understand, hereabouts.'

       * Which you suppose has biassed me.'

       * But  that  I am sure it has not,' cried Fanny.

       *  Thank you for ypur good word, Fanny, but it is more than I would affirm myself. On the contrary, the knowing that there was such a provision for me probably did bias me. Nor can I think it wrong that it should. There was no natural disinclination to be overcome, and I see no reason why a man should make a worse clergyman for knowing that he will have a competence early in life. I was in safe hands. 1 hope I should not have been influenced myself in a wrong way, and 1 am sure my father was too conscientious to have allowed it. I have no doubt that I was biassed, but I think it was blamelessly.'

       * It is the same sort of thing,' said Fanny, after a short pause, * as for the son of an admiral to go into the navy, or the son of a general to be in the army, and nobody sees anything wrong in that. Nobody wonders that they should prefer the line where their friends can serve them best, or suspects them to be less in earnest in it than they appear.'

       * No, my dear Miss Price, and for reasons good. The profession, either navy or army, is its own justification. It has everything in its favour; heroism, danger, bustle, fashion. Soldiers and sailors are always acceptable in society. Nobody can wonder that men are soldiers and sailors.'

       * But the motives of a man who takes orders with the certainty of preferment may be fairly suspected, you think ?' said Edmund. * To be justified in your eyes, he must do it in the most complete uncertainty of any provision.*

       ' What! take  orders without a living I    No, that is madness indeed, absolute  madness.'
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       * Shall I ask you how the church is to be filled, if a man is neither to take orders with a living, nor withoik? No, for you certainly would not know what to say. But I must beg some advantage to the clergyman from your own argument. As he cannot be influenced by those feelings which you rank highly as temptation and reward to the soldier and sailor in their choice of a profession, as heroism, and noise, and fashion are all against him, he ought to be less liable to the suspicion of wanting sincerity or good intentions in the choice of his.'

       * Oh, no doubt he is very sincere in preferring an income ready made, to the trouble of working for one; and has the best intentions of doing nothing all the rest of his days but eat, drink, and grow fat. It is indolence, Mr. Bertram, indeed—indolence and love of ease—a want of all laudable ambition, of taste for good company, or of inclination to take the trouble of being agreeable, which make men clergymen. A clergyman has nothing to do but to be slovenly and selfish— read the newspaper, watch the weather, and quarrel with his wife. His curate does all the work, and the business of his own life is to dine.'

       ' There are such clergymen, no doubt, but I think they are not so common as to justify Miss Crawford in esteeming it their general character. I suspect that in this comprehensive and (may I say) commonplace censure, you are not judging from yourself, but from prejudiced persons, whose opinions you have been in the habit of hearing. It is impossible that your own observation can have given you much knowledge of the clergy. You can have been personally acquainted with very few of a set of men you condemn so conclusively. You are speaking what you have been told at your uncle's table.'

       * I speak what appears to me the general opinion; and where an opinion is general, it is usually correct. Though  1 have not seen much of the domestic lives of clergymen, it is seen by too many to leave any deficiency of information.*

       'Where any one body of educated men, of whatever denomination, are condemned indiscriminately, there must be a deficiency of information, or (smiling) of something else. Your uncle, and his brother admirals, perhaps, knew little of clergymen beyond the chaplains whom, good ox Xi^*^^ >Oss&^ were  always wishing away J

       ^Poor  William 1   He has  met with great VLmdti^'s»^ ixo^v  n^'^
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       chaplain of the  Antwerp^^  was a tender apostrophe of Fanny's, very much to the purpose of her own feelings, if not of the conversation.

       * I have been so little addicted to take my opinions from my uncle,' said Miss Crawford, * that I can hardly suppose ;— and since you push me so hard, I must observe, that I am not entirely without the means of seeing what clergymen are, being at this present time the guest of my own brother, Dr. Grant. And though Dr. Grant is most kind and obliging to me, and though he is really a gentleman, and I daresay a good scholar and clever, and often preaches good sermons, and is very respectable, / see him to be an indolent, selfish bon vivant^  who must have his palate consulted in everything; who will not stir a finger for the convenience of any one; and who, moreover, if the cook makes a blunder, is out of humour with his excellent wife. To own the truth, Henry and I were partly driven out this very evening by a disappointment about a green goose, which he could not get the better of. My poor sister was forced to stay and bear it.'

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

       * No,' replied Fanny, * but we need not give up his profession for all that; because, whatever profession Dr. Grant

       had chosen, he would have taken a not a good temper

       into it; and as he must either in the navy or army have had a great many more people under his command than he has now, I think more would have been made unhappy by him as a sailor or soldier than as a clergyman. Besides, I cannot but suppose that whatever there may be to wish otherwise in Dr. Grant, would have been in a greater danger of becoming worse in a more active and worldly profession, where he would have had less time and obligation—where he might have escaped that knowledge of himself,  ^^ frequency^  at least, of that knowledge which it is impossible he should escape as he is now. A man—a sensible man like Dr. Grant, cannot be in the habit of  teaching others their duty every week, cannot go

       to church  twice  every Sunday, and pTeac\\  ^>3lc\\.  very good sermons In so good  a manner as Vie does^  -wxxJciqmV  Xi^-^ ^^

       lOO
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       better for it himself. It must make him think; and I have no doubt that he oftener endeavours to restrain himself than he would if he had been anything but a clergyman.'

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

       * I think the man who could often quarrel with. Fanny,' said Edmund, affectionately, 'must be beyond the reach of any sermons.'

       Fanny turned further into the window; and Miss Crawford had only time to say, in a pleasant manner, ' I fancy Miss Price has been more used to deserve praise than to hear it *; when being earnestly invited by the Miss Bertrams to join in a glee, she tripped off to the instrument, leaving Edmund looking after her in an ecstasy of admiration of all her many virtues^ from her obliging manners down to her light and graceful tread.

       * There goes good-humour, I am sure,' said he presently. * There goes a temper which would never give pain 1 How well she walks! and how readily she falls in with the inclination of others I joining them the moment she is asked. What a pity,' he added, after an instant's reflection, * that she should have been in such hands !'

       Fanny agreed to it, and had the pleasure of seeing him continue at the window with her, in spite of the expected glee , and of having his eyes soon turned, like hers, towards the scene without, where all that was solemn, and soothing, and lovely, appeared in the brilliancy of an unclouded night, and the  contrast of the deep shade of the woods. Fanny spoke her  feelings. * Here's harmony !' said she ; * here's repose ! Here's what may leave all painting and all music behind, and what poetry only can attempt to describe ! Here's what may tranquillise every care, and lift the heart to rapture ! When 1 look out on such a night as this, I feel as if there could be neither wickedness nor sorrow in the world; and there certainly would be less of both if the sublimity of nature were more  attended  to, and  people were earned it\ox^ o>3X <^^ ^^s^Rxsv. gehres by contemplating  such a scene.'

       TOI
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       * I like to hear your enthusiasm, Fanny. It is a lovely night, and they are much to be pitied who have not been taught to feel in some degree as you do—who have not at least been given a taste for nature in early life. They lose a great deal.'

       *  You  taught me to think and feel on the subject, cousin.*

       *  I had a very apt scholar. There's Arcturus looking very bright.'

       * Yes, and the Bear.    I wish I could see Cassiopeia.'

       * We piust go out on the lawn for that. Should you be afraid ?'

       * Not in the least. It is a great while since we have had any star-gazing.'

       *Yes, I do not know how it has happened.' The glee began. *We will stay till this is finished, Fanny,' said he, turning his back on the window; and as it advanced, she had the mortification of seeing him advance too, moving forward by gentle degrees towards the instrument, and when it ceased, he was close by the singers, among the most urgent in requesting to hear the glee again.

       Fanny sighed alone at the window till scolded away by Mrs. Norris's threats of catching cold.

       CHAPTER  XIl

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

       It was very vexatious, and she was heartily sorry for it; but so it was; and so  far from now meaning to marry the e/der, she did not  even want to aUracl Yi\m \ie^OTA ^nYkax. ^<fe>
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       simplest claims of conscious beauty required: his lengthened absence from Mansfield, without anything but pleasure in view and his own will to consult, made it perfectly clear that he did not care about her; and his indifference was so much more than equalled by her own, that were he now to step forth the owner of Mansfield Park, the Sir Thomas complete, which he was to be in time, she did not believe she could accept him.

       The season and duties which brought Mr. Bertram back to Mansfield took Mr. Crawford into Norfolk. Everingham could not do without him in the beginning of September. He went for a fortnight;—a fortnight of such dulness to the Miss Bertrams as ought to have put them both on their guard, and made even Julia admit, in her jealousy of her sister, the absolute necessity of distrusting his attentions, and wishing him not to return; and a fortnight of sufficient leisure, in the intervals of shooting and sleeping, to have convinced the gentleman that he ought to keep longer away, had he been more in the habit of examining his own motives, and of reflecting to what the indulgence of his idle vanity was tending ; but, thoughtless and selfish from prosperity and bad example, he would not look beyond the present moment. The sisters, handsome, clever, and encouraging, were an amusement to his sated mind ; and finding nothing in Norfolk to equal the social pleasures of Mansfield, he gladly returned to it at the time appointed, and was welcomed thither quite as gladly by those whom he came to trifle with further.

       Maria, with only Mr. Rushworth to attend to her, and doomed to the repeated details of his day's sport, good or bad, his boast of his dogs, his jealousy of his neighbours, his doubts of their qualification, and his zeal after poachers,—subjects which will not find their way to female feelings without some talent on one side or some attachment on the other,—had missed Mr. Crawford grievously; and Julia, unengaged and unemployed, felt all the right of missing him much more. Each sister believed herself the favourite. Julia might be justified in so doing by the hints of Mrs. Grant, inclined to credit what she wished, and Maria by the hints of Mr. Crawford himself. Everything returned into the same channel as before his  absence; his  manners being to eac\i ^o ^xi\\:e\a.\fc^ aitd agreeable as to lose   no ground w\l\v ev\)[iet^ ^xv^ V^^"^
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       stopping short of the consistence, the steadiness, the solicitude, and the warmth which might excite general notice.

       Fanny was the only one of the party who found anything to dislike; but since the day at Sotherton, she could never see Mr. Crawford with either sister without observation, and seldom without wonder.or censure; and had her confidence in her own judgment been equal to her exercise of it in every other respect, had she been sure that she was seeing clearly, and judging candidly, she would probably have made some important communications to her usual confidant. As it was, however, she only hazarded a hint, and the hint was lost. * I am rather surprised,' said she, *that Mr. Crawford should come back again so soon, after being here so long before, full seven weeks; for I had understood he was so very fond of change and moving about, that I thought something would certainly occur when he was once gone, to take him elsewhere. He is used to much gayer places than Mansfield.'

       * It is to his credit,' was Edmund's answer, * and I daresay it gives his sister pleasure. She does not like his unsettled habits.'

       * What a favourite he is with my cousins !'

       *Yes, his manners to women are such as must please. Mrs. Grant, I believe, suspects him of a preference for Julia; I have never seen much symptom of it, but I wish it may be so. He has no faults but what a serious attachment would remove.'

       *  If Miss Bertram were not engaged,' said Fanny, cautiously, ^ I could sometimes almost think that he admired her more than Julia.'

       *  Which is, perhaps, more in favour of his liking Julia best, than you, Fanny, may be aware; for I believe it often happens that a man, before he has quite made up his own mind, will distinguish the sister or intimate friend of the woman he is really thinking of, more than the woman herself. Crawford has too much sense to stay here if he found himself in any danger from Maria; and I am not at all afraid for her, after such a proof as she has given that her feelings are not strong.'

       Fanny  supposed she must have been mistaken, and meant to think differently  in future; bul rnxVi a\\ tKat submission to Edmund could dOj  and all the \\e\p oi \>[v^ covcvcv^vti^ Vyks^
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       and hints which she occasionally noticed in some of the others, and which seemed to say that Julia was Mr. Crawford's choice, she knew not always what to think. She was privy one evening to the hopes of her aunt Norris on this subject, as well as to her feelings, and the feelings of Mrs. Rushworth, on a point of some similarity, and could not help wondering as she listened; and glad would she have been not to be obliged to listen, for it was while all the other young people were dancing, and she sitting, most unwillingly, among the chaperons at the fire, longing for the re-entrance of her elder cousin, on whom all her own hopes of a partner then depended. It was Fanny's first ball, though without the preparation or splendour of many a young lady's first ball, being the thought only of the afternoon, built on the late acquisition of a violin-player in the servants' hall, and the possibility of raising five couple with the help of Mrs. Grant and a new intimate friend of Mr. Bertram's just arrived on a visit. It had, however, been a very happy one to Fanny through four dances, and she was quite grieved to be losing even a quarter of an hour. While waiting and wishing, looking now at the dancers and now at the door, this dialogue between the two above-mentioned ladies was forced on her:—

       * I think, ma'am,' said Mrs. Norris—her eyes directed towards Mr. Rushworth and Maria, who were partners for the second time—' we shall see some happy feces again now.'

       *Yes, ma'am, indeed,' replied the other, with a stately simper, * there will be some satisfaction in looking on  now^ and I think it was rather a pity they should have been obliged to part Young folks in their situation should be excused complying with the common forms. I wonder my son did not propose it'

       * I daresay he did, ma'am. Mr. Rushworth is never remiss. But dear Maria has such a strict sense of propriety, so much of that true delicacy which one seldom meets with nowadays, Mrs. Rushworth, that wish of avoiding particularity. Dear ma'am, only look at her face at this moment, how different from what it was the two last dances!'

       Miss   Bertram   did   indeed   look   happy,   her  eyes   were sparkling with pleasure,  and  she was   speaking with   great animation^  ior Julia and  her partner, Mr. Cravilot^^  n4^\^  Ovsifsfc lo her; they were all  in a cluster togetViet.     "^wj  ^^  Vt*-^
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       looked before, Fanny could not recollect, for she had been dancing with Edmund herself, and had not thought about her.

       Mrs. Norris continued, * It is quite delightful, ma'am, to see young people so properly happy, so well suited, and so much the thing! I cannot but think of dear Sir Thomas's delight. And what do you say, ma'am, to the chance of another match? Mr. Rush worth has set a good example, and such things are very catching.'

       Mrs. Rush worth, who saw nothing but her son, was quite at a loss. *The couple above, ma'am. Do you see no symptoms there ?'

       *0h dear—Miss Julia and Mr. Crawford. Yes, indeed, a very pretty match.    What is his property ?'

       ' Four thousand a year.'

       * Very well. Those who have not more must be satisfied with what they have. Four thousand a year is a pretty estate, and he seems a very genteel, steady young man, so I hope Miss Julia will be very happy.'

       * It is not a settled thing, ma'am, yet. We only speak of it among friends. But I have very little doubt it  will be.  He is growing extremely particular in his attentions.'

       Fanny could listen no further. Listening and wondering were all suspended for a time, for Mr. Bertram was in the room again ; and though feeling it would be a great honour to be asked by him, she thought it must happen. He came towards their little circle ; but instead of asking her to dance, drew a chair near her, and gave her an account of the present state of a sick horse, and the opinion of the groom, from whom he had just parted. Fanny found that it was not to be, and in the modesty of her nature immediately felt that she had been unreasonable in expecting it When he had told of his horse, he took a newspaper from the table, and looking over it said in a languid way, * If you want to dance, Fanny, I will stand up with you.' With more than equal civility the offer was declined ; she did not wish to dance. * I am glad of it,' said he, in a much brisker tone, and throwing down the newspaper again—* for I am tired to death. I only wonder how the good people can keep it up so long. They had need be all  in love, to find any amusement in such folly—and so they are, I fancy. If you  look at them 70M ma^ see they are so many couple of  lovers—all but \ates SLtid '^T%.Q»xa»X—«sA^

       \o6
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       between ourselves, she, poor woman, must want a lover as much as any one of them. A desperate dull life hers must be with the doctor,' making a sly face as he spoke towards the chair of the latter, who proving, however, to be close at his elbow, made so instantaneous a change of expression and subject necessary, as Fanny, in spite of everything, could hardly help laughing at, * A strange business this in America, Dr. Grant! What is your opinion ? I always come to you to know what I am to think of public matters.'

       * My dear Tom,' cried his aunt soon afterwards, * as you are not dancing, I daresay you will have no objection to join us in a rubber; shall you?'—then, leaving her seat, and coming to him to enforce the proposal, added in a whisper, *We want to make a table for Mrs. Rushworth, you know. Your mother is quite anxious about it, but cannot very well spare time to sit down herself, because of her fringe. Now, you and I and Dr. Grant will just do; and though  we  play but half-crowns, you know you may bet half-guineas with  him,^

       * I should be most happy,' replied he aloud, and jumping up with alacrity, * it would give me the greatest pleasure—but that I am this moment going to dance. Come, Fanny,' taking her hand, *do not be dawdling any longer, or the dance will be over.'

       Fanny was led off very willingly, though it was impossible for her to feel much gratitude towards her cousin, or distinguish, as he certainly did, between the selfishness of another person and his own.

       * A pretty modest request upon my word 1' he indignantly exclaimed as they walked away. * To want to nail me to a card table for the next two hours with herself and Dr. Grant, who are always quarrelling, and that poking old woman, who knows no more of whist than of algebra. I wish my good aunt would be a little less busy 1 And to ask me in such a way too I without ceremony, before them all, so as to leave me no possibility of refusing !  That  is what I dislike most particularly. It raises my spleen more than anything, to have the pretence of being asked, of being given a choice, and at the same time addressed in such a way as to oblige one to do the very  thing—whatever it be 1 If I had not luckily thought of standing up with you I could not have got out of it. It is a great deal  too  bad.  But  when my aunt Yias got 2^ fec<\c*j  vcs.\nr.x headf nothing can stop her.'
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       CHAPTER   XIII

       The  Honourable John Yates, this new friend, had not much to recommend him beyond habits of fashion and expense, and being the younger son of a lord with a tolerable independence; and Sir Thomas would probably have thought his introduction at Mansfield by no means desirable. Mr. Bertram's acquaintance with him had begun at Weymouth, where they had spent ten days together in the same society, and the friendship, if friendship it might be called, had been proved and perfected by Mr. Yates's being invited to take Mansfield in his way, whenever he could, and by his promising to come ; and he did come rather earlier than had been expected, in consequence of the sudden breaking-up of a large party assembled for gaiety at the house of another friend, which he had left Weymouth to join. He came on the wings of disappointment, and with his head full of acting, for it had been a theatrical party; and the play, in which he had borne a part, was within two days of representation, when the sudden death of one of the nearest connections of the family had destroyed the scheme and dispersed the performers. To be so near happiness, so near fame, so near the long paragraph in praise of the private theatricals at Ecclesford, the seat of the Right Hon. Lord Ravenshaw, in Cornwall, which would of course have immortalised the whole party for at least a twelvemonth! and being so near, to lose it all, was an injury to be keenly felt, and Mr. Yates could talk of nothing else. Ecclesford and its theatre, with its arrangements and dresses, rehearsals and jokes, was his never-failing subject, and to boast of the past his only consolation.

       Happily for him, a love of the theatre is so general, an itch for acting so strong among young people, that he could hardly out-talk the interest of his hearers. From the first casting of the parts, to the epilogue, it was all bewitching, and there were few who did not wish to have been a party concerned, or would have hesitated to try their skill. The play had been Lovers' Vows,  and Mr. Yates v/as to IttSLve \i^eiv Count CasseL M  triflmg part,'  said he, * and not at a\\ Vo to?j \asX.^ ^tv^  vmSbi
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       a one as I certainly would not accept again; but I was determined to make no difficulties. Lord Ravenshaw and the duke had appropriated the only two characters worth playing before I reached Ecclesford; and though Lord Ravenshaw offered to resign his to me, it was impossible to take it, you know. I was sorry for  him  that he should have so mistaken his powers, for he was no more equal to the Baron—a little man, with a weak voice, always hoarse after the 6rst ten minutes. It must have injured the piece materially; but / was resolved to make no difficulties. Sir Henry thought the duke not equal to Frederick, but that was because Sir Henry wanted the part himself; whereas it was certainly in the best hands of the two. I was surprised to see Sir Henry such a stick. Luckily the strength of the piece did not depend upon him. Our Agatha was inimitable, and the duke was thought very great by many. And upon the whole it would certainly have gone off wonder-fuUy.'

       < It was a hard case, upon my word'; and, * I do think you were very much to be pitied,' — were the kind responses of listening sympathy.

       * It is not worth complaining about, but to be sure the poor old dowager could not have died at a worse time; and it is impossible to help wishing that the news could have been suppressed for just the three days we wanted. It was but three days; and being only a grandmother, and all happening two hundred miles off, I think there would have been no great harm, and it  was  suggested, I know; but Lord Ravenshaw, who I suppose is one of the most correct men in England, would not hear of it'

       *An after-piece instead of a comedy,' said Mr. Bertram. * Lovers' Vows were at an end, and Lord and Lady Ravenshaw left to act my Grandmother by themselves. Well, the jointure may comfort  himj  and, perhaps, between friends, he began to tremble for his credit and his lungs in the Baron, and was not sorry to withdraw; and to make  you  amends, Yates, I think we must raise a little theatre at Mansfield, and ask you to be our manager.'

       This, though the thought of the moment, did not end with the  moment; for the inclination to act was awakened, and in DO  one  more strongly than in  him who was iio^ TOa&\fcx ^\. "Cc^^ house;  ahd who having so  much leisure as Vo trvakfc ^tovG'sX ^^
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       novelty a certain good, had likewise such a degree of lively talents and comic taste as were exactly adapted to the novelty of acting. The thought returned again and again. * Oh for the Ecclesford theatre and scenery to try something with 1' Each sister could echo the wish; and Henry Crawford, to whom in all the riot of his gratifications it was yet an untasted pleasure, was quite alive at the idea. * I really believe,' said he, * I could be fool enough at this moment to undertake any character that ever was written, from Shylock or Richard III. down to the singing hero of a farce in his scarlet coat and cocked hat I feel as if I could be anything or everything, as if I could rant and storm, or sigh or cut capers, in any tragedy or comedy in the English language. Let us be doing something. Be it only half a play—an act—a scene ; what should prevent us ? Not these countenances, I am sure,' looking towards the Miss Bertrams ; * and for a theatre, what signifies a theatre ? We shall be only amusing ourselves. Any room in this house might suffice.'

       *We must have a curtain,' said Tom Bertram, *a  few yards of green baize for a curtain, and perhaps that may be enough.*

       * Oh, quite enough,' cried Mr. Yates, * with only just a side wing or two run up, doors in flat, and three or four scenes to be let down ; nothing more would be necessary on such a plan as this. For mere amusement among ourselves we should want nothing more.'

       * I believe we must be satisfied with  less,^  said Maria. * There would not be time, and other difficulties would arise. We must rather adopt Mr. Crawford's views, and make the performance^  not the  theatre^  our object. Many parts of our best plays are independent of scenery,'

       * Nay,' said Edmund, who began to listen with alarm. * Let us do nothing by halves. If we are to act, let it be in a theatre completely fitted up with pit, box, and gallery, and let us have a play entire from beginning to end; so as it be a German play, no matter what, with a good tricking, shifting after-piece, and a figure-dance, and a hornpipe, and a song between the acts.    If we do not outdo Ecclesford, we do nothing.'

       *Now,   Edmund,   do   not   be   disagreeable,'  said   Julia. 'Nobody loves  a play better than 70M do, at caii baive  gone much further to  see one.*
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       ' True, to see real acting, good hardened real acting; but I would hardly walk from this 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 ladies, who have all the disadvantages of education and decorum to struggle through.'

       After a short pause, however, the subject still continued, and was discussed with unabated eagerness, every one's inclination increasing by the discussion, and a knowledge of the inclination of the rest; and though nothing was settled but that  Tom Bertram would prefer a comedy, and his sisters and Henry Crawford a tragedy, and that nothing in the world could be easier than to find a piece which would please them all, the resolution to act something or other seemed so decided as to make Edmund quite uncomfortable. He was determined to prevent it, if possible, though his mother, who equally heard the conversation which passed at table, did not evince the least disapprobation.

       The same evening afforded him an opportunity of trying his strength. Maria, Julia, Henry Crawford, and Mr. Yates, were in the billiard-room. Tom, returning from them into the drawing-room, where Edmund was standing thoughtfully by the fire, while Lady Bertram was on the sofa at a little distance, and Fanny close beside her arranging her work, thus Ijegan as he entered—

       * Such a horribly vile billiard-table as ours is not to be met with, I believe, above ground I I can stand it no longer, and I think I may say that nothing shall ever tempt me to it again;—but one good thing I have just ascertained, it is the very room for a theatre, precisely the shape and length for it; and the doors at the further end, communicating with each other, as they may be made to do in five minutes, by merely moving the bookcase in my father's room, is the very thing we could have desired, if we had sat down to wish for it. And my Other's room will be an excellent green-room. It seems to join the billiard-room on purpose.'

       *  You  are not serious, Tom, in meaning to act ?' said Edmund in  a  low voice, as his brother approached the fire.

       * Not serious 1 never more so, I assure you. What is there to surprise  you in it ?'

       *  I think  it wouJd be very wrong.   In a general \\^\-^ ^xsN-aXA theatricals arc open to some  objections, but as  *we  ^\^ oxoaxsi-
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       stanced, I must think it would be highly injudicious, and more than injudicious, to attempt anything of the kind. It would show great want of feeling on my father's account, absent as he is, and in some degree of constant danger; and it would be imprudent, I think, with regard to Maria, whose situation is a very delicate one, considering everything, extremely delicate.*

       * You take up a thing so seriously I as if we were going to act three times a week till my father's return, and invite all the country. But it is not to be a display of that sort. We mean nothing but a little amusement among ourselves, just to vary the scene, and exercise our powers in something new. We want no audience, no publicity. We may be trusted, I think, in choosing some play most perfectly unexceptionable ; and I can conceive no greater harm or danger to any of us in conversing in the elegant language of some respectable author than in chattering in words of our own, I have no fears, and no scruples. And as to my father's being absent, it is so far from an objection, that I consider it rather as a motive; for the expectation of his return must be a very anxious period to my mother ; and if we can be the means of amusing that anxiety, and keeping up her spirits for the next few weeks, I shall think our time very well spent, and so I am sure will he. It is a  very anxious period for her.'

       As he said this, each looked towards their mother. Lady Bertram, sunk back in one corner of the sofa, the picture of health, wealth, ease and tranquillity, was just falling into a gentle doze, while Fanny was getting through the few difficulties of her work for her.

       Edmund smiled and shook his head.

       * By Jove ! this won't do,' cried Tom, throwing himself into a chair with a hearty laugh. * To be sure, my dear mother, your anxiety,—I was unlucky there.'

       * What is the matter ?' asked her Ladyship, in the heavy tone of one half-roused :—* I was not asleep.'

       *0h dear, no, ma'am—nobody suspected you.—Well, Edmund,' he continued, returning to the former subject, posture, and voice, as soon as Lady Bertram began to nod again, * but this  I  will  maintain,—-that we shall be doing no harm.'

       * I cannot agree with you—I am convinced that my father would totally  disapprove it.'

       'And I am  convinced to the cotilTax^.    '^cJg^^^ vs^  l^\s&^\
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       of the exercise of talent in young people,, or promotes it more, than my father; and for anything of the acting, spouting, reciting kind, 1 think he has always a decided taste. I am sure he encouraged it in us as boys. How many a time have we mourned over the dead body of Julius Caesar, and  to be^d and not  to b^dm  this very room for his amusement I And I am sure  my name was Norual  every evening of my life through one Christmas holidays.'

       *  It was a very different thing. You must see the difference yourself. My father wished us, as schoolboys, to speak well, but he would never wish his grown-up daughters to be acting plays.    His sense of decorum is strict.'

       *  I know all that,' said Tom, displeased. * I know my father as well as you do ; and I'll take care that his daughters do nothing to distress him. Manage your own concerns, Edmund, and I'll take care of the rest of the family.'

       * If you are resolved on acting,' replied the persevering Edmund, * I must hope it will be in a very small and quiet way; and I think a theatre ought not to be attempted. It would be taking liberties with my father's house in his absence which could not be justified.'

       *  For everything of that nature I will be answerable,' said Tom, m a decided tone. * His house shall not be hurt I have quite as great an interest in being careful of his house as you can have; and as to such alterations as I was suggesting just now, such as moving a bookcase, or unlocking a door, or even as using the billiard-room for the space of a week without playing at billiards in it, you might just as well suppose he would object to our sitting more in this room, and less in the breakfast-room, than we did before he went away, or to my sisters' pianoforte being moved from one side of the room to the other.     Absolute nonsense !'

       *The innovation, if not wrong as an innovation, will be wrong as an expense.'

       *Yes, the expense of such an undertaking would be prodigious ! Perhaps it might cost a whole twenty pounds. Something of a theatre we must have undoubtedly, but it will be on the simplest plan ; a green curtain and a little carpenter's work — sind.  that's all; and as the carpenter's work may be all done at home  by Christopher 33^ckso\\\v\m?»^\f^ It will be too absurd to talk of  expense ; and as long as 'JacV.%ati\& «rtv^^>)^

       MANSFIELD PARK

       everything will be right with Sir Thomas. Don't imagine that nobody in this house can see or judge but yourself. Don't act yourself, if you do not like it, but don't expect to govern everybody else.'

       *  No, as to acting myself,' said Edmund, '  that  I absolutely protest against.'

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

       Fanny, who had heard it all, and borne Edmund company in every feeling throughout the whole, now ventured to say, in her anxiety to suggest some comfort, * Perhaps they may not be able to find any play to suit them. Your brother's taste and your sisters' seem very different.'

       *I have no hope there, Fanny. If they persist in the scheme, they will find something. I shall speak to my sisters, and try to dissuade  them^  and that is all I can do.'

       * I should think my aunt Norris would be on your side.'

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

       His sisters, to whom he had an opportunity of speaking the next morning, were quite as impatient of his advice, quite as unyielding to his representation, quite as determined in the cause of pleasure, as Tom. Their mother had no objection to the plan, and they were not in the least afraid of their father's disapprobation. There could be no harm in what had been done in so many respectable families, and by so many women of the first consideration ; and it must be scrupulousness run mad that could see anything to censure in a plan like theirs, comprehending only brothers and sisters, and intimate friends, and which would never be heard of beyond themselves. Julia did  seem inclined to admit that Maria's situation might require particular caution and delicacy—but that could not extend to ker — she  was at liberty; and Maria evidently considered her engagflirnent as only raising her so much more above restraint, and leaving her less occasion than Julia to  coxv^m\\. ^\n5ww. father or  mother, Edmund  had little to Vvope, "buX-V"^ ^'^is* ^'C^ ui^gittgr the subject, when  Henry Crawford twt^x^d ^Ocw^; x<aa«i>
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       fresh from the Parsonage, calling out, * No want of hands in our theatre, Miss ^Bertram. No want of under-strappers ; my sister desires her love, and hopes to be admitted into the company, and will be happy to take the part of any old duenna, or tame confidante, that you may not like to do yourselves.'

       Maria gave Edmund a glance, which meant, *What say you now ? Can we be wrong if Mary Crawford feels the same ?' And Edmund, silenced, was obliged to acknowledge that the charm of acting might well carry fascination to the mind of genius; and with the ingenuity of love, to dwell more on the obliging, accommodating purport of the message than on anything else.

       The scheme advanced. Opposition was vain; and as to Mrs. Norris, he was mistaken in supposing she would wish to make any. She started no difficuKo : ^hat were not talked down in five minutes by her eldest nephew and niece, who were all-powerful with her; and, as the whole arrangement was to bring very little expense to anybody, and none at all to herself, as she foresaw in it all the comforts of hurry, bustle, and importance, and derived the immediate advantage of fancying herself obliged to leave her own house, where she had been living a month at her own cost, and take up her abode in theirs, that every hour might be spent *.n their service, she was, in fact, exceedingly delighted with the project.

       CHAPTER,XIV

       Fanny  seemed nearer being jigiSt th^n Edmund had supposed. The business of findiqg a play that would suit everybody proved to be no trifle; and the carpenter had received his orders and taken his measurements, had suggested and removed at least two sets of difficulties, and having made the necessity of an enlargement of plan and expense fully evident, was already at work, while a play was still to seek. Other preparations were also in hand .An enormous roll of green baize had  arrived from Nftefciij^mpton, and been cut out by Mrs. Norris  (with a saving, by \\eT goo^ tcvax\a.^^mei^t, of full three-quarters  of  a yard), and was  acXA^aXVj  Iw\«\tv%  VoXa 'a.
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       curtain by the housemaids, and still the play was wanting ; and as two or three days passed away in this manner, Edmund began almost to hope that none might ever be found.

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

       On the tragic side were the Miss Bertrams, Henry Crawford, and Mr. Yates; on the comic, Tom Bertram, not  quite alone, because it was evident that Mary Crawford's wishes, though politely kept back, inclined the same way : but his determinateness and his nower seemed to make allies unnecessary ; and, independe -i this great irreconcilable difference, they wanted a piece containing very few characters in the whole, but every character first-rate, and three principal women. All the best plays were run over in vain. Neither Hamlet, nor Macbeth, nor Othello, nor Douglas, nor the Gamester, presented anything that could satisfy even the tragedians ; and the Rivals, the School for Scandal, Wheel of Fortune, Heir at Law, and a long  et ccstera^  were successively dismissed with yet warmer obJe1;:tk)ns.- No piece could be proposed that did not supply somebody with a difficulty, and on one side or the other it was a continual repetition of, * Oh no,  that  will never do. Let us  Jxave  no ranting tragedies. Too many characters. Not a tolerabfe woman's part in the play. Anything but  that^ my dear Tom. It would be impossible to fill it up. One could not expect anybody to take such a part. Nothing but buffoonery from beginning'to end.  T/tat might  do, perhaps, but for the low parts,  V  *i  i;:ust  give my opinion, I have always thought it the most insipid play in the English language. / do not wish to make objections, I shall be happy to be of any use, buj I think we could not choose worse.'

       Famy looked on and listened, not unamused to observe the selfishness which, more or less disguised, seemed to govern them  all, and wondering how it would end. For her own gratification  she could have wi^^hed that something might be acted, for  she had never seen evr half a play, bw\. e^iet>j\^vw^ of  higher  consequence was  against «i.

       '7:6/5  will never do/  said Tom Bertram aX \as\..    ^^^ ^^^
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       wasting time most abominably. Something must be fixed on No matter what, so that something is chosen. We must not be so nice. A few characters too many must not frighten us. We must  double  them. We must descend a little. If a part is insignificant, the greater our credit in making anything oi it. From this moment / make no difficulties. I take any part you choose to give me, so as it be comic. Let it but be comic, I condition for nothing more.'

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

       The pause which followed this fruitless effort was ended by the same speaker, who, taking up one of the many volumes of plays that lay on the table, and turning it over, suddenly exclaimed—* Lovers' Vows ! And why should not Lovers' Vows do for  us  as well as for the Ravenshaws ? How came it never to be thought of before.? It strikes me as if it would do exactly. What say you all ? Here are two capital tragic parts for Yates and Crawford, and here is the rhyming Butler for me—if nobody else wants it—a trifling part, but the sort of thing I should not dislike, and, as I said before, I am determined to take anything and do my best. And as for the rest, they may be filled up by anybody. It is only Count Cassel and Anhalt.'

       The suggestion  was generally welcome.    Everybody was

       growing weary of indecision, and the first idea with everybody

       was, that nothing had been proposed before so likely to suit

       them all.    Mr. Yates was particularly pleased: he'had been

       sighing  and   longing  to   do   the   Baron  at   Ecclesford, had

       grudged every rant of Lord Raven Shaw's and been forced to

       re-rant it all  in his own room.    The storm through Baron

       Wildenhaim was the height of his theatrical ambition;  and

       with the advantage of knowing half the scenes by heart already,

       he did now, with the greatest alacrity, offer his services for  the

       part.    To   do   him justice, however, he   did  not resolve to

       appropriate it—for remembering that there was sonie  veiy

       g^ood ranting  ground  in   Frederick, he  professed  an    equal

       willinerness  for    that.     Henry  Cravjiotd -was \ta.d>j to   take

       Vhichever  Mr. Yates did nol cYioo%^  njovsJA  ^txfe:^^
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       satisfy him, and a short parley of compliment ensued. Miss Bertram, feeling all the interest of an Agatha in the question, took on her to decide it, by observing to Mr. Yates that this was a point in which height and figure ought to be considered, and that  his  being the tallest, seemed to fit him peculiarly for the Baron. She was acknowledged to be quite right, and the two parts being accepted accordingly, she was certain of the proper Frederick. Three of the characters were now cast, besides Mr. Rushworth, who was always answered for by Maria  as willing to do anything; when Julia, meaning, like her sister, to be Agatha, began to be scrupulous on Miss Crawford's account.

       * This is not behaving well by the absent,' said she. * Here are not women enough. Amelia and Agatha may do for Maria and me, but there is nothing for your sister, Mr. Crawford.'

       Mr. Crawford desired  that  might not be thought of; he was very sure his sister had no wish of acting, but as she might be useful, and that she would not allow herself to be considered in the present case. But this was immediately opposed by Tom Bertram, who asserted the part of Amelia to be in every respect the property of Miss Crawford, if she would accept it.  'It  falls as naturally as necessarily to her,' said  he, 'as Agatha does to one or other of my sisters. It can  be no sacrifice on their side, for it is highly comic'

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

       * I must entreat Miss  Julia  Bertram,' said he, * not to engage  in the part of Agatha, or it will be the ruin of all my solemnity. You must not, indeed you must not (turning to her).  I could not stand your countenance dressed up in woe apd  paleness. The many laughs we have had together would  infallibly come across me, and Frederick and his knapsack  would  be obliged to run away.'

       Pleasantly,  courteously it was spoken; but the maxvTv^x ^-js^ lost in  the  matter to Julia's  feelings.    She sa>N ^ ^-accvcft. -ax Maria which confirmed  the injury to herse\i *, \X. v^^^ ^ ^Ocvexsx^
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       —a trick ; she was slighted, Maria was preferred ; the smile of triumph which Maria was tiying to suppress showed how well it was understood; and before Julia could command herself enough to speak, her brother gave his weight against her too, by saying, * Oh yes, Maria must be Agatha. Maria will be the best Agatha. Though Julia fancies she prefers tragedy, I would not trust her in it. There is nothing of tragedy about her. She has not the look of it. Her features are not tragic features, and she walks too quick, and speaks too quick, and would not keep her countenance. She had better do the old countrywoman—the Cottager's wife; you had, indeed, Julia. Cottager's wife is a very pretty part, I assure you. The old lady relieves the high-flown benevolence of her husband with a good deal of spirit. You shall be Cottager's wife.'

       *  Cottager's wife 1' cried Mr. Yates. * What are you talking of ? The most trivial, paltry, insignificant part; the merest commonplace—not a tolerable speech in the whole. Your sister do that! It is an insult to propose it. At Ecclesford the governess was to have done it. We all agreed that it could not be offered to anybody else. A little more justice, Mr. Manager, if you please. You do not deserve the office, if you cannot appreciate the talents of your company a little better.'

       * Why as to  that^  my good friend, till I and my company have really acted there must be some guess-work; but I mean no disparagement to Julia. We cannot have two Agathas, and we must have one Cottager's wife; and I am sure I set her the example of moderation myself in being satisfied with the old Butler. If the part is trifling she will have more credit in making something of it; and if she is so desperately bent against everything humorous, let her take Cottager's speeches instead of Cottager's wife's, and so change the parts all through  \he\%   solemn and pathetic enough, I am sure. It could make no difference in the play; and as for Cottager himself, when he has got his wife's speeches, / would undertake him with all my heart.'

       *With all your partiality for Cottager's wife,' said Henry Crawford, *\t  wiJJ be impossible to make anything of it fit for vour sister, and  we must nol sufter  \v^t  %00^-TvaX.wx^ \a be ?f/    on.     We    must  not  allow  "hex to ^cce^t ^^ ^^iw\«
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       She must not be left to her own complaisance. Her talents will be wanted in Amelia. Amelia is a character more diflScult to be well represented than even Agatha. I considei Amelia as the most difficult character in the whole piece. It requires great powers, great nicety, to give her playfulness and simplicity without extravagance. I have seen good actresses fail in the part. Simplicity, indeed, is beyond the reach of almost every actress by profession. It requires a delicacy of feeling which they have not. It requires a gentlewoman—a Julia Bertram. You  will  undertake it, I hope ?' turning to her with a look of anxious entreaty, which softened her a little ; but while she hesitated what to say, her brother again interposed with Miss Crawford's better claim.

       *No, no, Julia must not be Amelia. It is not at all the part for her. She would not like it. She would not do well. She is too tall and robust. Amelia should be a small, light, girlish, skipping figure. It is fit for Miss Crawford, and Miss Crawford only. She looks the part, and I am persuaded will do it admirably.*

       Without attending to this, Henry Crawford continued his supplication. * You must oblige us,* said he, * indeed you must. When you have studied the character, I am sure you will feel it suit you. Tragedy may be your choice, but it will certainly appear that comedy chooses  you.  You will be to visit me in prison with a basket of provisions ; you will not refuse to visit me in prison ? I think I see you coming in with your basket.*

       The influence of his voice was felt. Julia wavered ; but was he only trying to soothe and pacify her, and make her overlook the previous affront ? She distrusted him. The slight had been most determined. He was, perhaps, but at treacherous play with her. She looked suspiciously at her sister; Maria's countenance was to decide it; if she were vexed and alarmed—but Maria looked all serenity and satisfaction, and Julia well knew that on this ground Maria could not be happy but at her expense. With hasty indignation, therefore, and a tremulous voice, she said to him, *You do not seem afraid of not keeping your countenance when I come in with a basket of provisions—though one might  \\2lv^  ^AY^'^^^'sfc^ —but  It IS only as Agatha  that 1 was to "b^ ^o  on^x^qw^x-ib^/'    She stopped —Henry Crawford \ooVed xa.\>c\^x ^^cXx^-
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       and as if he did not know what to say.    Tom Bertram began again—

       *  Miss Crawford must be Amelia. She will be an excellent Amelia.'

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

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

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

       The first use she made of her solitude was to take up the volume which had been left on the table, and begin to acquaint herself with the play of which she had heard so much. Her curiosity was all awake, and she ran through it with an eagerness which was suspended only by intervals of astonishment, that it could be chosen in the present instance— that it could be proposed and accepted in a private theatre! Agatha and Amelia appeared to her in their different ways so totally improper for hom^  represenlation—^iVv^ situation of one, ^ngimge of  the other, so unfit to \>e e^^^^s^^^^ ^^^'l
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       woman of modesty, that she could hardly suppose her cousins could be aware of what they were engaging in ; and longed to have them roused as soon as possible by the remonstrance which Edmund would certainly make.

       CHAPTER   XV

       Miss Crawford  accepted the part very readily; and soon after Miss Bertram's return from the Parsonage, Mr. Rush-worth arrived, and another character was consequently cast. He had the offer of Count Cassel and Anhalt, and at first did not know which to choose, and wanted Miss Bertram to direct him; but upon being made to understand the diiferent style of the characters, and which was which, and recollecting that he had once seen the play in London, and had thought Anhalt a very stupid fellow, he soon decided for the Count. Miss Bertram approved the decision, for the less he had to learn the better; and though she could not sympathise in his wish that the Count and Agatha might be to act together, nor wait very patiently while he was slowly turning over the leaves with the hope of still discovering such a scene, she very kindly took his part in hand, and curtailed every speech that admitted being shortened ; besides pointing out the necessity of his being very much dressed, and choosing his colours. Mr. Rushworth liked the idea of his finery very well, though affecting to despise it; and was too much engaged with what his own appearance would be to think of the others, or draw any of those conclusions or feel any of that displeasure which Maria had been half prepared for.

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

       * We have got a play,' said he.    * It is to be Lovers' Vows ; and I am to be  Count  Cassel, and am lo coicv^ m ^x'sx. ^\^ a  blue dress, and  a pink satin cloak, and aix^rw^xds -assv \»
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       have another fine fancy suit by way of a shooting dress.     I do not know how I shall like it.*

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

       * Lovers' Vows !' in a tone of the greatest amazement, was his only reply to Mr. Rushworth ; and he turned towards his brother and sisters as if hardly doubting a contradiction.

       *Yes,' cried Mr. Yates. * After all our debatings and difficulties, we find there is nothing that will suit us altogether so well, nothing so unexceptionable, as Lovers' Vows. The wonder is that it should not have been thought of before. My stupidity was abominable, for here we have all the advantage of what I saw at Ecclesford; and it is so useful to have anything of a model I    We have cast almost every part.'

       * But what do you do for women ?' said Edmund gravely, and looking at Maria.

       Maria blushed in spite of herself as she answered, * 1 take the part which Lady Ravenshaw was to have done, and (with a bolder eye) Miss Crawford is to be Amelia.'

       * I should not have thought it the sort of play to be so easily filled up with  usy  replied Edmund, turning away to the fire where sat his mother, aunt, and Fanny, and seating himself with a look of great vexation.

       Mr. Rushworth followed him to say, * I come in three times, and have two-and-forty speeches. That's something, is not it ? But I do not much like the idea of being so fine. I shall hardly know myself in a blue dress and a pink satin cloak.'

       Edmund could not answer him. In a few minutes Mr. Bertram was called out of the room to satisfy some doubts of the carpenter; and being accompanied by Mr. Yates, and followed soon afterwards by Mr. Rushworth, Edmund almost immediately took the opportunity of saying, * I cannot before Mr. Yates speak what I feel as to this play, without reflecting on his friends at Ecclesford; but I must now, my dear Maria, tell^'^w, that I think it exceedingly unfit for private representation, and that I hope you will give it up. I cannot but suppose you  will  when you have read it carefully over. Read only the first act aloud to either your mother or aunt, and see how you can  approve it  It will not be tveeess^ct^ \Si ^^w^ ^^"^ to yourJ^A^s judgment, 1  am convinced.'
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       * We see things very differently,* cried Maria. * 1 am perfectly acquainted with the play, I assure you; and with a very few omissions, and so forth, which will be made, of course, I can see nothing objectionable in it; and / am not the  only  young woman you find who thinks it very fit for private representation.'

       * I am sorry for it,' was his answer; * but in this matter it is  you  who are to lead.  You  must set the example. If others have blundered, it is your place to put them right, and show them what true delicacy is. In all points of decorum,  your  conduct must be law to the rest of the party.'

       This picture of her consequence had some effect, for no one loved better to lead than Maria; and with far more good-humour she answered, * I am much obliged to you, Edmund; you mean very well, I am sure ; but I still think you see things too strongly; and I really cannot undertake to harangue all the rest upon a subject of this kind.  There  would be the greatest indecorum, I think.'

       * Do you imagine that I could have such an idea in my head ? No : let your conduct be the only harangue. Say that, on examining the part, you feel yourself unequal to it; that you find it requiring more exertion and confidence than you can be supposed to have. Say this with firmness, and it will be quite enough. All who can distinguish will understand your motive. The play will be given up, and your delicacy honoured as it ought.*

       *Do not act anything improper, my dear,' said Lady Bertram: * Sir Thomas would not like it—Fanny, ring the bell; I must have my dinner.—To be sure Julia is dressed by this time.'

       * I am convinced, madam,' said Edmund, preventing Fanny, * that Sir Thomas would not like it'

       * There, my dear, do you hear what Edmund says ?'

       * If I were to decline the part,' said Maria, with renewed zeal, * Julia would certainly take it'

       *  What I' cried Edmund, * if she knew your reasons ?'

       *  Oh, she might think the difference between us,—the difference in our situations,—that  she  need not be so scrupulous

       as y might feel  necessary.    1 am sui^ she would argue so. ^o; you must  excuse me ; 1 cannol relisicX. m-^  q.qtw&wvX^/Vv^
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       too fer settled, everybody would be so disappointed, Tom would be quite angry; and if we are so very nice we shall never act anything.'

       * I was just going to say the very same thing,' said Mrs. Norris. * If every play is to be objected to, you will act nothing, and the preparations will be all so much money thrown away, and I. am sure  that  would be a discredit to us alL I do not know the play ; but, as Maria says, if there is anything a little too warm (and it is so with most of them) it can be easily left out. We must not be over-precise, Edmund. As Mr. Rushworth is to act too, there can be no harm. I only wish Tom had known his own mind when the carpenters began, for there was the loss of half a da/s work about those side-doors. The curtain will be a good job, however. The maids do their work very well, and I think we shall be able to send back some dozens of the rings. There is no occasion to put them so very close together. I  am  of some use, I hope, in preventing waste and making the most of things. There should always be one steady head to superintend so many young ones. I forgot to tell Tom of something that happened to me this very day. I had been looking about me in the poultry yard, and was just coming out, when who should I see but Dick Jackson making up to the servants' hall door with two bits of deal board in his hand, bringing them to father, you may be sure; mother had chanced to send him of a message to father, and then fatiier had bid him bring up them two bits of board, for he could not no how do without them. I knew what all this meant, for the servants' dinner bell was ringing at the very moment over our heads; and as I hate such encroaching people (the Jacksons are very encroaching, I have always said so,—just the sort of people to get all they can), I said to the boy directly (a great lubberly fellow of ten years old, you know, who ought to be ashamed of himself), "  ni  take the boards to your father, Dick; so get you home again as fast as you can." The boy looked very silly, and turned away without offering a word, for I believe I might speak pretty sharp; and I daresay it will cure him of coming marauding about the house for one while. I hate such greediness—80 good as your father is to the family, employing the naan all the year  round \ '

       Nobody was at the  trouble of an ansYjet *, Ocvt  oxNxrx^ 's^^^'^
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       returned ; and Edmund found that to have endeavoured to set them right must be his only satisfaction.

       Dinner passed heavily. Mrs. Norris related again her triumph over Dick Jackson, but neither play nor preparation was otherwise much talked of, for Edmund's disapprobation was felt even by his brother, though he would not have owned it. Maria, wanting Henry Crawford's animating support, thought the subject better avoided. Mr. Yates, who was trying to make himself agreeable to Julia, found her gloom less impenetrable on any topic than that of his regret at her secession from their company; and Mr. Rushworth, having only his own part and his own dress in his head, had soon talked away all that could be said of either.

       But the concerns of. the theatre were suspended only for an hour or two: there was still a great deal to be settled ; and the spirits of evening giving fresh courage, Tom, Maria, and Mr. Yates, soon after their being reassembled in the drawing-room, seated themselves in committee at a separate table, with the play open before them, and were just getting deep in the subject when a most welcome interruption was given by the entrance of Mr. and Miss Crawford, who, late and dark and dirty as it was, could not help coming, and were received with the most grateful joy.

       * Well, how do you go on ?' and * What have you settled ?' and * Oh, we can do nothing without you,' followed the first salutations ; and Henry Crawford was soon seated with the other three at the table, while his sister made her way to Lady Bertram, and with pleasant attention was complimenting  her. ' I must really congratulate your ladyship,' said she, * on the play being chosen ; for though you have borne it with exemplary patience, I am sure you must be sick of all our noise and difficulties. The actors may be glad, but the bystanders must be infinitely more thankful for a decision ; and I do sincerely give you joy, madam, as well as Mrs. Norris, and everybody else who is in the same predicament,' glancing half fearfully, half slily, beyond Fanny to Edmund.

       She was very civilly answered by Lady Bertram, but Edmund

       said nothing.    His being only a bystander was not disclaimed.

       After  continuing in chat with the party round the fire a few

       minutes, Miss  Crawford returned to lYve party round the table ;

       snd standing   by   them,  seemed to mtexe-sl \v«c^^l  xtw ^«v\
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       arrangements till, as if struck by a sudden recollection, she exclaimed, * My good friends, you are most composedly at work upon these cottages and alehouses, inside and out—^but pray let me know my fate in the meanwhile. Who is to be Anhalt? What gentleman among you am I to have the pleasure of making 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. Rush worth was to be Count Cassel, but no one had yet undertaken Anhalt.'

       * I had my choice of the parts,' said Mr. Rushworth; * but I thought I should like the Count best—though I do not much relish the finery I am to have.'

       *  You chose very wisely, I am sure,' replied Miss Crawford, with a brightened look, * Anhalt is a heavy part.'

       *  The Count  has two-and-forty speeches,' returned Mr. Rushworth, * which is no trifle.'

       ' I am not at all surprised,' said Miss Crawford, after a short pause, ' at this want of an Anhalt Amelia deserves no better.    Such a forward young lady may well frighten the men.'

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

       *Your  brother  should take the part,' said Mr. Yates, in a low voice.    * Do not you think he would ?'

       '/ shall not ask him,' replied TcHn, in a cold, determined manner.

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

       * They do not want me at all,' said she, seating herself. * I only puzzle them, and oblige them to make civil speeches. Mr. Edmund Bertram, as you do not act yourself, you will be a disinterested adviser; and, therefore, I apply to  you.  What shall we do for an Anhalt ? Is it practicable for any of the others to double it ?    What is your advice ?'

       *  My advice,' said he, calmly, * is that you change the play.'

       * / should have no objection,' she replied; * for though I should not particularly dislike the part of Amelia if well sup-

       ported — that is, if  everything went well—I shall be sorry to be an Inconvenience —but as they do tvoX dMios^X.oYkKax-'jQiax
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       advice at  that table —(looking round)—it certainly will not be taken.'

       Edmund said no more.

       *  If  €my  part could tempt  you  to act, I suppose it would be Anhalt,' observed the lady, archly, after a short pause; ' for he is a clergyman, you know.'

       *  That  circumstance would by no means tempt me,' he replied, < for I should be sorry to make the character ridiculous by bad acting. It must be very difficult to keep Anhalt from appearing a formal, solemn lecturer; and the man who chooses the profession itself is, perhapSj^ one of the last who would wish to represent it on the stage.'

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

       * Fanny,' cried Tom Bertram, from the other table, where the conference was eagerly carrying on, and the conversation incessant, * we want your services.'

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

       * Oh, we do not want to disturb you from your seat We do not want  yoxvc present  services. We shall only want you in our play.    You must be Cottager's wife.'

       * Me!' cried Fanny, sitting down again with a most frightened look. < Indeed you must excuse me. I could not act anything if you were to give me the world. No, indeed, I cannot act.'

       * Indeed, but you must, for we cannot excuse you. It need not frighten you; it is a nothing of a part, a mere nothing, not above half a dozen speeches altogether, and it will not much signify if nobody hears a word you say, so you may be as creepmouse as you like, but we must have you to look at.'

       ' If you are afraid of half a dozen speeches,' cried Mr. Rush-worth, ' what would you do with such a part as mine ? I have forty-two to learn.'

       *  It is not that I am afraid of learning by heart,' said Fanny, shocked to find herself at that moment the only speaker in the room, and to feel that almost every eye Nvas \3L^T^\iSx\ ^\wx\ reaUy cannot act'
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       *Yes, yes, you can act well enough for  us.  Learn your part, and we will teach you all the rest. You have only two scenes, and as I shall be Cottager, I'll put you in and push you about; and you will do it very well, I'll answer for it.'

       * No, indeed, Mr. Bertram, you must excuse me. You cannot have an idea. It would be absolutely impossible for me.    If I were to undertake it, I should only disappoint you.'

       * Phoo 1 phoo 1 Do not be so shamefaced. You'll do it very well. Every allowance will be made for you. We do not expect perfection. You must get a brown gown, and a white apron, and a mob cap, and we must make you a few wrinkles, and a little of the crowsfoot at the comer of your eyes, and you will be a very proper, little old woman.'

       * You must excuse me, indeed you must excuse me,' cried Fanny, growing more and more red from excessive agitation, and looking distressfully at Edmund, who was kindly observing her; but, unwilling to exasperate his brother by interference, gave her only an encouraging smile. Her entreaty had no effect on Tom: he only said again what he had said before; and it was not merely Tom, for the requisition was now backed by Maria, and Mr. Crawford, and Mr. Yates, with an urgency which differed from his but in being more gentle or more ceremonious, and which altogether was quite overpowering to Fanny; and before she could breathe after it, Mrs. Norris completed the whole, by thus addressing her in a whisper at once angry and audible: * What a piece of work here is about nothing,—I am quite ashamed of you, Fanny, to make such a difficulty of obliging your cousins in a trifle of this sort, —so kind as they are to you! Take the part with a good grace, and let us hear no more of the matter, I entreat.'

       * Do not urge her, madam,' said Edmund. * It is not feir to urge her in this manner. You see she does not like to act Let her choose for herself as well as the rest of us. Her judgment may be quite as safely trusted. Do not urge  her any more.'

       * I am not going to urge her,' replied Mrs. Norris, sharply; * but I shall think her a very obstinate, ungrateful girl, if she does not do what her aunt and cousins wish her— very  ungrateful, indeed, considering who and what she is.'

       Edmund was too  angry to speak *, but Miss Crawford, look-w£r for a moment   with astonished eyes aX. '^xs. \^amv ^aad
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       then at Fanny, whose tears were beginning to show themselves, unmediately said, with some keenness, * I do not like my situation ; this  place  is too hot for me,'—and moved away her chair to the opposite side of the table close to Fanny, saying to her, in a kind low whisper, as she placed herself, * Never mind, my dear Miss Price—^this is a cross evening,—everybody is cross and teasing—but do not let us mind them'; and with pointed attention continued to talk to her and endeavour to raise her spirits, in spite of being out of spirits herself. By a look at her brother she prevented any further entreaty from the theatrical board, and the really good feelings by which she was almost purely governed were rapidly restoring her to all the little she had lost in Edmund's favour.

       Fanny did not love Miss Crawford : but she felt very much obliged to her for her present kindness; and when, from takmg notice of her work, and wishing  she  could work as well, and begging for the pattern, and supposing Fanny was now preparing for her  appearance^  as of course she would come out when her cousin was married. Miss Crawford proceeded to inquire if she had heard lately from her brother at sea, and said that she had quite a curiosity to see him, and imagined him a very fine young man, and advised Fanny to get his picture drawn before he went to sea again,—she could not help admitting it to be very agreeable flattery, or help listening, and answering with more animation than she had intended.

       The consultation upon the play still went on; and Miss Crawford's attention was first called from Fanny by Tom Bertram's telling her, with infinite regret, that he found it absolutely impossible for him to undertake the part of Anhalt in addition to the Butler: he had been most anxiously trying to make it out to be feasible,—but it would not do,—he must give it up. * But there will not be the smallest difficulty in filling it,' he added. * We have but to speak the word; we may. pick and choose. I could name at this moment at least six young men within six miles of us, who are wild to be admitted into our company, and there are one or two that would not disgrace us,—I should not be afraid to trust either of the Olivers or Charles Maddox. Tom Oliver is a v^t^ dever fellow, and Charles Maddox is as getv^X^emaxX^'t -a. \s^sccv M yoQ will see  an/where, so  I will take iwj \vox%^ ^^^M "^"^
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       morrow morning, and ride over to Stoke, and settle with on« of them.'

       While he spoke, Maria was looking apprehensively round at Edmund in full expectation that he must oppose such an enlargement of the plan as this—so contrary to all their first protestations; but Edmund said nothing. After a moment's thought. Miss Crawford calmly replied, * As far as I am concerned, I can have no objection to anything that you all think eligible. Have I ever seen either of the gentlemen ? Yes, Mr. Charles Maddox dined at my sister's one day, did not he, Henry ? A quiet-looking young man. I remember him. Let  him  be applied to, if you please, for it will be less unpleasant to me than to have a perfect stranger.'

       Charles Maddox was to be the man. Tom repeated his resolution of going to him early on the morrow; and though Julia, who had scarcely opened her lips before, observed, in a sarcastic manner, and with a glance first at Maria, and then at Edmund, that ^ the Mansfield theatricals would enliven the whole neighbourhood exceedingly,' Edmund still held his peace, and showed his feelings only by a determined gravity.

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

       CHAPTER  XVI

       It  was not in Miss Crawford's power to talk Fanny into any real forgetfulness of what had passed. When the evening was over, she went to bed full of it, her nerves still agitated by the shock of such an attack from her cousin Tom, so public and so persevered in, and her spirits sinking under her aunt's unkind reflection and reproach. To be called into notice in such a manner, to hear that it was but the prelude to something so infinitely worse, to be told that she must do what was so impossible as to  act; and then to have the charge of obstinacy and  ingratitude follow it, ^nioic^d ^VJfii »adSi ^ V\sa^
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       at the dependence of her situation, had been too distressing at the time to make the remembrance when she was alone much less so,—especially with the superadded dread of what the morrow might produce in continuation of the subject. Miss Crawford had protected her only for the time ; and if she were applied to again among themselves with all the authoritative urgency that Tom and Maria were capable of, and Edmund peiiiaps away, what should she do? She fell asleep before she could answer the question, and found it quite as puzzling when she awoke the next morning. The little white attic, which had continued her sleeping room ever since her first entering the family, proving incompetent to suggest any reply, she had recourse, as soon as she was dressed, to another apartment more spacious and more meet for walking about in, and thinking, and of which she had now for some time been almost equally mistress. It had been their school-room ; so called till the Miss Bertrams would not allow it to be called so any longer, and inhabited as such to a later period. There Miss Lee had lived, and there they had read and written, and talked and laughed, till within the last three years, when she had quitted them. The room had then become useless, and for some time was quite deserted, except by Fanny, when she visited her plants, or wanted one of the books, which she was still glad to keep there, from the deficiency of space and accommodation in her little chamber above : but gradually, as her value for the comforts of it increased, she had added to her possessions, and spent more of her time there ; and having nothing to oppose her, had so naturally and so artlessly worked herself into it, that it was now generally admitted to be hers. The east room, as it had been called ever since Maria Bertram was sixteen, was now considered Fanny's almost as decidedly as the white attic: the smallness of the one making the use of the other so evidently reasonable, that the Miss Bertrams, with every  superiority in their own apartments, which their own sense of superiority could demand, were entirely approving it; and Mrs. Norris, having stipulated for there never being a fire in it on Fann/s account, was tolerably resigned to her having the  uBe  of what nobody else wanted, though the terms in which she sometimes  spoke of the indulgence seemed to imply that it  was the  best  room in the  house.

       The  aspect was so  favourable, that even  W\\5cvom\.  ^ ^t^ *>^-
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       was habitable in many an early spring and late autumn morning, to such a willing mind as Fanny's; and while there was a gleam of sunshine, she hoped not to be driven from it entirely, even when winter came. The comfort of it in her hours of leisure was extreme. She could go there after anything unpleasant below, and find immediate consolation in some pursuit, or some train of thought at hand. Her plants, her books—of which she had been a collector, from the first hour of'her commanding a shilling—her writing desk, and her works of charity and ingenuity, were all within her reach; or if indisposed for employment, if nothing but musing would do, she could scarcely see an object in that room which had not an interesting remembrance connected with it. Everything was a friend, or bore her thoughts to a friend; and though there had been sometimes much of suffering to her,—though her motives had been often misunderstood, her feelings disregarded, and her comprehension undervalued,—^though she had known the pains of tyranny, of ridicule, and neglect,—^yet almost every recurrence of either had led to something consolatory; her aunt Bertram had spoken for her, or Miss Lee had been encouraging, or what was yet more frequent or more dear—Edmund had been her champion and her friend;—he had supported her cause, or explained her meaning, he had told her not to cry, or had given her some proof of affection which made her tears delightful,—and the whole was now so blended together, so harmonised by distance, that eveiy former affliction had its charm. The room was most dear to her, and she would not have changed its furniture for the handsomest in the house, though what had been originally plain had suffered all the ill-usage of children ; and its greatest elegancies and ornaments were a faded footstool of Julia's work, too ill done for the drawing-room, three transparencies, made in a rage for transparencies, for the three lower panes of one window, where Tin tern Abbey held its station between a cave in Italy and a moonlight lake in Cumberland, a collection of family profiles, thought unworthy of being anywhere else, over the mantelpiece, and by their side, and pinned against the wall, a small sketch of a ship sent four years ago from the Mediterranean by  William, with H.M.S. Antwerp at the bottom, in letters as tall as the  mainmast.

    

  
    
       To this nest  of comforts Fanny novi viaW^^ ^wm. \.^ \r|
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       its influence on an agitated, doubting spirit—to see if by looking at Edmund's profile she could catch any of his counsel, or by giving air to her geraniums she might inhale a breeze of mental strength herself. But she had more than fears of her own perseverance to remove: she had begun to feel undecided as to what she  ought to do;  and as she walked round the room her doubts were increasing. Was she  right  in refusing what was so warmly asked, so strongly wished for ? What might be so essential to a scheme on which some of those to whom she owed the greatest complaisance had set their hearts ? Was it not ill-nature—selfishness—and a fear of exposing herself? And would Edmund's judgment, would his persuasion of Sir Thomas's disapprobation of the whole, be enough to justify her in a determined denial in spite of all the rest ? It would be so horrible to her to act, that she was inclined to suspect the truth and purity of her own scruples; and as she looked around her, the claims of her cousins to being obliged were strengthened by the sight of present upon present that she had received from them. The table between the windows was covered with work-boxes and netting-boxes which had been given her at different times, principally by Tom; and she grew bewildered as to the amount of the debt which all these kind remembrances produced. A tap at the door roused her in the midst of this attempt to find her way to her duty, and her gentle * come in' was answered by the appearance of one before whom all her doubts were wont to be laid.    Her eyes brightened at the sight of Edmund.

       * Can I speak with you, Fanny, for a few minutes ?' said he.

       *Yes, certainly.'

       *  I want to consult—I want your opinion.*

       *•  My opinion !' she cried, shrinking from such a compliment, highly as it gratified her.

       * Yes, your advice and opinion.    I do not know what to do.    , This acting scheme gets worse and worse, you see.    They have chosen almost as bad a play as they could; and now,

       to complete the business, are going to ask the help of a young man very slightly known to any of us.    This is the end  of aU the privacy and propriety which was talked about at first. I know no harm  oi  Charles Maddox *, \i\i\. \5cv^ e^c^^iv^^ 'vsw-timacy wblcb must spring  from his bemg adicAVXA^ ^\s\QrMij, >a&
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       in this maimer is highly objectionable, the  mare  than intimacy

        the familiarity.    I  cannot think of it with any patience;

       and it does appear to me an evil of such magnitude as must, if passible^  be  prevented.     Do not you see it in the same

       light ?'

       * Yes; but what can be done ? Your brother is so determined ? *

       * There is but  one  thing to be done, Fanny. I must take Anhalt myself.    I am well aware that nothing else will quiet

       Tom.'

       Fanny could not answer him.

       * It is not at all what I like,' he continued. * No man can like being driven into the  appearance  of such inconsistency. After being known to oppose the scheme from the beginning, there is absurdity in the face of my joining them  now^  when they are exceeding their first plan in every respect; but I can think of no other alternative.    Can you, Fanny ?'

       *  No,' said Fanny, slowly, * not immediately—but   ^

       * But what ? I see your judgment is not with me. Think it a little over. Perhaps you are not so much aware as I am of the mischief that  may^  of the unpleasantness that  must^ arise from a young man's being received in this manner— domesticated among us—authorised to come at all hours— and placed suddenly on a footing which must do away all restraints. To think only of the license which every rehearsal must tend to create. It is all very bad 1 Put yourself in Miss Crawford's place, Fanny. Consider what it would be to act Amelia with a stranger. She has a right to be felt for, because she evidently feels for herself. I heard enough of what she said to you last night, to understand her unwillingness to be acting with a stranger; and as she probably engaged in the part with different expectations—perhaps without considering the subject enough to know what was likely to be—it would be ungenerous, it would be really wrong to expose her to it Her feelings ought to be respected. Does it not strike you so, Fanny?    You hesitate.'

       * I am sorry for Miss Crawford; but I am more sorry to see you drawn in to do what you have resolved against, and what you are known to think will be disagreeable to my uncle. tt will be such  a triumph to the others I'

       '       'v  ^rjU not  have much cause of tnMca^V  vjVvw^ >^«?j  ^nt
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       bow m£unousIy I act. But, however, triumph there certainly vill be, and I must brave it But if I can be the means of restraining the publicity of the business, of limiting the exhibi-don, of concentrating our folly, I shall be well repaid. As I am now, I have no influence, I can do nothing: I have offended them, and they will not hear me; but when I have put them in good-humour by this concession, I am not without hopes of persuading them to confine the representation within SI much smaller circle than they are now in the high road for. This will be a material gain. My object is to confine it to Mrs. Rushworth and the Grants. Will not this be worth gaining i'   *>

       * Yes, it will be a great point.'

       < But still it has not your approbation. Can you mention my other measure by which I have a chance of doing equal jood?'

       < No, I cannot think of anything else.'

       'Give me your approbation, then, Fanny. I am not :omfortable without it'

       * Oh, cousin.'

       * If you are against me, I ought to distrust myself—and

       l^et      But it is absolutely impossible to let Tom go on in

       this way, riding about the country in quest of anybody who can be persuaded to act—no matter whom: the look of a gentleman is to be enough. I thought  you  would have entered more into Mbs Crawford's feelings.'

       ' No doubt she will be very glad. It must be a great relief to her,' said Fanny, trying for greater warmth of manner.

       ' She never appeared more amiable than in her behaviour to you last night It gave her a very strong claim on my g;oodwilL'.

       * She  was  very kind, indeed, and I am glad to have her spared '

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

       ' I shall walk .down immediately after breakfast,' said he, * and am sure of giving pleasure there. And now, dear Fanny, I will not interrupt you any longer. You want to be reading. But I could not be easy till I had spoken to you, and come to a decision. Sleeping  or  waking, my head ^2^ X^^^n l\i^ ^*l ^\^ matter aB night    It is  an evil—but I axti cctX«ai\^ xaaJccciV^
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       less than it might be. If Tom is up, I shall go to him directly and get it over; and when we meet at breakfast we shall be all in high good-humour at the prospect of acting the fool together with such unanimity.  You  in the meanwhile will be taking a trip into China, I suppose. How does Lord Macartney go on ?—(opening a volume on the table and then taking up some others). And here are Crabbe's  Tales^  and the  Idler^  at hand to relieve you, if you tire of your great book. I admire your little establishment exceedingly; and as soon as I am gone, you will empty your head of all this nonsense of acting, and sit comfortably down to your table. But do not stay here to be cold.'

       He went; but there was no reading, no China, no composure for Fanny. He had told her the most extraordinary, the most inconceivable, the most unwelcome news; and she could think of nothing else. To be acting! After all his objections—objections so just and so public! After all that she had heard him say, and seen him look, and known him to be feeling. Could it be possible ? Edmund so inconsistent. Was he not deceiving himself? Was he not wrong? Alas 1 it was all Miss Crawford's doing. She had seen her influence in every speech, and was miserable. The doubts and alarms as to her own conduct, which had previously distressed her, and which had all slept while she listened to him, were become of little consequence now. This deeper anxiety swallowed them up. Things should take their course; she cared not how it ended. Her cousins might attack, but could hardly tease her. She was beyond their reach; and if at last obliged to yield —no matter—it was all misery  now.

       CHAPTER  XVII

       It  was, indeed, a triumphant day to Mr. Bertram and Maria. Such a victory over Edmund's discretion had been beyond their hopes, and was most delightful. There was no longer anything to disturb them in their darling project, and they congratulated each other in private on the jealous weakness to which they attributed the change, with all the glee of fieel-
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       mgs gratified in every way. Edmund might still look grave, and say he did not like the scheme in general, and must disapprove the play in particular; their point was gained; he was to act, and he was driven to it by the force of selfish inclinations only. Edmund had descended from that moral elevation which he had maintained before, and they were both as much the better as the happier for the descent.

       They behaved very well, however,  to him  on the occasion, betraying no exultation beyond the lines about the comers of the mouth, and seemed to think it as great an escape to be quit of the intrusion of Charles Maddox, as if they had been forced into admitting him against their inclination. * To have it quite in their own family circle was what they had particularly wished. A stranger among them would have been the destruction of all their comfort'; and when Edmund, pursuing that idea, gave a hint of his hope as to the limitation of the audience, they were ready, in the complaisance of the moment, to promise anything. It was all good-humour and encouragement Mrs. Norris offered to contrive his dress, Mr. Yates assured him thai Anhalt's last scene with the Baron admitted a good deal of action and emphasis, and Mr. Rushworth undertook to count his speeches.

       'Perhaps,* said Tom,  ''Fanny  may be more disposed to oblige us now.    Perhaps you may persuade  her,^

       * No, she is quite determined.    She certainly will not act.'

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

       There were not fewer smiles at the Parsonage than at the Park on this change in Edmund; Miss Crawford looked very lovely in hers, and entered with such an instantaneous renewal of cheerfulness into the whole affair, as could have but one effect on him. *He was certainly right in respecting such feelings; he was glad he had determined on it' And the morning wore away in satisfactions very sweet, if not very sotmd. One advantage resulted from it to Fanny; at the earnest request of Miss Crawford, Mrs. Grant had, with her usual good-humour, agreed to undertake the part for which Fanny had been wanted; and this was all that occurred to gladden  her  heart during the day; and even this, when imparted by Edmund, brought a pang with it, for it was Miss
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       Crawford to whom she was obliged, it was Miss Crawford whose kind exertions were to excite her gratitude, and whose merit in making them was spoken of with a glow of admiration. She was safe; but peace and safety were unconnected here. Her mind had been never further from peace. She could not feel that she had done wrong herself, but she was disquieted in every other way. Her heart and her judgment were equally against Edmund's decision: she could not acquit his unsteadiness ; and his happiness under it made her wretched. She was full of jealousy and agitation. Miss Crawford came with looks of gaiety which seemed an insult, with friendly expressions towards herself which she could hardly answer calmly. Everybody around her was gay and busy, prosperous and important; each had their object of interest, their part, their dress, their favourite scene, their friends and confederates— all were finding employment in consultations and comparisons, or diversion in the playful conceits they suggested. She alone was sad and insignificant; she had no share in anything; she might go or stay, she might be in the midst of their noise, or retreat from it to the solitude of the east room, without being seen or missed. She could almost think anything would have been preferable to this. Mrs. Grant was of consequence ;  hef  good-nature had honourable mention—her taste and her time were considered—her presence was wanted—she was sought for, and attended, and praised; and Fanny was at first in some danger of envying her the character she had accepted. But reflection brought better feelings, and showed her that Mrs. Grant was entitled to respect, which could never have belonged to  herj  and that had she received even the greatest, she could never have been easy in joining a scheme which, considering only her uncle, she must condemn altogether.

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

       Henry Crawford had trifled with her feelings: but she had very long allowed and even sought his attentions, with a jealousy of her sister so reasonable as ought to have been their cure; and now that the conviction of his preference for Maria had been forced on her, she submitted to it without any alarm for Maria's situation, or any endeavour at radonal
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       tranquillity for herself. She either sat in gloomy silence, wrapt in such gravity as nothing could subdue, no curiosity touch, no wit amuse; or, allowing the attentions of Mr. Yates, was talking with forced gaiety to him alone, and ridiculing the acting of the others.

       For a day or two after the affront was given, Henry Crawford had endeavoured to do it away by the usual attack of gallantry and compliment, but he had not cared enough about it to persevere against a few repulses; and becoming soon too busy with his play to have time for more than one flirtation, he grew indifferent to the quarrel, or rather thought it a lucky occurrence, as quietly putting an end to what might ere long have raised expectations in more than Mrs. Grant She was not pleased to see Julia excluded from the play, and sitting by disregarded; but as it was not a matter which really involved her happiness, as Henry must be the best judge of his own, and as he did assure her, with a most persuasive smile, that neither he nor Julia had ever had a serious thought of each other, she could only renew her former caution as to the elder sister, entreat him not to risk his tranquillity by too much admiration there, and then gladly take her share in anything that  brought cheerfulness to the young people in general, and that did so particularly promote the pleasure of the two so dear to her.

       * I rather wonder Julia is not in love with Henry,* was her observation to Mary.

       * I daresay she is,* replied Mary, coldly. * I imagine both sisters are.*

       ' Both 1 no, no, that must not be. Do not give him a hint of it    Think of Mr. Rushworth.*

       •You had better tell Miss Bertram to think of Mr. Rush-worth.  It may do  her  some good. I often think of Mr. Rushworth's property and independence, and wish them in other hands; but I never think of  him,  A man might represent the county with such an estate; a man might escape a profession and represent the county.*

       * I daresay he  will  be in Parliament soon. When Sir Thomas comes, I daresay he will be in for some borough, but  there  has been nobody to put him in the way of doing inything  yet'

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

       ' Blest leaf! whose aromatic gales dispense To Templars modesty, to Parsons sense.

       1 will parody them :

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

       Will not that do, Mrs. Grant ?    Everything seems to depend upon Sir Thomas'3 return.'

       *You will find his consequence very just and reasonable when you see him in his family, I assure you. I do not think we do so well without him. He has a fine dignified manner, which suits the head of such a house, and keeps everybody in their place. Lady Bertram seems more of a cipher now than when hs is at home ; and nobody else can keep Mrs. Norris in order. But, Mary, do not fancy that Maria Bertram cares for Henry. I am  suxt Julia  does not, or she would not have flirted as she did last night with Mr. Yates; and though he and Maria are very good friends, I think she likes Sotherton too well to be inconstant.*

       * I would not give much for Mr. Rushworth's chance, if Henry stept in before the articles were signed.'

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

       Julia  did  suffer, however, though Mrs. Grant discerned it not, and though it escaped the notice of many of her own family likewise. She had loved, she did' love still, and she had all the suffering which a warm temper and a high spirit were likely to endure under the disappointment of a dear, though irrational hope, with a strong sense of ill-usage. Her heart was sore and angry, and she was capable only of angry consolations. The sister with whom she was used to be on easy terms was now become her greatest enemy: they w€i*e alienated from each other; and Julia was not superior to the hope of some distressing end to the attentions which were still carrying on there, some punishment to Maria for conduct
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       so shameful towards herself as well as towards Mr. Rushworth. With no material fault of temper, or difference of opinion, to prevent their being very good friends while their interests were the same, the sisters, under such a trial as this, had not affection or principle enough to make them merciful or just, to give them honour or compassion. Maria felt her triumph, and pursued her purpose careless of Julia; and Julia could never see Maria distinguished by Henry Crawford without trusting that it would create jealousy, and bring a public disturbance at last

       Fanny saw and pitied much of this in Julia; but there was no outward fellowship between them. Julia made no communication, and Fanny took no liberties. They were two solitary sufferers, or connected only by Fanny's consciousness.

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

       CHAPTER XVIII

       Everything  was now in a regular train; theatre, actors, actresses, and dresses, were all getting forward : but though no other great impediments arose, Fanny found, before many days were past, that it was not all uninterrupted enjoyment to the party themselves, and that she had not to witness the continuance of such unanimity and delight as had been almost too much for her at first.    Everybody began to have
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       their vexation. Edmund had many. Entirely against  Jus judgment, a scene-painter arrived from town, and was at work, much to the increase of the expenses, and, what was worse, of the dclat, of their proceedings; and his brother, instead of being really guided by him as to the privacy of the representation, was giving an invitation to every family who came in his way, Tom himself began to fret over the scene-painter's slow progress, and to feel the miseries of waiting. He had learned his part—all his parts—for he took every trifling one that could be united with the Butler, and began to be impatient to be acting; and every day thus unemployed was tending to increase his sense of the insig-niflcance of all his parts together, and make him more ready to regret that some other play had not been chosen.

       Fanny, being always a very courteous listener, and oflen the only listener at hand, came in for the complaints and distresses of most of them.  She  knew that Mr. Yates was in general thought to rant dreadfully; that Mr. Yates was disappointed in Henry Crawford; that Tom Bertram spoke so quick he would be unintelligible; that Mrs. Grant spoilt everything by laughing; that Edmund was behindhand with his part, and that it was misery to have anything to do with Mr. Rushworth, who was wanting a prompter through every speech. She knew, also, that poor Mr. Rushworth could seldom get anybody to rehearse with him:  his  complaint came before her as well as the rest; and so decided to her eye was her cousin Maria's avoidance of him, and sp needlessly often the rehearsal of the first scene between her and Mr. Crawford, that she had soon all the terror of other complaints from  htm. So far from being all satisfied and all enjoying, she found everybody requiring something they had not, and giving occasion of discontent to the others. Everybody had a part either too long or too short;—nobody would attend as they ought,—nobody would remember on which side they were to come in,—nobody but the complainer would observe any directions.

       Fanny believed herself to derive as much innocent enjoyment from the play as any of them; Henry Crawford acted well, and it was a pleasure to  her  to creep into the theatre, and attend the rehearsal of the first act—in spite of the feelings it excited in some speeches for Maria.    Maria she also

       MANSFIELD PARK

       thought acted well—^too well;—and after the first rehearsal oi two, Fanny began to be their only audience,—and sometimes as prompter, sometimes as spectator, was often very useful As far as she could judge, Mr. Crawford was considerably the best actor of all; he had more confidence than Edmund, more judgment than Tom, more talent and taste than Mr. Yates. She did not like him as a man, but she must admit him to be the best actor, and on this point there were not many who differed from her. Mr. Yates, indeed, exclaimed against his tameness and insipidity; and the day came at last, when Mr. Rush worth turned to her with a black look, and said, ' Do you think there is anything so very fine in all this ? For the life and soul of me, I cannot admire him;—and, between ourselves, to see such an undersized, little, mean-looking man, set up for a fine actor, is very ridiculous in my opinion.'

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

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

       There  was a  great deal of needlework to be done, more-
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       over, in which her help was wanted; and that Mrs. Norris thought her "quite as well off as the rest, was evident by the manner in which she claimed it:—* Come, Fanny,' she cried, * these are fine times for you, but you must not be always walking from one room to the other and doing the lookings on, at your ease, in this way,—I want you here. I have been slaving myself till I can hardly stand, to contrive Mr. Rush-worth's cloak without sending for any more satin; and now I think you may give me your help in putting it together. There are but three seams, you may do them in a trice. It would be lucky for me if I had nothing but the executive part to do.  You  are best off, I can tell you; but if nobody did more than  you^  we should not get on very fast.'

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

       *  One cannot wonder, sister, that Fanny  should  be delighted: it is all new to her, you know:—you and I used to be very fond of a play ourselves—and so am I still—and as soon as I am a little more at leisure, / mean to look in at their rehearsals too. What is the play about, Fanny? you have never told me.'

       * Oh, sister, pray do not ask her now ; for Fanny is not one of those who can talk and work at the same time. It is about Lovers' Vows.'

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

       * You had better stay till the curtain is hung,' interposed Mrs. Norris ; * the curtain will be hung in a day or two,—there is very little sense in a play without a curtain,—and I am much mistaken if you do not find it draw up into very handsome festoons.'

       Lady Bertram seemed quite resigned to waiting. Fanny did not share her aunt's composure; she thought of the morrow a great deal,—for if the three acts were rehearsed, Edmund and Miss Crawford would then be acting together for the first time;—the third act would bring a scene between them which interested her most particularly, and which she was longing and dreading to see how they would perform. The whole  subject of it was love—a marriage of love was to be
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       described by the gentleman, and very little short of a declaration of love be made by the lady.

       She had read and read the scene again with many painful, many wondering emotions, and looked forward to their representation of it as a circumstance almost too interesting. She did not  believe  they had yet rehearsed it, even in private.

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

       * Am I right ? Yes ; this is the east room. My dear Miss Price, I beg your pardon, but I have made my way to you on purpose to entreat your help.'

       Fanny, quite surprised, endeavoured to show herself mistress of the room by her civilities, and looked at the bright bars of her empty grate with concern.

       * Thank you—I am quite warm, very warm. Allow me to stay here a little while, and do have the goodness to hear me my third act 1 have brought my book, and if you would but rehearse it with me, I should be  so  obliged I I came here to-day intending to rehearse it with Edmund—by ourselves— against the evening, but he is not in the way; and if he  were^ I do not think I could go through it with  hiniy  till I have

       hardened myself a little, for really there  is  a speech or two  

       You will be so good, won't you ?'

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

       *  Have you ever happened to look at the part I mean ? ' continued Miss Crawford, opening her book.    ' Here it is.    I

       did not think much of it at first—^but, upon my word 

       Tberei look at  tha/  speech, and  that^  and iKat.    W^^ ^xcw ^>
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       ever to look him in the face and say such things ? Could you do it ? But then he is your cousin, which makes all the difference. You must rehearse it with me, that I may  hncy you  him, and get on by degrees. You  have  a look of  his sometimes.'

       * Have I ?—I will do my best with the greatest readiness— but I must  read  the part, for I can  say  very little of it.'

       *  None  of it, I suppose. You are to have the book, of course. Now for it. We must have two chairs at hand for you to bring forward to the front of the stage. There — very good schoolroom chairs, not made for a theatre, I dare say; much more fitted for little girls to sit and kick their feet against when they are learning a lesson. What would your governess and your uncle say to see them used for such a purpose? Could Sir Thomas look in upon us just now, he would bless himself, for we are rehearsing all over the house. Yates is storming away in the dining-ifeom. I heard him as I came upstairs, and the theatre is engaged of course by those indefatigable rehearsers, Agatha and Frederick.. If  they  are not perfect, I  shall  be surprised. By the bye, I looked in upon them five minutes ago, and it happened to be exactly at one of the times when they were trying  not  to embrace, and Mr. Rushworth was with me. I thought he began to look a little queer, so I turned it off as well as I could, by whispering to him, '* We shall have an excellent Agatha, there is something so  maternal  in her manner, so completely  maternal  in her voice and countenance." Was not that well done of me? He brightened up directly.    Now for my soliloquy.'

       She began, and Fanny joined in with all the modest feeling which the idea of representing Edmund was so strongly calculated to inspire; but with looks and voice so truly feminine as to be no very good picture of a man. With such an Anhalt, however. Miss Crawford had courage enough; and they had got through half the scene, when a tap at the door brought a pause, and the entrance of Edmund, the next moment, suspended it all.

       Surprise, consciousness, and pleasure appeared in each of

       the three on this unexpected meeting; and as Edmund was

       come  on  the very  same  business  that  had  brought   Miss

       Crawford, consciousness and pleasure were likely to be more

       than momentary in them*     He^ too, had his book, and  was
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       seeking Fanny, to ask her to rehearse with him, and help him to prepare for the evening, without knowing Miss Crawford to be in the house; and great was the joy and animation of being thus thrown together—of comparing schemes—and sympathising in praise of Fanny's kind offices.

       She  could not equal them in their warmth.  Her  spirits sank under the glow of theirs, and she felt herself becoming too nearly nothing to both, to have any comfort in having been sought by either. They must now rehearse together. Edmund proposed, urged, entreated it—till the lady, not very unwilling at first, could refuse no longer—and Fanny was wanted only to prompt and observe them. She was invested, indeed, with the office of judge and critic, and earnestly desired to exercise it and tell them all their faults; but from doing so every feeling within her shrank; she could not, would not, dared not attempt it: had she been otherwise qualified for criticism, her conscience must have restrained her from venturing at disapprobation. She believed herself to feel too much of it in the aggregate for honesty or safety in particulars. To prompt them must be enough for her; and it was sometimes  more  than enough ; for she could not always pay attention to the book. In watching them she forgot herself; and, agitated by the increasing spirit of Edmund's manner, had once closed the page and turned away exactly as he wanted help. It was imputed to very reasonable weariness, and she was thanked and pitied; but she deserved their pity more than she hoped they would ever surmise. At last the scene was over, and Fanny forced herself to add her praise to the compliments each was giving the other; and when again alone, and able to recall the whole, she was inclined to believe their performance would, indeed, have such nature and feeling in it as must ensure their credit, and make it a very suffering exhibition to herself. Whatever might be its effect, however, she must stand the brunt of it again that very day.

       The first regular rehearsal of the three first acts was certainly to take place in the evening: Mrs. Grant and the Crawfords were engaged to return for that purpose as soon as they could after dinner; and every one concerned was looking forward with eagerness. There seemed a general diffusion of  cheerfulness on the occasion: Tom. was etv^o^vcv^
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       such an advance towards the end, Edmund was in spirits from the morning's rehearsal, and little vexations seemed everywhere smoothed away. All were alert and impatient; the ladies moved soon, the gentlemen soon followed them, and, with the exception of Lady Bertram, Mrs. Norris, and Julia, everybody was in the theatre at an early hour, and, having lighted it up as well as its unfinished state admitted, were waiting only the arrival of Mrs. Grant and the Crawfords to begin.

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

       *Dr. Grant is ill,' said she, with mock solemnity. *He has been ill ever since he did not eat any of the pheasant to-day. He fancied it tough—sent away his plate—and has been suffering ever since.'

       Here was disappointment 1 Mrs. Grant's non-attendance was sad indeed. Her pleasant manners and cheerful conformity made her always valuable amongst them—^but  now she was absolutely necessary. They could not act, they could not rehearse with any satisfaction without her. The comfort of the whole evening was destroyed. What was to be done ? Tom, as Cottager, was in despair. After a pause of perplexity, some eyes began to be turned towards Fanny, and a voice or two to say, * If Miss Price would be so good as to read  the part.' She was immediately surrounded by supplications,—everybody asked it,—even Edmund said, VDo, Fanny, if it is not  very  disagreeable to you.'

       But Fanny still hung back. She could not endure the idea of it. Why was not Miss Crawford to be applied to as well ? Or why had not she rather gone to her own room, as she had felt to be safest, instead of attending the rehearsal at all? She had known it would irritate and distress her—she had known it her duty to keep away.    She was properly punished.

       *You have only to  read  the part,' said Henry Crawford, with renewed entreaty.

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

       Fanny  could not say she did  no/y —and as they all  pcr-
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       severed,—as Edmund repeated his wish, and with a look of even fond dependence on her good-nature,—she must yield. She would do her best. Everybody was satisfied; and she was left to the tremors of a most palpitating heart, while the others prepared to begin.

       They  did  begin; and, being too much engaged in their own noise to be struck by an unusual noise in the other part of the house, had proceeded some way, when the door of the room was thrown open, and Julia, appearing at it, with a face all aghast, exclaimed, ^ My father is come! He is in the hall at this moment.'

       CHAPTER  XIX

       How is the consternation of the party to be described ? To the greater number it was a moment of absolute horror. Sir Thomas in the house! All felt the instantaneous conviction. Not a hope of imposition or mistake was harboured anywhere. Julia's looks were an evidence of the fact that made it indisputable ; and after the first starts and exclamations, not a word was spoken for half a minute; each with an altered coimten-ance was looking at some other, and almost each was feeling it a stroke the most unwelcome, most ill-timed, most appalling I Mr. Yates might consider it only as a vexatious interruption for the evening, and Mr. Rushworth might imagine it a blessing; but every other heart was sinking under some degree of self-condemnation or undefined alarm, every other heart was suggesting * What will become of us ? What is to be done now ?' It was a terrible pause; and terrible to every ear were the corroborating sounds of opening doors and passing footsteps.

       Julia was the first to move and speak again. Jealousy and bitterness had been suspended: selfishness was lost in the common cause; but at the moment of her appearance, Frederick was listening with looks of devotion to Agatha's narrative, and pressing her hand to his heart; and as soon as she could notice this, and see that, in spite of the shock of her wordSf  he still kept his station and retained her  sister't
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       hand, her wounded heart swelled again with injury, and, look* ing as red as she had been white before, she turned out of the room, saying, * / need not be afraid of appearing before him.'

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

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

       TbB   Crawfords   were more warm on \he ^\3^^\^cx  ^Ccaxi
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       Mr. Yates, from better understanding the family, and judging more clearly of the mischief that must ensue. The ruin of the play was to them a certainty: they felt the total destruction of the scheme to be inevitably at hand; while Mr. Yates considered it only as a temporary interruption, a disaster for the evening, and could even suggest the possibility of the rehearsal being renewed after tea, when the bustle of receiving Sir Thomas was over, and he might be at leisure to be amused by it. The Crawfords laughed at the idea; and having soon agreed on the propriety of their walking quietly home and leaving the family to themselves, proposed Mr. Yates's accompanying them and spending the evening at the Parsonage. But Mr. Yates, having never been with those who thought much of parental claims or family confidence, could not perceive that anything of the kind was necessary ; and therefore, thanking them, said * he preferred remaining where he was, that he might pay his respects  to  the old gentleman handsomely since he  was  come; and besides, he did not think it would be fair by the others to have everybody run away.'

       Fanny was just beginning to collect herself, and to feel that if she stayed longer behind it might seem disrespectful, when this point was settled, and being commissioned with the brother and sister's apology, saw them preparing to go as she  quitted the room herself to perform the dreadful duty of appearing before her uncle.

       Too soon did she find herself at the drawing-room  door ; and after pausing a moment for what she knew would  not come, for a courage which the outside of no door had  ever supplied to her, she turned the lock in desperation, and the lights of the drawing-room and all the collected family were before her.    As she entered, her own name caught her ear

       Sir Thomas was at that moment looking round him, and saying, * But where is Fanny ?—Why do not I see my little Fanny ?'—and, on perceiving her, came forward with a kindness which astonished and penetrated her, calling her his  dear Fanny, kissing her affectionately, and observing with decided pleasure how much she was grown 1 Fanny knew not how to feel nor where to look. She was quite oppressed. He  had never been so kind, so  very  kind, to her in his life. His manner seemed changed; his voice was quick from  the agitation of joy;  and all that had been awful in. his  dignity
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       seemed lost in tenderness. He led her nearer the light and looked at her again—^inquired particularly after her health, and then, correcting himself, observed that he need  not  inquire, for her appearance spoke sufficiently on that point. A fine blush having succeeded the previous paleness of her face, he was justified in his belief of her equal improvement in health and beauty. He inquired next after her family, especially William ; and his kindness altogether was such as made her reproach herself for loving him so little, and thinking his return a misfortune; and when, on having courage to lift her eyes to his face, she saw that he was growing thinner, and had the burnt, fagged, worn look of fatigue and a hot climate, every tender feeling was increased, and she was miserable in considering how much unsuspected vexation was probably ready to burst on him.

       Sir Thomas was indeed the life of the party, who at his suggestion now seated themselves round the fire. He had the best right to be the talker; and the delight of his sensations in being again in his own house, in the centre of his family, after such a separation, made him communicative and chatty in a very unusual degree; and he was ready to give every information as to his voyage, and answer every question of his two sons almost before it was put. His business in Antigua had latterly been prosperously rapid, and he came directly from Liverpool, having had an opportunity of making his passage thither in a private vessel, instead of waiting for the packet; and all the little particulars of his proceedings and events, his arrivals and departures, were most promptly delivered, as he sat by Lady Bertram and looked with heartfelt satisfaction on the feces around him—interrupting himself more than once, however, to remark on his good fortune in finding them all at home—coming unexpectedly as he did—all collected together exactly as he could have wished, but dared not depend on. Mr. Rushworth was not forgotten: a most friendly reception and warmth of hand-shaking had already met him, and with pointed attention he was now included in the objects most intimately connected with Mansfield. There was nothing disagreeable in Mr. Rushworth's appearance, and Sir Thomas was liking him already.

       By not one of the circle was he listened to with such unbroken, unalloyed enjoyment as by his wife, 'wYio v)^.^ x^-d^
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       extremely happy to see him, and whose feelings were so warmed by his sudden arrival as to place her nearer agitation than she had been for the last twenty years. She had been  almost fluttered for a few minutes, and still remained so sensibly animated as to put away her work, move Pug from her side, and give all her attention and all the rest of her sofa to her husband. She had no anxieties for anybody to cloud  her pleasure: her own time had been irreproachably spent during his absence: she had done a great deal of carpet work, and made many yards of fringe; and she would have answered as freely for the good conduct and useful pursuits of all the young people as for her own. It was so agreeable to her to see him again, and hear him talk, to have her ear amused and her whole comprehension filled by his narratives, that she began particularly to feel how dreadfully she must have missed him, and how impossible it would have been for her to bear a lengthened absence.

       Mrs. N orris was by no means to be compared in happiness to her sister. Not that  she  was inconmioded by many fears of Sir Thomas's disapprobation when the present state of his house should be known, for her judgment had been so blinded that, except by the instinctive caution with which she  had whisked away Mr. Rushworth's pink satin cloak as her  brother-in-law entered, she could hardly be said to show any sign of alarm ; but she was vexed by the  manner  of his return. It had left her nothing to do. Instead of being sent for out of  the room, and seeing him first, and having to spread the happy news through the house. Sir Thomas, with a very reasonable dependence, perhaps, on the nerves of his wife and children, had sought no confidant but the butler, and had been following him almost instantaneously into the drawing-room. Mrs. Norris felt herself defrauded of an office on which she  had always depended, whether his arrival or his death were to be the thing unfolded; and was now trying to be in a bustle without having anything to bustle about, and labouring to be important where nothing was wanted but tranquillity and silence. Would Sir Thomas have consented to eat, she might have gone to the housekeeper with troublesome directions, and insulted the footmen with injunctions of despatch; but Sir  Thomas resolutely declined all dinner: he would take nothing,  nothing liJJ tea came—he would rather wait for tea.    Still Mrs.  Norris
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       was at intervals urging something different; and in the most interesting moment of his passage to England, when the alarm of a French privateer was at the height, she burst through his recital with a proposal of soup. * Sure, my dear Sir Thomas, a basin of soup would be a much better thing for you than tea. Do have a basin of soup.'

       Sir Thomas could not be provoked. < Still the same anxiety for everybody's comfort, my dear Mrs. Norris,' was his answer.    < But indeed I would rather have nothing but tea.'

       *Well, then, Lady Bertram, suppose you speak for tea directly; suppose you hurry Baddeley a little; he seems behindhand to-night' She carried this point, and Sir Thomas's narrative proceeded.

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

       ' Indeed 1 and what have you been acting ?'

       «Oh, they'll tell you all about it'

       * The  all  will be soon told,' cried Tom hastily, and with affected unconcern; * but it is not worth while to bore my fother with it now. You will hear enough of it to-morrow, sir. We have just been trying, by way of doing something, and amusing my mother, just within the last week, to get up a  few  scenes—a mere trifle. We have had such incessant rains almost since October began, that we have been nearly confined to ^e house for days together. I have hardly taken out a gun since the 3rd. Tolerable sport the first three days, but there has been no attempting anything since. The first day I went over Mansfield Wood, and Edmund took the copses beyond Easton, and we brought home six brace between us, and might each have killed six times as many; but we respect your pheasants, sir, I assure you, as much as you could desire. I do not think you will find your woods  by any means worse stocked than they were. / never law Mansfield  Wood so full of pheasants in rci^ l\C^ ^^ \^\^
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       year.    I hope you will take a day's sport there yourself, sir, soon.'

       For the present the danger was over, and Fanny's sick feelings subsided; but when tea was soon afterwards brought in, and Sir Thomas, getting up, said that he found he could not be any longer in the house without just looking into his own dear room, every agitation was returning. He was gone before anything had been said to prepare him for the change he must find there; and a pause of alarm followed his disappearance.    Edmund was the first to speak :—

       * Something must be done,' said he.

       < It is time to think of our visitors,' said Maria, still feeling her hand pressed to Henry Crawford's heart, and caring littie for anything else. * Where did you leave Miss Crawford, Fanny ?'

       Fanny told of their departure, and delivered their message.

       * Then poor Yates is all alone,' cried Tom. * I will go and fetch him. He will be no bad assistant when it all comes out.'

       To the theatre he went, and reached it just in time to witness the first meeting of his father and his friend. Sir Thomas had been a good deal surprised to find candles burning in his room; and, on casting his eye round it, to see other symptoms of recent habitation and a general air of confusion in the furniture. The removal of the bookcase from before the billiard-room door struck him especially, but he had scarcely more than time to feel astonished at all this, before there were sounds from the billiard-room to astonish him still further. Some one was talking there in a very loud accent—he did not know the voice— more  than talking —almost hallooing. He stepped to the door, rejoicing at that moment in having the means of immediate communication, and, opening it, found himself on the stage of a theatre, and opposed to a ranting young man, who appeared likely to knock him down backwards. At the very moment of Yates perceiving Sir Thomas, and giving perhaps the very best start he had ever given in the whole course of his rehearsals, Tom Bertram entered at the other end of the room ; and never had he found greater difficulty in keeping his countenance. His father's looks of solemnity and amaze-ment on   this  his first  appearance on  any stage,  and  the
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       gradual metamorphosis of the impassioned Baron Wildenheim into the well-bred and easy Mr. Yates, making his bow and apology to Sir Thomas Bertram, was such an exhibition, such a piece of true acting, as he would not have lost upon any account It would be the last—in all probability the last scene on that stage; but he was sure there could not be a finer. The house would close with the greatest dclat.

       There was little time, however, for the indulgence of any images of merriment. It was necessary for him to step forward, too, and assist the introduction, and, with many awkward sensations, he did his best. Sir Thomas received Mr. Yates with all the appearance of cordiality which was due to his own character, but was really as far from pleased with the necessity of the acquaintance as with the manner of its commencement. Mr. Yates's family and connections were sufficiently knt)wn to him to render his introduction as the * particular friend'—another of the hundred particular friends—of his son, exceedingly unwelcome; and it needed all the felicity of being again at home, and all the forbearance it could supply, to save Sir Thomas from anger on finding himself thus bewildered in his own house, making part of a ridiculous exhibition in the midst of theatrical nonsense, and forced in so untoward a moment to admit the acquaintance of a young man whom he felt sure of disapproving, and whose easy indifference and volubility in the course of the first five minutes seemed to mark him the most at home of the two.

       Tom understood his father's thoughts, and, heartily wishing he might be always as well disposed to give them but partial expression, began to see more clearly than he had ever done before, that there might be some ground of offence—that there might be some reason for the glance his father gave towards the ceiling and stucco of the room; and that, when he inquired with mild gravity after the fate of the billiard-table, he was not proceeding beyond a very allowable curiosity. A few minutes were enough for such unsatisfactory sensations on each side ; and Sir Thomas, having exerted himself so fer as to speak a few words of calm approbation in reply to an eager appeal of Mr. Yates, as to the happiness of the arrange-mentf    the  three  gentlemen   returned to  the  drawing-room
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       together, Sir Thomas with an increase of gravity which was not lost on all.

       < I come from your theatre,' said he composedly, as he sat down; * I found myself in it rather unexpectedly. Its vicinity to my own room—^but in every respect, indeed, it took me by surprise, as I had not the smallest suspicion of your acting having assumed so serious a character. It appears a neat job, however, as far as I could judge by candle-light, and does my friend Christopher Jackson credit.' And then he would have changed the subject, and sipped his coffee in peace over domestic matters of a calmer hue; but Mr. Yates, without discernment to catch Sir Thomas's meaning, or diffidence, or delicacy, or discretion enough to allow him to lead the discourse while he mingled among the others with the least obtrusiveness himself, would keep him on the topic of the theatre, would torment him with questions and remarks relative to it, and finally would make him hear the whole history of his disappointment at Ecclesford. Sir Thomas listened most politely, but found much to offend his ideas of decorum, and confirm his ill opinion of Mr. Yates's habits of thinking, fix)m the beginning to the end of the story; and when it was over, could g^ve him no other assurance of sympathy than what a slight bow conveyed.

       *This was, in fact, the origin of  our  acting,' said Tom, after a moment's thought. * My friend Yates brought the infection from Ecclesford, and it spread—as those things always spread, you know, sir—the faster, probably, from your  having so often encouraged the sort of thing in us formerly.    It was like treading old ground again.'

       Mr. Yates took the subject from his friend as soon as possible, and immediately gave Sir Thomas an account of what they had done and were doing; told him of the gradual increase of their views, the happy conclusion of their first difficulties, and present promising state of affairs; relating everything with so blind an interest as made him not only totally unconscious of the uneasy movements of many of his friends as they sat, the change of countenance, the fidget, the hem 1 of unquietness, but prevented him even from seeing the expression of the face on which his own eyes were fixed—from seeing Sir Thomas's dark brow contract as he looked with inquiring earnestness at his daughters and 'E.dmvsLXv^^  ^^n^vcl*^
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       particularly on the latter, and speaking a language, a remonstrance, a reproof, which  he  felt at his heart. Not less acutely was it felt by Fanny, who had edged back her chair behind her aunt's end of the sofa, and, screened from notice herself, saw all that was passing before her. Such a look of reproach at Edmund from his father she could never have expected to witness; and to feel that it was in any degree deserved was an aggravation indeed. Sir Thomas's look implied, * On your judgment, Edmund, I depended ; what have you been about ?' She knelt in spirit to her uncle, and her bosom swelled to utter, * Oh, not to  Mm /  Look so to all the others, but not to  him I '

       Mr. Yates was still talking. *To own the truth, Sir Thomas, we were in the middle of a rehearsal when you arrived this evening. We were going through the three first acts, and not unsuccessfully upon the whole. Our company is now so dispersed, from the Crawfords being gone home, that nothing more can be done to-night; but if you will give us the honour of your company to-morrow evening, I should not be' afraid of the result. We bespeak your indulgence, you understand, as young performers ; we bespeak your indulgence.'

       * My indulgence shall be given, sir,' replied Sir Thomas gravely, *but without any other rehearsal.' And with a relenting smile he added, * I come home to be happy and indulgent.' Then turning away towards any or all of the rest, he tranquilly said, *Mr. and Miss Crawford were mentioned in my last letters from Mansfield. Do you find them agreeable acquaintance ?'

       Tom was the only one at all ready with an answer, but he being entirely without particular regard for either, without jealousy either in love or acting, could speak very handsomely of both. * Mr. Crawford was a most pleasant, gentlemanlike man ; his sister a sweet, pretty, elegant, lively girl.'

       Mr, Rushworth could be silent no longer. * I do not say he is not gentlemanlike, considering; but you should tell your father he is not above five feet eight, or he will be expecting a well-looking man.'

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

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

       Sir Thomas looked again, and then replied with an approving smile, * I am happy to find our sentiments on this subject so much the same. It gives me sincere satisfaction. That I should be cautious and quick-sighted, and feel many scruples which my children do  not  feel, is perfectly natural; and equally so that  my  value for domestic tranquillity, for a home which shuts out noisy pleasures, should much exceed theirs. But at your time of life to feel all this, is a most favourable circumstance for yourself and for everybody connected with you; and I am sensible of the importance of having an ally of such weight.'

       Sir Thomas meant to be giving Mr. Rushworth's opinion in better words than he could find himself. He was aware that he must not expect a genius in Mr. Rushworth ; but, as a well-judging, steady young man, with better notions than his elocution would do justice to, he intended to value him very highly. It was impossible for many of the others not to smile. Mr. Rushworth hardly knew what to do with so much meaning; but by looking, as he really felt, most exceedingly pleased with Sir Thomas's good opinion, and saying scarcely anything, he did his best towards preserving that good opinion a little longer.

       CHAPTER  XX

       Edmund's  first object the next morning was to see his father alone, and give him a fair statement of the whole acting scheme, defending his own share in it as far only as he could then, in a soberer moment, feel his motives to deserve, and acknowledging, with perfect ingenuousness, that his concession had been attended with such partial good as to make his judgment in it very doubtful. He was anxious, while vindicating himself, to say nothing unkind of the others ; but there was only one amongst them whose conduct he could mention without some necessity of defence or palUatlou.    * NNT^ \Na.N^ ^
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       been more or less to blame,' said he, * every one of us, excepting Fanny. Fanny is the only one who has judged rightly throughout; who has been consistent.  Her  feelings have been steadily against it from first to last She never ceased to think of what was due to you. You will find Fanny everything you could wish.'

       Sir Thomas saw all the impropriety of such a scheme among such a party, and at such a time, as strongly as his son had ever supposed he must; he felt it too much, indeed, for many words ; and, having shaken hands with Edmund, meant to try to lose the disagreeable impression, and forget how much he had been forgotten himself as soon as he could, after the house had been cleared of every object enforcing the remembrance, and restored to its proper state. He did not enter into any remonstrance with his other children: he was more willing to believe they felt their error, than to run the risk of investigation. The reproof of an immediate conclusion of everything, the sweep of every preparation, would be sufficient.

       There was one person, however, in the house whom he could not leave to learn his sentiments merely through his conduct. He could not help giving Mrs. Norris a hint of his having hoped that her advice might have been interposed to prevent what her judgment must certainly have disapproved. The young people had been very inconsiderate in forming the plan; they ought to have been capable of a better decision themselves; but they were young, and, excepting Edmund, he believed, of unsteady characters; and with greater surprise, therefore, he must regard her acquiescence in their wrong measures, her countenance of their unsafe amusements, than that such measures and such amusements should have been suggested. Mrs. Norris was a little confounded, and as nearly being silenced as ever she had been in her life; for she was ashamed to confess having never seen any of the impropnety which was so glaring to Sir Thomas, and would not have admitted that her influence was insufficient—that she might have talked in vain. Her only resource was to get out of the subject as fast as possible, and turn the current of Sir Thomas's ideas into a happier channel. She had a great deal to insinuate in her own praise as to  general  attention to the interest a^d comfort of his family, much exertion and many sacrifices
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       to glance at in the form of hurried walks and sudden removals from her own fireside, and many i?rt*ellent hints of distrust and economy to Lady Bertram and F'^nr und to detail, whereby a most considerable saving had always arisen, and more than one bad servant been detected. But her chief strength lay in Sotherton. Her greatest support and~^lory was in having formed the connection with the Rushworths.  There  she was impregnable. She took to herself air the credit of bringing Mr. Rushworth's admiration of Maria to any effect. * If I had not been active,' said she, ' and made a point of being introduced to his mother, and then prevailed on my sister to pay the first visit, I am as certain as I sit here that nothing would have come of it—for Mr. Rushwortti is the sort of amiable, modest young man who wants a great deal of encouragement, and there were girls enough on the catch for him if we had been idle. But I left no stone unturned. I was ready to move heaven and earth to persuade my sister, and at last I did persuade her. You know the distance to Sotherton; it was in the middle of winter, and the roads almost impassable, but I did persuade her.'

       * I know how great, how justly great, your influence is with Lady Bertram and her children, and am the more concerned that it should not have been '

       *My dear Sir Thomas, if you had seen the state of the roads  thcU  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 his great love and kindness, though he was hardly able to sit the box on account of the rheumatism which I had been doctoring him for ever since Michaelmas. I cured him at last; but he was very bad all the winter—and this was such a day, I could not help going to him up in his room before we set off to advise him not to venture: he was putting on his wig—so I said, " Coachman, you had much better not go, your Lady and I shall be very safe; you know how steady Stephen is, and Charles has been upon the leaders so often now, that I am sure there is no fear." But, however, I soon found it would not do; he was bent upon going, and as I hate to be worrying and officious, I said no more; but my heart quite ached for him at every jolt, and when we got into the rough lanes about Stoke, where, what with frost and snow upon beds of stones, \t vi2kS ^ot^^ \3csaxv
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       anything you can imagine, I was quite in an agony about him. And then the poor horses too 1 To see them straining away ! You know how I always feel for the horses. And when we got to the bottom of Sandcroft Hill, what do you think I did ? You will laugh at me—but I got out and walked up. I did indeed. It might not be saving them much, but it was something, and I could not bear to sit at my ease, and be dragged up at the expense of those noble animals. I caught a dreadful cold, but  that  I did not regard. My object was accomplished in the visit.'

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

       *Yes, indeed, and the more you know of him the better you will like him. He is not a shining character, but he has a thousand good qualities; and is so disposed to look up to you, that I am quite laughed at about it, for everybody considers it as my doing. " Upon my word, Mrs. Norris," said Mrs. Grant, the other day, " if Mr. Rushworth were a son of your own he could not hold Sir Thomas in greater respect." '

       Sir Thomas gave up the point, foiled by her evasions, disarmed by her flattery; and was obliged to rest satisfied with the conviction that where the present pleasure of those she iovcd was at stake, her kindness did sometimes overpower her judgment

       It was a busy morning with him. Conversation with any of them occupied but a small part of it. He had to reinstate himself in all the wonted concerns of his Mansfield life, to see his steward and his bailiff—to examine and compute—and, in the intervals of business, to walk into his stables and his gardens, and nearest plantations; but, active and methodical, he had not only done all this before he resumed his seat as master of the house at dinner, he had also set the carpenter to work in pulling down what had been so lately put up in the billiard-room, and given the scene-painter his dismissal, long enough to justify the pleasing belief of his being then at least as far off as Northampton.    The scene-pamXw  >n^.'&  ^Q^cw^^
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       having spoiled only the floor of one room, mined all the coachman's sponges, and made five of the mider servants idle and dissatisfied; and Sir Thomas was in hopes that another day or two would suffice to wipe away every outward memento of what had been, even to the destruction of every unbound copy of ' Lovers' Vows '  in the house, for he was burning all that met his eye.

       Mr. Yates was beginning now to understand Sir Thomas's intentions, though as far as ever from understanding their source. He and his friend had been out with their gims the chief of the morning, and Tom had taken the opportunity of explaining, with proper apologies for his father's particularity, what was to be expected. Mr. Yates felt it as acutely as might be supposed. To be a second time disappointed in the same way was an instance of very severe ill-luck; and his indignation was such, that had it not been for delicacy towards his friend, and his friend's youngest sister, he believed he should certainly attack the Baronet on the absurdity of his proceedings, and argue him into a little more rationality. He believed this very stoutly while he was in Mansfield Wood, and all the way home; but there was a somethings in Sir Thomas, when they sat round the same table, which made Mr. Yates think it wiser to let him pursue his own way, and feel the folly of it without opposition. He had known many'disagreeable fathers before, and often been struck with the inconveniences they occasioned, but never, in the whole course of his life, had he seen one of that class so unintelligibly moral, so infamously tyrannical, as Sir Thomas. He was not a man to be endured but for his children's sake, and he' might be thankful to his fair daughter Julia that Mr. Yates did yet mean to stay a few days longer under his roof.

       The evening passed with external smoothness, though almost every mind was ruffled; and the music which Sir Thomas called for from his daughters helped to conceal the want of real harmony. Maria was in a good deal of agitation. It was of the utmost consequence to her that Crawford should now lose no time in declaring himself, and she was disturbed that even a day should be gone by without seeming to advance that point. She had been expecting to see him the whole morning—and all the evening, too, was still expectmg h'jjn,     Mr. Rushworth had set off early with the great news
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       for Sotherton; and she had fondly hoped for such an immediate eclaircissement as might save him the trouble of ever coming back again. But they had seen no one from the Parsonage—not a creature, and had heard no tidings beyond a friendly note of congratulation and inquiry from Mrs. Grant to Lady Bertram. It was the first day for many many weeks in which the families had been wholly divided. Four-and-twenty hours had never passed before, since August began, without bringing them together in some way or other. It was a sad, anxious day; and the morrow, though differing in the sort of evil, did by no means bring less. A few moments of feverish enjoyment were followed by hours of acute suffering. Henry Crawford was again in the house: he walked up with Dr. Grant, who was anxious to pay his respects to Sir Thomas, and at rather an early hour they were ushered into the break-iast-room, where were most of the family. Sir Thomas soon appeared, and Maria saw with delight and agitation the introduction of the man she loved to her father. Her sensations were indefinable, and so were they a few minutes afterwards upon hearing Henry Crawford, who had a chair between herself and Tom, ask the latter in an under voice whether there were any plan for resuming the play after the present happy interruption (with a courteous glance at Sir Thomas), because, in that case, he should make a point of returning to Mansfield at any time required by the party: he was going away immediately, being to meet his uncle at Bath without delay; but if there were any prospect of a renewal of * Lovers* Vows,' he should hold himself positively engaged, he should break through every other claim, he should absolutely condition with his uncle for attending them whenever he might be wanted.    The play should not be lost by  his  absence.

       * From Bath, Norfolk, London, York,—wherever I may be,' said he,—* I will attend you from any place in England, at an hour's notice.V

       It was well at th^t-^oment that Tom had to speak and not his sister. He could immediately say with easy fluency, * I am sorry you are going—but as to our play,  that  is all over— entirely at an end (looking significantly at his father). The painter was sent off yesterday, and very little will remain of the theatre to-morrow. I knew how  that  would be from the first    It is early for Bath.    You will find nobody lV\a\:^.'
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       ' It is about my uncle's usual time.* ' When do you think of going ?'

       *  I may perhaps get as far as Banbury to-day.*

       * Whose stables do you use at Bath ?' was the next question ; and while this branch of the subject was under discussion, Maria, who wanted neither pride nor resolution, was preparing to encounter her share of it with tolerable calmness.

       To her he soon turned, repeating much of what he had already said, with only a softened air and stronger expressions of regret.    But what availed his expressions or his air ?    He was going—and if not voluntarily going, voluntarily intending to stay away; for, excepting what might be due to his uncle, his  engagements were all self-imposed.     He might talk oi necessity, but she knew his independence.    The hand which had so pressed hers to his heart!    The hand and the heart were alike motionless and passive now !    Her spirit supported her, but the agony of her mind was severe.    She had not long to endure what arose from listening to language which his actions  contradicted, or to bury the tumult of her feelings under the restraint of society; for general civilities soon called his notice from her, and the farewell visit, as it then became openly acknowledged, was a very short one.    He was gone— he had touched her hand for the last time, he had made his parting bow, and she might seek directiy all that solitude could do for her.    Henry Crawford was gone,—gone from the house, and within two hours afterwards from the parish,—and so ended all the hopes his selfish vanity had raised in Maria and Julia Bertram.

       Julia could rejoice that he was gone. His presence was beginning to be odious to her; and if Maria gained him not, she was now cool enough to dispense with any other revenge. She did not want exposure to be added to desertion. Henry Crawford gone, she could even pity her sister.

       With a purer spirit did Fanny rejoice in the intelligence. She heard it at dinner, and felt it a blessing. By all the others it was mentioned with regret; and his merits honoured with due gradation of feeling—from the sincerity of Edmund's too partial regard, to the unconcern of his mother speaking entirely by rote. Mrs. Norris began to look about her and wonder that his falling in love with Julia had come to nothing; and could  almost fear that she had been  remiss herself in
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       forwarding it; but with so many to care for, how was il possible for even  her  activity to keep pace with her wishes ?

       Another day or two, and Mr. Yates was gone likewise. In his  departure Sir Thomas felt the chief interest: wanting to be alone \vith his family, the presence of a stranger superior to Mr. Yates must have been irksome; but of him, trifling and confident, idle and expensive, it was every way vexatious. In himself he was wearisome, but as the friend of Tom and the admirer of Julia he became offensive. Sir Thomas had been quite indifferent to Mr. Crawford's going or staying—but his good wishes for Mr. Yates's; having a pleasant journey, as he walked with him to the hall door, were given with genuine satisfaction. Mr. Yates had stayed to see the destruction of every theatrical preparation at Mansfield, the removal of everything appertaining to the play: he left the house in all the soberness of its general character, and Sir Thomas hoped, in seeing him out of it, to be rid of the worst object connected with the scheme, and the last that must be inevitably reminding him of its existence.

       Mrs. Norris contrived to remove one article from his sight that might have distressed him. The curtain over which she had presided with such talent and such success went off with her to her cottage, where she happened to be particularly in want of green baize.

       CHAPTER  XXI

       Sir Thomas's  return made a striking change in the ways of the family, independent of * Lovers' Vows.* Under his government, Mansfield was an altered place. Some members of their society sent away, and the spirits of many others saddened, it was all sameness and gloom, compared with the past—a sombre family party rarely enlivened. There was little intercourse with the Parsonage. Sir Thomas, drawing back from intimacies in general, was particularly disinclined at this time for any engagements but in one quarter. The Rushworths were the only addition to his own domestic circle which he could  solicit
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       Edmund did not wonder that such should be his father's feelings, nor could he regret anything but the exclusion of the Grants. *But they,' he observed to Fanny, *have a claim. They seem to belong to us—they seem to be part of ourselves. I could wish my father were more sensible of their very great attention to my mother and sisters while he was away. I am afraid they may feel themselves neglected, but the truth is, that my father hardly knows them. They had not been here a twelvemonth when he left England. If he knew them better, he would value their society as it deserves, for they are, in fact, exactly the sort of people he would like. We are sometimes a little in want of animation among ourselves: my sisters seem out of spirits, and Tom is certainly not at his ease. Dr. and Mrs. Grant would enliven us, and make our evenings pass away with more enjoyment even to my father.'

       *  Do you think so ?' said Fanny : * in my opinion, my uncle would not like  any  addition. I think he values the very quietness you speak of, and that the repose of his own family circle is all he wants. And it does not appear to me that, we are more serious than we used to be—I mean before my uncle went abroad. As well as I can recollect, it was always much the same. There was never much laughing in his presence; or, if there is any difference, it is not more I think than such an absence has a tendency to produce at first. There must be a sort of shyness; but I cannot recollect that our evenings formerly were ever merry, except when my uncle was in town. No young people's are, I suppose, when those they look up to are at home.'

       * I believe you are right, Fanny,' was his reply, after a short consideration. * I believe our evenings are rather returned to what they were, than assuming a new character. The novelty was in their being lively. Yet, how strong the impression that only a few weeks will give! I have been feeling as if we had never lived so before.'

       * I suppose I am graver than other people,' said Fanny. * The evenings do not appear long to me. I love to hear my uncle talk of the West Indies. I could listen to him for an hour together. It entertains  me  more than many other things have done—^but then I am unlike other people, I dare say.'

       * Why should you dare say  that f  (smiling)—Do you want to be told that you are only unlike other people \tv \i^v5\% Tsv'ot^
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       wise and discreet ? But when did you, or anybody, ever gel a compliment from me, Fanny ? Go to my father if you want to be complimented. He will satisfy you. Ask your uncle what he thinks, and you will hear compliments enough; and though they may be chiefly on your person, you must put up with it, and trust to his seeing as much beauty of mind in time.' Such language was so new to Fanny that it quite embarrassed her.

       * Your uncle thinks you very pretty, dear Fanny—and that is the long and the short of the matter. Anybody but myself would have made something more of it, and anybody but you would resent that you had not been thought very pretty before; but the truth is, that your uncle never did admire you till now —and now he does. Your complexion is so improved !—and you have gained so much countenance !^—and your figure— nay, Fanny, do not turn away about it—it is but an uncle. If you cannot bear an uncle's admiration, what is to become of you ? You must really begin to harden yourself to the idea of being worth looking at. You must try not to mind growing up into a pretty woman.'

       *Oh, don't talk so, don't talk so,' cried Fanny, distressed by more feelings than he was aware of; but seeing that she was distressed, he had done with the subject, and only added more seriously—

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

       * But I do talk to him more than I used.    I am sure I do. *Did not you hear me ask him about the slave-trade last night ?'

       * I did—and was in hopes the question would be followed up by others. It would have pleased your uncle to be inquired of further.'

       *  And I longed to do it—but there was such a dead silence 1 And while my cousins were sitting by without speaking a word, or seeming at all interested in the subject, I did not like—I thought it would appear as if I wanted to set myself off at their expense, by showing a curiosity and pleasure in his information which he must wish his own daughters to feel.*

       *  Miss Crawford was very right in what she said of you the other day—that you seemed almost as fearful of notice and praise  as other women were of neglect.    We were talking of
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       you at the Parsonage, and those were her words. She has great discernment. I know nobody who distinguishes characters better. For so young a woman, it is remarkable ! She certainly understands  you  better than you are understood by the greater part of those who have known you so long; and with regard to some others, I can perceive, from occasional lively hints, the unguarded expressions of the moment, that she could define  many  as accurately, did not delicacy forbid it. I wonder what she thinks of my father. She must admire him as a fine-looking man, with most gentlemanlike, dignified, consistent manners; but, perhaps, having seen him so seldom, his reserve may be a little repulsive. Could they be much together, 1 feel sure of their liking each other. He would enjoy her liveliness—and she has talents to value his powers. I wish they met more frequently! I hope she does not suppose there is any dislike on his side.'

       * She must know herself too secure of the regard of all the rest of you,' said Fanny, with half a sigh, * to have any such apprehension. And Sir Thomas's wishing just at first to be only with his family is so very natural, that she can argue nothing from that. After a little while I dare say we shall be meeting again in the same sort of way, allowing for the difference of the time of year.'

       *  This is the first October that she has passed in the country since her infancy. I do not call Tunbridge or Cheltenham the country; and November is a still more serious month, and 1 can see that Mrs. Grant is very anxious for her not finding Mansfield dull as winter comes on.'

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

       *  To-morrow, I think, my uncle dines at Sotherton, and you and Mr. Bertram too. We shall be quite a small party at home.    I hope my uncle may continue to like Mr. Rushworth.'

       'That is impossible, Fanny. He must like him less after to-morrow's visit, for we shall be five hours in his company. I should dread the stupidity of the day, if there were tLOl ^
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       much greater evil to follow—the impression it must leave on Sir Thomas. He cannot much longer deceive himsel£ I am sorry for them all, and would give something that Rushworth and Maria had never met.'

       In this quarter, indeed, disappointment was impending over Sir Thomas. Not all his good-will for Mr. Rushworth, not all Mr. Rushworth's deference for him, could prevent him from soon discerning some part of the truth—that Mr. Rush-worth was an inferior young man, as ignorant in business as in books, with opinions in general tmfixed, and without seeming much aware of it himself

       He had expected a very different son-in-law; and beginning to feel grave on Maria's account, tried to understand  her feelings. Little observation there was necessary to tell him that indifference was the most favourable state they could be in. Her behaviour to Mr. Rushworth was careless and cold. She could not, did not, like him. Sir Thomas resolved to speak seriously to her. Advantageous as would be the alliance, and long standing and public as was the engagement, her happiness must not be sacrificed to it. Mr. Rushworth had, perhaps, been accepted on too short an acquaintance, and, on knowing him better, she was repenting.

       With solemn kindness Sir Thomas addressed her; told her his fears, inquired into her wishes, entreated her to be open and sincere, and assured her that every inconvenience should be braved, and the connection entirely given up, if she felt herself unhappy in the prospect of it. He would act for her and release her. Maria had a moment's struggle as she listened, and only a moment's: when her father ceased, she was able to give her answer immediately, decidedly, and with no apparent agitation. She thanked him for his great attention, his paternal kindness, but he was quite mistaken in supposing she had the smallest desire of breaking through her engagement, or was sensible of any change of opinion or inclination since her forming it. She had the highest esteem for Mr. Rushworth's character and disposition, and could not have a doubt of her happiness with him.

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

       To her the conference closed as satisfactorily as to him. She was in a state of mind to be glad that she had secured her fete beyond recall—that she had pledged herself anew to Sotherton—that she was safe from the possibility of giving Crawford the triumph of governing her actions, and destroying her prospects; and retired in proud resolve, determined only to behave more cautiously to Mr. Rushworth in future, that her father might not be again suspecting her.

       Had Sir Thomas applied to his daughter within the first three or four days after Henry Crawford's leaving Mansfield, before her feelings were at all tranquillised, before she had given up every hope of him, or absolutely resolved on enduring his rival, her answer might have been different; but after another three or four days, when there was no return, no letter, no message—^no symptom of a softened heart—no hope of advantage from separation—her mind became cool enough to seek all the comfort that pride and self-revenge could give.

       Henry Crawford had destroyed her happiness, but he should nc^ Imow that he had done it; he should not destroy her credit, her appearance, her prosperity too. He should not have  to think of her as pining in the retireitv^tvt o^ M.'ax^s^^'^'^
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       for  him^  rejecting Sotherton and London, independence and splendour, for  his  sake. Independence was more needful than ever; the want of it at Mansfield more sensibly felt. She was less and less able to endure the restraint which her father imposed. The liberty which his absence had given was now become absolutely necessary. She must escape from him and Mansfield as soon as possible, and find consolation in fortune and consequence, bustle and the world, for a wounded spirit Her mind was quite determined, and varied not

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

       The principals being ^11 agreed in this respect, it soon appeared that a very few weeks would be sufficient for such arrangements as must precede the wedding.

       Mrs. Rushworth was quite ready to retire, and make way for the fortunate young woman whom her dear son had selected; and very early in November removed herself her maid, her footman, and her chariot, with true dowager propriety, to Bath—there to parade over the wonders of Sotherton in her evening parties—enjoying them as thoroughly, perhaps, in the animation of a card-table as she had ever done on the spot—and before the middle of the same month the ceremony had taken place which gave Sotherton another mistress.

       It was a very proper wedding. The bride was elegantly dressed—the two bridesmaids were duly inferior—her father gave her away—her mother stood with salts in her hand, expecting to be agitated—her aunt tried to cry—and the service was impressively read by Dr. Grant. Nothing could be objected to when it came under the discussion of the neighbourhood, except that the carriage which conveyed the bride and bridegroom and Julia from the church door to Sotherton  was the same chaise which Mr. Rushworth had used
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       for a twdvemonth before. In everything else the etiquette of :he day might stand the strictest investigation.

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

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

       Julia was to go with them to Brighton. Since rivalry l>etween the sisters had ceased, they had been gradually recovering much of their former good understanding; and B^ere at least sufficiently friends to make each of them exceedingly glad to be with the other at such a time. Some other :ompanion than Mr. Rushworth was of the first consequence to his lady; and Julia was quite as eager for novelty and pleasure as Maria, though she might not have struggled through so much to obtain them, and could better bear a iubordinate situation.

       Their departure made another material change at Mans-5eld, ^a chasm which required some time to fill up. The family circle became greatly contracted; and though the Miss Bertrams had latterly added little to its gaiety, they could not but be missed. Even their mother missed them—and how much more their tender-hearted cousin, who wandered about the house, and thought of them, and felt for them, with a degree of affectionate regret which they had never done much to deserve!
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       CHAPTER  XXII

       Fanny's  consequence increased on the departure of her cousins. Becoming, as she then did, the only young woman in the drawing-room, the only occupier of that interesting division of a family in which she had hitherto held so humble a third, it was impossible for her not to be more looked at, more thought of and attended to, than she had ever been before; and * Where is Fanny?' became no uncommon question, even without her being wanted for any one's convenience.

       Not only at home did her value increase, but at the Parsonage too. In that house which she had hardly entered twice a year since Mr. Norris's death, she became a welcome, an invited guest; and, in the gloom and dirt of  a  November day, most acceptable to Mary Crawford. Her visits there, beginning by chance, were continued by solicitation. Mrs. Grant, really eager to get any change for her sister, could, by the easiest self-deceit, persuade herself that she was doing the kindest thing by Fanny, and giving her the most important opportunities of improvement in pressing her frequent calls.

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

       The two sisters were so kind to her, and so pleasant, that Fanny might have enjoyed her visit could she have believed herself not in the way, and could she have foreseen that the weather would certainly clear at the end of the hour, and save her from the shame of having Dr. Grant's carriage and horses out to take her home, with which she was threatened. As to anxiety for any alarm that her absence in such weather might occasion at home, she had nothing to suffer on that score; for as her being out was known only to her two aunts^ she was perfectly aware that none would be felt, and that in whatever cottage aunt Norris might choose to establish her during the rain, her being in such cottage would be indubitable to aunt Bertram.

       It was beginning to look brighter, when Fanny, observing a harp in the room, asked some questions about it, which soon led to an acknowledgment of her wishing very much to hear it, and a confession, which could hardly be believed, of her having never yet heard it since its being in Mansfield. To Fanny herself it appeared a very simple and natural circumstance. She had scarcely ever been at the Parsonage since the instrument's arrival, there had been no reason that she should; but Miss Crawford, calling to mind an early expressed wish on the subject, was concerned at her own neglect; and * Shall I play to you now ? ' and * What will you have ?' were questions immediately following with the readiest good humour.

       She played accordingly; happy to have a new listener, and a listener who seemed so much obliged, so full of wonder at the performance, and who showed herself not wanting in taste. She played till Fanny's eyes, straying to the window on the weather's being  evidently fair, spoke what she felt must be done.
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       < Another quarter of an hour/ said Miss Crawford, * and we shall see how it will be. Do not run away the first moment of its holding up.    Those clouds look alarming.'

       * But they are passed over,' said Fanny. * I have been nratching them.    This weather is all from the south.'

       * South or north, I know a black cloud when I see it; and ^ou must not set forward while it is so threatening. And Desides, I want to play something more to you—a very pretty piece—and your cousin Edmund's prime favourite. You must jtay and hear your cousin's favourite.

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

       Such was the origin of the sort of intimacy which took place between them within the first fortnight after the Miss Bertrams' going away,—an intimacy resulting principally from Miss Crawford's desire of something new, and which had little reality in Fanny's feelings. Fanny went to her every two or three days: it seemed a kind of fascination : she could not be easy without going, and yet it was without loving her, without ever thinking like her, without any sense of obligation for being sought after now when nobody else was to be had; and deriving no higher pleasure from her conversation than occasional amusement, and  that  often at the expense of her judgment, when it was raised by pleasantry on people or subjects which she wished to be respected. She went, however, and they sauntered about together many a half-hour in Mrs. Grant's shrubbery, the weather being unusually mild for the time of the year; and venturing sometimes even to sit down on one of the benches  novf  comparatively uiisYi^\X.ex^^^ x^xcvaxxi.-mg there perhaps till, in the  midst of some Xexvdet «^^c.\iNaJCva«v
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       of Fanny's on the sweets of so protracted an autumn, they were forced by the sudden swell of a cold gust shaking down the last few yellow leaves about them to jump up and walk for warmth.

       *This is pretty, very pretty,' said Fanny, looking around her as they were thus sitting together one day: * every time I come into this shrubbery I am more struck with its growth and beauty. Three years ago, this was nothing but a rough hedgerow along the upper side of the field, never thought of as anything, or capable of becoming anything; and now it is converted into a walk, and it would be diflficult to say whether most valuable as a convenience or an ornament; and, perhaps, in another three years we may be forgetting—almost forgetting what it was before. How wonderful, how very wonderful the operations of time, and the changes of the human mind!' And following the latter train of thought, she soon afterwards added : * If any one faculty of our nature may be called  more wonderful than the rest, I do think it is memory. There seems something more speakingly incomprehensible in the powers, the failures, the inequalities of memory, than in any other of our intelligences. The memory is sometimes so retentive, so serviceable, so obedient; at others, so bewildered and so weak; and at others again, so tyrannic, so beyond control! We are, to be sure, a miracle every way—^but our powers of recollecting and of forgetting do seem peculiarly past finding out.'

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

       * It may seem impertinent in  me  to praise, but I must admire the taste Mrs. Grant has shown in all this. There is such a quiet simplicity in the plan of the walk !—not too much attempted!'

       *  Yes,' replied Miss Crawford carelessly, * it does very well for a place of this sort. One does not think of extent  here; and, between ourselves, till I came to Mansfield I had not imagined a country parson ever aspired to a shrubbery or anything of the kind.'

       *  J am  so  glad to see the evergreens thrive I * said Fanny, in reply,     'My  uncle's gardener  aVways sac^s tiw^ soil  here is

       better than his  own, and so it appears iioxci ^^ %;ww^ ^'^^
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       laurels and evergreens in general. The evergreen! Ho\9 beautiful, how welcome, how wonderful the evergreen I When one thinks of it, how astonishing a variety of nature! In some countries we know the tree that sheds its leaf is the variety, but that does not make it less amazing that the same soil and the same sun should nurture plants differing in the first rule and law of their existence. You will think me rhapsodising; but when I am out of doors, especially when I am sitting out of doors, I am very apt to get into this sort of wondering strain. One cannot fix one's eyes on the commonest natural production without finding food for a rambling fency.'

       * To say the truth,' replied Miss Crawford, * I am something like the famous Doge at the court of Lewis XIV.; and may declare that I see no wonder in this shrubbery equal to seeing myself in it. If anybody had told me a year ago that this place would be my home, that I should be spending month after month here, as I have done, I certainly should not have believed them. I have now been here nearly five months; and, moreover, the quietest five months I ever passed.'

       *  Too  quiet for you, I believe.'

       * I should have thought so  theoretically  myself, but,' and her eyes brightened as she spoke, * take it all and all, I never spent so happy a summer. But then,' with a more thought-fill air and lowered voice, * there is no saying what it may lead to.'

       Fanny's heart beat quick, and she felt quite unequal to surmising or soliciting anything more. Miss Crawford, however, with renewed animation, soon went on—

       *  I am conscious of being far better reconciled to a country residence than I had ever expected to be. I can even suppose it pleasant to spend  half\h&  year in the country, under certain circumstances—very pleasant. An elegant, moderate-sized house in the centre of family connections; continual engagements among them ; commanding the first society in the neighbourhood; looked up to, perhaps, as leading it even more than those of larger fortune, and turning from the cheerful round of such amusements to nothing worse than a  tite-dL-ate  with the person one feels most agreeable in the world. There is nothing frightful  m  such a pictviie, \s ^^x^^  \Rjssa
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       Price ? One need not envy the new Mrs. Rushworth with such a home as  that,^ —* Envy Mrs. Rushworth !' was all that Fanny attempted to say. — * Come, come, it would be very unhandsome in us to be severe on Mrs. Rushworth, for I look forward to our owing her a great many gay, brilliant, happy hours. I expect we shall be all very much at Sotherton another year. Such a match as Miss Bertram has made is a public blessing ; for the first pleasures of Mr. Rushworth's wife must be to fill her house, and give the best balls in the country.'

       Fanny was silent, and Miss Crawford relapsed into thought-fulness, till suddenly looking up at the end of a few minutes, she exclaimed, * Ah ! here he is.' It was not Mr. Rushworth, however, but Edmund, who then appeared walking towards them with Mrs. Grant. * My sister and Mr. Bertram. I am so glad your eldest cousin is gone, that he  may  be Mr. Bertram again. There is something in the sound of Mr.  Edmund  Bertram so formal, so pitiful, so younger-brother-like, that I detest it.'

       * How differently we feel!' cried Fanny. * To me, the sound of  Mr,  Bertram is so cold and nothing-meaning, so entirely without warmth or character I It just stands for a gentleman, and that's all. But there is nobleness in the name of Edmund. It is a name of heroism and renown ; of kings, princes, and knights; and seems to breathe the spirit of chivalry and warm affections.'

       * I grant you the name is good in itself, and  Lord  Edmimd or  Sir  Edmund sounds delightfully; but sinji it under the chill, the annihilation of a Mr., and Mr. Edmund is no more than Mr. John or Mr. Thomas. Well, shall we join and disappoint them of half their lecture upon sitting down out of doors at this time of year, by being up before they can begin ?'

       Edmund met them with particular pleasure. It was the first time of his seeing them together since the beginning ot that better acquaintance which he had been hearing of with great satisfaction. A friendship between two so very dear to him was exactly what he could have wished ; and to the credit of the lover's understanding be it stated, that he did not by any means consider Fanny as the only, or even as the greater, gainer  by such a friendship.

       '  Well/  said Miss Crawford, ' and do noX -"jovi scold us for our Imprudence ?     What do yo^ t\vm\s. ^e V"a.>i^ \««sv i^NoxL^
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       down for but to be talked to about it, and entreated and supplicated never to do so again ?'

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

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

       *  And really,' added Edmund, ' the day is so mild, that your sitting down for a few minutes can be hardly thought imprudent. Our weather must not always be judged by the calendar. We may sometimes take greater liberties in November than in May.*

       «Upon my word,' cried Miss Crawford, * you are two of the most disappointing and unfeeling kind friends I ever met with ! There is no giving you a moment's uneasiness. You do not know how much we have been suffering, nor what chills we have felt! But I have long thought Mr. Bertram one of the worst subjects to work on, in any little manoeuvre against common sense, that a woman could be plagued with. I had very little hope of  him  from the first; blit you, Mrs. Grant, my sister, my own sister, I think I had a right to alarm you a Uttle.'

       * Do not flatter yourself, my dearest Mary. You have not the smallest ch^Ke of moving me. I have my alarms, but they are quite in a^ different quarter; and if I could have altered the weathen^ you would have had a good sharp east wind blowing on j^d the whole time—for here are some of my plants which Rdfcert  will  leave out because the nights are so mild, and I know the end of it will be, that we shall have a sudden change of weather, a hard frost setting in all at once, taking everybody (at least Robert) by surprise, and I shall lose every one; and what is worse, cook has just been telling me that the turkey, which I particularly wished not to be dressed tUl Sunday, because 4' know how much more Dr. Grant would enjoy it on Sunday after the fatigues of the day, will not keep beyond to-morrow. These are something like grievances, and make me think the weather most unseasonably close.'

       * The sweets of housekeeping in a country village!' said Miss   Crawford archly.      * Commend me to \)[v^ Ti\rt^^x>i\x\assk and the poulterer/
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       *  My dear child, commend Dr. Grant to the deanery of Westminster or St. Paul's, and I should be as glad of your nurseryman and poulterer as you could be. But we have no such people in Mansfield. What would you have me do?'

       * Oh, you can do nothing but what you do already; be plagued very often, and never lose your temper/

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

       * I mean to be too rich to lament or to feel anything of the sort. A large income is the best recipe for happiness I ever heard of. It certainly may secure all the myrtle and turkey part of it.'

       *You intend to be very rich,' said Edmund, with a look which, to Fanny's eye, had a great deal of serious meaning.

       * To be sure.    Do not you ?    Do not we all ?'

       *  I cannot intend anything which it must be so completely beyond my power to command. Miss Crawford may choose her degree of wealth. She has only to fix on her number of thousands a year, and there can be no doubt of their coming. My intentions are only not to be poor.'

       * By moderation and economy, and bringing down your wants to your income, and all that. I understand you,—^and a very proper plan it is for a person at your time of life, with such limited means and indifferent connections. What can you  want but a decent maintenance ? You have not much time before you; and your relations are in no situation to do anything for you, or to mortify you by the contrast of their own wealth and consequence. Be honest and poor, by all means— but I shall not envy you; I do not much think I shall even respect you. I have a much greater respect for those that are honest and rich.'

       * Your degree of respect for honesty, rich or poor, is precisely what I have no manner of concern with.    I do not

       mean to be poor.     Poverty is exactly what I have determined against     Honesty,   in the somet\vmg \i^Xweexi/\xv >C(^^ \s\\ddift
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       state of worldly circumstances,  is all that I am anxious for your not looking down on.'

       * But I do look down upon it, if it might have been higher. I must look down upon anything contented with obscurity when it might rise to distinction.'

       * But how may it rise ? How may my honesty at least rise to any distinction ?'

       This was not so very easy a question to answer, and occasioned an * Oh !' of some length from the fair lady before she could add, * You ought to be in Parliament, or you should have gone into the army ten years ago.'

       *  That  is not much to the purpose now ; and as to my being in Parliament, I believe I must wait till there is an especial assembly for the representation of younger sons who have little to live on. No, Miss Crawford,' he added, in a more serious tone, * there  are  distinctions which I should be miserable if I thought myself without any chance—absolutely without chance or possibility of obtaining—but they are of a different character.*

       A look of consciousness as he spoke, and what seemed a consciousness of manner on Miss Crawford's side as she made some laughing answer, was sorrowful food for Fanny's observation; and finding herself quite unable to attend as she ought to Mrs. Grant, by whose side she was now following the others, she had nearly resolved on going home immediately, and only waited for courage to say so, when the sound of the great clock at Mansfield Park, striking three, made her feel that she had really been much longer absent than usual, and brought the previous self-inquiry of whether she should take her'leave or not just then, and how, to a very speedy issue. With undoubting decision she directly began her adieus; and Edmund began at the same time to recollect that his mother had been inquiring for her, and that he had walked down to the Parsonage on purpose to bring her back.

       Fanny's hurry increased, and, without in the least expecting Edmund's attendance, she would have hastened away alone; but the general pace was quickened, and they all accompanied her into the house, through which it was necessary to pass. Dr. Grant was in the vestibule, and as they slo^^^^ \.o ^^^"ai«^ to  him, she found, from  Edmund's manner,  \\v2l\.  \\^ did xcveasv
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       to go with her. He too was taking leave. She could not but be thankful. In the moment of parting, Edmund was invited by Dr. Grant to eat his mutton with him the next day; and Fanny had barely time for an unpleasant feeling on the occasion, when Mrs. Grant, with sudden recollection, turned to her, and asked for the pleasure of her company too. This was so new an attention, so perfectly new a circumstance in the events of Fanny's life, that she was all surprise and embarrassment ; and while stammering out her great obligation, and her * but she did not suppose it would be in her power,* was looking at Edmund for his opinion and help. But Edmund, delighted with her having such a happiness offered, and ascertaining with half a look and half a sentence that she had no objection but on her aunt's account, could not imagine that his mother would make any difficulty of sparing her, and therefore gave his decided open advice that the invitation should be accepted; and though Fanny would not venture, even on his encouragement, to such a flight of audacious independence, it was soon settled that, if nothing were heard to the contrary, Mrs. Grant might expect her.

       * And you know what your dinner will be,' said Mrs. Grant, smiling—* the turkey—and I assure you a very fine one ; for, my dear,' turning to her husband, *cook insists upon the turkey's being dressed to-morrow.'

       *Very well, very well,' cried Dr. Grant, *all the better; I am glad to hear you have anything so good in the house. But Miss Price and Mr. Edmund Bertram, I' dare say, would take their chance. We none of us want to hear the bill of fare. A friendly meeting, and not a fine dinner, is all we have in view. A turkey or a goose, or a leg of mutton, or whatever you and your cook choose to give us.'

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

       *  But  why should Mrs. Grant ask Fanny ?' said Lady Bertram.

       * How came she to think of asking Fanny ?—Fanny never dines there, you know, in this sort of way. I cannot spare her, and I am sure she does not want to go. Fanny, you do not want to go, do you ?'

       * If you put such a question to her,' cried Edmund, preventing his cousin's speaking, * Fanny will immediately say No; but I am sure, my dear mother, she would like to go; and I can see no reason why she should not.'

       *  I cannot imagine why Mrs. Grant should think of asking her. She never did before. She used to ask your sisters now and then, but she never asked Fanny.'

       *  If you cannot do without me, ma'am   ^  said Fanny, in

       a self-denying tone.

       * But my mother will have my father with her all the evening.'

       * To be sure, so I shall.'

       *  Suppose you take my father's opinion, ma'am.'

       «That's well thought of. So I will, Edmund. I will ask Sir Thomas as soon as he comes in, whether I can do without her.'

       *As you please, ma'am, on that head; but I meant my Other's opinion as to the  propriety  of the invitation's being accepted or not; and I think he will consider it a right thing by Mrs. Grant, as well as by Fanny, that being the  first  invitation it should be accepted.'

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

       There was nothing more to be said, or that could be said to any purpose, till Sir Thomas were present; but the subject, involving as it did her own evening's comfort for the morrow, was so much uppermost in Lady Bertram's mind, that half an hour afterwards on his looking in for a minute in his way from his plantation to his dressing-room, she called him back again, when he had almost dosed the door, with, *  S\t  T\\OYCsas»^  ^v^^t^ a moment—/  hsLve som^iYiva^  to say to yovi? o   193
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       Her tone of calm languor, for she never took the trouble of raising her voice, was always heard and attended to ; and Sir Thomas came back. Her story began ; and Fanny inunedi-ately slipped out of the room; for to hear herself the subject of any discussion with her uncle was more than her nerves could bear. She was anxious, she knew — more anxious perhaps than she ought to be — for what was it after all whether she went or stayed ?—but if her uncle were to be a great while considering and deciding, and with very grave looks, and those grave looks directed to her, and at last decide against her, she might not be able to appear properly submissive and indifferent. Her cause, meanwhile, went on welL It began, on Lady Bertram^s part, with—* I have something to tell you that will surprise you. Mrs. Grant has asked Fanny to dinner.*

       * Well ? * said Sir Thomas, as if waiting more to accomplish the surprise.

       * Edmund wants her to go.    But how can I spare her ? *

       * She will be late,' said Sir Thomas, taking out his watch; * but what is your difficulty ? '

       Edmund found himself obliged to speak and fill up the blanks in his mother's story. He told the whole; and she had only to add, * So strange! for Mrs. Grant never used to ask her.'

       * But is not it very natural,' observed Edmund, * that Mrs. Grant should wish to procure so agreeable a visitor for  her sister ?'

       < Nothing can be more natural,' said Sir Thomas, after a short deliberation ; * nor, were there no sister in the case, could anything, in my opinion, be more natural. Mrs. Grant's showing civility to Miss Price, to Lady Bertram's niece, could never want explanation. The only surprise I can feel is, that this should be the  first  time of its being paid. Fanny was perfectly right in giving only a conditional answer. She appears to feel as she ought But as I conclude that she must wish to go, since all young people like to be together, I can see no reason why she should be denied  the indulgence.'

       * But c^n I do without her. Sir Thomas ?' 'Indeed  I think you may.'

       '  She always  makes tea, you know, wViwv m>} ^\^\&t vs not  here.'

       MANSFIELD PARK

       •Your sister, perhaps, may be prevailed on to spend the day with us, and I shall certainly be at home.'

       * Very well, then, Fanny may go, Edmund.*

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

       'Well, Fanny, it is all happily settled, and without the smallest hesitation on your uncle's side. He had but one opinion.    You are to go.'

       *  Thank you, I am  so  glad,' was Fanny's instinctive reply; though when she had turned from him and shut the door, she could not help feeling, * And yet, why should I be glad ? for am I not certain of seeing or hearing something there to pain me?'

       In spite of this conviction, however, she was glad. Simple as such an engagement might appear in other eyes, it had novelty and importance in hers, for excepting the day at Sotherton, she had scarcely ever dined out before ; and though now going only half a mile and only to three people, still it was dining out, and all the little interests of preparation were enjoyments in themselves. She had neither sympathy nor assistance from those who ought to have entered into her feelings and directed her taste; for Lady Bertram never thought of being useful to anybody, and Mrs. Norris, when she came on the morrow, in consequence of an early call and invitation from Sir Thomas, was in a very ill-humour, and seemed intent only on lessening her niece's pleasure, both present and future, as much as possible.

       *  Upon my word, Fanny, you are in high luck to meet with such attention and indulgence I You ought to be very much obliged to Mrs. Grant for thinking of you, and to your aunt for letting you go, and you ought to look upon it as something extraordinary: for I hope you are aware that there is no real occasion for your going into company in this sort of way, or ever dining out at all; and it is what you must not depend upon ever being repeated. Nor must you be fancying that the invitation is meant as any particular compliment to  you; the compliment is intended to your uncle and aunt and me. Mrs. Grant thinks it a civility due to  us  to take a little notice of you, or else it would never have come into her head, and you may be very certain that if your cousltv ^wVva^ Vv-aA \i^^Tw at home  you would not  have been asked at a\\?

       ^95
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       Mrs. Norris had now so ingeniously 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 obliged to her aunt Bertram for sparing her, and that she was endeavouring to put her aunt's evening work in such a state as to prevent her being missed.

       * Oh, depend upon it, your aunt can do very well without you, or you would not be allowed to go. / shall be here, so you may be quite easy about your aunt. And I hope you will have a very  agreeable  day, and find it all mighty  delightful. But I must observe, that five is the very awkwardest of all possible numbers to sit down to table; and I cannot but be surprised that such an  elegant  lady as Mrs. Grant should not contrive better I And round their enormous great wide table, too, which fills up the room so dreadfully 1 Had the Doctor been contented to take my dining-table when I came away, as anybody in their senses would have done, instead of having that absurd new one of his own, which is wider, literally wider than the dinner-table here—how infinitely better it would have been ! and how much more he would have been respected ! for people are never respected when they step out of their proper sphere. Remember  that^  Fanny. Five, only five, to be sitting round that table ! However, you will have dinner enough on it for ten, I daresay.'

       Mrs. Norris fetched breath and went on again.

       * The nonsense and folly of people's stepping out of their rank and trying to appear above themselves makes me think it right to give  you  a hint, Fanny, now that you are going into company without any of us ; and I do beseech and entreat you not to be putting yourself forward, and talking and giving your opinion as if you were one of your cousins—as if you were dear Mrs. Rushworth or Julia.  That  will never do, believe me. Remember, wherever you are, you must be the lowest and last; and though Miss Crawford is in a manner at home, at the Parsonage, you are not to be taking place of her. And as to coming away at night, you are to stay just as long as Edmund chooses.    Leave him to settle  that?

       * Yes, ma'am, I should not think of anything else.'

       * And if it should rain,—which I think exceedingly likely, for I never  saw it more threatening for a wet evening in my

       life, — you   must  manage   as weW as  '^om  caxv, ?ccA xtfiV  Va
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       expecting the carriage to be sent for you. I certainly do not go home to-night, and, therefore, the carriage will not be out on my accoimt; so you must make up your mind to what may happen, and take your things accordingly.'

       Her niece thought it perfectly reasonable. She rated her own claims to comfort as low even as Mrs. Norris could; and when Sir Thomas soon afterwards, just opening the door, said, * Fanny, at what time would you have the carriage come round?' she felt a degree of astonishment which made it impossible for her to speak.

       * My dear Sir Thomas I' cried Mrs. Norris, red with anger, ' Fanny can walk.'

       *  Walk I' repeated Sir Thomas, in a tone of most unanswerable dignity, and coming further into the room. * My niece walk to a dinner engagement at this time of the year! Will twenty minutes after four suit you ?'

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

       *  Quite unnecessary !—a great deal too kind ! But Edmund goes ;—true—it is upon Edmund's account. I observed he was hoarse on Thursday night.'

       But this could not impose on Fanny. She felt that the carriage was for herself and herself alone; and her uncle's consideration of her, coming immediately after such representations from her aunt, cost her some tears of gratitude when she was alone.

       The coachman drove round to a minute; another minute brought down the gentleman; and as the lady had, with a most scrupulous fear of being late, been many minutes seated in the drawing-room. Sir Thomas saw them off in as good time as his own correctly punctual habits required.

       * Now I must look at you, Fanny,' said Edmund, with the kind smile of an affectionate brother, * and tell you how I like you; and as well as I can judge by this light, you look very nicely indeed.    What have you got on ?'

       *Tbe  new dress  that my uncle was so good ^s \.o ^\N^\sNfc on my cousin's marriage.     I   hope it \s no\. Voo ^xvfe\'^>^'^ ^
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       thought I ought to wear it as soon as I could, and that I might not have such another opportunity all the winter. I hope you do not think me too fine.'

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

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

       * Heyday 1' said Edmimd, * here's company, here's a carriage ! who have they got to meet us ?' And letting down the side-glass to distinguish, *'Tis Crawford's, Crawford's barouche, I protest 1 There are his own two men pushing it back into its old quarters. He is here, of course. This is quite a surprise, Fanny.    I shall be very glad to see him.'

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

       In the drawing-room Mr. Crawford certainly was ; having been just long enough arrived to be ready for dinner; and the smiles and pleased looks of the three others standing round him showed how welcome was his sudden resolution of coming to them for a few days on leaving Bath. A very cordial meeting passed between him and Edmund; and, with the exception of Fanny, the pleasure was general; and even to  k^r  there might be some advantage in his presence, since every addition to the party must rather forward her favourite indulgence of being suffered to sit silent and unattended to. She was soon aware of this herself; for though she must submit, as her own propriety of mind directed, in spite of her aunt Norris's opinion, to being the principal lady in company, and to all the little distinctions consequent thereon, she found, while they were at table, such a happy flow of conversation prevailing in which she was not required to take any part— there was so much to be said between the brother and sister about Bath, so much between the two young men about hunting, so much of politics between Mr. Crawford and Dr» Grant, and  of everything  and all together beVweexv'^x. Cx'a.^Vix^ and Mrs. Grant, as to leave  her the fairest pxos^eCt <il Va.NVcv%
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       only to listen in quiet, and of passing a very agreeable day. She could not compliment the newly-arrived gentleman, however, with any appearance of interest in a scheme for extending his stay at Mansfield, and sending for his hunters from Norfolk, which, suggested by Dr. Grant, advised by Edmund, and warmly urged by the two sisters, was soon in possession of his mind, and which he seemed to want to be encouraged even by her to resolve on. Her opinion was sought as tp the probable continuance of the open weather, but her answers were as short and indifferent as civility allowed. She could not wish him to stay, and would much rather not have him speak to her.

       Her two absent cousins, especially Maria, were much in her thoughts on seeing him; but no embarrassing remembrance affected  his  spirits. Here he was again on the same ground where all had passed before, and apparently as willing to stay and be happy without the Miss Bertrams, as if he had never known Mansfield in any other state. She heard them spoken of by him only in a general way, till they were all reassembled in the drawing-room, when Edmund, being engaged apart in some matter of business with Dr. Grant, which seemed entirely to engross them, and Mrs. Grant occupied at the tea-table, he began talking of them with more particularity to his other sister. With a significant smile, which made Fanny quite hate him, he said, * So Rushworth and his fair bride are at Brighton, I understand—happy man 1'

       * Yes, they have been there—about a fortnight. Miss Price, have they not ?    And Julia is with them.'

       * And Mr. Yates, I presume, is not far off.'

       * Mr. Yates ! Oh, we hear nothing of Mr. YateS. I do not imagine he figures much in the letters to Mansfield Park; do you. Miss Price ? I think my friend Julia knows better than to entertain her father with Mr. Yates.'

       *Poor Rushworth and his two-and-forty speeches !' continued Crawford. * Nobody can ever forget them. Poor fellow I I see him now—his toil and his despair. Well, I am much mistaken if his lovely Maria will ever want him to make two-and-forty speeches to her;'—adding, with a momentary seriousness, * She is too good for him—much too good.'  And then changing  his tone again to one of gentle gallantry,  and addressing Fanny,  he said, 'You vcete "^A.t.'^>a>.^'^QX>l5cJ^\«&V
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       friend. Your kindness and patience can never be forgotten, your indefatigable patience in trying to make it possible foi him to learn his part—in trying to give him a brain which nature had denied—to mix up an understanding for him out of the superfluity of your own!  He  might not have sense enough himself to estimate your kindness, but I may venture to say that it had honour from all the rest of the party.'

       Fanny coloured, and said nothing.

       ' It is as a dream, a pleasant dream I' he exclaimed, breaking forth again, after a few minutes' musing. ' I shall always look back on our theatricals with exquisite pleasure. There was such an interest, such an animation, such a spirit diffused. Everybody felt it. We were all alive. There was employment, hope, solicitude, bustle for every hour of the day. Always some little objection, some little doubt, some little anxiety to be got over.    I never was happier.'

       With silent indignation, Fanny repeated to herself, * Never happier!—never happier than when doing what you must know was not justifiable !—never happier than when behaving so dishonourably and unfeelingly ! — Oh, what a corrupted mind!'

       *We were unlucky. Miss Price,'|i© continued, in a lower tone, to avoid the possibility of being*- iieard by Edmund, and not at all aware of her feelings, * we cer^inly were very unlucky. Another week, only one other weekj^ would have been enough for us. I think if we had had the disposal of events —if Mansfield Park had had the government of the winds just for a week or two about the equinox, there would have been a difference. Not that we would have endangered his safety by any tremendous weather—but only by a steady contrary wind, or a calm. I think, Miss Price, we would have indulged ourselves with a week's calm in the Atlantic at that season.'

       He seemed determined to be answered; and Fanny, averting her face, said with a firmer tone than usual, * As far as / am concerned, sir, I would not have delayed his return for a day. My uncle disapproved it all so entirely when he did arrive, that in my opinion everything had gone quite far enough.'

       She had never spoken so much at once to him in her life before, and never  so angrily  to any one •, aivd >N\ieti\vet ^-^^^'ficv was over, she trembled  and blushed at her ovjxv d^\vw^.    '>^^
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       was surprised; but after a few moments' silent consideration of her, replied in a calmer, graver tone, and as if the candid result of conviction, * I believe you are right. - It was more pleasant than prudent. We were getting too noisy.' And then turning the conversation, he would have engaged her on some other subject, but her answers were so shy and reluctant that he could not advance in any.

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

       * The most interesting in the world,' replied her brother—

       * how to make money—how to turn a good income into a better. Dr. Grant is giving Bertram instructions about the living he is to step into so soon. I find he takes orders in a few weeks. They were at it in the dining-parlour. I am glad to hear Bertram will be so well off. He will have a very pretty income to make ducks and drakes with, and earned without much trouble. I apprehend he will not have less than seven hundred a year. Seven hundred a year is a fine thing for a younger brother; and as of course he will still live at home, it will be all for his  menus plaisirs;  and a sermon at Christmas and Easter, I suppose, will be the sum total of sacrifice.'

       His   sister   tried  to   laugh   off   her  feelings   by  saying,

       *  Nothing amuses me more than the easy manner with which everybody settles the abundance of those who have a great deal less than themselves. You would look rather blank, Henry, if your  menus plaisirs  were to be limited to seven hundred a year.'

       *  Perhaps I might; but all  that  you know is entirely comparative. Birthright and habit must settle the business. Bertram is certainly well off for a cadet of even a Baronet's family. By the time he is four or five and twenty he will have seven hundred a year, and nothing to do for it.'

       Miss Crawford  could  have said that there would be a something to do and to suffer for it, which she could not think lightly of; but she checked herself and let it pass; and tried to look calm and unconcerned when the two gentlemen shortly afterwards joined them.

       'Bertram,'  said Henry Crawford, * I shall make a point of coming- to  Mansfield to hear you pteacYv '^ovit  ^t^\.  ^^tiRv^w.   \
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       shall come on purpose to encourage a young beginner. When is it to be ? Miss Price, will not you join me in encouraging your cousin ? Will not you engage to attend with your eyes steadily fixed on him the whole time—as I shall do—not to lose a word; or only looking off just to note down any sentence pre-eminently beautiful ? We will provide ourselves with tablets and a pencil When will it be? You must preach at Mansfield, you know, that Sir Thomas and Lady Bertram may hear you.'

       *  I shall keep clear of you, Crawford, as long as I can,' said Edmund ; * for you would be more likely to disconcert me, and I should be more sorry to see you trying at it than almost any other man.'

       *  Will he not feel this ?' thought Fanny. * No, he can feel nothing as he ought.'

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

       The assurance of Edmund's being so soon to take orders coming upon her like a blow that had been suspended, and still hoped uncertain and at a distance, was felt with resentment and mortification. She was very angry with him. She had thought her influence more. She  had  begun to think of him—she felt that she had—with great regard, with almost decided intentions ; but she would now meet him with his own cool feelings. It was plain that he could have no serious views, no true attachment, by fixing himself in a situation which he must know she would never stoop to. She would learn to match him in his indifference. She would henceforth admit his attentions without any idea beyond immediate amusement. If  he  could so command his affections, Aers sVvoxA^ ^c^ \v&x xv^
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       CHAPTER  XXIV

       Henry Crawford  had quite made up his mind by the next morning to give another fortnight to Mansfield, and having sent for his hunters, and written a few lines of explanation to the Admiral, he looked round at his sister as he sealed and threw the letter from him, and seeing the coast clear of the rest of the family, said, with a smile, ' And how do you think I mean to amuse myself, Mary, on the days that I do not hunt? I am grown too old to go out more than three times a wedc; but I have a plan for the intermediate days, and what do you think it is ?'

       ' To walk and ride with me, to be sure.'

       ' Not exactly, though I shall be happy to do both, but dHF would be exercise only to my body, and I must take care of my mind. Besides,  that  would be all recreation and indulgence, without the wholesome alloy of labour, and I do not like to eat the bread of idleness. No, my plan is to make Fanny Price in love with me.'

       * Fanny Price! Nonsense! No, no. You ought to be satisfied with her two cousins.'

       ' But I cannot be satisfied without Fanny Price, without making a small hole in Fanny Price's heart. You do not seem properly aware of her claims to notice. When we talked of her last night, you none of you seemed sensible of the wonderful improvement that has taken place in her looks within the last six weeks. You see her every day, and therefore do not notice it, but I assure you she is quite a different creature from what she was in the autumn. She was then merely a quiet, modest, not plain-looking girl, but she is now absolutely pretty. I used to think she had neither complexion nor countenance; but in that soft skin of hers, so frequently tinged with a blush as it was yesterday, there is decided beauty; and from what I observed of her eyes and mouth, I do not despair of their being capable of expression enough when she has anything to express. And then—her air, her manner, her tout ensemble^  \s so indescribably improved I She must be grown  two inches, at least, soic^ Oc\tt\i«.^
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       * Phoo! phoo! This is only because there were no tall women to compare her with, and because she has got a new gown, and you never saw her so well dressed before. She is just what she was in October, believe me. The truth is, that she was the only girl in company for you to notice, and you must have a somebody. I have always thought her pretty— not strikingly pretty—^but " pretty enough " as people say; a sort of beauty that grows on one. Her eyes should be darker, but she has a sweet smile; but as for this wonderful degree of improvement, I am sure it may all be resolved into a better style of dress and your having nobody else to look at; and therefore, if you do set about a flirtation with her, you never will persuade me that it is in compliment to her beauty, or. that it proceeds from anything but your own idleness and folly.*

       Her brother gave only a smile to this accusation, and soon afterwards said, * I do not quite know what to make of Miss Fanny. I do not understand her. I could not tell what she would be at yesterday. What is her character? Is she solemn ? Is she queer ? Is she prudish ? Why did she draw back and look so grave at me ? I could hardly get her to speak. I never was so long in company with a girl in my life —trying to entertain her—and succeed so ill! Never met with a girl who looked so grave on me 1 I must try to get the better of this. Her looks say, " I will not like you, I am determined not to like you," and I say, she shall'

       * Foolish fellow I And so this is her attraction after all! This it is—her not caring about you—which gives her such a soft skin and makes her so much taller, and produces all. these charms and graces ! I do desire that you will not be making her really unhappy ; a  little  love perhaps may animate and do her good; but I will not have you plunge her deep, for she is as good a little creature as ever lived, and has a great deal of feeling.'

       * It can be but for a fortnight,' said Henry, * and if  a  fortnight can kill her, she must have a constitution which nothing could save. No, I will not do her any harm, dear little soul I I only want her to look kindly on me, to give me smiles as well as blushes, to keep a chair for me by herself wherever we are, and  be all animation when I take it and talk to  her ; to

       think as I  think, be interested m aXVio^ ^o^^^sd^tis  and
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       pleasures, try to keep me longer at Mansfield, and feel when I go away that she shall be never happy again. 1 want nothing more.'

       * Moderation itself I' said Mary. * I can have no scruples now. Well, you will have opportunities enough of endeavouring to recommend yourself, for we are a great deal together.'

       And without attempting any further remonstrance, she left Fanny to her fate—a fate which, had not Fanny's heart been guarded in a way unsuspected by Miss Crawford, might have been a little harder than she deserved; for although there doubtless are such unconquerable young ladies of eighteen (or one should not read about them) as are never to be persuaded into love against their judgment by all that talent, manner, attention, and flattery can do, I have no inclination to believe Fanny one of them, or to think that with so much tenderness of disposition, and so much taste as belonged to her, she could have escaped heart-whole from the courtship (though the courtship only of a fortnight) of such a man as Crawford, in spite of there being some previous ill opinion of him to be overcome, had not her affection been engaged elsewhere. With all the security which love of another and disesteem of him could give to the peace of mind he was attacking, his continued attentions^—continued, but not obtrusive, and adapting themselves more and more to the gentleness and delicacy of her character,—rHobliged her very soon to dislike him less than formerly. • She had by no means forgotten the past, and she thought a$%-of him as ever; but she felt his powers : he was entertaining; and his manners were so improved, so polite, so seriously and blameljsssly polite, that it was impossible not to be civil to him in return.

       A very few days were enough to effect this ; and at the end of those few days circumstances arose which had a tendency rather to forward his views of pleasing her, inasmuch as they gave her a degree of happiness which must dispose her to be pleased with everybody. William, her brother, the so-long-abseot  and dearly-loved brother, was in England again. She had a letter from him herself, a few hurried happy lines, written as the ship came up Channel, and sent into Portsmouth, with the first boat that left the  Antwerp^  at anchor, in Spithead; and when Crawford walked up with the newspaper in  his hand,  wYnch he bad  hoped would biiiig \)[i^ ^x^\.  >l\^vcv^^^
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       he found her trembling with joy over this letter, and listening with a glowing, grateful countenance to the kind invitation which her uncle was most collectedly dictating in reply.

       It was but the day before that Crawford had made himself thoroughly master of the subject, or had in fact become at all aware of her having such a brother, or his being in such a ship, but the interest then excited had been very properly lively, determining him on his return to town to apply for information as to the probable period of the  Aniwerps  return from the Mediterranean, etc.; and the good luck which attended his early examination of ship news, the next morning, seemed the reward of his ingenuity in finding out such a method of pleasing her, as well as of his dutiful attention to the Admiral, in having for many years taken in the paper esteemed to have the earliest naval intelligence. He proved, however, to be too late. All those fine first feelings, of which he had hoped to be the exciter, were already given. But his intention, the kindness of his intention, was thankfully acknowledged—quite thankfully and warmly, for she was elevated beyond the common timidity of her mind by the flow of her love for William.

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

       It came happily while she was thus waiting; and there being neither ceremony nor fearfulness to delay the moment of meeting, ^he was with him as he entered the house, and the first minutes of exquisite feeling had no interruption and no witnesses, unless the servants chiefly intent upon opening the proper doors  could be called such.    This was exactly what
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       Sir Thomas and Edmund had been separately connivmg at, as each proved to the other by the sympathetic alacrity with which they both advised Mrs. Norris's continuing where she was, instead of rushing out into the hall as soon as the noises of the arrival reached them.

       William and Fanny soon showed themselves; and Sir Thomas had the pleasure of receiving, in  his protJg^^  certainly a very different person from the one he had equipped seven years ago, but a young man of an open, pleasant countenance, and frank, unstudied, but feeling and respectful manners, and such as confirmed him his friend.

       It was long before Fanny could recover from the agitating happiness of such an hour as was formed by the last thirty minutes of expectation and the first of fruition; it was some time even before her happiness could be said to make her happy, before the disappointment inseparable from the alteration of person had vanished, and she could see in him the same William as before, and talk to him, as her heart had been yearning to do through many a past year. That time, however, did gradually come, forwarded by an affection on his side as warm as her own, and much less encumbered by refinement or self-distrust. She was the first object of his love, but it was a love which his stronger spirits and bolder temper made it as natural for him to express as to feel. On the morrow they were walking about together with true enjoyment, and every succeeding morrow renewed a  tiie-d,-tite which Sir Thomas could not but observe with complacency, even before Edmund had pointed it out to him.

    

  