SirThomas 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, firstin 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 before 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 elder, she did not even want to attract him beyond what the
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 dullness to the Miss Bertrams as ought to
have putthem 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 notto
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 amusementto 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 qualifications, 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 each so animated and
agreeable as to lose no ground with either, and just 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 equalto her exercise of itin 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 hintwas lost. “l am rather surprised,” said she, “that Mr. Crawford should
come back again so soon, after being here so long before, full seven weeks; forl had
understood he was so very fond of change and moving about, that | 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 | dare say 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, | believe, suspects
him of a preference for Julia; | have never seen much symptom of it, but | 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, “l 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 | believe it often happens that a man, before he has quite made up his own
mind, will distinguish the sister orintimate 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 | 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; but with all that submission to Edmund could do, and all the help of the
coinciding looks 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 the 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 notto be obliged to listen, forit was while all the other young people were
dancing, and she sitting, most unwillingly, among the chaperons at thefire, longing for
the re-entrance of her elder cousin, on whom all her own hopes of a partnerthen
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—

“l think, ma’am,” said Mrs. Norris, her eyes directed towards Mr. Rushworth and Maria,
who were partners forthe second time, “we shall see some happyfaces 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. | wonder my son did not propose it.”

“l dare say 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, for Julia and her partner, Mr. Crawford, were close
to her; they were allin a cluster together. How she had looked before, Fanny could not
recollect, for she had been dancing with Edmund herself, and had not thought about
her.

Mrs. Norris continued, “Itis 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. Rushworth
has seta good example, and such things are very catching.”

Mrs. Rushworth, who saw nothing but her son, was quite at a loss.

“The couple above, ma’am. Do you see no symptoms there?”



“Oh 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 itamong friends. But | have very
little doubt it will be. He is growing extremely particular in his attentions.”

Fanny could listen no farther. 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 herto 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, hetook a newspaper from the table, and looking over it, said in a languid
way, “If you wantto dance, Fanny, | will stand up with you.” With more than equal
civility the offer was declined; she did notwish to dance. “l am glad of it,” said he, in a
much brisker tone, and throwing down the newspaper again, “for | am tired to death. |
only wonder how the good people can keep it up so long. They had need be allin love,
to find any amusementin such folly; and so they are, | fancy. If you look at them you
may see they are so many couple of lovers—all but Yates and Mrs. Grant—and,
between ourselves, she, poorwoman, mustwant 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? | always come to you to know what | am to think of public
matters.”

“My dear Tom,” cried his aunt soon afterwards, “as you are notdancing, | dare say you
will have no objection to join us in a rubber; shallyou?” 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 | and Dr. Grant
will just do; and though we play but half-crowns, you know, you may bet half-guineas
with him.”



“l should be mosthappy,” replied he aloud, and jumping up with alacrity, “it would give
me the greatest pleasure; but that| 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, ordistinguish, as he certainly did, between the selfishness of
another person and his own.

“A pretty modest request upon my word,” 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
whistthan of algebra. | wish my good aunt would be a little less busy! And to ask mein
such a way too! without ceremony, before them all, so as to leave me no possibility of
refusing. Thatis what | 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
sametime addressed in such a way as to oblige one to do the very thing, whatever it
be! If  had not luckily thought of standing up with you | could not have got out of it. It is
a great dealtoo bad. Butwhen my aunt has gota fancyin her head, nothing can stop

»

her.
CHAPTER XIlI

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, forit 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 connexions of the family had destroyed the
scheme and dispersed the performers. To be so near happiness, so nearfame, so
nearthe 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 loseit
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, orwould have hesitated to try their skill. The
play had been Lovers’ Vows, and Mr. Yates was to have been Count Cassel. “A trifling
part,” said he, “and not at allto my taste, and such a one as | certainly would not
accept again; but | was determined to make no difficulties. Lord Ravenshaw and the
duke had appropriated the only two characters worth playing before | reached
Ecclesford; and though Lord Ravenshaw offered to resign his to me, itwas impossible
to take it, you know. | 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 first 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. | 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 wonderfully.”

“It was a hard case, upon my word”; and, “l 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 itis 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, | think there would have
been no great harm, and it was suggested, | know; but Lord Ravenshaw, who |
supposeis one of the most correct men in England, would not hear of it.”

“An afterpiece 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 him; 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, | think we mustraise 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 no one more strongly than in him who was
now master of the house; and who, having so much leisure as to make almostany



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.” Each sister could
echo thewish; and Henry Crawford, to whom, in all the riot of his gratifications it was
yet an untasted pleasure, was quite alive at the idea. “l really believe,” said he, “l could
be fool enough at this moment to undertake any character that ever was written, from
Shylock or Richard lll down to the singing hero of a farce in his scarlet coat and cocked
hat. | feel as if | could be anything or everything; as if | 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, | 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.”

“l 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, boxes, 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 afterpiece, 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
you do, or can have gone much farther to see one.”

“True, to see real acting, good hardened real acting; but | 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, theresolution 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 began as he entered—“Such a horribly vile billiard-table as
ours is notto be met with, | believe, above ground. | can stand it no longer, and | think,
I may say, that nothing shall evertempt me to it again; but one good thing | have just
ascertained: itis the very room for a theatre, precisely the shape and length for it; and
the doors at the farther end, communicating with each other, as they may be madeto
doin 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 forit; and my father’s room
will be an excellent greenroom. 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! never more so, | assure you. What s there to surpriseyou in it?”

“l think it would be very wrong. In a general light, private theatricals are open to some
objections, but as we are circumstanced, | must think it would be highly injudicious,
and more than injudicious to attempt anything of the kind. It would shew great want of
feeling on my father’s account, absentas heis, and in some degree of constant
danger; and itwould be imprudent, | think, with regard to Maria, whose situationis a
very delicate one, considering everything, extremely delicate.”

“You take up a thing so seriously! as if we were going to act three times a week till my
father’s return, and invite all the country. Butitis 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, | think, in chusing some play most perfectly unexceptionable; and | can
conceive no greater harm or danger to any of us in conversing in the elegant written



language of some respectable author than in chattering in words of our own. | have no
fears and no scruples. And as to my father’s being absent, itis so farfrom an
objection, that | 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, | shall think our time very
well spent, and so, | am sure, will he. Itis 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; “l was
not asleep.”

“Oh 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 | will maintain, that we shall be doing no harm.”

“l cannot agree with you; | am convinced that my father would totally disapprove it.”

“And | am convinced to the contrary. Nobody is fonder of the exercise of talentin
young people, or promotes it more, than my father, and for anything of the acting,
spouting, reciting kind, | think he has always a decided taste. | am sure he encouraged
itin us as boys. How many a time have we mourned over the dead body of Julius
Caesar, and to be’d and not to be’d, in this very room, for his amusement? And l am
sure, my name was Norval, 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.”

“l know all that,” said Tom, displeased. “| 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 | 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 | will be answerable,” said Tom, in a decided tone. “His
house shall not be hurt. | have quite as great an interest in being careful of his house
as you can have; and as to such alterations as | 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 sister’s pianoforte being moved from one side of the
room to the other. Absolute nonsense!”

“Theinnovation, if notwrong as an innovation, will be wrong as an expense.”

“Yes, the expense of such an undertakingwould be prodigious! Perhaps it might costa
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, and that’s all; and
as the carpenter’s work may be all done at home by Christopher Jackson himself, it
will be too absurd to talk of expense; and as long as Jackson is employed, everything
will be right with SirThomas. Don’timagine that nobody in this house can see orjudge
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 | 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 itall, 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 suitthem. Your brother’s taste and your sisters’
seem very different.”

“l have no hope there, Fanny. If they persistin the scheme, they will find something. |
shall speak to my sisters and try to dissuade them, and thatis alll can do.”

“l should think my aunt Norris would be on your side.”

“l dare say she would, but she has no influence with either Tom or my sisters that
could be of any use; and if | cannot convince them myself, | 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 donein 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 her—she was at liberty; and Maria
evidently considered her engagement as only raising her so much more above
restraint, and leaving her less occasion than Julia to consult either father or mother.
Edmund had little to hope, but he was still urging the subject when Henry Crawford
entered the room, fresh from the Parsonage, calling out, “No want of hands in our
theatre, Miss Bertram. No want of understrappers: 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 ortame 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 difficulties that 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 allthe 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
abodeintheirs, that every hour might be spentin their service, she was, in fact,
exceedingly delighted with the project.

CHAPTER XIV

Fanny seemed nearer being right than Edmund had supposed. The business of finding
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 Northampton,
and been cut out by Mrs. Norris (with a saving by her good management of full three-
quarters of a yard), and was actually forming into a 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,
so0 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 power seemed to make allies unnecessary; and, independent of 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 cetera, were
successively dismissed with yet warmer objections. 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 have no ranting tragedies. Too
many characters. Not a tolerable woman’s partin the play. Anything but that, my dear
Tom. It would be impossible to fillit up. One could not expect anybody to take such a
part. Nothing but buffoonery from beginning to end. That might do, perhaps, but for
the low parts. If | must give my opinion, | have always thought it the mostinsipid play
in the English language. / do not wish to make objections; | shall be happy to be of any
use, but | think we could not chuse worse.”

Fanny 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 wished that something might be acted, for she had
never seen even half a play, but everything of higher consequence was against it.

“This will never do,” said Tom Bertram at last. “We are wasting time most abominably.
Something must be fixed on. No matter what, so that something is chosen. We must
not be so nice. Afew characters too many must not frighten us. We

must double them. We must descend a little. If a partis insignificant, the greater our



credit in making anything of it. From this moment | make no difficulties. | take any part
you chuse to give me, so as itbe comic. Letit but be comic, | 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. Pangloss 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 Personee.

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 ifitwould 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 | should not dislike, and, as | said before, | 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 Casseland Anhalt.”

The suggestion was generally welcome. Everybody was growing weary of indecision,
and thefirstidea with everybody was, that nothing had been proposed before so likely
to suitthem all. Mr. Yates was particularly pleased: he had been sighingand longing to
do the Baron at Ecclesford, had grudged every rant of Lord Ravenshaw’s, and been
forced to re-rantit allin his own room. The storm through Baron Wildenheim 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; forremembering that
there was some very good ranting-ground in Frederick, he professed an equal
willingness for that. Henry Crawford was ready to take either. Whichever Mr. Yates did
not chuse would perfectly 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 pointin 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 here 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. “Itfalls 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, foritis 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, “notto engage in the part of Agatha, orit
will be the ruin of all my solemnity. You must not, indeed you must not” (turning to
her). “l could not stand your countenance dressed up in woe and 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; butthe mannerwas lost in the matter to Julia’s
feelings. She saw a glance at Maria which confirmed the injury to herself: itwas a
scheme, a trick; she was slighted, Maria was preferred; the smile of triumph which
Maria was trying to suppress shewed 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, | would not trust herin 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 wifeis a
very pretty part, | 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!” 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
sisterdo that! It is an insult to proposeit. At Ecclesford the governess was to have
doneit. 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, tilll| and my company have really acted there must
be some guesswork; but | mean no disparagement to Julia. We cannot have two
Agathas, and we must have one Cottager’s wife; and | am sure | set her the example of
moderation myself in being satisfied with the old Butler. If the partis 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 allthrough; he is solemn and pathetic enough, | 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 allyour partiality for Cottager’s wife,” said Henry Crawford, “it will be impossible
to make anything of it fit for your sister, and we must not suffer her good-nature to be
imposed on. We must not allow her to accept the part. She must not be left to her own
complaisance. Her talents will be wanted in Amelia. Amelia is a character more
difficult to be well represented than even Agatha. | consider Amelia is the most
difficult character in the whole piece. It requires great powers, great nicety, to give her
playfulness and simplicity without extravagance. | have seen good actresses failin 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, | 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. Itis not at all the part for her. She would not like it.
She would not do well. She is too talland robust. Amelia should be a small, light,
girlish, skippingfigure. Itis fit for Miss Crawford, and Miss Crawford only. She looks the
part, and | am persuaded will do itadmirably.”

Without attending to this, Henry Crawford continued his supplication. “You must
oblige us,” said he, “indeed you must. When you have studied the character, | am sure
you will feel it suityou. Tragedy may be your choice, butit will certainly appear that
comedy chuses 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 | 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 | come in with a basket of provisions—
though one might have supposed—butitis only as Agatha that | was to be so
overpowering!” She stopped—Henry Crawford looked rather foolish, 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 mywanting the character,” cried Julia, with angry quickness: “I
am notto be Agatha, and | am sure | willdo nothing else; and as to Amelia, itis of all
parts in the world the most disgusting to me. | quite detest her. An odious, little, pert,
unnatural, impudent girl. | 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 of 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 | would give up the part to Julia most willingly, but that though | shall probably
doitvery ill, | 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 fartherin 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, thatit could be proposed and accepted in a private theatre! Agatha
and Amelia appeared to herin their different ways so totally improper forhome
representation—the situation of one, and the language of the other, so unfitto be
expressed by any 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. Rushworth arrived, and another character was consequently
cast. He had the offer of Count Cassel and Anhalt, and at first did not know which to
chuse, and wanted Miss Bertram to direct him; but upon being made to understand
the different 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 sympathisein 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 partin hand, and curtailed every speech that admitted being shortened;
besides pointing out the necessity of his being very much dressed, and chusing 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 much 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. “Itis to be Lovers’ Vows; and | am to be Count Cassel,
and amto comein first with a blue dress and a pink satin cloak, and afterwards am to
have another fine fancy suit, by way of a shooting-dress. | do not know how I shall like
it.”

Fanny’s eyes followed Edmund, and her heart beat for 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 | saw at Ecclesford; and itis so
usefulto have anything of a model! We have cast almost every part.”

“Butwhat do you do forwomen?” said Edmund gravely, and looking at Maria.

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

“l should not have thought it the sort of play to be so easily filled up, with us,” 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, “l come in three times, and have two-and-forty
speeches. That’s something, is notit? Butl do not much like the idea of being so fine. |
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 almostimmediately took
the opportunity of saying, “l cannot, before Mr. Yates, speak what | feel as to this play,
without reflecting on his friends at Ecclesford; but | must now, my dear Maria, tell you,
that | think it exceedingly unfit for private representation, and that| hope you will give it
up. | cannot but suppose you will when you have read it carefully over. Read only the
first actaloud to either your mother or aunt, and see how you can approve it. It will not
be necessary to send you to your father’s judgment, | am convinced.”

“We see things very differently,” cried Maria. “l am perfectly acquainted with the play, |
assure you; and with a very few omissions, and so forth, which will be made, of
course, | can see nothing objectionablein it; and /am not the only young woman you
find who thinks it very fit for private representation.”

“l am sorry forit,” was his answer; “butin this matteritis you who are to

lead. You must setthe example. If others have blundered, itis your place to put them
right, and shew 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, “l am much obliged to you,
Edmund; you mean very well, | am sure: but | still think you see things too strongly;
and | really cannot undertake to harangue all the rest upon a subject of this

kind. There would be the greatest indecorum, | think.”



“Do youimagine that | could have such anidea 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. Allwho 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. “SirThomas would not
like it.—Fanny, ring the bell; | must have my dinner.—To be sure, Julia is dressed by this
time.”

“l am convinced, madam,” said Edmund, preventing Fanny, “that Sir Thomas would
not like it.”

“There, my dear, do you hear what Edmund says?”

“If | were to decline the part,” said Maria, with renewed zeal, “Julia would certainly take
it.”

“What!” 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 I might feel necessary. | am sure she would
argue so. No; you must excuse me; | cannot retract my consent; itis too far settled,
everybody would be so disappointed, Tom would be quite angry; and if we are so very
nice, we shall never act anything.”

“l 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 | am sure that would be a discredit to us all. | 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
acttoo, there can be no harm. | only wish Tom had known his own mind when the
carpenters began, for there was the loss of half a day’s work about those side-doors.
The curtain will be a good job, however. The maids do their work very well, and | think
we shallbe able to send back some dozens of the rings. There is ho occasion to put
them so very close together. | am of some use, | hope, in preventing waste and making
the most of things. There should always be one steady head to superintend so many
young ones. | forgot to tell Tom of something that happened to me this very day. | had
been looking about mein the poultry-yard, andwas just coming out, when who should
| 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 father had bid him bring up them two bits of
board, for he could not no how do without them. | knew what all this meant, for the
servants’ dinner-bell was ringing at the very moment over our heads; and as | hate
such encroaching people (the Jacksons are very encroaching, | have always said so:
justthe sort of people to get all they can), | said to the boy directly (a great lubberly
fellow of ten years old, you know, who ought to be ashamed of himself), ‘/’l{ take the
boards to your father, Dick, so getyou home again as fastas you can.’ The boy looked
very silly, and turned away without offering a word, for | believe | might speak pretty
sharp; and | dare say it will cure him of coming marauding about the house forone
while. | hate such greediness—so good as your father is to the family, employing the
man allthe yearround!”

Nobody was at the trouble of an answer; the others soon 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 were 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.

Butthe concerns of the theatre were suspended only for an hour or two: there was still
a great dealto 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. “l must really congratulate your ladyship,”
said she, “on the play being chosen; for though you have borne it with exemplary
patience, | 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 slyly, 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 the party round the table; and standing
by them, seemed to interest herself in their 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 | 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 notyet got any Anhalt. “Mr. Rushworth was to be
Count Cassel, but no one had yet undertaken Anhalt.”

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

“You chose very wisely, | am sure,” replied Miss Crawford, with a brightened look;
“Anhaltis a heavy part.”

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

“l 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.

“l should be but too happy in taking the part, if it were possible,” cried Tom; “but,
unluckily, the Butler and Anhalt are in together. | will not entirely give it up, however; |
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 notyou think he
would?”

“I shall not ask him,” replied Tom, in a cold, determined manner.

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

“They do notwant me at all,” said she, seating herself. “l 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, | apply to you. What shall we do foran
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.”

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

Edmund said no more.

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

“That circumstance would by no means tempt me,” he replied, “for | 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 chuses the profession
itself is, perhaps, one of the last who would wish to represent it on the stage.”

Miss Crawford was silenced, and with some feelings of resentment and mortification,
moved her chair considerably 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.”

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

“Oh! we do not want to disturb you from your seat. We do not want
your present services. We shall only wantyou 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. | could not act anything if you were to give me the world. No, indeed, |
cannotact.”

“Indeed, butyou must, for we cannot excuse you. It need not frighten you: itis 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 creep-mouse
as you like, but we must have you to look at.”

“If you are afraid of half a dozen speeches,” cried Mr. Rushworth, “what would you do
with such a part as mine? | have forty-two to learn.”



“It is not that | 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 was upon
her; “but | really cannot act.”

“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 | shall be Cottager, I’'ll putyou 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 | were to undertake it, | should only disappointyou.”

“Phoo! Phoo! Do not be so shamefaced. You’lldo 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 corner 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 butin
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 herin a whisper atonce angry and audible—“What a
piece of work here is aboutnothing: | am quite ashamed ofyou, 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, | entreat.”

“Do noturge her, madam,” said Edmund. “Itis not fairto urge herin this manner. You
see she does not like to act. Let her chuse for herself, as well as the rest of us. Her
judgment may be quite as safely trusted. Do not urge her any more.”

“l am not going to urge her,” replied Mrs. Norris sharply; “but | 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, looking fora moment with
astonished eyes at Mrs. Norris, and then at Fanny, whose tears were beginning to
shew themselves, immediately said, with some keenness, “l 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 farther 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 lostin Edmund’s favour.

Fanny did not love Miss Crawford; but she felt very much obliged to her for her present
kindness; and when, from taking 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 outwhen 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 stillwent 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 chuse. | 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: | should not be afraid
to trust either of the Olivers or Charles Maddox. Tom Oliver is a very clever fellow, and
Charles Maddoxis as gentlemanlike a man as you will see anywhere, so | will take my
horse early to-morrow morning and ride over to Stoke, and settle with one 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. Aftera moment’s thought,
Miss Crawford calmly replied, “As faras | am concerned, | can have no objection to
anything thatyou all think eligible. Have | 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. | remember him. Let him be applied to, if you please, forit will be less
unpleasantto methan 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 shewed his feelings only by a determined gravity.

“l am notvery sanguine as to our play,” said Miss Crawford, in an undervoice to Fanny,
after some consideration; “and | can tell Mr. Maddox that | 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 | expected.”

CHAPTER XVI

It was notin 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, enforced
with such a hint atthe dependence of her situation, had been too distressing at the
time to make the remembrance when she was alone much less so, especially with the
superadded dread of what the morrow might produce in continuation of the subject.
Miss Crawford had protected her only for the time; and if she were applied to again
among themselves with all the authoritative urgency that Tom and Maria were capable
of, and Edmund perhaps away, what should she do? She fell asleep before she could
answer the question, and found it quite as puzzling when she awoke the next morning.
The little white attic, which had continued her sleeping-room ever since her first
entering the family, proving incompetent to suggest any reply, she had recourse, as
soon as shewas dressed, to another apartment more spacious and more meet for
walking aboutin 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 forthe comforts of itincreased, 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
Eastroom, 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 firein iton Fanny’s account, was tolerably resigned to her having the use 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 without a fire it 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 itin her hours of leisure was extreme. She could go there after
anything unpleasant below, and find immediate consolation in some pursuit, orsome
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 objectin that room which
had not an interesting remembrance connected with it. Everything was a friend, or
bore herthoughts to a friend; and though there had been sometimes much of
suffering to her; though her motives had often been 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 notto 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 every former affliction had its charm. The room was most dear to her, and she
would not have changed its furniture for the handsomestin 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 illdone for the
drawing-room, three transparencies, made in a rage for transparencies, for the three
lower panes of one window, where Tintern 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
againstthe 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 now walked down to try 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 mightinhale 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 essentialto a scheme on which
some of those to whom she owed the greatest complaisance had set their hearts?
Was it notill-nature, selfishness, and a fear of exposing herself? And would Edmund’s
judgment, would his persuasion of SirThomas’s disapprobation of the whole, be
enough to justify her in a determined denialin 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 doorroused 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 | speak with you, Fanny, for a few minutes?” said he.

“Yes, certainly.”

“l want to consult. | wantyour opinion.”

“My opinion!” she cried, shrinking from such a compliment, highly as it gratified her.

“Yes, your advice and opinion. | 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 all the privacy and propriety which was talked
about at first. | know no harm of Charles Maddox; but the excessive intimacy which
must spring from his being admitted among us in this manneris highly objectionable,
the more than intimacy—the familiarity. | cannot think of it with any patience; and it
does appearto me an evil of such magnitude as must, if possible, be prevented. Do
notyou see itin the same light?”

“Yes; butwhat can be done? Your brotheris so determined.”



“There is but one thing to be done, Fanny. | must take Anhalt myself. | am well aware
that nothing else will quiet Tom.”

Fanny could not answer him.

“Itis notat allwhat 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, thereis absurdity in the face of my joining them now, when they are
exceeding their first plan in every respect; butlcan think of no other alternative. Can
you, Fanny?”

“No,” said Fanny slowly, “notimmediately, but—"

“Butwhat? | see your judgmentis notwith me. Think it a little over. Perhaps you are
not so much aware as | 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 licence which every rehearsal must
tend to create. It is all very bad! 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. | 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.”

“l am sorry for Miss Crawford; but | am more sorry to see you drawn in to do what you
had resolved against, and what you are known to think will be disagreeable to my
uncle. It will be such a triumph to the others!”

“They will not have much cause of triumph when they see how infamously | act. But,
however, triumph there certainly will be, and | must brave it. Butif | can be the means
of restraining the publicity of the business, of limiting the exhibition, of concentrating
ourfolly, I shall be well repaid. Aslam now, | have no influence, | can do nothing: |
have offended them, and they will not hear me; butwhen | have putthem in good-
humour by this concession, | am not without hopes of persuading them to confine the
representation within a much smaller circle than they are now in the highroad for. This
will be a material gain. My objectis to confine it to Mrs. Rushworth and the Grants.
Will not this be worth gaining?”

“Yes, it will be a great point.”



“But stillit has notyour approbation. Can you mention any other measure by which |
have a chance of doing equal good?”

“No, | cannot think of anything else.”
“Give meyour approbation, then, Fanny. | am not comfortable without it.”
“Oh, cousin!”

“If you are against me, | ought to distrust myself, and yet—But itis 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. | thought you would have entered more into Miss 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 goodwill.”

“She was very kind, indeed, and | am glad to have her spared”...

She could notfinish the generous effusion. Her conscience stopt her in the middle,
but Edmund was satisfied.

“l shall walk down immediately after breakfast,” said he, “and am sure of giving
pleasure there. And now, dear Fanny, | will not interrupt you any longer. You want to be
reading. But| could not be easy till | had spoken to you, and come to a decision.
Sleeping orwaking, my head has been full of this matter all night. Itis an evil, butlam
certainly making it less than it might be. If Tom is up, | shall go to him directly and get it
over, and when we meet at breakfast we shall be allin 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, | 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 theldler, at hand to relieve you, if you tire of your great book. | admire your little
establishment exceedingly; and as soon as lam 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 mostinconceivable, the most unwelcome news; and
she could think of nothing else. To be acting! After all his objections—objections so
justand 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 notwrong? Alas! 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 feelings 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 pointwas 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 happierforthe
descent.

They behaved very well, however, to him on the occasion, betraying no exultation
beyond the lines about the corners of the mouth, and seemed to think it as greatan
escape to be quit of the intrusion of Charles Maddox, as if they had been forced into
admitting him against theirinclination. “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 thatidea, 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 that 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, sheis quite determined. She certainly will not act.”

“Oh! very well.” And not another word was said; but Fanny felt herself again in danger,
and herindifference to the danger was beginning to fail her already.



There were not fewer smiles at the Parsonage than at the Park on this changein
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
sound. 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
forwhich 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 Crawford to whom she was obliged—it was Miss Crawford whose kind
exertions were to excite her gratitude, and whose meritin 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 farther from peace. She could not feel that she had
donewrong 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 herwas gay and busy, prosperous and important; each had their object of
interest, their part, their dress, their favourite scene, their friends and confederates:
allwere finding employmentin consultations and comparisons, or diversion in the
playful conceits they suggested. She alone was sad and insignificant: she had no
sharein 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: her good-nature had honourable mention; her taste and hertime were
considered; her presence was wanted; she was sought for, and attended, and praised;
and Fanny was at firstin some danger of envying her the character she had accepted.
But reflection brought better feelings, and shewed her that Mrs. Grant was entitled to
respect, which could never have belonged to her; 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 to 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, orany
endeavour atrational tranquillity for herself. She either satin gloomy silence, wraptin
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
aboutitto 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 norJulia 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.

“| rather wonder Julia is notin love with Henry,” was her observation to Mary.
“l dare say sheis,” replied Mary coldly. “l imagine both sisters are.”
“Both! 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. Rushworth. It may do her some good. |
often think of Mr. Rushworth’s property and independence, and wish them in other
hands; but | never think of him. Aman might represent the county with such an estate;
a man might escape a profession and represent the county.”

“| dare say he will be in parliament soon. When Sir Thomas comes, | dare say he will
be in forsome borough, but there has been nobody to put him in the way of doing
anything yet.”

“SirThomas is to achieve many mighty things when he comes 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.



I will parody them—

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

Will notthat do, Mrs. Grant? Everything seems to depend upon Sir Thomas’s return.”

“You willfind his consequence very just and reasonable when you see him in his
family, l assure you. | 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 heis at home; and nobody else
can keep Mrs. Norris in order. But, Mary, do not fancy that Maria Bertram cares for
Henry. | am sure 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, | think she likes Sotherton
too well to be inconstant.”

“l 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 playis 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 heis Henry, fora 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 were 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 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 orjust, 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.



Theinattention of the two brothers and the auntto Julia’s discomposure, and their
blindness to its true cause, must be imputed to the fullness of their own minds. They
were totally preoccupied. Tom was engrossed by the concerns of his theatre, and saw
nothing that did notimmediately 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 theirvarious
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, thatitwas 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 almosttoo much for her at first. Everybody began to have their
vexation. Edmund had many. Entirely against his judgment, a scene-painter arrived
from town, and was at work, much to the increase of the expenses, and, what was
worse, of the eclat 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 insignificance 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 often the only listener at hand,
camein forthe complaints and the 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 spoiled 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 so
needlessly often the rehearsal of the first scene between her and Mr. Crawford, that
she had soon all the terror of other complaints from him. So farfrom 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 ortoo 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 itwas 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 thought, acted well, too well; and after the
first rehearsal ortwo, Fanny began to be their only audience; and sometimes as
prompter, sometimes as spectator, was often very useful. As faras she could judge,
Mr. Crawford was considerably the best actor of all: he had more confidence than
Edmund, more judgmentthan 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. Rushworth 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, | cannot admire him; and, between ourselves, to see such an
undersized, little, mean-looking man, setup 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 rehearsalto comprehend all his scenes; but the others aspired at nothing
beyond his remembering the catchword, and thefirstline of his speech, and being
able to follow the prompter through the rest. Fanny, in her pity and kindheartedness,
was at great pains to teach him how to learn, giving him allthe 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 farfrom having nodemand on her leisure ason her compassion. Thegloom of
her first anticipations was proved to have been unfounded. She was occasionally
usefulto all; she was perhaps as much at peace as any.



There was a great deal of needlework to be done, moreover, in which her help was
wanted; and that Mrs. Norris thought her quite as well off as the rest, was evident by
the mannerin which she claimed it—“Come, Fanny,” she cried, “these are fine times
foryou, but you must not be always walking from one room to the other, and doing the
lookings-on at your ease, in this way; | wantyou here. | have been slaving myself till |
can hardly stand, to contrive Mr. Rushworth’s cloak without sending for any more
satin; and now | 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 | had nothing but
the executive partto do. You are best off, | 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 cannotwonder, sister, that Fanny should be delighted: itis all new to her, you
know; you and | used to be very fond of a play ourselves, and so am | still; and as soon
as lam 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 atthe sametime. Itis about Lovers’ Vows.”

“l 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 hungin a day ortwo—there is very little sense in a play without a curtain—and lam
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 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 almosttoo
interesting. She did not believe they had yet rehearsed it, even in private.



The morrow came, the plan forthe 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 Eastroom, 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. Rushworth. Aglimpse, 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 Eastroom, undisturbed, for a quarter
of an hour, when a gentle tap atthe door was followed by the entrance of Miss
Crawford.

“Am I right? Yes; this is the Eastroom. My dear Miss Price, | beg your pardon, but | have
made my way to you on purpose to entreat your help.”

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

“Thank you; | am quite warm, very warm. Allow me to stay here a little while, and do
have the goodness to hear me my third act. | have brought my book, and if you would
but rehearse it with me, | should be so obliged! | came here to-day intending to
rehearse it with EdOmund—by ourselves—against the evening, but he is notin the way;
and if he were, | do not think | could go through it with him, tilll have hardened myself
a little; for really there is a speech or two. You will be so good, won’t you?”

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

“Have you ever happened to look atthe part| mean?” continued Miss Crawford,
opening her book. “Here itis. | did not think much of it at first—but, upon my word.
There, look at that speech, and that, and that. How am | 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 mustrehearse it with me, that | may fancy you him, and get on by
degrees. You have a look of his sometimes.”

“Have 1?7 | willdo my best with the greatest readiness; but | must read the part, for|
can say very little of it.”

“None of it, | 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
school-room chairs, not made for a theatre, | dare say; much more fitted for little girls
to sitand 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 SirThomas
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-room. | heard him as | came upstairs, and
the theatre is engaged of course by those indefatigable rehearsers, Agatha and
Frederick. If they are not perfect, | shall be surprised. By the bye, | 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 | could, by whispering to him, ‘We shall have an
excellent Agatha; there is something so maternalin her manner, so

completely maternalin 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 atthe 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
momentaryin them. He too had his book, and was seeking Fanny, to ask herto
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 equalthem in theirwarmth. Her spirits sank under the glow of theirs,
and she felt herself becoming too nearly nothing to both to have any comfortin 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 itin 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 EOmund’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.

Thefirst regular rehearsal of the three first acts was certainly to take placein the
evening: Mrs. Grant and the Crawfords were engaged to return forthat 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 enjoying 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. Grantis ill,” said she, with mock solemnity. “He has been ill ever since he did not
eat any of the pheasanttoday. He fancied it tough, sent away his plate, and has been
suffering ever since”.

Here was disappointment! 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, “Do, Fanny, if itis

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 ownroom, 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 | do believe she can say every word of it,” added Maria, “for she could put Mrs.
Grantright the other day in twenty places. Fanny, | am sure you know the part.”

Fanny could not say she did not; and as they all persevered, as Edmund repeated his
wish, and with a look of even fond dependence on her good-nature, she mustyield.
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 noisein the other part of the house, had proceeded some way when the door
of the room was thrown open, and Julia, appearing atit, with a face allaghast,
exclaimed, “My fatheris 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 itwas a
moment of absolute horror. SirThomas 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 itindisputable; and after the first starts
and exclamations, not a word was spoken for half a minute: each with an altered
countenance was looking at some other, and almost each was feeling it a stroke the
most unwelcome, mostill-timed, most appalling! Mr. Yates might consideritonly as a
vexatious interruption for the evening, and Mr. Rushworth mightimagine 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 lostin the common cause; but at the moment of her
appearance, Frederick was listening with looks of devotion to Agatha’s narrative, and
pressing her hand to his heart; and as soon as she could notice this, and see that, in
spite of the shock of her words, he still kept his station and retained her sister’s hand,
her wounded heart swelled againwithinjury, and looking 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. Avery 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,
“Shalll go too? Had not | better go too? Will not it be right for me to go too?” but they
were no sooner through the doorthan Henry Crawford undertook to answer the
anxious inquiry, and, encouraging him by all means to pay his respects to SirThomas
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 SirThomas’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 allthat 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 uncle 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
allthese 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 stillin Antigua.

The Crawfords were more warm on the subject than Mr. Yates, from better
understanding the family, and judging more clearly of the mischief that must ensue.
The ruin of the play was to them a certainty: they felt the total destruction of the
scheme to be 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 were 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 staid 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
forwhat she knew would not come, for a courage which the outside of no door had
ever supplied to her, sheturned the lock in desperation, and the lights of the drawing-
room, and allthe collected family, were before her. As she entered, her own name
caught her ear. SirThomas was at that moment looking round him, and saying, “But
where is Fanny? Why do not | see my little Fanny?”—and on perceiving her, came
forward with a kindness which astonished and penetrated her, calling her his dear
Fanny, kissing her affectionately, and observing with decided pleasure how much she
was grown! Fanny knew not how to feel, nor where to look. She was quite oppressed.
He had 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 awfulin
his dignity seemed lostin 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 notinquire, for her appearance spoke sufficiently on that point. Afine
blush having succeeded the previous paleness of her face, he was justified in his
belief of her equalimprovement 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 grown
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.

SirThomas 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 faces around him—interrupting himself more than once, however,
to remark on his good fortune in finding them all at home—coming unexpectedly as he
did—all collected together exactly as he could have wished, but dared not depend on.
Mr. Rushworth was not forgotten: a most friendly reception and warmth of hand-
shaking had already met him, and with pointed attention he was now included in the
objects most intimately connected with Mansfield. There was nothing disagreeablein
Mr. Rushworth’s appearance, and SirThomas was liking him already.

By not one of the circle was he listened to with such unbroken, unalloyed enjoyment
as by his wife, who was really extremely happy to see him, and whose feelings were so
warmed by his sudden arrival as to place her nearer agitation than she had been for
the last 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
foranybody 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 earamused 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. Norris was by no means to be compared in happiness to her sister. Not

that she was incommoded by many fears of Sir Thomas’s disapprobation when the
present state of his house should be known, for herjudgment 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 shew any sign of alarm; but she was vexed by the manner of his return. It had left
her nothing to do. Instead of being sent for out of the room, and seeing him first, and
having to spread the happy news through the house, Sir Thomas, with a very
reasonable dependence, perhaps, on the nerves of his wife and children, had sought
no confidant but the butler, and had been following him almostinstantaneously 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 withouthaving anythingto 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 till tea
came—he would rather wait for tea. Still Mrs. Norris was at intervals urging something
different; and in the mostinteresting moment of his passage to England, when the
alarm of a French privateer was at the height, she burst through his recital with the
proposal of soup. “Sure, my dear Sir Thomas, a basin of soup would be a much better
thing foryou than tea. Do have a basin of soup.”

SirThomas could not be provoked. “Still the same anxiety for everybody’s comfort, my
dear Mrs. Norris,” was his answer. “Butindeed | would rather have nothing buttea.”

“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! and what have you been acting?”
“Oh! they’ll tell you all aboutit.”

“The allwill soon be told,” cried Tom hastily, and with affected unconcern; “butitis
not worth while to bore my father with it now. You will hear enough of it to-morrow, sir.
We have just been trying, by way of doing something, and amusing my mother, just
within the last week, to get up a few scenes, a mere trifle. We have had such incessant
rains almost since October began, that we have been nearly confined to the house for
days together. | 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 | 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, | assure you, as much as you could desire. | do not think you will
find your woods by any means worse stocked than they were. [ never saw Mansfield
Wood so full of pheasants in my life as this year. | 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 broughtin, and Sir Thomas, getting up, said that he found that he
could not be any longer in the house without just looking into his own dearroom,
every agitation was returning. He was gone before anything had been said to prepare
him forthe 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 Matria, still feeling her hand pressed to Henry
Crawford’s heart, and caring little 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. “l will go and fetch him. He will be no bad
assistantwhenitall comes out.”

To the theatre he went, and reached itjustin time to witness the first meeting of his
father and his friend. SirThomas 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 farther. 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 momentin 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 amazement on this his first appearance on any stage, and the 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 afiner. The house would close with the greatest eclat.

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. SirThomas 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 connexions were sufficiently known 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
admitthe acquaintanceof a young manwhom he felt sure of disapproving, andwhose
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 forthe glance his father gave towards the ceiling and stucco ofthe 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. Afew minutes were enough for such
unsatisfactory sensations on each side; and Sir Thomas having exerted himself so far
as to speak a few words of calm approbation in reply to an eager appeal of Mr. Yates,
as to the happiness of the arrangement, the three gentlemen returned to the drawing-
room together, Sir Thomas with an increase of gravity which was not lost on all.

“l come from your theatre,” said he composedly, as he sat down; “l found myselfin it
rather unexpectedly. Its vicinity to my own room—butin every respect, indeed, ittook
me by surprise, as | had notthe smallest suspicion of your acting having assumed so
serious a character. It appears a neat job, however, as faras | could judge by
candlelight, 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 SirThomas’s meaning, or
diffidence, or delicacy, ordiscretion 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, from the
beginning to the end of the story; and when it was over, could give him no other
assurance of sympathy than what a slight bow conveyed.



“This was, in fact, the origin of our acting,” said Tom, aftera 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
SirThomas 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 aninterest as made him not
only totally unconscious of the uneasy movements of many of his friends as they sat,
the change of countenance, the fidget, the hem! of unquietness, but prevented him
even from seeing the expression of the face on which his own eyes were fixed—from
seeing Sir Thomas’s dark brow contract as he looked with inquiring earnestness at his
daughters and Edmund, dwelling particularly on the latter, and speaking a language, a
remonstrance, a reproof, which hefelt 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,
“Onvyour judgment, Edmund, | depended; what have you been about?” She kneltin
spiritto her uncle, and her bosom swelled to utter, “Oh, notto him! Look so to all the
others, but notto him!”

Mr. Yates was still talking. “To own the truth, Sir Thomas, we were in the middle of a
rehearsal when you arrived this evening. We were going through the three first acts,
and not unsuccessfully upon the whole. Our companyis 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, | should not be afraid of the
result. We bespeak your indulgence, you understand, as young performers; we
bespeak yourindulgence.”

“Myindulgence shall be given, sir,” replied Sir Thomas gravely, “but without any other
rehearsal.” And with a relenting smile, he added, “l 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 eitherin love or acting, could speak very



handsomely of both. “Mr. Crawford was a most pleasant, gentleman-like man; his
sister a sweet, pretty, elegant, lively girl.”

Mr. Rushworth could be silent no longer. “l do not say he is not gentleman-like,
considering; but you should tell your father he is not above five feet eight, or he will be
expecting a well-looking man.”

SirThomas did not quite understand this, and looked with some surprise at the
speaker.

“If | must say what | think,” continued Mr. Rushworth, “in my opinion itis very
disagreeable to be always rehearsing. Itis having too much of a good thing. | am not
so fond of acting as | was at first. | think we are a great deal better employed, sitting
comfortably here among ourselves, and doing nothing.”

SirThomas looked again, and then replied with an approving smile, “l am happy to find
our sentiments on this subject so much the same. It gives me sincere satisfaction.
That| should be cautious and quick-sighted, and feel many scruples which my
children do notfeel, is perfectly natural; and equally so that my value for domestic
tranquillity, fora 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 | am sensible of the importance of having
an ally of such weight.”

SirThomas 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 hereally 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 shareinitas faronly 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 judgmentin 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 palliation.



“We have all been more or less to blame,” said he, “every one of us, excepting Fanny.
Fannyis the only one who has judged rightly throughout; who has been

consistent. Her feelings have been steadily againstit 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
atime, as strongly as his son had ever supposed he must; hefeltittoo much, indeed,
for many words; and having shaken hands with Edmund, meantto 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
impropriety which was so glaring to SirThomas, 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 and comfort of his family, much exertion and many
sacrifices to glance at in the form of hurried walks and sudden removals from her own
fireside, and many excellent hints of distrust and economy to Lady Bertram and
Edmund to detail, whereby a most considerable saving had always arisen, and more
than one bad servant been detected. But her chief strength lay in Sotherton. Her
greatest support and glory was in having formed the connexion with the

Rushworths. There she was impregnable. She took to herself all the credit of bringing
Mr. Rushworth’s admiration of Maria to any effect. “If | 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 firstvisit, | am as certain as | sit here that nothing would have come of it; for
Mr. Rushworth 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 | left no stone unturned. | was ready to move heaven and earth to persuade my
sister, and at last | did persuade her. You know the distance to Sotherton; itwas in the
middle of winter, and the roads almostimpassable, but | did persuade her.”

“l 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 SirThomas, if you had seen the state of the roads that day! | thought we
should never have got through them, though we had the four horses of course; and
poorold coachman would attend us, out of his great love and kindness, though he
was hardly able to sitthe box on account of the rheumatism which | had been
doctoring him for ever since Michaelmas. | cured him at last; but he was very bad all
the winter—and this was such a day, | 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 | said,
‘Coachman, you had much better not go; your Lady and | shall be very safe; you know
how steady Stephen is, and Charles has been upon the leaders so often now, that | am
sure there is no fear.’ But, however, | soon found it would not do; he was bent upon
going, and as | hate to be worrying and officious, | 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, it was worse than anything you can
imagine, | was quite in an agony about him. And then the poor horses too! To see them
straining away! You know how | always feel for the horses. And when we got to the
bottom of Sandcroft Hill, what do you think | did? You will laugh at me; but | got out
and walked up. I did indeed. It might not be saving them much, but it was something,
and | could not bear to sit at my ease and be dragged up at the expense of those noble
animals. | caught a dreadful cold, but that | did not regard. My object was
accomplished in the visit.”

“l 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 | 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. Heis nota
shining character, but he has a thousand good qualities; and is so disposed to look up



to you, that | 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
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son of your own, he could not hold Sir Thomas in greater respect.

SirThomas 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 loved 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 atdinner, he had also set the carpenter to work in pulling down what had
been so lately put up in the billiard-room, and given the scene-painter his dismissal
long enough to justify the pleasing belief of his being then at least as far off as
Northampton. The scene-painter was gone, having spoilt only the floor of one room,
ruined all the coachman’s sponges, and made five of the under-servants idle and
dissatisfied; and SirThomas 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 SirThomas’s intentions, though as far as
ever from understanding their source. He and his friend had been out with their guns
the chief of the morning, and Tom had taken the opportunity of explaining, with proper
apologies for his father’s particularity, what was to be expected. Mr. Yates feltitas
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 allthe way home; but there was a something in Sir Thomas, when they sat round
the sametable, which made Mr. Yates think it wiser to let him pursue his own way, and
feel the folly of it withoutopposition. 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 SirThomas. 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 SirThomas 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 herthat 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 expecting him. Mr. Rushworth had set off early with the great news 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 togetherin
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. Afew 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 breakfast-room, where were most of
the family. SirThomas 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 undervoice whether there were any
plans 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 | may be,” said he; “l will attend you from
any place in England, atan hour’s notice.”

It was well at that moment that Tom had to speak, and not his sister. He could
immediately say with easy fluency, “l am sorry you are going; but as to our play, thatis
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. | knew

how that would be from the first. It is early for Bath. You will find nobody there.”

“It is about my uncle’s usualtime.”



“When do you think of going?”
“I may, perhaps, getas faras 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 notvoluntarily going, voluntarily intending to stay away;
for, excepting what might be due to his uncle, his engagements were all self-imposed.
He might talk of 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, orto
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
lasttime, he had made his parting bow, and she might seek directly all that solitude
could do for her. Henry Crawford was gone, gone from the house, and within two
hours afterwards from the parish; and so ended all the hopes his selfish vanity had
raised in Maria and Julia Bertram.

Julia could rejoice that he was gone. His presence was beginning to be odious to her;
and if Maria gained him not, she was now cool enough to dispense with any other
revenge. She did not want exposure to be added to desertion. Henry Crawford gone,
she could even pity her sister.

With a purer spirit did Fanny rejoice in the intelligence. She heard it at dinner, and felt
ita 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 fearthat she had been remiss herself in forwarding it; but with so many to care
for, how was it possible for even her activity to keep pace with her wishes?

Another day or two, and Mr. Yates was gone likewise. In his departure Sir Thomas felt
the chief interest: wanting to be alone with his family, the presence of a stranger
superior to Mr. Yates must have been 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 pleasantjourney, as he walked with him to the hall-door, were given with
genuine satisfaction. Mr. Yates had staid to see the destruction of every theatrical
preparation at Mansfield, the removal of everything appertaining to the play: he left
the housein all the soberness of its general character; and SirThomas 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. SirThomas, drawing back
from intimacies in general, was particularly disinclined, at this time, forany
engagements butin one quarter. The Rushworths were the only addition to his own
domestic circle which he could solicit.

Edmund did notwonder 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. | could wish my
father were more sensible of their very great attention to my mother and sisters while
he was away. | 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. Grantwould 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. |
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 | can recollect, itwas



always much the same. There was never much laughing in his presence; or, if there is
any difference, itis not more, I think, than such an absence has a tendency to produce
at first. There must be a sort of shyness; but| cannot recollect that our evenings
formerly were ever merry, except when my uncle was in town. No young people’s are, |
suppose, when those they look up to are at home”.

“| believe you are right, Fanny,” was his reply, after a short consideration. “l 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! | have been feeling as if we had never lived so before.”

“l suppose | am graver than other people,” said Fanny. “The evenings do not appear
long to me. | love to hear my uncle talk of the West Indies. | could listen to him foran
hourtogether. It entertains me more than many other things have done; butthen | am
unlike other people, | dare say.”

“Why should you dare say that?” (smiling). “Do you want to be told that you are only
unlike other people in being more wise and discreet? But when did you, or anybody,
ever geta 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 thatis the long and the short of
the matter. Anybody but myself would have made something more of it, and anybody
butyou 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 aboutit—itis butan 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 notto mind growing up into a pretty
woman.”

“Oh! don’ttalk 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—

“Youruncle is disposed to be pleased with you in every respect; and | only wish you
would talk to him more. You are one of those who are too silent in the evening circle.”



“Butl do talk to him morethan lused. | am sure | do. Did notyou hear me ask him
about the slave-trade last night?”

“l did—and was in hopes the question would be followed up by others. It would have
pleased your uncle to be inquired of farther.”

“And | longed to do it—but there was such a dead silence! And while my cousins were
sitting by without speaking a word, or seeming at all interested in the subject, | did not
like—I thoughtitwould appear as if | wanted to set myself off at their expense, by
shewing a curiosity and pleasure in his information which he must wish his own
daughters to feel.”

“Miss Crawford was veryright 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 you at the Parsonage, and those were her words. She has great discernment.
| know nobody who distinguishes characters better. For so young a woman itis
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, |
can perceive, from occasionallively hints, the unguarded expressions of the moment,
that she could define many as accurately, did not delicacy forbid it. | 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, | feel sure
of their liking each other. He would enjoy her liveliness and she has talents to value his
powers. | wish they met more frequently! | 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, | 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. | do not
call Tunbridge or Cheltenham the country; and November is a still more serious
month, and | can see that Mrs. Grantis very anxious for her not finding Mansfield dull
as wintercomes 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, herfriends, lestit 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, | think, my uncle dines at Sotherton, and you and Mr. Bertram too. We
shall be quite a small party at home. | 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. | should dread the stupidity of the day, if there were nota
much greater evil to follow—the impression it must leave on Sir Thomas. He cannot
much longer deceive himself. | am sorry forthem all, and would give something that
Rushworth and Maria had never met.”

In this quarter, indeed, disappointment was impending over SirThomas. 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. Rushworth was an inferior
young man, as ignorantin business as in books, with opinions in general unfixed, and
without seeming much aware of it himself.

He had expected a very different son-in-law; and beginning to feel grave on Maria’s
account, tried to understand her feelings. Little observation there was necessary to
tell him that indifference was the most favourable state they could bein. 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 shortan
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 connexion entirely given up, if she felt
herself unhappyin the prospect of it. He would act for her and release her. Mariahad 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 orinclination 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.



SirThomas was satisfied; too glad to be satisfied, perhaps, to urge the matter quite so
faras his judgment might have dictated to others. It was an alliance which he could
not have relinquished without pain; and thus he reasoned. Mr. Rushworth was young
enough to improve. Mr. Rushworth must and would improve in good 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 ownfamily; 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 SirThomas, 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 fate 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 not know that he had
doneit; he should not destroy her credit, her appearance, her prosperity, too. He
should not have to think of her as pining in the retirement of Mansfield 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 an 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 fairer play.

The principals being all agreed in this respect, it soon appeared that a very few weeks
would be sufficient for such arrangements as must precede the wedding.

Mrs. Rushworth was quite ready to retire, and make way for the fortunate young
woman whom her dear son had selected; and very early in November removed
herself, her maid, herfootman, 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 for a twelvemonth before. In everything else the etiquette of the
day might stand the strictest investigation.

It was done, and they were gone. Sir Thomas felt as an anxious father must feel, and
was indeed experiencing much of the agitation which his wife had been apprehensive
of for herself, but had fortunately escaped. Mrs. Norris, most happy to assistin 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 everything; and no one would have
supposed, from her confident triumph, that she had ever heard of conjugalinfelicity 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 days, to Brighton, and take a
house there for some weeks. Every public place was new to Maria, and Brighton is
almost as gay in winter as in summer. When the novelty of amusement there was over,
itwould be time forthe wider range of London.

Julia was to go with them to Brighton. Since rivalry between the sisters had ceased,
they had been gradually recovering much of their former good understanding; and
were at least sufficiently friends to make each of them exceedingly glad to be with the
other at such a time. Some other companion than Mr. Rushworth was of the first
consequence to his lady; and Julia was quite as eager for novelty and pleasure as
Maria, though she might not have struggled through so much to obtain them, and
could better bear a subordinate situation.

Their departure made another material change at Mansfield, a chasm which required
sometimeto fillup. 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 tenderhearted cousin, who wandered
aboutthe house, and thought of them, and felt for them, with a degree of affectionate
regret which they had never done much to deserve!

CHAPTER XXl

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, itwas
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 becamea
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 mostimportant opportunities of improvement in pressing her
frequent calls.

Fanny, having been sent into the village on some errand by her aunt Norris, 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; butwhen Dr.
Grant himself went out with an umbrella, there was nothing to be done but to be very
much ashamed, and to getinto the house as fast as possible; and to poor Miss
Crawford, who had just been contemplating the dismalrain 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
was most forcibly brought before her. She was all alive again 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 allthis attention, and to being assisted and waited on by mistresses and maids,
being also obliged, on returning downstairs, to be fixed in their drawing-room for an
hourwhile 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 athome, 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 chuse 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 aboutit, 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 “Shalll 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 shewed herself not



wanting in taste. She played till Fanny’s eyes, straying to the window on the weather’s
being evidently fair, spoke what she felt must be done.

“Another 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. “l have been watching them. This weather is all
from the south.”

“South or north, | know a black cloud when | see it; and you mustnot set forwardwhile
itis so threatening. And besides, | want to play something more to you—a very pretty
piece—and your cousin Edmund’s prime favourite. You must stay and hear your
cousin’s favourite.”

Fanny felt that she must; and though she had not waited for that sentence to be
thinking of Edmund, such a memento made her particularly awake to his idea, and
she fancied him sitting in that room again and again, perhaps in the very spot where
she sat now, 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 itthan 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 necessaryto 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 occasionalamusement, and that often at the expense of herjudgment, 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 an half-hourin Mrs.
Grant’s shrubbery, the weather being unusually mild for the time of year, and venturing
sometimes even to sitdown on one of the benches now comparatively unsheltered,
remaining there perhaps till, in the midst of some tender ejaculation of Fanny’s on the
sweets of so protracted an autumn, they were forced, by the sudden swell of a cold
gust shaking down the last few yellow leaves about them, to jump up and walk for
warmth.



“This is pretty, very pretty,” said Fanny, looking around her as they were thus sitting
together one day; “every time |l come into this shrubbery | 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 itis converted into a walk, and it would be difficult 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, | do think itis memory. There seems
something more speakingly incomprehensible in the powers, the failures, the
inequalities of memory, than in any other of our intelligences. The memoryis
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
pastfinding 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 | must admire the taste Mrs. Grant has
shewn 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 | came to Mansfield, | had
notimagined a country parson ever aspired to a shrubbery, or anything of the kind.”

“l am so glad to see the evergreens thrive!” said Fanny, in reply. “My uncle’s gardener
always says the soil here is better than his own, and so it appears from the growth of
the laurels and evergreens in general. The evergreen! How beautiful, how welcome,
how wonderful the evergreen! 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 soiland the same sun should nurture
plants differing in the first rule and law of their existence. You will think me
rhapsodising; butwhen | am out of doors, especially when | am sitting out of doors, |
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 fancy.”

“To say the truth,” replied Miss Crawford, “l am something like the famous Doge at the
court of Lewis XIV.; and may declare that | see no wonder in this shrubbery equal to



seeing myselfinit. If anybody had told me a year ago that this place would be my
home, that| should be spending month after month here, as | have done, | certainly
should not have believed them. | have now been here nearly five months; and,
moreover, the quietest five months | ever passed.”

“Too quietforyou, | believe.”

“l should have thought so theoretically myself, but,” and her eyes brightened as she
spoke, “takeitalland all, | never spent so happy a summer. But then,” with a more
thoughtful air and lowered voice, “there is no saying what it may lead to.”

Fanny’s heart beat quick, and she felt quite unequal to surmising or soliciting anything
more. Miss Crawford, however, with renewed animation, soon went on—

“l am conscious of being far better reconciled to a country residence than | had ever
expected to be. | can even suppose it pleasantto spend half theyearin the country,
under certain circumstances, very pleasant. An elegant, moderate-sized house in the
centre of family connexions; 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 téte-a-téte with the person one feels most agreeablein the
world. There is nothing frightful in such a picture, is there, Miss Price? One need not
envy the new Mrs. Rushworth with such a home as that.”

“Envy Mrs. Rushworth!” was all that Fanny attempted to say. “Come, come, it would
be very un-handsome in us to be severe on Mrs. Rushworth, for | look forward to our
owing her a great many gay, brilliant, happy hours. | expect we shall be all very much
at Sotherton anotheryear. 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 thoughtfulness, till suddenly
looking up atthe end of a few minutes, she exclaimed, “Ah! here heis.” It was not Mr.
Rushworth, however, but Edmund, who then appeared walking towards them with
Mrs. Grant. “My sister and Mr. Bertram. | 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 | 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! It just stands fora
gentleman, and that’s all. But there is nobleness in the name of Edmund. Itis a name



of heroism and renown; of kings, princes, and knights; and seems to breathe the spirit
of chivalry and warm affections.”

“l grantyou the nameis good initself, and Lord Edmund or Sir Edmund sound
delightfully; but sink it under the chill, the annihilation of a Mr., and Mr. Edmund is no
more than Mr. John or Mr. Thomas. Well, shallwe 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 of that better acquaintancewhich he had been hearing of
with great satisfaction. Afriendship 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 you not scold us for ourimprudence? What do
you think we have been sitting down for but to be talked to about it, and entreated and
supplicated never to do so again?”

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

“They cannot have been sitting long,” cried Mrs. Grant, “forwhen | went up for my
shawl | 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 thoughtimprudent. 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 | 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 |
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. | had very
little hope of him from the first; but you, Mrs. Grant, my sister, my own sister, | think |
had arightto alarm you a little.”

“Do not flatter yourself, my dearest Mary. You have not the smallest chance of moving
me. | have my alarms, but they are quite in a different quarter; and if | could have
altered the weather, you would have had a good sharp east wind blowing on you the
whole time—for here are some of my plants which Robert will leave out because the



nights are so mild, and | 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 | shalllose every one; and what is worse, cook has just been telling me
that the turkey, which | particularly wished not to be dressed till Sunday, because |
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 countryvillage!” said Miss Crawford archly.
“Commend me to the nurseryman and the poulterer.”

“My dear child, commend Dr. Grant to the deanery of Westminster or St. Paul’s, and |
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 | come to see you, | dare say | shall find you with
yours, in spite of the nurseryman and the poulterer, perhaps on their very account.
Theirremoteness and unpunctuality, or their exorbitant charges and frauds, will be
drawing forth bitter lamentations.”

“I mean to be too rich to lament or to feel anything of the sort. Alargeincomeis the
best recipe for happiness | 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 notyou? Do notwe all?”

“l cannotintend anything which it must be so completely beyond my power to
command. Miss Crawford may chuse her degree of wealth. She has only to fixon her
number of thousands a year, and there can be no doubt of their coming. My intentions
areonly notto be poor.”

“By moderation and economy, and bringing down your wants to yourincome, and all
that. | understand you—and a very proper plan itis for a person at your time of life,
with such limited means and indifferent connexions. What can you want but a decent
maintenance? You have not much time before you; and your relations arein no
situation to do anything foryou, or to mortify you by the contrast of their own wealth



and consequence. Be honest and poor, by all means—but | shall not envyyou; | do not
much think I shall even respect you. | have a much greater respect forthose that are
honestandrich.”

“Your degree of respect for honesty, rich or poor, is precisely what | have no manner of
concern with. | do not mean to be poor. Poverty is exactly what | have determined
against. Honesty, in the something between, in the middle state of worldly
circumstances, is all that | am anxious for your not looking down on.”

“Butl do look down upon it, if it might have been higher. | must look down upon
anything contented with obscurity when it mightrise 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 oughtto bein parliament, oryou
should have gone into the army ten years ago.”

“Thatis not much to the purpose now; and as to my being in parliament, | believe |
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 | should be miserable if | 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 sorrowfull 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 herfeel that she had really been
much longer absent than usual, and brought the previous self-inquiry of whether she
should take leave or notjustthen, and how, to a very speedy issue. With undoubting
decision she directly began her adieus; and Edmund began atthe sametimeto
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 hurryincreased; and withoutin the least expecting Edmund’s attendance, she
would have hastened away alone; but the general pace was quickened, and they all
accompanied herinto the house, through which it was necessary to pass. Dr. Grant
was in the vestibule, and as they stopt to speak to him she found, from Edmund’s
manner, that he did mean to go with her. He too was taking leave. She could not but be



thankful. In the moment of parting, Edmund was invited by Dr. Grant to eat his mutton
with him the next day; and Fanny had barely time for an unpleasant feeling on the
occasion, when Mrs. Grant, with sudden recollection, turned to her and asked for the
pleasure of hercompanytoo. 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 an happiness offered, and
ascertaining with half a look, and half a sentence, that she had no objection buton
her aunt’s account, could notimagine 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 |
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; | am glad to hear you have
anything so good in the house. But Miss Price and Mr. Edmund Bertram, | dare say,
would take their chance. We none of us want to hear the bill of fare. A friendly
meeting, and not a fine dinner, is all we have in view. A turkey, or a goose, or a leg of
mutton, or whatever you and your cook chuse to give us.”

The two cousins walked home together; and, except in the immediate discussion of
this engagement, which Edmund spoke of with the warmest satisfaction, as so
particularly desirable for her in the intimacy which he saw with so much pleasure
established, itwas a silent walk; for having finished that subject, he grew thoughtful
and indisposed for any other.

CHAPTER XXl

“Butwhy 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. | cannot spare
her, and | 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 willimmediately say No; but| am sure, my dear mother, she would like to go;
and | can see noreason why she should not.”



“l cannotimagine 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 | shall.”

“Suppose you take my father’s opinion, ma’am.”

“That’s well thought of. So I will, Edmund. | will ask Sir Thomas, as soon as he comes
in, whether | can do without her.”

“As you please, ma’am, on that head; but | meant my father’s opinion as to

the propriety of the invitation’s being accepted or not; and I think he will considerit a
right thing by Mrs. Grant, as well as by Fanny, that being the first invitation it should be
accepted.”

“l 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
forthe morrow, was so much uppermostin Lady Bertram’s mind, that half an hour
afterwards, on his lookingin for a minute in his way from his plantation to his dressing-
room, she called him back again, when he had almost closed the door, with “Sir
Thomas, stop a moment—I have something to say to you.”

Her tone of calm languor, for she never took the trouble of raising her voice, was
always heard and attended to; and Sir Thomas came back. Her story began; and
Fanny immediately slipped out of the room; for to hear herself the subject of any
discussion with her uncle was more than her nerves could bear. She was anxious, she
knew—more anxious perhaps than she ought to be—forwhat was it after all whether
she went or staid? butif 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—*“| have
something to tell you that will surprise you. Mrs. Grant has asked Fanny to dinner.”

“Well,” said SirThomas, as if waiting more to accomplish the surprise.

“Edmund wants her to go. Buthow can | 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 fillup 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.

“Butis it notvery natural,” observed Edmund, “that Mrs. Grant should wish to procure
so agreeable a visitor for her sister?”

“Nothing can be more natural,” said SirThomas, after a short deliberation; “nor, were
there no sister in the case, could anything, in my opinion, be more natural. Mrs.
Grant’s shewing civility to Miss Price, to Lady Bertram’s niece, could never want
explanation. The only surprise | can feel is, that this should be the first time of its being
paid. Fanny was perfectly rightin giving only a conditional answer. She appears to feel
as she ought. But as | conclude that she mustwish to go, since all young people like to
be together, | can see no reason why she should be denied the indulgence.”

“But can | do without her, SirThomas?”
“Indeed | think you may.”
“She always makes tea, you know, when my sister is not here.”

“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, itis all happily settled, and without the smallest hesitation on your
uncle’s side. He had but one opinion. You are to go.”

“Thankyou, lam 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 | be glad?
foram 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 appearin other eyes, it had novelty and importancein 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 SirThomas, was in a
very illLhumour, 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! 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;
forl hope you are aware that there is no real occasion foryour going into companyin
this sort of way, or ever dining out at all; and itis what you must not depend upon ever
being repeated. Nor mustyou be fancying that the invitation is meant as any particular
compliment to you; the complimentis intended to your uncle and auntand me. Mrs.
Grantthinks 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 cousin Julia had
been at home, you would not have been asked at all.”

Mrs. Norris had now so ingeniously done away all Mrs. Grant’s part of the favour, that
Fanny, who found 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. I shall be here, so you may be quite easy about your aunt. And | hope
you will have a very agreeable day, and find it all mighty delightful. But| must observe
that five is the very awkwardest of all possible numbers to sit down to table; and |
cannot but be surprised that such an elegant lady as Mrs. Grant should not contrive
better! And round their enormous great wide table, too, which fills up the room so
dreadfully! Had the doctor been contented to take my dining-table when | came away,
as anybodyin 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
itforten, | dare say.”

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 thatyou are
going into company without any of us; and | 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 chuses.
Leave him to settle that.”

“Yes, ma’am, | should not think of anything else.”

“And if it should rain, which I think exceedingly likely, for | never saw it more
threatening for a wet evening in my life, you must manage as well as you can, and not
be expecting the carriage to be sent foryou. | certainly do not go hometo-night, and,
therefore, the carriage will not be out on my account; so you must make up your mind
to what may happen, and take your things accordingly.”

Her niece thought it perfectly 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 felta
degree of astonishment which made itimpossible for herto speak.

“My dear SirThomas!” cried Mrs. Norris, red with anger, “Fanny can walk.”

“Walk!” repeated SirThomas, in a tone of most unanswerable dignity, and coming
fartherinto the room. “My niece walk to a dinner engagement at this time of the year!
Will twenty minutes after four suityou?”

“Yes, sir,” was Fanny’s humble answer, given with the feelings almost of a criminal
towards Mrs. Norris; and not bearing to remain with herin what might seem a state of
triumph, she followed her uncle out of the room, having staid behind him only long
enough to hearthese words spoken in angry agitation—

“Quite unnecessary! a great deal too kind! But Edmund goes; true, itis upon
Edmund’s account. | observed he was hoarse on Thursday night.”

But this could notimpose 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 | 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 | can judge by this light, you look
very nicely indeed. What have you got on?”

“The new dress that my uncle was so good as to give me on my cousin’s marriage. |
hopeitis nottoo fine; butlthought | ought to wear it as soon as | could, and that |
might not have such another opportunity all the winter. | hope you do not think metoo
fine.”

“A'woman can never be too fine while she is allin white. No, | see no finery about you;
nothing but what is perfectly proper. Your gown seems very pretty. | 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!” said Edmund, “here’s company, here’s a carriage! who have they got to
meet us?” And letting down the side-glass to distinguish, “’Tis Crawford’s, Crawford’s
barouche, | protest! There are his own two men pushing it back into its old quarters.
He is here, of course. This is quite a surprise, Fanny. | 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 anotherto 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, shewed how welcome was his sudden resolution of coming to them for a
few days on leaving Bath. A very cordial meeting passed between him and Edmund;
and with the exception of Fanny, the pleasure was general; and even to her there
might be some advantagein 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
between Mr. Crawford and Mrs. Grant, as to leave her the fairest prospect of having
only to listen in quiet, and of passing a very agreeable day. She could not compliment



the newly arrived gentleman, however, with any appearance of interest, in a scheme
for extending his stay at Mansfield, and sending for his hunters from Norfolk, which,
suggested by Dr. Grant, 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 to the probable continuance of the
open weather, but her answers were as short and indifferent as civility allowed. She
could not wish him to 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 re-
assembled in the drawing-room, when Edmund, being engaged apartin 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, | understand; happy man!”

“Yes, they have been there about a fortnight, Miss Price, have they not? And Julia is
with them.”

“And Mr. Yates, | presume, is not far off.”

“Mr. Yates! Oh! we hear nothing of Mr. Yates. | do notimagine he figures much in the
letters to Mansfield Park; do you, Miss Price? | 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. Poorfellow! | see him now—his toil and his despair. Well, | 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 were Mr. Rushworth’s best friend. Your kindness and patience can
never be forgotten, yourindefatigable patience in trying to make it possible for 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 | may venture to say thatit had honour
from all the rest of the party.”

Fanny coloured, and said nothing.



“It is as a dream, a pleasantdream!” he exclaimed, breaking forth again, after a few
minutes’ musing. “l 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. | never was happier.”

With silent indignation Fanny repeated to herself, “Never happier!l—never happier
than when doing what you must know was not justifiable!—never happier than when

'”

behaving so dishonourably and unfeelingly! Oh! what a corrupted mind

“We were unlucky, Miss Price,” he continued, in a lower tone, to avoid the possibility of
being heard by Edmund, and not at all aware of her feelings, “we certainly were very
unlucky. Another week, only one other week, would have been enough for us. | 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. | 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 faras / am concerned, sir, | would not have delayed his
return for a day. My uncle disapproved it all so entirely when he did arrive, thatin my
opinion everything had gone quite farenough.”

She had never spoken so much at once to him in her life before, and never so angrily to
anyone; and when her speech was over, she trembled and blushed at her own daring.
He was surprised; but after a few moments’ silent consideration of her, replied in a
calmer, graver tone, and as if the candid result of conviction, “l 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 advancein 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 mostinteresting in the world,” replied her brother—*“how to make money; how to
turn a good income into a better. Dr. Grantis giving Bertram instructions about the
living he is to step into so soon. | find he takes orders in a few weeks. They were at itin
the dining-parlour. | 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. |



apprehend he will not have less than seven hundred a year. Seven hundred a yearis 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, | 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 | 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 forit.”

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, “l shall make a point of coming to Mansfield to hear
you preach yourfirst sermon. | shall come on purpose to encourage a young beginner.
When is itto 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 | shall
do—notto lose a word; or only looking off just to note down any sentence
preeminently beautiful? We will provide ourselves with tablets and a pencil. When will
itbe? You must preach at Mansfield, you know, that Sir Thomas and Lady Bertram may
hearyou.”

“l shall keep clear of you, Crawford, as long as | can,” said Edmund; “foryou would be
more likely to disconcert me, and | should be more sorry to see you trying at it than
almostanyotherman.”

“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
foranything 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, hers should do her no harm.

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 | mean to amuse myself, Mary, on the days that | do not hunt? |
am grown too old to go out more than three times a week; but | 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 that would be exercise only to my
body, and | must take care of my mind. Besides, that would be all recreation and
indulgence, without the wholesome alloy of labour, and | 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.”

“Butl cannot be satisfied without Fanny Price, without making a smallhole 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 | assure you she is quite a different creature from what
shewas inthe autumn. She was then merely a quiet, modest, not plain-looking girl,
but she is now absolutely pretty. | used to think she had neither complexion nor
countenance; butin that soft skin of hers, so frequently tinged with a blush as itwas
yesterday, there is decided beauty; and from what | observed of her eyes and mouth, |



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, is so indescribably
improved! She must be grown two inches, at least, since October.”

“Phoo! phoo! This is only because there were no tallwomen 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 girlin
company foryou to notice, and you must have a somebody. | 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, | 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 setabouta
flirtation with her, you never will persuade me that itis 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, “l do not
quite know what to make of Miss Fanny. | do not understand her. | 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? | 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 illl Never met with a girlwho looked so grave on me! | musttry to getthe
better of this. Her looks say, ‘| will not like you, | am determined not to like you’; and |
say she shall.”

“Foolish fellow! And so this is her attraction after alll This itis, 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! | do desire that you will not be making her really unhappy;
a little love, perhaps, may animate and do her good, but | will not have you plunge her
deep, forshe 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, | willnot do her anyharm, dear little soul!
I only want her to look kindly on me, to give me smiles as well as blushes, to keep a
chairfor me by herself wherever we are, and be allanimation when | take it and talk to
her; to think as | think, be interested in all my possessions and pleasures, try to keep
me longer at Mansfield, and feelwhen | go away that she shall be never happy again. |
want nothing more.”

“Moderation itself!” said Mary. “l can have no scruples now. Well, you will have
opportunities enough of endeavouring to recommend yourself, for we are a great deal
together.”



And without attempting any farther remonstrance, she left Fannyto 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, | 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 forthight) of such a man as Crawford, in spite of there being some previousiill
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—obliged her very soon to dislike him less than formerly. She had by no
means forgotten the past, and she thought as ill of him as ever; but she felt his
powers: he was entertaining; and his manners were so improved, so polite, so
seriously and blamelessly polite, that it was 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 herto be
pleased with everybody. William, her brother, the so long absent 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 sentinto Portsmouth with the first
boat that left the Antwerp at anchorin Spithead; and when Crawford walked up with
the newspaper in his hand, which he had hoped would bring the first tidings, he found
her trembling with joy over this letter, and listening with a glowing, grateful
countenance to the kind invitation which her uncle was most collectedly dictatingin

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
Antwerp’s 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,
forshe 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, from living on the spot, must already have seen him, and be seeing him
perhaps daily, his direct holidays might with justice be instantly given to the sister,
who had been his best correspondent through a period of seven years, and the uncle
who had done most for his support and advancement; and 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, she 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 Sir Thomas and Edmund had been separately conniving
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 outinto the hallas
soon as the noises of the arrival reached them.

William and Fanny soon shewed themselves; and Sir Thomas had the pleasure of
receiving, in his protégé, 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
disappointmentinseparable 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, butit
was a love which his stronger spirits, and bolder temper, made it as naturalfor him to



express as to feel. On the morrow they were walking about together with true
enjoyment, and every succeeding morrow renewed a téte-a-téte which SirThomas
could not but observe with complacency, even before Edmund had pointed it out to
him.

Excepting the moments of peculiar delight, which any marked or unlooked-for
instance of Edmund’s consideration of her in the last few months had excited, Fanny
had never known so much felicity in her life, as in this unchecked, equal, fearless
intercourse with the brother and friend who was opening all his heart to her, telling her
all his hopes and fears, plans, and solicitudes respecting that long thought of, dearly
earned, and justly valued blessing of promotion; who could give her direct and minute
information of the father and mother, brothers and sisters, of whom she very seldom
heard; who was interested in all the comforts and all the little hardships of herhome
at Mansfield; ready to think of every member of that home as she directed, or differing
only by a less scrupulous opinion, and more noisy abuse of their aunt Norris, and with
whom (perhaps the dearestindulgence of the whole) all the evil and good of their
earliest years could be gone over again, and every former united pain and pleasure
retraced with the fondest recollection. An advantage this, a strengthener of love, in
which even the conjugal tie is beneath the fraternal. Children of the same family, the
same blood, with the same first associations and habits, have some means of
enjoymentin their power, which no subsequent connexions can supply; and it must
be by a long and unnatural estrangement, by a divorce which no subsequent
connexion can justify, if such precious remains of the earliest attachments are ever
entirely outlived. Too often, alas! itis so. Fraternal love, sometimes almost everything,
is at others worse than nothing. But with William and Fanny Price it was still a
sentimentin allits prime and freshness, wounded by no opposition of interest, cooled
by no separate attachment, and feeling the influence of time and absence onlyin its
increase.

An affection so amiable was advancing each in the opinion of allwho had hearts to
value anything good. Henry Crawford was as much struck with it as any. He honoured
the warm-hearted, blunt fondness of the young sailor, which led him to say, with his
hands stretched towards Fanny’s head, “Do you know, | begin to like that queer
fashion already, though when I first heard of such things being done in England, |
could not believe it; and when Mrs. Brown, and the other women at the
Commissioner’s at Gibraltar, appeared in the same trim, | thought they were mad; but
Fanny can reconcile me to anything”; and saw, with lively admiration, the glow of
Fanny’s cheek, the brightness of her eye, the deep interest, the absorbed attention,



while her brother was describing any of the imminent hazards, or terrific scenes,
which such a period at sea must supply.

It was a picture which Henry Crawford had moral taste enough to value. Fanny’s
attractions increased—increased twofold; for the sensibility which beautified her
complexion and illumined her countenance was an attraction in itself. He was no
longer in doubt of the capabilities of her heart. She had feeling, genuine feeling. It
would be something to be loved by such a girl, to excite the first ardours of heryoung
unsophisticated mind! She interested him more than he had foreseen. Afortnight was
not enough. His stay became indefinite.

William was often called on by his uncle to be the talker. His recitals were amusingin
themselves to Sir Thomas, but the chief objectin seeking them was to understand the
reciter, to know the young man by his histories; and he listened to his clear, simple,
spirited details with full satisfaction, seeing in them the proof of good principles,
professional knowledge, energy, courage, and cheerfulness, everything that could
deserve or promise well. Young as he was, William had already seen a great deal. He
had been in the Mediterranean; in the West Indies; in the Mediterranean again; had
been often taken on shore by the favour of his captain, and in the course of seven
years had known every variety of danger which sea and war together could offer. With
such means in his power he had a right to be listened to; and though Mrs. Norris could
fidget aboutthe room, and disturb everybody in quest of two needlefuls of thread or a
second-hand shirt button, in the midst of her nephew’s account of a shipwreck oran
engagement, everybody else was attentive; and even Lady Bertram could not hear of
such horrors unmoved, or without sometimes lifting her eyes from her work to say,
“Dear me! how disagreeable! | wonder anybody can ever go to sea.”

To Henry Crawford they gave a different feeling. He longed to have been at sea, and
seen and done and suffered as much. His heart was warmed, his fancy fired, and he
felt the highestrespect for a lad who, before he was twenty, had gone through such
bodily hardships and given such proofs of mind. The glory of heroism, of usefulness,
of exertion, of endurance, made his own habits of selfish indulgence appearin
shameful contrast; and he wished he had been a William Price, distinguishing himself
and working his way to fortune and consequence with so much self-respect and
happy ardour, instead of what he was!

The wish was rather eager than lasting. He was roused from the reverie of
retrospection and regret produced by it, by some inquiry from Edmund as to his plans
for the next day’s hunting; and he found it was as well to be a man of fortune at once
with horses and grooms at his command. In one respect it was better, as it gave him



the means of conferring a kindness where he wished to oblige. With spirits, courage,
and curiosity up to anything, William expressed an inclination to hunt; and Crawford
could mount him without the slightestinconvenience to himself, and with only some
scruples to obviate in SirThomas, who knew better than his nephew the value of such
a loan, and some alarms to reason away in Fanny. She feared for William; by no
means convinced by all that he could relate of his own horsemanship in various
countries, of the scrambling parties in which he had been engaged, the rough horses
and mules he had ridden, or his many narrow escapes from dreadful falls, that he was
at allequalto the management of a high-fed hunterin an English fox-chase; nortillhe
returned safe and well, without accident or discredit, could she be reconciled to the
risk, or feel any of that obligation to Mr. Crawford for lending the horse which he had
fully intended it should produce. When it was proved, however, to have done William
no harm, she could allow it to be a kindness, and even reward the owner with a smile
when the animal was one minute tendered to his use again; and the next, with the
greatest cordiality, and in a manner not to be resisted, made over to his use entirely so
long as heremained in Northamptonshire.



