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			Northanger Abbey

			Jane Austen was born on December 16, 1775, in Steventon, a small village in Hampshire, England. As a girl, she wrote stories, including burlesques of popular romances. She lived with her family in Steventon until her father, a clergyman in the Church of England, retired in 1801. After his death, in 1805, she, her mother, and her sister did not have a settled home until 1809, when they moved to Chawton, Hampshire. There she was extraordinarily productive, revising three novels and writing three more from scratch. Published during her lifetime were Sense and Sensibility (1811), Pride and Prejudice (1813), Mansfield Park (1814), and Emma (1815). Austen died on July 18, 1817, in Winchester, where she was receiving medical treatment, and was buried in that city’s cathedral. Two more novels, Northanger Abbey and Persuasion, were published posthumously in 1817 with a biographical notice by her brother Henry Austen, the first formal announcement of her authorship. She also left two earlier compositions: a short epistolary novel, Lady Susan, and an unfinished novel, The Watsons. At the time of her death, she was working on a new novel, Sanditon, a fragmentary draft of which survives.

			Patricia A. Matthew is an English professor who teaches courses on eighteenth- and nineteenth-century British literature and culture at Montclair State University. A specialist in the history of the novel, she writes about a range of topics for scholars and the general public. Her work has been published in academic journals, and she has written about Jane Austen, Bridgerton, and Sanditon for The Atlantic, The Times Literary Supplement, and Slate. The coeditor of the Oxford University Press Series Race in Nineteenth-Century Literatures and Cultures, she is a regular lecturer for the Jane Austen Society of North America. She is currently writing a book on sugar, abolition, and material culture.
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			Introduction

			Northanger Abbey is the novel in Jane Austen’s canon with the longest path to publication. It was completed in 1798 and 1799 and titled Susan, sold to publishers Crosby and Company in 1803 for £10, bought back from that publisher in 1809 for the same price, prepared for publication in 1816 with a note from Austen explaining the thirteen-year delay, and published in 1817 with Austen’s last completed novel, Persuasion; the final publication date is 1818. Austen’s frustration about the delay is evident in her correspondence with the publisher and in the advertisement she wrote for the novel’s front matter. The letter is quite pointed. In April 1809, six years after her brother Henry’s lawyer, William Seymour, arranged for the sale, she wrote to the firm under an assumed name (Mrs. Ashton Dennis). She identified herself as its author (“I avow myself the Authoress”), wondered if the manuscript had been lost, and offered to send another copy in case it had been. Her demand for an answer is clear: “Be so good as to send me a Line in answer, as soon as possible, as my stay in this place will not exceed a few days. Should no notice be taken of this Address, I shall feel myself at liberty to secure the publication of my work, by applying elsewhere.” To drive the point home, she signed the letter with the initials of her pseudonym: “I am Gentlemen &c &c MAD.”

			Austen’s anger here is not just about being an impatient author. As Austen scholars have found, in the same year that Crosby and Company purchased the novel (then titled Susan), the firm advertised in its periodical Flowers of Literature that a two-volume novel titled Susan was “In the Press,” indicating that the novel was going to be available for purchase along with other novels that the company was publishing. In that same year, the novel was also advertised in the August 1803 issue of The Dorchester & Sherborne Journal. Crosby and Company also seemed angry. The company confirmed that the manuscript had not been misplaced and claimed that it had not promised to publish the novel and threatened to block any attempts to publish it.[1] Austen seems to have put the novel away to work on other novels, and she shares with her niece Fanny Knight, what she imagines its fate to be. In a letter to Fanny on March 13, 1817, Austen refers to the novel by its second title, the heroine’s name, Catherine: “I will answer your kind questions more than you expect.—Miss Catherine is put upon the Shelve for present, and I don’t know that she will ever come out; but I have something ready for Publication, which may perhaps appear about a twelvemonth hence. It is short, about the length of Catherine.”[2]

			When it was time to take Catherine down from the shelf, the novel, now titled Northanger Abbey, was prepared with this advertisement in its front matter:

			
				This little work was finished in the year 1803, and intended for immediate publication. It was disposed of to a bookseller, it was even advertised, and why the business proceeded no farther, the author has never been able to learn. That any bookseller should think it worth-while to purchase what he did not think it worth-while to publish seems extraordinary. But with this, neither the author nor the public have any other concern than as some observation is necessary upon those parts of the work which thirteen years have made comparatively obsolete. The public are entreated to bear in mind that thirteen years have passed since it was finished, many more since it was begun, and that during that period, places, manners, books, and opinions have undergone considerable changes.[3]

			

			Austen’s anger at the publisher is more muted here, but her incredulity (the “extraordinary” decision to buy a book and not to publish it) at Crosby and Company’s delay reflects the impatience of an ambitious author chafing at the long journey of her first completed novel. She died four months after writing the letter to her niece Fanny. When Northanger Abbey was published along with Austen’s final novel, Persuasion, her brother Henry added a biographical note naming Austen as the author and sharing the news of her passing. With this announcement, the public learned that Jane Austen was not only the author of Northanger Abbey and Persuasion but also of Sense and Sensibility, Pride and Prejudice, Emma, and Mansfield Park.

			Northanger Abbey gives us Austen’s youngest heroine and perhaps Austen’s boldest narrator. There is an archness that runs through the novel from its advertisement to its conclusion. It reflects the unique point of view of a confident, well-read author who, having started writing stories at the age of eleven, is ready to launch her wit into the larger world. In her first novel, Austen is playing with genre, teasing cultural critics anxious about societal shifts, and poking at the rituals of fashionable Regency-era society, all the while telling a story that celebrates the pleasures of reading and especially reading with companions.

			Henry, who is credited with writing the biographical notice that precedes Northanger Abbey, claimed that hers was not “by any means a life of event.” [4] To some degree, this observation is true. Austen was born in the village of Steventon in 1775 and died in Winchester in 1817. The events in her life were largely focused on her reading, her family, and her writing. She grew up in a home with an extensive library and was deeply and widely read. “It is difficult to say at what age she was not intimately acquainted with the merits and defects of the best essays and novels in the English language,” her brother writes. Her reading is evident in the extensive literary references throughout Northanger Abbey. Although her sister, Cassandra, burned many of her letters, the ones that survived reveal how close Austen was to her family and friends. The March 1817 letter to her eldest niece includes incisive and witty comments about friends and family and marriage (“Single Women have a dreadful propensity for being poor—which is one very strong argument in favour of Matrimony”), along with kind advice to Fanny not to fret about romantic disappointment. What we know of her writing process, about revisions and corrections, shows an author (or authoress as she would have been referred to in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries) serious about the craft of novel writing.

			

			• • •

			However, it is important to remember that Austen grew up in an event-filled historical moment. As Austen scholars and critics have argued and I write in my introduction to Pride and Prejudice, Austen was born in a turbulent era. Her world saw the end of the American Revolution, the storming of the Bastille, the French Revolution, the Haitian Revolution, the Napoleonic Wars, and the final years of England’s abolitionist movement. The United States (née the British colonies) declared its independence from England when Austen was seven months old. Her youthful writing (The Juvenilia) was written during the French Revolution. In 1791, when she was sixteen years old, pamphleteer William Fox published An Address to the People of Great Britain, on the Propriety of Refraining from the Use of West India Sugar and Rum, an abolitionist pamphlet that was widely read in England and the United States. A year later, Mary Wollstonecraft’s A Vindication of the Rights of Woman was published, and a year after that, Marie Antoinette was guillotined. In 1803, Britain joined the Napoleonic Wars. The abolition of the slave trade bill was passed in 1807. In 1811, the same year that saw the publication of Sense and Sensibility, King George III was declared mentally disabled and replaced by his son, who became “prince regent.” During his reign, Sense and Sensibility, Mansfield Park, Pride and Prejudice, and Emma, which Austen dedicated to the prince regent, were published. In this world, her father was a member of the clergy, two of her brothers were in the navy, and members of her extended family circle lived in the West Indies, one of whom (her brother Charles’s godfather) owned a plantation there. Thomas Fowle, Cassandra’s fiancé, died of yellow fever in the Caribbean in 1797, and her brother Henry Thomas served as a delegate to the 1840 World Anti-Slavery Convention in London. The politics of Austen’s world are more prominent in her later novels—especially Mansfield Park and Persuasion—but Bath’s complicated social history, the status of the novel in Regency-era culture, and the tensions that underscore Gothic fiction are all present in Northanger Abbey.

			The shortest of Austen’s six novels, Northanger Abbey nonetheless gives the reader a rich and full narrative, in large part because of the narrator, but also because this is a book about cultural literacy. It feels as if each sentence, episode, and plot movement is doing multiple things at once. On one hand, this is a courtship novel. It relates the story of how a young woman learns her way to a successful match and illustrates the foibles she learns about herself and others along the way. It also has elements of conduct manuals: treatises about how genteel young women (and men) should behave. Threaded through these genres, Northanger Abbey is a novel about reading, and not just the novels popular with its main characters. The novel is filled with literary references: readings that teach young children literacy and cultural values, novels that Austen read and admired, and histories that its heroine critiques. Grumbling about reading history, Catherine says: “I read it a little as a duty, but it tells me nothing that does not either vex or weary me. The quarrels of popes and kings, with wars or pestilences, in every page; the men all so good for nothing, and hardly any women at all—it is very tiresome” (88). As a result, the novel is not simply the story of Catherine Morland’s adventures but also what those adventures tell readers about the lives of young people at a time of shifting mores and rituals. This is all mediated to readers through a particularly chatty narrator.

			Austen’s narrators don’t simply tell the stories of the novel’s characters. They also offer sly commentary and dry observations. Northanger Abbey’s narrator, who at one point in the novel refers to herself as Catherine’s biographer, regularly reminds readers that we are in a novel; more than this, she wants readers to know that novels are worth reading. In a remarkable aside, the narrator stops telling the story to defend novel reading—speaking not only to the reader but to nineteenth-century cultural critics who decried the practice for being dangerous to England’s moral health. Describing novelists as “an injured body,” the narrator defends the novel as “work in which the greatest powers of the mind are displayed, in which the most thorough knowledge of human nature, the happiest delineation of its varieties, the liveliest effusions of wit and humour are conveyed to the world in the best chosen language.” (24) Northanger Abbey is filled with laudatory references to novels we know that Austen read and admired by Frances Burney and Maria Edgeworth, along with Gothic fiction. Throughout Catherine’s story, the narrator drops in to remind readers of Catherine’s progress in love as a heroine in fiction. Whereas Catherine is naive and inexperienced, the narrator is well-read and skeptical, regularly reminding readers how the story is following the conventions of courtship novels even as it makes fun of the different kinds of men that women encounter and must navigate on the path to marital bliss.

			One facet to keep in mind when thinking about Northanger Abbey in the context of Austen’s life is that her family home was full of boys and brothers. She was extremely close to her only sister, Cassandra, but her life was also intertwined with those of her brothers, especially James (1765–1819), Henry Thomas (1771–1850), Francis William (1779–1865), and Charles John (1779–1852). The Austen household was also home to the pupils her father took in to supplement his income as rector. Three or four boys arrived twice a year to study with George Austen and live with the family. Biographer Claire Tomalin captures the atmosphere of what their presence would have meant: “A houseful of young men meant noise, the clumping of boots in and out of doors and up and down the stairs; it meant shouts and laughter from the garret rooms where they slept, and sometimes groans and giggles from the parlour where they sat preparing their lesson.”[5] Some of the family’s relationships with their pupils lasted for years. This boisterous spirit underscores the novel. Although the novel is about life in fashionable Bath, reading habits, and women’s friendships, brothers and young men abound, and surely some of Austen’s sensibilities about sentiment and romance were shaped by growing up around so many different kinds of boys and brothers. The novel offers portraits of young men not as mysterious creatures but as familiar, familial figures.

			Northanger Abbey is not the only Austen novel that features sisters and brothers. John Dashwood is not laudable in Sense and Sensibility, but Darcy is a good brother to his sister Georgiana in Pride and Prejudice. Fanny Price and her brother William in Mansfield Park are very fond of each other, as are Mary and Henry Crawford, although their morals are suspect. In Northanger Abbey, Austen gives us three pairs of siblings: Catherine and James Morland, Isabella and John Thorpe, Eleanor and Henry Tilney. These siblings share common interests, values, and temperaments. James Morland is more worldly than his sister, but he is still rather naive, without much discernment. He doesn’t have the wisdom to see John Thorpe’s behavior toward his sister as problematic and is rather easily taken in by Isabella. For her part, Isabella is as opportunistic as her brother, John. They are reckless social climbers who are superficial and overbearing. They also disrupt Catherine’s relationships with Eleanor and Henry. This is especially problematic because Henry’s approval of Catherine relies in part on her compatibility with his sister. Although Tilney is Catherine’s love interest, his interactions with her are often more filial than romantic. His joking is not the playfulness of a lover but the jocularity of an older brother. Eleanor says as much when Tilney is being pedantic about Catherine’s word choice. She gently chides him and describes his behavior toward her: “ ‘Henry,’ said Miss Tilney, ‘you are very impertinent. Miss Morland, he is treating you exactly as he does his sister’ ” (87). Although the temptation might be to see Austen’s choice as the product of a young writer’s mind and more in line with her juvenilia than her mature fiction, as a reader of Gothic novels she surely knew what romantic desire and love looked like. We can never know what is behind this choice, but it’s reasonable to understand these portraits of siblings as an outgrowth of her affection for the boys she grew up around.

			Austen’s previous novels were published anonymously, and although her reputation as a novelist fared better later in the nineteenth century than it did when she was alive, they were favorably reviewed by prominent literature and culture magazines, including The British Critic, The Gentleman’s Magazine, and the Quarterly Review. These publications reviewed novels by a woman with a growing canon. The title page of Sense and Sensibility notes, for example, that it is “By a Lady.” Pride and Prejudice notes that the novel is written by the “Author of ‘Sense and Sensibility.’ ” Mansfield Park informs readers that it is by the author of the previous two novels. By the time that Northanger Abbey was published (along with Persuasion), only two of Austen’s four other novels are listed by name, suggesting that the entire canon didn’t need to be included because readers and reviewers knew who they were reading by reputation but not by identity. The biographical notice revealing her identity changed that. In addition to being by the author of previously well-regarded novels, Northanger Abbey was not just written by “a lady” but by a specific woman. The novel’s reception must have been influenced by this revelation. Whatever reviewers might have imagined about an anonymous lady was replaced by the real facts of a woman. In addition to this, Northanger Abbey is about the joys and risks of a young woman’s imagination. Perhaps this is one reason that two of the more prominent reviews of the novel focus on Austen’s imagination.

			Both The British Critic and The Edinburgh Review considered how Austen’s stories are drawn from people in the world she and all English people would know. For The British Critic, this is because Austen lacks imagination; for The Edinburgh Review, it is the promise of comfort for readers “whose taste can only be gratified with the highest seasoned food.” Both publications discuss the flavor of popular fiction published when Austen was writing. The British Critic is exhausted by the narrative machinations of Gothic fiction, whereas The Edinburgh Review notes that the era is more obsessed with novels like Frankenstein and poetry by Byron than stories by Austen and her predecessors Henry Fielding and Samuel Richardson. “In imagination, of all kinds, she appears to have been extremely deficient,” The British Critic complains. “Not only her stories are utterly and entirely devoid of invention, but her characters, her incidents, her sentiments, are obviously all drawn exclusively from experience.”[6] The Edinburgh Review sees this as a comforting balm for overheated imaginations: “The singular merit of her writings is, that we could conceive, without the slightest strain of imagination, any one of her fictions to be realized in any town or village in England.”[7] It is almost as if these critics are unsettled by how the novel puts disparate elements of reading, life, and the imagination in the same story, in the hands of a narrator who seems to mock all of it.

			Compared to Austen’s other novels, Northanger Abbey has not had an expansive legacy of adaptations and remixes. However, the ones that we do have are fascinating. Fiction includes stories from the perspectives of different characters, “variations,” and graphic novels. The case can also be made that Austen generally, and Northanger Abbey specifically, are evident in Anne Shirley of the beloved L. M. Montgomery series that started with Anne of Green Gables (1908). Anne Shirley’s life is told over six novels, and without stretching one’s imagination too far, it’s possible to see elements of Austen’s novel in the story, particularly the young heroine’s obsession with Gothic haunts. In the 1970s, Catherine Morland is listed as the author of two novels: Castle Black (1971) and The Legacy of Winterwyck (1976).[8] In truth, Catherine Morland was the pen name of John D. Schubert, an army veteran and schoolteacher who wrote seven novels. Other novels inspired by Northanger Abbey include Amanda Grange’s Henry Tilney’s Diary (2011), perhaps a nod to Henry’s comment to Catherine when they first meet about how she will record their meeting in her journal. Marvel Comics published an illustrated version of the novel in 2012. The Bride of Northanger: A Jane Austen Variation (2019) by Diana Birchall extends the original tale and imagines that, as Catherine Morland believes, there is actually something quite sinister at the abbey.

			The novel has also been dramatized in radio productions, stage plays, and television adaptations. The 1987 BBC adaptation, directed by Giles Foster, features Katharine Schlesinger in the role of Catherine Morland and Peter Firth as Henry Tilney. Eerie music and violent images with erotic undertones are present from the start of the movie. The BBC radio play, directed by Sally Avens, takes the same approach, with a campy lampooning of Catherine’s (Georgia Groome) obsession with Radcliffe’s novel. It seeps into her dreams, where Henry Tilney (Luke Thompson) is part of her Radcliffian drama. Produced in 2016, the story is told over ten episodes that are each fifteen minutes long. Andrew Davies adapted the novel for film in 2007 (Granada Productions/WGBH Boston). Jon Jones directed Felicity Jones as Catherine and JJ Feild as Henry Tilney, with Carey Mulligan clearly relishing the role of Isabella Thorpe. This adaptation stays closer to the novel, but it also amplifies the lurid Gothic with sensual overtones. Ruby in Paradise (1993), directed by Victor Nunez and starring Ashley Judd, pays homage to the novel. In 2024 an adaptation that celebrated queer love by playwright Zoe Cooper was staged at the Orange Tree Theatre in Richmond, UK.

			Northanger Abbey may not have inspired many film or novelistic adaptations, but Austen’s vision of the Gothic—of innocent but alluring young women navigating dark family secrets in eerie estates under the thumb of frightening patriarchs—is still a widely read mode of storytelling seen in countless historical romance novels. They were quite popular in the 1980s and 1990s. The women in these novels are not as young as Catherine Morland, but their sexual awakenings occur against the backdrop of Gothic settings and under threat of forced marriages arranged by cruel and desperate male relatives. Brotherly Henry Tilney has been replaced by muscular, passionate men (often rebelling against society) who rescue these women while securing their fortune. In the twenty-first century, we see the shadow of Northanger Abbey hovering over romantic novels and erotic horror published alongside stories that pay homage to Bath’s fashionable whirl.

			Patricia A. Matthew
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			About This Edition

			In her preface to Northanger Abbey, Jane Austen notes the time lapse between the novel’s completion in 1803 and its scheduled publication in 1816: The current edition has been prepared with an eye toward the “considerable changes” its author understood. The city where the story is set, the different genres the novel contains, the literary culture it responds to, and its place in Austen’s canon are contextualized in the different elements of this edition.

			The introduction describes the political world that Austen was writing in and the major concerns that would have occupied her readers and that she would have known about from her family and her extensive reading. The contextual essays highlight particularly important elements of the novel, including Bath’s social whirl and the novel’s representation of Gothic themes. Northanger Abbey is a novel about reading, and the recommendations for further exploration include novels that inspired Austen along with nonfiction books that inform readers about women’s history, Regency-era fashion, eighteenth- and nineteenth-century reading practices, and how Austen is read today.

			To read Northanger Abbey is to enter a world of leisure that circulated in the elegant Pump Room, adjacent to the Roman baths; the Bath Assembly Rooms, a complex designed for dancing, listening to concerts, and playing games; and lovely gardens where people socialized with and courted one another. The explanatory notes aim to explain its social rituals, but readers are encouraged to get into the spirit of the world that Austen represents with such skill and wit without fretting too much about what seems foreign to contemporary eyes. Let the novel explain its society to you through the voices of its characters and its teasing narrator.

			Although other Austen novels are important to me as a fan of nineteenth-century fiction and a scholar of the period, I have a soft spot for Northanger Abbey. Its first line is hilarious. It has been a pleasure for me to revisit the novel for those who are new to its delights and seasoned readers who may not have read it in a while.

			I am grateful to Elda Rotor for the opportunity to prepare this edition and to Gabriel Rivera and the Penguin Random House production team for their work. Devoney Looser, Lizzie Dunford, Maria Frawley, Stephanie Hershinow, Kathleen Lubey, Kasia Bartoszynska, and Jack Lynch have offered invaluable advice. I’m especially grateful to National Humanities Center librarian Joseph Milillo for archival materials related to Bath’s antislavery history. I have been guided in my editing decisions by previous Northanger Abbey editors, including Susan Fraiman and Claudia Johnson.

		

	
		
			Volume One

		

	
		
			Chapter I

			No one who had ever seen Catherine Morland in her infancy, would have supposed her born to be an heroine. Her situation in life, the character of her father and mother; her own person and disposition, were all equally against her. Her father was a clergyman, without being neglected, or poor, and a very respectable man, though his name was Richard—and he had never been handsome. He had a considerable independence, besides two good livings—and he was not in the least addicted to locking up his daughters. Her mother was a woman of useful plain sense, with a good temper, and, what is more remarkable, with a good constitution. She had three sons before Catherine was born; and instead of dying in bringing the latter into the world, as any body might expect, she still lived on—lived to have six children more—to see them growing up around her, and to enjoy excellent health herself. A family of ten children will be always called a fine family, where there are heads and arms and legs enough for the number; but the Morlands had little other right to the word, for they were in general very plain, and Catherine, for many years of her life, as plain as any. She had a thin awkward figure, a sallow skin without colour, dark lank hair, and strong features;—so much for her person;—and not less unpropitious for heroism seemed her mind. She was fond of all boys’ plays, and greatly preferred cricket not merely to dolls, but to the more heroic enjoyments of infancy, nursing a dormouse, feeding a canary-bird, or watering a rose-bush. Indeed she had no taste for a garden; and if she gathered flowers at all, it was chiefly for the pleasure of mischief—at least so it was conjectured from her always preferring those which she was forbidden to take.—Such were her propensities—her abilities were quite as extraordinary. She never could learn or understand any thing before she was taught; and sometimes not even then, for she was often inattentive, and occasionally stupid. Her mother was three months in teaching her only to repeat the “Beggar’s Petition;”[1] and after all, her next sister, Sally, could say it better than she did. Not that Catherine was always stupid,—by no means; she learnt the fable of “The Hare and many Friends,”[2] as quickly as any girl in England. Her mother wished her to learn music; and Catherine was sure she should like it, for she was very fond of tinkling the keys of the old forlorn spinnet; so, at eight years old she began. She learnt a year, and could not bear it;—and Mrs. Morland, who did not insist on her daughters being accomplished in spite of incapacity or distaste, allowed her to leave off. The day which dismissed the music-master was one of the happiest of Catherine’s life. Her taste for drawing was not superior; though whenever she could obtain the outside of a letter from her mother, or seize upon any other odd piece of paper, she did what she could in that way, by drawing houses and trees, hens and chickens, all very much like one another.—Writing and accounts she was taught by her father; French by her mother: her proficiency in either was not remarkable, and she shirked her lessons in both whenever she could. What a strange, unaccountable character!—for with all these symptoms of profligacy at ten years old, she had neither a bad heart nor a bad temper; was seldom stubborn, scarcely ever quarrelsome, and very kind to the little ones, with few interruptions of tyranny; she was moreover noisy and wild, hated confinement and cleanliness, and loved nothing so well in the world as rolling down the green slope at the back of the house.

			Such was Catherine Morland at ten. At fifteen, appearances were mending; she began to curl her hair and long for balls; her complexion improved, her features were softened by plumpness and colour, her eyes gained more animation, and her figure more consequence. Her love of dirt gave way to an inclination for finery; and she grew clean as she grew smart; she had now the pleasure of sometimes hearing her father and mother remark on her personal improvement. “Catherine grows quite a good-looking girl,—she is almost pretty to-day,” were words which caught her ears now and then; and how welcome were the sounds! To look almost pretty, is an acquisition of higher delight to a girl who has been looking plain the first fifteen years of her life, than a beauty from her cradle can ever receive.

			Mrs. Morland was a very good woman, and wished to see her children every thing they ought to be; but her time was so much occupied in lying-in and teaching the little ones, that her elder daughters were inevitably left to shift for themselves; and it was not very wonderful that Catherine, who had by nature nothing heroic about her, should prefer cricket, base ball, riding on horseback, and running about the country at the age of fourteen, to books—or at least books of information—for, provided that nothing like useful knowledge could be gained from them, provided they were all story and no reflection, she had never any objection to books at all. But from fifteen to seventeen she was in training for a heroine; she read all such works as heroines must read to supply their memories with those quotations which are so serviceable and so soothing in the vicissitudes of their eventful lives.

			From Pope, she learnt to censure those who

			“bear about the mockery of woe.”

			From Gray, that

			“Many a flower is born to blush unseen,

			“And waste its fragrance on the desert air.”

			From Thompson, that

			———“It is a delightful task

			“To teach the young idea how to shoot.”

			And from Shakespeare she gained a great store of information—amongst the rest, that

			————“Trifles light as air,

			“Are, to the jealous, confirmation strong,

			“As proofs of Holy Writ.”

			That

			“The poor beetle, which we tread upon,

			“In corporal sufferance feels a pang as great

			“As when a giant dies.”

			And that a young woman in love always looks

			——“like Patience on a monument

			“Smiling at Grief.”[3]

			So far her improvement was sufficient—and in many other points she came on exceedingly well; for though she could not write sonnets, she brought herself to read them; and though there seemed no chance of her throwing a whole party into raptures by a prelude on the pianoforte, of her own composition, she could listen to other people’s performance with very little fatigue. Her greatest deficiency was in the pencil—she had no notion of drawing—not enough even to attempt a sketch of her lover’s profile, that she might be detected in the design. There she fell miserably short of the true heroic height. At present she did not know her own poverty, for she had no lover to portray. She had reached the age of seventeen, without having seen one amiable youth who could call forth her sensibility;[4] without having inspired one real passion, and without having excited even any admiration but what was very moderate and very transient. This was strange indeed! But strange things may be generally accounted for if their cause be fairly searched out. There was not one lord in the neighbourhood; no—not even a baronet. There was not one family among their acquaintance who had reared and supported a boy accidentally found at their door—not one young man whose origin was unknown. Her father had no ward, and the squire of the parish no children.

			But when a young lady is to be a heroine, the perverseness of forty surrounding families cannot prevent her. Something must and will happen to throw a hero in her way.

			Mr. Allen, who owned the chief of the property about Fullerton, the village in Wiltshire where the Morlands lived, was ordered to Bath for the benefit of a gouty constitution;—and his lady, a good-humoured woman, fond of Miss Morland, and probably aware that if adventures will not befal a young lady in her own village, she must seek them abroad, invited her to go with them. Mr. and Mrs. Morland were all compliance, and Catherine all happiness.

		

	
		
			Chapter II

			In addition to what has been already said of Catherine Morland’s personal and mental endowments, when about to be launched into all the difficulties and dangers of a six weeks’ residence in Bath, it may be stated, for the reader’s more certain information, lest the following pages should otherwise fail of giving any idea of what her character is meant to be; that her heart was affectionate, her disposition cheerful and open, without conceit or affectation of any kind—her manners just removed from the awkwardness and shyness of a girl; her person pleasing, and, when in good looks, pretty—and her mind about as ignorant and uninformed as the female mind at seventeen usually is.

			When the hour of departure drew near, the maternal anxiety of Mrs. Morland will be naturally supposed to be most severe. A thousand alarming presentiments of evil to her beloved Catherine from this terrific separation must oppress her heart with sadness, and drown her in tears for the last day or two of their being together; and advice of the most important and applicable nature must of course flow from her wise lips in their parting conference in her closet. Cautions against the violence of such noblemen and baronets as delight in forcing young ladies away to some remote farm-house, must, at such a moment, relieve the fulness of her heart. Who would not think so? But Mrs. Morland knew so little of lords and baronets, that she entertained no notion of their general mischievousness, and was wholly unsuspicious of danger to her daughter from their machinations. Her cautions were confined to the following points. “I beg, Catherine, you will always wrap yourself up very warm about the throat, when you come from the Rooms[1] at night; and I wish you would try to keep some account of the money you spend;—I will give you this little book on purpose.”

			Sally, or rather Sarah, (for what young lady of common gentility will reach the age of sixteen without altering her name as far as she can?) must from situation be at this time the intimate friend and confidante of her sister. It is remarkable, however, that she neither insisted on Catherine’s writing by every post, nor exacted her promise of transmitting the character of every new acquaintance, nor a detail of every interesting conversation that Bath might produce. Every thing indeed relative to this important journey was done, on the part of the Morlands, with a degree of moderation and composure, which seemed rather consistent with the common feelings of common life, than with the refined susceptibilities, the tender emotions which the first separation of a heroine from her family ought always to excite. Her father, instead of giving her an unlimited order on his banker, or even putting an hundred pounds bank-bill into her hands, gave her only ten guineas, and promised her more when she wanted it.

			Under these unpromising auspices, the parting took place, and the journey began. It was performed with suitable quietness and uneventful safety. Neither robbers nor tempests befriended them, nor one lucky overturn to introduce them to the hero. Nothing more alarming occurred than a fear on Mrs. Allen’s side, of having once left her clogs behind her at an inn, and that fortunately proved to be groundless.

			They arrived at Bath. Catherine was all eager delight;—her eyes were here, there, every where, as they approached its fine and striking environs, and afterwards drove through those streets which conducted them to the hotel. She was come to be happy, and she felt happy already.

			They were soon settled in comfortable lodgings in Pulteney-street.[2]

			It is now expedient to give some description of Mrs. Allen, that the reader may be able to judge, in what manner her actions will hereafter tend to promote the general distress of the work, and how she will, probably, contribute to reduce poor Catherine to all the desperate wretchedness of which a last volume is capable—whether by her imprudence, vulgarity, or jealousy—whether by intercepting her letters, ruining her character, or turning her out of doors.

			Mrs. Allen was one of that numerous class of females, whose society can raise no other emotion than surprise at there being any men in the world who could like them well enough, to marry them. She had neither beauty, genius, accomplishment, nor manner. The air of a gentlewoman, a great deal of quiet, inactive good temper, and a trifling turn of mind, were all that could account for her being the choice of a sensible, intelligent man, like Mr. Allen. In one respect she was admirably fitted to introduce a young lady into public, being as fond of going every where and seeing every thing herself as any young lady could be. Dress was her passion. She had a most harmless delight in being fine; and our heroine’s entrée into life could not take place till after three or four days had been spent in learning what was mostly worn, and her chaperon was provided with a dress of the newest fashion. Catherine too made some purchases herself, and when all these matters were arranged, the important evening came which was to usher her into the Upper Rooms.[3] Her hair was cut and dressed by the best hand, her clothes put on with care, and both Mrs. Allen and her maid declared she looked quite as she should do. With such encouragement, Catherine hoped at least to pass uncensured through the crowd. As for admiration, it was always very welcome when it came, but she did not depend on it.

			Mrs. Allen was so long in dressing, that they did not enter the ball-room till late. The season was full, the room crowded; and the two ladies squeezed in as well as they could. As for Mr. Allen, he repaired directly to the card-room,[4] and left them to enjoy a mob by themselves. With more care for the safety of her new gown than for the comfort of her protegée, Mrs. Allen made her way through the throng of men by the door, as swiftly as the necessary caution would allow; Catherine, however, kept close at her side, and linked her arm too firmly within her friend’s to be torn asunder by any common effort of a struggling assembly. But to her utter amazement she found that to proceed along the room was by no means the way to disengage themselves from the crowd; it seemed rather to increase as they went on, whereas she had imagined that when once fairly within the door, they should easily find seats and be able to watch the dances with perfect convenience. But this was far from being the case, and though by unwearied diligence they gained even the top of the room, their situation was just the same; they saw nothing of the dancers but the high feathers of some of the ladies. Still they moved on—something better was yet in view; and by a continued exertion of strength and ingenuity they found themselves at last in the passage behind the highest bench. Here there was something less of crowd than below; and hence Miss Morland had a comprehensive view of all the company beneath her, and of all the dangers of her late passage through them. It was a splendid sight, and she began, for the first time that evening, to feel herself at a ball: she longed to dance, but she had not an acquaintance in the room. Mrs. Allen did all that she could do in such a case by saying very placidly, every now and then, “I wish you could dance, my dear,—I wish you could get a partner.” For some time her young friend felt obliged to her for these wishes; but they were repeated so often, and proved so totally ineffectual, that Catherine grew tired at last, and would thank her no more.

			They were not long able, however, to enjoy the repose of the eminence they had so laboriously gained.—Every body was shortly in motion for tea, and they must squeeze out like the rest. Catherine began to feel something of disappointment—she was tired of being continually pressed against by people, the generality of whose faces possessed nothing to interest, and with all of whom she was so wholly unacquainted, that she could not relieve the irksomeness of imprisonment by the exchange of a syllable with any of her fellow captives; and when at last arrived in the tea-room, she felt yet more the awkwardness of having no party to join, no acquaintance to claim, no gentleman to assist them.—They saw nothing of Mr. Allen; and after looking about them in vain for a more eligible situation, were obliged to sit down at the end of a table, at which a large party were already placed, without having any thing to do there, or any body to speak to, except each other.

			Mrs. Allen congratulated herself, as soon as they were seated, on having preserved her gown from injury. “It would have been very shocking to have it torn,” said she, “would not it?—It is such a delicate muslin.—For my part I have not seen any thing I like so well in the whole room, I assure you.”

			“How uncomfortable it is,” whispered Catherine, “not to have a single acquaintance here!”

			“Yes, my dear,” replied Mrs. Allen, with perfect serenity, “it is very uncomfortable indeed.”

			“What shall we do?—The gentlemen and ladies at this table look as if they wondered why we came here—we seem forcing ourselves into their party.”

			“Aye, so we do.—That is very disagreeable. I wish we had a large acquaintance here.”

			“I wish we had any;—it would be somebody to go to.”

			“Very true, my dear; and if we knew anybody we would join them directly. The Skinners were here last year—I wish they were here now.”

			“Had not we better go away as it is?—Here are no tea things for us, you see.”

			“No more there are, indeed.—How very provoking! But I think we had better sit still, for one gets so tumbled in such a crowd! How is my head, my dear?—Somebody gave me a push that has hurt it I am afraid.”

			“No, indeed, it looks very nice.—But, dear Mrs. Allen, are you sure there is nobody you know in all this multitude of people? I think you must know somebody.”

			“I don’t upon my word—I wish I did. I wish I had a large acquaintance here with all my heart, and then I should get you a partner.—I should be so glad to have you dance. There goes a strange-looking woman! What an odd gown she has got on!—How old fashioned it is! Look at the back.”

			After some time they received an offer of tea from one of their neighbours; it was thankfully accepted, and this introduced a light conversation with the gentleman who offered it, which was the only time that any body spoke to them during the evening, till they were discovered and joined by Mr. Allen when the dance was over.

			“Well, Miss Morland,” said he, directly, “I hope you have had an agreeable ball.”

			“Very agreeable indeed,” she replied, vainly endeavouring to hide a great yawn.

			“I wish she had been able to dance,” said his wife, “I wish we could have got a partner for her.—I have been saying how glad I should be if the Skinners were here this winter instead of last; or if the Parrys had come, as they talked of once, she might have danced with George Parry. I am so sorry she has not had a partner!”

			“We shall do better another evening I hope,” was Mr. Allen’s consolation.

			The company began to disperse when the dancing was over—enough to leave space for the remainder to walk about in some comfort; and now was the time for a heroine, who had not yet played a very distinguished part in the events of the evening, to be noticed and admired. Every five minutes, by removing some of the crowd, gave greater openings for her charms. She was now seen by many young men who had not been near her before. Not one, however, started with rapturous wonder on beholding her, no whisper of eager inquiry ran round the room, nor was she once called a divinity by any body. Yet Catherine was in very good looks, and had the company only seen her three years before, they would now have thought her exceedingly handsome.

			She was looked at however, and with some admiration; for, in her own hearing, two gentlemen pronounced her to be a pretty girl. Such words had their due effect; she immediately thought the evening pleasanter than she had found it before—her humble vanity was contented—she felt more obliged to the two young men for this simple praise than a true quality heroine would have been for fifteen sonnets in celebration of her charms, and went to her chair in good humour with every body, and perfectly satisfied with her share of public attention.

		

	
		
			Chapter III

			Every morning now brought its regular duties;—shops were to be visited; some new part of the town to be looked at; and the Pump-room[1] to be attended, where they paraded up and down for an hour, looking at every body and speaking to no one. The wish of a numerous acquaintance in Bath was still uppermost with Mrs. Allen, and she repeated it after every fresh proof, which every morning brought, of her knowing nobody at all.

			They made their appearance in the Lower Rooms;[2] and here fortune was more favourable to our heroine. The master of the ceremonies[3] introduced to her a very gentlemanlike young man as a partner;—his name was Tilney. He seemed to be about four or five and twenty, was rather tall, had a pleasing countenance, a very intelligent and lively eye, and, if not quite handsome, was very near it. His address[4] was good, and Catherine felt herself in high luck. There was little leisure for speaking while they danced; but when they were seated at tea, she found him as agreeable as she had already given him credit for being. He talked with fluency and spirit—and there was an archness and pleasantry in his manner which interested, though it was hardly understood by her. After chatting some time on such matters as naturally arose from the objects around them, he suddenly addressed her with—“I have hitherto been very remiss, madam, in the proper attentions of a partner here; I have
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