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TO THE QUEEN

MADAM,

That Goodness inspires a confidence, which, by divesting
respect of terror, excites attachment to Greatness, the
presentation of this little Work, to Your Majesty must truly,
however humbly, evince; and though a public manifestation
of duty and regard from an obscure Individual may betray a
proud ambition, it is, I trust, but a venial–I am sure it is a
natural one.

In those to whom Your Majesty is known but by exaltation
of Rank, it may raise, perhaps, some surprise, that scenes,
characters, and incidents, which have reference only to
common life, should be brought into so august a presence;
but the inhabitant of a retired cottage, who there receives
the benign permission which at Your Majesty’s feet casts
this humble offering, bears in mind recollections which
must live there while ‘memory holds its seat,’ of a
benevolence withheld from no condition, and delighting in
all ways to speed the progress of Morality, through
whatever channel it could flow, to whatever port it might
steer. I blush at the inference I seem here to leave open of
annexing undue importance to a production of apparently
so light a kind yet if my hope, my view-however fallacious
they may eventually prove, extended not beyond whiling
away an idle hour, should I dare seek such patronage?

With the deepest gratitude, and most heart-felt respect, I
am,

MADAM,
Your Majesty’s

Most obedient, most obliged,



And most dutiful servant,
F. d’Arblay.
Bookham,

June 28, 1796
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The historian of human life finds less of difficulty and of
intricacy to develop, in its accidents and adventures, than
the investigator of the human heart in its feelings and its
changes. In vain may Fortune wave her many-coloured
banner, alternately regaling and dismaying, with hues that
seem glowing with all the creation’s felicities, or with tints
that appear stained with ingredients of unmixt horrors; her
most rapid vicissitudes, her most unassimilating
eccentricities, are mocked, laughed at, and distanced by
the wilder wonders of the Heart of man; that amazing
assemblage of all possible contrarieties, in which one thing
alone is steady-the perverseness of spirit which grafts
desire on what is denied. Its qualities are indefinable, its
resources unfathomable, its weaknesses indefensible. In
our neighbours we cannot judge, in ourselves we dare not
trust it. We lose ere we learn to appreciate, and ere we can
comprehend it we must be born again. Its capacity o’er-
leaps all limit, while its futility includes every absurdity. It
lives its own surprise-it ceases to beat-and the void is
inscrutable! In one grand and general view, who can
display such a portrait? Fairly, however faintly, to delineate
some of its features, is the sole and discriminate province
of the pen which would trace nature, yet blot out
personality.



CHAPTER 1
A FAMILY SCENE
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Repose is not more welcome to the worn and to the aged,
to the sick and to the unhappy, than danger, difficulty, and
toil to the young and adventurous. Danger they encounter
but as the forerunner of success; difficulty, as the spur of
ingenuity; and toil, as the herald of honour. The experience
which teaches the lesson of truth, and the blessings of
tranquillity, comes not in the shape of warning nor of
wisdom; from such they turn aside, defying or disbelieving.
’Tis in the bitterness of personal proof alone, in suffering
and in feeling, in erring and in repenting, that experience
comes home with conviction, or impresses to any use.

In the bosom of her respectable family resided Camilla.
Nature, with a bounty the most profuse, had been lavish to
her of attractions; Fortune, with a moderation yet kinder,
had placed her between luxury and indigence. Her abode
was in the parsonage-house of Etherington, beautifully
situated in the unequal county of Hampshire, and in the
vicinity of the varied landscapes of the New Forest. Her
father, the rector, was the younger son of the house of
Tyrold. The living, though not considerable, enabled its
incumbent to attain every rational object of his modest and
circumscribed wishes; to bestow upon a deserving wife
whatever her own forbearance declined not; and to educate
a lovely race of one son and three daughters, with that
expansive propriety, which unites improvement for the
future with present enjoyment.

In goodness of heart, and in principles of piety, this
exemplary couple was bound to each other by the most



perfect unison of character, though in their tempers there
was a contrast which had scarce the gradation of a single
shade to smooth off its abrupt dissimilitude. Mr. Tyrold,
gentle with wisdom, and benign in virtue, saw with
compassion all imperfections but his own, and there
doubled the severity which to others he spared. Yet the
mildness that urged him to pity blinded him not to approve;
his equity was unerring, though his judgment was
indulgent. His partner had a firmness of mind which
nothing could shake: calamity found her resolute; even
prosperity was powerless to lull her duties asleep. The
exalted character of her husband was the pride of her
existence, and the source of her happiness. He was not
merely her standard of excellence, but of endurance, since
her sense of his worth was the criterion for her opinion of
all others. This instigated a spirit of comparison, which is
almost always uncandid, and which here could rarely
escape proving injurious. Such, at its very best, is the
unskilfulness of our fallible nature, that even the noble
principle which impels our love of right, misleads us but
into new deviations, when its ambition presumes to point at
perfection. In this instance, however, distinctness of
disposition stifled not reciprocity of affection-that magnetic
concentration of all marriage felicity;–Mr. Tyrold revered
while he softened the rigid virtues of his wife, who adored
while she fortified the melting humanity of her husband.

Thus, in an interchange of happiness the most deserved,
and of parental occupations the most promising, passed the
first married years of this blest and blessing pair. An event
then came to pass extremely interesting at the moment,
and yet more important in its consequences. This was the
receipt of a letter from the elder brother of Mr. Tyrold,
containing information that he meant to remove into
Hampshire.

Sir Hugh Tyrold was a baronet, who resided upon the
hereditary estate of the family in Yorkshire. He was many



years older than Mr. Tyrold, who had never seen him since
his marriage; religious duties, prudence, and domestic
affairs having from that period detained him at his
benefice; while a passion for field sports had, with equal
constancy, kept his brother stationary.

The baronet began his letter with kind enquiries after the
welfare of Mr. Tyrold and his family, and then entered upon
the state of his own affairs, briefly narrating, that he had
lost his health, and, not knowing what to do with himself,
had resolved to change his habitation, and settle near his
relations. The Cleves’ estate, which he heard was just by
Etherington, being then upon sale, he desired his brother
to make the purchase for him out of hand; and then to
prepare Mrs. Tyrold, with whom he was yet unacquainted,
though he took it for granted she was a woman of great
learning, to receive a mere poor country squire, who knew
no more of hic, haec, hoc, than the baby unborn. He
begged him to provide a proper apartment for their niece
Indiana Lynmere, whom he should bring with him, and
another for their nephew Clermont, who was to follow at
the next holidays; and not to forget Mrs. Margland,
Indiana’s governess, she being rather the most particular
in point of pleasing amongst them.

Mr. Tyrold, extremely gratified by this unexpected
renewal of fraternal intercourse, wrote the warmest thanks
to his brother, and executed the commission with the
utmost alacrity. A noble mansion, with an extensive
pleasure-ground, scarce four miles distant from the
parsonage-house of Etherington, was bought, fitted up, and
made ready for his reception in the course of a few months.
The baronet, impatient to take possession of his new
territory, arrived speedily after, with his niece Indiana, and
was welcomed at the gate of the park by Mr. Tyrold and his
whole family.

Sir Hugh Tyrold inherited from his ancestors an
unincumbered estate of 5000 pounds per annum; which he



enjoyed with ease and affluence to himself, and
disseminated with a good will so generous, that he
appeared to think his personal prosperity, and that of all
who surrounded him, bestowed but to be shared in
common, rather from general right, than through his own
dispensing bounty. His temper was unalterably sweet, and
every thought of his breast was laid open to the world with
an almost infantine artlessness. But his talents bore no
proportion to the goodness of his heart, an insuperable
want of quickness, and of application in his early days,
having left him, at a later period, wholly uncultivated, and
singularly self-formed.

A dearth of all sedentary resources became, when his
youth passed away, his own constant reproach. Health
failed him in the meridian of his life, from the
consequences of a wound in his side, occasioned by a fall
from his horse; exercise, therefore, and active diversions,
were of necessity relinquished, and as these had hitherto
occupied all his time, except that portion which he
delighted to devote to hospitality and neighbourly offices,
now equally beyond his strength, he found himself at once
deprived of all employment, and destitute of all comfort.
Nor did any plan occur to him to solace his misfortunes, till
he accidentally read in the newspapers that the Cleves’
estate was upon sale.

Indiana, the niece who accompanied him, a beautiful
little girl, was the orphan daughter of a deceased sister,
who, at the death of her parents, had, with Clermont, an
only brother, been left to the guardianship of Sir Hugh;
with the charge of a small estate for the son of scarce 200
pounds a-year, and the sum of 1000 pounds for the fortune
of the daughter.

The meeting was a source of tender pleasure to Mr.
Tyrold; and gave birth in his young family to that eager joy
which is so naturally attached, by our happiest early
prejudices, to the first sight of near relations. Mrs. Tyrold



received Sir Hugh with the complacency due to the brother
of her husband; who now rose higher than ever in her
estimation, from a fraternal comparison to the unavoidable
disadvantage of the baronet; though she was not insensible
to the fair future prospects of her children, which seemed
the probable result of his change of abode.

Sir Hugh himself, notwithstanding his best affections
were all opened by the sight of so many claimants to their
kindness, was the only dejected person of the group.

Though too good in his nature for envy, a severe self-
upbraiding followed his view of the happiness of his
brother; he regretted he had not married at the same age,
that he might have owned as fine a family, and repined
against the unfortunate privileges of his birth-right, which,
by indulging him in his first youth with whatever he could
covet, drove from his attention that modest foresight which
prepares for later years the consolation they are sure to
require.

By degrees, however, the satisfaction spread around him
found some place in his own breast, and he acknowledged
himself sensibly revived by so endearing a reception;
though he candidly avowed, that if he had not been at a
loss what to do, he should never have had a thought of
taking so long a journey. ‘But the not having made,’ cried
he, ‘the proper proficiency in my youth for the filling up my
time, has put me quite behind-hand.’

He caressed all the children with great fondness, and was
much struck with the beauty of his three nieces,
particularly with that of Camilla, Mr. Tyrold’s second
daughter; ‘yet she is not,’ he cried, ‘so pretty as her little
sister Eugenia, nor much better than t’other sister Lavinia;
and not one of the three is half so great a beauty as my
little Indiana; so I can’t well make out what it is that’s so
catching in her; but there’s something in her little mouth
that quite wins me; though she looks as if she was half
laughing at me too: which can’t very well be, neither; for I



suppose, as yet, at least, she knows no more of books and
studying than her uncle. And that’s little enough, God
knows, for I never took to them in proper season; which I
have been sorry enough for, upon coming to discretion.’

Then addressing himself to the boy, he exhorted him to
work hard while yet in his youth, and related sundry
anecdotes of the industry and merit of his father when at
the same age, though left quite to himself, as, to his great
misfortune, he had been also, ‘which brought about,’ he
continued, ‘my being this present ignoramus that you see
me; which would not have happened, if my good forefathers
had been pleased to keep a sharper look out upon my
education.’

Lionel, the little boy, casting a comic glance at Camilla,
begged to know what his uncle meant by a sharper look
out?

‘Mean, my dear? why correction, to be sure; for all that,
they tell me, is to be done by the rod; so there, at least, I
might have stood as good a chance as my neighbours.’

‘And pray, uncle,’ cried Lionel, pursing up his mouth to
hide his laughter, ‘did you always like the thoughts of it so
well?’

‘Why no, my dear, I can’t pretend to that; at your age I
had no more taste for it than you have: but there’s a proper
season for every thing. However, though I tell you this for a
warning, perhaps you may do without it; for, by what I hear,
the rising generation’s got to a much greater pitch since
my time.’

He then added, he must advise him, as a friend, to be
upon his guard, as his Cousin, Clermont Lynmere, who was
coming home from Eton school next Christmas for the
holidays, would turn out the very mirror of scholarship; for
he had given directions to have him study both night and
day, except what might be taken off for eating and sleeping:
‘Because,’ he continued, ‘having proved the bad of knowing
nothing in my own case, I have the more right to



intermeddle with others. And he will thank me enough
when once he has got over his classics. And I hope, my dear
little boy, you see it in the same light too; which, however,
is what I can’t expect.’

The house was now examined; the fair little Indiana took
possession of her apartment; Miss Margland was satisfied
with the attention that had been paid her; and Sir Hugh
was rejoiced to find a room for Clermont that had no
window but a skylight, by which means his studies, he
observed, would receive no interruption from gaping and
staring about him. And, when the night advanced, Mr.
Tyrold had the happiness of leaving him with some
prospect of recovering his spirits.

The revival, however, lasted but during the novelty of the
scene; depression returned with the feelings of ill health;
and the happier lot of his brother, though born to almost
nothing, filled him with incessent repentance of his own
mismanagement.

In some measure to atone for this, he resolved to collect
himself a family in his own house: and the young Camilla,
whose dawning archness of expression had instinctively
caught him, he now demanded of her parents, to come and
reside with him and Indiana at Cleves; ‘for certainly,’ he
said, ‘for such a young little thing, she looks full of
amusement.’

Mrs. Tyrold objected against reposing a trust so precious
where its value could so ill be appreciated. Camilla was, in
secret, the fondest hope of her mother, though the rigour of
her justice scarce permitted the partiality to beat even in
her own breast. Nor did the happy little person need the
avowed distinction. The tide of youthful glee flowed jocund
from her heart, and the transparency of her fine blue veins
almost shewed the velocity of its current. Every look was a
smile, every step was a spring, every thought was a hope,
every feeling was joy! and the early felicity of her mind was
without allay. O blissful state of innocence, purity, and



delight, why must it fleet so fast? why scarcely but by
retrospection is its happiness known?

Mr. Tyrold, while his tenderest hopes encircled the same
object, saw the proposal in a fairer light, from the love he
bore to his brother. It seemed certain such a residence
would secure her an ample fortune; the governess to whom
Indiana was entrusted would take care of his little girl;
though removed from the hourly instructions, she would
still be within reach of the general superintendance of her
mother, into whose power he cast the uncontrolled liberty
to reclaim her, if there started any occasion. His children
had no provision ascertained, should his life be too short to
fulfil his own personal schemes of economy in their favour:
and while to an argument so incontrovertible Mrs. Tyrold
was silent, he begged her also to reflect, that, persuasive as
were the attractions of elegance and refinement, no just
parental expectations could be essentially disappointed,
where the great moral lessons were practically inculcated,
by a uniform view of goodness of heart, and firmness of
principle. These his brother possessed in an eminent
degree; and if his character had nothing more from which
their daughter could derive benefit, it undoubtedly had not
a point from which she could receive injury.

Mrs. Tyrold now yielded; she never resisted a
remonstrance of her husband; and as her sense of duty
impelled her also never to murmur, she retired to her own
room, to conceal with how ill a grace she complied.

Had this lady been united to a man whom she despised,
she would yet have obeyed him, and as scrupulously,
though not as happily, as she obeyed her honoured partner.
She considered the vow taken at the altar to her husband,
as a voluntary vestal would have held one taken to her
Maker; and no dissent in opinion exculpated, in her mind,
the least deviation from his will.

But here, where an admiration almost adoring was fixt of
the character to which she submitted, she was sure to



applaud the motives which swayed him, however little their
consequences met her sentiments: and even where the
contrariety was wholly repugnant to her judgment, the
genuine warmth of her just affection made every
compliance, and every forbearance, not merely exempt
from pain, but if to him any satisfaction, a sacrifice
soothing to her heart.

Mr. Tyrold, whose whole soul was deeply affected by her
excellencies, gratefully felt his power, and religiously
studied not to abuse it: he respected what he owed to her
conscience, he tenderly returned what he was indebted to
her affection. To render her virtues conducive to her
happiness, to soften her duties by the highest sense of their
merit, were the first and most sacred objects of his
solicitude in life.

When the lively and lovely little girl, mingling the tears of
separation with all the childish rapture which novelty, to a
much later period inspires, was preparing to change her
home, ‘Remember,’ cried Mr. Tyrold, to her anxious mother,
‘that on you, my Georgiana, devolves the sole charge, the
unlimited judgment, to again bring her under this roof, the
first moment she appears to you in any danger from having
quitted it.’

The prompt and thankful acceptance of Mrs. Tyrold did
justice to the sincerity of this offer: and the cheerful
acquiescence of lessened reluctance, raised her higher in
that esteem to which her constant mind invariably looked
up, as the summit of her chosen ambition.



CHAPTER 2
COMIC GAMBOLS
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Delighted with this acquisition to his household, Sir Hugh
again revived. ‘My dear brother and sister,’ he cried, when
next the family visited Cleves, ‘this proves the most
fortunate step I have ever taken since I was born. Camilla’s
a little jewel; she jumps and skips about till she makes my
eyes ache with looking after her, for fear of her breaking
her neck. I must keep a sharp watch, or she’ll put poor
Indiana’s nose quite out of joint, which God forbid.
However, she’s the life of us all, for I’m sorry to say it, but I
think, my dear brother, poor Indiana promises to turn out
rather dull.’

The sprightly little girl, thus possessed of the heart, soon
guided the will of her uncle. He could refuse nothing to her
endearing entreaty, and felt every indulgence repaid by the
enchantment of her gaiety. Indiana, his first idol, lost her
power to please him, though no essential kindness was
abated in his conduct. He still acknowledged that her
beauty was the most complete; but he found in Camilla a
variety that was captivation. Her form and her mind were
of equal elasticity. Her playful countenance rekindled his
spirits, the cheerfulness of her animated voice awakened
him to its own joy. He doated upon detaining her by his
side, or delighted to gratify her if she wished to be absent.
She exhilarated him with pleasure, she supplied him with
ideas, and from the morning’s first dawn to the evening’s
latest close, his eye followed her lightspringing figure, or
his ear vibrated with her sportive sounds; catching, as it
listened, in successive rotation, the spontaneous laugh, the



unconscious bound, the genuine glee of childhood’s
fearless happiness, uncurbed by severity, untamed by
misfortune.

This ascendance was soon pointed out by the servants to
Indiana, who sometimes shewed her resentment in
unexplained and pouting sullenness, and at others, let all
pass unnoticed, with unreflecting forgetfulness. But her
mind was soon empoisoned with a jealousy of more
permanent seriousness; in less than a month after the
residence of Camilla at Cleves, Sir Hugh took the
resolution of making her his heiress.

Even Mr. Tyrold, notwithstanding his fondness for
Camilla, remonstrated against a partiality so injurious to
his nephew and niece, as well as to the rest of his family.
And Mrs. Tyrold, though her secret heart subscribed,
without wonder, to a predilection in favour of Camilla, was
maternally disturbed for her other children, and felt her
justice sensibly shocked at a blight so unmerited to the
hopes cherished by Indiana and Clermont Lynmere: for
though the fruits of this change of plan would be reaped by
her little darling, they were robbed of all their sweetness to
a mind so correct, by their undeserved bitterness towards
the first expectants.

Sir Hugh, however, was immoveable; he would provide
handsomely, he said, for Indiana and Clermont, by settling
a thousand pounds a year between them; and he would
bequeath capital legacies amongst the rest of his nephews
and nieces: but as to the bulk of his fortune, it should all go
to Camilla; for how else could he make her amends for
having amused him? or how, when he was gone, should he
prove to her he loved her the best?

Sir Hugh could keep nothing secret; Camilla was soon
informed of the riches she was destined to inherit; and
servants, who now with added respect attended her, took
frequent opportunities of impressing her with the



expectation, by the favours they begged from her in
reversion.

The happy young heiress heard them with little concern:
interest and ambition could find no room in a mind, which
to dance, sing, and play could enliven to rapture. Yet the
continued repetition of requests soon made the idea of
patronage familiar to her, and though wholly uninfected
with one thought of power or consequence, she sometimes
regaled her fancy with the presents she should make
amongst her friends; designing a coach for her mamma,
that she might oftener go abroad; an horse for her brother
Lionel, which she knew to be his most passionate wish; a
new bureau, with a lock and key, for her eldest sister
Lavinia; innumerable trinkets for her cousin Indiana; dolls
and toys without end for her little sister Eugenia; and a
new library of new books, finely bound and gilt, for her
papa. But these munificent donations looked forward to no
other date than the anticipation of womanhood. If an hint
were surmised of her surviving her uncle, an impetuous
shower of tears dampt all her gay schemes, deluged every
airy castle, and shewed the instinctive gratitude which
kindness can awaken, even in the unthinking period of
earliest youth, in those bosoms it has ever the power to
animate.

Her ensuing birth-day, upon which she would enter her
tenth year, was to announce to the adjoining country her
uncle’s splendid plan in her favour. Her brother and sisters
were invited to keep it with her at Cleves; but Sir Hugh
declined asking either her father or mother, that his own
time, without restraint, might be dedicated to the
promotion of her festivity; he even requested of Miss
Margland, that she would not appear that day, lest her
presence should curb the children’s spirits.

The gay little party, consisting of Lavinia, who was two
years older, and Eugenia, who was two years younger than
Camilla, with her beautiful cousin, who was exactly of her



own age, her brother Lionel, who counted three years
more, and Edgar Mandlebert, a ward of Mr. Tyrold’s, all
assembled at Cleves upon this important occasion, at eight
o’clock in the morning, to breakfast.

Edgar Mandlebert, an uncommonly spirited and manly
boy, now thirteen years of age, was heir to one of the finest
estates in the county. He was the only son of a bosom friend
of Mr. Tyrold, to whose guardianship he had been
consigned almost from his infancy, and who superintended
the care of his education with as much zeal, though not as
much oeconomy, as that of his own son. He placed him
under the tuition of Dr. Marchmont, a man of consummate
learning, and he sent for him to Etherington twice in every
year, where he assiduously kept up his studies by his own
personal instructions. ‘I leave him rich, my dear friend,’
said his father, when on his death-bed he recommended
him to Mr. Tyrold, ‘and you, I trust, will make him good,
and see him happy; and should hereafter a daughter of
your own, from frequent intercourse, become mistress of
his affections, do not oppose such a union from a disparity
of fortune, which a daughter of yours, and of your
incomparable partner’s, can hardly fail to counterbalance
in merit.’ Mr. Tyrold, though too noble to avail himself of a
declaration so generous, by forming any plan to bring such
a connection to bear, felt conscientiously absolved from
using any measures of frustration, and determined, as the
young people grew up, neither to promote nor impede any
rising regard.

The estate of Beech Park was not all that young
Mandlebert inherited; the friendship of its late owner for
Mr. Tyrold, seemed instinctively transfused into his breast,
and he paid back the parental tenderness with which he
was watched and cherished, by a fondness and veneration
truly filial.

Whatever could indulge or delight the little set was
brought forth upon this joyous meeting; fruits, sweetmeats,



and cakes; cards, trinkets, and blind fidlers, were all at the
unlimited command of the fairy mistress of the ceremonies.
But unbounded as were the transports of the jovial little
group, they could scarcely keep pace with the enjoyment of
Sir Hugh; he entered into all their plays, he forgot all his
pains, he laughed because they laughed, and suffered his
darling little girl to govern and direct him at her pleasure.
She made him whiskers of cork, powdered his brown bob,
and covered a thread paper with black ribbon to hang to it
for a queue. She metamorphosed him into a female,
accoutring him with her fine new cap, while she enveloped
her own small head in his wig; and then, tying the maid’s
apron round his waist, put a rattle into his hand, and
Eugenia’s doll upon his lap, which she told him was a baby
that he must nurse and amuse.

The excess of merriment thus excited spread through the
whole house. Lionel called in the servants to see this
comical sight, and the servants indulged their numerous
guests with a peep at it from the windows. Sir Hugh,
meanwhile, resolved to object to nothing, performed every
part assigned him, joined in their hearty laughs at the
grotesque figure they made of him, and cordially
encouraged all their proceedings, assuring them he had not
been so much diverted himself since his fall from his horse,
and advising them, with great zeal, to be merry while they
could: ‘For you will never, my dears,’ said he, ‘be younger,
never while you live; no more, for that matter, shall I,
neither, for all I am so much older, which, in that point,
makes no difference.’

He grew weary, however, first; and stretching himself his
full length, with a prodigious yawn, ‘Heigh ho!’ he cried,
‘Camilla, my dear, do take away poor Doll, for fear I should
let it slip.’

The little gigglers, almost in convulsions of laughter,
entreated him to nurse it some time longer; but he frankly
answered, ‘No, my dears, no; I can play no more now, if I’d



ever so fain, for I’m tired to death, which is really a pity; so
you must either go out with me my airing, for a rest to your
merry little sides, or stay and play by yourselves till I come
back, which I think will put you all into fevers; but,
however, nobody shall trouble your little souls with advice
to-day; there are days enough in the year for teazing,
without this one.’

Camilla instantly decided for the airing, and without a
dissentient voice: so entirely had the extreme good humour
of Sir Hugh won the hearts of the little party, that they felt
as if the whole of their entertainment depended upon his
presence. The carriage, therefore, was ordered for the
baronet and his four nieces, and Lionel and Edgar
Mandlebert, at the request of Camilla, were gratified with
horses.

Camilla was desired to fix their route, and while she
hesitated from the variety in her choice, Lionel proposed to
Edgar that they should take a view of his house, park, and
gardens, which were only three miles from Cleves. Edgar
referred the matter to Indiana, to whose already exquisite
beauty his juvenile admiration paid its most early
obeisance. Indiana approved; the little heroine of the day
assented with pleasure and they immediately set out upon
the happy expedition.

The two boys the whole way came with offerings of wild
honeysuckle and sweetbriar, the grateful nosegays of all-
diffusing nature, to the coach windows, each carefully
presenting the most fragrant to Indiana; for Lionel, even
more than sympathising with Edgar, declared his sisters to
be mere frights in comparison with his fair cousin. Their
partiality, however, struggled vainly against that of Sir
Hugh, who still, in every the most trivial particular, gave
the preference to Camilla.

The baronet had ordered that his own garden chair
should follow him to young Mandlebert’s park, that he
might take Camilla by his side, and go about the grounds



without fatigue; the rest were to walk. Here Indiana
received again the homage of her two young beaus; they
pointed out to her the most beautiful prospects, they
gathered her the fairest flowers, they loaded her with the
best and ripest fruits.

This was no sooner observed by Sir Hugh, than hastily
stopping his chair, he called after them aloud, ‘Holloa!
come hither, my boys! here, you Mr. young Mandlebert,
what are you all about; Why don’t you bring that best
bunch of grapes to Camilla?’

‘I have already promised it to Miss Lynmere, Sir.’
‘O ho have you so? well, give it her then if you have. I

have no right to rob you of your choice. Indiana, my dear,
how do you like this place?’

‘Very much, indeed, uncle; I never saw any place I liked
so much in my life.’

‘I am sure else,’ said Edgar, ‘I should never care for it
again myself.’

‘I could look at it for ever,’ cried Indiana, ‘and not be
tired!’

Sir Hugh gravely paused at these speeches, and regarded
them in turn with much steadiness, as if settling their
future destinies; but ever unable to keep a single thought
to himself, he presently burst forth aloud with his new
mental arrangement, saying: ‘Well, my dears, well; this is
not quite the thing I had taken a fancy to in my own private
brain, but it’s all for the best, there’s no doubt; though the
estate being just in my neighbourhood, would have made it
more suitable for Camilla; I mean provided we could have
bought, among us, the odd three miles between the Parks;
which how many acres they make, I can’t pretend to say,
without the proper calculation; but if it was all joined, it
would be the finest domain in the county, as far as I know
to the contrary: nevertheless, my dear young Mr.
Mandlebert, you have a right to choose for yourself; for as
to beauty, ’tis mere fancy; not but what Indiana has one or



other the prettiest face I ever saw, though I think Camilla’s
so much prettier; I mean in point of winningness. However,
there’s no fear as to my consent, for nothing can be a
greater pleasure to me than having two such good girls,
both being cousins, live so near that they may overlook one
another from park to park, all day long, by the mode of a
telescope.’

Edgar, perfectly understanding him, blushed deeply, and,
forgetting what he had just declared, offered his grapes to
Lavinia. Indiana, conceiving herself already mistress of so
fine a place, smiled with approving complacency; and the
rest were too much occupied with the objects around them,
to listen to so long a speech.

They then all moved on; but, soon after, Lionel, flying up
to his uncle’s chair, informed Camilla he had just heard
from the gardener, that only half a mile off, at Northwick,
there was a fair, to which he begged she would ask to go.
She found no difficulty in obliging him; and Sir Hugh was
incapable of hesitating at whatever she could desire. The
carriage and the horses for the boys were again ordered,
and to the regret of only Edgar and Indiana, the beautiful
plantations of Beech Park were relinquished for the fair.

They had hardly proceeded twenty yards, when the
smiles that had brightened the face of Lavinia, the eldest
daughter of Mr. Tyrold, were suddenly overcast, giving
place to a look of dismay, which seemed the effect of some
abruptly painful recollection; and the moment Sir Hugh
perceived it, and enquired the cause, the tears rolled fast
down her checks, and she said she had been guilty of a
great sin, and could never forgive herself.

They all eagerly endeavoured to console her, Camilla
fondly taking her hand, little Eugenia sympathetically
crying over and kissing her, Indiana begging to know what
was the matter, and Sir Hugh, holding out to her the finest
peach from his stores for Camilla, and saying, ‘Don’t cry so,



my dear, don’t cry: take a little bit of peach; I dare say you
are not so bad as you think for.’

The weeping young penitent besought leave to get out of
the coach with Camilla, to whom alone she could explain
herself. Camilla almost opened the door herself, to hasten
the discovery; and the moment they had run up a bank by
the road side, ‘Tell me what it is, my dear Lavinia,’ she
cried, ‘and I am sure my uncle will do anything in the world
to help you.’

‘O Camilla,’ she answered, ‘I have disobeyed mamma!
and I did not mean it in the least-but I have forgot all her
commands!–She charged me not to let Eugenia stir out
from Cleves, because of the small pox-and she has been
already at Beech Park-and now, how can I tell the poor little
thing she must not go to the fair?’

‘Don’t vex yourself about that,’ cried Camilla, kindly
kissing the tears off her cheeks, ‘for I will stay behind, and
play with Eugenia myself, if my uncle will drive us back to
Beech Park; and then all the rest may go to the fair, and
take us up again in the way home.’

With this expedient she flew to the coach, charging the
two boys who with great curiosity had ridden to the bank
side, and listened to all that had passed, to comfort Lavinia.

‘Lionel,’ cried Edgar, ‘do you know, while Camilla was
speaking so kindly to Lavinia, I thought she looked almost
as pretty as your cousin?’ Lionel would by no means
subscribe to this opinion, but Edgar would not retract.

Camilla, jumping into the carriage, threw her arms
around the neck of her uncle, and whispered to him all that
had passed. ‘Poor innocent little dear!’ cried he, ‘is that all?
it’s just nothing, considering her young age.’

Then, looking out of the window, ‘Lavinia,’ he said, ‘you
have done no more harm than what’s quite natural; and so I
shall tell your mamma; who is a woman of sense, and won’t
expect such a young head as yours to be of the same age as
hers and mine. But come into the coach, my dear; we’ll just



drive as far as Northwick, for an airing, and then back
again.’

The extreme delicacy of the constitution of Eugenia had
hitherto deterred Mrs. Tyrold from innoculating her; she
had therefore scrupulously kept her from all miscellaneous
intercourse in the neighbourhood: but as the weakness of
her infancy was now promising to change into health and
strength, she meant to give to that terrible disease its best
chance, and the only security it allows from perpetual
alarm, immediately after the heats of the present autumn
should be over.

Lavinia, unused to disobedience, could not be happy in
practising it: she entreated, therefore, to return
immediately to Cleves. Sir Hugh complied; premising only
that they must none of them expect him to be of their play-
party again till after dinner.

The coachman then received fresh orders: but, the
moment they were communicated to the two boys, Lionel,
protesting he would not lose the fair, said he should soon
overtake them, and, regardless of all remonstrances, put
spurs to his horse, and galloped off.

Sir Hugh, looking after him with great alarm, exclaimed,
‘Now he is going to break all his bones! which is always the
case with those young boys, when first they get a
horseback.’

Camilla, terrified that she had begged this boon,
requested that the servant might directly ride after him.

‘Yes, my dear, if you wish it,’ answered Sir Hugh; ‘only we
have but this one man for us all, because of the rest staying
to get the ball and supper ready; so that if we should be
overturned ourselves, here’s never a soul to pick us up.’

Edgar offered to ride on alone, and persuade the truant
to return.

‘Thank you, my dear, thank you,’ answered Sir Hugh, ‘you
are as good a boy as any I know, but, in point of
horsemanship, one’s as ignorant as t’other, as far as I can



tell; so we may only see both your sculls fractured instead
of one, in the midst of your galloping; which God forbid for
either.’

‘Then let us all go together,’ cried Indiana, ‘and bring him
back.’

‘But do not let us get out of the coach, uncle,’ said
Lavinia; ‘pray do not let us get out!’

Sir Hugh agreed; though he added, that as to the small
pox he could by no means see it in the same light, for he
had no notion of people’s taking diseases upon themselves.
‘Besides,’ continued he, ‘she will be sure to have it when
her time comes, whether she is moped up or no; and how
did people do before these new modes of making
themselves sick of their own accord?’

Pitying, however, the uneasiness of Lavinia, when they
came near the town, he called to the footman, and said,
‘Hark’ee, Jacob, do you ride on first, and keep a sharp look
out that nobody has the small pox.’

The fair being held in the suburbs, they soon arrived at
some straggling booths, and the coach, at the instance of
Lavinia, was stopt.

Indiana now earnestly solicited leave to alight and see
the fair; and Edgar offered to be her esquire. Sir Hugh
consented, but desired that Lavinia and Camilla might be
also of the party. Lavinia tried vainly to excuse herself; he
assured her it would raise her spirits, and bid her be under
no apprehension, for he would stay and amuse the little
Eugenia himself, and take care that she came to no harm.

They were no sooner gone, however, than the little girl
cried to follow; Sir Hugh, compassionately kissing her,
owned she had as good a right as any of them, and
declared it was a hard thing to have her punished for other
people’s particularities. This concession served only to
make her tears flow the faster; till, unable to bear the sight,
he said he could not answer to his conscience the vexing
such a young thing, and, promising she should have


