
Northanger Abbey (Selections) 

Jane Austen, published 1817 

Chapter 1 
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 anybody 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 boy's 
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 anything 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”; 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” 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 today,” 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 everything 
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, baseball, 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. 
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, 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 befall 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. 

Catherine, together with the Allans goes to Bath, where she meets the Thorpes. She 
becomes friends to Isabella Thorpe, who is also a great admirer of Gothic novels. 
She is  in love with Catherine’s brother James and over the course of the first part 
of the novel becomes engaged to him. At the same time Isabella’s brother, John 
Thorpe pursues in sometimes manipulative ways Catherine’s affection. Part of this 
was a scheme for the two Morlands and two Thorpes to go to Clifton, a sight that 
promised Gothic sight seeing. At the same time,  Catherine’s affections have begun 
to become interested in another man, the charming clergyman, Henry Tilney, as 
she has also started a friendship with Henry’s sister, Miss Eleanor Tilney. Before 
our return to the story, Catherine had already been deceived by John Thorpe into 
breaking an engagement to go for a walk with the Tilneys. 

Chapter 13 
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, and Saturday have now passed in 
review before the reader; the events of each day, its hopes and fears, mortifications 
and pleasures, have been separately stated, and the pangs of Sunday only now 
remain to be described, and close the week. The Clifton scheme had been deferred, 
not relinquished, and on the afternoon's Crescent of this day, it was brought 
forward again. In a private consultation between Isabella and James, the former of 
whom had particularly set her heart upon going, and the latter no less anxiously 
placed his upon pleasing her, it was agreed that, provided the weather were fair, the 
party should take place on the following morning; and they were to set off very 



early, in order to be at home in good time. The affair thus determined, and Thorpe's 
approbation secured, Catherine only remained to be apprised of it. She had left 
them for a few minutes to speak to Miss Tilney. In that interval the plan was 
completed, and as soon as she came again, her agreement was demanded; but 
instead of the gay acquiescence expected by Isabella, Catherine looked grave, was 
very sorry, but could not go. The engagement which ought to have kept her from 
joining in the former attempt would make it impossible for her to accompany them 
now. She had that moment settled with Miss Tilney to take their proposed walk 
tomorrow; it was quite determined, and she would not, upon any account, retract. 
But that she must and should retract was instantly the eager cry of both the 
Thorpes; they must go to Clifton tomorrow, they would not go without her, it 
would be nothing to put off a mere walk for one day longer, and they would not 
hear of a refusal. Catherine was distressed, but not subdued. “Do not urge me, 
Isabella. I am engaged to Miss Tilney. I cannot go.” This availed nothing. The 
same arguments assailed her again; she must go, she should go, and they would not 
hear of a refusal. “It would be so easy to tell Miss Tilney that you had just been 
reminded of a prior engagement, and must only beg to put off the walk till 
Tuesday.” 
“No, it would not be easy. I could not do it. There has been no prior engagement.” 
But Isabella became only more and more urgent, calling on her in the most 
affectionate manner, addressing her by the most endearing names. She was sure her 
dearest, sweetest Catherine would not seriously refuse such a trifling request to a 
friend who loved her so dearly. She knew her beloved Catherine to have so feeling 
a heart, so sweet a temper, to be so easily persuaded by those she loved. But all in 
vain; Catherine felt herself to be in the right, and though pained by such tender, 
such flattering supplication, could not allow it to influence her. Isabella then tried 
another method. She reproached her with having more affection for Miss Tilney, 
though she had known her so little a while, than for her best and oldest friends, 
with being grown cold and indifferent, in short, towards herself. “I cannot help 
being jealous, Catherine, when I see myself slighted for strangers, I, who love you 
so excessively! When once my affections are placed, it is not in the power of 
anything to change them. But I believe my feelings are stronger than anybody's; I 
am sure they are too strong for my own peace; and to see myself supplanted in 
your friendship by strangers does cut me to the quick, I own. These Tilneys seem 
to swallow up everything else.” 
Catherine thought this reproach equally strange and unkind. Was it the part of a 
friend thus to expose her feelings to the notice of others? Isabella appeared to her 
ungenerous and selfish, regardless of everything but her own gratification. These 
painful ideas crossed her mind, though she said nothing. Isabella, in the 
meanwhile, had applied her handkerchief to her eyes; and Morland, miserable at 



such a sight, could not help saying, “Nay, Catherine. I think you cannot stand out 
any longer now. The sacrifice is not much; and to oblige such a friend—I shall 
think you quite unkind, if you still refuse.” 
This was the first time of her brother's openly siding against her, and anxious to 
avoid his displeasure, she proposed a compromise. If they would only put off their 
scheme till Tuesday, which they might easily do, as it depended only on 
themselves, she could go with them, and everybody might then be satisfied. But 
“No, no, no!” was the immediate answer; “that could not be, for Thorpe did not 
know that he might not go to town on Tuesday.” Catherine was sorry, but could do 
no more; and a short silence ensued, which was broken by Isabella, who in a voice 
of cold resentment said, “Very well, then there is an end of the party. If Catherine 
does not go, I cannot. I cannot be the only woman. I would not, upon any account 
in the world, do so improper a thing.” 
“Catherine, you must go,” said James. 
“But why cannot Mr. Thorpe drive one of his other sisters? I dare say either of 
them would like to go.” 
“Thank ye,” cried Thorpe, “but I did not come to Bath to drive my sisters about, 
and look like a fool. No, if you do not go, d—— me if I do. I only go for the sake 
of driving you.” 
“That is a compliment which gives me no pleasure.” But her words were lost on 
Thorpe, who had turned abruptly away. 
The three others still continued together, walking in a most uncomfortable manner 
to poor Catherine; sometimes not a word was said, sometimes she was again 
attacked with supplications or reproaches, and her arm was still linked within 
Isabella's, though their hearts were at war. At one moment she was softened, at 
another irritated; always distressed, but always steady. 
“I did not think you had been so obstinate, Catherine,” said James; “you were not 
used to be so hard to persuade; you once were the kindest, best-tempered of my 
sisters.” 
“I hope I am not less so now,” she replied, very feelingly; “but indeed I cannot go. 
If I am wrong, I am doing what I believe to be right.” 
“I suspect,” said Isabella, in a low voice, “there is no great struggle.” 
Catherine's heart swelled; she drew away her arm, and Isabella made no 
opposition. Thus passed a long ten minutes, till they were again joined by Thorpe, 
who, coming to them with a gayer look, said, “Well, I have settled the matter, and 
now we may all go tomorrow with a safe conscience. I have been to Miss Tilney, 
and made your excuses.” 
“You have not!” cried Catherine. 
“I have, upon my soul. Left her this moment. Told her you had sent me to say that, 
having just recollected a prior engagement of going to Clifton with us tomorrow, 



you could not have the pleasure of walking with her till Tuesday. She said very 
well, Tuesday was just as convenient to her; so there is an end of all our 
difficulties. A pretty good thought of mine—hey?” 
Isabella's countenance was once more all smiles and good humour, and James too 
looked happy again. 
“A most heavenly thought indeed! Now, my sweet Catherine, all our distresses are 
over; you are honourably acquitted, and we shall have a most delightful party.” 
“This will not do,” said Catherine; “I cannot submit to this. I must run after Miss 
Tilney directly and set her right.” 
Isabella, however, caught hold of one hand, Thorpe of the other, and remonstrances 
poured in from all three. Even James was quite angry. When everything was 
settled, when Miss Tilney herself said that Tuesday would suit her as well, it was 
quite ridiculous, quite absurd, to make any further objection. 
“I do not care. Mr. Thorpe had no business to invent any such message. If I had 
thought it right to put it off, I could have spoken to Miss Tilney myself. This is 
only doing it in a ruder way; and how do I know that Mr. Thorpe has—He may be 
mistaken again perhaps; he led me into one act of rudeness by his mistake on 
Friday. Let me go, Mr. Thorpe; Isabella, do not hold me.” 
Thorpe told her it would be in vain to go after the Tilneys; they were turning the 
corner into Brock Street, when he had overtaken them, and were at home by this 
time. 
“Then I will go after them,” said Catherine; “wherever they are I will go after 
them. It does not signify talking. If I could not be persuaded into doing what I 
thought wrong, I never will be tricked into it.” And with these words she broke 
away and hurried off. Thorpe would have darted after her, but Morland withheld 
him. “Let her go, let her go, if she will go.” 
“She is as obstinate as—” 
Thorpe never finished the simile, for it could hardly have been a proper one. 
Away walked Catherine in great agitation, as fast as the crowd would permit her, 
fearful of being pursued, yet determined to persevere. As she walked, she reflected 
on what had passed. It was painful to her to disappoint and displease them, 
particularly to displease her brother; but she could not repent her resistance. Setting 
her own inclination apart, to have failed a second time in her engagement to Miss 
Tilney, to have retracted a promise voluntarily made only five minutes before, and 
on a false pretence too, must have been wrong. She had not been withstanding 
them on selfish principles alone, she had not consulted merely her own 
gratification; that might have been ensured in some degree by the excursion itself, 
by seeing Blaize Castle; no, she had attended to what was due to others, and to her 
own character in their opinion. Her conviction of being right, however, was not 
enough to restore her composure; till she had spoken to Miss Tilney she could not 



be at ease; and quickening her pace when she got clear of the Crescent, she almost 
ran over the remaining ground till she gained the top of Milsom Street. So rapid 
had been her movements that in spite of the Tilneys' advantage in the outset, they 
were but just turning into their lodgings as she came within view of them; and the 
servant still remaining at the open door, she used only the ceremony of saying that 
she must speak with Miss Tilney that moment, and hurrying by him proceeded 
upstairs. Then, opening the first door before her, which happened to be the right, 
she immediately found herself in the drawing-room with General Tilney, his son, 
and daughter. Her explanation, defective only in being—from her irritation of 
nerves and shortness of breath—no explanation at all, was instantly given. “I am 
come in a great hurry—It was all a mistake—I never promised to go—I told them 
from the first I could not go.—I ran away in a great hurry to explain it.—I did not 
care what you thought of me.—I would not stay for the servant.” 
The business, however, though not perfectly elucidated by this speech, soon ceased 
to be a puzzle. Catherine found that John Thorpe had given the message; and Miss 
Tilney had no scruple in owning herself greatly surprised by it. But whether her 
brother had still exceeded her in resentment, Catherine, though she instinctively 
addressed herself as much to one as to the other in her vindication, had no means 
of knowing. Whatever might have been felt before her arrival, her eager 
declarations immediately made every look and sentence as friendly as she could 
desire. 
The affair thus happily settled, she was introduced by Miss Tilney to her father, 
and received by him with such ready, such solicitous politeness as recalled 
Thorpe's information to her mind, and made her think with pleasure that he might 
be sometimes depended on. To such anxious attention was the general's civility 
carried, that not aware of her extraordinary swiftness in entering the house, he was 
quite angry with the servant whose neglect had reduced her to open the door of the 
apartment herself. “What did William mean by it? He should make a point of 
inquiring into the matter.” And if Catherine had not most warmly asserted his 
innocence, it seemed likely that William would lose the favour of his master 
forever, if not his place, by her rapidity. 
After sitting with them a quarter of an hour, she rose to take leave, and was then 
most agreeably surprised by General Tilney's asking her if she would do his 
daughter the honour of dining and spending the rest of the day with her. Miss 
Tilney added her own wishes. Catherine was greatly obliged; but it was quite out 
of her power. Mr. and Mrs. Allen would expect her back every moment. The 
general declared he could say no more; the claims of Mr. and Mrs. Allen were not 
to be superseded; but on some other day he trusted, when longer notice could be 
given, they would not refuse to spare her to her friend. “Oh, no; Catherine was sure 
they would not have the least objection, and she should have great pleasure in 



coming.” The general attended her himself to the street-door, saying everything 
gallant as they went downstairs, admiring the elasticity of her walk, which 
corresponded exactly with the spirit of her dancing, and making her one of the 
most graceful bows she had ever beheld, when they parted. 
... 

The first part of the novel concludes with the engagement of James Morland to 
Isabella Thorpe. It becomes clear, shortly thereafter, that both Isabella and John 
Thorpe have considerably over-estimated the wealth of the Morlands. Isabella’s 
affection for her fiancé begin to pale. At the same time, Henry and Eleanor Tilney, 
with the encoruagement of their formidable father, General Tilney, come to invite 
Catherine Morland to their impressive and gothic estate, Northanger Abbey for a 
visit. Mislead by John Thorpe, General Tilney evidently thinks Catherine to be 
wealthy and seeks an alliance between her and his son, Henry. For her part, 
Catherine is taken up by the medieval, gothic features of the house she has found 
herself in. She begins to see her situation through the many gothic novels she has 
read. In fact she begins to suspect that General Tilney was responsible for the 
death of his wife. she becomes obsessed with sneeking into see the bedroom - kept 
untouched - in which the late Mrs. Tilney died. 

Chapter 24 
The next day afforded no opportunity for the proposed examination of the 
mysterious apartments. It was Sunday, and the whole time between morning and 
afternoon service was required by the general in exercise abroad or eating cold 
meat at home; and great as was Catherine's curiosity, her courage was not equal to 
a wish of exploring them after dinner, either by the fading light of the sky between 
six and seven o'clock, or by the yet more partial though stronger illumination of a 
treacherous lamp. The day was unmarked therefore by anything to interest her 
imagination beyond the sight of a very elegant monument to the memory of Mrs. 
Tilney, which immediately fronted the family pew. By that her eye was instantly 
caught and long retained; and the perusal of the highly strained epitaph, in which 
every virtue was ascribed to her by the inconsolable husband, who must have been 
in some way or other her destroyer, affected her even to tears. 
That the general, having erected such a monument, should be able to face it, was 
not perhaps very strange, and yet that he could sit so boldly collected within its 
view, maintain so elevated an air, look so fearlessly around, nay, that he should 
even enter the church, seemed wonderful to Catherine. Not, however, that many 
instances of beings equally hardened in guilt might not be produced. She could 
remember dozens who had persevered in every possible vice, going on from crime 
to crime, murdering whomsoever they chose, without any feeling of humanity or 



remorse; till a violent death or a religious retirement closed their black career. The 
erection of the monument itself could not in the smallest degree affect her doubts 
of Mrs. Tilney's actual decease. Were she even to descend into the family vault 
where her ashes were supposed to slumber, were she to behold the coffin in which 
they were said to be enclosed—what could it avail in such a case? Catherine had 
read too much not to be perfectly aware of the ease with which a waxen figure 
might be introduced, and a supposititious funeral carried on. 
The succeeding morning promised something better. The general's early walk, ill-
timed as it was in every other view, was favourable here; and when she knew him 
to be out of the house, she directly proposed to Miss Tilney the accomplishment of 
her promise. Eleanor was ready to oblige her; and Catherine reminding her as they 
went of another promise, their first visit in consequence was to the portrait in her 
bed-chamber. It represented a very lovely woman, with a mild and pensive 
countenance, justifying, so far, the expectations of its new observer; but they were 
not in every respect answered, for Catherine had depended upon meeting with 
features, hair, complexion, that should be the very counterpart, the very image, if 
not of Henry's, of Eleanor's—the only portraits of which she had been in the habit 
of thinking, bearing always an equal resemblance of mother and child. A face once 
taken was taken for generations. But here she was obliged to look and consider and 
study for a likeness. She contemplated it, however, in spite of this drawback, with 
much emotion, and, but for a yet stronger interest, would have left it unwillingly. 
Her agitation as they entered the great gallery was too much for any endeavour at 
discourse; she could only look at her companion. Eleanor's countenance was 
dejected, yet sedate; and its composure spoke her inured to all the gloomy objects 
to which they were advancing. Again she passed through the folding doors, again 
her hand was upon the important lock, and Catherine, hardly able to breathe, was 
turning to close the former with fearful caution, when the figure, the dreaded figure 
of the general himself at the further end of the gallery, stood before her! The name 
of “Eleanor” at the same moment, in his loudest tone, resounded through the 
building, giving to his daughter the first intimation of his presence, and to 
Catherine terror upon terror. An attempt at concealment had been her first 
instinctive movement on perceiving him, yet she could scarcely hope to have 
escaped his eye; and when her friend, who with an apologizing look darted hastily 
by her, had joined and disappeared with him, she ran for safety to her own room, 
and, locking herself in, believed that she should never have courage to go down 
again. She remained there at least an hour, in the greatest agitation, deeply 
commiserating the state of her poor friend, and expecting a summons herself from 
the angry general to attend him in his own apartment. No summons, however, 
arrived; and at last, on seeing a carriage drive up to the abbey, she was emboldened 
to descend and meet him under the protection of visitors. The breakfast-room was 



gay with company; and she was named to them by the general as the friend of his 
daughter, in a complimentary style, which so well concealed his resentful ire, as to 
make her feel secure at least of life for the present. And Eleanor, with a command 
of countenance which did honour to her concern for his character, taking an early 
occasion of saying to her, “My father only wanted me to answer a note,” she began 
to hope that she had either been unseen by the general, or that from some 
consideration of policy she should be allowed to suppose herself so. Upon this trust 
she dared still to remain in his presence, after the company left them, and nothing 
occurred to disturb it. 
In the course of this morning's reflections, she came to a resolution of making her 
next attempt on the forbidden door alone. It would be much better in every respect 
that Eleanor should know nothing of the matter. To involve her in the danger of a 
second detection, to court her into an apartment which must wring her heart, could 
not be the office of a friend. The general's utmost anger could not be to herself 
what it might be to a daughter; and, besides, she thought the examination itself 
would be more satisfactory if made without any companion. It would be 
impossible to explain to Eleanor the suspicions, from which the other had, in all 
likelihood, been hitherto happily exempt; nor could she therefore, in her presence, 
search for those proofs of the general's cruelty, which however they might yet have 
escaped discovery, she felt confident of somewhere drawing forth, in the shape of 
some fragmented journal, continued to the last gasp. Of the way to the apartment 
she was now perfectly mistress; and as she wished to get it over before Henry's 
return, who was expected on the morrow, there was no time to be lost. The day was 
bright, her courage high; at four o'clock, the sun was now two hours above the 
horizon, and it would be only her retiring to dress half an hour earlier than usual. 
It was done; and Catherine found herself alone in the gallery before the clocks had 
ceased to strike. It was no time for thought; she hurried on, slipped with the least 
possible noise through the folding doors, and without stopping to look or breathe, 
rushed forward to the one in question. The lock yielded to her hand, and, luckily, 
with no sullen sound that could alarm a human being. On tiptoe she entered; the 
room was before her; but it was some minutes before she could advance another 
step. She beheld what fixed her to the spot and agitated every feature. She saw a 
large, well-proportioned apartment, an handsome dimity bed, arranged as 
unoccupied with an housemaid's care, a bright Bath stove, mahogany wardrobes, 
and neatly painted chairs, on which the warm beams of a western sun gaily poured 
through two sash windows! Catherine had expected to have her feelings worked, 
and worked they were. Astonishment and doubt first seized them; and a shortly 
succeeding ray of common sense added some bitter emotions of shame. She could 
not be mistaken as to the room; but how grossly mistaken in everything else!—in 
Miss Tilney's meaning, in her own calculation! This apartment, to which she had 



given a date so ancient, a position so awful, proved to be one end of what the 
general's father had built. There were two other doors in the chamber, leading 
probably into dressing-closets; but she had no inclination to open either. Would the 
veil in which Mrs. Tilney had last walked, or the volume in which she had last 
read, remain to tell what nothing else was allowed to whisper? No: whatever might 
have been the general's crimes, he had certainly too much wit to let them sue for 
detection. She was sick of exploring, and desired but to be safe in her own room, 
with her own heart only privy to its folly; and she was on the point of retreating as 
softly as she had entered, when the sound of footsteps, she could hardly tell where, 
made her pause and tremble. To be found there, even by a servant, would be 
unpleasant; but by the general (and he seemed always at hand when least wanted), 
much worse! She listened—the sound had ceased; and resolving not to lose a 
moment, she passed through and closed the door. At that instant a door underneath 
was hastily opened; someone seemed with swift steps to ascend the stairs, by the 
head of which she had yet to pass before she could gain the gallery. She had no 
power to move. With a feeling of terror not very definable, she fixed her eyes on 
the staircase, and in a few moments it gave Henry to her view. “Mr. Tilney!” she 
exclaimed in a voice of more than common astonishment. He looked astonished 
too. “Good God!” she continued, not attending to his address. “How came you 
here? How came you up that staircase?” 
“How came I up that staircase!” he replied, greatly surprised. “Because it is my 
nearest way from the stable-yard to my own chamber; and why should I not come 
up it?” 
Catherine recollected herself, blushed deeply, and could say no more. He seemed 
to be looking in her countenance for that explanation which her lips did not afford. 
She moved on towards the gallery. “And may I not, in my turn,” said he, as he 
pushed back the folding doors, “ask how you came here? This passage is at least as 
extraordinary a road from the breakfast-parlour to your apartment, as that staircase 
can be from the stables to mine.” 
“I have been,” said Catherine, looking down, “to see your mother's room.” 
“My mother's room! Is there anything extraordinary to be seen there?” 
“No, nothing at all. I thought you did not mean to come back till tomorrow.” 
“I did not expect to be able to return sooner, when I went away; but three hours ago 
I had the pleasure of finding nothing to detain me. You look pale. I am afraid I 
alarmed you by running so fast up those stairs. Perhaps you did not know—you 
were not aware of their leading from the offices in common use?” 
“No, I was not. You have had a very fine day for your ride.” 
“Very; and does Eleanor leave you to find your way into all the rooms in the house 
by yourself?” 



“Oh! No; she showed me over the greatest part on Saturday—and we were coming 
here to these rooms—but only”—dropping her voice—“your father was with us.” 
“And that prevented you,” said Henry, earnestly regarding her. “Have you looked 
into all the rooms in that passage?” 
“No, I only wanted to see—Is not it very late? I must go and dress.” 
“It is only a quarter past four” showing his watch—“and you are not now in Bath. 
No theatre, no rooms to prepare for. Half an hour at Northanger must be enough.” 
She could not contradict it, and therefore suffered herself to be detained, though 
her dread of further questions made her, for the first time in their acquaintance, 
wish to leave him. They walked slowly up the gallery. “Have you had any letter 
from Bath since I saw you?” 
“No, and I am very much surprised. Isabella promised so faithfully to write 
directly.” 
“Promised so faithfully! A faithful promise! That puzzles me. I have heard of a 
faithful performance. But a faithful promise—the fidelity of promising! It is a 
power little worth knowing, however, since it can deceive and pain you. My 
mother's room is very commodious, is it not? Large and cheerful-looking, and the 
dressing-closets so well disposed! It always strikes me as the most comfortable 
apartment in the house, and I rather wonder that Eleanor should not take it for her 
own. She sent you to look at it, I suppose?” 
“No.” 
“It has been your own doing entirely?” Catherine said nothing. After a short 
silence, during which he had closely observed her, he added, “As there is nothing 
in the room in itself to raise curiosity, this must have proceeded from a sentiment 
of respect for my mother's character, as described by Eleanor, which does honour 
to her memory. The world, I believe, never saw a better woman. But it is not often 
that virtue can boast an interest such as this. The domestic, unpretending merits of 
a person never known do not often create that kind of fervent, venerating 
tenderness which would prompt a visit like yours. Eleanor, I suppose, has talked of 
her a great deal?” 
“Yes, a great deal. That is—no, not much, but what she did say was very 
interesting. Her dying so suddenly” (slowly, and with hesitation it was spoken), 
“and you—none of you being at home—and your father, I thought—perhaps had 
not been very fond of her.” 
“And from these circumstances,” he replied (his quick eye fixed on hers), “you 
infer perhaps the probability of some negligence—some”—(involuntarily she 
shook her head)—“or it may be—of something still less pardonable.” She raised 
her eyes towards him more fully than she had ever done before. “My mother's 
illness,” he continued, “the seizure which ended in her death, was sudden. The 
malady itself, one from which she had often suffered, a bilious fever—its cause 



therefore constitutional. On the third day, in short, as soon as she could be 
prevailed on, a physician attended her, a very respectable man, and one in whom 
she had always placed great confidence. Upon his opinion of her danger, two 
others were called in the next day, and remained in almost constant attendance for 
four and twenty hours. On the fifth day she died. During the progress of her 
disorder, Frederick and I (we were both at home) saw her repeatedly; and from our 
own observation can bear witness to her having received every possible attention 
which could spring from the affection of those about her, or which her situation in 
life could command. Poor Eleanor was absent, and at such a distance as to return 
only to see her mother in her coffin.” 
“But your father,” said Catherine, “was he afflicted?” 
“For a time, greatly so. You have erred in supposing him not attached to her. He 
loved her, I am persuaded, as well as it was possible for him to—we have not all, 
you know, the same tenderness of disposition—and I will not pretend to say that 
while she lived, she might not often have had much to bear, but though his temper 
injured her, his judgment never did. His value of her was sincere; and, if not 
permanently, he was truly afflicted by her death.” 
“I am very glad of it,” said Catherine; “it would have been very shocking!” 
“If I understand you rightly, you had formed a surmise of such horror as I have 
hardly words to—Dear Miss Morland, consider the dreadful nature of the 
suspicions you have entertained. What have you been judging from? Remember 
the country and the age in which we live. Remember that we are English, that we 
are Christians. Consult your own understanding, your own sense of the probable, 
your own observation of what is passing around you. Does our education prepare 
us for such atrocities? Do our laws connive at them? Could they be perpetrated 
without being known, in a country like this, where social and literary intercourse is 
on such a footing, where every man is surrounded by a neighbourhood of voluntary 
spies, and where roads and newspapers lay everything open? Dearest Miss 
Morland, what ideas have you been admitting?” 
They had reached the end of the gallery, and with tears of shame she ran off to her 
own room. 

Henry Tilney, to Catherine’s great comfort, never brings up, or even indicates any 
judgment of her folly and humiliation. Shrotly hereafter, General Tilney goes away 
from Northanger Abbey on business.Upon his return to Northanger Abbey, General 
Tilney and, without explanantion, drives Catherine out of the house without even 
providing transport for the long journey to her home. This is a deep humiliation for 
Catherine, who gave no false impressions as to her status and took the invitation to 
Northanger Abbey as an act of friendship by Eleanor and Henry. The novel 



concludes with Catherine devastated by her treatment at the hands of General 
Tilney at her modest home with her family. Through the eyes of Mrs Moland, we 
learn of an unexpected visitation. 

Chapter 30 
[Mrs. Morland] knew not that a visitor had arrived within the last few minutes, till, 
on entering the room, the first object she beheld was a young man whom she had 
never seen before. With a look of much respect, he immediately rose, and being 
introduced to her by her conscious daughter as “Mr. Henry Tilney,” with the 
embarrassment of real sensibility began to apologize for his appearance there, 
acknowledging that after what had passed he had little right to expect a welcome at 
Fullerton, and stating his impatience to be assured of Miss Morland's having 
reached her home in safety, as the cause of his intrusion. He did not address 
himself to an uncandid judge or a resentful heart. Far from comprehending him or 
his sister in their father's misconduct, Mrs. Morland had been always kindly 
disposed towards each, and instantly, pleased by his appearance, received him with 
the simple professions of unaffected benevolence; thanking him for such an 
attention to her daughter, assuring him that the friends of her children were always 
welcome there, and entreating him to say not another word of the past. 
He was not ill-inclined to obey this request, for, though his heart was greatly 
relieved by such unlooked-for mildness, it was not just at that moment in his power 
to say anything to the purpose. Returning in silence to his seat, therefore, he 
remained for some minutes most civilly answering all Mrs. Morland's common 
remarks about the weather and roads. Catherine meanwhile—the anxious, agitated, 
happy, feverish Catherine—said not a word; but her glowing cheek and brightened 
eye made her mother trust that this good-natured visit would at least set her heart at 
ease for a time, and gladly therefore did she lay aside the first volume of The 
Mirror for a future hour. 
Desirous of Mr. Morland's assistance, as well in giving encouragement, as in 
finding conversation for her guest, whose embarrassment on his father's account 
she earnestly pitied, Mrs. Morland had very early dispatched one of the children to 
summon him; but Mr. Morland was from home—and being thus without any 
support, at the end of a quarter of an hour she had nothing to say. After a couple of 
minutes' unbroken silence, Henry, turning to Catherine for the first time since her 
mother's entrance, asked her, with sudden alacrity, if Mr. and Mrs. Allen were now 
at Fullerton? And on developing, from amidst all her perplexity of words in reply, 
the meaning, which one short syllable would have given, immediately expressed 
his intention of paying his respects to them, and, with a rising colour, asked her if 
she would have the goodness to show him the way. “You may see the house from 



this window, sir,” was information on Sarah's side, which produced only a bow of 
acknowledgment from the gentleman, and a silencing nod from her mother; for 
Mrs. Morland, thinking it probable, as a secondary consideration in his wish of 
waiting on their worthy neighbours, that he might have some explanation to give of 
his father's behaviour, which it must be more pleasant for him to communicate only 
to Catherine, would not on any account prevent her accompanying him. They 
began their walk, and Mrs. Morland was not entirely mistaken in his object in 
wishing it. Some explanation on his father's account he had to give; but his first 
purpose was to explain himself, and before they reached Mr. Allen's grounds he 
had done it so well that Catherine did not think it could ever be repeated too often. 
She was assured of his affection; and that heart in return was solicited, which, 
perhaps, they pretty equally knew was already entirely his own; for, though Henry 
was now sincerely attached to her, though he felt and delighted in all the 
excellencies of her character and truly loved her society, I must confess that his 
affection originated in nothing better than gratitude, or, in other words, that a 
persuasion of her partiality for him had been the only cause of giving her a serious 
thought. It is a new circumstance in romance, I acknowledge, and dreadfully 
derogatory of an heroine's dignity; but if it be as new in common life, the credit of 
a wild imagination will at least be all my own. 
A very short visit to Mrs. Allen, in which Henry talked at random, without sense or 
connection, and Catherine, rapt in the contemplation of her own unutterable 
happiness, scarcely opened her lips, dismissed them to the ecstasies of another tete-
a-tete; and before it was suffered to close, she was enabled to judge how far he was 
sanctioned by parental authority in his present application. On his return from 
Woodston, two days before, he had been met near the abbey by his impatient 
father, hastily informed in angry terms of Miss Morland's departure, and ordered to 
think of her no more. 
Such was the permission upon which he had now offered her his hand. The 
affrighted Catherine, amidst all the terrors of expectation, as she listened to this 
account, could not but rejoice in the kind caution with which Henry had saved her 
from the necessity of a conscientious rejection, by engaging her faith before he 
mentioned the subject; and as he proceeded to give the particulars, and explain the 
motives of his father's conduct, her feelings soon hardened into even a triumphant 
delight. The general had had nothing to accuse her of, nothing to lay to her charge, 
but her being the involuntary, unconscious object of a deception which his pride 
could not pardon, and which a better pride would have been ashamed to own. She 
was guilty only of being less rich than he had supposed her to be. Under a mistaken 
persuasion of her possessions and claims, he had courted her acquaintance in Bath, 
solicited her company at Northanger, and designed her for his daughter-in-law. On 
discovering his error, to turn her from the house seemed the best, though to his 



feelings an inadequate proof of his resentment towards herself, and his contempt of 
her family. 
John Thorpe had first misled him. The general, perceiving his son one night at the 
theatre to be paying considerable attention to Miss Morland, had accidentally 
inquired of Thorpe if he knew more of her than her name. Thorpe, most happy to 
be on speaking terms with a man of General Tilney's importance, had been joyfully 
and proudly communicative; and being at that time not only in daily expectation of 
Morland's engaging Isabella, but likewise pretty well resolved upon marrying 
Catherine himself, his vanity induced him to represent the family as yet more 
wealthy than his vanity and avarice had made him believe them. With whomsoever 
he was, or was likely to be connected, his own consequence always required that 
theirs should be great, and as his intimacy with any acquaintance grew, so regularly 
grew their fortune. The expectations of his friend Morland, therefore, from the first 
overrated, had ever since his introduction to Isabella been gradually increasing; 
and by merely adding twice as much for the grandeur of the moment, by doubling 
what he chose to think the amount of Mr. Morland's preferment, trebling his private 
fortune, bestowing a rich aunt, and sinking half the children, he was able to 
represent the whole family to the general in a most respectable light. For Catherine, 
however, the peculiar object of the general's curiosity, and his own speculations, he 
had yet something more in reserve, and the ten or fifteen thousand pounds which 
her father could give her would be a pretty addition to Mr. Allen's estate. Her 
intimacy there had made him seriously determine on her being handsomely 
legacied hereafter; and to speak of her therefore as the almost acknowledged future 
heiress of Fullerton naturally followed. Upon such intelligence the general had 
proceeded; for never had it occurred to him to doubt its authority. Thorpe's interest 
in the family, by his sister's approaching connection with one of its members, and 
his own views on another (circumstances of which he boasted with almost equal 
openness), seemed sufficient vouchers for his truth; and to these were added the 
absolute facts of the Allens being wealthy and childless, of Miss Morland's being 
under their care, and—as soon as his acquaintance allowed him to judge—of their 
treating her with parental kindness. His resolution was soon formed. Already had 
he discerned a liking towards Miss Morland in the countenance of his son; and 
thankful for Mr. Thorpe's communication, he almost instantly determined to spare 
no pains in weakening his boasted interest and ruining his dearest hopes. Catherine 
herself could not be more ignorant at the time of all this, than his own children. 
Henry and Eleanor, perceiving nothing in her situation likely to engage their 
father's particular respect, had seen with astonishment the suddenness, 
continuance, and extent of his attention; and though latterly, from some hints which 
had accompanied an almost positive command to his son of doing everything in his 
power to attach her, Henry was convinced of his father's believing it to be an 



advantageous connection, it was not till the late explanation at Northanger that they 
had the smallest idea of the false calculations which had hurried him on. That they 
were false, the general had learnt from the very person who had suggested them, 
from Thorpe himself, whom he had chanced to meet again in town, and who, under 
the influence of exactly opposite feelings, irritated by Catherine's refusal, and yet 
more by the failure of a very recent endeavour to accomplish a reconciliation 
between Morland and Isabella, convinced that they were separated forever, and 
spurning a friendship which could be no longer serviceable, hastened to contradict 
all that he had said before to the advantage of the Morlands—confessed himself to 
have been totally mistaken in his opinion of their circumstances and character, 
misled by the rhodomontade of his friend to believe his father a man of substance 
and credit, whereas the transactions of the two or three last weeks proved him to be 
neither; for after coming eagerly forward on the first overture of a marriage 
between the families, with the most liberal proposals, he had, on being brought to 
the point by the shrewdness of the relator, been constrained to acknowledge 
himself incapable of giving the young people even a decent support. They were, in 
fact, a necessitous family; numerous, too, almost beyond example; by no means 
respected in their own neighbourhood, as he had lately had particular opportunities 
of discovering; aiming at a style of life which their fortune could not warrant; 
seeking to better themselves by wealthy connections; a forward, bragging, 
scheming race. 
The terrified general pronounced the name of Allen with an inquiring look; and 
here too Thorpe had learnt his error. The Allens, he believed, had lived near them 
too long, and he knew the young man on whom the Fullerton estate must devolve. 
The general needed no more. Enraged with almost everybody in the world but 
himself, he set out the next day for the abbey, where his performances have been 
seen. 
I leave it to my reader's sagacity to determine how much of all this it was possible 
for Henry to communicate at this time to Catherine, how much of it he could have 
learnt from his father, in what points his own conjectures might assist him, and 
what portion must yet remain to be told in a letter from James. I have united for 
their ease what they must divide for mine. Catherine, at any rate, heard enough to 
feel that in suspecting General Tilney of either murdering or shutting up his wife, 
she had scarcely sinned against his character, or magnified his cruelty. 
Henry, in having such things to relate of his father, was almost as pitiable as in 
their first avowal to himself. He blushed for the narrow-minded counsel which he 
was obliged to expose. The conversation between them at Northanger had been of 
the most unfriendly kind. Henry's indignation on hearing how Catherine had been 
treated, on comprehending his father's views, and being ordered to acquiesce in 
them, had been open and bold. The general, accustomed on every ordinary 



occasion to give the law in his family, prepared for no reluctance but of feeling, no 
opposing desire that should dare to clothe itself in words, could ill brook the 
opposition of his son, steady as the sanction of reason and the dictate of conscience 
could make it. But, in such a cause, his anger, though it must shock, could not 
intimidate Henry, who was sustained in his purpose by a conviction of its justice. 
He felt himself bound as much in honour as in affection to Miss Morland, and 
believing that heart to be his own which he had been directed to gain, no unworthy 
retraction of a tacit consent, no reversing decree of unjustifiable anger, could shake 
his fidelity, or influence the resolutions it prompted. 
He steadily refused to accompany his father into Herefordshire, an engagement 
formed almost at the moment to promote the dismissal of Catherine, and as 
steadily declared his intention of offering her his hand. The general was furious in 
his anger, and they parted in dreadful disagreement. Henry, in an agitation of mind 
which many solitary hours were required to compose, had returned almost instantly 
to Woodston, and, on the afternoon of the following day, had begun his journey to 
Fullerton. 

Chapter 31 
Mr. and Mrs. Morland's surprise on being applied to by Mr. Tilney for their consent 
to his marrying their daughter was, for a few minutes, considerable, it having never 
entered their heads to suspect an attachment on either side; but as nothing, after all, 
could be more natural than Catherine's being beloved, they soon learnt to consider 
it with only the happy agitation of gratified pride, and, as far as they alone were 
concerned, had not a single objection to start. His pleasing manners and good sense 
were self-evident recommendations; and having never heard evil of him, it was not 
their way to suppose any evil could be told. Goodwill supplying the place of 
experience, his character needed no attestation. “Catherine would make a sad, 
heedless young housekeeper to be sure,” was her mother's foreboding remark; but 
quick was the consolation of there being nothing like practice. 
There was but one obstacle, in short, to be mentioned; but till that one was 
removed, it must be impossible for them to sanction the engagement. Their tempers 
were mild, but their principles were steady, and while his parent so expressly 
forbade the connection, they could not allow themselves to encourage it. That the 
general should come forward to solicit the alliance, or that he should even very 
heartily approve it, they were not refined enough to make any parading stipulation; 
but the decent appearance of consent must be yielded, and that once obtained—and 
their own hearts made them trust that it could not be very long denied—their 
willing approbation was instantly to follow. His consent was all that they wished 
for. They were no more inclined than entitled to demand his money. Of a very 
considerable fortune, his son was, by marriage settlements, eventually secure; his 



present income was an income of independence and comfort, and under every 
pecuniary view, it was a match beyond the claims of their daughter. 
The young people could not be surprised at a decision like this. They felt and they 
deplored—but they could not resent it; and they parted, endeavouring to hope that 
such a change in the general, as each believed almost impossible, might speedily 
take place, to unite them again in the fullness of privileged affection. Henry 
returned to what was now his only home, to watch over his young plantations, and 
extend his improvements for her sake, to whose share in them he looked anxiously 
forward; and Catherine remained at Fullerton to cry. Whether the torments of 
absence were softened by a clandestine correspondence, let us not inquire. Mr. and 
Mrs. Morland never did—they had been too kind to exact any promise; and 
whenever Catherine received a letter, as, at that time, happened pretty often, they 
always looked another way. 
The anxiety, which in this state of their attachment must be the portion of Henry 
and Catherine, and of all who loved either, as to its final event, can hardly extend, I 
fear, to the bosom of my readers, who will see in the tell-tale compression of the 
pages before them, that we are all hastening together to perfect felicity. The means 
by which their early marriage was effected can be the only doubt: what probable 
circumstance could work upon a temper like the general's? The circumstance 
which chiefly availed was the marriage of his daughter with a man of fortune and 
consequence, which took place in the course of the summer—an accession of 
dignity that threw him into a fit of good humour, from which he did not recover till 
after Eleanor had obtained his forgiveness of Henry, and his permission for him “to 
be a fool if he liked it!” 
The marriage of Eleanor Tilney, her removal from all the evils of such a home as 
Northanger had been made by Henry's banishment, to the home of her choice and 
the man of her choice, is an event which I expect to give general satisfaction 
among all her acquaintance. My own joy on the occasion is very sincere. I know no 
one more entitled, by unpretending merit, or better prepared by habitual suffering, 
to receive and enjoy felicity. Her partiality for this gentleman was not of recent 
origin; and he had been long withheld only by inferiority of situation from 
addressing her. His unexpected accession to title and fortune had removed all his 
difficulties; and never had the general loved his daughter so well in all her hours of 
companionship, utility, and patient endurance as when he first hailed her “Your 
Ladyship!” Her husband was really deserving of her; independent of his peerage, 
his wealth, and his attachment, being to a precision the most charming young man 
in the world. Any further definition of his merits must be unnecessary; the most 
charming young man in the world is instantly before the imagination of us all. 
Concerning the one in question, therefore, I have only to add—aware that the rules 
of composition forbid the introduction of a character not connected with my fable



—that this was the very gentleman whose negligent servant left behind him that 
collection of washing-bills, resulting from a long visit at Northanger, by which my 
heroine was involved in one of her most alarming adventures. 
The influence of the viscount and viscountess in their brother's behalf was assisted 
by that right understanding of Mr. Morland's circumstances which, as soon as the 
general would allow himself to be informed, they were qualified to give. It taught 
him that he had been scarcely more misled by Thorpe's first boast of the family 
wealth than by his subsequent malicious overthrow of it; that in no sense of the 
word were they necessitous or poor, and that Catherine would have three thousand 
pounds. This was so material an amendment of his late expectations that it greatly 
contributed to smooth the descent of his pride; and by no means without its effect 
was the private intelligence, which he was at some pains to procure, that the 
Fullerton estate, being entirely at the disposal of its present proprietor, was 
consequently open to every greedy speculation. 
On the strength of this, the general, soon after Eleanor's marriage, permitted his 
son to return to Northanger, and thence made him the bearer of his consent, very 
courteously worded in a page full of empty professions to Mr. Morland. The event 
which it authorized soon followed: Henry and Catherine were married, the bells 
rang, and everybody smiled; and, as this took place within a twelvemonth from the 
first day of their meeting, it will not appear, after all the dreadful delays occasioned 
by the general's cruelty, that they were essentially hurt by it. To begin perfect 
happiness at the respective ages of twenty-six and eighteen is to do pretty well; and 
professing myself moreover convinced that the general's unjust interference, so far 
from being really injurious to their felicity, was perhaps rather conducive to it, by 
improving their knowledge of each other, and adding strength to their attachment, I 
leave it to be settled, by whomsoever it may concern, whether the tendency of this 
work be altogether to recommend parental tyranny, or reward filial disobedience. 


