Excerpt from Twenty-seventh Chapter of
Y ours Affectionately, Jane Austen

Two days were soon gone and Jane was visiting at Chawtan Idvase. Inside Fanny’s
bedroom Jane and her niece were sharing secretsraisfaee wont to do.

“Did | tell you,” Jane asked her niece, “that Mrs. Krtigffered me the gift of her
spinning wheel, so that | might have onengfown.”

“Spinning wheel,” asked an incredulous Fanny, “what did she gfuokwould do with a
spinning wheel?”

Jane laughed, “If | were able to spin straw into goldghhhave accepted it but as it was
| probably would only have spun a rope to hang myself rabiaer use it to spin wool.”

Fanny giggled, “What did you do?”

“I thanked her for her kind offer and changed the subjddte’ two women giggled like
school girls.

Fanny began complaining about, what she perceived, as h déaligible young men
even though she had recently received an offer of matrilge young man was so serious-
minded that he was often very dull. However, Fanny caatinshe did wonder if his strong
attachment might not be the best thing for a marriagagra

Admitting that it was important for a man to love theman, her aunt added that it
would be best if the woman loved him as well.

Jane admonished her niece, “It must be affection ondidés for a marriage should be a
partnership. If you do not feel the same regard for him @®bs for you then it is best to not
prolong the affiliation.”

“I do not want to marry him and have already told him ablllhave met no one else |
would consider marrying. Why can | find no one?”

“Perhaps you are looking for the kind of excellence thiatmore than difficult to find in
people. You seem to want the kind of perfection whereegisgmrit and worth are united with
manners equal to heart and understanding, however, eveld sba find such a man he may not
belong to your country.”

Fanny smiled, “You mean like Mr. Darcy?

“I made him up, Fanny.”



“He did not look made up to me and Mr. Darcy of Virgimias not of our country.”
Fanny gave her aunt a sly look, “While he was staying heeslsure | observed affection on
both sides and he was very real. Was there no attathieza?”

A tiny smile curved Jane’s mouth, “There might have lygeen the opportunity but it
was not to be.”

“And do you not regret that?”

“Regret serves no useful purpose and past experience isnakat us who we are so we
should regret as little as possible.”

“What about Tom LeFroy? Cousin Anna says that you wereh in love with him but
he treated you very ill.”

Jane shook her head, everyone seemed to make muclofloaé connection than either
she or he ever imagined.

“He went away at his family’s urging which could harfi considered his ill treatment.
However, even if he had left because he simply vehittdne never imposed upon me, never
injured me and we were never attached to each otheaslt flirtation of very short duration.”

“Truly?”

“Yes.”

“So there has never been anyone you would have married?”

Jane thought for a moment and Fanny took her Aunt’s hesitasi confirmation that
there was someone. “Tell me, who was he?”

Jane chuckled, “It was many years ago and | cannot sajuadly that | would have
married him but he was one of the most amiable menyataguaintance. He died before | was
able to know him well. So in answer to all of your questitwese has been nothing out of the

common way, no attachment that has overclouded hapginess.
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