
CHAPTER XXVII.

If Emma had still, at intervals, an anxious feel-

ing for Harriet, a momentary doubt of its being

possible for her to be really cured of her attach-

ment to Mr. Knightley, and really able to accept

another man from unbiassed inclination, it was

not long that she had to suffer from the recurrence

of any such uncertainty. A very few days brought

the party from London; and she had no sooner an

opportunity of being one hour alone with Harriet,

than she became perfectly satisfied, unaccountable

as it was, that Robert Martin had thoroughly sup-

planted Mr. Knightley, and was now forming all

her views of happiness.

Harriet was a little distressed, — did look a little

foolish at first; but having once owned that slie

had been presumptuous and silly and self-deceived

before, her pain and confusion seemed to die

away with the words, and leave her without a care

for the past, and with the fullest exultation in the

present and future ; for as to her friend's approba-

tion, Emma had instantly removed every fear of

that nature by meeting her with the most unquali-

fied congratulations. Harriet was most happy to

give every particular of the evening at Astley's,

and the dinner the next day; she could dwell on it

all with the utmost delight. liut what did such


