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Well…I wasn’t going to write one, but since I’m stuck in the kitchen cooking anyway…
What I love about Mansfield Park is the outcome is so ambiguous, it is more just an ending rather than a resolution: the heroine is rescued from both the straitened circumstances of her birth, and from her initial poor, miserable state caused by her transplantation to Mansfield; she is secure and valued, and will marry her beloved cousin Edmund, but this security is in the face of the Bertram’s (self-inflicted) ruin. This ambiguity is amplified by the author’s indifference in any further telling: there is a perfunctory summing up, but we are, nonetheless, left with the uncomfortable reminder that the highly moral Fanny has gained her happiness (though she would never be as indelicate as to fully admit to herself) through everyone else’s misery. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Fanny’s transplanted position is fascinating, both in terms of illuminating childhood and in her alien status. In this, she is an interesting counterpart to Heathcliffe in Wuthering Heights, and although (unlike him) she is related to the host family, she is still a Cuckoo in the nest: like Heathcliffe she becomes gentrified (Heathcliffe leaves to achieve this though, then returns) and eventually usurps the daughters of the household. There is also, of course, the ‘romance’ between those who should be brother and sister, though Fanny and Edmund’s relationship is otherwise quite different than Cathy and Heathcliffe’s, and the novels share the themes of the marriage market and slavery. Perhaps Wuthering Heights is Mansfield Park in all but tone, but that tone is everything - the subdued, mannered cruelties of Austin’s text, replaced with the wild, vicious cruelties of Bronte’s.
