SELECTED CHAPTERS FROM “Pride and Prejudice” (Jane Austen, 1813)
Analysed scenes from chapters: I, III, XLIII, LVIII – LXI

Chapter I
It is a truth universally acknowledged, that a single man in possession of a good fortune, must be in want of a
wife.
However little known the feelings or views of such a man may be on his first entering a neighbourhood, this truth
is so well fixed in the minds of the surrounding families, that he is considered the rightful property of some one
or other of their daughters.
“My dear Mr. Bennet,” said his lady to him one day, “have you heard that Netherfield Park is let at last?”
Mr. Bennet replied that he had not.
“But it is,” returned she; “for Mrs. Long has just been here, and she told me all about it.”
Mr. Bennet made no answer.
“Do you not want to know who has taken it?” cried his wife impatiently.
“You want to tell me, and I have no objection to hearing it.”
This was invitation enough.
“Why, my dear, you must know, Mrs. Long says that Netherfield is taken by a young man of large fortune from
the north of England; that he came down on Monday in a chaise and four to see the place, and was so much
delighted with it, that he agreed with Mr. Morris immediately; that he is to take possession before Michaelmas,
and some of his servants are to be in the house by the end of next week.”
“What is his name?”
“Bingley.”
“Is he married or single?”
“Oh! Single, my dear, to be sure! A single man of large fortune; four or five thousand a year. What a fine thing for
our girls!”
“How so? How can it affect them?”
“My dear Mr. Bennet,” replied his wife, “how can you be so tiresome! You must know that I am thinking of his
marrying one of them.”
“Is that his design in settling here?”
“Design! Nonsense, how can you talk so! But it is very likely that he may fall in love with one of them, and
therefore you must visit him as soon as he comes.”
“I see no occasion for that. You and the girls may go, or you may send them by themselves, which perhaps will be
still better, for as you are as handsome as any of them, Mr. Bingley may like you the best of the party.”
“My dear, you flatter me. I certainly have had my share of beauty, but I do not pretend to be anything
extraordinary now. When a woman has five grown-up daughters, she ought to give over thinking of her own
beauty.”
“In such cases, a woman has not often much beauty to think of.”
“But, my dear, you must indeed go and see Mr. Bingley when he comes into the neighbourhood.”
“It is more than I engage for, I assure you.”
“But consider your daughters. Only think what an establishment it would be for one of them. Sir William and
Lady Lucas are determined to go, merely on that account, for in general, you know, they visit no newcomers.
Indeed you must go, for it will be impossible for us to visit him if you do not.”
“You are over-scrupulous, surely. I dare say Mr. Bingley will be very glad to see you; and I will send a few lines by
you to assure him of my hearty consent to his marrying whichever he chooses of the girls; though I must throw
in a good word for my little Lizzy.”
“I desire you will do no such thing. Lizzy is not a bit better than the others; and I am sure she is not half so
handsome as Jane, nor half so good-humoured as Lydia. But you are always giving her the preference.”
“They have none of them much to recommend them,” replied he; “they are all silly and ignorant like other girls;
but Lizzy has something more of quickness than her sisters.”
“Mr. Bennet, how can you abuse your own children in such a way? You take delight in vexing me. You have no
compassion for my poor nerves.”
“You mistake me, my dear. I have a high respect for your nerves. They are my old friends. I have heard you
mention them with consideration these last twenty years at least.”

“Ah, you do not know what I suffer.”
“But I hope you will get over it, and live to see many young men of four thousand a year come into the
neighbourhood.”
“It will be no use to us, if twenty such should come, since you will not visit them.”
“Depend upon it, my dear, that when there are twenty, I will visit them all.”
Mr. Bennet was so odd a mixture of quick parts, sarcastic humour, reserve, and caprice, that the experience of
three-and-twenty years had been insufficient to make his wife understand his character. Her mind was less
difficult to develop. She was a woman of mean understanding, little information, and uncertain temper. When
she was discontented, she fancied herself nervous. The business of her life was to get her daughters married; its
solace was visiting and news.

Chapter III - (Meryton assembly)
Not all that Mrs. Bennet, however, with the assistance of her five daughters, could ask on the subject, was
sufficient to draw from her husband any satisfactory description of Mr. Bingley. They attacked him in various
ways—with barefaced questions, ingenious suppositions, and distant surmises; but he eluded the skill of them
all, and they were at last obliged to accept the second-hand intelligence of their neighbour, Lady Lucas. Her
report was highly favourable. Sir William had been delighted with him. He was quite young, wonderfully
handsome, extremely agreeable, and, to crown the whole, he meant to be at the next assembly with a large party.
Nothing could be more delightful! To be fond of dancing was a certain step towards falling in love; and very lively
hopes of Mr. Bingley’s heart were entertained.
“If I can but see one of my daughters happily settled at Netherfield,” said Mrs. Bennet to her husband, “and all the
others equally well married, I shall have nothing to wish for.”
In a few days Mr. Bingley returned Mr. Bennet’s visit, and sat about ten minutes with him in his library. He had
entertained hopes of being admitted to a sight of the young ladies, of whose beauty he had heard much; but he
saw only the father. The ladies were somewhat more fortunate, for they had the advantage of ascertaining from
an upper window that he wore a blue coat, and rode a black horse.
An invitation to dinner was soon afterwards dispatched; and already had Mrs. Bennet planned the courses that
were to do credit to her housekeeping, when an answer arrived which deferred it all. Mr. Bingley was obliged to
be in town the following day, and, consequently, unable to accept the honour of their invitation, etc. Mrs. Bennet
was quite disconcerted. She could not imagine what business he could have in town so soon after his arrival in
Hertfordshire; and she began to fear that he might be always flying about from one place to another, and never
settled at Netherfield as he ought to be. Lady Lucas quieted her fears a little by starting the idea of his being gone
to London only to get a large party for the ball; and a report soon followed that Mr. Bingley was to bring twelve
ladies and seven gentlemen with him to the assembly. The girls grieved over such a number of ladies, but were
comforted the day before the ball by hearing, that instead of twelve he brought only six with him from London—
his five sisters and a cousin. And when the party entered the assembly room it consisted of only five altogether—
Mr. Bingley, his two sisters, the husband of the eldest, and another young man.
Mr. Bingley was good-looking and gentlemanlike; he had a pleasant countenance, and easy, unaffected manners.
His sisters were fine women, with an air of decided fashion. His brother-in-law, Mr. Hurst, merely looked the
gentleman; but his friend Mr. Darcy soon drew the attention of the room by his fine, tall person, handsome
features, noble mien, and the report which was in general circulation within five minutes after his entrance, of
his having ten thousand a year. The gentlemen pronounced him to be a fine figure of a man, the ladies declared
he was much handsomer than Mr. Bingley, and he was looked at with great admiration for about half the
evening, till his manners gave a disgust which turned the tide of his popularity; for he was discovered to be
proud; to be above his company, and above being pleased; and not all his large estate in Derbyshire could then
save him from having a most forbidding, disagreeable countenance, and being unworthy to be compared with his
friend.
Mr. Bingley had soon made himself acquainted with all the principal people in the room; he was lively and
unreserved, danced every dance, was angry that the ball closed so early, and talked of giving one himself at

Netherfield. Such amiable qualities must speak for themselves. What a contrast between him and his friend! Mr.
Darcy danced only once with Mrs. Hurst and once with Miss Bingley, declined being introduced to any other lady,
and spent the rest of the evening in walking about the room, speaking occasionally to one of his own party. His
character was decided. He was the proudest, most disagreeable man in the world, and everybody hoped that he
would never come there again. Amongst the most violent against him was Mrs. Bennet, whose dislike of his
general behaviour was sharpened into particular resentment by his having slighted one of her daughters.
Elizabeth Bennet had been obliged, by the scarcity of gentlemen, to sit down for two dances; and during part of
that time, Mr. Darcy had been standing near enough for her to hear a conversation between him and Mr. Bingley,
who came from the dance for a few minutes, to press his friend to join it.
“Come, Darcy,” said he, “I must have you dance. I hate to see you standing about by yourself in this stupid
manner. You had much better dance.”
“I certainly shall not. You know how I detest it, unless I am particularly acquainted with my partner. At such an
assembly as this it would be insupportable. Your sisters are engaged, and there is not another woman in the
room whom it would not be a punishment to me to stand up with.”
“I would not be so fastidious as you are,” cried Mr. Bingley, “for a kingdom! Upon my honour, I never met with so
many pleasant girls in my life as I have this evening; and there are several of them you see uncommonly pretty.”
“You are dancing with the only handsome girl in the room,” said Mr. Darcy, looking at the eldest Miss Bennet.
“Oh! She is the most beautiful creature I ever beheld! But there is one of her sisters sitting down just behind you,
who is very pretty, and I dare say very agreeable. Do let me ask my partner to introduce you.”
“Which do you mean?” and turning round he looked for a moment at Elizabeth, till catching her eye, he withdrew
his own and coldly said: “She is tolerable, but not handsome enough to tempt me; I am in no humour at present
to give consequence to young ladies who are slighted by other men. You had better return to your partner and
enjoy her smiles, for you are wasting your time with me.”
Mr. Bingley followed his advice. Mr. Darcy walked off; and Elizabeth remained with no very cordial feelings
toward him. She told the story, however, with great spirit among her friends; for she had a lively, playful
disposition, which delighted in anything ridiculous.
The evening altogether passed off pleasantly to the whole family. Mrs. Bennet had seen her eldest daughter much
admired by the Netherfield party. Mr. Bingley had danced with her twice, and she had been distinguished by his
sisters. Jane was as much gratified by this as her mother could be, though in a quieter way. Elizabeth felt Jane’s
pleasure. Mary had heard herself mentioned to Miss Bingley as the most accomplished girl in the neighbourhood;
and Catherine and Lydia had been fortunate enough never to be without partners, which was all that they had
yet learnt to care for at a ball. They returned, therefore, in good spirits to Longbourn, the village where they
lived, and of which they were the principal inhabitants. They found Mr. Bennet still up. With a book he was
regardless of time; and on the present occasion he had a good deal of curiosity as to the event of an evening
which had raised such splendid expectations. He had rather hoped that his wife’s views on the stranger would be
disappointed; but he soon found out that he had a different story to hear.
“Oh! my dear Mr. Bennet,” as she entered the room, “we have had a most delightful evening, a most excellent ball.
I wish you had been there. Jane was so admired, nothing could be like it. Everybody said how well she looked;
and Mr. Bingley thought her quite beautiful, and danced with her twice! Only think of that, my dear; he actually
danced with her twice! and she was the only creature in the room that he asked a second time. First of all, he
asked Miss Lucas. I was so vexed to see him stand up with her! But, however, he did not admire her at all; indeed,
nobody can, you know; and he seemed quite struck with Jane as she was going down the dance. So he inquired
who she was, and got introduced, and asked her for the two next. Then the two third he danced with Miss King,
and the two fourth with Maria Lucas, and the two fifth with Jane again, and the two sixth with Lizzy, and the
Boulanger—”
“If he had had any compassion for me,” cried her husband impatiently, “he would not have danced half so much!
For God’s sake, say no more of his partners. Oh that he had sprained his ankle in the first dance!”

“Oh! my dear, I am quite delighted with him. He is so excessively handsome! And his sisters are charming
women. I never in my life saw anything more elegant than their dresses. I dare say the lace upon Mrs. Hurst’s
gown—”
Here she was interrupted again. Mr. Bennet protested against any description of finery. She was therefore
obliged to seek another branch of the subject, and related, with much bitterness of spirit and some exaggeration,
the shocking rudeness of Mr. Darcy.
“But I can assure you,” she added, “that Lizzy does not lose much by not suiting his fancy; for he is a most
disagreeable, horrid man, not at all worth pleasing. So high and so conceited that there was no enduring him! He
walked here, and he walked there, fancying himself so very great! Not handsome enough to dance with! I wish
you had been there, my dear, to have given him one of your set-downs. I quite detest the man.”

Chapter XXXIV - (Darcy’s first proposal)
When they were gone, Elizabeth, as if intending to exasperate herself as much as possible against Mr. Darcy,
chose for her employment the examination of all the letters which Jane had written to her since her being in
Kent. They contained no actual complaint, nor was there any revival of past occurrences, or any communication
of present suffering. But in all, and in almost every line of each, there was a want of that cheerfulness which had
been used to characterise her style, and which, proceeding from the serenity of a mind at ease with itself and
kindly disposed towards everyone, had been scarcely ever clouded. Elizabeth noticed every sentence conveying
the idea of uneasiness, with an attention which it had hardly received on the first perusal. Mr. Darcy’s shameful
boast of what misery he had been able to inflict, gave her a keener sense of her sister’s sufferings. It was some
consolation to think that his visit to Rosings was to end on the day after the next—and, a still greater, that in less
than a fortnight she should herself be with Jane again, and enabled to contribute to the recovery of her spirits, by
all that affection could do.
She could not think of Darcy’s leaving Kent without remembering that his cousin was to go with him; but Colonel
Fitzwilliam had made it clear that he had no intentions at all, and agreeable as he was, she did not mean to be
unhappy about him.
While settling this point, she was suddenly roused by the sound of the door-bell, and her spirits were a little
fluttered by the idea of its being Colonel Fitzwilliam himself, who had once before called late in the evening, and
might now come to inquire particularly after her. But this idea was soon banished, and her spirits were very
differently affected, when, to her utter amazement, she saw Mr. Darcy walk into the room. In an hurried manner
he immediately began an inquiry after her health, imputing his visit to a wish of hearing that she were better. She
answered him with cold civility. He sat down for a few moments, and then getting up, walked about the room.
Elizabeth was surprised, but said not a word. After a silence of several minutes, he came towards her in an
agitated manner, and thus began:
“In vain I have struggled. It will not do. My feelings will not be repressed. You must allow me to tell you how
ardently I admire and love you.”
Elizabeth’s astonishment was beyond expression. She stared, coloured, doubted, and was silent. This he
considered sufficient encouragement; and the avowal of all that he felt, and had long felt for her, immediately
followed. He spoke well; but there were feelings besides those of the heart to be detailed; and he was not more
eloquent on the subject of tenderness than of pride. His sense of her inferiority—of its being a degradation—of
the family obstacles which had always opposed to inclination, were dwelt on with a warmth which seemed due
to the consequence he was wounding, but was very unlikely to recommend his suit.
In spite of her deeply-rooted dislike, she could not be insensible to the compliment of such a man’s affection, and
though her intentions did not vary for an instant, she was at first sorry for the pain he was to receive; till, roused
to resentment by his subsequent language, she lost all compassion in anger. She tried, however, to compose
herself to answer him with patience, when he should have done. He concluded with representing to her the
strength of that attachment which, in spite of all his endeavours, he had found impossible to conquer; and with

expressing his hope that it would now be rewarded by her acceptance of his hand. As he said this, she could
easily see that he had no doubt of a favourable answer. He spoke of apprehension and anxiety, but his
countenance expressed real security. Such a circumstance could only exasperate farther, and, when he ceased,
the colour rose into her cheeks, and she said:
“In such cases as this, it is, I believe, the established mode to express a sense of obligation for the sentiments
avowed, however unequally they may be returned. It is natural that obligation should be felt, and if I could feel
gratitude, I would now thank you. But I cannot—I have never desired your good opinion, and you have certainly
bestowed it most unwillingly. I am sorry to have occasioned pain to anyone. It has been most unconsciously
done, however, and I hope will be of short duration. The feelings which, you tell me, have long prevented the
acknowledgment of your regard, can have little difficulty in overcoming it after this explanation.”
Mr. Darcy, who was leaning against the mantelpiece with his eyes fixed on her face, seemed to catch her words
with no less resentment than surprise. His complexion became pale with anger, and the disturbance of his mind
was visible in every feature. He was struggling for the appearance of composure, and would not open his lips till
he believed himself to have attained it. The pause was to Elizabeth’s feelings dreadful. At length, with a voice of
forced calmness, he said:
“And this is all the reply which I am to have the honour of expecting! I might, perhaps, wish to be informed why,
with so little endeavour at civility, I am thus rejected. But it is of small importance.”
“I might as well inquire,” replied she, “why with so evident a desire of offending and insulting me, you chose to
tell me that you liked me against your will, against your reason, and even against your character? Was not this
some excuse for incivility, if I was uncivil? But I have other provocations. You know I have. Had not my feelings
decided against you—had they been indifferent, or had they even been favourable, do you think that any
consideration would tempt me to accept the man who has been the means of ruining, perhaps for ever, the
happiness of a most beloved sister?”
As she pronounced these words, Mr. Darcy changed colour; but the emotion was short, and he listened without
attempting to interrupt her while she continued:
“I have every reason in the world to think ill of you. No motive can excuse the unjust and ungenerous part you
acted there. You dare not, you cannot deny, that you have been the principal, if not the only means of dividing
them from each other—of exposing one to the censure of the world for caprice and instability, and the other to
its derision for disappointed hopes, and involving them both in misery of the acutest kind.”
She paused, and saw with no slight indignation that he was listening with an air which proved him wholly
unmoved by any feeling of remorse. He even looked at her with a smile of affected incredulity.
“Can you deny that you have done it?” she repeated.
With assumed tranquillity he then replied: “I have no wish of denying that I did everything in my power to
separate my friend from your sister, or that I rejoice in my success. Towards him I have been kinder than
towards myself.”
Elizabeth disdained the appearance of noticing this civil reflection, but its meaning did not escape, nor was it
likely to conciliate her.
“But it is not merely this affair,” she continued, “on which my dislike is founded. Long before it had taken place
my opinion of you was decided. Your character was unfolded in the recital which I received many months ago
from Mr. Wickham. On this subject, what can you have to say? In what imaginary act of friendship can you here
defend yourself? or under what misrepresentation can you here impose upon others?”
“You take an eager interest in that gentleman’s concerns,” said Darcy, in a less tranquil tone, and with a
heightened colour.
“Who that knows what his misfortunes have been, can help feeling an interest in him?”

“His misfortunes!” repeated Darcy contemptuously; “yes, his misfortunes have been great indeed.”
“And of your infliction,” cried Elizabeth with energy. “You have reduced him to his present state of poverty—
comparative poverty. You have withheld the advantages which you must know to have been designed for him.
You have deprived the best years of his life of that independence which was no less his due than his desert. You
have done all this! and yet you can treat the mention of his misfortune with contempt and ridicule.”
“And this,” cried Darcy, as he walked with quick steps across the room, “is your opinion of me! This is the
estimation in which you hold me! I thank you for explaining it so fully. My faults, according to this calculation, are
heavy indeed! But perhaps,” added he, stopping in his walk, and turning towards her, “these offenses might have
been overlooked, had not your pride been hurt by my honest confession of the scruples that had long prevented
my forming any serious design. These bitter accusations might have been suppressed, had I, with greater policy,
concealed my struggles, and flattered you into the belief of my being impelled by unqualified, unalloyed
inclination; by reason, by reflection, by everything. But disguise of every sort is my abhorrence. Nor am I
ashamed of the feelings I related. They were natural and just. Could you expect me to rejoice in the inferiority of
your connections?—to congratulate myself on the hope of relations, whose condition in life is so decidedly
beneath my own?”
Elizabeth felt herself growing more angry every moment; yet she tried to the utmost to speak with composure
when she said:
“You are mistaken, Mr. Darcy, if you suppose that the mode of your declaration affected me in any other way,
than as it spared me the concern which I might have felt in refusing you, had you behaved in a more
gentlemanlike manner.”
She saw him start at this, but he said nothing, and she continued:
“You could not have made the offer of your hand in any possible way that would have tempted me to accept it.”
Again his astonishment was obvious; and he looked at her with an expression of mingled incredulity and
mortification. She went on:
“From the very beginning—from the first moment, I may almost say—of my acquaintance with you, your
manners, impressing me with the fullest belief of your arrogance, your conceit, and your selfish disdain of the
feelings of others, were such as to form the groundwork of disapprobation on which succeeding events have
built so immovable a dislike; and I had not known you a month before I felt that you were the last man in the
world whom I could ever be prevailed on to marry.”
“You have said quite enough, madam. I perfectly comprehend your feelings, and have now only to be ashamed of
what my own have been. Forgive me for having taken up so much of your time, and accept my best wishes for
your health and happiness.”
And with these words he hastily left the room, and Elizabeth heard him the next moment open the front door and
quit the house.
The tumult of her mind, was now painfully great. She knew not how to support herself, and from actual
weakness sat down and cried for half-an-hour. Her astonishment, as she reflected on what had passed, was
increased by every review of it. That she should receive an offer of marriage from Mr. Darcy! That he should have
been in love with her for so many months! So much in love as to wish to marry her in spite of all the objections
which had made him prevent his friend’s marrying her sister, and which must appear at least with equal force in
his own case—was almost incredible! It was gratifying to have inspired unconsciously so strong an affection. But
his pride, his abominable pride—his shameless avowal of what he had done with respect to Jane—his
unpardonable assurance in acknowledging, though he could not justify it, and the unfeeling manner in which he
had mentioned Mr. Wickham, his cruelty towards whom he had not attempted to deny, soon overcame the pity
which the consideration of his attachment had for a moment excited. She continued in very agitated reflections
till the sound of Lady Catherine’s carriage made her feel how unequal she was to encounter Charlotte’s
observation, and hurried her away to her room.

Chapter XLIII - (Encounter in Pemberley)
Elizabeth, as they drove along, watched for the first appearance of Pemberley Woods with some perturbation;
and when at length they turned in at the lodge, her spirits were in a high flutter.
The park was very large, and contained great variety of ground. They entered it in one of its lowest points, and
drove for some time through a beautiful wood stretching over a wide extent.
Elizabeth’s mind was too full for conversation, but she saw and admired every remarkable spot and point of
view. They gradually ascended for half-a-mile, and then found themselves at the top of a considerable eminence,
where the wood ceased, and the eye was instantly caught by Pemberley House, situated on the opposite side of a
valley, into which the road with some abruptness wound. It was a large, handsome stone building, standing well
on rising ground, and backed by a ridge of high woody hills; and in front, a stream of some natural importance
was swelled into greater, but without any artificial appearance. Its banks were neither formal nor falsely
adorned. Elizabeth was delighted. She had never seen a place for which nature had done more, or where natural
beauty had been so little counteracted by an awkward taste. They were all of them warm in their admiration;
and at that moment she felt that to be mistress of Pemberley might be something!
They descended the hill, crossed the bridge, and drove to the door; and, while examining the nearer aspect of the
house, all her apprehension of meeting its owner returned. She dreaded lest the chambermaid had been
mistaken. On applying to see the place, they were admitted into the hall; and Elizabeth, as they waited for the
housekeeper, had leisure to wonder at her being where she was.
The housekeeper came; a respectable-looking elderly woman, much less fine, and more civil, than she had any
notion of finding her. They followed her into the dining-parlour. It was a large, well proportioned room,
handsomely fitted up. Elizabeth, after slightly surveying it, went to a window to enjoy its prospect. The hill,
crowned with wood, which they had descended, receiving increased abruptness from the distance, was a
beautiful object. Every disposition of the ground was good; and she looked on the whole scene, the river, the
trees scattered on its banks and the winding of the valley, as far as she could trace it, with delight. As they passed
into other rooms these objects were taking different positions; but from every window there were beauties to be
seen. The rooms were lofty and handsome, and their furniture suitable to the fortune of its proprietor; but
Elizabeth saw, with admiration of his taste, that it was neither gaudy nor uselessly fine; with less of splendour,
and more real elegance, than the furniture of Rosings.
“And of this place,” thought she, “I might have been mistress! With these rooms I might now have been familiarly
acquainted! Instead of viewing them as a stranger, I might have rejoiced in them as my own, and welcomed to
them as visitors my uncle and aunt. But no,”—recollecting herself—“that could never be; my uncle and aunt
would have been lost to me; I should not have been allowed to invite them.”
This was a lucky recollection—it saved her from something very like regret.
She longed to inquire of the housekeeper whether her master was really absent, but had not the courage for it. At
length however, the question was asked by her uncle; and she turned away with alarm, while Mrs. Reynolds
replied that he was, adding, “But we expect him to-morrow, with a large party of friends.” How rejoiced was
Elizabeth that their own journey had not by any circumstance been delayed a day!
Her aunt now called her to look at a picture. She approached and saw the likeness of Mr. Wickham, suspended,
amongst several other miniatures, over the mantelpiece. Her aunt asked her, smilingly, how she liked it. The
housekeeper came forward, and told them it was a picture of a young gentleman, the son of her late master’s
steward, who had been brought up by him at his own expense. “He is now gone into the army,” she added; “but I
am afraid he has turned out very wild.”
Mrs. Gardiner looked at her niece with a smile, but Elizabeth could not return it.
“And that,” said Mrs. Reynolds, pointing to another of the miniatures, “is my master—and very like him. It was
drawn at the same time as the other—about eight years ago.”

“I have heard much of your master’s fine person,” said Mrs. Gardiner, looking at the picture; “it is a handsome
face. But, Lizzy, you can tell us whether it is like or not.”
Mrs. Reynolds respect for Elizabeth seemed to increase on this intimation of her knowing her master.
“Does that young lady know Mr. Darcy?”
Elizabeth coloured, and said: “A little.”
“And do not you think him a very handsome gentleman, ma’am?”
“Yes, very handsome.”
“I am sure I know none so handsome; but in the gallery up stairs you will see a finer, larger picture of him than
this. This room was my late master’s favourite room, and these miniatures are just as they used to be then. He
was very fond of them.”
This accounted to Elizabeth for Mr. Wickham’s being among them.
Mrs. Reynolds then directed their attention to one of Miss Darcy, drawn when she was only eight years old.
“And is Miss Darcy as handsome as her brother?” said Mrs. Gardiner.
“Oh! yes—the handsomest young lady that ever was seen; and so accomplished!—She plays and sings all day
long. In the next room is a new instrument just come down for her—a present from my master; she comes here
to-morrow with him.”
Mr. Gardiner, whose manners were very easy and pleasant, encouraged her communicativeness by his questions
and remarks; Mrs. Reynolds, either by pride or attachment, had evidently great pleasure in talking of her master
and his sister.
“Is your master much at Pemberley in the course of the year?”
“Not so much as I could wish, sir; but I dare say he may spend half his time here; and Miss Darcy is always down
for the summer months.”
“Except,” thought Elizabeth, “when she goes to Ramsgate.”
“If your master would marry, you might see more of him.”
“Yes, sir; but I do not know when that will be. I do not know who is good enough for him.”
Mr. and Mrs. Gardiner smiled. Elizabeth could not help saying, “It is very much to his credit, I am sure, that you
should think so.”
“I say no more than the truth, and everybody will say that knows him,” replied the other. Elizabeth thought this
was going pretty far; and she listened with increasing astonishment as the housekeeper added, “I have never
known a cross word from him in my life, and I have known him ever since he was four years old.”
This was praise, of all others most extraordinary, most opposite to her ideas. That he was not a good-tempered
man had been her firmest opinion. Her keenest attention was awakened; she longed to hear more, and was
grateful to her uncle for saying:
“There are very few people of whom so much can be said. You are lucky in having such a master.”

“Yes, sir, I know I am. If I were to go through the world, I could not meet with a better. But I have always
observed, that they who are good-natured when children, are good-natured when they grow up; and he was
always the sweetest-tempered, most generous-hearted boy in the world.”
Elizabeth almost stared at her. “Can this be Mr. Darcy?” thought she.
“His father was an excellent man,” said Mrs. Gardiner.
“Yes, ma’am, that he was indeed; and his son will be just like him—just as affable to the poor.”
Elizabeth listened, wondered, doubted, and was impatient for more. Mrs. Reynolds could interest her on no other
point. She related the subjects of the pictures, the dimensions of the rooms, and the price of the furniture, in vain.
Mr. Gardiner, highly amused by the kind of family prejudice to which he attributed her excessive commendation
of her master, soon led again to the subject; and she dwelt with energy on his many merits as they proceeded
together up the great staircase.
“He is the best landlord, and the best master,” said she, “that ever lived; not like the wild young men nowadays,
who think of nothing but themselves. There is not one of his tenants or servants but will give him a good name.
Some people call him proud; but I am sure I never saw anything of it. To my fancy, it is only because he does not
rattle away like other young men.”
“In what an amiable light does this place him!” thought Elizabeth.
“This fine account of him,” whispered her aunt as they walked, “is not quite consistent with his behaviour to our
poor friend.”
“Perhaps we might be deceived.”
“That is not very likely; our authority was too good.”
On reaching the spacious lobby above they were shown into a very pretty sitting-room, lately fitted up with
greater elegance and lightness than the apartments below; and were informed that it was but just done to give
pleasure to Miss Darcy, who had taken a liking to the room when last at Pemberley.
“He is certainly a good brother,” said Elizabeth, as she walked towards one of the windows.
Mrs. Reynolds anticipated Miss Darcy’s delight, when she should enter the room. “And this is always the way
with him,” she added. “Whatever can give his sister any pleasure is sure to be done in a moment. There is nothing
he would not do for her.”
The picture-gallery, and two or three of the principal bedrooms, were all that remained to be shown. In the
former were many good paintings; but Elizabeth knew nothing of the art; and from such as had been already
visible below, she had willingly turned to look at some drawings of Miss Darcy’s, in crayons, whose subjects were
usually more interesting, and also more intelligible.
In the gallery there were many family portraits, but they could have little to fix the attention of a stranger.
Elizabeth walked in quest of the only face whose features would be known to her. At last it arrested her—and
she beheld a striking resemblance to Mr. Darcy, with such a smile over the face as she remembered to have
sometimes seen when he looked at her. She stood several minutes before the picture, in earnest contemplation,
and returned to it again before they quitted the gallery. Mrs. Reynolds informed them that it had been taken in
his father’s lifetime.
There was certainly at this moment, in Elizabeth’s mind, a more gentle sensation towards the original than she
had ever felt at the height of their acquaintance. The commendation bestowed on him by Mrs. Reynolds was of
no trifling nature. What praise is more valuable than the praise of an intelligent servant? As a brother, a landlord,
a master, she considered how many people’s happiness were in his guardianship!—how much of pleasure or
pain was it in his power to bestow!—how much of good or evil must be done by him! Every idea that had been
brought forward by the housekeeper was favourable to his character, and as she stood before the canvas on

which he was represented, and fixed his eyes upon herself, she thought of his regard with a deeper sentiment of
gratitude than it had ever raised before; she remembered its warmth, and softened its impropriety of expression.
When all of the house that was open to general inspection had been seen, they returned downstairs, and, taking
leave of the housekeeper, were consigned over to the gardener, who met them at the hall-door.
As they walked across the hall towards the river, Elizabeth turned back to look again; her uncle and aunt stopped
also, and while the former was conjecturing as to the date of the building, the owner of it himself suddenly came
forward from the road, which led behind it to the stables.
They were within twenty yards of each other, and so abrupt was his appearance, that it was impossible to avoid
his sight. Their eyes instantly met, and the cheeks of both were overspread with the deepest blush. He absolutely
started, and for a moment seemed immovable from surprise; but shortly recovering himself, advanced towards
the party, and spoke to Elizabeth, if not in terms of perfect composure, at least of perfect civility.
She had instinctively turned away; but stopping on his approach, received his compliments with an
embarrassment impossible to be overcome. Had his first appearance, or his resemblance to the picture they had
just been examining, been insufficient to assure the other two that they now saw Mr. Darcy, the gardener’s
expression of surprise, on beholding his master, must immediately have told it. They stood a little aloof while he
was talking to their niece, who, astonished and confused, scarcely dared lift her eyes to his face, and knew not
what answer she returned to his civil inquiries after her family. Amazed at the alteration of his manner since
they last parted, every sentence that he uttered was increasing her embarrassment; and every idea of the
impropriety of her being found there recurring to her mind, the few minutes in which they continued were some
of the most uncomfortable in her life. Nor did he seem much more at ease; when he spoke, his accent had none of
its usual sedateness; and he repeated his inquiries as to the time of her having left Longbourn, and of her having
stayed in Derbyshire, so often, and in so hurried a way, as plainly spoke the distraction of his thoughts.
At length every idea seemed to fail him; and, after standing a few moments without saying a word, he suddenly
recollected himself, and took leave.
The others then joined her, and expressed admiration of his figure; but Elizabeth heard not a word, and wholly
engrossed by her own feelings, followed them in silence. She was overpowered by shame and vexation. Her
coming there was the most unfortunate, the most ill-judged thing in the world! How strange it must appear to
him! In what a disgraceful light might it not strike so vain a man! It might seem as if she had purposely thrown
herself in his way again! Oh! why did she come? Or, why did he thus come a day before he was expected? Had
they been only ten minutes sooner, they should have been beyond the reach of his discrimination; for it was
plain that he was that moment arrived—that moment alighted from his horse or his carriage. She blushed again
and again over the perverseness of the meeting. And his behaviour, so strikingly altered—what could it mean?
That he should even speak to her was amazing!—but to speak with such civility, to inquire after her family!
Never in her life had she seen his manners so little dignified, never had he spoken with such gentleness as on this
unexpected meeting. What a contrast did it offer to his last address in Rosings Park, when he put his letter into
her hand! She knew not what to think, or how to account for it.
They had now entered a beautiful walk by the side of the water, and every step was bringing forward a nobler
fall of ground, or a finer reach of the woods to which they were approaching; but it was some time before
Elizabeth was sensible of any of it; and, though she answered mechanically to the repeated appeals of her uncle
and aunt, and seemed to direct her eyes to such objects as they pointed out, she distinguished no part of the
scene. Her thoughts were all fixed on that one spot of Pemberley House, whichever it might be, where Mr. Darcy
then was. She longed to know what at the moment was passing in his mind—in what manner he thought of her,
and whether, in defiance of everything, she was still dear to him. Perhaps he had been civil only because he felt
himself at ease; yet there had been that in his voice which was not like ease. Whether he had felt more of pain or
of pleasure in seeing her she could not tell, but he certainly had not seen her with composure.
At length, however, the remarks of her companions on her absence of mind aroused her, and she felt the
necessity of appearing more like herself.
They entered the woods, and bidding adieu to the river for a while, ascended some of the higher grounds; when,
in spots where the opening of the trees gave the eye power to wander, were many charming views of the valley,
the opposite hills, with the long range of woods overspreading many, and occasionally part of the stream. Mr.

Gardiner expressed a wish of going round the whole park, but feared it might be beyond a walk. With a
triumphant smile they were told that it was ten miles round. It settled the matter; and they pursued the
accustomed circuit; which brought them again, after some time, in a descent among hanging woods, to the edge
of the water, and one of its narrowest parts. They crossed it by a simple bridge, in character with the general air
of the scene; it was a spot less adorned than any they had yet visited; and the valley, here contracted into a glen,
allowed room only for the stream, and a narrow walk amidst the rough coppice-wood which bordered it.
Elizabeth longed to explore its windings; but when they had crossed the bridge, and perceived their distance
from the house, Mrs. Gardiner, who was not a great walker, could go no farther, and thought only of returning to
the carriage as quickly as possible. Her niece was, therefore, obliged to submit, and they took their way towards
the house on the opposite side of the river, in the nearest direction; but their progress was slow, for Mr.
Gardiner, though seldom able to indulge the taste, was very fond of fishing, and was so much engaged in
watching the occasional appearance of some trout in the water, and talking to the man about them, that he
advanced but little. Whilst wandering on in this slow manner, they were again surprised, and Elizabeth’s
astonishment was quite equal to what it had been at first, by the sight of Mr. Darcy approaching them, and at no
great distance. The walk here being here less sheltered than on the other side, allowed them to see him before
they met. Elizabeth, however astonished, was at least more prepared for an interview than before, and resolved
to appear and to speak with calmness, if he really intended to meet them. For a few moments, indeed, she felt
that he would probably strike into some other path. The idea lasted while a turning in the walk concealed him
from their view; the turning past, he was immediately before them. With a glance, she saw that he had lost none
of his recent civility; and, to imitate his politeness, she began, as they met, to admire the beauty of the place; but
she had not got beyond the words “delightful,” and “charming,” when some unlucky recollections obtruded, and
she fancied that praise of Pemberley from her might be mischievously construed. Her colour changed, and she
said no more.
Mrs. Gardiner was standing a little behind; and on her pausing, he asked her if she would do him the honour of
introducing him to her friends. This was a stroke of civility for which she was quite unprepared; and she could
hardly suppress a smile at his being now seeking the acquaintance of some of those very people against whom
his pride had revolted in his offer to herself. “What will be his surprise,” thought she, “when he knows who they
are? He takes them now for people of fashion.”
The introduction, however, was immediately made; and as she named their relationship to herself, she stole a sly
look at him, to see how he bore it, and was not without the expectation of his decamping as fast as he could from
such disgraceful companions. That he was surprised by the connection was evident; he sustained it, however,
with fortitude, and so far from going away, turned back with them, and entered into conversation with Mr.
Gardiner. Elizabeth could not but be pleased, could not but triumph. It was consoling that he should know she
had some relations for whom there was no need to blush. She listened most attentively to all that passed
between them, and gloried in every expression, every sentence of her uncle, which marked his intelligence, his
taste, or his good manners.
The conversation soon turned upon fishing; and she heard Mr. Darcy invite him, with the greatest civility, to fish
there as often as he chose while he continued in the neighbourhood, offering at the same time to supply him with
fishing tackle, and pointing out those parts of the stream where there was usually most sport. Mrs. Gardiner, who
was walking arm-in-arm with Elizabeth, gave her a look expressive of wonder. Elizabeth said nothing, but it
gratified her exceedingly; the compliment must be all for herself. Her astonishment, however, was extreme, and
continually was she repeating, “Why is he so altered? From what can it proceed? It cannot be for me—it cannot
be for my sake that his manners are thus softened. My reproofs at Hunsford could not work such a change as this.
It is impossible that he should still love me.”
After walking some time in this way, the two ladies in front, the two gentlemen behind, on resuming their places,
after descending to the brink of the river for the better inspection of some curious water-plant, there chanced to
be a little alteration. It originated in Mrs. Gardiner, who, fatigued by the exercise of the morning, found
Elizabeth’s arm inadequate to her support, and consequently preferred her husband’s. Mr. Darcy took her place
by her niece, and they walked on together. After a short silence, the lady first spoke. She wished him to know that
she had been assured of his absence before she came to the place, and accordingly began by observing, that his
arrival had been very unexpected—“for your housekeeper,” she added, “informed us that you would certainly
not be here till to-morrow; and indeed, before we left Bakewell, we understood that you were not immediately
expected in the country.” He acknowledged the truth of it all, and said that business with his steward had
occasioned his coming forward a few hours before the rest of the party with whom he had been travelling. “They
will join me early to-morrow,” he continued, “and among them are some who will claim an acquaintance with
you—Mr. Bingley and his sisters.”

Elizabeth answered only by a slight bow. Her thoughts were instantly driven back to the time when Mr. Bingley’s
name had been the last mentioned between them; and, if she might judge by his complexion, his mind was not
very differently engaged.
“There is also one other person in the party,” he continued after a pause, “who more particularly wishes to be
known to you. Will you allow me, or do I ask too much, to introduce my sister to your acquaintance during your
stay at Lambton?”
The surprise of such an application was great indeed; it was too great for her to know in what manner she
acceded to it. She immediately felt that whatever desire Miss Darcy might have of being acquainted with her
must be the work of her brother, and, without looking farther, it was satisfactory; it was gratifying to know that
his resentment had not made him think really ill of her.
They now walked on in silence, each of them deep in thought. Elizabeth was not comfortable; that was
impossible; but she was flattered and pleased. His wish of introducing his sister to her was a compliment of the
highest kind. They soon outstripped the others, and when they had reached the carriage, Mr. and Mrs. Gardiner
were half a quarter of a mile behind.
He then asked her to walk into the house—but she declared herself not tired, and they stood together on the
lawn. At such a time much might have been said, and silence was very awkward. She wanted to talk, but there
seemed to be an embargo on every subject. At last she recollected that she had been travelling, and they talked of
Matlock and Dove Dale with great perseverance. Yet time and her aunt moved slowly—and her patience and her
ideas were nearly worn out before the tete-a-tete was over. On Mr. and Mrs. Gardiner’s coming up they were all
pressed to go into the house and take some refreshment; but this was declined, and they parted on each side
with utmost politeness. Mr. Darcy handed the ladies into the carriage; and when it drove off, Elizabeth saw him
walking slowly towards the house.
The observations of her uncle and aunt now began; and each of them pronounced him to be infinitely superior to
anything they had expected. “He is perfectly well behaved, polite, and unassuming,” said her uncle.
“There is something a little stately in him, to be sure,” replied her aunt, “but it is confined to his air, and is not
unbecoming. I can now say with the housekeeper, that though some people may call him proud, I have seen
nothing of it.”
“I was never more surprised than by his behaviour to us. It was more than civil; it was really attentive; and there
was no necessity for such attention. His acquaintance with Elizabeth was very trifling.”
“To be sure, Lizzy,” said her aunt, “he is not so handsome as Wickham; or, rather, he has not Wickham’s
countenance, for his features are perfectly good. But how came you to tell me that he was so disagreeable?”
Elizabeth excused herself as well as she could; said that she had liked him better when they had met in Kent than
before, and that she had never seen him so pleasant as this morning.
“But perhaps he may be a little whimsical in his civilities,” replied her uncle. “Your great men often are; and
therefore I shall not take him at his word, as he might change his mind another day, and warn me off his
grounds.”
Elizabeth felt that they had entirely misunderstood his character, but said nothing.
“From what we have seen of him,” continued Mrs. Gardiner, “I really should not have thought that he could have
behaved in so cruel a way by anybody as he has done by poor Wickham. He has not an ill-natured look. On the
contrary, there is something pleasing about his mouth when he speaks. And there is something of dignity in his
countenance that would not give one an unfavourable idea of his heart. But, to be sure, the good lady who
showed us his house did give him a most flaming character! I could hardly help laughing aloud sometimes. But he
is a liberal master, I suppose, and that in the eye of a servant comprehends every virtue.”
Elizabeth here felt herself called on to say something in vindication of his behaviour to Wickham; and therefore
gave them to understand, in as guarded a manner as she could, that by what she had heard from his relations in

Kent, his actions were capable of a very different construction; and that his character was by no means so faulty,
nor Wickham’s so amiable, as they had been considered in Hertfordshire. In confirmation of this, she related the
particulars of all the pecuniary transactions in which they had been connected, without actually naming her
authority, but stating it to be such as might be relied on.
Mrs. Gardiner was surprised and concerned; but as they were now approaching the scene of her former
pleasures, every idea gave way to the charm of recollection; and she was too much engaged in pointing out to her
husband all the interesting spots in its environs to think of anything else. Fatigued as she had been by the
morning’s walk they had no sooner dined than she set off again in quest of her former acquaintance, and the
evening was spent in the satisfactions of a intercourse renewed after many years’ discontinuance.
The occurrences of the day were too full of interest to leave Elizabeth much attention for any of these new
friends; and she could do nothing but think, and think with wonder, of Mr. Darcy’s civility, and, above all, of his
wishing her to be acquainted with his sister.

Chapter LVIII
Instead of receiving any such letter of excuse from his friend, as Elizabeth half expected Mr. Bingley to do, he was
able to bring Darcy with him to Longbourn before many days had passed after Lady Catherine’s visit. The
gentlemen arrived early; and, before Mrs. Bennet had time to tell him of their having seen his aunt, of which her
daughter sat in momentary dread, Bingley, who wanted to be alone with Jane, proposed their all walking out. It
was agreed to. Mrs. Bennet was not in the habit of walking; Mary could never spare time; but the remaining five
set off together. Bingley and Jane, however, soon allowed the others to outstrip them. They lagged behind, while
Elizabeth, Kitty, and Darcy were to entertain each other. Very little was said by either; Kitty was too much afraid
of him to talk; Elizabeth was secretly forming a desperate resolution; and perhaps he might be doing the same.
They walked towards the Lucases, because Kitty wished to call upon Maria; and as Elizabeth saw no occasion for
making it a general concern, when Kitty left them she went boldly on with him alone. Now was the moment for
her resolution to be executed, and, while her courage was high, she immediately said:
“Mr. Darcy, I am a very selfish creature; and, for the sake of giving relief to my own feelings, care not how much I
may be wounding yours. I can no longer help thanking you for your unexampled kindness to my poor sister. Ever
since I have known it, I have been most anxious to acknowledge to you how gratefully I feel it. Were it known to
the rest of my family, I should not have merely my own gratitude to express.”
“I am sorry, exceedingly sorry,” replied Darcy, in a tone of surprise and emotion, “that you have ever been
informed of what may, in a mistaken light, have given you uneasiness. I did not think Mrs. Gardiner was so little
to be trusted.”
“You must not blame my aunt. Lydia’s thoughtlessness first betrayed to me that you had been concerned in the
matter; and, of course, I could not rest till I knew the particulars. Let me thank you again and again, in the name
of all my family, for that generous compassion which induced you to take so much trouble, and bear so many
mortifications, for the sake of discovering them.”
“If you will thank me,” he replied, “let it be for yourself alone. That the wish of giving happiness to you might add
force to the other inducements which led me on, I shall not attempt to deny. But your family owe me nothing.
Much as I respect them, I believe I thought only of you.”
Elizabeth was too much embarrassed to say a word. After a short pause, her companion added, “You are too
generous to trifle with me. If your feelings are still what they were last April, tell me so at once. My affections and
wishes are unchanged, but one word from you will silence me on this subject for ever.”
Elizabeth, feeling all the more than common awkwardness and anxiety of his situation, now forced herself to
speak; and immediately, though not very fluently, gave him to understand that her sentiments had undergone so

material a change, since the period to which he alluded, as to make her receive with gratitude and pleasure his
present assurances. The happiness which this reply produced, was such as he had probably never felt before;
and he expressed himself on the occasion as sensibly and as warmly as a man violently in love can be supposed
to do. Had Elizabeth been able to encounter his eye, she might have seen how well the expression of heartfelt
delight, diffused over his face, became him; but, though she could not look, she could listen, and he told her of
feelings, which, in proving of what importance she was to him, made his affection every moment more valuable.
They walked on, without knowing in what direction. There was too much to be thought, and felt, and said, for
attention to any other objects. She soon learnt that they were indebted for their present good understanding to
the efforts of his aunt, who did call on him in her return through London, and there relate her journey to
Longbourn, its motive, and the substance of her conversation with Elizabeth; dwelling emphatically on every
expression of the latter which, in her ladyship’s apprehension, peculiarly denoted her perverseness and
assurance; in the belief that such a relation must assist her endeavours to obtain that promise from her nephew
which she had refused to give. But, unluckily for her ladyship, its effect had been exactly contrariwise.
“It taught me to hope,” said he, “as I had scarcely ever allowed myself to hope before. I knew enough of your
disposition to be certain that, had you been absolutely, irrevocably decided against me, you would have
acknowledged it to Lady Catherine, frankly and openly.”
Elizabeth coloured and laughed as she replied, “Yes, you know enough of my frankness to believe me capable of
that. After abusing you so abominably to your face, I could have no scruple in abusing you to all your relations.”
“What did you say of me, that I did not deserve? For, though your accusations were ill-founded, formed on
mistaken premises, my behaviour to you at the time had merited the severest reproof. It was unpardonable. I
cannot think of it without abhorrence.”
“We will not quarrel for the greater share of blame annexed to that evening,” said Elizabeth. “The conduct of
neither, if strictly examined, will be irreproachable; but since then, we have both, I hope, improved in civility.”
“I cannot be so easily reconciled to myself. The recollection of what I then said, of my conduct, my manners, my
expressions during the whole of it, is now, and has been many months, inexpressibly painful to me. Your reproof,
so well applied, I shall never forget: ‘had you behaved in a more gentlemanlike manner.’ Those were your words.
You know not, you can scarcely conceive, how they have tortured me;—though it was some time, I confess,
before I was reasonable enough to allow their justice.”
“I was certainly very far from expecting them to make so strong an impression. I had not the smallest idea of
their being ever felt in such a way.”
“I can easily believe it. You thought me then devoid of every proper feeling, I am sure you did. The turn of your
countenance I shall never forget, as you said that I could not have addressed you in any possible way that would
induce you to accept me.”
“Oh! do not repeat what I then said. These recollections will not do at all. I assure you that I have long been most
heartily ashamed of it.”
Darcy mentioned his letter. “Did it,” said he, “did it soon make you think better of me? Did you, on reading it, give
any credit to its contents?”
She explained what its effect on her had been, and how gradually all her former prejudices had been removed.
“I knew,” said he, “that what I wrote must give you pain, but it was necessary. I hope you have destroyed the
letter. There was one part especially, the opening of it, which I should dread your having the power of reading
again. I can remember some expressions which might justly make you hate me.”
“The letter shall certainly be burnt, if you believe it essential to the preservation of my regard; but, though we
have both reason to think my opinions not entirely unalterable, they are not, I hope, quite so easily changed as
that implies.”

“When I wrote that letter,” replied Darcy, “I believed myself perfectly calm and cool, but I am since convinced
that it was written in a dreadful bitterness of spirit.”
“The letter, perhaps, began in bitterness, but it did not end so. The adieu is charity itself. But think no more of the
letter. The feelings of the person who wrote, and the person who received it, are now so widely different from
what they were then, that every unpleasant circumstance attending it ought to be forgotten. You must learn
some of my philosophy. Think only of the past as its remembrance gives you pleasure.”
“I cannot give you credit for any philosophy of the kind. Your retrospections must be so totally void of reproach,
that the contentment arising from them is not of philosophy, but, what is much better, of innocence. But with me,
it is not so. Painful recollections will intrude which cannot, which ought not, to be repelled. I have been a selfish
being all my life, in practice, though not in principle. As a child I was taught what was right, but I was not taught
to correct my temper. I was given good principles, but left to follow them in pride and conceit. Unfortunately an
only son (for many years an only child), I was spoilt by my parents, who, though good themselves (my father,
particularly, all that was benevolent and amiable), allowed, encouraged, almost taught me to be selfish and
overbearing; to care for none beyond my own family circle; to think meanly of all the rest of the world; to wish at
least to think meanly of their sense and worth compared with my own. Such I was, from eight to eight and
twenty; and such I might still have been but for you, dearest, loveliest Elizabeth! What do I not owe you! You
taught me a lesson, hard indeed at first, but most advantageous. By you, I was properly humbled. I came to you
without a doubt of my reception. You showed me how insufficient were all my pretensions to please a woman
worthy of being pleased.”
“Had you then persuaded yourself that I should?”
“Indeed I had. What will you think of my vanity? I believed you to be wishing, expecting my addresses.”
“My manners must have been in fault, but not intentionally, I assure you. I never meant to deceive you, but my
spirits might often lead me wrong. How you must have hated me after that evening?”
“Hate you! I was angry perhaps at first, but my anger soon began to take a proper direction.”
“I am almost afraid of asking what you thought of me, when we met at Pemberley. You blamed me for coming?”
“No indeed; I felt nothing but surprise.”
“Your surprise could not be greater than mine in being noticed by you. My conscience told me that I deserved no
extraordinary politeness, and I confess that I did not expect to receive more than my due.”
“My object then,” replied Darcy, “was to show you, by every civility in my power, that I was not so mean as to
resent the past; and I hoped to obtain your forgiveness, to lessen your ill opinion, by letting you see that your
reproofs had been attended to. How soon any other wishes introduced themselves I can hardly tell, but I believe
in about half an hour after I had seen you.”
He then told her of Georgiana’s delight in her acquaintance, and of her disappointment at its sudden
interruption; which naturally leading to the cause of that interruption, she soon learnt that his resolution of
following her from Derbyshire in quest of her sister had been formed before he quitted the inn, and that his
gravity and thoughtfulness there had arisen from no other struggles than what such a purpose must
comprehend.
She expressed her gratitude again, but it was too painful a subject to each, to be dwelt on farther.
After walking several miles in a leisurely manner, and too busy to know anything about it, they found at last, on
examining their watches, that it was time to be at home.
“What could become of Mr. Bingley and Jane!” was a wonder which introduced the discussion of their affairs.
Darcy was delighted with their engagement; his friend had given him the earliest information of it.
“I must ask whether you were surprised?” said Elizabeth.

“Not at all. When I went away, I felt that it would soon happen.”
“That is to say, you had given your permission. I guessed as much.” And though he exclaimed at the term, she
found that it had been pretty much the case.
“On the evening before my going to London,” said he, “I made a confession to him, which I believe I ought to have
made long ago. I told him of all that had occurred to make my former interference in his affairs absurd and
impertinent. His surprise was great. He had never had the slightest suspicion. I told him, moreover, that I
believed myself mistaken in supposing, as I had done, that your sister was indifferent to him; and as I could
easily perceive that his attachment to her was unabated, I felt no doubt of their happiness together.”
Elizabeth could not help smiling at his easy manner of directing his friend.
“Did you speak from your own observation,” said she, “when you told him that my sister loved him, or merely
from my information last spring?”
“From the former. I had narrowly observed her during the two visits which I had lately made here; and I was
convinced of her affection.”
“And your assurance of it, I suppose, carried immediate conviction to him.”
“It did. Bingley is most unaffectedly modest. His diffidence had prevented his depending on his own judgment in
so anxious a case, but his reliance on mine made every thing easy. I was obliged to confess one thing, which for a
time, and not unjustly, offended him. I could not allow myself to conceal that your sister had been in town three
months last winter, that I had known it, and purposely kept it from him. He was angry. But his anger, I am
persuaded, lasted no longer than he remained in any doubt of your sister’s sentiments. He has heartily forgiven
me now.”
Elizabeth longed to observe that Mr. Bingley had been a most delightful friend; so easily guided that his worth
was invaluable; but she checked herself. She remembered that he had yet to learn to be laughed at, and it was
rather too early to begin. In anticipating the happiness of Bingley, which of course was to be inferior only to his
own, he continued the conversation till they reached the house. In the hall they parted.

Chapter LIX
“My dear Lizzy, where can you have been walking to?” was a question which Elizabeth received from Jane as
soon as she entered their room, and from all the others when they sat down to table. She had only to say in reply,
that they had wandered about, till she was beyond her own knowledge. She coloured as she spoke; but neither
that, nor anything else, awakened a suspicion of the truth.
The evening passed quietly, unmarked by anything extraordinary. The acknowledged lovers talked and laughed,
the unacknowledged were silent. Darcy was not of a disposition in which happiness overflows in mirth; and
Elizabeth, agitated and confused, rather knew that she was happy than felt herself to be so; for, besides the
immediate embarrassment, there were other evils before her. She anticipated what would be felt in the family
when her situation became known; she was aware that no one liked him but Jane; and even feared that with the
others it was a dislike which not all his fortune and consequence might do away.
At night she opened her heart to Jane. Though suspicion was very far from Miss Bennet’s general habits, she was
absolutely incredulous here.
“You are joking, Lizzy. This cannot be!—engaged to Mr. Darcy! No, no, you shall not deceive me. I know it to be
impossible.”

“This is a wretched beginning indeed! My sole dependence was on you; and I am sure nobody else will believe
me, if you do not. Yet, indeed, I am in earnest. I speak nothing but the truth. He still loves me, and we are
engaged.”
Jane looked at her doubtingly. “Oh, Lizzy! it cannot be. I know how much you dislike him.”
“You know nothing of the matter. That is all to be forgot. Perhaps I did not always love him so well as I do now.
But in such cases as these, a good memory is unpardonable. This is the last time I shall ever remember it myself.”
Miss Bennet still looked all amazement. Elizabeth again, and more seriously assured her of its truth.
“Good Heaven! can it be really so! Yet now I must believe you,” cried Jane. “My dear, dear Lizzy, I would—I do
congratulate you—but are you certain? forgive the question—are you quite certain that you can be happy with
him?”
“There can be no doubt of that. It is settled between us already, that we are to be the happiest couple in the
world. But are you pleased, Jane? Shall you like to have such a brother?”
“Very, very much. Nothing could give either Bingley or myself more delight. But we considered it, we talked of it
as impossible. And do you really love him quite well enough? Oh, Lizzy! do anything rather than marry without
affection. Are you quite sure that you feel what you ought to do?”
“Oh, yes! You will only think I feel more than I ought to do, when I tell you all.”
“What do you mean?”
“Why, I must confess that I love him better than I do Bingley. I am afraid you will be angry.”
“My dearest sister, now be serious. I want to talk very seriously. Let me know every thing that I am to know,
without delay. Will you tell me how long you have loved him?”
“It has been coming on so gradually, that I hardly know when it began. But I believe I must date it from my first
seeing his beautiful grounds at Pemberley.”
Another entreaty that she would be serious, however, produced the desired effect; and she soon satisfied Jane by
her solemn assurances of attachment. When convinced on that article, Miss Bennet had nothing further to wish.
“Now I am quite happy,” said she, “for you will be as happy as myself. I always had a value for him. Were it for
nothing but his love of you, I must always have esteemed him; but now, as Bingley’s friend and your husband,
there can be only Bingley and yourself more dear to me. But Lizzy, you have been very sly, very reserved with
me. How little did you tell me of what passed at Pemberley and Lambton! I owe all that I know of it to another,
not to you.”
Elizabeth told her the motives of her secrecy. She had been unwilling to mention Bingley; and the unsettled state
of her own feelings had made her equally avoid the name of his friend. But now she would no longer conceal
from her his share in Lydia’s marriage. All was acknowledged, and half the night spent in conversation.
“Good gracious!” cried Mrs. Bennet, as she stood at a window the next morning, “if that disagreeable Mr. Darcy is
not coming here again with our dear Bingley! What can he mean by being so tiresome as to be always coming
here? I had no notion but he would go a-shooting, or something or other, and not disturb us with his company.
What shall we do with him? Lizzy, you must walk out with him again, that he may not be in Bingley’s way.”
Elizabeth could hardly help laughing at so convenient a proposal; yet was really vexed that her mother should be
always giving him such an epithet.

As soon as they entered, Bingley looked at her so expressively, and shook hands with such warmth, as left no
doubt of his good information; and he soon afterwards said aloud, “Mrs. Bennet, have you no more lanes
hereabouts in which Lizzy may lose her way again to-day?”
“I advise Mr. Darcy, and Lizzy, and Kitty,” said Mrs. Bennet, “to walk to Oakham Mount this morning. It is a nice
long walk, and Mr. Darcy has never seen the view.”
“It may do very well for the others,” replied Mr. Bingley; “but I am sure it will be too much for Kitty. Won’t it,
Kitty?” Kitty owned that she had rather stay at home. Darcy professed a great curiosity to see the view from the
Mount, and Elizabeth silently consented. As she went up stairs to get ready, Mrs. Bennet followed her, saying:
“I am quite sorry, Lizzy, that you should be forced to have that disagreeable man all to yourself. But I hope you
will not mind it: it is all for Jane’s sake, you know; and there is no occasion for talking to him, except just now and
then. So, do not put yourself to inconvenience.”
During their walk, it was resolved that Mr. Bennet’s consent should be asked in the course of the evening.
Elizabeth reserved to herself the application for her mother’s. She could not determine how her mother would
take it; sometimes doubting whether all his wealth and grandeur would be enough to overcome her abhorrence
of the man. But whether she were violently set against the match, or violently delighted with it, it was certain
that her manner would be equally ill adapted to do credit to her sense; and she could no more bear that Mr.
Darcy should hear the first raptures of her joy, than the first vehemence of her disapprobation.
In the evening, soon after Mr. Bennet withdrew to the library, she saw Mr. Darcy rise also and follow him, and
her agitation on seeing it was extreme. She did not fear her father’s opposition, but he was going to be made
unhappy; and that it should be through her means—that she, his favourite child, should be distressing him by her
choice, should be filling him with fears and regrets in disposing of her—was a wretched reflection, and she sat in
misery till Mr. Darcy appeared again, when, looking at him, she was a little relieved by his smile. In a few minutes
he approached the table where she was sitting with Kitty; and, while pretending to admire her work said in a
whisper, “Go to your father, he wants you in the library.” She was gone directly.
Her father was walking about the room, looking grave and anxious. “Lizzy,” said he, “what are you doing? Are you
out of your senses, to be accepting this man? Have not you always hated him?”
How earnestly did she then wish that her former opinions had been more reasonable, her expressions more
moderate! It would have spared her from explanations and professions which it was exceedingly awkward to
give; but they were now necessary, and she assured him, with some confusion, of her attachment to Mr. Darcy.
“Or, in other words, you are determined to have him. He is rich, to be sure, and you may have more fine clothes
and fine carriages than Jane. But will they make you happy?”
“Have you any other objection,” said Elizabeth, “than your belief of my indifference?”
“None at all. We all know him to be a proud, unpleasant sort of man; but this would be nothing if you really liked
him.”
“I do, I do like him,” she replied, with tears in her eyes, “I love him. Indeed he has no improper pride. He is
perfectly amiable. You do not know what he really is; then pray do not pain me by speaking of him in such
terms.”
“Lizzy,” said her father, “I have given him my consent. He is the kind of man, indeed, to whom I should never dare
refuse anything, which he condescended to ask. I now give it to you, if you are resolved on having him. But let me
advise you to think better of it. I know your disposition, Lizzy. I know that you could be neither happy nor
respectable, unless you truly esteemed your husband; unless you looked up to him as a superior. Your lively
talents would place you in the greatest danger in an unequal marriage. You could scarcely escape discredit and
misery. My child, let me not have the grief of seeing you unable to respect your partner in life. You know not what
you are about.”

Elizabeth, still more affected, was earnest and solemn in her reply; and at length, by repeated assurances that Mr.
Darcy was really the object of her choice, by explaining the gradual change which her estimation of him had
undergone, relating her absolute certainty that his affection was not the work of a day, but had stood the test of
many months’ suspense, and enumerating with energy all his good qualities, she did conquer her father’s
incredulity, and reconcile him to the match.
“Well, my dear,” said he, when she ceased speaking, “I have no more to say. If this be the case, he deserves you. I
could not have parted with you, my Lizzy, to anyone less worthy.”
To complete the favourable impression, she then told him what Mr. Darcy had voluntarily done for Lydia. He
heard her with astonishment.
“This is an evening of wonders, indeed! And so, Darcy did every thing; made up the match, gave the money, paid
the fellow’s debts, and got him his commission! So much the better. It will save me a world of trouble and
economy. Had it been your uncle’s doing, I must and would have paid him; but these violent young lovers carry
every thing their own way. I shall offer to pay him to-morrow; he will rant and storm about his love for you, and
there will be an end of the matter.”
He then recollected her embarrassment a few days before, on his reading Mr. Collins’s letter; and after laughing
at her some time, allowed her at last to go—saying, as she quitted the room, “If any young men come for Mary or
Kitty, send them in, for I am quite at leisure.”
Elizabeth’s mind was now relieved from a very heavy weight; and, after half an hour’s quiet reflection in her own
room, she was able to join the others with tolerable composure. Every thing was too recent for gaiety, but the
evening passed tranquilly away; there was no longer anything material to be dreaded, and the comfort of ease
and familiarity would come in time.
When her mother went up to her dressing-room at night, she followed her, and made the important
communication. Its effect was most extraordinary; for on first hearing it, Mrs. Bennet sat quite still, and unable to
utter a syllable. Nor was it under many, many minutes that she could comprehend what she heard; though not in
general backward to credit what was for the advantage of her family, or that came in the shape of a lover to any
of them. She began at length to recover, to fidget about in her chair, get up, sit down again, wonder, and bless
herself.
“Good gracious! Lord bless me! only think! dear me! Mr. Darcy! Who would have thought it! And is it really true?
Oh! my sweetest Lizzy! how rich and how great you will be! What pin-money, what jewels, what carriages you
will have! Jane’s is nothing to it—nothing at all. I am so pleased—so happy. Such a charming man!—so
handsome! so tall!—Oh, my dear Lizzy! pray apologise for my having disliked him so much before. I hope he will
overlook it. Dear, dear Lizzy. A house in town! Every thing that is charming! Three daughters married! Ten
thousand a year! Oh, Lord! What will become of me. I shall go distracted.”
This was enough to prove that her approbation need not be doubted: and Elizabeth, rejoicing that such an
effusion was heard only by herself, soon went away. But before she had been three minutes in her own room, her
mother followed her.
“My dearest child,” she cried, “I can think of nothing else! Ten thousand a year, and very likely more! ‘Tis as good
as a Lord! And a special licence. You must and shall be married by a special licence. But my dearest love, tell me
what dish Mr. Darcy is particularly fond of, that I may have it to-morrow.”
This was a sad omen of what her mother’s behaviour to the gentleman himself might be; and Elizabeth found
that, though in the certain possession of his warmest affection, and secure of her relations’ consent, there was
still something to be wished for. But the morrow passed off much better than she expected; for Mrs. Bennet
luckily stood in such awe of her intended son-in-law that she ventured not to speak to him, unless it was in her
power to offer him any attention, or mark her deference for his opinion.
Elizabeth had the satisfaction of seeing her father taking pains to get acquainted with him; and Mr. Bennet soon
assured her that he was rising every hour in his esteem.

“I admire all my three sons-in-law highly,” said he. “Wickham, perhaps, is my favourite; but I think I shall like
your husband quite as well as Jane’s.”

Chapter LX
Elizabeth’s spirits soon rising to playfulness again, she wanted Mr. Darcy to account for his having ever fallen in
love with her. “How could you begin?” said she. “I can comprehend your going on charmingly, when you had once
made a beginning; but what could set you off in the first place?”
“I cannot fix on the hour, or the spot, or the look, or the words, which laid the foundation. It is too long ago. I was
in the middle before I knew that I had begun.”
“My beauty you had early withstood, and as for my manners—my behaviour to you was at least always bordering
on the uncivil, and I never spoke to you without rather wishing to give you pain than not. Now be sincere; did
you admire me for my impertinence?”
“For the liveliness of your mind, I did.”
“You may as well call it impertinence at once. It was very little less. The fact is, that you were sick of civility, of
deference, of officious attention. You were disgusted with the women who were always speaking, and looking,
and thinking for your approbation alone. I roused, and interested you, because I was so unlike them. Had you not
been really amiable, you would have hated me for it; but in spite of the pains you took to disguise yourself, your
feelings were always noble and just; and in your heart, you thoroughly despised the persons who so assiduously
courted you. There—I have saved you the trouble of accounting for it; and really, all things considered, I begin to
think it perfectly reasonable. To be sure, you knew no actual good of me—but nobody thinks of that when they
fall in love.”
“Was there no good in your affectionate behaviour to Jane while she was ill at Netherfield?”
“Dearest Jane! who could have done less for her? But make a virtue of it by all means. My good qualities are
under your protection, and you are to exaggerate them as much as possible; and, in return, it belongs to me to
find occasions for teasing and quarrelling with you as often as may be; and I shall begin directly by asking you
what made you so unwilling to come to the point at last. What made you so shy of me, when you first called, and
afterwards dined here? Why, especially, when you called, did you look as if you did not care about me?”
“Because you were grave and silent, and gave me no encouragement.”
“But I was embarrassed.”
“And so was I.”
“You might have talked to me more when you came to dinner.”
“A man who had felt less, might.”
“How unlucky that you should have a reasonable answer to give, and that I should be so reasonable as to admit
it! But I wonder how long you would have gone on, if you had been left to yourself. I wonder when you would
have spoken, if I had not asked you! My resolution of thanking you for your kindness to Lydia had certainly great
effect. Too much, I am afraid; for what becomes of the moral, if our comfort springs from a breach of promise? for
I ought not to have mentioned the subject. This will never do.”

“You need not distress yourself. The moral will be perfectly fair. Lady Catherine’s unjustifiable endeavours to
separate us were the means of removing all my doubts. I am not indebted for my present happiness to your
eager desire of expressing your gratitude. I was not in a humour to wait for any opening of yours. My aunt’s
intelligence had given me hope, and I was determined at once to know every thing.”
“Lady Catherine has been of infinite use, which ought to make her happy, for she loves to be of use. But tell me,
what did you come down to Netherfield for? Was it merely to ride to Longbourn and be embarrassed? or had you
intended any more serious consequence?”
“My real purpose was to see you, and to judge, if I could, whether I might ever hope to make you love me. My
avowed one, or what I avowed to myself, was to see whether your sister were still partial to Bingley, and if she
were, to make the confession to him which I have since made.”
“Shall you ever have courage to announce to Lady Catherine what is to befall her?”
“I am more likely to want more time than courage, Elizabeth. But it ought to be done, and if you will give me a
sheet of paper, it shall be done directly.”
“And if I had not a letter to write myself, I might sit by you and admire the evenness of your writing, as another
young lady once did. But I have an aunt, too, who must not be longer neglected.”
From an unwillingness to confess how much her intimacy with Mr. Darcy had been over-rated, Elizabeth had
never yet answered Mrs. Gardiner’s long letter; but now, having that to communicate which she knew would be
most welcome, she was almost ashamed to find that her uncle and aunt had already lost three days of happiness,
and immediately wrote as follows:
“I would have thanked you before, my dear aunt, as I ought to have done, for your long, kind, satisfactory, detail
of particulars; but to say the truth, I was too cross to write. You supposed more than really existed. But now
suppose as much as you choose; give a loose rein to your fancy, indulge your imagination in every possible flight
which the subject will afford, and unless you believe me actually married, you cannot greatly err. You must write
again very soon, and praise him a great deal more than you did in your last. I thank you, again and again, for not
going to the Lakes. How could I be so silly as to wish it! Your idea of the ponies is delightful. We will go round the
Park every day. I am the happiest creature in the world. Perhaps other people have said so before, but not one
with such justice. I am happier even than Jane; she only smiles, I laugh. Mr. Darcy sends you all the love in the
world that he can spare from me. You are all to come to Pemberley at Christmas. Yours, etc.”
Mr. Darcy’s letter to Lady Catherine was in a different style; and still different from either was what Mr. Bennet
sent to Mr. Collins, in reply to his last.
“DEAR SIR,
“I must trouble you once more for congratulations. Elizabeth will soon be the wife of Mr. Darcy. Console Lady
Catherine as well as you can. But, if I were you, I would stand by the nephew. He has more to give.
“Yours sincerely, etc.”
Miss Bingley’s congratulations to her brother, on his approaching marriage, were all that was affectionate and
insincere. She wrote even to Jane on the occasion, to express her delight, and repeat all her former professions of
regard. Jane was not deceived, but she was affected; and though feeling no reliance on her, could not help writing
her a much kinder answer than she knew was deserved.
The joy which Miss Darcy expressed on receiving similar information, was as sincere as her brother’s in sending
it. Four sides of paper were insufficient to contain all her delight, and all her earnest desire of being loved by her
sister.
Before any answer could arrive from Mr. Collins, or any congratulations to Elizabeth from his wife, the
Longbourn family heard that the Collinses were come themselves to Lucas Lodge. The reason of this sudden
removal was soon evident. Lady Catherine had been rendered so exceedingly angry by the contents of her

nephew’s letter, that Charlotte, really rejoicing in the match, was anxious to get away till the storm was blown
over. At such a moment, the arrival of her friend was a sincere pleasure to Elizabeth, though in the course of their
meetings she must sometimes think the pleasure dearly bought, when she saw Mr. Darcy exposed to all the
parading and obsequious civility of her husband. He bore it, however, with admirable calmness. He could even
listen to Sir William Lucas, when he complimented him on carrying away the brightest jewel of the country, and
expressed his hopes of their all meeting frequently at St. James’s, with very decent composure. If he did shrug his
shoulders, it was not till Sir William was out of sight.
Mrs. Phillips’s vulgarity was another, and perhaps a greater, tax on his forbearance; and though Mrs. Phillips, as
well as her sister, stood in too much awe of him to speak with the familiarity which Bingley’s good humour
encouraged, yet, whenever she did speak, she must be vulgar. Nor was her respect for him, though it made her
more quiet, at all likely to make her more elegant. Elizabeth did all she could to shield him from the frequent
notice of either, and was ever anxious to keep him to herself, and to those of her family with whom he might
converse without mortification; and though the uncomfortable feelings arising from all this took from the season
of courtship much of its pleasure, it added to the hope of the future; and she looked forward with delight to the
time when they should be removed from society so little pleasing to either, to all the comfort and elegance of
their family party at Pemberley.

Chapter LXI (Ending scene)
Happy for all her maternal feelings was the day on which Mrs. Bennet got rid of her two most deserving
daughters. With what delighted pride she afterwards visited Mrs. Bingley, and talked of Mrs. Darcy, may be
guessed. I wish I could say, for the sake of her family, that the accomplishment of her earnest desire in the
establishment of so many of her children produced so happy an effect as to make her a sensible, amiable, wellinformed woman for the rest of her life; though perhaps it was lucky for her husband, who might not have
relished domestic felicity in so unusual a form, that she still was occasionally nervous and invariably silly.
Mr. Bennet missed his second daughter exceedingly; his affection for her drew him oftener from home than
anything else could do. He delighted in going to Pemberley, especially when he was least expected.
Mr. Bingley and Jane remained at Netherfield only a twelvemonth. So near a vicinity to her mother and Meryton
relations was not desirable even to his easy temper, or her affectionate heart. The darling wish of his sisters was
then gratified; he bought an estate in a neighbouring county to Derbyshire, and Jane and Elizabeth, in addition to
every other source of happiness, were within thirty miles of each other.
Kitty, to her very material advantage, spent the chief of her time with her two elder sisters. In society so superior
to what she had generally known, her improvement was great. She was not of so ungovernable a temper as
Lydia; and, removed from the influence of Lydia’s example, she became, by proper attention and management,
less irritable, less ignorant, and less insipid. From the further disadvantage of Lydia’s society she was of course
carefully kept, and though Mrs. Wickham frequently invited her to come and stay with her, with the promise of
balls and young men, her father would never consent to her going.
Mary was the only daughter who remained at home; and she was necessarily drawn from the pursuit of
accomplishments by Mrs. Bennet’s being quite unable to sit alone. Mary was obliged to mix more with the world,
but she could still moralize over every morning visit; and as she was no longer mortified by comparisons
between her sisters’ beauty and her own, it was suspected by her father that she submitted to the change
without much reluctance.
As for Wickham and Lydia, their characters suffered no revolution from the marriage of her sisters. He bore with
philosophy the conviction that Elizabeth must now become acquainted with whatever of his ingratitude and

falsehood had before been unknown to her; and in spite of every thing, was not wholly without hope that Darcy
might yet be prevailed on to make his fortune. The congratulatory letter which Elizabeth received from Lydia on
her marriage, explained to her that, by his wife at least, if not by himself, such a hope was cherished. The letter
was to this effect:
“MY DEAR LIZZY,
“I wish you joy. If you love Mr. Darcy half as well as I do my dear Wickham, you must be very happy. It is a great
comfort to have you so rich, and when you have nothing else to do, I hope you will think of us. I am sure
Wickham would like a place at court very much, and I do not think we shall have quite money enough to live
upon without some help. Any place would do, of about three or four hundred a year; but however, do not speak
to Mr. Darcy about it, if you had rather not.
“Yours, etc.”
As it happened that Elizabeth had much rather not, she endeavoured in her answer to put an end to every
entreaty and expectation of the kind. Such relief, however, as it was in her power to afford, by the practice of
what might be called economy in her own private expences, she frequently sent them. It had always been evident
to her that such an income as theirs, under the direction of two persons so extravagant in their wants, and
heedless of the future, must be very insufficient to their support; and whenever they changed their quarters,
either Jane or herself were sure of being applied to for some little assistance towards discharging their bills.
Their manner of living, even when the restoration of peace dismissed them to a home, was unsettled in the
extreme. They were always moving from place to place in quest of a cheap situation, and always spending more
than they ought. His affection for her soon sunk into indifference; hers lasted a little longer; and in spite of her
youth and her manners, she retained all the claims to reputation which her marriage had given her.
Though Darcy could never receive him at Pemberley, yet, for Elizabeth’s sake, he assisted him further in his
profession. Lydia was occasionally a visitor there, when her husband was gone to enjoy himself in London or
Bath; and with the Bingleys they both of them frequently staid so long, that even Bingley’s good humour was
overcome, and he proceeded so far as to talk of giving them a hint to be gone.
Miss Bingley was very deeply mortified by Darcy’s marriage; but as she thought it advisable to retain the right of
visiting at Pemberley, she dropt all her resentment; was fonder than ever of Georgiana, almost as attentive to
Darcy as heretofore, and paid off every arrear of civility to Elizabeth.
Pemberley was now Georgiana’s home; and the attachment of the sisters was exactly what Darcy had hoped to
see. They were able to love each other even as well as they intended. Georgiana had the highest opinion in the
world of Elizabeth; though at first she often listened with an astonishment bordering on alarm at her lively,
sportive, manner of talking to her brother. He, who had always inspired in herself a respect which almost
overcame her affection, she now saw the object of open pleasantry. Her mind received knowledge which had
never before fallen in her way. By Elizabeth’s instructions, she began to comprehend that a woman may take
liberties with her husband which a brother will not always allow in a sister more than ten years younger than
himself.
Lady Catherine was extremely indignant on the marriage of her nephew; and as she gave way to all the genuine
frankness of her character in her reply to the letter which announced its arrangement, she sent him language so
very abusive, especially of Elizabeth, that for some time all intercourse was at an end. But at length, by
Elizabeth’s persuasion, he was prevailed on to overlook the offence, and seek a reconciliation; and, after a little
further resistance on the part of his aunt, her resentment gave way, either to her affection for him, or her
curiosity to see how his wife conducted herself; and she condescended to wait on them at Pemberley, in spite of
that pollution which its woods had received, not merely from the presence of such a mistress, but the visits of
her uncle and aunt from the city.
With the Gardiners, they were always on the most intimate terms. Darcy, as well as Elizabeth, really loved them;
and they were both ever sensible of the warmest gratitude towards the persons who, by bringing her into
Derbyshire, had been the means of uniting them.

