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« There is a stubbornness about me that never can bear 
to be frightened at the will of others. My courage 

always rises with every attempt to intimidate me. » 

Jane Austen, Pride and Prejudice (Chapter XXXI) 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 1 
 

 

“Good grief,” grumbled Mrs. Bennet, trying to tie the ribbon on her 
hat for the third time. “How clumsy I am this morning!” she 
exclaimed, addressing her reflection in the mirror. 

Elizabeth was walking down the passage just then and stopped to 
help her. 

“Lizzy, dear, where are your sisters?” asked her mother. 

“Everyone is waiting out by the carriage. We can leave as soon as 
you are ready.” 

“Very well, very well... I must speak to Hill and his wife first.” 

Elizabeth finished tying the knot and smiled affectionately. 

“There, how fine you look, mamma.” 

“Nonsense!” the woman chuckled, raising her eyebrows. “My dear, I 
am too old for that. It is now your turn to receive such courtesies.” 

Then, gathering her thoughts, her eyes suddenly widened. 

“Mr. Hill!” she cried, hurrying to the kitchen. “Mr. Hill! Brandy in 
the sauce, do you hear me? Don’t forget to add brandy to the sauce!” 

Amused, Elizabeth left and joined Jane, Mary and Kitty, who were 
all waiting outside with their father. 

“Well? Where is Mamma?” enquired Jane at Elizabeth’s approach. 
“I thought she was tying her hat and then joining us?” 
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“Indeed, but she has gone to the kitchen to discuss something urgent 
with Mr. Hill.” 

“Again? Why is she so flustered? It is not the first time that Mr. 
Bingley and Mr. Darcy are invited here for a meal, after all! The Hills 
are entirely capable of handling the kitchen, are they not?” 

“I suppose that Mamma will only cease attempts to impress our 
visitors when they are finally part of the family. And even then there 
is no guarantee. We should climb into the carriage. It will save some 
time.” 

The young ladies settled inside while Mr. Bennet took the 
coachman’s bench. With a sigh more inflected with resignation than 
patience, he reached into his pocket for his pipe. His wife had been 
racing throughout the house since dawn, sternly reminding servants, 
daughters, and husband, to be ready on time. Everyone had made an 
effort and yet she was the one waited upon. If she did not make an 
appearance soon, they would only just make it in time for the church 
service, as was usually the case. 

At the first puff of his pipe, his wife emerged from the house at last, 
half running, holding onto her hat with one hand and her shawl with 
the other. 

“My dear, what are you waiting for? Come, let us go!” she cried out 
breathlessly, climbing into the carriage and taking a seat amidst her 
daughters. 

The carriage was not designed to seat five people but, as of late, Mrs. 
Bennet stoutly protested the notion of one of them sitting with their 
father, even weather permitting. “What would people say if they saw 
you, hair blowing in the wind, like a common farmer’s daughter?” 
she exclaimed. Even though the Bennet sisters had always travelled 
in the coachman’s bench when required, they did not insist. Since 
Jane and Elizabeth had become engaged, their mother’s whims and 
ploys had multiplied, and it was simply less exhausting to follow 
along than to argue. 

“Ah, my dears, what a burden it is to have to manage so many 
invitations, believe me!” declared Mrs. Bennet while fanning herself 
with her hand in an effort to cool off. “I must think of a thousand 
different things without a minute to myself!  Once again, I leave with 
the certainty that I have forgotten something of the utmost 
importance. When we return later with the gentlemen, it will be too 
late to rectify any of Mr. Hill’s mistakes... Instead of having ham, we 
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shall have turkey. Do you even know how much turkey costs? No, of 
course you don’t, do you? The day before last it was rabbit, veal and 
guinea fowl. Five days ago there was a piglet and quail with mutton 
liver. It all costs a fortune! I did not think we would have to entertain 
these gentlemen so often!” 

“You go to such great lengths to make sure that everything is perfect, 
mamma, and I am certain that Mr. Bingley, as well as Mr. Darcy, 
would be more than happy to enjoy a less elaborate meal in favour of 
a simple family affair, especially today,” Jane objected softly. “It is 
only a luncheon, after all, not a lavish reception.” 

“‘Non ut edam vivo, sed ut vivam edo’,” Mary quoted. “The masters 
have said it since Antiquity: do not live to eat, but eat to live.” 

“Yes,” added Elizabeth, for once agreeing with her younger sister, 
“there is no need for such elaborate displays. I agree with Jane: 
Bingley and Darcy do not visit us for the pleasure of eating. A good 
soup and a spread of cold meats would satisfy them, even for 
dinner.” 

“Soup! Cold meats!” Mrs. Bennet cried out, scandalised. “Think 
again, my child! These gentlemen are accustomed to refinement and 
they have a keen sense for anything lacking in good taste. You will 
become just like them Lizzy, and Jane too. I am convinced that one 
day soon you will look upon your poor mother and her modest house 
with the same critical eye.” 

“Mamma!” the two sisters protested. 

“Yes, yes, my dears, you will see!” 

Jane took her mother’s hand and squeezed it comfortingly. All things 
considered, Mrs. Bennet did not seem troubled by the idea that her 
daughters might one day look down upon her. It was of greater 
importance to her that they be suitably married. An advantageous 
match was the primary source of her happiness as a mother. 

“How eager I am to see you both married,” she continued, “my poor 
nerves cannot handle any more excitement. Whatever it takes, I 
suppose. In the meantime, I shall ask Bragg’s son to go out and shoot 
a few birds for us. What I wouldn’t give to have a pheasant or a few 
partridges to serve our guests! Or a deer! A deer, can you imagine?” 

Jane and Elizabeth exchanged a look and let their mother speak. It 
was no use interrupting her when she was lost in thought. 
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“Ah,” she sighed again, “if only we could serve them tea and 
sandwiches. It would be less costly and work just as well...” 

Despite her complaints, Mrs. Bennet took enormous pride in hosting 
her future sons-in-law. She grumbled loudly but went to great lengths 
to prove her social graces, showing how well educated her daughters 
were and how competently she ran her household. It was in such 
stark contrast with her usual conduct that even Darcy raised an 
eyebrow, surprised to see such a change in a woman towards whom 
he had been prepared to show a great deal more patience. Apart from 
a few blunders, Mrs. Bennet’s conduct had thus far been exemplary. 
She took her role to heart and no one dared contradict her, not even 
her husband. Whenever the illustrious guests were expected at 
Longbourn, everyone trod lightly. 

While these dinners were more ceremonious than necessary, they 
provided Mrs. Bennet with precious material to hold forth amongst 
her neighbours. Especially with Lady Lucas, to whom she would 
describe every dish and conversation in minute detail the very next 
day. She had not forgotten her neighbour’s unpleasant comment 
regarding Longbourn. Lady Lucas had openly rejoiced that her son-
in-law, Mr. Collins, would inherit the estate but thanks to the 
upcoming marriage of her two eldest daughters, Mrs. Bennet could 
finally relish having the upper hand. 

After all, Longbourn’s meagre income was nothing compared to Mr. 
Darcy’s vast fortune. 

~ 

It began to drizzle when the carriage arrived at the church in 
Meryton. One could not help but notice the two elegant gentlemen 
engaged in conversation with Sir William and Lady Lucas amongst 
the crowd of parishioners congregating in front of the building. 

Charles Bingley, naturally more energetic than Darcy, was the first to 
notice the approaching carriage. He sprung forward, smiling, to open 
the door and help the ladies down. 

The young man had discovered that in order to prevent Mrs. Bennet 
from taking over the conversation and making potentially 
inappropriate comments, one simply had to address her first. This 
way, she was forced to concentrate on her response, thus limiting any 
foolishness she might utter. Since discovering this ploy, he had made 
ample use of it. 
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“Mrs. Bennet, what a pleasure to see you again!” he exclaimed, 
greeting her cheerfully. “Allow me to assist you. With all this rain, I 
strongly recommend you take shelter inside the church. I will escort 
our dear Jane. She will be well taken care of!” 

It was a rather graceful way of contriving a moment alone with his 
fiancée, but his efforts went entirely unnoticed by his future mother-
in-law. Pleased by this welcome, she responded with a smile and 
gracious civilities. She would have continued doing so if Lady Lucas 
had not intercepted her and ushered her under the church porch, the 
latter also failing to detect Bingley’s hints. She had arrived earlier and 
collected tantalising gossip, which she could not wait to share with 
Mrs. Bennet. The two quickly moved away, deep in conversation. 

Relieved, Bingley turned towards Jane and helped her down. He took 
her arm and they hurried off a short distance, trying to take 
advantage of the little time they had together before the service. 
Darcy, less hasty, took over. 

“Miss Elizabeth,” he greeted solemnly, reaching out to her. 

He had never been as exuberant as his friend, and the fact that he was 
now engaged to Elizabeth did not affect this character trait in the 
slightest. Nevertheless, that tender smile of his appeared, making him 
all the more handsome to her. 

While her fiancé courteously helped Mary and Kitty down, Elizabeth 
noticed the inquisitive looks thrown their way by a small group of 
parishioners passing by. Evidently, the news that she had received a 
proposal from Darcy had begun to spread, prompting rather 
indiscreet curiosity. Were they here to see the wealthy young 
Derbyshire man for themselves? Or perhaps they wished to confirm 
whether Miss Elizabeth Bennet’s charms warranted such a union? 

Not knowing quite how to react, she merely greeted everyone with an 
awkward smile. 

“Lizzy?” 

Darcy held out his arm. 

“Forgive me, I am distracted,” she answered, moving closer to him. 

“Indeed. How are you, dear Lizzy?” He asked, lowering his voice so 
that their conversation remained private. Have you finished reading 
The Odyssey?” 

Having lent her a copy he had come across in the Netherfield library 
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– and knowing that its owner would neither miss it nor mind the 
gesture – he was anxious to hear her thoughts. 

“Not yet, but give me time” she replied. “I would already have 
finished if you had not distracted me with a visit yesterday… and 
both days before that. My halting progress should not come as a 
surprise with such regular interruption!” 

“My apologies, Miss Elizabeth, far be it from me to impede upon 
your progress... In that case, shall I return to Netherfield after the 
service instead of joining your family for lunch? You might then 
better apply yourself without the inconvenience of my presence.” 

Elizabeth bit her lip and tightened her grip on his arm in an effort not 
to laugh. She had discovered that since their engagement, and 
although he would deny it, he was entirely capable of handling her 
provocations. She found it endlessly amusing to tease him and to 
receive his similarly spirited replies. Especially as his once 
impenetrable expression softened as he looked at her. 

“I beg of you, do not call off your visit,” she pleaded. “Mamma will 
be so disappointed! You cannot imagine the scene it would cause at 
home!” 

“A scene? Really?” repeated Darcy, amused. 

He imagined Mrs. Bennet, distraught, upsetting the entire family with 
her cries and lamentations. 

“Do you know the great lengths she goes to in order to accommodate 
you and Mr. Bingley? You would not want all those efforts to go to 
waste, would you?” 

“And yet, did you not just say that you needed some time to yourself? 
You know I desire only to make you happy, Elizabeth,” the young 
man continued, mischievously. 

Elizabeth laughed, admitting defeat. 

“In that case, I would be awfully pleased if you could join us for 
lunch after the service, as planned. My book will wait. After all, the 
words were written so long ago. If they could wait all these centuries 
for me, they can wait a few more days!” 

Interrupted by the church bells that rang one last time to gather the 
remaining stragglers, the two young people hastened to join the 
Bennet family at their pew. 
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~ 

A few days earlier, upon learning of Mr. Darcy and her second 
daughter’s forthcoming union, Mrs. Bennet had risen into action. 

“You must be married by special license!” she cried out. 

This license, which allowed for swift marriages and was only handed 
out to couples fortunate enough to afford it, would, in her eyes, be an 
ostentatious way of showing off Darcy’s wealth. It would also ensure 
that her daughter was married as soon as possible, before Darcy 
could have a change of heart and call off the engagement. When it 
came to conjugal matters, Mrs. Bennet preferred erring on the side of 
caution. 

Her hopes were dashed, however, for there was to be no special 
license. Neither Darcy nor Elizabeth had the slightest desire to obtain 
one, precisely because such a display of wealth and connection was, 
to them, as vulgar as it was superfluous. They wished to respect the 
natural order of things, in particular the fact that Jane had been 
proposed to first. It would have been unfair to the young woman if 
her younger sister were to be married first based on a mere whim. It 
was thus agreed that the required three weeks engagement period 
would be respected. Since Jane and Bingley’s wedding preparations 
were already underway and a date agreed upon, Darcy had quite 
naturally suggested combining the two together. It would have been 
absurd to celebrate two weddings within days of each other when 
only one need be organised. As a result, Mrs. Bennet was forced to 
control her anxiety that one of her future sons-in-law might call off 
the arrangement. 

That day, one of her consolations was the first official reading of the 
banns at the end of the service by the Reverend of Meryton. From his 
pulpit, he announced the upcoming weddings in a loud 
voice, carefully articulating the names of the future spouses along 
with the date and place the dual wedding would take place. The 
announcement was completed with a ritual question, asking any 
person who wished to oppose the union to manifest themselves 
before the fateful hour. Mrs. Bennet willingly uttered a little cry of 
outrage, which echoed throughout the entire church. Elizabeth and 
Jane shared a look of dismay, but their fiancés pretended not to have 
heard anything, and the other parishioners stifled some laughs. The 
message was clear: anyone who disrupted this double wedding would 
suffer the consequences of Mrs. Bennet’s maternal wrath. 
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Once the pastor had stepped down from his pulpit, the assembly rose 
for the last blessing before the end of the service. Elizabeth felt a wave 
of emotion rising in her chest. Almost dizzy, she reached out to 
steady herself on the bench in front of her. 

The reality of her engagement was suddenly made crystal clear. 

Ever since she had been old enough to attend the Sunday service, she 
had listened, like everyone else, to these public announcements as 
they described the lives of Meryton parishioners. Birth 
announcements, baptisms, engagements, weddings, deaths: more 
often than not they involved people the young woman only knew 
from afar and she would listen distractedly, waiting for the 
announcements to end so she could leave and return to her activities. 
But today, the announcement was about her. It was her name along 
with Darcy’s that had rung out in the church she had attended her 
whole life, flying above the heads of friends, neighbours, merchants, 
and other familiar faces. Her betrothal, a simple idea, a promise that 
had until now not left the confines of her family circle, was now 
known to all. It was as if the entire town of Meryton now bore 
witness to that which was not a dream: she truly was going to marry 
Mr. Darcy. 

It became all the more tangible with the young man standing next to 
her, as upright and unyielding as usual, readying himself for the flood 
of congratulations he would soon face. He did not notice his fiancée’s 
emotional state and it was only when the parishioners rose to finally 
leave the church that he glimpsed her discreetly wiping her eyes. 

“Lizzy,” he whispered, “is everything all right?” 

“Of course, do not fret on my account,” she replied. 

She took his arm but avoided making eye contact with him and kept 
her head lowered, her face hidden by the edge of her straw bonnet. 

~ 

After lunch with the Bennets, Bingley suggested going for a walk, 
claiming with his usual good humour that he needed a bit of exercise 
to digest the excellent meal they had eaten. Luckily, it no longer 
drizzled and the roads would hopefully not be too wet. Their parents 
approved immediately. According to Mrs. Bennet, fresh air was 
excellent for one’s constitution and coloured the cheeks of young 
ladies, making them prettier still. 

Kitty immediately volunteered to accompany the couples but Mary, 
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who was more inclined to work on her music, had to be coerced by 
their mother. Sulking, she eventually joined their party. Mr. Bennet, 
relieved of his duties as host, disappeared into his library, while Mrs. 
Bennet lingered on the steps, cheering them on and advising them on 
which paths were best. 

As they set out, duos formed: Bingley and Jane in front, followed by 
Kitty and Mary, whose resentment changed into a silent 
contemplation of the landscape, and finally, Elizabeth and Darcy, 
who intentionally slowed their pace to distance themselves from the 
party. 

“I have something to show you, Lizzy,” began the young man when 
they were alone. 

He took out a newspaper from his pocket, unfolding it and rifling 
through the pages until he found the right one. He then folded it into 
a smaller square and handed it to his companion. 

“There, look at the third announcement,” he said, pointing. “Our 
banns were published yesterday. Just above, you will see the one for 
Bingley and your sister.” 

Elizabeth read them thoughtfully. It was not the reaction that Darcy 
had expected. 

“Well?” he asked, concerned. “Are you not excited? Or, dare I say, 
filled with joy?” 

“I will be happy when we are married and settled down, Mr. Darcy,” 
the young woman answered with earnest gravity. “Tell me, is this 
newspaper distributed all over England? Or only in Hertfordshire?” 

Darcy frowned. 

“This one covers London and the South,” he replied, “however the 
banns have also appeared in two other newspapers, one of which is 
distributed throughout Derbyshire – if that is what worries you.” 

“Oh, I am not worried about Derbyshire.” 

She handed the newspaper back to him and they walked in silence for 
a while. Darcy sought to understand what had upset his fiancée. 

“You seem rather pensive... do you wish to tell me what is worrying 
you?” he finally asked. 

The young woman pressed her lips together. 
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“To tell you the truth, I am worried about your aunt,” she sighed. 
“We are not yet married and I fear that during our three-week 
engagement she will seek to separate us. Perhaps she still believes 
that our union is hollow and will not amount to anything more? In 
which case, reading this newspaper might further stoke her anger.” 

“What do you think she might do? Scold me like a child?” replied 
Darcy. 

“As the daughter of an earl, I have no doubt that Lady Catherine 
holds sway with the Archbishop. Who knows what she might 
contrive to separate us!” 

Puzzled, Darcy was pensive before answering: 

“Lizzy, you are now one-and-twenty, am I correct?” 

The young woman nodded. 

“Good. This means you are old enough to decide for yourself. You 
no longer need permission from your parents. As for me, I have done 
nothing to be ashamed of, and therefore, legally, we are safe: no one 
can oppose our marriage. Have no fear, my aunt can scheme all she 
wants, call upon the wrath of God if she so wishes, but she holds no 
power over us. My decision is made and I assure you that my 
determination is unwavering. Our wedding will indeed take place.” 

Elizabeth replied with a nod, and they continued their walk in 
silence. At the sight of her fiancé’s self-assurance, the young woman 
felt her concerns melt away a little, but she had to draw several deep 
breaths to release the tension in her shoulders. 

“Do you think she might send someone who will attempt to change 
your mind?” she queried a short time later. 

“Are you thinking about anyone in particular?” 

“Someone of seemingly strong moral character. A Mr. Collins, for 
example. I believe that Lady Catherine holds him in the highest 
esteem when it comes to proper conduct and all things moral.” 

Darcy was about to answer when he caught the gleam of mischief in 
Elizabeth’s eyes. She was teasing him. 

He began to laugh. 

~ 

In the days that followed, Jane and Elizabeth received numerous 
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letters from distant relatives and acquaintances who, upon hearing 
the news, rejoiced in their future happiness. They were wished a 
happy marriage and beautiful children. The well-wishers never failed 
to allude to the fact that the two young women would soon be very 
comfortably settled, to the great pride of their parents. 

However, one of the letters stood out, both for its contents and for the 
lack of care with which it had been drafted. Lydia Wickham wrote to 
congratulate her sisters for having followed her example and asked if 
she and her husband should expect an invitation to the ceremony. 

“Please understand, should it be the case, we will need to plan swiftly 
as Wickham must request a leave of absence. For my part, I am 
overwhelmed with so many other commitments that I fear I may lose 
my mind!” she wrote. 

The young girl had not bothered to write to each of her sisters. She 
had instead written a shared letter in which she sometimes addressed 
the one and then the other. She spoke of Newcastle with great 
enthusiasm, boasting of its parties and the lovely people she now 
considered her friends. She described the comfort of living in an inn 
and how she had no other responsibilities besides pleasing her dear 
husband. She finished off by declaring her eagerness to return to 
Longbourn so she could describe everything to them in greater detail. 

Unfortunately, her attendance was out of the question. Even though, 
thanks to Darcy, they had been able to keep up appearances, there 
were many in the Bennet’s intimate circle who knew that Wickham 
and Lydia’s union had been preceded by a shameful elopement 
which had lasted a fortnight. It was better not to remind everyone of 
this unfortunate episode on the day Jane and Elizabeth redeemed 
their family through their own marriages. Only the passage of time 
would allow them to see Lydia in Hertfordshire again, without 
feeling any sort of shame. 

Answering such a letter was not easy. Elizabeth spent an entire 
afternoon filling up pages that she would then burn, before finally 
managing to produce a satisfactory draft. 

She began by extending a polite invitation to her younger sister while 
also worrying about the great distance that separated them, 
emphasising that it would not be advisable for the young Mrs. 
Wickham to travel alone. Indeed, Elizabeth reminded her that there 
were irreconcilable differences between Darcy and Wickham, which 
prevented her from inviting the latter. She concluded that it would be 
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wiser for Lydia not to call on them now, but rather to use her savings 
to visit the Darcys when they were settled in Pemberley, perhaps the 
following spring. She would always be welcome to stay with them, 
although, once again, without her husband. Elizabeth finished the 
letter by expressing her regrets regarding the disagreement between 
the two men. Lydia did not know the real cause behind it and so, on 
a hopeful note, the older sister suggested that perhaps things might 
improve with time. Of course, she did not believe a word of this, but 
she felt the need to protect Lydia. 

With the letter sent, there was nothing to do but pray that the 
younger girl and her husband would not choose to undertake the 
journey anyway. 

Lydia, as Elizabeth knew well, was prone to whims. 

~ 

“How about this pretty satin, Jane?” asked her mother. “Or else this 
silk! Good heavens! Look at this silk; how wonderful! This is a 
taffeta, is it not? How beautiful it is! Oh, my dears, it makes one want 
to buy it all!” 

Since she had entered the dressmaker’s shop with her daughters, Mrs. 
Bennet no longer knew which way to look. Even though there were 
fewer choices than in London, it was already more than the family 
could usually afford. 

Elizabeth was rather amused by the way in which Darcy addressed 
her mother. Unlike Bingley, he let her speak without reservation, 
guiding her patiently back on track with some nodding or a few well-
placed words, until they circled back to the main subject he wished to 
address. Within about ten days, Mrs. Bennet had lost some of her 
initial shyness around him and no longer considered him to be 
haughty or unpleasant. She happily sang his praises, although she 
maintained a clear preference for Bingley. 

As a result, Darcy had been able to present the Bennets with an idea, 
which seemed entirely spontaneous: he and Bingley suggested 
offering each of their loves a new dress as a wedding gift. Elizabeth 
and Jane were astonished. Like any bride, they had already selected 
their best dress, which they planned to decorate with embroidery or a 
bit of lace. They had been more concerned about finding a pretty 
bouquet or, more extravagantly, a pair of satin shoes, so the thought 
of indulging in a new dress was an unexpected joy. Elizabeth, 
meeting Darcy’s eyes, quickly understood that behind the seemingly 
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spontaneous gift there was also the hidden preoccupation of what 
people might think. The wedding dresses were a way of impressing 
the attendees at the ceremony by elevating the young women to their 
roles as mistresses of large houses. The entire matter was resolved 
with such subtlety that Elizabeth could not help admiring her fiancé 
for his grace. Her mother, however, saw nothing of this manoeuvre. 

“Look, Lizzy,” said Jane, stroking some beautiful blue silk, “I think I 
shall choose this one. With puffed sleeves and a lovely ribbon 
embroidered along the trim, what do you think?” 

Distracted by her mother and Kitty, who babbled excitedly about 
everything, and by sweet Jane, who had begun imagining her own 
dress with an almost guilty pleasure, Elizabeth found it difficult to 
make a choice. She eventually decided on a percale sheet in Saxon 
green. The dressmaker, who had come to assist her, suggested that 
she add white tulle coupled with the latest embroidery. Before 
Elizabeth could argue over the exorbitant price, the dressmaker 
explained that the gentlemen had already come in to give their 
instructions: nothing was to stand in the way, provided the dresses 
were suitable for the wedding, as well as any other social event that 
was bound to follow. The gentlemen had mentioned the receptions in 
London, the theatres, the dinners and balls in Mayfair, which 
convinced the dressmaker that she would have to outdo herself. 

“Percale?” Mrs. Bennet was surprised when she saw her daughter’s 
choice. “It is pretty indeed, but Lizzy, it’s hardly more than cotton! 
You should take the silk! Which young woman has not dreamt of 
wearing a silk dress?” 

By all accounts, Elizabeth was not one of those women for she 
unwaveringly defended her choice. Her mother, disheartened, was 
forced to let it go. She fell back on Jane’s dress, which promised to be 
dazzling in silk taffeta. 

Meanwhile, Kitty, who was jealous of the attention her sisters were 
receiving, walked around and meddled in everything. She could not 
tease Mary, who had stayed behind at Longbourn, nor her mother, 
and even less the dressmaker and her assistant. She therefore 
annoyed her older sisters incessantly. When she heard them speaking 
about London, her excitement suddenly increased. 

“Will you go to town often, Lizzy?” she asked. “Mr. Darcy has a 
house there, does he not?” 

“That is right,” replied her sister, “but we are only to go to London 
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for two weeks, right after the wedding before settling down at 
Pemberley.” 

“You shall be in town for two weeks! Oh, mamma,” the girl cried as 
she turned towards Mrs. Bennet, “can I go with Lizzy and Mr. Darcy 
to London when they are married? Just two weeks! They can 
accompany me back to Longbourn when they go to Pemberley, it is 
on the way!” 

“Not exactly...” began Elizabeth. 

“Mamma, please!” Kitty insisted. “I would so love to go!” 

“Well,” began Mrs. Bennet, “why not? It does not seem like such a 
bad idea.” 

As Kitty began to jump for joy, Elizabeth turned to her mother with a 
look of dismay. 

“Forgive me, but I have no desire to take Kitty with me,” she 
protested. 

“Why is that?” asked Mrs. Bennet. “It does not seem so absurd to 
me! Miss Davies did the same when she took two of her sisters with 
her on her bridal tour. We all know that Mr. Darcy is not an easy 
conversation partner. What will you do, Lizzy, if you find that you 
have nothing to talk about when you are alone with him? You might 
be glad to have your sister with you to distract you!” 

“I am sorry, but no, it is out of the question,” objected Elizabeth. “I 
am perfectly capable of making conversation with Mr. Darcy, I 
assure you that I have no need for a companion!” 

Understanding that her dreams had shattered, Kitty stopped skipping. 
Jane barely had time to take her in her arms before the younger girl 
burst into tears. She pulled away violently and began yelling at 
Elizabeth, shouting that it was not fair, that she hated her, that she 
was never entitled to any kind of fun, that she would die of boredom 
alone at Longbourn with Mary once her sisters were gone, and that 
life was not worth living because her sisters had everything and she 
had nothing. 

Her yelling and crying chased away two clients who had ventured 
into the shop but, as if that were not enough, Kitty also ran out into 
the street, chased by Mrs. Bennet who ordered her to calm down, 
while  becoming angry in her own right. 

“Forgive us,” Elizabeth apologised to the dressmaker, as embarrassed 
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as Jane was by this scene. “Our sister is still young and she struggles 
to contain herself...” 

Kitty raged until evening. She even dared to enter the library in order 
to plead her case before Mr. Bennet, but to no avail: Elizabeth held 
her ground. She promised to invite her to see Pemberley at a later 
date. 

She would finally be alone with her husband for the first time and she 
awaited this moment with such impatience that she had no desire to 
leave anything to chance. 

~ 

“I received a response from my sister, Georgiana, this morning,” said 
Darcy. “I cannot remember her exact words and I think even she 
lacked the vocabulary to tell me how delighted she was to learn of 
our upcoming wedding. You made such an impression on her during 
your visit to Pemberley this summer and she found you so 
captivating, that she cannot conceive of wanting anyone else as a 
sister but you. She is impatient to see you again.” 

The four fiancés had been invited to tea at the Philips and now left 
Meryton to return to Longbourn. Elizabeth, walking alongside 
Darcy, looked at him in slight bewilderment and almost laughed out 
loud at his impassioned assurances. Was this an attempt at humour? 
However, he seemed quite serious. 

“Really?” she asked, surprised. “Are you certain she was referring to 
me?” 

“Of course,” replied Darcy, frowning. “Do you doubt the affection 
she already has for you?” 

Georgiana Darcy, as far as Elizabeth remembered, was a charming 
yet extraordinarily shy girl, who spoke only when invited to do so. 
Although Elizabeth had shown great care and had managed to put 
the younger girl more at ease during her visit to Pemberley, they had 
hardly exchanged more than a few words. 

She was on the verge of responding with usual civility, before 
changing her mind, preferring to tease him a little. 

“My dear Mr. Darcy,” she declared in the same pompous tone, “I 
thank you for your tact, but as you know, although I found your 
sister quite charming, we barely had the opportunity to exchange 
more than the usual civilities. I do not doubt her joy at the news of 
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our union, and the sincere attachment we shall develop for one 
another in due time, but perhaps it is a little premature for her to be 
this overjoyed at the idea that I will soon become her sister...” 

She then took on a look of mischief and added: 

“You must admit, I am still a stranger to her. Are you not 
embellishing her message a little?” 

The joke did not appear to work. On the contrary, instead of 
laughing, her fiancé appeared somewhat offended. 

“Forgive me, I thought it would please you,” he replied dryly. “It is 
possible that Georgiana does not know you as well as I would like, 
but I have spoken about you a great deal. Is it not the same?” 

Elizabeth squeezed his arm affectionately. 

“I simply wanted you to understand that there is no need for you to 
speak to me so formally, my dear, especially when we are alone,” she 
explained gently. “I respect your fondness for elegant phrases but 
please save them for your letters, where they are more appropriate. 
For my part, I don’t expect such grandiloquence; I prefer simplicity 
over embellishment.” 

Darcy scowled, but Elizabeth felt him relax a little. They walked on a 
few steps before the young man rallied once more. 

“May I just say, without the slightest embellishment this time, that 
the entire household at Pemberley is looking forward to having a new 
mistress soon? My housekeeper, Mrs. Reynolds, remembers your last 
visit perfectly, even though she does not know you very well either.” 

“Oh! Yes, much better!” exclaimed Elizabeth, chuckling. 

Her companion’s sullen mood finally lifted. 

“Nonetheless, Georgiana is indeed really happy that I have chosen 
you, and not another,” he continued, adopting a more relaxed tone. 
“You are one of the rare people to have dedicated her much 
attention, with kindness and authenticity. She appreciated it greatly.” 

“And in turn, rest assured that I have found in her a wonderful sister 
whom I will have no difficulty becoming attached to. When I think of 
Jane having to contend with Mrs. Hurst and Miss Bingley, I assure 
you that I am quite happy with my fate...” 

Darcy could not help smirking. He refrained, however, from 
commenting on this little taunt and they continued at a leisurely pace 
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until they caught up with Jane, who awaited with Bingley at a bend 
in the road. 

“Dear Miss Elizabeth, everyone tells me that you are the best walker 
in the family and yet here you are, late again. Is our friend Darcy too 
heavy to pull along?” joked Bingley. 

The latter immediately flicked his friend’s hat off his head. It was the 
only response he made to the provocation, making everyone laugh, 
including Bingley. 

“You see,” he continued, picking up his hat, which lay on the grass, 
“since meeting Darcy, I have never known him to ignore a 
provocation or leave an injustice without repair!” 

“And I find you rather brash, Bingley. I doubt you would have made 
these comments if these ladies were not here,” Darcy replied, without 
skipping a beat. “I suspect you are attempting to impress Miss 
Bennet.” 

“If that is the case, he is successful,” replied Jane, with a chuckle. 

“I have been exposed! I plead guilty!” added Bingley, wincing. 

The young people had left without chaperones which gave the two 
couples the freedom to seclude themselves as they wished, allowing 
the foursome to develop their own dynamic. They exchanged quips 
effortlessly now, even if Jane, the most reserved member of the 
group, did not yet know how to address Darcy with ease. 

More than once, Elizabeth wondered how Bingley and Darcy’s 
friendship had lasted with such opposing temperaments. Bingley, 
barely twenty-five, was active, energetic, and laughed easily, while 
Darcy, who was a few years older, was of an Olympian calm and 
seemed always to navigate life with utmost solemnity. Yet, when 
together, their personalities matched well, and Elizabeth suspected 
that Darcy chose to surround himself with people who were lively 
and stimulating, like Bingley or the very pleasant Colonel 
Fitzwilliam, who both provided him with the effervescence he lacked. 
Either way, she could only welcome this friendship, which 
guaranteed that she and her sister would see each other often after the 
wedding. 

“Lizzy, I would speak with you,” Jane whispered, taking her by her 
arm while the two men continued their gentle bickering. 

“What is it?” asked Elizabeth. 
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Jane walked away another few steps, agitated, and giggled nervously. 

“He kissed me!” she laughed. 

“Who? Bingley?” 

“Shhh! Not so loud! Of course, Charles, who else!” 

“But, when?” 

“A moment ago, as we were waiting for you. I did not see it coming, 
he suddenly took me by the waist, and... it happened!” she said, 
before laughing again, both to hide her embarrassment and her 
elation. 

Once over her initial surprise, Elizabeth was delighted for her sister 
and just as excited about this new development between the two 
lovers. However, as the four of them made their way to Longbourn 
once again, the young woman began to wonder. 

Darcy had never attempted the slightest move, apart from a few 
touches on her arm and a lingering kiss when he brought her hand up 
to his lips. Now they were engaged, it was likely – desirable, even – 
that other kisses would follow, like the one shared by Bingley and her 
sister. Was it due to a lack of initiative on his part? Shyness? Or 
simply a lack of opportunity? Elizabeth did not have the answers, 
and, feeling slightly envious of her sister, she vowed she would do 
everything within her power to enjoy the same pleasure. 

~ 

Tremendously excited to have Jane by his side soon, Bingley had set 
his sights on showing her the entirety of the Netherfield estate. He 
therefore returned the Bennet family’s numerous invitations by 
hosting a family luncheon, following which he offered to take them 
out on a carriage ride through the estate’s woods. 

Although October was drawing to a close, the temperatures were 
unusually mild and prompted a change of plans. Already excited at 
the idea of discovering something new, Kitty requested the use of a 
cabriolet, so as to take full advantage of what she described as the 
‘pretty autumn leaves, which are never as bright anywhere else’. 

“In a cabriolet? But what shall we do if it rains, my dear?” Mrs. 
Bennet exclaimed. “We shall have no roof!” 

“And we run the risk of catching a cold, which would require us to 
keep a room here at Netherfield,” her husband pointed out with his 
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usual sarcasm. 

Elizabeth gave him an amused look and Jane blushed crimson; but 
their mother did not grasp the reference. 

“I don’t think that it will rain, madam,” Darcy intervened, speaking 
to Mrs. Bennet, “the sky looks clear. Personally, I find Miss 
Catherine’s suggestion very appealing. What do you think, Bingley?” 

“Upon my word, I had not considered using the cabriolets. 
Unfortunately, there are only two of them here, so we will not all fit.” 

“Perhaps we could form separate groups?” suggested Elizabeth. “You 
could show the estate to Jane in one cabriolet, Mamma and Kitty 
could use the other, and we could go on foot. Unless, papa, you 
would prefer to go by cabriolet, as well?” 

Mr. Bennet refused energetically, claiming that he did not wish to 
deprive Kitty of such fun. The prospect of a walk seemed more 
attractive to him than listening to his wife’s incessant chatter, 
especially since she would no doubt take delight in every pebble they 
came across. 

“Miss Elizabeth is right,” added Darcy. “I know the gardens well 
enough to lead the visit in your absence, Bingley.” 

Everyone agreed to this change of plans, although no one thought to 
ask Mary what she preferred and she was thus forced to join the 
walkers. Netherfield’s butler distributed shawls to the women as a 
precaution while the horses were being harnessed. Bingley, Jane, 
Mrs. Bennet and Kitty then climbed into two elegant French 
cabriolets whose hoods had been folded down. Judging by the 
younger girl’s wide smile and enthusiasm, she seemed to be 
experiencing the happiest moment of her life, which greatly amused 
Bingley. 

As the carriages set out slowly along the path Darcy directed the rest 
of the guests towards the gardens, on the other side of the building. 
With Elizabeth on his arm and Mr. Bennet and Mary just behind 
them, he was a very pleasant host, deftly answering Mary’s 
existential questions and bowing to his future father-in-law’s superior 
knowledge of botany. 

“I would be incapable of describing the flowers and plants in this 
garden, Mr. Bennet. On this subject, I defer to you,” he admitted. 

The older man did not have to be asked twice and, very soon, he was 
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leading the walk, admiring the clever layout of the plants and 
declaring that he would dearly love to own something similar. 
Engrossed in his thoughts and without realising it, he began to speak 
of Netherfield with just as much praise as his wife, albeit more 
sincerely. Elizabeth exchanged a mischievous smile with Darcy. 
Seeing that her father took such pleasure in sharing his knowledge, 
the young woman encouraged the two men to spend a little time 
together by drawing nearer to Mary, giving them some space. 

“When do you think we will go home, Lizzy?” asked the younger girl 
with a sigh of boredom. “Have we not seen enough of Netherfield? It 
seems to me that this is not the last time we shall visit. Why go to all 
this trouble?” 

“Patience, my dear. Life does not only happen in books and music, 
we must venture outside at times,” replied Elizabeth. “But I seem to 
recall Jane telling me that one of the dogs here has had a new litter. 
Would you like to go see them?” 

Playing with a litter of puppies was considerably more tempting to 
Mary than observing the autumn colours and it was soon settled with 
Darcy. He motioned to a gardener who was passing by. 

“The lady would like to see the dog and its pups,” he explained to the 
servant. “Would you take her? Miss Elizabeth,” he added, turning 
towards her, “I thought I might show you the grotto but if you would 
prefer to see the pups...” 

“A grotto? You intrigue me, Mr. Darcy,” she replied. 

“It lies at the end of the garden, just past the large fountain. Would 
you like to take a look?” 

Mr. Bennet volunteered to accompany Mary, and insisted that the 
couple continue their walk to the grotto. The little group separated 
again. 

Now that they were alone, Elizabeth and Darcy would be able to 
conduct themselves more freely. Or so Elizabeth led herself to 
believe, before realising that being at Netherfield complicated matters 
somewhat. Visiting the gardens was a more formal affair than a walk 
in the countryside – especially since they could easily be seen from 
the house – and Darcy did not seem ready to abandon his reserve. 

They walked in silence for a while as the young woman searched for 
a way to revive the conversation. 
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“I am dazzled by your talents, Mr. Darcy,” she declared after some 
time. “It appears that you had a very clear idea of where you wanted 
to take me since we were in the house, and you have managed to get 
what you want without ever asking for it directly. Am I correct?” 

“You begin to know me well,” he admitted. “I did indeed have some 
idea of what I wanted, but my hopes are also quite simple: I merely 
wish to spend some time alone with you, that is all.” 

Then, with a small conspiratorial smile at the corner of the lips, he 
added: 

“Mind you, that has been my intention for a very long time.” 

Elizabeth began to laugh. 

“And Lord knows I did not make it easy! My poor Mr. Darcy! How I 
have mistreated you, all this time. You sought my company and I 
fled from you! I am most horrid! But please, put my mind at ease,” 
she added, holding on to his arm lovingly, “has my attitude changed 
enough that you might consider forgiving me?” 

“You have shown good progress, I will admit.” 

“I have shown ‘good progress’?” the young woman laughed heartily. 
“‘Good progress’!” 

They did not come across anyone else in the gardens and as the ice 
seemed to have broken again, they spoke freely until they reached the 
grotto. 

In the middle of an ivy-covered wall, inside an alcove evoking a sort 
of cave, stood the white marble statue of a nymph. Naked and 
concealing her breasts with her arm, her eyes were lowered in the 
direction of a stream of water, which escaped from the wall at her feet 
and tumbled down into a small basin. 

Elizabeth quickly noticed that the area was tucked away from prying 
eyes, closed off on one side by a wall of trees whose leaves had not 
yet fallen, and on the other by bushes and shrubs of varying heights. 
The path they had taken leading up to the grotto was lost in twists 
and turns amongst the garden’s plants, hiding them from sight. One 
had to be in close proximity to have a clear view, which made it ideal 
for two lovers exchanging a quick embrace. 

She had already suspected something, but was then convinced: Darcy 
had set up a romantic surprise and she suddenly felt exhilarated. 
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While she pretended to admire the statue, she secretly observed her 
companion out of the corner of her eye in an attempt to guess when 
he would attempt an advance. She sensed his hesitancy and decided 
to make it easier for him: she leant over the edge of the fountain and 
stretched her hand out under the stream of water in a pose that she 
hoped was seductive and graceful. As a gentleman, Darcy just had to 
step closer to offer her his handkerchief, and, with a little 
encouragement, steal a kiss. 

Indeed, as the icy water trickled over her fingers, he stepped forward. 
The young woman’s hopes flared. 

“I must return to London for a few days,” he said. “As a matter of 
fact, I leave tomorrow.” 

Elizabeth felt as though a rug had been pulled from under her. 
Shocked, she was silent for a few seconds as she tried to find her 
words. 

“You cannot be serious?” she replied, dully. 

“I’m afraid so.” 

“But...” 

The icy water was burning her hand. Elizabeth straightened. 

“But our wedding is in twelve days!” she exclaimed. “You never 
mentioned that you had to leave Netherfield!” 

“Indeed, but I have some unexpected business to handle in town. I 
am truly sorry, believe me.” 

“When do you think you will return?” 

“Two days before the wedding.” 

“Oh...” 

Forgetting all about the fountain, the graceful pose, and the 
handkerchief – which, by all accounts, did not seem to be 
forthcoming –, she wiped her hand absent-mindedly on her dress. 
Seeing her disappointment, Darcy tried his best to comfort her. 

“Don’t fret, dearest Elizabeth,” he said, taking her cold, wet hand 
and bringing it to his lips. “The preparations are going well, you need 
not worry. I shall be back promptly before the wedding. Nothing will 
be rushed and everything will be perfect. And I will write to you, of 
course. I assure you, there is nothing to worry about...” 
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She nodded, trying to appear calm, but the moment had lost its 
charm. She felt disillusioned as they made their way back through the 
gardens. 

~ 

Having spent the afternoon outside, the Bennets were invited to tea, 
which was served in the drawing-room. As night fell rapidly, candles 
were lit, complemented by the glow of two large fireplaces. 

Jane sat on a sofa facing her mother and sisters and already looked 
like the lady of the house. Bingley, standing beside her, did not leave 
her side and showered her with charming attentions. Elizabeth’s state 
of mind, however, was very different. Darcy also stood close to her, 
but he was engaged in conversation with Mr. Bennet. Besides, the 
young woman felt dispirited. She was not as inclined to exchange 
glances and whispers with her fiancé as before. Only Jane seemed to 
notice her change of mood. 

“And your sisters, Mr. Bingley,” asked Mrs. Bennet, “are they still in 
London?” 

“Indeed, they are,” he answered. “Mr. Hurst owns a house there and 
I usually stay with him and Louisa  and Caroline when I am in town. 
My youngest siblings are also in London, at boarding school.” 

“I had forgotten that your family was so large. And you are the only 
boy! Tell me, how many sisters do you have?” 

“Five. Caroline is out, of course, but Louisa, my elder sister, is the 
only one to be married.” 

“And do Mr. and Mrs. Hurst have any children?” 

“Not yet. I suppose it will come with time.” 

“Still, has it not been a few years since they were married?” insisted 
Mrs. Bennet. 

“Indeed, it will soon be three years.” 

“Three years! How surprising... When I think back, I was expecting 
our dear Jane only a few months after my wedding with Mr. Bennet. 
Our family has certainly never experienced any difficulty in that 
regard!” she observed with a small laugh. 

And while Jane blushed crimson at her mother’s lack of modesty, her 
fiancé uncomfortably sought to bring the conversation back on track. 
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“I have no doubt that you will be blessed with the same happiness,” 
continued Mrs. Bennet. “I do not think there is anything more joyful 
in a house, don’t you think, girls?” 

“Caroline and Louisa will soon be back, along with Mr. Hurst,” said 
Bingley, extending a plate of cakes to Mrs. Bennet in an effort to 
distract her. “I am eager to see them again. I am so used to always 
being in their company that I miss them awfully whenever we are 
separated! Although, with Jane joining our small group, and my good 
friend Darcy, whom I will not fail to visit often, I think life will be 
wonderful...” 

“When are they arriving?” asked Jane. 

“Two days before the wedding, my darling,” answered the young 
man. “They will return with Darcy who actually is off to London 
tomorrow.” 

“Tomorrow? Just before the wedding? I was not aware.” Jane 
remarked, startled, with a glance at Elizabeth. “Is it not a bit late?” 

“Of course not! What could happen? When Darcy is in charge, 
everything always goes according to plan, believe me!” 

Elizabeth listened to this conversation, eyes focussed on her tea cup 
as she stirred, and felt all the emotions she had been trying to quell 
for an hour rising up in her throat. 

Knowing that her fiancé was going so far and for so long brought 
back old fears that she thought she had tamed. She remembered Lady 
Catherine’s abrupt visit to Longbourn and her anger that such a 
match had been made. Then there were Caroline Bingley’s sly 
comments, the various remarks on the suitability  of their union, and 
also, the simple fear that her fiancé would come around and realise 
that marrying her was madness. All these thoughts raced through her 
mind so quickly that she was unable to keep a clear head. 

“Well, it might not be such a bad thing,” mused Mrs. Bennet with a 
shrug. “This way, Elizabeth need not worry about her fiancé while 
she tends to the wedding preparations. I am sorry to inform you, Mr. 
Bingley,” she added mischievously, “but we have so much to do 
sometimes, that being occasionally relieved of our husbands makes 
life easier!” 

Jane let out an indignant cry: 

“Mamma!”  



Chapter 1 

 25 

A few painful moments ensued whereby Mrs. Bennet defended her 
comments while Kitty tittered, and Mr. Bennet awkwardly joined the 
conversation in an effort to understand what had transpired. During 
all this Elizabeth felt tears well up in her eyes. Trembling, she set her 
cup of tea down on a table and stood up. 

“Excuse me,” she stammered. 

Then, under Jane and Bingley’s compassionate gaze, she fled the 
room. 

~ 

Darcy cursed himself inwardly for his clumsiness. It seemed obvious 
that Elizabeth would not appreciate his disappearance less than two 
weeks before their wedding. It was his fault if she was upset and he 
should have taken greater care when announcing the news to her. 

Engaged in a discussion with his future father-in-law, he had not 
followed the conversation as it unfolded next to him. He had only 
heard the last part of Mrs. Bennet’s reply and had immediately 
understood the reason for Elizabeth’s sudden departure. He then also 
apologised to the group and followed her. 

The young woman had started running and he saw her disappear 
around the corner. He only caught up with her a little further away. 
Half hidden behind a nook in the wall, Elizabeth wiped her face and 
was preparing to face him, a fierce look on her face. 

They did not exchange a single word. Taken aback by her large, 
beautiful black eyes that stared at him in defiance, Darcy allowed his 
instincts to take over. Taking the young woman’s hand, he dragged 
her through the nearest door, into a small music room that was 
plunged in darkness. 

There, he took her in his arms and embraced her tenderly. He felt her 
tremble as her tears started falling again. 

“There, there, my darling,” he whispered comfortingly. 

Thankfully she did not cry for long. Shaken and awkward as he was, 
he would not have known how to proceed. 

“Forgive me,” whispered Elizabeth, breathing in short breaths to 
choke back her tears. “I am just a little worn out by everything that 
has happened. I was not expecting to see you go, but all is well now. 
I am fine.” 
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Yet she made no move to leave his arms. Instead, she slipped her 
arms behind his back and tightened her grip, wiping her cheek on the 
collar of his coat. 

“I am sorry to have troubled you so, Lizzy,” he whispered. “I have 
no control over my commitments.” 

“Do not apologise, I understand,” she sniffed again. 

Without thinking, and because it seemed like the most natural thing 
to do, Darcy took the young woman’s face in his hands, observing 
her for a moment in the faint glow that filtered through the window, 
before kissing her. 

He felt Elizabeth gasp and was not sure if it was a sob or a reaction to 
the kiss. Nevertheless, she did not push him away or turn away 
blushing. Her lips were not pinched in unconscious defence or even 
passive. Quite the contrary, she returned his kiss as best she could, 
somewhat awkwardly but with tenderness, curiosity and – dare he 
say – certain delight. 

When they finally stepped back from the embrace, both dazed by the 
sudden intimacy, they dared not look each other in the eye. Elizabeth 
smiled again. Then, to dispel their embarrassment, she whispered: 

“Good heavens... is this your way of ensuring that I will wait for you, 
Mr. Darcy?” 

He stifled a laugh and hugged her again. 

 

 


