, th universally acknowledged, that a single man in possession of a7 ) ‘Design? nonsense, how can you talk so! But it is very likely that he mayfall 15
It 1; ? tir:u um:t . — in love with one of them, and therefore you must visit him as soon as he
good fortune mu . . comes”

However little known the feelings or views of such a man may be on his 7 ‘ ' .
first entering a neighbourhood, this truth is so well fixed in the minds of the T see no occaswn.for that. You .and the' girls may go, or you may send them s
dine families, that he is considered as the rightful property of some by themselves, which perhaps will be still better, for, as you are as handsome

surrounth g ?f:}lleir éaughters as any of them, Mr. Bingley might like you the best of the party’
one or other o .

[

‘My d Mr. Bennet,’ said his lady to him one day, ‘have you heard that ! ‘My dear, you flatter me. I certainly have had my share of beauty, but I do 2
y ;a:;dp. " let’at - . not pretend to be anything extraordinary now. When a woman has five
Hethestels Par 18 ' grown-up daughters, she ought to give over thinking of her own beauty.’

4

Mr. Bennet replied that he had not. .

} ‘In such cases, a woman has not often much beauty to think of’ 21
‘But it is’ returned she; for Mrs. Long has just been here, and she told me ¢ y ‘ﬂ
' ) ‘But, my dear, you must indeed go and see Mr. Bingley when he comes into 2z ¢

ol sbont i the neighbourhood.’
Mr. Bennet made no answer. ’ ‘It is more than I engage for, I assure,you.’ 25
A T, :
‘Do not you want to know who has taken it? cried his wife, impatiently. 7 g

‘But consider your daughters. Only think what an establishment it would 24
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
‘Why, my dear, you must know, Mrs. Long says that Netherfield is taken by ¢ you must go, for it will be impossible for us to visit him, if you do not.
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 M%. 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.’

Vou want to tell me, and I have no objection to hearing it.’ 5

This was invitation enough.

You are over scrupulous, surely. I daresay Mr. Bingley will be very glad to 2
see youw; 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: 2

‘What is his name? 1z and I am sure she is not half so handsome as Jane, nor half so
Bingley’ 1z good-humoured as Lydia. But you are always giving herthe preference.
‘Bingley.

s Ish od inele? 15 ‘They have none of them much to recommend them, replied he: ‘they are all 2
‘Is he married or single?

silly and ignorant like other girls; but Lizzy has something more of quickness

‘Oh, single, my dear, to be sure! A single man of large fortune; four or five than her sisters.

. What a fine thing for our girls! .
fhousand ayear ‘Mr. Bennet, how can you abuse your own children in such a way? You take 25

15
. » . : . g
‘How so? how can it affect them? : delight in vexing me. You have no compassion on my poor nerves.’

‘My dear Mr. Bennet,” replied his wife, how can you be so tiresome? You 16

? You mistake me, my dear. I have a high respect for your nerves. They are "2
must know that T am thinking of his marrying one of them.

my old friends. I have heard you mention them with consideration these
‘Is that his design in settling here? 17 ‘ twenty years at least.
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‘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.’

Tt 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
difﬁéult 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.

Jane Austen, Pride and Prejudice (Cambridge, MA: Harvard UP, 1917),

Chapter 1.

Chapter VI
THE LADIES of Longbourn soon waited on those of Netherfield. The visit was
returned in due form. Miss Bennet'’s pleasing manners grew on the goodwill
of Mrs. Hurst and Miss Bingley; and though the mother was found to be
intolerable, and the younger sisters not worth speaking to, a wish of being
better acquainted with them was expressed towards the two eldest. By Jane
this attention was received with the greatest pleasure; but Elizabeth still
saw superciliousness in their treatment of everybody, hardly excepting even
her sister, and could not like them; though their kindness to Jane, such as it
was, had a value, as arising, in all probability, from the influence of their
brother’s admiration. It was generally evident, whenever they met, that he
did admire her; and to her it was equally evident that Jane was yielding to
the preference which she had begun to entertain for him from the first, and
was in a way to be very much in love; but she considered with pleasure that
it was not likely to be discovered by the world in general, since Jane united
with great strength of feelings, a composure of temper and a uniform
cheerfulness of manner which would guard her from the suspicions of the
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impertinent. She mentioned this to her friend Miss Lucas.

‘It may, perhaps, be pleasant,’ replied Charlotte, ‘to be able to impose on the

\/

public in such a case; but it is sometimes a disadvantage to be so very
guarded. If a woman conceals her affection with the same skill from the
object of it, she may lose the opportunity of fixing him; and it will then be but
poor consolation to believe the world equally in the dark. There is so much of
gratitude or vanity in almost every attachment, that it is not safe to leave
any to itself. We can all begin freely—a slight preference is natural enough;
but there are very few of us who have heart enough to be really in love
without encouragement.

In nine cases out of ten, a woman had better show more affection than she
feels. Bingley likes your sister undoubtedly; but he may never do more than
like her, if she does not help him on.’ ‘

‘But she does help him on, as much’as her nature will allow. If  can

perceive her regard for him, he must be a simpleton indeed not to discover it
too.’

‘Remember, Eliza, that he does not know Jane’s disposition as you do.

‘But if a woman is partial to a man, and does not endeavour to conceal it, he
miust find it out.’

‘Perhaps he must, if he sees endugh of her. But though Bingley and Jane
meet tolerably often, it is never in for many hours together; and as they
always see each other in large mixed parties, it is impossible that every
moment should be employed in conversing together. Jane should therefore
make the most of every half-hour in which she can command his attention.
When she is secure of him, there will be leisure for falling in love as much as
she chooses.

Your plan is a good one, replied Elizabeth, ‘where nothing is in question
but the desire of being well married; and if I were determined to get a rich
husband, or any husband, I daresay I should adopt it. But these are not
Jane’s feelings; she is not acting by design. Asﬂyet she cannot even be certain
of the degree of her own regard, nor of its reasonableness. She has known
him only a fortnight. She danced four dances with him at Meryton; she saw
him one morning at his own house, and has since dined in company with him

(8}
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four times. This is not quite enough to make her understand his character.’

‘Not as you represent it. Had she merely dined with him, she might only
have discovered whether he had a good appetite; but you must remember
that four evenings have been also spent together—and four evenings may do
a great deal’ ‘

“Yes: these four evenings have enabled them to ascertain that they both like
Vingt-un better than Commerce, but with respect to any other leading
characteristic, I do not imagine that much has been unfolded.’

‘Well,” said Charlotte, ‘T wish Jane success with all my heart; and if she
were married to him to-morrow, I should think she had as good a chance of
happiness as if she were to be studying his character for a twelvemonth.
Happiness in marriage is entirely a matter of chance. If the dispositions of
‘the parties are ever so well known to each other, or ever so similar
beforehand, it does not advance their felicity in the least. They always
continue to grow sufficiently unlike afterwards to have their share of
vexation; and it is better to know as little as possible of the defects of the
person with whom you are to pass your life.

You make me laugh, Charlotte; but it is not sound. You know it is not
sound, and that you would never act in this way yourself’

”Occupied in observing Mr. Bingléy's attentions to her sister, Elizabeth was
far from suspecting that she was herself becoming an object of some interest
in the eyes of his friend. Mr. Darcy had at first scarcely allowed her to be
pretty: he had looked at her without admiration at the ball; and when they
next met, he looked at her only to criticise. But no sooner had he made it
clear to himself and his friends that she had hardly a good feature in her
face, than he began to find it was rendered uncommonly intelligent by the
beautiful expression of her dark eyes. To this discovery succeeded some
others equally mortifying. Though he had detected with a critical eye more
than one failure of perfect symmetry in her form, he was forced to
acknowledge her figure to be light and pleasing; and in spite of his asserting
that her manners were not those of the fashionable world, he was caught by
their easy playfulness. Of this she was perfectly unaware: to her he was only
the man who made himself agreeable nowhere, and who had not thought her
handsome enough to dance with.

5

10
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He Began to wish to know more of her; and, as a step towards conversing
with her himself, attended-to her conversation with others. His doing so
drew her notice. It was at Sir William Lucas’s, where a large party were
assembled.

‘What does Mr. Darcy mean,’ said she to Charlotte, # by listening to my
conversation with Colonel Forster?

“That is a question which Mr. Darcy only can answer.’

‘But if he does it any more, I shall certainly let him know that I see what he
is about. He has a very satirical eye, and if I do not begin by being
impertinent myself, I shall soon grow afraid of him.’

On his approaching them soon afterwards, though without seeming to have
any intention of speaking, Miss Lucas defied her friend to mention such a
subject to him, which immediately provoking Elizabeth to do it, she turned to
him and said,— .

‘Did not you think, Mr, Darcy, that I expressed myself uncommonly well
just now, when I was teasing Colonel Forster to give us a ball at Meryton?

‘With great energy; but it is a subject which always makes a lady energetic.’
“You are severe on us.’

‘Tt will be her turn soon to be teased,” said Miss Lucas.

‘I am going to open the instrument, Eliza, and you know what follows.’

“You are a very strange creature by way of a friend!—always wanting me to
play and sing before anybody and everybody! If my vanity had taken a
musical turn, you would have been invaluable; but as it is, I would really
rather not sit down before those who must be in the habit of hearing the very
best performers.’ On Miss Lucas’s persevering, however, she added, ‘Very
well; if it must be so, it must.’ And gravely glancing at Mr. Darcy, ‘There is a
very fine old saying, which everybody here is of course familiar with—“Keep
your breath to cool your porridge, "—and I shall keep mine to swell my song.’

Her performance was pleasing, though by no means capital. After a song or
two, and before she could reply to the entreaties of several that she would
sing again, she was eagerly succeeded at the instrument by her sister Marry,
who having, in consequence of being the only plain one in the family, worked
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Chapter 18

Till Elizabeth entered the drawing-room at Netherfield, and looked in
vain for Mr. Wickham among the cluster of red coats there assembled, a
doubt of his being present had never occurred to her. The certainty of
meeting him had not been checked by any of those recollections that might
not unreasonably have alarmed her. She had dressed with more than usual
care, and prepared in the highest spirits for the conquest of all that
remained unsubdued of his heart, trusting that it was not more than might
be won in the course of the evening. But in an instant arose the dreadful
suspicion of his being purposely omitted for Mr. Darcy's pleasure in the
Bingleys' invitation to the officers; and though this was not exactly the
case, the absolute fact of his absence was pronounced by his friend Denny,
to whom Lydia eagerly applied, and who told them that Wickham had been
obliged to go to town on business the day before, and was not yet returned;
adding, with a significant smile, I do not imagine his business would
have called him away just now, if he had not wanted to avoid a certain
gentleman here. ”

This part of his intelligence, though unheard by Lydia, was caught by
Elizabeth, and, as it assured her that Darcy was not less answerable for
Wickham's absence than if her first surmise had been just, every feeling of
displeasure against the former was so sharpened by immediate
disappointment, that she could hardly reply with tolerable civility to the
polite inquiries which he directly afterwards approached to make.
Attendance, forbearance, patience with Darcy, was injury to Wickham. She
was resolved against any sort of conversation with him, and turned away
with a degree of ill-humour which she could not wholly surmount even in
speaking to Mr. Bingley, whose blind partiality provoked her.

But Elizabeth was not formed for ill-humour; and though every
prospect of her own was destroyed for the evening, it could not dwell long
on her spirits; and having told all her griefs to Charlotte Lucas, whom she
had not seen for a week, she was soon able to make a voluntary transition
to the oddities of her cousin, and to point him out to her particular notice.
The first two dances, however, brought a return of distress; they were
dances of mortification. Mr. Collins, awkward and solemn, apologising
instead of attending, and often moving wrong without being aware of it,
gave her all the shame and misery which a disagreeable partner for a
couple of dances can give. The moment of her release from him was
ecstasy.

She danced next with an officer, and had the refreshment of talking of
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Wickham, and of hearing that he was universally liked. When those dances
were over, she returned to Charlotte Lucas, and was in conversation with
her, when she found herself suddenly addressed by Mr. Darcy who took her
so much by surprise in his application for her hand, that, without knowing
what she did, she accepted him. He walked away again immediately, and
she was left to fret over her own want of presence of mind; Charlotte tried
to console her:

"I dare say you will find him very agreeable."

"Heaven forbid! That would be the greatest misfortune of all! To find a
man agreeable whom one is determined to hate! Do not wish me such an
evil."

When the dancing recommenced, however, and Darcy approached to
claim her hand, Charlotte could not help cautioning her in a whisper, not to
be a simpleton, and allow her fancy for Wickham to make her appear
unpleasant in the eyes of a man ten times his consequence. Elizabeth made
no answer, and took her place in the set, amazed at the dignity to which
she was arrived in being allowed to stand opposite to Mr. Darcy, and
reading in her neighbours' looks, their equal amazement in beholding it.
They stood for some time without speaking a word; and she began to
imagine that their silence was to last through the two dances, and at first
was resolved not to break it; till suddenly fancying that it would be the
greater punishment to her partner to oblige him to talk, she made some
slight observation on the dance. He replied, and was again silent. After a
pause of some minutes, she addressed him a second time with:—"It is your
turn to say something now, Mr. Darcy. I talked about the dance, and you
ought to make some sort of remark on the size of the room, or the number
of couples."

He smiled, and assured her that whatever she wished him to say should
be said.

"Very well. That reply will do for the present. Perhaps by and by I may
observe that private balls are much pleasanter than public ones. But now
we may be silent."

"Do you talk by rule, then, while you are dancing?"

"Sometimes. One must speak a little, you know. It would look odd to be
entirely silent for half an hour together; and yet for the advantage of some,
conversation ought to be so arranged, as that they may have the trouble of
saying as little as possible."

"Are you consulting your own feelings in the present case, or do you
imagine that you are gratifying mine?"

"Both," replied Elizabeth archly; "for I have always seen a great similarity



in the turn of our minds. We are each of an unsocial, taciturn disposition,
unwilling to speak, unless we expect to say something that will amaze the
whole room, and be handed down to posterity with all the eclat of a
proverb."

"This is no very striking resemblance of your own character, I am sure,"
said he. "How near it may be to mine, [ cannot pretend to say. You think it
a faithful portrait undoubtedly."

"I must not decide on my own performance."

He made no answer, and they were again silent till they had gone down the
dance, when he asked her if she and her sisters did not very often walk to
Meryton. She answered in the affirmative, and, unable to resist the
temptation, added, "When you met us there the other day, we had just been
forming a new acquaintance."

The effect was immediate. A deeper shade of hauteur overspread his
features, but he said not a word, and Elizabeth, though blaming herself for
her own weakness, could not go on. At length Darcy spoke, and in a
constrained manner said, "Mr. Wickham is blessed with such happy
manners as may ensure his making friends—whether he may be equally
capable of retaining them, is less certain."

"He has been so unlucky as to lose your friendship," replied Elizabeth with
emphasis, "and in a manner which he is likely to suffer from all his life."

Darcy made no answer, and seemed desirous of changing the subject.

At that moment, Sir William Lucas appeared close to them, meaning to
pass through the set to the other side of the room; but on perceiving Mr.
Darcy, he stopped with a bow of superior courtesy to compliment him on
his dancing and his partner.
"I have been most highly gratified indeed, my dear sir. Such very superior
dancing is not often seen. It is evident that you belong to the first circles.
Allow me to say, however, that your fair partner does not disgrace you, and
that I must hope to have this pleasure often repeated, especially when a
certain desirable event, my dear Eliza ( glancing at her sister and
Bingley )  shall take place. What congratulations will then flow in! I
appeal to Mr. Darcy:—but let me not interrupt you, sir. You will not thank
me for detaining you from the bewitching converse of that young lady,
whose bright eyes are also upbraiding me."

The latter part of this address was scarcely heard by Darcy; but Sir
William's allusion to his friend seemed to strike him forcibly, and his eyes
were directed with a very serious expression towards Bingley and Jane,
who were dancing together. Recovering himself, however, shortly, he
turned to his partner, and said, "Sir William's interruption has made me

forget what we were talking of."
"l do not think we were speaking at all. Sir William could not have
interrupted two people in the room who had less to say for themselves. We
have tried two or three subjects already without success, and what we are
to talk of next I cannot imagine."
"What think you of books?" said he, smiling.
"Books—oh! no. I am sure we never read the same, or not with the same
feelings."
"l am sorry you think so; but if that be the case, there can at least be no
want of subject. We may compare our different opinions."
"No—I cannot talk of books in a ball-room; my head is always full of
something else."
"The present always occupies you in such scenes—does it?" said he, with a
look of doubt.
"Yes, always," she replied, without knowing what she said, for her thoughts
had wandered far from the subject, as soon afterwards appeared by her
suddenly exclaiming, "I remember hearing you once say, Mr. Darcy, that
you hardly ever forgave, that your resentment once created was
unappeasable. You are very cautious, I suppose, as to its being created."
"I am," said he, with a firm voice.
"And never allow yourself to be blinded by prejudice?"
"I hope not."
"It is particularly incumbent on those who never change their opinion, to be
secure of judging properly at first."
"May I ask to what these questions tend?"
"Merely to the illustration of your character," said she, endeavouring to
shake off her gravity. "I am trying to make it out."
"And what is your success?"

She shook her head. "I do not get on at all. I hear such different
accounts of you as puzzle me exceedingly."
"I can readily believe," answered he gravely, "that reports may vary greatly
with respect to me; and I could wish, Miss Bennet, that you were not to
sketch my character at the present moment, as there is reason to fear that
the performance would reflect no credit on either."
"But if 1 do not take your likeness now, I may never have another
opportunity."
"l would by no means suspend any pleasure of yours," he coldly replied.
She said no more, and they went down the other dance and parted in
silence; and on each side dissatisfied, though not to an equal degree, for in
Darcy's breast there was a tolerably powerful feeling towards her, which



soon procured her pardon, and directed all his anger against another.

They had not long separated, when Miss Bingley came towards her,
and with an expression of civil disdain accosted her:
"So, Miss Eliza, I hear you are quite delighted with George Wickham!
Your sister has been talking to me about him, and asking me a thousand
questions; and I find that the young man quite forgot to tell you, among his
other communication, that he was the son of old Wickham, the late Mr.
Darcy's steward. Let me recommend you, however, as a friend, not to give
implicit confidence to all his assertions; for as to Mr. Darcy's using him ill,
it is perfectly false; for, on the contrary, he has always been remarkably
kind to him, though George Wickham has treated Mr. Darcy in a most
infamous manner. I do not know the particulars, but I know very well that
Mr. Darcy is not in the least to blame, that he cannot bear to hear George
Wickham mentioned, and that though my brother thought that he could not
well avoid including him in his invitation to the officers, he was
excessively glad to find that he had taken himself out of the way. His
coming into the country at all is a most insolent thing, indeed, and I
wonder how he could presume to do it. I pity you, Miss Eliza, for this
discovery of your favourite's guilt; but really, considering his descent, one
could not expect much better."
"His guilt and his descent appear by your account to be the same," said
Elizabeth angrily; "for I have heard you accuse him of nothing worse than
of being the son of Mr. Darcy's steward, and of that, I can assure you, he
informed me himself."
"l beg your pardon," replied Miss Bingley, turning away with a sneer.
"Excuse my interference—it was kindly meant."
"Insolent girl!" said Elizabeth to herself. "You are much mistaken if you
expect to influence me by such a paltry attack as this. I see nothing in it
but your own wilful ignorance and the malice of Mr. Darcy." She then
sought her eldest sister, who had undertaken to make inquiries on the same
subject of Bingley. Jane met her with a smile of such sweet complacency, a
glow of such happy expression, as sufficiently marked how well she was
satisfied with the occurrences of the evening. Elizabeth instantly read her
feelings, and at that moment solicitude for Wickham, resentment against his
enemies, and everything else, gave way before the hope of Jane's being in
the fairest way for happiness.
"I want to know," said she, with a countenance no less smiling than her
sister's, "what you have learnt about Mr. Wickham. But perhaps you have
been too pleasantly engaged to think of any third person; in which case you
may be sure of my pardon."

"No," replied Jane, "I have not forgotten him; but I have nothing
satisfactory to tell you. Mr. Bingley does not know the whole of his
history, and is quite ignorant of the circumstances which have principally
offended Mr. Darcy; but he will vouch for the good conduct, the probity,
and honour of his friend, and is perfectly convinced that Mr. Wickham has
deserved much less attention from Mr. Darcy than he has received; and I
am sorry to say by his account as well as his sister's, Mr. Wickham is by
no means a respectable young man. I am afraid he has been very
imprudent, and has deserved to lose Mr. Darcy's regard."”

"Mr. Bingley does not know Mr. Wickham himself?"

"No; he never saw him till the other morning at Meryton."

"This account then is what he has received from Mr. Darcy. I am satisfied.
But what does he say of the living?"

"He does not exactly recollect the circumstances, though he has heard them
from Mr. Darcy more than once, but he believes that it was left to him
conditionally only."

"I have not a doubt of Mr. Bingley's sincerity," said Elizabeth warmly; "but
you must excuse my not being convinced by assurances only. Mr. Bingley's
defense of his friend was a very able one, I dare say; but since he is
unacquainted with several parts of the story, and has learnt the rest from
that friend himself, I shall venture to still think of both gentlemen as I did
before."

She then changed the discourse to one more gratifying to each, and on
which there could be no difference of sentiment. Elizabeth listened with
delight to the happy, though modest hopes which Jane entertained of Mr.
Bingley's regard, and said all in her power to heighten her confidence in it.
On their being joined by Mr. Bingley himself, Elizabeth withdrew to Miss
Lucas; to whose inquiry after the pleasantness of her last partner she had
scarcely replied, before Mr. Collins came up to them, and told her with
great exultation that he had just been so fortunate as to make a most
important discovery.

"I have found out," said he, "by a singular accident, that there is now in the
room a near relation of my patroness. I happened to overhear the gentleman
himself mentioning to the young lady who does the honours of the house
the names of his cousin Miss de Bourgh, and of her mother Lady
Catherine. How wonderfully these sort of things occur! Who would have
thought of my meeting with, perhaps, a nephew of Lady Catherine de
Bourgh in this assembly! I am most thankful that the discovery is made in
time for me to pay my respects to him, which I am now going to do, and
trust he will excuse my not having done it before. My total ignorance of



hard for knowledge and accomplishments, was always impatient for display.

Mary had neither genius nor taste; and though vanity had given her 2

application, it had given her likewise a pedantic air and conceited manner,
which would have injured a higher degree of excellence than she had
reached. Elizabeth, easy and unaffected, had been listened to with much
more pleasure, though not playing half so well; and Mary, at the end of a long
concerto, was glad to purchase praise and gratitude by Scotch and Irish airs,
at the request of her younger sisters, who with some of the Lucases, and two
or three officers, joined eagerly in dancing at one end of the room.

Mz, Darcy stood near them in silent indignation at such a mode of passing
the evening, to the exclusion of all conversation, and was too much engrossed
by his own thoughts to perceive that Sir William Lucas was his neighbour,
till Sir William thus began:—

‘What a charming amusement for young people this is, Mr. Darcy! There is
nothing like dancing, after all. I consider it as one of the first refinements of
polished societies.’

‘Certainly, sir; and it has the advantage also of being in vogue amongst the
legs polished societies of the world; every savage can dance.’

Sir William only smiled. “Your friend performs delightfully,’ he continued,
after a pause, on seeing Bingley join the group; ‘and I doubt not that you are
an adept in the science yourself, Mr. Darcy.’

“You saw me dance at Meryton, 1 believe, sir.’

Yes, indeed, and received no inconsiderable pleasure from the sight. Do you
often dance at St. James’s?

‘Never, sir.

‘Do you not think it would be a proper compliment to the place?
‘It is a compliment which I never pay to any place if I can avoid it.’
“You have a house in town, I conclude.’

Mr. Darcy bowed.

‘T had once some thoughts of fixing in town myself, for I am fond of superior
society; but I did not feel quite certain that the air of London would agree
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with Lady Lucas.’

He paused in hopes of an answer; but his companion was not disposed to
make any; and Elizabeth at that instant moving towards them, he was

35

struck with the notion of doing a very gallant thing, and called out to her,— -

‘My dear Miss Eliza, why are not you dancing? Mr. Darcy, you must allow
me to preseiit this young lady to you as a 6ery desirable partner. You cannot
refuse to dance, I am sure, when so much beauty is before you.’ And, taking
her hand, he would have given it to- Mr. Darcy, who, though extremely
surprised, was not unwilling to receive it, when she instantly drew back, and
said with some discomposure to Sir William,—

‘Indeed, sir, I have not the least intention of dancing. I entreat you not to
suppose that I moved this way in order to beg for a partner.’

Mr. Darcy, with grave propriety, requested to be allowed the honour of her
hand, but in vain. Elizabeth was determined; nor did Sir William at all
shake her purpose by his attempt at persuasion.

“You excel so much in the dance, Miss Eliza, that it is cruel to deny me the

happiness of seeing you; and though this gentleman dislikes the amusement
in general, he can have no objection, I am sure, to oblige us for one halfhour.’

‘Mr. Darcy is all politeness,’ said Eﬁzabeth, smiling,.

‘He is, indeed: but consideriné the inducement, my dear Miss Eliza, we
cannot wonder at his complaisance; for who would object to such a partner?

Elizabeth looked archly, and turned away. Her resistance had not injured
her with the gentleman, and he was thinking of her with some complacency,
when thus accosted by Miss Bingley,—

‘T can guess the subject of your reverie.’
‘I should imagine not.’

“You are considering how insupportable it would be to pass many evenings
in this manner,—in such society; and, indeed, I am quite of your opinion. I
was never more annoyed! The insipidity, and yet the noise—the nothingness,
and yet the self-importance, of all these people! What would I give to hear
your strictures on them!

“Your conjecture is totally wrong, 1 assure you. My mind was more
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agreéably engaged. I have been meditating on the very great pleasure which
a pair of fine eyes in the face of a pretty woman can bestow.’

Miss Bingley immediately fixed her eyes on his face, and desired he would
tell her what lady had the credit of inspiring such reflections. Mr. Darcy
replied, with great intrepidity,—

‘Miss Elizabeth Bennet.’
‘Miss Elizabeth Bennet! repeated Miss Bingley. T am all astonishment.

How long has she been such a favourite? and pray when am I to wish you
joy?

‘That is exactly the question which I expected you to ask. A lady’s
imagination is very rapid; it jumps from admiration to love, from love to

matrimony, in a moment. I knew you would be wishing me joy.’

‘Nay, if you are so serious about it, I shall consider the matter as absolutely
settled. You will have a charming mother-in-law, indeed, and of course she
will be always at Pemberley with you.

He listened to her with perfect indifference, while she chose to entertain
herself in this manner; and as his composure convinced her that all was safe,
her wit flowed along.

Chapter XIX

THE NEXT day opened a new scene at Longbourn. Mr. Collins made his
declaration in form. Having resolved to do it without loss of time, as his leave
of absence extended only to the following Saturday, and having no feelings of
diffidence to make it distressing to himself even at the moment, he set about
it in a very orderly manner, with all the observances which he supposed a
regular part of the business. On finding Mrs. Bennet, Elizabeth, and one of
the younger girls together, soon after breakfast, he addressed the mother in
these words,—

‘May I hope, madam, for your interest with your fair daughter Elizabeth,
when I solicit for the honour of a private audience with her in the course of

this morning?
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Before Elizabeth had time for anything but a blush of surprise, Mrs. Bennet
instantly answered,—

‘Oh dear! Yes, certainly. I am sure Lizzy will be very happy—I am sure she
can have no objection. Come, Kitty, I want you upstairs.’ And gathering her
work together, she was hastening away, when Elizabeth called out,—

‘Dear ma’am, do not go. I beg you will nét go. Mr. Collins must excuse me.
He can have nothing to say to me that anybody need not hear. I am going
away myself’

‘No, no, nonsense, Lizzy. I desire you will stay where you are.’ And upon
Elizabeth’s seeming really, with vexed and embarrassed looks, about to
escape, she added, ‘Lizzy, I insist upon your staying and hearing Mr. Collins.’

Elizabeth would not oppose such an injunction; and .a moment’s
consideration making her also sensible that it would be wisest to get it over
as soon and as quietly as possible, she'sat down again, and tried to conceal,
by incessant employment, the feelings which were divided between distress
and diversion. Mrs. Bennet and Kitty walked off, and as soon as they were
gone, Mr. Collins began,—

‘Believe me, my dear Miss Elizabeth, that your modesty, so far from doing
you any dis-service, rather adds to your other perfections. You would have
been less amiable in my eyes had there not been this little unwillingness; but
allow me to assure you that I have your respected mother’s permission for
this address. You can hardly doubt the purport of my discou.rsé, however
your natural delicacy may lead you to dissemble; my attentions have been
too marked to be mistaken. Almost as soon as I entered the house I singled
you out as the companion of my future life. But before I am run away with by
my feelings on this subject, perhaps it will be advisable for me to state my
reasons for marrying—and, moreover, for coming into Hertfordshire with the
design of selecting a wife, as I certainly did.’

The idea of Mr. Collins, with all his solemn composure, being run away with
by his feelings, made Elizabeth so near laughing that she could not use the
short pause he allowed in any attempt to stop him farther, and he
continued,—

‘My reasons for marrying are, first, that I think it a right thing for every
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clergyman in easy circumstances (like myself) to set the example of
matrimony in his parish; secondly, that I am convinced it will add very
greatly to my happiness; and, thirdly, which perhaps I ought to have
mentioned earlier, that it is the particular advice and recommendation of the
very noble lady whom I have the honour of calling patroness. Twice has she
condescended to give me her opinion (unasked too!) on this subject; and it
was but the very Saturday night before I left Hunsford,—between our pools
at quadrille, while Mrs. Jenkinson was arranging Miss De Bourgh's
footstool,—that she said, “Mr. Collins, you must marry. A clergyman like you
must marry. Choose properly, choose a gentlewoman for my sake, and for
youx: ow; let her be an active, useful sort of person, not brought up high, but
able to make a small income go a good way. This is my advice. Find such a
woman as soon as you can, bring her to Hunsford, and I will visit her.” Allow
me, by the way, to observe, my fair cousin, that I do not reckon the notice and
kindness of Lady Catherine de Bourgh as among the least of the advantages
in my power to offer. You will find her manners beyond anything I can
describe; and your wit and vivacity, I think, must be acceptable to her,
especially when tempered with the silence and respect which her rank will
inevitably excite. Thus much for my general intention in favour of
matrimony; it remains to be told why my views were directed to Longbourn
instead of my own neighbourhood, where I assure you there are many
amiable young women. But the fact is, that being, as I am, to inherit this
estate after the death of your honoured father (who, however, may live many
years longer), I could not satisfy myself without resolving to choose a wife
from among his daughters, that the loss to them might be as little as possible
when the melancholy event takes place which, however, as I have already
said, may not be for several years. This has been my motive, my fair cousin,
and I flatter myself it will not sink me in your esteem. And now nothing
remains for me but to assure you in the most animated language of the
violence of my affection. To fortune I am perfectly indifferent, and shall make
no demand of that nature on your father, since I am well aware that it could
not be complied with; and that one thousand pounds in the four per cents,
which will not be yours till after your mother’s decease, is all that you may
ever be entitled to. On that head, therefore, I shall be uniformly silent: and
you may assure yourself that no ungenerous reproach shall ever pass my lips
when we are married.’

11

It was absolutely necessary to interrupt him now. u

“You are too hasty, sir’, she cried. ‘You forget that I have made no answer. I
Let me do it without further loss of time. Accept my thanks for the
compliment you are paying me. I am very sensible of the honour of your
proposals, but it is impossible for me to do otherwise than decline them.’

T am not now to learn’, replied Mr. Collins, with a formal wave of the hand,
‘that it is usual with young ladies to reject the addresses of the man whom
they secretly mean to accept, when he first applies for their favour; and that
sometimes the refusal is repeated a second or even a third time. I am,
therefore, by no means discouraged by what you have just said, and shall
hope to lead you to the altar ere long.’

‘Upon my word, sir,’ cried Elizabeth, ‘your hope is rather an extraordinary ¢
one after my declaration. I do assure you that I am not one of those young
ladies (if such young ladies there are) who are so daring as to risk their
happiness on the chance of being asked a second time. I am perfectly serious
in my refusal. You could not make me happy, and I am convinced that I am
the last woman in the world who would make you so. Nay, were your friend
Lady Catherine to know me, I am persuaded she would find me in every
respect ill qualified for the situation.’

‘Were it certain that Lady Catherine would think so,’ said Mr. Collins, very 1
gravely—but I cannot imagine that her Ladyship would at all disapprove of
you. And you may be certain that when I have the honour of seeing her again
I shall speak in the highest terms of your modesty, economy, and other
amiable qualifications.’

‘Indeed, Mr. Collins, all praise of me will be unnecessary. You must give me

leave to judge for myself, and pay me the compliment of believing what I say.
I wish you very happy and very rich, and by refusing your hand, do all in my
power to prevent your being otherwise. In making me the offer, you must
have satisfied the delicacy of your feelings with regard to my family, and may
take possession of Longbourn estate whenever it falls, without any
self-reproach. This matter may be considered, therefore, as finally settled.’
And rising as she thus spoke, she would have quitted the room, had not Mr.
Collins thus addressed her,—

‘When 1 do myself the honour of speaking to you next on the subject, I shall
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hope Ato receive a more favourable answer than you have now given me;
though I am far from accusing you of cruelty at present, because I know it to
be the established custom of your sex to reject a man on the first application
and, perhaps, you have even now said as much to encourage my suit as
would be consistent with the true delicacy of the female character.

‘Really, Mr. Collins,’ cried Elizabeth, with some warmth, ‘you puzzle me
exceedingly. If what I have hitherto said can appear to you in the form of
encouragement, I know not how to express my refusal in such a way as may
convince you of its being one.

“You must give me leave to flatter myself. my dear cousin, that your refusal
of my addresses are merely words of course. My reasons for believing it are
briefly these:—It does not appear to me that my hand is unworthy your

acceptance, or that the establishment I can offer would be any other than
highly desirable. My situation in life, my connections with the family of De
Bourgh, and my relationship to your own, are circumstances highly in my
favour; and the should take it into further consideration that, in spite of your
manifold attractions, it is by no means certain that another offer of marriage
may ever be made you. Your portion is unhappily so small, that it will in all
likelihood undo the effects of your loveliness and amiable qualifications. As I
must, therefore, conclude that you are not serious in your rejection of me, I
shall choose to attribute it to your wish of increasing my love by suspense,
according to the usual practice of elegant females.’

15
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‘T do assure you, sir, that I have no pretensibns whatever to that kind of 2

elegance which consists in tormenting a respectable man. I would rather be
paid the compliment of being believed sincere. I thank you again and again
for the honour you have done me in your proposals, but to accept them is
absolutely impossible. My feelings in every respect forbid it. can I speak
plainer? Do not consider me now as an elegant female intending to plague
you, but as a rational creature speaking the truth from her heart.

“You are uniformly charming! cried he, with an air of awkward gallantry;
‘and I am persuaded that, when sanctioned by the express authority of both
your excellent parents, my proposals will not fail of being acceptable.’

To such perseverance in wilful self-deception Elizabeth would make no
reply, and immediately and in silence withdrew; determined, that if he
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persisted in considering her repeated refusals as flattering encouragement,

must be decisive, and whose behaviour at least could not be mistaken for the

affectation and coquetry of an elegant female. v/)

Chapter XXIT

to apply to her father, whose negative might be uttered in such a manner as / ™\
\
l

THE BENNETS were engaged to dine with the Lucases; and again, during the
chief of the day, was Miss Lucas so kind as to listen to Mr. Collins. Elizabeth
took an opportunity of thanking her. ‘It keeps him in good ﬁumom,’ said she,
‘and I am more obliged to you than I can express.’ Charlotte assured her
friend of her satisfaction in being useful, and that it amply repaid her for the
little sacrifice of her time. This was very amiable; but Charlotte’s kindness
extended farther than Elizabeth had any conception of—its object was
nothing less than to secure her from any return of Mr. Collins’s addresses, by
engaging them towards herself. Such was Miss Lucas’s scheme; and
appearances were so favourable, that when they parted at night, she would
have felt almost sure of success if he had not been to leave Hertfordshire so
very soon. But here she did injustice to the fire and independence of his
character; for it led him to escape out of Longbourn House the next morning
with admirable slyness, and hasten to Lucas Lodge to throw himself at her
feet. He was anxious to avoid the notice of his cousins, from a conviction that,
if they saw him depart, they could not fail to conjecture his design, and he
was not willing to have the attempt known till its success could be known
likewise; for, though feeling almost secure, and with reason, for Charlotte
had been tolerably encouraging, he was comparatively diffident since the
adventure of Wednesday. His reception, however, was of the most flattering
kind. Miss Lucas perceived him from an upper window as he walked towards
the house, and instantly set out to meet him accidentally in the lane. But
little had she dared to hope that so much love and eloquence awaited her
there.

In as short a time as Mr. Collins’s long speeches would allow, everything
was settled between them to the satisfaction of both; and as they entered the
house, he earnestly entreated her to name the day that was to make him the
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beforé any of the family. A promise of secrecy was of course very dutifully
given, but it could not be kept without difficulty; for the curiosity excited by
his long absence burst forth in such very direct questions on his return, as
required some ingenuity to evade, and he was at the same time exercising
great self-denial, for he was longing to publish his prosperous love.

As he was to begin his journey too early on the morrow to see any of the
family, the ceremony of leave-taking was performed when the ladies moved
for the night; and Mrs. Bennet, with great politeness and cordiality, said how
happy they should be to see him at Longbourn again, whenever his other
engagements might allow him to visit them.

‘My dear madam,’” he replied, ‘this invitation is particularly gratifying,
because it is what I have been hoping to receive; and you may be very certain.
‘that T shall avail myself of it as soon as possible.’

They were all astonished; and Mr. Bennet, who could by no means wish for
so speedy a return, immediately said,—

‘But is there not danger of Lady Catherine’s disapprobation here, my good
sir? You had better neglect your relations than run the risk of offending your

patroness.’

‘My dear sir,” replied Mr. Collins, ‘I am particularly obliged to you for this
friendly caution, and you may depénd upon my not taking so material a step
without her Ladyship’s concurrence.’

“You cannot be too much on your guard. Risk anything rather than her
displeasure; and if you find it likely to be raised by your coming to us again,
which I should think exceedingly probable, stay quietly at home, and be
satisfied that we shall take no offence’

‘Believe me, my dear sir, my gratitude is warmly excited by such
affectionate attention; and, depend upon it, you will speedily receive from me
a letter of thanks for this as well as for every other mark of your regard
during my stay in Hertfordshire. As for my fair cousins, though my absence
may not be long enough to render it necessary, I shall now take the liberty of
wishing them health and happiness, not excepting my cousin Elizabeth.’

With proper civilities, the ladies the withdrew:; all of them equally surprised
to find that he meditated a quick return. Mrs. Bennet wished to understand
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happiest of men; and though such a solicitation must be waived for the
present, the lady felt no inclination to trifle with his happiness. The
stupidity with which he was favoured by nature must guard his courtship
from any charm that could make a woman wish for its continuance; and Miss
Lucas, who accepted him solely from the pure and disinterested desire of an
establishment, cared not how soon that es‘gabhshment were gained.

Sir William and Lady Lucas were speedily applied to for their consent; and
it was bestowed with a most joyful alacrity. Mr. Collins’s present
circumstances made it a most eligible’match for their daughter, to whom
they could give little fortune; and his prospects of future wealth were
exceedingly fair. Lady Lucas began directly to calculate, with more interest
than the matter had ever excited before, how many years longer Mr. Bennet
was likely to live; and Sir William gave it as his decided opinion, that
whenever Mr. Collins should be in possession of the Longbourn estate, it
would be highly expedient that both ‘he and his wife should make their
appearance at St. James’s. The whole family in short were properly
overjoyed on the occasion. The younger girls formed hopes of coming out a
year or two sooner than they might otherwise have done; and the boys were
relieved from their appre'hension of Charlotte’s dying an old maid. Charlotte
herself was tolerably composed. She had gained her point, and had time to
consider of it. Her reflections were in general satisfactory. Mr. Collins, to be
sure, was neither sensible nor égreeable: his society was irksome, and his
attachment to her must be imaginary. But still he would be her husband.
Without thinking highly either of men or of matrimony, marriage had always
been her object: it was the only honourable provision for well-educated young
women of small fortune, and, however uncertain of giving happiness, must
be their pleasantest preservative from want. This preservative she had now
obtained; and at the age of twenty-seven, without having ever been
handsome, she felt all the good luck of it. The least agreeable circumstance
in the business was the surprise it must occasion to Elizabeth Bennet, whose
friendship she valued beyond that of any other person. Elizabeth, would
wonder, and probably would blame her; and though her resolution was not to
be shaken, her feelings must be hurt by such a disapprobation. She resolved
to give her the information herself; and therefore charged Mr. Collins, when
he returned to Longbourn to dinner, to drop no hint of what had passed
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by it that he thought of paying his addresses to one of her younger girls, and
Mary might have been prevailed on to accept him. She rated his abilities
much higher than any of the others: there was a solidity in his reflections
which often struck her; and though by no means so clever as herself, she
thought that, if encouraged to read and improve himself by such an example
as hers, he might become a very agreeable companion. But on the following

morning every hope of this kind was done away.

Miss Lucas called soon after breakfast, and in a private conference with
Elizabeth related the event of the day before.

’IT};a possibility of Mr. Collins’s fancying himself in love with her friend had
once occurred to Elizabeth within the last day or two: but that Charlotte
could encourage him seemed almost as far from possibility as that she could
“encourage }ﬂm@érgsili}and her astonishment was consequently so great as
to overcome at first the-bounds of decorum, and she could not help crying
out,— i d l ey 4 > J

‘Engaged to Mr. Collinis!" 'fﬁSf‘dear Charlotte, impossible!

The steady countenance which Miss Lucas had commanded in telling her
story gave way to a momentary confusion here on receiving so direct a
reproach; though, as it was no more than she expected, she soon regained her

composure, and calmly replied,— .

‘Why should you be surprised, my dear Eliza? Do you think it incredible
that Mr. Collins should be able to procure any woman’s good opinion, because
he was not so happy as to succeed with you?

But Elizabeth had now recollected herself; and, making a strong effort for
it, was able to assure her, with tolerable firmness, that the prospect of their
relationship was highly grateful to her, and that she wished her all
imaginable happiness.

‘I see what you are feeling,” replied Charlotte: ‘you must be surprised, very
much surprised, so lately as Mr. Collins was wishing to marry you. But when
you have had time to think it all over, I hope you will be satisfied with what I
have done. I am not romantic, you know. I never was. I ask only a
comfortable home; and, considering Mr. Collins’s character, connections, and
situation in life, I am convinced that my chance of happiness with him is as
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fair as most people can boast on entering the marriage state.’

Elizabeth quietly answered ‘undoubtedly’; and, after an awkward pause,
they returned to the rest of the family. Charlotte did not stay much longer;
and Elizabeth was then left to reflect on what she had heard. It was a long
time before she became at all reconciled to the idea of so unsuitable a match,
The strangeness of Mr. Collins’s making two offers of marriage within three
days was nothing in comparisen of his being now accepted. She had always
felt that Charlotte’s opinion of matrimony was not exactly like her own; but
she could not have supposed it possibie that, when called into action, she
would have sacrificed every better feeling to worldly advantage. Charlotte,
the wife of Mr. Collins, was a most humiliating picture! And to the pang of a
friend disgracing herself, and sunk in her esteem, was added the distressing

conviction that it was impossible for that friend to be tolerably - happy in the
lot she had chosen.

Chapter XXXTV

WHEN they were gone, Elizabeth, as if intending to exasperate herself as
Ilnuch 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 every one, 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
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had no intentions at all, and, agreeable as he was, she did not mean to be
unhappy about him.

—

F Wil;le 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 a 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 have I struggled. It will not do. My feelings will not be repressed,
You must allow me to tell you how ard'éntly 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 eloguent on the subject of tenderness than of
pride. His sense of her inferiority, of its being a degradation, of the family
obstacles which judgment 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
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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 feei
gratitude, I would now thank yeu. But I cannot—1I have never desired your
good opinion, and you have certainly bes‘cowed it most unwillingly. I am
sorry to have occasioned pain to any one. 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, in 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 infornied why, with so little endeavour at civility,
I am thus rejected. But it is of small importance.’

T might as well inquire,’ replied she, ‘why, with so evident a design 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 wasuncivil? But I have other provocations.
You know I have. Had not my own 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,—

‘T have every reason in the world to think ill of you. No motive can excuse
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the uﬁjust 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, 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, T 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 that his desert. You have done all this! and yet you can treat the mention
of his misfortunes with contempt and ridicule.’
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‘And this,’ cried Darcy, as he walked with quick steps across the room, 4s 25

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 offences 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 me 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 that 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’ T ———————r’

an™

“You have said quite enough, madam. I perfectly comprehend your feelings,
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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 hdw to support herself, and, from
actual weakness, sat down and éried 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 dJane, 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 agitating 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.
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