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			FOREWORD

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			With due 18th-C. novelistic decorum, two letters launch the events of Devotion: one from Lady Catherine de Bourgh to the Darcys at Pemberley, announcing her daughter Anne’s engagement to a Lord Marlowe, and the other from George Wickham to Georgiana Darcy, a deathbed scrawl from the fields of Waterloo declaring his “undying devotion” to her despite all that separated them in the past. Resolved to visit his grave, Georgiana once again relies on the ministrations of Mrs. Younge, this time travelling to Brussels only to find herself subject to the attentions of John Amaury, an equally charming and possibly unscrupulous fortune-hunter. 

			Will Georgiana succumb to his charms? Or will Darcy, perhaps aided by the Gardiners or Col. Fitzwilliam, again ride to her rescue? Readers eager for more of the multiple plot-lines to learn how, beyond the boundaries of Pride and Prejudice, Georgiana, Lady Catherine and Anne, Elizabeth and Darcy, Jane and Bingley, Lydia and Kitty, Charlotte Lucas and Rev. Collins, the Bingley sisters, and even the Gardiners receive the poetic justice their respective characters as initially established by Jane Austen might demand, should skip this foreword and turn immediately to the novel.

			But a few words about its other pleasures (besides consistencies of character as those play themselves out in new or parallel “plots”) may be in order. Meg Kerr’s two novels to date offer pleasures of recognition beyond familiarities of character, plot, and even scenes (for instance, the Bennets once more arguing about new tenants at Netherfield Park, or Lady Catherine arguing with yet another young lady attempting to steal her daughter’s rightful suitor). We hear echoes of other 18th-C. authors and works: Richardson, Burney, Radcliffe, Goldsmith (even the 19th-C. George Eliot figures in Experience). We recognize the genre of 18th-C. novels themselves – French as well as English – structurally replete with letters and most of all conversations, Jane Austen’s specialty. We are pleasurably immersed in 18th-C. English diction from start to finish – in cadences and turns of phrase too often missing even from movie “reproductions” of Austen’s novels. Meg Kerr’s ear for dialogue characteristic of each particular speaker, and emphasis on “conversation” over description or plot, has been my own most unexpected pleasure in reading these books.

			This brings me to a final observation, about the probably deep divide between academic and non-academic readerships for this type of novel. Jane Austen, like Shakespeare, has always bridged the gap between popular and high-brow culture, between the “Janeites” and the academic critics who so disparagingly label them as such for their fervent and apparently undiscriminating enthusiasm for her novels. But what of the many Austen “spin-offs” – like Experience and Devotion – that her novels have spawned? Could they ever equally bridge the readership gap? As Princeton Professor Claudia Johnson points out, unlike the Janeites, we academics hold that “it is inappropriate to talk about characters as if they were real people or in any way speculate upon their lives before, after, or outside the text itself” (235); “we are confounded by the common Janeite game of imagining how a character in one novel might behave towards a character in another, or of speculating how the novels might continue after the wedding” (244). Yet she also terms such an attitude “professional dogma,” pointing out that such speculating beyond the limits of her novels was “a practice Austen herself authorized by gratifying the curiosity of her nephews and nieces” (244). 

			Programmed for decades now to do heavily theorized and “ideological” interpretation, we academics have arguably become tone-deaf to the cadences of 18th-C. speech so aptly caught in Meg Kerr’s novels. Who is more “culturally literate”: the academic who can talk about novelistic styles and techniques, or the writer who successfully emulates them? And it’s possible that, like all novels that self-consciously participate in the literary tradition that gave rise to them (Northanger Abbey most obviously leaps to mind here), as both novels and a form of literary criticism their playful speculations may well begin to extend that tradition into new genres and directions. 

			∞ 

			Lorraine Clark

			Emeritus Professor of English

			Trent University

			Peterborough, Ontario

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			INTRODUCTION

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			That Mr. and Mrs. Fitzwilliam Darcy of Pemberley lived happily ever after is universally acknowledged as truth. Mr. Darcy through all the vicissitudes of matrimony assuredly continued to experience a happiness such as he had never felt before, and Mrs. Darcy remained the happiest creature in the world. Nor can there be any doubt that Mr. and Mrs. Charles Bingley remained blessed in a marriage of easy tempers and affectionate hearts.

			But as they were driven away from the church door in Meryton, the quartet of joyful newlyweds left behind several young ladies with stories in a very incomplete state. Their creatrix, Miss Jane Austen, vouchsafed only that … 

			∞ 

			Mary Bennet remained at home and was obliged to mix more with the world as a result of her mother’s inability to sit alone.

			∞ 

			Kitty Bennet to her material advantage spent the chief of her time with her two elder sisters, to her great improvement.

			∞ 

			Lydia Wickham retained all the claims to reputation that her marriage had given her, as Wickham’s affection for her sank into indifference and hers soon followed.

			∞ 

			Caroline Bingley was deeply mortified by Darcy’s marriage but took every necessary step to retain the right of visiting at Pemberley.

			∞ 

			Georgiana Darcy now made Pemberley her home, with her brother and his wife.

			∞ 

			No, no, this will not do. It is not to be tolerated that after living so intimately with the Bennets, Bingleys and de Bourghs, the reader of Pride and Prejudice should be denied any further news of their lives! And thus, Experience – to which this book, Devotion, is a companion volume.

			Pride and Prejudice took place during the year 1812. Experience picks up the story immediately and its events unfold from the beginning of 1813 to the end of 1815. Over the course of Experience:

			∞ 

			Mary, believing she has found her best and highest duty by uniting herself to a clergyman older than her father, a prolific writer who must surely be in need of her multitude of accomplishments to finish his tome on The Martyrs of the Reign of Queen Mary, is very much taken aback by her new husband’s insistence that the proper role of a clergyman’s wife is to visit the poor with a basket of potatoes and teach needlework to the daughters of the local labourers. Is there any escape for her from this nightmare? 

			∞ 

			Kitty through a perfectly natural and credible series of coincidences, contrivances, accidents and twists of fate ascends to the peerage.

			∞ 

			Lydia, a soldier’s wife, cannot avoid being swept up in the events of 1815 that culminate in the Battle of Waterloo and change her life forever.

			∞ 

			Caroline Bingley’s humiliating romantic defeat at the hands of Elizabeth Bennet may be assuaged by a marriage into the aristocracy arranged by her sister Mrs. Hurst … but Miss Bingley, with her partiality for arrogant, tall, dark, handsome men finds what passes for her heart pulled in different directions. 

			∞ 

			As for Georgiana Darcy – Georgiana’s story is told in Devotion rather than in Experience, as she clearly needed a larger stage, all to herself, for her escapades.

			∞ 
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∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			O 

			DRAMATIS PERSONAE
IN DEVOTION

			∞ 

			Each character is introduced below only once, 
but may materialize in one or more settings.

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			AT PEMBERLEY

			∞ 

			[image: ]	Fitzwilliam Darcy, and his wife Elizabeth (née Bennet)

			∞ 

			[image: ]	Georgiana* Darcy 
	*You may pronounce Georgiana as you like, but however you pronounce it, you will almost certainly end up quarrelling with your neighbours. 
It may be pronounced JOR-JEE-ANNA; or JOR-JANNA (this author’s preference); or even JOR-JEENA. 

			∞ 

			IN BRUSSELS

			∞ 

			[image: ]	Mrs. Selina M. Younge

			[image: ]	John Amaury* 
	*Pronounced AH-MOR-EE

			[image: ]	Molly Lyon

			∞ 

			IN MERYTON

			∞ 

			[image: ]	Mr. and Mrs. Bennet

			[image: ]	Penelope (Pen) Harrington

			[image: ]	The Delaford Family – Mrs. Delaford, the widowed mother of 
Mr. Edmund Delaford, and of Frank and Fanny Delaford

			[image: ]	Lord Marlowe



		

IN KENT

			∞ 

			[image: ]	Lady Catherine de Bourgh, and her daughter Anne de Bourgh

			[image: ]	Mr. and Mrs. William Collins

			∞ 

			IN LONDONO 

			∞ 

			[image: ]	Mr. and Mrs. Gardiner

			[image: ]	Sir Henry and Lady Mallinger (née Caroline Bingley)

			[image: ]	Mr. and Mrs. Hurst 

			[image: ]	John Thorn (later Sir John)

			[image: ]	Lord and Lady Metcalf

			[image: ]	The Earl and Countess of Tyrconnell (née Catherine Bennet) 

			[image: ]	Mr. William Brooke, approved suitor of Georgiana Darcy 

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			Volume
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			∞ 

			 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			CHAPTER
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			Pemberley, January 1816

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			It is a breach of decorum infinitely to be deplored, that the dead should communicate with the living – and this above all when nothing so became the deceased in his life as the leaving of it. 

			At Pemberley the arrival of the post was the object of each morning’s eager anticipation, and hopes for news and greetings from distant friends and family. Of a letter for Georgiana Darcy, whose author had exited this world, more shall be revealed shortly. Elizabeth Darcy, who was wishing for a few lines from her father, a most negligent correspondent, received nothing, but her husband obtained a reward in the form of an epistle from his aunt, Lady Catherine de Bourgh.

			∞ 

			Rosings Park

			Hunsford, Kent

			January ~, 1816

			∞ 

			Dear Darcy,

			∞ 

			I write to make known to you that my daughter Anne will shortly be wed to Viscount Marlowe of Ashbury Park, Surrey. Their union will completely meet every requirement of judgment, dignity and decorum, and realize the discriminating wishes of the friends of both parties. The daughter of Sir Lewis de Bourgh really could not with propriety bestow herself on anyone of lesser rank or fortune. It appears providential that a marriage between Anne and you, of which there were proposals of an indeterminate nature formulated by my sister Lady Anne Darcy in the remote past and pursued more recently by you in the face of my and Anne’s conspicuous resistance, did not come to pass, for it is now evident that destiny had marked her for something far better. The combined fortunes of husband and wife will be splendid, Lord Marlowe having recently inherited a considerable estate from his father and Anne being the heiress of very extensive property. They will make an exceptionally handsome couple for his bearing is decidedly aristocratic, and her features, as has been very justly observed, proclaim her distinguished birth. 

			Lord Marlowe is already particularly attached to me, and was most flattered when I invited to stay at Rosings for a month. However he informed me very regretfully yesterday evening that he had business that would take him away earlier. I told him that there could be no occasion for leaving when he had been here scarcely a week, as business can always wait, but he said he had no choice but to conquer his disappointment and go. The inclination that he and Anne show for each other is already so great that they, each acting for the other’s sake, rallied their spirits creditably at his departure this morning. 

			On parting Lord Marlowe was urgent on the necessity of the engagement remaining unannounced for a brief period. I have the greatest dislike in the world to uncertain engagements; I think them most unwise, and I made my sentiments known to him; but there are few people in England, I suppose, who are possessed of greater honour than Lord Marlowe, and to oblige him I shall not object to this state of affairs for a little time. I therefore charge you not to spread any report until I send you word, which I expect to do shortly.

			∞ 			Yours, etc.

					C. de Bourgh

			∞ 

			Darcy and Elizabeth had just been preparing to walk, and were waiting only for the letters before they set off, leaving Georgiana to read hers in quiet. It was a frosty morning but intending a long stroll they made towards the most eminent hill on the property, gradually ascending side by side across the park and through the woods, taking pleasure from the exercise and the sunny day, and from the crisp winter landscape. Although Elizabeth stood the test of the frost and the activity very well, by the time they neared their destination she was a little weary, and Darcy, with swift perception of her fatigue, offered her his arm. She declared herself not very tired, but took it contentedly. When they gained the summit of the hill they commanded a view of Lambton some miles distant, and Elizabeth found a comfortable seat for herself on a dry stone wall, glad to sit down and enjoy the prospect. 

			Darcy roamed about, poking at the frozen vegetation with his stick, and then seated himself beside her. He allowed several moments to pass and then he said, “I had a letter from William Brooke yesterday.” When Elizabeth made no answer he added, “Do you wish to hear what he wrote?”

			“You want to tell me, and I have no objection to listening to you.” 

			This appeared to serve as sufficient encouragement to her husband and he commenced, “He speaks of Georgiana in terms of extraordinary praise, of how highly he admires and esteems her.”

			“How pleasant it always is to hear a disinterested commendation from a gentleman!”

			As Darcy had grown quite used to his wife’s sly comments he did not respond directly but continued, “He requests my permission to marry her.”

			Georgiana was indeed fit for marriage, being twenty years old and altogether attractive. Tall and well-formed, with a particularly graceful figure, she had few equals for beauty and elegance. In addition she had a fine mind that had received every advantage of education and culture, an excellent temper, and a warm heart that promoted fondness in all those around her. As a young girl, her fear of doing the wrong thing and a tendency to embarrassment had given her the reputation of being reserved and proud, but under her sister Elizabeth’s care and influence she had acquired assurance, and while her manners still were not outgoing they were civil, unassuming and gentle, with just that sweet touch of shyness that disarmed and charmed strangers and caused her friends to love her even more.

			“I do not wonder at his being pleased with her, but I think she is very far from intending to captivate him,” said Elizabeth.

			“Yet if we are anxious to see her well married and settled in the same circle in which she is presently placed it is an alliance which has every recommendation. I look upon the proposal as most desirable.” 

			“That sort of desirability is unlikely to promote a match with Georgiana. He is on the other side of forty, and his face can only be called plain. He is no George Wickham – indeed he is no Fitzwilliam Darcy.” Elizabeth’s spirits now quickly became playful and she added, “Although to tell the truth, I fell in love with you rather in spite of your handsome face than because of it.” 

			“That I can readily believe. From what you have told me, you fell in love with me in spite not only of my appearance but also my character, my understanding, my temperament and my family connexions.”

			In assured possession of his warmest affection, for their attachment had only strengthened with the elapse of time, Elizabeth replied, “It is just as well, for I shall love you still when you are fat and ruddy and cross with gout.” 

			Darcy, a little uncertain what to make of this remark, returned to his subject. “It is true that he is not as handsome as Wickham but his appearance is not repellent. His age I consider an advantage, making his qualities and principles fixed; and his maturity will guard her naturally compliant disposition. Georgiana is not sensible, she will not look for fulfilment in her husband’s outward form. I think there is every possibility of their being comfortable together.”

			Elizabeth regarded him with surprise. “I am afraid that your partiality to Mr. Brooke may be blinding you to Georgiana’s own preferences.” 

			“If you refer again to George Wickham, he persuaded her into believing she was in love with him, but on her part I am convinced it was nothing more than an infatuation created on erroneous premises – shaped by her strong recollection of his kindness to her as a child. Her affections and actions arising in that case were generated by innocence. She was but fifteen years old.”

			Elizabeth assumed a pensive air. “I remember a time when I thought that my feelings would forever attach me to him. He had the best part of beauty – and such an expression of goodness in his countenance! – that was shown to even greater advantage by his wonderfully agreeable manners. And when he wore his regimentals! Then he was entirely irresistible!”

			“It seems to me an unfathomable mystery,” said Darcy with some bitterness, “that my father, sister and wife should be bound together by admiration of a young man –”

			“Do not by any means omit Lydia from your catalogue.”

			“– of no morals and degenerate propensities. It passes beyond my comprehension.”

			“That is no doubt because you are not a young lady.”

			As Darcy was unable to contradict this assertion, he resumed his original theme. “Georgiana will benefit greatly from a constant, rational affinity to sustain and guide her. I believe that with a little time they will be united by real regard.”

			“But are not their tastes and temperaments very different?”

			“While a general resemblance of temperament and taste between a man and a woman might be held an effectual means to advance their mutual esteem, an opposition of character need not be an impediment to their satisfaction with each other.” 

			“That is true, for our opposition of character could hardly have been greater.”

			“You exaggerate the effect, for a great part of that opposition was the result of your prejudice against me, as you have yourself admitted. We have disagreed very little since we married, Elizabeth.”

			“Oh, that is only because of my inordinate deference to you! Now that I am your wife I think and act and speak, for your gratification alone.”

			“We have most certainly come upon an opposition here, for what you call your deference I would be most tempted to call your lack of respect.”

			“I believe you intended to say, the liveliness of my mind.”

			“I fear to think how you have taught Georgiana to treat a husband.” 

			“My lessons fall upon stony ground, for Georgiana’s temper is so much more amiable than my own. But Darcy, do you seriously believe she will reciprocate his attraction? It is most natural that you should wish it; but are you not simply indulging your wishes?”

			“You doubt me, Elizabeth?” said Darcy, rather affronted.

			“How could you possibly suppose me against you?” she responded with a warm smile and a caress of his hand. “I merely wish to enquire how you have determined her attitude.”

			“The fraternal bond leads me to believe it. We are children of the same family, with the same upbringing, tastes and inclinations. I know Georgiana as I know myself.”

			“The affection between the two of you raises you both in the opinion of all who know you. Yet I still cannot suppose her able to perceive him with any thing like interest. I cannot imagine her giving rapid consent to the arrangement.”

			“Were I careless even in general on such matters, how could you imagine me so where Georgiana’s well-being was at stake? I could not reconcile it to myself to force her into a marriage against which her heart rebelled. It is true that some families would insist on her agreeing to so good an offer on the first overture. But I do not intend to convey to her any instruction, or even my unqualified support when I speak to her, only to lead her gently into consideration of his proposal.” 

			“How exactly like you to have a reasonable answer to give, and how like me to be so accommodating as to accept it!” Nevertheless Elizabeth was amused that her husband had carefully failed to enumerate that advantage of the match which would have appeared most important in the eyes of the world. William Brooke was the great-nephew of an ancient and ailing marquess, with only the marquess’s drunkard son coming between him and the title and estate. The son had experienced the preservative rather than debilitating effects of port and brandy, but if Georgiana married William Brooke she would without doubt have the claim to enter a room ahead of the other women in the family within five years. In his fear of seeming to Elizabeth a second Lady Catherine, Darcy occasionally acted as though he had wholeheartedly espoused republican values.

			He then suggested that they invite Mr. Brooke to their dinners and parties in London during the coming season, on the pretext of political affairs, to give Georgiana an opportunity to grow used to his presence before the question of matrimony was raised.

			“I am sure you are right, and I do regard the connexion as desirable, even if I cannot say the same of Mr. Brooke’s appearance. But if she can be persuaded to make a beginning, perhaps she will go on as you would wish. Now should we not start back? Georgiana will wonder what has become of us.”

			As they rose and began to make their way down towards the house, Darcy and Elizabeth in their gentle accord were wholly deluded on two points: the first, that Georgiana was then giving the least heed to them; and the second, that they knew her way of thinking or indeed her character at all. 

			∞ 

			[image: ]

			∞ 

			The Post Office is an unimpeachable establishment, its reliability and punctuality most laudable. So seldom is a letter miscarried, that there is nothing to marvel at when one, even one that had much better gone astray, is delivered with dispatch. 

			When the servant handed Georgiana her letter, she instantly recognized on the envelope the hand of her former governess. In her surprise she formed no expectation at all of its subject matter, but opened it with a prejudice against anything the writer might say. To her further wonder she distinguished another letter folded within it, with her name written across it in an unknown hand. This enclosure was dirty and rubbed, and a rusty stain on one corner. She set it aside while she read Mrs. Younge’s note.

			∞ 

			London, January ~ 

			∞ 

			Dear Miss Darcy,

			∞ 

			Despite the variance presently subsisting between your brother and myself, which prevents me (as I no doubt more properly ought to do) from making this communication to him, I take the liberty of forwarding to you the enclosed bearing your name, which I believe was intended to be delivered to you in June of the past year. What it contains may distress you, especially as you have almost certainly not been able to perform those obsequies that are ordained to give comfort to the living. I beg to assure that I shall make myself quite ready to aid you in carrying out any action that may suggest itself to you in consequence of what you read. I do not write with any intention of secrecy, and you are of course quite free to show this letter to Mr. Darcy. If you wish to favour me with a reply my direction is 123 Edward-street, London. 

			∞ 

					Yours faithfully, 

					Selina Younge

			∞ 

			With increasing bewilderment Georgiana unfolded the second letter and with difficulty made out the following:

			∞ 

			dearest Georgiana,

			∞ 

			your surprise at receiving this will be great but you know so well my feelings that you will comprehend my motive I pray you, come to me I am filled with regrets when I think that I might have named you my wife but you disappointed my hopes and allowed your brother to separate us and destroy our happiness yet I could forgive you anything come quickly do not refuse one who has loved you with devotion

					Geo wickham

			∞ 

			The letters were ill-formed and the lines straggled oddly but she instantly on deciphering the first words knew their composer, and she read with an amazement and, almost immediately, a grief, which rendered her nearly incapable of making out the sense of the document. When she reached the end of it, her complexion startlingly white, she sank back in her chair.

			Wickham had loved her always! And dying, he had called out for her to come to his side! Had she only known in time!

			Let me hasten to assure the reader of nervous temperament, that he or she has not by accident strayed into a novel by Mrs. Radcliffe or Mr. Monk, that George Wickham is most undeniably dead, that he is not attempting to speak to Georgiana from beyond the grave, and that no sliding panel behind an ancient tapestry, no wax effigy of a corpse or cobwebbed chest of bones will feature in these pages. But I will toy no longer with any reader and will without delay set about explaining the provenance of this remarkable letter, a tale that merits its own chapter.

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			CHAPTER
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			Brussels, June 1815

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			Lieutenant George Wickham marched out of the Place Royale with his regiment and left Brussels on the road that led to Waterloo. He came back three days later, on a cart, a French musket ball in his spine. 

			He was carried to his lodgings and in the absence of his wife Lydia the servant found Mrs. O’Dowd, who with her husband Major O’Dowd shared the house, and informed her of his master’s dire condition. “I’ve cares enough of my own,” said that lady, “but if your master is so bad as you say, and his wife can’t attend to him, I’ll come.”

			When she entered the room where Wickham lay and approached the bed she found him so altered from his former self, that she gave a start. She immediately sent for a surgeon who, arriving after a very protracted delay (for his services were required by many that day), told her that he had never seen such injuries recovered from, and a few days at most must end it.

			Mrs. O’Dowd had also instructed the servant to find Lydia and bring her to her husband, but the confusion of the city prevented him from discovering her; or, indeed, from looking for her. On observing the activity in the streets he astutely abandoned his mission and took himself to a pot shop. He was quite as likely to meet Mrs. Wickham there as anywhere else in the city, for she was engaged in searching for Captain Osborne (who also was a lodger in the house) or for anyone who could tell her whether he had survived the battle of Waterloo. As she made her way through the city she was followed by dread, and at length she returned home, exhausted and pallid, knowing no more of Osborne than she had on setting out. 

			She was met by Mrs. O’Dowd. “Mrs. Wickham, you are come at last!” she said with a look of great concern. “I am afraid you will be shocked to see him. He is in the bedroom. But you must bear up, my dear, he mustn’t see you distressed.”

			“I have been searching for him!” exclaimed Lydia, growing even paler. “Where is he?” Without waiting for an answer she rushed up and burst into the room. Seeing that he was unattended and almost sick with horror she cried out, “Is there no one here to help him? He must not die!” Then approaching closer to the bed and gazing on the man lying there, “Wickham!” she said in astonishment. Turning to Mrs. O’Dowd, who followed behind her, she demanded, “Where is he? Where is Osborne?”

			Mrs. O’Dowd was much taken aback. “I have not the least idea.”

			“But you said he was brought here.”

			“I was speaking of your husband.”

			“Then you have no news of Captain Osborne?”

			“None.”

			“Ah, then he may be safe. I pray it is so!”

			Mrs. O’Dowd had on several occasions noted Lydia’s attraction to Osborne, and his imprudent encouragement of her, as well as the public notice that was taken of their unguarded behaviour. She was a soldier’s wife, and rarely passed judgment on the young men, and the young wives, who disdained restraint, who entertained no apprehension of disgrace, in defiance of approaching battle and death. But to see Lydia so lost not only to respectability but even to compassion and duty, stirred her anger.

			“Mrs. Wickham, you are not the only woman who is in the hands of God this day. Where Captain Osborne is I cannot say, but your husband is here, and very much hurt. Now it must be your role to comfort him.”

			But Lydia was hardly listening, in her relief that Wickham was not Osborne. She thought nothing of his danger and treated Mrs. O’Dowd’s fears as idle. “Oh! I am not afraid of him dying. You do not know what a fuss he makes when he has a little trifling cold! I am sure he will be better tomorrow.”

			As Lydia was most determined not to remain with her husband, or indeed in the house as she recommenced with fresh vigour her search for Captain Osborne, and as there was probably no one dwelling there who might not have been more useful to the wounded man, Mrs. O’Dowd deemed it best to take charge of his care herself.

			Towards evening Wickham recovered his senses and after looking earnestly at her he said in a faint voice, “Who is it?”

			“It is I, Mrs. O’Dowd,” she replied, and commenced bathing his forehead with vinegar and water. “I am here, my dear; no harm shall come to you.” 

			That night Mrs. O’Dowd watched incessantly at the bedside but in the morning did not have the consolation of seeing any amendment in her patient. In restless torment he had constantly moved his posture and when the dawn came was looking most wretchedly.

			Captain Westove came to him, and could scarcely believe the melancholy figure before him. But although he had arrived determined to give the injured man every attention, Wickham did not receive him with any gratitude.

			“Why have you come, Westove? 

			“I thought to offer you support in your present trial. I will send for a clergyman if you desire it.”

			“I need no clergyman.”

			“I am told there is internal injury, no one can know to what extent.”

			“And you are wishing this wound will be fatal? I will cross your wishes.”

			“I am endeavouring to do my duty by you.”

			“You seek no reward for coming here?”

			“I expect none.”

			“Not even a glimpse of my wife?”

			Westove denied harbouring such thoughts, but Wickham laughed until a paroxysm seized him. Then groaning he cursed his visitor who, seeing he was doing more harm than good, took his departure. 

			From her occasional and brief visits to Wickham’s chamber Lydia was becoming used to the sight of him in his helpless state, and listened only to the best parts of any reports of his infirmity from Mrs. O’Dowd. “Oh!” she said almost carelessly to Captain Westove when he came to her following his conversation with her husband, “do not fret about him, for he will soon be well. I am certain he looks better today than yesterday.” 

			The surgeon came again that evening and examined his patient, and, giving further alarm to Mrs. O’Dowd, pronounced Wickham’s wound to have a putrid quality and that a day or two would likely finish him. He ordered him to be bled, and for the rest of the night the sick man was quiet and scarcely spoke or moved at all. 

			Under the greatest pressure, Lydia remained with him the following day while Mrs. O’Dowd took some much needed rest. But she could only feign worry for him, for in her head every idea was superseded by incomprehension and anxiety. Captain Osborne had neither returned nor written to her, but a soldier had come to his rooms and collected his belongings, refusing to tell Lydia where he was taking them. 

			By that evening when Mrs. O’Dowd took up her watch again Wickham was in a more disturbing condition than ever. A fever had come on, and he began to exhibit strong hectic symptoms. Mrs. O’Dowd asked if he wished Lydia to come back and remain with him as well. 

			“I wish to see her gone to the devil,” he muttered agitatedly. “If not for her, I might have made my fortune. Ah! If only Georgiana had married me,” he continued growing almost frenzied. “Two days – only two days – and she would have been my wife. What do I not owe her brother!”

			Mrs. O’Dowd, while disapproving the language abusive of Lydia, could not restrain herself from feeling curiosity about the other lady mentioned, and, exhibiting that lack of delicacy that sickroom attendance may breed, enquired, Who was Georgiana? 

			“She loved me, she had consented to be my mine. but her brother hates me.”

			“I am very sorry indeed to hear it,” said Mrs. O’Dowd, quite in hope of hearing more of it. Wickham did not disappoint her. 

			“I was brought up for the Church. If he had been a man of honour I would have a living now. I cannot bear to think of it.”

			Mrs. O’Dowd conceived that she ought to minister a little to Wickham’s soul as well as his body, and said gently, “If there are any you have quarreled with, surely now is the time for you to forgive them.”

			“How can I forgive him his foul misconduct? He destroyed my prospects and my life.” Shudders of pain seized his frame; Mrs. O’Dowd administered an opiate, and his mind began to wander as his agony abated. 

			When midnight had passed he grew weaker, and there was a change. He suddenly spoke in an excited manner. “The pain is gone now, I am easy. I shall be well soon, I feel sure of it.” Mrs. O’Dowd had sat at the bedside of many a dying man and she did not participate in the patient’s optimism at the sudden termination of his suffering. She had no need to send for the surgeon to know that there was cause for none, for mortification had set in. 

			For a time he fell into a kind of sleep, and then surprised her by waking with a start. He fixed his gaze towards the foot of the bed, and at last raising himself a little on his elbow cried, “Georgiana! why did you leave me?”

			“Georgiana again!” said Mrs. O’Dowd to herself. To Wickham she said, “Shall I send for your wife, my dear? She will stay with you for a little while.”

			“My wife?” said Wickham, as if trying to catch the meaning of a riddle.

			“Mrs. Wickham is nearby. I will send for her.”

			He reached out for her hand and looked imploringly into her face. “You must send for Georgiana,” he said. 

			“Is she here in Brussels?” For she knew that if this Georgiana were further away she could not come in time. 

			“Bring me paper, I will write to her, and she will come,” he said in intense excitement. 

			“You are too weak at this moment. Rest, and write tomorrow.”

			“No, I will do it now.”

			She saw that he was determined to have immediate performance of his wish, and would take no repose until it had been accomplished, and so she brought him paper, a quill and ink. She braced the paper for him, but he could scarcely hold the pen, or summon the strength to form the letters; at last however he managed to write. “Put her direction on it, and send it at once,” he murmured when he was done. 

			“You must tell it to me, then, for all I know of her is that her name is Georgiana.”

			“Darcy,” said Wickham faintly. “Miss Georgiana Darcy.” Mrs. O’Dowd folded the paper and wrote the name on the outside. “And where is she to be found?”

			But he had passed into sleep or a swoon. Seeing this she read the letter with no compunction. 

			All the rest of that night and the following day Mrs. O’Dowd sat beside Wickham, with his hand in hers, listening to his failing breath and watching the changes in his aspect. From time to time his lips moved but emitted no sound; at the next dawn he grew still, but she kept his hand, until he was no more. “Thou carriest them away as with a flood,” she said softly. Then she rose and went to find Lydia.

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			Wickham’s body was consigned to a grave in one of the Brussels burial grounds that were now nearly brimming over. His letter to Georgiana Darcy was placed in a box with his effects, and it, together with Lydia Wickham and her luggage, was transported to Pemberley, under the protection of Captain Westove. 

			It was not until Lydia Westove’s gowns were being packed up by the housekeeper Mrs. Reynolds in preparation for her journey with her new husband to Upper Canada that Wickham’s box was thought of again. Lydia was tearing about Pemberley in jubilation at marrying a second time, and there was little chance of her deliberations being squandered on her late husband’s possessions or if truth be told of her giving thought to any one other than herself and Captain Westove, and any thing other than their forthcoming voyage. She was completely inattentive to the housekeeper and would scarcely give her a hearing, but was at last brought by Mrs. Reynold’s determination to concentrate on the subject. 

			“Only think of its being five months since I went to Brussels!” she said, opening the box. “It seems but a fortnight, I declare, and yet things enough have happened. I was in such a commotion when Captain Westove came to take me back to England! I was so afraid that we should not get away. I do not know how we got into the carriage, with all the trunks and parcels, and I did not see why we should bring Wickham’s box, you can’t think how crammed in we were. I thought I behaved very handsomely, for we had to leave one of my bandboxes behind to make room for it. However I certainly shall not take it with me now.” 

			Mrs. Reynolds, who persisted in recalling Wickham with real affection, ventured to upbraid Lydia a little for her selfish thoughts, urging her to remember her husband as a brave soldier who had sacrificed himself. 

			Lydia was not likely to allow the lady to get the better of her when she had weapons at hand, and producing and then wiping away a tear she said, “Remember? I shall never forget him. Oh I thought I had broken my heart when my dear Wickham died, and that I should never be happy.” 

			Mrs. Reynolds had no choice but to retreat, and the gloom of Lydia’s melancholy loss was cleared away immediately, replaced by high spirits as she spoke of her great luck in getting another husband. “Well, there’s for you! Who would have thought I would be married again so soon? I do not care what you do with the box.”

			The housekeeper stood her ground. “Ma’am, if you will permit me, there is a letter in it, addressed to Miss Darcy,” she said in a low voice.

			“Good Lord, what would he write to Georgiana for?” said Lydia rather more loudly. Mrs. Reynolds brought forth the letter, and Lydia received it and quickly mastered its substance. “Heavens! But there is nothing in that,” she said, dropping it back in the box. “What a queer and shaky hand! I would hardly know it for his at all.”

			Mrs. Reynolds pressed her lips together, thinking of Wickham on his deathbed and Lydia apparently nowhere to be seen. But prudently all she said was, “Shall I give the letter to Miss Darcy, ma’am?”

			“Whatever for?”

			“She was very fond of him when she was a child, and he of her, though he did turn out so wild. Ah, if I were to go through the world, I could not meet with a handsomer young gentleman, other than my master! I say no more than the truth.” She shook her head. “But very likely he was mistaken about this marriage business. I am sure I never heard anything of it.”

			“I will answer for it, he never cared three straws about her. She must have been a fool to like him, for he only wanted her money. Oh! There, I had forgotten what a great secret it was supposed to be! I ought not to have said a word about it. But it does not signify; there is no danger of Georgiana going to him now.”

			“But as to the letter, ma’am?”

			Lydia expressed her perfect indifference to its fate, as to every other belonging of her late husband’s, and Mrs. Reynolds at last proposed that since Wickham had no family living the box might be sent to Mrs. Younge in London, for he had mentioned her as a friend. Lydia gave a vast sigh of relief, declared herself satisfied, and escaped from the room.

			In the tumult of preparation for Lydia’s departure the box was shunted aside, and sat unnoticed once more for several months, until Pemberley’s bedrooms were being readied for guests attending the Christmas celebrations. A housemaid showed it to Mrs. Reynolds, asking what was to be done with it, and it was shortly sent on its way to London.

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			∞ 
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			London and Pemberley, January 1816

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			Mrs. Selina Younge was a well-bred and agreeable woman of middle age, who, having been left a widow with a very small fortune, had been forced to contrive how to live in good society. After manoeuvring with considerable skill, she succeeded in pleasing a fashionable lady so much with her accomplishments and respectability, as to persuade her to recommend her as a companion for a young lady. This was Miss Georgiana Darcy. Miss Darcy was then but fifteen years old and just out of school, and her brother Mr. Fitzwilliam Darcy formed an establishment for her in town, over which Mrs. Younge was installed as governess. Mrs. Younge’s respectability turned out to be illusory however. On the arrival of summer she took her charge to the town of Ramsgate, ostensibly to benefit from the fresher air of the seaside town, and there, by arrangement, went also Mr. George Wickham. Mr. Wickham as a boy had been a great favourite of Miss Darcy, and her affectionate heart had retained a strong attachment to him. He being, like Mrs. Younge, in impecunious circumstances, had developed a strategy with her to persuade Miss Darcy to elope, and he was able so far to influence her that she acquiesced, and it wanted but two days to the event when Mr. Darcy without warning joined his sister in Ramsgate. In the whole breadth of Mrs. Younge’s consciousness, she had not foreseen the possibility of Miss Darcy revealing the truth to her brother – for she herself in the young lady’s place would never have dreamed of dealing so openly – and she therefore had taken no step to guard against this danger. Thus were produced consequences contrary to her intentions. Miss Darcy acknowledged the plan; Darcy wrote to Wickham, who immediately left Ramsgate; and Mrs. Younge was dismissed from her post. 

			After this tumble, Mrs. Younge took a large house in Edward-street in London, and maintained herself by letting rooms. Her intimate acquaintance with Wickham was not severed, and when he induced another young lady to elope with him, the errant couple went to her house on their first arrival in town, and would have taken up their abode with her had she had space to accommodate them. The young lady on this occasion was Miss Lydia Bennet, who shortly thereafter became Mrs. Wickham. Miss Bennet’s marriage was due in no small part to Mrs. Younge, for she condescended to accept a bribe in exchange for providing the young lady’s pursuer (that very same Mr. Darcy) with the pair’s direction; and having found them he so operated on Wickham’s sensibilities as to bring about a wedding that would otherwise not have taken place. 

			Mrs. Younge’s corruption damaged her relations with Wickham for a time, but in the passage of a few months they were mended and Wickham rarely neglected to call on her when he was in town, and occasionally involved her in dubious transactions of which nothing need be mentioned in these pages. 

			On a January morning she was carrying out her household tasks in Edward-street, and thinking complacently of her shrewdness in having covered the old rug in the front drawing room with a handsome green baize, that any prospective lodger might assume that there was a rich carpet beneath it. Her admiration of her own cunning was interrupted by the delivery of a package, which she opened to discover within Wickham’s effects sent down from Pemberley. 

			Mrs. Younge had been much saddened by the news of his death and she sorted through the contents of the package thinking that to have such a fine man cut off in the flower of his youth was most poignant, concurrently entertaining some small expectancy that money or an article of value might have been left in the box, for she was endowed with that remarkable ability of a London landlady to hold many important thoughts in her head at once. The box, alas, harboured nothing of immediately evident worth. But her eye was caught by the square of paper bearing the name of Miss Georgiana Darcy and she unfolded and read it.

			She was at first cast down by seeing what was very evidently the creation of George Wickham’s last action; but as there was little profit in such morbid thoughts her mind quickly turned to what use she might make of the letter. She had soon delineated an idea that might bring her a little money, and felt genuine distress that she could not conceive of one that would have been more rewarding. But any amount would be useful to her at the present and she did not make the error of scorning a small gain today in aspiration of a larger one in the unknown future. Her letter to Georgiana was quickly inscribed and posted, and she returned to her domestic duties.

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			Wickham’s letter threw Georgiana, as we have seen, into a most harrowing state, and each passing moment supplied greater agitation. With sobs of woe she indulged in regrets of what she had thrown away, and lamented bitterly her weakness in revealing to Darcy the plans she had made with Wickham. How different things would have been had she kept silence! He would have had her fortune at his disposal and would never have joined even the – shire Militia. He would now have been sitting with her in this very room at Pemberley, and she would have been holding their child in her arms as he tenderly gazed upon them. With these and similar wild imaginations did Georgiana innocently amuse herself as she wept and repented her probity.

			Naturally a communication like Wickham’s could not soon be recovered from, particularly when read over and over again. Poor Georgiana’s spirits were so much affected as to make tranquillity quite unattainable. After two hours had passed the need of appearing composed in front of Darcy and Elizabeth, in order to escape unwelcome questions, at length caused her to put the note away and practise a smile. But she soon felt that concealment must be impossible and she went up to her room, telling a servant that she was slightly indisposed and wished to be left alone to rest.

			In her apartment, Georgiana sat thinking deeply. The remembrance of her connexion with Wickham created an upheaval within her breast that solitary reflection increased rather than diminished, but she soon came to a first resolution, which was to keep her brother and sister from the knowledge of her two letters. While the secret was all her own, she had leisure to study what to do.

			After the passage of five minutes she experimented with a second resolution, which was to put Wickham’s letter away and not look at it. But it was a failure. She found every other idea superseded by thoughts of him, his cruel death, and her name on his lips as he breathed his last. Her contemplation could settle on nothing else and the letter had scarcely been laid in a drawer before she took it out and perused it again. This was most unnecessary, as she knew it by heart, but by dwelling on particular lines she was able to remain thoroughly perturbed.

			At length she recalled Mrs. Younge’s letter, and read it once more, commanding herself to examine its intention. At first she found little in it that could give her any comfort, but gradually the idea of making a journey to see Wickham’s burial place took hold of her, although whether enjoyment or anguish in such a trip would take the greater share she could not determine. Without losing a further instant of time she took up her pen and wrote to Mrs. Younge to make a private arrangement to travel to Brussels as soon as the Darcy family should go up to London for the opening of the parliamentary session. Then she hurried downstairs and placed the letter in the letter-bag. She thought not at all of the anxiety her disappearance would occasion, for in her brain just then every other idea was superseded by her beloved Wickham. 

			The apprehension she felt in waiting for a reply nearly drew off her attention from her grief, but she had the good fortune of receiving an answer to her letter as soon as she possibly could. Mrs. Younge agreed to her plan, and named a day in February when she would expect Georgiana at Edward-street, from where they would immediately set out for Ramsgate, to take the boat to Ostend.

			And so, in a miasma of high hopes and low intrigue, January closed upon the Darcy family.

			∞ 
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			Longbourn, January 1816

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			The arrival of a new family in the country is usually taken to be a matter of self-gratulation to the inhabitants, and Mrs. Bennet was far from immune to this feeling.

			“My dear Mr. Bennet,” said she exhibiting a degree of fulfilment commensurate with having executed the lease and bestowed the keys of the house with her own hands, “have you heard that new tenants have come down to Netherfield Park? Sir William Lucas saw Mr. Morris in Meryton and had it from him, and Lady Lucas has just been here and told me all about it. The servants were in the house at the end of last week, and the family arrived Wednesday in a coach and four. My dear, I am well aware that it is an etiquette that you despise, to run after your neighbours, but I must insist on your going to wait on Mr. Delaford. Sir William has determined to visit him, which I think is very hypocritical of him, for he does not know them at all; not that I care about it however, for he is very welcome to go to Netherfield if he likes. Lady Lucas has asked him particularly – because of Maria Lucas, you know. Oh, those Lucases are sly people, my dear! But it will be exceedingly rude if you do not go, and it will make it impossible for me to visit his mother. You have not the least idea what I suffer when I have to bear the consequences of your incivility – it quite tears my nerves to pieces.” 

			Mr. Bennet listened to his wife with forbearance and made no attempt to interrupt her. When he felt assured that she had come to a conclusion he replied off-handedly, “You very likely cannot escape the acquaintance, Mrs. Bennet, even if you would. I called on him yesterday morning, and now if the family are not over-scrupulous they will seek our society. I trust that your nerves may be restored before you visit Mrs. Delaford.”

			His wife’s astonishment and irritation were in such equilibrium, that for a brief moment her power of speech was completely arrested. Then she burst forth, “Mr. Bennet, what delight you take in vexing me. How can you be so teasing? Why did you never say a word about it till now?”

			“I saw no occasion for it, as I was unaware you had any design on the family. All of our daughters have been married off.”

			“How can you talk so! What nonsense. I have never had designs on any of our neighbours. It was the likeliest thing that Bingley would fall in love with Jane once he saw her, that is all.”

			“You promised if I went to see him he would marry one of our daughters, and you were proven unequivocally correct. Therefore I determined not on any account to neglect the acquaintance in this case. Who can tell what may come of it? You have the advantage of Lady Lucas at the present, and I desire you will put it to good use.”

			“Well; I am glad that you visited him, it was good in you, and you do like to have your little joke. To whom are you writing now?” she added, her gaze falling upon his desk. She often found herself at a loss for employment in the hour before tea was served.

			“Should you not speak to the cook about dinner, my dear?”

			“If I had waited until this hour to speak to her about dinner, we should be eating it tomorrow for breakfast!”

			“Then I’ve no doubt Mrs. Hill requires your supervision of the linens.” 

			“Mr. Bennet, you know very well that the washing is done on Mondays.”

			“In that case the butler is in want of your instructions about the wine.”

			“Good heavens, you are perfectly right! He has been waiting for me this half hour! I am sorry to rush away just when we were having such an amusing talk, but I will come back to you instantly I am finished with him.”

			“I beg that you will not put yourself to any such trouble, my dear,” he rejoined, and as his wife closed the library door behind her he rested his gaze thoughtfully on the key in the lock.

			Mrs. Bennet was a silly woman. Her understanding was mean, her mind parochial, her information negligible and her temper uncertain; and she was quite unable to sit alone. With the last of her daughters gone, when she was not visiting or impeding her housekeeper in the execution of her duties she often sought out the company of her husband. He therefore was particularly solicitous in encouraging her frequent intercourse with the four-and-twenty families with whom they dined, and very attentive in promoting her acquaintance with any newcomers to the neighbourhood.

			Despite her protestations to her husband, Mrs. Bennet had in fact formed a design on the Delaford family, although a disinterested one, for she had conceived the idea that Mr. Edmund Delaford, although presently of unknown income, age, appearance, character, temper, tastes and habits, would make a suitable husband for a young neighbour and former close companion of Lydia Bennet, Miss Penelope (or Pen) Harrington. As she had by disposing of her own daughters achieved the business of her life, Mrs. Bennet now had no mental occupation unless she meddled to unite the rest of the young people of the community. 

			Until this time her activity had comprehended no greater effort than projecting weddings in the course of conversation with her sister Phillips and Lady Lucas, but she now found herself in possession of an opportunity for bustle and importance. In furtherance of her project, she sent a note to Miss Harrington to be ready to make a morning call, and at the appointed time gathered her into the carriage on her way to Netherfield.

			“This was a very lucky idea of mine!” said Mrs. Bennet, as if the presence of an eligible man in the neighbourhood would otherwise have gone entirely unremarked by the young ladies of Meryton and their mamas. “And for the sake of a friend of my dear Lydia’s I am prepared to go into new company, though I can assure that it is a most unpleasant chore at my time of life. I do not like to be obliged to do it, you know, for there is no greater comfort than in staying home with Mr. Bennet. When the last of my girls was married, I swore I would never give myself such work and trouble again, for depend upon it, it takes a good deal of management to marry off five daughters well. But for you I break my promise now, and if I can see you established at Netherfield within the year, I shall be very well contented. I do not know what would become of you, my dear, if it was not for me taking notice of you.” 

			Pen sighed faintly, in recognition of this charitable intent.

			Mrs. Bennet appraised her with a careful eye. “I never saw you in better looks. You used to be rather plain. Mrs. Long agreed with me, that you would never be really handsome, but you have come along very well. Of course one does not often see anybody better looking than Jane or Lydia; I do not say it to boast, for it is what everyone says. How Mrs. Long envied me Jane’s beauty! She often said so, when I asked her. Mrs. Long is a good creature. I must take her a bottle of cook’s gooseberry jam. No one at Netherfield will know your gown is an old one of Kitty’s, although it would be like Lady Lucas to say something about it when she finds we have been there before her and Maria. Maria Lucas is a very good sort of girl, but she is not at all pretty. Perhaps something could be done with your bonnet, if it were trimmed new.”

			“I am not very clever about trimming bonnets.”

			“Well, no matter, you may still get a husband at Netherfield.”

			“What if Mr. Delaford is disagreeable?”

			“Disagreeable? What does that signify? His situation is most suitable, it will give you a comfortable home. You must try to get him if you can, and if he is disagreeable I hope you will not take exception to it. You need not talk to him, except just every now and then. I assure you, I do not like to have girls throw themselves away on disagreeable men, but every body must marry if they can do it to advantage.”

			“What if I don’t wish to marry?”

			“Not marry, and be an old maid! And a poor one besides! Nonsense, nonsense.” And having thoroughly disposed of this objection to the match, Mrs. Bennet improved the rest of the journey by giving Pen’s feelings proper direction concerning Mr. Delaford, commencing with his probable income. When she had exhausted the list of her ideas on the value of the union she concluded, “And although you have no dowry in money, neither does Maria Lucas, and you do have Bewley and it will bring in something in rent, I daresay.”

			The Delaford family was in the drawing room when Mrs. Bennet and Miss Harrington entered. It consisted of Mr. Edmund Delaford, a gentleman of six and twenty, his widowed mother, and a younger brother and sister, twins of nineteen who had been christened by their apparently overwhelmed parents Francis and Frances, but were known within the bosom of the family as Frank and Fanny. Fanny had recently been brought from school at Exeter, with the usual accomplishments, and Frank was preparing to return to Oxford for the Hillary term. They could not exactly be called a handsome family, but they had lively and forthright manners. They received the ladies with great cordiality, but Mr. Delaford to Mrs. Bennet’s extreme annoyance remained only long enough to bow and say a few civil words. 

			“I do not know a place in the country that is equal to Netherfield,” began Mrs. Bennet graciously as she took her seat. “My daughter Mrs. Bingley was living here after her marriage, but she has gone away to the North now, when they are not in town. I am sure I don’t know what possessed Bingley to give it up.”

			Mrs. Delaford was happy to commiserate with her visitor on the loss of Netherfield and to hear about the neighbouring families and a half hour was chatted away snugly among the ladies, while Frank roamed about the room, looking out the windows and occasionally – when least expected or wanted – inserting himself into the conversation with inappropriate exclamations of “Preposterous!” or “She must be mad!”, and similar interjections.

			“Frank, I wish you would sit down,” said his mother at last. “I am exhausted from watching you wander.”

			“I can’t sit down, sitting down tires me out.” But he took notice of his mother’s plea so far as to loiter a minute at the fire to rearrange and grievously injure it.

			He thought Pen remarkably pretty and felt a strong desire to flirt with her; but he was at that awkward age before he had acquired fashionable manners, and he was rather uncertain how to go about it. When at last he made up his mind to speak directly to her, he was out of purest ignorance reduced to treating her like a fellow human being, and as his exposure so far to fellow human beings was limited to those he had found at his school and the University, he commenced thus: “Do you like badger-baiting, Miss Harrington?”

			As soon as the words were spoken he sensed that they had failed to strike the right note. Pen entirely looked her confusion, and Fanny, who had been holding her breath every time Frank spoke (for Fanny before meeting her had rather regarded the mother of the Countess of Tyrconnell, Mrs. Bingley late of Netherfield Park, Mrs. Darcy of Pemberley, Mrs. Westove who it was whispered had gone to Upper Canada not a day too soon, and the widowed Mrs. Cramer of Cambridge, an ardent animal protectionist, as a woman raised above the common run) cried, “Frank! Try to remembeer where you are! What will Mrs. Bennet and Miss Harrington think of us?”

			Frank put a bold face on his faux pas. “I remember quite well where I am. Did they tell you at that school that badgers must never be mentioned in a drawing room?”

			“Miss Harrington is not interested in badgers. Don’t tease with your nonsense!” 

			“I dare say she is more interested in badgers than in the price of muslin. Aren’t you, Miss Harrington?”

			Mrs. Bennet, who had been retailing to Mrs. Delaford details of the stock at the draper’s in Meryton, was immediately thrown into an ill-humour by this intrusion. “That young gentleman,” she observed to his mother, “runs on in a very wild manner. I can assure you that my son would have been brought up very differently, if I had had one.”

			Mrs. Delaford apologized for her offspring and said to him, “Frank, perhaps you can find something to do with yourself elsewhere in the house.”

			Mrs. Bennet fancied she had gained a victory over him but he said, “Thank you, ma’am, for your concern, but I am perfectly easy here.” And he sat down near Pen, crossed his legs, put his hands in his breeches pockets, and began to whistle under his breath. 

			“That is not my idea of good breeding,” Mrs. Bennet remarked sharply to him, “but I suppose everybody is to judge for themselves in these days.” Frank endeavoured to look troubled but with a signal lack of success.

			Pen rather envied him for his impudence, something she did not herself dare show to Mrs. Bennet, and to demonstrate her empathetic feelings she addressed a comment to him. 

			“Aren’t you afraid of fatiguing yourself, Mr. Delaford?” she whispered.

			“It is not so much sitting that fatigues me, as doing what I’m told,” he confided. “If you sit and talk to me, I daresay I could remain on this sofa without the slightest weariness for an hour or two.”

			“Mrs. Bennet will take me away long before that.”

			“Then you must come back.”

			“Don’t you go down to Oxford soon?”

			“Next week. Fanny will invite you for an afternoon before I go, won’t you Fan?”

			Fanny instantly assured Pen of her delight to spend an afternoon together, and a day was quickly set. “Do you like music, Miss Harrington? Do you sing, or play?” she asked. 

			“I play a little, and sing a little, but I have no instrument.”

			“You can come here to practise, yes you must. We can have duets, and Frank can listen to us for as long as he likes.”

			“Probably much longer.”

			“Frank! You are being hideously rude.”

			“Miss Harrington, you mustn’t mind what I say. It is just to rid us of the lethargy. I know if I keep at it long enough Fanny will suddenly start up and chase me through the house with a heavy article of silver plate in her hand, and although she rarely hits me hard enough to break bone, the exercise does both of us good.”

			“Frank, you are an idiot,” said his sister good-humouredly. “I am counting the minutes until you are back at the University.”

			“And then you will write every day to tell me how much you miss me.”

			“I trust I will have better things to do! You may write to me every day, however.” At this the twins went off simultaneously into gales of laughter, drawing a remonstrating glance from their parent.

			Pen took Fanny’s jibe and the attendant hilarity to imply that Frank was not a very faithful correspondent, an impression immediately confirmed by Fanny. “He never writes to anyone if he can help it, and when he does his letter runs like this: “Dear mother, all as usual. Send ten pounds if convenient,” and then does not even bother to sign it.”

			“Who else would address her as ‘mother’ and ask for ten pounds?” asked Frank reasonably. 

			Pen had been a little taken aback by the freedom of conversation between the twins but by gradual degrees decided that she rather liked it. By the end of the visit, which came shortly thereafter, she had quite forgotten that she had been brought to Netherfield to entice Mr. Edmund Delaford into matrimony.

			∞ 
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			London, February 1816

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			In February the Darcy family completed its migration from Derbyshire to London, and no sooner were they settled in than Elizabeth received a letter from her friend Charlotte Collins.

			∞ 

			The Parsonage

			Hunsford, Kent

			February ~

			∞ 

			Dear Eliza, 

			∞ 

			How I long to spend a few days in town with you! Although I must decline your invitation you know it is not for lack of desire to see you. Our situation does not allow me to travel at present, even the half day’s journey to London.

			Let me tell you now of the visitor who was with Lady Catherine for a little more than a week, and in whose company Mr. Collins and I spent two evenings. One Lord Marlowe, who at Rosings is looked at with great admiration for his superior person (he is quite tall and may be called handsome, if Lady Catherine chooses, for his features although rather heavy are regular), and of whose very eligible situation in life – a large estate in Surrey and twelve thousand a year – Lady Catherine does not hesitate to speak, even in his presence. He is a man of undeniable consequence! And one marked to be promoted to loftier consequence still, for Lady Catherine has selected him to become her son-in-law. There! What do you make of that? Have I surprised you, my dear Eliza?

			But perhaps you already have heard something of this from Lady Catherine herself, for I imagine that she would want you and Darcy to know as soon as possible that she has procured the addresses of a very worthy new suitor. Still, I may have the ability to offer you news of interest by telling you my impressions of his lordship. Our evenings together revealed to me this desirable gentleman’s character as haughty and supercilious. Lady Catherine is not offended by his haughtiness for she says that a young man with family and wealth in his favour has every right to be proud. She claims to find him very amiable and gave him a most flattering reception. 

			Miss de Bourgh herself displayed no antipathy to Lord Marlowe (although if she feels active affection for him she conceals it from its object with the same skill as she does every other emotion!); as to the gentleman’s feelings, although he is not a man to be known intimately on such a brief acquaintance, after various suppositions I can only think that his fondness for her must exist wholly in Lady Catherine’s fancy. He certainly did not waste his eloquence, and rarely even his breath, on Miss de Bourgh, if that is any indication. Yet vanity and ambition may do something to create an attachment, and a man who believes himself very great may in time open his heart to the heiress of Rosings. But it is a debate that only Lord Marlowe himself can bring to a conclusion, and as he has now departed it must remain a mystery for the time being.

			Yes, departed, after less than a fortnight, even though Lady Catherine informed us that he would stay for a full month. When a man regards himself so highly, it decidedly divests his company of any charm that could make one wish for its continuance, and I may therefore hazard that it was a relief to Miss de Bourgh when he cut short his visit; it certainly was to me. But Lady Catherine does not mean to lose the opportunity of fixing him, and he will be her daughter’s husband whether the two be in love with each other or not. Yet I do not know that she is quite secure of him, for he left without any announcement of the betrothal having been made. If she can bring about the match she will have cause for celebration, but I cannot help being a little uneasy on her behalf.

			I wish Miss de Bourgh happy; but I believe more than ever that happiness in marriage is a matter of accident. It is easy to be deceived; how often do we hear of those who marry in confidence of some special advantage to be gained – fortune, or good temper, or compatibility of intellect – only to find themselves obliged to put up with the reverse! In my opinion, if she were married to Lord Marlowe tomorrow, she would have as good a chance of happiness as if they were now inseparable. Even when the affections of the parties are strongly engaged beforehand, their lasting felicity does not necessarily follow. The vexations of married life will continue to drive them apart.

			There is Mr. Collins calling me to his room to look out at some one or some thing passing on the road, for the tenth time today. I must go, or he will wake up the baby with his exhortations to hurry lest I miss the spectacle. He has unfortunately had a cough for weeks and has been unable to enjoy healthful exercise in the open air, and has been much indoors.

			Write to me very soon, Eliza, you know how I depend on hearing from you.

						C. Collins.

			∞ 

			While Elizabeth was reading this letter after breakfast, and reflecting on the very different tone it conveyed in comparison to Lady Catherine’s on the same subject, Georgiana was embarking on her escapade with Mrs. Younge. The tallest footman, who was thought a fine fellow by the housemaids for several streets around, was stimulated by the whiff of irregularity and deception attendant on Georgiana’s exit from the house, and even made so bold as to hint to her of his discretion as he assisted her into an hackney coach. Imprudently trusting him, or perhaps (as one unaccustomed to absconding) simply not thinking, she told him the address in Edward-street to give the coachman.

			As a result of certain little stratagems, Georgiana was not missed by her family until dinner time. A maid was sent to her room to look for her; and although she was not found a note was discovered, addressed to Darcy and Elizabeth. It entreated them not to be concerned about her and assured them that she would be home soon. It was, in short, a note of the kind exactly calculated to raise rather than quiet the fears of her brother and sister. The servants were assembled before their master and questioned about their knowledge of Georgiana’s movements that day and the tallest footman instantly confessed his role in her disappearance and volunteered the address.

			Darcy paled on hearing her destination and immediately ordered his horse. Although it was difficult to ride at a fast pace through London even at that hour of the evening, by picking his roads he was able first to trot and then to canter as he made his way towards the neighbourhood of Mrs. Younge’s house. On reaching Edward-street he slackened his pace and rode up close to her door before dismounting and handing his reins to his groom. The servant who answered his imperious knock was unable – even for money – to provide much intelligence. He had seen a young lady arrive in an hackney coach, had witnessed his mistress join the young lady and the coach set off. For what place, he knew not. However neither the young lady nor his mistress had a trunk. His mistress carried only a small bag, and had told him to expect her back within the week. He did not recall the number of the coach.

			Darcy mounted his horse again and rode home, more slowly. Miraculously, when consulted a second time, the tallest footman was able to produce the coach’s number, but that did not save him from being dismissed that night for his dereliction in not instantly reporting Georgiana’s flight.

			The following day Darcy was able to trace the fugitives to a coaching inn, where they had removed to a post-chaise to take them to Ramsgate. Ramsgate! Georgiana and Mrs. Younge had spent the summer there when she was fifteen, and it had been the scene of the intended elopement with Wickham, but neither Darcy nor Elizabeth knew of any acquaintance that Georgiana had formed in that town, that would draw her back there in the dead of winter after an interlude of five years. Darcy made haste to follow them, but the trail went cold when the two ladies arrived in the town and left their chaise. They were not at the coaching inn where they had descended or at any other establishment in the vicinity, nor had they ever been. No one recalled two ladies, an elder and a younger, or even a lady alone, seeking either a room or a meal. The houses of fashionable people, among whom she might number some friends, were uniformly shut up, for the season had of course not started there. It seemed the only explanation that they had gone away thence in a private conveyance, but no one had any memory of such an event.

			Returning to London with a sore and anxious heart, he shared all he had learned with his wife. They were much disturbed, but even more were they confounded. “What intrigue could Mrs. Younge have prepared to injure Georgiana, that does not put herself at great risk?” said Elizabeth in perplexity. “She must know that you will immediately come forward to protect your sister.”

			“Yet how can I protect her when she has vanished into thin air?”

			“Georgiana seems to have gone willingly. Perhaps Mrs. Younge is guilty of no treachery, and an innocent explanation will present itself. They have both left word that they would come back in a few days.”

			“Why is there such secrecy? Why do they fear detection?”

			But Elizabeth was no more able than Darcy to solve these riddles, other than by useless conjecture, and they sat silent for a long time. At last Elizabeth said, “Ought we to tell anyone what has occurred? Or should we conceal it? Which is the better course?”

			“We must conceal her unexplained absence,” her husband replied in a firm voice. “If she comes to no harm, we will have blemished her reputation needlessly by broadcasting this news.”

			“I should like to hear the advice of Aunt and Uncle Gardiner, should not you?”

			“Yes, yes, of course; will you send a note to them or shall I?”

			“I will do it,” said Elizabeth. Although it was clear that they could take no effective action for the recovery of Georgiana, yet it seemed better to do something, however fruitless, rather than nothing.

			∞ 
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			London, February 1816

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			“I have an excessive regard for Jane,” said Mrs. Hurst. “But when I 
saw her at Christmastime all I could think was how very much altered and coarse-looking she was.” She was paying a morning call on her sister Lady Mallinger, the former Caroline Bingley, who was suffering under a languor arising from her condition. Lady Mallinger had appeared and perhaps even was glad to see Mrs. Hurst but all that was wont to interest her had so far failed to stir her spirits. She could not be persuaded into a loquacious mood. After two or three ineffectual efforts to engage her attention, Mrs. Hurst was attempting to rouse her by initiating a favourite pastime, which was abusing their dear sister Mrs. Bingley and their dear friend Mrs. Darcy. “She has taken being with child as an excuse to look almost slatternly.”

			At this, Lady Mallinger showed a little animation, in the manner of an old war horse that has heard the distant sounds of battle. “Do you mean to say that she is beginning to resemble a village attorney’s niece?” she enquired caustically. 

			“Oh, Caroline! you are wicked!” said Mrs. Hurst with approval. She resumed. “I should scarcely have known her if I had met her in the street. She used to have a little beauty –”

			“I could never see much beauty in her myself, nothing out of the common way. She was never the equal of Georgiana Darcy.”

			“She is a sweet girl, though.” 

			“Oh certainly, very sweet, although I must confess I have never met anyone with so few accomplishments or such insipid conversation. I wonder that her continual companionship does not turn Charles into a marrow.”

			“Her mother supervised her education, you must recollect.” 

			“And formed her taste,” added Lady Mallinger. “In furnishing Clifford Priory she has brought to it all the haute mode of Meryton.” The two ladies laughed unreservedly.

			After a moment Mrs. Hurst began again. “That child of her sister Lydia’s – I am astonished that Charles took it in.”

			“Oh! I cannot bear to hear it mentioned!” replied Lady Mallinger with distaste. “It is almost incredible to me. I scarcely dare speak of my feelings.”

			“To be placed on so intimate a footing with George Wickham – to have his child presented to the world as our niece!”

			“If I may raise a delicate point, I recommend, Louisa, that you do not give confidence to the claim that Wickham was its father. Indeed knowing the child’s mother there is little chance of it.”

			“This must be a singular instance, where illegitimacy would raise rather than lower the child’s status!” said Mrs. Hurst rather in ecstasy at the turn of conversation. “Who then do you take the father to be?”

			“As I am not an anatomist, I do not know how many fathers a child may have,” said Lady Mallinger. But from this promising start she descended into a brooding silence, for natural children were a subject that rankled in her breast, and she repulsed Mrs. Hurst’s further attempts to pursue it.

			After ten minutes of silence during which she vainly attempted to entertain herself by looking out the window at the traffic on Bruton Street, Mrs. Hurst said, “My dear, pray do not let me forget to tell Mrs. John Willoughby a very amusing anecdote about Lady Dalrymple’s cousins, Sir Walter and Mr. William Elliot, when next I see her. I do not believe you have heard it either.” And she added scathingly when she received no response, “How peaceful it is to pass an hour or two with you! I should be miserable if we could not meet often.” But this assault did not produce any result. 

			When Mrs. Hurst had inconsiderately been left to her own deficient resources for an entire quarter of an hour, she felt justified in pricking her sister with a goad sharp enough to loosen her tongue. “Caroline, when does Sir Henry return?” she asked. She was very well aware of the ill-humour that questions about her husband generated in her sister. But Lady Mallinger answered with apathy and thereby fully depleted Mrs. Hurst’s patience with her. “Caroline, you are using me monstrously ill today!”

			Lady Mallinger merely countered by desiring that she might take her leave if she found herself unhappy there. As Mrs. Hurst had no other visits that she wished to make that morning and would have been forced to repair to her own house and husband, she made no move towards parting. However several more minutes of uninterrupted tranquillity leavened her malice, and she observed, with an air of pretended indifference, “Mrs. Jennings is circulating a most absurd rumour – I do not place any credence in it myself – but she had it from her neighbour who is a cousin of a Lady of the Bedchamber – that John Thorn is to be given a knighthood. Do you remember him, Caroline? Of course you must. What a voice! That accent – it quite made my hair stand on end. And that stink of Manchester about him,” but catching her sister’s angry eye she dexterously retreated a little, “he looked thoroughly redolent of his manufactory.”

			Lady Mallinger made an inarticulate sound that seemed expressive of antagonism. But Mrs. Hurst having no feelings that would make her respect her sister’s, and comprehending that she had (as she had rather hoped to do) inflicted a wound, could not resist inflicting another. “My dear Caroline, how does this news come to discompose you? Oh, but I need hardly ask, need I? No doubt you feel as everyone must, that bestowing honours on such a man cheapens them shockingly. I have heard, that if he receives a knighthood there will be two or three who will refuse theirs out of offence. Well, it is most fortunate that Sir Henry is a baronet, there at least will remain some distinction between your position and the future Lady Thorn’s. And even should he receive a baronetcy of his own in the future (for honours may be bought by even the most appalling persons), it would be a new creation, and no one respects a new creation.”

			Lady Mallinger, thinking angrily that her sister’s unrelenting censure of Thorn amounted almost to praise, delayed speaking as long as she was able, but at last her utmost self-restraint could not prevent her from asking, “And who might this future Lady Thorn be?”

			“Heavens! How can you think that I would listen to gossip about such people! But stay – I believe I heard of some girl; a clergyman’s daughter. Yes, that was it. The daughter of a defrocked vicar – or was he a Methodist? – who was teaching Thorn to read.”

			There was food for unappetizing meditation in this message of a rival, but Lady Mallinger instantly determined that she would dine on it later. “My dear Louisa, think what you are saying!” she returned in a burst of wrath. “It is blatant invention. You are prejudiced and unjust. Mr. Thorn is an educated man.”

			“I did not say he was teaching him to read English. Perhaps it was Greek, or Hebrew, or Hindoo for all I know, or care. But my dear Caroline, you take a very eager interest in the affairs of one so far beneath you.”

			Lady Mallinger could no longer endure the exchange, and she attempted to end it with an off-hand response. “Who that has conversed with him can help feeling an interest? He looks on the same world that we observe, and sees far different things.”

			“I can hardly applaud your taste, Caroline! It was well that your interest in him ended where it did.” She added after the passage of a half a minute suggested that Lady Mallinger did not intend replying, “Naturally I never imagined any liking in the case. But I could not help suspecting that you were a little attracted to the man, even though pride must have revolted from such a connexion.” 

			A day’s tête-à-tête between two women must always end with a quarrel!

			“Attracted!” said Lady Mallinger managing with difficulty to get the better of herself and speak in a dismissive tone. If her sister’s report had stirred any regrets in Lady Mallinger’s mind she would scarcely choose to share them with her. “But we shall be in danger of fatiguing each other to death if we pursue this conversation.”

			Mrs. Hurst was quite alive to the peril of falling out with her sister, for the Mallingers’ house in town was more commodious than Mr. Hurst’s, and their elegant country house Damson was situated more conveniently for visiting than the Bingleys’ house in Nottinghamshire. Mrs. Hurst therefore deferred her amusement to another occasion, turning instead to solicitous queries about her sister’s health, and the household arrangements that were being made to receive Sir Henry’s expected heir.

			∞ 
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			Brussels, February 1816

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			∞ 

			Had Lady Catherine de Bourgh been aware of the adventure in which her niece was engaged as it unfolded, what, one is tempted to ponder, would have been the first item in the catalogue of horrors that it conjured? Riding in a hired post-chaise (an unusually battered one); travelling without a man-servant, or indeed any servant; leaving London without a properly packed trunk, taking hardly more than the clothes on her back; undertaking a crossing of the Channel in a public vessel? Fortunately, the Lord in His enduring mercy has not seen fit to create any means of instantaneous communication and Lady Catherine was spared awareness of Georgiana’s abominable journey, which terminated in Brussels at a large hotel facing the Park. 

			As Mrs. Younge and Georgiana ascended the stairs to the door, a young gentleman, at the same time leaving the building, politely drew aside to give them way. As they passed him Georgiana’s face caught his eye. She was looking remarkably well, her handsome features possessing all the bloom and freshness that youth and recent sea air can bestow, and just touched by an interesting hint of the sadness that permeated her soul, for she was naturally endowed with that prized ability to turn misery to the advantage of her looks. If a tear fell from her eye, it must trace a shimmering path over her silky cheek, and if her lip trembled it must draw the glance to the sweet curve of her mouth. It was evident that the young man admired her looks exceedingly. She however failed to perceive his attention for her thoughts were so entirely on Wickham, that she scarcely knew where she set her feet.

			Mrs. Younge, moving at a deliberate pace and not afraid of holding the gentleman’s gaze, fastened her eyes on him in a way that shewed her noticing of his looks, by which she was very struck. He was about five and twenty years of age, standing rather above average height, and was uncommonly handsome, with dark hair and blue eyes. His person received additional charm from his singular gracefulness. “What a very good-looking young man!” observed Mrs Younge to herself. “Irish, I expect.” He gave her a momentary glance of bright enquiry, which seemed to declare he should not object to possessing more information about the young lady apparently in her charge, but then proceeded on his way. The two ladies entered the hotel and secured accommodation for each, to which they immediately withdrew to rest. 

			In the evening as Georgiana and Mrs. Younge were passing to the dining room from their chambers, they once more, and quite suddenly, came upon the very same gentleman they had met at the entrance to the hotel, with no alteration but of dress. He by his looks confirmed that he thought Georgiana very lovely, and his frank and graceful apology for nearly running into them apprised in addition that he was English, and had an attractive voice and polished manners. On this occasion Georgiana could not avoid staring at him in wonder at him. The influence of youth, elegance and manly beauty gave an interest to him that even she, in her desolate state, could not defend against, and his gaze of admiration came home to her aching feelings. Mrs. Younge principally noticed that his coat, although elegantly cut, of good cloth and well brushed, was not new; and this second contact, short as it was, increased her curiosity about him. The encounter, however unexpected and brief, of a handsome young man and a lovely young woman could hardly fail of suggesting certain ideas to her cold heart and active brain, especially knowing as she did the mood of her young companion. It struck her forcibly that a situation might be contrived from which she herself could gain benefit.

			Accordingly, following their dinner and after attending Georgiana to her apartment and ensuring that she would be comfortable for the night, Mrs. Younge made her way downstairs once more, and walked slowly through the public rooms until she passed the door of the card room, which stood open. There she saw the young man seated at a table with half a dozen other gentlemen, and she without further ado established herself on a sopha within sight and hearing, and settled down to study the activity within. 

			The gentlemen played for some time, refreshing themselves frequently with brandy and water, and it soon became apparent to Mrs. Younge that they were making large stakes. At length one of them began to declare vehemently with each hand that it should be the last, whether he should win or lose, yet losing each time he broke his resolve and made a new wager. Finally he was left sitting in silence, drained of colour, wiping his forehead. 

			“Was that your last, Huntingdon?” asked another of the players sardonically.

			“Yes, the last – no, I’ll have one more,” he said hoarsely. Raising his voice he said, “I double my wager! Who will play against me?” The handsome young gentleman instantly presented himself, and the cards were dealt. Huntingdon lost, and his opponent smiling swept up the stakes. The former glared fiercely at him and cried, “How is it that all the luck is yours this evening?” 

			“Come, Huntingdon, do you accuse Amaury of cheating?” said another of the players.

			“Why has he won as much as I have lost?”

			“You had better try again,” said Amaury pleasantly.

			“I have nothing left!”

			“Amaury will lend you a stake, I’ve no doubt. By God, he is the only one who has anything to lend now!” laughed a gentleman as he offered Huntingdon a glass.

			“Do not stop here,” said another. “They say luck turns at the end.”

			“I cannot! That villain has taken my last penny.” And he rose from his chair and lurched out of the room, a ghastly look shrouding him.

			“And the real devil of it is,” observed the laughing gentleman, still amused, “that the last penny was not in fact his, for he has been borrowing to play and I have heard that he is all to pieces. I shall not be astonished if one of these days he puts a bullet through his pate.”

			The rest of the players soon followed their unlucky comrade, until Amaury was left alone at the table, collecting the notes and coins lying before him. When he had pocketed them he too emerged, only then noticing Mrs. Younge’s observation of him. He halted abruptly. 

			Mrs. Younge smiled on him with a beneficent air. “Good evening, Mr. – Amaury, I believe?”

			The young man was evidently surprised and disconcerted. He glanced rapidly about before replying in no very warm tone, “Ma’am, I think you have the advantage of me.”

			“Not, I trust, for long, sir,” said Mrs. Younge graciously.

			“How do you know my name?”

			“I have been sitting here in this same spot listening for upwards of two hours. Tell me, how did you go about cheating that gentleman?”

			At this Amaury smiled a little and recollected himself. Stepping forward with an untroubled air he said, “I have no need to cheat a man who believes his skill and luck improve with every glass he takes. When such a man plays cards he is asking to be relieved of his property. I merely obliged him before someone else did.”

			“Fascinating,” said Mrs. Younge. “Perhaps you will be able to oblige me as well.”

			“Do you wish to lay a wager?”

			“No; I do not game. Or rather, my gambling is in other fields. Do you have a wife, sir?”

			Young men as a general rule do not welcome familiar explorations of their affairs by strangers, and this unexpected question from a lady whom he had never seen before that day gave him almost as much astonishment as he had ever felt. Indeed, so startled was he that, with abnormal candour, he stated completely truthfully that he did not.

			“There is no one who can be a greater advocate for matrimony than I,” said Mrs. Younge sententiously. “Mr. Amaury, let me not stand on ceremony. I have it in my power to help you to a wife, who is as amiable as she is lovely, and who moreover has a rich family.”

			Mrs. Younge was not disappointed in the interest she had desired to raise. No man in Amaury’s position could have withstood the allure of such a proposal. At that period he was living in degraded circumstances, and it was as much as he could do to maintain the facade of a gentleman. In fact it is not unwarranted to say that his satisfaction at winning a large sum of money that evening arose principally from the prospect of a good dinner. He had one aim, to make his fortune; and it was his preference to make it by a quicker process than wholesome labour. He had experimented with gambling and similar pursuits, but a plan of the kind put forward by Mrs. Younge would far better answer his ideas of gaining wealth and independence without unnecessary toil. Her words therefore were in no danger of being thrown away. He glanced instinctively towards the staircase, as if expecting Georgiana to come into view. 

			Mrs. Younge nodded. “Yes, it is she that I speak of. If I am not misled you already approve of her appearance.” 

			For some, knowledge of character, or gratitude and esteem, are the foundations of affection. Yet for others regard arises on the first intersection with its object, before as much as two words have been exchanged. Such had been the case with Amaury. But though he might now pretend it illuminated by love, he bore a mind darkened. Retaining his self-possession he asked coolly, “How is it that you have this young lady in your gift?”

			Mrs. Younge gestured for him to sit down beside her. After a hesitation he did so, and she introduced herself and gave a short account of her business in Brussels. She was, she said, travelling with a young lady from a family of considerable means who wished to visit the final resting place of an officer killed at Waterloo, to whom at one time she had been engaged. Her relations were presently unaware of her location and were no doubt looking for her. Probably they would discover her within a week, if she did not of her own will return home before that time.

			“I could not but see your enchantment with her. And you – you have about you everything to recommend yourself to a young lady, except – if I may hypothesize? – a reliable income. It would in my opinion be an excellent match on your side. In this place she is friendless, helpless; she will rely on me for advice.”

			Amaury subjected Mrs. Younge to a leisurely examination, under which she was forced to stiffen her spine a little to avoid flinching. “My temper,” he said at length, “is a naturally precautious one, and I am not willing to risk my matrimonial happiness through imprudence. May I know the reason for your eagerness to promote such a marriage?” 

			“Money,” said Mrs. Younge with splendid succinctness. “And if you assist me in this matter, I would of course compensate you by paying you a fee.”

			“A portion of her fortune?”

			“Her fortune? Phoo! It is little enough, and entangled in trusts. No indeed. A percentage of the amount her family will pay to be rid of you. They will seek an annulment of course. Your co-operation – which naturally would be mediated through me – would be expensive; I would be surprised if it, coupled with your complete silence, and your permanent absence from England, might not cost ten thousand pounds.” 

			Amaury felt no distaste for claiming a share of ten thousand pounds, but the image of Georgiana shone in his mind. “On the other hand, they might be persuaded to receive me as her husband.”

			Mrs. Younge laughed in unaffected amusement. “The family is well-to-do, well-connected and of an ancient line, and would be utterly dismayed at the thought of Miss Darcy forming an alliance with you. No, you may depend upon it that the marriage would be of exceedingly brief duration.” 

			Whether Amaury agreed with this premise would have been difficult to discern from the expression of his countenance, but as he said nothing in reply Mrs. Younge took his silence for assent. Having, she believed, achieved an initial understanding she took up the finer points of the scheme. To the man or woman of good morals the details of treachery must be offensive, whereas to the traitor they are merely practical. “You of course must do a good deal, for the task is yours to make yourself irresistible to Miss Darcy, but here is the assistance I would provide. I would arrange for you to meet, to be thrown together; and I would do all I can to encourage any inclination toward you she might feel and to take care that she see nothing suspicious. But I must warn you: before you can get her heart for our own purposes you will have to detach it from the hold of a man named George Wickham.”

			“Is he presently in Brussels?” asked Amaury, immediately and without conscious reflection beginning to weigh the odds of his success against this opponent.

			“In a sense. He has been lying here in a cemetery since the battle of Waterloo.” 

			“The contest does not seem very equal then,” said the young man, relaxing his attention.

			“On the contrary, it will be a real contest, for he is armed with an advantage you may find it difficult to overcome.”

			“I do not see it.”

			“No longer being of this world, he has achieved a perfection in Miss Darcy’s head that no living man can attain.”

			Amaury smiled in mingled entertainment and self-assurance to refute this statement. Indeed it would be difficult to envision a man who to the naked eye showed fewer flaws, who in form and moving was more like an angel; and as he intended zealously to conceal any defects in his character or history from the young lady, perhaps his theory was more justifiable than Mrs. Younge’s. Perhaps Mrs. Younge began to think so too, for she said, after a renewed inspection of his person, “Between us, I think we may win her.”

			“And the marriage, once celebrated, is it to be consummated?”

			Mrs. Younge bestowed on him a frown of disfavour. “Do you suppose, Mr. Amaury, that the young lady’s value to her family is likely to be increased through a carnal connexion with one such as you?” The hand she was playing was not certain of success, and to gain her victory she must tread a narrow line between her accomplice and the Darcy family. She had concealed from Amaury the extent of Georgiana’s fortune, and that it was entirely her own when she reached the age of twenty-one. If he insisted on a genuine marriage, she would be the loser unless out of a generosity at the moment unsuspected he compensated her role in his acquisition of the fortune. Yet if she did not obtain his collaboration in leading Georgiana into a nominal marriage, she had nothing to bring to the Darcys for sale.

			“It is doubtful, I admit,” he replied looking amused again. He had every reason not to quarrel with his new-found partner until they had achieved something worth quarreling over, but already he was thinking how he could swindle her. He had never subscribed to the philosophy that there ought to be honour among thieves, at least as long as he could count on having the upper hand. He therefore listened to her without interruption while she outlined her projected arrangements for the following day, and after a further half hour’s conference they parted for the night on genial terms.

			∞ 
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			It did not often obtrude itself into her affairs, but Mrs. Younge although devoid of principles had a sentimental side, and she did not intend that Amaury should deceive Georgiana completely. She wished, rather, to promote a love match between the two young people. She had no misgiving with regard to Amaury, for she did not suppose there was anything lacking in his feelings which a little time in Georgiana’s company would not add. Having seen that he thought Georgiana a beautiful girl and knew her to have a rich family, she trusted that a small number of meetings would congeal his love; and as to Georgiana she did not doubt that the attentions of such a handsome and charming young man would have at least as much efficacy in this case as they had had in Wickham’s, and would create as much liking on Georgiana’s side as there could be need for. He was really, she thought, a very pleasing young man, extraordinarily good looking, with manners that were self-evident recommendations. Any young lady as susceptible as Georgiana finding herself courted by him would be likely to succumb to the proper emotions. She did not expect that she would be required to offer anything beyond the organizing of fortuitous collisions and a few early hints assuring Georgiana of his fascination with her. They would advance properly simply from being manoeuvred into proximity. 

			Being anxious for the success of the enterprise and aware that the time for carrying it out was short, she had advanced pretty far in her preparations when she breakfasted with Georgiana in the sitting room that was appurtenant to their chambers. “I have arranged our visit to the burial-ground today,” said Mrs. Younge as she devoured her meal with the healthy appetite of one who has been hard at work since dawn. “There are three of them but I have, I believe, identified the one where Wickham lies.” Georgiana, scarcely touching her own food, thanked her in a muted voice. 

			Amaury had overnight given much serious scrutiny to his conversation with Mrs. Younge, and by morning had fully made up his mind to execute the plan she had proposed – with his own modifications. He had himself driven to the cemetery where George Wickham lay, in company with a female dressed in mourning, a veil over her head. They had not long been there, walking up and down, when another carriage appeared, proceeding at a slow pace. It passed first their carriage, and next the gentleman and lady themselves, but then due to some mismanagement on the part of the driver it wandered off the narrow track and quickly became trapped in the mud. 

			Taking this misfortune as his cue, Amaury escorted his companion back to their own vehicle and then approached the other, arriving just as Mrs. Younge and Georgiana were being handed out of it. Upon recognizing the two ladies he came forward with the most perfect alacrity and pretended astonishment, alluded to their brief encounter at the hotel, which he hoped gave him the smallest shadow of right to introduce himself, and most earnestly requested that he be allowed to offer them his services. Georgiana by her modesty would have declined even what their present circumstances clearly rendered necessary, but she was not allowed time to speak, for Mrs. Younge received his offer as cordially as possible and expressed their gratitude for whatever assistance he could provide.

			While they spoke Georgiana turned a little aside, and observed Amaury from the corner of her eye. He was quite as handsome as he had appeared at the hotel, and his manners were so easy, so agreeable, so precisely what they ought to be in the present tribulation, that she found herself unable to subdue interest in him completely. A glance of his eye spoke the conviction that she had not had been entirely out of his thoughts since their earlier meeting, yet there was no want of respect in his address, indeed nothing could be more proper than his whole posture towards Mrs. Younge and her. 

			Mrs. Younge explained their difficulties, and Amaury with becoming diffidence proposed that they return to the hotel in his carriage, in which he had driven out with an elderly lady, a distant cousin resident in Brussels whose son had perished at Waterloo. He added with a slight tentativeness, that if they wished it he would endeavour to find the burial-place for them now, as he had a little familiarity with the cemetery. Mrs. Younge did not waste a second in supplying him with the name and regiment of the deceased man, and armed with this information Amaury walked off. He hunted about assiduously for a few minutes, a much longer time than required as he had previously ascertained the position of the plot, and then came back to the two ladies with the complacent air of a man who has accomplished his mission, and pointed out to them the direction in which the marker lay. 

			Georgiana immediately started forward, but Mrs. Younge looked at the expanse of wet soil between them and the plot and expressed indignation at the idea of traversing it. “How can you be so silly as to even think of us walking across all this mud! We will not be fit to be seen. Our gowns will be six inches deep in it, and our stockings will be very damp and dirty. We will catch cold. We cannot walk here. Men never know when the ground is dirty,” she added severely, addressing herself to Amaury.

			Georgiana, however, did not mean to be inconvenienced by the mud, and as Mrs. Younge had intended, this created a fine opportunity for Amaury. He offered his arm to Georgiana and she, her concentration on Wickham, accepted it without any awkwardness. Having never heard evil of him, it was not her nature to suppose there was any evil to be told. On Amaury’s side, Georgiana’s reception of his offer was so proper and modest, that he found nothing to censure in her. She blushed a little as she took his arm, and did not speak as they walked, acknowledging his commonplace remarks only with a nod, betraying no wish to talk to him. 

			When they reached the marker and made out the lettering on it, and the realization came upon Georgiana that Wickham’s beloved form was lying within the narrow piece of ground under her feet, her sensations produced such suffering, as rendered her nearly distraught. With faculties suddenly wandering and disoriented, she was almost ready to throw herself sobbing upon the muddy earth that covered him. Her pallor and impetuous manner alarmed Amaury, and he, by some means divining her purpose, gently held her back, saying with compassion, “I pray you, do not forget yourself so far.” Drawing her arm within his he said, “I do not like to see you so near that grave,” and led her back to the path. 

			The disarray of her reason was painfully great, and acted on her frame. From physical weakness she leaned against Amaury, who found himself compelled to restrain his natural impulse to take her up in his arms. She was lost to everything for several minutes, during which time Amaury by his silent acceptance showed as much concern for her as unconsciousness of himself, and only supported and watched her with acute sympathy, but a sense of her anguish at last led him to ask, “Is there some thing I may do to give you comfort?” He could not see her misery, without the desire of shielding her and giving her relief from it. It was a pure and foreign impulse. But she was not even able to thank him for the kindness of his words, and seeing the depth of her distress he did not press her for an answer. “Let me call your companion,” he said.

			“I am quite well,” she replied, making a forceful effort to recover herself. Nevertheless she burst into tears again as she spoke, and for a time could not utter another word. At length however she managed to say, “He will not be forgot, he will live in my memory always.” With a stronger voice she added, “I have received this solace, of seeing where he lies.”

			“I am grieved for you indeed,” said Amaury in a voice infused with such sincerity, that in spite of herself Georgiana was a little distracted from her pain.

			With gentle urgency he assisted her to return to her conveyance, which was now freed from the mud and turned around. He handed her into it to join Mrs. Younge, but finding that he could not leave her without some further speech he quietly assured her of his readiness to perform any service for her and again expressed his sorrow for her loss. Then with one intense parting look he stood back to allow the carriage to proceed.

			Georgiana as the carriage drove off was ashamed, really ashamed, of having been overcome so in the presence of a stranger, but at the same time she felt herself much affected by his attitude towards her, which his behaviour had made apparent. She took it as proof of his warm and kind heart. The turmoil of her reflections, both on Wickham and on Amaury, made her feel unequal to the catechism she feared Mrs. Younge intended carrying out, and she turned her gaze to the window as they drove back to their hotel. Once there she hurried away to her room knowing that it would take an hour or more of solitude and rest to restore her.

			Amaury watched Georgiana’s vehicle until it was out of sight, and then began walking along the muddy track as if heedless of where he was. He could not contemplate their tryst without emotions so diverse and so powerful, that he knew not which prevailed, and he had far from recovered himself when the elderly mourner stepped out of their carriage and advanced towards him. 

			“I could not bide longer in there. Who was those ladies, Johnny?”

			Amaury, seeing that the departing coach was well out of earshot, drew a smile from somewhere and said, “Molly, I have a plan.”

			“I’ve never known you be without a plan,” said Molly, raising her veil. “What is it this time?” 

			Uncovered, the elderly lady was a distractingly beautiful young woman: the most critical esthete would have experienced the greatest difficulty in finding a fault with her. Who had ever seen such skin, so smooth and fine! a delicate transparent brown, and uncommonly brilliant with the bloom of youth; her hazle eyes were large and well-shaped, and there was a spirit in them that could not be glimpsed without creating delight. Her rich brown hair just peeped out a little under her rusty black bonnet. Her figure was perfectly formed; her smile sweet and attractive; her voice low and musical; and her face held the clearest promise of good temper. 

			Molly Lyon was the daughter of a farmer. When she was sixteen, affection and promises had subjugated virtue, and she had been seduced by a young gentleman who took her to London and established her there. This seducer, however, had left her, after a year, in utmost hardship, with no home and no friends, and she had soon accepted the assurances of a second gentleman, thus sinking deeper into a life of sin. He was a well-meaning man and she had lived with him for two years, but being an English officer he had been called to the Continent to repel the advancing French army, and had been among those who lost their lives on the field of Waterloo. She was left in Brussels without any legacy for her maintenance, and her fate then had been harsh. Grim poverty had obliged her to take action for her immediate relief, and surrender herself. It was thus that she had made the acquaintance of John Amaury, and had consented to be taken under his protection even knowing that the young man had little enough for himself. She was nearly illiterate, the only education she had received being that connected with the life she had led since withdrawing from her father’s house. But she was intelligent and perceptive, and although her manners were not refined they were nonetheless beguiling.

			At the moment Amaury appeared strangely unmoved by her beauty, which had dazzled many another man. His gaze followed the retreating carriage. “My plan, Molly, is to make that young lady my wife.” 

			She looked so astonished, that he was obliged to repeat what he had said, and more seriously. His companion gazed at him and at last said. “What a lucky girl! There’s a match for her – how glad her family will be!”

			Sounding a little more himself he replied, “It is a most eligible match for me, as to fortune. But I have only a few days or a week to win her; though if I cannot achieve my end within a week, she must have an indestructible constitution.”

			Molly studied his visage, and then said, “What about us?”

			Amaury regarded her with a dispassionate air. “Would it not be better for us, for both of us, to break off our relationship?”

			A suspicion of his having such thoughts had never been far from her mind, and she heard his words almost without surprise. Nevertheless she spoke sadly. “Sometimes I think so. Then at other times I cannot stand the thought of it.” She made a long pause and then asked gravely, “Will you not marry me, Johnny?”

			“I have told you before I will not.”

			“But we are good company together, an’t we Johnny?”

			“You are not what I want in a wife. The young lady whom I am going to marry does not have all your beauty, but still she is lovely, and she has birth, education and manners, all the advantages of connexion, and a wealthy family besides.” Imbuing his tone with greater earnestness he continued, “You have the means to find a rich man. If we stay together we will both be poor forever.”

			“What has wealth to do with happiness?” said Molly harshly.

			“A great deal, in my experience. It is the best recipe for achieving it.”

			“Johnny, for shame! Money can only give happiness when there is nothing else to give it.”

			“Well, I have nothing and you have nothing.”

			She turned away from him almost angrily but he took her by the shoulders and softly forced her to behold him. “If we part, I predict your happiness just as much as I desire it. One day you will have a rich husband.”

			Another woman might have pleaded her point longer, but Molly knew Amaury too well. She had no difficulty believing that her own entreaties would not in any way move him, or that neither the young lady’s virtue nor her understanding would preserve her from falling easy prey to him. Without attempting any farther remonstrance therefore, accepting her own fate and leaving Georgiana to hers, she re-entered the carriage.

			∞ 
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			That evening Mrs. Younge had ordered dinner in the hotel and she and Georgiana descended to the dining room at seven o’clock. They had not long been served, and were speaking little to each other, when John Amaury appeared in the doorway.

			Almost very female eye was turned to him on his entrance, but accustomed as he was to receiving the admiration of women, he took no notice, glancing about the room only long enough to identify the table at which Mrs. Younge and Georgiana were seated. He made his way towards it. 

			Mrs. Younge’s greeting could not have more strongly expressed her desire to recognize him as an acquaintance, but Georgiana was nearly overcome with confusion at his approach, and when he reached them she instinctively turned her head away, receiving his civil enquiries with a discomfiture impossible to disguise. She dared not lift her eyes to his. There was nothing to puzzle the brain in that, for to her natural shyness had been added not only the consciousness of a young lady when addressed, without forewarning, by a handsome young man, but also the embarrassment of their previous meeting. What was remarkable was Amaury’s lack of ease. To his chagrin, the sight of Georgiana deprived his mind of its habitual composure and discipline. He stood by the table with a heightened complexion, attempting to ask the conventional questions but forming inarticulate sentences in a way that increased both his and her feelings of awkwardness. As Georgiana said nothing in reply and as he heard but did not listen to Mrs. Younge’s comments he was none the wiser for his queries. He could soon think of nothing to do but bow and withdraw. 

			Georgiana could not determine whether she thought his retreat too soon or not soon enough; but he was immediately called back by Mrs. Younge’s invitation to eat his dinner with them. The possibility of the young man’s taking a meal with them provoked even more disturbing sensations, and Amaury himself looked as if he did not know how to react. This was precisely the case, even though he and Mrs. Younge had earlier arranged the matter between them, but he was so convincingly urged by Mrs. Younge that after a moment or two he sat down at her side. Georgiana did not think she could countermand the invitation, and had not resolution or courage enough to rise and depart, and she therefore said and did nothing; but her spirit was deeply afflicted.

			On his being seated, an uncomfortable interval succeeded while Mrs. Younge gave him the opportunity to open a conversation, thinking that he would best know how to show himself to advantage. He was at all ordinary times not wanting in the self-possession required to speak to any one with confidence, but at this instant he could not do it. He had not enough for the demands of the occasion, was not able to feign the poise required for empty chatter. Something prevented it – whether cognizance of his own wrongdoing or, perhaps more likely, the simple presence of Georgiana. 

			The silence was broken by Mrs. Younge, who, perplexed at not getting her pennyworth for her penny, now endeavoured to introduce some kind of discourse with him, variously trying the weather, the landmarks of the city, and the amenities of the hotel, but his words declared the distraction of his thoughts, for he answered her in a random and disconnected fashion. Mrs. Younge’s astonishment at his behaviour was extreme, and she was continually repeating to herself, “Why is he so altered? What is the cause?” She was alarmed that the change would put their scheme in jeopardy, for it hardly seemed likely that Georgiana would fall in love with a bumpkin who could not speak two intelligible sentences together, be he never so handsome. A blistering glance from Mrs. Younge at last brought home to Amaury the absolute necessity of mastering himself. With a struggle he called his intellect to order and began to uphold his side of the dialogue. Not a look, not a monosyllable did Georgiana contribute, for anxiety that he might speak to her. All her attention was seemingly for her plate; she appeared determined to be interested by nothing else, even though she hardly touched the food on it and would, indeed, for all her downcast look, have been unable to say what lay beneath her knife and fork. The degree of nourishment that Amaury might extract from her manner would have seemed non-existent to an impartial observer, but a kind of instinct prevented him from misinterpreting the averted eyes and motionless tongue. If he needed more than his own love to warm hope, her aloofness did not at any rate cool it.

			Mrs. Younge was impatient for the two young people to become acquainted – or rather, for Georgiana to become acquainted with the tempting portrait of Amaury that she and he had concocted – therefore she prodded Amaury to talk of the circumstances of his happening to be in Brussels. With her supporting interrogatories he informed them that he was paying a visit to a friend, M. de Mérode, with whose family his own had a long-standing tie, but as de Mérode’s wife and children were gone to Spa their house was shut up and he was forced to stop at an hotel.

			Mrs. Younge, with a significant look at Georgiana, said to Amaury, “I believe this hotel will be a favourite of yours, from now on.” Georgiana blushed painfully at this vulgar comment, and even Amaury reddened a little. Mrs. Younge was not in the least disheartened by the reception with which her witticism had met and like a veteran campaigner quickly fired off another shot. “Are not the de Mérodes a great family hereabouts? I believe that M. de Mérode is a Grand Marshall, is he not?” She intended to elicit the details of Amaury’s pretended connections in Brussels and such an opening could not in the regular course have been wasted on him. He had a practised facility for disclosing affiliations with the wealthy and titled, which had served him well in his trade. Nevertheless he now could not bring himself to deceive Georgiana quite so directly. He felt a sudden revulsion for the tactics of duplicity. “The elder M. de Mérode,” was the full reply he made.

			It had not been Mrs. Younge’s plan to charm Georgiana with a young man who was completely tongue-tied, and she was becoming increasingly irritated with her colleague. With some determination she therefore continued, “Have you been much in Brussels?”

			Amaury simply nodded an affirmative, and the conversation halted once again.

			Most unexpectedly Georgiana said, in a timid voice, “Were you here – then?”

			Amaury had no need of further particulars as to the time of which she was asking, and a sudden pang of jealousy pricked him. The knowledge that Georgiana’s first feelings had already been given, and that her question showed that she was thinking not of him but of Wickham, inhibited him from saying more than, “Yes, Miss Darcy.”

			Georgiana would have hung on his words had he enlarged on this statement; but she had not the audacity for persistence. Mrs. Younge thought she saw the danger of allowing Georgiana’s mind to dwell on Wickham and she was quick to change the subject. “I believe the de Mérodes have a castle at Westerlo,” she said firmly as she pulled apart a squab. “It is in the guide-book. As an intimate friend of the family you must have stayed there, I suppose?”

			“Where?” said Amaury.

			“Westerlo,” said Mrs. Younge.

			“Oh. Westerlo. It has some fine paintings and tapestries.” Then intrepidly he asked, “Do you like to look at paintings, Miss Darcy?” Georgiana did not dare to return more than a reserved affirmative, and he did not make a further attempt to engage her on another theme, but allowed Mrs. Younge to lead him. 

			One may become inured to almost any situation with length of exposure, and Georgiana grew more composed the longer Amaury talked with Mrs. Younge and showed no sign of desiring to address her again, an action of which she understood the solicitude. As she could not render herself deaf, she was forced to listen to their conversation; she perceived that he spoke well, and appeared to be knowledgeable. After a time she began to wish for the resolve to insert a word herself, and although such fortitude is not bestowed for the mere wishing, she gradually found she could raise her glance from the cloth until it was suddenly resting on his face. The weight of her gaze instantly drew his notice upon her and she quickly lowered it and blushed; but it had been enough to give him encouragement. Indeed it gave him a little more than encouragement, in the manner that a hail of bullets directed towards a soldier might be said to have a stimulative effect. His heart gave a leap that stopped his voice and drove the words he was speaking completely out of his thoughts, and a colour that matched Georgiana’s own spread over his features.

			It was in the silence that now descended upon the table that Mrs. Younge realized to her confoundment that Amaury had fallen prodigiously in love with Georgiana. She was instantly deluged by a potent mixture of shock and indignation. What right had this young man to transform her commercial venture into a matter for his own entertainment? As a woman of business, however, she did not long allow annoyance to occupy her. The same instant that had revealed to her Amaury’s emotions had also showed a responsiveness in Georgiana, a sensitivity to his interest in her, that she thought had a favourable look, and so she determined to take the assault a little deeper into the opponent’s territory.

			“Mr. Amaury, what part of England do you come from? I do not believe you have told us.”

			To reduce his contemplations to the level of such a pedestrian enquiry was temporarily beyond Amaury’s ability. But Mrs. Younge dispensed this application for information with such a look as she thought must either slay him or restore him to his senses, and it was no more than handful of seconds before he replied, “Kent. My family live in Kent.”

			As she had given up expecting much assistance from Amaury she did not wait any great length of time before asking, “An old family, I suppose? Your name seems to suggest it.” 

			He gave her a rote response. “My father comes from a line that, although untitled, is as ancient as the Darcys.”

			“Do you perhaps know Lady Catherine de Bourgh, of Rosings Park in Hunsford?”

			“My parents were long acquainted with Sir Lewis and Lady Catherine.” Amaury’s ignorance of Lady Catherine, Rosings Park and indeed of all of Kent was in fact comprehensive and unclouded, or had been so prior to his discussion with Mrs. Younge on the evening before. She had had the idea of increasing Georgiana’s comfort with Amaury as a connexion of her own family.

			Georgiana had no desire to talk about Lady Catherine. She was still angry with her for her inconsiderate remarks about Wickham – although why she would expect Lady Catherine to show consideration for Wickham when she showed none for any one else in the world must be left as a topic for private speculation. Nevertheless, the allusion to Amaury’s acquaintance with her family, although not having the anticipated consequence, in fact worked on some hidden latch and enabled her finally to speak more freely. Nerving herself, she asked, “Mr. Amaury, can you tell me – can you tell me anything about it, about the battle? I would very much like to hear something about it from one who was nearly present, in the wish of knowing more about what passed and – and what our brave soldiers endured.” 

			Mrs. Younge at that moment truly believed herself the most put-upon and long-suffering of women. Although she had been fond of Wickham herself, she really did not see why he retained a hold on Georgiana’s affections after five years and to the great detriment of her own programme. It was a most perverse attitude, and Mrs. Younge made up her mind to quash it.

			“It is a time which I hate to think of! And most unsuitable for a young lady to hear about. Mr. Amaury, I must ask you not to indulge Miss Darcy.”

			Amaury had already reached a stage of infatuation, that equally prevented him denying to Georgiana anything she asked and commanded his full safeguard of her, the result being an inability to say anything at all.

			“Please,” said Georgiana to him in a gentle appeal from Mrs. Younge’s order that compelled him to give her whatever she wished. A short reflection (in the diminishing part of his intellect that was not veiled in the fog of Georgiana) also told him that he would likely be rewarded for playing up the heroism of his rival, for he could afford to be generous to a dead man.

			Therefore he paused, collecting his thoughts, and then with a glance half reassuring and half menacing at Mrs. Younge began to speak of what the Duke of Wellington had called “a damn near-run thing.”

			“If you had been here in June of last year, Miss Darcy, you would scarcely have recognized the city, for it was full of soldiers – there was not a house or hotel in which they were not quartered. But the mood was not military, for they all had their wives and sweethearts with them, and there was also a crowd of ladies and gentlemen who had come over from London to enjoy themselves. You would have thought that war was the last notion in any one’s head. In fact on the night the French army was nearing Brussels there was a ball given by the Duchess of Richmond; it ended suddenly when the trumpets gave the call to arms. It had just been learned that Buonaparte’s army was within twenty miles of the city. 

			“Gaiety turned instantly to fear, for Brussels as you have seen is quite open. There are no walls or barricades, and Buonaparte’s purpose was well known: to destroy the army assembled here. Every non-combatant who could find a conveyance out of the city hurried to leave. 

			“The Duke of Wellington had been waiting for the Prussian army of fifty thousand to join him before he marched against the French, for the French numbered more than one hundred thousand, all of them seasoned troops, and our infantry was scarcely more than ten thousand strong, with few battle-tested soldiers among them. But the Prussians had not come, and he now had to confront the enemy alone.” 

			At last, the eyes which before had so studiously avoided him were turned and fixed on Amaury. “Lieutenant Wickham had never been in a battle,” she said almost inaudibly.

			“He was one of very many. And yet when they marched out of the city they showed no sign of fear.” His recompense was a flashing look of gratitude such as briefly made him lose his train of thought. He did not tell her, that many of the young soldiers were not only fearless but were full of delight to be going, merry in contemplation of the honours they would win. 

			“It is said that the Duke of Wellington left the city in good spirits, quipping that the Prussian general, Blucher, had most likely settled the business with Napoleon himself by this time, and that he should perhaps be back for dinner. We did not know then that the Prussian army had already been intercepted by the French at Ligny and defeated.”

			Georgiana, in her soul marching with Wickham, gave a gasp of dread.

			“The army left behind no guard. When they had gone the streets were almost completely empty, and silent; but in the afternoon we suddenly heard furious cannonading from the south. The din aroused great apprehension for we had not imagined the enemy so close. Almost as soon as the noise began there were constant reports that our army had been crushed and that the French were on the point of entering the city, reports that were commonly believed, as many of them were brought by soldiers of our Belgian and Dutch allies who had fled the battlefield. Then the wounded began to return. The body of the Duke of Brunswick, who had had the reputation of a fierce warrior, was brought back that night.

			“On Saturday we learned that the Duke of Wellington had fallen back several miles from where he had first clashed with the French at Quatre Bras. Many in the city took this for a rout and there was nearly universal terror. But our army was not fleeing; it had retreated to the plain of Waterloo, the terrain of which the Duke of Wellington knew well and which was more favourable for a cavalry charge. For by this time our cavalry and artillery had joined our infantry, although our horse numbered only seven thousand while the French numbered forty thousand.”

			Looking on Georgiana’s eager frightened face as he spoke almost made Amaury wish he had been in the battle, had suffered and triumphed as Wickham had done. The glory of valour awoke in him, and in the telling of their story he came for the first time to respect the English soldiers who had gone through such hardships and given such proofs of their courage. His own role appeared to him very slight in contrast (for his greatest boast was of obtaining from a panic-stricken English countess one hundred napoleons for a pair of horses to take her to Antwerp) and all at once he felt a sense of shame that he had not distinguished himself in a more gallant mode. Luckily the shame was not lasting, and a flush had scarcely had time to rise to his cheek before he reflected that although both he and Wickham could be said to be at dinner, he dined but Wickham was dined upon.

			His colour quickly receded and he continued. “On Saturday afternoon the guns were stilled when a violent thunderstorm broke, with heavy rain that continued through the night. We knew that the battlefield would be turned to mud and the roads back to Brussels made impassable; that our soldiers would be without fire; and would be cold and wet and hungry. On Sunday afternoon the cannonading began again and lasted the rest of the day. Then, at dusk, the noise of the guns stopped. In the city we were certain our army must have been destroyed, and there was mounting terror. But then came incredible news – the Allied army was victorious, and the French were fleeing! It is impossible for words to describe what we felt. By the greatest luck, the Prussian army although defeated had not been destroyed by the French, and it managed by an immense effort to reach Waterloo field on Sunday. Even then the combined Allied forces amounted to little more than half those of the French. But every one of our men fought like a hero, and every man who fell, fell a hero.”

			Georgiana’s lovely eyes filled with tears as she thought of Wickham and his heroism. But from there it was only a short progression to thinking of Amaury’s patriotism, and how uncommonly attractive love of one’s country could make a man’s features. She gave him a look of approbation.

			Amaury did not see the look (which was fortunate for his self-possession), because for the first time that evening he was not thinking of Georgiana. He was thinking of the things he had not said and could not say to her, that one fourth of all the soldiers who came to Waterloo, on both sides, had been killed, and that the dead had lain for days on the field, piled in high heaps, their bodies looted and stripped, until they were burned, or buried in huge mounding mass graves whose clay cover scarcely hid the dead hands and faces. He had seen as much of Waterloo field as anyone who had not actually taken part in the battle, for many of the gentlemen, and even some of the ladies, who had not fled Brussels, or who had reappeared as soon as it seemed safe, were impatient to view the results of the fighting. Amaury had quickly grasped the opportunity and had escorted his first party of tourists, for a sizeable fee, to Quatre Bras on the Tuesday after the battle. 

			Georgiana too was deep in introspection, but after an interval, elevated beyond her usual reticence by her potent love for Wickham (or she supposed that to be the mechanism) shyly making reference to Amaury’s bravery in remaining in Brussels when so many others had fled. “Surely the knowledge that some did not abandon our soldiers must have given them comfort when their hour was darkest.” Having seen the aftermath of slaughter, however, Amaury was doubtful that the soldiers had received any inspirational benefit from his or anyone else’s residence in the city. In any event, he had stayed because he spoke excellent French and trusted that French soldiers were as likely to have money from which they could be parted as English. He had had no fear of the victorious invading French putting the inhabitants of Brussels to the sword, or rather, he had had confidence of being able to avoid such a fate himself.

			Mrs. Younge had heard quite enough about Waterloo, although Wickham figured less in Amaury’s tale that she had worried. “Terrible; terrible; I shall not sleep a wink tonight I am sure. And we must be up early, for I have ordered the carriage for ten o’clock.”

			“You are not leaving Brussels tomorrow?” said Amaury in genuine surprise. Between Waterloo and Georgiana he had temporarily forgotten his agenda with Mrs. Younge.

			“Certainly not,” replied Mrs. Younge sharply. Had she really entrusted so important a matter as duping an heiress to a some one with such impaired sense? “I thought Miss Darcy might like to be driven about the town.”

			Georgiana was troubled. She felt that sight-seeing did not entirely accord with the serious enterprise for which she had come to the Continent, to mourn her dead fiancé. There was an unquestionable clash of tone.

			“There is much in Brussels worth looking at,” said Amaury with his eyes on Georgiana. 

			“I have hired a guide.”

			“That is probably best.”

			“Of course it is an expense; and it is never pleasant to drive about with a stranger.”

			Mrs. Younge’s nerves were growing frayed. She had expected Amaury’s ready offer to escort them himself. Once again it fell to her to forward their project. “Why, I have just had an excellent thought. You could act as our guide, Mr. Amaury, for you know the city so well, and have been such good company this evening.”

			He did not appear overjoyed by the idea. He had seen Georgiana make a movement of disquietude at Mrs. Younge’s suggestion. But Mrs. Younge continued her supplication. “You must oblige us, indeed you must.” She would not give him so many pains for the world, she assured him, if she were not certain of the superiority of her proposal, and she strengthened her petition by way of a vigorous kick on the ankle, which worked a sufficient change on his feelings that he accepted the invitation.

			Georgiana’s mind could not acquiesce. “Oh Mr. Amaury,” she said in a burst, “I do not wish to drive about Brussels. But I should very much like to see – where the fighting was.”

			“If that is your wish, Miss Darcy,” said Amaury quietly, “I will take you there.”

			“Oh! I cannot bear the idea!” exclaimed Mrs. Younge. A ridiculous whim, especially given the time of year and the unusually inclement weather, to drive about muddy fields that had been torn up by cannon balls and horses’ hooves. There might still be bodies lying about. But she soon found that she possessed no authority greater than that of her companions and two minutes decided the forming of a party for the following day.

			The dinner ended with every temper ruffled for one reason or another, and the diners parted.

			∞ 
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			Although she had not been perfectly pleased with Amaury’s conduct and there had been much to irritate and disturb her in the proceedings of the evening, Mrs. Young was on balance content. She had seen enough to create hopefulness. However at the same time that Mrs. Younge’s reflections were increasing her satisfaction, the opposite was occurring with Georgiana. She had no sooner reached her chamber than she began to feel qualms about permitting Amaury to escort them to the battle sites. Although utterly unaware that she had been delivered into the hands of her enemies, yet she suddenly doubted whether she had been too quick in receiving so familiarly an unknown young man. Her conscience told her that in accepting his presence at dinner, and then agreeing to an excursion with him, even with every excuse that events seemed to give, she had been remiss. Under other conditions his personal charms might have been delightful to her (and at this point she paused involuntarily to review them), but here and now her association with him was surely quite untenable.

			That was the first head of her contrition, and the second was that she had even for an hour allowed a living man to dislodge her grief over Wickham, who still possessed her heart to a high degree. She felt her betrayal, and with a remorse that was perhaps just a little manufactured she cried aloud, “Oh! never, never!”

			Misconduct regretted is not the less misconduct, and she now asked herself what was the proper penance. The answer was obvious, although queerly unappealing to her; but she determined not to see Mr. Amaury again while she was in Brussels. She instantly went to Mrs. Younge’s apartment to inform her. There she found that lady preparing herself for slumber, and she poured out to her all of her scruples, taking care not to absolve herself of any culpability.

			“My dear Georgiana,” retorted Mrs. Younge, scarcely hearing her to the end, “how incomprehensible are your concerns. Though we have not known him long, I think very well of Mr. Amaury. He is a respectable young man, and his acquaintance is perfectly eligible.” 

			“I wish to be generous in my estimation, but really do we know very much about him? Perhaps he has a design of ingratiating himself with us, of obtaining our good opinion.”

			“Oh phoo, to what end? I am certain that his motives are governed by the most proper intentions. You need not be upset about him. His manners recommend him; his very appearance vouches for his sincerity.”

			“I have reason to be grateful to him,” said Georgiana slowly, “and no reason to think ill of him, it is just that –”

			“Really, Georgiana, his overtures of friendship deserve a better return from you. Any person who takes good rather than evil on credit, would know how to value him. But you are resolved to think him blameable. What in the world is it that you suspect him of?”

			Georgiana admitted to herself that Mrs. Younge’s words were persuasive, but still she had the sensation that there was something more than there appeared. “I can hardly tell. I do not know how to explain what makes me uneasy.” 

			“This is not like yourself, to be so determined in your aversion to a perfectly amiable gentleman.”

			“It is not an aversion to him. But I feel that I am acting contrary to my sense of right and wrong by encouraging his – attentions to us.”

			Mrs. Younge now drew herself up to her full height, expanded her proportions in all available directions and spoke with severity. “I trust you do not imagine, Georgiana, that I do not know right from wrong. I am aware, far more aware than you can be, of the risks of mixing with unequal companions. If there had been the least impropriety in asking him to dine with us, or to drive out with us tomorrow, I should instantly have been sensible of it. And now, if you do not believe my solemn assurance that your suspicions are completely idle, you will most grossly injure me.”

			The reader, with all the advantage of private enlightenment, may have found Mrs. Younge’s arguments specious. But how was Georgiana to act in defiance of this declaration? Her doubts were vague and Mrs. Younge’s certainties apparently irrefutable. And how easy it is to surrender to what we in fact like! She told herself she had no choice but to capitulate. She retreated to her own room to think it all over again, reflecting that though it was impossible to feel she was acting right, yet perhaps she was acting less wrong than she had first supposed. In this point she soon felt a little relieved of her trepidation and promised herself that she would learn to do justice to Mr. Amaury’s character.

			After this interview Mrs. Younge was obliged to ring for some brandy for restorative purposes. How close Georgiana had come to the truth! Who would have thought the little goose so penetrating? She and Amaury would need to tread most carefully to avoid giving away the game. The brandy arrived and shortly turned her to happier thoughts; she congratulated herself on her adept handling of the crisis, for if she had not exactly sent Georgiana away with smiles and simpers, she had at least mortified the girl to an extent that would quell her present reservations. With a sigh of self-commendation she put herself to bed, and soon slept dreamlessly, her head wreathed in a little haze of brandy fumes.

			∞ 
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			London, February 1816
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			The night was dark and stormy, the wind howled, and the rain beat against the windows. Just as the clock struck ten Elizabeth caught a sound like a far-off carriage. She put down her work and strained to listen. The sound drew nearer, and soon she could hear wheels approaching at an unfaltering pace. Unable to restrain foreboding, she opened a window shutter, and looking down discerned by its glaring lamps a carriage, drawn by four black and steaming horses, that was pulling up to the door. A commotion in the hall then informed her that some one had entered the house. She was touched by dreadful presentiments as she distinguished steps first on the stairs and then in the passage; rarely had she found it so difficult to be calm. There was a brief moment of terrifying quiet. Then the door was thrown open – Elizabeth was scarcely able to prevent herself from crying out! – to reveal a shadowy figure. 

			There stood Lady Catherine de Bourgh wrapped in travelling garments.

			Elizabeth immediately attempted to repress her fears and compose herself, and stepped forward greet her aunt with the wish of appearing glad to see her. Evidently labouring under some strong emotion which she had not the least determination of repressing, Lady Catherine noticed Elizabeth with a repulsive look and gave no acknowledgement of her greeting as she entered the room, but immediately began in the following manner: “I am entirely incensed by the detestable intelligence I have received.” Casting an irate eye about the room she demanded, “Where is my nephew? I expected to find him here.”

			Elizabeth’s anxiety aroused by Lady Catherine’s preliminary remarks was painful, for it now was clear, if the unseasonable hour of her arrival had not already made it so, that she had come for no trivial reason. Increasing her efforts, however, to appear tranquil, with conspicuous civility Elizabeth expressed her concern for Lady Catherine’s health after a journey in such weather, and asked if she would draw closer to the fire and take some hot refreshment. Lady Catherine almost offensively declined doing either. “The state of my mind could find relief only in motion, and I instantly fixed on coming here, with no thought to the weather. I have never been accused of sparing myself on any occasion. But I warn you, madam, away from any attempt to gloss over this odious subject, for it concerns me closely. Anne and I are almost the nearest relations she has in the world. It is a sin of the first magnitude, and an attestation of depravity within our family, that cannot long be kept from public exposure.” Elizabeth instantly comprehended that Lady Catherine had somehow gained knowledge of the present derangement of the affairs of the Darcy family. It needed all the steadiness of her courage to appear tolerably composed. 

			“You and my nephew ought to know that I am not to be toyed with. Let us sit down and speak.” To no creature outside the household besides the Gardiners had Georgiana’s disappearance yet been revealed, and Darcy had been particularly desirous to keep all news of it from their aunt, as he earlier had the story of Georgiana’s meditated elopement with Wickham. No syllable of that adventure had reached Lady Catherine; how had she learned, and so quickly, of this one? And how to turn her thoughts from it? But a brief mental debate instructed her that it would be wisest to begin and end the audience as soon as possible, and she therefore indicated a chair to her guest, and seated herself across from her. With a certain desperation she picked up her work again and made a show of giving it her attention. “Speak of what, ma’am? I have not the pleasure of understanding you.”

			Lady Catherine’s countenance began to darken ominously. “What! Do you claim to be ignorant of her guilt? Have I not warned that I will tolerate nothing less than complete candour from you?” 

			“I am quite at a loss to know what your ladyship means.”

			“Aye, no doubt,” her ladyship replied in wrathful voice. “Upon my word, is this your true answer? Do you maintain that you know nothing of this crime?” Elizabeth shook her head, but her collected behaviour only seemed to increase Lady Catherine’s antagonism, and she continued. “A vile communication reached me this afternoon. Not from Darcy or even you but from persons foreign to the family! I was told that Georgiana has left all her friends – has thrown herself into the power of – in short, has eloped with … a footman! They are gone off together to Scotland.” 

			Elizabeth was so astonished by Lady Catherine’s words that she could not use the short space that succeeded them in an attempt to stop her, and her visitor fetched breath and went on with the full expression of her indignation. “I have never in my life been more appalled. How came my own niece to have such blunted propriety and delicacy, so to defy decency and virtue, as to enter into such a disgraceful alliance? How can she have disregarded the requirements of duty and honour in this infamous fashion? I do not overlook the fact that her brother married expressly to insult me, and no doubt she has learned from his example. Who will now connect themselves with her relations? My daughter’s engagement to Lord Marlowe is of a peculiar nature, not yet having been made public, and although I am averse to attributing to him any wish of withdrawing from it, the idea of conjoining himself to a domestic servant would without doubt be most repugnant to his sense of what is due to his noble birth. This is a humiliation beyond bearing.” Between rage and injured self-regard Lady Catherine was really in a most pitiable condition.

			It was now imperative to interrupt her aunt’s articulation of her lively concern for Georgiana’s welfare, but when Elizabeth opened her lips to speak Lady Catherine raised her hand peremptorily. “I am a woman of few words, as you are aware, but I have not done. My nephew I suppose is away making some attempt to recover her, to snatch her from further vice. Renounce her and let her taste the fruits of her wantonness! Ten children in nine years, a husband always ready for liquor, and all of them living in poverty and neglect.” Lady Catherine in her anxiety for her niece had seemingly forgotten Georgiana’s fortune of thirty thousand pounds. “If he were cognizant of the family’s good he would take not the smallest step to find her. He must never receive her in his house or speak her name again. This is what I shall do, and depend upon it, I will carry my point with him. Let her be lost to the family forever!” Glowering at Elizabeth she concluded, “Now what have you to say?”

			Elizabeth’s feelings were almost indescribable. She felt incredulity, relief and alarm in almost equal measures. She was shocked by the story Lady Catherine told, and wished to discredit it, but with what to replace it? The truth might turn out to be almost as bad. She scarcely felt herself equal to the scene, but forced herself to reply steadily, “I have heard nothing of this before. This is an ill-natured falsehood, a fiction that no one has a right to repeat.”

			Lady Catherine seemed astounded at receiving this answer and was as nearly silenced as she had ever been in her life. “Bless me! how very strange,” she said at last in a different voice. “Do you wish me to apprehend that there is no foundation for this rumour?”

			“None at all, ma’am.”

			A pause ensued while Lady Catherine rearranged her thoughts. “It ought to be so, while she retains the use of her reason! Is it then certain – absolutely certain – that there has been no such flagrant indiscretion on her part?”

			“Quite certain, Lady Catherine,” said Elizabeth.

			Here was comfort indeed! The dawn of hope immediately soothed Lady Catherine’s mind, and she responded in a conciliating tone, “Naturally I never injured Georgiana so much as to suppose it possible. Depend upon it, there is some mistake, and a day or two will clear it all up. Yet it is odd, exceeding odd, for I had it on good authority.”

			“There has been some misunderstanding, ma’am.” 

			“That is clear. My purpose in coming here was of course to assure you and Darcy that I had not given the least credit to this malicious gossip. I have always been particularly attached to Georgiana, and I am very glad to hear a good account of her. But where then is Darcy? Where is my niece? Let them be sent for at once.”

			Elizabeth was forced to give into a falsehood of her own here; for she could of course not admit the real situation. Georgiana was, she said, paying a visit to her former governess Mrs. Younge, for whom she had retained a strong affection, and they had gone to Ramsgate; and Darcy was absent on a political matter. 

			“Ramsgate?” said Lady Catherine. “In February? Most peculiar. I trust she took a good warm cloak. Whom did Darcy send with her? Two men-servants at least, I presume. One cannot be too assiduous about such things; young women of her rank should always be properly attended and protected.” Elizabeth immediately grew anxious, that her ladyship would begin to enquire minutely into the particulars of Georgiana’s travel arrangements, wardrobe and accommodations, and began mentally to prepare some plausible fabrications, but fortunately her interlocutor ended her prying there and instead pronounced, “It is scandalous how this sort of tale begins and is circulated and believed, without the slightest proof of its accuracy. But as you well know I am the last person in England to give credence to a mischievous report. My influence, which is not small, shall all be used to challenge it.” Seeming delighted with her own generosity, she promised Elizabeth every assistance universally to contradict the rumour. Although Elizabeth had no fear of its spreading further through Lady Catherine’s means, for given the circumstances there was no one in whose secrecy she more confidently trusted, she suspected that the journey from Kent to London in such weather would be more likely to confirm than deny it. “And pray tell Georgiana that I give her my fondest love; but wait – when next I write to her I shall tell her so myself, and invite her to stay with us when Anne and I come up to London for the season.” 

			After sitting a few minutes longer, during which time Elizabeth, almost trembling with weakness from her reprieve, was fervently desiring her departure, Lady Catherine rose to take her leave. Elizabeth politely asked if she would stay the night, for the weather would certainly not permit of a return to Hunsford until the morning. Luckily Lady Catherine was not in the mood for her charity; she intended to go to her own townhouse without advance warning, and catch unaware the two servants who remained there all the year in what she imagined was their usual condition of slothfulness, grime and drink when she was not in residence.

			“If my nephew were here, I would most strenuously advise him to find a husband for Georgiana, without delay,” declared Lady Catherine as she proceeded from the room. “The possession of a husband would undoubtedly prevent tales of this kind.” In this same manner she talked on while Elizabeth attended her to the door of the house. When they parted, Lady Catherine, with great condescension, presented Elizabeth with her cheek to kiss, and leaving once again her affectionate compliments for Georgiana, went away.

			Elizabeth now became rather ashamed that she had, from the difficulty of the interview, been led to conceal from Lady Catherine her and Darcy’s real fears for Georgiana. It was done, however, and done out of regard for her honour. They might yet hope that her reappearance would shortly furnish a safe conclusion to and an innocent explanation for her vanishing. Yet this first example of what Georgiana’s imprudence would produce brought her additional despondency as she reflected on the distressing business. For some time after the sound of Lady Catherine’s carriage had died away, Elizabeth remained oppressed. She wished with all her heart that Darcy were at home to share the host of worries that crowded around her, but the wish was vain. After sitting in dismal seclusion for a time she took her candle and first visited the nursery where her little son and daughter were sleeping and then retired to her bedroom, where she herself had no expectation of finding sleep.

			∞ 
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			The plain of Waterloo is superbly formed for a battlefield, being flat, expansive and almost featureless, and presenting no obstacles of consequence to a cavalry charge or an exchange of musket fire between opposing lines of soldiers. For the same reason it is less suited for a tour, especially one of a sentimental nature, there being little to look at for many miles around, particularly in winter, other than dirt. 

			Georgiana, with spirits ready to be nurtured on aching memories and tender recollections, had been fully intending to treasure each object that met her eye and to say to herself, “Ah, did he look upon this cottage as he passed, not knowing that he would never see it again? (Or sometimes, “thinking that he might never see it again?”, according to her mood.) She soon found that she would be reduced to treasuring clods of earth and began to find it difficult to sustain the agreeable sensation of romantic tragedy with which she had begun the outing. 

			As a further aggravation, the day was dry although cool and the propitious weather had brought out other parties travelling to the see the sights. Georgiana therefore was unable to wrap herself in her melancholy reflections in the solitude that is generally considered requisite for their proper enjoyment.

			A barouche had been hired for the ladies, who were well wrapped up, while Amaury rode along beside them. He sat his horse with the same easy grace that informed all his other movements. Although there was no want of delicacy on his part, nothing could exceed his attentiveness to the comfort of those he was escorting. 

			It had been Georgiana’s intention to be perceptibly distant to him; but without such an alteration of manner from the previous evening as might provoke remonstrance from Mrs. Younge. Nevertheless, for want of anything better worth looking at her regard was finally drawn to the young man. His gaze was often turned to her, and when their eyes met Georgiana coloured and looked away.

			Mrs. Younge approved of the blushes but knew that a good deal more than blushing was needed before her future security was guaranteed. “He is very handsome, is he not?” she said, nodding towards Amaury. Her question caught Georgiana just at the moment of another accidentally-traded glance and gave her a guilty start. Confused and a little rattled, she stammered that she had not given any notice to his appearance for she could think of no one but Wickham.

			Mrs. Younge detected advantage in her discomposure and pressed on. “Phoo,” she said positively. “You did not see or hear from George Wickham for four years after the elopement fell through, and he has been beyond recall in his grave for another year besides.” 

			“But the letter he wrote to me!” protested Georgiana in dismay.

			“From a dying man with muddled wits.” 

			Georgiana began to weep. Amaury, close enough to watch her but not to hear what was being said, looked on filled with consternation.

			“There, there, my dear, don’t take on so,” said Mrs. Younge in a kinder tone. “No doubt he meant what he wrote. But that does not change my point, which is that he is gone; and furthermore, if he were still alive he would still be married to another woman. Your brother I’m sure has not given your feelings for Wickham the least sympathy since the day he sent him packing from Ramsgate, and very likely by now has chosen a husband for you. And do not imagine that he has chosen one who can in any way compare to Mr. Amaury. I daresay he has decided on a rich old man with a bald head, a yellow complexion and wattles under his chin.”

			This assertion, which might have been expected to make Georgiana weep all the harder, had the contrary effect and dried her tears. Being unable to determine whether to be horrified at the thought of marrying a bald old man or to be angry at Mrs. Younge for destroying the maudlin atmosphere she had intended to cultivate, she quite forgot to cry.

			“It’s my belief that young man means to please you,” added the elder lady. “It would not do you the slightest harm to let him. Excessive grief is wicked, especially in the young.” Georgiana made no reply to this presumptuous comment and gathering her dignity about her sat in offended silence for some time. She was careful not to look at Amaury again.

			When they stopped at the village of Quatre Bras their barouche was soon surrounded with peasants offering for sale mementoes of the battle – shattered swords, bayonets and shot and even officers’ epaulets. (Georgiana shuddered to think how they had come by them; Amaury knew, for he had witnessed the harvest after the battle.) Screaming to the ladies and brandishing their goods they prevented the carriage from proceeding, and even though Mrs. Younge repeatedly ordered the driver to move on the horses could make no headway. But Amaury’s gallantry was on the alert and he drove off the attackers in fine style. He was full of exhilaration, certain that his fortunes were changing.

			At Hougoumont they first passed through the woods, where every tree is pierced with cannon-balls, and then came to the Chateau itself, or rather its ruin, for what the cannonade did not accomplish, a fire had completed. The three travellers contemplated the mournful scene, where British glory had been purchased by so much of its sons’ blood, and then Amaury dismounted and assisted the two ladies from their carriage. 

			They walked about, and Amaury saw that Georgiana was guarded, was determined to draw back from that slight intimacy she had gradually been led into the previous evening. But to him she was worth a great exercise of patience. He was irreproachably polite to both of them and refrained from showing any additional attention to Georgiana that might distress her. His manners were so perfectly civil that it was impossible for her not to be civil to him in return.

			Amaury told them the Chateau had been furiously attacked by a large body of the French, for from its elevation it had commanded an extensive part of the British position, and was an important target of the enemy. As they looked on the desolation Georgiana tried to imagine Wickham and the other soldiers as they courageously defended the property. Naturally her ideas bore no resemblance whatsoever to what had happened on the day of the battle; she found it next to impossible to picture Wickham anywhere other than in a drawing room, a dining room or a garden. She felt a greater distance from him here than in England or even at the burial ground, and it frightened her. 

			Covertly observing her, Amaury sensed a little of what she was feeling, and proposed that they look at the garden that lay beyond the house, where the rose bushes and the fruit trees had remained undamaged. Because the earth was very uneven he offered her his arm, adapting his attentiveness to her to the exigencies of the situation, and after evident indecision she took it. Mrs. Younge, convinced that a little time alone with Amaury would have some persuasive effect on Georgiana, said that she did not want to break an ancle and would wait for them in the carriage. Georgiana was just preparing to be alarmed by this betrayal and to decline to accompany Amaury by herself when she remembered that she was angry with Mrs. Younge; and at the same instant Amaury gave her a look of such simple entreaty, that she was mollified. They walked towards the garden and as they did Amaury talked of unimportant things. He lost no ground with her, and her intentions grew less chilly; a few minutes more of his faultless politeness and she became increasingly easy with him.

			“How pretty and quiet it is here,” said Georgiana as they surveyed the garden. “Then – there must have been a great deal of noise.”

			“And smoke. And the smell of gunpowder.” But he said nothing of the screams of men and horses, and the sharp smell of blood being poured out onto the ground.

			“It is so difficult to imagine fighting in this peaceful place.”

			“You should not attempt it, for you were not formed for war.” Indeed how delightful, with other objectives, had the Creator made her!

			“Neither was Wickham,” said Georgiana sorrowfully. “He was meant to be ordained.”

			Amaury did not wish to talk about Wickham but his curiosity was aroused. “If he was intended for the Church, how then did he come to the Army?”

			“It was through my doing.”

			He could not conceal his surprise at this statement. “What prerogative does Miss Darcy possess to turn a clergyman into a soldier?”

			After a short and doleful silence she replied, “We were going to marry. But we knew my brother would not give his consent; we knew he would accuse Wickham of wanting to marry me only for my fortune, and so we made plans to elope.” At the words “my fortune” all of Amaury’s senses were instantly active in the highest degree, although he allowed no sign of interest to tarnish his facade. He had not therefore mistrusted Mrs. Younge without cause! “The day before we were to go away together, my brother came to visit me. And I told him. Between two who love, there should be the most perfect mutual trust. Yet I had not the honour or the courage to be loyal to my dear Wickham.”

			Amaury could not resist murmuring, “‘Teach not thy lips such scorn, for they were made for kissing, lady, not for such contempt’”, and in ten seconds’ inspired thought he had seen his path laid out clearly. Good fortune beckoned; the opportunity could not be fairer. Georgiana was luckily lost in a reverie of her mistakes and did not quite hear him, but even so she thought she had discerned the word “kiss” and she stopt and looked at him puzzled and a little anxious. She was reassured however by his innocent smile. 

			They walked on again and Amaury said, “I cannot conceive of you acting dishonourably. Will you tell me, how the failure of your plan to marry led to his turning soldier?”

			“The living he was to have had was in my brother’s gift. He would not give it to him after that. Wickham had to find some way of supporting himself, and so he joined first the militia, and then the regular Army.”

			Amaury said gently, “He was a good soldier, and a brave one, and his life was not thrown away. When the fate of England and Europe was in the balance, he carried out his duty.”

			“But he is dead and I am still alive!” said Georgiana in a surge of emotion.

			Amaury after an interval of silent contemplation of her profile answered, “He loved you, and died that you might live, in safety and peace.” 

			This philosophy was welcome to Georgiana and turning it over in her mind she grew calmer. When she seemed to be restored to a measure of composure Amaury deemed it safe to continue with his suit and asked, “What do you believe he would he want for you now?” 

			Georgiana wavered, and Amaury could clearly see that she was subject to a mixture of sensations. He had an intuition that this was a critical juncture. “I do not know what he would want for me,” she said at last. For perhaps the first time since she had received Wickham’s letter she came close to acknowledging to herself, that the silence of five years’ separation prior to his death had taken away from her any claim to understand his sentiments.

			“If you do not know, I do,” he said earnestly. “He would have wished your happiness.”

			“But how can I be happy?” she cried in reinvigorated agitation.

			Amaury was very much affected by Georgiana’s sensibility, and not only because it made her cheek luminous. The tenderness he already felt intensified. “He would not have wanted you to mourn him forever. After a proper time he would have wanted you to have all the good things of life.”

			Georgiana looked at him in wonder. “But how can you know what he would want?”

			With swelling heart Amaury replied, “Because it is what I would want if I died – and left you.” His eyes did not scorn a tear, indeed he found that they needed but little assistance to grow damp and dim. He turned hastily away from Georgiana’s widened eyes, seeming not to know what to say or do, and it was a long moment before he once more offered her his arm and they began again to walk.

			She suddenly found herself thinking of him with a warmth that surprised her. Where the surprise lay I confess that I do not know, for he was a captivating young man with every superficial charm needed to besiege a woman’s heart. At last Georgiana said in a very low voice, “What would he – you – have me do?” 

			“You will allow me to advise you?” said Amaury in the same grave tone. With commendable discipline he did not shout or leap or give any other outward sign that he had just achieved his purpose.

			“Yes.”

			“Then this is what I would say to you. You have already made a beginning. You have come to this place to grieve for him, but you experience more than grief. You also feel the caressing rays of the sun, and the hallowed peace of this garden.” 

			Georgiana said, a little uncertainly, “Yes, it is true.”

			“Each passing day you will feel more of enjoyment and less of pain. In time grief will diminish and your recollections of George Wickham will arouse you to give your own love without reservation, and to receive others’ love without reluctance.” 

			She marveled at this wisdom, as one usually does when wisdom is of so palatable a quality, and felt that she might be able to trust and confide in Amaury. She asked shyly, “What would you counsel me to do next?”

			Amaury had a ready answer, he paused only to appear to think before saying, “While you are in Brussels, come to know the place where he spent the final lighthearted weeks of his life. And when you return to England, cast off here your sadness and take with you only your loving memories.”

			Impulsively, Georgiana extended her hand to him in gratitude. He took it unself-consciously. Nor did he immediately release it; he kept her hand within his. It seemed an occasion of special importance, to both. Georgiana would not allow herself to show the pleasure she felt (naive girl, to imagine that she could conceal from him a reaction so elemental!), but nevertheless when he looked deeply at her there was no turning away in bashfulness, or awkward feeling of any kind. 

			Was ever maid in this humour woo’d? Was ever maid in this humour won?

			Georgiana and Amaury reappeared at the barouche with radiant faces. When Georgiana was seated, Mrs. Younge stared eloquently at her and said, “You need not tell me you had an enjoyable walk.” 

			So deep a blush scurried over Georgiana’s complexion, as might confirm the most heedless observer’s suspicions, and Mrs. Younge said, “Well, I will not tease you. But do not profess to me again that you are indifferent.”

			They drove back to Brussels and arrived at their hotel; the step was let down and the ladies descended. Amaury enquired when he might be admitted on the morrow, wishing to reassure himself that neither of them had taken cold. Mrs. Younge ventured to invite him to join them for their walk after breakfast and he looked all delight; and so did Georgiana, even yet feeling her hand pressed in his.

			∞ 
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			Hertfordshire and London, February 1816

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			There are old women, of all ages and both sexes, who hold that hunting is the worst of all pursuits, loud, rough and even immoral. They maintain that it cannot be separated from strong drink and gambling and, when ladies ride to hounds, something even more reprehensible, that is to say, flirting. 

			Anyone who has spent a day in the field knows that men cannot gamble while hunting, and there are few places where a man may not drink and find himself more comfortable. As to flirting, although I cannot absolutely deny its existence, a hunting lady who wishes to be admired will do much better never to ask a gentleman to take care of the gate. 

			The Earl of B*** was not old-womanish and rated hunting the most harmless of pastimes. He enjoyed it as often as he could. He kept a pack of hounds and rode over his own lands and those of his neighbours, and had not the smallest objection in the world to mounting not only the Earl of Tyrconnell (the former Colonel Fitzwilliam who, although a second son, through a series of tragic events had ascended to the earldom) but also his Countess (née Miss Catherine Bennet, who may hereafter be called, with egregious disrespect for her rank, not even by her Christian name but by her pet name, Kitty) while they visited at his country house in Hertfordshire.

			He greatly admired Lady Tyrconnell’s acumen and fearlessness as a horse-woman and declared he had never seen a lady sit a horse better or have such hands on a horse’s mouth. He thought her quite equal to the management of one of his hunters in a fox-chase, and had a handsome bay mare named Willow brought out, which he promised Lord and Lady Tyrconnell would carry her over water or fence without balking. Kitty examined the horse in a knowing and possibly unladylike manner, scrutinizing the width of her chest and the curve of her haunches, running her hand up and down the legs, and having the groom trot her about. The mare moved with spirit and freedom. “She is a splendid animal!” Kitty exclaimed. Although no gentleman likes a lady to have as good an eye as he to look at a horse, Lord B*** promptly forgave Lady Tyrconnell, for in addition to all her virtues as a horse-woman she was very pretty, and told her that he looked forward with great pleasure to seeing her ride the horse across a country the following day.

			The next morning was very fine; glorious weather for hunting. There was a thin crust of frost, which the gentlemen walked about kicking at with their boots, until everyone had thoroughly assured himself that the ground was rideable. The gentlemen then mounted, Kitty was lifted on to her horse, Trollope the huntsman rode up, and as the hounds trotted off to cover the riders followed. They drew a nearby covert without success and then moved on to a farther one where after a delay, which the wise hunters passed quietly near the centre and the impatient ones in rushing back and forth along the edges, they suddenly heard that the hounds were on a fox. It broke, the hounds were away, and the run began. 

			“I will give you a lead,” said Lord Tyrconnell to his wife as they began to canter in the scramble to move off. “See me over the fences before you take them, and if you hold back I will wait for you.” Kitty graciously responded to these remarks with a slight turn of her head. She knew she was mounted on a faster horse than her husband’s and did not mean to hold back, and so exquisite was her tact that she never even meditated telling him that she could make a line as well as he.

			The uninitiated imagine that in a fox chase, the riders chase the fox. This is very far from reality. The riders who have got well away do not even follow the pack of hounds; they follow the pack leaders, for most of the hounds are not hunting at all, they are simply running behind the leaders. The riders who have not got well away follow neither the fox nor the hounds but one another. A rider who has not quite got his mount in hand finds himself following not the other riders in general but that one particular horse on which his own steed has fixed devoted eyes. Thus fox hunting may be taken as a comment upon the practices of society at large.

			The fox led them first through open country. Ignoring Lord Tyrconnell’s looks and increasingly imperious waves to fall in behind him Kitty chose her own line. At the beginning there was a variety of low hedges that her mare took as though it were beneath her to notice them, Kitty looking as she cleared each one for the best place to take the next. After a quarter mile of gradual ascent through an enclosure she gained the summit, which commanded a view of a brook at the foot of the hill. She made her way down along a rough sort of channel and arrived at a muddy ford. Splashing through the water she turned up the bank on the far side where a steepish grass field lay before her, with a gate at the top of the hill. She could see a rush of horses at it, so she turned her mare and rode across the field, boldly taking a broken wall. She was over and into the next field while most of the other riders were still milling about the gate. She could now see the tail hounds some distance away, and she chose her points to follow them. There was a blind hedge to go over, and a man struggling through its foliage. His horse, not knowing what was on the other side, had prudently refused it, but less prudently had delayed its decision too long and landed right in the hedge. Spying a rail not very far distant she judged it safer although a little higher and made for it. Her mare took it well.

			She had come to the brow of the hill and now it was downhill again on a narrow path crossing the fields, ridden at all possible speed. She reached the bottom in safety to find another, wider stream, this one with a bridge over the water. A track led to the bridge and the riders were rushing to reach it first. But Kitty had a good eye and saw that about fifty feet from the bridge there appeared to be firm ground to jump from and land on. Two men with the same thought crossed it before her but she was not far behind them. She gave the mare her head and Willow took the jump with a good heart.

			Now they came into close country and the pace slowed, for the scent had weakened. Kitty gave place as she drew up on the pack, which had come to a check, thereby sparing herself the huntsman’s glares which he was distributing impartially among the crowding riders, and rested her horse to keep her fresh. With wifely concern she looked about for her husband but he was not among those within her vision, and I am compelled to state that she forgot him immediately when she saw the hound that was leading the pack turn sharply. She turned in the same direction and in a moment the hounds and riders were once more in motion together. 

			There was straight riding until they came to bank with a low rail on top of it and a ditch, where a horse had to land on top of the bank and then immediately make a second leap. With perfect command Kitty steadied the mare and cleared the rail, and steadied her again so that the mare seemed barely to touch ground before taking the ditch. For an instant Kitty had to cling to her horse’s neck wondering if her hind feet would slip back into the ditch; but Kitty was light and graceful, and Willow clever and agile, and the danger passed so quickly that Kitty never felt the breath of fear. Behind her the next rider floundered into the ditch, but Kitty was five lengths down the field by then. 

			The hounds were running fast now, and the country opened out again. Kitty stayed with them when they steadied to their exercise, pursuing her way against the wind, for five miles. What joy was there in the world superior to this? and the mare’s elation seemed to be as great as Kitty’s. 

			They killed in the open and the huntsman broke up the fox. Kitty then once more had leisure to look for her husband but did not find him until she was trotting back towards the home fields in the company of the huntsman and came up to him heading in the same direction. He was covered in mud and looking cross. 

			“It was a pretty run, my lord, that you missed,” said the huntsman.

			“I couldn’t have been carried better!” said Kitty, patting Willow’s neck.

			Lord Tyrconnell was of course very glad to see his wife safe and in good humour, but he did not share her mood. He had not experienced the same degree of enjoyment in the hunt. 

			His horse had shown some initial tendencies towards objectionable vivacity, which had required an expenditure of time and energy to subdue. Over the first hurdle another rider had passed him roughly and almost taken off the side of his top boot. At the stream Kitty had so easily cleared his horse refused. Instead of jumping it floundered into the water and finding it deep very nearly had to swim across it. His line through close country had taken him splashing through muddy tracks with boughs slapping at him. Following Lord B*** who he had thought must have some knowledge of his own country he had jumped into a field from which there appeared to be no way out and the two of them had spent much time searching for a hedge they would be able to surmount, as in the distance they watched the backs of other men diminishing and then vanishing. Finally his horse, perhaps hoping to expiate its misdeed at the stream, exhibited ungovernable determination to take a fence even though it was too close to the rail, caught its foot and somersaulted. Horse and rider came down together in the mud and when Lord Tyrconnell arose the horse was already capering half-way across the heavily ploughed field. It was his duty to catch the animal, and of course he did so, after a quarter hour of running across the furrows.

			When they reached the house Kitty was almost loath to dismount. She would have been overjoyed if they had set off to draw again. Lord Tyrconnell was thinking only of a bath. Their emotions instantly coincided however when they discovered an express waiting for them, for they had too often received grievous news in such a way. Taking the letter they retired to the empty dining room, and so read of Georgiana’s disappearance. It was just noon, and the journey to London would take but half a day, therefore Lord Tyrconnell instantly notified their host that they must leave. They were on the road within an hour.

			They arrived in town to find the Darcys in conspicuous affliction, which they were soon to share. It was now ten days since Georgiana had gone missing. The more the four of them discussed it, the more desperate they began to count the case. If she had not stopped in Ramsgate, where could she had she gone? And by what means? Darcy had been able to get no information that she had removed to any other vehicle, public or private, after arriving there. In addition, he had obtained further word from Mr. Gardiner, that no coaching station within twenty miles of Ramsgate had seen or heard of either one lady or two, unaccompanied by servants, journeying away from the town near the time. Repeated visits to Edward-street were rewarded by no fresh intelligence, nothing but the reiterated assertion that Mrs. Younge was away and had not communicated when she would return. Darcy mulled forcing his way into the house and searching it from attic to cellar, and he might have done so if he had not felt rationally certain that neither Georgiana nor Mrs. Younge was to be found there.

			As there seemed to be no feasible plan for locating and retrieving Georgiana, Darcy and Lord Tyrconnell now turned to lamenting their carelessness as guardians of Georgiana, for it was evident that they had failed to acquaint themselves with her character, which was only now being made known to them by this dreadful occurrence. How clear their deficiency, how serious their mismanagement! Elizabeth, although feeling that the crucial fault had lain with Georgiana’s father and his peculiar notion that two bachelor gentlemen would in any way make suitable guardians of a young lady, could scarcely help holding herself accessory, for surely she had had both the knowledge and the opportunity (had she made a greater effort) to understand Georgiana’s qualities and interior thoughts, even though she had possessed no jurisdiction over her. Self-reproach however did nothing to bring Georgiana home or to relieve the misery she was occasioning her family, and they soon enough abandoned it to sit in disconsolate quiet. 

			Lord Tyrconnell’s own most recent experience of Ramsgate had been of sailing thence when it had been the port of embarkation for the Army during Napoleon’s last one hundred days. After several minutes he picked up the thread of the mystery again. “She can scarcely have taken ship,” he said standing and walking about the room. 

			“There is no question of that,” said Darcy.

			“She took no luggage with her,” reminded Elizabeth. “She would be unlikely to visit acquaintances on the Continent without a trunk.”

			“There is no one she knows on the Continent,” said Darcy.

			There was a cogitative intermission.

			“That is not true,” said Kitty suddenly in a clear voice.

			“What is not true?”

			“She does know someone on the Continent. She knows someone in Brussels. She knows George Wickham.”

			∞ 
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			Brussels, February 1816

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			After the tour of the battlefields, Amaury had come to Georgiana and Mrs. Younge every day and been included in all of their activities. Very soon repeated meetings conquered the last of Georgiana’s reserve. He was always vigilant to be appealing and entertaining, and no man could have been more so. His features, and his manners which adorned his person with every requisite charm, she could compare only to those of one other, who was now gone. Within two or three days all the dangerous familiarity of a long acquaintance had been established and Georgiana lost her shyness and revealed her open and affectionate disposition. 

			With Mrs. Younge a complacent presence in the background, Amaury and Georgiana talked together – the happy chat of complete ease – and read together; walked together; played cards and draughts together. Georgiana’s mind was placid and her enjoyment of their time together untainted. His society became her greatest pleasure, as hers had already become his.

			In their conversations he did not again allude to Rosings or Kent, or the de Mérode family. He shrank from deliberate mendacity when speaking to Georgiana, a peculiar fastidiousness given that everything about him not visible to the eye was a sham. But then, there was puzzle enough about John Amaury that its resolution must have required Mr. Hume to write another volume in his treatise on human nature.

			His continued attentions, deftly tailored by love abetted by artifice, to the gentleness and delicacy of her nature, produced in Georgiana feelings that were impossible for her to oppose. And so it was that the “pleasing plague” rushed over her. Never had she felt greater rapture in the matchless sensation. Amaury, with all the sharp perception of a lover (or a predator, for sometimes there may be little to distinguish between the two) saw it immediately, and rejoiced. You may be excused for thinking that his gratification lay in the near-assured fruition of his strategy for affluence; but you would be deceived. The exultation was in his heart and it generated an increase of love on his side. They ascended into that condition where each sees perfection in, and thinks only of the other. To Georgiana’s eye, Amaury was all that a lover ought to be, everything that her imagination represented as having the force to attach her. In him were united beauty, intelligence, gallantry and fond, considerate behaviour. He seemed exactly fashioned to engage her heart. And this of course was quite true. The only quibble is that Georgiana believed that God had fashioned him, whereas in reality it had been two lesser entities: Mrs. Younge and Amaury himself. But with love taking the place of experience, she had no doubts about him. She would never have believed that he was steeped in villainy. 

			To Amaury, Georgiana was flawless. The loveliness of her face and form was a continuous delight to him, but he loved also her elegance and her cultivation, her delicate sense of honour, her ingenuous candour and her empathetic understanding.

			Their fascination with each other was, naturally, congenial to Mrs. Younge but her contentment shortly turned to irritation, for while the lovers would willingly have extended this initial period of felicity forever, she saw it only as the prelude to their marriage, which could not come too speedily. When nearly a week had passed with no arrogant announcement from Amaury or coy confession from Georgiana, she began to feel impatience and sought an opportunity to confer privately with the gentleman. Beckoning to him to remain in the sitting room after Georgiana had retired to her chamber to ready herself for a walk she closed the door. “I must speak to you. Sit down while you hear what I have to say.”

			When Amaury, giving her a disparaging look, demonstrated not the smallest appetite for obeying her order she was a little provoked, and added with acerbity, “I will not detain you long.”

			He assumed a negligent pose, leaning against the mantel of the fireplace. “You have my full concentration, ma’am.”

			“If my question is impertinent, I beg your pardon, but pray, when may I wish you joy? Have you asked her to be your wife yet?”

			“No, I have not.”

			“Why not? What are you waiting for?” She now spoke with extraordinary animation. “We have been in Brussels close to a fortnight. We must not try her too long; she may hear some vilifying report of you, and her family may trace her at any moment. And who is to pay our hotel bill while you play pat-a-cake with her?”

			“I am waiting until I am positive she will not refuse me.”

			“Refuse you! Are you out of your senses?” Mrs. Younge’s surprise was unbounded. “It is not possible that she could refuse you. You have nothing to do but make your addresses. With abilities such as yours, and a disposition such as hers, you have it completely under your control to secure her all your own tomorrow.”

			“I have the very highest respect for your opinion, but I differ from you in this. I will not act precipitately.”

			Mrs. Younge made no attempt to conceal her exasperation. “I have never in my life seen a young woman so desperately in love as Miss Darcy. I hope from the bottom of my heart that you will not keep her, or me, waiting much longer.”

			“Only a week ago she declared she would dedicate her life to the memory of George Wickham. Our acquaintance is new, our attachment recent. She is not able so soon to transfer her fidelity from him, and to become used to the idea of being in love with another man.”

			“Phoo!” said Mrs. Younge, highly incensed. Not only was she less willing than Amaury to trust to long allowances of time: this was, after all, the second affair through which she had shepherded Georgiana and felt she had a claim to grasp the workings of her mind. “What you say is absurd. I thought you had too much good sense to make foolish romantic difficulties. Ask her, and her acceptance must be as sure as your offer.”

			Mrs. Young was very likely right in her estimation, and Amaury very likely knew it. Yet he felt an unwillingness to hurrying the progress of his courtship. He had an instinctive awareness that he and Georgiana existed in a perfect point of time, which instead of being enhanced might wither with any alteration. To such a feeling, predictably, he would never confess, and his reply was brusque.

			“I must use my own judgment in this venture. There is only one chance of success and I will not risk it on less than my own certainty. And,” he added, delivering her a razor-sharp stare, “I will accept no interference from you. You have led the girl to me; your role is finished. You must now be silent.”

			No woman likes to be told that she must be silent, and Mrs. Younge liked it even less from this young man whom she still viewed (perhaps injudiciously) as her instrument. “But if I were to speak there is much I could tell, do you not think? You would be wise to recollect my entire knowledge of you.”

			Amaury regarded her coldly. “You prove my contention. The only outcome you can achieve is a Pyrrhic victory. If I lose Georgiana, we both lose her.” He drew himself erect and took a sudden step towards her, causing her to stumble backwards. “If our plan succeeds I will honour our agreement; you will receive your reward. But I warn you to check your tongue in the future as well as the present.”

			A second injunction to be silent! – this was not to be borne by a woman of such mettle as Mrs. Younge, and she pitched into the fray. “I shall use my tongue as I see fit, sir, without any reference to your permission! I have never met with such insolence. Who do you think you are, to talk to me in this way?”

			The young man’s handsome countenance grew hard. “I will speak only once,” he said very quietly. “If you cannot restrain yourself, I will do it for you.” He held her gaze for a long minute, an excessively long minute it seemed to Mrs. Younge as she gradually absorbed his meaning and felt sprout the seeds of genuine fear. Her heart began to beat heavily and her head to grow light, her knees quaked and she feared she would fall.

			“Mrs. Younge, whatever is the matter?” exclaimed Georgiana entering the room. “You look so pale.”

			“She has taken a sudden turn,” said Amaury, dexterously catching Mrs. Younge as she began to sink towards the floor, and moving her to the sopha. “Do you have smelling salts?”

			“No, I never need them. But here is some wine,” she said, hastily pouring out a quarter of a glass and bringing it to the ailing lady. “Dear Mrs. Younge, shall I ring for a servant? The hotel will send for an apothecary.”

			“It is nothing, nothing,” she managed to say. “A drop of wine will restore me.” She took the contents of the glass in one swallow and held it out to Georgiana. “A little more, if you please. Fill it up, my dear, it will do me good.” Georgiana remained solicitously by Mrs. Younge while she drained the second glass, and then a third. “Amaury, we must give up our walk this afternoon, I am afraid. She is too ill for us to forsake.” Indeed the poor lady was beginning to look oddly dazed, wobbling her head about on the sopha arm in a rather peculiar manner and instigating in her attendant fear of an apopleptic seizure.

			But Mrs. Younge would not hear of it. The idea of an afternoon in close quarters with Amaury did not promote at all the re-establishment of her good health, and her repeated although somewhat slurred statements that she wished to be left alone to rest soon had their effect on Georgiana who, after all, was in love and not with Mrs. Younge. The young people, with many parting instructions that she should not exert herself, try to sleep, take a little more wine, ring for a servant at need, quitted the apartment and she was left to her own woolly reflections. What was there for her to do? Nothing, she concluded rather indistinctly, but to submit. And on this conclusion she fell asleep.

			∞ 
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			Mrs. Younge’s remarks had at least this effect on Amaury, that he repeated them to Molly when he joined her in their room that evening, before he returned to the hotel to escort the ladies to the theatre. He had from the beginning completely confided in her and she listened now with bowed head. When he had done she said, “But that old woman is right, Johnny. What are you waiting for? If you was only half as handsome, and her only half as much in love, you would be safe. Is there a girl in the world who would have the heart to say no, if you asked her to love you and marry you?”

			“She is not like other girls.”

			“You mean she is not like me. You are right – she is too good for you.”

			“She is too good for me,” said Amaury, falling precipitously into one of those lover’s waking swoons that produce rhapsodic visions. “She is infinitely my superior. I had not known before that such a being could exist. There is something of the angel in her.” He began to extoll her beauty and grace, but he dwelt on them no more than on her exquisite modesty and purity, her gentle and compassionate manners, her openness and honesty. 

			“I think you are fairly caught, Johnny,” was her observation when he finally came to a halt.

			“Molly, I am immovably convinced that her hold over my heart will never abate. And Mrs. Younge’s wicked designs will be turned to good, for I will make certain that Miss Darcy never has reason to regret our meeting. To ensure her happiness will be the reason for my existence.” He had transitorily quite forgotten that to spend her money was a strongly competing reason and his companion did not presume to remind him of it.

			“A wife that you love will be the luckiest woman in the world,” said Molly almost to herself. Raising her voice she added, “But think how afraid her family must be, and how hard they are searching for her. When they come for her, that’s that for you.”

			“That is true.” He stood thoughtful for a time. “You would advise me to secure her as swiftly as possible? What if she at first reject my offer though? There will be no time for a second courting.”

			Molly had full experience of women, and through her guilty connections, of gentlemen’s methods of doing business with them. “You call her an angel, but she is not. She is a natural human creature. You are making the work too difficult – you are acting like there is no kind of love but the wedded kind.”

			“What are you saying? You would have me take her virtue by force?”

			“You don’t know how easy that trifle is to be had, even from a fine lady! Catch her alone – all’s over after the first plunge, and she will forget about her dead soldier before you button up your trousers. Beg her forgiveness and tell her you’ll make her an honest woman at the nearest church.”

			There was sense in Molly’s suggestion, for consummation before the marriage, as it were, would have as much, and more timely, effect in sealing the union as consummation after. And such were his habits that he thought little of mixing evil with good, and he now began to fire his inclination. The infinitely superior angel was after all a lovely nubile maiden. “Perhaps you are right,” he said slowly. And then more quickly, “I believe I will carry out your plan, Molly, tonight if I can. Tomorrow you shall hear what happened.”

			“Ah, Johnny, I won’t be here when you come back.”

			Amaury studied her. After a moment he said, “You are leaving Brussels?”

			“Yes.” Then she cried, “Johnny, come with me! What you are doing is wrong, it can lead to no good. It is not too late to stop.”

			“Oh Molly, it is much too late,” he said with a smile. “My soul is hers now.” She turned away from him, sorrow written in every line of her form. “Will you write to me when you have found a place? The hotel will give you my next address.”

			“Yes, Johnny, I will send word to you.”

			Thus, with so few words to end their association, the two parted and Molly went her own way.

			∞ 
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			By coincidence, while Molly and Amaury were engaged in a tête-à-tête, so too were Mrs. Younge and Georgiana. On awaking the former had quickly revised her conclusion that there was naught to do but yield to Amaury’s domination and so, counting on Georgiana’s discretion not to mention to him anything she might say, she initiated a conversation at the earliest opportunity.

			“Georgiana, my dear, I rejoice for you.”

			Georgiana coloured becomingly. “I do not understand what you mean.” 

			Mrs. Younge enlightened her. “I cannot have a doubt as to Mr. Amaury’s intentions; they are as clear as glass.”

			“He has been very kind to me,” murmured Georgiana, flustered. 

			“And soon he will be kinder still, I am sure. My dearest Georgiana, he is giving you every display of regard of which he is capable, and you may well feel pride in creating such a preference – he is very well worth catching. It is quite a triumph for you to win a man who must be contested for by so many. You cannot have failed to notice the glances he gathers even from the most refined and elegant ladies. I have never seen his equal for good looks or amiability. And think how delighted your family will be when they learn of his respectable descent and his excellent income, and of his long connexion with Rosings! Such an alliance will never cause any embarrassment, and offers nothing but advantage. I say only the truth when I tell you that when he makes an offer it will be your duty to accept it.”

			Georgiana’s colour deepened. “I hope – when we are at home once more – to ask my brother’s leave to introduce Mr. Amaury to him.”

			“My dear Georgiana, how absurd you are. I knew your espousal was ordained from the first time I saw you together. A bond between the two of you is as desirable as it is natural. But what is this talk of home and introductions? Here in Brussels every thing is perfectly simple: you love each other and you wish to marry.” The hue of Georgiana’s cheeks approached scarlet, but she did not try to restrain her beatific smile. “But once return to England and what will ensue? Mr. Amaury’s family have chosen a wife for him –”

			“He has said nothing of this to me!” 

			“He mentioned it to me just today, before I felt unwell; it was what we were discussing when you came in – it gave me such jolt! Well, well, my dear, he does not wish to marry her, so there’s no need to scowl at me so. And I’ve no doubt that your brother already has someone in mind for you as well. Do you think he will simply give up his arrangements for your asking?”

			“Yes! for he loves me and wants me to be happy.”

			“I am certain he wishes your happiness,” said Mrs. Young in an indulgent tone, “and so must any one who knows you. But there can be more than one opinion as to what is most likely to produce it, and you may find yourself at odds with him. And as for Mr. Amaury’s relatives, who knows what means they may try to ensure the marriage of their choice?”

			Georgiana looked excessively troubled. 

			“Why risk that happiness?” continued Mrs. Younge. “You exchange inevitability of it, if you wed immediately here in Brussels, for insecurity and misery if you wait for two families to agree. You need no one’s permission. You are twenty and free to marry, and your fortune is your own when you are twenty-one. Think about it, my dear, I will say nothing further now.”

			∞ 
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			And so the evening to come was under the influence of Amaury’s decision to relieve Georgiana of her virtue, and of Georgiana’s newly-instilled fear that Amaury would be torn away from her, in addition to the normal impact on each of mad love.

			At the theatre Georgiana and Amaury were both unusually quiet, although they frequently sought each other with their eyes, and their hands met when Mrs. Younge was distracted by events on the stage. Their reserve continued until they were once again in the sitting room at the hotel and Mrs. Younge had briefly gone out of the room.

			Amaury, now that he had determined on a course of action, immediately began the execution of its first phase. He took hold of Georgiana’s hand with both of his and raised it to his lips; and then drawing her gently to him he kissed her mouth three or four times with great gentleness. Georgiana was not at all alarmed by these advances. She made no resistance to him and let him do as he desired. Her only anxiety was that Mrs. Younge might re-enter suddenly and find her in Amaury’s arms. But when she came back she found the lovers sedately occupying opposite sides of the room as if there had been no amorous interlude, thanks to Amaury’s keen hearing and quick reflexes. Georgiana took care not to come too near the fire or the candles, for fear that Mrs. Younge would see in her eyes the glow of love that was in her breast.

			Soon she announced that it was time for her and Georgiana to retire, and they both bade Amaury good night. But as Amaury bowed over Georgiana’s hand with artful management he contrived to whisper to her that she must come back for there was something he had to say to her. She waited impatient inside the door of her chamber until she heard Mrs. Younge safely in hers, and then slipped out to Amaury, not considering what was before her or knowing how imminent her ruin.

			Amaury came to her as soon as she was in the room. “Georgiana, I am in love with you,” he said. She was very willing to hear him, and suddenly he was making violent love to her, proclaiming his passion and declaring that he would die if she refused him. Georgiana could not respond; but Amaury did not want her to talk. Departing so far from every honourable feeling, even from the common decorum of a gentleman, he took hold of her, clasped her around the waist and began to kiss her eagerly, until he was stopping her very breath and she could hardly remain upright. Indeed she would have fallen had she not been locked in his arms, pressed to his ribs. Still on fire with his first assault, her astonishment and perplexity decreased as he took these barbarously insolent freedoms with her, and her struggles against him were brief, if indeed they existed at all. Even then she had not sense enough to try to avoid her fate. Instead of acting as virtue and honour required, instead of striving to avoid destruction, she began to return him kiss for kiss, the friendly darkness emboldening her. He then took the liberty of thrusting his hand in her bosom, an affront at which Georgiana demonstrated her resentment by re-doubling the fervour of her kisses. She seemed to have not the least hesitation to assist in her own undoing. No longer in doubt about the capabilities of her – heart, or that she was completely under his ascendancy, he knew that the business could be accomplished within five minutes.

			A wolf has no aspiration to heroism, or to the satisfaction of carrying out a difficult task. He would not rather attack a lion than a lamb, and if the lamb meekly offers her throat for the sacrifice he does not spare her in the conviction that he ought to work harder for his dinner. 

			That Amaury intended to do what is called the worst is entirely certain and that Georgiana would have granted what is called the last favour is little less so. What a strange revolution of mind therefore that Amaury should have drawn back! But he was overcome by a feeling of tenderness unlike anything he had known before. What a miracle it was to be loved by such a pure and modest girl, to excite her virginal ardours! Five minutes were not enough to initiate her into the pleasures of love. She must be allowed to savour at length her weakness in his embrace, and at last admit the ecstasy of defeat. They must marry, and he must find another method to persuade her than that of robbing her of her precious innocence. With some difficulty therefore he put Georgiana from him, holding her at arm’s length while both endeavoured to regain breath; and with yet greater difficulty he persuaded her to withdraw from him and go to her room, promising that they would meet early on the morrow.

			∞ 
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			Even if he still retained doubts about Georgiana’s immediate acceptance of his offer Amaury’s infatuation had grown too wild for forbearance, and the next morning he entered the ladies’ sitting room before they had finished their breakfast. Mrs. Younge’s third cup of tea was agony to him, and although it is possible that she was employing it as a form of torture rather than refreshment, she could not indefinitely ignore the signs of his excitement or his signals requesting her expeditious departure. When she finally rose, murmuring the conventional phrases, she did not wait to make certain that Georgiana, who had risen also, was following her. 

			With Mrs. Younge scarcely out the door, Amaury drew close to Georgiana and said, “Do you not go just yet, stay with me.”

			She, hoping for a repeat of last evening’s performance, must have been disappointed when he merely clasped her hand and led her back to her seat. He was in the middle of his proposal, before she guessed why he had detained her. She did not, however, long remain insensible of his drift, and her heart was so full and her senses so engulfed, that she could listen but imperfectly even when he described his regard, solicited (without any display of doubt) its return, and made known his wish that they be joined forever, and without any unnecessary delay. “They could marry at once – what should prevent them?” He would obtain the licence, they could seize their bliss immediately – straightway – tomorrow. He pressed hard for her answer.

			The impact on Georgiana of the previous night’s episode had not lessened as she slept and she did not try to vanquish the thrill his declarations excited. The change of her colouring and her expression were enough to assure him of her acquiescence before she spoke a word. The idea of becoming Amaury’s dearest companion was a most irresistible lure, and in an instant it was a done thing; she consented to become his wife on the following day. Never had his handsome face expressed more elation, never had his eye been more exulting. He spoke with words delicious to her beyond telling of his devotion, and offered such moving descriptions of what his love for her was, and was to be, that her heart bounded with ravishment. “But let me talk no more of my own joy,” he ended, “for from this day forward I will think only of yours.” 

			Georgiana’s transports she soon found too great to share with even their author, and with brilliant cheeks and floating step she glided to her own chamber to wrap herself in them. Her mind was bewitched, her emotions ablaze. 

			When she was gone, unable to still himself Amaury swaggered about the room. He felt as if he could do anything, and had to prevent himself from cutting capers. His exhilaration of mood might be exceptional, but his thoughts, being creatures of habit unused to restraint, were running still along a well-trodden path: to have persuaded one formed to shine in the highest circles of society, to marry him – what a victory! His confidence, how justified! The accomplishment of his purpose, how adroit! Within hours the ceremony would take place, and he would within a year command a fortune of thirty thousand pounds (for despite Mrs. Younge’s warning, he was convinced of remaining Georgiana’s husband). He would have as much of everything as he wanted; every profligate luxury. The prosperous way was now his. 

			Here he stopped abruptly, amazed and even repelled by his own reflections. For what did any of this matter, when he would have Georgiana as his wife? In her he placed his whole fulfilment. He would find Paradise with her in a small cottage, nay a stone hut or a cave! Water would be fragrant as wine, taken at her side, and coarse bread as nourishing as beef. In this he was quite deluded, unless the idyll were of shortest duration in fairest weather, but his epiphany may be regarded more as a metaphysical affair than a design for domestic living. 

			He had now reached the pinnacle of his celebration. And there his foothold began to slip. As a climber moving upward feels first the smallest pebbles and then the larger stones sliding away beneath him, until he becomes aware that nothing can prevent his imminent fall, Amaury progressively experienced the realization that every advancing step he took with Georgiana held increasing danger. For some time having had no better precepts to guide him than self-preservation and hedonism, he was a worldly and disingenuous man, hardened and brazen. He had until this moment been truly unconcerned about his and Georgiana’s future together, thinking only as far as the culmination of the scheme with Mrs. Younge. He had judged himself uncommonly clever. But now he glanced at some lurking thing, of which prudence had heretofore discouraged scrutiny – the awareness that, within success, so replete with every advantage, so promising for his own pleasure, lay the ominous threat of failure. The secrets that light as a feather he had guarded from Georgiana now started to weigh on him, and the conclusion of a hoax that had guaranteed Utopia, now revealed it veering towards a very different destination. Misgivings that he had earlier thrust aside crowded around him; a commotion of contrary feelings started to toss him about. 

			Growing increasingly restless, he engaged his energies in pacing back and forth. He dreaded to be honest with himself; but a reckoning suddenly could no longer be put off, and he was unable to prevent his thoughts from coalescing. As they did he ceased to notice the heat that rose from the fire, or the chill that pierced the window. He had not connived with Mrs. Younge for wealth alone; his primary inducement from the first had been to obtain Georgiana’s esteem. He cherished a very powerful affection for her. And she loved him, of that he was certain – at present. But what of lasting love would belong to them, if she were to discover that they had been brought together by the fraud of two rogues who had played on her trusting nature? Was it her character to love without principles? His reflexive answer, that by his dexterity he could keep from her every particular relative to his wooing of her, he immediately recognized as fallacious. In one way or another they would make themselves known. Even if he had intimidated Mrs. Younge into permanent discretion he could not hope for ever, or even for long, to conceal from Georgiana after they landed in England as man and wife the unsavoury beginnings of their relationship.

			He grew sensible that nothing less than complete understanding between them, most perfect mutual trust and confidence, as Georgiana had said, could make the basis of a happy marriage. And at the same time he became conscious that there was no one more than Georgiana whose knowledge of his wrongdoing would so wound and mortify him. To have his dishonesty laid bare to her struck terror into him, and even the self-admiration in which he had just been immersed could not sufficiently convince him that her partiality would be able to survive the blow of such a disclosure. Like a dream it would fade on her awakening to the world.

			How swift punishment had been in descending on him in his triumph! When Georgiana knew the truth nothing could acquit him. His dealings with her had been such as she could never forgive or forget. He could easily conjecture her feelings, how they would turn from warmth to detestation of a relationship with him. Her virtue, her sense of honour would revolt from the alliance. How long would it be before his very name was a torment to her to pronounce? She must abominate and despise him as a liar, seducer and deceiver, her love for him must become something like hatred. Their few blessed days together would become to her a ceaseless source of regret. Even though his regard was sincere, and his future conduct towards her would (he had sworn to himself) be exemplary, he could not be cleared of culpability in his pursual of her, and he became convinced that he could never by any means restore himself to her former good opinion.

			And yet he was persuaded that their union, the impediment of its origin aside, must have been one of greatest felicity. In this season of love he had learned to believe that she was exactly the woman who would best suit him. And he believed no less that his qualities and temperament would supply all her requirements. But at this moment he knew that although he loved he did not deserve Georgiana by any other calculation. 

			He was now enduring the twin misfortunes of remorse and repentance which are the natural consequence, in one who is not utterly lost to decency, of the injudicious use of talents. His mood was excessively different from what it had been a mere half-hour ago. All sense of achievement faded and he began to abhor his accomplishment. “How could I have been more wretchedly blind!” he cried aloud. 

			What was he to do? To forgo Georgiana now, having just won her, seemed an exertion of goodness too great to be undertaken. He measured what he expected to gain in going through with a marriage against what he must lose if he did so. Ought he to attempt to make her see the truth? If he endeavoured to undeceive her as to their past but reassure her as to the years ahead, would she believe him? But he felt that he had not the courage, the effrontery, to explain the circumstances that had led up to their engagement. Should he wed her and then carry out the plan as conceived by Mrs. Younge, offering his assent to an annulment in exchange for money? This notion was too repulsive to him to merit examination. Detestable as such an act must be, what if he were simply to vanish? This idea he rejected out of hand under the influence of a sharp and sympathetic pain for Georgiana’s distress should he pursue that horrific course.

			With no one to confide in about what he had done and what he now felt – had Molly not tried to warn him? but he had refused to understand her, and she was now gone – his thoughts were jarring and discordant. He had never felt anything like this before. The tumult of his mind was almost unbearable. The necessity of taking some action remained urgent but it was as if all his ideas and strength had failed him. He condemned and upbraided himself but he felt competent to move neither forward nor backward. The situation seemed beyond remedy.

			He had reached no conclusion about what to do or say when Georgiana swept blithely back into the room. She was at once struck by the difference between his present attitude and what it had been formerly, the excessive perturbation of his whole person. The change was unmistakable, could not be doubted. What had caused it? Gaiety forsook her.

			She went to him in great anxiety. “What is it, what is amiss?” 

			He was silent, suffering at this instant more than the utmost stretch of Georgiana’s imagination could comprehend. 

			“You are in some difficulty! Tell me – do not persist in this reticence.”

			He forced himself to speak. In a voice of great agitation he said, “I have something to communicate, to confess, to you.” He could say no more. He had to stop to recover himself, even from such innocuous words.

			“What is it? Do not be afraid, you may tell me.” Every second was increasing her own apprehension.

			“It is something which must – deprive me of your affection.”

			The sort of despairing calmness with which this was said chilled Georgiana, but she replied earnestly, “How can you believe that any thing would ever deprive you of my affection?” 

			He knelt before her and took her hands in his, kissed first one and then the other. “Georgiana, I love you to the depths of my being, but you cannot, you must not, marry me.”

			A hideous pause took place. She knew not how to take his decree. Yet she had such a sick feeling as made her tremble and left her nearly unable to stand. “No!” she protested. “I will not listen.” She pulled her hands away from his and sank down into the nearest chair. 

			Seeing her look so ill and forlorn he was obliged to rise and move away from her, to walk to the opposite wall, expecting every second that she might faint, but not daring to remain near her for her assistance. His countenance showed that he strongly partook of the emotion which was overwhelming Georgiana; an observer might have thought him as likely to need the aid that he could not offer her. Without turning he said in the most distinct voice he could summon, “I have conspired to deprive you of your virtue and your fortune.” 

			Suspicion of Amaury’s integrity could not be more unnatural to Georgiana. So stricken was she that she was unable to answer immediately except by turning ghostly white. “It cannot be,” she said at last, the tears beginning to stream from her eyes. “You are not telling the truth. Do not mistreat me so! I cannot bear it!”

			He now looked at her and with a face as pallid as her own he continued. “So far from knowing me, you have been in a most perfect error with respect to my character and intentions, until now. If you do not believe what I tell you, you must address yourself to Mrs. Younge, who has been from the beginning my accomplice in this deception.”

			She could rather have believed that every creature in the universe was leagued against her, than believe him capable of the wickedness he was acknowledging. She wanted some other motive for his present conduct. But he would not take pity on her or himself; he pressed ahead with his confession of what he had done. 

			“How can you be so cruel to me!” she exclaimed when he ceased speaking.

			“It is not my wish to be cruel.”

			Covering her eyes with her handkerchief, she cried out with an agony, that would have been stronger still, had she not with the discernment of one who loves witnessed that shame in him which spoke so strongly of a consciousness of his own misconduct. Suddenly she was wildly urgent to be gone. She rushed at the door as fast as an unremitting flow of tears would permit, uncaring who might see her.

			He did not entreat her to stay, though to part with her broke his heart. “Georgiana, I love you!” he called after her, and although she heard him, his words did not slow her flight and she ran down the passageway to her apartment. An impassable chasm had opened between them.

			He then gave way to his own burst of tears, which was scarcely less passionate than Georgiana’s.

			The distress in which Georgiana had quitted the room did not diminish. Every part of Amaury’s revelation brought anguish and humiliation. He had previously made her the happiest of human beings, and now he had made her the most wretched. The annihilation of every thing she most desired! His attentions to her solely and hatefully mercenary! How she could have been so naïve!

			She looked back as well as she could in her present sorrow; but the beginning was all chaos now; and her loss was such as left no opening for the comfort of understanding. She was at times in a wordless gasping grief, too much hurt even for tears; but her silence was repeatedly broken by sobbing. She did not know whether hours or minutes had passed, when she imagined she heard her brother’s voice speaking to a servant at the door of her chamber. Then came a knock, and the door opened without an interval for the request of admittance to be granted, and Darcy walked into the room.

			She jumped up. “Forgive me, forgive me,” she wailed, throwing her arms round his neck; she could then only utter, “Take me away, I beg you. Take me away from here! I must go home,” before her voice was entirely lost in sobs.

			Darcy without speaking kissed her very fondly several times. They departed from Brussels as soon as a fresh conveyance could be brought to the door of the hotel.

			As to the iniquitous pair left behind, when Mrs. Younge shortly thereafter went seeking Georgiana she found her apartment empty. A little unsettled she went on to the sitting room where she had left her with Amaury, and there she found him still, bent in dumb misery over the remains of the fire. He glanced up on her coming in. He looked very unwell, and was evidently suffering under intense emotions. 

			Mrs. Younge was almost too much astonished to speak, and an interval succeeded before she said, “What in Heaven’s name has happened?’

			“Leave me; get out,” he said in a tone so dangerous that the lady, in spite of her now frenzied curiosity, hastily retreated.

			“Georgiana!” he whispered, and passed his hand across his eyes. 

			Mrs. Younge was left the victim of the most frightful suppositions, which in due course were removed, and replaced with some awareness of the facts. When she learned that Georgiana had been found and taken away by Darcy, it could hardly be said which of the two of them, she or Amaury, was devastated most. Her torment was a little relieved however by the discovery that Darcy had paid her hotel bill as well as Georgiana’s.
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			Miss Penelope Harrington, as has been previously noted, lived in a house that in the remote past had been named Beaulieu, a name now reduced, through time and the action of the English tongue on the French language, to Bewley. Bewley was about two miles from Meryton and in near proximity to the high road. 

			Harriet and Penelope Harrington were the daughters of a gentleman of antique lineage, of steadily declining income and tastes incompatible with that condition, and of a lady who had brought to her husband abundant beauty and six thousand pounds that were run through even before her untimely death. Mr. and Mrs. Harrington had meant to provide sufficiently for their children and it had been their intention to lay by the six thousand pounds for their dowries when they reached marriageable age. Letters of settlement had been drawn up for the purpose but there had been just such a laxity of language in the terms that the borrowing of small amounts of the capital from time to time was not completely prohibited, and the failing to repay the borrowed sums was not absolutely censured by the trustees. When the full six thousand pounds had been run through Mr. Harrington had intended to set aside a sum from his income annually for their support should they be orphaned; but this plan was wrecked on the usual rocks – hunters and carriage horses, servants’ wages, cases of port, silk cravats and fine muslin gowns. In short, when Mr. Harrington breathed his last his grieving co-heiresses found themselves very much in debt. The close carriage and horses had to be sold, the servants were dismissed save for a house maid and gardener, and the silver found its way to a jeweller in London who was pleased to pay Miss Harrington one quarter the amount for which he could sell it.

			The Misses Harrington had been intimate acquaintances of Miss Lydia Bennett before her marriage to George Wickham, which is to say that they had met three or four times a week – in Meryton at the milliner’s shop, or at Miss Watson’s, or Clarke’s library (although not for the reading material it contained) and otherwise in their respective houses, and those of forbearing neighbours – for the purpose of talking about, and if good fortune favoured them, gazing at and perhaps even speaking with, handsome young men. As Meryton was at that time blessed by the presence of a militia regiment the girls had a good supply of young men at hand, and being silly and ignorant they made the most of their opportunities. Their fun lay in flirting with the militia officers, when flirting was to be had, but they did not scorn other forms of entertainment, such as dressing up a young officer in woman’s clothes on purpose to pass for a lady. 

			Lydia Bennet at sixteen had been well-grown, with a fine complexion but Pen at fourteen had had features rather unformed, and an undistinguished figure. She disliked needlework and was not especially fond of books or practising her music, but in addition to tagging along after Lydia and Harriet she liked dancing and horseback riding, and when she could not get those, running and walking about her father’s lands. She had, in other words, strong limbs, good wind, and a head about as empty as Lydia Bennet’s. One who saw Pen every day might not have been sensible of the change in her, but four years later she was quite a different creature. Her figure was graceful and she was now decidedly pretty, although her manners still had the artlessness of a young girl. Also her mind was not as vacant as it had previously been. 

			The striking degree of improvement in her looks that had taken place between fourteen and eighteen might have given her claims to notice, but no one other than Mrs. Bennet had yet noticed her. She had excited no admiration nor had she met the one who ignited her soul. In other words, she had reached the age of eighteen without obtaining possession of a lover. However she had as yet given little thought to her poverty in this regard, lacking so many other conveniences, and also no longer having Lydia Bennet to mould her ideas.

			She still liked the outdoors and as she no longer had a horse, she made do with walking; she had no objection in principle to reading, but her father’s library had been sold, and she had no money for a subscription at the circulating library; she had no instrument on which to play; she had a sweet singing voice, and want of means did not prevent her from using it, but she was more apt to be found singing when she was dusting or sweeping than standing in a drawing room. 

			Miss Harriet Harrington was at the time of her father’s death engaged to a nephew of Mrs. Long, a clergyman. Although disappointed to find his beloved penniless he married her anyway, no doubt anticipating other compensations in marriage. When Harriet had moved with her husband to his living a few miles away, a plan had been formed by them for Pen to live with a distant relation of Mr. Harrington’s, a widowed lady, in Chichester. This plan had been endorsed by Pen’s guardian, a gentleman in the City whose interest in his ward was closely regulated by her disposable income. As neither Pen nor the widow had been consulted, and as neither wished to live with the other, the arrangement had not yet come to full maturity. At the time of which I now write, the widow was supervising Pen with the assistance of the Post Office. She sent cordial greetings, and reasons why it was not presently propitious for Pen to come to her, no oftener than once every two months, kindly franking the letters herself. As Pen could not afford to pay postage and did not like to impose further on the generosity of the receiver of her letter, she never replied. Thus the two maintained a very harmonious relationship, and Mr. and Mrs. Long and the gentleman in the City were able to congratulate themselves on having accomplished their obligations in regard to their sister and ward. So it was that, for want of any ancient and respectable female relative to live with her, Pen remained alone at Bewley.

			Pen had not resigned herself to severely straightened means, for she was fond of clean linens, and of breakfast and dinner to a reasonable extent, and preferred to do without the dignity of a lady rather than without these aforementioned things. On this particular afternoon Pen was dressed in an old muslin gown covered by a huge apron, with sleeves rolled up and pattens on her feet, and was assisting the house maid with the washing, when the gardener rushed in.

			“Ma’am, there has been a terrible accident! The Gouldings’ coachman was driving their carriage along the high road, for Mr. Goulding got some horses cheap, that are young and ill broke and must be trained. Another carriage came by opposite, and its coachman would not give way, for all he could see that there was no managing of the Gouldings’ horses. The carriages got across one another, and the strange gentleman’s was overturned. He must be killed – to be sure, he must, ma’am!”

			Pen and the housemaid were naturally both alarmed and excited by this news, but before the three could decide on any course of action they were called from their conference by the sound of a forceful rap. Pen went with the gardener to the front door, which on being opened revealed a coachman who asked if this were Netherfield; when Pen answered that it was not, the coachman said that it must do anyway, for his master Lord Marlowe was injured and required aid. He did not seem to have doubts about their welcome for he walked into the hall without waiting for an invitation. Close behind him came a gentleman with a very pale countenance leaning for support on the shoulder of a footman. Despite the force of the gardener’s predictions, the strange gentlemen was visibly not killed. The severity of his fall had been broken by the narrowness of the road, and he had scrambled out of his carriage, bruised and shaken, and unable to stand on his foot. 

			No visitors would have been welcome at Bewley on a washing day, but a nobleman was really distressing. Pen looked at him with dismay, for her appearance spoke very clearly of the nether regions of the establishment. Nevertheless it immediately captivated the gentleman, who found in her rounded bare arms and rosy cheeks an acceptable distraction from the throbbing of his ankle. Cautions against the mischievousness and machinations of handsome lords had formed no part of Pen’s education, and she was so little aware of their predilection for seducing young maidens – alas, that she had not better spent her time in Clarke’s library! – that she was not in the least mistrustful when she allowed him to enter.

			He thoughtlessly set his foot down, and immediately gave a shout and put his hand to the injured joint. “Your roads about here are villainous,” he said through his teeth, “they had battered me damned near to death even before the accident. My driver has been grumbling these last five miles, and I would suspect him of overturning me on purpose if I hadn’t watched that imbecile run his horses into mine. Tell your master I want his carriage to take me on to Netherfield. I presume it cannot be more than a day’s journey, even on these hellish roads.” When Pen stood gaping at him he added, “Well, girl, where’s your tongue?”

			His manner to her was at first incomprehensible, but when she realized that he took her for a servant she hardly knew whether to laugh or to rebuke his impertinence. Then quick reflection made her see that his error had saved her from humiliation, and she allowed it to continue.

			“There is no carriage – my lord. But Netherfield is only two miles from here.”

			“Do you expect me to crawl there? Come, come – your master can have no objection to lending his carriage to a gentleman for so short a distance.”

			“I’m sure if there were a carriage you would be welcome to it, sir.” 

			“Am I being unreasonable to ask for a carriage at a gentleman’s country house? Very well. A chaise-cart will do.”

			“There is no horse and cart either, my lord.”

			“And even more unreasonable to want a horse and cart in the country! I will pay for it in advance. Tell your master so, and have it sent around to the door at once.”

			“Indeed, sir, there is no horse and cart here. If there were, you should have it without payment.”

			“If I asked for a wheelbarrow the result would no doubt be the same. I might as well have demanded a sedan chair in the first place. How do you propose to get me to Netherfield, girl?”

			“I suppose your servant must walk there and tell them to send their carriage for you, my lord.”

			“I suppose he must. I am to stand on the doorstep, then, until it arrives? Your circumspection impresses, if not your hospitality.” Pen was fully sensible that her home must provoke the ridicule of a lord used to the elegancies of life, but she stood aside for him and the servant on whom he was leaning to come in further. The gentleman looked around the empty hall. “Where is your master?”

			“My master? Oh! My master! He is not here.”

			“Well, he has not taken all the chairs with him, has he? Find me a place to sit down. My ankle is broken, or near to it.”

			Pen opened a door along the hall, revealing a small room. “I hope you will find this suitable, my lord.”

			He was immediately struck by the cold, meagre and cheerless appearance of the space. “Upon my honour, I am much indebted to you for admitting me into such a comfortable apartment. If I had known how unfit I was to be received here I would have kept my distance, and sat in a hedge-row.” He unbuttoned his great-coat, and Pen, trusting that she had done all that was necessary, started to withdraw. “Oh I entreat you to use no formality with me. Abandon me here to live or die as I will.” 

			“I must go back to my work, my lord.”

			“Am I not to have the anodyne of your company then? What is your name?”

			At this question every idea deserted Pen. To reply “Miss Penelope Harrington” was of course impossible; she looked uselessly around for revelation; if there had been a jar of early flowers she might have named herself Primrose, or if there had been a picture of the Trojan War, Helen; but the bare walls offered her no hints and she stood gawking at Lord Marlowe.

			“Your master has no carriage, no cart, hardly a stick of furniture – and now it appears he has not even a name for his servant. This is penury indeed! What do you think I will do with your name, girl? Let’s have it!”

			All she could think of in her desperation was her means of escape, and on this exceedingly weak inspiration she found herself stammering, “Door – Dora.” But as she was young and pretty, her awkwardness was charming, and did not injure her with the gentleman. 

			“It hardly does you justice. If I were your master I’d name you Voluptas. But perhaps Dora does well enough for the kitchen. Go then, I’ll call if I want you.”

			Pen fled. Marlowe looked after her with a grin. “Ripe, and ready to be picked!” he proclaimed. He waited a short while, and then limped to the door and called loudly for her two or three times.

			She arrived at the trot, her face pink. “Were you calling me?”

			“For five minutes. Have you any arquebusade?” Pen went out and returned shortly with arquebusade and a bandage, and left.

			He allowed a little time to pass and then called her again.

			“Did you want something?” said Pen, who was growing addled between her duties of laundress and hostess.

			“No, I am far too well looked after as it is. But since you are here, stay a moment – there is something.” 

			“What is it, my lord?”

			“You will give me whatever I require?”

			“Certainly, my lord, if it’s within the house.”

			“Then what I want is a taste of your lips.” 

			Pen was flabbergasted by this request and could scarcely believe she had heard the gentleman correctly. But before she could find words to retort her hand was seized, and she was hauled about like a milkmaid until she freed herself from his grasp and retreated precipitately outside the door, where she stood breathless, staring in at him.

			Lord Marlowe seated himself and rubbed his twinging ankle. “You are using me extremely ill. If you keep such a distance, how is it possible you and I can ever be acquainted?”

			“I don’t want to be acquainted!”

			“And why not, my angel? Well; we’ll put that aside that for now. In the meantime, bring me a glass of punch.” 

			Without having any personal experience of lunatics, Pen was now tentatively concluding that Lord Marlowe was one, and that his accident had occurred when he was being brought to a secluded house in the country where he could be restrained in a tower for safety. Yet Netherfield scarcely seemed to fill this description, and he was a lord, and a guest in her house. Therefore she prepared and brought him a beverage, a most humble one, for her pantry contained no lemons and very little sugar. She set it down near him and darted away.

			With a smile he took the glass and drained it. “Better than nothing I suppose,” he said. “Although by very little.” Then he added with an insinuating glance, “And now I am beginning to feel an appetite –.” 

			Pen resolved to contain herself, for she began to feel that this folly (formerly attributed to lunacy) might be laid down to drunkenness. She said nothing in reply but could not suppress a cross expression. 

			“Why such a sour puss? It is ruining your looks. I have been sitting here thinking of nothing but how pretty you are, and now you’d curdle a gooseberry.”

			It would be impossible to say what Pen felt, on hearing this – which of a number of distasteful sensations was uppermost. In swelling resentment, she turned to leave the room. 

			“What an unfathomable creature I have found here! Come, my angel, give me a little cause for hope!”

			At this point Pen’s struggle for self-command and politeness perished, and she said, “Sir, I wish you to depart from this house.”

			“Depart! You cannot be serious, when I am doing all I can to show my enchantment with you. I shall stir not an inch, you have my oath on it.” 

			While they were thus occupied in conversation, there was loud knocking at the front door. “What a damned provoking interruption,” ejaculated Lord Marlowe.

			“The Netherfield carriage must be here,” said Pen feeling the greatest of relief.

			“It comes ahead of its time then.”

			She went to the front door and let in Marlowe’s coachman, and his lordship, with no schemes for staying longer, was soon installed in the vehicle. She remembered to give him something like a curtsey as he passed out of the house. But her mind remained disconcerted and as the house maid’s looks testified she could not manage to appear calm and cheerful when she re-entered to the kitchen.

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			Lord Marlowe’s friend Edmund Delaford had ridden across the fields to Bewley to take charge of the salvage operation of the carriage but his lordship was received at Netherfield with great respect and concern by Mrs. Delaford, who assured him that the apothecary had been sent for, to attend to his bruised foot. He was seated by the fire in the drawing room, and offered wine (which he took) and other refreshment (which he declined). Having seen to his needs as well as she could, she took a seat near him and addressed herself most specially to him declaring how pleased she and her son Edmund were to entertain him in their house.

			Lord Marlowe replied that if he had pleased them by coming, then tomorrow he would please himself by returning to town. He spoke out of the pure egotism of giving offence in his bad humour, having no intention of jolting his ankle about in a post-chaise on the morrow. Mrs. Delaford although taken aback protested that he must not think of going so soon, for the family had looked forward to his visit with great anticipation. His rejoinder to this civil statement was that he chose to satisfy his feelings, however offensive she might find them, over theirs. 

			Mrs. Delaford became yet more considerate in her attempt to discover what she could do to soothe her ungracious guest, but all he said was, “I promise you, madam, that you are wasting your time with me,” and thereafter repulsed every attempt at dialogue, answering her remarks, when he did so at all, with extreme coldness. She could not avoid seeing how abundantly he wished her to remove herself but mindful of good manners, and of her unmarried daughter, she took out her work without exhibiting any symptom of umbrage and they remained together in steady silence for half an hour, a situation that gave happiness to neither, until the arrival of the apothecary. 

			But once Edmund Delaford came home and the apothecary had left, Tom Marlowe’s chilliness of manner dissolved entirely and he proved to be in peculiarly good spirits.

			“Give me joy, Delaford!” he said as soon as they were alone.

			“Have you married, Marlowe, since I last saw you? Where’s your wife? For that matter, who’s your wife?”

			“Not married, but something far better. Did you see that tempting little thing at Bewley, that pretty little maidservant Dora?”

			“No, but what of her?”

			“She’s mine, you rogue. Such a bosom, such eyes, such lips. She would not let me sample her wares this afternoon, but damn me if I don’t feast on her tonight, or tomorrow night at the latest. She wants to drive up her price. I’ll pay it! But she shall pay too. It will cost her a groaning. A pox on this ankle of mine! I’d have had her already if I’d had two good feet and a head start. She’s a veritable Atalanta.”

			“I would prefer it if you did not conduct your intrigues in my neighbours’ houses, Marlowe, when you are a guest in mine. And what if the girl is virtuous?”

			“Here’s for your cold caution!” he responded with a vulgar gesture. “We all know the virtue of a servant girl. Where are paper and ink? I’ll send her a billet-doux weighted with a little gold – that’ll slow her down.” 

			With some labour Delaford persuaded his friend to delay his enterprise for a day or two, emphasizing (for he had intimate knowledge of him) rather the limited prospect of its success given his present debility than its immorality. 

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			CHAPTER
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			London, March 1816

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			Darcy had, most completely against his will, become a valued correspondent of Mr. Collins, and just as Spring was, or ought to have been, announcing its appearance he received the following letter.

			∞ 

			Dear Sir,

			∞ 

			I present my most respectful compliments to you and your lady, my fair cousin Elizabeth, and apologizing for this intrusion beg leave to offer to both of you the congratulations of Mrs. Collins and myself on the matrimonial event that draws near. Lady Catherine de Bourgh dropped a hint to me yesterday evening of the intention that your sister Miss Darcy will be led to the altar ere long by a patrician gentleman who will yet be more celebrated when he rises to the rank of Marquess on the deaths of his uncle and cousin, which I am told are likely to occur imminently. Allow me to forewarn however that Lady Catherine although admitting all of its advantage to your sister does not look on this match with the friendliest of eyes for, as she declares, rank should at all times be observed, and the daughter of Mr. Darcy of Pemberley ought not to take precedence over the daughter of Sir Lewis and Lady Catherine de Bourgh.

			∞ 

			I take here the extraordinary step of interrupting Mr. Collins’ communication to Darcy, to inform the reader that Lady Catherine had already sworn to herself the most solemn and terrible oaths that she would never place herself in a situation where the Countess of Tyrconnell – the former Miss Catherine Bennet – should take precedence over her (Kitty’s fears of visits and meetings with Lady Catherine thus having been rendered groundless).

			∞ 

			Although the union therefore is not endorsed by the highest authority, nevertheless with the greatest deference to Lady Catherine’s views allow me to take this occasion to testify my respect towards your family, and to do myself the honour of writing a few words on the theme of marriage.

			There can be nothing so fitting and proper for a lady of tender years as marriage to a husband whom she must regard with a reverence consistent with the natural modesty of the female nature. The conspicuous difference in age between Miss Darcy and Mr. Brooke, and the complete divergence of interests between them, I am myself perfectly persuaded, do not in any way render them unfitted as spouses, but are rather favourable circumstances, likely to act as excellent safeguards of her manners and conduct and thus be conducive to matrimonial tranquillity. It manifests Mr. Brooke’s qualities in the most commendable light that he has so long reserved his heart for your sister, and now, having chosen his partner with rare discernment, he must engage in an office of high responsibility to be her guide and advisor, and a constant support to her.

			I most cordially wish your sister the same felicity in marriage that I have found with the companion of my life. It is not too much for me to say that my dear Charlotte is the perfect model of a woman. Her amiability is beyond comparison, and I have the highest opinion in the world of her excellent judgment and economy. But far more important there is the most remarkable resemblance of character and ideas between us; we have but one mind and one way of thinking. I often mention that we seem to have been designed for each other. And naturally I do not reckon as among the least of the advantages of our union – which I ask your pardon for not having adverted to sooner – the constant attentions of your most respected relation, Lady Catherine de Bourgh.

			We have less frequently than usual had the means of varying our simple home scene by visits to Rosings as the preparations underway for the wedding of Miss de Bourgh to Viscount Marlowe, even though the engagement has not yet been made public, have much occupied Lady Catherine’s interest and time. Although wary of appearing presumptuous, I have assured her with the most conciliatory respect that I am prepared to read the banns at any time she may request, a ceremony which I flatter myself, being instituted and maintained by the Church of England, is much superior to the obtaining of a special licence.

			Anticipating that the event will take place before the elapse of many weeks, I have been composing an epithalamium in celebration of it. Allow me here to take the liberty of presenting some lines from my Epithalamium on the Nuptials of Miss Anne de Bourgh, daughter of Lady Catherine and the late Sir Lewis de Bourgh of Rosings Park, Kent, and Viscount Marlowe. The composition of this poem is a labour of delight to me, and I have the highest hopes that it will be a source of gratification to Lady Catherine, and of course to Miss de Bourgh, and naturally to Lord Marlowe as well. Without further introduction I inscribe them here.

			∞ 

			Come forth, high-born maiden, and offer thy hand

			To one of the most illustrious personages in the land

			Blessed is he with all that blushing maid can crave 

			Lofty rank, property and patronage

			On thee most elevated rank he confers

			But thou adornest his rank, not the reverse

			Condescending daughter of Rosings, born to be a Viscountess!

			∞ 

			Thou art in beauty to the fairest of thy sex far superior

			For thy features mark thy birth eminent, not inferior

			When at the bridegroom’s approach thy cheek does grow red

			True female delicacy to thy other perfections thou dost add!

			Of its brightest ornament the Court has heretofore been 
		deprived

			Only to gain it when thou becomest a Viscount’s bride!

			Charming daughter of Rosings, who makest the 
		hymeneal sacrifice! 

			∞ 

			I have written ten verses in a similar vein (and, dear sir, if you should honour me with a request to see them all, I will with the least possible delay copy them in a fair hand and send them to you), but in light of the importance of this confederation I believe I cannot do with less than twenty.

					I am, dear sir, etc., etc.

					WM Collins

			∞ 

			Although Georgiana’s impending wedding appeared to be known far and wide within the family connexion, there was one person from whom it was hidden, that person being Georgiana herself. In the miserable condition in which she had returned to her family, it seemed kinder to keep from her awareness of her own approaching good fortune. In the same spirit of benevolence she was allowed no liberty and no society. 

			But neither did Georgiana wish to make morning visits or attend evening parties. After her first outburst in Brussels she had been protected from greater pain by numbness, and the passage of time saw her remain dull and spiritless, her thoughts sunk in despondence. She did not try to avoid her family, but so little did she contribute to any domestic interaction that they, although very solicitous of her in general, occasionally forgot her presence.

			She had told Darcy the truth of her journey to Brussels, up to a point, saying that she had gone there to visit Wickham’s grave; her brother and sister having gratefully accepted this explanation had no desire for it to circulate further. With respect to Amaury she had escaped all detection, for Darcy had not remained in Brussels long enough to learn independently any details of her sojourn there.

			Her bloom as well as her spirits was lost, but her suitor could not be put off forever. Darcy at length determined to invite him to a small dinner at which only the family and intimate friends were present in order to allow Georgiana to become better acquainted with him.

			Mr. William Brooke was a middle-aged man with a bluff address and strong Tory principles. He was seated beside Georgiana, and as he had no idea of how to talk to a young lady, he contented himself alternately with giving her information on various subjects and conversing with Darcy and the other gentlemen present of political matters. He had full confidence that Georgiana would simply from listening to him find solid grounds to think highly of him. At table and later in the drawing room he approved her quiet demeanour and female reserve and thought them promising traits in a young wife.

			When they were retiring to their bedrooms for the night Elizabeth enquired of Georgiana what she had thought of Mr. Brooke? Georgiana frowned a little in an attempt to form a valuation of one who had not invaded her consciousness to any measurable degree. “He talks a great deal,” she said at last. “He seems to like my brother.”

			“He has a very good opinion of you. In fact he admires you very much.”

			When Georgiana demonstrated her belief that it was not worth the exertion to reply to this comment, Elizabeth added, with courage rather than conviction, “I believe you will like him too, when you know more of him.” But Mr. Brooke could not interest Georgiana, and when she slept that night she did not by any means dream of him.

			Several dinners and evenings passed with Mr. Brooke present as a favoured guest occasionally attentive to Georgiana, a few calls were made by her family for her to extol a man who had every body’s respect, and even in her dejected state that rendered her careless of her surroundings she began to suspect not only that he was paying his addresses to her but that he was doing so with the consent of her brother.

			There is this to be said of the attentions of a plain-faced man of forty, that there is no better tonic to cause a young lady to recall favourably the attentions of a handsome man of five and twenty. From the very moment that the idea of his offering her attentions disturbed the desolation of her mind, she was certain that she never could accept him. Her verdict was completely against him. It was not only that she could never hope to feel affection again; he was old enough to be her father – nay, her grandfather. His manner had no liveliness, and his feelings could have no intensity. Their marriage would be nothing more than a commercial transaction. 

			Despite his inexcusable conduct and her present insensibility, Amaury continued to mount a strong guard on Georgiana’s heart.

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			CHAPTER
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			Meryton, April 1816 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			Lord Marlowe finding that the Meryton apothecary had not the requisite skill to heal his foot had left Netherfield very soon after his first arrival. His love of sport drew him back as soon as he could run; Edmund Delaford received on St. George’s Day a note to expect him shortly, the note being followed by his carriage and self on the Saturday. Without making even a pretense of civility to his hosts he immediately borrowed a horse and rode to Bewley in quest of Dora. Once there, however, his bangings on the door with his whip and his shouts produced no result; no one appeared; and after a quarter of an hour of this exercise he rode back to Netherfield in exactly the humour one might expect.

			On his friend’s return Delaford could see that some vexation had occurred to disturb his temper. He forbore from investigating the circumstances, but succeeded in irritating Marlowe even further by advising him that the entire Delaford family would be that evening attending the Meryton Assembly ball, which occurred monthly. 

			“You must stay home, then,” Marlowe told him instantly. “You do not expect me to play cards or billiards by myself?”

			“I must go; it’s all arranged,” said Delaford, who perceived no greater benefit to himself in entertaining Tom Marlowe at Netherfield than in dancing in Meryton, for he had found his neighbours very congenial. “Come with us, it will be better than sitting here alone with nothing to occupy you.”

			“Certainly I shall not. It would be intolerable.”

			“What is the reason for your repugnance? The people here have easier manners than in town, and there are some pretty girls. Come, and enjoy yourself.”

			“The country has only this advantage over town, that it can better supply a gathering of people who are neither handsome nor refined. I have no interest in meeting any of them.” 

			“How can you despise them before you have seen them? I promise you, you will do much better to join us than stay here.”

			“I refuse to comply with your request.”

			“I shall not press you further then.”

			“I am glad of it, for you are boring me.” Strange to relate, then, that when the time came for the Delafords to enter their coach, Lord Marlowe deigned to appear, squeezing himself in beside the twins, although Edmund Delaford could see that his mind still was not cheerful. But he could readily believe that the prospect of emptying a bottle of port single-handedly in the dining room held even more limited charm for his friend than a rustic ball.

			On their arrival at the Assembly Rooms, the three younger Delafords soon dispersed to find or by sought by partners and Mrs. Delaford found a chair next to Lady Lucas. Lord Marlowe insulted Fanny by not asking her to dance, refused Edmund Delaford’s and Mrs. Delaford’s offers to introduce him to any of the other young ladies present and walked about the room with a haughty countenance, looked at with appreciation for his fine person and title, and for his estate and income, various estimates of which were in circulation before the first set had formed. Shortly the orchestra struck up a favourite air, and at the signal the dancers came to the centre of the room. The ball began. 

			The evening proceeded pleasantly and every one appeared merry, with an exception. “Marlowe, you do not seem to be enjoying yourself,” said Delaford at the first break in the dancing.

			“Had you then persuaded yourself that I should?”

			“I had anticipated you would dance.”

			“With whom? 

			“There is Miss Lucas. She dances very well and is very good-natured; allow me to introduce you to her.”

			Marlowe looked at Maria Lucas. “For what offence do you punish me by suggesting I stand up with her?” He turned away and went to that part of the room where were congregated the ladies who were waiting for partners. He probably could not have appeared to greater advantage anywhere else in the room, as he sauntered about in front of them as if to taunt them with his resolve to guard himself from their advances. 

			Those present at the Meryton Assembly were of course by now well inured to the coming into the neighbourhood of eligible young men to marry portionless young women, and they would have made Lord Marlowe welcome in the accustomed manner. But his air of coldness and reserve inspired an awe in almost everyone present that in general checked them from approaching him. Sir William Lucas, however, whose sole occupation consisted in being civil to all the world, fancied that he ought to pay some attention to this visitor who did not appear to be much diverted by the evening’s activities.

			“You do not dance tonight, Lord Marlowe?” said Sir William politely as he came up to him.

			Lord Marlowe looked at Sir William at his side with some surprise and said, “Were you so good, sir, as to speak to me?”

			“I asked if you were not dancing, sir,” said Sir William. 

			Lord Marlowe’s dislike of being addressed in this way was clear, but he was left with small choice of responding, although the iciness of his manner testified his unwillingness to do so. “I am not, as you see.”

			“Do you not like to dance, sir?”

			“May I enquire what issue your questions are intended to elucidate?”

			“I merely wished to express my hope that you would partake of this pastime, for I have no doubt that you perform delightfully,” said Sir William with a bow. “It would be unkind to deny us the indulgence of watching you.” 

			“Do you have anything else to propose for the common entertainment?” 

			The grossly uncivil manner in which Lord Marlowe spoke could scarcely mean anything other an intentional affront; but Sir William was too courteous to take offence, and he would have endeavoured to continue the conversation had Lord Marlowe not abruptly walked off.

			Frank Delaford had been observing the encounter between Sir William and Lord Marlowe, somewhat to the detriment of his performance as a dancer and the annoyance of his partner. It, like almost every thing, supplied invigoration to the glee of his mind, and when he was released from the set he came up to Sir William and thanked him heartily for his kindness to Lord Marlowe, “for he is so very bashful, that he is afraid to say a word to anyone. Why, I have seen him take his coffee with five spoons of sugar before he will say that he does not take sugar at all. And he is so afraid of my sister Fanny that he did not dare ask her for a dance this evening.”

			“Bashful!” exclaimed Sir William.

			“Beyond anything you can conjecture,” said Frank firmly. “The only way to put him at ease is to keep talking to him, and then you will find after a few minutes that he is as forthcoming as you can wish. He will very likely ask you to introduce him to a partner.”

			Because there was a shortage of gentlemen, as is so frequently the case at balls, Sir William felt it doubly his duty to make another attempt to engage the interest of his lordship; and the latter was shortly astounded to find Sir William at his elbow again, having thought the dose of rudeness he had dispensed should have been sufficient to keep him away for the rest of the night if not the year.

			“It is growing warm in the room,” observed Sir William. “I fear the draught if the windows are opened however.”

			Marlowe’s rejoinder was the slightest of bows and an unmistakable glare.

			“It is astonishing the number of people who are here this evening, for the weather has been far from encouraging of late. Snow on Easter Sunday!”1

			“The only cause for astonishment connected with this assembly is my presence at it.”

			In some difficulty but persevering, Sir William said almost at random, “Do you like the country, sir?”

			“No; I detest it.”

			“You prefer London, then? I once thought of taking a house in town myself.”

			“I can scarcely bear to be immured there.”

			“Where then would you live, sir?” said Sir William, much puzzled.

			“I would live where people did not trouble their betters, could I find such a place,” in a tone which marked his contempt.

			Sir William, adhering to Frank Delaford’s advice, foolishly persisted with this unrewarding colloquy. To his observations concerning dancing in general, Marlowe, at first maintaining an absolute taciturnity, eventually replied brusquely that he wondered how people could find amusement in such folly, was wholly unresponsive when Sir William broached two or three other topics, and was on the point of terminating his dealings with his interlocutor when Mrs. Bennet and Miss Penelope Harrington made their entrance. 

			The two had been detained at Longbourn by some details of costume which are not very remarkable when a young lady dons cast-off clothing – Kitty’s maiden wardrobe now being lent to Pen as occasion demanded. Yet Pen’s appearance was elegant and she was in extraordinarily good looks, although she had been so ground down by Mrs. Bennet’s incessant admonitions concerning Edmund Delaford that she had nearly lost any pleasure in the prospect of the evening. 

			Frank saw her and thought she looked all loveliness.

			Lord Marlowe saw her and was petrified in amazement. “By God,” he said to Sir William, “I was told the people hereabout had easy manners, but I did not apprehend that they went so far as to permit the servants to mix with their masters at a ball. What some call easy manners I would name unbridled radicalism.”

			“Radicalism!” clucked Sir William in alarm. He gazed about him. “What do you mean, sir? I see no servants.”

			“That vision of comeliness who is standing near Mrs. Delaford – the little minx! Her name is Dora.”

			“Dora!” said Sir William in confusion, looking at Pen. “I see only Miss Harrington, of Bewley. She appears to have arrived in company with Mrs. Bennet.”

			“Miss Harrington, of Bewley?”

			“The co-heiress, together with her sister Mrs. Long, of the manor of Bewley. Their father died a little while since, leaving them with almost no income. They ought to sell of course, but the land has been in the family for a great many generations and they are reluctant to part with it.”

			Lord Marlowe made a swift transition from being motionless from astonishment to being speechless with resentment. He had occasionally in the past found his projects of conquest subverted, but never before had a pert serving-maid ready for plucking turned before his eyes into an impregnable heiress. At first he directed a considerable anger against her, that she had hoodwinked, and his complexion grew pale as his irritation gradually overcame his surprise. But watching her from a distance a potent feeling gradually began to replace the anger – whether the sensation was located in his breast or somewhere else I cannot engage to say – and he found that a strong interest in her had not been extinguished by her sudden change of rank. He felt impelled to seek her still. On a sudden thought he enquired, “Do I understand you to say that Miss Harrington has no father? No brothers?”

			“That is so.”

			“Who then is there to protect the young lady?”

			“An elderly gentleman who lives in town is her guardian; and of course there is her sister’s husband. He is a clergyman holding the living at G***. There is also a manservant about the place.”

			Marlowe had seen the manservant and had no concerns about him or the elderly guardian. “Ah indeed, a clergyman. Bookish I’ve no doubt?” for he had known some accomplished pugilists at the University who had taken orders.

			“He is not a hunting parson, if that is what you allude to. But she is quite safe in this neighbourhood, sir, quite safe.”

			As a result of this information Lord Marlowe condescended to pardon Pen, in token of which he asked Sir William for an introduction. If he lost the game it should not be from lack of will to play it.

			To Pen it was odious to see Lord Marlowe at all, and even more odious to have him approach her. 

			“My dear Mrs. Bennet and my dear Miss Harrington,” said Sir William with complacency, “you must allow me to present Lord Marlowe, who wishes to request the honour of Miss Harrington’s hand, which I am sure she will not refuse.”

			It was a hard duty for Pen to curtsey to him, but how much worse to be called upon to dance with him! She saw on his face a certain half-look, and a smile that made her feel horribly embarrassed. She turned red, drew back instantly, and said in the most natural manner possible, “Oh no, I could not!” 

			As soon as she heard Lord Marlowe named by Sir William, Mrs. Bennet’s visage was decorated in smiles. Never had she been more entranced; she was all gratitude to make his acquaintance. Mr. Edmund Delaford was nothing to a Lord Marlowe, a nobody. She gave her charge a very meaningful look. 

			Lord Marlowe himself now with propriety requested Pen’s hand. He gave her no second smile, and his object seemed only to make himself agreeable. The alteration in his manners surprised but did not encourage her, for she could not get the better of her discomposure and embarrassment, which were only heightened by her certain knowledge that he took note of them. The case was extreme. She tried to the utmost to speak with composure when she said, “But I do not wish to dance. Lord Marlowe will please excuse me.”

			Lord Marlowe was evidently offended and annoyed. Misinterpreting Pen’s blushes but not the gentleman’s annoyance, Mrs. Bennet intervened: “Nonsense, Penelope, what do you mean in talking this way? I insist upon your dancing with Lord Marlowe.” She saw nothing to excite suspicion; with the trivial effort of accepting an introduction to her Marlowe had gained her complete trust and endorsement.

			Pen felt all the hardship of facing a calamity she could not avert. “Dear madam, I beg you, I do not wish to dance tonight. I fear I – I may have turned my ankle.” 

			Lord Marlowe said, without smiling, that he recommended arquebusade for such a complaint. Mrs. Bennet deferentially approved his prescription, but quickly added, “I am certain there is nothing wrong with your ankle Penelope, other than a little cramp perhaps, and there is nothing like exercise to relieve cramp.” She did not allow Pen to hazard another word of resistance and it was quickly settled between her and Lord Marlowe that Pen should be his partner for the next two. Pen had nothing to do with her dismay but attempt to conceal it. It was clearly impossible to argue her opinion against them.

			After Lord Marlowe and Sir William had moved away, Mrs. Bennet turned to Pen. “Good gracious, what put it into your head to refuse that lord at first? It was very impertinent of you, for he owed no such civility to you, the compliment was intended for me. He would never have asked you at all if you had not been with me when Sir William requested an introduction. It is exceedingly hypocritical of you, to be thinking of yourself before any body else.” 

			In a moment a happier sight caught Pen, for Frank Delaford was looking her way. They were too distant for speech but the countenance of each said a great deal. She longed to be engaged to dance with him instead of Lord Marlowe, and he was displeased that Marlowe had been introduced to her. Before he could detach himself from his companions however he saw Pen being conducted to the top of the room and the set begin to form couple by couple. 

			Every circumstance seemed to be combining to increase her misery, for Pen was now horrified to find she was propelled into the place of first lady, where surely every one would think her trying to appear above herself. Lord Marlowe would not locate himself down the set at a country assembly. If there was honour in dancing with him, there was no enjoyment. She nevertheless began to regain a little equanimity with the safety of numbers and the responsibilities of her role. Her partner’s dancing was extremely good and she herself was light and graceful. Any hope that he would not speak to her was, however, denied. As soon as he had an opportunity of talking without being overheard he said, “You must pardon the freedom I took in seeking you out. The arts with which you captivated me have proven so formidable that I can scarcely command myself.”

			“What arts do you mean?” said Pen in mystification.

			“The blushing cheek, the rosy arms, the thin gown that clung to your form and gave a glimpse of roundness,” said Lord Marlowe rhapsodically. “The red lips that you would not let me savour.”

			Pen turned crimson with mortification. “I did not expect anyone to call that day.”

			“Delights are all the sweeter when they are unlooked-for.”

			Pen’s experience of balls had not led her to believe that gentlemen’s remarks about lips and sweet delights were customary. There was also a pointedness, and an unpardonable assurance in his manner which greatly distressed her. She would very much have liked to walk out of the set, but she was prevented by the fear (so dominating in the young) of being looked at. Nevertheless she determined that she would not react if he spoke again. Lord Marlowe quickly deduced from her mien that he had trespassed too far and was acting against his own advantage. He therefore said, “My manners are at fault, I confess, but you can not blame me. I am not myself tonight. But I believe you now know why.”

			If Pen obtained any satisfaction from the dance, his company made no part of it. She could hardly endure his smiles and the tone of his voice, bringing to her thoughts as they did his conduct at their first meeting, and she now saw other qualities that were objectionable in him. As they worked their way back up from the bottom of the set he spoke from time to time of his attraction to her but she made no answer, looking forward only to the time when she would part from him.

			The two dances seemed very long and when they were over her inclination for more was at an end. And yet here was Frank Delaford, who had been waiting and wishing, approaching her without loss of time. “If you want to dance again, Miss Harrington, I haven’t been able to find another partner and have no aversion to standing up with you.” 

			Such a flattering solicitation of her hand could not be disregarded, but she found Frank’s taking of her for granted more palatable than Lord Marlowe’s insinuating flattery, and when the dancing recommenced they joined the set which was forming. 

			Frank was in excellent spirits, for he was one of those who find the heat and animation of a public room stimulating rather than enervating, and he made every effort to impart them to her. Pen had not been so completely discouraged by Lord Marlowe that Frank did not constitute a sufficient restorative and soon she was quite content, with the genuine pleasure of having a partner she liked; though his style of dancing would better be called enthusiastic than elegant.

			She became abstracted when she saw that Lord Marlowe was watching her, and Frank following her eyes felt some uneasiness. He was rather smitten with Pen and felt a very definite enmity towards the viscount.

			“Miss Harrington,” he said when they had gone down the dance, “it is my duty to advise you that you must look at your present partner in a ballroom. Otherwise people will say that you are pining for your previous one. They may even go so far as to say that you are in love with him.” 

			“Oh!” said Pen in consternation. “They would not dare. Would they?”

			“What is any one to think if you take so little notice of the handsome young man you are dancing with now?”

			Pen anxiously threw a glance around her but was unable to discover that any one was showing an interest in them at all. Reassured, she said, “I hope you do not think that I am in love with Lord Marlowe.”

			“If you are not, I must applaud your impeccable taste. What have you got on? It is very pretty. You look very nicely tonight.”

			“It is not mine. Mrs. Bennet gave it to me; it was one of her daughter’s.”

			“Ah, Mrs. Bennet! She is a great philanthropist.”

			“She says as I am so poor I must catch a rich husband but none will have me in my own clothes.”

			“And a great philosopher as well!” exclaimed Frank. “Do you sit at her feet in the Agora? Do you subscribe to her philosophy?”

			“I suppose I must. It is true that I am very poor.”

			“No no, that will never do. You must not accept a hypothesis without testing it. I beg you will not reject elenchus out of hand in this manner.” 

			Pen regarded him doubtfully, not having in the least understood him.

			“Let us begin. The thesis is that you must marry a rich man. But is it not true that it is healthier to walk than to ride in a carriage all the time? You like walking, do you not, Miss Harrington?”

			“Yes, I like it very much.”

			“We must have a walk very soon then. Would Monday afternoon be convenient to you? Fanny and I will come and get you, if the weather is not too bad. But if you marry a rich man he will have a carriage and you must ride in it instead of walking.”

			“Perhaps that is so.”

			“And if you never walk you will be unhealthy. And if you are unhealthy you will become crippled and die at an early age. Therefore it would be suicidal for you to marry a rich man.”

			As this was Pen’s first experience both of elenchus and of aporia, the perplexity in which elenchus is apt to finish, her head was spinning and she could not immediately form a reply.

			“The only way to save yourself is to marry a poor man,” continued Frank, who was unabashed by Pen’s rather glassy look.

			“But why would a poor man want to marry a poor woman?” asked Pen after a complicated figure had cleared her head somewhat.

			“Well, that is a very hard question, I admit. Perhaps – because he loved her?”

			“Oh!” said Pen. In spite of Mrs. Bennet’s doctrines this did not seem like an unreasonable answer.

			The ball ended more auspiciously for Pen than it had begun, for Lord Marlowe did not again ask her to dance and Frank did, and although it could not be maintained that she was overwhelmed with applications she was throughout the evening well furnished with partners. Her hand was solicited by Edmund Delaford and several other gentlemen who had taken note that she had been distinguished by a lord. 

			When they entered the Bennets’ coach for the return trip to Longbourn, where Pen was to stay the night, Mrs. Bennet after making herself comfortable pronounced, “I am quite exhausted! I have no disposition for talking, for I have been talking all evening, so let us have silence.” Pen would have thankfully followed this directive, for she was weary from dancing, and from eluding Lord Marlowe, but Mrs. Bennet’s injunction against discourse was apparently but an introduction to her subject. Almost without a pause of inhalation she continued, “What an amiable man Lord Marlowe is! So charming! How very civil it was of him to ask to be introduced to me, and then of course he could not avoid the introduction to you, and then it would have been strange if he had not danced with you. If it were not for me you would not have got a very great opportunity. And you would have made such a blundering business of it! You are a very foolish girl, and you do not know your own interest. I had no notion but he would go off and dance with Fanny Delaford or Maria Lucas when you refused him. But then everything passed off very well. I hope you did not offend him when you were dancing with him, for I was certain he would ask you again. But afterwards you danced a great deal, and I did not see him with another partner. Well, so much the better. I make no doubt that he admires you, and if he could not get you he did not want some one else. How pleased I am! Who knows what may happen? My dear child! A Lord! And everyone says he is rich! I don’t know how you can hope ever repay me for every thing I am doing for you.” She went on in this vein for the entirety of the journey, until Pen felt that she had cause for the highest degree of gratitude that Longbourn was situated no more than a mile from Meryton. 
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			Lord Metcalf felt the deepest devotion to his wife, or so Lady Metcalf herself had always asserted, and therefore upon her unexpected death it was not to be wondered that, shattered by grief and seeking any means to assuage it, he crept away from England to the town of Spa to recover his health. The waters there, however distasteful it be to a man prostrated by sorrow to take them, are so exceedingly efficacious that he came back to London after three months looking more youthful by twenty years, with a new wife on his arm. His heart must have been heavy to resume his life within the setting of his late marriage, where he must be always conscious of his tragic privation, but with virile resolution and courage he immediately set about introducing the second Lady Metcalf to his circle.

			She was naturally the centre of much conversation in the fashionable world. It put on a specious air of welcome, although what it felt most strongly was surprise. This second match was shocking, indeed! How dissimilar she was in appearance and character to the first Lady Metcalf! What could have been the attraction for Lord Metcalf? The first Lady Metcalf had been completely lady-like in appearance, which was to say no one would have remembered her features in a crowded room, or even in one that was not particularly crowded, while her new ladyship vulgarly drew the gaze. The first Lady Metcalf had been ever ready to speak, not to mention criticize and deliver advice, while the second one had nothing to say. Those ladies and gentlemen who had prejudices on the side of descent enquired in lowered voices about her origins, and questioned the bringing of persons of obscure birth into positions of distinction, for among these detractors good breeding was rated more highly than good nature. They had a prejudice towards reckoning the marriage a disgrace, and were constantly on the alert to lay bare the essence of that disgrace.

			Unflattering views of Lady Metcalf did not prevent those who advanced them from attending dinners and parties at which she was present or even which she and her husband gave; and they apparently conferred a licence to treat her with a very chilly courtesy to her face and abuse her behind her back. 

			Among the skeptics was Mrs. Hurst. She was one of the guests at a soirée being given in the viscountess`s honour, and was speaking confidentially to a group of her close friends in the drawing room while the ladies waited for the gentlemen to rise from the table. “It is of no significance, but I am suddenly reminded of an anecdote I recently heard. Have you met Mr. William Elliot?” There was general agreement that they had not, and that there was no urgency to make his acquaintance in the near future as they knew nothing of him. “Mr. Elliot is the heir of Sir Walter Elliot of Kellynch-hall in Somerset; they are cousins to Lady Dalrymple.” This statement of property and connection aroused a modicum of receptiveness. “He has a dear … friend, a Mrs. Clay, daughter of Sir Walter’s agent.” The addition of such opposing connexions left her audience in a perplexity, for while ready to hear more of Lady Dalrymple’s relations they were disinclined to extend such consideration to those of Sir Walter Elliot’s agent. Mrs. Hurst continued however. “She lived with Sir Walter and his daughters all last season in Bath. It was thought that she would not have objected very strongly to becoming the second Lady Elliot (for Sir Walter is widowed), but as there was I believe some uncertainty about his health and longevity she took the opportunity of Mr. Elliot’s visit to his family to run off with him.”2 There was a little intermission during which the ladies indulged in various contortions of their features, until one of them asked about the value of Sir Walter’s estate. “He is much in debt and had to lease out Kellynch-hall, but by the time he dies it is expected that the estate will be acceptably restored.” At this assurance a general conclusion was drawn that should Mrs. Clay become Mrs. Elliot she might be visited; although without undue haste, and only if Lady Dalrymple should visit her first. A title, clear estate and good income may go a long way to soothing that natural queasiness occasioned by irregularities of marriage. 

			“Madam,” said Mrs. John Willoughby to Mrs. Hurst in a loud whisper, “if we are speaking of wives, are you as great an admirer of Lady Metcalf as some here?”

			“Her marriage has given her a consequence that is completely undeserved,” responded Mrs. Hurst. “I know nothing of her family, and for my part, I can see nothing extraordinary in her appearance, nor anything in her manners that would recommend her as a companion to Lord Metcalf.”

			Others instantly organized themselves into a chorus. “I do not think her at all handsome.” “She has a sharp look.” “He would be very well without her.” “He misses our dear Lady Metcalf greatly; I suppose he must in his affliction have somebody about him.” “I hope they may be happy together,” spoken in a voice more suggestive of despair.

			“I count it folly to step out of one’s rank, or to acknowledge those who have,” said Mrs. Willoughby, who had before this evening already enjoyed more than one dinner at Lord and Lady Metcalf’s table. 

			Lady Mallinger was seated within the group and might have been expected to belong to her sister’s camp, but, strange to say, this was not so. Although she made no effort to seek a nearer acquaintance with Lady Metcalf she frequently found herself watching her. She observed what critics of the Metcalf marriage could also not help perceiving, although they were careful not to concede, that despite her being exactly what would not suit him, he made her the constant object of his attention; and she in return openly gazed at her husband with affection. 

			Sir John Thorn was an increasingly close associate of Lord Metcalf’s and therefore it was inevitable when he came down from Manchester to spend a few weeks of the season in town that his path and Lady Mallinger’s should at some time cross. They had not met or corresponded since her marriage. It had been impossible for her not to wonder during that period when and where she would see him again, and she felt an elevated degree of anticipation at the thought of their reunion. There was no question, plainly, of anything more than enjoyment of each other’s company in society. There could be no danger in a married woman conversing with, and even liking, an agreeable man of her circle. 

			The husband she had chosen over John Thorn, as he then had been, was not one to whom she could cleave, and when he was absent, as he mostly was (providing her with ample leisure for musing on her past actions) and even more when he was present she was unable to prevent herself comparing him to Thorn. Thorn was much the beneficiary of the comparison. Now the moment arrived when they were to have the chance to speak together (for they had dined at opposite ends of the table), an occurrence that was likely to raise some agitation in the breast of both. When he at last entered with the other gentlemen the room was full of voices but she heard his; the room was full of people but she saw him. 

			They met, each with an unsmiling air. He was unchanged, his manly look undiminished. He bowed, she curtsied, and general civilities immediately called his notice from her. He left her with apparent calmness, which she carefully matched; but she was vexed and disappointed. She might have gained as much fulfilment sitting alone at home.

			This was the beginning of parties and dinners that placed Lady Mallinger and Sir John together repeatedly, for he was invited everywhere (even to the Hursts’, for Mrs. Hurst did not care openly to contradict fashionable judgment) and listened to, when he chose to speak, with attentiveness and respect. 

			She wished for a reconciliation. She had expected that they would soon have been speaking to each other with the unreserve that had marked their former intercourse. Her thoughts began to be engrossed by him. But her desire for renewed familiarity was not gratified. They had no speech between them other than that required by ordinary good manners. They were not placed beside each other at dinners, and when he took a seat in a drawing room it generally happened to be as far from her as possible. They were never alone even for an instant, and she rather suspected he avoided it. This was all exceedingly disagreeable. She had convinced herself that he must have retentive feelings for her, even as she did for him. 

			When in public her self-command kept her eyes fixed on any object but him, but her interest never strayed from him, and she often believed she felt his eyes upon her. His politeness to her was unwavering. Why then would he not talk to her? She was puzzled by his coldness. She inferred that he still felt their prior relationship too keenly for casual communication. 

			When passing time failed to inure her to separation from him, rather than teach herself to be insensible of it she determined to make an attempt to re-establish between them the harmony that had existed before. Perhaps it was inevitable that he would harbour some little resentment towards her. She had pride enough to believe that a more definite signal on her part would influence him, and resolution enough to approach him in spite of his undeniable aloofness. She determined to exert all her powers of pleasing, taking pains to show that she wished to do away with the residue of any antagonism that he might feel. Having made her decision she implemented it at the first fair opening, when they found themselves in vicinity waiting for their carriages at the end of a rout.

			“Sir John!” she said with an arch smile, “how pleasant it has been to spend the evening with you. I could only wish that our conversation had been a little more intimate.” – for it had consisted in its totality of “How do you do?” on either side – “How I have longed to talk with you again. I have been afforded no confidant this season who could make amends for the loss of your company, or supply opinions of such refreshingly superior intelligence. I think with regret of our discussions of last year, for I never tired of them, or met with anyone who offered greater stimulation with his reflections on the affairs of the world.” 

			He said nothing; but his looks expressed amazement. He seemed unsure what to do, and from this she expected a relenting of his remoteness towards her. But after a hesitation with studied civility he only wished her a good night and walked away.

			The result of this attempt was a se’enight of depression, and when they next met it required a strongminded effort on Lady Mallinger’s part to appear indifferent. Were they now strangers, who had once understood each other so well? 
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			A broken heart must either kill or be cured, and after some weeks had gone by and Georgiana found she still lived, she began to feel the revival of sensation. Her gloomy dejection gave way to intense feelings of pain and humiliation. This could scarcely be called an improvement and she would have fled them had she could, but she was no more successful in that endeavour than any young lady who has no simple access to opium, gin or madness. 

			Brooding in silence, it became impossible for her not to remember Amaury’s last speech to her, for it was burned on her brain. “I have schemed to deprive you of your virtue and your fortune.” The dark door once unlocked allowed other memories to creep out, and the recollection of their laughter, their delight in each other’s companionship, their embraces and kisses also devoured her soul. Now very young ladies seem to have been almost purposely formed for detecting insincerity and duplicity and Georgiana had her full share of this wonderful faculty. (Contrary to all rational expectation it is experience that removes it, dulling the instincts of matrons, and allowing them to live comfortably with their husbands.) With many sighs and tears she took time to pass his words and actions, his manner and the expressions of his countenance, under review. There were two matters of particular puzzlement to her, the first, why he had confessed to her the ruse to make her his victim at the very moment when he held success in his hand, and the second, why, although every word of his confession declared that he had been only sporting with her affections, during their time together in Brussels she had never doubted his regard. After much hesitation and turning over of the evidence she was led to the conclusion that his partiality had not only seemed but had been real. From this she received consolation, a balm to her brutalized feelings, and with an emboldened spirit she began the attempt to judge without prejudice his conduct towards her.

			His initial behaviour she must condemn, for he had admitted his guilt. There could be no doubt of what his designs had been on her, up to their final meeting. But at that point, had she not witnessed in him extreme regret and contrition? Had he not relinquished a scheme that would have brought to him her fortune of thirty thousand pounds? To what could she attribute such a sacrifice on his part other than a sincere attachment?

			Georgiana had early in life been through an episode that had made a very potent impression on her. At the age of fifteen she had been in love with George Wickham and had consented to elope with him. But her love had come into violent collision with her moral education, the idea of deceiving her brother by marrying secretly had been repellent to her. What result she had expected from her disclosure to him it was difficult for her now to identify, at the better informed age of twenty. Had she been sufficiently naïve to think that Darcy would have blessed an immediate but orthodox marriage, or that he would merely have demanded that they wait a year or two before entering into the union? The actual consequence had been to separate her from her beloved Wickham for ever. From this she had learned that when one’s desires diverge from one’s principles, a choice must be made between the two. She did not believe that she had chosen wisely in the case of Wickham. Her thoughts turned then to her cousin, Colonel James Fitzwilliam, now the Earl of Tyrconnell, and her dear sister Kitty, now his Countess, who had had a secret love affair until she had exposed it. Her cheeks began to warm, not with the smugness of her own moral rectitude, but with shame. She had told Elizabeth, and Elizabeth and Darcy both had chastised the lovers and forbidden the relationship. And yet despite all opposition they had continued to write and come together, and had engaged themselves almost in the lap of Lady Catherine de Bourgh, who had intended Colonel Fitzwilliam to marry their cousin Anne. All had worked out for the best – for Cousin James and Kitty.

			And how well had she chosen in the case of Amaury? She admitted to herself, that she had loved him passionately, and that she loved him still. If Darcy had not appeared so suddenly, what would have been her course? Would she have wept for an hour and then with aching temples examined his avowal of wrongdoing in the calmer frame of mind she had now found? If she had seen him again that day or the next, would she have flown to his arms? Had she repeated the disastrous error she had made in Wickham’s case and once more thrown away Paradise? The anxiety of this idea began to possess her.

			Now justifying Amaury, and deciding his perfections on the strength of her own imagination, she was confident that she comprehended his real character: and it recommended him most persuasively to her. From believing him an unprincipled and dishonest man she was now eager to believe him an honourable one! With her growing assurance that she was not deceived in him, her regard for him grew ever deeper, and she longed to be with him once more. Her affection was his forever, and no hope of success was left for any other man. 

			Placing propriety at naught she began to wonder how she was to make known to him her present sentiments. Mrs. Younge was the obvious conduit, but what would become of a letter addressed to her found in the letter-bag? It would be returned to Georgiana instantly with a request for explanation. A letter addressed to the hotel in Brussels would undergo the same fate. She did not believe she had any friend or acquaintance in town who would agree to act as an intermediary, and the idea of bribing a servant within the Darcy household was repugnant to her. She began to be quite in a pother about how to reach Amaury. But though her feelings demanded violent activity, deceit taught her reserve; she outwardly made a retreat to the silent lethargy that had shrouded her on her first return from Brussels, a state congruous with the cold and even snowy weather that gripped London,3 while inwardly her thoughts were all fixed on strategems. She did not know that she had an industrious partner in her plotting.
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			Amaury was attached to Georgiana in a way that he never had been to any woman, perhaps any being, and he was scourged not only by her loss but by the knowledge that she believed his love to have been counterfeit and herself to have been no more than the dupe of a conspiracy to obtain her money. He deeply repented his deceptions and truly wished that it were in some way possible to make amends to her. He wished also but did not think it possible to re-establish himself with her. After many hours of painful contemplation, he resolved that he must see her again. 

			Human nature may be great in times of trial, its strengths may be displayed and its weaknesses subdued. Whether Amaury’s resolution constitutes an illustration of this axiom might be open to debate. Sages might have urged that his noblest course was to keep away from her and let her forget him as quickly as possible; and that his resolution was driven rather by selfishness and impatience, than generosity and fortitude. However sages by their very nature are not five-and-twenty and over head and ears in love, and in any event Amaury’s acquaintances in Brussels did not include even one sage with whom he might have consulted. Nor indeed did his acquaintances in England, for he had long ago been dropped by all there who had once called themselves his friends. But there was one person in London who had compassion on him and whose purse was open to him, and with the assistance of this individual he made his way back to England and took up cheap lodgings at Mrs. Younge’s house in Edward-street. This lady, it may be testified to her credit, did not receive him out of regard, for if ever she had entertained any for him he had squandered it by his appalling failure in the campaign for Georgiana’s hand and fortune. Her motives were purely venal. As long as Georgiana remained unmarried hope for a better future (Mrs. Younge’s) could be sustained.

			As soon as Amaury was in London, he set to work. He knew it to be highly improbable that chance would bring him and Georgiana in the way of each other, and therefore a strategy had more in its favour, not only because it was more likely to bear fruit but because it better suited his energetic temperament. He began, forthrightly, by calling on Georgiana at the Darcys’ townhouse. Georgiana was at that time in an English form of purdah and was permitted to see of ladies only a carefully selected small group, and of men only immediate relatives and Mr. William Brooke. Amaury therefore was informed that she was not at home, but he could leave his card for Mr. Darcy if he wished. He did not wish it. It was not that his heart quailed at the picture of an interview with the brother and guardian of the young girl he had attempted to seduce and to swindle into marriage – his heart was sturdy enough for such an encounter had he thought it would produce the desired result. He was a practical man and did not see the point of expending his forces on a manoeuvre so nearly certain to miscarry. He declined the offer and descended the steps with an unconcerned air.

			He next endeavoured to corrupt one of the Darcys’ servants to take a message directly to Georgiana. He was met by a decided rebuff, and a threat that the burliest of the footmen would chalk him if ever his phiz were presented again in the street.

			Thereafter through discreet observation he learned the hour at which Georgiana was driven each dry day to the park, in the company of a very pretty woman with fine dark eyes whose appearance Amaury liked at once. Regrettably no amount of walking in the park at the appointed time and coming upon the carriage by coincidence yielded the reward of Georgiana’s notice, for she always sat with her eyes on the floor and never raised them, as if inattention to her surroundings were a penance she had set herself. O, but the thrill that Amaury felt run through him when he saw her for that first and each successive time! His heart was lifted to a rapture that could not be concealed, and once the very pretty woman looked at him with a lively curiosity. She did not however do that which, surely, one young woman was bound in feminine honour to do for another and indicate to her companion the handsome and admiring stranger whose interest she had attracted. After this incident, Amaury began to feel the danger of making himself known to Georgiana’s custodians, and afterward when he went to the park it was only to look at Georgiana from a distance, where he could not be seen.

			Now at something of a loss, he sought the advice of his sole friend in London and learned that Georgiana, together with all the fashionable world, had been invited to a party that would take place shortly. She had her ticket, but whether she would attend was impossible to know. Nevertheless this seemed to Amaury to be the best prospect he had found of a meeting, and he laid a simple plan.

			The party was a ball given by Lord Metcalf for the new Lady Metcalf. Georgiana, indifferent whether she went to the ball or remained at home, yet allowed herself on the night to be dressed and prepared, and then sat by the drawing room fire, submerged in her own thoughts, until Mrs. Hurst (under whose protection she was placed) arrived in the Darcys’ carriage to take her to the party. Mrs. Hurst’s visit was brief, and the two ladies were soon on their way. “We shall not stay long,” she said to Georgiana. “It would not do to distinguish Lady Metcalf excessively, but I do not want it to be said that I kept away.” Shortly they joined a string of carriages at their destination. “I believe that is the Princess Royal’s coach,” Mrs. Hurst said in surprise as she caught sight of a coat of arms. She looked attentively at each carriage thereafter and identified in addition the conveyance of a royal duke, intelligence that she digested in silence.

			Their names were broadcast by a relay of footmen as they ascended the stairs of the mansion, and at the top they entered a room that was brilliantly lit up and very crowded. Lord and Lady Metcalf were receiving their guests just beyond the doorway, and the two ladies curtsied to them. Mrs. Hurst would have stopped and fawned a moment over her ladyship but they were pushed onward by the swarm to their rear. “Quite an enchanting woman,” said Mrs. Hurst, who now suddenly appeared to think much of her. “I long to know her better! I will speak to Darcy about giving a dinner for the Metcalfs. And of course we must not think of going until Princess Charlotte has left.” If any of her previous remarks about Lady Metcalf now caused her mortification, she did not let on.

			As they moved into the room Georgiana was immediately stifled by the struggling throng and the heat, but what almost made Georgiana faint seemed to enliven Mrs. Hurst. Her eyes were constantly in motion and her tongue no less so, and as they made their way up she halted every few feet to survey the crowd for a glimpse of a member of the royal family, to comment on a familiar face, or to receive the compliments of a friend. Mrs. Hurst, being a very fine lady with a fortune of twenty thousand pounds in a trust that her husband could not reach without great difficulty, had the name of an agreeable woman because she had a smile and an amusing word for every body. Her acquaintance was much sought and valued.

			“Heavens! Is that not old Mrs. Willoughby?” she said to Georgiana. She bowed graciously to an elderly lady who had caught her eye and was smiling an invitation for Mrs. Hurst to approach. “I thought she was dead, and seeing her has not convinced me otherwise. It is lucky she is no nearer to us or I would have to speak to her. But now I shall have to call upon her; however I shall only put in my card.” With a pleasant nod at the old lady she turned her head away and they pressed on.

			“I am getting tumbled about so, I cannot answer for the state of my gown. There is Mrs. Jennings. What could have put it into her head to wear her feathers like that? She looks positively wild. When we pass I shall not stop and speak to her.” Nevertheless Mrs. Hurst so far deviated from her forecast intention as to say “How do you do?” in the warmest of tones as she pushed past her friend. 

			“Look, there are Colonel and Mrs. Brandon. Do they know old Mrs. Willoughby is so near them I wonder? Two or three years ago there was an amusing little scandal that Mrs. Brandon – she was then Miss Dashwood – was pursuing Mrs. Willoughby’s son, who was engaged to be married to Miss Grey. First she made a theatrical scene at a party given by Mrs. L***, and then she gave every appearance of intending to die of love. But what makes her match with Colonel Brandon so piquant is the story that is whispered that the Colonel’s natural daughter was ruined by Mr. John Willoughby. It is said that –” but here she broke off, perhaps suddenly remembering Georgiana’s youth and purity, and recommenced with a general attack on the season’s debutantes. “I have rarely seen so many plain and gangling young ladies assembled in one room. Look at Miss R***, she is absolutely disfigured by those eyebrows. Mr. A*** I am told is determined to marry her, and I daresay he is fool enough to do it. She has no family, no fortune, no accomplishments and no manners. But every one concurs that she is very sweet, and very much in love with him. With all her merits their happiness must be certain!” They progressed a further yard or two. “Is that not Mr. William Brooke over there? It is. See, he kisses his hand to you.” Georgiana refused even to glance in his direction, and attempted to steer Mrs. Hurst in the opposing way. “I really think Georgiana,” said Mrs. Hurst, resisting the change, “that you are in perfect safety, you need not fear his approaching us. He scarcely has the youth and stamina necessary to make his way through this crush. What do you take his age to be? Surely he cannot be more than forty if Darcy is proposing him to you, yet he looks nearer sixty tonight. Perhaps it is the heat. A turn or two about the drawing room at Clifford Priory would be just the thing to rejuvenate him.” This last was prompted by Mrs. Hurst’s espying of Mr. and Mrs. Bingley, and her entrenched association with them of their chill rooms. “There are Charles and Jane,” she went on. “I believe this is her first appearance in public since her lying-in. They have seen us and are coming this way.”

			The Bingleys were indeed marking out a slow but persistent path to them. “How beautiful Jane looks tonight!” said Georgiana when Jane had toiled to within two yards of them. Mrs. Hurst’s mouth shaped itself into a fleeting picture of disdain but she greeted her sister as well as her brother with every appearance of affection. Georgiana was by this time very tired of being squeezed, the crowd scarcely seeming to grow any thinner as they advanced, but the four of them continued towards the top of the room, and when with industry they finally reached their goal they even found two vacant chairs close together. As it transpired, only one of them was wanted, for Jane and Bingley immediately joined the dancing and Mrs. Hurst soon found that it was inconvenient to be anchored in one location for she had too many friends and acquaintances to greet and to avoid.

			Georgiana however seated herself and remained there unstirring, apparently insensible of the tumult around her, rather projecting the air of a captive princess compelled to witness the depraved celebratory revels of her abductors. She was looked at, nonetheless, with admiration. She was called a divinity by a fashionable rake, and caused a very young man attending the ball with his mother and sisters to start with transported wonder on beholding her. Mr. Brooke by extraordinary exertion and ingenuity found her but when he presented himself, damply, and made a request for the honour of her hand she told him, without the slightest look of gratification at seeing him, that she did not dance this evening. Having said so, she did not exchange a further syllable with him and he shortly took his leave, his temper very little disturbed. He was not fond of dancing himself, preferred a wife who was not fond of dancing, had nothing to say to or hear from Georgiana and had his own pursuits to follow with his political colleagues who were scattered through the crowd.

			When the dancing ended every one joined the migration for refreshments, but Georgiana still refused to move. As Mrs. Hurst, Jane and Bingley were quite unable to persuade her otherwise, the party separated, Bingley promising (perhaps rashly in light of the multitude bearing down upon the urns) to bring her a cup of tea.

			Amaury had not yet played a very notable role at the ball; but he was present, and from a private station with a comprehensive view of the main room had seen Georgiana at the moment of her entry. “O she doth teach the torches to burn bright!” he breathed. 

			He did not at first follow Georgiana and Mrs. Hurst. Whether he was discouraged by uncertainty about his beloved’s reception of him or by the horde of people he would have to make his way through would be difficult to say, but he remained watching for some time. At last the crowd lessened as every one sought food and drink, and he then made his way, hastening slowly as it were, to where Georgiana was seated. 

			Georgiana saw him not far off. When she perceived him she looked and was completely astonished. All the bewildering first effects of strong surprise overpowered her – delight and disturbance, pleasure and pain, so that for a few seconds she could see nothing before her and scarcely had the ability to feel all that was surging through her. 

			Although he had had the benefit of preparation for their meeting, he was as confused by the sight of her as she was of him. His eyes were fixed on her, yet he seemed to be doubting whether to move nearer. After a short interval of battling for self possession he came by degrees close to her, bowed and said her name. He could not immediately have articulated another word, for his heart was almost bursting, but of more words there was no need. She instantly felt that a transformation beyond description had taken place in her. She made no answer but her whole countenance began to glow. A change in his countenance swiftly followed and all his indecision vanished. She held out her hand to him, utterly indifferent to the observation of the crowd, and he took it. To be composed at such a time was beyond the capabilities of either, but presently he recovered himself a little and releasing her hand with evident unwillingness, spoke in a low voice full of emotion. “To approach you here was not my first choice, but I had to see you by any means open to me. I ask only that you hear me. I have had no peace since we parted; I could not rest until I saw you again. I love you with all my heart, Georgiana.”

			Such words were a potent incantation, their effect could not be opposed. He loved her and had sought her out, and this was reason enough for her to forgive all. Her lovely eyes rested so tenderly and expressively on his face, and yet with such an understanding, that he knew that further speech on his part was superfluous. 

			They had not remained in this manner long, in an intimacy so decided and revealing that it was impossible for any onlooker to mistake, before the flow to the supper room reversed and a gush of people issued from it for the recommencement of the dancing. Georgiana suddenly remembered her companions. “We cannot stay here. Mrs. Hurst will return – I see her coming this way now. What shall we do?”

			Amaury looked first towards Mrs. Hurst and then around the room. It had been an object with him to escape remark as much as possible, and ballrooms are not noted for their profusion of secret haunts and hiding places, the Metcalfs’ conforming in this respect to the generality of such apartments. Before he could shape a plan Georgiana rose and catching his hand began to pull him with her.

			“Where are you leading me?”

			“If we join the set she will not approach us.”

			As everybody was now standing up, Georgiana’s would really have been an excellent idea if Amaury had intended this night to flaunt their relationship before the world; and although he had not, no better notion came quickly into his head. The obvious one of instantly saying good bye to Georgiana and leaving the house, of tearing himself asunder from the treasure of his existence, had so little appeal that it barely formed a shadow touching his sentience. The head cannot always be wiser (or at least more influential) than the heart.

			With a confidence and decisiveness that Amaury had not suspected, Georgiana led him to take their place among the dancers. The music started.

			While they danced they had eyes for no one else. However, although Lord and Lady Metcalf’s guests possessed nothing to interest either Amaury or Georgiana, the two young people received many inquisitive looks. They were a very handsome pair as they glided about with elegance; really, there was no couple among the rows that could be compared with them. They must draw every body’s notice. 

			The watchers were much struck by Georgiana’s radiant cheek and eye, and the young man’s manner of the privileged friend (some with minds not well regulated allowed the word “lover” to the brink of their lips). A murmur of enquiry began to run round the room and some began to take the trouble to find out who Miss Darcy’s partner was. 

			There were a number of people present who recollected John Amaury perfectly. One of them gave him a broad stare as he passed her in the dance. Intelligent glances passed between two or three others near by. A gentleman came and stood scowling at him, under pretense of watching a figure. Amaury’s name began to be whispered from one party to another, and soon it was evident that a report concerning him was spreading.

			When the set was over the dancers dispersed; and Amaury at last intercepted a derisory smirk sent his way. Immediately Georgiana felt that something was amiss. Suddenly his manner was different. “I must go, at once,” he said. “God knows if I shall ever see you again.”

			Her respiration was immediately almost too much oppressed for her to reply, but she managed to speak: “If your attachment is as true as mine, and your constancy, then I have no fear of any one separating us.” On his answer depended all that this world meant to her. She looked into his eyes. With impassioned emphasis he responded, “If ever a man loved a woman for all eternity, that is how I love you. My heart is yours, not mine, and will always be. I would offer myself to you a second time, but I have no right. I do not deserve –” “Can you have failed to discern my feelings?” she interjected in an ardent tone. “I am yours. I live and breathe only for you. No one will ever take your place.” They were whispering together in a hurried farewell. “I can bear parting if I may carry with me the right of loving you,” he said; and like the Lady of Branksome Hall, “one moment and no more,” he held her hand in his, then took his last look at her and turned away.

			As he walked down the room here a lady turned aside from him with very evident iciness, there a gentleman pronounced a low “Scoundrel.” He gained the stairs and began to descend. At the second landing the name of “Amaury!” in loud accents resounded, giving him the first warning of the presence of one he knew and would have avoided. He looked up. There above him stood Lord Marlowe. There was complete recognition on each side. The one turned red, the other white. Amaury’s first instinctive movement was to draw back, although he could scarcely have expected to escape his sight. Concealment was impossible. Moving downwards with belligerence Marlowe called angrily to him, demanding what was he doing here? How had he received admittance to this house? 

			Finding himself confronted it was Amaury’s intention neither to flee nor to use such words or display such manners as might provoke a public brawl between the two of them. Marlowe’s intentions seemed exactly the reverse. “Cur, how dare you appear in London!” he exclaimed pugnaciously, rushing nearer (although it must be said, not so near as to bring himself within reach of Amaury’s fists). “What knavish tricks are you up to, that you are come sneaking into England? I will have the bailiffs on you tomorrow, and you will be left to rot in the Marshalsea. Or Newgate, if I have my way! Do not think you will evade me,” (although Amaury had made no backward step or movement to get away), “I will have my servants take hold of you, aye and give you a sound beating into the bargain!” Amaury listened to this invective in silence and did not attempt any defence, other than a look of great contempt. Then on the higher stairs the two men saw Lord and Lady Metcalf approaching with some footmen. Turning instantly towards them Marlowe demanded boldly that their retainers seize Amaury. “Have the blackguard searche – dthere is no telling what he has stolen.” 

			As Lord Metcalf stared with affront from Marlowe to Amaury and back again, a flashing look passed between Amaury and Lady Metcalf that was not designed for the observation of any other. Then Amaury pivoted, moved lightly down the stairs without a further glance or word, and was gone.

			With a triumphant look Marlowe lifted his eyes upward until he caught those of his hostess. Then unexpectedly he froze in place and turned a yet deeper shade of red. Any one would have seen that he was very much disconcerted. He remained in that attitude for the space of several heart beats and then, after clearly evincing some vacillation whether to go lower or higher, ascended the stairs, moved past the Metcalfs and disappeared back into the multitude. 

			∞ 
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			The following morning began at the Darcys’ townhouse with an unaccustomed variety of incident. 

			While Darcy was making his preparations for the day, a note was brought to him. Unfolding it, he found it to have come from William Brooke.

			∞ 

			Sir,

			∞ 

			I must request to be given an explanation of the conduct of Miss Darcy at Lord Metcalf’s ball last night, failing which I will, however reluctantly, be forced to discontinue my addresses to her.

			∞ 

						I remain, Sir,

						Yours faithfully,

						WM BROOKE

			∞ 

			After reading it in utmost confusion he sought out his wife and thrust it at her. Elizabeth’s puzzlement and consternation were no less than his own, and she immediately despatched her maid to enquire whether Georgiana was risen, but being told that Miss Darcy was yet sleeping, husband and wife descended to breakfast with their curiosity unquelled and their anxieties unallayed. They had barely tasted any food before Mr. and Mrs. Bingley and Mrs. Hurst entered the breakfast parlour together, Jane and Bingley exhibiting a distress to which Mrs. Hurst’s liveliness made an arresting contrast.

			Without waiting for the exchange of greetings, Mrs. Hurst declared with barely contained relish that she was quite miserable. “I have always had an excessive regard for Georgiana,” she proclaimed, “and I wish whole-heartedly that this unfortunate occurrence had not taken place. It is so much talked of already, that I am afraid there is no chance of Mr. Brooke marrying her now. But really, she has used him abominably ill.” 

			Darcy and Elizabeth looked at each other in trepidation, but hardly had time to ask questions before Mrs. Hurst commenced her story. They might better have liked to hear it from Jane or Bingley, but there can be no doubt that Mrs. Hurst’s depictive powers were superior to those of her brother and sister, and she spared no exertions to make her account as entertaining as possible.

			All the world, she said, was buzzing with the story of Georgiana and John Amaury at the Metcalfs’ ball. At the sound of Amaury’s name Darcy’s features took on an expression of extreme uneasiness, but to Elizabeth the name meant nothing and she remained tolerably composed. Seeing this, Mrs. Hurst cried out, “Mrs. Eliza Darcy, can it be that you know nothing of him? I am incredulous. But of course your family at Longbourn had no connexions in London. What a riveting affair it was! It gave us conversation for weeks.” 

			Elizabeth now turned a little pale, and begged Mrs. Hurst to continue with her narrative concerning the gentleman. She acceded to this request with alacrity.

			“You mislead yourself by the term gentleman, ma’am. John Amaury is a cold-blooded reprobate without a conscience, who could commit any treachery without deepening the stain on his character.” Judging that Elizabeth was now in the proper humour for a more substantial revelation, she continued: “The late Viscount Marlowe had two sons who are almost of an age, Thomas Marlowe (who is rumoured, Darcy, to be secretly engaged to your cousin Miss de Bourgh, and there is much conjecture why the engagement has not been published) and an illegitimate son by a servant, John Amaury. His father acknowledged him, had him brought up in a respectable family, and gave him an education, supporting him at school and then at a University. Lord Marlowe was fond of him, it is said, but his affection could scarcely have been more misplaced, for Amaury was wild and unscrupulous, a cheat at cards, a thief and a libertine. Of course, everyone now concedes, that it was no more than could be expected, given that his mother was an Irish scullery maid. Perhaps Lord Marlowe at last came to realization of his natural vicious propensities, for when he died these five years ago, he made no provision for him, but cut the young man out of his will. Thomas Marlowe, whom respect for his father had previously prevented from circulating any report of Amaury’s real nature, with which he was well acquainted, soon made it known that he would not continue his father’s maintenance of such a degraded relation and dissolved all ties with him. The young man went down from the University, and he lived at first in London, leading a life of gaming and debauchery. He obtruded himself on his brother with an application for money to relieve the distress of his circumstances and pay his debts of honour, which Lord Marlowe rightly refused, and was then abusive towards him in his resentment. What accounts his brother gave of that young man’s threats and animosity, and of the depraved life he was leading! It made our hair stand on end, indeed. His name was so blackened, that it was not long before no one would recognize him, and then after a time he disappeared. I believe I had heard that he went to Spain, although I recollect now that someone said it was Russia. Wherever he was, he had not been heard of for more than four years, and then last night he appeared at the Metcalfs’ ball! It is said that he did not walk about the rooms, or speak to any body (it is a matter of course, that there is no one who would speak to him), but that he sought Georgiana out directly and engaged her in close conversation. And then they danced together! Lady Middleton came to me this morning, for she witnessed it herself, and said she felt quite faint when she saw how easily Georgiana was enticed by a stranger to act in a way so injurious to her reputation. I fear, Darcy, that she may have damaged it beyond repair by this gaffe.”

			Darcy, although almost stupefied by Mrs. Hurst’s account, rallied after a minute and asked the three visitors, “But did none of you see anything of this yourselves?” 

			Bingley replied that he and Jane had been among the dancers, but nowhere near Georgiana in the set, and had seen and heard nothing; and as Georgiana immediately after that dance was finished desired their party to come away, they had heard nothing of the encounter at the time. Mrs. Hurst said that although she had been aware that Georgiana was dancing, she had not been near enough to observe her and her partner.

			“You did not see them in their tête-à-tête?”

			“No, for we were all three taking refreshment; Georgiana had been most positive in her refusal to join us.”

			“Have you any indication how long it lasted?” 

			“I do not believe it was very long, but that Georgiana offered no remonstrance was quite apparent.”

			Darcy’s own spirits were greatly shaken, and he had never seen Elizabeth so shocked. The look they exchanged showed that they were both thinking the same thing. Was it possible Georgiana had known in advance of John Amaury’s coming? Her conduct was inexplicableshe would never have comported herself so familiarly with a young man, however handsome, to whom she had not been introducedbut that the behaviour of the two indicated undoubtedly that they had formed a prior acquaintance; and Georgiana had given no comprehensive account of what had occurred while she, and evidently Amaury, had been outside England. Elizabeth in addition could not help thinking back to the handsome young man in the Park who had demonstrated so great an interest in Georgiana. With tears in her eyes she sought reassurance from Darcy; he took her hand and said affectionately, “This is frightful news indeed, but endeavour not to give way to alarm.”

			The only living soul in London or probably all of Europe who might think there could be extenuating circumstances in the case was present in the room; this was of course Jane Bingley. The foulness of Mrs. Hurst’s chronicle had almost deprived her of the capacity of speech yet she managed to urge at this point the possibility of mistaken information. “Surely this cannot all be true; we did not see anything of it ourselves, and I hope we may shortly find much of it is false,” she offered in a tremulous voice.

			Mrs. Hurst, whose scorn for Jane’s willful ingenuousness was unqualified, did not allow this positive prospect to raise the Darcys’ spirits but immediately said, “I have not done,” and at this even Darcy’s countenance grew whiter. “The affair took a yet more scurrilous turn. After parting from Georgiana, Amaury made to quit the house; but on the stairs whom did he come across but Lord Marlowe? It is said that Amaury was prevented from taking violent hold of his brother only by the intervention of Lord Metcalf, who directed his footmen to part them and to eject Amaury. It is known all over town this morning!” 

			Although Darcy now had to lend his physical support to Elizabeth, so overcome was she by the monstrosity of the tale and its apparent spread, and despite personal experience of George Wickham, Jane obstinately refused to think so harshly of John Amaury as Mrs. Hurst’s account appeared to require. She had not been a witness to the meeting between him and Georgiana, had not been privy to gossip about him, and could not bring herself to believe the accusations she had heard. Her desire to protect Elizabeth and Darcy as well as Georgiana, and compassionate feelings that had been stirred on Amaury’s behalf (for she was certain that if even a tenth of Mrs. Hurst’s tale were true he must be tormented by his past), led her to plead, “Surely no Englishman could commit the unnatural deeds we have heard of Mr. Amaury. His conduct must have been misinterpreted and distorted. Let us not reach a verdict hastily, and let us try to take these events in the best light.” However as no one could even with prodigious determination imagine a light in which the picture looked less black, Jane, to Mrs. Hurst’s great relief, was forced to subside.

			Troubles seldom come singly, and at that juncture Lady Catherine de Bourgh was announced. Or to speak more precisely, she announced herself, for she walked so closely upon the servant’s heels that before he could name her she had pushed him aside to enter the room. It was clear that she was exceedingly angry, so angry that anyone of lesser indomitability would have been incapable of vocalization. 

			“This transgression,” she said in an awful voice, “is unpardonable!” 

			Darcy, with very creditable courage, advanced towards Lady Catherine with the intention of offering her a civil welcome, but she stopped him with a raised hand. “Do not interrupt me! I will not be interrupted until I have spoken.” She glared about the room. “You may go,” she said dictatorially to Mrs. Hurst and the Bingleys, who, patently seeing the advantages of an exit, hastily retreated with a look but not a word for the Darcys. When they were alone Lady Catherine immediately took up where she had left off, with no diminution of fury. “The grossly injurious report that has been spread abroad offers so great an insult to me and my daughter that I have hardly words to make my sentiments known to you. How could I have prepared myself for such atrocities to be committed within my own family! I do not ask you to declare that there is no foundation for it. Do not imagine me ignorant of your deception, Darcy, and yours, Elizabeth, in concealing from me the truth. This turpitude of Georgiana’s, this absolute repudiation of all decency and propriety that she owes her family, must disgrace my daughter in the eyes of the world, infallibly operating against her, to ruin at once her reputation and our fondest hopes of an alliance with Viscount Marlowe. Any obligation he might feel himself under from a private engagement must be destroyed by the discovery of an evil of this magnitude within our family.”

			The effrontery of Lady Catherine’s speech roused Elizabeth from her near-despairing torpor as almost nothing else could have, but she was saved from a possibly ill-advised rejoinder by the sheer futility of stopping the tirade.

			“Is this to be endured?” continued Lady Catherine. “No, it must not be, it shall not be. I now cast off every attribute of softness. From this day forward I shall bestow no further attentions on you, and make to you no further communications. I am intolerably offended. Do not expect to be noticed by me again. I have done with you.” In token of this perpetual schism between the two sides of the family, she now seated herself and said in an imperious tone, “Well, what do you have to say? I will stomach no prevarications, and I shall not go away until I have seen Georgiana and censured her to her face.”

			Darcy and Elizabeth with a mutual glance confirmed their agreement that Lady Catherine must be persuaded to depart as soon as might be; and although each feared that even their combined resources would be insufficient to such an undertaking, Lady Catherine had become somewhat malleable in the aftermath of her splenetic diatribe regarding the demerits of her niece, and from possessing the interior comfort that if her daughter did not become a viscountess at least Georgiana would not become a marchioness; and she allowed herself to be cajoled to her carriage, with no more than herculean effort, on a promise that she should receive tidings of what they learned from Georgiana when she had risen.

			This was a dreadful business, but Darcy and Elizabeth possessed still one resort of succour. Mr. and Mrs. Gardiner were most intimately in their confidence, and were as solicitous for the standing of the Darcy family as for their own and the Bennets’. As soon as Lady Catherine was out of the house Elizabeth sent to them, begging them to come quickly, which they did. 

			“I was appalled when I read your note,” said Mrs. Gardiner in place of the usual salutation on their arrival. “Can it really be true?”

			Elizabeth with Darcy’s assistance proceeded to give her aunt and uncle a fuller recounting of the tale that Mrs. Hurst had told. When they had been acquainted with all there was to know, Mr. Gardiner asked, “How can we assist you? what would you have us do?”

			Mrs. Gardiner was a woman of excellent sense, honesty and integrity, and despite being correct in her own conduct had an inborn capacity to understand human nature. Mr. Gardiner possessed a rational mind, and the experience of one who had long been in the commercial sphere. Darcy and Elizabeth had the strongest reliance on their discernment. “What advice would you give us in these difficult circumstances?”

			“I am almost of Jane’s opinion,” said Mrs. Gardiner after consideration (for Elizabeth had included Jane’s plea for optimism), “for I can scarcely believe that any man would violate decency in this manner and then publicly parade his guilt. What benefit does he gain thereby? From what you have said he is a man who would guard assiduously his own interest. There is something peculiar here.”

			“Will you speak to Georgiana? No one has seen her this morning, and Darcy and I are quite at a loss what to say to her.” In this she acquiesced, and Elizabeth escorted her as far as the door of Georgiana’s bed-room and then retired.

			Mrs. Gardiner knocked and was admitted. She had debated with herself how to broach such a delicate topic with Georgiana, for she felt that she knew so little of what relations actually existed between Georgiana and John Amaury that she could by inadvertence speak tactlessly. She did not want to take Georgiana unprepared, either, and she planned to make her way towards her topic gradually. But when she first set eyes on the young lady she was thrown aback and the ideas with which she had entered the room were turned on their heads, for Georgiana had overnight regained the bloom and spirits that she had lost since her return to England. Her radiance most explicitly instructed Mrs. Gardiner that she had been last night with the person whom she most valued in the world.

			Georgiana’s affection for the Gardiners equalled that of Elizabeth and Darcy, and she had learned to call Mrs. Gardiner Aunt Gardiner as they did. She greeted her visitor with both surprise and pleasure. Mrs. Gardiner asked her to dismiss her servant, and was then silent a moment collecting her thoughts.

			“Georgiana,” she began, “I have hardly words to tell you what is being said this morning, about certain events that took place at Lord and Lady Metcalf’s ball. I must tell you, my dear, that you have exposed yourself to some very disrespectful comments, which have given your family heartfelt concern. I know you would not purposely do anything to give rise to vulgar gossip; I have never had anything but the highest estimation of your prudence, and therefore I do not attribute any share of these remarks to your misconduct, but I fear that there may have been a little carelessness on your part, that has led to consequences that are rather disquieting.”

			Georgiana began to look very conscious, and to blush, for she truly had been unaware of the attention she and Amaury had attracted the previous evening.

			“I can see that you have some idea of what I am talking about,” said Mrs. Gardiner. “Shall I tell you what is being said this morning?”

			“That I danced with a man whom my family does not know?” said Georgiana, her temerity quickly rising to the occasion. “May no one ever be introduced in a ballroom?”

			“But my dear, that is just the difficulty. Darcy does know him, as do many people in town. He is very generally given a bad, an immoral character. Whether or not it is deserved I do not presume to say for I have no knowledge of him myself. But you must be aware that it is the duty of your family to decide the fitness of individuals to be your companions in order to protect you from any taint. When you form a connexion with a young man who has not been approved by your family, you run a risk of harm. And a gentleman even of the most contracted understanding must sense that he is hurting the honour of a young lady whom he approaches in an irregular fashion. His intentions cannot have been generousdid you not feel the indelicacy of them? Moreover, a lady cannot be too cautious in observing the rules of decorum, yet it is said that you showed him a degree of favour most incompatible with propriety.”

			Georgiana was most unreceptive to awakening from her blissful dreaming and she made a spirited reply. “Mr. Amaury is a respectable gentleman. I am not sensible that he has done anything wrong, and I have not either. People saying spiteful things about him or me do not prove anything, except their own malice.”

			“Your brother and sister summoned Mr. Gardiner and me this morning to hear what had been related to them by Mrs. Hurst, and Jane and Bingley. Lady Catherine de Bourgh had heard it too, and came to the house to castigate you. Mr. Brooke wrote a note to Darcy asking for an explanation of your conduct. So you see, Georgiana, that the accounts are proliferating; scandal never stops after the first word. You have too much good sense to degrade yourself by a foolish prepossession for a stranger, and one who is of illegitimate birth at that.” Georgiana’s slight gasp, which she had been unable to suppress, informed Mrs. Gardiner of her previous ignorance of the fact. “He is, it seems, the natural son of a Lord Marlowe, now deceased. The name may perhaps mean more to you than it does to me.” Georgiana shook her head. “The germane issue, however, is this young man’s reputation, of which I believe you should be made aware. I will not deliberately abuse him, I will only tell you what is widely said of him.” Mrs. Gardiner then proceeded to repeat what she had heard from Elizabeth and Darcy. 

			Georgiana had taken in only a part of the story before her aspect changed and tears filled her eyes. But she listened with absorption and attempted no vindication of Amaury. Mrs. Gardiner thought that her weeping and passivity showed an encouraging conviction of his transgressions, but in fact her words were operating very differently on Georgiana. What she felt was the cruelty to which Amaury had been subjected; her own sufferings were nothing in comparison.

			“By your tears you seem to show that you are now coming to regret your lack of discretion.”

			“No!” said Georgiana almost savagely. “I regret nothing.”

			Mrs. Gardiner’s alarm rose. With his standing in the world now before her, Georgiana appeared as sympathetic to him as she had been before. She was uncertain how to comprehend it, and troubled what it meant. “Do you have anything to tell me of Mr. Amaury, that would open his character further? Let me hear it. For as matters stand now, the injury of his attentions last night, and your reception of them, may be the destruction of your reputation.”

			But after her outburst Georgiana was silent. Mrs. Gardiner said, “I am speaking with all gravity to you now. It is my duty to have no reserves with you, and I want you to answer me in the same way, and very truthfully. Had you formed an acquaintance with Mr. Amaury before last night? Did you make an arrangement to meet him?”

			For a countable number of seconds Mrs. Gardiner did not think Georgiana intended to say any thing. But then quite suddenly she blurted, “I did not know he would be there, but yes, we had met before, many times! He has asked me to marry him, and I have accepted him. We were going to marry in Brussels, but my brother came and took me away.”

			This disclosure was not by now absolutely and entirely unanticipated by Mrs. Gardiner, yet she was astonished how far the truth had outrun the imagination of Georgiana’s family, and was filled with dismay. That Georgiana Darcy with such claims to birth, goodness and beauty, had been prepared to throw herself away on a notorious rogue! The disgrace of a clandestine marriage, and perhaps of much worse! “Georgiana,” she said very sternly, “has Mr. Amaury betrayed you?”

			“I have nothing to reproach him with,” said Georgiana boldly. 

			This would have been a point of relief, but as it was evidently far from the wider reality, Mrs. Gardiner was not perfectly disposed to give it credence. However she thought it wisest to touch on this area no more for the present. 

			“Your secrecy has been most ill-judged. I had thought much better of you. You would have married him there and brought him home with you? How did you intend to live then?”

			“My fortune is my own. I have thirty thousand pounds. That is more than enough to live on.”

			“But what is wealth without integrity? I do not mean to preach stuffy morality to you. I simply ask you to look at the milieu in which you live. Ladies of rank and fortune have fallen, and when they come into society no woman will speak to them or take notice of them. Or else they are forced to retire to some secluded villa. Look at Mrs. Rushworth, Sir Thomas Bertram’s daughter, who has never been received anywhere since she made a most foolish error. Your whole life lies ahead of you; do you wish it to follow the pattern of hers? It would be madness. Do not deceive yourself that the Darcy family is raised so high as to be above public denunciation.”

			“I do not care what people think. I do not care if no one ever speaks to me again. They all have wicked tongues anyway.”

			So great now was her apprehension that Mrs. Gardiner made a rash attempt to reason Georgiana into different feelings. “Of your present affection I have no doubt, but you must check it. Do not let it carry you any further into danger. Can you really be so lost to every thing but love as to see no defect in this young man? He is an outcast in impecunious circumstances, whose only intention is to deceive you. His ultimate and sole object is to put his hands on your fortune. Do you believe he has real regard for you? Put that idea out of your silly little head directly. He is thinking only of himself, and he will abandon you without a qualm now that he has discovered you are protected against him.”

			Common sense was staring Georgiana in the face, but there are situations in which common sense has very little authority. Georgiana’s heart was devoted to Amaury, and her feelings contradicted every thing Mrs. Gardiner had said to her. “To me he is faultless. My affection is his, and his mine, forever.” 

			Mrs. Gardiner experienced a powerful desire to stamp her foot. “But have I not shown you how far he is from faultless? On what do you base such a belief?”

			“I trust my heart.”

			“How many women have repented trusting their hearts! Georgiana, if you wait to learn from your own experience, rather than from the experience of other women who have gone before you, you will suffer grievous distresses.”

			“I am of age to marry and may choose for myself. I am Amaury’s in honour.”

			Mrs. Gardiner could now see that opposition was only attaching Georgiana the more to her opinion. She therefore withdrew and returned to her husband, Darcy and Elizabeth. She had to take a seat before she could speak of the interview, for there was a tremor in her knees. “I am almost afraid that the mischief is irremediable,” she said without preamble to buttress her audience. “Georgiana has been very sly. She and John Amaury became acquainted in Brussels, and I cannot doubt that some kind of engagement has been made between them.”

			Her listeners exclaimed in stupefaction. 

			“This may be only the prelude to something worse,” added Mrs. Gardiner. “I do not want to make mischief; but I am suspicious.” Elizabeth and Darcy had by now used up all their resources of horror, and neither was able to turn paler at this implication.

			“I had not previously thought her deficient in either morality or sense,” said Mr. Gardiner, “yet she has acted like the greatest simpleton in the world, and a scamp besides.”

			“That part at least is over now,” said Darcy attempting with imperfect success to speak in a firm voice. “Once she is made aware of Amaury’s degeneracy she will renounce him.”

			“Do not deceive yourself. I talked to her most soberly about his reputationand hers, and I represented to her the course of her future if she does not give up him up, but I am positive she did not listen to me. Her understanding seems diseased. She is determined to act for herself.”

			“Are you saying that she is lost to her friends?” cried Elizabeth. 

			“I do not know; but I fear it. You had better examine what you mean to do now.”

			“That at least is obvious,” said Mr. Gardiner. “That there has been some carelessness here is evident, but now there will be caution. They must be separated. Put an end to his addresses immediately. Bring about a permanent rupture between them. This is less difficult than it might at first appear, for I do not think that even one such as he could now hope to win through with her. Then let things take their own course.” 

			“You are probably right,” said Mrs. Gardiner. “It will cost her great pangs to relinquish him, but if he deserts her and leaves England and if you, Elizabeth and Darcy, do not injure your cause by unwise speech or actions, if you multiply your affectionate attentions to her, in six months she will have forgotten him, or better yet, turned against him.” 

			“This seems a rational policy,” said Darcy, “but what then? I am not such a novice in affairs of the world as to think that six months will establish Georgiana’s respectability on its previous footing.”

			“I see no insuperable obstacle,” said Mr. Gardiner thoughtfully. “I know enough of men and manners to believe that in time this will blow over and be forgotten. You have the resources to convince your circle of the untruth or at least inconsequence of the report. The less said and done about it, the better. There must be no coolness toward Georgiana on your part. Do not take her away from town before the end of the season unless it be necessary, for that would create an irresistible argument against her innocence, and lead those who do not yet believe the gossip to conclude that it must be true. Appear as much as possible with her in public. Maintain the smooth appearance of family unity. The actions that gave rise to this rumour are such a wide departure from her known manners that if she is manifestly upheld by her own relations, she will soon recover her footing. The rumour will come to be discredited.”

			Such a topic could not be left without a great deal more discussion, that added nothing to the views already expressed; and after it had taken up the proper time, and everyone was satisfied of having had his or her proper say, the plan proposed by the Gardiners was unanimously adopted. Mr. Gardiner was commissioned to locate John Amaury and persuade him by whatever means available to repudiate Georgiana and vanish. Darcy believed that he would be likely to find him at Mrs. Younge’s house in Edward-street, or to secure his address from her through the application of five or ten pounds; and Mr. Gardiner therefore set off immediately to perform his appointed task. 

			∞ 
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			London, June 1816
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			∞ 

			Mrs. Younge, overcoming with a struggle her angry exasperation that Amaury had failed to bring his courtship of Georgiana to the appropriate conclusion, had yet agreed to receive him into her house when he had come to London. There was a chance still, she judged, of playing the hand. The accommodation she offered him however was a small and dark room at the top of the house. Amaury on seeing it allowed to himself that he had lived in meaner rooms, and that it had many advantages over a spunging-house, or the underside of a bridge.

			When a gentleman of evident means enquiring for Amaury succeeded his arrival with reasonable promptness, Mrs. Younge applauded her wisdom in not turning her erstwhile accomplice away, and sent a servant for him. Amaury descended the considerable distance to the parlour and found Mrs. Younge herself on the threshold. She said nothing but gave him a very weighty look, and then closed the door on him and his visitor. To listen at the keyhole was beneath her dignity; and although the temptation was compelling to lower that dignity by a few degrees, she found herself unequipped to allow it to sink any further than a withdrawal to the apartment across the hall, which belonged to the first floor tenant, who was not in.

			Amaury received his caller with polite self-assurance. “I was informed that you asked to speak with me, sir.”

			The caller was of course Mr. Gardiner, who would have given a great deal to be able to stamp Amaury’s manner of greeting him as insolent, but in all honesty he had to acknowledge that it was correct. And his doubts as to Georgiana’s folly in choosing Amaury were set wholly at rest when he surveyed the young man, so handsome that it required but a slight effort of fancy to connect him with the one whom Milton described as ‘cloth’d with transcendent brightness’4 an observation metaphorical in this case for it must be stated for strict adherence to truth that Amaury was clad in a rusty black coat. 

			After a short interval Mr. Gardiner said, “I will not detain you long, or keep you in suspense of the reason of my visit. My name is Gardiner. I have had a commission given me, by Mr. Fitzwilliam Darcy. Mrs. Darcy is my niece.”

			The surprise of finding himself with an emissary of the Darcy family did not deprive Amaury’s manner of its usual aplomb. But he had not anticipated so quick and direct a confrontation with the Darcy – she had presumed on Georgiana’s secrecy; and he stood analyzing how he ought to behave and speak. 

			Mr. Gardiner had not depended on Amaury providing him with any assistance in his task, and he continued, “I am charged with requesting that you release Miss Georgiana Darcy from her purported engagement to you, and give up all further communication with her.” When Amaury did not respond, Mr. Gardiner added, “I need hardly tell you that such a marriage is impossible, and most fiercely opposed by her family.”

			“What is the ground of their opposition?”

			Mr. Gardiner was a little annoyed, and also strangely disappointed, by this disingenuous question. “It would be a very degrading affiliation. The young lady has a position in society that is not to be thrown away on a dissolute beggar. They deprecate the connexion in every light. ” 

			“How, though, is it impossible? We wish to marry, and are both free to do so without any parent’s or guardian’s permission. As to our present difference of income, we shall have thirty thousand pounds to live on, when Miss Darcy comes of age in a year.”

			“You intend then to live off your wife’s fortune?”

			Amaury laughed. “Many a man has done it. Why not I?” 

			“Mr. Amaury, do not palter with me. You are quite aware that the obstacle to your marriage with Miss Darcy is not age or income, but your own character.”

			“Miss Darcy knows my character, I can assure you. If it is of no material consequence to her that I pursued her for her money, what concern is it of her family’s?”

			Mr. Gardiner had not imagined that Amaury would ‘bow and sue for grace with suppliant knee’. He had come prepared for real work, and now he commenced it. “Last night you met with Miss Darcy at Lord and Lady Metcalf’s. That meeting was witnessed and is now widely talked of.”

			Amaury’s expression grew forbidding.

			“It is supposed by all London that you had her consent for an assignation, although she herself has told us that she was unaware of your intention to accost her there. Sir, you cannot be unaware of your own ill repute. You are notorious for your dishonesty, violence and incontinence. That one meeting has now so stained Miss Darcy’s name that the gentleman to whom her family intended to confide her future wrote this morning to terminate his addresses. With excellent conduct and the passing of time, this blemish on her may be lessened or removed. But think: if a single public meeting can so besmirch Miss Darcy, what will a marriage do? Such an ignoble union would defile her and bring her the keenest misery. She will be separated from her family, spurned by her friends and all of society. Bitter remorse would soon destroy any happiness she thought to achieve. Once reduced to absolute dependence on you, how long would her affection endure? It is but infatuation that she feels, based not on a knowledge of your merits but an ignorance of your infamy.”

			Amaury heard him out with quiet attention. When Mr. Gardiner finished, he was not immediately able to say anything. He was certainly cognizant of what had been spewed forth about him in the past, but he found himself unprepared to learn that the vitriol that had driven him from England remained in good enough supply to splash over Georgiana. He felt the reproof at his heart, and unable to conceal his feelings, he walked to the window. He had pretended to believe that by confessing the truth to Georgiana, and finding that she loved him still, he had erased the wickedness of his courtship. Nature had hereto fended off understanding but now he saw that he had led Georgiana into a situation of acute danger. Could he but recall those cherished minutes of the preceding evening! He had involved her in his own disgrace and she would be censured and despised as his object of prey. Anxiety on her behalf now became his prevailing concern. He debated what answer it would be best to give Mr. Gardiner, uncertain that there was one.

			His visitor did not allow him much time for internal discourse. “Do you claim to love Miss Darcy?” 

			Here was an answer of which he was certain. Without turning he replied, “Yes. I love her.”

			Mr. Gardiner was convinced that he did not feel the slightest regard for her but rather than challenge him he said, “Yet you have persecuted her when you ought to have protected her. The whole of your conduct has been grounded on self-interest. In the long run what gratification will you receive from it, when it must involve Miss Darcy’s ruin?”

			In his present mood Amaury was forced to grant the truth of these remarks, and although his features remained invisible to Mr. Gardiner, he could not prevent his attitude from expressing the distress he was now enduring. Mr. Gardiner was almost a little sorry for him, but pressed ahead to gain his advantage.

			“Mr. Amaury, I ask you to write a letter to Miss Darcy telling her that you do not love her, that you have no intention of seeking her out again, and that you are releasing her from any engagement that may exist.”

			Amaury half-turned. “Why must it say that I do not love her?”

			“Because that is the only reason that she will accept an irreconcilable rupture.”

			Amaury did not speak, and Mr. Gardiner added, “If you are generous, you have the ability to defend Miss Darcy from the contempt of the world.”

			Amaury’s gaze reverted to the window.

			“And I am authorized to tell you that if you will be generous to her, Mr. Darcy will be generous to you.”

			At this a rapid change came over Amaury. Vigour returned; alertly he faced his opponent.

			“How generous? What is your offer?”

			What a worthless young man! Mr. Gardiner thought with grim pleasure that he had reached the nub of the matter. For a price he was ready to desert Georgiana without the smallest compunction. “Mr. Darcy is prepared to settle on you for life an annuity of one hundred pounds a year, on condition that you remain outside England.” 

			Amaury smiled in genuine amusement. “It seems to me that the generosity will be all on my side. Give up thirty thousand pounds for one hundred a year?” 

			“The sum is not fixed. Mr. Darcy will also pay you immediately five hundred pounds.” Surely five hundred pounds in hand must be a strong inducement to a man living in a garret. 

			“Is that all that Miss Darcy is worth in this market? Five hundred pounds down and one hundred a year?” 

			“Miss Darcy is worth incalculably more than you. Two hundred a year.”

			“Make it six hundred a year, and two thousand pounds at once.”

			“Four hundred, and a thousand.”

			“One thousand immediately, and five hundred per annum, payable quarterly to my bankers, the first quarter to be paid in cash together with the one thousand.”

			Mr. Gardiner bowed, to signify his agreement. This, he thought, hath lost this miscreant Heaven, and restored it to the Darcy family. “There is pen and ink,” he said, pointing to the desk. “Write the letter now and let me see it.”

			Amaury went to the desk, quickly wrote some lines and blotted them, and handed the paper to Mr. Gardiner. “Will this do?”

			Mr. Gardiner cast a rapid eye over the letter.

			∞ 

			London, June ~.

			∞ 

			Dear Miss Darcy,

			∞ 

			I have just had the compliment of a visit from Mr. Gardiner, who has strongly impressed on me the wrong I did in approaching you last night at the ball and the impossibility of any connexion between us. I reproach myself for failing to have been more circumspect in my behaviour, and entreat your forgiveness of my offence. Although I shall always reflect on our former acquaintance in Brussels with the greatest joy, I must now bid you farewell for the last time as I sail shortly for the Continent and have no intention of visiting England again.

					God bless you.

					JOHN AMAURY

			∞ 

			He looked up at Amaury. “You have not said that you do not love her.” 

			“Nor will I ever tell her so. She is dearer to me than my soul – black as it may seem to you. I deceived her once with falsehoods, and I will not do it again. This is as much as I will do, for a thousand pounds or ten thousand.”

			Mr. Gardiner experienced some difficulty in behaving with temper at this continued and contemptible pretense of esteem for Georgiana. His indignation would have been much stronger than it was, but that he had achieved his purpose, and therefore he contented himself with saying, “Love is for such men as have hearts. But the letter will do, I daresay.”

			“Do you have the money with you?”

			“What – travel about London with a thousand pounds in my pocket! Certainly not. An arrangement will be made for the money to be paid over to you, at the same time that you tender the letter. I will send you a line where to find me for the exchange.” He held out the paper to Amaury.

			“That is unnecessary. You may take it with you now.”

			“You will trust me for a thousand pounds?”

			“You may keep your thousand poundsit is worth no more to me than thirty pieces of silver. Take the letter and go. What I have done, I have done for Georgiana’s sake, not for the Darcys’.”

			Mr. Gardiner’s surprise may only be guessed at. If he had entered the parley with one idea, it was that moral conduct could not be expected of this cold-blooded young man, of whom all the world knew nothing but evil; that he had been sporting with the affections of Georgiana Darcy, in the execution of a design so reprehensible that it scarcely bore investigation. And yet his actions spoke a real regard for her and a consciousness of his own misconduct, that now prevented Mr. Gardiner from believing Amaury to be as emphatically unprincipled as testimony stamped him. A strange conundrum! but one that he had no interest in fathoming. After a pause Mr. Gardiner bowed and went away, with the letter in his hand. Amaury did not return the bow. 

			Mrs. Younge was well-nigh beside herself when she learned that Amaury had suffered the Darcys’ envoy to depart not one penny the poorer. She had been grossly misled as to the young man’s qualities! She threatened to turn him out of her house instantly, and he had signal trouble in pacifying her. When she was left to herself she thought of the Duke of Wellington’s boast that when he got into a scrape, his army got him out of it, and renounced any claim to resemble the Duke in generalship.

			Reflecting on the encounter as he was driven back to the Darcys’ townhouse, Mr. Gardiner was on balance satisfied. It was very strange how the bribe had been refused; but the desired letter had been written. There was something in the young man, though. He was a scoundrel, there could be no question of that. But his easy wellbred manners combined with his quick comprehension and his decisiveness caught Mr. Gardiner’s interest. A thoroughly bad young man, no doubt, but he had missed his calling in life – perhaps he was a good gambler, but he would have made an excellent merchant!

			When Amaury ascended to his room, he was less satisfied than Mr. Gardiner. He stood for some time silent and thoughtful, sombreness upon him. With each minute he saw the situation from directly opposing sides. Was his declaration of perfidy a blessing on Georgiana, a release from calamitous evil (a bond for life with him), or a perpetual curse on her happiness? Had he liberated her or had he condemned her to a lifetime of disappointment and suffering? His own wishes were unchanged, but he would submit to the pain of losing her in order to save her. Would the cruelty of his letter change her wishes? 

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			Mr. Gardiner made his report to the Darcys and presented them with the letter; and then he and Mrs. Gardiner went to their own home, where he gave her a slightly different account of the interview. 

			“He is as gleaming as Lucifer – he could have sat for a portrait of the rebel angel – you have rarely seen his equal for beauty of countenance and grace of action.” He described his mixed impression of Amaury. He was an unusual young man. More to him than met the eye. But it was likely he was now in a desperate situation; he had probably not a farthing left on earth, and excluded from society he would not be able to remain in England. With no reputation to preserve, the good-for-nothing fellow might do something desperate.

			“Yet you say this fallen angel heard your argument and was persuaded to give up Georgiana for her own sake, and never see her again. Surely this does something to solve the contradiction? To me it seems like good.”

			Mr. Gardiner said in a low grumble, “‘And out of good still to find means of evil.’” 

			“I should very much like to see him,” continued Mrs. Gardiner calmly. “We must invite him to dinner.” 

			Her husband was not befuddled by his wife making such a suggestion, for he was aware that his description of Amaury must have intrigued her, but he had no intention of admitting anyone guilty of such inexcusable conduct into his domestic circle. “Upon my word, you have the most degraded taste! This young man disgusts all the world, yet you are anxious to make his acquaintance.”

			“I should like to know better the hold he has over Georgiana. What is his attraction? How are we to deal with her if we know nothing of him? You met him and came home safely. We need only count the forks and spoons before we bid him good night.” 

			“Your notion is ludicrous. I wish him at the devil!” He was not to be prevailed upon, and she let the subject drop.

			As they sat after dinner she was aware that he was deep in thought. Unobtrusively she watched varying expressions play across his face for a time, and then putting down her work she said, “What are you thinking, my love?”

			“I am thinking about that young man, Mary. It may have been selfishness and corruption that led him to raise his eyes to Georgiana in the first place, but there was real affection for her in his manner. Whatever the world says of him, he is neither heartless nor conscienceless.”

			“Well,” said Mrs. Gardiner, taking up her work, for she saw immediately that her point had been gained, “stop thinking about him and ask him to dinner.”

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 
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			London, June 1816

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			Sir John Thorn’s opinion was very frequently sought by the members of his coterie in London. There were some who actually wished to hear it (hoping for information that could be turned to their own use), but as is natural most made the request as a preliminary to proffering their own.

			“Sir John, what do you think of this recoinage matter? I will tell you what I think. A gold standard – a dangerous innovation. We have long since ceased to be acquainted with the sight of gold coins.” “It should not be done at all. In our present unfavourable economy an expensive recoinage runs contrary to demands for reductions in public spending.” “And what of the lower orders? The prospect of losses in the adoption of a new coinage may lead to riotous behaviour. The plan seems provocative at this time.”

			Sir John listened with constrained patience to those surrounding him and then spoke. “I see no urgent necessity for a swift reform of coinage. Wage rates in the cotton industry have been in decline since last year, reducing pressure on the money supply. But if the Government will proceed with its Act, this is an ideal opportunity of applying the principal of a decimal division of money. Coin an ounce of standard gold into five twenty-shilling pieces, with each shilling worth ten pence of the existing money.”

			Lady Mallinger listened with all of her habitual interest to Sir John’s pronouncements, although he was not speaking to her. She was seated a little distance away and taking care not to show that he had caught her awareness. Her mind was oppressed. She yearned to talk confidentially to him but she no longer entertained hope of exclusive converse with him. At length she rose and went to seek solitude in an adjoining room that was unoccupied, and there for several minutes together she walked up and down endeavouring to dispel her frustration.

			She was suddenly interrupted by a movement at the doorway, and to her amazement, she saw Sir John walk into the room. 

			“A word with you, madam,” he said.

			His sudden appearance threw her into confusion but a higher form of self-command came unbidden to her aid and recommended her to take the immediate occasion of showing him her indifference. With an adopted carelessness she said, “Sir John – I see you are quite beguiled by our London society. It must be greatly to Manchester’s detriment that you are so much in town. We all are very much intrigued to find that you have forsaken the North.” 

			Perhaps if Lady Mallinger had on her side begun the discussion differently, it might have proceeded differently. Incensed, he interrupted her. “I have been seeking for some time the opportunity of meeting you privately. I have something to say to you.”

			This opening caused her spirits to flutter a little under some undefined expectationor was it apprehension, for his tone scarcely suggested abiding affection? Without waiting for any reply he closed the door and advanced towards her.

			She felt a growing unease, yet with no failure of bearing she said: “Sir, this is the most extraordinary conduct, and shows a want of judgment.”

			“Your conduct requires it, madam. You must, therefore, pardon me for demanding that you remain here while I speak.”

			She felt the shock of his words, but looked at him with a smile of affected incredulity and turning aside from him would have haughtily passed out of the room. But he was not to be persuaded to abandon his intention and he moved to obstruct her path.

			She would not allow herself to shew any of the alarm she now felt. But alarm was coupled to a singular degree of displeasure at his actions. She said repulsively, “You may depend upon it, sir, that your words will receive every possible attention from me.”

			He looked grimly at her and said, “It gives me no fulfillment to dwell on events of the past, but I am determined to put this matter to your conscience. I wish to be told why I was rejected by you without explanation or courtesy.”

			Sir John’s reproach was undoubtedly true, and her behaviour therefore little defensible. But Lady Mallinger, who had no ability to laugh at herself, had even less the capacity to condemn herself. Further, the want of delicacy on his part was no small trifle to her: he was condemning and upbraiding her rudely. Resentment engulfed her. Instead of meeting his accusations with honest embarrassment and due self-criticism she said, “And I wish to be told why you have confined me here with the manifest purpose of insulting me.”

			Sir John had invested Lady Mallinger with the feelings of shame which she ought to have known had just consideration of others, knowledge of her own emotions, or right principles formed any part of her education. But speaking a language which he felt at his heart, he did not touch hers with his remonstrance. Although his eyes were fixed on her countenance, he believed he saw her unmoved by any shred of compunction, and provoked in his turn he resumed the attack.

			“Madam,” said he, “the encouragement I receivedthe decided preference you showed meentitles me to demand an answer from you.” 

			She felt herself growing more and more angry. Lady Mallinger had never been wise when she was angry, and she made no attempt to exercise restraint.

			“Preference! I show you a preference! Sir, you forget yourself. Your presumption is much beyond any thing I can express or you can justify.”

			His face grew pale. “You have acted in a manner that is selfish, cold-hearted, venal and ambitious, devoid of womanly empathy. Mine was a real affection, and you threw it away for worldly consequence. And then you have had the impudence to think you can re-establish the connexion with me, as the wife of another. Do you deny any of this?”

			As offended as she was, her heart yet was pierced by such a picture of what she appeared to him. This was the estimation in which he held her! Her condemnation was turned against herself for a moment; the moment, however, was short-lived; it was extinguished by a fear of exposing herself, or perhaps just ill-nature, and her pride and anger returned two-fold. She did not curb pugnacity when she replied. “What can you mean by this? I never cared in the slightest for you. If you had made me an offer of marriage, which you did not, there is nothing that would have induced me to accept it.” 

			The discordance of Sir John’s faculties was visible in every feature. Where was another such woman, whom the Almighty had so richly endowed, and in whose conduct and disposition there was so much to reprove? The folly in being drawn on by her! And yet how handsome she looked – nay, not handsome, magnificent – with her eyes flashing at his assertion that she had valued him. For all her abrasive words and repellent manner he was still powerfully drawn to her, and he was even right now in some danger of seizing her in his arms. 

			Under this spell he recklessly said, “I have no intention of abasing myself before you; but I will tell you all, and then I will have done with you for ever. Do you wish me to speak? If you do not, say but one word.”

			Lady Mallinger was as little able to tell her former lover not to speak as a kitten not to pounce on a ball of wool, and therefore no word was uttered.

			“You think yourself dirtied to have been loved by me, but I would not cleanse you of that grime even if I could. I never loved any woman before you; my time was too much taken up with other things. That my heart should have fallen into the keeping of a woman not deserving of it is my misfortune. I will never love another, for you have shown me that no woman is worth it.”

			Lady Mallinger’s pulses throbbed as she heard this speech; without warning his hold over her increased. She did not venture an instantaneous rejoinder for she almost longed to yield to the truth and profess her own feelings. It was no reluctance, no feminine modesty that prevented her, but faults of temper and principle raised insuperable difficulty, and after a pause she spoke with the disdain that epitomized her, “I pity you for this discovery.”

			His complexion darkened with fury as she said this. “You despise me; but you do not understand me.”

			“I have no desire to understand you,” she retorted, but to tell the truth, she understood him very well. It was with respect to herself that her comprehension was somewhat impaired. “I am far from honoured to be the object of your attachment. I never regarded you as anything more than an ordinary acquaintance.”

			“Did my riches never tempt you to contemplate a closer relationship?” he said, intent on wounding her in return. “Or are you rapacious for wealth only when it is joined to social consequence?”

			This was an excruciating injury but when she spoke she made certain not to betray the pain it caused her. “I can only account for your presumption in addressing me in this manner in one way: one could not expect better from one of your descent.”

			Without any attempt at politeness he replied ferociously, “Was Miss Caroline Bingley so remarkable for her descent?’ 

			“This is intolerable! You are treating me in a most infamous, ungentlemanlike manner.”

			“My defects are fatal indeed then! Do you know, I have grown weary in London of this word ‘gentleman.’ I am a man, and a man is to me a higher being than a gentlemanas a woman ought to transcend a lady.”

			“Could you expect me to congratulate myself on gaining the regard of a man whose station was so decidedly beneath my own, a man seeking a woman? To rejoice in the inferiority of such an union? And for you to imagine that I was prompted by partiality for you –! I did not so totally despair of an equal alliance as to welcome your pursuit.”

			There was a terrible hiatus; he fought himself for control, and would not open his lips till he believed he had attained it. “I am unaware of the very great inequality between us of which you are so sensible. Putting aside the arbitrary distinctions of society – pride, prejudice, propriety,5 or whatever you wish to call them – I identified nothing that would have rendered us unfit to be companions. But you have made your position very clear, madam, and I perceive I am nothing to you. The labour of this conference might as well have been spared.”

			It was entirely of a piece with Lady Mallinger’s disposition, that when anger and arrogance had made her reckless, she should have given them free rein until she herself was harmed by them. And now that there seemed an impenetrable barrier between them, she regretted her words, and became once more covetous of his esteem. What a coup for him if he were to know that the proposal (and to herself she did not deny that there had been one) which she had spurned would have been willingly accepted could the occasion have been retrieved! No sooner was she the wife of Henry Mallinger than she persuaded herself that she could have been happy with John Thorn, as she had not been with her chosen husband. He would think her mad. But his regard, of which he had just assured her, even could it have survived the acrimony of this clash, he no longer extended to her. If it existed still, it was as no more than a stone in his breast. 

			

		

She had changed countenance and was now looking as white as she had been red before. After an interval of silence during which she underwent a great though short struggle she said in a low voice, “You know nothing of my troubles.”

			Sir John dared to come nearer to her; fleetingly she thought he might have struck her. “Your troubles!” he repeated contemptuously; “yes, they have been great indeed.” She was evidently discontented in her marriage, that he well recognized, although he placed her disappointment not in the errancy of her husband but in her being less affluent and less highly titled than many of her acquaintances. But then, seeing his opponent suddenly defeated – for tears might have graced the cheek of one less ladylike – of a woman – he experienced some modification of attitude. He waited awhile, with his animosity suspended, for her to say something more, to which he might reply. 

			Lady Mallinger, meanwhile, finding that she was to receive no other answer, did not speak. There was nothing she could say that would be accepted by him.

			At last he informed her in a harsh voice, “I see no reason for us to go on talking together.” He then bowed and left. “I shall never speak to her again,” he said to himself. 

			On an impulse she lifted her hand towards him as he went; but he did not see it.

			The agony of Lady Mallinger’s sensations was intense, but after a little while she was able to suppress her emotions to suit the requirements of society and return to the drawing room. Sir John had departed, and she soon found that she could not endure to remain either and ordering her carriage she took home her wounded heart and aching head. 

			∞ 
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			London, June 1816

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			Mrs. Gardiner had thought herself defended against Amaury’s attractive appearance and prepossessing demeanour by her husband’s account of his conference with the young man. Nevertheless when he entered her drawing room punctual to his time her caution could not prevent her being struck by the beauty of his visage, and by his well-bred manners, which were exactly what they ought to be in the circumstances, agreeable but particularly respectful, just properly tinged (as was his cheek) by appreciation of the wrong that he had done. Georgiana, she thought to herself, is not quite the susceptible little goose I imagined. In this first sight she thus received from his personal claims an impression in his favour which was of valuable service to him in eliminating some of her distrust, and she came forward to receive him with more than the politeness dictated by convention; with a little cordiality. 

			After the Gardiners had greeted him, Mrs. Gardiner said, “Mr. Amaury, allow me to set your mind at rest immediately, that this meeting is totally unconnected with the Darcy family, and does not presage any softening towards your association with Miss Darcy.” Amaury’s face fell a little, assuring her that this warning had been a necessary one. She continued, “We have asked you to come to us, that we might better understand how to disengage her affections from you and restore her to the ordinary course of her life. You have, I am afraid, rendered that much more difficult by your very ill-advised rendezvous with her at the Metcalfs’ ball.” 

			At this reminder, which was scarcely needed, Amaury coloured more strongly and answered, “You cannot conjecture the regret, the remorse that I feel for the injuries that I have inflicted on Miss Darcy. I have given my assurance, as much as my heart resists it, not to see or communicate with her again, and if you can guide me to any action that will make atonement for my conduct, I will undertake it willingly.” The truth of this avowal was in his looks, and the Gardiners saw his conviction of his own guilt with approval.

			The three of them sat down to dinner, and the Gardiners, who had wondered a little as to what subjects they might pursue with their guest, found that conversation was not in the least difficult, for Amaury readily followed their direction and made no attempt to steer it towards Georgiana. A half hour was enough to attest that he was an astute and well-informed man, whose education, begun at a good school and continued at a University, had been broadened by his sojourn on the Continent. Every sentence marked his discernment and they listened closely to him. He apprehended as much of the European conflict that had been recently ended as anyone else with whom Mr. Gardiner had spoken, and was unexpectedly able to provide his host with reports about the Continental situation that were useful to his mercantile house. By the end of dinner the Gardiners had also concluded, through his choice of topics, his tone and his language, that he was a sensitive and cultivated man. Their attitude towards him and his situation began to change to a different composition. Before dinner was over they had started to feel a value, perhaps even a touch of admiration, for him. 

			When the hour of parting came, the Gardiners told themselves that Amaury, far from being the ogre of their fancy, was a gentleman and good company. They had observed him narrowly and had on the whole been placated. Every thing that passed during the visit tended to convince them not only of his good sense and present propriety of behaviour but also of an innate rectitude, and for his own sake they felt the wish to become better acquainted with him. How to explain that they did not quickly realize that his danger to Georgiana was fully on display to them in his appearance, his amiability, his intelligence that were irresistible to them also?

			Mrs. Gardiner the following day in response to Amaury’s note of thanks sent a very civil message expressing their wish that he would join them once more on the next Sunday, if it were no inconvenience to him. She hoped that he would not find it dull, as it would be a family party not increased by other company. Amaury was very pleased with this proof of their notice, could have wished for no better outcome of his industry at the first dinner, and wrote his acceptance.

			This second dinner proceeded much as the previous one had, with the difference only that it began on a more intimate footing. There was no reserve when they met and they seemed to feel that they already knew each other well. When the two gentlemen came to the drawing room the Gardiners’ four children, two boys of six and eight, and two girls a little older, ten and twelve, were there with their mother. The young Gardiners’ faces expressed their delight at seeing such a guest, and the hopes raised by his exterior aspect were not crushed for his easiness with them was charming. In the passage of a very short time all juvenile shyness evaporated and he was a general favourite, the children were hanging about him as if they had found an old friend. They were all full of excitement and laughter together and Amaury was soon tumbling about with the boys, seeming the more delighted the noisier they became. With the girls there was singing and talking rather than monkey tricks, but the same story was repeated: they were in raptures with him. It was a merry party and everyone was in high spirits. 

			“Where do you come from, Johnny?” asked the younger girl (for despite the parents’ prohibition, followed by repeated injunctions, his Christian name was in use within five minutes of his introduction to the little Gardiners). All the children felt a kind of awe that such a being as John Amaury could possibly exist in the workaday world. Surely he had descended into their house from some other realm and would return there as suddenly as he had appeared.

			“I come from England, just as you do,” he replied. But seeing that she found some difficulty believing him, he added gravely, “I was born in Scotland, near a village called Ayton.” This appeased the young lady, for she had no previous acquaintance with the Scots to contradict the possibility that they were a race touched by magic.

			When it came time for the children to leave they clung to him and declared they would not go. The nursery-maid had to remove them from him by force. They ran off full of boisterous mirth, with many calls for him to come back the next week, or even better the next day. In short, their heads had been turned by him. 

			Fond parents are credulous creatures. When they rose from the table, of Amaury’s praiseworthy qualities the Gardiners had not required a third interview to be convinced. He united frankness and vivacity to cleverness and decorum. But his management of their offspring recommended him even further to their approbation. Although they had been warned and ought to have been on their guard against him, Mr. and Mrs. Gardiner saw nothing to be suspicious of in his evident affection for the children, or the children’s for him, and no grounds for surprise that it had been created so instantly. Their opinion of him was raised, when it might better have waited the effect of time and judgment, and they began to think that they had rarely met a pleasanter man, and to be disposed to make imprudent allowances for him. Although they would not have dreamed of encouraging any attachment between Georgiana and him, they now began to feel an attachment to him themselves.

			∞ 
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			London, June 1816

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			On his return from a drifting walk through the streets to his place of residence, which remained for the time being Mrs. Younge’s house as she had not quite sufficient courage, or despair of ultimate success in their undertaking, to have his belongings flung into the street and the door bolted behind him, Amaury discovered his landlady awaiting him in her first floor parlour. In her hand she had a letter, which had once been sealed. She drew him into the room and closed the door.

			“By the greatest good fortune you have not yet thrown all away. There is still a chance to carry the day with Georgiana.”

			Amaury looked at the letter. “Is that message addressed to you, ma’am, or to me?”

			“What matter? It says that we have not yet failed, and that is all that is important.”

			“Is it from Miss Darcy?”

			“Yes.”

			“Then I thank you for the pains you took to break the seal and spare my fingers, and request that you deliver me my property at once.”

			With a bad grace Mrs. Younge handed him the paper, which he immediately took away to his own chamber to read. 

			Georgiana had had Amaury’s letter administered to her by Darcy and Elizabeth, but its medicinal qualities had not had the hoped-for efficacy in treating her disorder. Although they presented it to her as the extinction of her engagement to Amaury, she herself chose to interpret it more sanguinely as the opening of a correspondence. 

			The letter had disclosed no address for the writer, but Georgiana had abilities as well as affections and would have had to be materially stupider than she was not to have supposed that he could be reached at the house, or through the offices, of Mrs. Younge. She needed no time for deliberation; her resolution had been formed as she read Amaury’s letter under the eyes of her brother and sister. Therefore, hardly had she been left alone than she took pen and paper and wrote:

			∞ 

			My dearest, dearest Amaury,

			∞ 

			They have given me your letter. I press it against my bosom now as I write these lines to you. Everyone is united to destroy my love for you but as long as you love me, I will never give you up. And you did not say that you have ceased to love me. They have told me dreadful things about you. I do not believe them, for I know you are not capable of such deeds. But even if you did those things, it is of no consequence. You did them because you had no money and no friends, and when we marry you shall have everything you want. If you say we must elope immediately I shall obey you, as I am bound to do as your affianced wife. I have fifty pounds in ready money. I must find a way of sending this letter to you, and you one of replying as I am sure they will look at all my mail now.

			∞ 

						Forever, your

						Georgiana

			∞ 

			Amaury kissed the letter tenderly – was there anyone in the world of whom Georgiana would not rather suspect evil, than to attribute it to himself? How pure was her heart! It was impossible for him not to adore her – and held it in his hands as he gave himself over to deep thought. 

			It must be said here that a man who had survived so long in Amaury’s circumstances was not likely to be rapidly overcome by pessimism or to accept defeat while he still stood upright on the battlefield. It was too early to despair of incarnating his happiness. His own reflections and Mr. Gardiner’s chastizement had not failed to make an impression on his mind; and yet contrition was unproductive. He knew that to marry Georgiana would be to ruin her. To marry her now, his supple brain amended, would be to ruin her. But was it beyond all possibility that there might be some change that would transform the inevitable? It did seem unlikely. He cast about again. Ruin her, but in whose eyes? The society that had already rejected him? With thirty thousand pounds they could go anywhere; make their own society. They would have each other.

			He thought nothing of his promise to Mr. Gardiner not to communicate with Georgiana. He was certain of his own love, and of hers; and of her fortune; and of means of sending and receiving letters. The scoundrel! He wrote to her without reticence, describing to her his tender friendship, his eagerness for a conjugal life in which they shared a sole thought, a sole joy and sorrow, and his plans for their elopement from Lambton following the Darcy family’s removal to Pemberley.

			Georgiana’s ultimate fate occupied not only Amaury but also a wide circle of her friends, witness a letter that Darcy received from Mr. Collins, which may be taken to represent the sentiments of a significant number of them.

			∞ 

			My dear Sir,

			∞ 

			I write to condole with you and my dear cousin Elizabeth on the catastrophe which has overtaken your family, of which Mrs. Collins and I have been informed by Lady Catherine de Bourgh. I am most justly reprimanded for my difference of opinion with my illustrious patroness on the subject of your sister’s marriage! Her ladyship’s sagacity is beyond that of mere mortals. You will recall an earlier affliction within the family of your estimable wife, to which the present circumstances bear no small resemblance, a similar defiance of decency and acquiescence in sin. At the time I wrote to Mr. Bennet urging him in Christian duty to throw off his undeserving child, and I ought to have no hesitation in recommending that you take the same course with your sister. And yet! I have learned the wisdom and mercy of the Lord, who is the designer of higher plans. The young lady (who I am told continued her licentious practices following her unorthodox marriage) first lost her husband and then was exiled to Canada where she will never again see or be seen by her relations. Even more remarkable, her heinous offences inspired me to indite for moral instruction a novel in two volumes, “Lydia; or, Vice Rebuk’d”, By a Clergyman, and I have just had word from a book-seller in London, a Mr. Egerton, that he will bring it out. Who could have foreseen this? Is it not wonderful how such things come about! These events show that we ought always to put our trust in our Creator, and I therefore refrain from advising that you repudiate your sister; on that head I shall be silent. There is no occasion to do more than what is right and proper, that is, to put her away from society and withdraw your affection from her. A suitable punishment will fall upon her, and I should not be at all surprised if your family were shortly to experience the comparative blessing of her death.

						Yr well wisher and humble servant

						Wm Collins

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 
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			London, June 1816

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			Sir Henry Mallinger had written to his wife to expect him in London at the end of May and Lady Mallinger had duly taken note. When he had neither arrived nor written by the end of the first week in June she did not however progress to the next step of doubting why he did not come or send word that he was delayed. Mrs. Hurst kindly filled this office for her sister, frequently enquiring if she were not worried by his absence and, when it grew clear that Lady Mallinger was not, demanding if she were not annoyed by his lack of consideration for his wife’s feelings. Lady Mallinger was at length driven to reply, “My dear Louisa, Sir Henry is most attentive to his wife’s feelings, and that is why he remains in Venice with her.”

			When a letter did at last make its way to Lady Mallinger, it was not from her husband. 

			∞ 

			Lake Geneva, near Cologny 

			May ~, 1816

			∞ 

			Dear Madam, 

			∞ 

			I have to ask you a thousand pardons for this intrusion on your privacy by one who is a stranger to you. 

			I wish the business of writing this letter over but I am hesitating as to the how. Let me at least make a beginning. 

			I have been shocked with a sudden death, have lost one whom, although only briefly, I knew intimately and valued proportionably. Indeed the blow has fallen so rapidly that I am yet dull-witted from the shock; and though I do eat, and drink, and talk, yet I can hardly persuade myself that I am awake and not dreaming, did not every morning convince me. I shall miss my friend much. 

			You must excuse this introduction, yet I would willingly talk to you of anything else. After such an attempt to explain what must already be too clearI must inform you of the death of your husband in a distant country, without your presence to comfort or sustain him. He was, I believe, on his way to you from Italy when he stopped in Switzerland to visit me. 

			It is odd how few of my friends have died a quiet death, I mean, in their beds. We were sailing with my friend Shelley on the Lake when a storm suddenly approached from its remotest extremity. The wind increased in violence, producing waves of a frightful height. 

			∞ 

			Thy sky is changed! – and such a change! Oh night,

			And storm, and darkness, ye are wondrous strong,

			Far along,

			From peak to peak, the rattling crags among

			Leaps the live thunder! Not from one lone cloud,

			But every mountain now hath found a tongue

			The mightiest of the storms hath ta’en his stand:6

			∞ 

			We attempted to run for home, but could not outdistance it. There was a gust, he was stuck by the boom, and fell. Shelley threw a rope to him but it was no use.

			There is one consolation in death – where he sets his seal, the impression can neither be melted nor broken, but endureth for ever.

			∞ 

			“Nothing of him that doth fade/But doth suffer a sea change/Into something rich and strange.”7

			∞ 

			I almost rejoice when one I love dies young, for I could never bear to see them old or altered. 

			∞ 

			There, thou! whose love and life together fled, 

			Have left me here to love and live in vain: – 

			Twined with my heart, and can I deem thee dead, 

			When busy Memory flashes o’er my brain? 

			O 

			Well – I will dream that we may meet again, 

			And woo the vision to my vacant breast; 

			If aught of young Remembrance then remain, 

			Be as it may 

			Whate’er beside Futurity’s behest; 

			Or, ~ 

			Howe’er may be 

			For me ‘twere bliss enough to see thy spirit blest!8 

			∞ 

			Yet if this provides you little comfort, of the immortality of the soul it appears to me that there can be little doubt. I used to have misgivings ~

			“Post Mortem nihil est, ipsaque Mors nihil … quæris quo jaceas post obitum loco? Quo non Nata jacent.”9

			~ but reflection has taught me better. The living state is ‘a soul which drags a carcass,’ but the body being material can be shaken off. That the mind is eternal seems as probable as that the body is not so. But I will detain you no more on this theme. The rest is with God. 

			I understand that you are on the point of adding to your family, and losing your husband at such a time must bow down your head to the earth, for you are experiencing in your youth the greatest misery of age, when your friends fall around you. But you are not withered, not left a lonely tree. Although this wretched loss creates a most sad chasm in the present, I most sincerely hope that your happiest Days are not over. I trust that the pleasurable parts of the past will be equalled, if not exceeded, by the future. You are young enough to begin again, and to retrace the laughing part of life with another. 

			I have taken up so much of your time that there needs many an excuse on my part.

					I have the honour to be, 

					Your very sincere and obedient servant, 

					George, Lord BYRON.

			∞ 

			Lady Mallinger would have made an exceedingly inadequate heroine of a novel, for having reached the end of the letter she did not fall down in a swoon or become hysterical with grief. Her primary sensation was of an incomprehension, that extended past the poetry and the Latin lines. Her apparently collected behaviour was so convincing that Mrs. Hurst waited a full minute after her sister must have finished reading before asking with little curiosity by whom the letter had been sent.

			Lady Mallinger was not composed. She was, rather, frozen by overwhelming calamity. She had not believed it possible that anything could make her suffer more. Yet here was this letter to tell her that when Sir John Thorn had come to her and declared that he loved her still, she was already a widow. Had she but known she was free, how different would have been that conversation! Or so she imagined. Lady Mallinger had a remarkable talent for deceiving herself. 

			Perhaps Sir Henry deserved no greater outward signs of bereavement from his wife. Mrs. Hurst however was really distraught when the truth was revealed and abused her sister for her callous reaction. “Caroline, how can you take it so coldly? This is shocking. It is dreadful news. You will have to quit Damson, and Mr. Hurst and I will have nowhere to go but Clifford Priory! Ugh! The mold and the damp. I quite feel entombed when I go there.” Thus was Sir Henry eulogized by his sister.

			It was not long before Lady Mallinger was suffering from a violent headache, but the pain in her head was no more than a wan reflection of the pain in her mind. Then towards evening more alarming symptoms appeared and Mrs. Hurst filled with fright summoned a physician.

			∞ 
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			Meryton Area, June 1816 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			Lord Marlowe in planning his pursuit of Miss Penelope Harrington of Bewley had decided to allow a little time to pass before he recommenced his stalk, knowing that her alertness would diminish if she had not always the hunter on her track. It was therefore the beginning of June before he once more came into Hertfordshire and imposed himself on the hospitality of the Delafords. The weather, unrelentingly cold and wet, had neither chilled his heart nor weakened his determination.

			Reaching Bewley he tied his horse to a post and, finding the door not barred against intruders, he stood on no ceremony. He admitted himself and strolled through the halls, opening doors as he came upon them, but each room was empty. Once he had thus quartered the ground floor he ascended the stairs and at the top of them surprised Pen, who was just coming out of the drawing room with a dusting rag in her hand, eliciting from her a sharp squeak of fright. “What are you doing here?”

			Marlowe stopped and gazed at her intently before replying in a low, eager voice, “I am drawn here by the irresistible force of love.”

			“Love!” said Pen in alarm. “But how did you get in?”

			“Your door was not locked, and not wishing to put your servant to the trouble of answering my rap, I simply entered.” As he spoke he began to advance towards Pen, and she retreated at the same rate. “Your glances contain a dangerous poison, and the only cure is to see you.” 

			“Me!” said Pen halting in astonishment, not only experiencing some bewilderment at the alteration of his language in addressing her but also being absolutely unable to recognize herself in his description.

			“To be in your presence was formerly merely a delight, now it is a need. When I first met you, I was far from foreseeing my fate at your hands.”

			Pen was speechless; but she instantly saw the miscalculation of being also motionless, for Marlowe quickly closed the gap between them and reached for her. She moved hastily away and, attempting to speak in measured tones, said, “Lord Marlowe, how can you talk this way? I have done nothing to try to – to – attract you.”

			“Can it not have occurred to you that you have bewitched me?”

			“You must not speak like this to me any more.”

			“You forbid me to speak of my love, but in what way do I merit this reproach? What have I done but yield helplessly to the feelings that your beauty inspires? How can you blame me for your ascendancy over me? I can no longer worship you in silence.”

			Pen said with what dignity she could muster while holding a rag and walking backwards, “You were very wrong to come to my house uninvited and unwelcome. You cannot stay. I have asked you to go and you must do so at once.” 

			Even the extremity of this reproof did nothing to deter him. “You would order me to deprive myself of your sight, when I have no joy but to look at you? I must obey you, for your dominion over me gives no choice but obedience; and yet – when I have before me the example of your candour, I cannot cling to dissimulation myself. My obedience carries a price: that you permit me to reveal my heart to you.”

			“No, really you must not. I do not wish to hear. I pray you to withdraw now.”

			“What, you are not afraid of me, are you? How can you be afraid of one to whom love permits nothing but your benefit?” He stretched out his arms to her in appeal. “A man who adores you and over whom you hold absolute sovereignty?”

			“Of course I am not frightened of you,” said Pen in growing apprehension.

			“Of what then? Of my love? How can you pretend to fear that of which you are the sole cause? How can the sweetest, the purest of feelings cause you fear?”

			“I did not ask you to love me; I do not wish you to love me. Please do not talk about it.” 

			“Let me speak, to refuse to hear me would be an injustice of which I am sure you are incapable.”

			“You must leave, or I will call for my servant.”

			“Ah, I know what it is.” He put his hand to forehead as if experiencing acute discomfort there. “Your imagination is creating chimeras. You do not distinguish between what you believe I was and what I am now. How can I convince you that I am not the odious portrait you have drawn of me in your head? Have a little courage and it will disappear.”

			“There is no need, sir. I have drawn no picture of you.”

			“You compel me to defend myself. My ardour is respectful, and even the strictest virtue should not fear it. If I have erred, am I not sufficiently punished by the tortures of love that I now suffer? Tell me that you pity me; tell me that you pardon me.”

			“I pardon you, now please go.”

			“And that I will have your compassion for the future.”

			“Yes, if you like. But you must go.”

			“I obey you,” said Marlowe, without making any movement towards the stairs, “even though I see you taking pleasure in my torment.”

			“Oh no, I do not, at all!”

			“Then give me a moment’s relief from this agony. I ask only the smallest sign of the compassion you have promised. One kiss, and then I will go instantly.”

			Need forced her to overcome her unequivocal confoundment at this request and articulate a refusal. “No, I will not kiss you! I asked you to leave and you said you would obey me.”

			“And so I shall. But not until I have received the kiss.” 

			He bounded forward and seized her hand taken in a strong grip that she could not easily break. Now she was truly frightened. “If I kiss you, do you promise you will go away immediately?” she said in a quaking voice.

			“One kiss is all I ask.” 

			He guided her trembling arms around his body, and pressed his own against hers. She surrendered, but yet resisted, so that the kiss was taken rather than given. But once in possession of the kiss, Marlowe did not keep his promise: he was far beyond the reach of any sentiment of kindness or honour, and the opportunity to remake the contract in his own favour was too good. A skirmish ensued. But Pen despite her fear was determined to give no more on her side than she had agreed; and although Marlowe was undoubtedly the stronger, and although he followed his axiom of One hand for force, One for love, he was not accustomed to dealing with young ladies of birth who did their own washing and sweeping, or who were quite as nimble as Pen, and he suddenly found his arms empty and his charming quarry on her way down the stairs.

			She fled and he followed, but Bewley was a large house and she had the advantage of knowing the terrain. Although he searched for some time he did not find her. Reluctantly he departed on his horse. He was not downcast, for all had gone just as well as he had hoped in a first foray. He would have been rather disappointed if the stratagem of the kiss had succeeded, for, a true hunter, he preferred to make his kill after a thoroughly rewarding chase.

			When Pen was certain that he was gone, she descended from the attic in which she had sought refuge, and bolted all the doors and windows of the house. 

			Her vigilance did not prevent a letter penetrating her defences on the next day, brought by Marlowe’s servant who informed her that he must take back an answer immediately, at the peril of being dismissed. With shaking hand she took the missive to the kitchen, opened it with a carving knife and read,

			∞ 

			To the Divinity who resides on this Earth in the guise of Miss Penelope Harrington:

			∞ 

			I am at your knees. Forgive me: you have so mastered me that I could not prevent myself from profiting from your proximity, and I succumbed to an emotion that I have never felt before. Until I saw you, I knew nothing of the joys and agonies of love. Yet, I dare to believe that you will forgive me, for I now live only to convince you of the respect and sincerity of my attachment. Do not deceive yourself: you will never succeed in destroying it. Can I not hope that you will someday feel the same feelings as I? I love you with the most ardent and yet the tenderest love. Consent to share it and it shall be submissive; you shall govern it as you wish. You will have no regret other than that lost period before our ecstasy was complete.

			∞ 

						Your devoted captive

						Tho. Marlowe

			∞ 

			It seemed a bitter aggravation to receive such a letter after such a day as the previous one had been. She read it several times, with a heart beating hard, out of dismay rather than love. There is a case to be made that young ladies should be encouraged to read French novels, in order that they may recognize when gentlemen have been studying them to the ruination of the opposite sex.

			She did not wish to reply, and knew not what to say. But her kind-heartedness was stirred on behalf of the servant, as Marlowe had intended, and the servant, who knew his role well for he had played it before, had done all he could to produce its increase by his woebegone looks. Nor did she wish to have the man sitting on her doorstep all day and night. She therefore found a piece of paper and wrote, “I am sorry for causing you feelings, I did not mean to, and I pray you not to write to me again.” The servant took her note, bowed and went his way.

			Pen needed counsel, and she therefore turned to her chiefest advisor, Mrs. Bennet, walking over to Longbourn with the letter in her pocket. Finding Mrs. Bennet conveniently alone, she told her of Lord Marlowe’s visit and showed her what he had written.

			There could be no two opinions about Mrs. Bennet’s reaction, for she could scarcely contain herself. “Good gracious,” she expostulated. “My dear girl! My dear, dear Pen! Every thing has passed off just as I knew would. A Lord! Lady Marlowe! How well it sounds! And how rich you will be, if what every one says about him is true. Think of the jewels you will have. This is delightful, exactly what I most wished for when I insisted you dance with him. Think what you owe me!” The only disturbance of her delight arose out of arrangements for wedding clothes, when she remembered her protégée’s poverty. However her exuberance was not long dampened. “I will manage everything. I will settle with Mr. Bennet about the money, I will ask him how much he can give you, and it can be paid back afterwards. Oh, this is wonderful. I am in such a flutter.” She then began to rehearse particulars of silk and muslin, to which Pen listened with her mind in revolt. It was not until Mrs. Bennet proposed ordering the carriage and driving into Meryton to tell Mrs. Philips, paying a visit to Lady Lucas for the same purpose on the return journey, that Pen felt obliged to speak. “But ma’am, he did not ask me to marry him when he came to Bewley, and he does not say it in his letter. He said and writes much of love, but nothing of engagement.”

			“Nonsense, child, what else can he mean by such language? It could not be plainer.” Other designs then came into her head and she offered to have the Delafords and Lord Marlowe to dine at Longbourn with Pen, the Gouldings and the Lucases. Pen to Mrs. Bennet’s great annoyance could not be brought to authorize the ordering of wedding clothes, the carriage or a dinner, and when she had gone Mrs. Bennet exorcised her vexation by adding the news to a letter she had been writing to her daughter Kitty, the Countess of Tyrconnell, that Pen was shortly going to be married to Viscount Marlowe.

			Pen’s note could hardly be seen by Marlowe as anything but an invitation to respond, which he did, and Pen having found her first prayer to cease writing to her ignored naturally believed that a second letter with the same content would have much greater efficacy. Marlowe’s servant also managed to look ever more cowed by his master’s threats. As a result a cozy correspondence was soon established between Pen and Lord Marlowe that could scarcely have been more frequent if they had been betrothed in the presence of the Archbishop of York. This correspondence will not be reproduced here, as the first two samples give a fine idea of their style and substance. Lord Marlowe in addition rode over to Bewley every day at an hour when he hoped to be most conspicuous to the neighbourhood, although he did not expect to be, and was not, let into the house.

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			When Michaelmas term ended at the University Frank Delaford was restored to Netherfield. He was disgusted on arriving home to find that Lord Marlowe had once again taken up residence there, and was quick to notice the daily peregrinations of Marlowe and his servant. On the third day he followed the servant and was angry but unsurprised to be led to Bewley. On the step he dismissed the man at the point of his riding whip, and had not even to knock before the door was flung open to reveal Pen with a letter in her hand. He saw weariness and oppression in her face.

			“O Frank, I am so glad to see you!”

			“And you have just been writing to me to say so,” he replied, indicating the document. “I would rather have your smile than your letter.”

			With difficulty Pen gave him the requested smile. “This is for Lord Marlowe. But his servant has gone; he has left without it.”

			“What are you writing to Marlowe for?”

			“I have asked him continually to stop writing to me that he loves me.”

			“I do not believe it is having the intended effect. Look here, Miss Harrington, you have not formed an attachment with Marlowe, have you?”

			“Mrs. Bennet says I must marry him,” replied Pen sadly.

			“O, damn Mrs. Bennet’s eyes!” 

			“But I do not want to get married!”

			“I heartily applaud your apathy concerning marriage, in particular marriage to any one other than me.”

			“You do not want to marry me,” said Pen.

			“How do you know that?”

			“Because if you did you would ask me to marry you.”

			“That is taking a very black and white view of the matter, I must say,” said Frank, sounding aggrieved. Pen hardly knew what to answer, and the two of them stood there silent while Frank tapped his whip against his boot. Then he raised his eyes with an expression that seemed filled with meaning. He drew nearer to her and seemed about to take her hand; and then suddenly retreated. “Well,” he said in a gentle accent, “you would be wise to stay away from Marlowe.”

			“I cannot stop him from coming up the lane to the house.”

			“I can, perhaps.”

			There was, however, no necessity for Frank to take any further action with regard to Lord Marlowe, for as soon as he learned from his servant that Pen had a protector he knew he must bring the pursuit to a close as quickly as he could, and he therefore sent the following to her that evening:

			∞ 

			You alone reign in my heart, that heart to which you disdain to give yourself. I consecrate my life to worshipping you. You claim not to believe my vows and promises, and never cease to find fault with me. Do not persist in your cruel refusal. Examine your own feelingsif they long for tender friendship, delicious pleasures, glorious memories, where will they find these things if not in love? And if not in my love? The whole world watches our rendez-vous and messages, and already making you my paramour is ready to repudiate you for your wantonness. What therefore do you lose if you give yourself to me? Nothing. What do you gain? Paradise. I am placed by you between despair and supreme happiness, for the word you pronounce now will forever decide my fate. No! you are not pitiless; you will not refuse me. I shall come to you on Friday, and we shall be away to Scotland. 

			∞ 

			Pen realized that in attempting to guard against one evil, she had laid herself open to a different one. Everything she had done, it seemed, had been wrong.

			∞ 

			[image: ]

			∞ 
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			London, June 1816

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ ∞ 

			∞ 

			Mr. and Mrs. Gardiner might be thought to have very liberal notions, for they persevered in seeking to become truly acquainted with John Amaury. They wished to make out his character, for in light of his past they felt a degree of anxiety concerning his future conduct. Believing they had an obligation to protect Georgiana Darcy in whatever way they could without bringing their exertions to the attention of their niece and nephew, they had no confidence that they could discern the real propensities of Amaury’s mind without learning more of him and giving themselves time to deliberate. They knew something of his former pursuits and what he had been, that he had transgressed his moral duty – probably frequently, and over a period that had not been shorthad been heedless and unprincipled at best and dangerous and wicked at worst. But what was he now? Did he think differently, would he act differently? 

			In all the Gardiners’ meetings with him Amaury put forward every effort to employ his charm, and he thoroughly understood his business. He was polite and agreeable, and his manners were smooth and plausible; his disposition seemed to them to improve to match his person, and he advanced in their good opinion as they advanced in the intimacy between them. Feeling a real interest in his welfare, the Gardiners began between themselves to speak of him with warmth. It was not long before their invitations were aimed as much at enjoying his company as at plumbing his depths. They liked him, although they would not have so freely invited into their home a man of more common intellect and appearance. They treated him with an unaffected, easy kindness, as older acquaintances may do with a younger, and they were gradually led to bestow their favour on one who ought not to have been the object even of distant civility.

			After they had spent five or six evenings with him Mr. Gardiner was moved to ask his wife, “Has there been a total misapprehension of this young man in the world? Or have we fallen into mistake ourselves? Are we to be guided by what other people say of him, or by what we ourselves witness?” 

			Mrs. Gardiner, who prided herself on her natural acuity said, “I believe we have gained some knowledge of him. For a number of years, just when he was at an age when young men are at their most rash and thoughtless, he had no friends to advise him, no family to restrain him, and no legitimate means of supporting himself. We should not condemn him out of hand, for nothing could be more predictable than that he should have fallen.” 

			“But have we been too quick in receiving him, and are we too pleased with the propriety of his demeanour and conversation alone? Can we be perfectly assured that his earlier practices cannot be attributed to natural viciousness? Do not be offended, Mary, if I seem to fail to do justice to his worth. There may be much at stake here.”

			Mrs. Gardiner after a space of thoughtfulness replied, “To ask whether our perception is at fault, or that of everyone else, is surely to create too stark an opposition. We know without doubt that his habits have been bad, and if we were to judge him solely on his history, we would no doubt share the conviction of the world. But can a man not truly change, given sufficient motive? Can he not look upon his previous actions with repugnance and resolve to govern himself better? And if he does so, should we not pardon bygone deficiencies?”

			“I do not attempt to deny that I like him, but I do not feel I can answer for the purification of his nature.” 

			“He seems to have had a good upbringing, I believe he was taught right principles in his youth.”

			“Will you permit me to ask where he could have refreshed these right principles, which he clearly has been indifferent to or contemptuous of for years?”

			“Recent events must have shaken his mind, and they may perhaps have opened a door to a reformation. Do you not think it possible, also, that our own influence has acted on him?” 

			“We have done nothing more than give him dinner from time to time.” 

			“A dinner is not meat alone but also society. Perhaps we have shown him a value for domestic convention. It seems to me that his manners are more gentle than they used to be.” 

			“To what end, though?”

			“Not, I believe, in order to obtain anything from us, other than our approval and esteem. I think he simply wishes to please us.”

			“Well; I hope it is so.”

			Amaury, on his side, had met the Gardiners’ overtures first with surprise tempered with suspicion, and then with a certain degree of genuine gratitudefor their attentions included the privilege of trading an evening of chill solitude under the eaves of Mrs. Younge’s house for the more temperate climate of their dining and drawing rooms. He had no income, no home and no friends, and was hardly in a position to refuse to eat dinner with anyone who offered it. But his reasons for accepting the Gardiners’ invitations were eminently pragmatic. Although the outward indulgence of his love for Georgiana was forbidden, there was opportunity to collect information about her in their house. He paid court to them, labouring to construct a positive image of what he was now, being unable to construct one of what he had been: he avoided all allusions to his prior pursuits. He had no need to cultivate a thin and pale appearance, in his present cheerless circumstances it was a natural consequence; but he was aware of its effect on the Gardiners’ sympathy for him. In a word, he used all his not inconsiderable skills of seduction to take in the Gardiners.

			Yet while he operated on their sensibilities, they almost invisibly operated on his. He needed to be taught nothing more about the harshness of the world and would have known how to discount such lessons, but the unfamiliar message of benevolence somehow crept through his defences. The Gardiners welcomed him and in every respect made him comfortable, in short behaved so as to make their home a refuge to him, and he could not help feeling it. 

			One cold damp evening in a strangely unguarded moment he found himself opening his heart to them. It began with a slight reference to the disagreeableness of his living conditions, something that on careful occasion he allowed to escape his lips.

			“The luxury of a clean fork is not celebrated as often as it deserves,” he said, holding up a piece of silverware. 

			“I am sorry to think that you should find it so,” said Mrs. Gardiner, “but I suppose you have lived in many different ways, not all of them very congenial.”

			Remarkably Amaury did not try to deflect the conversation, although even he did not know why. “There are few things I have not tried,” he conceded. 

			“Did you never think of turning from that path?” asked Mr. Gardiner.

			“You assume that I took it and remained on it voluntarily.” 

			“A natural assumption when one sees a young man living a dissipated existence, I am afraid.”

			“You make it sound almost appealing.”

			“And the one you have led has not been?”

			“It would take a more lighthearted temperament than mine to relish being under constant threat of debtor’s prison, or the sword-thrust of a drunken gambler.”

			“Johnny, you are young, you are clever, you are educated and you have all the personal advantages that a man could wish for,” said Mrs. Gardiner. “Has it really been impossible to attempt anything more than a career of gaming and larceny?”

			“Of course I have asked myself that, many times, but I have never arrived at the answer you are hoping for; at least, that is, until I met Miss Darcy.”

			The Gardiners instantly united to drive the discussion out of this dangerous thicket.

			“Johnny, you know that you must not think of her,” said the wife.

			“Mary did not mean living off an heiress, but finding honest work for which you are qualified,” said the husband simultaneously.

			Amaury was silent. He was not unaware of having trespassed on a forbidden topic, but he had ventured there for the comfort Georgiana brought him. Suddenly it was impossible not to speak, although it was an extravagance that he would not have allowed himself had he not been certain of their responsive solicitude. “My father intended me for the Bar. But when he died it soon became apparent that he had made no provision for me at all. My allowance was stopped immediately. I was forced to come down from the University. I had no means of subsidizing myself while I read law, and no connexions to enable my rise in the profession were I to become a barrister.” 

			“But you must have had friends who would have stepped forward to relieve you?”

			“A natural son is not likely to make many friends among his father’s associates. My brother rejected all requests for assistance. We scarcely ever met each other while we were boys, but I knew that he was shamed and angered by the fact of a bastard elder brother, worse still, one who was not even a year older than he and was acknowledged by our father.”

			“But if he had acknowledged you, why did he not provide for you on his death?”

			“I do not know. The greater part of his property was entailed and therefore must go to his legitimate son, but everything that was not entailed he gave also to my brother. He wrote in his will, “To my beloved son Thomas, in recognition of the loss he has suffered.” 

			Noticing that Amaury was feeling distress, that he was endeavouring to conceal, Mrs. Gardiner waited a little before asking, “What loss? of his father? But surely you had suffered the same loss?”

			“I do not believe that is what he meant. My brother was deeply offended by my existence and I think our father came to regret that he had acknowledged me.” Amaury hurried away from this statement before Mrs. Gardiner could express the compassion he clearly detected on her countenance, and continued. “In any event, lacking the means of keeping a roof over my head, I tried to support myself by gambling, and ran up debts of honour that I could not pay. Then I was accused of cheating a man out of a hundred pounds” – chancing on Mrs. Gardiner’s eye he amended, as if candidly contrite“I cheated a man out of a hundred pounds. My brother circulated the report widely, and soon there was nothing to do but leave the country, and make my way as best I could.” 

			“If you had made the choice to starve and beg rather than steal, there might have been those who would have saved you,” said Mr. Gardiner, who had been a most careful listener to the narrative, “but there is no pity for the fallen man. There was no one else who could or would do anything for you, I take it?”

			“I was raised by distant cousins of my father’s, whose name I bear; and they would have repossessed it had they had the ability. My mother’s family are unknown to me. She was a servant in my father’s household, and died just days after my birth.”

			“Your mother must have been a very beautiful woman,” said Mrs. Gardiner with a fond smile.

			“Why do you say so?”

			“Because I am certain that you look like her.”

			Amaury coloured, and she quickly said, “Forgive me if I am being forward, Johnny.”

			On an impulse of overpowering emotion he reached out and took her hand, and kissed it with tender respect.

			After Amaury had left them, the Gardiners remained in the drawing room. Mrs. Gardiner took up her work and Mr. Gardiner glanced over a newspaper. She looked up from her sewing as often as down at it, her eyes fixed on some thing invisible or that had not yet come into being. Mr. Gardiner found his concentration on the news was not much greater than his wife’s on her work, and when suddenly she spoke he immediately lowered the paper.

			“My love, can we not devise some means to extricate Johnny from this plight he has stumbled into?”

			“Certainly. We could arrange for him to marry Georgiana.”

			“I am being serious. Under his present difficulties do you not think him entitled to our concern and benefaction?”

			“You do not consider a roast beef dinner now and then adequate in that line?”

			“I do not, nor do you. He stands in need of help, and who apart from us will hear of his misfortunes but to say he deserved them? There has been so little of real friendship in the world for him! And yet how admirable he might have been had he remained in good hands. His intelligence, manners and taste would have placed him high with people of discrimination.”

			“Do you truly believe so?”

			“I do. Might we not yet turn him from his path and reclaim him?”

			“Well, Mary, I have teased you a little, but don’t suppose that I am blind to his merits. Indeed I am of somewhat the same mind as you, although I do not know if he would receive our aid. He refused a large sum of money, you remember, and he might misconstrue our motives if we made another such proposal.”

			“Money is not the most important thing he needs. How else may we serve him?”

			“I have been turning an idea over in my head lately. But let us not speak further of it now, while I evaluate it.”

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			At their next meeting with Amaury Mr. Gardiner made a decision to engage him in unreserved conversation, and he commenced by enquiring about his plans.

			“I suppose I shall go on living by my wits,” he replied. The reader will find this answer faintly hypocritical after being made aware that Amaury had just received a letter from Georgiana in which she joyously agreed to his programme of eloping from Lambton within the next fortnight.

			In his ignorance, Mr. Gardiner felt that he must attempt to give their young friend the benefit of his own knowledge and seasoned judgment, to make him see the folly and ugliness of a life of gaming and swindling, for this was what he presumed Amaury had meant, and to begin to teach him those lessons without which no man can live as a gentleman.

			“I have been reflecting on your situation, Johnny. The misfortune of your birth proceeded from no misconduct of your own, and in that sense brings no disgrace on you. But it should have made you exceedingly careful as to your actions and companions. Although there has never been any doubt that you are the son of a gentleman, there will be many people who would take pleasure in degrading you, particularly if you do not do all within your command to preserve your claim to that station.” He broke off to observe the effect of his words to this point, and then continued. “But even though there is much in the station of a gentleman, you have experience enough now to appreciate that there is still more in the name of an honest man. What do we think of a brigand, who stops the traveller on the road and appropriates his valuables? Do we not think him a pitiable outcast? I think the gentleman who plays to make an income, who sits down with the intention of putting his fingers in others’ pockets, even if he does not cheat, is no better than the robber on the highway. He is much worse in fact. He has been educated, he has been instructed what is right and good, and yet he shows himself to have less courage and less honesty than the footpad. There is nothing so defiling to a man as coming by his money through deceit. If a man needs money, let him earn it honourably.”

			Amaury submitted to listen quietly to Mr. Gardiner, for he owed him at least this courtesy in return for all the dinners he had received, although the words about courage and honesty penetrated his ear most uncomfortably and almost caused him to squirm in his chair.

			“Your past has left nothing but regret, and your future is empty of purpose. Yet I tell you that you have many prospects before you. Do not settle that you can live but one way, for there are a dozen ways, respectable ones, that would do as well, or better. Where the time and the intellect are not engaged, mischief will follow, and it is expedient that every young man have some active profession, some wholesome employment, even when money is not an object. Now as it happens I wish to do something for my own interest; since peace has come I need a Continental agent for my house, and I would like to make a trial of you. I think very well of your qualifications in all respects. Your natural intelligence is good, and your education has improved it; you speak French, German and Flemish. I believe you equal to every important duty you would have to undertake on my behalf.”

			This proposition left Amaury so completely at a loss for words that he might have been raised by a she-wolf. He was rendered speechless not at the thought of entering trade (for snobbery towards any means of earning a living was presently beyond his budget, and many of his enterprises had been what one might call trade on the wrong side of the blanket) but at the abrupt realization that he had once again been caught in a snare. Until this minute he had not been uncertain what to do. But in this minute his comprehension was wakened and he saw that he could not maintain his relationships on their present terms with both Georgiana and the Gardiners.

			This may at first glance seem to be a false dilemma, for on any strict accounting thirty thousand pounds collected immediately must have more value than the wages of a merchant’s agent, even should he labour into his senility. Regrettably, however, that was not where the dilemma lay. It was often been noted that one cannot touch pitch without blackening the hands, but it is equally true, although much less frequently parrotted, that one cannot touch soap without cleansing them. In associating with the Gardiners Amaury had touched a great quantity of soap. If he were to accept Mr. Gardiner’s offer of employment, it would be a betrayal of Georgiana who was waiting for him, with a longing as profound as his own, at Pemberley. And if he were to elope with Georgiana it would be a betrayal of the Gardiners who had given him their regard and trust.

			Amaury was not in all things a reckless man; in business affairs he took care to conduct himself with sense rather than sensibility. To have fallen in love with Georgiana, therefore, might charitably be viewed as a misfortune; but to have allowed a feigned liking for the Gardiners to turn, as he now discovered, into sincere attachment, one far surpassing anything he had felt previously with the exception of his love for Georgiana, could only be looked upon as the most shocking negligence. And to his humiliation there was still worse to concede. The increasing familiarity between them which had attended their evenings together had gave him the opportunity of witnessing their many excellencies, one of which was moral decency, that seemed to have infected him. Now he suddenly found himself lacking the inclination rather than the opportunity to do wrong.

			He felt that what he needed in this critical moment was an advisor who would instruct him how to actbut who was there to turn to? It was then that the final ignominy dawned on him, that he was already sitting in the presence of the friends he sought and had already received the advice he required. At this admission, his mind suddenly quieted, no longer roiled by the turbulence of his own machinations.

			By now Amaury had been still and silent for so long that the Gardiners did not know what to make of him. Mr. Gardiner at last said, “Perhaps you would like more time to examine my idea, Johnny. I do not need your answer this evening.”

			Amaury replied, slowly and with some agitation of bearing but clearly wishing to show self-command, “I have done many bad things, I have tried out dissipation as you call it, but I do not think I am any the better for my accomplishments.” To become a merchant was hardly a plan that would have enchanted his fancy in former days; but now without any of his customary fluency, in fact with a great deal of awkwardness, he gave Mr. Gardiner to understand that he accepted the position gratefully.

			When he parted from the Gardiners that evening, nothing could have better expressed his respect and affection for them, than his behaviour, and a kind embrace accompanied their words of farewell to one another. In a very short time everything was so far settled as to enable Amaury to commence his new occupation and undertake his new responsibilities as a member of Mr. Gardiner’s merchant house.

			∞ 
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			Meryton Area, June 1816 

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			Just as Bodicea, Queen of the Britons, on hearing of some fresh Roman outrage inflicted on her people put on her breastplate, took up her spear, and mounted her chariot to wage war against her tormentors, Lady Catherine de Bourgh donned her travelling garments, stepped into her coach, and had herself swiftly conveyed towards Meryton.

			She first descended in wrath on Bewley, where an inordinate amount of knocking on the front door finally drew an ancient gardener from around a corner of the building to acquaint the coachman that he knew nothing of his mistress’s whereabouts, but if she was not at home, then she was very likely elsewhere. Further questioning elicited the speculation that elsewhere might be Netherfield Hall.

			The new Boadicea, like many a general before her, thus learned that although she arrived at the scene of battle in full strength and purpose to obliterate her enemy, she was now to be put to the trouble of first ferreting it out. Lady Catherine reinvigorated herself with a biscuit and a little wine and then directed the coachman to take the way to Netherfield Hall.

			At Netherfield, two miles from Bewley over bad roads, she discovered that Miss Harrington was not there either. Fanny Delaford, called out of the house to undergo interrogation at the carriage window, with one look at the stranger’s countenance determined to be hanged before she gave up Pen’s location, and bravely withstood her barrage to such good effect that Lady Catherine was convinced she was dealing with a half-wit and dismissed her. At this point her footman, who had been closely observing the Netherfield servant, spoke a word to the coachman, who then took the liberty of implying quietly to her ladyship that a coin fired into the right quarter, as it were, might produce the required guidance. Lady Catherine was scandalized at the suggestion that she might be forced to bribe a servant to obtain information that ought to be freely divulged in the ordinary course of bullying, but a short colloquy with the coachman persuaded her that as the afternoon was proceeding and the battle still to be joined, it would be worth a farthing to speed the sortie. The farthing to Lady Catherine’s horror turned out to be a shilling, for country traitors in these degenerate days are no less rapacious than those in town. Even worse, the information that it bought was that Miss Harrington was to be found at Longbourn House.

			Longbourn! Setting of that egregious defeat, now nearly four years past, at the hands of her niece Elizabeth! This was an ill omen, to be sure; but Lady Catherine’s courage was beyond doubt and instead of dwelling on that mortifying interview, she gave the order to set out.

			Longbourn was three miles from Netherfield, over roads slightly less execrable than those leading from Bewley to Netherfield. 

			Mrs. Bennet had met Lady Catherine only once, and on that occasion had not formally been introduced to her; but encouraged by an accreting kinship – for two of her daughters had married two of Lady Catherine’s nephewsshe made Lady Catherine a staple of her conversation with her acquaintances. It might be imagined that seeing Lady Catherine before her in the flesh without warning would stimulate awe and reverence to such a degree that she would not venture to speak to her, but the very opposite occurred. When the visitor was announced and Mrs. Bennet understood that she was being honoured with a call from her ladyship, it was as natural for her to claim the relationship to her ladyship’s face as it had been for her to boast of it to her sister Philips, Lady Lucas, Mrs. Long and Mrs. Goulding.

			Lady Catherine entered the drawing room with her usual ungracious air and found herself greeted with profuse civility. “Lady Catherine, I am so pleasedso happy to see you again!” Mrs. Bennet exclaimed. “How good it is in you to call on me. I was certain I should see you here once more, and we shall be delighted to see you any time your engagements allow a visit. It is the greatest of comforts to know that you desire the connexion as much as I do. Lizzy and Kitty are so fond of you, you know. You will stay to dine with us, I hope? If I knew what dish you particularly like, I would have ordered it, but as it is I have a nice fat haunch of venison, and the fish is fresh today.” 

			Lady Catherine was taken aback by this welcome, for her strategy had been simply to sequester and surround the loathsome Miss Harrington, and commence firing. It had not occurred to her that she would have to fight an action in order to reach her foe. Suddenly her strength diminished. She was not a young woman, and she had been riding in a carriage for many hours with little in the way of sustenance. More critically, she was touched by a superstitious dread of Mrs. Bennet, the woman who had produced Mrs. Darcy and Lady Tyrconnell. Attached as she had in fact grown to her nieces, she had nevertheless been forced to confess to herself that their mother was her Nemesis.

			Pen, for her part, had heard a great deal about Lady Catherine, but she knew no more of her than did Mrs. Bennet, and Mrs. Bennet’s particulars had been acquired almost exclusively from Mr. Collins, with a small supplement from Sir William Lucas and Maria Lucas; Elizabeth had ever been reticent, not considering it wise to share her real opinion of Lady Catherine with her mother. She therefore thought her a civil and affable woman and saw her as an elderly one who had upon a time been handsome and who was presently weary, hungry and discouraged. Pen immediately felt sorry for her.

			Pity for Lady Catherine de Bourgh? The heavens fall, the universal order turns to chaos!

			Mrs. Bennet knew well her duties as a hostess and sent for food and drink, and forced them upon her guest, against her most explicit prohibitions and protests. But after taking them she regained a little energy and was able once more to turn her full attention to the campaign. 

			To say that Lady Catherine was in doubt about how to proceed next would be to malign her, for she was at all times a woman of very definite views. However the day’s events had affected her plans to the extent that she was not quite willing to launch an assault on the youthful female seated with Mrs. Bennet without ascertaining to a certainty that she was in fact Miss Penelope Harrington. With a slyness normally foreign to her nature she therefore commenced, “I should be glad to take a turn on your lawn; I am in want of a little exercise now.”

			“Yes, you must wish to walk after such a long drive, but the gravel paths are drier than the lawn.”

			“Perhaps that young lady would give me her arm. What is her name?”

			“This is Miss Harrington,” replied Mrs. Bennet, gratified to have her protégée noticed yet again by a great personage, and she immediately and without further invitation introduced Pen to Lady Catherine, who returned Pen’s courtesy with the slightest and stiffest of bows. Pen concluded that she suffered from rheumatics, and her pity intensified.

			Pen put on her cloak and bonnet and the two ladies, after being seen off at the door by Mrs. Bennet, proceeded in silence into the garden, Lady Catherine plotting her opening salvo, and Pen respecting her likely need for a period of quiet recovery. Lady Catherine seated herself on the first convenient bench they reached that was out of sight of the drawing room windows and ordered Pen to join her.

			“Miss Harrington, you do not know who I am,” she began in an uncompromising tone.

			“Oh, but of course I do!” said Pen politely. “I have heard a great deal about you from Mrs. Bennet.”

			This assertion could not but give Lady Catherine pause, however she gathered her forces and continued. “Perhaps you know then that I am the mother of Miss Anne de Bourgh, who is not only of superior birth but is also the sole heiress of Rosings Park in Kent and extensive property besides.”

			Pen thought this a singularly odd beginning to a conversation but agreed that she had heard Miss de Bourgh mentioned as a very charming young lady.

			“But are you not aware that my daughter is engaged to Viscount Marlowe?”

			“Viscount Marlowe!” said Pen in amazement. “Are you sure you are not mistaken?”

			“Miss Harrington, I am not to be trifled with,” said Lady Catherine irately. “Nor will I accept dissimulation from you. Two days ago a most outrageous fabrication reached my ears, and I instantly determined to come to Meryton to require you to retract this falsehood. It was reported that you are on the point of being married to Lord Marlowe. But I assure you that if he paid you any attentions at all, which I most emphatically doubt, they proceeded from nothing more than idleness.”

			“It is no falsehood,” said Pen with a bitter sigh. “It is quite true. And Mrs. Bennet says I must be sure to get him because he is rich and I am so poor, and he says no one but him will have me because he has destroyed my reputation.”

			“Did you not hear me say that he is betrothed to my daughter?”

			“Oh yes, but I thought there must be some error. Perhaps there is more than one Viscount Marlowe.”

			“There is only one, and he has made an offer of marriage to my daughter and it has been accepted.”

			“Do you really mean it?” said Pen, brightening.

			“I am not accustomed to such language as this. Do you doubt my veracity?”

			“Oh no, Lady Catherine. It’s just that Lord Marlowe wrote to me only two days ago to insist on our elopement. He says I must be ready on Friday and he will come for me. I cannot help thinking that one of you must be wrong.”

			“Elopement!” said Lady Catherine with unadulterated astonishment. Then recovering herself she added severely, “There can be no foundation for this contention. It must be nothing more than a slander spread abroad by Mrs. Bennet and yourself.”

			“Here is his letter,” said Pen, extracting it from her pocket and handing it to Lady Catherine, for she had walked over to Longbourn that afternoon to discuss it with Mrs. Bennet.

			Lady Catherine took the sheet of paper with very evident distaste and disbelief, and after hesitating for a moment she looked it over. She instantly recognized Lord Marlowe’s handwriting, for she was herself in frequent correspondence with him, and the letter itself was perfectly clear.

			She was very close to being dumbfounded by the revelation of Lord Marlowe’s treachery, and although it perhaps ought to have prompted the generation of new thoughts, its stunning effect on her mind prevented her from forming a fresh purpose. 

			“Miss Harrington, I forbid you to marry Lord Marlowe.”

			“I must not marry him?”

			“I forbid it absolutely.”

			“Dear Lady Catherine!” cried Pen, falling on her neck in tears, “you have made me so glad! Every body has said I must marry him. Mrs. Bennet thinks it is no harm to elope with him, for one of her daughters eloped and got a husband, but I don’t want to, indeed I don’t!”

			To this uncommon, indeed inconceivable, demonstration, Lady Catherine responded rather feebly, first attempting to make Pen sit up straight and then giving her a handkerchief. It was long before she could detach the grateful Pen from her person and even when she had accomplished this feat she found that her shawl remained uncomfortably damp. Pen was discovering that affection she could not confer on Lord Marlowe flowed freely towards Lady Catherine and she clung to her arm and with very little encouragement would even have bestowed several kisses on her.

			After these disclosures Lady Catherine felt certain that she could not encounter Mrs. Bennet with any thing like ease or detachment. She allowed Pen to see her to her carriage and was unable to prevent her placing a parting kiss on her cheek. She even raised her hand in farewell in answer to Pen’s euphoric waving as the carriage drew away.

			Mrs. Bennet was waiting when Pen made her way back to the drawing room, and was completely unprepared for the news that Lady Catherine had forbidden the elopement. “Why should Lady Catherine have it all her own way?” she objected in great irritation. “I say you have as much right to marry him as her daughter does and perhaps more. I have heard nothing of their engagement.”

			“But they seem to want him, and I do not.”

			When Mrs. Bennet after copious argument found that the matter was conclusively settled, she said, much offended, “Very well, very well. I am sure I do not care about it. Every one must do as they choose. But I don’t know whom you will get to marry you if you turn eligible gentlemen away in this fashion. Do not expect me to go to the same trouble again to find you another one.”

			Lord Marlowe heard of Lady Catherine’s peregrinations in the neighbourhood that day when he sat down to dinner with the Delafords, and gave a very perceptible start that was observed only by Frank Delaford, who was looking in his direction. He was unaware that his danger had passedfor it stood to reason that Lady Catherine would contemplate following up her invasion of Longbourn with a second one of Netherfield. Her intention had been subverted not by weariness, for in such a cause she would never had allowed physical or mental fatigue to impede her, but by a desire for meditation; and her carriage had swept off from Longbourn towards London without a detour. As he eat his soup he concluded that his resort of greatest safety and advantage, his acropolis, so to speak, from which he might defend his honour and his claim to the hand of Miss de Bourgh, was his own estate in Surrey. Early in the morning of the next day, which was Friday, he departed thither, before the Delaford family was up to bid him good-bye.

			Frank watched his retreat from his bedroom window, with vast satisfaction. Pen also was at her window, later in the day, expecting Lord Marlowe’s carriage to appear for the elopement. It did not, for which she was very thankful, and for which she identified her debt to Lady Catherine. 

			∞ 
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			London, July 1816

			∞ 
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			Nothing could have exceeded Mrs. Gardiner’s perplexity when Lady Metcalf called and left her card. The Gardiners were living in Harley Street, having a few months since removed from Gracechurch Street, but they did not belong to the social circle of their neighbours, and lived quietly between frequent visits with the Darcys and the Bingleys. Mrs. Gardiner was not so overcome by bafflement that she failed to respond by sending in her card to Lady Metcalf, and when she had done so she settled down to wait for the invitation which she supposed would follow. The London season was over and the Metcalfs ought to have been at their, or someone else’s, country house. The incident was entirely puzzling, and became more so when Mrs. Gardiner received an immediate note that her ladyship would call on her the following day. 

			The visitor arrived and was conducted to the drawing room where Mrs. Gardiner greeted her with as much curiosity as courtesy. She had heard of her beauty from her two nieces, and also of her retiring demeanour; but the latter was not much on display, for Lady Metcalf approached her with as open a countenance as if they had long known each other. “You must wonder why I have called on you in this way,” she said without preamble. She spoke carefully, and with a trace of a rural accent. “You will want to hear my excuse, and I have two.”

			When Mrs. Gardiner found her voice, which did not very soon occur, by good fortune she remembered her manners and invited her guest to a comfortable seat and offered her refreshment, all the while inquisitiveness nearly devouring her. Lady Metcalf did not long make her suffer however.

			“I wanted to thank you,” she said, “for your kindness to Johnny, to Mr. Amaury. You cannot know how gratefully I feel it. I have been very afraid for him and you have lifted a weight off my heart.”

			“But how do you know Johnny?” said Mrs. Gardiner.

			“I was born and grew up on his father’s estate, Ashbury Park in Surrey. My own father was a tenant farmer there. That is not where I first met Johnny though; I knew him later.”

			So many questions crowded Mrs. Gardiner’s thoughts that she did not know which one to ask, with the result that the most trivial of them first made its way to her lips. “Surrey? I thought the estate was in the North.”

			“I never heard of there being any property in the North.”

			“How strange, then, that I should think the family came from there. What could have led me to believe that? Perhaps it was that Amaury’s mother came from Northumberland, and I have got it mixed up.”

			“Johnny’s mother was a servant at Ashbury Park. She came from Ireland.”

			“Yes, of course! then I have quite confused the point. It does not signify, however, I’m sure. Mr. Gardiner and I came to know Johnnynot exactly by chance; we grew first to like him, and then to have a deep regard for him and to wish for his success in life, in another setting than the one he had seemingly chosen.” She wished to speak guardedly but honestly, not having any idea how much Lady Metcalf knew of his history.

			“He wrote to me that he was become an agent for your husband’s house on the Continent.”

			“Just so.”

			“I am glad he has left England. I feared what might happen if he stayed here longer.” Mrs. Gardiner was uncomfortably mute in reply to this statement, for she was not certain she understood her guest, and did not like to appear to understand her if she did. “My second reason to call on you is to tell you that I am very ashamed of my part in bringing Johnny and Miss Darcy together.”

			After a pause during which Mrs. Gardiner felt as though she would never comprehend any thing again, she suddenly realized that Lady Metcalf was referring to the ball. When Lady Metcalf saw that a little light had crept into the other lady’s mind she continued, “When I arranged that Johnny was to be let in to the house to see her, I did not know the harm that would come of it. You must think very badly of me, but I wish I had never done it. If there is some way I can make amends, I want you to tell me of it.”

			“I do not know what can be done about it,” said Mrs. Gardiner slowly. “It was certainly wrong of you to help Johnny in a way that so injured Miss Darcy, but Johnny was wrong and Miss Darcy was wrong as well. And if we wish to spread blame it can go even further than that. We are all hoping for the best, whatever that may be. I will remember your offer of assistance, and will let you know if there is need of it.”

			“Thank you,” said Lady Metcalf. She rose from her chair. “I should not stay longer. I have no right to ask you not to tell any one that I came here and what I said to you, but I think it would be better if we did not speak of it, either of us.”

			“I very much agree with you,” said Mrs. Gardiner. She saw her visitor to the door, and then returned to the drawing room to drink a restorative cup of tea and ruminate on what she had heard. Later, sitting with her husband after dinner, she asked, “My love, did not Johnny tell us that he was born in Scotland?”

			Mr. Gardiner, who was absorbed in a book of accounts, answered without raising his head, “Yes, I believe so.”

			“Do you not think Scotland a large distance from Surrey?”

			“Yes, I should think it not much less than four hundred miles.”

			“And do you not think there might be a vast number of isolated villages and remote farmhouses in England between Surrey and Scotland?”

			“No doubt.”

			“And that it would be less troublesome to conceal an unmarried young woman from Surrey who was with child in, let us say, Oxfordshire, than in Scotland?”

			At last Mr. Gardiner looked up. “What is on your mind, Mary? You are asking me some very odd questions.”

			“It is an odd affair. Lady Metcalf visited me today, as I told you she had said she would.”

			“And in what respect does Lady Metcalf contribute to this confusion, which already seems sufficient?”

			“Her father was a tenant on Lord Marlowe’s estate.”

			“Was she indeed? I do not think that is common knowledge.”

			“Very likely not. Neither Elizabeth nor Jane has ever said anything about it. The Marlowe estate is in Surrey.”

			“Nowhere near the North of England.”

			“Exactly. And I ask you again, why would the late Lord Marlowe have taken the trouble to send the girl all the way to Scotland when the next county would have done admirably? After all, he acknowledged the child and supported him until his death.”

			“What do you wish me to gather from this cross-examination? Perhaps it was the girl’s choice to go home.”

			“Her home was in Ireland.”

			“Ah; I begin to perceive your misgivings on this subject. Yes, it does seem peculiar when looked at in this way.”

			“Do you think there is a possibility that there was another reason for Johnny to have been born in Scotland?”

			“Where was he born? Do you recall what he said?”

			“Ayton, I am fairly certain.”

			“Ayton; I believe it is about ten miles from Berwick,” said Mr. Gardiner, “and near to Lamberton. Lamberton Toll?”

			“Lamberton Toll indeed,” replied Mrs. Gardiner.

			∞ 
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			The following day Mr. Gardiner summoned his chief clerk, to whom he had often entrusted important commissions, into his office at his warehouse. “Mr. Haywood, I have a task for you.” Mr. Haywood intimated that he was at his employer’s disposal. “I should like you to go to Ashbury Park in Surrey, to Lamberton in Scotland, and to Canterbury.”

			“In that order, sir?”

			“As to the order you may do as you like. But I wish you to start at once.”

			“Very good, sir. It’s a fine time of year for a bit of travelling.”

			Mr. Gardiner then gave him some particular instructions, and dismissed him on his journey. If Mr. Haywood did not quite step from the warehouse directly into a coach, he nevertheless set off on his errand with great expedition.

			He returned in good time with a thick sheaf of papers in his wallet, which he ceremoniously handed to his employer. Mr. Gardiner looked them over. “Very good, Mr. Haywood, very good. You have done an excellent job. Not a word of this, you understand.”

			“It’s a very delicate subject, sir,” said the chief clerk. “I shall say nothing to any one, of course.” And he took up once more his everyday duties.

			John Amaury, in France on Mr. Gardiner’s business, was recalled to London and asked to present himself promptly at Harley Street for dinner. He was always sure of a welcome there, but the Gardiners greeted him with even more affability than was their custom. It was immediately clear to Amaury that some thing had occurred to excite their spirits although they persisted in pretending for a time that all was as usual. It had been their intention to impart their news to him after the meal, but their false composure could not endure even to the end of the soup.

			“It is no good,” said Mrs. Gardiner, looking at her plate.

			“I find it excellent,” said Amaury. “You have a proficient cook.”

			“That is not what I meant. I knew I should not be able to eat a morsel.”

			“Nor I, I am afraid,” said her husband. “Johnny, I hope you are not famished, for we have a communication that it seems can wait no longer. Come into the drawing room with us. Mary, tell them to keep the soup warm.”

			Amaury followed his friends out of the dining room in a state of mystification and a little hunger, and when they were all seated Mr. Gardiner commenced speaking without any delay. Producing a packet of papers he said, “I have here copies of entries in three registers, the Old Toll House in Lamberton, the Ayton parish church and the parish church at Ashbury Park. The entry from Lamberton Toll House shows the legal common law marriage of John Marlowe, bachelor, to Kathleen O’Neill, spinster, on November 14, 1790. There are two subsequent entries from Ayton church. The first shows the birth of John Marlowe, their son, on the first day of February 1791, and the death of Kathleen Marlowe on the fifth day of February.” Amaury was immobile in astonishment, too amazed for his tongue to have the ability to form a remark. “The register of the church at Ashbury Park shows the marriage of John Marlowe to Elizabeth Brewster on the twenty-fifth day of February 1791 and the birth of their son Thomas on September 30, 1791.”

			Amaury had grown continually whiter as Mr. Gardiner spoke, until Mrs. Gardiner thought he might faint. “Johnny, are you unwell?” she asked. He scarcely heard her.

			“My father – married my mother?”

			“There can be no doubt of it,” said Mr. Gardiner. “The evidence is unassailable.”

			“But why, why then did he conceal it? He lived more than twenty years after. He never told me. Nor on his death did he make any confession of the truth.”

			“I believe he may have done so. I have also a copy of your father’s will, proven in the Canterbury court. As you told us, Johnny, it says, “to my son Thomas in recognition of the great loss he has suffered”, and leaves to him all your father’s property which was not entailed, which in conjunction with the registers is highly suggestive. And I have a statement from the housekeeper at Ashbury Park (my clerk Mr. Haywood it seems has unsuspected talents for blandishment) that when days after your father’s death his London solicitor brought the will to your brother there was with it a sealed letter, addressed to the son in the father’s hand. She did not know what had become of that letter, but it may have contained your father’s acknowledgement of you as his true heir.”

			“That does not explain why he so long hid that Johnny was his legitimate eldest son,” objected Mrs. Gardiner. 

			“Mr. Haywood had a very comfortable conversation with the housekeeper, and she provided a good deal of interesting information, some of which you, Johnny, may perhaps be able to confirm. For example, that Miss Elizabeth Brewster was the heiress to a fortune made in provisioning the Navy, and Ashbury Park was heavily mortgaged prior to the marriage.”

			“I see,” said Mrs. Gardiner. “She might have taken her fortune elsewhere if the estate and title already had an heir.”

			“Precisely.”

			“I heard more than once that Lady Marlowe’s fortune rescued the estate from its creditors,” said Amaury. After a silent interval he said in a constricted voice, “I have no right to censure my father, or any one, for my own conduct has often been blameworthy. But there must have been a time when some one could have acted or spoken, and prevented a younger son taking all. Now it is too late.”

			“No, not at all,” said Mr. Gardiner energetically. “You have been cruelly used, but it is not too late to right the wrong. I consulted with my own solicitors and they took counsel’s opinion.” He drew another document from the bundle. “Sir William Garrow declares without reservation that you are the legitimate heir to the Marlowe title and estate, and that if you bring an action in the High Court upon a writ of novel disseisin you must succeed in regaining them.”

			“I am Viscount Marlowe?” said Amaury, astounded.

			“Yes.”

			They remained in stillness for some time as Amaury absorbed the improbable intelligence. One thing struck him very forcibly. When he had given up Georgiana he had done so for her own sake, and out of his sincere affection for the Gardiners. As much as it was a punishment to him to renounce her, he had not thought himself entitled to any reward for doing so. But here was recompense that sprang from that decision. If he had eloped with Georgiana, the Gardiners would have taken no trouble to tease out his history, and he would have remained marked his entire life a bastard mountebank. Because he had done right, it now appeared that he would receive his rights. This lesson in ethics was quickly eclipsed as, not very startlingly, his scattered reflections collected around Georgiana and the hope that all obstacles to obtaining her hand had suddenly melted away. The same thought was perhaps in Mrs. Gardiner’s mind when she caught her husband’s eye and smiled at him. 

			At length Amaury asked, “What is to be done now?”

			“Tomorrow we will meet with my solicitors and arrange for the necessary actions to be taken. I will defray all expenses, and you will repay me when you come into possession of the estate. By heaven, I wish I so well liked the appearance of all of my ventures!”

			By the time they returned to the dining room the soup was ruined and the joint dried out but the diners did not notice these defects.

			∞ 
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			Damson and London, August 1816 

			∞ 

			∞ 
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			Lady Mallinger had been seriously ill for many weeks and she had only lately so far recuperated as to be able to make the journey to Damson, accompanied by Mr. and Mrs. Hurst. Once they had arrived the visit appeared to be a great trial to Mrs. Hurst for she could not look at any landscape, room or article of furniture without regretting aloud that her sister would soon be required to vacate the house for Sir Henry’s heir, a second cousin. That Lady Mallinger would have possession of the Dower House was no consolation to her for it was scarcely larger than a cottage. “To think,” she said resentfully, “that we shall have to make do with Clifford Priory at Christmas. I feel the cold already. Really, Caroline, it was most inexcusably careless on your part to have lost Sir Henry’s son.”

			Mrs. Hurst could scarcely have expected Lady Mallinger to concur with her last remark, nor did she provide opportunity for her to do so, immediately turning to a complaint about the weather. It was cold and wet, as it had been for months, and many in England suffered greater hardship from it than Mrs. Hurst. Generously she did not place her claim to misery much above others’ and ran through a short catalogue of the ills and misfortunes of their acquaintances. Lady Mallinger heard it all but listened to none of it until her sister mentioned Sir John Thorn. His name stimulated in her a nervous thrill and she instantly gave all of her attention. Mrs. Hurst was speaking of his financial difficulties, and of reports that he must go bankrupt. “A fall is no less than he deserves,” she declared.

			Lady Mallinger expressed her alarm by rebuking her sister. “Louisa, your prejudice against him from the beginning has been violent. What cause do you have to rejoice in his adversity?”

			“More cause than you are presently aware of, Caroline. I kept the knowledge from you while you were convalescing, for it would certainly have set back your recovery, but you may hear it now from me, before you hear it from all of our friends, for it was a fortnight’s scandal.”

			“Of what are you speaking?” said Lady Mallinger very impatiently.

			“Of Sir John Thorn, and his extraordinarily coarse behaviour. After you fell ill, when the fact of your indisposition had been circulated in society, he called and sent in his card. Naturally I was not at home to him. But he would not depart! He insisted that he would remain at the door until he received a bulletin of your health. I sent a footman to remove him, but he had not sufficient wit or courage to carry out his orders. At last, only to cause him to go away, I had the butler give him some word. But that was not the end of it. He came again the next day and we played the whole charade again. He came every day until I conveyed that you were out of danger. I cannot comprehend his motive, what advantage he thought to gain from such an uncouth exhibition, other than tarnishing your reputation, which he most assuredly has done. I say nothing of what it may have done to his reputation, for I daresay everyone takes it that eccentrically vulgar activities of this kind are considered the very height of refinement in Manchester.”

			Lady Mallinger listened to this tale almost with disbelief, and with a pounding heart. Her wonder was increased by every detail of his conduct. It was the most unaccountable thing she had ever heard. Her spirits were so much disturbed that it was impossible for her to remain in company and on a pretext she withdrew to her own room. 

			She had believed her estrangement from Sir John final. Yet despite her contemptible manner of rejecting his proposal, and the rancour and incivility of their last conversation, he – who should have shunned her as his greatest enemyhad instead displayed the greatest anxiety for her! Was this, could this be, a relenting of his anger towards her? But a few minutes’ thought convinced her that it was not. He had not denied his love for her, only his desire to have anything further to do with her. His coming to her had been beyond his own volition. She understood this, for her feelings for Darcy would at one time have urged her to do no less had he been in danger. She would have lain across the threshold of his room like his hound, while he suffered within, if propriety would not have forbidden such a performance. But this proof of Sir John’s inalienable affection; yes, and compassion for her as well; which had induced him take outlandish pains and to expose himself to criticism and contempt, now awakened in her breast an unfamiliar sentiment: that of gratitude. It was accompanied by another sentiment, hope. Even if his conduct did not signal an amendment in their relationship, perhaps it offered her an opportunity. Selfish, cold-hearted, venalthese were the words he had thrown in her facecould she ever forget them! Had he created an opening that might make it possible for her now to take some action, that might demonstrate to him the erroneousness of his judgment?

			But was his judgment in error? That was a question that rose unbidden to her brain. She was well aware that all her life she had thought meanly of anyone beyond her own set. This was not difficult for her to acknowledge for she had never conceived it improper to act on this theory. Awkward manners, unstylish clothing, inelegant language, an absence of fashionable accomplishments: surely these were the hallmarks of the inferior individual? But on further contemplation, what were awkward manners in comparison to the refined derision, graceful scorn, tasteful disdain of a man like Sir Henry Mallinger? Or – of a woman like Lady Mallinger? Casting her eyes upon herself for what was probably the very first time she perceived with some discomfiture certain shortcomings. As shallow as it was the appraisal was rather disturbing and she almost began to suspect her inferiority to Sir John Thorn. How incredulous Mrs. Hurst would have been to discover her sister suddenly experiencing a modicum of disapproval directed towards herself rather than Sir John! But her thoughts did not linger in that place for a sufficient period of time for her to reach any definite conclusion. They turned instead to an acute sense of what she had lost, and what she might have had. 

			She now asked herself if there were some thing she could do for him, that would show her appreciation of his concern for her and demonstrate that she had a faculty not dissimilar to his. He was not sick; but he was distressed in another sense, and she had it within her means to lighten his burden. 

			Lady Mallinger was capable woman, although she did not often put her aptitudes to the best use, and now that a motive of goodwill was within her she did not have to weigh opposing desires. It was plain to her what she had to do. How best to do it was more difficult to determine, and as she knew herself unfit to carry out her purpose alone she wrote a letter to her solicitor, seeking his advice on the offer of a substantial loan to Sir John Thorn. 

			∞ 
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			The solicitor at first attempted to remonstrate with her for this flight of absurd liberality but when it became evident to him that she was determined to proceed, with his assistance or that of another man, he provided the necessary counsel and drew up the necessary documents. He sent a request to Sir John to come to his offices in the Temple, with a short explanation of the purpose of the meeting. Sir John sent an instant reply of acceptance, on condition that Lady Mallinger herself be present. This unexpected occurrence threw Lady Mallinger into a state that was composed of apprehension and confusion, with just a touch of exhilaration that she might, if she wished, see and speak to him again. She could not avoid thinking that his desire to see her was prompted by an appetite for excoriating her conduct once more; but he was a businessman; perhaps his only interest lay in dealing directly with a potential lender. After some anxious cogitation she wrote to her solicitor that she would consent to be present, and a day was arranged. Lady Mallinger returned to London, telling the Hursts that she had affairs related to Sir Henry’s estate to deal with. They, after some irritable discussion, elected to remain at Damson without her.

			Lady Mallinger was waiting with the solicitor in his dusty chambers when Sir John was announced by a clerk and entered. She was agitated, but she received him quietly and with a serious air, determined that her demeanour should reveal nothing except commercial acumen. He too was very serious but he did not appear angry or sullen. There was about him, rather, a barely repressed energy. He turned to the solicitor and glanced at the documents laid out on his desk.

			“Sir John,” commenced the solicitor, “Lady Mallinger has made to me a most unusual request, to offer you an investment in your manufactory. I tried first to dissuade her from this course but she is resolved to follow it, and the result is that we meet here to discuss the conditions of the investment. Please take a seat.”

			Instead of doing as he was asked Sir John said almost peremptorily, “I wish to speak to Lady Mallinger alone. Would you leave us.”

			The solicitor blinked, unaccustomed to being evicted from his own rooms, but Sir John’s tone allowed of no objection, and he went. Sir John took a chair, drew it nearer to Lady Mallinger and sat down. Looking at her with a penetrating expression he said, “A manufacturer or trader who requires a woman’s gift to prop up his enterprise is a poor specimen. There is but a single situation in which I would accept any money from a woman. In the event, my financial circumstances are not as disastrous as you seem to have been informed, and I regret that you have been led to feel any disquiet on my account. I therefore thank you for your offer but I decline it. Now do you wish to speak to me of any thing else? Did you contemplate anything beyond a financial transaction? I will hear you, whatever you have to say.”

			Lady Mallinger could say nothing, for she was now in such a jumble of nerves that she could scarcely distinguish where she was. 

			“If you will not speak, then I will. I came here for one purpose only.” He was regarding her with all the power his eyes possessed. “You are free again, and I have not been inconstant. Is it unjustifiable in me to arrive here with a measure of expectation? I cannot tolerate uncertainty; I must know at once.”

			Here was no waste of time! Two minutes after his entering the room, she was deep in happiness, or at any rate understood herself to be so, for her feelings were in a chaos that did not permit the identification of any particular one of them. She was also too bewildered to open her lips. Neither spoke but a wordless dialogue took place between them: on his side, command; on hers a momentary resistance dictated by nature and habit, and then, under the revolutionary effect of their encounter – surrender.

			He rose to his feet. “Caroline, come to me!”

			It was perhaps due to the baseness of Lady Mallinger’s descent that she did not then engage in any of the coy practices of elegant females. Quite to the contrary, she threw herself into his strong arms and felt herself pressed to his heart. For some precious minutes neither could utter a sound. 

			When the solicitor returned, in annoyance, to request re-admission, Lady Mallinger’s cheeks which had been pale were now brilliant and Sir John seemed almost to fill the room. Before the much put-upon man could say any thing, Sir John, pointing at the desk, said, “You may dispose of those documents, we have no need of them. However shortly we shall put you to the trouble of drawing up a marriage settlement.”

			Lady Mallinger and Sir John went together to Sir Henry’s house in Bruton Street where, alone in the drawing room, they exchanged promises, and indulged in those explanations of the past that are so fascinating to new-joined lovers, plans for the present and hopes for the future. 

			“I was angry, very angry, at you when we last parted, and in my anger imagined I could learn to forget you. I thought I would be able to repudiate you as an unexceptional woman who yielding to avarice had given up a man who sincerely loved her for one who was indifferent to her. But it was not long before I regretted and abhorred the pride and bile that I had displayed before you. I loved you still, and knew there could be no other to equal you.”

			Lady Mallinger was much moved. It was almost beyond her conception that she was truly loved by Sir John, when she had expended so much effort to make clear that she had no feelings for him. But recovering a little of her former self she said, “Your language to me that day was abominable.”

			“As was yours to me.”

			She was suspended fleetingly on the verge of a retort, and then spoke slowly, searching for a fresh path. “I admit it. The difference was, that you were speaking the truth and I falsehoods. I could not humble myself before you and tell you of my feelings, and of my regret, as much as I wanted to do both.”

			“My dearest, dearest Caroline: never will you hear anything but truth from me,” he said in a tone of tenderness. “The pain of recalling our conversation after I learned you had been widowed was extreme –”

			“Ah! It was exactly the same in my case!”

			“– but it was increased tenfold, a hundredfold, by your peril. The horror I felt was indescribable and I could take no action for your safety. I could do nothing but look on with anguish, and make a fool of myself to all London.”

			“They know nothing of foolishness and wisdom, of civilized and uncivilized manners, and neither did I, before now.”

			So in this way the two of them were brought subjugated by love from misery to joy. Every doubt was removed, every rift healed. Each was certain of being beloved, and each was absolved of all turpitude in the mind of the other. And their new condition of security and mutual delight was due not only to the rapture of requited affection but also to dawning truth and reason, and that is a triumvirate which creates a most excellent foundation for a marriage.

			The news of the engagement burst on Mrs. Hurst like a mortar shell. Her chagrin can in no way be described. The rest of the world took the announcement tranquilly. Almost no one thought it a bad match for Lady Mallinger; as the gentleman had a knighthood and might confidently look forward to a baronetcy (new-created though it be), and the lady had an independent fortune, there was no reason for any body’s opposition. 

			∞ 
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			∞ 
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			Pemberley, September 1816 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			The engagement of the relict of the aristocratic Sir Henry Mallinger to a rough Northern manufacturer paled into insignificance in comparison to the affairs of the Marlowe family, and very soon the whole world could talk of nothing else. Its unconventional domestic practices and imprudent arrangements for succession were first discussed. Those who wished to descend into the muck delighted in re-telling stories of John Amaury’s former and present wickedness – which fortuitously expanded the scene to include not only Georgiana Darcy but the entire Darcy and Fitzwilliam connexion and their recent marriages, thus spreading misery farther – and retailing stories of Tom Marlowe’s debauched life and feats of seduction, which had until now been only whispered of. Lady Catherine de Bourgh heard just a fraction of his exploits but enough to cause her to write to notify him that any engagement with her daughter was at an end. Those whose tastes were more cerebral found much pleasure in arguing over the nature of the lawsuit brought by John Amaury, and whether novel disseisin were the proper action. A wag of Gray’s Inn pronounced that the suit ought to be brought instead on a writ of withernam as the younger brother had eloigned the elder’s chattels, and at dinners where there were no other guests present than men of the legal profession this was thought a very good joke and was laughed at heartily. 

			And what of Georgiana and Amaury in all this? They seemed to have been brought no closer together by events. The Darcys remained at Pemberley, where they considered Georgiana safe from the danger of seeing her lover again; they said not a syllable of Amaury to Georgiana, nor did the Gardiners speak of Georgiana to Amaury. Every day made silence more excruciating to Georgiana. She wanted to believe in the imminence of perfect bliss, but her heart feared mischance and doubts would have clouded her spirit had she not valiantly defended whenever they materialized. Every thing seemed suspended. No one seemed able, or willing, to say whether John Marlowe, Viscount Marlowe, would be any more palatable a husband than John Amaury. 

			During this time Georgiana and Amaury continued their clandestine correspondence. She gave him every encouragement that she could muster to carry out their plan of elopement, but he had expectation of an auspicious change and urged that a little time and patience would see it accomplished. She however had no such dependence. Suffering under what she classified as callous and insensitive values of her family she was driven to write her disappointment in the following terms:

			∞ 

			My dearest Amaury,

			∞ 

			Are our thoughts and wishes not in perfect accord? Has our engagement become in truth a source of repentance to you? Your reluctance speaks so coldly to me. I cannot conceive that our marriage cannot take place immediately if we wish it. We need no one’s consent and we will have an income more than sufficient for our wants. What more is there to wait for? Yet you say still you shrink from any hasty action. My affection for you is implanted so deeply that I cannot change it. Have you really grown indifferent to me? Is my heart to be wasted on you for all of my life? I take leave of you, longing to see you and trusting that we shall very soon be together once more. Do not doubt my love, and give me no cause to doubt yours. Be faithful to your word.

						Your own

						Georgiana

			∞ 

			This letter made its way very sharply to his feelings. “How can you think so wretchedly of me, after all that has passed between us?” he remonstrated in reply. But he, while consistently affirming a regard for her that was as strong as her own for him, and declaring that he recognized her as his future wife, with a consistent degree of discretion refused to marry without her brother’s permission. Georgiana thought him most unreasonable and could not comprehend his scruples. The resolution of character she recognized, but not the new principles of strict integrity. 

			Soon however a communication was made to Amaury whose effect he could not resist. It derived not from Georgiana but Lady Metcalf, whose position in the world made her privy to a much greater extent than the Gardiners and Amaury, or the Darcys in Derbyshire, to what was being said (and written) by society. When she told Amaury a part, and by no means the worst part, of what had been relayed about Georgiana he realized, that such a predicament was impossible to endure; now at last he wrote to Georgiana concluding arrangements for them to reunite in Lambton and travel from there to Scotland.

			Had any suspicion of such plans occurred to her family, action would certainly have been taken to prevent the marriage. But Georgiana’s cunning prevailed. Not a soul suspected any thing until she was several hours gone from the Lambton Arms in a post-chaise with Amaury.

			With the blessing of Providence they were not frustrated in the purpose of their journey and the marriage took place in the Old Toll Booth at Lamberton, the two standing unaware in the exact position where Amaury’s parents had stood many years before. When they were named man and wife by the toll keeper it would be difficult to say which of the two was the happiest, which thought to have claimed the greater prize.

			They arrived at Pemberley on a fine September day as a wedded couple. They had not hastened their return, as if anxious to relieve the fears of her family, nor had they delayed it, as if in dread of a choleric reception. They returned at exactly the fitting time. They were driven up to the door of the house, where the first person to greet them was the butler Mr. Spurgeon. “Miss Darcy, thank God you are brought safe home!” he said to her.

			“Of course I am safe! But you must call me Mrs. Amaury now,” replied Georgiana proudly. “Where is your master?”

			“Mr. and Mrs. Darcy are in the saloon. I will inform them that you are here.”

			“Whatever for? I do not need to be announced in my own home. Come, Amaury.”

			Amaury touched her arm. “Stay, Georgiana. I shall always consult your feelings, but at the present moment I do not believe that it would reflect credit either on us or on your brother and sister to intrude without permitting them to prepare themselves. Will you allow me to instruct your servant?” And with Georgiana’s not-quite-instantaneous answering pressure on his hand he nodded at the butler who rather to his surprise found himself bowing to the gentleman and walking off to do his bidding.

			When a quarter of an hour later Darcy and Elizabeth received their delinquent sister and new brother, they saw what they had expected – rapturous love, certainly, but also conspicuous triumph and defiance. That was on Georgiana’s countenance. The handsome young man at her side also could not conceal his love, but it was mingled with shame and penitence.

			There was silence while the younger couple approached the elder across the room – no cries of relief and joy on either side, no words of welcome called out; although Elizabeth’s and Amaury’s eyes met in a glance that affirmed their recollection of the carriage rides in the Park. At last, when the four were within reach of one another Darcy said, “You are well Georgiana? You have made us very uneasy.”

			“Why would I not be well?” said Georgiana rather crossly. “I am more well than I have been forever. I am happy now, and you can do nothing to destroy my happiness.”

			“My love,” said Amaury, taking both her hands in his and speaking with unbounded affection, “let us be both kind and generous in our happiness. What else can be of true advantage to us?” Turning to his new relations he said, “Mr. and Mrs. Darcy, I have faults enough, that I know it will take long to establish your good opinion of me, but allow me to assure you of two things. The first is that Georgiana’s welfare on our journey was the object of my most assiduous care and that she is in the best of health. The second is that I would never have entertained any design of marrying her privately if I had not believed, both sincerely in my heart and on the most rational evidence, that it was best for her. Know that Georgiana herself is totally devoid of reproach in our elopement, and that the insistence all originated on my side. I have been meticulously promised by three of the most respected counsel in England (for in such a vital matter I would not rely on a single statement) that my claim to the viscountcy and estate is incontestable and that I will publicly be acknowledged as Viscount Marlowe within a year at the very latest. I would not have married Georgiana, with or without your approval, under any other condition than that of holding a title and estate proper to her birth rank. Perhaps you will say I should have judged better than to take her away from Pemberley without your consent, but on the most conscientious deliberation I concluded that for the sake of her reputation it was imperative to marry as soon as possible, for only our prompt union would protect her from increasingly malicious gossip. But even with such an urgent motive, it was with extreme compunction that I took a step that must have greatly alarmed you. That I have offended against you, however necessarily, is deeply painful to me; I apologize with all humility and hope in time to obtain your forgiveness.” 

			Here was an audacious speech from the man who in his selfishness had first plotted to gain Georgiana’s hand and fortune, then injured her name, and finally secretly wed her in the teeth of all her family’s unambiguous opposition! This thought did cross the minds of Darcy and Elizabeth, but only superficially, for they wished to avoid a futile review of the past, and Amaury’s openness was so winning, his words so sincerely spoken and his attitude so completely expressive of his contrition, that almost in spite of themselves his new brother and sister began to feel that Georgiana’s match was not quite the unmitigated disaster they had believed it, and were moved towards clemency. There was that about John Amaury, which unerringly attracted the partiality of those he sought to influence. And as a further inducement to goodwill they could not avoid seeing and appreciating the charms of his person, the refinement of his address, the intelligence in his eye. If his courtship of Georgiana could have been conducted in a sanctioned manner he could not have failed to win their approbation as her consort.

			The new husband and wife stood before the Darcys and waited to hear whether they would be received into the family.

			Darcy and Elizabeth looked at each other, taking guidance and perhaps strength. The elopement had been a bitter pill to swallow, and the Darcys’ displeasure was both just and reasonable. Their resistance to the request for pardon ought to be commensurate with the crime. But there is another school of thought, that mercy and understanding ought to be dispensed in the measures of love. Darcy and Elizabeth despite all that had passed loved Georgiana very dearly and on the basis of five minutes’ acquaintance they also found themselves prepared to learn to love John Amaury.

			“You are welcome at Pemberley,” said Darcy, “and Elizabeth and I hope that you find as much felicity in your marriage as we in ours.” Her brother and sister both then embraced Georgiana, and Darcy offered his hand to Amaury. And thus Georgiana’s marriage did not divide her from her family. That is not to say that all of the Darcys’ concerns were immediately assuaged, for when Elizabeth found herself alone with Georgiana later that day she took the opportunity of asking, “I hope you did not marry a bad man in the hope of making him good?” Georgiana replied, “No. I married a good man in the hope of showing the world that they are mistaken in condemning him as bad.”

			By rapid stages the Darcys and the Amaurys advanced in the favourable evaluation of one another; the Darcys’ memory of Amaury’s previous life decreased and their esteem increased until they held him in very high affection, equally regarding and respecting him. The Gardiners had forgiven Amaury for marrying Georgiana without leave even before he had actually done so, for there was nothing that could have pleased them more than bringing him into their family connexion. Earlier therefore than anyone could have anticipated the entire family was wholly reconciled. Elizabeth said to Georgiana, “You have hoped we would grow to love him as a brother, and I may tell you that we now see no more blemish in his heart than we do in his countenance.” 

			This was all that had been lacking to make Georgiana and Amaury the happiest couple in the world; and of a marriage so well provided with blessings your imagination must supply the rest.

			∞ 
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			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			EPILOGUE

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

			Mr. Collins was persuaded by Lady Catherine de Bourgh to change the title of his novel to “Lætitia; or Vice Rebuk’d” and to alter some of the details that closely identified the Bennet family – not, of course, for the sake of the Bennets, but for the sake of Lady Catherine who had so inexplicably (to her) become entangled with them. It may be that “persuasion” is not the appropriate word to use when referring to Lady Catherine’s methods of molding the world to her will, and that Mr. Collins will smart for some time from her coaxing. 

			Once Charlotte Collins was made to understand the nature of her husband’s activities in his room, for having little interest in what he did in his room as long as he stayed in it she had merely supposed him to be very slow at writing sermons, she gave him every possible encouragement in his literary endeavours, urged that a four-volume novel was by no means beyond his abilities, and very often at breakfast suggested a theme for an epic poem. Sonnets she absolutely scorned for their brevity.

			Whatever Anne de Bourgh’s thoughts on being successively jilted by Fitzwilliam Darcy, Colonel James Fitzwilliam and Thomas Marlowe, they have not been recorded, and she continued to drive her pony phaeton about Hunsford parish. The feelings of her mother were diverse: clearly it was a fortunate escape that her daughter had not married a penniless rake who had not even a title to screen his humiliation; yet the title and estate that had been Thomas Marlowe’s were annexed by her own niece Georgiana Darcy, who ought to have shown greater reverence for Lady Catherine’s rank and fortune; and while Lord Marlowe had been engaged to Anne, Lady Catherine’s bête noire, Mrs. Bennet, had somehow inveigled him into eloping with her follower, a destitute girl of the neighbourhood. She scarcely knew how to react. However a letter from Penelope Harrington that poured out to her the young lady’s gratitude and esteem influenced Lady Catherine to invite her to Rosings for a week’s visit – for looking about herself, she had seen no one among her relations or friends who could supply the comfort and balm her spirit required at this moment – and in the course of that autumnal visit a bond of real tenderness between them was forged. The week turned into four, and at the end of them Lady Catherine asked Pen to accompany her to Bath, where she planned to take up residence in Camden-place from the beginning of the New Year. I need hardly say that Pen accepted this invitation with delight.

			Mrs. Bennet was convinced that if Pen had eloped with Thomas Marlowe when given the opportunity she not only would have obtained a husband through Mrs. Bennet’s offices but Marlowe would have remained Viscount Marlowe and owner of the Surrey estate. She could barely contain herself on the subject. She was quite unable to see Pen without experiencing violent irritation and assuring her each time that she was done with her. “I take no pleasure in talking to you, when because of your perverseness you not only squandered the certainty of a good marriage, but a very fine and civil gentleman has lost everything to a half-caste brother who was born out of wedlock. It is very hard, when I think of it. But I suppose every one else is to be thwarted as long as you may have your own way.” She was so vehemently misguided on such a number of points that no body could see any possibility of correcting her, so they left her to rail uninterrupted. As Pen had transferred her allegiance to Lady Catherine by this time she was not very much disturbed by Mrs. Bennet’s fulminations.

			Mrs. Hurst rapidly after being informed of Lady Mallinger’s engagement to Sir John Thorn recognized and freely admitted that she had been entirely wrong in her estimation of him, was mortified by her former rudeness to him, and took pains to get to know him and to do justice to the superiority of his mind and character. This, of course, is unmitigated nonsense. In fact her discontentment with her sister’s choice of husband continued uncurbed for a prodigious period. However once having been positively assured that society thought no less of her sister for marrying Sir John, and seeing that the couple were welcomed everywhere, her prejudices abated a little and her ideas revolved towards country houses suitable for Sir John and Lady Thorn, and Mr. and Mrs. Hurst, well equipped with fireplaces and within easy travelling distance of town. She suffered a little when in contact with Sir John, but probably it did her no great harm.

			The reader may perhaps feel, that I have treated Lady Mallinger, née Caroline Bingley, with more kindness than she deserved; but if we treat everyone according to their desserts, who among us will escape whipping? Restored to all that they had believed lost, Sir John and Lady Thorn were perhaps happier in their re-union than in their first-projected union, more confident in knowledge of each other’s character, more accommodating, and more affectionate. Between them every unpleasant circumstance of the past was by mutual consent forgotten, and any fortuitous reminder only increased their attachment. Lady Thorn immediately set about paying off every debt of consideration and civility that she owed to her husband and would soon have been his creditor in that regard had he shown less determination to match her efforts. Lady Thorn was, naturally, required to live in Manchester for the greater portion of each year. She undertook this duty gladly, remaining at her husband’s side and making no effort to escape the dirty streets and atmosphere except in his company. Her London airs and graces had little currency in her new home and she had the wisdom, or perhaps the snobbery, not to try to elevate the tone of her new neighbours. Instead she threw herself into comprehending her husband’s business thoroughly, and although (in spite of her celebrated antecedents in trade) there never arrived a time when she would have not run have it into the ground within a year if he had died and left it to her management, she was a wonderful source of strength to him. Sir John and Lady Thorn held a regular salon at which merchants, manufacturers, engineers, architects and inventors were received and although most of them had grating accents and badly cut coats, Lady Thorn forgave their defects when she discovered how much she was admired at these gatherings for her ability to listen intelligently, as well as her handsome countenance and graceful form. Thus she did “retrace the laughing part of life with another” as Lord Byron had wished for her.

			Lord Byron’s residence that year on Lake Geneva is better known for matters other than the drowning of Sir Henry Mallinger, to wit, inspiring the creation of two novels of the kind which I promised at the commencement of this one would be inflicted on no reader; and shocking the sensibilities of both the English and the Swiss, for he had left his wife and child in England and was joined in Switzerland by two other gentlemen, one of whom had also left his wife and young children, and two young ladies who were not married to any of the gentlemen.10 When fall arrived Lord Byron left the Villa Diodati and migrated to Venice, where he continued to lead an irregular life.

			Tom Marlowe went to Australia. You may be confounded to learn that he went there of his own will; there were certainly many who said that if he had not gone willing he must have gone unwilling.11 But by this noble action he cheated his enemies (who by the time of his departure seemed to number all the inhabitants of England) of malignant triumph.

			It is not only female virtue that may be rewarded with a coach and four. Even so, John Amaury’s reward exceeded the material. Surrounded by his new family, both loving and beloved, and no longer merely living for himself, Amaury became exactly what he ought to be. His wishes now centered in quiet domestic life and his character shook off the selfishness of former habits and fully acquired the delicacy of principal it had wanted; although it was not acquired through Georgiana as he at first had supposed. Mr. and Mrs. Amaury, shortly Lord and Lady Marlowe, were in harmony with each other’s dearest sensations, and there could be no two hearts so open to one another, no trust so reciprocal, no confidence so mutual, but each received an occasional surprise from the other’s thoughts or actions. However if their understanding of each other was not perfect, their devotion to each other was. 

			Almost all sins may be forgiven one who is in solid possession of legitimacy and a handsome fortune, and what legitimacy and fortune will not soften, time and liberality of opinion – and not necessarily a great deal of either – will accomplish the rest, for rank, after all, is rank. Quite soon nearly the whole world was delighted by Lord and Lady Marlowe’s acquaintance and set itself to enjoy all the advantages of the connexion. Their past indiscretions were forgotten and they moved always in the first set. 

			∞ 
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			ENDNOTES

			∞ 

			∞ 

			∞ 

				1	Observers reported snow (in London) on April 14, 1816. The year 1816 was cold and wet, famously known as the “year without a summer”. The anomalous weather, which caused widespread crop failure in Europe and America, leading to starvation in many areas, is now believed to have been the result of the eruption of Mount Tambora in Indonesia in April 1815.

				2	Jane Austen completed Persuasion in August 1816, although it was published in December 1817 and dated 1818. 

				3	Observers also reported snow in London on May 12, 1816.

				4	John Milton (1608-1674), Paradise Lost.

				5	Frances (Fanny) Burney, The Wanderer, or, Female Difficulties (1814), volume 4, Chapter 45.

				6	George Gordon, Lord Byron; the verse may now be found in his Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage, Canto III, stanza XCII.

				7	William Shakespeare, The Tempest, Act 1, Scene 2. It is also inscribed on Percy Bysshe Shelley’s headstone in the Protestant Cemetery in Rome. Shelley drowned in Italy in 1822, at the age of 29.

				8	George Gordon, Lord Byron; the verse may now be found in his Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage, Canto II, stanza IX. And yes, Lord Byron quoted his own poetry in his letters.

				9	Seneca the Younger, Troades (The Trojan Women), written c. 54 AD. Translated from the Latin it reads, “After Death there is nothing, and Death itself is nothing … you ask in what place you shall lie after your decease? There where the unborn lie.”

				10	With Lord Byron at the Villa Diodati near Cologny on Lake Geneva were Percy Bysshe Shelley, John Polidori, Mary Godwin and her stepsister Claire Clairmont (the mother of Byron’s daughter Allegra, born in January 1817). Mary Wollstonecraft Godwin, later Shelley’s wife, wrote Frankenstein, or The Modern Prometheus (1818) and John Polidori wrote The Vampyre (1819). 

				11	Australia was a British penal colony from 1788 to 1868.
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