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Chapter 1

The month of March had been cold, wet and blustery with winds whipping about and clouds blotting out a weak and watery sun.  The last few days moderated with March becoming meek as the month prepares to leave and make way for spring. Many people are enjoying the fairer weather, anticipating the warmer temperatures and a return to outdoor pursuits.  On March 30th, 1784 when the winds died, and the sun broke forth with a certain radiance, the day became a perfectly sunny day.  At a prestigious mansion in Derbyshire, a gentleman landowner took note of the ordinary day outdoors even though a momentous event is occurring in the private chambers.  The gentleman hopes the calm, tranquil weather will foreshadow the birth and coming life of his firstborn.  He knows for his beloved wife the procedure will be anything but serene however this thought does not stop the distinguished man from taking some solace in the peace found from viewing the calm scene outside.  He turns from the window as his brother-in-law addresses him.
“Gregory, have another brandy.  From what Marjorie has told me, we could be in for a long wait.  When she birthed Colin and Henry, it seemed as if the time dragged by.  I had wished for more reports from the servants, but as the process is long, the reports were few and far between.  I believe that is why it is called labor.”  Thomas Matlock tries to ease his friend and brother in marriage as Gregory waits for any news about his wife who is bringing his first child into the world.  Thomas Matlock is an Earl with an illustrious family filled with Lords and Ladies, and some Nobles. His companion in the room is Gregory Darcy, Master of Pemberley whose own bloodlines trace back hundreds of years although the family is not a titled one.  The wealth of the Darcys is impressive as are the vast land holdings in the Derbyshire area.  The birth of this one tiny baby will have repercussions for years to come especially if the child born today is a son, the heir apparent to the considerable Darcy wealth and prestige.
Gregory Darcy had met and fell deeply in love with Lady Anne Fitzwilliam, the youngest sister to Lord Thomas Matlock.  Lady Anne and Mr. Darcy courted for about six months then to the delight of both families, they wed.  After about a year of marriage, it was confirmed Lady Anne was carrying their first child.  The joy this news gave Gregory Darcy was profound, and he had twirled his lovely wife once about before setting her down carefully then leading her to a chair so she could tell him the wonderful news once again.  In short order, a celebration was planned and orchestrated, for Gregory had the overwhelming desire to let all of Derbyshire know of his and his wife’s joy.  Now the labor commenced, and Lord Matlock is keeping Gregory occupied while an army of staff, a doctor, a midwife and Lady Matlock see to Anne as she labors to bring her child into the world.
Gregory remains silent as he recalls the first time he saw Lady Anne, her fair skin, and blue eyes were striking along with a glorious mane of deep blond hair.  Lady Anne had flushed and started when she beheld Mr. Gregory Darcy with his own striking blue eyes and a thick head of dark hair.  He was and still is muscular and trim while she remains petite and dainty.  She had to look up to him as he stood over six feet tall but he never towered over her rather he seemed to regard her with the utmost respect and a certain protectiveness which made Lady Anne feel as if she had known him all her life.  Both admitted later to each other that it seemed as if they were destined to be together, for there was never any hesitation nor question they would marry after the proper amount of courtship and blessings from the other family members.
“Try not to fret, Gregory.  My sister is strong and capable.  She will soon present you with your child, and you will know the bliss of seeing your offspring for the first time.”  Lord Matlock reassures the quiet man as he brings Gregory’s thoughts to the present.  While Gregory Darcy is all that is amiable and kind, he can fall into reticence as he ponders over an issue or event.  After a few hours, a lusty cry announces the birth of a healthy baby with a robust set of lungs.  Mr. Darcy is already dashing up the stairs after the maid who informed him his child has arrived.  Lord Matlock follows him at a more dignified pace, but he is chuckling at his friend’s enthusiasm.  Lord Matlock is naturally fond of his sister, but the friendship with Mr. Darcy is one which more than likely would have developed even if the man had not married into the family.  Once at the chamber doors, Mr. Darcy is met by the doctor who finished his exams of both mother and infant.  Satisfied all is as it should be, he thought to talk to the new father below before he made his exit.  Seeing the Master of Pemberley in the hall has the doctor smile and shake his head.  He like many others knows of the strong bond between Mr. Darcy and his lovely wife, so he is not surprised to see him anxiously awaiting admittance into the room.
“Mr. Darcy, Sir,” says the doctor as he bows but the genuine smile will not be hidden. “It is my great pleasure and honor to tell you that you are the father of a son.  The heir to Pemberley has been born.”  The doctor waits as the other man leans heavily into the door as the glorious news penetrates his whole being.  Lord Matlock stands nearby with a beaming smile all his own as he reaches out to steady his friend.  The physician continues, “Both mother and son are well.  Your son has all the pieces and parts in the correct places,” the doctor jests a bit which causes Mr. Darcy to smile.  “Once the ladies and staff have finished the necessary cleaning, you may view your son.  Congratulations Mr. Darcy on the birth of a healthy and hale son.”  Lord Matlock clamps Mr. Darcy on the shoulder as the doctor is escorted below to his waiting carriage.
“Well done Gregory.”  Lord Matlock teases him.
“I believe all the credit must go to Anne.  She is a remarkable woman.”  Mr. Darcy smiles once more as a bout of impatience shakes him.  He needs to see his son and make sure his precious wife is well after the ordeal.  He does not have long to wait as the door opens to reveal Mrs. Reynolds, the head housekeeper, who is wiping tears of joy from her face.
“Oh, Mr. Darcy!  A son, a son.  A perfect darling boy, the likes of which I have never seen.  Congratulations.  Please.”  She gestures to the bed where Lady Anne is underneath some light covers with a bed jacket in place.  Mr. Darcy’s eyes go to the tiny bundle she holds to her chest.  As he approaches, Lady Anne’s radiant face looks up at her husband, and she gently pulls back one corner of the baby’s blanket to reveal the infant.  A small shock of dark almost black hair is on the baby’s head, his eyes are closed, and his lips move every now and again into an adorable pucker.  He shifts and soft little mews issue forth almost as if he is a tiny bit uncomfortable with all eyes upon him.  He shifts his body once more and snuggles deeper into the warm covers with his eyes tightly shut.
“He nursed once already then he quickly went to sleep.  The wet nurse and the midwife along with the doctor have all assured me it is normal for him to do so.  Well, My Husband?  You are pleased?”  Anne teases Gregory as he reaches a tentative finger out to stroke the velvet skin.
“I am very pleased.  Anne, My Love, you are unequaled.”  Gregory kisses first his wife then his slumbering son.  “He is perfect as are you.  You must rest and allow the others to take care of you and him.”  Gregory looks deeply into Anne’s eyes.  “I love you.”
Lord Matlock peeks in quickly to see the heir to Pemberley and to make sure his beloved sister is well then he went below along with Gregory.  It will be difficult for Gregory to find any sleep tonight.  Not only is there all of the excitement about the new baby but what many do not know is in spite of convention and what others may think, Gregory Darcy hardly ever sleeps without his beautiful wife at his side.




Chapter 2

Approximately one week later, the christening of Fitzwilliam Gregory Benjamin Darcy takes place at the church situated on the Pemberley lands.  Mr. Volmere proudly and solemnly baptizes the baby in the name of the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. The splash of water upon Master Fitzwilliam causes him to cry out in protest then at once he settles down, assured, it almost seems as if he trusts that his complaints are acknowledged and addressed.  The rest of the service is spent cuddled and warm in his loving mother’s arms where once more he seems to burrow down farther into the linens as if to hide.  After the service, many of the tenant farmers and other Pemberley workers come to catch of glimpse of the young Master, but all they see is the soft bundle his mother carries to the carriage.
Once again a lavish feast is provided for family and close friends to celebrate the birth of the child in Jesus Christ.  Master Fitzwilliam is not attendance for his honorary dinner rather he is with the wet nurse and the nanny up in the nursery while his mother remains below enjoying the company and congratulatory evening.  Later that night, the new parents look upon their son in the nursery, sleeping in the crib which had been used by untold numbers of Darcy infants.  The bliss and peace they feel just gazing at their little child is powerful and fills their hearts with love.  They discretely and quietly return to their shared bedchamber where Gregory holds his wife until she drifts off into a tranquil sleep.
Weeks turned into months and months into the first year.  Master Fitzwilliam is showing a bit of his personality.  When Master Fitzwilliam was a small infant, Lady Anne commented that her son seemed to cry only a slight amount about any one thing, be it hunger, a need for a change of clothes and then he acted as if he knew his needs would be addressed posthaste.  The dark hair grew and thickened, wildly curling about his face and neck but perhaps the most striking feature Master Fitzwilliam has, besides an insatiable appetite, is his crystal clear blue eyes.  His eyes are not the soft pale blue of his mother nor the deep dark sapphire of his father but an altogether brilliant blue which make people comment about his eyes as soon as they note them.  Gregory told Anne he could also see the intelligence behind those eyes especially as the baby grows and starts to explore his world around him. 
Master Fitzwilliam crawled very little at around nine to ten months. Instead, he found that he could pull himself up, and he started to walk with support naturally, but it seems as if he first thought about how he could expand his world then went about finding the most viable solution to allow for farther travels.  The leading strings are acceptable as long as he is allowed to go where he sees fit.  When either parent or the nurse direct him away from some area in which he is not allowed to go, the youngster regards them with his piercing blue eyes then willingly goes in the new direction.  In addition, he is learning to speak and understand simple commands, no being the most frequent one as he tries to go to places not yet ready for him and his exploring hands and mind.  His first words are ‘Papa and Mama’ along with ‘hoss’ as his Grandfather Darcy has already had him to the stables to stroke the great beasts with his tiny hands.  Grandmother Darcy is smitten with her first grandchild, and she reads and rocks with him for hours.  Master Fitzwilliam is pointing to pictures in the books as his grandmother calls out the names of each.  In his babyish voice, he tries to repeat the word with his brow furrowed in concentration.  The mimicry is delightful and innocent causing his parents to chuckle.
In this first year, his parents note two other interesting facets about their son.  The first is that from the time he was able to grasp a toy, he analyzed the object then as most babies do, the toy either made it to his mouth or it was banged about.  While not usual in itself, it is the way young Fitzwilliam tests each toy as if he is experimenting on the absolute best way to achieve a good gnawing or an exceptionally loud noise.  The second feature they note is with the immediate family the baby is animated and happy as gurgling laughs issue forth, and wide toothless grins are constant.  However, when others are present, the baby becomes quieter and shy.   This behavior continues for all of young Fitzwilliam’s childhood and well into his adult years.  Lady Catherine, Lady Anne’s eldest sister, stops for a visit to view her nephew.   As Anne places the baby into Lady Catherine’s arms, Fitzwilliam regards his aunt closely with his stare and Lady Catherine who is never to be trifled with, stares right back.  It seems as if the two are taking measure of each other.  Finally, Lady Catherine breaks first and with a slight frown hands the baby back to Anne as she announces, “I fear young Master Fitzwilliam has your husband’s obstinacy, Anne.  He will need to learn to defer to those above him.”
Anne sighs as she holds her child closer to her bosom.  Her sister Catherine has always been opinionated and headstrong.  Her marriage to Sir Lewis de Bourgh is one mainly of convenience and for the elevation of rank for Lady Catherine as well as an honor for Sir Lewis by joining the Fitzwilliam family.  Sir Lewis is amiable and kind but does little to promote his estate, happily eschewing his duties and allowing his domineering wife to direct the servants, staff, and tenants.  Lady Catherine not only does so willingly but with a zeal most find to be oppressive.  In return, she basks in compliments and glories in her own bloated idea of self-worth.  When she imparts advice, she fully expects it to be heeded without question.  At Rosings, the de Bourgh’s estate, any success of the staff or tenants is solely due to her wisdom and counsel, so she thinks in her own mind.
Sir Lewis, however, does not mind one iota if his wife acts as the sole owner of the estate.  His wife’s attention to the minutest of detail regarding everyone’s life connected with the estate leaves her with little time for him, so he indulges himself.  When Catherine departs to visit friends, Sir Lewis visits his friends in London, and often in the evenings, he entertains lady friends overnight.  Catherine has turned a blind eye to her husband’s philandering as it means he leaves her alone to do what she loves best, insert herself into others’ lives.  As long as Sir Lewis stays discreet, the rest of the family also ignores the improprieties.  Lord Matlock, in spite of Sir Lewis’s dalliances, likes the man and can hardly blame him for wanting to be away from Catherine.  For Lady Anne, her sister’s hollow marriage pains her because she knows the fidelity of her own husband and the marital harmony they possess.  But again she knows her sister scoffs at the idea of marrying for love and at first loudly decried Anne for marrying a mere Mister, that is until she was made aware of just who the Mister is.
Now here is Catherine, giving her opinions and spouting advice even though she has no children of her own.  Anne is starting to grow weary of the constant stream of chatter emanating from Catherine and Anne is contemplating how best to end the conversation without offending.  Her attention is drawn back to the chatter by Catherine’s next comment.  “His eyes, Anne.  His eyes are the most unique I have ever seen upon any person.  Really the way he stares, is it possible for a baby to be haughty?  You may have to be fairly strong with him.  Obstinate like his father and prideful.  I imagine you will have your hands full.  Make sure Gregory carries out corporal punishment if required.”  Catherine’s perverse self-righteousness is on full display. 
“I do not fret that he will be any trouble, Catherine.  I believe Gregory and I are quite capable of raising a child.”  Anne is ready to excuse herself saying she is tired and wishes to return above for a rest but she is spared that white lie when her husband comes into the parlor.  With a stately bow and proper greetings to the sisters, Gregory indicates the nurse is on her way to take Fitzwilliam to the nursery, and he also announces that Lady Anne is needed for a quick meeting with Mrs. Reynolds about a household issue.  Mrs. Reynolds has just become the head housekeeper at Pemberley after starting in the guest quarters then through reliable work and impeccable manners, she was chosen to replace the retiring head housekeeper.  Naturally, as the sun rose, Catherine had disagreed with the promotion, but Mr. Darcy had snapped off a retort, reminding her whose house she was in.  At this moment, Lady Catherine starts to rise to escort Anne and oversee the household issue herself, but a look and terse suggestion from her brother-in-law has her instead take his advice and go to her quarters to ready herself for the evening meal.
Lady Anne repairs to the nursery where she watches as the nurse changes Fitzwilliam then lies him down for a nap.  Anne’s heart swells with love for the little one, and she tightens her hands about the arms which come around her waist.  “Do not fret over your sister and her foolish advice.  You are and will be the best mother of anyone in the Kingdom.”  Gregory kisses her neck then escorts Anne to their quarters to change for dinner.  They will be dining high style and formal with Catherine in residence.
“How do you know what Catherine said?  You were not present for the conversation.  Perhaps she offered me valuable insights which I would be a fool to ignore.”  Anne askes him with an impish smirk.
“I think she offered you foolish insights which would be valuable for you to ignore.”  He retorts with a wink and a grin.  Gregory only tolerates his sister-in-law for the sake of accord and because he loves his wife deeply.




Chapter 3

The toddler years slipped into the early childhood years, and as Master Fitzwilliam grew, his personality emerged even more.  The early readings with Grandma Darcy have paid off as the child loves books and usually has one tucked under his arm most everywhere he goes.  The laughter and humor Fitzwilliam sports are never cruel nor petty.  He likes to make his mother and grandmother laugh as he invents his own stories to tell them while making faces and using silly voices.  The stories are simple and vague but told with such an earnestness that the two women delight in his tales.  Once more, however, should anyone other than his grandparents, parents and his Aunt and Uncle Matlock be present, Fitzwilliam becomes serious and shy.  Most never see the emerging wit and wisdom the child is beginning to develop.
With his father and grandfather, Fitzwilliam is learning what it means to be a gentleman.  He is taught to allow his mother and grandmother to go through a door first and to treat them with kindness and respect.  Once when he was allowed to escort his mother to dinner, Gregory had trouble keeping a laugh from escaping when he noted the youngster’s serious pose and face.  The honor was not wasted on Fitzwilliam who pulled out Anne’s chair with the utmost concentration then just as intently helped her slide it into the proper position.  He watched with the same intensity as the meal commenced, trying and mostly succeeding in using the appropriate utensil and keeping his hands where they were supposed to be.  He did not interrupt the adults as they spoke, but his eyes were focused on each individual when he or she spoke, and he concentrated on the conversation although much of it was above him at the time.  These lessons are learned well and the behaviors repeated with each successive meal.
Grandfather Darcy has a love of all things equestrian, and on Fitzwilliam’s fourth birthday, he gifts the youngster with a Shetland pony who Fitzwilliam instantly christens Sheldon.  From then on if Fitzwilliam is not curled up somewhere with a book, he is on his beloved little grey pony on some ride with Grandfather.  His grandfather teaches him to keep the pony’s hooves cleaned out and showed him how to groom the pony before and after a ride properly.  They explore the Pemberley lands and sometimes accompany Gregory on his rounds to visit the farmers and tenants.  Sitting astride his pony, Fitzwilliam absorbs just what types of responsibilities his father has as Master of Pemberley but as always when out in a public sort of way, Fitzwilliam remains quiet and reserved.  The few times some of the more senior tenants greet him in the manner such elderly people have with children, they are met with the same assessing stare from those brilliant blue eyes.  Every now and again, a shy smile starts and the boy haltingly returns a greeting.
Lady Anne frets that Fitzwilliam is becoming a bit too serious, so she and Grandmother Darcy encourage his lighter funnier side which he willingly displays to them.  Anne and Gregory share a guilty laugh when Grandfather Darcy is using Fitzwilliam’s building blocks to make a tower and Fitzwilliam, with a mischievous glint in his eyes, gently nudges one of the supporting blocks off-kilter causing the whole pile to spill.  Grandfather patiently gathers the blocks as he comments he thought he had them balanced just so.  Anne is glad to see a little boyish imp come out in her son.
Master Fitzwilliam is leading an idyllic life at Pemberley, and he is learning his place in the world. His mother speaks to him of the nobility of his line from her family, and she tells him of his father’s ancient though untitled lines.  The portrait gallery becomes a favorite haunt where the child imagines each of his ancestors watching over him, and the thought gives him comfort.  The only unsettling memory he has is of a prolonged visit from both Sir Lewis and Lady Catherine.  He has vague images of raised voices and hushed talks behind closed doors while his aunt and uncle resided with the family for a long time it seemed.  Sometimes his silly stories do not bring the ready smiles to his mother, and his grandmother and of course Aunt Catherine looks down her nose at him and seems to be more dour than before.  But whatever the cause, Master Fitzwilliam is too young to ponder it further especially when there are pony rides to take and more books to enjoy.
When Fitzwilliam turned five, he has his first experience with losing a loved one.  His beloved and kind Grandmother Darcy has succumbed to old age.  Master Fitzwilliam has a fleeting memory of his father’s valet crying and taking some time off after the death of his wife, but since Fitzwilliam was very young and did not have much contact with Barnabas, the valet, he did not truly understand the man’s grief.  Now with the death of his grandmother, Master Fitzwilliam feels the emptiness of losing a beloved relative.  The services are sad and solemn but what distresses the boy above all is watching the tears well up in his grandfather’s eyes only to be quickly swiped away.  There is a certain gruffness to his voice which Fitzwilliam does not understand either, but he does not ask anyone else about it as both his mother and father are upset as well.  The next few weeks are the hardest on Fitzwilliam when he comes to the sorry realization he will no longer have his grandmother there for storybook reading and hugs.  That is when the tears start for Fitzwilliam, but his loving mother is there to wipe them away and explain to him about death and what it means to see a loved one once again in heaven. Master Fitzwilliam contemplates what his mother has told him as he fixes her with those impossibly blue eyes then he proceeds to hug her about the neck and tells her not to worry, Grandmother Darcy is safely in heaven awaiting all of them to arrive.  As she wipes away her tears, Anne cannot doubt her son’s loving heart and his blossoming protective nature.




Chapter 4

Mr. Wickham, the Pemberley steward, and his wife Mrs. Wickham are the parents of a boy who is about two years old.  Mrs. Wickham seems to be a fair mother, but she often leaves the care of the child to her husband.  Mr. Wickham is tolerant of the child, never cruel but indifferent.  Mr. Wickham is an excellent steward, and Gregory Darcy appreciates the man’s talents in overseeing the many issues which arise with an estate as large as Pemberley.  Fitzwilliam sees how Mr. Wickham conducts himself with respect when addressing either his mother or father, but he feels uneasy in Mrs. Wickham’s presence.  She, in turn, regards him coldly unless his parents are present then she fawns over him, often ignoring her own son.  Fitzwilliam stiffens and pierces her with his stare as he tries to figure out why she treats him differently depending on who is around.  He at once decides the lady is not to be trusted and he avoids her most of the time.
Lady Catherine also has a child at this point, a girl who is two years old.  Lady Catherine named the girl Anne after her sister, but the poor child appears to be sickly and weak.  Catherine sometimes rants at her husband that it is his fault the girl is not hardy, but it appears as if Sir Lewis merely avoids his wife more than ever before.  Also, as he ignores Lady Catherine’s verbal harangues, he dotes on his daughter who looks up at him with big chocolate brown eyes much like that of a fawn.  Miss Anne has a cough which racks her poor thin body and her father sometimes sits up with the girl until these wheezing episodes pass.  Together they sit in a big rocker while Sir Lewis makes up all kinds of stories to entertain the frail child. 
Fitzwilliam loathes going to Rosings for visits as Lady Catherine barks orders at everyone and frets over Miss Anne.  Sir Lewis avoids everyone when in residence and oftentimes he is in London when the Darcys visit.  Rosings is a dark and dreary place with overcrowded rooms of gaudy furnishings, huge pictures and tapestries covering every bit of wall and many statues and vases along with other decorations which he is forbidden to touch or go near.  The meals are the worst as Aunt Catherine keeps up a running dialogue mostly with herself as she makes comments on every aspect of the meal’s presentation then redirects servants during the whole course of the meal, raising her voice and demeaning the staff. For Fitzwilliam, who was taught proper manners and to treat servants with respect, these affairs grate on his nerves.  He has never witnessed his father or mother treating a servant poorly even though he knows the servants are beneath him.  How he longs to have Sheldon there so he can ride away from the imperial Lady Catherine but as a proper gentleman, he will remain and speak only when addressed.
Sir Lewis never accompanies his wife and daughter to Pemberley when the de Bourghs return the visit.  The staff and family always draw a collective sigh of relief when Lady Catherine and Miss Anne return to Rosings.  Nothing at Pemberley is to Lady Catherine’s satisfaction, and after one particularly obnoxious visit in which Gregory actually raised his voice at his sister-in-law, Lady Catherine ceased visiting Pemberley.  Instead, she and Anne stay at Rosings with only a few trips to London where the de Bourghs keep a townhouse.  Fitzwilliam does not question his parents about the lack of Aunt Catherine’s visits. Instead, he relishes the peace and quiet found at Pemberley.  He notes his mother and father hold private conversations about Lady C as he calls her in his mind but being a gentleman, he does not pry.  Then comes the news, Sir Lewis has passed unexpectedly.
Another trip to Rosings is undertaken and Fitzwilliam witnesses another form of dying.  Any softness which his aunt may have had in the past withers away along with her husband’s passing.  Even though she is not an old woman, it appears to Fitzwilliam as if she has aged.  Hard lines come around her eyes, and her demeanor is cold and haughty.  She looks at the rest of the world with disdain and rules Rosings with an iron fist.  Bitterness laces her words which are uttered with contempt and harshness.  Lady Anne wept in the carriage during the return trip to Pemberley while Gregory sat tight-lipped and scowling.  Fitzwilliam held his mother’s hand and tried to comfort her as he told stories of knights and castles along with kings and queens.  The good always outweighs the bad in his tales and love overcomes all.  Soon his mother stops her tears, and the two of them share funny stories and memories until all three of them are laughing once more.
December is now nearing, and that means first and foremost the celebration of the birth of the Savior.  But like any child, Fitzwilliam looks forward to the presents he will be receiving.   This year is special for another reason.  Grandfather Darcy has taught Fitzwilliam how to whittle, so he has made gifts for each of his parents and his grandfather.  Working painstakingly, Fitzwilliam created crude animals for each.  His mother receives a bird with wings outstretched, for his father he has carved a hunting dog and naturally his grandfather is the proud recipient of a horse.  As the servants bring in hot chocolate to ward off the chill, the adults are pleased to hear Fitzwilliam address the servants and thank them for their efforts.  Perhaps, Lady Anne thinks, the shyness and reserve Fitzwilliam displays will eventually disappear.  This is their seventh Christmas together, and it is one of the best.
During the Christmas season, the family went to the Darcy townhome in London, and they attended the plays and orchestra events.  Master Fitzwilliam has early on enjoyed a quality musical performance of any kind, and he will often hum the pieces as he strolls about or if sitting, he swings a finger as if directing the music as he hums.  His parents enjoy his performances, and to their delight, they find when Lady Anne entertains on the pianoforte, Fitzwilliam is developing a very pleasing singing voice.  He accompanies his mother often but only when it is the immediate family.  In the company of others, he becomes taciturn. 
“Gregory, I fear for Fitzwilliam.  He seems so serious, and a few times it is as if he is brooding.  I wish he would allow himself some levity when among others.”
“Do not fret, Love.  I do not think he is brooding rather he is deep in thought as is his wont.  I declare I have never witnessed someone devour books as he does.  Then all of those questions.  Insightful and astute.  Botany, science, music.  He seeks explanations for everything.  I am beginning to dread the word why.”  Gregory laughingly says.  “As his tutors continue with his instructions, I would think his childhood curiosity will be satisfied.”  Anne still sports a worried look.  She is unsure how her bright but extremely shy son will do once he is expected to be present in Society.  He also revealed a particularly fastidious side regarding his possessions and his clothing.  His personal standards are exacting.  The tutors reported to Mr. Darcy that Fitzwilliam is progressing ahead of schedule and his grasp of topics is impressive.  They also state that his natural reticence vanishes as he asks all sorts of questions and expounds on his own thoughts.  The tutors note as well that Master Fitzwilliam is extremely organized and precise about his books and papers.   He is a delight to teach and never does he shirk his studies.  Mr. Darcy is very pleased and has thoughts of his son attending Cambridge someday just as he did so many years ago.




     Chapter 5

The year Fitzwilliam turns eight is an interesting one for many reasons.  George Wickham, although only five, has become a constant playmate.  It seems as though his poor mother succumbed to some sort of illness although it is odd that one day she appeared healthy at the Wickham’s cottage and then without warning she simply disappeared.  There were no services or burial which Fitzwilliam recalled, just a sudden absence with a thin explanation that the lady had passed and was buried quickly.  Mrs. Wickham had, a few months back, given birth to a girl who did not live beyond a few days.  Mr. Wickham tried to ease his wife’s grief by purchasing her whatever caught her fancy often to the determent of his pay.  They began to live beyond their means, but Mrs. Wickham was never satisfied.  George was largely ignored by both parents at this point, so he grew to be mischievous, always looking to be the center of attention even if it meant getting into trouble.
George’s antics amuse Fitzwilliam, and although sometimes he finds the younger boy to be annoying, Fitzwilliam usually overlooks it.  However, there are a few times when George allows a small mean streak to get the better of him.  Once while the boys were standing at the edge of the stream on a rather steep bank, George gave the unsuspecting Master Fitzwilliam a firm shove causing him to tumble down into the water.  While not hurt, the murky water caused Fitzwilliam’s shirt to become stained.  “Why did you do that, George?”  Fitzwilliam asks him as he crawls out of the water and pulls the shirt away from his body, better to assess the damage done.
“I don’t know, but I must admit, it was rather funny to see you roll down into the water.” George is still laughing.
“You know we are expecting some company this afternoon at the manor.  I must hurry now so I can change and be ready to greet our guests.  How will I explain this to Mother?”  Fitzwilliam frowns once more as he considers his soaked boots and bedraggled trousers.  Judging by the creek water smell emanating from his clothing, nothing short of a hot bath is going to remedy the problem.
“Oh bother with all that.  Just sneak in and have the servants attend you.  They will not tell your secret.” George says with all the authority of a rambunctious five-year-old.
“George, one should not tell lies.  It will not do.  How will my parents ever trust me if I start to tell them untruths?” Fitzwilliam sniffs.  While Master Fitzwilliam is not above misbehaving every now and again, both Mr. and Mrs. Darcy do not fear him telling them a prevarication.  Quite the opposite in fact.  He has already gained a reputation for honesty even if his bluntness causes hurt.  Once when his father asked his opinion about his suit, Fitzwilliam calmly stated the color of the waistcoat as unbecoming and made Mr. Darcy look heavier.  Gregory huffed and began to offer an admonishment, but Anne giggled and reminded him that he asked Fitzwilliam for his honest opinion.  Gregory nodded resignedly.
“Well, I’m going to go to the stables while you get ready for your stupid visit.  Goodbye!”  With a wave and a dash, George is down the lane headed to the barn area.  Fitzwilliam longs to go with him, but he knows his duty and his parents are expecting him to be at the manor.  Once there, he explains his dilemma to Mrs. Reynolds who quickly has a bath drawn and Victor, Master Fitzwilliam’s valet, readies a change of clothes for him.  Fitzwilliam greets the guests along with Mr. and Mrs. Darcy and garners many compliments even though the whole affair is torture for him as he abhors having any attention focused on him.  It is after the luncheon when the gathering meets in the main parlor for conversation that Fitzwilliam moves to the farthest window and gazes outside as the adults speak.  Anne noticed this behavior on prior occasions, but Gregory assured her Fitzwilliam would grow out of it once he becomes older and has more to contribute to the dialogue.
In between studies and a few chores Fitzwilliam is required to do, there are many opportunities for play and leisure.  Naturally, books are a large part of Fitzwilliam’s life, and he and his mother go to the vast library to research a certain topic or to further their knowledge about a plant or an animal. Anne and Fitzwilliam often go on rambles about the grounds while Gregory is either attending his paperwork or is off riding to inspect the lands with Grandfather Darcy.  At times mother and son plunk small pebbles into the pond watching the circular ripples spread and other times as Anne clips colorful wildflowers, Fitzwilliam happily carries them back to the house for her.  Once they observed two birds, who are fighting over the right to perch on a certain branch of a tree.  The birds are diverting as one flaps his wings at other who leaves only to return to chase the first one away.  The birds keep on with their antics, and soon Fitzwilliam is making up a dialogue between the two birds.  His made-up argument between the sparrows is witty and silly.  Anne encourages this side to Fitzwilliam because he so rarely displays it.
     What will the ton do to my soft, sensitive son?  She wonders as she listens and laughs with him.  So many there are only after wealth and prestige.  Not many pure souls to be found there and it will be important for Fitzwilliam to make a good match.  But who will adore this side to him?  Who will allow him to indulge in whimsy and silliness?  The world is already cruel enough, and Society is especially so.  Reputations made and ruined all over gossip or scandal.  Lies and deceit throughout but overlooked because of one’s connections or rank.  How I wish Fitzwilliam could stay here and just take over running Pemberley where he would never be exposed to such, but it is unreasonable and impossible.  Dear Gregory will teach him what it is to be a man and to survive in the world, but this gentle soul will be destroyed by it unless he marries a woman who sees him behind that serious mien he has learned to sport. 
Anne’s musings are interrupted by Fitzwilliam’s call for her attention to the birds who have increased their brawl by the addition of one more.  Now they fall and spin to the ground in a flurry of feathers and chirps then almost as if they just noticed the two people standing nearby, all three start and fly off.  Fitzwilliam’s brilliant blue eyes are shining as he tracks the birds’ movements and he is actually laughing at the folly of the silly sparrows.  “Oh Mother, all that time and energy wasted, and no victor remains.  I suppose they will take their silly quarrel elsewhere and start all over again.” As they returned from their ramble, Anne expresses a desire to play a little while on the pianoforte but Fitzwilliam requests of her to await his return so he may listen.  His love of music is increasing, and he delights in his mother’s playing and singing.  “Please Mother, will you await my return?  I would like to visit with George quickly if I may?  I shan’t be long.”
A shadow passes over Anne’s face along with a very faint frown.  She does not particularly care for the boy’s forward manners even at this tender age, but she does not voice her qualms to her son.  Fitzwilliam assumes she is not pleased to suspend her pleasure at the pianoforte, so he tells her that he will go into the manor with her now.  “No Love, you go and enjoy yourself, I will wait on you.  Do not be too long.”  Anne forces a smile on her face aware of the penetrating blue eyes which are studying her closely.
“Thank you, Mother.  You will not wait long, I promise.”  Fitzwilliam then kisses her cheek softly and lovingly.  “I love you, Mother.”  Then with a dash of pure male energy, he is off, down the path leading to the Wickham’s cottage.  Anne sighs.  Fitzwilliam is such a mixture of maturity and playfulness, sternness and love.  He will grow into a complicated man, and only a woman strong enough to see past his barriers will be able to know the real person.  Not many ladies of Society have that kind of mettle.  Add in Fitzwilliam’s obvious intelligence along with his honesty and the task to keep him happy will be a daunting one but highly rewarding for that one particular lady.  Anne does not have long to wait because just as he promised, Fitzwilliam returns to the manor promptly where they both indulge in their shared passion for music.  Fitzwilliam sings with her and Anne notes with pleasure his voice is becoming more refined along with a talent for song.  Afterward, they enjoy refreshments together before Fitzwilliam goes to his tutors for more studies.  As they drink and talk, he tells her about his rapid meeting with George.
“Seems little George is quite put out.  Apparently, Father spoke with Mr. Wickham and encouraged Mr. Wickham to allow one of my tutors to have some time with George.  Father wishes for George to spend some time in serious pursuits instead of running amok about the grounds.  Mr. Wickham agreed naturally, but George is most displeased.”  Fitzwilliam has a gleam in his eyes knowing his young friend hates it when anyone gives him orders of any kind, but he cannot go against the Master of Pemberley.  When Fitzwilliam departs to do his lessons with his tutors, Anne seeks out her husband.  She finds him in his study along with Grandfather Darcy, and the two are hashing over a particularly profitable deal for the estate along with discussing the needs of the tenants.  Anne requests and is granted permission to enter, and she takes a seat while she waits for the men to finish their exchange.
Grandfather Darcy excuses himself with a bow to Anne and makes his way to change in preparation for a ride with Fitzwilliam once the boy has completed his lessons.  Anne draws a breath as she addresses her husband.   Gregory is always kind and respectful to his wife and that he adores her is without question.  He appreciates her wisdom which is unusual in a world where females are more to be seen not heard, however even with all of that, he is still the Master, and as such, he ultimately makes all decisions and rarely changes his mind.  He can be, in a word, obstinate.  Gregory acknowledges his wife once more and waits to hear her speak.  “I cannot like the idea of Fitzwilliam’s tutors spending time with George.  I do not understand why you wish to invest so much in the child.”  Anne does not dislike the boy; rather his very presence gives her pain as it brings forth distressing memories. 
Gregory chuckles first. “It is not as if we cannot afford to do so.”  Then he sobers.  “Call it what you will, Anne, guilt maybe, a feeling of responsibility, whatever you wish but I cannot let the child suffer over the sins of the father.”  Gregory holds up a hand to stifle his wife’s protests.  “I am aware of your arguments, and they are sound but let us not forget that Sir Lewis acted recklessly when here last.  He had a dalliance with Mrs. Wickham which produced the child then he walked away allowing Mr. Wickham to care for the boy as if he is the father.” Gregory’s voice raises a bit as the discussion of his late brother-in-law’s poor behavior leaves a bitter taste in his mouth.  “Then when the impertinent Mrs. Wickham went to Rosings to demand an inheritance from the de Bourghs and was coldly and callously dismissed, why I believe that incident, combined with the loss of her daughter, is what forced the unfortunate woman to take her own life.  She did it in a spiteful manner even though the very act itself is spiteful.  She hung herself in Sir Lewis’s own hunting cabin in the woods.  We are fortunate scandal did not attach itself to any of us.” 
Anne hangs her head.  Her sister and her sister’s husband had acted cruelly towards a woman far beneath them.  Sir Lewis used Mrs. Wickham to satisfy his baser desires while on an extended stay at Pemberley, and Lady Catherine treated the woman with contempt and scorn even though Mrs. Wickham was not solely at fault.  The only honorable persons in the whole affair are Gregory and Mr. Wickham.  Mr. Wickham for never questioning the child’s parentage and Gregory for trying to elevate the boy beyond what he was born into.  Anne suffers with seeing the product of her sister’s shame, but interestingly Lady Catherine never seems to be affected. Instead, she remains at Rosings and ignores the boy’s presence.  Gregory softens his voice once more as Anne dabs at tears.  “I could not send George away without arousing suspicion.  I have heard the mutterings too, some believe the boy to be mine, but we know the truth of the matter.”
Gregory comes from behind his massive desk and kneels before his wife, gently taking her hands in his as he addresses her again.  “Anne, it is best this way.  With George here, your sister and niece are protected as is Rosings from a claim by George.  Here I can give him more than if he is revealed as the bastard child of Sir Lewis.  Can you imagine the pain which would accompany that scandal?  What if Society were to find out?  Your sister has few friends, and many would side with George Wickham just to bring your sister low.  I am protecting your family, Anne.  What else would you have me do?”  Gregory beseechingly looks at Anne.
“I know, My Husband and I accept your wisdom in this matter.  It pains me to know my sister acts with malice and spite and her husband never once expressed sorrow for the despair he caused.  Every time I see young George, it is as if the whole sordid mess just occurred.  Forgive me for saying so, but I can hardly stand the sight of him.  It is wrong and ill of me.”  Gregory gathers her into his arms and comforts her.  He cannot allow her to take on any blame for the actions of others and it grieves him that he is unable to come up with a more satisfying solution for all of them.  Mr. Wickham is an excellent steward, so Gregory feels compelled to try to right the wrong which has been perpetrated on the man.  The de Bourghs have been and always will be a pain in his backside he fears.  Too bad one ends up married to the whole family so to speak when one takes a bride.  Anne’s soft muttering brings him to the present once more.  “I do not like how George treats Fitzwilliam.  Even at this young age, I see resentment in the boy which is often directed at Fitzwilliam.”  Anne confesses.
“Do not fret about Fitzwilliam.  With the intelligence and acumen he has displayed already, he will be a formidable force.  Have you noticed as well that he sprouted up another inch?  He will be taller than me for cert.”  Gregory sobers once more, “Leave the fretting to me.  I will protect you and our son above all others.”  Anne smiles into his chest.  His words give comfort, and Gregory has never let her down.
     When December arrives, the Darcys ready for the Christmas season which young Fitzwilliam anticipates.  He has not a care in the world.  Interestingly about some one hundred and thirty plus miles away in a place named Hertfordshire, a baby girl is born on December sixteenth.  A cold rain begins and the Master of Longbourn remarks on the impertinent storm which has cast a pall over the birth of his second daughter.  The man chuckles at his wry observation as the mother cradles the infant and comments that the child has vexed her with her early birth right before the Christmas festivities.  Mr. Bennet chuckles again as he observes dryly that perhaps this child will be headstrong and determined as much as her older sister is passive and serene.  If Master Fitzwilliam had any inkling of the importance of the birth of this baby, he may have noted the date and committed it to memory – Dec. 16th, 1792.




Chapter 6

The next couple of years are blissful for Fitzwilliam.  Birthdays are large gatherings of family and friends while Anne and Gregory share a private chuckle over their fastidious son who spends hours after the other children leave, rearranging his toys back to the exact places he had them prior.  Victor, Fitzwilliam’s valet, reports that he never has to clean up discarded clothes from the young Master nor is he ever required to tidy the dressing room closet where all of Fitzwilliam’s clothes hang in a precise and particular manner as placed there by Fitzwilliam himself.  The order actually makes better sense than the previous routine.  Victor voiced his appreciation of Master Fitzwilliam’s orders being more along the lines of a request and his use of please and thank you each and every time.
Gregory and Anne are in a small parlor where they allow Fitzwilliam to keep all of his toys, watching him as he puts the room to right after some neighborhood friends visited. The serious frown the boy sports as he painstakingly returns the room to order, his order, makes Gregory snicker.  He cannot help but nudge a small wooden boat, which Grandfather Darcy had carved for Fitzwilliam, out of the precise place the boy secured it.  With a deepening frown, Fitzwilliam notes the variance, moves the boat back to its original position then fixes his eyes with the startling blue depths on his father’s merry face.  A slight grin comes to the boy as he turns away, but Fitzwilliam keeps a wary eye on his father just in case another toy moves.
Anne tries not to worry over her son’s seriousness and shyness as she strives to bring out his humor more.  She learned that as a toddler Fitzwilliam was extremely ticklish and the sound of his laughter warmed her heart.  While they still find whimsy and silliness in the ordinary life about them, she sees Fitzwilliam is very cautious about who he allows to see his humor.  Anne is relieved when she notes some loosening of his strictness when a few of the children from neighboring estates visit, and she is grateful for the jovial and always funny Henry Fitzwilliam, second son of Lord and Lady Matlock.  Their oldest son Colin is five years older than Fitzwilliam and often does not engage with the younger children, but Henry is only three years Fitzwilliam’s senior and the two are inseparable.  Should Fitzwilliam become quiet or sour, Henry relentlessly teases him until soon Fitzwilliam retaliates with his own wit or humor.  The constant banter back and forth between the two often makes the adults laugh.  Since the Matlock estate is within an easy distance of Pemberley, the cousins are together often.  As soon as Henry arrives, Fitzwilliam’s reticence drops and they are off on an adventure.   
Fitzwilliam, it appears has developed another habit, but this one is not so innocent.  More often than not, he returns to the manor with his shirts torn or stained.  Anne does not know if she should scold him over the ruined garments or rejoice that he is starting to become more outgoing.  Usually, he has a good reason why his shirt is destroyed, at least a good enough reason for a nine to ten-year-old boy.  These reasons range from rescuing a duck from the reeds by the nearby pond to cleaning the dirt off from around Sheldon’s eyes.  Both dubious reasons at best.  Gregory jests that Pemberley will go broke from replacing Fitzwilliam’s shirts.  One incident involved Henry and caused both parents to be perturbed with their son.
Henry brought over a filly for Fitzwilliam to try out and did not tell him the horse is barely broke.  Even though Fitzwilliam is to be present when certain esteemed guests arrive, that did not stop him from engaging in the ride as the horse is already saddled.  The boys dash away towards the creek and unknown to Fitzwilliam, the filly does not like water and will not jump water. Instead, she locks all four legs as she comes to a sudden halt and ducks her head.  Fitzwilliam flies over her head and lands in a thick pile of gooey mud alongside of the creek’s edge.  Henry is no help as he is beside himself with laughter as he watches his persnickety cousin pull first one boot from the mud then the other.  The scowl on Fitzwilliam’s face belies his anger, and therein Fitzwilliam becomes Fitz to Henry because if he wasn’t causing someone to have a fit, he is having one himself.
As expected, Fitz is late, muddy and smelly, so Anne and Gregory have a fit as well.  After a good bath and a lengthy apology to the honored guests, Fitzwilliam is excused for the night with orders to write an explanation of what occurred along with an apology.  Henry told the story later and said Fitz threw another fit when he was required to do the writing.  In typical Fitzwilliam fashion, he chronicled every detail of the event and mailed another copy to Lord Matlock, so Henry received quite a tongue lashing from his father after he read the missive.  A few weeks later, Henry came to the manor to visit, and he entered the foyer where Fitzwilliam had just removed his outer clothing after a soaking rainstorm.  Fitzwilliam left a puddle on the marble floor, but before he could call attention to it for the servants to mop up, Lady Anne and Mrs. Reynolds discover Henry in the hall, dripping wet from the same rain and upbraid him for the puddle.  Fitzwilliam stands by with an ever-widening grin on his face.  After the ladies leave, Henry narrows his eyes at his younger cousin, “Well?”
“It is repayment for you causing me to be unhorsed and the subsequent trouble I found myself in.”  Fitzwilliam sniffs.
“So you blew a fit.  Fitz, you are nothing short of diabolical.”  Henry grins as the two make their way to the kitchen where more than likely some hot soup awaits them.
However, there are two incidents which give Anne pause as they do not seem to be as innocent as the rest.  The first occurred when Fitzwilliam had just turned nine.  He was out playing somewhere on the grounds with George, and when he returned this time, his shirt was not only soiled, but it was ripped and bloody.  Victor helped him remove the shirt so Anne and Mrs. Reynolds could assess and clean the nasty deep scrap which ran almost the length of the inside of his left arm.  A thorough scrubbing along with a soothing salve healed the wound, but it left a scar there which Fitzwilliam would carry for rest of his life.  He explained that he and George were daring each other to walk the top rail of a wooden fence and Fitzwilliam slipped and fell.  As he fell, he reached out with his left arm which raked down the roughhewn fence post causing the injury.  Anne narrowed her eyes at the mention of George Wickham being present, but she said nothing further.
The second time involved Sheldon and once more George Wickham.  Apparently, George goaded Fitzwilliam to try to jump the pony over a brush pile.  Fitzwilliam did, and the little Shetland did not quite clear the pile. Instead, it caused the equine to trip when he landed, and Fitzwilliam came off.  He fell into the edge of the brush pile and received a gash and puncture to his right thigh from a sturdy branch.  In addition to a torn shirt, a pair of breeches met their end.  While Mrs. Reynolds was procuring the necessary supplies to clean and dress the wound, Anne questioned her son along with Gregory.  When Fitzwilliam relayed the part about George Wickham urging him to do something foolish, Anne raised her brows and pierced her husband with a knowing look.  Gregory requested for Fitzwilliam to meet him in the study after he changed and had his wound attended.
Fitzwilliam enters and observes his father pinching the bridge of his nose with his forefinger and thumb.  He waits for his father to speak.  “Son, I understand what has happened, but I will ask you two very important questions.”  Gregory stares hard at his son for a moment so he will realize the seriousness of what he is telling him.  “First of all, is your pony injured?  Did you check him over after your fall?”  Assured by Fitzwilliam the pony has not suffered and was properly gone over, Gregory continues, “that pony is your responsibility, and you must take that responsibility seriously.  Sheldon needs you to think for him and to protect him, to keep him from harm.  When you do something rash such as this, oftentimes it is the innocent one who pays the price.  You are fortunate Sheldon is uninjured.”  Gregory pauses as he lets the words sink in, witnessing the shame as it envelopes Fitzwilliam.  He loves his pony and would not consider causing the animal harm.  “The second question I have for you is simple. Are you or are you not your own man?”  At this Fitzwilliam’s head snaps up and his eyes narrow as he stares at his father.  “Well, I am waiting for a reply.”
“I am my own man,” Fitzwilliam states although he has a sinking feeling he knows where this exchange is leading.
“Then why would you allow another to decide for you what you will or will not do?  A Darcy man always makes his own decisions based on wisdom and compassion, honesty and integrity.  A Darcy man never makes hasty or rash decisions nor does he allow another to force him to do something which he ordinarily would not.”  Gregory watches as his son digests the words and mulls them over in his mind.  Then Mr. Darcy braces himself for the multitude of questions to come.  It is not long before they are speaking of duty and responsibility, honor and courage, what makes someone decisive and strong as opposed to indecisive and weak.  The talk lasts over forty-five minutes wherein Gregory has decided not to lash his son as was his first impulse.  It seems as if the lesson is imparted and learned, but there is one last question Fitzwilliam has for his father.
    “Father, I understand what you have told me, and I promise I will be more mindful of those who rely on me.  I am my own man and am a Darcy which I am proud of.  Just like you and Grandfather, I do not wish to have anyone decide a course of action for me.  But sometimes there may not be time to think something through fully, such as an emergency where others may become injured.  Is it not my responsibility to keep someone else from harm if I am able?”  The unblinking stare is there as Fitzwilliam waits for the response.  Drat, Gregory thinks, I should have just lashed him like I first wanted and saved myself this quandary he has put me in.  If I say to only think of himself, then he will learn to think meanly of others, but if I tell him to rush in, he may put himself at unnecessary risk.  Nothing but the truth will do.  He is really too astute for his own good.
“There are many different scenarios one can imagine but what you must remember is simply this, think for yourself, judge the situation before you act.  Many times there is a slight moment of time which allows for one to decide a course of action.  Do not just be an observer of life but do not tempt fate either.”  Gregory is unsure if his son understands the slight margin between the ideas, but he does not have long to wait.
“So Father, I should judge and assess, if able, each person and situation then respond accordingly such as a Darcy would.  With honor and integrity.”
“Something like that.”  Gregory smiles at him.  From here on Gregory will notice a slight pause before Fitzwilliam answers a question or makes any move.  As he ages, he will employ the word, indeed, before he answers which gives him the few moments needed to assess what a person wants of him.  It has the added benefit of making the other person acutely aware of the scrutiny Fitzwilliam has placed upon him.
It is some weeks later Anne and Gregory have some wonderful news to tell their son.  They suspected Anne might be with her second child and the hope has been confirmed.  Fitzwilliam will become an older brother.  To say he is excited would be an understatement.  His father’s lecture from before has struck a nerve with the contemplative boy so now he endeavors to put that wisdom into action.  Fitzwilliam always asks and makes sure his mother has refreshments available, he goes forth and gathers flowers from both the outdoors and the conservatory, so she has something as beautiful as she is.  Fitzwilliam asks questions about the baby, and of course, some of the questions make Anne blush, so she refers him to his father.  When he first requested to help with the refurbishing of the nursery, Anne and Mrs. Reynolds laughed the idea off, but his eye for detail impressed them as he often found items of concern which needed to be addressed.  He lacked any talent for decorating or blending color schemes, he left that to the ladies, but by addressing the safety of the room for an infant, he assured a clean and comfortable environment free of drafts or anything else which might present a hazard.
Fitzwilliam just turned ten when he received the news about his coming sibling, so he sought out George to tell him.  “I am soon to be a brother.” He announces to the seven-year-old.  George is digging a rut in the dirt with a stick and pouting.  He has just been lashed by Mr. Wickham for failing to do his studies.  The admonishment that he should be grateful to Mr. Darcy has rubbed the rebellious boy the wrong way and his ego smarts more than his behind.  Now he has to listen to this nob blather about some stupid baby.  Life just isn’t fair in George’s mind.
“Well lucky for you.  I would not be so happy if I were you.  Remember what happened to my mother.  She died all because of a stupid baby girl who wasn’t even strong enough to survive.  It’s a big waste.  Nothing became of it for me.”  The sullen boy eyes Sheldon with a coveting stare.  “You really ought to get a bigger horse.  You are becoming too tall for that pony.”  George watches intently as Fitzwilliam climbs down and looks over Sheldon.  “Why don’t you get a regular sized horse and give Sheldon to me?  I’ll take good care of him.  Maybe even better than you.  I would not force him to jump objects which are too tall for him.”  George gives a lazy smile.
“Come now George, you know it was you who suggested that jump.  I am only sorry I listened to your foolishness.”  Fitzwilliam’s eyes flash, and George knows he is angry.
“Come on now Fitz; I was only teasing.  Really, you should not be so upset.  I remember daring you to do it and whoo boy!  You almost cleared it.  Really, I’m not sure I would have been brave enough to try it.”  Fitzwilliam’s temper eases, but he is annoyed with George’s obvious pandering to his vanity; he finds it to agitate him.  In fact, he has begun to notice the same trait in some of the other children, causing him to wonder if they really like him or instead what he could offer as Master Fitzwilliam.  The thought is bothersome but not as much as what George had reminded him of when he first rode up.  George’s own mother perished shortly after the birth of a sickly daughter.  The thought of the same happening to his own mother frightens him, and Fitzwilliam quickly scrambles aboard Sheldon, sending the pony into a rapid lope towards home without a farewell to George.  “Wonder what got into him?”  George murmurs as he makes his way to the creek simply to waste time.
Once home and after his pony has been attended to, Fitzwilliam searches for father to ask him about what George said.  Gregory assures his son that while the birth process can be dangerous, it is natural and most women weather it quite well.  After his son departs, Gregory curses Sir Lewis once more for his folly.  Meanwhile, Fitzwilliam seeks out his grandfather to see if the gentleman feels it is time for Fitzwilliam to move up to a full-sized horse.  Grandfather Darcy sees the wisdom in that idea so after receiving permission from Gregory to pick out a new mount, Grandfather and Fitzwilliam make their way to the stables to view suitable prospects.  Grandfather sees through Fitzwilliam’s detached attitude regarding Sheldon so he suggests a new mount for riding while breaking Sheldon to a cart so Fitzwilliam will not have to give the pony up.  Most of the summer saw grandfather and grandson training the pony, and by autumn, he is a safe and sensible cart pony.  Fitzwilliam’s new horse is a striking grey Thoroughbred of middling height, perfect for him to grow into yet not so big as to be unmanageable.  Fitzwilliam knows eventually he will have to give this horse up too as he seems destined to grow taller than his father or grandfather but for now the horse is perfect.  He has more spunk than Sheldon, so Fitzwilliam names him Spitfire.




Chapter 7

Something is wrong.  Something is terribly, terribly wrong.  Lady Anne has birthed a perfectly beautiful and delicate baby girl with a mere wisp of light hair and tiny but perfect features.  However, the worry is not for the baby but rather for her mother.  While the baby nursed and flourished for the first few weeks, Lady Anne seemed to grow paler and weaker.  Fitzwilliam stays with his mother, reading to her, singing to her and bringing her flowers.  Gregory is beside himself with anxiety as he watches his lover, partner, and confidant slip further away.  He too remains at her bedside as the nurse assumes all the duties for the infant Georgiana.  The three Darcys pray together and take their meals together on trays in Lady Anne’s room.  Lady Anne has little to no appetite and only brightens when Fitzwilliam comes into the room or when her infant daughter is handed to her for a brief cuddle.  Grandfather Darcy takes over the running of Pemberley while Gregory spends time with his wife.  The adults know what her continued weakening condition bodes but they try to hide their fears from Fitzwilliam.  However, the boy senses his mother is in danger.  In spite of Fitzwilliam’s extra attention to her and his diligence to make sure her every need is met, he knows he is losing his mother.
One afternoon Lady Anne is in her quarters resting, and Fitzwilliam is looking at his sister as she sleeps in her crib.  He makes a vow to himself that Georgiana will never have to worry about anything as he will protect her and watch over her.  He feels by doing so, he will be honoring his mother.  Mrs. Reynolds comes in and tells him his mother is awake and wishes to speak to him.  He dashes up the stairs and after knocking on her door, enters the room.  His eyes scan the bedchamber making sure everything is in order, and the flowers he has brought her are displayed properly.  Lady Anne holds out her hand and beckons him to her bedside.  Fitzwilliam sits on the side of the bed as his mother gathers her strength.   She reaches a hand out to the lock of dark hair which has fallen across one eye.  Then she studies his face as if trying to memorize each detail as she looks into those blue eyes.  The intelligence and warmth in them battle an icy coldness for domination, and more often it seems as if a cold intelligence has won out. 
“Fitzwilliam, I want you to know how much I love you.  You are the light of my life, you and your father have given me such happiness and bliss.  Now I want to tell you some things which I wish for you to remember for the rest of your life.  Take this to heart Fitzwilliam and never let it go.  My love for you will always be with you but also my laughter.  Do not forget to laugh.  Mirth and silliness, along with whimsy are gifts from God so are good and innocent.  A reminder of when times were free and easy.  Laughter at the right time never comes at the expense of your intellect rather it can expand it.  Do not lose your humor, Son.”  Lady Anne closes her eyes for a moment, and her breathing quickens then she opens them once more and grasps Fitzwilliam’s hand with a surprisingly strong grip.  His eyes are riveted to her face as she sits up straighter in the bed.  “Above all Fitzwilliam,” she talks in a stronger voice than he has heard in many weeks, “Find your happiness.  Find that one woman who will complete you and make you whole.  The one woman who will understand my complex but gentle son.  Grasp that happiness and never let go.”  Lady Anne collapses back onto the bed as exhaustion claims her then she asks Fitzwilliam to have his father come in immediately.  Once Gregory dashes into the chamber, Fitzwilliam watches as he gathers his wife into his arms and begins to sob.
The scene is raw and personal, so Fitzwilliam quietly slips out to wander about the long hall.  When an anguished wail reaches his ears, he knows his mother has died.  Even without hearing his father’s grief, Fitzwilliam feels as much as anything that his mother is no more.  How long he wanders in a stupor is hard to say, but then he feels the comforting arms of Mrs. Reynolds go around his shoulders.  As the rest of the household starts to learn the news of the death of the Mistress and the accompanying chaos that intelligence creates, Mrs. Reynolds guides Master Fitzwilliam past all of the crying staff, taking him to the kitchen where she sits him at a table with a high stool and gives him a hot chocolate.  Then she sits across from him as the kitchen staff quietly and solemnly go about their duties.  The routine is oddly comforting to Fitzwilliam and gives him a small amount of ease.  Finally, the tears come, and he weeps unashamedly into Mrs. Reynold’s shoulder as she speaks soothingly and rubs his back.  Much later, Mrs. Reynolds hands him off to the care of his grandfather while Gregory Darcy grieves alone and silently in his chambers.
The required wake and funeral arrangements are a blur to the remaining Darcy men.  Grandfather Darcy is the one person who remains solid for the others to lean on.  During the church services, Fitzwilliam buries his head in his grandfather’s side as he can no longer stand to see his strong and confident father brought so low.  The Matlocks give their unwavering love and support as did the many friends and neighbors who have known the Darcy family for years.  Henry is a good friend to his grieving cousin, and Fitzwilliam never forgets how he relied on his steady presence and guidance.  The family of Lady Geneve is there, Lady Geneve a childhood friend to Fitzwilliam for as long as he can remember and she adored Lady Anne.  Lady Catherine is another story.  She complains about the flowers, the gown Lady Anne is dressed in, the weather and the meal after the services.  Fitzwilliam is beginning to understand while one may love someone because he or she is family, it is not always easy to like that same person.  Miss Anne is there, quiet and withdrawn, so Henry tries to entice her into some conversation.  She shyly smiles, but it is quickly erased when Lady Catherine announces Miss Anne needs to go to her chambers to rest after the meal.  Poor Gregory has enough, and he stalks over to Lady Catherine, whispers something in her ear then has a footman escort her to her chambers as well.
Lady Anne is laid to rest in the Darcy family cemetery.  For all of his long life, Fitzwilliam will regularly visit the grave to place flowers on her headstone.  Usually, red roses to symbolize his love for her and once in a while an extraordinary shade of deep red which symbolizes the great loss he felt when she passed.  The wind on the day she is lowered into the ground whines through the evergreen trees almost as if they too weep over the loss of someone as kind and beautiful as Lady Anne.  Fitzwilliam watches as the workers start to lower the casket into the earth even though the rest of the mourners are headed back to awaiting carriages.  He vows once more over his mother’s grave that he will protect Georgiana and the rest of his loved ones and no one will find him wanting; he will make her proud.  As he approaches the carriage where his father and grandfather wait on him, Fitzwilliam decides he would rather walk alone back to the manor.  When Gregory starts to protest, Grandfather lays a hand on his shoulder.  “Let the boy go.  Everyone grieves differently, he knows what he is about.”
The walk back to the manor helps to restore Fitzwilliam’s stoic nature. No one will know the pain he carries.  It will not do, it could be seen as a sign of weakness, so he decides he will bury the pain and not allow it to burden him.  Thankfully most of the mourners have left by the time he returns, only a few remain in the manor, those who have long journeys home.  Grandfather and Mrs. Reynolds will notice a raw sadness in Fitzwilliam’s eyes along with an absence of some of their brilliance.  This pain will deepen over the years without any end in sight of the suffering for the young man but he hardly ever speaks of it to anyone.
Some weeks later, Fitzwilliam is with George, and they are fishing.  Fitzwilliam has become more withdrawn largely due to the fact that his father is hardly ever out of his chambers.  Grandfather Darcy has taken over the reins of Pemberley to allow the man to grieve and Fitzwilliam feels largely forgotten.  But he does not complain as it will not do.  George breaks the silence finally when he states, “I told you so.”
“What did you tell me?”  Fitzwilliam demands.
“At least you still have a sister, but I told you it would not end well and see, you lost your mother too.”  Normally restraint and Fitzwilliam go hand in hand but this time is not the time for the outspoken George to comment.  Without a thought, Fitzwilliam lands a swat to George’s face.
“Mind your tongue.” He growls as he stows his rod and reel then picks up the rest of his tackle.  He does not see George make a rude gesture in his direction nor does he hear the slur directed at him as he stalks away.  Henry often asks Fitz why he tolerates the obnoxious boy, and truthfully he wonders the same.  Henry has never liked George, and when Henry visits, George makes himself scarce which is just fine with Henry.  After Fitzwilliam slapped him, George changed his style. Whereas before he spoke without thinking, now he adopts a smoother slick style which begins to endear him to the other children as well as some of the adults.  When it is just Fitzwilliam and George, Fitzwilliam still sees the same saucy defiant child from before.




Chapter 8

Fitzwilliam entered his teens, and a huge growth spurt went along with it.  He is six feet tall, and while many teens his height are ungainly, Fitzwilliam is very athletic.  He, along with Henry, honed his fencing skills and he practices for many hours.  Fitzwilliam takes the time to learn a little pugilism too, figuring it never hurts to know how to defend oneself should a sudden need arise.  The two physical activities go a long way to keeping the morose feelings at bay.  Rides on Spitfire are still thrilling, but as Grandfather Darcy ages, his company becomes less and less frequent.  Henry comes over often, and he likes to call out, “There’s Fitz on Spitz!” much to Fitzwilliam’s annoyance. However, the young man is fast becoming quite a wit in his own right.  Sadly most of the others never see his humor or gentleness except for the few people he allows close to him, Henry, Cousin Anne, Geneve, The Matlocks, and of course, Georgiana. 
The bond between the two siblings is strong and committed even though the difference in ages is great.  Just as Fitzwilliam had vowed over his mother’s grave, he has protected Georgiana and loves her deeply.  When the little girl suffered the minor scrapes and bruises common in childhood, it was her brother who succored her and made everything better.  Georgiana would be crying as she rubbed a bruise or scraped an elbow and soon Fitzwilliam would be there with comforting words.  Many times though he would mug and make the silliest of faces until she was laughing at him and his antics.  He giggled right along with her, and soon the tiny injury was forgotten.  Whenever Georgiana suffered from a cold, Fitzwilliam was there to keep her entertained as she recovered.  He read to her as he had such fond memories of his mother and grandmother doing the same for him.  If Georgiana could not find rest, Fitzwilliam would sing to her softly as she drifted off into sleep.
Her brother tries to make up for the sad fact Georgiana never knew a mother’s love.  So he carves out extra time for her as she grows so she will not feel alone.  Picture books are a favorite activity as are nature walks.  As Fitzwilliam did so many times in the past with their mother, he points out oddities and whimsy in nature while making up stories which he tells to his adoring sister.  He does draw the line at tea parties and playing with dolls, however, even the most devoted brother has to have some pride.  Georgiana especially enjoys when he reads to her, and something or someone in the story irritates Fitzwilliam.  He then makes up his own dialogue for the characters or changes parts of the story to make it more amusing or realistic.  Georgiana always thinks his renditions are superior to what was originally written.  Even with his relaxed manner with his sister, Fitzwilliam remains, as Georgiana would term it, fussy.  If it happens to be cold outside, it is not Gregory or Grandfather nor Georgiana’s maid who frets the most; it is Fitzwilliam.  If she does not attend her studies as he deems appropriate, it is Fitzwilliam who gives his sister a stern lecture.  He pierces her with those blue eyes so unlike any the young girl has seen and delivers his advice in a slow, deliberate manner which brooks no opposition.  He never has to raise his voice to his sister, but as she grows, she found she would almost prefer a tongue lashing to those talks.
Once when they are much older, Georgiana refuses to attend her French lessons for it is simply too beautiful of a day.  The breezes shuffling the curtains hold the fragrances of fresh blooms and the birds are playfully singing.  The very idea of sitting huddled over some book along with a tutor is not appealing, so Georgiana is trying to come up with all sorts of reasons to delay if not avoid the whole ordeal.  Enter her somber brother with his face fixed and a scowl on his lips.  Georgiana knows she is in for a long lecture then she will have to have her dratted French lesson still.  She also knows he hides behind that cold exterior, so some playfulness rises to the fore as he seats himself across from her at the small table where she does her work.
Fitzwilliam has perfected a whole set of movements as he adjusts his clothing and seat, rearranges her quills and papers, then restacks the books neatly.  All is done to make the other person start to feel nervous and uncomfortable, but Georgiana knows her brother perhaps better than anyone at this point.  Before he can launch into his practiced oration on the merits of learning and knowledge, she speaks first.  “Could you please just give me a synopsis or quick precis of your subject material?”  His jaw immediately clenches as the muscles twitch and his face flushes red.  If not for knowing her brother is angry with her impertinent request, Georgiana might have laughed at the sudden change in his demeanor.  He gathers himself and stands, shoots her a look of reproach which is scorching and proceeds to stalk from the room.  Later he will speak with her, but for now, he allows her to feel her guilt which is another effective tactic.
It is during these years Gregory also fashioned a strong bond with his daughter.  He loves her as much as he does his son.  Georgiana is the light in the room, her laughter and innocence is a balm to the man’s battered heart.  Georgiana’s eyes are the same pale blue as her mother’s, and her beautiful light hair is the same honey blond color as Lady Anne’s.  Gregory misses his wife profoundly, and it is only after Grandfather Darcy had a loud and pointed discussion with Gregory about a return to duties that Gregory emerged from his chambers, dulled and listless.  As time passed, he returned to his full Master of Pemberley duties, and he is attentive to both of his children, but there will always be a certain sorrow he carries with him.  Georgiana is the one happy presence in the manor, and the others are drawn to her native charms. 
     These years are a time for great maturation for Fitzwilliam both mentally and physically.  He is slightly over six feet, and his intellect is keen. At times Georgiana is awed by her brother’s intelligence whereas Colin, his oldest cousin is intimated by him.  Gregory has his son start to sit in as he works on estate matters and he discusses various issues with him to hear Fitzwilliam’s opinions.  Gregory feels the swell of pride as his son grasps the inner workings of the estate and shows an astute business mind.  Trips to London are undertaken as Gregory exposes his son to the shipping business and trade.  Additionally, they work on proposals together although Gregory still attends the meetings with just his solicitor.  Evenings are mainly spent at Darcy house and rarely does the family entertain unless it is a very close circle of trusted friends.  Gregory refused to reenter Society as he does not wish to be exposed to the leeches who would be very happy to become the next Mrs. Darcy to the very wealthy and handsome widower.  Gregory told his son he abhors the deceitfulness of the ton and furthermore his heart had been buried along with Lady Anne.
Some of the time spent in London is entertaining.  Fitzwilliam accompanies Lady Geneve and Georgiana to the London museum where his descriptions of the artifacts rival the written ones.  He usually adds some information which a few times impresses the curators in their comprehensiveness.  The operas and symphony performances are big attractions as all of the Darcys appreciate music and quality stage performances.  Georgiana is showing a rare talent on the pianoforte which will surpass her mother’s accomplishments.  However, even though these are happy times, the exposure to people who would use the Darcys to elevate themselves and the false pandering begin to eat at Fitzwilliam.  His already stern demeanor has evolved into a frosty persona displayed to those he does not know well as it also protects him and his gentle nature.  Fitzwilliam comprehends his kindness can be a liability in a man’s world, so he strives to overcome it with an icy determination.  He keeps his mirth in check as he has decided jocularity will be equated with silliness and a weak understanding.  These shortcomings will never do for a Darcy man.
As he continues to build these barriers about himself and his heart, his assessing mind analyzes others, and to his continued dismay, he finds most to be beneath him.  They are inane or ridiculous, pandering and sniveling, so he avoids them unless absolutely necessary.  However, those close to his heart still know his love, guidance, wit, and humor.  In the privacy of his homes, he is silly and light as well as jovial with laughter easily coming from him.  As he ages, his humor combines with his intelligence, so his wit is sharp.  Whereas before some of the pranks he and Henry had been playing upon one another were juvenile and sprang from the spur of the moment now Fitzwilliam enjoys thinking out various ways to catch his cousin unaware.  The same diligence and fastidiousness he employs in other areas of his life, he uses in thinking up elaborate ruses to pull on Henry.
These years will be shadowed by uncomfortable knowledge regarding George Wickham and unfortunately more heartache and grief.  The first signs of serious trouble with George manifested themselves when Fitzwilliam noticed, in spite of being only about twelve years old, George never seems to be without a little coin.  This coincides with a few supposed misunderstandings George has with some shopkeepers who accuse him of stealing.  George can use his new smooth style along with his charms to convince them it is all a mistake.  A few times the talks became heated, and Fitzwilliam covered the costs just to stop George from getting into serious trouble.  George is also using his charms on some of the girls, and he is quite the flirt and flatterer.  Most of the time the girls giggle shyly and flit away, but the more bold ones stay in his court until the protective mamas come to whisk them away.  But even these mothers are swayed by the boyish good looks George sports along with a cheerful manner.  Fitzwilliam knows George is putting on an act as George later mimics and mocks the ladies. 
The next issue which has Fitzwilliam in quite a funk is his forceful and demanding aunt has now started to tell anyone who will listen that the great houses of Darcy and de Bourgh will be united when Fitzwilliam does his familial duty and marries his cousin Anne.  Gregory is furious as he knows the match is a drastic mistake and he does his best to contradict the outrageous claim.  Smoothing Fitzwilliam’s ruffled feathers is another matter.  “Ignore her, Son. She does not speak with any authority and as I can tell you if you give her even an inch she will take the proverbial mile.  The rest of the family knows Lady Anne would never have wished such a union.”
“But that is precisely what hurts the worst, Father.  Aunt Catherine knows nothing of what Mother and I spoke regarding my finding a suitable match.  How can she parade her wishes about as if they were Mother’s wishes is beyond the pale.  And what of me?  Have I no say in my own future?”  Fitzwilliam is irate as he paces back and forth in front of the fireplace.  “You have told me to be in charge of my own future, to be my own man and here a woman is attempting to dominate me.  It is unseemly and embarrassing.”  Gregory understands his son’s anger as he feels the same.  How dare Lady Catherine even try to enforce her dictates on a Darcy?  Gregory will travel to London when Lady Catherine is there, and he plans to have a word with her.  It will not be the first nor last of many confrontations between the two.
“What I cannot understand is how she and your mother, God rest her soul, came from the same family.  For that matter Thomas either.  Neither of them have your Aunt’s caustic personality.”  Gregory mutters a curse under his breath.  How he wished he could have cut himself off from the de Bourghs long ago.  Lady Catherine wrote him a strongly worded letter which encouraged him to seek another bride for it was not proper for Georgiana to be raised in a household full of males.  Lady Catherine even had the gall to suggest Georgiana be allowed to live with her so she could see to the appropriate training of the girl.  Gregory chaffed over the letter for days before he sent a special letter by courier with one word, NO!  Lady Catherine was affronted because she only wished the best for her dear niece.  Georgiana is intimated by the woman and does not like to visit there. 
“Make sure that if anything ever happens to me, you do not let that harridan anywhere near Georgiana.  You must protect her.  Why look at what she has done to her own daughter.  Poor Anne is a shell, a timid fawn who is afraid of her own shadow.  I would not doubt some of Anne’s illness is a method to escape the constant chatter from that old shrew.  The other part of Anne’s sickness has to be real due to the moldering and dust which permeates Rosings.  God forbid the servants are allowed to do a thorough cleaning which would upset her Ladyship.”  Here Gregory cocks his head and mimics Catherine, “Why I never heard of such a thing.  Tearing down the tapestries and paintings, causing such chaos.  There is no need for that, and besides, there is nothing wrong with Rosings or the way I run it.  It is perfectly acceptable.”  Gregory waves his hand in an imperial manner, and Fitzwilliam laughs at the imitation of his aunt.  “Forgive me that was unkind. I should not have mocked her so.”  Gregory looks anything but repentant.   
“Your secret is safe with me, Father,”  Fitzwilliam replies with a wink before he takes his leave.
It is around this time Gregory, and Grandfather Darcy receive quite a fright over Fitzwilliam’s health.  There had been a substantial snowfall over the last two days, and when the clouds cleared and the sun shone forth, the brilliance of the rays of the sun upon the snow is dazzling.  The temperatures remain below freezing, but the winds have died down, creating an enchanting and crisp winter day.  Fitzwilliam and George decide to take a ride around the grounds and enjoy the frosty landscape.  Unfortunately so did two of the tenants’ children who ventured to a nearby stream and were out on the ice.  One of the boys fell through the ice as the other scrambled to the safety of the bank.  There the boy tries to reach his friend with a small branch, but he is unable to pull his friend to safety.
George and Fitzwilliam happen on the scene, alerted by the boys’ cries for help. As soon as Fitzwilliam assesses the situation, he strips down to breeches and shirt as he orders George to race to the manor to summon help.  Fitzwilliam, without hesitation, enters the shockingly cold water and breaks through some of the ice to reach the waterlogged boy who is shivering as his teeth chatter uncontrollably.  A few attempts are made to reach the shore, but the remaining ice will not support their weight, and the young boy now requires Fitzwilliam to keep his head above water as the freezing water has sapped his strength from him.  Fitzwilliam holds the boy in one arm as he grasps a fallen log with the other.  He cannot hold onto the boy and swim against the stream’s current while fighting the ice as well so he waits for help as he keeps the boy from submerging underneath the water.
George has returned with footmen, grooms and a frantic Gregory Darcy.  The men first relieve Fitzwilliam’s aching arms from their burden of holding the almost unconscious boy then turn their attention to the young Master as the boy’s family wraps him in blankets and rush him home to the warmth of a fire.  Fitzwilliam is mostly able to exit the water under his own power, but he is shivering uncontrollably.  The ride back to the manor is rapid, commencing as soon as they bundle Fitzwilliam up in some rugs brought along for just that purpose. As they make their way into the courtyard, Gregory barks out orders for a hot bath, roaring fire, and dry clothes.
Grandfather assists with helping his grandson to the private quarters where Victor awaits Fitzwilliam with a warming bath.  Once the task is completed, Master Fitzwilliam is put to bed under many covers as the fire in his chambers is stoked until blazing.  Mrs. Reynolds appears with several draughts for Fitzwilliam to consume in the hopes they will ward off chills and fever.  Unfortunately for Fitzwilliam, the concoctions are foul, causing him to pucker and grimace as he drinks them.  Henry drops by for a visit and is ushered into Fitzwilliam’s quarters and hears first hand of how the young Master risked all to save the youth but the visit is cut short as Gregory insists his son find some rest.  It is not until much later in the night when Victor reports that Fitzwilliam has developed a fever along with a stupor which Fitzwilliam has trouble emerging from.  
Mr. Darcy summons the physician, and the man orders more medicines to be obtained from the apothecary.  Gregory dispatches a footman to rouse the apothecary, wait for the elixirs then return as fast as humanly possible.  In the meantime, damp cloths are utilized along with sponge baths to try to bring the fever down.  The medicines arrive, and Gregory himself holds his son as he encourages him to drink.  Fitzwilliam tries to protest, but his father does not relent.  For the better part of three days, the fevers plague Fitzwilliam before they break and the teenager is once more completely coherent.  Henry has returned every day for updates and to sit with his cousin.  On the fourth day, he is rewarded to see his cousin’s return to health.  Gregory enters the room to make sure Fitzwilliam finishes all of his prescribed tonics only to find most glasses half-filled and a weak excuse from his son stating that he forgot to finish them.
Gregory talks with his son about how proud he is with his decisive action which resulted in the boy’s life being spared, but he cautions his son also to consider himself.  He does not wish to see Fitzwilliam put himself into harm’s way unnecessarily.  However, Gregory cannot argue with Fitzwilliam’s logic about how he orchestrated the rescue and Fitzwilliam’s comments about doing his duty to the tenants make sense.  Gregory is the type of Master who will work alongside of his farmers and tenants during a crisis, and he has taught his son the value of having those who are connected with the estate to truly respect him as the Master.  Fitzwilliam has gained the respect of all who hear the tale of the daring rescue.
As is the way with healthy young males, Fitzwilliam is back to normal by the fifth day and resumes his studies and duties.  The Matlocks arrived to see him, and they praised his efforts.  The boy’s family reported no ill effects, and they sent a letter expressing their gratefulness for Master Fitzwilliam’s intervention. Lady Geneve and her family stopped by to express their admiration for the heroic deed.  Staff, tenants, and servants all comment on the courage and bravery Fitzwilliam demonstrated.  Many of the ladies the same age as Fitzwilliam follow him with their eyes when they see him in public and flirt with him excessively.  Naturally, all of this added attention annoys the private and shy boy who retreats as far away from his admirers as possible.  Fitzwilliam frets over the notice given to him, and he ponders whether or not people are genuine in their praise or if they only wish to be associated with him because of his reputation.
Annoyances and worries aside, when Fitzwilliam is almost fifteen, his beloved and robust Grandfather Darcy fell ill with a racking cough and high fevers.  The poor gentleman suffered for about one week before finally succumbing to his illness.  Another wake and funeral are carried out and once more the family is present at a gravesite watching another beloved member being laid to rest.  Fitzwilliam is strong for his father and sister.  Georgiana clings to her brother, and he picks her up and holds her close.  The scene brings a fresh round of tears to the onlookers as they witness the succor Fitzwilliam gives his sister.  Gregory is stoic as well, and both of the Darcy men bury their grief as they return to their everyday lives.  Grandfather Darcy lived long enough to see his grandson start on the path to manhood and he was pleased with Fitzwilliam’s progress.  He was ecstatic to note Fitzwilliam’s passion for horses and his horsemanship surpassed even Grandfather Darcy’s talents.  But another connection to Fitzwilliam’s grandfather is broken when dear little Sheldon the Shetland pony dies due to old age the winter Fitzwilliam is fifteen. 




Chapter 9

The time before Fitzwilliam left for Cambridge settled into a bit of a routine.  Both Darcy siblings worked on their studies; each learned what it meant to be a member of Society and to become a lady or a gentleman.  Georgiana is becoming a well-rounded young lady who reads, writes and speaks French along with a fair understanding of German.  She displays a talent for design and fashion as well as painting. Her skills on the pianoforte are unmatched by anyone her age and even those older cannot claim as much competence.  However she, much like her brother, is shy.  Whereas her brother hides it behind his inscrutable mask, Georgiana simply retreats into her various pursuits.  Both Darcys enjoy the out of doors so when the weather allows, they are exploring the natural world.
One summer, Geneve is attempting to fly a kite.  Geneve has always looked at Fitzwilliam as an older brother, and she spent many hours with the Darcy siblings as the estates are near one another.  Today is no exception as she along with some neighborhood girls took to the outdoors to fly their kites. Predictably the strings would become hopelessly tangled.  Fitzwilliam agreed to oversee the girls, and he brought with him a complete work of Shakespeare which he is attempting to read.  His problem is not comprehension but rather the constant interruptions as one girl then the other pleads for him to remove the numerous knots from the kite string.  With a patient smile, he goes to work and frees the lines once and again.
Another time Gregory along with Georgiana and Fitzwilliam, went into Lambton for some supplies and for Gregory to speak with Reverend Volmere.  Fitzwilliam and Georgiana walked over to a nearby pond which is a favorite location for children to play.  Geneve and some of the other girls are already there, floating little wooden boats which they would then pull back to shore with reeds.  Some bullies are throwing dirt clods at the boats causing them to sink when Fitzwilliam walks up.
“What’s going on here?”  Fitzwilliam demands.
“None of your business.  You best leave unless you wish to get hurt.”  One of the boys retorts with a sneer.  Fitzwilliam gauges the situation quickly, and he gathers the crying girls around him where he hands each girl some coin to buy their boats.
“As I am the owner of those boats now, I deem it is my business,”  Fitzwilliam states with his scowl firmly in place.
The bold boy who first challenged Fitzwilliam swings a fist and connects with Fitzwilliam’s lip.  Georgiana, when seeing the blood, runs the short distance back to town to alert their father.  But Fitzwilliam rallies and returns a resounding wallop to the troublemaker which knocks him to the ground then he swings his glower on the other boys who flee leaving their leader behind.  “Get up,”  Fitzwilliam commands him.  “You will remove your shoes and stockings, roll up your pants and retrieve every last boat.  Do I make myself clear?”  The boy nods, does as he is told and every last boat is collected.  These he gives back to Master Fitzwilliam who alternates between smiling at the girls and glaring at the bully.  Fitzwilliam finishes giving the boats back to their rightful owners, refusing to take back his coins, and has shoved the bully who runs away when Gregory arrives.
“What is the meaning of this young man?  I have heard you are brawling?”  Mr. Darcy is perturbed and raises his voice.  Fitzwilliam stands immediately upon his father’s arrival and affirms that he has indeed been in a physical altercation but before either Darcy can say more, the girls come up to them and beg Mr. Darcy not to be cross with his son.  They explain that the boys had been teasing and taunting them as they sunk their boats.  They did not know what to do until Master Fitzwilliam came and bought the boats then taught that bully a good lesson.  Fitzwilliam blushes and ducks his head as Gregory begins to smile.  “Well ladies, you have convinced me to withhold punishment.  Please excuse us as we make for home.”
Gregory asks his son to verify their claims which he does.  “Did you really purchase their boats to make it your business?”
“I did, Sir.”
“I see.  Did you take a moment to think through your actions like we have spoken about in the past?”
“Indeed I did Father.  Immediately after that boy struck my lip, I decided to lay him out flat.”  Fitzwilliam grins as Gregory chortles and puts his arm around his shoulders.  “Father, I have one more confession.”
“Oh?”  Gregory lifts a brow.
“I seem to have ruined a shirt.”  They laugh once more as Fitzwilliam swings Georgiana up on his hip as they walk to their parked carriage.
As Fitzwilliam matures into a young man, he realizes some things are changing in the way others viewed him, particularly the young ladies.  George has grown into a notorious flirt, and Fitzwilliam is pretty sure he is no longer an innocent.  But even with George’s pleasing aspect and too practiced manners some of the girls are starting to turn their thoughts towards marriage and who would be a good match.  George Wickham can offer them nothing but compliments and a ruined reputation but Fitzwilliam Darcy as the future heir to Pemberley and the fortune which goes with it, well that is another story.  George begins to resent that his charms are no longer effective with some of these ladies and Fitzwilliam is acutely aware of their interest in him.  He never knows what to say, so he relies on his reserve and taciturn ways when confronted with the flighty females.
Having learned well from his father about manipulative people, Fitzwilliam can see past their ploys and mollifying behaviors.  Comments about his person which are intended to flatter and gain favor fall short as he starts to loathe pandering of any kind. As he nears his eighteenth birthday, he is convinced most ladies seek his purse and have no interest in him as a person.  George is annoyed as well, having to content himself barmaids and servant girls as most ladies look down upon him and his lack of connections.  For Fitzwilliam, he has seen what a marriage based on trust and respect offer along with an unselfish love.  He wishes to emulate his parents’ union.  Also, the teachings of the church are never far from his mind, and even though he has the usual stirrings of a normal male when confronted with an attractive female, Fitzwilliam refuses to sully himself with various dalliances.
Gregory Darcy is looking forward to spending time with Fitzwilliam as soon the young Master will be attending Cambridge.  Fitzwilliam, in turn, begins to become even more involved in estate matters, going on tenants’ rounds, sometimes by himself and learning the art of negotiations.  He is a quick study and Gregory is thrilled with the idea of co-managing Pemberley with him once Fitzwilliam returns from Cambridge.  Gregory is immensely pleased with the man it appears his son is becoming and he looks forward to the time when he and Fitzwilliam will become partners in many business ventures.
Henry Fitzwilliam went into military service where he quickly rose in the ranks.  While the family thrilled at the idea of his medals and awards, the dread for him is real as many never return or come back shattered by the brutality.  Letters from Henry are an event eagerly anticipated, but no one looks forward to them as much as Anne de Bourgh.  Anne and Henry had always been compatible even as children with Henry taking on the role of protector and confidant.  As the cousins matured, there were faint stirrings of attraction, but as Henry is the second son and Anne is constantly reminded she will be marrying Fitzwilliam, they both kept the attraction from the others, especially Lady Catherine.  On a visit to Rosings, for Gregory refused to go, Fitzwilliam talked Henry (who was on leave) into accompanying him.  Once there, Fitzwilliam began to work with Lady Catherine on her many concerns over Rosings.  She did not always take advice from the teenager, but soon she saw the wisdom and astuteness her nephew possesses.  These visits would become regular occurrences every April sometime after Fitzwilliam’s birthday.  Henry jests that Fitzwilliam gave himself one hell of a birthday present as his cousin scowls at him.
Henry no longer denies his attraction to Anne who is dark haired with large luminous brown eyes.  They are expressive and captured his soul.  As Henry’s military career continues, he and Anne exchange many letters wherein Henry poured out his hopes and dreams to her and told her of some of the horrors he faced.  Anne proves to be a comfort, her letters containing a depth and sympathy which at first surprised Henry given Anne’s sheltered life but he saw the remarkable understanding she possessed and much like Henry, she too rallied against a world where a person has no say simply due to one’s birth order or family.  They found in each other the succor they had been lacking, and it was not long before all these emotions grew into a true and mature love.
Now the questions are, what to tell Lady Catherine and what exactly is their inscrutable cousin’s view on marriage to Anne?  For Fitzwilliam, while he has a true affection for Anne as well, it has never been of a romantic nature.  The constant harangues of Lady Catherine about the union between him and Anne are bothersome and profoundly annoying to the self-assured youth.  Fitzwilliam enjoys overseeing his aunt’s estate matters as he believes it allows him the opportunity to hone his own skills for when he will become Master of Pemberley.  Unfortunately, Lady Catherine thought his interest is solely because of Anne, and her pressure for the two to marry became more focused.  Fitzwilliam, whose impish streak is mostly hidden, comes up with an ingenious ploy to avoid her Ladyship while at the same time allowing him the solitude he craves.  Whenever she is approaching with skirts rustling and heels clanking, he simply vacates the room.  But to do so with her knowledge would be rude, so he utilizes the servants’ entrances.
Her Ladyship does not consider that anyone of the family would condescend to mingle with staff so she has not an inkling of how Fitzwilliam could be in a room one moment then seem to disappear in another.  Aunt Catherine narrows her eyes as she scans a parlor, salon, dining room or any other area where she is certain Fitzwilliam had been only to see Henry and Anne chatting or the room totally devoid of anyone.  It is frustrating and confusing.  After she has left, Fitzwilliam then returns through the same passages sporting a smile with the corner of his mouth upturned.  His cousins are aware of his mischief, and they keep his secret.  Fitzwilliam sensed the evolving feelings between Henry and Anne, so he is not surprised when Henry broaches the subject with him when they stopped at an inn on their return trip to London from Kent.
Henry watches as his persnickety cousin unwraps his own eating utensils to prepare to dine at the well run and clean establishment.  Each item is carefully placed upon another serviette, and still a third serviette appears to wipe the rim of the wine glass.  Fitz’s appetite is always good, but his precise preparation is over the top.  Henry had learned to eat from the land when he was able during some military tour or another, so he long ago dispensed with much of the artificial artifact found in Society.  However, there are some establishments where he would be cautious about the silverware and dinnerware, but at this particular inn, cleanliness has never been an issue.  Henry comments.  “You are really rich, you know that Fitz?”
“So I have been told,” Fitzwilliam drolly responds as he monitors the wine being poured and the plate of biscuits placed on the table.
“That’s not what I meant Fitz.  All this,” and Henry gestures to the array Fitzwilliam has spread out before him.
“I am cognizant of your meaning Henry, and I will remind you not to call me Fitz.”
“You are having a fit right now over the simple act of dining, and you are ridiculous so I will continue to call you such and have sport with your follies.”  Henry teases him as Fitz turns up the corner of his mouth.
“Then I shall be forced to retaliate.  You cannot best me.”  Henry simply reaches over to move Fitz’s fork a mere fraction of an inch, but as he touches the fork, his cousin’s hand shoots out and pins Henry’s hand down.  Then Fitz picks each of Henry’s fingers off of the fork and makes a grand show out of polishing the item once more.
“I just bested you now.”  Henry laughingly states as his cousin employs a dramatic sigh and frown.  “Really Fitz, why you haven’t considered some of the Society ladies we have come across is beyond me.  With your haughty airs and superior attitude, I would think it easy for you to find a match.”
     Fitz does not take offense as his cousin knows him well and Fitz has told him of his desire to marry for love.  Additionally, Henry is aware of Fitz’s extreme dislike of the pandering and falseness he finds in the ton.  So Henry’s jest bothers him none as he knows Henry is just poking at him to get a response.  “I have told you before, I wish to replicate the love and devotion I witnessed in my parents’ union.  I cannot bear the falseness to be found among the women of marriageable age.  None have any affection for me, rather they are attracted to a large purse.  Really when you think upon it, a woman who would offer herself to me for marriage only to gain wealth and prestige is no better than those who take payment for their services.  The very notion is abhorrent.”  Fitz ignores Henry’s eye roll.  Had he not been warned by his father over and again of those who only sought a connection to elevate themselves?  If some chose to use their physical attributes to gain favor, then that was all the more disgusting.
Fitz puts on a very thoughtful mien and rubs his chin.  “Perhaps Anne and I should marry.  She has grown into a lovely lady, and she does not need my fortune.  We may be able to find true love with one another.”  The vacant and dreamy look Fitz affects contributes to the ridiculousness of the comment.  Now it is Henry’s turn to glare as Fitz rolls his eyes.  “Easy big guy, I have no interest in our cousin although I am the better match.”  An indignant huff emits from Henry as Fitz once more has turned up his lip in a smile.  
“Your brooding and taciturn ways would not be healthy for Anne.  She has already withered under her domineering mother.  The match would not be fair to Anne; she deserves to have some light and levity in her life.”  Henry has spoken perhaps a bit too freely, but as his own feelings are true and pure where Anne is concerned, he finds a tinge of jealousy creeps in when Fitz teases him.
Fitz considers his cousin with his startling blue eyes which have lost some of their humor.  “I hope you do not think me to be of the same ilk as our aunt.  Yes, I admit to wishing for order and control in my life, but I would not be the sort of man to dominate his wife.  I am offended you would insinuate that I would seek to control another person in such a degrading manner.  Have I not spoken to you about the unusual and rewarding marriage my parents enjoyed?  While Father was always the Master, my mother complemented him, offered opinions of her own and was granted freedom to grow and express herself without causing censure.  She honored Father, and in turn, he honored her by seeing her as a partner rather than some bauble.  It is precisely because I saw the superior notion of what a marriage could be like that I have not found anyone who I wish to learn more of.”  Henry tries to interrupt to apologize, but Fitz waves him off.
“Furthermore Henry, while I am still young and not ready myself for marriage, I can also say without a doubt that the ladies I have encountered are flighty and vapid.  Really what would I converse about with any of them?  Fashion?  Gossip?  Some hopelessly protracted and sorrowful tale relentlessly retold in painstaking detail as my eyes slide shut and the drool slips down my cuff?  No thank you.  I would wish for a woman who could converse about politics as scandalous as that may sound.  Perhaps engage in a discussion about science and some of the newest inventions.  Horseflesh is a riveting topic.  I require a woman who will allow me to speak of my hopes and fears and to assist me with the running of Pemberley.  Father had such with Mother and Grandfather lived long enough to have Father mature into the role.  So why should I settle for anything less?  After a day of dealing with numbers and ledgers, squabbling tenants, and staff concerns, it would be pure bliss to have a wife who could soothe with her singing and playing but also offers a sympathetic ear so to speak when the daily minutiae of running the estate and businesses become tedious.  I do not believe it is too much to ask.”
Fitz swirls the wine in his glass as he watches the liquid gently slosh about.  “You have told me you had found such contentment in Anne’s letters and her conversation.  She listens to you and understands your worries and celebrates your success.  I must find a lady who is true and will allow me to come out from behind this mask I have fabricated.  I enjoy levity as much as you and you yourself have told me I can be one of the most amusing people you know.  But I cannot trust anyone outside of some family and friends.  I would wish to be more amiable, but it would be seen as weakness, and there are those who would exploit it.”  Henry and Fitz finish their meal, and Fitz diligently wraps up his belongings.  Henry mulls over Fitz’s speech, and he feels sorrow for his cousin.  The goal of finding such a woman will be a daunting one and Henry fears Fitz will not know success.
“Henry, I have no interest in Anne, and I will rejoice the day you may claim her for your own.  You will be retired and safe while our cousin will know true and selfless love which she has never known before.”  Henry is stunned at the heartfelt comments Fitz spoke as he stood up.  As the serving girl comes up to collect their payment, Fitz with a regal flip of his head, directs her attention to the still flabbergasted Henry, “My cousin will see to the bill and a tip.  Thank you for a delightful meal.”  Then before he turns away, Fitz smiles his half grin and starts to whistle an annoying little tune.
“Bloody bastard.  Simply diabolical.”  Henry mutters as he reaches for his purse to pay the girl.
Once they are settled back into the carriage, Fitz cannot resist another poke at Henry.  “Bested again.”  The two banter and tease all the way back to London and their respective townhomes.




Chapter 10

Fitzwilliam Darcy is now at Cambridge where he immerses himself into his studies.  The professors and lectures are interesting and informative.  His marks are superior, and he never misses any opportunities for more learning.  The professors are impressed by his acumen and they, in turn, spend more time with him, excited by Fitzwilliam’s love of knowledge.  However, not all is good at University.  The ladies are a frightening and constant problem as they troll the university looking for husbands.  They know Master Fitzwilliam comes from one of the wealthiest families in the Kingdom and each covets the title of Mrs. Darcy.  They learned from their mothers regarding how to flirt and twitter, to feign interest in a topic when there is none, and they use their most powerful asset, the décolletage.  Regardless of rank or beauty, these women never fail to lean forward more than necessary as they push out their chests.  The maneuver is effective with many of Fitzwilliam’s classmates, but for him, he does not consider doing more than a discrete inspection.  This is not to say he is not affected, quite the contrary, as a full-blooded healthy male, sex is constantly on his mind.
Fitzwilliam has learned the teachings from Ephesians wherein the marriage between a man and a woman is the mirror of the Holy Union between Christ and the Church.  Just as the Church submits to Christ as its head so should the woman submit to her husband, but the part which really struck a note with him is that the husband will give his life for his wife just as Christ has done for the Church and the husband will do nothing to sully his body so he will be presented to his wife without blemish thus honoring her when the two become one flesh.  To the pious man, these verses mean to him that he must refrain from relations outside of marriage as he would be defiling himself and his future wife.  To maintain that level of purity is difficult but he sets his mind to it.
The struggle between how he was raised and what his body wishes for is real and frustrating, but the truly galling part is if he even considers how he might relieve his base desires with a woman, it means he would first have to speak with her.  His shyness prevents that, and he loathes himself for the weakness, so he becomes even more formidable and stern.  He frightens most of the women away with his brooding and with the rest who remain, he is painfully aware of his inability to communicate with them, so he quits trying, instead cultivating some life-long male friends during his stay.  Fitzwilliam’s other source of unease is none other than George Wickham.  Gregory Darcy paved the way for George to attend Cambridge as well and instead of applying himself to his studies, George applies himself to women and gaming. 
The upper crust women disdain him for his poor connections and his lack of fortune so George once more contents himself with debauching servant girls and the occasional dalliance with a bored married matron.  Fitzwilliam is repulsed by his low morals and stays away from George especially when rumors of debt and drinking start to be murmured.  A time or two George has borrowed money from Fitz after begging and pleading along with empty promises to change his ways.  Fitz soon stops giving him coin when he sees no end to the continued poor behavior.  George has perfected his gauzy and welcoming manners as he spins his web of deceit.  His pleasing countenance along with a most agreeable personality make it far easier for him to fool innocents into thinking he holds them in regard as he strips them of their virtue.  His card playing is fair, but because he is so often at it, he loses far more money than he ever wins.  Fitzwilliam has started to ignore George, and in turn, George begins to resent Fitzwilliam.
     When he is able, Henry comes to visit Fitz at Cambridge.  It is then Henry makes the acquaintance of two people who will become close and trusted friends to his cousin.  The first fellow is a gentleman by the name of Francis Xavier Theodore Jones whose family had owned the land where present day London now stands.  Through the sale of the lands to investors for development in addition to some profitable investments the family made themselves, the Jones family is very wealthy and influential.  It would first appear to many people that there could be no possible way for the two men to have any type of friendship.  In fact, most would assume Fitzwilliam Darcy would loathe the wayward and fickle Mr. Jones, but their assumptions are grossly wrong.  Whereas Fitzwilliam hides himself and his shyness behind his scowl, Jones has perfected a persona which paints him as shallow and unintelligent.  Mr. Jones hides an incredible intellect which he displays in his own studies as his marks rival Fitzwilliam’s.  The ton tolerates him because of his family’s wealth and connections, wishing to be aligned with the estimable Jones family.  Mr. Jones himself is a jocular sort whose easy manners endear him to many, but they do not take him seriously as he seems not to possess a formal bone in his body. The astute and clever Master Fitzwilliam sees past the façade and recognizes a kindred spirit so to speak.  The two had been introduced by some mutual friends, and in an evening when the others surrounded themselves with ale and some raucous games of darts, Jones and Fitzwilliam were in a deep conversation about business, science, politics and other weighty topics.
For Jones’ part, he is keenly aware of Fitzwilliam’s intelligence, sees through the brooding mien and finds beneath that surface a funny man who does like to laugh and jest once he is sure he can let his guard down.  It was Fitzwilliam who added the Y to Mr. Jones’ last name and the moniker ‘Jonesy’ stuck.  Fitzwilliam was forced to do so when on one of Henry’s visits, the good man had let slip Fitzwilliam’s nickname of Fitz.  Naturally, Jonesy found that highly amusing along with the scowl and verbal insults.  “You see now why we call him Fitz?  He had a fit because I simply let you know his nickname.  Fitz there thinks he can intimidate me with his glower and his impressive vocabulary but alas he cannot.”
“The only reason I cannot intimidate Henry with my vocabulary is that Henry does not understand half of what I say to him, so he remains blissfully unaware and insipid.”  Fitzwilliam intones with his standard gravity in place but a twinkle in his eye.  “I remind you once more Henry, not to call me Fitz.”
“Say, Fitz,” Jonesy asks, as Fitzwilliam swings the glare onto his friend as Henry snickers, “why do you employ such a dour and forbidding face? You should let others know how affable you really are.”
“For the same reason you appear vacuous and inane to everyone, it prevents disingenuous people from coming too close.  Just as you have found out, many only wish a connection to better themselves while they offer nothing in return.”
“Yes, but Jonesy’s charming, flirty nature helps with the ladies.”  Henry smothers a laugh as he pokes his morally stringent cousin in the ribs.  Fitzwilliam gives a long-suffering sigh.
“At the risk of sounding like a pompous prig, I have to say I was not raised in such a manner.  Besides most of the women are positively frightened of me.”  Fitzwilliam does not wish to admit to his friends he is positively frightened of them as well.  He does not trust easily, and after watching the attempts of some to charm his father, Fitzwilliam is convinced most women are after one thing, money.
“Well, that is the point, Fitz.  If you would just let down your guard some, you may find a lady who would converse with you.  Shockingly you may even enjoy the encounter.”  Fitzwilliam is aware of the double entendre, but he allows it to pass as Henry and Jonesy share a grin.
“Oh yes, I can imagine the exchange,” here Fitzwilliam picks up a serviette and makes use of it as a fan.  “Oh my, Mr. Darcy, have you heard the latest gossip about Miss So-and-So and Mr. Mister?  It’s all so intriguing. Then they will move onto some sob story or another, while trying to convince one a swoon is coming on, to act so helpless.”  Once more he flutters his lashes, and he pretends to become faint.  “If such maneuvering does not work then they move onto false compliments and sycophantic flattery.  Such as, ‘Oh Mr. Darcy you are so intelligent, what you say is above a poor female such as I’ or ‘Mr. Darcy, I have never seen such a large…’” here he pauses as his friends break up in predictable laughter at his crude innuendo.  “Seriously. Where do I find a female who would have a stimulating conversation about topics which may interest me?  I would not mind if the lady disagreed with me as long as she has valid points of her own.  I have no desire to have some decoration hanging off of me, parroting every opinion I have.”  Fitzwilliam chucks the napkin back down on the table and takes a small sip of his ale.  Henry and Jonesy relish this side to their friend and wish he would display it more often.
“He is hopeless.”  Henry pronounces.  “Too exacting, too strict, too moral, too clean.”
“I beg to differ there.  While I am careful about my appearance, I am not above getting a little dirt on my hands.  Who was it who helped you wash the mud from your clothes, Henry, after that last ride from the pub?”  Fitzwilliam demands.  “Victor was unable to save the shirt, so once more I had to confess to another ruined garment.”
“You were the one who fell from his horse.” Henry retorts.
“Oh this is rich, do tell.  Was the ever sober Mr. Darcy in his cups?”  Jonesy is eager anticipation.
“Most certainly not, however, I cannot say the same for my dear cousin.  He was tipsy coming back from the pub near Lambton and about to lose his seat when I reached over to steady him back onto his saddle.  As he fell from his horse, he grabbed at my arm, pulling me with him and we landed in a muddy area of the road.  Henry was the worst for wear as I had fallen on top of him, but we were both covered in goo.  Henry’s grasp on my garment resulted in a tear in addition to the mud splattered all about.  Not wishing to have my cousin seen in such a deplorable condition, I helped him rinse his clothes as best I could in a stream.”
“You pushed me in the stream because you were having a fit about your shirt,”  Henry states calmly.
“You were too inebriated to manage the slope of the bank, and you fell in without my assistance.  I saved your life as you were in no condition to swim.”
Henry grunts because he really cannot recall how he ended up in the water.  “Good thing your father was not vexed.  I remember him snickering at our condition as he ordered the servants to draw baths and arranged for a late night snack.  We enjoyed ourselves sitting in the small kitchen off of the main one, sharing stories and adventures.”
“Indeed we did.  Father was happy to share some levity with us that night.”  When Fitzwilliam lifts his head, the stern demeanor is gone and replaced by a soft glow of happy memories.  After another year has passed, Jonesy and Fitzwilliam add one more person to their private little group.
Charles Bingley had inherited a sizable fortune from his father and grandfather who both were in the trades.  Charles’ grandfather had invested, saved and made many profitable choices which secured the family’s wealth. However, Charles’ father was content to live off of the money without doing much to make it grow.  When he passed, and Charles assumed control of the fortune, he decided he would like to do more than his father did.  Charles has two sisters, one who is already married and a second sister who is not.  Both sisters desire an entrance into Society, so when Charles expressed his wishes to be more proactive with the family funds, the sisters were supportive.  When Charles decided right before the death of his father to attend Cambridge, Caroline and Louisa were pleased as that would ensure their brother would make the connections necessary to be accepted by the first circles.  Charles is similar in nature to Jonesy in that he makes friends easily and he is naturally sunny.  He differs from Jonesy in that he is more prone to rely on others’ opinions than his own.
     Jonesy first befriended Charles then introduced him to Fitzwilliam who welcomed the impressionable young man into the mix.  Charles soon looked to Fitzwilliam for wise counsel, especially concerning the ton.  Fitzwilliam took the role of teacher and leader seriously, imparting advice on most subjects with Bingley being an avid learner.  Charles admitted to the others he often changed his mind on a whim, was easily convinced to another’s way of thinking and would rather agree than disagree.  Fitzwilliam almost acts as a father figure for Charles as Charles’ own father left him to his own devices most of the time.  Once more the friends find themselves at their favored little pub some minutes away from Cambridge and Fitzwilliam drank more than his usual amount.  He is not drunk, but he is definitely relaxed.  Fitzwilliam along with Henry and Jonesy have been giving Charles all kinds of advice ranging from how best to saddle a horse to choosing the correct cravat and knot for an evening out.  Fitzwilliam, feeling particularly chummy, has his arm around Charles’ shoulders in a brotherly sort of hug.  He sways a bit as he clamps Bingley on the shoulder.
“Bing, Bing, my good man.  Is there any other better than Bing here?”  Fitzwilliam asks the others.
“No indeed there is not, Charles is all that is good and kind.”  Jonesy raises his glass in a sloppy salute.
“Yes Bing, there it is, you are a jolly good fellow.”  Fitzwilliam concurs with Jonesy.
“Thank you, Fitz, Jonesy for the compliment but I’d rather you not refer to me as Bing.  It’s not the most flattering name you know.”  Charles tries to look stern, but the attempt is pathetic and ill.
“Now Bing, for I think Bing is as fine a name as any,” Fitzwilliam slurs a tiny amount, “you needn’t worry.  We all have our various monikers, and we like them very well.”
“Oh yes, Fitz there has always cherished his nickname.”  Henry chimes in.
Jonesy focuses one eye on Fitzwilliam.  “Just what is your cousin’s nickname, pray tell?”
With a wry grin and his mouth twisted up at the corner, Fitzwilliam answers with one word, “Arse.”
Bingley and Jonesy along with a downright jovial Fitzwilliam laugh and sputter as Henry glares at them then he too joins in with the jocularity.  He turns to the bar where a small bell is kept to alert the barkeep of a customer’s presence.  Once again Fitzwilliam has turned to Bingley imparting some serious counsel, and Henry waits for the right moment.  While Fitzwilliam is lecturing Bingley about the importance of soil drainage, which Jonesy cracks is a dry topic, Fitzwilliam loses his train of thought momentarily but regains it then addresses Bingley again.  “Bing.”  The sound of a small bell is heard.  Fitzwilliam tries again, “Bing.”  The delicate peals of the servant’s bell sound once more as a slightly confused Fitzwilliam tries to speak to Bingley.  “Bing…”
“Bong!”  Jonesy booms as the servant’s bell tinkles once more.  It is worth noting that the presence of alcohol can make even the most foolish and inane events hysterical which is how the men react to the bell and Charles’s new nickname.  Charles protests its use more than Fitzwilliam protests his own sobriquet, but Charles soon learns the more he complains, the more likely he is to hear some infernal bell or other. 
While Fitzwilliam enjoys Charles’ companionship immensely, the major drawback is Charles’ sisters.  His older sister, Louisa had married a man some years her senior who has a reasonable income, but he is most interested in playing cards, eating, and drinking wine.  Mr. Hurst is not above falling into a snooze when in the presence of others nor is he much on any conversation.  The most any hear from him is when he complains the meal is not about to be served, or the rest do not wish to play cards.  His indifference to his wife allows Louisa to spend much of her time in the company of her and Charles’ youngest sibling, Miss Caroline Bingley.  Caroline, like Charles, sports flaming red hair but the similarities end there.  Whereas Charles is all that is sunny, Caroline is cold and calculating.  Like so many ladies of Society, Caroline is aware that she is an attractive woman, so she has no issues with flaunting her assets.  Once the mercenary then sixteen-year-old lays eyes on the nineteen-year-old friend of her brother’s, Caroline determines her search for the perfect mate is over.
     Fitzwilliam’s cold, aloof manner along with his dismissive attitude towards those not of his sphere appeals to the girl.  Here is a man who understands the rules of Society and rank.  This man does not let anyone trifle with him, and he is coolly confident.  Now she has just to convince him she is the perfect match for him and all will be well, Caroline’s entrance into the ton will be secured, and she will reap the benefits as Mrs. Darcy.  Caroline has heard from other debutantes that Master Fitzwilliam is impervious to all attempts from them to gain his favor or notice, but Caroline plans to exploit her brother’s friendship with the man to crack his exterior.  For Fitzwilliam, Caroline’s scheming and pandering makes his resolve stronger still as he tries to rebuff her constant flirtations.  Caroline becomes a sort of novelty among the young ladies as none of them can claim an acquaintance with Fitzwilliam or even recall having spoken much to him. Truthfully, Caroline hardly ever receives any conversation from him either, but she does not let the others know the truth.  For Fitzwilliam, Caroline becomes another annoyance.




Chapter 11

Fitzwilliam graduated from Cambridge with honors, and he gratefully returns to Pemberley.  His father is immensely proud of his son, and Gregory allows Fitzwilliam to stand in his stead in some of the tenant disputes and on some of the smaller business dealings.  Each time the six foot three inch Fitzwilliam Darcy has proven his competence and acumen, so Gregory gives him more assignments and leeway regarding estate matters.  Gregory had met Jonesy, and at first, he thought the man to be feckless, but a serious talk with Jonesy allowed the elder Darcy to see the young man’s potential just as Fitzwilliam had.  Fitzwilliam talked his father into allowing him to make the final settlements with one of the bigger investments in London and Gregory agreed.  The alliance with Jonesy would be beneficial but not in the way Gregory first thought.  However, Fitzwilliam already gleaned that having Jonesy as a known friend would have the other men play into his hands.  When the proud and haughty Fitzwilliam Darcy enters the meeting room already hosting four older and distinguished gentlemen, these men are amused by the youthful mettle Fitzwilliam brandishes.
They each have the same thought, Gregory Darcy has stepped out of Society and lost his touch, instead sending this pompous and untried young man.  They will not have much to do to have this man bend to their wishes.  They are further amused when it is revealed one of Fitzwilliam’s acquaintances is the jaunty Mr. Jones.  Here, they think, stands an easy mark if he calls Mr. Jones a close friend.  But this attitude is precisely what Fitzwilliam is counting on, he wants their guard down, and they do just that.  The meeting is over much quicker than the gentlemen realize and with the deft work of the Darcy solicitor, their signatures are obtained, and the deal is closed.  Fitzwilliam rises to make his departure, and one of the gents encourages him to remain and enjoy a cigar.  The penetrating stare Fitzwilliam gives makes the man squirm as Fitzwilliam declines and departs after making the proper bows and addresses.
The three other gents think to have some sport at the young Darcy’s expense, but the forth who has endured the stare starts to reread what they agreed to.  Everything is legal and above board, but Fitzwilliam Darcy has orchestrated a deal which benefitted the Darcys greatly while these other investors are left without as much power as they wished.  It is with much chagrin the men realize a new stallion is in charge who is more formidable than the prior one.  They will not again underestimate Fitzwilliam Darcy.  In fact, in the future, they strive to ingratiate themselves upon the man.  Back in his carriage, Fitzwilliam Darcy chortles with Jonesy about the meeting and the men’s false superiority.  Fitzwilliam’s father is pleased, and he too shares a laugh at the men’s expense.  Jonesy and Fitzwilliam will go on to partner in many deals, the biggest one being the railway proposal which cements the future for generations of family members.  Most times, Jonesy’s reputation precedes him and others will again be caught unaware.
Back at the manor, Gregory finds he can turn more and more of the estate and its ventures over to his competent son.  Their talks are still as a father to a son, but there is a real friendship growing as well.  The only area of contention which comes up between the two is George Wickham.  Gregory Darcy has noticed Fitzwilliam’s reluctance to discuss the man, and he has viewed with mild alarm a bit of hostility George displays for Fitzwilliam.  Fitzwilliam never talks poorly of George; he just questions Gregory’s decision to give the living to George once Reverend Volmere retires.  Fitzwilliam wonders why his father no longer wishes for George to succeed his own father in the role of steward but to think Wickham will take orders and be a logical fit for the church makes no sense either.  Fitzwilliam asks his father to explain his reasoning which he does but not fully.
“It is my belief George will do better as a clergyman than a steward.  I have spoken with Mr. Wickham, the elder, and he agrees with my assessment.  George needs to study Scripture which he will when he takes the living, and I will be able to oversee his progress and direct him.  I think it a prudent match as does his father.”
Fitzwilliam is not convinced, and while he hopes his father’s prediction will come true, he knows of George’s darker side and the rebellion he often displays.  The other gents call him Mr. Wicked for a reason.  Fitzwilliam knits his brows together as his concerns fall on deaf ears.  “Come now Fitzwilliam.  George is not all bad.  He has not had the advantages you have had.  I would like for him to have the living.  George’s father has been and remains one of my most loyal servants, and I would wish for his son to know success.  I will hear no more of it.”  Gregory Darcy purses his lips and indicates his mind is made up.  Fitzwilliam’s scowl deepens, and his father notes it.
“Fitzwilliam, you are far too serious just as your dear mother used to fret.  It shall all work out in the end.  You and I must talk sometime about your dour exterior.  It frightens everyone away!”  Gregory’s good humor has returned then he gazes at his son whom he loves dearly.  “I have been and remain so very proud of you, and I anticipate watching you grow further into a fine, respectable gentleman.  I love you so very much.”
     “And I you, Father.”  Fitzwilliam departs from his father’s study with a light heart.  Father will contain and control George.  He is right; it will all work out as it should.  Fitzwilliam leaves to find Georgiana.  Once he does, he rescues her from her boring studies, and they take a walk on a forest path.  Soon Fitzwilliam has her laughing and giddy as he points out silly looking twisted trees and funny shapes in the clouds.  When they return to the manor and Georgiana says she should work on her drawings, Fitzwilliam once more has her near tears when she is presented with a ridiculous drawing of a stick horse with huge silly eyes and a bushy tail sticking straight up.  He labels the horse as Georgiana’s, and she keeps the picture tucked safely away.  It will be the last bit of laughter which will be heard in the house for a long while.
The next day as Fitzwilliam is in the library reading, he is alerted to the sound of running feet and shouts.  Gregory Darcy has collapsed outside of his study.  He is rushed to his quarters, but from the way his limbs hang limply at his sides and the dusky gray color of his skin, it is painfully obvious the man is dead.  At the age of two and twenty, Master Fitzwilliam is now Mr. Darcy, Master of Pemberley as well as the only comfort to a grieving twelve-year-old sister.  Just six months prior, Fitzwilliam had held a sobbing Mrs. Reynolds as her husband was laid to rest in a reverse of when she held him after the passing of his mother.  But as he comforted the widow, he did not feel the weight of responsibility as heavily because his father was still the Master.  Now he has his sister to protect and raise as well as the many lives who depend on the estate and its interests for their own livelihoods.  It is a steely resolve which courses through him when he determines he will do his duty and make the estate stronger than before.  He will be a fair and just Master.  He will put Georgiana ahead of his own needs and protect her as he vowed to do all those long years ago.  He has to be their leader, to set the example.  No one will find the new Master of Pemberley wanting.
At the graveside services, Mr. Darcy only shows emotion when he comforts Georgiana.  The tenderness he expresses with her is gentle and true.  Mr. Darcy will then go on to secure the future of the estate while continuing his sister’s education so she will become an accomplished woman.  Georgiana appreciates all her brother is doing for their futures, but she sees the grief and sadness which engulf his eyes.  Many think his blue eyes to be cold and devoid of feeling, but Georgiana knows the truth.  The kind gentle brother she had while growing up is slowly being replaced by a stern taciturn man who she does not know.  Every once and again, her brother Fitzwilliam will show up usually when Henry, Bingley, and Jonesy are present but mostly Georgiana frets as Mr. Darcy seems to be who her funny and kind brother now is.  Even so, he is patient with her, and he still becomes silly with her, but he is never as easy as he was before the death of their father. 
It took Darcy a month after his father’s death to move himself into the Master’s chambers.  Removing his father’s personal effects was difficult, and he felt as if he betrayed his father’s memory when the room was redecorated to Darcy’s tastes with new furniture and Darcy’s own personal effects.  The dressing room and closet now hold Darcy’s attire and toiletries, but to Darcy, it seems odd and out of place.  The first few nights he slept in the room were restless and unsettled but once more his fortitude came to the fore, and he told himself he was just nonsensical.  Victor and Barnabas have determined between them that Barnabas will now become Darcy’s personal valet as Barnabas is more nuanced in the latest fashions for gentlemen.  Darcy keeps his emotions in check as he does not wish for the staff to view him as weak, so no one is aware of the turmoil within Darcy’s heart.  As Darcy acclimates to his new role, far off a precocious and clever fourteen-year-old girl sits at her father’s knee where she learns of a man’s world but also her father allows her to develop and hone her intellect.  She loves to laugh but never meanly, she protects her family, and she develops a lively wit which keeps others enthralled.  The new Master of Pemberley would have been amused by and dismissive of the girl.
The Reverend Volmere has retired as he wished to do and even though Gregory Darcy’s will read that George Wickham is to have the living, Darcy has misgivings.  He spoke candidly to the elder Mr. Wickham who agrees his son is not fit for the clergy.  Darcy invites Wickham into his study where he regards his childhood friend closely.  Darcy has been Master for about six months now, and he is starting to settle into the role.  George Wickham enters the study to see an impassive Darcy behind the imposing desk, but he is not awed.  Darcy quickly comes to the point, the living.  George tells him in no uncertain terms that he does not take orders and instead wishes for a payout.  Darcy had anticipated George’s desire, so the cheque and an agreement were written out then signed by each man.  George gives his farewells and is not heard from until he comes back at a later time, asking Darcy for more money to pursue a different career.  Darcy refuses as the prior payout had been generous and Wickham retreats but bitterness remains between the two men.  George had not bothered to return for the services for his deceased father and the abandonment on George’s part is unpardonable in Darcy’s mind.  Darcy is unsure where he went and how he survived, but rumors of gambling and lechery have reached Darcy’s ears.
When Georgiana is nearing fifteen, Darcy decides Georgiana would benefit from a lady’s companion, and he found a woman who has reliable references.  Mrs. Younge is kind to Georgiana, but there is something in the lady’s manner which Georgiana could not quite place her finger on.  When the pair went to Ramsgate, Mrs. Younge seemed a bit anxious, but Georgiana did not know why.  The surprising and welcomed presence of Mr. George Wickham who had treated Georgiana affectionately years ago went a long way in easing Georgiana’s homesickness and her worries over Mrs. Younge.  Over the course of the days which followed, Georgiana enjoys Wickham’s companionship, and he is very attentive to her.  He fusses over her bonnet if the sun shines too fiercely and frets if the breezes off of the water are too chilly.  His soft slightly seductive voice makes Georgiana feel special as he tells her of her beauty and charm.  She begins to fancy herself in love with the gentleman, so she seeks the advice of a more content Mrs. Younge who assures her that she is in love and in her opinion, Mr. Wickham is smitten with her.
George Wickham wishes for marriage so he may lay claim to Georgiana’s fortune but if a mere seduction is all he can accomplish he will settle for that too as he knows Georgiana’s ruination will tear out Darcy’s heart.  Perhaps Darcy will pay him a handsome sum to hush up the indiscretion then Wickham can return for more money whenever he runs short of funds.  George is beginning to think perhaps that scenario is preferable instead of being united in marriage to a childlike bride.  However, taking Georgiana to wife means Darcy will have to welcome him into his homes, and he will have the knowledge that Wickham claims his husbandly rights with Darcy’s sister as often as he wishes.  The possibilities are intriguing, and George is unsure which would put the most pain to Darcy.  It is during this time an unannounced visit from Darcy foils all of George’s plans.  Mrs. Younge is immediately dismissed while George Wickham and Mr. Darcy part on acrimonious terms. 
Georgiana grieves for a love which did not exist while Darcy tries to comfort her and reassure her he is in no way disappointed with her.  In his own mind, he chastises himself for not paying more attention to his sister, convinced that had he done so, she would not have been so susceptible to Wickham’s false charms and flattery.  Darcy does not tell his sister of his pain, but she sees it in his eyes, another blow to his heart and her guilt to think her foolishness has put it there causes her to become withdrawn and shy around others.  She no longer trusts herself, and she has wept bitter tears over offending a brother she looks up to.
For Darcy, these are some of the darkest years of his life.  The turmoil is always present below the surface, and for the most part, he keeps it hidden.  He visits the stables regularly where he seeks some comfort with the horses; they always ease his troubled mind.  He noted a particularly striking young colt last summer who is jet black without a mark of white on him.  The horse was too young to be broke for the saddle, but Darcy studied the animal and decided, based on the already strong build, this horse would be his next mount.  He ordered that no one was to train the horse except him.  After the death of Mr. Reynolds, the former head groom, Mr. Fells took the job.  Mr. Fells is an accomplished horseman, and he warned the Master of the look in the horse’s eye.  “I can’t say I like the look in that colt’s eye, Mr. Darcy.  It’s not the fiery look of a young stallion rather there is a coldness there I fear.”
Darcy nods as he too notes the young horse’s eyes.  “He will be fine. I shall train him myself.”  As Darcy dismisses Mr. Fells, he rubs the horse between the eyes as he stands close to its neck.  “There now, I understand.  You have a difficult time trusting others, do you not?”  The horse’s ears swivel every direction and even flatten a time or two.  “I sense your turmoil as you sense mine.  I know your fear.”  Darcy continues to murmur to the animal as its ears stop their turning.  When Darcy starts to leave, the horse’s ears actually prick forward as a tiny muted nicker escapes.  Now enough time has passed for the horse to be broke and Darcy has done an admirable job.  The bond between man and beast is undeniable and both thunder about pastures and fields.  The horse is tall like his Master, and with his black color, he seems to be as formidable as the man who rides him.  The horse’s name speaks to his owner’s own tumult.  Tempest will be Darcy’s mount for many years to come.




Chapter 12

Darcy has now been in the role as Master of Pemberley for six long lonely years.  He has made the estate prosper, the tenants praise him, and the residents of Derbyshire are grateful for his continued benevolence.  Society has demanded of him a return, and the pressure is on him to make a good impression not only for himself but for Georgiana as well.  Georgiana remains shy and unsure; Darcy becomes more jaded and circumspect as women throw themselves at him and try to ply their charms on him.  He protects his sister and his estate and is very jealous of his reputation.  Caroline is a continued nuisance, and Darcy is as foul as ever before.  Henry and Jonesy try to tease him and bring him back to the jovial man they once knew, but only shadows remain of that person.  It is not to say Darcy is always dour, no, he has orchestrated some beautiful pranks on his friends which were hilarious, to say the least, but more often than not, he remains taciturn and unsocial. 
George Wickham returned once more to Pemberley to try to persuade Darcy to make his fortune.  Even George Wickham, who possesses more gall than most, is taken aback at the scowling and intimidating Mr. Darcy.  Darcy is enraged the man would even entertain the idea that Darcy would assist him in any way, so the confrontation becomes heated quickly.  Wickham must have felt some trepidation, or maybe it was simple revenge but whatever the reason, he reaches out with a blade and slashes Darcy’s side in a fit of blind fury. As soon as the red blood seeps through the white shirt for Darcy had removed his waistcoat, Wickham regains his senses and bolts from the room.  Mrs. Reynolds and a footman assist the Master, alerted by the raised voices.  “Have Wickham followed and make sure he leaves the area!”  Darcy shouts to the stunned footman, then as he holds pressure to his side, he orders Mrs. Reynolds, “See to my sister’s safety. She must not know what has occurred here then you may attend to me.  I demand absolute silence about this incident.  See that the staff knows anyone caught discussing this will be released immediately.”  Mrs. Reynolds leaves, astonished at the Master’s words but does as he asked.  
When Mrs. Reynolds returns with cleaning supplies, bindings and the thread which has been boiled for sutures, Darcy allows her to examine the wound.  She brought Barnabas who assists her with tending the cut.  It is more long than deep, but it burns, and each suture causes Darcy to grimace, but he never cries out.  Mrs. Reynolds knows the young Master well, so she respectfully and quietly broaches the subject of the attack to him.  “Mr. Darcy, I am not questioning your orders, Sir, but permit me to ask, would it be beneficial to have Mr. Wickham arrested?  He has injured your person.”  Barnabas has finished binding the wound and is helping Darcy into a clean shirt.  The blood has been washed from Darcy’s hands and the bloodied and torn shirt put into a sack along with some blood splattered letters.  The shirt and letters are to be burned.  Luckily none of the blood escaped onto the floor.
Darcy gingerly sits down on his imposing leather chair.  He knows Mrs. Reynolds is not out of line for her query, so he waits and calms before he answers her.  Barnabas has proven to be a most trusted servant so Darcy is confident he can share a little of his thoughts with them and not fret over any gossip.  “I understand your concern and believe me I’d just as soon see the man strung up.  But I fear in doing so, I would be hurting Pemberley’s reputation as the man has made it known to many about his connection here.  I do not wish for scandal to become attached here.”  Darcy cannot tell them all of the details about Georgiana’s near ruination, but they are aware of the sudden dismissal of Mrs. Younge and the absence of Wickham.  Mrs. Reynolds witnessed Miss Darcy’s tears on occasion and offered comfort, but Miss Darcy did not reveal the cause of her sorrow.  “You both will have to trust me when I say that exposing Wickham’s crime upon me will be detrimental to my sister and I will not have it.  Georgiana must never know what occurred here today.”
So it is a few weeks later Darcy finds himself on a carriage heading to Netherfield Park in Hertfordshire to view an estate his friend Bingley leased on a whim.  Darcy’s mood is dark.  He has hired men to keep an eye on Wickham’s every move with reports returning to Darcy regularly, and the information proves troubling, but Darcy will no longer intervene. Mrs. Annesley has replaced Mrs. Younge, and Georgiana is quite pleased with the new companion.  They are in London enjoying some entertainments with the Matlocks who are delighted to host their niece at various events.   Georgiana’s letters are cheerful and bright so Darcy holds hope she may finally be recovering from her brush with a cad. The swaying and occasional bump of the carriage does little to improve Darcy’s mood as he sits there and inventories his life.
On the positive side, he is Master of a large and imposing estate which is flourishing and becoming more powerful under his watchful eyes.  His sister can be called an accomplished lady and has all of the makings of an elegant and refined woman.  The few friends he has are loyal and trustworthy, and he genuinely enjoys their companionship.  He is pleased with his health and vigor.  He counts Tempest among his assets as the stallion proved to be a worthy sire and an exceptionable mount who is bonded to Darcy.  The horse breeding is a resounding success with the military and the racing world both seeking out the Pemberley bloodlines.  Darcy’s reputation in the investing and business world is secure with many seeking him out for more ventures.  He has his pick of any lady he would wish to marry and therein is the start of the negative points.
Darcy is not happy with his unmarried status, and some of the family are starting to question him about it.  Aunt Catherine is hounding him about a union between him and Anne despite his repeated claims to the contrary.  The Matlocks remind him that he needs an heir for Pemberley as he well knows, but the thought of marrying just to produce children makes him feel as if he would be no better than his horse.  He would do his duty like any sire but without emotion or feeling.  Being shy, he wonders if he could even perform without having some sort of love or a little affection for the woman.  To marry and produce offspring without love would be the same as animals used for breeding and he cannot divorce the comparison from his mind.  A particularly jarring rut has him grunt in pain then he shifts in his seat as Bingley once more closes his eyes and naps.
     There is another problem.  While Darcy considers Bingley his good and particular friend, Bingley’s sister Caroline has stepped up her campaign to ensnare him.  He has outwitted the best of the manipulators of the ton, but because she inserts herself into most visits with Bingley, Darcy is forced into her company more than he would wish.  In turn, Caroline thinks his reluctance to marry means he is going to propose to her.  What a quandary that is!  Darcy considers he is really unpracticed in conversing with the ladies as he mostly gravitates towards the manly talk with which he feels more comfortable.  His dancing skills are still excellent due to his natural grace but also because he is constantly pressed into dancing with Georgiana to help her learn the steps and turns.  So here he sits on a bouncy road, heading to a place he’d never been before with a woman he barely tolerates and a side which is paining him almost constantly.
Once they arrive at Netherfield, Darcy and Bingley change and begin assessing the manor’s structure and the surrounding grounds.  Mr. Hurst snores on a settee, and the Bingley sisters walk through the interior of the mansion.  Soon the locals will make their calls, and Darcy dreads the appearance of the country society he knows will be present.  Sir William Lucas calls first along with Mr. Bennet, a landed gentleman, but Darcy remained in his quarters while they called.  They returned a visit to Sir William’s home a few days later, and as Darcy feared, there is much lacking.  However, the Lucas’ eldest daughter Charlotte proves easy to talk with and even though she is very plain and near to being on the shelf, Darcy approves of the girl as he notes that she defers to him as a proper lady should but she does not pander nor offer obsequious comments.  He finds her simple, straightforward honesty refreshing but he still is largely taciturn.  Bingley, in the meantime, has ingratiated himself upon his new neighbors and he excitedly tells Darcy of the upcoming dance at Meryton which he wishes for all of his household to attend.  Darcy will suffer the evening for his friend but without any desire to go and mingle with such a rustic crowd.
The evening of the dance arrives, and Caroline’s simpering and catty remarks have worn thin on Darcy.  He does not wish to go but he will in service to a friend.  His side is mostly healed, but it still pulls and pains him from time to time, so the small slip in the tub which did not result in a fall but made the area tender once again aggravates him more.  To say Darcy is in a foul temper would be a massive understatement.  He abhors these gatherings even when he is without issue.
Some few miles away, a girl of about twenty prepares to go to the Meryton Assembly.  She watches with glee the antics of her youngest sisters as they twitter and scamper about the house in eager anticipation of the night.  Miss Elizabeth has learned her wit and wisdom at her father’s knee, and she is the apple of his eye.  Others are drawn to her because of her energy and liveliness as well as her compassion and generous heart.  Men seek her out for her opinion because they marvel at the ability of a woman to have such an intellect, but they merely think of her as an oddity in that regard and never take her seriously.  She dearly loves to laugh but not at another’s expense although follies and whims do divert her.  She approaches her singing and piano playing with the same openness and ease of manners which make her performances pleasing. Her manners and understanding are proper and her figure light and pleasing.
However, with all she has to offer, Miss Elizabeth despairs of ever finding a man who will tolerate her opinions and allow her some freedoms instead of wishing her to be a subordinate to be ordered around.  Her fine hazel eyes sparkle with humor, warmth, and wit but she is cognizant of the order of the world, being that women basically should be seen and not heard.  This notion makes her sad but also ignites a fire in her which will not be quenched.  She will have a husband who she can look up to as a superior or she will not marry.
So it is that on this night a man who is intimidating to protect himself and all he holds dear will meet a woman whose courage always rises with any attempt to intimidate her. When those striking blue eyes with the deep sorrow and iciness meet with the fine hazel eyes sporting the warm impish light and a hint of defiance, it will be a tale worthy of being told.
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