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			VOLUME I

			CHAPTER I

			Everybody knows that a single man who has a great fortune must want a wife.

			When this man first arrives to a neighbourhood, every family around is aware of this fact. He belongs to one of their daughters.

			“My dear Mr. Bennet,” said his wife to him one day, “have you heard that Netherfield Park has finally been rented?”

			“No, I have not,” replied Mr. Bennet.

			“Do you not want to know by who?” she then said, impatiently.

			“You want to tell me, so I will hear it.”

			At this, Mrs. Bennet answered, “It was a rich young man named Bingley.”

			“Is he married or single?”

			“My dear, of course he is single! He is single and has a large fortune; four or five thousand pounds a year. This is marvellous for our girls!”

			“How can it affect them?”

			His wife could not believe him, “My dear Mr. Bennet, you must know I am thinking of him marrying one of them. You must visit him as soon as he comes.”

			“I cannot promise you I will.”

			
			

			“But consider your daughters, and how favourable it will be for one of them. You must go, because if you do not, it will be impossible for us!”

			“I do not think you have anything to worry about. I am sure Mr. Bingley would love to see you. I will also give you a note for him, explaining that he can marry any of the girls. Although, I will recommend my little Lizzy.”

			“Please do not do that. She is not better than her sisters, but you are always showing that you prefer her.”

			“None of them have many good qualities,” he replied, “but at least Lizzy is smarter.”

			“Mr. Bennet, how can you talk about your children that way? You enjoy making fun of me and my suffering.”

			Mr. Bennet was a strange mixture of humour and shyness. Even after twenty-three years of marriage, his wife could not understand him. She was easier to understand. The business of her life was to marry her daughters.

			In the end, Mr. Bennet was one of the first to visit Mr Bingley. He announced it to his family after it happened, when they were all together.

			“When is your next ball, Lizzy?” Mrs. Bennet asked her second daughter.

			“In two weeks.”

			“Then, my dear, you can introduce Mr. Bingley,” Mr. Bennet said to his wife.

			“That is impossible, Mr. Bennet, because I do not know him myself. Why do you like making fun of me? If you are going to be this way, I do not want to talk about Mr. Bingley anymore.”

			
			

			“I am sorry to hear that. Why did you not tell me? I would not have visited him this morning. It is very unlucky, but now we know him.”

			All the ladies were very surprised, especially his wife. When she recovered, she said that she had expected it all that time.

			“You are such a good person, my dear Mr. Bennet. I am so happy, I knew I would convince you. I was sure you would do it because you love your girls so much.”

			 CHAPTER II

			In a few days, Mr. Bingley returned Mr. Bennet’s visit. They sat for about ten minutes in his library. Soon after, a dinner invitation was sent. Mrs. Bennet started preparing the menu, but in the end Mr. Bingley could not be present. The next time they saw him was at the ball. He arrived at the assembly1 with a small group. They were Mr. Bingley and his two sisters, Miss Bingley and Mrs. Hurst. The husband of his eldest sister and another young man were also with them.

			Mr. Bingley was speaking with the important people in the room, dancing and talking of having a ball at Netherfield. However, his friend Mr. Darcy was soon the centre of attention. He was handsome and tall. Rumours said that he had an income2 of ten thousand pounds a year. The gentlemen thought he was a fine man. The ladies declared he was much handsomer than Mr. Bingley. But when half of the evening passed, people thought he was proud and unpleasant. Everyone hoped he would never return there again. Mrs. Bennet disliked him especially, as he had offended one of her daughters.

			Elizabeth Bennet was sitting down, because there were not enough gentlemen to dance. Mr. Darcy had been near her. She had heard a conversation between him and Mr. Bingley.

			“Come, Darcy,” he said “you must dance. I hate to see you standing by yourself like this.”

			“I certainly will not dance at an assembly like this. You know I hate it, unless I know my partner. Your sis ters are occupied. I would not enjoy dancing with any other woman in the room.”

			“You should not be so disapproving!” complained Bingley. “I promise I have never met so many pleasant girls. Some of them are especially pretty.”

			“You are dancing with the only lovely girl in the room,” said Mr. Darcy about the eldest Miss Bennet, Jane.

			“Oh! She is one of the most beautiful creatures I have ever seen! But one of her sisters is sitting down just behind you. She is also very pretty.”

			“Which one do you mean?” He turned around and looked at Elizabeth for a moment. He then said, “She is fine, but not beautiful enough to convince me. If other men have not wanted to dance with her, I do not want to either. You can keep dancing. You are wasting your time with me.”

			Mr. Bingley followed his advice, and Mr. Darcy walked away. Elizabeth then told the story to her best friend, Charlotte Lucas. She was the eldest daughter of the Lucas family, who were neighbours and friends with the Bennets. Charlotte was as shocked as Elizabeth had been. But they also thought Mr. Darcy’s pride was extremely entertaining.

			In the end, it was an enjoyable evening for the whole family. Jane had danced with Mr. Bingley twice, and she and her mother were very satisfied. They returned to Longbourn, the village where they lived, in a good mood.

			 CHAPTER III

			When Jane and Elizabeth were alone, Jane expressed how much she admired Mr. Bingley.

			“He is what a young man should be,” she said, “reasonable, spirited and so polite! I was very flattered when he asked me to dance a second time. I did not expect such a compliment.”

			“Did you not?” replied Elizabeth. “I did. But that is one great difference between us. You are always surprised by compliments, and I am not. What else could he do? He could see you were the prettiest woman in the room. He is very pleasant, and I am glad you like him. You have liked worse people.”

			“Dear Lizzy!”

			“Oh! You know you like everyone. I think it surprising. You are so intelligent, but you do not see the mistakes of others. And so, you like his sisters too, do you? They are not as polite as he is.”

			“At first, they are not. But when you speak with them, they are very nice women. Miss Bingley is going to live with her brother. She is going to be in charge of his house.”

			Elizabeth listened in silence, but she was not convinced. Their behaviour at the assembly had shown that they did not mean to please people. She was more observant than her sister. Elizabeth did not approve of them. They were in fact very fine ladies, beautiful and rich. But they were also proud and arrogant.

			Between Bingley and Darcy existed a very strong friendship, even though they were very different. Darcy liked that Bingley was open and simple, things that he  was not. Bingley knew that Darcy respected him, and he trusted him completely. He understood Darcy like no one else did. Darcy was reserved, proud and sometimes he seemed impolite. Bingley was liked everywhere they went, but Darcy appeared unfriendly.

			This was clear when they spoke about the Meryton assembly. Bingley had been very pleased with the people and the attention. He also thought Miss Bennet was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. Darcy, on the other hand, thought the people were boring. He was not interested in any of them. He did say that Miss Bennet was pretty, but that she smiled too much. Mr. Bingley’s sisters also liked her. They declared she was a sweet girl that they would like to know better.

			 CHAPTER IV

			The ladies of Longbourn soon visited the ladies of Netherfield. They then returned the visit. Mrs. Hurst and Miss Bingley liked the two eldest Bennet sisters, but not the rest of the family. They thought the mother was intolerable and the younger sisters not important. Jane was very pleased with this attention, but not Elizabeth. She still thought they were arrogant and could not like them. She also believed that they only treated Jane kindly because their brother admired her. Elizabeth clearly saw that her sister was falling in love with him as well. But Jane was very shy and reserved, so people who would not notice it. 

			Elizabeth did not suspect that, at the same time, Mr. Darcy was becoming interested in her. At first, he thought that she was not pretty enough. But then, he noticed her intelligent dark eyes, her pleasing figure and her optimism. She did not know anything about this. She only considered him the rude man who did not want to dance with her.

			He wanted to know her better. To achieve this, he started listening to her conversations with other people. Elizabeth realised this at the house of Sir William Lucas. She decided to tell him she had noticed his behaviour. When he was close enough to her, she turned to him and said:

			“Mr. Darcy, do you not think that I expressed myself very well? I was joking with Colonel Forster. I asked him if he could have a ball at Meryton.”

			“Yes, you did. But it is a subject that ladies always enjoy.”

			
			

			“You are severe on us.”

			Before they could continue their conversation, Charlotte appeared. She took Elizabeth away to sing and play the piano-forte3. Her performance was pleasing, but not spectacular.

			Mr. Darcy did not like spending his evening that way. He stood near them, in silence. He was thinking about Elizabeth with some satisfaction, when Miss Bingley appeared:

			“I can guess what you are thinking about.”

			“I do not think so.”

			“You are thinking that it would be awful to spend another evening this way. I must agree with you. All these people are boring and arrogant at the same time. Do you not agree?”

			“Your guess is totally wrong. My ideas were not so pessimistic. I have been thinking about how beautiful a woman’s eyes can be in a pretty face.”

			Miss Bingley looked at him immediately. She wanted to know which lady had inspired such reflections. Mr. Darcy replied bravely:

			“Miss Elizabeth Bennet.”

			“Miss Elizabeth Bennet!” repeated Miss Bingley. “I am very surprised. How long has she been your favourite? And when will I have to congratulate you?”

			“I expected you to ask that question. A lady’s mind always jumps very quickly from admiration to love to marriage. I knew you would want to congratulate me.”

			“If you are so serious about it, I will consider the matter decided. You will have a charming mother-in-law. She will, of course, always be at Pemberley with you.”

			
			

			She continued to entertain herself talking about this. Mr. Darcy listened to her with indifference.

			 CHAPTER V

			Mrs. Bennet had a sister married to a Mr. Philips. They lived in Meryton, a village which was only a mile away from Longbourn. The young ladies visited their aunt three or four times a week. The two youngest in the family, Kitty and Lydia, were the ones who visited the most. At present, they had found out that a militia regiment4 was going to spend the whole winter there.

			They now visited Mrs. Philips every day, to know more about the officers. They were talking about it one morning, when a footman5 arrived with a note for Miss Bennet. It came from Netherfield, and the servant waited for an answer. Mrs. Bennet was extremely pleased. She asked her daughter to read it aloud, which Jane did.

			My dear Friend:

			Please, come to dinner with Louisa and me at Netherfield as soon as you can. My brother and the gentlemen will have dinner with the officers. Yours ever:

			Caroline Bingley.

			“Can I have the carriage6?” said Jane.

			“No, my dear. It is better if you take a horse. It seems like is going to rain, so you will have to stay all night.”

			“I would prefer to go in the carriage.”

			At last, her father told her that the farm needed the horses, so she could only take one. Her mother said goodbye to her from the door. She cheerfully hoped it would be a bad day. Her hopes were answered. Jane had  not been gone long, when it started to rain hard. She certainly could not come back.

			The next morning, Mrs. Bennet found out the results of her plan. A servant from Netherfield brought the following note to Elizabeth:

			My dearest Lizzy:

			I find myself very unwell this morning. I suppose it is because I got very wet yesterday. My kind friends will not let me go home until I am better. They also want me to see their doctor. I only have a sore throat and a headache.

			Yours, Jane.

			Elizabeth was really anxious and wanted to see her sister. She could not use the carriage, and she did not know how to ride a horse. Her only choice was walking, crossing fields and jumping over puddles.

			 CHAPTER VI

			At last, she arrived at the house. Her ankles hurt and her socks were dirty. A servant took her inside. Everyone except Jane were having breakfast together. Mrs. Hurst and Miss Bingley found her appearance very surprising. Elizabeth was convinced they were judging her for it. However, everyone was very polite. Mr. Darcy said very little. He admired the shine that her face had because of the exercise.

			Elizabeth then asked how her sister was. The answer was not very favourable. She had not slept well, and she had a fever. She was not well enough to leave her room. Elizabeth was glad that they took her to see her sister immediately. Jane was delighted to see her. However, she did not want to talk too much.

			When breakfast was over, Bingley’s sisters joined them. Elizabeth began to like them herself. She saw how much affection they had for Jane. The doctor came and examined his patient. He said that she had caught a violent cold. He told her to stay in bed and take some medicine.

			At three o’clock, Elizabeth thought that she had to go home, even if she did not want to. Jane expressed that she did not want her to leave. Then, Miss Bingley offered Elizabeth an invitation to stay at Netherfield. Elizabeth thankfully agreed. They sent a servant to inform her family and to bring her clothes.

			At half past six, they called Elizabeth for dinner. They asked her about her sister, and Mr. Bingley seemed particularly worried. She did not have a very favourable  answer. Jane was not getting better. The sisters repeated three or four times how sorry they were for her. But then they did not say anything else. Elizabeth realised that they only cared for Jane if she was in front of them. She went back to disliking them.

			When dinner was over, she returned directly to Jane. Miss Bingley and Mrs. Hurst began insulting her as soon as she left the room. They said she was rude and that she had no style and no taste. They also did not like her dirty appearance that morning.

			“I am afraid, Mr. Darcy,” observed Miss Bingley, “that now you do not like her fine eyes.”

			“That is not true,” he replied. “The exercise made them shinier.”

			“I really do admire Jane Bennet. She is really a very sweet girl. I wish she was luckier. But with such a father and mother, and such low connections, she has no chance.”

			Even after their comments, they went to see her after dinner. She was still very poorly. Mr. Bingley and Elizabeth agreed that they would call the doctor if Jane was not better in the morning.

			 CHAPTER VII

			Elizabeth spent most of the night in her sister’s room. In the morning, she was happy to tell Mr. Bingley that Jane was getting better. However, she wanted her mother to come visit Jane. She thought she could decide better on what to do. A note was sent to Longbourn immediately. Mrs. Bennet and her two youngest girls reached Netherfield after breakfast.

			Mrs. Bennet was satisfied. Jane’s situation was not alarming. She did not want her to recover right away, because she would have to leave Netherfield. Therefore, when Jane told her to take her home, she said no. The doctor did not advise it either. The mother and three daughters sat with Jane for a little while. Then they were invited to the breakfast parlour7. Mr. Bingley hoped that Jane was better than Mrs. Bennet expected.

			“Oh, I do not think she is, Sir,” she answered. “The doctor said she is too ill to be moved. I hope you will let her stay a little longer.”

			“Of course she will not me moved!” exclaimed Bingley. “Do not even think about it. She will be taken care of here, while she stays with us.”

			“You are such good friends to her. I am very grateful for your help,” said Mrs. Bennet. “She is indeed very ill, but she does not complain. She is the sweetest girl.”

			Mrs. Bennet thanked Mr. Bingley and his sister again for taking care of Jane. Before leaving, Lydia spoke to Mr. Bingley. She reminded him that he had promised to have a ball at Netherfield. Her mother was delighted with the answer.

			
			

			“I am perfectly ready to keep my promise. When your sister is recovered, you can choose the date.”

			Lydia declared herself satisfied. She then left with her mother and sister. Elizabeth went back to Jane immediately. When she left, the two ladies and Mr. Darcy complained about her family’s behaviour. Mr. Darcy, however, did not criticise Elizabeth herself.

			The day passed as the day before had done. Jane was slowly getting better. In the evening, Elizabeth joined the group in the drawing room8. Mr. Darcy was writing. Miss Bingley was seated near him. She was watching the progress of his letter to his sister. Elizabeth took up some needlework9. She was entertained with the conversation between Darcy and his friend. Miss Bingley kept praising him, but Mr. Darcy did not seem interested in her.

			“You write very fast.”

			“You are mistaken. I write quite slowly.”

			“Please, tell your sister that I want to see her.”

			“Will you mind if I tell her in my next letter? At present, I do not have enough room.”

			With that, Mr. Darcy finished his letter. After, he asked Miss Bingley and Elizabeth if they could entertain him with some music. Elizabeth politely declined. Miss Bingley then sang with her sister. While this was happening, Elizabeth noticed something. Mr. Darcy kept looking at her. She did not know how such a great man admired her. But she did not think he was doing it because he disliked her either. In the end, she came to a conclusion. He was looking at her because there was something wrong about her. She did not mind. She did not like him enough to care for his approval.

			
			

			Soon afterwards, Mr. Darcy asked Elizabeth if she wanted to dance. She smiled but did not answer. He repeated the question, surprised by her silence.

			“Oh!” she said, “I heard you before. But I did not know what to reply. You wanted me to say ‘yes’, but I always enjoy changing other people’s plans. So, I have decided to tell you that I do not want to dance. Now you can hate me if you dare.”

			“Indeed, I do not dare.”

			Elizabeth did not expect this answer. She was amazed at his politeness. But she was sweet and playful. It was difficult for her to offend anybody. And Mr. Darcy had never been so enchanted by a woman. If her family were not inferior, he really believed he would be in trouble.

			 CHAPTER VIII

			When the ladies finished dinner, Elizabeth run up to her sister. She saw that she was warm, so she took her to the drawing room. Bingley was full of joy and attention for Jane. He made sure the fire was warm enough for her. He then sat down by her and barely talked to anyone else. Elizabeth, in the opposite corner, was delighted at this.

			Miss Bingley spent all evening trying to get Mr. Darcy’s attention. He did not seem interested in her. At one point, she got up and walked around the room. It was all for Darcy, but he was focused on a book. She was desperate, so she made one last effort. She turned to Elizabeth and said:

			“Miss Bennet, please follow my example and walk around the room. It is very refreshing after sitting for so long.”

			Elizabeth was surprised but accepted immediately. Miss Bingley had succeeded. Mr. Darcy looked up. He was amazed by the invitation, as Elizabeth was. He closed his book without realising. He was directly invited to join them, yet he declined. He said that there could only be two reasons for them walking around the room. If he joined them, he would get in the way of both. Miss Bingley really wanted to know what he meant, so she asked him to explain himself.

			“If you are walking together,” he said, “you may be telling each other secrets. If that is the case, I would be in your way. It could also be because you know you look better when you walk. If that is the truth, I can admire you much better sitting down.”

			
			

			“Oh, shocking!” replied Miss Bingley. “I have never heard anything so horrible. How should we punish him for saying such things?”

			“If you are willing, it is very easy,” Elizabeth said. “Laugh at him. You are his friend. You must know how to do it.”

			“I promise I do not. I am his friend, but I would not know how to do it. He is a calm and composed man. I feel we should not do that to ourselves. Mr. Darcy may defy us.”

			“Even if you are the wisest man,” he said, “you can be laughed at. A person who does not take anything seriously could do it.”

			“Of course those people exist,” Elizabeth replied, “but I am not one of them. I hope I never laugh at a wise man. Nonsense and absurdity do entertain me. I laugh at them whenever I can. But you, I suppose, do not have them.”

			“I have spent my life trying to avoid those weaknesses that people may laugh at.”

			“Such as vanity and pride.”

			“Yes, vanity is indeed a weakness. But I think pride is a positive characteristic, if the person is intelligent.”

			Elizabeth turned away to hide a smile.

			“I assume you have studied Mr. Darcy,” said Miss Bingley. “Please tell me: what is the result?”

			“I am completely sure that Mr. Darcy has no defects. He admits this himself.”

			“No,” said Darcy, “I did not say that. I have many defects. But they are not related to my intelligence. I cannot say the same of my personality. I am too stubborn. I cannot easily forgive offences10 or vices. Once you lose my respect, you lose it forever.”

			
			

			“That is a defect indeed!” replied Elizabeth. “But you have made a good choice. I really cannot laugh at it. You are safe from me.”

			“I believe everyone has a natural defect. Even if you have the best education. It does not matter.”

			“And yours is that you usually hate everybody.”

			“And yours,” he replied with a smile, “is that you pretend to not understand them.”

			Darcy was beginning to feel the danger of paying too much attention to Elizabeth.

			 CHAPTER IX

			That night, the sisters made an agreement, and Elizabeth wrote to her mother the next morning. She asked if the carriage could pick them up that day. But Mrs. Bennet wanted them to stay at Netherfield for a week. Elizabeth was not happy, because she wanted to go home. She asked Jane to borrow Mr. Bingley’s carriage immediately. Mr. Bingley also did not want them to leave so soon. In the end, the Bennet sisters had to stay.

			Mr. Darcy was happy that they were leaving the next day. For him, Elizabeth had been at Netherfield long enough. He was more attracted to her than he wanted to be. He decided to be particularly careful. He did not want Elizabeth to notice her influence on him. For this reason, he spoke to her very little that day.

			The next day, after church, the separation took place. Miss Bingley was very pleasing to both of them. She hugged Jane kindly. She told her she wanted to see her again, either at Longbourn or Netherfield. She even shook hands with Elizabeth, who was happy to leave.

			Their mother was not pleased to see them. Mrs. Bennet did not understand why they were back so soon. She was sure that Jane had caught another cold on the way there. However, their father was glad to see them. He had missed them.

			 CHAPTER X

			“I hope, my dear,” said Mr. Bennet to his wife the next morning, “that you have ordered a good dinner today. A gentleman will join us. A person I have never seen in my life. A month ago, I received a letter. It was a delicate subject. The letter was from my cousin, Mr. Collins. When I am dead, he may throw you out whenever he wants.”

			“Oh, my dear!” exclaimed his wife, “please, do not talk of that horrible man. I think it is extremely unfair that your daughters will not get your estate11. If I were you, I would have tried to do something about it.”

			“It is certainly unfair,” said Mr. Bennet. “But it is not Mr. Collins’ fault that he will inherit12 Longbourn. You should listen to his letter. Maybe you will like how he expresses himself.”

			Hunsford, near Westerham, Kent:

			15th October.

			Dear Sir:

			I always disliked the disagreement between yourself and my father. Since I sadly lost him, I have frequently wanted to solve this matter. For some time, I feared this would be disrespectful to him, because he did not agree with you. However, I have made up my mind, as I was ordained13 at Easter. The Right Honourable14 Lady Catherine de Bourgh has chosen me to lead her parish15. I hope to serve her Ladyship with grateful respect. As a man of God, I also want to be an example of peace. That is why I hope, even though I am the heir to Long bourn, that you will accept this good gesture. I do not want to worry your friendly daughters, and I apologise for it. From now on, I will do everything I can to fix this situation. If you do not mind, I would like to visit you and your family on Monday, November 18th, at four o’clock. I will probably stay with you until the next Saturday. I send good wishes to your wife and daughters. Your friend:

			William Collins.

			“It is possible then that this peaceful gentleman will appear at four o’clock,” said Mr. Bennet, as he folded the letter. “He seems to be an intelligent and polite young man. I am sure his friendship will be valuable to us.”

			“What he said about the girls was right. If he wants to solve this, I will not be the one to stop him,” Mrs. Bennet answered.

			“He must be a strange man, I think,” said Elizabeth. “I cannot understand him. And what does he mean when he says he is sorry for being the heir? I do not think he would try to change this. Do you think he is a fair man?”

			“No, my dear, I do not think so,” replied Mr. Bennet. “I believe he will be the opposite. This letter is a mixture of kindness and pride. I cannot wait to meet him.”

			Mr. Collins arrived on time. He was received politely by the whole family. He was a twenty-five year old man, tall and serious. As soon as he sat down, he told Mrs. Bennet that all her daughters were very beautiful. He added that he expected they would all get married soon. Mrs. Bennet answered at once.

			
			

			“You are very kind, sir. I wish with all my heart that you are right. If they did not, because of their situation, they would have nothing.”

			“I imagine you are talking about the future of this estate.”

			“Ah, sir! I am indeed. You must agree, it is a painful situation for my girls. I do not mean to blame you, these things happen.”

			“I am sorry, madam16, for my beautiful cousins’ problem. I fear it is too soon to say anything else. For now, I will just admire them. Perhaps when we know each other better…”

			After dinner, Mr. Bennet thought it was time to talk to his guest. First, he asked him about something he knew he would enjoy: Lady Catherine de Bourgh. Mr. Collins was delighted to talk about her. He expressed he had never met a more generous noble woman. Many people who knew her thought she was proud, but she had always been kind to him.

			 CHAPTER XI

			Mr. Collins was not a very intelligent man. He had spent most of his life with an ignorant father. But thanks to Lady Catherine, he now had a good house and an acceptable income. Therefore, he wanted to get married. He meant to choose one of the Bennet sisters, if they were as kind and beautiful as people said. He thought it was an excellent idea, and very generous of him.

			Miss Jane Bennet’s lovely face confirmed his plan. The first evening, she was the chosen one. However, the next morning, he had to change his mind. While having breakfast, he told Mrs. Bennet that he hoped to find a wife in Longbourn. She happily told him that Jane could be engaged very soon. Mr. Collins then only had to change Jane for Elizabeth. Mrs. Bennet encouraged him, and she was very satisfied. She hoped that soon two of her daughters would be married.

			Lydia wanted to walk to Meryton, and Mr. Bennet asked Mr. Collins to go with his daughters. He could not wait to get rid of him. Mr. Collins very much enjoyed walking. He was extremely pleased with the invitation.

			As soon as they entered Meryton, the young ladies stopped paying attention to him. They were more interested in a handsome man they had never seen before. He was walking on the other side of the road with an officer, Mr. Denny. Kitty and Lydia crossed the street. They wanted to find out who the young man was. Mr. Denny introduced them to his friend, Mr. Wickham. He had arrived in town the day before, because he had ac cepted a job in their corps17. Mr. Wickham was happy to talk to the girls. He was very polite and modest. While they were all talking, Darcy and Bingley appeared riding down the street. They recognised the ladies, and they approached to greet them. Bingley was focused on Jane. He said they were going to Longbourn to visit her. Mr. Darcy was trying not to look at Elizabeth when he saw the stranger. They looked at each other, and their reactions surprised Elizabeth. Their faces changed colour: one was white and the other red. After a few moments, they greeted each other. What could that mean? Elizabeth really wanted to know.
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