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      For those who have always wondered what came after.

      For the readers who believed that love was only the beginning.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Love may begin in understanding another heart. Marriage begins in learning to be known by it.
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          THE GATES OF PEMBERLEY

        

      

    

    
      Darcy was watching her again.

      Elizabeth had grown accustomed to this over the fortnight of their marriage — the particular quality of his attention, which was different from other men's attention in a way she had not, until she married him, found the words to describe. Other men looked. Darcy observed. It was, she had decided, the difference between glancing at a painting in passing and standing before it with your hands clasped behind your back, prepared to remain as long as the thing required.

      She did not, as a rule, object to being observed. She had spent enough of her life making observations of her own to feel any great injustice in being the subject of another's. But this afternoon, with the carriage rounding the long bend in the Lambton road and the first stone pillar of Pemberley's gate appearing through the bare trees, she found she did not wish to be studied. Not closely. Not today — not when she was not entirely certain what he would find.

      "There," said Darcy.

      She turned. She already knew what she would see; she had stood in this drive once before, in June, with her Aunt and Uncle Gardiner, when she had been a tourist and Pemberley had been only the finest house in Derbyshire and she had been free to admire it without consequence. She had stood on the gravel with her aunt and looked up at the pale stone of it against the wooded hill and thought, with the absolute freedom of a woman who expects nothing from a place: how beautiful it is. And then, somewhere between the drawing room and the picture gallery, she had come upon Mr. Darcy's portrait, and looked at his painted face in the quiet of an afternoon, and something had shifted in her — some internal arrangement of feeling that she had only much later been able to name.





