
Pride and Prejudice excerpts 

 

From Chapter 36: 

[Elizabeth reflects on Darcy’s letter and what he revealed about Wickham. She then thinks about her own 

past conversations with Wickam.] 

She perfectly remembered everything that had passed in conversation between Wickham and herself, in 

their first evening at Mr. Phillips’s. Many of his expressions were still fresh in her memory. She was now 

struck with the impropriety of such communications to a stranger, and wondered it had escaped her 

before. She saw the indelicacy of putting himself forward as he had done, and the inconsistency of his 

professions with his conduct. She remembered that he had boasted of having no fear of seeing Mr. 

Darcy—that Mr. Darcy might leave the country, but that he should stand his ground; yet he had avoided 

the Netherfield ball the very next week. She remembered also that, till the Netherfield family had 

quitted the country, he had told his story to no one but herself; but that after their removal it had been 

everywhere discussed; that he had then no reserves, no scruples in sinking Mr. Darcy’s character, 

though he had assured her that respect for the father would always prevent his exposing the son. 

…in farther justification of Mr. Darcy, she could not but allow that Mr. Bingley, when questioned by 

Jane, had long ago asserted his blamelessness in the affair; that proud and repulsive as were his 

manners, she had never, in the whole course of their acquaintance—an acquaintance which had latterly 

brought them much together, and given her a sort of intimacy with his ways—seen anything that 

betrayed him to be unprincipled or unjust—anything that spoke him of irreligious or immoral habits; 

that among his own connections he was esteemed and valued—that even Wickham had allowed him 

merit as a brother, and that she had often heard him speak so affectionately of his sister as to prove him 

capable of some amiable feeling; that had his actions been what Mr. Wickham represented them, so 

gross a violation of everything right could hardly have been concealed from the world; and that 

friendship between a person capable of it, and such an amiable man as Mr. Bingley, was 

incomprehensible. 

She grew absolutely ashamed of herself. Of neither Darcy nor Wickham could she think without feeling 

she had been blind, partial, prejudiced, absurd. 

“How despicably I have acted!” she cried; “I, who have prided myself on my discernment! I, who have 

valued myself on my abilities! Who have often disdained the generous candour of my sister, and 

gratified my vanity in useless or blameable mistrust! How humiliating is this discovery! Yet, how just a 

humiliation! Had I been in love, I could not have been more wretchedly blind! But vanity, not love, has 

been my folly. Pleased with the preference of one, and offended by the neglect of the other, on the very 

beginning of our acquaintance, I have courted prepossession and ignorance, and driven reason away, 

where either were concerned. Till this moment I never knew myself.” 

 

 

 



From Chapter 37: 

[Elizabeth still reflecting on Darcy’s letter:] 

In her own past behaviour, there was a constant source of vexation and regret; and in the unhappy 

defects of her family, a subject of yet heavier chagrin. They were hopeless of remedy. Her father, 

contented with laughing at them, would never exert himself to restrain the wild giddiness of his 

youngest daughters; and her mother, with manners so far from right herself, was entirely insensible of 

the evil. Elizabeth had frequently united with Jane in an endeavour to check the imprudence of 

Catherine and Lydia; but while they were supported by their mother’s indulgence, what chance could 

there be of improvement? Catherine, weak-spirited, irritable, and completely under Lydia’s guidance, 

had been always affronted by their advice; and Lydia, self-willed and careless, would scarcely give them 

a hearing. They were ignorant, idle, and vain. While there was an officer in Meryton, they would flirt 

with him; and while Meryton was within a walk of Longbourn, they would be going there forever. 

 

From Chapter 41: 

[Lydia has been invited to stay with the Colonel of the regiment, Col. And Mrs. Forester, and accompany 

them to Brighton. Elizabeth secretly advises her father not to let Lydia go. Her father responds:] 

“Lydia will never be easy until she has exposed herself in some public place or other, and we can never 

expect her to do it with so little expense or inconvenience to her family as under the present 

circumstances.” 

“If you were aware,” said Elizabeth, “of the very great disadvantage to us all which must arise from the 

public notice of Lydia’s unguarded and imprudent manner—nay, which has already arisen from it, I am 

sure you would judge differently in the affair.” 

[Elizabeth continues:] “…Our importance, our respectability in the world must be affected by the wild 

volatility, the assurance and disdain of all restraint which mark Lydia’s character. Excuse me, for I must 

speak plainly. If you, my dear father, will not take the trouble of checking her exuberant spirits, and of 

teaching her that her present pursuits are not to be the business of her life, she will soon be beyond the 

reach of amendment. Her character will be fixed, and she will, at sixteen, be the most determined flirt 

that ever made herself or her family ridiculous; a flirt, too, in the worst and meanest degree of flirtation; 

without any attraction beyond youth and a tolerable person; and, from the ignorance and emptiness of 

her mind, wholly unable to ward off any portion of that universal contempt which her rage for 

admiration will excite. In this danger Kitty also is comprehended. She will follow wherever Lydia leads. 

Vain, ignorant, idle, and absolutely uncontrolled! Oh! my dear father, can you suppose it possible that 

they will not be censured and despised wherever they are known, and that their sisters will not be often 

involved in the disgrace?” 

Mr. Bennet saw that her whole heart was in the subject, and affectionately taking her hand said in reply: 

“Do not make yourself uneasy, my love. Wherever you and Jane are known you must be respected and 

valued; and you will not appear to less advantage for having a couple of—or I may say, three—very silly 

sisters. We shall have no peace at Longbourn if Lydia does not go to Brighton. Let her go, then. Colonel 

Forster is a sensible man, and will keep her out of any real mischief; and she is luckily too poor to be an 



object of prey to anybody. At Brighton she will be of less importance even as a common flirt than she 

has been here. The officers will find women better worth their notice. Let us hope, therefore, that her 

being there may teach her her own insignificance. At any rate, she cannot grow many degrees worse, 

without authorising us to lock her up for the rest of her life.” 

From Chapter 43: 

[Elizabeth and her aunt and uncle tour Darcy’s estate at Pemberley while he is away. He has come home 

earlier than expected. They speak with one of his servants, Mrs. Reynolds.] 

“Is your master much at Pemberley in the course of the year?” 

“Not so much as I could wish, sir; but I dare say he may spend half his time here; and Miss Darcy is 

always down for the summer months.” 

“Except,” thought Elizabeth, “when she goes to Ramsgate.” 

“If your master would marry, you might see more of him.” 

“Yes, sir; but I do not know when that will be. I do not know who is good enough for him.” 

Mr. and Mrs. Gardiner smiled. Elizabeth could not help saying, “It is very much to his credit, I am sure, 

that you should think so.” 

“I say no more than the truth, and everybody will say that knows him,” replied the other. Elizabeth 

thought this was going pretty far; and she listened with increasing astonishment as the housekeeper 

added, “I have never known a cross word from him in my life, and I have known him ever since he was 

four years old.” 

This was praise, of all others most extraordinary, most opposite to her ideas. That he was not a good-

tempered man had been her firmest opinion. Her keenest attention was awakened; she longed to hear 

more, and was grateful to her uncle for saying: 

“There are very few people of whom so much can be said. You are lucky in having such a master.” 

“Yes, sir, I know I am. If I were to go through the world, I could not meet with a better. But I have always 

observed, that they who are good-natured when children, are good-natured when they grow up; and he 

was always the sweetest-tempered, most generous-hearted boy in the world.” 

Elizabeth almost stared at her. “Can this be Mr. Darcy?” thought she. 

…“He is the best landlord, and the best master,” said she, “that ever lived; not like the wild young men 

nowadays, who think of nothing but themselves. There is not one of his tenants or servants but will give 

him a good name. Some people call him proud; but I am sure I never saw anything of it. To my fancy, it is 

only because he does not rattle away like other young men.” 

“In what an amiable light does this place him!” thought Elizabeth. 

…The commendation bestowed on him by Mrs. Reynolds was of no trifling nature. What praise is more 

valuable than the praise of an intelligent servant? As a brother, a landlord, a master, she considered 

how many people’s happiness were in his guardianship!—how much of pleasure or pain was it in his 



power to bestow!—how much of good or evil must be done by him! Every idea that had been brought 

forward by the housekeeper was favourable to his character…. 

[Elizabeth and her aunt and uncle run into Darcy while touring his grounds. Darcy speaks with them, 

tours the grounds with them, and even invites her uncle to fish on his grounds. Elizabeth thinks:] 

And his behaviour, so strikingly altered—what could it mean? That he should even speak to her was 

amazing!—but to speak with such civility, to inquire after her family! Never in her life had she seen his 

manners so little dignified, never had he spoken with such gentleness as on this unexpected meeting. 

What a contrast did it offer to his last address in Rosings Park, when he put his letter into her hand! She 

knew not what to think, or how to account for it. 

… Her astonishment, however, was extreme, and continually was she repeating, “Why is he so altered? 

From what can it proceed? It cannot be for me—it cannot be for my sake that his manners are thus 

softened. My reproofs at Hunsford could not work such a change as this. It is impossible that he should 

still love me.” 

[Darcy tells Elizabeth that his sister is coming to visit, and he’d like to invite Elizabeth to meet her while 

she and her aunt and uncle are staying in the area. After their conversation with Darcy concludes, her 

uncle and aunt share their observations of Darcy as they are driving away.]  “He is perfectly well 

behaved, polite, and unassuming,” said her uncle. 

“There is something a little stately in him, to be sure,” replied her aunt, “but it is confined to his air, and 

is not unbecoming. I can now say with the housekeeper, that though some people may call him proud, I 

have seen nothing of it.” 

“I was never more surprised than by his behaviour to us. It was more than civil; it was really attentive; 

and there was no necessity for such attention….” 

 

From Chapter 46: 

[Darcy arrives after Elizabeth has read two letters from Jane.] 

She burst into tears as she alluded to it, and for a few minutes could not speak another word. Darcy, in 

wretched suspense, could only say something indistinctly of his concern, and observe her in 

compassionate silence. At length she spoke again. “I have just had a letter from Jane, with such dreadful 

news. It cannot be concealed from anyone. My younger sister has left all her friends—has eloped; has 

thrown herself into the power of—of Mr. Wickham. They are gone off together from Brighton. You know 

him too well to doubt the rest. She has no money, no connections, nothing that can tempt him to—she 

is lost for ever.” 

Darcy was fixed in astonishment. “When I consider,” she added in a yet more agitated voice, “that I 

might have prevented it! I, who knew what he was. Had I but explained some part of it only—some part 

of what I learnt, to my own family! Had his character been known, this could not have happened. But it 

is all—all too late now.” 

 



From Chapter 47: 

[Asks Mrs. Gardiner:] 

…“But can you think that Lydia is so lost to everything but love of him as to consent to live with him on 

any terms other than marriage?” 

 “It does seem, and it is most shocking indeed,” replied Elizabeth, with tears in her eyes, “that a sister’s 

sense of decency and virtue in such a point should admit of doubt. But, really, I know not what to say. 

Perhaps I am not doing her justice. But she is very young; she has never been taught to think on serious 

subjects; and for the last half-year, nay, for a twelvemonth—she has been given up to nothing but 

amusement and vanity. She has been allowed to dispose of her time in the most idle and frivolous 

manner, and to adopt any opinions that came in her way. Since the ——shire were first quartered in 

Meryton, nothing but love, flirtation, and officers have been in her head. She has been doing everything 

in her power by thinking and talking on the subject, to give greater—what shall I call it? susceptibility to 

her feelings; which are naturally lively enough. And we all know that Wickham has every charm of 

person and address that can captivate a woman.” 

 


