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Introduction


It struck me both times I read Pride and Prejudice how remarkably minimal Jane Austen is with directly focalizing the elopement of Lydia Bennet and Captain George Wickham. Arguably the quintessential turning-point of the novel, the aftermath is narratively focalized and geographically central to Elizabeth Bennet at Longbourn estate. Whilst reading Sense and Sensibility fan-fiction for the first part of the assignment, I also looked into Pride and Prejudice fan-fiction, and afterwards decided that I wanted to write my fan-fiction as a narrative through Darcy and his proximity to the environment. Although it’s not always his point of view, the narrative I constructed stays close to him as it does with Elizabeth in Pride and Prejudice. 

My fan-fiction is thoroughly influenced by Jo Baker’s novel, Longbourn, and the 2005 film adaptation directed by Joe Wright. For example, I definitely I tried my hardest to mimic Austen’s narrative style, realism, and remain anachronism-free, so I hope it is minimally cringe-worthy. To decide on a location that made sense, I consulted the nineteenth-century map of England in the front of the Norton edition of Sense and Sensibility. I know it is a bit longer that the parameters you gave to the class, and for that I apologize, I just wanted to make it rich and do something fulfilling to the original text, and it kind of wrote itself, to be honest with you. I loved working on this assignment, so thank you for being the professor you are and giving us such a fun, creative project. You have my permission to share this with the class. 
Darcy in Richmond


Miss Lydia Bennet and Mr. George Wickham were scarcely arrived at Richmond before they could bequeath themselves to legitimize their elopement. Rain splashed down over the sides of the carriage as they slinked out into gully and picked their way up the cobblestone lane that lead toward the small inn, a few shops, and a pub. There was a bystander, just outside of the pub, taking shelter under the eaves. His black rain gear and sophisticated top hat obscured his face: a dark, gigantic phantom. The lane was gray and empty, but filled with the sound of thick rain upon stone; it was hard for the gentleman to make out the faces and what chatter the couple was making from across the way, but he thought for sure he heard the young lady of about sixteen exclaim boisterously:

“Oh! a pub! How I would love to go in, would not you?” cried she. 

“Lydia, dear,” was he sure that he had heard Lydia’s name spoken? He averted his gaze, to be sure, and listened harder. “the pair of us are soaked near to the bone and have been in the carriage for the larger part of the day, haven’t we better go to the inn first? Besides, haven’t we had enough to drink?” 

“I certainly could use a bit more wine, but by the by, I may be persuaded to have a look at the inn.” she batted her unimpressive eyelashes at the red-coated militia officer, trying her hardest to appear sultry. It was enough for him. He whispered something that the proximal bystander was unable to make out over the torrent; however, it made the young lady blush, laugh heartily, and brush aside the dampened bangs from her pearly forehead. They went inside the inn, and the gentleman crossed the lane to follow, taking a place at the far corner of a front window. It was Wickham, he was sure, but something held him there at the window, watching him. 
The pair was drunk and red in the face at an early hour of the evening. Wickham approached the high counter and asked of the innkeeper whether or not there were any chambers available to let for the night. Answering in the affirmative and reaching for the plump leger sitting on the counter, the thoroughly ripened clerk lifted his gaze for the first time to see the new guests eye to eye. Wickham, feeling scrutinized by some familiar presence, glanced over his shoulder, and thought for sure he saw the very edge of some dark shadow move away from the window.

 The gentleman outside, now assured of the couple’s identity, retreated from the eave outside, eagerly stepping around the corner of the sidewalk and onto the next block where a splendid carriage awaited. The rain was still falling from the sky in sheets. The carriage door was slung hastily open and shut again by the footman as the sole occupant simultaneously exclaimed:

“Mr. Darcy, I wish you would have let me be the one to stand out in the rain and discern the identity of my niece, for it is I who knows her the better, no doubt.” Mr. Gardiner had, in fact, been lulled to sleep by the storm, and was most grateful for the brief rest despite the breech in decorum on his part. 

“Aye, Mr. Gardiner, but it is I who once knew Mr. Wickham as a brother, and I who could discern his identity most succinctly. It is as we have feared; they have come to the inn to make the elopement official. This is most grave for Miss Lydia, indeed, if we hesitate to intervene. Action must be taken immediately before more of the town sees them together before the marriage.” Darcy’s gaze migrated to the window of the carriage. The rain had begun to soften, but the gullies still sloshed with a deluge of dirt and waste from the small town, taking it downhill, to the swampy dregs below. He pondered the purge that rain delivers to the cobblestones of the narrow lane and reflected on the possibility of having to personally intervene in what was going on inside the small, musty lodging house. Darcy lifted his eyes to Mr. Gardiner, who heard this news most solemnly.

“I must write to my brother directly.” he said. 


“Let us have some sort of interaction with them first. I hardly think that writing to Mr. Bennet only say that we have located them will be of much use to Miss Eliz—the family”, he had almost spoken her name, almost said too much, and Mr. Gardiner was not ignorant of it. “I must speak to Mr. Wickham before you write your brother.” Mr. Gardiner protested, but Darcy insisted earnestly that he could persuade Wickham to marry Lydia if they had but a few minutes with him. 


Lydia, half dressed, who had been watching the soft rain fall from the small, blurry window, observed the stately carriage as it rounded the corner of the block and came to a stop outside the inn. The carriage itself was vaguely familiar, and the man who stepped out resembled someone she thought she knew, but she was unable to see his face, and dropped the idea directly for a more immediate indulgence. 

“While we are kept inside by the rain, I may as well write to my dear Harriet to assure her of our safety and good health. Indeed, our very good health.” She peered over her shoulder to see Mr. Wickham counting what little money he had left in his leather pouch. He met her eyes with a hard stare. 

“And why is it that we should be kept inside by the rain so suddenly when you were eager to go to the pub just a while ago and it was coming down in sheets then?” he asked. It was hard for him to cover his vexation with a playful tone, but even if it were not for his years of perfecting skills in deception, Lydia still would have been oblivious to his efforts and what they were endeavoring to disguise altogether.

“Well, I was a different person then, I hardly can be the same now. Now, that we have been… together.” She breathed into the last word, lustfully, and turned herself toward her mate. “Do you love me, Wickham?” 


A perceptible shudder. 


“Dearest Lydia, I am afraid I love you more than I can stand. I—”


This was enough to elicit an eruption. A cascade of giggles and exclamations burst forth out of Lydia at this very moment and the ripple of gesticulation that was her body moved around the room in an instant. She scrambled for the quill and ink on the desk and began rummaging through the drawers for paper, coming up empty handed. 

“I must write to Mrs. Forster immediately! Oh, just wait until she hears! How she will laugh! Wickham, dear, we haven’t any paper in our desk. Can’t you go and see if Mr. Ferguson has any?”

Thankful for the opportunity to be away from Lydia for the first time in days, Mr. Wickham obliged with so much haste that the young lady was inclined to misconstrue it as evidence for his dedication to her care and happiness. 


Mr. Wickham took leave of their small accommodation and clinked his way down the hallway, his sword hitting the wall of the narrow passage every step of the way. Mr. Darcy and Mr. Gardiner, who had only just entered the inn minutes ago and requested a room from the keeper, heard the clank of the sword from their small sitting room. At just the proper moment, Darcy opened the door and stepped out into the dim, narrow passage. Because of his momentum, Wickham quite nearly walked right into the gentleman, and had to take a step back to discern his identity. He became immediately aware of the sheer size of his adopted brother in a way that he had never been before; in the limited space of the corridor, there was quite nowhere for Wickham to go as Darcy’s shoulders easily spanned the majority of the hall in front of him. 

He cleared his throat. 

 “Taking to the slums, are we now Darcy? What brings a man so lofty as you amongst the rabble?” 


“I am certainly glad to hear you refer to yourself in a behooving manner for once, but believe it or not, if you had chosen to run off with a young lady of any other family, I could not have been persuaded to intervene in the situation no matter what you or her circumstances may have been.” Darcy spoke in a low, severe tone. 

After this strong a rebuttal, Mr. Wickham was pressed for a long moment to reply, but then said: 

“Do you really mean to discuss a matter so delicate as this in the dingy passageway of this inn, old brother?” he smirked archly, and Darcy was furious at the insolence before his eyes. In an instant the door was opened, a shoulder was seized and the pair of them were through the doorway and standing in a tiny sitting room. Mr. Gardiner was standing now, too, before Mr. Wickham. His expression was grave, unamused, weary. 


“In fact, no, Mr. Wickham, we mean to discuss this matter in private, and now that we have you in such company, we shall do just that. Do be seated.” said he. 


“Who are you? I demand to know.”


“Mr. Edward Gardiner, at your service, sir, Lydia Bennet’s uncle. Mr. Bennet and I intend to generously defend her interests, mind you. Take a seat.”


“I most certainly will not be seated. I am a man of my own and need more reason to sit down before you other than being cut off from my intended course and forced into a room alone with the pair of you. Why should I sit before you? Because I ought to marry Lydia? Well, if that is your matter of persuasion, then I am sorry to tell you that I would love to do just that, and in a perfect world, I would. But, gentlemen, she has no connections and no fortune of which to speak, as do I. Seeing as you,” gesturing to Mr. Gardiner, “obviously have nothing resembling a ten-thousand-pound dowry, and you,” turning now to Mr. Darcy, “have excommunicated me from the glorious shades of Pemberley, I am at a loss to conclude what you hope to accomplish out of such a conversation.” 
“You forget yourself, and let me be completely transparent with you, we intend to make an offer.” Darcy’s words, firm and authoritative, hung in the humid air. He was angry, but this had to go well. The plan had to succeed. 

“An offer? What kind of an offer?” 


“An offer that a person of your history and character will be most unlikely to refuse.”


Mr. Wickham glanced at Mr. Gardiner, who only smirked back and wrinkled his nose at the poor chap, who he knew would be doomed to marry his loud, ill-behaved niece when he heard what was to follow.

“You have my attention, gentlemen.” He sat and crossed his rain soaked, gritty boots upon the table.


“A ten-thousand-pound lump sum, and we will cover the cost of the wedding, but it must be brought before my attorney, a man by the name of Haggerston. Now, that sum is not including Lydia’s inheritance, which, although apparently trifling to you, is a sum of one thousand pounds in total, which should yield about fifty pounds per year.” 

“Forgive me sir, but how is it that you and Mr. Bennet suddenly have this amount at your disposal? I struggle to believe you, or is that why you’ve come as well?” His gaze crossed to Mr. Darcy, who met his eye, unwavering. 


“I daresay it is not any of your concern how Mr. Gardiner and Mr. Bennet come up with the money, so long as they do.” he smiled archly at Wickham, a silent understanding. “What do you say?” 


Mr. Wickham’s brow was furrowed with contemplation and reflection, which took almost all the power of his limited being to perform critically. His reputation with the Forsters would be tarnished if he deserted Lydia, and he had no connections otherwise, since Darcy cut him off. This was all the consideration he required.

“I… I accept your terms.” he said. 


“Splendid! Now that that is settled, we must make haste to see Haggerston first thing tomorrow, and I shall bring this letter addressed to my brother and sister to the post directly.”

“You mean to say you already had it written? So, you presumed that I would agree to marry her?” 


“Take it up with Mr. Darcy, sir, for he assured me most decidedly that you would be persuaded by our means, and I began writing as soon as we claimed this room. Good day to you.” 

And with that he picked up the umbrella beside the door and was gone to the post. Mr. Wickham studied Darcy carefully from across the room. He could understand Darcy taking the opportunity to chastise him in any way, but he could not comprehend the ludicrous amount of money that Darcy was willing to spend on a girl whose family he hardly knew. His curiosity was too overwhelming. 
“I have just one question to ask of you Darcy. I can understand you taking this opportunity to mock me, startle me and demonstrate just how far-reaching you are, but I cannot understand your connection in all of this? Why are you contributing such a large sum of your own money to save the reputation of a family like that of Bennet’s? Is it all just to spite me?”

Darcy had been studying Mr. Wickham’s face during this speech, and it seemed to be genuinely twisted in confusion. He could not divulge the truth; the truth that it was all for her.
“I can only say that soon you will understand all, George, very soon. You will inform Lydia of our meeting today, and about the wedding to be performed the day after tomorrow. I expect she will have no problem with so proximal a timeline.” 

With that, Wickham impatiently quit the room, and Darcy was left alone. It had worked. He had found them, Wickham had accepted, and now he had a chance. He feared that it would not be enough for her. He feared that it would not be enough to convince Elizabeth. 
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