


Hertfordshire, England. 
September 1811.

It is a truth universally 
acknowledged that a single man 
in possession of a good fortune 

must be in want of a wife.

This truth is so well fixed in the minds of the 
neighboring families that he is considered the rightful 

property of one or another of their daughters.

The Bennets were the principal 
inhabitants of Longbourn.

My dear 
Mr. Bennet, have 
you heard that 

Netherfield Park 
is let at last?
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You want to tell me, 
and I have no objection 

to hearing it.

And Mary?

Of course, if 
she can ever be 

persuaded to leave 
her books.

Why, my dear, Netherfield is taken by 
a young man of large fortune from 

the north of England—a single man of 
four or five thousand a year. What 

a fine thing for our girls!

Our girls? How does 
this affect them?

Oh, Mr. Bennet, 
how can you be so 

tiresome? I am thinking 
of his marrying one 

of them.

Of course not! But it is likely he may 
fall in love with one of them. I would 
so miss dear Jane, but as the eldest, 

she must soon be married. And 
Lizzy, too, as soon as possible after 
that. And then there are Kitty and 

Lydia to think about, young 
though they are.

And is the 
gentleman aware 

of this?

Do you not want to 
know who has taken it?
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You must visit Mr. Bingley 
as soon as he comes to 

the neighborhood.

But consider your 
daughters! Sir William and Lady 
Lucas are determined to make 

his acquaintance merely on 
that account.

You may go with the girls. I will write to 
assure him that he may marry whoever 

he chooses, though I must throw in a 
good word for my little Lizzy.My dear, I can 

see no reason 
for that.

You will do no such thing! 
You are always giving her 
preference. She is not as 
beautiful as Jane, nor as 
good humored as Lydia. 
Lizzy is not a bit better 

than the others!

None of the others 
have much to recommend 

them. They are all silly 
and ignorant like other 

girls, but Lizzy has some 
wit and intelligence.

Mr. Bennet, how can you 
abuse your own children so? 
You have no compassion for 

my poor nerves!

My dear, I have a high 
respect for your nerves. They 

are my old friends. I have heard 
you mention them for many 

years now.

Oh! You do not 
know what 

I suffer!

But I hope you will 
get over it, and live to see 
many young men of four 

thousand a year come into 
the neighborhood.

Twenty-three years of marriage had been 
insufficient for Mrs. Bennet to understand her 

husband’s quick wit and sarcastic humor.

And what will be 
the use of that 
if you do not 
visit them?
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One evening, two 
weeks later.

Kitty, don’t keep coughing so, 
for heaven’s sake! Have 
a little compassion for 

my nerves.

Kitty has no discretion in 
her coughs. She does not 

time them well.

When is the 
next ball, 
Mamma?

A fortnight 
from 

tomorrow.

So you will have the 
pleasure of Mr. Bingley’s 

company at the ball.

Mr. Bennet had always intended to 
visit Mr. Bingley, but enjoyed the mild 

pleasure of vexing his simple wife. 

When I am not even 
introduced to him? 
How can you tease 
me so? Anyway, I 
am already sick of 

Mr. Bingley.

I am sorry to hear 
that, my dear. If 
I had known as 

much this morning, 
I would not have 
called on him. We 
cannot avoid his 

acquaintance now.

My dear Mr. Bennet! I 
knew I could persuade 
you at last. Well, how 

pleased I am!

And having brought 
joy to his daughters 
and wife, Mr. Bennet 
retired to his library.

Now, Kitty, you may 
cough as much as 

you choose.

What an 
excellent father 
you have, girls!

Lydia, my love, though you 
are the youngest, I dare say 
Mr. Bingley will dance with 

you at the next ball.

Yes, Mamma! For 
though I am the youngest, 

I am the tallest.

I wonder how soon 
Mr. Bingley will return 
the visit. And when 
should we invite him 

to dinner?
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In a few days, Mr. Bingley returned Mr. 
Bennet’s visit and sat with him in the library.

I hope you have 
settled down in 

your new residence, 
Mr. Bingley?

Yes, thank 
you very 

much.

Would you 
like some more 

sherry? No, thank 
you, sir.

Mr. Bingley was not without hopes 
himself of meeting the Bennet sisters...

...of whose beauty he had heard much.

I wonder if I 
will get to meet the  

lovely ladies.

Oh, how handsome 
he looks!

How can you 
say so, Lydia? All we 
can see is the back 

of his coat.

And what a 
handsome back 

he has!

Hush, Kitty! You 
are impossible!

Ah! What an exceptional 
black steed he is riding! 
The character of a man 
can be judged from the 
way he carries himself 

on horseback.

But that was not to be. The 
ladies were luckier, though.
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