Act 1 Scene 7 Arthur, Darcy, Bingley - pages 38, 39, 40, 41.

Scene 7

Darcy and Bingley settle in the room,
Darcy reads.

Silence.

BINGLEY. Darcy.
DARCY. Yes, Mr. Bingley.

BINGLEY. Ought we not be presently occupied in some useful
manner?

DARCY. Idon't think so.

BINGLEY. Are we not meant to be...?
DARCY. What?

BINGLEY. I don’t know. Hunting?
DARCY. No.

BINGLEY. At business?

DARCY. Itis a holiday.

BINGLEY. Walking...briskly?

Darcy looks at hint. ‘
DARCY. We are gentlemen, Bingley. We sit. And we wait for the
excitement to come to us.

At that moment, Arthur rushes into the room tn an agitated I

state.

ARTHUR. Darcy. I think...yes, I think I need your help. I find
myself in a state of some kind of upheaval and I fear I need some
guidance. Of a masculine order.

DARCY. T will endeavor to help you, sir, though I know not if
belong in that religion.

BINGLEY. What do you need, de Bourgh? Is something wrong?
ARTHUR. Yes. No. I don’t know. I'm rather overcome with a
terrible confusion, a rare and strange perplexity of which I know
not precisely its origin, yet I can surmise its provenance in part.
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BINGLEY. What on earth are you talking about?

DARCY. What is the matter, friend?

ARTHUR. [ think. Miss Bennet. Is the matter.

BINGLEY and DARCY. Miss Bennet?

ARTHUR. Yes, I believe it is entirely her fault.

DARCY. Well, you're talking to the two gentlemen with most and
completest knowledge of your particular kind of afliction.
BINGLEY. Yes, we have suffered much as you are now. And let me
wish you a smoother passage than we had to our Miss Bennets.
ARTHUR. Idon't understand.

BINGLEY. Well. You do find Miss Bennet...to your liking? Is that
not the source of your confusion?

DARCY. Yes I thought you were telling us you admired her?
ARTHUR. No. Yes. I don’t know. I find myselt worried for her.
BINGLEY. Worried?

ARTHUR. Yes, I worry that she will think me unkind or ungrateful.
I worry that she is unhappy or lonely, or does she prefer to be alone
and my presence is what is making her unhappy? Or perhaps that
her sister’s loudness is aggravating her, or that I am aggravating her,
or that every time I try to speak I worry that the sound might be
too loud when in fact I think there is no sound at all. Is she well? Is
she well right now? How am I to know?! You see? Its worrying.
DARCY. De Bourgh, I do believe that what you call worry is, for
most people, called love.

BINGLEY. I would have to agree. Definitely love.

ARTHUR. Is that what it is? It's a rather uncomtortable feeling,
isn't it?

DARCY. Deeply—

BINGLEY. I rather like it actually.

DARCY. —yet it can resolve rather nicely if you let it.

BINGLEY. Once you get beyond the dithculties of courting.

ARTHUR. Wait now, gentlemen, wait. Suppose I might, in fact,
admire Miss Bennet in some extreme. How do I...proceed? We
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