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Script of Pride And Prejudice 

(1995 A & E / BBC Production) 

Starring Colin Firth and Jennifer Ehle 
 

PART ONE 

 

 
 

 
 

A meadow offering a view of Netherfield 

 

 

Bingley:  It's a fair prospect. 

 

Darcy:    Pretty enough, I grant you. 

 

Bingley:    Oh, it's nothing to Pemberley, I know. But I must settle somewhere. Have I your approval? 

 

Darcy:    You'll find the society something savage. 

 

Bingley:    Country manners -- I think they're charming. 
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Darcy:    Then youôd better take it. 

 

Bingley:    Thank you, I shall. I shall close with the attorney directly. 

 

 

 

Longbourn House (The Bennet Residence) 

 

 

Lydia (o.s.):  Well, itôs mine now. You never wear it anyway. 

             

Kitty (o.s.):    I would! I wanted to wear it today! Look what you've done to it! Mama, Mama! Lydia has 

stolen my bonnet and made it up new, and says she will wear it to church. Tell her she shall 

not, Mama! 

 

Lydia (o.s.):  I shall wear it, Mama, and beg you would tell her so, for it's all my own work. And she 

would be a fright in it because she's too plain to look well in it! 

 

Mrs Bennet (o.s.):  Oh! 

 

Lydia:   No, you shall not have it! Mama, tell her so! 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Lydia! Kitty! Girls! Would you tear my nerves in tattered shreds? Oh, let her have it, Kitty, 

and be done with it! 

 

Kitty:    But it's mine! You let her have everything that is mine! 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Oh-h-h!  (o.s.)  Oh, what is to become of us all? Jane! Lizzy! Where are you? 

 

Jane:   Here, Mama. 

 

Elizabeth:  Coming, Mama. 

 

 

 

Outside Longbourn Village Church 

 

 

Mrs Bennet:  My dear! Mr Bennet! Wonderful news! Netherfield Park is let at last! 

 

Mr Bennet:  Is it? 
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Mrs Bennet:  Yes, it is, for I have just had it from Mrs Long. And do you not want to know who has taken 

it? 

 

Mr Bennet:  You want to tell me, and I have no objection to hearing it. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Why then, it is taken by a young man of large fortune from the north of England. A single 

man of large fortune, my dear. He came down on Monday in a chaise and four to see the 

place. His name is Bingley, and he will be in possession by Michaelmas. And he has five 

thousand a year! What a fine thing for our girls. 

 

Mr Bennet:  How so? And how can it affect them? 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Oh, Mr Bennet, how can you be so tiresome? You must know that I'm thinking of his 

marrying one of them! 

             

Elizabeth:  For a single man in possession of a good fortune must be in want of a wife. 

             

Mrs Bennet:  Yes, he must, indeed! And who better than one of our five girls? 

 

[Lydia giggles and snorts] 

 

Jane:   Lydia! 

 

Lydia:   What a fine joke if he were to choose me! 

 

Kitty:    Or me! 

 

Mr Bennet:  So that is his design in settling here? To marry one of our daughters? 

             

Mrs Bennet:  Design? Oh, how can you talk such nonsense! But you know, he may very likely fall in love 

with one of them. Therefore you must visit him directly he comes. 

 

Mr Bennet:  Visit him? Oh no, no, I see no occasion for that. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Oh, Mr Bennet! 

 

Mr Bennet:  Go yourself, with the girls. Or, still better, send them by themselves. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  By themselves! 

 

Mr Bennet:  Aye, for you're as handsome as any of ôem; Mr Bingley might like you best of the party. 
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[Lydia giggles and snorts] 

 

Elizabeth:  Lydia! 

 

 

 

Longbourn House:  The Hall and Drawing Room 

 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Hill! Oh, Hill! Hill! I a m so distressed! For Mr Bennet says he will not visit Mr Bingley 

when he comes. 

 

Hill:    Oh, there, there, maôam. 

 

Kitty:    Mama, can't you reason with him?  

 

Lydia:   What are we going to do if weôre never allowed to meet anyone? 

 

Hill:    I dare say it will all be well. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  No, no, it will not! For he is bent on ruining us all! 

 

Jane:   Mama, Iôm sure heôs teasing you. He will call on Mr Bingley as sure as he would call on any 

new neighbour of ours. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  No, no, Jane, how can you say that? You heard him yourself, and you know that your father 

has a will of iron. 

 

Mr Bennet:  You're in the right, my dear. But I'll tell you what I'll do. I shall write to Mr Bingley, 

informing him that I have five daughters, and heôs welcome to any of them that he chooses. 

They're all silly and ignorant like other girls; well, Lizzy has a little more wit than the rest. 

But then, he may prefer a stupid wife, as others have done before him. There, will that do? 

 

Mrs Bennet:  No, no.  I beg you will not write at all if you . . . . Oh, you take delight in vexing me! You 

have no compassion on my poor nerves! 

 

Mr Bennet:  You mistake me, my dear. I have a high respect for your nerves. Theyôve been my old friends 

these twenty years at least. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  You don't know what I suffer! 

 

Mr Bennet:  Well, I hope you will get over it, and live to see many young men of five thousand a year 
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come into the neighbourhood. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  It will be no use to us if twenty such should come since you will not visit them! 

 

Mr Bennet:  Depend upon it, my dear, when there are twenty, I'll visit ôem all. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Well, you see, Jane? He will not be prevailed upon. He will see us all ruined! Oh, if only 

we'd been able to have sons! 

 

Mary:   Misfortunes, we are told, are sent to test our fortitude, and they often reveal themselves as 

blessings in disguise. 

 

Lydia:   Lord, I'm so hungry! 

 

               

 

Longbourn House:  Janeôs Bedroom 

 

 

Elizabeth:  If I could love a man who would love me enough to take me for a mere fifty pounds a year, I 

should be very well pleased.              

 

Jane:   Yes. 

 

Elizabeth:  But such a man could hardly be sensible, and you know I could never love a man who was 

out of his wits. 

 

Jane:   Oh, Lizzy. A marriage where either partner cannot love or respect the other, that cannot be 

agreeable, to either party. 

 

Elizabeth:  As we have daily proof. But beggars, you know, cannot be choosers. 

               

Jane:   We are not very poor, Lizzy. 

           

Elizabeth:  With father's estate entailed away from the female line, we have little but our charms to 

recommend us. One of us at least will have to marry very well. And since you are quite five 

times as pretty as the rest of us, and have the sweetest disposition, I fear the task will fall on 

you to raise our fortunes. 

 

Jane:   But, Lizzy, I would wish . . . I should so much like . . . to marry for love. 

               

Elizabeth:  And so you shall, I'm sure. Only take care you fall in love with a man of good fortune. 
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Jane:   Well, I shall try, to please you. And you? 

 

Elizabeth:  I am determined that nothing but the very deepest love will induce me into matrimony. So . . 

. I shall end an old maid, and teach your ten children to embroider cushions and play their 

instruments very ill. 

 

 

 

Longbourn House:  An Upstairs Hall 

 

 

Elizabeth:  Good night, Mama. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  My head is very ill tonight. 

 

Lydia:   [To Kitty]  Lord, I said I wouldn't dance with him if he was the last man in Meryton! 

 

Elizabeth:  Good night, Lydia. Good night, Kitty. 

 

Lydia & Kitty:  Good night, Lizzy. 

 

 

 

A Country Lane 

 

 

Lydia:    Lizzy!  Wait till you hear our news! 

 

 

 

Longbourn House:  The Drawing Room 

 

 

Lydia:    Mr Bingley has come to Netherfield!  

 

Kitty:    And Sir William Lucas has called on him! 

 

Lydia:    Save your breath to cool your porridge, Kitty, I will tell Mama. 

 

Mrs Bennet:   Iôll not wish to know. What should we care for Mr Bingley, since we are never to be 

acquainted with him. 
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Lydia:    But, Mama! 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Donôt keep coughing so, Kitty! For heavenôs sake, have a little compassion on my nerves! 

 

Kitty:     [Talking simultaneously with Lydia (next line)]  I donôt cough for my own amusement. 

 

Lydia:   He has thirty servants -- forty servants -- and heôs very handsome and wears a blue coat. 

 

Kitty:    And he declared to Sir Willi am that he loves to dance! 

 

Lydia:    And he promised to come to the next ball. 

 

Kitty:    At the assembly rooms. 

 

Lydia:    On Saturday! 

 

Kitty:    And bring six ladies and four gentlemen. 

  

Lydia:    Nay, it was twelve ladies and seven gentlemen. 

 

Elizabeth:   [Sotto voce to Jane]  Too many ladies. 

 

Mrs Bennet:   Oh,  Lydia, I beg you would stop. For we are never to know Mr Bingley and it pains me to 

hear of him. 

 

Lydia:    But, Mama! 

 

Mrs Bennet:  I am sick of Mr Bingley! 

 

Mr Bennet:  Iôm sorry to hear that. If Iôd known as much this morning, I should never have called on him. 

 

Mrs Bennet:   You have called on him? 

 

Mr Bennet:  Iôm afraid we cannot escape the acquaintance now. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Oh, ho, ho, ho, my dear Mr Bennet, how good you are to us!  

 

Mr Bennet:  Well, well. 

 

Mrs Bennet:   Oh, girls, girls, is he not a good father? And never to tell us. What a good joke! Oh, now you 

shall all dance with Mr Bingley! 
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Elizabeth:    I hope he has a strong constitution, Mama. 

 

Mr Bennet:  And a fondness for silly young women. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Oh, my dear Mr Bennet, nothing you say shall ever vex me again. 

 

Mr Bennet:  Iôm sorry to hear it. Well, Kitty, I think you may cough as much as you choose now. 

 

 

 

The Meryton Assembly 

 

 

Person in street (v/o): Come on you lads, look alive there! 

 

Miss Bingley: Shall we be quite safe here, Mr Darcy, do you think? 

 

Mr Hurst:  Damned silly way to spend an evening. 

 

Sir William Lucas: Mr Bingley! Allow me the pleasure of welcoming you to our little assembly here. 

 

Bingley:  Sir William, Iôm very glad to see you. There's nothing that I love better than a country dance. 

 

Elizabeth:  Only two ladies, then, after all. Do you know who they are, Charlotte? 

 

Charlotte Lucas: Mr Bingley's sisters, I understand. One of them is married to the gentleman there, a Mr 

Hurst. 

 

Jane:   The taller gentleman? 

 

Charlotte:  No, the other. 

 

Elizabeth:  Better and better! 

 

Jane:   Theyôre very elegant. 

 

Elizabeth:  Better pleased with themselves than what they see, I think. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Lizzy! Jane! Come here. You see that gentleman there? Lady Lucas has just told me heôs Mr 

Bingley's oldest friend. His name is Darcy and he has a mighty fortune and a great estate in 

Derbyshire. Bingley's wealth is nothing to his. Ten thousand a year, at least. Don't you think 
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he's the handsomest man you've ever seen, girls? 

 

Elizabeth:  I wonder if he would be quite so handsome if he was not quite so rich. 

               

Mrs Bennet:  Oh, Lizzy! Lord! They're coming over. Smile, girls! Smile! 

               

Sir William:  Mrs Bennet, Mr Bingley has expressed a wish to become acquainted with you and your 

daughters. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Sir, that is very good of you. This is Jane, my eldest. And Elizabeth. And Mary sits over 

there. And Kitty and Lydia, my youngest, you see there dancing. Do you like to dance 

yourself? 

 

Bingley:  There is nothing I love better, madam. And if Miss Bennet is not otherwise engaged, may I 

be so bold as to claim the next two dances? 

 

Jane:   I am not engaged, sir. 

 

Bingley:  Good. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  You do us great honour, sir. Thank the gentleman, Jane. 

 

Elizabeth:  Mama! 

 

Mrs Bennet:  And you, sir? Are you fond of dancing, too? 

 

Bingley:  Oh, I beg your pardon. Mrs Bennet, may I present my friend, Mr Darcy. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  You are very welcome to Hertfordshire I am sure, sir. I hope you have come here eager to 

dance, as your friend has. 

 

Darcy:   Thank you, madam, I rarely dance. 

 

Mrs Bennett: Well, let this be one of the occasions, sir, for I wager you'll not easily find such lively music, 

or such pretty partners. 

 

Bingley:  Um, pray, excuse me, ma'am. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Well! Did you ever meet such a proud, disagreeable man! 

 

Elizabeth:  Mama, he will hear you! 
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Mrs Bennet:  I don't care if he does. And his friend disposed to be so agreeable and everything charming. 

Who is he to think himself so far above his company? 

 

Elizabeth:  Well, the very rich can afford to give offence wherever they go. We need not care for his 

good opinion. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  No, indeed. 

 

Elizabeth:  Perhaps heôs not so very handsome after all. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  No, indeed! Quite ill-favoured. Certainly nothing at all to Mr Bingley. 

 

Servant (outside): Iôll show them! 

 

Mary:   I wonder at Kitty and Lydia. Theyôre so fond of dancing. I take little pleasure in a ball. 

 

Elizabeth:  Iôd take more pleasure in this one if there were enough partners as agreeable as Jane's. 

               

Mary:   I believe the rewards of observation and reflection are much greater. 

 

Elizabeth:  And so they are, when there are none others to be had. We shall have to be philosophers, 

Mary. 

 

Bingley:  Come, Darcy, I must have you dance! I must! I hate to see you standing around in this stupid 

manner! Come, youôd much better dance! 

 

Darcy:   I certainly shall not. In an assembly such as this? It would be insupportable. Your sisters are 

engaged at present. You know perfectly well it would be a punishment for me to stand up 

with any other woman in the room. 

 

Bingley:  Good God, Darcy, I wouldn't be as fastidious as you are for a kingdom! Upon my honour, I 

never met so many pleasant girls in my life, several of them uncommonly pretty. Hey? 

 

Darcy:   You have been dancing with the only handsome girl in the room. 

 

Bingley:  Darcy, she is the most beautiful creature I ever beheld. Look! Look! There's one of her 

sisters. She's very pretty, too, and I dare say very agreeable. 

 

Darcy:   She is tolerable, I suppose, but sheôs not handsome enough to tempt me. Bingley, I'm in no 

humour to give consequence to young ladies who are slighted by other men. Go back to your 

partner. Enjoy her smiles. You're wasting your time with me. 

 



 

 
With thanks to Caroline W. 

 

Page 11 

 

 

 

 

Longbourn House:  The Drawing Room 

 

 

Mrs Bennet:  And Jane was so admired! There was nothing like it! 

 

Lydia:   Oh, lord, I'm so fagged! 

 

Kitty:    And Lydia and I danced every dance. 

 

Lydia:   And Mary none! 

 

Mrs Bennet:  And Mr Bingley favoured Jane above every other girl. For he danced the first two with her, 

and then the next with Charlotte Lucas, which vexed me greatly, but lo, there in the very next 

nothing would please him but to stand up with Jane again. And then you know he danced 

with Lizzy, and then, what do you think he did next? 

 

Mr Bennet:  Enough, enough madam, for God's sake! Let's hear no more of his partners! Would he had 

sprained his ankle in the first dance! 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Oh, and his sisters! Oh, such charming women! So elegant and obliging! Oh, I wish you had 

seen them. I dare say the lace on Mrs Hurst's gown alone . . . . 

 

Mr Bennet:  No lace, no lace, Mrs Bennet, I beg you. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  But the man he brought with him -- Mr Darcy, as he calls himself -- is not worth our 

concern, though he may be the richest man in Derbyshire. The proudest, the most horrid, 

disobliging ï he slighted poor Lizzy, you know, and flatly refused to stand up with her. 

 

Mr Bennet:  Slighted my Lizzy, did he? Mm hmm. 

 

Elizabeth:  I didn't care for him either, Father, so it's of little matter. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Another time, Lizzy, I would not dance with him if he should ask you. 

 

Elizabeth:  I believe, ma'am, I may safely promise you never to dance with Mr Darcy. 

 

 

 

Netherfield:  The Drawing Room 
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Miss Bingley: And so none of the Hertfordshire ladies could please you, Mr Darcy? 

 

Mrs Hurst:  Not even the famous Miss Bennets? 

 

Bingley:  Well, I never met with pleasanter people or prettier girls in my life. 

 

Darcy:   Bingley, you astonish me. I saw little beauty and no breeding at all. The . . . uh . . . eldest 

Miss Bennet is, I grant you, very pretty. 

 

Bingley:  A fine concession. Come man, admit it. She's an angel! 

 

Darcy:   She smiles too much. 

 

Miss Bingley: Oh, Jane Bennet is a sweet girl. The mother! I heard Eliza Bennet described as a famous 

local beauty. What do you say to that, Mr Darcy? 

 

Darcy:   I should as soon call her mother a wit. 

 

Miss Bingley: Oh, Mr Darcy, that's too cruel! 

 

Bingley:  Darcy, I shall never understand why you go through the world determined to be displeased 

with everything and everyone in it. 

 

Darcy:   And I will never understand why you are in such a rage to approve of everything and 

everyone that you meet. 

 

Bingley:  Well, you shall not make me think ill of Miss Bennet, Darcy. 

 

Miss Bingley: Indeed he shall not! I shall dare his disapproval and declare she is a dear, sweet girl, despite 

her unfortunate relations, and I should not be sorry to know her better. 

 

Mrs Hurst:  No, no, nor I. You see, Mr Darcy, we are not afraid of you. 

 

Darcy:   I would not have you so. 

 

Mr Hurst:  What? Aye, very true. Damned tedious waste of an evening. What? 

 

 

 

The Park at Longbourn House 
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Jane:   He is just what a young man ought to be, Lizzy. Sensible, lively, and I never saw such happy 

manners! 

 

Elizabeth:  Handsome, too, which a young man ought to be if he possibly can. And he seems to like you 

very much, which shows good judgement. No, I give you leave to like him. Youôve liked 

many a stupider person. 

 

Jane:   Dear Lizzy. 

 

Elizabeth:  He could be happier in his choice of sisters and friends, though the sisters, I suppose, he 

cannot help. 

 

Jane:   Do you not like them? 

 

Elizabeth:  Not at all. Their manners are quite different from his. 

 

Jane:   At first, perhaps, but after a while I found them very pleasing. Miss Bingley is to keep house 

for her brother, and Iôm sure they will be very charming neighbours. 

 

Elizabeth:  One of them, maybe. 

 

Jane:   No, Lizzy, I am sure you are wrong. And even Mr Darcy, you know, may improve on closer 

acquaintance. 

 

Elizabeth:  Do you mean heôll be in humour to give consequence to young ladies who are slighted by 

other men? Never! [Imitating Darcy]  ñShe is tolerable, I suppose, but not handsome enough 

to tempt me.ò 

 

Jane:   It was very wrong of him to speak so. 

 

Elizabeth:  Aye, indeed it was! Capital offence! Oh, look, Charlotte is come. Charlotte! 

 

Charlotte:  Lizzy! My father is to give a party at Lucas Lodge and you are all invited. 

 

 

 

Lucas Lodge 

 

 

Sir William:  I hope this will be the first of many occasions when Lucas Lodge will be graced with your 

presence. Here, you see, we are all easy, with no awkwardness or ceremony. 
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Miss Bingley:              Quite. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Oh, yes, my dear, five thousand a year! 

 

Lady Lucas:  Oh! 

 

Mrs Bennet:  Don't they look well together?  

 

Lady Lucas:  A most agreeable young man! 

 

Kitty:    This is Captain Carter . . . . 

 

Mrs Bennet:  And he would dance every dance with Jane. Nothing else would do! Everybody said . . . . 

 

Lady Lucas:  And are you pleased with Hertfordshire, Colonel Forster? 

 

Col. Forster:  Very much so, Lady Lucas, and never more so than this evening. The regiment of infantry 

doesn't find a ready welcome everywhere, I fear. 

 

Mrs Bennet:  I think your officers will be very well pleased with Meryton, sir. 

 

Mrs Forster:  Denny and Sanderson seem well pleased already! 

 

Sir William:  No doubt you attend assemblies at St. James' Court, Miss Bingley? 

 

Miss Bingley: We go but rarely, sir. 

 

Sir William:  Indeed, I am surprised. I shall be happy to introduce you there, you know, at any time when 

I'm in town. 

 

Miss Bingley: Youôre too kind, sir. 

 

Sir William:  Well! Well! Good. Good. Capital! Capital! 

 

Miss Bingley:  Insufferable conceit! To imagine that weôd need his assistance in society. 

 

Mrs Hurst:  I am sure he is a very good sort of man, Caroline. 

 

Miss Bingley: And I am sure he kept a very good sort of shop before his elevation to the knighthood. Poor 

Darcy, what agonies he must be suffering. 

 




