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INTRODUCTION

Dear Reader,

I come from a large family. Three sisters, a brother, various sisters- and brothers-in-law, nieces, nephews . . . and a positive flotilla of cousins. (I consider it a point of pride that one of my favorite people in the whole world is my third cousin.) Family events can be overwhelming—no one ever believes me when I say I’m the quiet one in the family—but they are always fun. We are silly, we are sharp, and we interrupt each other far more often than is polite.

We are never boring.

And we love each other. Fiercely.

I believe that this depth of unconditional support is something we all crave. And while we can rely on the promised Happily Ever After for each main couple in the Bridgerton books, I think that readers also long for the web of support that strongly wraps around a family like the Bridgertons. I’d like to think that if the Bridgertons were a contemporary family, they’d have such an active group text that everyone (especially Francesca) would have to turn off alerts. Violet, of course, would reign supreme with eight color-coordinated Google calendars.

I hope there is something in each of the characters that readers can identify with. Underneath the lighthearted narration lie real problems, real struggles and battles that, although set in the glamorous world of regency England, are still relevant and familiar to today’s readers. Anthony grapples with the weight of sudden familial responsibility. Violet and Francesca must learn how to keep living after loss. Other characters struggle with issues of identity: Who are we outside of our assigned spot in our family? What does it mean to hide a piece of oneself from those who are closest to you? We can all recall moments when all we really wanted was simply to make sense of the world around us, to figure out who we were and who we wanted to be.

The Bridgertons, for all their privilege, are no different. And that’s why we love them.

I am often asked if the actors on Bridgerton look the way they did in my head while writing them in the books. The answer is no, but only because I’m not a very visual writer, and I rarely have a clear sense of what my characters look like while I’m writing. (I rarely have even a fuzzy sense, to be honest; there’s a reason I work with words and not pictures.) But as I went back through the books—from The Duke and I all the way to On the Way to the Wedding—to collect quotations for this volume, something interesting happened: I finally “saw” my characters. It didn’t matter that I’d described Simon with blue eyes. In my head he was Regé-Jean Page. When Daphne smiled, I saw Phoebe Dynevor’s face. I heard Adjoa Andoh in Lady Danbury’s words, and it was Claudia Jessie’s hand that scribbled the letters Eloise sent to her family. The television series has added a layer of richness to the books, just as I hope the books enhance the viewing experience. They are complements, in the very best sense of the word.

But this collection is focused on the books, and it is for that reason that you won’t find some of your favorite Netflix moments in these pages. I’ve tried to assemble my favorite quotes from the Bridgerton novels, or at least the ones that best represent and illuminate each character. It wasn’t easy; there were many passages that simply didn’t work out of context. There were others that required light editing for clarity. In some places I’ve replaced a pronoun with a proper name. In others I’ve deleted an unnecessary sentence. Everyone got a brand-new Whistledown entry, which was tremendous fun for me—it’s been well over a decade since I’ve picked up her quill.

A Bridgerton. To be such is to know that you are part of a family tightly webbed with staunch loyalty and unquestioning love. And laughter.

Always laughter.

Warmly,

Julia Quinn
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It is a dull week in London, so we shall recount one of the finer, more dashing moments of yesteryear about a gentleman now so staid and, dare we say it, boringly married that This Author has had no cause of late to include him in these papers.

Indeed, the Viscount Bridgerton has all but ceased to be newsworthy (a circumstance he likely appreciates). He dances with his wife so often that it is no longer scandalous. He dances with his mother, he dances with his sisters and his sister-in-law, and we presume he will someday dance with his daughter.

Positively tedious for a former rake who once was such a delight to write about.

But if This Author had to recount one moment that younger members of the ton might not have heard tell, and about which older members may have forgotten, it is the time he did That Thing. On That Evening.

It occurred at Aubrey Hall, the country seat of the Bridgerton family, and it would surely have been the talk of the season—or at least of a fortnight—except the following day the viscount found himself surprisingly engaged to be married amid undisclosed circumstances to a lady he’d not been courting.

Naturally, This Author chose to write about this shocking turn of events. And as a result, That Thing he did on That Evening went unreported.

But That Thing did happen, Dear Reader. And That Evening was glorious.

’Twas a house party thrown by his mother, the esteemed Lady Bridgerton, in which a positive gaggle of unmarried ladies were invited, and at which Lord Bridgerton, as host, was to escort some duchess or another into dinner.

But then Lord Bridgerton overheard one of the young misses make a vicious remark to another. Who the Injured Miss was is unimportant to the story, and who the Mean One was we shall not dignify. This story is about Anthony Bridgerton, and how he became a hero to wallflowers everywhere.

Standing more than a full head taller than the two ladies in question, Lord Bridgerton practically cast a shadow over the Mean One, gave her (Oh. My. Goodness!) the cut direct (Yes. He. Did!), and then indicated that he intended to escort the Injured Miss to dinner.

No, Dear Readers, This Author does not embellish.

Mean One then apparently blurted something akin to: “But you can’t!”

Lord Bridgerton then said something to the effect of, “Was I talking to you?” and gave his undivided attention to the Injured Miss as he walked her into dinner, in front of everyone, with all the grace and deference as if she were a Princess of the Blood.

It was, Dear Reader, spectacular.
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THE TOPIC of rakes has, of course, been previously discussed in this column, and This Author has come to the conclusion that there are rakes, and there are Rakes.

Anthony Bridgerton is a Rake.

A rake (lower-case) is youthful and immature. He flaunts his exploits, behaves with utmost idiocy, and thinks himself dangerous to women.

A Rake (upper-case) knows he is dangerous to women.

He doesn’t flaunt his exploits because he doesn’t need to. He knows he will be whispered about by men and women alike, and in fact, he’d rather they didn’t whisper about him at all. He knows who he is and what he has done; further recountings are, to him, redundant.

He doesn’t behave like an idiot for the simple reason that he isn’t an idiot. He has little patience for the foibles of society, and quite frankly, most of the time This Author cannot say she blames him.

And if that doesn’t describe Viscount Bridgerton—surely this season’s most eligible bachelor—to perfection, This Author shall retire Her quill immediately.
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THE VISCOUNT WHO LOVED ME

He was the firstborn Bridgerton of a firstborn Bridgerton of a firstborn Bridgerton eight times over. He had a dynastic responsibility to be fruitful and multiply.
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Something had happened to him the night his father had died, when he’d remained in his parents’ bedroom with the body, just sitting there for hours, watching his father and trying desperately to remember every moment they’d shared. It would be so easy to forget the little things—how Edmund would squeeze Anthony’s upper arm when he needed encouragement. Or how he could recite from memory Balthazar’s entire “Sigh No More,” song from Much Ado About Nothing, not because he thought it particularly meaningful but just because he liked it.

And when Anthony finally emerged from the room, the first streaks of dawn pinking the sky, he somehow knew that his days were numbered, and numbered in the same way Edmund’s had been.
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He knew well the singularly strange sensation of loving one’s family to distraction, and yet not feeling quite able to share one’s deepest and most intractable fears. It brought on an uncanny sense of isolation, of being remarkably alone in a loud and loving crowd.
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He was no fool; he knew that love existed. But he also believed in the power of the mind, and perhaps even more importantly, the power of the will. Frankly, he saw no reason why love should be an involuntary thing.

If he didn’t want to fall in love, then by damn, he wasn’t going to. It was as simple as that. It had to be as simple as that. If it weren’t, then he wasn’t much of a man, was he?
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But the truth was, there was no one to blame, not even himself. It would make him feel so much better if he could point his finger at someone—anyone—and say, “This is your fault.” It was juvenile, he knew, this need to assign blame, but everyone had a right to childish emotions from time to time, didn’t they?
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“Sometimes there are reasons for our fears that we can’t quite explain. Sometimes it’s just something we feel in our bones, something we know to be true, but would sound foolish to anyone else.”
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A MAN with charm is an entertaining thing, and a man with looks is, of course, a sight to behold, but a man with honor—ah, he is the one, Dear Reader, to which the young ladies should flock.
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It was funny, he reflected later,
how one’s life could alter in an
instant, how one minute everything
could be a certain way, and the next
it’s simply . . . not.

THE VISCOUNT WHO LOVED ME
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It was ironic, but death was the one thing he wasn’t afraid of. Death wasn’t frightening to a man alone. The great beyond held no terror when one had managed to avoid attachments here on earth.

Anthony could see Miss Sheffield growing worried at the devilish gleam in Colin’s eye. He took a rather uncharitable pleasure in this. His reaction was, he knew, a touch out of proportion. But something about this Miss Katharine Sheffield sparked his temper and made him positively itch to do battle with her.

And win. That much went without saying.
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“Oh, bloody hell,” Anthony swore, completely forgetting that he was in the company of the woman he planned to make his wife. “She’s got the mallet of death.”
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She wanted him. He knew enough of women to be positive of that. And by the time this night was through, she wouldn’t be able to live without him.

That he might not be able to live without her was something he refused to consider.
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“If I might offer you a piece of advice?” Colin said, munching on his walnut.

“You might not,” Anthony replied. He looked up. Colin was chewing with his mouth open. As this had been strictly forbidden while growing up in their household, Anthony could only deduce that Colin was displaying such poor manners only to make more noise. “Close your damned mouth,” he muttered.

Colin swallowed, smacked his lips, and took a sip of his tea to wash it all down. “Whatever you did, apologize for it. I know you, and I’m getting to know Kate, and knowing what I know—”

“What the hell is he talking about?” Anthony grumbled.

“I think,” Benedict said, leaning back in his chair, “that he’s telling you you’re an ass.”
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THE DUKE AND I

“I was prepared to kill you for dishonoring her,” Anthony said to Simon. “If you damage her soul, I guarantee you will never find peace as long as you live. Which,” he added, his eyes turning slightly harder, “would not be long.”



 


“I simply refuse to deal
with idiots . . . It has cut my
social obligations in half.”

ON THE WAY TO THE WEDDING





 

[image: Illustration]

THE VISCOUNT WHO LOVED ME

“You’re far more caring a person than you’d like people to believe,” Kate said.

Since he wasn’t going to be able to win the argument with







IT’S IN HIS KISS












TO SIR PHILLIP, WITH LOVE
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