
  
    [image: The Silent Wing of Rosings]
  


  
    
      The Silent Wing of Rosings

      A PRIDE AND PREJUDICE VARIATION

    

    
      
        IVY REDMOND

      

    

    
      BRIGHTSPINE PRESS

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 by Brightspine Press

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        1. Miss Elizabeth Bennet

      

      
        2. Elizabeth

      

      
        3. Mr. Fitzwilliam Darcy

      

      
        4. Elizabeth

      

      
        5. Elizabeth

      

      
        6. Darcy

      

      
        7. Elizabeth

      

      
        8. Darcy

      

      
        9. Elizabeth

      

      
        10. Elizabeth

      

      
        11. Darcy

      

      
        12. Elizabeth

      

      
        13. Elizabeth

      

    

    
      
        More from Brightspine Press

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            Miss Elizabeth Bennet

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I had not been many hours at Hunsford Parsonage before I understood that my dear friend Charlotte’s felicity—of which she had written with such composure—was of a kind that required both discipline and constant focus to sustain.

      The road from Longbourn had been tolerable, the weather mild enough to allow for reflection, and my anticipation, though moderated by experience, had not been without genuine pleasure. I had long wished to see Charlotte in her new circumstances; and if those circumstances were not precisely of the sort I should have chosen for myself, they were at least the consequence of her own judgment, and therefore deserving of respect.

      She met me with warmth—real warmth, for Charlotte has never been insincere—but there was, beneath it, a steadiness too carefully maintained to be entirely at ease. Her smile lingered a fraction longer than necessary; her manner, though affectionate, was attentive in a way that suggested not welcome alone, but management.

      “My dear Elizabeth,” she said, taking both my hands as I alighted, “how glad I am to see you at last! You must be quite fatigued. Pray, come in—everything is prepared for your comfort.”

      “I am very well,” I assured her, returning her embrace with genuine feeling. “And exceedingly glad to be here. You have not altered in the least.”

      She laughed softly at that, though her eyes flickered—only for a moment—toward the door behind her, as though anticipating interruption.

      It came without delay.

      “My most esteemed cousin!” cried Mr. Collins, advancing upon us with a velocity that might have suggested urgency, had it not been accompanied by such elaborate composure of expression. “Permit me—pray permit me—to offer my most heartfelt welcome to Hunsford Parsonage, a residence which, though humble in comparison to the august magnificence of Rosings Park, may yet be considered—through the distinguished patronage of her ladyship—a place not entirely unworthy of your notice.”

      He seized my hand before I could properly prepare for it, bowing over it with a solemnity that rendered resistance impossible and escape improbable.

      “I am much obliged to you, sir,” I said, attempting a curtsy while still partially detained.

      “Your arrival, my dear cousin,” he continued, releasing me at last only to clasp his own hands in evident satisfaction, “has afforded me a gratification of the most lively description. For although I had previously enjoyed the felicity of your society at Longbourn, I now anticipate—under this roof, and within the immediate sphere of Rosings—that our mutual understanding may be extended, refined, and rendered—if I may so express it—more complete.”

      Charlotte, who had by this time moved to relieve me of my gloves, gave me a look of such composed encouragement that all I could do was smile in return.

      “I am certain, Mr. Collins,” I said, “that my understanding will be greatly improved.”

      Mr Collins, raised his hand and flattened his hair vigorously “I am delighted—delighted beyond expression—to hear you say so,” he replied, with a gravity that suggested he had received a declaration of considerable importance.

      We were at length conducted into the parlor, where I was invited—indeed, pressed—to sit, and where tea was immediately produced. Mr. Collins placed himself opposite me with an air of expectation, as though my mere presence demanded continual acknowledgment.

      Charlotte, meanwhile, moved quietly about the room, arranging cups, adjusting the position of a chair, and once—so quickly that I might have imagined it—closing a door that had stood slightly ajar.

      I had scarcely taken my seat when Mr. Collins resumed. “Rosings Park,” He let out a breath with a slight smile. “Is situated at a distance of but a quarter mile from this parsonage, and may be seen—on a clear day—from the upper windows of the south-facing rooms. It is my intention, provided the weather continues favorable, to present you there at the earliest opportunity, that you may pay your respects to her ladyship, whose condescension—though not indiscriminate—is of the most elevated and instructive kind.”

      “I shall look forward to it,” I said, though I suspected that looking forward might not be the most accurate description of my feelings.

      “Lady Catherine,” he went on, inclining his head with solemn admiration, “possesses a degree of discernment which renders her observations not merely valuable, but indispensable. Her advice—when it is offered—may be considered as proceeding from a mind of the highest cultivation.”

      Charlotte met my eye over the teapot, her expression mild, yet not without a certain quiet amusement.

      “You will find Rosings very grand,” she said, pouring the tea with steady hands. “And Lady Catherine… very attentive.”

      “I am persuaded of it already,” I returned.

      Mr. Collins leaned forward slightly, as though eager to secure my full attention.

      “It is not every guest,” he said, lowering his voice in what he perhaps intended as confidence, “who is admitted into her ladyship’s presence with equal frequency. Yet I flatter myself that my own situation—combined with my constant vigilance in attending to her expectations—has placed me in a position of some… usefulness.”

      “Indeed?” I said, with what composure I could muster.

      “Most assuredly. There are matters of conduct—of propriety—of social harmony—which require, at times, the intervention of one who may speak with both humility and authority. It is my duty, as her ladyship’s clergyman, to observe, to advise, and, where necessary, to correct.”

      Charlotte set down the teapot with a faint, deliberate precision.

      “Mr. Collins is very attentive to his responsibilities,” she said, her tone even.

      “I endeavor to be so,” he replied, with a modest inclination of the head.

      I observed, even in that moment, that Charlotte’s words, though perfectly proper, carried with them an emphasis not entirely in keeping with simple praise. It was as though she wished me to understand—not merely that her husband performed his duties—but that those duties extended further than might be immediately apparent.

      Our conversation continued in much the same manner, Mr. Collins supplying an abundance of detail on subjects of varying importance, while Charlotte guided the exchange with a quiet skill that prevented it from becoming wholly oppressive.

      Yet beneath it all, there lingered a sense—subtle, but persistent—that something in this household operated according to rules not entirely visible to an outsider.

      Later, when I was shown to my chamber, I found it comfortable and well-appointed, with a window that afforded a view—at a distance—of Rosings Park itself. The great house rose above the trees with an air of permanence that might have inspired awe, had it not also suggested a degree of watchfulness.

      I stood for some moments at the window, considering the prospect before me.

      “This will do very well,” I said aloud, though whether I spoke in earnest or in encouragement of my own spirits, I was unable to discern.

      The afternoon passed in relative calm. I walked with Charlotte in the small garden behind the parsonage, where she spoke of her daily routine, her visits to Rosings, and the expectations—always the expectations—of Lady Catherine.

      “You will see her soon,” she said. “She takes an interest in everything.”

      “In everything?” I repeated.

      Charlotte smiled.

      “In everything that concerns her.”

      There was, again, that careful steadiness in her tone.

      “And you are content?” I asked, more directly than I had intended.

      She paused, her gaze settling briefly upon a row of early spring flowers before answering.

      “I am… comfortable,” she said at last. “Which, for me, is a very great deal.”

      I did not press her further. Charlotte had always known her own mind; if she chose her words with care, it was because she intended them to be understood precisely as she had given them.

      We returned indoors before the evening grew too cool, and dinner was announced soon after. Mr. Collins was, if possible, even more animated than before, his conversation enlivened by repeated references to Rosings, to Lady Catherine, and to the various distinctions which he believed himself to possess by association.

      At one point, he spoke—quite at length—of certain parts of Rosings which were not in regular use.

      “There is, for example,” he said, lowering his voice once more, “an eastern wing of the house which, owing to considerations of a most particular nature, has not been occupied for some time. It is not, I hasten to assure you, a matter of any real consequence—merely a circumstance which her ladyship has deemed it prudent not to alter.”

      Charlotte’s fork hit her plate unexpectedly which made me jump slightly. She simply smiled and looked to her husband.

      “Mr. Collins,” she said, gently, “Miss Bennet has only just arrived. There will be time enough for such descriptions later.”

      “True—true,” he agreed at once. “I would not wish to fatigue my cousin with unnecessary detail. Yet it is always proper to be informed.”

      “Of course,” I said lightly. “I am grateful for the information.”

      Still, I noticed that Charlotte did not resume her meal immediately, and that when she did, her composure—though unbroken—seemed more deliberately maintained than before.

      The evening concluded at last, and I retired with a sense not of dissatisfaction, but of heightened awareness.

      Hunsford Parsonage was, in every outward respect, a comfortable home.

      Charlotte was, by all appearances, content.

      Mr. Collins was exactly as he had always been.

      Nonetheless, there was something in the air, in the manner of the household, in the very way certain topics were approached and others avoided, that suggested a structure more intricate than it first appeared.

      As I extinguished my candle and prepared for sleep, I found myself thinking—not of Longbourn, nor even of Rosings—but of Charlotte’s expression when Mr. Collins had spoken of that unused wing.

      It was careful, yet measured.

      As though the matter, however trivial it might be declared, was not entirely without consequence.

      I resolved, as I settled beneath the covers, that I should observe more closely in the days to come.
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      The following day passed in a manner so outwardly tranquil that I might almost have believed my uneasiness of the previous evening to have been the consequence of imagination alone.

      The morning was mild, the air fresh with the promise of early spring, and Charlotte, with her usual composure, proposed a short walk about the grounds. Mr. Collins accompanied us for part of the way, discoursing at length on the advantages of his situation and the many marks of distinction he had received from Lady Catherine, before being summoned—most conveniently, as I suspected—on some matter of parish concern.

      Left to ourselves, Charlotte spoke with greater ease. We discussed her routine, the expectations placed upon her, and the frequency of her visits to Rosings. I thought by now she would have found the relaxed rhythm our close friendship always afforded us, yet she still remained perceptively careful and restrained. 

      “I have found,” she said, as we turned along a narrow path bordered by low hedging, “that a regularity of occupation is the surest means of preserving contentment.”

      “And do you never wish for interruption?” I asked, smiling slightly.

      She returned the smile, though there was a steadiness in it that suggested consideration rather than amusement.

      “Interruption,” she replied, “is not always as welcome in practice as it appears in prospect.”

      By the time we returned to the house, the light had altered. The sky, which had been pale and open, had drawn in upon itself, the clouds gathering with
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