Source Texts from Jane Austen’s Sense and Sensibility
for our Sense and Sensibility Mad Libs

Mad Lib 1:

"Is there a felicity in the world," said Marianne, "superior to this?—Margaret, we
will walk here at least two hours."

Margaret agreed, and they pursued their way against the wind, resisting it with
laughing delight for about twenty minutes longer, when suddenly the clouds united
over their heads, and a driving rain set full in their face.— Chagrined and surprised,
they were obliged, though unwillingly, to turn back, for no shelter was nearer than
their own house. One consolation however remained for them, to which the
exigence of the moment gave more than usual propriety; it was that of running with
all possible speed down the steep side of the hill which led immediately to their
garden gate.

They set off. Marianne had at first the advantage, but a false step brought her
suddenly to the ground; and Margaret, unable to stop herself to assist her, was
involuntarily hurried along, and reached the bottom in safety.

A gentleman carrying a gun, with two pointers playing round him, was passing up
the hill and within a few yards of Marianne, when her accident happened. He put
down his gun and ran to her assistance. She had raised herself from the ground, but
her foot had been twisted in her fall, and she was scarcely able to stand. The
gentleman offered his services; and perceiving that her modesty declined what her
situation rendered necessary, took her up in his arms without farther delay, and
carried her down the hill. Then passing through the garden, the gate of which had
been left open by Margaret, he bore her directly into the house, whither Margaret
was just arrived, and quitted not his hold till he had seated her in a chair in the
parlour.



Mad Lib 2:

At last he turned round again, and regarded them both; she started up, and
pronouncing his name in a tone of affection, held out her hand to him. He
approached, and addressing himself rather to Elinor than Marianne, as if wishing to
avoid her eye, and determined not to observe her attitude, inquired in a hurried
manner after Mrs. Dashwood, and asked how long they had been in town. Elinor
was robbed of all presence of mind by such an address, and was unable to say a
word. But the feelings of her sister were instantly expressed. Her face was
crimsoned over, and she exclaimed, in a voice of the greatest emotion, "Good God!
Willoughby, what is the meaning of this? Have you not received my letters? Will
you not shake hands with me?"

He could not then avoid it, but her touch seemed painful to him, and he held her
hand only for a moment. During all this time he was evidently struggling for
composure. Elinor watched his countenance and saw its expression becoming more
tranquil. After a moment's pause, he spoke with calmness.

"I did myself the honour of calling in Berkeley Street last Tuesday, and very much
regretted that I was not fortunate enough to find yourselves and Mrs. Jennings at
home. My card was not lost, I hope."

"But have you not received my notes?" cried Marianne in the wildest anxiety. "Here
is some mistake I am sure—some dreadful mistake. What can be the meaning of it?
Tell me, Willoughby; for heaven's sake tell me, what is the matter?"

He made no reply; his complexion changed and all his embarrassment returned; but
as if, on catching the eye of the young lady with whom he had been previously
talking, he felt the necessity of instant exertion, he recovered himself again, and
after saying, "Yes, I had the pleasure of receiving the information of your arrival in
town, which you were so good as to send me," turned hastily away with a slight
bow and joined his friend.

Marianne, now looking dreadfully white, and unable to stand, sunk into her chair,
and Elinor, expecting every moment to see her faint, tried to screen her from the
observation of others, while reviving her with lavender water.

"Go to him, Elinor," she cried, as soon as she could speak, "and force him to come
to me. Tell him I must see him again—must speak to him instantly.— I cannot
rest—I shall not have a moment's peace till this is explained—some dreadful



misapprehension or other.— Oh go to him this moment."

"How can that be done? No, my dearest Marianne, you must wait. This is not the
place for explanations. Wait only till tomorrow."

Mad Lib 3:

His countenance, as he entered the room, was not too happy, even for Elinor. His
complexion was white with agitation, and he looked as if fearful of his reception,
and conscious that he merited no kind one. Mrs. Dashwood, however, conforming,
as she trusted, to the wishes of that daughter, by whom she then meant in the
warmth of her heart to be guided in every thing, met with a look of forced
complacency, gave him her hand, and wished him joy.

He coloured, and stammered out an unintelligible reply. Elinor's lips had moved
with her mother's, and, when the moment of action was over, she wished that she
had shaken hands with him too. But it was then too late, and with a countenance
meaning to be open, she sat down again and talked of the weather.

Marianne had retreated as much as possible out of sight, to conceal her distress; and
Margaret, understanding some part, but not the whole of the case, thought it
incumbent on her to be dignified, and therefore took a seat as far from him as she
could, and maintained a strict silence.

When Elinor had ceased to rejoice in the dryness of the season, a very awful pause
took place. It was put an end to by Mrs. Dashwood, who felt obliged to hope that he
had left Mrs. Ferrars very well. In a hurried manner, he replied in the affirmative.

Another pause.

Elinor resolving to exert herself, though fearing the sound of her own voice, now
said,

"Is Mrs. Ferrars at Longstaple?"
"At Longstaple!" he replied, with an air of surprise.— "No, my mother is in town."

"I meant," said Elinor, taking up some work from the table, "to inquire for Mrs.



EDWARD Ferrars."

She dared not look up;—but her mother and Marianne both turned their eyes on
him. He coloured, seemed perplexed, looked doubtingly, and, after some hesitation,
said,—

"Perhaps you mean—my brother—you mean Mrs.—Mrs. ROBERT Ferrars."

"Mrs. Robert Ferrars!"—was repeated by Marianne and her mother in an accent of
the utmost amazement;—and though Elinor could not speak, even HER eyes were
fixed on him with the same impatient wonder. He rose from his seat, and walked to
the window, apparently from not knowing what to do; took up a pair of scissors that
lay there, and while spoiling both them and their sheath by cutting the latter to
pieces as he spoke, said, in a hurried voice,

"Perhaps you do not know—you may not have heard that my brother is lately
married to—to the youngest—to Miss Lucy Steele."

His words were echoed with unspeakable astonishment by all but Elinor, who sat
with her head leaning over her work, in a state of such agitation as made her hardly
know where she was.

"Yes," said he, "they were married last week, and are now at Dawlish."

Elinor could sit it no longer. She almost ran out of the room, and as soon as the door
was closed, burst into tears of joy, which at first she thought would never cease.
Edward, who had till then looked any where, rather than at her, saw her hurry away,
and perhaps saw—or even heard, her emotion; for immediately afterwards he fell
into a reverie, which no remarks, no inquiries, no affectionate address of Mrs.
Dashwood could penetrate, and at last, without saying a word, quitted the room, and
walked out towards the village—Ieaving the others in the greatest astonishment and
perplexity on a change in his situation, so wonderful and so sudden;—a perplexity
which they had no means of lessening but by their own conjectures.



