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HIymiickaa nucarenpbHnua [llapnorra bponte popmmack

22 uoHA 1816 rofja B CeMbe CENbCKOTO CBALIEHHNKA B

opkumipe. Ee MaTh ymepria, ocTaBUB CBOeMy OeHOMY

MY’Ky CeMblo M3 IATU modepeit u cpiHa. llapnorTe B Ty mopy

6bITO BCETO IATD JIeT. IBe ee crapiine cecTphl B 1824 ropy mo-

crynum B mkony B Kosen-bpumxe, Ho rof ciiycTs BepHYIUCh

60/IbHBIMI ¥ YyMep/u OfHa 3a apyroii. JeparunerHss lapmor-

Ta BBIHY)K/I€Ha Obl/Ia B3STD Ha ce0s1 0053aHHOCTY XO3SIMKM loMa

1 3a60Ty 0 MTaJIIINX CeCTpax 1 OpaTe 1 IpoRoKaaa 06pasoBa-
HIe IOMa, OTHABAsACh CBOEJ CKIIOHHOCTU K IJCATe/IbCTBY.

Becnoit 1846 ropa IllapnoTTa u ee Miafmme cecTpbl OMU-
JMA U OHH PelINMINCh BBICTYINUTD C IEePBBIMU IIOfaMM CBOE
JINTEPATYPHOIL JleATeNbHOCTH. Bpllien B cBeT HeOO/bIION TO-
MK UX CTVXOB IO MY>KcKumu rcesgonnmamu Koppep (Ilap-
norra), dmumc (Amunusa) u Akton (JuH) bens. K coxanennio,
KHUTA OCTa/Iach He3aMeYeHHOI MyOIMKOIL.

B 1849 ropy mosBunca pomaH «[I>xeH Jitp», 3aBoeBaBIINIT
OTPOMHBIN yCIleX U IepeBelleHHbIII Ha MHOTVeE eBpOIeiicKue
A3pIky. He MHOrO HaliieTcsl KHUT C HEM3BECTHBIM VIMEHEM aB-
TOpa Ha 00/I0KKe, KOTOpbIe ObIIM OBl BCTPEYEHBI C TAKNM Oec-
criopHbIM ofiobpenneM. K aBTopy BOSHMK BCeoOLyit MHTepec,
HO CKpOMHas I1caTeNbHNIIA He OTKPBIBAJIa CBOET0 HACTOAIIET0
VIMEHIL.

Ha ¢one Tparudecknx 06CTOATENbCTB XI3HY MICATENbHN-
bl (B ceHTAOpe 1848 ropa ymep ee Myapmmii 6par, B gekabpe
TOTO e Tofia — DMUINA, B Mae CIefyIollero — JHH) BBIIIET B
cset Bropoit poman Illapnorter Bponte «Illepmi» (1849), BbI-
3BaBIINIT K cebe OTPOMHBIIT MHTepeC MaCTePCKI HAPUCOBAHHOI
KapTUHON XU3HM pabounx B mposuHuumu. Ilepen IlapnorToit
OTKPBbUIUCDH [JBEPU TYULINX TUTEPATYPHBIX KPY>KKOB JIoHIOHa,
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HO IIPpUBBIKIIAA K ye,III/IHeHI/IIO nmcaTenbHUIA TATOTUIACh o61ue-
CTBEHHBIM BHMMAaHIEM, U ITOYTU BCce BpeMs bpoHTe mpoBoamta
B cBOeM cTapoM fome. B 1853 ropy BollIen B CBET ee IOC/IeHIUIA
poman «Jopopmox».

B cnenyromem rogy IllapmorTa BBINIIA 3aMyX 3a ApTypa
Hukonca betinns, cBAIeHHNKA B TPUXOJie CBOETO OTIIA, HO yKe
31 mapra 1855 roa 0Ha CKOHYaNach, CUIbHO IPOCTYAUBIINACH
BO BpPeMsI OJJHOII 13 IIPOTY/IOK 110 CBOVM JIF0OMMBIM BepeCKOBbIM
nyram. ITpocTyma BbI3Bama 060CTpeHNe TyOepKyesa, OT KOTO-
pOro yMepmu BCe ee CeCTPhI U MaTh.

[TapnorTa bponTe cumrTaercsa ofHOI U3 TaTaHTINBENIINX
IpefiCTaBUTe/IbHNL] IIKO/IbI TeKKepes, ee M00MMOro IucaTers.
O6nana}1 HEPBHDBIM U BIIEYATIUTEIbHBIM TEMIIEPAMEHTOM, OHA
B/Iafie/ia TeM, 4TO [éTe Ha3bIBal CEKPETOM TeHUSA — CIOCO0-
HOCTbBIO HpOHI/IKHyTbCH I/IHHI/IBI/II[yaI'II)HOCTI)IO n Cy6’beKTI/IB-
HBIM HAaCTpOEHMeM IIOCTOpoHHero numa. OHa ¢ MopasuTeNb-
HOII SIPKOCTBI0 M300paskana Bce, YTO €l MPUXOANIOCH BUETD
U 4yBCTBOBaTb. ECy mHOIza upe3mepHas sApKOCTb 00pasoB
HEepPeXOJNUT B HEKOTOPYI I'PyOOCTb KPAcOK, a M3MUIIHUI Me-
JIOApaMaT3M B MOMOXEHMAX M CEHTMMEHTAIbHbI (DUHAT
0C/IabJIAIOT XY0)KEeCTBEHHOE BIIEYAT/ICHIE, TO PeaansM, C KO-
TOPBIM U3006paXkeHbI COOBITHSA, pa3BOPAYMBAIOLINECS B €€ PO-
MaHax, JieflaeT He3aMeTHBIMU 9TU HeTOCTaTKIL.



ChapterI

here was no possibility of taking a walk that day.

We had been wandering, indeed, in the leafless

shrubbery an hour in the morning; but since
dinner (Mrs. Reed, when there was no company, dined
early) the cold winter wind had brought with it clouds
so sombre, and a rain so penetrating, that further out-
door exercise was now out of the question.

Eliza, John, and Georgiana were now clustered
round their mama in the drawing-room: she lay re-
clined on a sofa by the fireside, and with her darlings
about her (for the time neither quarrelling nor crying)
looked perfectly happy. Me, she had dispensed from
joining the group; saying, “She regretted to be under
the necessity of keeping me at a distance; but that until
she heard from Bessie, and could discover by her own
observation, that I was endeavouring in good earnest!
to acquire a more sociable and childlike disposition,
a more attractive and sprightly manner — something
lighter, franker, more natural, as it were — she really
must exclude me from privileges intended only for con-
tented, happy, little children”

“What does Bessie say I have done?” I asked.

! in good earnest — (pase.) COBEPIICHHO CEPbe3HO
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“Jane, I don't like cavillers or questioners; besides,
there is something truly forbidding in a child taking up
her elders in that manner. Be seated somewhere; and
until you can speak pleasantly, remain silent.”

A breakfast-room adjoined the drawing-room, I
slipped in there. It contained a bookcase: I soon pos-
sessed myself of a volume, taking care that it should be
one stored with pictures. I mounted into the window-
seat: gathering up my feet, I sat cross-legged, like a Turk;
and, having drawn the red moreen curtain nearly close,
I was shrined in double retirement.

At intervals, while turning over the leaves of my
book, I studied the aspect of that winter afternoon.
Afar, it offered a pale blank of mist and cloud; near a
scene of wet lawn and storm-beat shrub, with ceaseless
rain sweeping away wildly before a long and lamentable
blast.

I returned to my book — Bewick’s History of British
Birds: the letterpress thereof I cared little for, generally
speaking; and yet there were certain introductory pages
that, child as I was, I could not pass quite as a blank.
They were those which treat of the haunts of sea-fowl;
of “the solitary rocks and promontories” by them only
inhabited; of the coast of Norway, studded with isles
from its southern extremity, the Lindeness, or Naze, to
the North Cape.

Nor could I pass unnoticed the suggestion of the
bleak shores of Lapland, Siberia, Spitzbergen, Nova
Zembla, Iceland, Greenland, with “the vast sweep of
the Arctic Zone, and those forlorn regions of dreary
space, — that reservoir of frost and snow, where firm
fields of ice, the accumulation of centuries of winters,
glazed in Alpine heights above heights, surround the



pole, and concentre the multiplied rigours of extreme
cold” Of these death-white realms I formed an idea of my
own: shadowy, like all the half-comprehended notions
that float dim through children’s brains, but strangely
impressive. The words in these introductory pages con-
nected themselves with the succeeding vignettes, and
gave significance to the rock standing up alone in a sea of
billow and spray; to the broken boat stranded on a deso-
late coast; to the cold and ghastly moon glancing through
bars of cloud at a wreck just sinking.

With Bewick on my knee, I was then happy: happy
at least in my way. I feared nothing but interruption,
and that came too soon. The breakfast-room door
opened.

“Boh! Madam Mope'!” cried the voice of John Reed;
then he paused: he found the room apparently empty.

“Where the dickens is she!” he continued. “Lizzy!
Georgy! (calling to his sisters) Jane is not here: tell
mama she is run out into the rain — bad animal!”

“It is well T drew the curtain,” thought I; and I wished
fervently he might not discover my hiding-place: nor
would John Reed have found it out himself; he was not
quick either of vision or conception; but Eliza just put
her head in at the door, and said at once: “She is in the
window-seat, to be sure, Jack”

And I came out immediately, for I trembled at the
idea of being dragged forth by the said Jack.

“What do you want?” I asked, with awkward diffi-
dence.

“Say, ‘What do you want, Master Reed?” was the an-
swer. “I want you to come here;” and seating himself in

! Madam Mope — (yHuuuxcum.) Mmapam ITnakca

CHAPTER
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an arm-chair, he intimated by a gesture that I was to ap-
proach and stand before him.

John Reed was a schoolboy of fourteen years old;
four years older than I, for I was but ten: large and stout
for his age, with a dingy and unwholesome skin; thick
lineaments in a spacious visage, heavy limbs and large
extremities. He gorged himself habitually at table, which
made him bilious, and gave him a dim and bleared eye
and flabby cheeks. He ought now to have been at school;
but his mama had taken him home for a month or two,
“on account of his delicate health” Mr. Miles, the mas-
ter, affirmed that he would do very well if he had fewer
cakes and sweetmeats sent him from home; but the
mother’s heart turned from an opinion so harsh, and
inclined rather to the more refined idea that John’s sal-
lowness was owing to over-application and, perhaps, to
pining after home.

Habitually obedient to John, I came up to his chair:
he spent some three minutes in thrusting out his tongue
at me as far as he could without damaging the roots:
I knew he would soon strike, and while dreading the
blow, I mused on the disgusting and ugly appearance
of him who would presently deal it. I wonder if he read
that notion in my face; for, all at once, without speak-
ing, he struck suddenly and strongly. I tottered, and on
regaining my equilibrium retired back a step or two
from his chair.

“That is for your impudence in answering mama
awhile since,” said he, “and for your sneaking way of
getting behind curtains, and for the look you had in
your eyes two minutes since, you rat! Now, I'll teach
you to rummage my bookshelves: for they are mine; all
the house belongs to me, or will do in a few years. Go



and stand by the door, out of the way of the mirror and
the windows.”

1 did so, not at first aware what was his intention; but
when I saw him lift and poise the book and stand in act
to hurl it, I instinctively started aside with a cry of alarm:
not soon enough, however; the volume was flung, it hit
me, and I fell, striking my head against the door and cut-
ting it. The cut bled, the pain was sharp: my terror had
passed its climax; other feelings succeeded.

“Wicked and cruel boy!” I said. “You are like a mur-
derer — you are like a slave-driver — you are like the
Roman emperors!”

“What! what!” he cried. “Did she say that to me?
Did you hear her, Eliza and Georgiana? Won't I tell
mama? but first —”

He ran headlong at me: I felt him grasp my hair and
my shoulder: he had closed with a desperate thing. I
really saw in him a tyrant, a murderer. I felt a drop or
two of blood from my head trickle down my neck, and
was sensible of somewhat pungent suffering: these sen-
sations for the time predominated over fear, and I re-
ceived him in frantic sort. I don't very well know what I
did with my hands, but he called me “Rat! Rat!” and bel-
lowed out aloud. Aid was near him: Eliza and Georgiana
had run for Mrs. Reed, who was gone upstairs: she now
came upon the scene, followed by Bessie and her maid
Abbot. We were parted: I heard the words: “Dear! dear!
What a fury to fly at Master John!”

“Did ever anybody see such a picture of passion!”

Then Mrs. Reed subjoined: “Take her away to the
red-room, and lock her in there” Four hands were im-
mediately laid upon me, and I was borne upstairs.

CHAPTER
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Chapter II

“What shocking conduct, Miss Eyre, to strike
a young gentleman, your benefactress’s son!
Your young master.”

They had got me by this time into the apartment in-
dicated by Mrs. Reed, and had thrust me upon a stool:
my impulse was to rise from it like a spring; their two
pair of hands arrested me instantly.

“If you don't sit still, you must be tied down,” said
Bessie. “Miss Abbot, lend me your garters; she would
break mine directly”

Miss Abbot turned to divest a stout leg of the nec-
essary ligature. This preparation for bonds, and the ad-
ditional ignominy it inferred, took a little of the excite-
ment out of me.

“Don’t take them oft,” I cried; “I will not stir”

In guarantee whereof, I attached myself to my seat
by my hands.

Bessie answered not; but ere long, addressing me, she
said, “You ought to be aware, Miss, that you are under
obligations to Mrs. Reed: she keeps you: if she were to
turn you off, you would have to go to the poorhouse”

« For shame!' for shame!” cried the lady’s-maid.

! For shame! — (pase.) Kak He cTbIHO!



This reproach of my dependence had become a
vague sing-song in my ear: very painful and crushing,
but only half intelligible. Miss Abbot joined in: “And
you ought not to think yourself on an equality with the
Misses Reed and Master Reed, because Missis kindly
allows you to be brought up with them. They will have
a great deal of money, and you will have none: it is your
place to be humble, and to try to make yourself agree-
able to them.”

“What we tell you is for your good,” added Bessie, in
no harsh voice, “you should try to be useful and pleas-
ant, then, perhaps, you would have a home here; but if
you become passionate and rude, Missis will send you
away, I am sure”

They went, shutting the door, and locking it behind
them.

The red-room was a square chamber, very seldom
slept in, I might say never, indeed, unless when a
chance influx of visitors at Gateshead Hall rendered
it necessary to turn to account all the accommoda-
tion it contained: yet it was one of the largest and
stateliest chambers in the mansion. A bed supported
on massive pillars of mahogany, hung with curtains
of deep red damask, stood out like a tabernacle in
the centre; the two large windows, with their blinds
always drawn down, were half shrouded in festoons
and falls of similar drapery; the carpet was red; the
table at the foot of the bed was covered with a crim-
son cloth; the walls were a soft fawn colour with a
blush of pink in it; the wardrobe, the toilet-table,
the chairs were of darkly polished old mahogany.
This room was chill, because it seldom had a fire;

CHAPTER II
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it was silent, because remote from the nursery and
kitchen; solemn, because it was known to be so sel-
dom entered. The house-maid alone came here on
Saturdays, to wipe from the mirrors and the furni-
ture a week’s quiet dust: and Mrs. Reed herself, at far
intervals, visited it to review the contents of a certain
secret drawer in the wardrobe, where were stored
divers parchments, her jewel-casket, and a miniature
of her deceased husband; and in those last words lies
the secret of the red-room — the spell which kept it
so lonely in spite of its grandeur.

Mr. Reed had been dead nine years: it was in this
chamber he breathed his last; here he lay in state; hence
his coffin was borne by the undertaker’s men; and, since
that day, a sense of dreary consecration had guarded it
from frequent intrusion.

My seat, to which Bessie and the bitter Miss Abbot
had left me riveted, was a low ottoman near the
marble chimney-piece; the bed rose before me; to my
right hand there was the high, dark wardrobe, with sub-
dued, broken reflections varying the gloss of its panels;
to my left were the muffled windows; a great looking-
glass between them repeated the vacant majesty of the
bed and room. Superstition was with me at that mo-
ment; but it was not yet her hour for complete victory:
my blood was still warm; the mood of the revolted slave
was still bracing me with its bitter vigour; I had to stem
arapid rush of retrospective thought before I quailed to
the dismal present.

My head still ached and bled with the blow and fall
I had received: no one had reproved John for wanton-
ly striking me; and because I had turned against him to



avert farther irrational violence, I was loaded with gen-
eral opprobrium.

What a consternation of soul was mine that dreary
afternoon! How all my brain was in tumult, and all my
heart in insurrection! Yet in what darkness, what dense
ignorance, was the mental battle fought! I could not an-
swer the ceaseless inward question — why I thus suf-
fered; now, at the distance of — I will not say how many
years, I see it clearly.

I was a discord' in Gateshead Hall: T was like no-
body there; I had nothing in harmony with Mrs. Reed
or her children, or her chosen vassalage. If they did not
love me, in fact, as little did I love them. They were not
bound to regard with affection a thing that could not
sympathise with one amongst them; a heterogeneous
thing, opposed to them in temperament, in capacity, in
propensities; a useless thing, incapable of serving their
interest, or adding to their pleasure; a noxious thing,
cherishing the germs of indignation at their treat-
ment, of contempt of their judgment. I know that had
I been a sanguine, brilliant, careless, exacting, hand-
some, romping child — though equally dependent and
friendless — Mrs. Reed would have endured my pres-
ence more complacently; her children would have en-
tertained for me more of the cordiality of fellow-feeling;
the servants would have been less prone to make me the
scapegoat of the nursery.

Daylight began to forsake the red-room; it was past
four oclock, and the beclouded afternoon was tending to
drear twilight. I heard the rain still beating continuously

! I'was a discord — (30.) 51 6bU1a Ty>x0it

CHAPTER II
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on the staircase window, and the wind howling in the
grove behind the hall; I grew by degrees cold as a stone,
and then my courage sank. My habitual mood of hu-
miliation, self-doubt, forlorn depression, fell damp on
the embers of my decaying ire. All said I was wicked,
and perhaps I might be so; what thought had I been
but just conceiving of starving myself to death? That
certainly was a crime: and was I fit to die? Or was the
vault under the chancel of Gateshead Church an invit-
ing bourne? In such vault I had been told did Mr. Reed
lie buried; and led by this thought to recall his idea, I
dwelt on it with gathering dread.

Shaking my hair from my eyes, I lifted my head and
tried to look boldly round the dark room; at this mo-
ment a light gleamed on the wall. Was it, I asked my-
self, a ray from the moon penetrating some aperture
in the blind? No; moonlight was still, and this stirred;
while I gazed, it glided up to the ceiling and quivered
over my head. I can now conjecture readily that this
streak of light was, in all likelihood, a gleam from a lan-
tern carried by some one across the lawn: but then, pre-
pared as my mind was for horror, shaken as my nerves
were by agitation, I thought the swift darting beam was
a herald of some coming vision from another world.
My heart beat thick, my head grew hot; a sound filled
my ears, which I deemed the rushing of wings; some-
thing seemed near me; I was oppressed, suffocated: en-
durance broke down; I rushed to the door and shook
the lock in desperate effort. Steps came running along
the outer passage; the key turned, Bessie and Abbot en-
tered.

“Miss Eyre, are you ill?” said Bessie.



“What a dreadful noise! it went quite through me!”
exclaimed Abbot.

“Take me out! Let me go into the nursery!” was my
cry.

“What for? Are you hurt? Have you seen some-
thing?” again demanded Bessie.

“Oh! T saw a light, and I thought a ghost would
come.” I had now got hold of Bessie’s hand, and she did
not snatch it from me.

“She has screamed out on purpose,” declared Abbot,
in some disgust. “And what a scream! If she had been
in great pain one would have excused it, but she only
wanted to bring us all here: I know her naughty tricks”

“What is all this?” demanded another voice pe-
remptorily; and Mrs. Reed came along the corridor, her
cap flying wide, her gown rustling stormily. “Abbot and
Bessie, I believe I gave orders that Jane Eyre should be
left in the red-room till I came to her myself”

“Miss Jane screamed so loud, maam,” pleaded
Bessie.

“Let her go,” was the only answer. “Loose Bessie’s
hand, child: you cannot succeed in getting out by these
means, be assured. I abhor artifice, particularly in chil-
dren; it is my duty to show you that tricks will not an-
swer': you will now stay here an hour longer, and it is
only on condition of perfect submission and stillness
that I shall liberate you then.”

“O aunt! have pity! Forgive me! I cannot endure it —
let me be punished some other way! I shall be killed
if—>

! tricks will not answer — (pase.) Baiu BBIXO[KY HMKOTO
He 0OMaHyT

CHAPTER II

15
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“Silence! This violence is all most repulsive:” and so,
no doubt, she felt it. I was a precocious actress in her
eyes; she sincerely looked on me as a compound of vir-
ulent passions, mean spirit, and dangerous duplicity.

Bessie and Abbot having retreated, Mrs. Reed, impa-
tient of my now frantic anguish and wild sobs, abruptly
thrust me back and locked me in, without farther par-
ley. I heard her sweeping away; and soon after she was
gone, I suppose I had a species of fit: unconsciousness
closed the scene.
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