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You	go	to-morrow,	then?""Yes,	sir;	early.""Shall	you	come	down	to	the	drawing-room	after	dinner?""No,	sir,	I	must	prepare	for	the	journey.""Then	you	and	I	must	bid	good-bye	for	a	little	while?""I	suppose	so,	sir.""And	how	do	people	perform	that	ceremony	of	parting,	Jane?	I	would	notexchange	this	one	little	English	girl	for	the	Grand	Turk's
wholeseraglio,	gazelle-eyes,	houri	forms,	and	all!"The	Eastern	allusion	bit	me	again.	The	west,	too,	was	warm:	no	waterygleam	chilled	it--it	seemed	as	if	there	was	a	fire	lit,	an	altarburning	behind	its	screen	of	marbled	vapour,	and	out	of	aperturesshone	a	golden	redness.I	felt	glad	as	the	road	shortened	before	me:	so	glad	that	I	stoppedonce	to	ask
myself	what	that	joy	meant:	and	to	remind	reason	thatit	was	not	to	my	home	I	was	going,	or	to	a	permanent	resting-place,or	to	a	place	where	fond	friends	looked	out	for	me	and	waited	myarrival.	A	dreadful	calamity!	such	an	immense	quantityof	valuable	property	destroyed:	hardly	any	of	the	furniture	couldbe	saved.	I	was	almost	as	hard	beset	by	him
now	as	Ihad	been	once	before,	in	a	different	way,	by	another.	Though	Mr.	Rivers	had	started	at	the	first	of	thosemusical	accents,	as	if	a	thunderbolt	had	split	a	cloud	over	hishead,	he	stood	yet,	at	the	close	of	the	sentence,	in	the	sameattitude	in	which	the	speaker	had	surprised	him--his	arm	resting	onthe	gate,	his	face	directed	towards	the	west.	I	had
risen	half-an-hour	before	herentrance,	and	had	washed	my	face,	and	put	on	my	clothes	by	the	lightof	a	half-moon	just	setting,	whose	rays	streamed	through	the	narrowwindow	near	my	crib.	I	left	Gateshead	yesterday:	and	if	you	canget	ready,	Miss,	I	should	like	to	take	you	back	with	me	early	to-morrow	morning.""Yes,	Robert,	I	shall	be	ready:	it	seems
to	me	that	I	ought	to	go.""I	think	so	too,	Miss.	God	give	you	strength	to	choose	thatbetter	part	which	shall	not	be	taken	from	you!"He	laid	his	hand	on	my	head	as	he	uttered	the	last	words.	You	no	doubt	were,at	that	hour,	in	unconscious	sleep,	Jane:	perhaps	your	soulwandered	from	its	cell	to	comfort	mine;	for	those	were	your	accents--as	certain	as	I
live--they	were	yours!"Reader,	it	was	on	Monday	night--near	midnight--that	I	too	hadreceived	the	mysterious	summons:	those	were	the	very	words	by	whichI	replied	to	it.	This	reproach	of	my	dependence	had	become	a	vague	sing-songin	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	MissesReed	and	Master	Reed,	because	Missis	kindly	allows	you	to	be	broughtup	with	them.	"HE	is	not	stern	and	distant	tohis	friends;	and	if	he	could	speak,	he	would	not	be	silent."As	she	patted	the	dog's	head,	bending	with	native	grace	before	hisyoung	and	austere	master,	I	saw	a	glow	rise	to	that	master's	face.I	saw
his	solemn	eye	melt	with	sudden	fire,	and	flicker	withresistless	emotion.	Her	whole	faceseemed	to	me	fill	of	charm.	In	truth	it	washumble--but	then	it	was	sheltered,	and	I	wanted	a	safe	asylum:	itwas	plodding--but	then,	compared	with	that	of	a	governess	in	a	richhouse,	it	was	independent;	and	the	fear	of	servitude	with	strangersentered	my	soul	like
iron:	it	was	not	ignoble--not	unworthy--notmentally	degrading,	I	made	my	decision."I	thank	you	for	the	proposal,	Mr.	Rivers,	and	I	accept	it	with	allmy	heart.""But	you	comprehend	me?"	he	said.	His	head	wasnot	strong:	the	knaves	he	lived	amongst	fooled	him	beyond	anythingI	ever	heard.	You	told	Mr.	Brocklehurst	I	had	a	bad	character,	adeceitful
disposition;	and	I'll	let	everybody	at	Lowood	know	whatyou	are,	and	what	you	have	done.""Jane,	you	don't	understand	these	things:	children	must	becorrected	for	their	faults.""Deceit	is	not	my	fault!"	I	cried	out	in	a	savage,	high	voice."But	you	are	passionate,	Jane,	that	you	must	allow:	and	now	returnto	the	nursery--there's	a	dear--and	lie	down	a
little.""I	am	not	your	dear;	I	cannot	lie	down:	send	me	to	school	soon,Mrs.	The	clergyman	stayed	to	exchange	a	few	sentences,	either	ofadmonition	or	reproof,	with	his	haughty	parishioner;	this	duty	done,he	too	departed.I	heard	him	go	as	I	stood	at	the	half-open	door	of	my	own	room,	towhich	I	had	now	withdrawn.	I	was	standingbefore	him;	he	fixed
his	eyes	on	me	very	steadily:	his	eyes	weresmall	and	grey;	not	very	bright,	but	I	dare	say	I	should	think	themshrewd	now:	he	had	a	hard-featured	yet	good-natured	looking	face.Having	considered	me	at	leisure,	he	said	-"What	made	you	ill	yesterday?""She	had	a	fall,"	said	Bessie,	again	putting	in	her	word."Fall!	why,	that	is	like	a	baby	again!	Can't	she
manage	to	walk	ather	age?	Andhe	had	spoken	of	Thornfield	as	my	home--would	that	it	were	my	home!He	did	not	leave	the	stile,	and	I	hardly	liked	to	ask	to	go	by.	She	then	proceeded	tofill	a	glass	with	water,	and	place	it	on	a	tray,	together	withcandles."Is	that	what	he	rang	for?"	I	asked."Yes:	he	always	has	candles	brought	in	at	dark,	though	he
isblind.""Give	the	tray	to	me;	I	will	carry	it	in."I	took	it	from	her	hand:	she	pointed	me	out	the	parlour	door.	And	first	I	must	beg	you	to	setHannah	at	liberty,	and	get	somebody	else	to	wait	on	you.""Do	you	want	her?""Yes,	to	go	with	me	to	Moor	House.	Do	you	think	Miss	Ingramwill	not	suffer	from	your	dishonest	coquetry?	I	summoned	strengthto	ask
what	had	caused	this	calamity."It	was	all	his	own	courage,	and	a	body	may	say,	his	kindness,	in	away,	ma'am:	he	wouldn't	leave	the	house	till	every	one	else	was	outbefore	him.	Being	unable	to	sleep	inbed,	I	got	up	and	opened	the	window.	Had	I	nothing	about	me	I	could	offer	in	exchange	for	one	ofthese	rolls?	As	I	said,	I	shall	return	from	Cambridge
in	afortnight:	that	space,	then,	is	yet	left	you	for	reflection.	I	preferred	utter	loneliness	to	the	constant	attendance	ofservants;	but	Jane's	soft	ministry	will	be	a	perpetual	joy.	I	have	watched	you	this	half	hour	from	thewindow;	you	must	forgive	my	being	such	a	spy,	but	for	a	long	time	Ihave	fancied	I	hardly	know	what.	I	could	not	soon	recover	myself.
Ihalf	lost	the	sense	of	power	over	him.	I	shuddered	as	I	stood	andlooked	round	me:	it	was	an	inclement	day	for	outdoor	exercise;	notpositively	rainy,	but	darkened	by	a	drizzling	yellow	fog;	all	underfoot	was	still	soaking	wet	with	the	floods	of	yesterday.	You	are	my	sympathy--my	better	self--mygood	angel.	Starved	and	tired	enough	he	was:but	he	looked
happier	than	when	he	set	out.	As	I	shall	not	have	occasion	to	refer	either	toher	or	her	sister	again,	I	may	as	well	mention	here,	that	Georgianamade	an	advantageous	match	with	a	wealthy	worn-out	man	of	fashion,and	that	Eliza	actually	took	the	veil,	and	is	at	this	day	superiorof	the	convent	where	she	passed	the	period	of	her	novitiate,	andwhich	she
endowed	with	her	fortune.How	people	feel	when	they	are	returning	home	from	an	absence,	longor	short,	I	did	not	know:	I	had	never	experienced	the	sensation.	In	the	course	of	the	afternoon	and	eveningthese	hints	were	enlarged	on:	various	soft	conversations	werereported,	and	sentimental	scenes	represented;	and,	in	short,	avolume	of	a	novel	of
fashionable	life	was	that	day	improvised	by	herfor	my	benefit.	Himself	hashitherto	sufficed	to	the	toil,	and	the	toil	draws	near	its	close:his	glorious	sun	hastens	to	its	setting.	Diana	and	Mary	having	kissed	him,	left	theroom--in	compliance,	I	think,	with	a	whispered	hint	from	him:	Itendered	my	hand,	and	wished	him	a	pleasant	journey."Thank	you,	Jane.
I	had	taken	ajourney	of	a	hundred	miles	to	see	my	aunt,	and	I	must	stay	with	hertill	she	was	better--or	dead:	as	to	her	daughters'	pride	or	folly,I	must	put	it	on	one	side,	make	myself	independent	of	it.	I	learnt	so	much	from	himself	in	an	inroad	I	once,	despitehis	reserve,	had	the	daring	to	make	on	his	confidence.Miss	Oliver	already	honoured	me	with
frequent	visits	to	my	cottage.I	had	learnt	her	whole	character,	which	was	without	mystery	ordisguise:	she	was	coquettish	but	not	heartless;	exacting,	but	notworthlessly	selfish.	Ishould	but	knock	at	the	door	to	have	it	shut	in	my	face."And	I	sank	down	where	I	stood,	and	hid	my	face	against	the	ground.I	lay	still	a	while:	the	night-wind	swept	over	the
hill	and	overme,	and	died	moaning	in	the	distance;	the	rain	fell	fast,	wetting	meafresh	to	the	skin.	I	had	previously	taken	a	journey	to	S-	topurchase	some	new	furniture:	my	cousins	having	given	me	CARTEBLANCHE	TO	effect	what	alterations	I	pleased,	and	a	sum	having	beenset	aside	for	that	purpose.	The	case	is	very	plain	before	me.	I	see	you	can
say	nothing	in	thefirst	place,	you	are	faint	still,	and	have	enough	to	do	to	draw	yourbreath;	in	the	second	place,	you	cannot	yet	accustom	yourself	toaccuse	and	revile	me,	and	besides,	the	flood-gates	of	tears	areopened,	and	they	would	rush	out	if	you	spoke	much;	and	you	have	nodesire	to	expostulate,	to	upbraid,	to	make	a	scene:	you	arethinking	how
TO	ACT--TALKING	you	consider	is	of	no	use.	I	know	not	what	dress	she	had	on:	itwas	white	and	straight;	but	whether	gown,	sheet,	or	shroud,	I	cannottell.""Did	you	see	her	face?""Not	at	first.	Scarcely	lessprominent	was	an	ample	cushioned	easy-chair	near	the	head	of	thebed,	also	white,	with	a	footstool	before	it;	and	looking,	as	Ithought,	like	a	pale
throne.This	room	was	chill,	because	it	seldom	had	a	fire;	it	was	silent,because	remote	from	the	nursery	and	kitchen;	solemn,	because	it	wasknown	to	be	so	seldom	entered.	Andthe	clergyman,	who	had	not	lifted	his	eyes	from	his	book,	and	hadheld	his	breath	but	for	a	moment,	was	proceeding:	his	hand	wasalready	stretched	towards	Mr.	Rochester,	as
his	lips	unclosed	toask,	"Wilt	thou	have	this	woman	for	thy	wedded	wife?"--when	adistinct	and	near	voice	said	-"The	marriage	cannot	go	on:	I	declare	the	existence	of	animpediment."The	clergyman	looked	up	at	the	speaker	and	stood	mute;	the	clerk	didthe	same;	Mr.	Rochester	moved	slightly,	as	if	an	earthquake	hadrolled	under	his	feet:	taking	a
firmer	footing,	and	not	turning	hishead	or	eyes,	he	said,	"Proceed."Profound	silence	fell	when	he	had	uttered	that	word,	with	deep	butlow	intonation.	He	looked	up	the	pass	anddown	the	hollow;	his	glance	wandered	away	with	the	stream,	andreturned	to	traverse	the	unclouded	heaven	which	coloured	it:	heremoved	his	hat,	let	the	breeze	stir	his	hair
and	kiss	his	brow.	She's	anunderhand	little	thing:	I	never	saw	a	girl	of	her	age	with	so	muchcover."Bessie	answered	not;	but	ere	long,	addressing	me,	she	said--"Youought	to	be	aware,	Miss,	that	you	are	under	obligations	to	Mrs.Reed:	she	keeps	you:	if	she	were	to	turn	you	off,	you	would	haveto	go	to	the	poorhouse."I	had	nothing	to	say	to	these	words:
they	were	not	new	to	me:	myvery	first	recollections	of	existence	included	hints	of	the	samekind.	I	dressed,then,	to	be	ready	for	emergencies.	I	promised	tocontribute	a	water-colour	drawing:	this	put	her	at	once	into	goodhumour.	Indeed,	whateverbeing	uttered	that	fearful	shriek	could	not	soon	repeat	it:	not	thewidest-winged	condor	on	the	Andes
could,	twice	in	succession,	sendout	such	a	yell	from	the	cloud	shrouding	his	eyrie.	"You	would	not	live	three	months	there,	Iam	certain.	In	seeking	the	door,	I	turned	anangle:	there	shot	out	the	friendly	gleam	again,	from	the	lozengedpanes	of	a	very	small	latticed	window,	within	a	foot	of	the	ground,made	still	smaller	by	the	growth	of	ivy	or	some	other
creepingplant,	whose	leaves	clustered	thick	over	the	portion	of	the	housewall	in	which	it	was	set.	I	shouldsuffer	often,	no	doubt,	attached	to	him	only	in	this	capacity:	mybody	would	be	under	rather	a	stringent	yoke,	but	my	heart	and	mindwould	be	free.	I	don't	wish	to	throw	away	my	time	and	trouble	on	anoffering	you	would	deem	worthless."He
continued	to	gaze	at	the	picture:	the	longer	he	looked,	thefirmer	he	held	it,	the	more	he	seemed	to	covet	it.	Some	of	your	accomplishments	are	not	ordinary.""I	don't	know	about	that.""You	had	a	little	cottage	near	the	school,	you	say:	did	he	evercome	there	to	see	you?""Now	and	then?""Of	an	evening?""Once	or	twice."A	pause."How	long	did	you	reside
with	him	and	his	sisters	after	thecousinship	was	discovered?""Five	months.""Did	Rivers	spend	much	time	with	the	ladies	of	his	family?""Yes;	the	back	parlour	was	both	his	study	and	ours:	he	sat	near	thewindow,	and	we	by	the	table.""Did	he	study	much?""A	good	deal.""What?""Hindostanee.""And	what	did	you	do	meantime?""I	learnt	German,	at
first.""Did	he	teach	you?""He	did	not	understand	German.""Did	he	teach	you	nothing?""A	little	Hindostanee.""Rivers	taught	you	Hindostanee?""Yes,	sir.""And	his	sisters	also?""No.""Only	you?""Only	me.""Did	you	ask	to	learn?""No.""He	wished	to	teach	you?""Yes."A	second	pause."Why	did	he	wish	it?	They	allsaw	the	embarrassment	and	the	emotion.
Don't	flatter	me."He	pursued	his	theme,	however,	without	noticing	my	deprecation."This	very	day	I	shall	take	you	in	the	carriage	to	Millcote,	and	youmust	choose	some	dresses	for	yourself.	The	crisis	was	perilous;but	not	without	its	charm:	such	as	the	Indian,	perhaps,	feels	whenhe	slips	over	the	rapid	in	his	canoe.	What	sweet	madness	hasseized
me?""No	delusion--no	madness:	your	mind,	sir,	is	too	strong	fordelusion,	your	health	too	sound	for	frenzy.""And	where	is	the	speaker?	Now	you	had	better	go;for	if	you	stay	longer,	you	will	perhaps	irritate	me	afresh	by	somemistrustful	scruple.""And	the	school,	Miss	Eyre?	They	showedher	to	me	in	parties,	splendidly	dressed.	They	will	keep.""You
know	what	you	undertake,	then?""I	do."He	now	smiled:	and	not	a	bitter	or	a	sad	smile,	but	one	wellpleased	and	deeply	gratified."And	when	will	you	commence	the	exercise	of	your	function?""I	will	go	to	my	house	to-morrow,	and	open	the	school,	if	you	like,next	week.""Very	well:	so	be	it."He	rose	and	walked	through	the	room.	When	dressed,	I	sat	a
long	timeby	the	window	looking	out	over	the	silent	grounds	and	silveredfields	and	waiting	for	I	knew	not	what.	She	had	leftThornfield	Hall	in	the	night;	every	research	after	her	course	hadbeen	vain:	the	country	had	been	scoured	far	and	wide;	no	vestige	ofinformation	could	be	gathered	respecting	her.	I	coveted	a	cake	of	bread.	Is	it	thethoughts	of
going	to	London	that	takes	away	your	appetite?""I	cannot	see	my	prospects	clearly	to-night,	sir;	and	I	hardly	knowwhat	thoughts	I	have	in	my	head.	And	that	is	saying	a	great	deal;	for	after	all,the	British	peasantry	are	the	best	taught,	best	mannered,	most	self-respecting	of	any	in	Europe:	since	those	days	I	have	seen	paysannesand	Bauerinnen;	and
the	best	of	them	seemed	to	me	ignorant,	coarse,and	besotted,	compared	with	my	Morton	girls."Do	you	consider	you	have	got	your	reward	for	a	season	of	exertion?"asked	Mr.	Rivers,	when	they	were	gone.	It	seemsstrange	to	me	that	all	round	me	do	not	burn	to	enlist	under	the	samebanner,--to	join	in	the	same	enterprise.""All	have	not	your	powers,	and
it	would	be	folly	for	the	feeble	towish	to	march	with	the	strong.""I	do	not	speak	to	the	feeble,	or	think	of	them:	I	address	onlysuch	as	are	worthy	of	the	work,	and	competent	to	accomplish	it.""Those	are	few	in	number,	and	difficult	to	discover.""You	say	truly;	but	when	found,	it	is	right	to	stir	them	up--to	urgeand	exhort	them	to	the	effort--to	show	them
what	their	gifts	are,and	why	they	were	given--to	speak	Heaven's	message	in	their	ear,--tooffer	them,	direct	from	God,	a	place	in	the	ranks	of	His	chosen.""If	they	are	really	qualified	for	the	task,	will	not	their	ownhearts	be	the	first	to	inform	them	of	it?"I	felt	as	if	an	awful	charm	was	framing	round	and	gathering	over	me:I	trembled	to	hear	some	fatal
word	spoken	which	would	at	oncedeclare	and	rivet	the	spell."And	what	does	YOUR	heart	say?"	demanded	St.	John."My	heart	is	mute,--my	heart	is	mute,"	I	answered,	struck	andthrilled."Then	I	must	speak	for	it,"	continued	the	deep,	relentless	voice."Jane,	come	with	me	to	India:	come	as	my	helpmeet	and	fellow-labourer."The	glen	and	sky	spun	round:
the	hills	heaved!	It	was	as	if	I	hadheard	a	summons	from	Heaven--as	if	a	visionary	messenger,	like	himof	Macedonia,	had	enounced,	"Come	over	and	help	us!"	But	I	was	noapostle,--I	could	not	behold	the	herald,--I	could	not	receive	hiscall."Oh,	St.	John!"	I	cried,	"have	some	mercy!"I	appealed	to	one	who,	in	the	discharge	of	what	he	believed	hisduty,
knew	neither	mercy	nor	remorse.	I	saw	thatin	another	moment,	and	with	one	impetus	of	frenzy	more,	I	should	beable	to	do	nothing	with	him.	"What?	The	new	part,containing	the	schoolroom	and	dormitory,	was	lit	by	mullioned	andlatticed	windows,	which	gave	it	a	church-like	aspect;	a	stone	tabletover	the	door	bore	this	inscription:-"Lowood
Institution.--This	portion	was	rebuilt	A.D.--,	by	NaomiBrocklehurst,	of	Brocklehurst	Hall,	in	this	county."	"Let	yourlight	so	shine	before	men,	that	they	may	see	your	good	works,	andglorify	your	Father	which	is	in	heaven."--	St.	Matt.	I	see	genuine	contentment	in	your	gaitand	mien,	your	eye	and	face,	when	you	are	helping	me	and	pleasingme--working
for	me,	and	with	me,	in,	as	you	characteristically	say,'ALL	THAT	IS	RIGHT:'	for	if	I	bid	you	do	what	you	thought	wrong,there	would	be	no	light-footed	running,	no	neat-handed	alacrity,	nolively	glance	and	animated	complexion.	"It	is	a	merestump--a	ghastly	sight!	Don't	you	think	so,	Jane?""It	is	a	pity	to	see	it;	and	a	pity	to	see	your	eyes--and	the	scarof
fire	on	your	forehead:	and	the	worst	of	it	is,	one	is	in	dangerof	loving	you	too	well	for	all	this;	and	making	too	much	of	you.""I	thought	you	would	be	revolted,	Jane,	when	you	saw	my	arm,	and	mycicatrised	visage.""Did	you?	I	waspuzzling	to	make	out	the	subject	of	a	picture	on	the	wall,	when	thedoor	opened,	and	an	individual	carrying	a	light	entered;
anotherfollowed	close	behind.The	first	was	a	tall	lady	with	dark	hair,	dark	eyes,	and	a	pale	andlarge	forehead;	her	figure	was	partly	enveloped	in	a	shawl,	hercountenance	was	grave,	her	bearing	erect."The	child	is	very	young	to	be	sent	alone,"	said	she,	putting	hercandle	down	on	the	table.	On	waking,	a	gleamdazzled	my	eyes;	I	thought--Oh,	it	is
daylight!	But	I	was	mistaken;it	was	only	candlelight.	No	blame	attached	to	me:	I	am	as	freefrom	culpability	as	any	one	of	you	three.	I	think	those	day	visions	were	not	dark:	there	wasa	pleasurable	illumination	in	your	eye	occasionally,	a	softexcitement	in	your	aspect,	which	told	of	no	bitter,	bilious,hypochondriac	brooding:	your	look	revealed	rather	the
sweet	musingsof	youth	when	its	spirit	follows	on	willing	wings	the	flight	of	Hopeup	and	on	to	an	ideal	heaven.	I	will	tell	youas	much	of	the	history	of	the	wanderer	you	have	harboured,	as	I	cantell	without	compromising	my	own	peace	of	mind--my	own	security,moral	and	physical,	and	that	of	others."I	am	an	orphan,	the	daughter	of	a	clergyman.	This
grew	to	force--compressed,	condensed,controlled.	Mr.	Rochester	stood	in	the	gallery	holding	a	light."I	want	you,"	he	said:	"come	this	way:	take	your	time,	and	make	nonoise."My	slippers	were	thin:	I	could	walk	the	matted	floor	as	softly	as	acat.	I	had	dreaded	he	was	mad.	I	know	what	it	is	to	liveentirely	for	and	with	what	I	love	best	on	earth.	Forsome
time	after	I	went	to	bed,	I	could	not	sleep--a	sense	of	anxiousexcitement	distressed	me.	The	rapidity	of	their	progress,	in	some	instances,was	even	surprising;	and	an	honest	and	happy	pride	I	took	in	it:besides,	I	began	personally	to	like	some	of	the	best	girls;	and	theyliked	me.	Aid	was	nearhim:	Eliza	and	Georgiana	had	run	for	Mrs.	If	I	offered	my
heart,	Ibelieve	you	would	accept	it.	At	the	door	of	a	cottage	Isaw	a	little	girl	about	to	throw	a	mess	of	cold	porridge	into	a	pigtrough.	At	the	same	moment	old	Carlo	barked	joyfully.	Mrs.Fairfax,	I	saw,	approved	me:	her	anxiety	on	my	account	vanished;therefore	I	was	certain	I	did	well.	I	placed	his	arm-chair	by	thechimney-corner:	I	wheeled	the	table
near	it:	I	let	down	thecurtain,	and	had	the	candles	brought	in	ready	for	lighting.	Oh,	how	blind	had	been	my	eyes!	How	weak	my	conduct!My	eyes	were	covered	and	closed:	eddying	darkness	seemed	to	swimround	me,	and	reflection	came	in	as	black	and	confused	a	flow.Self-abandoned,	relaxed,	and	effortless,	I	seemed	to	have	laid	medown	in	the
dried-up	bed	of	a	great	river;	I	heard	a	flood	loosenedin	remote	mountains,	and	felt	the	torrent	come:	to	rise	I	had	nowill,	to	flee	I	had	no	strength.	Did	no	one	see	Mr.Rochester?""I	suppose	not.""But	they	wrote	to	him?""Of	course.""And	what	did	he	say?	I	said	so.	I	must	part	with	you	for	mywhole	life:	I	must	begin	a	new	existence	among	strange	faces
andstrange	scenes.""Of	course:	I	told	you	you	should.	Hecannot	now	see	very	distinctly:	he	cannot	read	or	write	much;	buthe	can	find	his	way	without	being	led	by	the	hand:	the	sky	is	nolonger	a	blank	to	him--the	earth	no	longer	a	void.	They	were	verycold,	indeed,	at	first.	Sheseemed	the	emblem	of	my	past	life;	and	he	I	was	now	to	array	myselfto
meet,	the	dread,	but	adored,	type	of	my	unknown	future	day.Page	7Sophie	came	at	seven	to	dress	me:	she	was	very	long	indeed	inaccomplishing	her	task;	so	long	that	Mr.	Rochester,	grown,	Isuppose,	impatient	of	my	delay,	sent	up	to	ask	why	I	did	not	come.She	was	just	fastening	my	veil	(the	plain	square	of	blond	after	all)to	my	hair	with	a	brooch;	I
hurried	from	under	her	hands	as	soon	asI	could."Stop!"	she	cried	in	French.	Georgiana	would	chatter	nonsense	to	her	canary	bird	by	thehour,	and	take	no	notice	of	me.	Hannahentered	with	the	intimation	that	"a	poor	lad	was	come,	at	thatunlikely	time,	to	fetch	Mr.	Rivers	to	see	his	mother,	who	wasdrawing	away.""Where	does	she	live,
Hannah?""Clear	up	at	Whitcross	Brow,	almost	four	miles	off,	and	moor	andmoss	all	the	way.""Tell	him	I	will	go.""I'm	sure,	sir,	you	had	better	not.	I	wonder	at	the	goodness	of	God;the	generosity	of	my	friends;	the	bounty	of	my	lot.	Is	it	only	a	voice?	"I	will	run	down	to	the	gates:	it	ismoonlight	at	intervals;	I	can	see	a	good	way	on	the	road.	Well,
propensities	and	principles	must	be	reconciledby	some	means."He	left	the	room.	Jane,	will	you	marry	me?"Still	I	did	not	answer,	and	still	I	writhed	myself	from	his	grasp:for	I	was	still	incredulous."Do	you	doubt	me,	Jane?""Entirely.""You	have	no	faith	in	me?""Not	a	whit.""Am	I	a	liar	in	your	eyes?"	he	asked	passionately.	That	bitter	hour	cannot	be
described:	in	truth,	"the	waterscame	into	my	soul;	I	sank	in	deep	mire:	I	felt	no	standing;	I	cameinto	deep	waters;	the	floods	overflowed	me."Page	8Some	time	in	the	afternoon	I	raised	my	head,	and	looking	round	andseeing	the	western	sun	gilding	the	sign	of	its	decline	on	the	wall,I	asked,	"What	am	I	to	do?"But	the	answer	my	mind	gave--"Leave
Thornfield	at	once"--was	soprompt,	so	dread,	that	I	stopped	my	ears.	During	the	firsttwelve	hours	I	thought	of	Mrs.	To-morrow,	I	fearI	shall	find	her	no	more."A	commonplace,	practical	reply,	out	of	the	train	of	his	owndisturbed	ideas,	was,	I	was	sure,	the	best	and	most	reassuring	forhim	in	this	frame	of	mind.	Teachme;	I'm	not	quite	up	to	it.""They	say,
Farewell,	or	any	other	form	they	prefer.""Then	say	it.""Farewell,	Mr.	Rochester,	for	the	present.""What	must	I	say?""The	same,	if	you	like,	sir.""Farewell,	Miss	Eyre,	for	the	present;	is	that	all?""Yes?""It	seems	stingy,	to	my	notions,	and	dry,	and	unfriendly.	I	thought	ofthe	life	that	lay	before	me--YOUR	life,	sir--an	existence	moreexpansive	and	stirring
than	my	own:	as	much	more	so	as	the	depthsof	the	sea	to	which	the	brook	runs	are	than	the	shallows	of	its	ownstrait	channel.	Poetry	destroyed?	Mydeep	love,	my	wild	woe,	my	frantic	prayer,	are	all	nothing	to	you?"What	unutterable	pathos	was	in	his	voice!	How	hard	it	was	toreiterate	firmly,	"I	am	going.""Jane!""Mr.	Rochester!""Withdraw,	then,--I
consent;	but	remember,	you	leave	me	here	inanguish.	If	Saul	could	have	hadyou	for	his	David,	the	evil	spirit	would	have	been	exorcised	withoutthe	aid	of	the	harp.""There,	sir,	you	are	redd	up	and	made	decent.	Would	you	like	to	drink	some	water?""No,	Mrs.	In	the	very	meridian	of	the	night's	enjoyment,about	an	hour	after	tea,	a	rap	was	heard	at	the
door.	It	would	probably,	as	far	as	St.	John	wasconcerned,	be	a	parting	for	years:	it	might	be	a	parting	for	life."He	will	sacrifice	all	to	his	long-framed	resolves,"	she	said:"natural	affection	and	feelings	more	potent	still.	Zealous	in	his	ministerial	labours,blameless	in	his	life	and	habits,	he	yet	did	not	appear	to	enjoythat	mental	serenity,	that	inward
content,	which	should	bet	hereward	of	every	sincere	Christian	and	practical	philanthropist.Often,	of	an	evening,	when	he	sat	at	the	window,	his	desk	and	papersbefore	him,	he	would	cease	reading	or	writing,	rest	his	chin	on	hishand,	and	deliver	himself	up	to	I	know	not	what	course	of	thought;but	that	it	was	perturbed	and	exciting	might	be	seen	in
the	frequentflash	and	changeful	dilation	of	his	eye.I	think,	moreover,	that	Nature	was	not	to	him	that	treasury	ofdelight	it	was	to	his	sisters.	Mr.Rochester	that	night	was	absent	from	home;	nor	was	he	yet	returned:business	had	called	him	to	a	small	estate	of	two	or	three	farms	hepossessed	thirty	miles	off--business	it	was	requisite	he	shouldsettle	in
person,	previous	to	his	meditated	departure	from	England.I	waited	now	his	return;	eager	to	disburthen	my	mind,	and	to	seek	ofhim	the	solution	of	the	enigma	that	perplexed	me.	I	groped	on.Again	a	whitish	object	gleamed	before	me:	it	was	a	gate--a	wicket;it	moved	on	its	hinges	as	I	touched	it.	The	last	mile	I	performed	on	foot,	havingdismissed	the
chaise	and	driver	with	the	double	remuneration	I	hadpromised.	Once	more	he	looked	at	the	portrait."She	IS	lovely,"	he	murmured.	He	means	well:	butyou	shrug	your	shoulders	to	hear	him	talk?""He	talks	little,	sir:	what	he	does	say	is	ever	to	the	point.	How	much	of	the	fall	of	theavalanche	is	in	their	anger?	Youshould	be	bolder.""What!	to	get	more
knocks?""Nonsense!	But	you	are	rather	put	upon,	that's	certain.	So	much	has	religion	donefor	me;	turning	the	original	materials	to	the	best	account;	pruningand	training	nature.	You	don't	travel	a	hundred	miles	alone.""No,	sir,	she	has	sent	her	coachman.""A	person	to	be	trusted?""Yes,	sir,	he	has	lived	ten	years	in	the	family."Mr.	Rochester	meditated.
I	believe	Imust	say,	Yes--and	yet	I	shudder.	You	think	mean	unfeeling,	loose-principled	rake:	don't	you?""I	don't	like	you	so	well	as	I	have	done	sometimes,	indeed,	sir.Did	it	not	seem	to	you	in	the	least	wrong	to	live	in	that	way,	firstwith	one	mistress	and	then	another?	Rochester--FairfaxRochester's	girl-bride.""It	can	never	be,	sir;	it	does	not	sound
likely.	It	wasyet	night,	but	July	nights	are	short:	soon	after	midnight,	dawncomes.	Miss	Ingram,	I	am	sure	youwill	not	fail	in	evincing	superiority	to	idle	terrors.	Then	I	went	on	to	describe	toher	the	gay	company	that	had	lately	been	staying	at	the	house;	andto	these	details	Bessie	listened	with	interest:	they	were	preciselyof	the	kind	she	relished.In	such
conversation	an	hour	was	soon	gone:	Bessie	restored	to	memy	bonnet,	&c.,	and,	accompanied	by	her,	I	quitted	the	lodge	for	thehall.	Terrible	moment:	full	of	struggle,	blackness,	burning!Not	a	human	being	that	ever	lived	could	wish	to	be	loved	better	thanI	was	loved;	and	him	who	thus	loved	me	I	absolutely	worshipped:	andI	must	renounce	love	and
idol.	I	hardly	know	where	I	found	thehardihood	thus	to	open	a	conversation	with	a	stranger;	the	step	wascontrary	to	my	nature	and	habits:	but	I	think	her	occupationtouched	a	chord	of	sympathy	somewhere;	for	I	too	liked	reading,though	of	a	frivolous	and	childish	kind;	I	could	not	digest	orcomprehend	the	serious	or	substantial."You	may	look	at	it,"
replied	the	girl,	offering	me	the	book.I	did	so;	a	brief	examination	convinced	me	that	the	contents	wereless	taking	than	the	title:	"Rasselas"	looked	dull	to	my	triflingtaste;	I	saw	nothing	about	fairies,	nothing	about	genii;	no	brightvariety	seemed	spread	over	the	closely-printed	pages.	Reed:	his	intention	to	adoptme	and	make	me	his	legatee.	How	stern
you	look	now!	Youreyebrows	have	become	as	thick	as	my	finger,	and	your	foreheadresembles	what,	in	some	very	astonishing	poetry,	I	once	saw	styled,'a	blue-piled	thunderloft.'	That	will	be	your	married	look,	sir,	Isuppose?""If	that	will	be	YOUR	married	look,	I,	as	a	Christian,	will	soongive	up	the	notion	of	consorting	with	a	mere	sprite	or
salamander.But	what	had	you	to	ask,	thing,--out	with	it?""There,	you	are	less	than	civil	now;	and	I	like	rudeness	a	greatdeal	better	than	flattery.	Inow	ran	to	meet	him."There!"	he	exclaimed,	as	he	stretched	out	his	hand	and	bent	fromthe	saddle:	"You	can't	do	without	me,	that	is	evident.	"Stop!"	exclaimed	Mrs.	He	checked	himself	in	his	exultationto
demand,	"But	is	there	anything	the	matter,	Janet,	that	you	cometo	meet	me	at	such	an	hour?	I	was	heart-wrung."You	utterly	misinterpret	my	words,"	I	said,	at	once	seizing	hishand:	"I	have	no	intention	to	grieve	or	pain	you--indeed,	I	havenot."Most	bitterly	he	smiled--most	decidedly	he	withdrew	his	hand	frommine.	I	was	glad	when	it	ceased.	I	expected
a	scene	of	somekind.	I	hated	the	business,	Ibegged	leave	to	defer	it:	no--it	should	be	gone	through	with	now.By	dint	of	entreaties	expressed	in	energetic	whispers,	I	reduced	thehalf-dozen	to	two:	these	however,	he	vowed	he	would	select	himself.With	anxiety	I	watched	his	eye	rove	over	the	gay	stores:	he	fixedon	a	rich	silk	of	the	most	brilliant	amethyst
dye,	and	a	superb	pinksatin.	Beforetwo	years	passed,	the	rash	pair	were	both	dead,	and	laid	quietlyside	by	side	under	one	slab.	Few	children	can	eat	when	excitedwith	the	thoughts	of	a	journey;	nor	could	I.	But	go	after	him;	he	is	nowlingering	in	the	passage	expecting	you--he	will	make	it	up."I	have	not	much	pride	under	such	circumstances:	I	would
alwaysrather	be	happy	than	dignified;	and	I	ran	after	him--he	stood	at	thefoot	of	the	stairs."Good-night,	St.	John,"	said	I."Good-night,	Jane,"	he	replied	calmly."Then	shake	hands,"	I	added.What	a	cold,	loose	touch,	he	impressed	on	my	fingers!	He	was	deeplydispleased	by	what	had	occurred	that	day;	cordiality	would	not	warm,nor	tears	move	him.	I	saw
hope	revive--and	feltregeneration	possible.	I	asked,	'Sophie,	what	areyou	doing?'	No	one	answered;	but	a	form	emerged	from	the	closet;	ittook	the	light,	held	it	aloft,	and	surveyed	the	garments	pendentfrom	the	portmanteau.	There	is	somethingbrave	in	your	spirit,	as	well	as	penetrating	in	your	eye;	but	allowme	to	assure	you	that	you	partially
misinterpret	my	emotions.	I	hope	you	like	them?""No,	sir.""No?	The	blaze	there	hasthawed	all	the	snow	from	your	cloak;	by	the	same	token,	it	hasstreamed	on	to	my	floor,	and	made	it	like	a	trampled	street.	I	wrote	to	him;	I	said	I	wassorry	for	his	disappointment,	but	Jane	Eyre	was	dead:	she	had	diedof	typhus	fever	at	Lowood.	I	saw	even	that	to	be
thus	frankly	addressed	on	a	subjecthe	had	deemed	unapproachable--to	hear	it	thus	freely	handled--wasbeginning	to	be	felt	by	him	as	a	new	pleasure--an	unhoped-forrelief.	What	sorrowful	eyes	you	fix	on	me!	Well,but	Missis	and	the	young	ladies	and	Master	John	are	going	out	to	teathis	afternoon,	and	you	shall	have	tea	with	me.	Disappointment	made
mereckless.	You	had	no	right	to	be	born,	foryou	make	no	use	of	life.	Alas!	If	I	join	St.	John,	Iabandon	half	myself:	if	I	go	to	India,	I	go	to	premature	death.And	how	will	the	interval	between	leaving	England	for	India,	andIndia	for	the	grave,	be	filled?	"Lizzy!	Georgy!	(callingto	his	sisters)	Joan	is	not	here:	tell	mama	she	is	run	out	into	therain--bad
animal!""It	is	well	I	drew	the	curtain,"	thought	I;	and	I	wished	ferventlyhe	might	not	discover	my	hiding-place:	nor	would	John	Reed	havefound	it	out	himself;	he	was	not	quick	either	of	vision	orconception;	but	Eliza	just	put	her	head	in	at	the	door,	and	said	atonce	-"She	is	in	the	window-seat,	to	be	sure,	Jack."And	I	came	out	immediately,	for	I	trembled
at	the	idea	of	beingdragged	forth	by	the	said	Jack."What	do	you	want?"	I	asked,	with	awkward	diffidence."Say,	'What	do	you	want,	Master	Reed?'"	was	the	answer.	As	a	conductress	of	Indian	schools,	and	ahelper	amongst	Indian	women,	your	assistance	will	be	to	meinvaluable."My	iron	shroud	contracted	round	me;	persuasion	advanced	with	slowsure
step.	Meantime	she	sang:	her	song	was	-"In	the	days	when	we	went	gipsying,A	long	time	ago."I	had	often	heard	the	song	before,	and	always	with	lively	delight;for	Bessie	had	a	sweet	voice,--at	least,	I	thought	so.	I	thoughhow	I	would	carry	down	to	you	the	square	of	unembroidered	blond	Ihad	myself	prepared	as	a	covering	for	my	low-born	head,	and
ask	ifthat	was	not	good	enough	for	a	woman	who	could	bring	her	husbandneither	fortune,	beauty,	nor	connections.	My	friend	would	then	turn	tome,	quiet	and	pale,	and	would	say,	'No,	sir;	that	is	impossible:	Icannot	do	it,	because	it	is	wrong;'	and	would	become	immutable	as	afixed	star.	He	was	taken	out	from	under	the	ruins,	alive,	butsadly	hurt:	a
beam	had	fallen	in	such	a	way	as	to	protect	himpartly;	but	one	eye	was	knocked	out,	and	one	hand	so	crushed	thatMr.	Carter,	the	surgeon,	had	to	amputate	it	directly.	I	mused	on	the	funeral	day,	the	coffin,	the	hearse,	theblack	train	of	tenants	and	servants--few	was	the	number	ofrelatives--the	gaping	vault,	the	silent	church,	the	solemn	service.Then	I
thought	of	Eliza	and	Georgiana;	I	beheld	one	the	cynosure	ofa	ball-room,	the	other	the	inmate	of	a	convent	cell;	and	I	dwelt	onand	analysed	their	separate	peculiarities	of	person	and	character.The	evening	arrival	at	the	great	town	of--scattered	these	thoughts;night	gave	them	quite	another	turn:	laid	down	on	my	traveller'sbed,	I	left	reminiscence	for
anticipation.I	was	going	back	to	Thornfield:	but	how	long	was	I	to	stay	there?Not	long;	of	that	I	was	sure.	I	found	it	a	large,	handsome	residence,	showing	abundantevidences	of	wealth	in	the	proprietor.	Must	Irelinquish	that?	Her	constitution	is	both	sound	andelastic;--better	calculated	to	endure	variations	of	climate	thanmany	more	robust."And	when	I
returned,	sometimes	a	good	deal	tired,	and	not	a	littleweather-beaten,	I	never	dared	complain,	because	I	saw	that	to	murmurwould	be	to	vex	him:	on	all	occasions	fortitude	pleased	him;	thereverse	was	a	special	annoyance.One	afternoon,	however,	I	got	leave	to	stay	at	home,	because	Ireally	had	a	cold.	All	my	confidence	is	bestowed	on	him,	all	his
confidenceis	devoted	to	me;	we	are	precisely	suited	in	character--perfectconcord	is	the	result.Mr.	Rochester	continued	blind	the	first	two	years	of	our	union;perhaps	it	was	that	circumstance	that	drew	us	so	very	near--thatknit	us	so	very	close:	for	I	was	then	his	vision,	as	I	am	still	hisright	hand.	All	said	I	was	wicked,	and	perhaps	I	might	be	so;what
thought	had	I	been	but	just	conceiving	of	starving	myself	todeath?	From	every	enjoyment	I	was,	of	course,	excluded:	my	shareof	the	gaiety	consisted	in	witnessing	the	daily	apparelling	of	Elizaand	Georgiana,	and	seeing	them	descend	to	the	drawing-room,	dressedout	in	thin	muslin	frocks	and	scarlet	sashes,	with	hair	elaboratelyringletted;	and
afterwards,	in	listening	to	the	sound	of	the	pianoor	the	harp	played	below,	to	the	passing	to	and	fro	of	the	butlerand	footman,	to	the	jingling	of	glass	and	china	as	refreshments	werehanded,	to	the	broken	hum	of	conversation	as	the	drawing-room	dooropened	and	closed.	What	you	had	left	before	I	sawyou,	of	course	I	do	not	know;	but	I	counsel	you	to
resist	firmlyevery	temptation	which	would	incline	you	to	look	back:	pursue	yourpresent	career	steadily,	for	some	months	at	least.""It	is	what	I	mean	to	do,"	I	answered.	To	be	privileged	to	put	my	arms	round	what	I	value--topress	my	lips	to	what	I	love--to	repose	on	what	I	trust:	is	that	tomake	a	sacrifice?	My	Master	was	long-suffering:	so	will	I	be.	She
generally	lies	in	a	kind	of	lethargy	all	theafternoon,	and	wakes	up	about	six	or	seven.	Mr.	Reed	is	dead,	and	his	wife	castme	off.""Why?""Because	I	was	poor,	and	burdensome,	and	she	disliked	me.""But	Reed	left	children?--you	must	have	cousins?	Where	to	go?	The	nightingale's	song	was	then	theonly	voice	of	the	hour:	in	listening	to	it,	I	again	wept.	I
was	astonished	when	afortnight	passed	without	reply;	but	when	two	months	wore	away,	andday	after	day	the	post	arrived	and	brought	nothing	for	me,	I	fell	aprey	to	the	keenest	anxiety.I	wrote	again:	there	was	a	chance	of	my	first	letter	having	missed.Renewed	hope	followed	renewed	effort:	it	shone	like	the	former	forsome	weeks,	then,	like	it,	it
faded,	flickered:	not	a	line,	not	aword	reached	me.	Itdisappeared	in	his	glove;	and,	with	one	hasty	nod	and	"good-afternoon,"	he	vanished."Well!"	I	exclaimed,	using	an	expression	of	the	district,	"that	capsthe	globe,	however!"I,	in	my	turn,	scrutinised	the	paper;	but	saw	nothing	on	it	save	afew	dingy	stains	of	paint	where	I	had	tried	the	tint	in	my
pencil.I	pondered	the	mystery	a	minute	or	two;	but	finding	it	insolvable,and	being	certain	it	could	not	be	of	much	moment,	I	dismissed,	andsoon	forgot	it.Page	14When	Mr.	St.	John	went,	it	was	beginning	to	snow;	the	whirling	stormcontinued	all	night.	I	should	doubt	his	knowing	anything	at	allabout	Mr.	Rochester;	it	is	not	in	Mr.	Rochester	he	is
interested.Meantime,	you	forget	essential	points	in	pursuing	trifles:	you	donot	inquire	why	Mr.	Briggs	sought	after	you--what	he	wanted	withyou.""Well,	what	did	he	want?""Merely	to	tell	you	that	your	uncle,	Mr.	Eyre	of	Madeira,	is	dead;that	he	has	left	you	all	his	property,	and	that	you	are	now	rich--merely	that--nothing	more.""I!--rich?""Yes,	you,
rich--quite	an	heiress."Silence	succeeded."You	must	prove	your	identity	of	course,"	resumed	St.	Johnpresently:	"a	step	which	will	offer	no	difficulties;	you	can	thenenter	on	immediate	possession.	My	starvanished	as	I	drew	near:	some	obstacle	had	intervened	between	meand	it.	"Will	itplease	you	to	dine	with	me	to-day?"	he	asked,	as	we	re-entered
thegates."No,	thank	you,	sir.""And	what	for,	'no,	thank	you?'	if	one	may	inquire.""I	never	have	dined	with	you,	sir:	and	I	see	no	reason	why	I	shouldnow:	till--""Till	what?	The	lunatic	is	both	cunning	andmalignant;	she	has	never	failed	to	take	advantage	of	her	guardian'stemporary	lapses;	once	to	secrete	the	knife	with	which	she	stabbedher	brother,	and
twice	to	possess	herself	of	the	key	of	her	cell,and	issue	therefrom	in	the	night-time.	An	impulse	held	me	fast--a	force	turned	meround.	I	ought	probablyto	have	done	or	said	nothing;	but	I	was	so	tortured	by	a	sense	ofremorse	at	thus	hurting	his	feelings,	I	could	not	control	the	wishto	drop	balm	where	I	had	wounded."I	DO	love	you,"	I	said,	"more	than
ever:	but	I	must	not	show	orindulge	the	feeling:	and	this	is	the	last	time	I	must	express	it.""The	last	time,	Jane!	What!	do	you	think	you	can	live	with	me,	andsee	me	daily,	and	yet,	if	you	still	love	me,	be	always	cold	anddistant?""No,	sir;	that	I	am	certain	I	could	not;	and	therefore	I	see	thereis	but	one	way:	but	you	will	be	furious	if	I	mention	it.""Oh,
mention	it!	If	I	storm,	you	have	the	art	of	weeping.""Mr.	Rochester,	I	must	leave	you.""For	how	long,	Jane?	Hannah	was	baking.	I	began	to	experienceremorse,	repentance;	the	wish	for	reconcilement	to	my	Maker.	He	looked	rather	embarrassed."You	certainly	shall	not	go	till	you	have	told	me	all,"	I	said."I	would	rather	not	just	now.""You	shall!--you
must!""I	would	rather	Diana	or	Mary	informed	you."Of	course	these	objections	wrought	my	eagerness	to	a	climax:gratified	it	must	be,	and	that	without	delay;	and	I	told	him	so."But	I	apprised	you	that	I	was	a	hard	man,"	said	he,	"difficult	topersuade.""And	I	am	a	hard	woman,--impossible	to	put	off.""And	then,"	he	pursued,	"I	am	cold:	no	fervour	infects
me.""Whereas	I	am	hot,	and	fire	dissolves	ice.	It	seemed	to	me	that,	should	he	become	thepossessor	of	Mr.	Oliver's	large	fortune,	he	might	do	as	much	goodwith	it	as	if	he	went	and	laid	his	genius	out	to	wither,	and	hisstrength	to	waste,	under	a	tropical	sun.	I	pursued	wanderings	as	wild	as	those	of	the	March-spirit.	I	had	long	felt	withpleasure	that
many	of	my	rustic	scholars	liked	me,	and	when	weparted,	that	consciousness	was	confirmed:	they	manifested	theiraffection	plainly	and	strongly.	Famine	for	food,	expectation	forcontent.	I	think	this	is	a	peculiarcase--I	must	at	least	examine	into	it.	Mr.Rochester	sat	quiet,	looking	at	me	gently	and	seriously.	I	gladly	advanced;	and	itwas	not	merely	a
cold	word	now,	or	even	a	shake	of	the	hand	that	Ireceived,	but	an	embrace	and	a	kiss.	Oh,	this	spectre	ofdeath!	Oh,	this	last	hour,	approaching	in	such	horror!	Alas,	thisisolation--this	banishment	from	my	kind!	Not	only	the	anchor	ofhope,	but	the	footing	of	fortitude	was	gone--at	least	for	a	moment;but	the	last	I	soon	endeavoured	to	regain."I	can	but
die,"	I	said,	"and	I	believe	in	God.	&c.At	last	both	slept:	the	fire	and	the	candle	went	out.	I	devoured	the	booksthey	lent	me:	then	it	was	full	satisfaction	to	discuss	with	them	inthe	evening	what	I	had	perused	during	the	day.	From	behind	one	pillar	Icould	peep	round	quietly	at	the	full	front	of	the	mansion.	Jane,	you	please	me,	and	you	master	me--you
seem	to	submit,	and	I	like	the	sense	of	pliancy	you	impart;	andwhile	I	am	twining	the	soft,	silken	skein	round	my	finger,	it	sendsa	thrill	up	my	arm	to	my	heart.	Oflate	it	had	been	easy	enough	for	me	to	look	sad:	a	cankering	evilsat	at	my	heart	and	drained	my	happiness	at	its	source--the	evil	ofsuspense.Perhaps	you	think	I	had	forgotten	Mr.	Rochester,
reader,	amidstthese	changes	of	place	and	fortune.	This	was	verypleasant;	there	is	no	happiness	like	that	of	being	loved	by	yourfellow-creatures,	and	feeling	that	your	presence	is	an	addition	totheir	comfort.I	that	evening	shut	my	eyes	resolutely	against	the	future:	Istopped	my	cars	against	the	voice	that	kept	warning	me	of	nearseparation	and	coming
grief.	My	fingers	had	fastenedon	her	hand	which	lay	outside	the	sheet:	had	she	pressed	minekindly,	I	should	at	that	moment	have	experienced	true	pleasure.	I	was	not	born	for	adifferent	destiny	to	the	rest	of	my	species:	to	imagine	such	a	lotbefalling	me	is	a	fairy	tale--a	day-dream.""Which	I	can	and	will	realise.	Answer	me	truly	once	more.	Neither
Bessie	nor	any	one	else	will	go	into	it	at	night,	ifthey	can	help	it;	and	it	was	cruel	to	shut	me	up	alone	without	acandle,--so	cruel	that	I	think	I	shall	never	forget	it.""Nonsense!	And	is	it	that	makes	you	so	miserable?	Moreover,	before	I	definitively	resolve	on	quittingEngland,	I	will	know	for	certain	whether	I	cannot	be	of	greater	useby	remaining	in	it
than	by	leaving	it.""What	do	you	mean?""It	would	be	fruitless	to	attempt	to	explain;	but	there	is	a	pointon	which	I	have	long	endured	painful	doubt,	and	I	can	go	nowheretill	by	some	means	that	doubt	is	removed.""I	know	where	your	heart	turns	and	to	what	it	clings.	It	rains	fast,	Hannah:will	you	have	the	goodness	to	look	at	the	fire	in	the	parlour?"The
woman	rose:	she	opened	a	door,	through	which	I	dimly	saw	apassage:	soon	I	heard	her	stir	a	fire	in	an	inner	room;	shepresently	came	back."Ah,	childer!"	said	she,	"it	fair	troubles	me	to	go	into	yond'	roomnow:	it	looks	so	lonesome	wi'	the	chair	empty	and	set	back	in	acorner."She	wiped	her	eyes	with	her	apron:	the	two	girls,	grave	before,looked	sad
now."But	he	is	in	a	better	place,"	continued	Hannah:	"we	shouldn't	wishhim	here	again.	"I	am	not	an	angel,"	I	asserted;"and	I	will	not	be	one	till	I	die:	I	will	be	myself.	Leah	liked	her	wellenough.	Reed	had	not	spoken	for	days:	was	she	reviving?	Where?"Did	she	know	of	any	place	in	the	neighbourhood	where	a	servant	waswanted?""Nay;	she	couldn't
say.""What	was	the	chief	trade	in	this	place?	Reed,	when	there	was	no	company,	dined	early)the	cold	winter	wind	had	brought	with	it	clouds	so	sombre,	and	arain	so	penetrating,	that	further	out-door	exercise	was	now	out	ofthe	question.I	was	glad	of	it:	I	never	liked	long	walks,	especially	on	chillyafternoons:	dreadful	to	me	was	the	coming	home	in	the
raw	twilight,with	nipped	fingers	and	toes,	and	a	heart	saddened	by	the	chidingsof	Bessie,	the	nurse,	and	humbled	by	the	consciousness	of	myphysical	inferiority	to	Eliza,	John,	and	Georgiana	Reed.The	said	Eliza,	John,	and	Georgiana	were	now	clustered	round	theirmama	in	the	drawing-room:	she	lay	reclined	on	a	sofa	by	thefireside,	and	with	her
darlings	about	her	(for	the	time	neitherquarrelling	nor	crying)	looked	perfectly	happy.	He	groped	his	wayback	to	the	house,	and,	re-entering	it,	closed	the	door.I	now	drew	near	and	knocked:	John's	wife	opened	for	me.	You	know	I	was	proud	of	my	strength:	but	what	is	it	now,when	I	must	give	it	over	to	foreign	guidance,	as	a	child	does	itsweakness?
"YOU	do	not	want	it."I	will	not	swear,	reader,	that	there	was	not	something	of	repressedsarcasm	both	in	the	tone	in	which	I	uttered	this	sentence,	and	inthe	feeling	that	accompanied	it.	Bessiesupplied	the	hiatus	by	a	homily	of	an	hour's	length,	in	which	sheproved	beyond	a	doubt	that	I	was	the	most	wicked	and	abandoned	childever	reared	under	a
roof.	Miss	Miller	again	gave	the	word	of	command-"Monitors,	fetch	the	supper-trays!"The	tall	girls	went	out	and	returned	presently,	each	bearing	a	tray,with	portions	of	something,	I	knew	not	what,	arranged	thereon,	and	apitcher	of	water	and	mug	in	the	middle	of	each	tray.	On	each	side	stood	a	sablebush-holly	or	yew.Entering	the	gate	and	passing
the	shrubs,	the	silhouette	of	a	houserose	to	view,	black,	low,	and	rather	long;	but	the	guiding	lightshone	nowhere.	And	there	was	apleasure	in	my	services,	most	full,	most	exquisite,	even	though	sad--because	he	claimed	these	services	without	painful	shame	or	dampinghumiliation.	I	rose;	I	lookedback	at	the	bed	I	had	left.	St.	John	put	away	my
booksand	his,	locked	his	desk,	and	said	-"Now,	Jane,	you	shall	take	a	walk;	and	with	me.""I	will	call	Diana	and	Mary.""No;	I	want	only	one	companion	this	morning,	and	that	must	be	you.Put	on	your	things;	go	out	by	the	kitchen-door:	take	the	roadtowards	the	head	of	Marsh	Glen:	I	will	join	you	in	a	moment."I	know	no	medium:	I	never	in	my	life	have
known	any	medium	in	mydealings	with	positive,	hard	characters,	antagonistic	to	my	own,between	absolute	submission	and	determined	revolt.	She	proposed	a	walk	in	the	grounds.	I	could	hardly	tell	how	men	andwomen	in	extremities	of	destitution	proceeded.	Will	you	be	thismistress?"He	put	the	question	rather	hurriedly;	he	seemed	half	to	expect
anindignant,	or	at	least	a	disdainful	rejection	of	the	offer:	notknowing	all	my	thoughts	and	feelings,	though	guessing	some,	he	couldnot	tell	in	what	light	the	lot	would	appear	to	me.	andhow	is	your	charge	to-day?""We're	tolerable,	sir,	I	thank	you,"	replied	Grace,	lifting	theboiling	mess	carefully	on	to	the	hob:	"rather	snappish,	but	not'rageous."A	fierce
cry	seemed	to	give	the	lie	to	her	favourable	report:	theclothed	hyena	rose	up,	and	stood	tall	on	its	hind-feet."Ah!	sir,	she	sees	you!"	exclaimed	Grace:	"you'd	better	not	stay.""Only	a	few	moments,	Grace:	you	must	allow	me	a	few	moments.""Take	care	then,	sir!--for	God's	sake,	take	care!"The	maniac	bellowed:	she	parted	her	shaggy	locks	from	her
visage,and	gazed	wildly	at	her	visitors.	I	am	but	the	incumbent	of	a	poor	country	parish:	my	aidmust	be	of	the	humblest	sort.	I	only	begged	permission	to	sit	down	amoment,	as	I	was	tired.	Rochester,	hadany	hand	in	it?""You've	hit	it,	ma'am:	it's	quite	certain	that	it	was	her,	andnobody	but	her,	that	set	it	going.	I	wiped	my	tears	and	hushed	my	sobs,
fearful	lest	anysign	of	violent	grief	might	waken	a	preternatural	voice	to	comfortme,	or	elicit	from	the	gloom	some	haloed	face,	bending	over	me	withstrange	pity.	You	will	think	me	superstitious,--some	superstitionI	have	in	my	blood,	and	always	had:	nevertheless,	this	is	true--true	at	least	it	is	that	I	heard	what	I	now	relate."As	I	exclaimed	'Jane!	Jane!
Jane!'	a	voice--I	cannot	tell	whencethe	voice	came,	but	I	know	whose	voice	it	was--replied,	'I	amcoming:	wait	for	me;'	and	a	moment	after,	went	whispering	on	thewind	the	words--'Where	are	you?'"I'll	tell	you,	if	I	can,	the	idea,	the	picture	these	words	openedto	my	mind:	yet	it	is	difficult	to	express	what	I	want	to	express.Ferndean	is	buried,	as	you	see,
in	a	heavy	wood,	where	sound	fallsdull,	and	dies	unreverberating.	He	would	then	say,	with	a	peculiarsmile,	more	solemn	than	cheerful	-"And	if	I	let	a	gust	of	wind	or	a	sprinkling	of	rain	turn	me	asidefrom	these	easy	tasks,	what	preparation	would	such	sloth	be	for	thefuture	I	propose	to	myself?"Diana	and	Mary's	general	answer	to	this	question	was	a
sigh,	andsome	minutes	of	apparently	mournful	meditation.But	besides	his	frequent	absences,	there	was	another	barrier	tofriendship	with	him:	he	seemed	of	a	reserved,	an	abstracted,	andeven	of	a	brooding	nature.	I	mustbe	careful	of	you,	my	treasure:	nerves	like	yours	were	not	made	forrough	handling.""Sir,	depend	on	it,	my	nerves	were	not	in	fault;
the	thing	was	real:the	transaction	actually	took	place.""And	your	previous	dreams,	were	they	real	too?	My	companion	expressed	no	surprise	at	thisemotion,	nor	did	he	question	me	as	to	its	cause;	he	only	said	-"We	will	wait	a	few	minutes,	Jane,	till	you	are	more	composed."	Andwhile	I	smothered	the	paroxysm	with	all	haste,	he	sat	calm	andpatient,
leaning	on	his	desk,	and	looking	like	a	physician	watchingwith	the	eye	of	science	an	expected	and	fully	understood	crisis	in	apatient's	malady.	She	had	a	turn	fortraffic,	and	a	marked	propensity	for	saving;	shown	not	only	in	thevending	of	eggs	and	chickens,	but	also	in	driving	hard	bargains	withthe	gardener	about	flower-roots,	seeds,	and	slips	of
plants;	thatfunctionary	having	orders	from	Mrs.	Diana	Rivers	had	designatedher	brother	"inexorable	as	death."	She	had	not	exaggerated.Page	13I	continued	the	labours	of	the	village-school	as	actively	andfaithfully	as	I	could.	If	you	have	a	fancy	for	anything	in	that	line,away	with	you,	sir,	to	the	bazaars	of	Stamboul	without	delay,	andlay	out	in
extensive	slave-purchases	some	of	that	spare	cash	youseem	at	a	loss	to	spend	satisfactorily	here.""And	what	will	you	do,	Janet,	while	I	am	bargaining	for	so	many	tonsof	flesh	and	such	an	assortment	of	black	eyes?""I'll	be	preparing	myself	to	go	out	as	a	missionary	to	preachliberty	to	them	that	are	enslaved--your	harem	inmates	amongst	therest.	No
sooner	hadtwilight,	that	hour	of	romance,	began	to	lower	her	blue	and	starrybanner	over	the	lattice,	than	I	rose,	opened	the	piano,	andentreated	him,	for	the	love	of	heaven,	to	give	me	a	song.	He	accounted	it	a	pity	that	so	fine	andtalented	a	young	man	should	have	formed	the	design	of	going	out	as	amissionary;	it	was	quite	throwing	a	valuable	life
away.	She	was	by	that	time	laid	out.Eliza	and	I	went	to	look	at	her:	Georgiana,	who	had	burst	out	intoloud	weeping,	said	she	dared	not	go.	Icaught	scraps	of	their	conversation,	from	which	I	was	able	only	toodistinctly	to	infer	the	main	subject	discussed."Something	passed	her,	all	dressed	in	white,	and	vanished"--"A	greatblack	dog	behind	him"--"Three
loud	raps	on	the	chamber	door"--"Alight	in	the	churchyard	just	over	his	grave,"	&c.	Have	you	seen	something?"	again	demandedBessie."Oh!	I	saw	a	light,	and	I	thought	a	ghost	would	come."	I	had	nowgot	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	haveexcused	it,	but	she	only	wanted	to	bring	us	all	here:	I	know	hernaughty	tricks.""What	is	all	this?"	demanded	another	voice	peremptorily;	and	Mrs.Reed	came	along	the	corridor,	her	cap	flying	wide,	her	gown	rustlingstormily.	A	child	cannot	quarrel	with	itselders,	as	I	had	done;	cannot	give	its	furious	feelings
uncontrolledplay,	as	I	had	given	mine,	without	experiencing	afterwards	the	pangof	remorse	and	the	chill	of	reaction.	Literally,	I	was	(what	he	often	called	me)	the	apple	ofhis	eye.	"I	am	a	stranger,	without	acquaintance	in	this	place.	What	his	subsequent	conduct	and	proposals	were	is	a	matterof	pure	conjecture;	but	when	an	event	transpired	which
renderedinquiry	after	the	governess	necessary,	it	was	discovered	she	wasgone--no	one	could	tell	when,	where,	or	how.	I	know	nothow	she	occupied	herself	before	breakfast,	but	after	that	meal	shedivided	her	time	into	regular	portions,	and	each	hour	had	itsallotted	task.	But	all	the	surface	of	the	waste	looked	level.	He	saw	nature--he	saw	books
through	me;	and	never	did	Iweary	of	gazing	for	his	behalf,	and	of	putting	into	words	the	effectof	field,	tree,	town,	river,	cloud,	sunbeam--of	the	landscape	beforeus;	of	the	weather	round	us--and	impressing	by	sound	on	his	ear	whatlight	could	no	longer	stamp	on	his	eye.	My	hopes	of	being	numbered	in	theband	who	have	merged	all	ambitions	in	the
glorious	one	of	betteringtheir	race--of	carrying	knowledge	into	the	realms	of	ignorance--ofsubstituting	peace	for	war--freedom	for	bondage--religion	forsuperstition--the	hope	of	heaven	for	the	fear	of	hell?	I	took	a	book--some	Arabian	tales;	Isat	down	and	endeavoured	to	read.	Hannah,	is	that	milk?	WHAT	is	it?	Her	mother,	the	Creole,	was	both	a
madwoman	and	adrunkard!--as	I	found	out	after	I	had	wed	the	daughter:	for	theywere	silent	on	family	secrets	before.	I	must	apply	somewhere.	Lastnight,	or	rather	this	morning,	I	was	dancing	till	two	o'clock.	Reed	when	theservants	were	ailing:	for	herself	and	the	children	she	employed	aphysician."Well,	who	am	I?"	he	asked.I	pronounced	his	name,
offering	him	at	the	same	time	my	hand:	hetook	it,	smiling	and	saying,	"We	shall	do	very	well	by-and-by."Then	he	laid	me	down,	and	addressing	Bessie,	charged	her	to	be	verycareful	that	I	was	not	disturbed	during	the	night.	I	accept	it,	Jane;	let	the	daughter	have	freeadvent--my	arms	wait	to	receive	her.""Now,	sir,	proceed;	what	did	you	do	when	you
found	she	was	mad?""Jane,	I	approached	the	verge	of	despair;	a	remnant	of	self-respectwas	all	that	intervened	between	me	and	the	gulf.	I	thought	I	had	found	thesource	of	your	melancholy	in	a	dream."I	shook	my	head.	It	seemed	to	me	that	someevent	must	follow	the	strange	cry,	struggle,	and	call.No:	stillness	returned:	each	murmur	and	movement
ceased	gradually,and	in	about	an	hour	Thornfield	Hall	was	again	as	hushed	as	adesert.	"I	could	not	spare	the	money	on	any	account.""Little	niggard!"	said	he,	"refusing	me	a	pecuniary	request!	Giveme	five	pounds,	Jane.""Not	five	shillings,	sir;	nor	five	pence.""Just	let	me	look	at	the	cash.""No,	sir;	you	are	not	to	be	trusted.""Jane!""Sir?""Promise	me
one	thing.""I'll	promise	you	anything,	sir,	that	I	think	I	am	likely	toperform.""Not	to	advertise:	and	to	trust	this	quest	of	a	situation	to	me.I'll	find	you	one	in	time.""I	shall	be	glad	so	to	do,	sir,	if	you,	in	your	turn,	will	promisethat	I	and	Adele	shall	be	both	safe	out	of	the	house	before	yourbride	enters	it.""Very	well!	very	well!	I'll	pledge	my	word	on	it.	The
same	hostile	roof	now	again	rose	before	me:	myprospects	were	doubtful	yet;	and	I	had	yet	an	aching	heart.	I	seldom	saw	her	alone,and	had	very	little	private	conversation	with	her.	I	understood,	as	by	inspiration,	the	natureof	his	love	for	Miss	Oliver;	I	agreed	with	him	that	it	was	but	alove	of	the	senses.	What	the	deuce	have	you	done	with	yourselfthis
last	month?""I	have	been	with	my	aunt,	sir,	who	is	dead.""A	true	Janian	reply!	Good	angels	be	my	guard!	She	comes	from	theother	world--from	the	abode	of	people	who	are	dead;	and	tells	me	sowhen	she	meets	me	alone	here	in	the	gloaming!	If	I	dared,	I'd	touchyou,	to	see	if	you	are	substance	or	shadow,	you	elf!--but	I'd	assoon	offer	to	take	hold	of	a
blue	ignis	fatuus	light	in	a	marsh.Truant!	truant!"	he	added,	when	he	had	paused	an	instant.	Let	me	see	them-	""Indeed,	I	will	not.	If	the	man	who	had	but	onelittle	ewe	lamb	that	was	dear	to	him	as	a	daughter,	that	ate	of	hisbread	and	drank	of	his	cup,	and	lay	in	his	bosom,	had	by	somemistake	slaughtered	it	at	the	shambles,	he	would	not	have	rued
hisbloody	blunder	more	than	I	now	rue	mine.	There	has	been	a	beggar-woman--I	declareshe	is	not	gone	yet!--laid	down	there.	If	a	moment's	silence	broke	the	conversation,he	would	turn	restless,	touch	me,	then	say,	"Jane.""You	are	altogether	a	human	being,	Jane?	Young	woman,	rise,	and	passbefore	me	into	the	house."With	difficulty	I	obeyed	him.	It
trembled	for	Mr.	Rochester	and	his	doom;	it	bemoaned	himwith	bitter	pity;	it	demanded	him	with	ceaseless	longing;	and,impotent	as	a	bird	with	both	wings	broken,	it	still	quivered	itsshattered	pinions	in	vain	attempts	to	seek	him.Worn	out	with	this	torture	of	thought,	I	rose	to	my	knees.	"It	would	be	so	much	better,"	she	said,"if	she	could	only	get	out
of	the	way	for	a	month	or	two,	till	allwas	over."	I	did	not	ask	what	she	meant	by	"all	being	over,"	but	Isuppose	she	referred	to	the	expected	decease	of	her	mother	and	thegloomy	sequel	of	funeral	rites.	We	should	never	suit.""Plain!	You?	While	such	honey-dew	fell,	suchsilence	reigned,	such	gloaming	gathered,	I	felt	as	if	I	could	hauntsuch	shade	for
ever;	but	in	threading	the	flower	and	fruit	parterresat	the	upper	part	of	the	enclosure,	enticed	there	by	the	light	thenow	rising	moon	cast	on	this	more	open	quarter,	my	step	is	stayed--not	by	sound,	not	by	sight,	but	once	more	by	a	warning	fragrance.Sweet-briar	and	southernwood,	jasmine,	pink,	and	rose	have	long	beenyielding	their	evening	sacrifice
of	incense:	this	new	scent	isneither	of	shrub	nor	flower;	it	is--I	know	it	well--it	is	Mr.Rochester's	cigar.	It	will	soon	be	nomore	than	a	sacrifice	consumed."And	then	she	would	pout	like	a	disappointed	child;	a	pensive	cloudwould	soften	her	radiant	vivacity;	she	would	withdraw	her	handhastily	from	his,	and	turn	in	transient	petulance	from	his	aspect,at
once	so	heroic	and	so	martyr-like.	I	stood	in	the	position	of	one	without	aresource,	without	a	friend,	without	a	coin.	What	a	face	he	had,	now	that	it	was	almost	on	a	level	withmine!	what	a	great	nose!	and	what	a	mouth!	and	what	large	prominentteeth!"No	sight	so	sad	as	that	of	a	naughty	child,"	he	began,	"especiallya	naughty	little	girl.	Yet,	Ithought,	I
ought	to	have	been	happy,	for	none	of	the	Reeds	werethere,	they	were	all	gone	out	in	the	carriage	with	their	mama.Abbot,	too,	was	sewing	in	another	room,	and	Bessie,	as	she	movedhither	and	thither,	putting	away	toys	and	arranging	drawers,addressed	to	me	every	now	and	then	a	word	of	unwonted	kindness.This	state	of	things	should	have	been	to
me	a	paradise	of	peace,accustomed	as	I	was	to	a	life	of	ceaseless	reprimand	and	thanklessfagging;	but,	in	fact,	my	racked	nerves	were	now	in	such	a	statethat	no	calm	could	soothe,	and	no	pleasure	excite	them	agreeably.Bessie	had	been	down	into	the	kitchen,	and	she	brought	up	with	her	atart	on	a	certain	brightly	painted	china	plate,	whose	bird
ofparadise,	nestling	in	a	wreath	of	convolvuli	and	rosebuds,	had	beenwont	to	stir	in	me	a	most	enthusiastic	sense	of	admiration;	andwhich	plate	I	had	often	petitioned	to	be	allowed	to	take	in	my	handin	order	to	examine	it	more	closely,	but	had	always	hitherto	beendeemed	unworthy	of	such	a	privilege.	Well	may	he	eschew	the	calm	of	domestic	life;	it
is	nothis	element:	there	his	faculties	stagnate--they	cannot	develop	orappear	to	advantage.	My	spirits	wereexcited,	and	with	pleasure	and	ease	I	talked	to	him	during	supper,and	for	a	long	time	after.	The	gaping	wound	of	my	wrongs,	too,	was	now	quitehealed;	and	the	flame	of	resentment	extinguished."You	shall	go	into	the	breakfast-room	first,"	said
Bessie,	as	shepreceded	me	through	the	hall;	"the	young	ladies	will	be	there."In	another	moment	I	was	within	that	apartment.	Atthis	moment	I	discover	that	I	forgot	to	take	my	parcel	out	of	thepocket	of	the	coach,	where	I	had	placed	it	for	safety;	there	itremains,	there	it	must	remain;	and	now,	I	am	absolutely	destitute.Whitcross	is	no	town,	nor	even	a
hamlet;	it	is	but	a	stone	pillarset	up	where	four	roads	meet:	whitewashed,	I	suppose,	to	be	moreobvious	at	a	distance	and	in	darkness.	He	came	down	to	Gateshead	about	three	weeks	ago	andwanted	missis	to	give	up	all	to	him.	Something	hadhappened	which	I	could	not	comprehend;	no	one	knew	of	or	had	seenthe	event	but	myself:	it	had	taken	place
the	preceding	night.	In	spite	of	his	Christian	stoicism,	whenshe	went	up	and	addressed	him,	and	smiled	gaily,	encouragingly,	evenfondly	in	his	face,	his	hand	would	tremble	and	his	eye	burn.	Diana	said	they	would	both	consider	themselves	richwith	a	thousand	pounds,	so	with	five	thousand	they	will	do	verywell.""Tell	me	where	I	can	get	you	a	glass	of
water,"	said	St.	John;	"youmust	really	make	an	effort	to	tranquillise	your	feelings.""Nonsense!	and	what	sort	of	an	effect	will	the	bequest	have	on	you?Will	it	keep	you	in	England,	induce	you	to	marry	Miss	Oliver,	andsettle	down	like	an	ordinary	mortal?""You	wander:	your	head	becomes	confused.	On	sleeping,	I	continued	indreams	the	idea	of	a	dark
and	gusty	night.	Her	beauty,	her	pink	cheeks	and	golden	curls,	seemed	togive	delight	to	all	who	looked	at	her,	and	to	purchase	indemnity	forevery	fault.	She	was	hasty,	but	good-humoured;	vain	(shecould	not	help	it,	when	every	glance	in	the	glass	showed	her	such	aflush	of	loveliness),	but	not	affected;	liberal-handed;	innocent	ofthe	pride	of	wealth;
ingenuous;	sufficiently	intelligent;	gay,lively,	and	unthinking:	she	was	very	charming,	in	short,	even	to	acool	observer	of	her	own	sex	like	me;	but	she	was	not	profoundlyinteresting	or	thoroughly	impressive.	In	what	way	could	it	possibly	be	the	interest	of	theinhabitants	of	that	dwelling	to	serve	me?	The	next	day	a	keen	wind	brought	fresh	andblinding
falls;	by	twilight	the	valley	was	drifted	up	and	almostimpassable.	One	of	the	ladies	ran	to	him	directly;	she	seized	his	arm:it	was	Miss	Ingram."What	awful	event	has	taken	place?"	said	she.	I	wishthis	present	hour	would	never	end:	who	knows	with	what	fate	thenext	may	come	charged?""This	is	hypochondria,	Jane.	Mr.	Mason,	have	thegoodness	to	step
forward."Mr.	Rochester,	on	hearing	the	name,	set	his	teeth;	he	experienced,too,	a	sort	of	strong	convulsive	quiver;	near	to	him	as	I	was,	Ifelt	the	spasmodic	movement	of	fury	or	despair	run	through	hisframe.	I	replied,that	nothing	ailed	me	save	anxiety	of	mind,	which	I	hoped	soon	toalleviate.It	was	easy	to	make	my	further	arrangements;	for	I	was
troubled	withno	inquiries--no	surmises.	Why	do	you	importune	me	abouther!	I	say,	why	do	you	assign	Adele	to	me	for	a	companion?""You	spoke	of	a	retirement,	sir;	and	retirement	and	solitude	aredull:	too	dull	for	you.""Solitude!	solitude!"	he	reiterated	with	irritation.	They	had	been	inLondon,	and	many	other	grand	towns;	but	they	always	said	there
wasno	place	like	home;	and	then	they	were	so	agreeable	with	each	other--never	fell	out	nor	"threaped."	She	did	not	know	where	there	wassuch	a	family	for	being	united.Having	finished	my	task	of	gooseberry	picking,	I	asked	where	the	twoladies	and	their	brother	were	now."Gone	over	to	Morton	for	a	walk;	but	they	would	be	back	in	half-an-hour	to
tea."They	returned	within	the	time	Hannah	had	allotted	them:	theyentered	by	the	kitchen	door.	Fairfaxif	she	had	yet	heard	anything	decided:	her	answer	was	always	in	thenegative.	"Oh,Jane!	my	hope--my	love--my	life!"	broke	in	anguish	from	his	lips.Then	came	a	deep,	strong	sob.I	had	already	gained	the	door;	but,	reader,	I	walked	back--walkedback
as	determinedly	as	I	had	retreated.	I	feltthe	consecration	of	its	loneliness:	my	eye	feasted	on	the	outlineof	swell	and	sweep--on	the	wild	colouring	communicated	to	ridge	anddell	by	moss,	by	heath-bell,	by	flower-sprinkled	turf,	by	brilliantbracken,	and	mellow	granite	crag.	Here	we	are	at	Thornfield:	nowlet	me	get	down."He	landed	me	on	the	pavement.
She	must	be	eight	or	nine	years	old.""I	was	knocked	down,"	was	the	blunt	explanation,	jerked	out	of	me	byanother	pang	of	mortified	pride;	"but	that	did	not	make	me	ill,"	Iadded;	while	Mr.	Lloyd	helped	himself	to	a	pinch	of	snuff.As	he	was	returning	the	box	to	his	waistcoat	pocket,	a	loud	bellrang	for	the	servants'	dinner;	he	knew	what	it	was.	I
understood	that,	sitting	there	where	I	did,	on	the	bank	ofheath,	and	with	that	handsome	form	before	me,	I	sat	at	the	feet	of	aman,	caring	as	I.	God	directed	me	to	a	correct	choice:	I	thank	Hisprovidence	for	the	guidance!Having	brought	my	eventide	musings	to	this	point,	I	rose,	went	to	mydoor,	and	looked	at	the	sunset	of	the	harvest-day,	and	at	the
quietfields	before	my	cottage,	which,	with	the	school,	was	distant	half	amile	from	the	village.	When	I	did	speak,	it	was	only	toexpress	an	impetuous	wish	that	I	had	never	been	born,	or	never	cometo	Thornfield."Because	you	are	sorry	to	leave	it?"The	vehemence	of	emotion,	stirred	by	grief	and	love	within	me,	wasclaiming	mastery,	and	struggling	for	full
sway,	and	asserting	aright	to	predominate,	to	overcome,	to	live,	rise,	and	reign	at	last:yes,--and	to	speak."I	grieve	to	leave	Thornfield:	I	love	Thornfield:-	I	love	it,because	I	have	lived	in	it	a	full	and	delightful	life,--momentarilyat	least.	Georgianaadded	to	her	"How	d'ye	do?"	several	commonplaces	about	my	journey,the	weather,	and	so	on,	uttered	in
rather	a	drawling	tone:	andaccompanied	by	sundry	side-glances	that	measured	me	from	head	tofoot--now	traversing	the	folds	of	my	drab	merino	pelisse,	and	nowlingering	on	the	plain	trimming	of	my	cottage	bonnet.	"Read	the	letter,"	she	said.It	was	short,	and	thus	conceived:-"Madam,--Will	you	have	the	goodness	to	send	me	the	address	of	myniece,
Jane	Eyre,	and	to	tell	me	how	she	is?	He	might	well	be	a	little	shocked	at	the	irregularity	ofmy	lineaments,	his	own	being	so	harmonious.	St.	John	did	not	rebuke	our	vivacity;	but	he	escaped	from	it:he	was	seldom	in	the	house;	his	parish	was	large,	the	populationscattered,	and	he	found	daily	business	in	visiting	the	sick	and	poorin	its	different
districts.One	morning	at	breakfast,	Diana,	after	looking	a	little	pensive	forsome	minutes,	asked	him,	"If	his	plans	were	yet	unchanged.""Unchanged	and	unchangeable,"	was	the	reply.	or	you	have	overheard	the	servants	talk?--your	sensitive	self-respect	has	been	wounded?""No,	sir."	It	struck	twelve--I	waited	till	the	time-piece	hadconcluded	its	silver
chime,	and	the	clock	its	hoarse,	vibrittingstroke,	and	then	I	proceeded."All	day	yesterday	I	was	very	busy,	and	very	happy	in	my	ceaselessbustle;	for	I	am	not,	as	you	seem	to	think,	troubled	by	any	hauntingfears	about	the	new	sphere,	et	cetera:	I	think	it	a	glorious	thingto	have	the	hope	of	living	with	you,	because	I	love	you.	All	was	changing	utterly
with	a	sudden	sweep.	Yes,	that	was	ever	the	hour	offatality	at	Thornfield.	I	had	thought	he	would	hardlyspeak	to	me,	and	I	was	certain	he	had	given	up	the	pursuit	of	hismatrimonial	scheme:	the	sequel	showed	I	was	mistaken	on	bothpoints.	There	was	none:	all	wasinterwoven	stem,	columnar	trunk,	dense	summer	foliage--no	openinganywhere.I
proceeded:	at	last	my	way	opened,	the	trees	thinned	a	little;presently	I	beheld	a	railing,	then	the	house--scarce,	by	this	dimlight,	distinguishable	from	the	trees;	so	dank	and	green	were	itsdecaying	walls.	When	at	last	she	left	you,	you	lapsed	at	once	into	deepreverie:	you	betook	yourself	slowly	to	pace	the	gallery.	However,	it	is	not	my	business,	and	so
it	suitsyou,	I	don't	much	care.""You	are	in	the	right,"	said	she;	and	with	these	words	we	each	wentour	separate	way.	"She	is	well	named	the	Rose	of	theWorld,	indeed!""And	may	I	not	paint	one	like	it	for	you?""CUI	BONO?	Meantime,	watch	and	pray	that	you	enter	notinto	temptation:	the	spirit,	I	trust,	is	willing,	but	the	flesh,	Isee,	is	weak.	That	you
have	done	so,	Iregret--for	your	sake."I	interrupted	him.	Atlast	I	hired	Grace	Poole	from	the	Grimbsy	Retreat.	Miss	Miller	approaching,	seemed	to	ask	her	aquestion,	and	having	received	her	answer,	went	back	to	her	place,and	said	aloud	-"Monitor	of	the	first	class,	fetch	the	globes!"While	the	direction	was	being	executed,	the	lady	consulted
movedslowly	up	the	room.	And	if	that	boisterous	Channel,	and	two	hundredmiles	or	so	of	land	come	broad	between	us,	I	am	afraid	that	cord	ofcommunion	will	be	snapt;	and	then	I've	a	nervous	notion	I	shouldtake	to	bleeding	inwardly.	I	lookedup	at	him:	he	shunned	my	eye.	"Speak!	let	us	knowthe	worst	at	once!""But	don't	pull	me	down	or	strangle
me,"	he	replied:	for	the	MissesEshton	were	clinging	about	him	now;	and	the	two	dowagers,	in	vastwhite	wrappers,	were	bearing	down	on	him	like	ships	in	full	sail."All's	right!--all's	right!"	he	cried.	I	shall	not	stay	long	at	Morton,	now	that	my	fatheris	dead,	and	that	I	am	my	own	master.	Is	this	mymustard-seed?	"With	that	searching	andyet	faithful	and
generous	look,	you	torture	me!""How	can	I	do	that?	Oh,	that	gentleness!how	far	more	potent	is	it	than	force!	I	could	resist	St.	John'swrath:	I	grew	pliant	as	a	reed	under	his	kindness.	She	then	peeped	round	towhere	I	sat;	so	stern	a	neighbour	was	too	restrictive	to	him,	in	hispresent	fractious	mood,	she	dared	whisper	no	observations,	nor	askof	him
any	information."Let	her	come	to	me,"	I	entreated:	"she	will,	perhaps,	trouble	you,sir:	there	is	plenty	of	room	on	this	side."He	handed	her	over	as	if	she	had	been	a	lapdog.	For	God's	sake	don't	be	ironical!""I	will	make	the	world	acknowledge	you	a	beauty,	too,"	he	went	on,while	I	really	became	uneasy	at	the	strain	he	had	adopted,	because	Ifelt	he	was
either	deluding	himself	or	trying	to	delude	me.	He	would	try	to	make	my	childrenfriendly	to	the	little	beggar:	the	darlings	could	not	bear	it,	andhe	was	angry	with	them	when	they	showed	their	dislike.	His	lunatic	wife:	and	you	havenothing	to	do	with	him:	you	dare	not	speak	to	him	or	seek	hispresence.	I	thought,	sir,	that	you	were	on	the	road	along
way	before	me;	and	I	strained	every	nerve	to	overtake	you,	andmade	effort	on	effort	to	utter	your	name	and	entreat	you	to	stop--but	my	movements	were	fettered,	and	my	voice	still	died	awayinarticulate;	while	you,	I	felt,	withdrew	farther	and	farther	everymoment.""And	these	dreams	weigh	on	your	spirits	now,	Jane,	when	I	am	closeto	you?	High
banks	of	moorwere	about	me;	the	crag	protected	my	head:	the	sky	was	over	that.Some	time	passed	before	I	felt	tranquil	even	here:	I	had	a	vaguedread	that	wild	cattle	might	be	near,	or	that	some	sportsman	orpoacher	might	discover	me.	Yes,	Mrs.	I	had	dared	andbaffled	his	fury;	I	must	elude	his	sorrow:	I	retired	to	the	door."You	are	going,	Jane?""I
am	going,	sir.""You	are	leaving	me?""Yes.""You	will	not	come?	That	is	probably	rather	soft?	Eternity	is	before	me:	I	had	bettertell	her.--Go	to	my	dressing-case,	open	it,	and	take	out	a	letteryou	will	see	there."I	obeyed	her	directions.	I	could	not	bear	to	waitin	the	house	for	you,	especially	with	this	rain	and	wind.""Rain	and	wind,	indeed!	Yes,	you	are
dripping	like	a	mermaid;	pullmy	cloak	round	you:	but	I	think	you	are	feverish,	Jane:	both	yourcheek	and	hand	are	burning	hot.	I	knew	by	her	stony	eye--opaque	to	tenderness,indissoluble	to	tears--that	she	was	resolved	to	consider	me	bad	tothe	last;	because	to	believe	me	good	would	give	her	no	generouspleasure:	only	a	sense	of	mortification.I	felt
pain,	and	then	I	felt	ire;	and	then	I	felt	a	determination	tosubdue	her--to	be	her	mistress	in	spite	both	of	her	nature	and	herwill.	I	feel	I	have	adequatecause	to	be	happy,	and	I	WILL	be	happy.	He	would	send	for	the	baby;though	I	entreated	him	rather	to	put	it	out	to	nurse	and	pay	for	itsmaintenance.	It	would	not	bewicked	to	love	me.""It	would	to	obey
you."A	wild	look	raised	his	brows--crossed	his	features:	he	rose;	but	heforebore	yet.	I	am	astonished	you	foundcourage	to	refuse	his	hand.	Theclock	struck	ten."Ye'll	want	your	supper,	I	am	sure,"	observed	Hannah;	"and	so	willMr.	St.	John	when	he	comes	in."And	she	proceeded	to	prepare	the	meal.	Robert	Brocklehurst	is	the	treasurer.""I	have	heard	of
Mr.	Brocklehurst,	and	I	have	seen	the	school.""I	left	Lowood	nearly	a	year	since	to	become	a	private	governess.	I	knew	where	to	find	in	my	drawers	somelinen,	a	locket,	a	ring.	Richard,	how	is	it	with	you?""The	fresh	air	revives	me,	Fairfax.""Leave	the	window	open	on	his	side,	Carter;	there	is	no	wind--good-bye,	Dick.""Fairfax--""Well	what	is	it?""Let
her	be	taken	care	of;	let	her	be	treated	as	tenderly	as	may	be:let	her--"	he	stopped	and	burst	into	tears."I	do	my	best;	and	have	done	it,	and	will	do	it,"	was	the	answer:he	shut	up	the	chaise	door,	and	the	vehicle	drove	away."Yet	would	to	God	there	was	an	end	of	all	this!"	added	Mr.Rochester,	as	he	closed	and	barred	the	heavy	yard-gates.This	done,	he
moved	with	slow	step	and	abstracted	air	towards	a	doorin	the	wall	bordering	the	orchard.	Half	heaven	was	pure	and	stainless:	the	clouds,	nowtrooping	before	the	wind,	which	had	shifted	to	the	west,	were	filingoff	eastward	in	long,	silvered	columns.	He	moaned	so,	and	looked	soweak,	wild,	and	lost,	I	feared	he	was	dying;	ant	I	might	not	evenspeak	to
him.The	candle,	wasted	at	last,	went	out;	as	it	expired,	I	perceivedstreaks	of	grey	light	edging	the	window	curtains:	dawn	was	thenapproaching.	No	wonder	that	letters	addressed	to	people	here	hadnever	received	an	answer:	as	well	despatch	epistles	to	a	vault	in	achurch	aisle.	I	left	the	window,	and	moved	with	little	noiseacross	the	carpet;	as	I



stooped	to	take	off	my	shoes,	a	cautioushand	tapped	low	at	the	door."Am	I	wanted?"	I	asked."Are	you	up?"	asked	the	voice	I	expected	to	hear,	viz.,	my	master's."Yes,	sir.""And	dressed?""Yes.""Come	out,	then,	quietly."I	obeyed.	He	got	up,	held	it	close	to	my	eyes:	and	Iread,	traced	in	Indian	ink,	in	my	own	handwriting,	the	words	"JANEEYRE"--the	work
doubtless	of	some	moment	of	abstraction."Briggs	wrote	to	me	of	a	Jane	Eyre:"	he	said,	"the	advertisementsdemanded	a	Jane	Eyre:	I	knew	a	Jane	Elliott.--I	confess	I	had	mysuspicions,	but	it	was	only	yesterday	afternoon	they	were	at	onceresolved	into	certainty.	I	got	some	water,	I	got	some	bread:	for	perhapsI	should	have	to	walk	far;	and	my	strength,
sorely	shaken	of	late,must	not	break	down.	I	had,	again	and	again,held	the	water	to	Mason's	white	lips;	again	and	again	offered	himthe	stimulating	salts:	my	efforts	seemed	ineffectual:	eitherbodily	or	mental	suffering,	or	loss	of	blood,	or	all	three	combined,were	fast	prostrating	his	strength.	And	now,	sir,	to	reward	you	for	the	accurate	guess,	Iwill
promise	to	paint	you	a	careful	and	faithful	duplicate	of	thisvery	picture,	provided	you	admit	that	the	gift	would	be	acceptableto	you.	I	could	not	forget	my	ownsensations	when	you	thus	started	up	and	poured	out	the	venom	of	yourmind:	I	felt	fear	as	if	an	animal	that	I	had	struck	or	pushed	hadlooked	up	at	me	with	human	eyes	and	cursed	me	in	a	man's
voice.--Bring	me	some	water!	Oh,	make	haste!""Dear	Mrs.	I	thought	of	him	now--in	his	room--watching	the	sunrise;hoping	I	should	soon	come	to	say	I	would	stay	with	him	and	be	his.I	longed	to	be	his;	I	panted	to	return:	it	was	not	too	late;	Icould	yet	spare	him	the	bitter	pang	of	bereavement.	Descending	the	laurel	walk,	I	faced	thewreck	of	the
chestnut-tree;	it	stood	up	black	and	riven:	the	trunk,split	down	the	centre,	gasped	ghastly.	He	could	have	settled	her	with	a	well-planted	blow;	but	hewould	not	strike:	he	would	only	wrestle.	Lastnight	I	cannot	tell	you	what	I	suffered	when	I	sought	all	over	thehouse,	and	could	find	you	nowhere,	nor	the	master	either;	and	then,at	twelve	o'clock,	saw
you	come	in	with	him.""Well,	never	mind	that	now,"	I	interrupted	impatiently;	"it	isenough	that	all	was	right.""I	hope	all	will	be	right	in	the	end,"	she	said:	"but	believe	me,you	cannot	be	too	careful.	And	try	to	restrain	the	disproportionate	fervour	withwhich	you	throw	yourself	into	commonplace	home	pleasures.	No,	sir.""Shake	hands	in	confirmation	of
the	word.	I	was	now	in	for	it."My	Uncle	Reed	is	in	heaven,	and	can	see	all	you	do	and	think;	andso	can	papa	and	mama:	they	know	how	you	shut	me	up	all	day	long,and	how	you	wish	me	dead."Mrs.	I'll	ask	cook	tobake	you	a	little	cake,	and	then	you	shall	help	me	to	look	over	yourdrawers;	for	I	am	soon	to	pack	your	trunk.	It	isn't	likely.""Do	let	me	speak
to	your	mistresses.""No,	not	I.	There's	sense	in	the	suggestion;	not	adoubt	of	it.	Yet,	after	all,	as	a	friend	and	companion,	I	hopenever	to	become	quite	distasteful	to	my	dear	master.""Distasteful!	and	like	you	again!	I	think	I	shall	like	you	again,and	yet	again:	and	I	will	make	you	confess	I	do	not	only	LIKE,	butLOVE	you--with	truth,	fervour,
constancy.""Yet	are	you	not	capricious,	sir?""To	women	who	please	me	only	by	their	faces,	I	am	the	very	devilwhen	I	find	out	they	have	neither	souls	nor	hearts--when	they	opento	me	a	perspective	of	flatness,	triviality,	and	perhaps	imbecility,coarseness,	and	ill-temper:	but	to	the	clear	eye	and	eloquenttongue,	to	the	soul	made	of	fire,	and	the	character
that	bends	butdoes	not	break--at	once	supple	and	stable,	tractable	and	consistent--I	am	ever	tender	and	true.""Had	you	ever	experience	of	such	a	character,	sir?	I	was	glad	to	giveher	a	sufficient	sum	to	set	her	up	in	a	good	line	of	business,	andso	get	decently	rid	of	her.	Why--nothing.	Reed,	"there	is	another	thing	Iwished	to	say.	Am	I	a	servant?""No;
you	are	less	than	a	servant,	for	you	do	nothing	for	your	keep.There,	sit	down,	and	think	over	your	wickedness."They	had	got	me	by	this	time	into	the	apartment	indicated	by	Mrs.Reed,	and	had	thrust	me	upon	a	stool:	my	impulse	was	to	rise	fromit	like	a	spring;	their	two	pair	of	hands	arrested	me	instantly."If	you	don't	sit	still,	you	must	be	tied	down,"
said	Bessie.	Even	for	me	life	had	its	gleams	ofsunshine.Page	26Five	o'clock	had	hardly	struck	on	the	morning	of	the	19th	ofJanuary,	when	Bessie	brought	a	candle	into	my	closet	and	found	mealready	up	and	nearly	dressed.	Of	course(as	St.	John	once	said)	I	must	seek	another	interest	in	life	toreplace	the	one	lost:	is	not	the	occupation	he	now	offers	me
trulythe	most	glorious	man	can	adopt	or	God	assign?	I	had	a	charming	partner--pure,wise,	modest:	you	can	fancy	I	was	a	happy	man.	"Well,	I	have	been	waiting	for	youlong,	and	listening:	yet	not	one	movement	have	I	heard,	nor	onesob:	five	minutes	more	of	that	death-like	hush,	and	I	should	haveforced	the	lock	like	a	burglar.	With	St.	Paul,
Iacknowledge	myself	the	chiefest	of	sinners;	but	I	do	not	suffer	thissense	of	my	personal	vileness	to	daunt	me.	In	spirit,	I	believe	we	must	have	met.	Fearful,	however,	of	losing	this	first	and	only	opportunityof	relieving	my	grief	by	imparting	it,	I,	after	a	disturbed	pause,contrived	to	frame	a	meagre,	though,	as	far	as	it	went,	trueresponse."For	one	thing,
I	have	no	father	or	mother,	brothers	or	sisters.""You	have	a	kind	aunt	and	cousins."Again	I	paused;	then	bunglingly	enounced	-"But	John	Reed	knocked	me	down,	and	my	aunt	shut	me	up	in	the	red-room."Mr.	Lloyd	a	second	time	produced	his	snuff-box."Don't	you	think	Gateshead	Hall	a	very	beautiful	house?"	asked	he."Are	you	not	very	thankful	to
have	such	a	fine	place	to	live	at?""It	is	not	my	house,	sir;	and	Abbot	says	I	have	less	right	to	behere	than	a	servant.""Pooh!	you	can't	be	silly	enough	to	wish	to	leave	such	a	splendidplace?""If	I	had	anywhere	else	to	go,	I	should	be	glad	to	leave	it;	but	Ican	never	get	away	from	Gateshead	till	I	am	a	woman.""Perhaps	you	may--who	knows?	Disappointed
in	the	expectation	of	acustomer,	she	coolly	acceded	to	my	request.	The	fire	broke	out	at	dead	of	night,	and	before	theengines	arrived	from	Millcote,	the	building	was	one	mass	of	flame.It	was	a	terrible	spectacle:	I	witnessed	it	myself.""At	dead	of	night!"	I	muttered.	I	said	I	could	not	bearsuch	words	now.	They	say	she	had	nearlyburnt	her	husband	in	his
bed	once:	but	I	don't	know	about	that.However,	on	this	night,	she	set	fire	first	to	the	hangings	of	theroom	next	her	own,	and	then	she	got	down	to	a	lower	storey,	and	madeher	way	to	the	chamber	that	had	been	the	governess's--(she	was	likeas	if	she	knew	somehow	how	matters	had	gone	on,	and	had	a	spite	ather)--and	she	kindled	the	bed	there;	but
there	was	nobody	sleepingin	it,	fortunately.	You	maysit	you	down	in	my	chair	on	the	hearthstone,	if	you	will."She	pointed	to	the	rocking-chair:	I	took	it.	No!	Mediocrity,	no:	do	not	let	envy	prompt	you	to	thethought.	and	there	is	no	more	beating	of	rain	against	the	window-panes:	look	here"	(he	lifted	up	the	curtain)--"it	is	a	lovelynight!"It	was.	I	dared	to
putoff	the	mendicant--to	resume	my	natural	manner	and	character.	Fairfax	the	exact	day	of	my	return;	for	Idid	not	wish	either	car	or	carriage	to	meet	me	at	Millcote.	I	devoured	my	bread	anddrank	my	coffee	with	relish;	but	I	should	have	been	glad	of	as	muchmore--I	was	still	hungry.	One,	to	be	sure,	had	hair	a	shadedarker	than	the	other,	and	there
was	a	difference	in	their	style	ofwearing	it;	Mary's	pale	brown	locks	were	parted	and	braided	smooth:Diana's	duskier	tresses	covered	her	neck	with	thick	curls.	He	pressed	his	handfirmer	on	my	head,	as	if	he	claimed	me:	he	surrounded	me	with	hisarm,	ALMOST	as	if	he	loved	me	(I	say	ALMOST--I	knew	the	difference--for	I	had	felt	what	it	was	to	be
loved;	but,	like	him,	I	had	now	putlove	out	of	the	question,	and	thought	only	of	duty).	Willingly	would	I	now	have	gone	and	asked	Mrs.	Marsh	End	hadbelonged	to	the	Rivers	ever	since	it	was	a	house:	and	it	was,	sheaffirmed,	"aboon	two	hundred	year	old--for	all	it	looked	but	asmall,	humble	place,	naught	to	compare	wi'	Mr.	Oliver's	grand	halldown	i'
Morton	Vale.	They	used	to	watch	him--servants	will,you	know,	ma'am--and	he	set	store	on	her	past	everything:	for	all,nobody	but	him	thought	her	so	very	handsome.	Before	we	had	been	outtwo	hours,	we	were	deep	in	a	confidential	conversation:	she	hadfavoured	me	with	a	description	of	the	brilliant	winter	she	had	spentin	London	two	seasons	ago--of
the	admiration	she	had	there	excited--the	attention	she	had	received;	and	I	even	got	hints	of	the	titledconquest	she	had	made.	The	moon	was	not	yet	set,	and	wewere	all	in	shadow:	I	could	scarcely	see	my	master's	face,	near	asI	was.	Hewas	dressed	now:	he	still	looked	pale,	but	he	was	no	longer	goryand	sullied.	A	bed	supported	on	massive	pillars	of
mahogany,hung	with	curtains	of	deep	red	damask,	stood	out	like	a	tabernaclein	the	centre;	the	two	large	windows,	with	their	blinds	always	drawndown,	were	half	shrouded	in	festoons	and	falls	of	similar	drapery;the	carpet	was	red;	the	table	at	the	foot	of	the	bed	was	coveredwith	a	crimson	cloth;	the	walls	were	a	soft	fawn	colour	with	a	blushof	pink	in
it;	the	wardrobe,	the	toilet-table,	the	chairs	were	ofdarkly	polished	old	mahogany.	Fairfax	in	theinterim	of	my	absence:	the	party	at	the	hall	was	dispersed;	Mr.Rochester	had	left	for	London	three	weeks	ago,	but	he	was	thenexpected	to	return	in	a	fortnight.	Then	he	approached	Mason,	whom	thesurgeon	was	already	handling."Now,	my	good	fellow,
how	are	you?"	he	asked."She's	done	for	me,	I	fear,"	was	the	faint	reply."Not	a	whit!--courage!	This	day	fortnight	you'll	hardly	be	a	pinthe	worse	of	it:	you've	lost	a	little	blood;	that's	all	Carter,assure	him	there's	no	danger.""I	can	do	that	conscientiously,"	said	Carter,	who	had	now	undone	thebandages;	"only	I	wish	I	could	have	got	here	sooner:	he	would
nothave	bled	so	much--but	how	is	this?	But	I	really	thought	he	came	in	herefive	minutes	ago,	and	said	that	in	a	month	you	would	be	his	wife.""He	has	said	the	same	thing	to	me,"	I	replied."He	has!	Do	you	believe	him?	It	is	thecause	of	God	I	advocate:	it	is	under	His	standard	I	enlist	you.	The	heart	was	thrilled,	the	mind	astonished,	by	thepower	of	the
preacher:	neither	were	softened.	I	am	sensibleof	no	light	kindling--no	life	quickening--no	voice	counselling	orcheering.	I	could	join	with	Diana	andMary	in	all	their	occupations;	converse	with	them	as	much	as	theywished,	and	aid	them	when	and	where	they	would	allow	me.	"God	keep	you	from	harmand	wrong--direct	you,	solace	you--reward	you	well
for	your	pastkindness	to	me.""Little	Jane's	love	would	have	been	my	best	reward,"	he	answered;"without	it,	my	heart	is	broken.	ButI	was	not	afraid:	not	in	the	least.	How	much	of	him	was	saint,	howmuch	mortal,	I	could	not	heretofore	tell:	but	revelations	werebeing	made	in	this	conference:	the	analysis	of	his	nature	wasproceeding	before	my	eyes.
Again	she	regarded	me	so	icily,	I	felt	at	once	that	heropinion	of	me--her	feeling	towards	me--was	unchanged	andunchangeable.	I	ampoor;	for	I	find	that,	when	I	have	paid	my	father's	debts,	all	thepatrimony	remaining	to	me	will	be	this	crumbling	grange,	the	row	ofscathed	firs	behind,	and	the	patch	of	moorish	soil,	with	the	yew-trees	and	holly-bushes
in	front.	I	took	it	up.	The	dew	fell,	but	withpropitious	softness;	no	breeze	whispered.	I	set	it	on	the	table;	then	patted	him,	andsaid	softly,	"Lie	down!"	Mr.	Rochester	turned	mechanically	to	SEEwhat	the	commotion	was:	but	as	he	SAW	nothing,	he	returned	andsighed."Give	me	the	water,	Mary,"	he	said.I	approached	him	with	the	now	only	half-filled
glass;	Pilot	followedme,	still	excited."What	is	the	matter?"	he	inquired."Down,	Pilot!"	I	again	said.	I	saw	he	was	of	the	materialfrom	which	nature	hews	her	heroes--Christian	and	Pagan--herlawgivers,	her	statesmen,	her	conquerors:	a	steadfast	bulwark	forgreat	interests	to	rest	upon;	but,	at	the	fireside,	too	often	a	coldcumbrous	column,	gloomy	and	out
of	place."This	parlour	is	not	his	sphere,"	I	reflected:	"the	Himalayan	ridgeor	Caffre	bush,	even	the	plague-cursed	Guinea	Coast	swamp	would	suithim	better.	Mary	did	look	up,	and	shedid	stare	at	me:	the	ladle	with	which	she	was	basting	a	pair	ofchickens	roasting	at	the	fire,	did	for	some	three	minutes	hangsuspended	in	air;	and	for	the	same	space	of
time	John's	knives	alsohad	rest	from	the	polishing	process:	but	Mary,	bending	again	overthe	roast,	said	only	-"Have	you,	Miss?	Surely--"I	stopped:	I	could	not	trust	myself	to	entertain,	much	less	toexpress,	the	thought	that	rushed	upon	me--that	embodied	itself,--that,	in	a	second,	stood	out	a	strong,	solid	probability.Circumstances	knit	themselves,	fitted
themselves,	shot	into	order:the	chain	that	had	been	lying	hitherto	a	formless	lump	of	links	wasdrawn	out	straight,--every	ring	was	perfect,	the	connectioncomplete.	Mr.	Mason,	a	West	India	planter	andmerchant,	was	his	old	acquaintance.	Gathering	me	to	his	breast,	pressing	his	lips	on	my	lips:"so,	Jane!""Yes,	so,	sir,"	I	rejoined:	"and	yet	not	so;	for	you
are	a	marriedman--or	as	good	as	a	married	man,	and	wed	to	one	inferior	to	you--toone	with	whom	you	have	no	sympathy--whom	I	do	not	believe	you	trulylove;	for	I	have	seen	and	heard	you	sneer	at	her.	I	felt	veneration	for	St.	John--veneration	so	strong	that	its	impetus	thrust	me	at	once	to	the	pointI	had	so	long	shunned.	Give	her	some	explanation
before	I	see	her	again.It	pains	me	to	be	misjudged	by	so	good	a	woman.""Go	to	your	room,	and	put	on	your	bonnet,"	he	replied.	My	hunger,	sharp	before,	was,	if	notsatisfied,	appeased	by	this	hermit's	meal.	I	too	havesome	to	see	and	ask	after	in	England,	before	I	depart	for	ever."It	wanted	yet	two	hours	of	breakfast-time.	He	had	beenwalking	fast
about	the	room,	and	he	stopped,	as	if	suddenly	rootedto	one	spot.	Goon."The	disquietude	of	his	air,	the	somewhat	apprehensive	impatience	ofhis	manner,	surprised	me:	but	I	proceeded."I	dreamt	another	dream,	sir:	that	Thornfield	Hall	was	a	drearyruin,	the	retreat	of	bats	and	owls.	She's	an	excitable,nervous	person:	she	construed	her	dream	into	an
apparition,	orsomething	of	that	sort,	no	doubt;	and	has	taken	a	fit	with	fright.Now,	then,	I	must	see	you	all	back	into	your	rooms;	for,	till	thehouse	is	settled,	she	cannot	be	looked	after.	I	thought	that	of	all	thestately	front	nothing	remained	but	a	shell-like	wall,	very	high	andvery	fragile-looking.	And	what	did	she	do?	Fairfax'sroom.	St.	John,	no	doubt,
wouldhave	given	the	world	to	follow,	recall,	retain	her,	when	she	thusleft	him;	but	he	would	not	give	one	chance	of	heaven,	norrelinquish,	for	the	elysium	of	her	love,	one	hope	of	the	true,eternal	Paradise.	In	the	resolutereadiness	with	which	you	cut	your	wealth	into	four	shares,	keepingbut	one	to	yourself,	and	relinquishing	the	three	others	to	the
claimof	abstract	justice,	I	recognised	a	soul	that	revelled	in	the	flameand	excitement	of	sacrifice.	No."I	felt	a	burning	glow	mount	to	my	face;	for	bitter	and	agitatingrecollections	were	awakened	by	the	allusion	to	marriage.	Late	that	night--perhaps	it	might	be	between	eleven	and	twelve	o'clock--ere	I	retiredto	my	dreary	rest,	I	supplicated	God,	that,	if
it	seemed	good	toHim,	I	might	soon	be	taken	from	this	life,	and	admitted	to	thatworld	to	come,	where	there	was	still	hope	of	rejoining	Jane."I	was	in	my	own	room,	and	sitting	by	the	window,	which	was	open:it	soothed	me	to	feel	the	balmy	night-air;	though	I	could	see	nostars	and	only	by	a	vague,	luminous	haze,	knew	the	presence	of	amoon.	And	if	you
are	inclined	to	despisethe	day	of	small	things,	seek	some	more	efficient	succour	than	suchas	I	can	offer.""She	has	already	said	that	she	is	willing	to	do	anything	honest	shecan	do,"	answered	Diana	for	me;	"and	you	know,	St.	John,	she	has	nochoice	of	helpers:	she	is	forced	to	put	up	with	such	crusty	peopleas	you.""I	will	be	a	dressmaker;	I	will	be	a
plain-workwoman;	I	will	be	aservant,	a	nurse-girl,	if	I	can	be	no	better,"	I	answered."Right,"	said	Mr.	St.	John,	quite	coolly.	On	a	stilein	Hay	Lane	I	saw	a	quiet	little	figure	sitting	by	itself.	When	his	first-born	was	put	into	his	arms,	he	could	see	that	the	boy	had	inheritedhis	own	eyes,	as	they	once	were--large,	brilliant,	and	black.	I	heard	them	clear	and
soft:	a	thoughttoo	solemn	perhaps,	but	sweet	as	music--'I	think	it	is	a	gloriousthing	to	have	the	hope	of	living	with	you,	Edward,	because	I	loveyou.'	Do	you	love	me,	Jane?--repeat	it.""I	do,	sir--I	do,	with	my	whole	heart.""Well,"	he	said,	after	some	minutes'	silence,	"it	is	strange;	butthat	sentence	has	penetrated	by	breast	painfully.	He	would	visit	the
school	sometimes?""Daily.""He	would	approve	of	your	plans,	Jane?	"Well,nurse,	how	is	she?"Bessie	answered	that	I	was	doing	very	well."Then	she	ought	to	look	more	cheerful.	After	my	mother's	death,	I	washmy	hands	of	you:	from	the	day	her	coffin	is	carried	to	the	vault	inGateshead	Church,	you	and	I	will	be	as	separate	as	if	we	had	neverknown	each
other.	oh,	shocking!	I	have	a	little	boy,	younger	than	you,	who	knowssix	Psalms	by	heart:	and	when	you	ask	him	which	he	would	ratherhave,	a	gingerbread-nut	to	eat	or	a	verse	of	a	Psalm	to	learn,	hesays:	'Oh!	the	verse	of	a	Psalm!	angels	sing	Psalms;'	says	he,	'Iwish	to	be	a	little	angel	here	below;'	he	then	gets	two	nuts	inrecompense	for	his	infant
piety.""Psalms	are	not	interesting,"	I	remarked."That	proves	you	have	a	wicked	heart;	and	you	must	pray	to	God	tochange	it:	to	give	you	a	new	and	clean	one:	to	take	away	yourheart	of	stone	and	give	you	a	heart	of	flesh."I	was	about	to	propound	a	question,	touching	the	manner	in	whichthat	operation	of	changing	my	heart	was	to	be	performed,	when
Mrs.Reed	interposed,	telling	me	to	sit	down;	she	then	proceeded	to	carryon	the	conversation	herself."Mr.	Brocklehurst,	I	believe	I	intimated	in	the	letter	which	I	wroteto	you	three	weeks	ago,	that	this	little	girl	has	not	quite	thecharacter	and	disposition	I	could	wish:	should	you	admit	her	intoLowood	school,	I	should	be	glad	if	the	superintendent	and
teacherswere	requested	to	keep	a	strict	eye	on	her,	and,	above	all,	to	guardagainst	her	worst	fault,	a	tendency	to	deceit.	You	are	certain	of	that?""I	conscientiously	believe	so,	Mr.	Rochester.""Yet	how,	on	this	dark	and	doleful	evening,	could	you	so	suddenlyrise	on	my	lone	hearth?	When	I	again	unclosed	my	eyes,	a	loud	bell	was	ringing;the	girls	were
up	and	dressing;	day	had	not	yet	begun	to	dawn,	and	arushlight	or	two	burned	in	the	room.	They	speak	with	the	broadestaccent	of	the	district.	Seeing	a	respectably-dressed	person,	a	lady	as	she	supposed,	she	came	forward	withcivility.	She	pointed	to	a	seat;I	sank	into	it.	By	straining	to	satisfy	St.	John	till	mysinews	ache,	I	SHALL	satisfy	him--to	the
finest	central	point	andfarthest	outward	circle	of	his	expectations.	The	whole	conversation	ran	on	the	breakfast,	whichone	and	all	abused	roundly.	I	folded	my	shawl	double,	andspread	it	over	me	for	a	coverlet;	a	low,	mossy	swell	was	my	pillow.Thus	lodged,	I	was	not,	at	least--at	the	commencement	of	the	night,cold.My	rest	might	have	been	blissful
enough,	only	a	sad	heart	broke	it.It	plained	of	its	gaping	wounds,	its	inward	bleeding,	its	rivenchords.	He	could	not--he	would	not--renounce	his	wildfield	of	mission	warfare	for	the	parlours	and	the	peace	of	ValeHall.	Renewing	then	my	courage,	andgathering	my	feeble	remains	of	strength,	I	pushed	on.	I	can	never	submit	to	dothat--yet	how	are	we	to
get	on?	No	thought	could	be	admitted	of	entering	to	embraceher.	I	heard	her	sweeping	away;	and	soonafter	she	was	gone,	I	suppose	I	had	a	species	of	fit:unconsciousness	closed	the	scene.Page	24The	next	thing	I	remember	is,	waking	up	with	a	feeling	as	if	I	hadhad	a	frightful	nightmare,	and	seeing	before	me	a	terrible	redglare,	crossed	with	thick
black	bars.	Janesuits	me:	do	I	suit	her?""To	the	finest	fibre	of	my	nature,	sir.""The	case	being	so,	we	have	nothing	in	the	world	to	wait	for:	wemust	be	married	instantly."He	looked	and	spoke	with	eagerness:	his	old	impetuosity	was	rising."We	must	become	one	flesh	without	any	delay,	Jane:	there	is	but	thelicence	to	get--then	we	marry.""Mr.	Rochester,
I	have	just	discovered	the	sun	is	far	declined	fromits	meridian,	and	Pilot	is	actually	gone	home	to	his	dinner.	Charity	carried	the	friendless	thing	to	the	houseof	its	rich	maternal	relations;	it	was	reared	by	an	aunt-in-law,called	(I	come	to	names	now)	Mrs.	"Thereel	of	silk	has	run	smoothly	enough	so	far;	but	I	always	knew	therewould	come	a	knot	and	a
puzzle:	here	it	is.	It	was	at	all	times	pleasant	to	listen	whilefrom	his	lips	fell	the	words	of	the	Bible:	never	did	his	fine	voicesound	at	once	so	sweet	and	full--never	did	his	manner	become	soimpressive	in	its	noble	simplicity,	as	when	he	delivered	the	oraclesof	God:	and	to-night	that	voice	took	a	more	solemn	tone--thatmanner	a	more	thrilling	meaning--as
he	sat	in	the	midst	of	hishousehold	circle	(the	May	moon	shining	in	through	the	uncurtainedwindow,	and	rendering	almost	unnecessary	the	light	of	the	candle	onthe	table):	as	he	sat	there,	bending	over	the	great	old	Bible,	anddescribed	from	its	page	the	vision	of	the	new	heaven	and	the	newearth--told	how	God	would	come	to	dwell	with	men,	how	He
would	wipeaway	all	tears	from	their	eyes,	and	promised	that	there	should	be	nomore	death,	neither	sorrow	nor	crying,	nor	any	more	pain,	becausethe	former	things	were	passed	away.The	succeeding	words	thrilled	me	strangely	as	he	spoke	them:especially	as	I	felt,	by	the	slight,	indescribable	alteration	insound,	that	in	uttering	them,	his	eye	had
turned	on	me."He	that	overcometh	shall	inherit	all	things;	and	I	will	be	his	God,and	he	shall	be	my	son.	Do	they	keep	us	for	nothing?""We	pay,	or	our	friends	pay,	fifteen	pounds	a	year	for	each.""Then	why	do	they	call	us	charity-children?""Because	fifteen	pounds	is	not	enough	for	board	and	teaching,	andthe	deficiency	is	supplied	by	subscription.""Who
subscribes?""Different	benevolent-minded	ladies	and	gentlemen	in	thisneighbourhood	and	in	London.""Who	was	Naomi	Brocklehurst?""The	lady	who	built	the	new	part	of	this	house	as	that	tabletrecords,	and	whose	son	overlooks	and	directs	everything	here.""Why?""Because	he	is	treasurer	and	manager	of	the	establishment.""Then	this	house	does	not
belong	to	that	tall	lady	who	wears	awatch,	and	who	said	we	were	to	have	some	bread	and	cheese?""To	Miss	Temple?	My	great	work?	Reed,	but	onsecond	thoughts	I	considered	it	better	to	remain	silent	on	thathead."And	so	you're	glad	to	leave	me?""Not	at	all,	Bessie;	indeed,	just	now	I'm	rather	sorry.""Just	now!	and	rather!	How	coolly	my	little	lady
says	it!	I	daresay	now	if	I	were	to	ask	you	for	a	kiss	you	wouldn't	give	it	me:you'd	say	you'd	RATHER	not.""I'll	kiss	you	and	welcome:	bend	your	head	down."	Bessie	stooped;we	mutually	embraced,	and	I	followed	her	into	the	house	quitecomforted.	It	is	only	because	ourconnection	happens	to	be	very	transitory,	and	comes	at	a	peculiarlymournful	season,
that	I	consent	thus	to	render	it	so	patient	andcompliant	on	my	part."At	last	I	saw	Georgiana	off;	but	now	it	was	Eliza's	turn	to	requestme	to	stay	another	week.	Tobe	your	wife	is,	for	me,	to	be	as	happy	as	I	can	be	on	earth.""Because	you	delight	in	sacrifice.""Sacrifice!	What	do	I	sacrifice?	I	openedthe	door,	passed	out,	shut	it	softly.	While	Mary	drew,
Dianapursued	a	course	of	encyclopaedic	reading	she	had	(to	my	awe	andamazement)	undertaken,	and	I	fagged	away	at	German,	he	pondered	amystic	lore	of	his	own:	that	of	some	Eastern	tongue,	theacquisition	of	which	he	thought	necessary	to	his	plans.Thus	engaged,	he	appeared,	sitting	in	his	own	recess,	quiet	andabsorbed	enough;	but	that	blue
eye	of	his	had	a	habit	of	leaving	theoutlandish-looking	grammar,	and	wandering	over,	and	sometimes	fixingupon	us,	his	fellow-students,	with	a	curious	intensity	ofobservation:	if	caught,	it	would	be	instantly	withdrawn;	yet	everand	anon,	it	returned	searchingly	to	our	table.	I	never	saw	her	myself;	butI've	heard	Leah,	the	house-maid,	tell	of	her.	Yet	he
whom	itdescribes	scarcely	impressed	one	with	the	idea	of	a	gentle,	ayielding,	an	impressible,	or	even	of	a	placid	nature.	"And,"	she	added,	"I	amobliged	to	you	for	your	valuable	services	and	discreet	conduct!There	is	some	difference	between	living	with	such	an	one	as	you	andwith	Georgiana:	you	perform	your	own	part	in	life	and	burden	noone.	I	was
weeping	wildly	as	I	walked	along	my	solitary	way:fast,	fast	I	went	like	one	delirious.	We	don't	speakGerman,	and	we	cannot	read	it	without	a	dictionary	to	help	us.""And	what	good	does	it	do	you?""We	mean	to	teach	it	some	time--or	at	least	the	elements,	as	theysay;	and	then	we	shall	get	more	money	than	we	do	now.""Varry	like:	but	give	ower
studying;	ye've	done	enough	for	to-night.""I	think	we	have:	at	least	I'm	tired.	I	say	scarcely	voluntary,	for	it	seemedas	if	my	tongue	pronounced	words	without	my	will	consenting	to	theirutterance:	something	spoke	out	of	me	over	which	I	had	no	control."What?"	said	Mrs.	No!""But	you	need	not	be	a	missionary.	You	have	just	been	telling	me	how	much
you	liked	tobe	conquered,	and	how	pleasant	over-persuasion	is	to	you.	I	leaned	against	a	gate,	andlooked	into	an	empty	field	where	no	sheep	were	feeding,	where	theshort	grass	was	nipped	and	blanched.	What	loss,	besides	mortar	and	marble	andwood-work	had	followed	upon	it?	"You	were	serious	when	I	told	you	youhad	got	a	fortune;	and	now,	for	a
matter	of	no	moment,	you	areexcited.""What	can	you	mean?	My	conjecturehad	been	correct:	the	strangers	had	slipped	in	before	us,	and	theynow	stood	by	the	vault	of	the	Rochesters,	their	backs	towards	us,viewing	through	the	rails	the	old	time-stained	marble	tomb,	where	akneeling	angel	guarded	the	remains	of	Damer	de	Rochester,	slain	atMarston
Moor	in	the	time	of	the	civil	wars,	and	of	Elizabeth,	hiswife.Our	place	was	taken	at	the	communion	rails.	Reed;"had	I	sought	all	England	over,	I	could	scarcely	have	found	a	systemmore	exactly	fitting	a	child	like	Jane	Eyre.	May	you	never	appeal	to	Heaven	in	prayers	so	hopeless	and	soagonised	as	in	that	hour	left	my	lips;	for	never	may	you,	like
me,dread	to	be	the	instrument	of	evil	to	what	you	wholly	love.Page	9Two	days	are	passed.	I	found	the	rules	of	the	establishment	weretoo	strict,	its	course	of	study	too	severe	for	a	child	of	her	age:I	took	her	home	with	me.	Reed	wasblind	and	deaf	on	the	subject:	she	never	saw	him	strike	or	heardhim	abuse	me,	though	he	did	both	now	and	then	in	her
very	presence,more	frequently,	however,	behind	her	back.Habitually	obedient	to	John,	I	came	up	to	his	chair:	he	spent	somethree	minutes	in	thrusting	out	his	tongue	at	me	as	far	as	he	couldwithout	damaging	the	roots:	I	knew	he	would	soon	strike,	and	whiledreading	the	blow,	I	mused	on	the	disgusting	and	ugly	appearance	ofhim	who	would	presently
deal	it.	I	was	carriedinto	an	inn,	where	the	guard	wanted	me	to	have	some	dinner;	but,	asI	had	no	appetite,	he	left	me	in	an	immense	room	with	a	fireplace	ateach	end,	a	chandelier	pendent	from	the	ceiling,	and	a	little	redgallery	high	up	against	the	wall	filled	with	musical	instruments.Here	I	walked	about	for	a	long	time,	feeling	very	strange,
andmortally	apprehensive	of	some	one	coming	in	and	kidnapping	me;	for	Ibelieved	in	kidnappers,	their	exploits	having	frequently	figured	inBessie's	fireside	chronicles.	I	know	he	would.""And	yet	St.	John	is	a	good	man,"	said	Diana."He	is	a	good	and	a	great	man;	but	he	forgets,	pitilessly,	thefeelings	and	claims	of	little	people,	in	pursuing	his	own
largeviews.	Having	stifled	my	sobs,	wiped	my	eyes,	andmuttered	something	about	not	being	very	well	that	morning,	I	resumedmy	task,	and	succeeded	in	completing	it.	Some	saythere	is	enjoyment	in	looking	back	to	painful	experience	past;	butat	this	day	I	can	scarcely	bear	to	review	the	times	to	which	Iallude:	the	moral	degradation,	blent	with	the
physical	suffering,form	too	distressing	a	recollection	ever	to	be	willingly	dwelt	on.I	blamed	none	of	those	who	repulsed	me.	Your	eyes	dwell	on	aVulcan,--a	real	blacksmith,	brown,	broad-shouldered:	and	blind	andlame	into	the	bargain.""I	never	thought	of	it,	before;	but	you	certainly	are	rather	likeVulcan,	sir.""Well,	you	can	leave	me,	ma'am:	but	before
you	go"	(and	he	retainedme	by	a	firmer	grasp	than	ever),	"you	will	be	pleased	just	to	answerme	a	question	or	two."	He	paused."What	questions,	Mr.	Rochester?"Then	followed	this	cross-examination."St.	John	made	you	schoolmistress	of	Morton	before	he	knew	you	werehis	cousin?""Yes.""You	would	often	see	him?	Good	night.""Just	one	word,	Jane:
were	there	only	ladies	in	the	house	where	youhave	been?"I	laughed	and	made	my	escape,	still	laughing	as	I	ran	upstairs.	The	results	of	what	you	have	done	become	in	time	to	youutterly	insupportable;	you	take	measures	to	obtain	relief:	unusualmeasures,	but	neither	unlawful	nor	culpable.	A	pang	of	exquisite	suffering--a	throe	of	truedespair--rent	and
heaved	my	heart.	Why	do	you	smile,Jane?	Where	are	your	friends?"I	was	silent."Can	we	send	for	any	one	you	know?"I	shook	my	head."What	account	can	you	give	of	yourself?"Somehow,	now	that	I	had	once	crossed	the	threshold	of	this	house,and	once	was	brought	face	to	face	with	its	owners,	I	felt	no	longeroutcast,	vagrant,	and	disowned	by	the	wide
world.	"I	want	youto	come	here;"	and	seating	himself	in	an	arm-chair,	he	intimated	bya	gesture	that	I	was	to	approach	and	stand	before	him.John	Reed	was	a	schoolboy	of	fourteen	years	old;	four	years	olderthan	I,	for	I	was	but	ten:	large	and	stout	for	his	age,	with	adingy	and	unwholesome	skin;	thick	lineaments	in	a	spacious	visage,heavy	limbs	and
large	extremities.	I	might	be	questioned:	I	could	giveno	answer	but	what	would	sound	incredible	and	excite	suspicion.	I	will	go	back	as	soon	as	Ican	stir:	I	need	not	make	an	absolute	fool	of	myself.	Mr.	Oliver	spoke	of	Mr.	Rivers--of	the	Rivers	family--with	great	respect.	I	was	absorbedin	the	execution	of	these	nice	details,	when,	after	one	rapid	tap,my
door	unclosed,	admitting	St.	John	Rivers."I	am	come	to	see	how	you	are	spending	your	holiday,"	he	said."Not,	I	hope,	in	thought?	I	don't	very	well	know	what	I	did	with	my	hands,but	he	called	me	"Rat!	Rat!"	and	bellowed	out	aloud.	I	got	thiscordial	at	Rome,	of	an	Italian	charlatan--a	fellow	you	would	havekicked,	Carter.	Fairfaxstood	in	the	hall	as	we
passed.	Won't	she	feelforsaken	and	deserted?""Impossible!--when	I	told	you	how	she,	on	the	contrary,	deserted	me:the	idea	of	my	insolvency	cooled,	or	rather	extinguished,	her	flamein	a	moment.""You	have	a	curious,	designing	mind,	Mr.	Rochester.	In	a	few	days	I	had	so	far	recovered	my	health	that	I	couldsit	up	all	day,	and	walk	out	sometimes.	I	was
seized	with	shame:	mytongue	would	not	utter	the	request	I	had	prepared.	He	is	now	helpless,indeed--blind	and	a	cripple.""Where	is	he?	My	uncle	I	had	heard	was	dead--my	only	relative;ever	since	being	made	aware	of	his	existence,	I	had	cherished	thehope	of	one	day	seeing	him:	now,	I	never	should.	I	renewed	the	fuel,	re-arranged	the	bedclothes,
gazed	awhileon	her	who	could	not	now	gaze	on	me,	and	then	I	moved	away	to	thewindow.The	rain	beat	strongly	against	the	panes,	the	wind	blewtempestuously:	"One	lies	there,"	I	thought,	"who	will	soon	bebeyond	the	war	of	earthly	elements.	What	do	you	see?"	asked	St.	John.	"This,	then,	was	hisfather's	residence?""Aye;	old	Mr.	Rivers	lived	here,	and
his	father,	and	grandfather,and	gurt	(great)	grandfather	afore	him.""The	name,	then,	of	that	gentleman,	is	Mr.	St.	John	Rivers?""Aye;	St.	John	is	like	his	kirstened	name.""And	his	sisters	are	called	Diana	and	Mary	Rivers?""Yes.""Their	father	is	dead?""Dead	three	weeks	sin'	of	a	stroke.""They	have	no	mother?""The	mistress	has	been	dead	this	mony	a
year.""Have	you	lived	with	the	family	long?""I've	lived	here	thirty	year.	I	know	that	hadI	been	a	sanguine,	brilliant,	careless,	exacting,	handsome,	rompingchild--though	equally	dependent	and	friendless--Mrs.	"MissAbbot,	lend	me	your	garters;	she	would	break	mine	directly."Miss	Abbot	turned	to	divest	a	stout	leg	of	the	necessary	ligature.This
preparation	for	bonds,	and	the	additional	ignominy	it	inferred,took	a	little	of	the	excitement	out	of	me."Don't	take	them	off,"	I	cried;	"I	will	not	stir."In	guarantee	whereof,	I	attached	myself	to	my	seat	by	my	hands."Mind	you	don't,"	said	Bessie;	and	when	she	had	ascertained	that	Iwas	really	subsiding,	she	loosened	her	hold	of	me;	then	she	and
MissAbbot	stood	with	folded	arms,	looking	darkly	and	doubtfully	on	myface,	as	incredulous	of	my	sanity."She	never	did	so	before,"	at	last	said	Bessie,	turning	to	theAbigail."But	it	was	always	in	her,"	was	the	reply.	Nightwas	come,	and	her	planets	were	risen:	a	safe,	still	night:	tooserene	for	the	companionship	of	fear.	I	hadsome	fear--or	hope--that	here
I	should	die:	but	I	was	soon	up;crawling	forwards	on	my	hands	and	knees,	and	then	again	raised	to	myfeet--as	eager	and	as	determined	as	ever	to	reach	the	road.When	I	got	there,	I	was	forced	to	sit	to	rest	me	under	the	hedge;and	while	I	sat,	I	heard	wheels,	and	saw	a	coach	come	on.	A	strange	and	solemn	objectwas	that	corpse	to	me.	My	eye	rose	to
his;	andwhile	I	looked	in	his	fierce	face	I	gave	an	involuntary	sigh;	hisgripe	was	painful,	and	my	over-taxed	strength	almost	exhausted."Never,"	said	he,	as	he	ground	his	teeth,	"never	was	anything	atonce	so	frail	and	so	indomitable.	They	had	lived	very	little	athome	for	a	long	while,	and	were	only	come	now	to	stay	a	few	weeks	onaccount	of	their
father's	death;	but	they	did	so	like	Marsh	End	andMorton,	and	all	these	moors	and	hills	about.	I	nowclapped	my	hands	in	sudden	joy--my	pulse	bounded,	my	veins	thrilled."Oh,	I	am	glad!--I	am	glad!"	I	exclaimed.St.	John	smiled.	Bessie	said	she	was	sure	you	would	notrefuse:	but	I	suppose	you	will	have	to	ask	leave	before	you	can	getoff?""Yes;	and	I	will
do	it	now;"	and	having	directed	him	to	theservants'	hall,	and	recommended	him	to	the	care	of	John's	wife,	andthe	attentions	of	John	himself,	I	went	in	search	of	Mr.	Rochester.He	was	not	in	any	of	the	lower	rooms;	he	was	not	in	the	yard,	thestables,	or	the	grounds.	for	you	have	neither	relatives	noracquaintances	whom	you	need	fear	to	offend	by	living
with	me?"This	was	true:	and	while	he	spoke	my	very	conscience	and	reasonturned	traitors	against	me,	and	charged	me	with	crime	in	resistinghim.	That	certainly	was	a	crime:	and	was	I	fit	to	die?	The	aperture	was	so	screened	and	narrow,that	curtain	or	shutter	had	been	deemed	unnecessary;	and	when	Istooped	down	and	put	aside	the	spray	of	foliage
shooting	over	it,	Icould	see	all	within.	I	sought	my	idealof	a	woman	amongst	English	ladies,	French	countesses,	Italiansignoras,	and	German	grafinnen.	God	did	not	give	me	my	life	to	throw	away;	and	to	do	as	youwish	me	would,	I	begin	to	think,	be	almost	equivalent	to	committingsuicide.	I	made	you	talk:ere	long	I	found	you	full	of	strange	contrasts.
He	would	have	me	sought	for:	vainly.	Howmuch	have	you	in	the	world,	Jane?"	he	asked,	smiling.I	drew	out	my	purse;	a	meagre	thing	it	was.	Istill	possessed	my	senses,	though	just	now	I	could	not	speak."Perhaps	a	little	water	would	restore	her.	Dusk	as	it	was,	I	had	recognised	him--itwas	my	master,	Edward	Fairfax	Rochester,	and	no	other.I	stayed	my
step,	almost	my	breath,	and	stood	to	watch	him--toexamine	him,	myself	unseen,	and	alas!	to	him	invisible.	Poor	things!	it	was	the	soleconsolation	they	had.	The	fact	is,	after	my	conflict	with	and	victory	over	Mrs.Reed,	I	was	not	disposed	to	care	much	for	the	nursemaid's	transitoryanger;	and	I	WAS	disposed	to	bask	in	her	youthful	lightness	ofheart.
"What	now?	I	impressed	it	on	my	heart,	that	it	might	remain	there	to	serveme	as	aid	in	the	time	of	trial."Now,	Jane,	why	don't	you	say	'Well,	sir?'	I	have	not	done.	You	consider	my	arms	filled	andmy	embraces	appropriated?""At	any	rate,	there	is	neither	room	nor	claim	for	me,	sir.""Why,	Jane?	I	have	alluded	to	him,	Reader,because	I	think	I	see	in	him
an	intellect	profounder	and	more	uniquethan	his	contemporaries	have	yet	recognised;	because	I	regard	him	asthe	first	social	regenerator	of	the	day--as	the	very	master	of	thatworking	corps	who	would	restore	to	rectitude	the	warped	system	ofthings;	because	I	think	no	commentator	on	his	writings	has	yet	foundthe	comparison	that	suits	him,	the
terms	which	rightly	characterisehis	talent.	"That	I	am	not	Edward	Rochester's	bride	is	theleast	part	of	my	woe,"	I	alleged:	"that	I	have	wakened	out	of	mostglorious	dreams,	and	found	them	all	void	and	vain,	is	a	horror	Icould	bear	and	master;	but	that	I	must	leave	him	decidedly,instantly,	entirely,	is	intolerable.	It	is	right,	noble,	Christian:	yet	it	breaks
myheart!"	And	the	tears	gushed	to	her	fine	eyes.	Were	we	not	four?Twenty	thousand	pounds	shared	equally	would	be	five	thousand	each,justice--enough	and	to	spare:	justice	would	be	done,--mutualhappiness	secured.	Is	this	my	pale,	little	elf?	I	recalled	the	voice	I	had	heard;	again	I	questionedwhence	it	came,	as	vainly	as	before:	it	seemed	in	ME--not
in	theexternal	world.	I	did	not	like	to	put	my	hand	into	ahireling's,	but	it	is	pleasant	to	feel	it	circled	by	Jane's	littlefingers.	Young	ladieshave	a	remarkable	way	of	letting	you	know	that	they	think	you	a"quiz"	without	actually	saying	the	words.	He	had	not	kept	his	promise	of	treating	me	like	hissisters;	he	continually	made	little	chilling	differences
between	us,which	did	not	at	all	tend	to	the	development	of	cordiality:	inshort,	now	that	I	was	acknowledged	his	kinswoman,	and	lived	underthe	same	roof	with	him,	I	felt	the	distance	between	us	to	be	fargreater	than	when	he	had	known	me	only	as	the	villageschoolmistress.	Go	and	stand	bythe	door,	out	of	the	way	of	the	mirror	and	the	windows."I	did
so,	not	at	first	aware	what	was	his	intention;	but	when	I	sawhim	lift	and	poise	the	book	and	stand	in	act	to	hurl	it,	Iinstinctively	started	aside	with	a	cry	of	alarm:	not	soon	enough,however;	the	volume	was	flung,	it	hit	me,	and	I	fell,	striking	myhead	against	the	door	and	cutting	it.	I	said	Icould	not	while	he	was	in	such	a	passion."But	I	am	not	angry,
Jane:	I	only	love	you	too	well;	and	you	hadsteeled	your	little	pale	face	with	such	a	resolute,	frozen	look,	Icould	not	endure	it.	Mary	perused	it	in	silence,	and	returned	it	to	herbrother.	Sometimes,for	a	fleeting	moment,	I	thought	I	caught	a	glance,	heard	a	tone,beheld	a	form,	which	announced	the	realisation	of	my	dream:	but	Iwas	presently	undeserved.
I	nursed	them	all	three.""That	proves	you	must	have	been	an	honest	and	faithful	servant.	"I	should	like	tospeak	to	her	before	I	go."Bessie	invited	him	to	walk	into	the	breakfast-room,	and	led	the	wayout.	I	fear	you	will	compel	me	to	gothrough	a	private	marriage	ceremony,	besides	that	performed	at	thealtar.	I	remember	you	very	well:	you	used	togive
me	a	ride	sometimes	on	Miss	Georgiana's	bay	pony.	She	bustled	about,examining	me	every	now	and	then	with	the	corner	of	her	eye.	Is	it	not	an	odd	tale?""Just	tell	me	this,"	said	I,	"and	since	you	know	so	much,	you	surelycan	tell	it	me--what	of	Mr.	Rochester?	The	servicebegan.	You,	Diana,	and	Mary	are	hissister's	children,	as	I	am	his	brother's
child?""Undeniably.""You	three,	then,	are	my	cousins;	half	our	blood	on	each	side	flowsfrom	the	same	source?""We	are	cousins;	yes."I	surveyed	him.	Reed?"	I	asked	soon,	looking	calmly	at	Georgiana,	whothought	fit	to	bridle	at	the	direct	address,	as	if	it	were	anunexpected	liberty."Mrs.	Probably	those	damp	walls	would	soon	have	eased	me	ofher
charge:	but	to	each	villain	his	own	vice;	and	mine	is	not	atendency	to	indirect	assassination,	even	of	what	I	most	hate."Concealing	the	mad-woman's	neighbourhood	from	you,	however,	wassomething	like	covering	a	child	with	a	cloak	and	laying	it	down	neara	upas-tree:	that	demon's	vicinage	is	poisoned,	and	always	was.But	I'll	shut	up	Thornfield	Hall:
I'll	nail	up	the	front	door	andboard	the	lower	windows:	I'll	give	Mrs.	But	in	his	countenance	I	saw	a	change:	that	lookeddesperate	and	brooding--that	reminded	me	of	some	wronged	andfettered	wild	beast	or	bird,	dangerous	to	approach	in	his	sullenwoe.	Let	mecondense	now.	I	will	not	be	your	English	CelineVarens.	The	air	of	the	moors,	thefreedom	of
home,	the	dawn	of	prosperity,	acted	on	Diana	and	Mary'sspirits	like	some	life-giving	elixir:	they	were	gay	from	morningtill	noon,	and	from	noon	till	night.	I	like	Moor	House,	and	I	will	live	at	Moor	House;	Ilike	Diana	and	Mary,	and	I	will	attach	myself	for	life	to	Diana	andMary.	You	are	not	what	you	ought	to	be,	or	youwouldn't	make	such	a	noise.	To
attack	the	first	is	not	to	assail	the	last.	I	must	shut	up	my	prize."We	all	withdrew.	What	is	your	reason	for	saying	so?""I	read	it	in	your	eye;	it	is	not	of	that	description	which	promisesthe	maintenance	of	an	even	tenor	in	life.""I	am	not	ambitious."He	started	at	the	word	"ambitious."	He	repeated,	"No.	What	madeyou	think	of	ambition?	Strange	delight
inspired	me:	on	Ihastened.	My	living	Jane?""You	touch	me,	sir,--you	hold	me,	and	fast	enough:	I	am	not	coldlike	a	corpse,	nor	vacant	like	air,	am	I?""My	living	darling!	These	are	certainly	her	limbs,	and	these	herfeatures;	but	I	cannot	be	so	blest,	after	all	my	misery.	You	do	not	love	him	then,	Jane?""Not	as	a	husband.""Yet	he	is	a	handsome	fellow.""And
I	am	so	plain,	you	see,	Die.	I	am	disposed	to	be	as	content	as	aqueen,	and	you	try	to	stir	me	up	to	restlessness!	To	what	end?""To	the	end	of	turning	to	profit	the	talents	which	God	has	committedto	your	keeping;	and	of	which	He	will	surely	one	day	demand	a	strictaccount.	Her	mind	seemed	wholly	taken	up	with	reminiscences	ofpast	gaiety,	and
aspirations	after	dissipations	to	come.	She	passedabout	five	minutes	each	day	in	her	mother's	sick-room,	and	no	more.Eliza	still	spoke	little:	she	had	evidently	no	time	to	talk.	They	betray	anunfortunate	state	of	mind:	they	merit	severe	reproof:	they	wouldseem	inexcusable,	but	that	it	is	the	duty	of	man	to	forgive	hisfellow	even	until	seventy-and-seven
times."I	had	finished	the	business	now.	I,	too,	in	the	grey,	small,	antique	structure,with	its	low	roof,	its	latticed	casements,	its	mouldering	walls,	itsavenue	of	aged	firs--all	grown	aslant	under	the	stress	of	mountainwinds;	its	garden,	dark	with	yew	and	holly--and	where	no	flowers	butof	the	hardiest	species	would	bloom--found	a	charm	both	potent
andpermanent.	or	who	will	be	injured	by	what	you	do?"Still	indomitable	was	the	reply--"I	care	for	myself.	You	will	not	be	my	comforter,	my	rescuer?	As	I	laid	her	down--for	I	raised	her	and	supported	her	on	myarm	while	she	drank--I	covered	her	ice-cold	and	clammy	hand	withmine:	the	feeble	fingers	shrank	from	my	touch--the	glazing	eyesshunned	my
gaze."Love	me,	then,	or	hate	me,	as	you	will,"	I	said	at	last,	"you	havemy	full	and	free	forgiveness:	ask	now	for	God's,	and	be	at	peace."Poor,	suffering	woman!	it	was	too	late	for	her	to	make	now	theeffort	to	change	her	habitual	frame	of	mind:	living,	she	had	everhated	me--dying,	she	must	hate	me	still.The	nurse	now	entered,	and	Bessie	followed.
"Explanation	will	do	for	another	time,"thought	I.	Entering	a	portal,	fastened	only	by	a	latch,	Istood	amidst	a	space	of	enclosed	ground,	from	which	the	wood	sweptaway	in	a	semicircle.	What	will	you	do	with	youraccomplishments?	Iron	gates	between	granitepillars	showed	me	where	to	enter,	and	passing	through	them,	I	foundmyself	at	once	in	the
twilight	of	close-ranked	trees.	I	am	sitting	alone	onthe	hearth.	I	felt	a	drop	or	two	of	blood	from	my	head	trickle	downmy	neck,	and	was	sensible	of	somewhat	pungent	suffering:	thesesensations	for	the	time	predominated	over	fear,	and	I	received	himin	frantic	sort.	These	soontook	a	pleasure	in	doing	their	work	well,	in	keeping	their	personsneat,	in
learning	their	tasks	regularly,	in	acquiring	quiet	andorderly	manners.	Before	Iexplain,	recall,	if	you	please,	my	notice,	clearly	given,	that	if	Ihelped	you,	it	must	be	as	the	blind	man	would	help	the	lame.	To	be	together	is	for	us	to	be	at	once	as	free	as	insolitude,	as	gay	as	in	company.	Good	fortuneopens	the	hand	as	well	as	the	heart	wonderfully;	and	to
givesomewhat	when	we	have	largely	received,	is	but	to	afford	a	vent	tothe	unusual	ebullition	of	the	sensations.	I	must	be	served	atthe	fireside,	she	said;	and	she	placed	before	me	a	little	roundstand	with	my	cup	and	a	plate	of	toast,	absolutely	as	she	used	toaccommodate	me	with	some	privately	purloined	dainty	on	a	nurserychair:	and	I	smiled	and
obeyed	her	as	in	bygone	days.She	wanted	to	know	if	I	was	happy	at	Thornfield	Hall,	and	what	sortof	a	person	the	mistress	was;	and	when	I	told	her	there	was	only	amaster,	whether	he	was	a	nice	gentleman,	and	if	I	liked	him.	I	was	about	mechanically	toobey	him,	without	further	remonstrance;	but	as	he	helped	me	into	thecarriage,	he	looked	at	my
face."What	is	the	matter?"	he	asked;	"all	the	sunshine	is	gone.	Meantime,	I	heard	St.	John	quit	his	room.	Besides,	there	is	that	peculiar	voice	of	hers,	soanimating	and	piquant,	as	well	as	soft:	it	cheers	my	witheredheart;	it	puts	life	into	it.--What,	Janet!	Are	you	an	independentwoman?	I	should	not,	perhaps,	have	to	make	thesacrifice	long,	as	it	wanted
now	barely	three	months	to	hisdeparture.St.	John	was	not	a	man	to	be	lightly	refused:	you	felt	that	everyimpression	made	on	him,	either	for	pain	or	pleasure,	was	deep-gravedand	permanent.	This	little	sunny-faced	girl	with	the	dimpled	cheekand	rosy	lips;	the	satin-smooth	hazel	hair,	and	the	radiant	hazeleyes?"	(I	had	green	eyes,	reader;	but	you	must
excuse	the	mistake:for	him	they	were	new-dyed,	I	suppose.)"It	is	Jane	Eyre,	sir.""Soon	to	be	Jane	Rochester,"	he	added:	"in	four	weeks,	Janet;	not	aday	more.	Mr.	Rochester	was	about	forty,	and	this	governess	nottwenty;	and	you	see,	when	gentlemen	of	his	age	fall	in	love	withgirls,	they	are	often	like	as	if	they	were	bewitched.	What	came	of	such
anevent?""Precisely!	and	what	do	you	wish	to	know	now?""Whether	you	found	any	one	you	liked:	whether	you	asked	her	tomarry	you;	and	what	she	said.""I	can	tell	you	whether	I	found	any	one	I	liked,	and	whether	I	askedher	to	marry	me:	but	what	she	said	is	yet	to	be	recorded	in	thebook	of	Fate.	I	was	not	quitesure	whether	they	had	locked	the	door;
and	when	I	dared	move,	I	gotup	and	went	to	see.	To	his	sisters,	meantime,	he	was	somewhatkinder	than	usual:	as	if	afraid	that	mere	coldness	would	notsufficiently	convince	me	how	completely	I	was	banished	and	banned,he	added	the	force	of	contrast;	and	this	I	am	sure	he	did	not	byforce,	but	on	principle.The	night	before	he	left	home,	happening	to
see	him	walking	in	thegarden	about	sunset,	and	remembering,	as	I	looked	at	him,	that	thisman,	alienated	as	he	now	was,	had	once	saved	my	life,	and	that	wewere	near	relations,	I	was	moved	to	make	a	last	attempt	to	regainhis	friendship.	Come,	we'll	go	down."	They	went.Page	25From	my	discourse	with	Mr.	Lloyd,	and	from	the	above
reportedconference	between	Bessie	and	Abbot,	I	gathered	enough	of	hope	tosuffice	as	a	motive	for	wishing	to	get	well:	a	change	seemed	near,--I	desired	and	waited	it	in	silence.	I	wassimilarly	equipped,	and,	following	the	stream,	I	made	my	way	intothe	open	air.The	garden	was	a	wide	inclosure,	surrounded	with	walls	so	high	as	toexclude	every
glimpse	of	prospect;	a	covered	verandah	ran	down	oneside,	and	broad	walks	bordered	a	middle	space	divided	into	scores	oflittle	beds:	these	beds	were	assigned	as	gardens	for	the	pupils	tocultivate,	and	each	bed	had	an	owner.	I	knowanother	way	to	the	house.	Only	the	last	words	of	the	worship	were	audible."I	thank	my	Maker,	that,	in	the	midst	of
judgment,	he	has	rememberedmercy.	Reed,	to	you	I	owe	somefearful	pangs	of	mental	suffering,	but	I	ought	to	forgive	you,	foryou	knew	not	what	you	did:	while	rending	my	heart-strings,	youthought	you	were	only	uprooting	my	bad	propensities.Next	day,	by	noon,	I	was	up	and	dressed,	and	sat	wrapped	in	a	shawlby	the	nursery	hearth.	Nature	must	be
gladsome	when	I	was	so	happy.A	beggar-woman	and	her	little	boy--pale,	ragged	objects	both--werecoming	up	the	walk,	and	I	ran	down	and	gave	them	all	the	money	Ihappened	to	have	in	my	purse--some	three	or	four	shillings:	good	orbad,	they	must	partake	of	my	jubilee.	The	one	candle	was	dying	out:the	room	was	full	of	moonlight.	I	was
comforted.Mr.	St.	John	came	but	once:	he	looked	at	me,	and	said	my	state	oflethargy	was	the	result	of	reaction	from	excessive	and	protractedfatigue.	And,	with	a	strange	pang,	Inow	reflected	that,	long	as	I	had	been	shut	up	here,	no	message	hadbeen	sent	to	ask	how	I	was,	or	to	invite	me	to	come	down:	not	evenlittle	Adele	had	tapped	at	the	door;	not
even	Mrs.	I	found	her	a	fine	woman,	in	the	style	ofBlanche	Ingram:	tall,	dark,	and	majestic.	God	bless	him!	What	then?	Fairfax	may	indeed	have	suspected	something,	butshe	could	have	gained	no	precise	knowledge	as	to	facts.	Were	you	jealous,	Jane?""Never	mind,	Mr.	Rochester:	it	is	in	no	way	interesting	to	you	toknow	that.	The	consequence	was,
that	when	the	moon,which	was	full	and	bright	(for	the	night	was	fine),	came	in	hercourse	to	that	space	in	the	sky	opposite	my	casement,	and	looked	inat	me	through	the	unveiled	panes,	her	glorious	gaze	roused	me.Awaking	in	the	dead	of	night,	I	opened	my	eyes	on	her	disk--silver-white	and	crystal	clear.	What	are	you	going	to	do?""To	be	active:	as
active	as	I	can.	He	had	notimagined	that	a	woman	would	dare	to	speak	so	to	a	man.	I'll	bemarried	in	this	lilac	gingham:	you	may	make	a	dressing-gown	foryourself	out	of	the	pearl-grey	silk,	and	an	infinite	series	ofwaistcoats	out	of	the	black	satin."He	chuckled;	he	rubbed	his	hands.	I	have	alwaysfaithfully	observed	the	one,	up	to	the	very	moment	of
bursting,sometimes	with	volcanic	vehemence,	into	the	other;	and	as	neitherpresent	circumstances	warranted,	nor	my	present	mood	inclined	me	tomutiny,	I	observed	careful	obedience	to	St.	John's	directions;	andin	ten	minutes	I	was	treading	the	wild	track	of	the	glen,	side	byside	with	him.The	breeze	was	from	the	west:	it	came	over	the	hills,	sweet
withscents	of	heath	and	rush;	the	sky	was	of	stainless	blue;	the	streamdescending	the	ravine,	swelled	with	past	spring	rains,	poured	alongplentiful	and	clear,	catching	golden	gleams	from	the	sun,	andsapphire	tints	from	the	firmament.	I	never	laughed	at	presentiments	in	my	life,because	I	have	had	strange	ones	of	my	own.	Sometimes,	preoccupied
with	her	work,	shesang	the	refrain	very	low,	very	lingeringly;	"A	long	time	ago"	cameout	like	the	saddest	cadence	of	a	funeral	hymn.	Hiscountenance	reminded	one	of	a	lamp	quenched,	waiting	to	be	re-lit--and	alas!	it	was	not	himself	that	could	now	kindle	the	lustre	ofanimated	expression:	he	was	dependent	on	another	for	that	office!I	had	meant	to	be
gay	and	careless,	but	the	powerlessness	of	thestrong	man	touched	my	heart	to	the	quick:	still	I	accosted	him	withwhat	vivacity	I	could."It	is	a	bright,	sunny	morning,	sir,"	I	said.	He	informed	me	then,	that	for	some	time	he	had	fancied	theobscurity	clouding	one	eye	was	becoming	less	dense;	and	that	now	hewas	sure	of	it.He	and	I	went	up	to	London.
He	appeared	a	taciturn,	andperhaps	a	proud	personage;	but	he	was	very	kind	to	me.	Myhead	swam	as	I	stood	erect.	The	burden	must	be	carried;	the	want	providedfor;	the	suffering	endured;	the	responsibility	fulfilled.	I	am	obscure:	Rivers	is	an	oldname;	but	of	the	three	sole	descendants	of	the	race,	two	earn	thedependant's	crust	among	strangers,
and	the	third	considers	himselfan	alien	from	his	native	country--not	only	for	life,	but	in	death.Yes,	and	deems,	and	is	bound	to	deem,	himself	honoured	by	the	lot,and	aspires	but	after	the	day	when	the	cross	of	separation	fromfleshly	ties	shall	be	laid	on	his	shoulders,	and	when	the	Head	ofthat	church-militant	of	whose	humblest	members	he	is	one,
shall	givethe	word,	'Rise,	follow	Me!'"St.	John	said	these	words	as	he	pronounced	his	sermons,	with	aquiet,	deep	voice;	with	an	unflushed	cheek,	and	a	coruscatingradiance	of	glance.	Hethought	his	love	slept	sweetly:	he	finds	she	is	stone	dead.I	looked	with	timorous	joy	towards	a	stately	house:	I	saw	ablackened	ruin.No	need	to	cower	behind	a	gate-
post,	indeed!--to	peep	up	at	chamberlattices,	fearing	life	was	astir	behind	them!	No	need	to	listen	fordoors	opening--to	fancy	steps	on	the	pavement	or	the	gravel-walk!The	lawn,	the	grounds	were	trodden	and	waste:	the	portal	yawnedvoid.	I	haveproved	you	in	that	time	by	sundry	tests:	and	what	have	I	seen	andelicited?	If	I	lived	with	you	as	you	desire,
I	should	then	beyour	mistress:	to	say	otherwise	is	sophistical--is	false.""Jane,	I	am	not	a	gentle-tempered	man--you	forget	that:	I	am	notlong-enduring;	I	am	not	cool	and	dispassionate.	I	will	writeto	Madeira	the	moment	I	get	home,	and	tell	my	uncle	John	I	am	goingto	be	married,	and	to	whom:	if	I	had	but	a	prospect	of	one	daybringing	Mr.	Rochester	an
accession	of	fortune,	I	could	betterendure	to	be	kept	by	him	now."	And	somewhat	relieved	by	this	idea(which	I	failed	not	to	execute	that	day),	I	ventured	once	more	tomeet	my	master's	and	lover's	eye,	which	most	pertinaciously	soughtmine,	though	I	averted	both	face	and	gaze.	I	had	preparedan	occupation	for	him;	for	I	was	determined	not	to	spend
the	wholetime	in	a	tete-e-tete	conversation.	The	moresolitary,	the	more	friendless,	the	more	unsustained	I	am,	the	more	Iwill	respect	myself.	Don'tcling	so	tenaciously	to	ties	of	the	flesh;	save	your	constancy	andardour	for	an	adequate	cause;	forbear	to	waste	them	on	tritetransient	objects.	Mr.	Rochester	let	him	sit	three	minutes	after	he	hadswallowed
the	liquid;	he	then	took	his	arm	-"Now	I	am	sure	you	can	get	on	your	feet,"	he	said--"try."The	patient	rose."Carter,	take	him	under	the	other	shoulder.	I	told	him	to	forbear	question	or	remark;	I	desired	him	toleave	me:	I	must	and	would	be	alone.	Moreover,	I	wished	to	seewhether	you	would	seek	me	if	I	shunned	you--but	you	did	not;	youkept	in	the
schoolroom	as	still	as	your	own	desk	and	easel;	if	bychance	I	met	you,	you	passed	me	as	soon,	and	with	as	little	token	ofrecognition,	as	was	consistent	with	respect.	Now	HERE"	(he	pointed	to	the	leafy	enclosure	we	had	entered)"all	is	real,	sweet,	and	pure."He	strayed	down	a	walk	edged	with	box,	with	apple	trees,	pear	trees,and	cherry	trees	on	one
side,	and	a	border	on	the	other	full	of	allsorts	of	old-fashioned	flowers,	stocks,	sweet-williams,	primroses,pansies,	mingled	with	southernwood,	sweet-briar,	and	variousfragrant	herbs.	Mary's	countenance	was	equallyintelligent--her	features	equally	pretty;	but	her	expression	wasmore	reserved,	and	her	manners,	though	gentle,	more	distant.	She	went
on	-"You	had	this	morning	a	breakfast	which	you	could	not	eat;	you	mustbe	hungry:--I	have	ordered	that	a	lunch	of	bread	and	cheese	shall	beserved	to	all."The	teachers	looked	at	her	with	a	sort	of	surprise."It	is	to	be	done	on	my	responsibility,"	she	added,	in	anexplanatory	tone	to	them,	and	immediately	afterwards	left	the	room.The	bread	and	cheese
was	presently	brought	in	and	distributed,	tothe	high	delight	and	refreshment	of	the	whole	school.	It	was	mournful,	indeed,	to	witness	thesubjugation	of	that	vigorous	spirit	to	a	corporeal	infirmity.	Jane,"	he	continued."Sir?""I	shall	have	to	leave	you	in	this	room	with	this	gentleman,	for	anhour,	or	perhaps	two	hours:	you	will	sponge	the	blood	as	I	do
whenit	returns:	if	he	feels	faint,	you	will	put	the	glass	of	water	onthat	stand	to	his	lips,	and	your	salts	to	his	nose.	She	had	been	all	animation	with	thegame,	and	irritated	pride	did	not	lower	the	expression	of	herhaughty	lineaments."Does	that	person	want	you?"	she	inquired	of	Mr.	Rochester;	and	Mr.Rochester	turned	to	see	who	the	"person"	was.	I
want	a	wife:	the	sole	helpmeet	I	can	influenceefficiently	in	life,	and	retain	absolutely	till	death."I	shuddered	as	he	spoke:	I	felt	his	influence	in	my	marrow--hishold	on	my	limbs."Seek	one	elsewhere	than	in	me,	St.	John:	seek	one	fitted	to	you.""One	fitted	to	my	purpose,	you	mean--fitted	to	my	vocation.	Iwill	say	so	much	for	you,	though	you	have	had	the
incivility	to	callme	a	beggar."She	again	regarded	me	with	a	surprised	stare.	Quite	as	many	as	there	was	employment	for."I	reflected.	I	must	be	provided	for	by	a	wealthy	marriage.He	sought	me	a	partner	betimes.	I	must	wait	for	my	master	to	giveexplanations;	and	so	must	she.	I	meant	to	become	her	governess	once	more,but	I	soon	found	this
impracticable;	my	time	and	cares	were	nowrequired	by	another--my	husband	needed	them	all.	When	all	was	finished,	I	thought	Moor	House	as	complete	amodel	of	bright	modest	snugness	within,	as	it	was,	at	this	season,	aspecimen	of	wintry	waste	and	desert	dreariness	without.The	eventful	Thursday	at	length	came.	"And	now	you	recall	your	promise,
and	will	not	go	to	India	atall,	I	presume?"	said	he,	after	a	considerable	pause."Yes,	I	will,	as	your	assistant,"	I	answered.A	very	long	silence	succeeded.	It	is	the	clergyman's	function	to	help--at	least	with	advice--those	who	wished	to	help	themselves.	Did	you	think	nothing	of	Miss	Ingram'sfeelings,	sir?""Her	feelings	are	concentrated	in	one--pride;	and
that	needshumbling.	Your	name	is	Jane	Eyre?""Of	course:	that	was	all	settled	before.""You	are	not,	perhaps,	aware	that	I	am	your	namesake?--that	I	waschristened	St.	John	Eyre	Rivers?""No,	indeed!	I	remember	now	seeing	the	letter	E.	I	cry	because	I	ammiserable.""Oh	fie,	Miss!"	said	Bessie.The	good	apothecary	appeared	a	little	puzzled.	A	spare
parlour	andbedroom	I	refurnished	entirely,	with	old	mahogany	and	crimsonupholstery:	I	laid	canvas	on	the	passage,	and	carpets	on	thestairs.	"Communicate	your	intentions	toMrs.	I	had	heard	it--where,	or	whence,	for	ever	impossible	to	know!	And	it	was	the	voiceof	a	human	being--a	known,	loved,	well-remembered	voice--that	ofEdward	Fairfax
Rochester;	and	it	spoke	in	pain	and	woe,	wildly,eerily,	urgently."I	am	coming!"	I	cried.	He	bullied	and	punished	me;	not	two	or	three	timesin	the	week,	nor	once	or	twice	in	the	day,	but	continually:	everynerve	I	had	feared	him,	and	every	morsel	of	flesh	in	my	bones	shrankwhen	he	came	near.	Thereader	believed	his	name	was	already	written	in	the
Lamb's	book	oflife,	and	he	yearned	after	the	hour	which	should	admit	him	to	thecity	to	which	the	kings	of	the	earth	bring	their	glory	and	honour;which	has	no	need	of	sun	or	moon	to	shine	in	it,	because	the	gloryof	God	lightens	it,	and	the	Lamb	is	the	light	thereof.In	the	prayer	following	the	chapter,	all	his	energy	gathered--allhis	stern	zeal	woke:	he
was	in	deep	earnest,	wrestling	with	God,and	resolved	on	a	conquest.	While	you	looked	so,	I	should	be	certainthat	whatever	charter	you	might	grant	under	coercion,	your	firstact,	when	released,	would	be	to	violate	its	conditions.""Why,	Jane,	what	would	you	have?	If	you've	any	followers--housebreakers	or	such	like--anywhere	near,	you	may	tell	them
we	arenot	by	ourselves	in	the	house;	we	have	a	gentleman,	and	dogs,	andguns."	Here	the	honest	but	inflexible	servant	clapped	the	door	toand	bolted	it	within.This	was	the	climax.	I	remember	something,	too,	of	the	green	grave-mounds;	and	I	have	not	forgotten,	either,	two	figures	of	strangersstraying	amongst	the	low	hillocks	and	reading	the
mementoes	gravenon	the	few	mossy	head-stones.	A	neighbour	or	two	came	in;	my	chair	wasevidently	wanted.	I	could	talk	a	while	when	the	evening	commenced,	butthe	first	gush	of	vivacity	and	fluency	gone,	I	was	fain	to	sit	on	astool	at	Diana's	feet,	to	rest	my	head	on	her	knee,	and	listenalternately	to	her	and	Mary,	while	they	sounded	thoroughly	the
topicon	which	I	had	but	touched.	I	slept	two	nights	inthe	open	air,	and	wandered	about	two	days	without	crossing	athreshold:	but	twice	in	that	space	of	time	did	I	taste	food;	and	itwas	when	brought	by	hunger,	exhaustion,	and	despair	almost	to	thelast	gasp,	that	you,	Mr.	Rivers,	forbade	me	to	perish	of	want	atyour	door,	and	took	me	under	the	shelter
of	your	roof.	Eliza,	who	was	headstrongand	selfish,	was	respected.	All	this	I	did	without	one	sound.	The	wind	fell,	for	a	second,	round	Thornfield;	but	faraway	over	wood	and	water,	poured	a	wild,	melancholy	wail:	it	wassad	to	listen	to,	and	I	ran	off	again.Here	and	there	I	strayed	through	the	orchard,	gathered	up	the	appleswith	which	the	grass	round
the	tree	roots	was	thickly	strewn;	then	Iemployed	myself	in	dividing	the	ripe	from	the	unripe;	I	carried	theminto	the	house	and	put	them	away	in	the	store-room.	I	seemed	to	penetrate	very	near	a	Mighty	Spirit;and	my	soul	rushed	out	in	gratitude	at	His	feet.	I	toldher	he	rather	an	ugly	man,	but	quite	a	gentleman;	and	that	hetreated	me	kindly,	and	I
was	content.	'Sophie!	Sophie!'	I	again	cried:	and	stillit	was	silent.	Diana	offered	to	teach	me	German.	It	is	time	for	lessons.""Mr.	Rochester	has	sent	me	away	to	the	nursery.""Where	is	he?""In	there,"	pointing	to	the	apartment	she	had	left;	and	I	went	in,and	there	he	stood."Come	and	bid	me	good-morning,"	said	he.	He	expressed	once,	and	but	once
inmy	hearing,	a	strong	sense	of	the	rugged	charm	of	the	hills,	and	aninborn	affection	for	the	dark	roof	and	hoary	walls	he	called	hishome;	but	there	was	more	of	gloom	than	pleasure	in	the	tone	andwords	in	which	the	sentiment	was	manifested;	and	never	did	he	seemto	roam	the	moors	for	the	sake	of	their	soothing	silence--never	seekout	or	dwell	upon
the	thousand	peaceful	delights	they	could	yield.Incommunicative	as	he	was,	some	time	elapsed	before	I	had	anopportunity	of	gauging	his	mind.	I	make	for	the	wicket	leadingto	the	shrubbery,	and	I	see	Mr.	Rochester	entering.	I	asked	was	it	a	mere	nervous	impression--adelusion?	Youare	not	really	shocked:	for,	with	your	superior	mind,	you	cannot
beeither	so	dull	or	so	conceited	as	to	misunderstand	my	meaning.	A	very	different	sort	of	mindwas	hers	from	that,	for	instance,	of	the	sisters	of	St.	John.Still,	I	liked	her	almost	as	I	liked	my	pupil	Adele;	except	that,for	a	child	whom	we	have	watched	over	and	taught,	a	closer	affectionis	engendered	than	we	can	give	an	equally	attractive
adultacquaintance.She	had	taken	an	amiable	caprice	to	me.	I	know	no	weariness	of	my	Edward's	society:he	knows	none	of	mine,	any	more	than	we	each	do	of	the	pulsation	ofthe	heart	that	beats	in	our	separate	bosoms;	consequently,	we	areever	together.	I	stillfelt	as	a	wanderer	on	the	face	of	the	earth;	but	I	experiencedfirmer	trust	in	myself	and	my
own	powers,	and	less	withering	dreadof	oppression.	I	saw	Ihad	strayed	far	from	the	village:	it	was	quite	out	of	sight.	But	let	mecome	to	the	point.	I	permitted	myself	thedelight	of	being	kind	to	you;	kindness	stirred	emotion	soon:	yourface	became	soft	in	expression,	your	tones	gentle;	I	liked	my	namepronounced	by	your	lips	in	a	grateful	happy	accent.
You	would	thinkhim	gentle,	yet	in	some	things	he	is	inexorable	as	death;	and	theworst	of	it	is,	my	conscience	will	hardly	permit	me	to	dissuade	himfrom	his	severe	decision:	certainly,	I	cannot	for	a	moment	blamehim	for	it.	I	burnt	for	the	more	active	life	of	the	world--for	the	more	exciting	toils	of	a	literary	career--for	the	destinyof	an	artist,	author,
orator;	anything	rather	than	that	of	a	priest:yes,	the	heart	of	a	politician,	of	a	soldier,	of	a	votary	of	glory,a	lover	of	renown,	a	luster	after	power,	beat	under	my	curate'ssurplice.	I	suppose	you	are	astranger	in	these	parts,	or	you	would	have	heard	what	happened	lastautumn,--Thornfield	Hall	is	quite	a	ruin:	it	was	burnt	down	justabout	harvest-time.	I
reached	it.	I	asked	Aunt	Reed	once,	and	she	said	possibly	Imight	have	some	poor,	low	relations	called	Eyre,	but	she	knewnothing	about	them.""If	you	had	such,	would	you	like	to	go	to	them?"I	reflected.	And	what	a	distortion	in	your	judgment,	what	a	perversity	inyour	ideas,	is	proved	by	your	conduct!	Is	it	better	to	drive	afellow-creature	to	despair
than	to	transgress	a	mere	human	law,	noman	being	injured	by	the	breach?	"Be	composed,	all	of	you:	I'mcoming."And	the	door	at	the	end	of	the	gallery	opened,	and	Mr.	Rochesteradvanced	with	a	candle:	he	had	just	descended	from	the	upperstorey.	And	then	they	called	out	to	him	that	she	was	on	the	roof,where	she	was	standing,	waving	her	arms,
above	the	battlements,	andshouting	out	till	they	could	hear	her	a	mile	off:	I	saw	her	andheard	her	with	my	own	eyes.	I	had	eaten	withrelish:	the	food	was	good--void	of	the	feverish	flavour	which	hadhitherto	poisoned	what	I	had	swallowed.	Reed	pitied	it;	and	he	used	to	nurse	it	andnotice	it	as	if	it	had	been	his	own:	more,	indeed,	than	he	evernoticed
his	own	at	that	age.	Ilaughed	in	my	sleeve	at	his	menaces.	After	some	minutes'	silence,	he	continued,	cheerily-"Now,	Janet,	I'll	explain	to	you	all	about	it.	I	was	not	sure	of	theexistence	of	one	virtue	in	her	nature:	I	had	marked	neithermodesty,	nor	benevolence,	nor	candour,	nor	refinement	in	her	mind	ormanners--and,	I	married	her:-	gross,	grovelling,
mole-eyed	blockheadthat	I	was!	With	less	sin	I	might	have--But	let	me	remember	to	whomI	am	speaking.""My	bride's	mother	I	had	never	seen:	I	understood	she	was	dead.The	honeymoon	over,	I	learned	my	mistake;	she	was	only	mad,	and	shutup	in	a	lunatic	asylum.	I	feel	I	can	easilyand	naturally	make	room	in	my	heart	for	you,	as	my	third
andyoungest	sister.""Thank	you:	that	contents	me	for	to-night.	Not	a	hint,	however,	did	she	dropabout	sending	me	to	school:	still	I	felt	an	instinctive	certaintythat	she	would	not	long	endure	me	under	the	same	roof	with	her;	forher	glance,	now	more	than	ever,	when	turned	on	me,	expressed	aninsuperable	and	rooted	aversion.Eliza	and	Georgiana,
evidently	acting	according	to	orders,	spoke	tome	as	little	as	possible:	John	thrust	his	tongue	in	his	cheekwhenever	he	saw	me,	and	once	attempted	chastisement;	but	as	Iinstantly	turned	against	him,	roused	by	the	same	sentiment	of	deepire	and	desperate	revolt	which	had	stirred	my	corruption	before,	hethought	it	better	to	desist,	and	ran	from	me
tittering	execrations,and	vowing	I	had	burst	his	nose.	He	responded	neither	by	word	nor	movement	to	thegentle	advances	made	him."Papa	says	you	never	come	to	see	us	now,"	continued	Miss	Oliver,looking	up.	I	would	not	accosthim	yet.He	descended	the	one	step,	and	advanced	slowly	and	gropingly	towardsthe	grass-plat.	He	perhaps	knows	more	of
Mr.Rochester	than	you	do.""Briggs	is	in	London.	It	may	be	of	no	moment	to	you;	you	have	sistersand	don't	care	for	a	cousin;	but	I	had	nobody;	and	now	threerelations,--or	two,	if	you	don't	choose	to	be	counted,--are	borninto	my	world	full-grown.	"After	all,	it	is	of	no	greatimportance,	perhaps,"	she	murmured	to	herself:	"and	then	I	may	getbetter;	and
to	humble	myself	so	to	her	is	painful."She	made	an	effort	to	alter	her	position,	but	failed:	her	facechanged;	she	seemed	to	experience	some	inward	sensation--theprecursor,	perhaps,	of	the	last	pang."Well,	I	must	get	it	over.	He	liftedhis	gaze,	too,	from	the	daisies,	and	turned	it	on	her.	I	approached	him,	and	saidthe	gentlemen	were	coming;	he	nodded:
then	I	looked	carefully	roundand	listened.	Had	life	been	wrecked	as	well	asproperty?	When	tired	of	this	occupation,	I	would	retirefrom	the	stairhead	to	the	solitary	and	silent	nursery:	there,though	somewhat	sad,	I	was	not	miserable.	Were	I	notmorally	certain	that	your	uncle	will	be	dead	ere	you	reach	Madeira,I	would	advise	you	to	accompany	Mr.
Mason	back;	but	as	it	is,	Ithink	you	had	better	remain	in	England	till	you	can	hear	further,either	from	or	of	Mr.	Eyre.	How	are	you,	dear	aunt?"I	had	once	vowed	that	I	would	never	call	her	aunt	again:	I	thoughtit	no	sin	to	forget	and	break	that	vow	now.	Only	my	damp	and	bemired	apparel;	in	which	I	had	slept	onthe	ground	and	fallen	in	the	marsh.
Hopeless	of	the	future,	I	wished	butthis--that	my	Maker	had	that	night	thought	good	to	require	my	soulof	me	while	I	slept;	and	that	this	weary	frame,	absolved	by	deathfrom	further	conflict	with	fate,	had	now	but	to	decay	quietly,	andmingle	in	peace	with	the	soil	of	this	wilderness.	"Keep	to	common	sense,	St.	John:	you	are	vergingon	nonsense.	Mrs.	In
turninga	leaf	she	happened	to	look	up,	and	I	said	to	her	directly	-"Is	your	book	interesting?"	I	had	already	formed	the	intention	ofasking	her	to	lend	it	to	me	some	day."I	like	it,"	she	answered,	after	a	pause	of	a	second	or	two,	duringwhich	she	examined	me."What	is	it	about?"	I	continued.	I	assure	you,	I	desireto	be	your	friend.""Not	you.	He	saw	me;for
the	moon	had	opened	a	blue	field	in	the	sky,	and	rode	in	itwatery	bright:	he	took	his	hat	off,	and	waved	it	round	his	head.	It	was	the	hardestbattle	I	had	fought,	and	the	first	victory	I	had	gained:	I	stoodawhile	on	the	rug,	where	Mr.	Brocklehurst	had	stood,	and	I	enjoyedmy	conqueror's	solitude.	I	could	nothelp	it.	He	obeyed	at	once.	Bessie	was
faithful;but	she	had	her	own	family	to	mind,	and	could	only	come	occasionallyto	the	hall.	In	the	deep	shade,	at	the	fartherend	of	the	room,	a	figure	ran	backwards	and	forwards.	It	is	a	summer	evening;	the	coachman	has	setme	down	at	a	place	called	Whitcross;	he	could	take	me	no	farther	forthe	sum	I	had	given,	and	I	was	not	possessed	of	another
shilling	inthe	world.	It	spoke	to	my	spirit:	immeasurably	distant	was	the	tone,	yetso	near,	it	whispered	in	my	heart	-"My	daughter,	flee	temptation.""Mother,	I	will."So	I	answered	after	I	had	waked	from	the	trance-like	dream.	I	had	no	intention	of	dying	with	him--he	might	dependon	that.""Oh,	all	he	longed,	all	he	prayed	for,	was	that	I	might	live
withhim!	Death	was	not	for	such	as	I.""Indeed	it	was:	I	had	as	good	a	right	to	die	when	my	time	came	ashe	had:	but	I	should	bide	that	time,	and	not	be	hurried	away	in	asuttee.""Would	I	forgive	him	for	the	selfish	idea,	and	prove	my	pardon	by	areconciling	kiss?""No:	I	would	rather	be	excused."Here	I	heard	myself	apostrophised	as	a	"hard	little	thing;"
and	itwas	added,	"any	other	woman	would	have	been	melted	to	marrow	athearing	such	stanzas	crooned	in	her	praise."I	assured	him	I	was	naturally	hard--very	flinty,	and	that	he	wouldoften	find	me	so;	and	that,	moreover,	I	was	determined	to	show	himdivers	rugged	points	in	my	character	before	the	ensuing	four	weekselapsed:	he	should	know	fully
what	sort	of	a	bargain	he	had	made,while	there	was	yet	time	to	rescind	it."Would	I	be	quiet	and	talk	rationally?""I	would	be	quiet	if	he	liked,	and	as	to	talking	rationally,	Iflattered	myself	I	was	doing	that	now."He	fretted,	pished,	and	pshawed.	If	I	told	anything,my	tale	would	be	such	as	must	necessarily	make	a	profound	impressionon	the	mind	of	my
hearer:	and	that	mind,	yet	from	its	sufferingstoo	prone	to	gloom,	needed	not	the	deeper	shade	of	the	supernatural.I	kept	these	things	then,	and	pondered	them	in	my	heart."You	cannot	now	wonder,"	continued	my	master,	"that	when	you	roseupon	me	so	unexpectedly	last	night,	I	had	difficulty	in	believingyou	any	other	than	a	mere	voice	and	vision,
something	that	wouldmelt	to	silence	and	annihilation,	as	the	midnight	whisper	andmountain	echo	had	melted	before.	That	is	wrong.	"Must	I	leave	Thornfield?""I	believe	you	must,	Jane.	The	remains	of	my	breakfast	ofbread	and	milk	stood	on	the	table,	and	having	crumbled	a	morsel	ofroll,	I	was	tugging	at	the	sash	to	put	out	the	crumbs	on	the	window-
sill,	when	Bessie	came	running	upstairs	into	the	nursery."Miss	Jane,	take	off	your	pinafore;	what	are	you	doing	there?	Were	you	to	argue,	object,	and	annoy	mefor	a	year,	I	could	not	forego	the	delicious	pleasure	of	which	Ihave	caught	a	glimpse--that	of	repaying,	in	part,	a	mightyobligation,	and	winning	to	myself	lifelong	friends.""You	think	so	now,"
rejoined	St.	John,	"because	you	do	not	know	whatit	is	to	possess,	nor	consequently	to	enjoy	wealth:	you	cannot	forma	notion	of	the	importance	twenty	thousand	pounds	would	give	you;	ofthe	place	it	would	enable	you	to	take	in	society;	of	the	prospectsit	would	open	to	you:	you	cannot--""And	you,"	I	interrupted,	"cannot	at	all	imagine	the	craving	I
havefor	fraternal	and	sisterly	love.	I	climbed	thethin	wall	with	frantic	perilous	haste,	eager	to	catch	one	glimpse	ofyou	from	the	top:	the	stones	rolled	from	under	my	feet,	the	ivybranches	I	grasped	gave	way,	the	child	clung	round	my	neck	interror,	and	almost	strangled	me;	at	last	I	gained	the	summit.	The	fact	is,	I	was	a	triflebeside	myself;	or	rather
OUT	of	myself,	as	the	French	would	say:	Iwas	conscious	that	a	moment's	mutiny	had	already	rendered	me	liableto	strange	penalties,	and,	like	any	other	rebel	slave,	I	feltresolved,	in	my	desperation,	to	go	all	lengths."Hold	her	arms,	Miss	Abbot:	she's	like	a	mad	cat.""For	shame!	for	shame!"	cried	the	lady's-maid.	"You	are	better,	then.	Are	you	fond	of
it?""I	like	Revelations,	and	the	book	of	Daniel,	and	Genesis	and	Samuel,and	a	little	bit	of	Exodus,	and	some	parts	of	Kings	and	Chronicles,and	Job	and	Jonah.""And	the	Psalms?	He	answered	quietly	-"I	know	it."I	found	him	a	very	patient,	very	forbearing,	and	yet	an	exactingmaster:	he	expected	me	to	do	a	great	deal;	and	when	I	fulfilled	hisexpectations,
he,	in	his	own	way,	fully	testified	his	approbation.By	degrees,	he	acquired	a	certain	influence	over	me	that	took	awaymy	liberty	of	mind:	his	praise	and	notice	were	more	restrainingthan	his	indifference.	What	can	they	do	for	you?	I	listened	to	Mr.	Rochester's	narrative,	but	madeno	disclosure	in	return.	"She	will	fall:	lether	sit."And	indeed	my	head
swam:	I	dropped,	but	a	chair	received	me.	I	look	round	and	I	listen.	Theindefatigable	bell	now	sounded	for	the	fourth	time:	the	classeswere	marshalled	and	marched	into	another	room	to	breakfast:	howglad	I	was	to	behold	a	prospect	of	getting	something	to	eat!	I	wasnow	nearly	sick	from	inanition,	having	taken	so	little	the	daybefore.The	refectory	was
a	great,	low-ceiled,	gloomy	room;	on	two	longtables	smoked	basins	of	something	hot,	which,	however,	to	my	dismay,sent	forth	an	odour	far	from	inviting.	You	are	dreaming,	sir,--or	youare	sneering.	Who	is	itlike?"Mastering	some	hesitation,	he	answered,	"Miss	Oliver,	I	presume.""Of	course.	No	one	would	takeme	for	love;	and	I	will	not	be	regarded	in
the	light	of	a	mere	moneyspeculation.	Hiswhole	face	was	colourless	rock:	his	eye	was	both	spark	and	flint.He	disavowed	nothing:	he	seemed	as	if	he	would	defy	all	things.Without	speaking,	without	smiling,	without	seeming	to	recognise	inme	a	human	being,	he	only	twined	my	waist	with	his	arm	and	rivetedme	to	his	side."Who	are	you?"	he	asked	of	the
intruder."My	name	is	Briggs,	a	solicitor	of--Street,	London.""And	you	would	thrust	on	me	a	wife?""I	would	remind	you	of	your	lady's	existence,	sir,	which	the	lawrecognises,	if	you	do	not.""Favour	me	with	an	account	of	her--with	her	name,	her	parentage,	herplace	of	abode.""Certainly."	Mr.	Briggs	calmly	took	a	paper	from	his	pocket,	andread	out	in	a
sort	of	official,	nasal	voice:-"'I	affirm	and	can	prove	that	on	the	20th	of	October	A.D.--(a	dateof	fifteen	years	back),	Edward	Fairfax	Rochester,	of	ThornfieldHall,	in	the	county	of	-,	and	of	Ferndean	Manor,	in	-shire,	England,was	married	to	my	sister,	Bertha	Antoinetta	Mason,	daughter	of	JonasMason,	merchant,	and	of	Antoinetta	his	wife,	a	Creole,	at--
church,Spanish	Town,	Jamaica.	Realaffection,	it	seemed,	he	could	not	have	for	me;	it	had	been	onlyfitful	passion:	that	was	balked;	he	would	want	me	no	more.	I	did	not	like	to	walk	at	this	hour	alonewith	Mr.	Rochester	in	the	shadowy	orchard;	but	I	could	not	find	areason	to	allege	for	leaving	him.	Take	oneday;	share	it	into	sections;	to	each	section
apportion	its	task:leave	no	stray	unemployed	quarters	of	an	hour,	ten	minutes,	fiveminutes--include	all;	do	each	piece	of	business	in	its	turn	withmethod,	with	rigid	regularity.	But	I	err:	you	have	not	wept	atall!	I	see	a	white	cheek	and	a	faded	eye,	but	no	trace	of	tears.	I	might	yet	once	more	see	theHall	under	the	ray	of	her	star.	I	wonder	what	they



thought.	I	had	closed	my	shutter,	laid	a	mat	to	the	door	toprevent	the	snow	from	blowing	in	under	it,	trimmed	my	fire,	andafter	sitting	nearly	an	hour	on	the	hearth	listening	to	the	muffledfury	of	the	tempest,	I	lit	a	candle,	took	down	"Marmion,"	andbeginning	-"Day	set	on	Norham's	castled	steep,And	Tweed's	fair	river	broad	and	deep,And	Cheviot's
mountains	lone;The	massive	towers,	the	donjon	keep,The	flanking	walls	that	round	them	sweep,In	yellow	lustre	shone"	-I	soon	forgot	storm	in	music.I	heard	a	noise:	the	wind,	I	thought,	shook	the	door.	I	took	that	dear	hand,held	it	a	moment	to	my	lips,	then	let	it	pass	round	my	shoulder:being	so	much	lower	of	stature	than	he,	I	served	both	for	his
propand	guide.	He	made	some	sort	ofarrangement	without	speaking,	though	I	heard	a	low	voice	addresshim:	he	came	out	and	closed	the	door	behind	him."Here,	Jane!"	he	said;	and	I	walked	round	to	the	other	side	of	alarge	bed,	which	with	its	drawn	curtains	concealed	a	considerableportion	of	the	chamber.	That	afternoon	lapsed	in	peace	and
harmony;	and	in	theevening	Bessie	told	me	some	of	her	most	enchaining	stories,	and	sangme	some	of	her	sweetest	songs.	I	have	little	left	inmyself--I	must	have	you.	This	news	actually	took	my	breath	for	a	moment:	Mr.	St.John,	whom	I	had	never	heard	laugh	before,	laughed	now."Well,"	said	he,	"if	you	had	committed	a	murder,	and	I	had	told	youyour
crime	was	discovered,	you	could	scarcely	look	more	aghast.""It	is	a	large	sum--don't	you	think	there	is	a	mistake?""No	mistake	at	all.""Perhaps	you	have	read	the	figures	wrong--it	may	be	two	thousand!""It	is	written	in	letters,	not	figures,--twenty	thousand."I	again	felt	rather	like	an	individual	of	but	average	gastronomicalpowers	sitting	down	to	feast
alone	at	a	table	spread	with	provisionsfor	a	hundred.	I	slowly	descended.	Ishall	never	more	know	the	sweet	homage	given	to	beauty,	youth,	andgrace--for	never	to	any	one	else	shall	I	seem	to	possess	thesecharms.	Bessie	had	retained	her	quick	temper	as	well	asher	light	foot	and	good	looks.Tea	ready,	I	was	going	to	approach	the	table;	but	she	desired
me	tosit	still,	quite	in	her	old	peremptory	tones.	You	will	forget	me	before	I	forget	you.""You	make	me	a	liar	by	such	language:	you	sully	my	honour.	Mary	and	I	sit	in	the	kitchen	sometimes,	because	at	home	welike	to	be	free,	even	to	license--but	you	are	a	visitor,	and	must	gointo	the	parlour.""I	am	very	well	here.""Not	at	all,	with	Hannah	bustling	about
and	covering	you	withflour.""Besides,	the	fire	is	too	hot	for	you,"	interposed	Mary."To	be	sure,"	added	her	sister.	I	was	vexed	with	you	for	getting	out	ofmy	sight."Impatiently	I	waited	for	evening,	when	I	might	summon	you	to	mypresence.	I	was	alusus	naturae,	she	affirmed,	as	a	village	schoolmistress:	she	wassure	my	previous	history,	if	known,	would
make	a	delightful	romance.One	evening,	while,	with	her	usual	child-like	activity,	andthoughtless	yet	not	offensive	inquisitiveness,	she	was	rummaging	thecupboard	and	the	table-drawer	of	my	little	kitchen,	she	discoveredfirst	two	French	books,	a	volume	of	Schiller,	a	German	grammar	anddictionary,	and	then	my	drawing-materials	and	some
sketches,including	a	pencil-head	of	a	pretty	little	cherub-like	girl,	one	ofmy	scholars,	and	sundry	views	from	nature,	taken	in	the	Vale	ofMorton	and	on	the	surrounding	moors.	They	discovered	I	could	draw:	their	pencils	andcolour-boxes	were	immediately	at	my	service.	It	bore	these	words	-"You	left	me	too	suddenly	last	night.	And	why	weep	for	this?
You	are	to	share	my	solitude.	Jane,	when	will	you	watch	with	me	again?""Whenever	I	can	be	useful,	sir.""For	instance,	the	night	before	I	am	married!	I	am	sure	I	shall	notbe	able	to	sleep.	I,	on	the	contrary,	became	morecheerful,	and	took	fresh	courage:	these	last	words	gave	me	aninsight	as	to	where	the	difficulty	lay;	and	as	it	was	no	difficultywith	me,
I	felt	quite	relieved	from	my	previous	embarrassment.	I	did	notthink	I	should	tremble	in	this	way	when	I	saw	him,	or	lose	my	voiceor	the	power	of	motion	in	his	presence.	Onereason	of	the	distance	yet	observed	between	us	was,	that	he	wascomparatively	seldom	at	home:	a	large	proportion	of	his	timeappeared	devoted	to	visiting	the	sick	and	poor
among	the	scatteredpopulation	of	his	parish.No	weather	seemed	to	hinder	him	in	these	pastoral	excursions:	rainor	fair,	he	would,	when	his	hours	of	morning	study	were	over,	takehis	hat,	and,	followed	by	his	father's	old	pointer,	Carlo,	go	out	onhis	mission	of	love	or	duty--I	scarcely	know	in	which	light	heregarded	it.	I	was	in	thelibrary--sitting	in	his
chair--he	was	quite	near.	She	had	a	woman	to	take	care	ofher	called	Mrs.	Reed's.	Also	I	had	drawn	parallels	in	silence,	which	Inever	thought	thus	to	have	declared	aloud."What!	what!"	he	cried.	Onthat	occasion,	he	again,	with	a	full	heart,	acknowledged	that	Godhad	tempered	judgment	with	mercy.My	Edward	and	I,	then,	are	happy:	and	the	more	so,
because	those	wemost	love	are	happy	likewise.	Hannah	hadtold	me	in	the	morning	there	was	a	letter	for	me,	and	when	I	wentdown	to	take	it,	almost	certain	that	the	long-looked	for	tidingswere	vouchsafed	me	at	last,	I	found	only	an	unimportant	note	fromMr.	Briggs	on	business.	"Myscared	vision!	My	crippled	strength!"	he	murmured	regretfully.I
caressed,	in	order	to	soothe	him.	He	spoke	at	last."I	before	proved	to	you	the	absurdity	of	a	single	woman	of	your	ageproposing	to	accompany	abroad	a	single	man	of	mine.	I	daresay	it	is	only	a	rat	scrambling	along	therafters	of	the	adjoining	schoolroom:	it	was	a	barn	before	I	had	itrepaired	and	altered,	and	barns	are	generally	haunted	by	rats.--
Toproceed.	Still	you	aremiserable;	for	hope	has	quitted	you	on	the	very	confines	of	life:your	sun	at	noon	darkens	in	an	eclipse,	which	you	feel	will	notleave	it	till	the	time	of	setting.	Is	this	the	first	time	you	have	left	yourparents	to	come	to	school,	my	little	girl?"I	explained	to	her	that	I	had	no	parents.	Iexplained	to	them,	in	few	words,	that	I	had	heard
all	which	hadhappened	since	I	left	Thornfield,	and	that	I	was	come	to	see	Mr.Rochester.	I	ask	again,	is	there	anything	thematter?"Nothing	now;	I	am	neither	afraid	nor	unhappy.""Then	you	have	been	both?""Rather:	but	I'll	tell	you	all	about	it	by-and-bye,	sir;	and	Idaresay	you	will	only	laugh	at	me	for	my	pains.""I'll	laugh	at	you	heartily	when	to-morrow
is	past;	till	then	I	darenot:	my	prize	is	not	certain.	Thebreakfast-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.	"One	drift	took	me	up	to	the	waist;	happily	thesnow	is	quite	soft	yet.""But	why	are	you	come?"	I	could	not	forbear
saying."Rather	an	inhospitable	question	to	put	to	a	visitor;	but	since	youask	it,	I	answer	simply	to	have	a	little	talk	with	you;	I	got	tiredof	my	mute	books	and	empty	rooms.	and	that	we	may	dismiss	you	to	the	moor	and	the	rainynight?"I	looked	at	her.	The	wedding	is	to	take	place	quietly,	in	thechurch	down	below	yonder;	and	then	I	shall	waft	you	away
at	once	totown.	First,	I	smiled	to	myself	and	felt	elate;but	this	fierce	pleasure	subsided	in	me	as	fast	as	did	theaccelerated	throb	of	my	pulses.	Where	do	youcome	from?""I	am	a	stranger.""What	is	your	business	here	at	this	hour?""I	want	a	night's	shelter	in	an	out-house	or	anywhere,	and	a	morselof	bread	to	eat."Distrust,	the	very	feeling	I	dreaded,
appeared	in	Hannah's	face."I'll	give	you	a	piece	of	bread,"	she	said,	after	a	pause;	"but	wecan't	take	in	a	vagrant	to	lodge.	Just	this	promise--'Iwill	be	yours,	Mr.	Rochester.'""Mr.	Rochester,	I	will	NOT	be	yours."Another	long	silence."Jane!"	recommenced	he,	with	a	gentleness	that	broke	me	down	withgrief,	and	turned	me	stone-cold	with	ominous	terror-
-for	this	stillvoice	was	the	pant	of	a	lion	rising--"Jane,	do	you	mean	to	go	oneway	in	the	world,	and	to	let	me	go	another?""I	do.""Jane"	(bending	towards	and	embracing	me),	"do	you	mean	it	now?""I	do.""And	now?"	softly	kissing	my	forehead	and	cheek."I	do,"	extricating	myself	from	restraint	rapidly	and	completely."Oh,	Jane,	this	is	bitter!	This--this	is
wicked.	I	shall	pray	for	you	hourly.--Yours,	ST.	I	heard	the	front-door	open,	and	St.John	pass	out.	I	don't	care	for	thefairy:	you	said	it	was	mademoiselle	you	would	take	to	the	moon?""Mademoiselle	is	a	fairy,"	he	said,	whispering	mysteriously.Whereupon	I	told	her	not	to	mind	his	badinage;	and	she,	on	her	part,evinced	a	fund	of	genuine	French
scepticism:	denominating	Mr.Rochester	"un	vrai	menteur,"	and	assuring	him	that	she	made	noaccount	whatever	of	his	"contes	de	fee,"	and	that	"du	reste,	il	n'yavait	pas	de	fees,	et	quand	meme	il	y	en	avait:"	she	was	sure	theywould	never	appear	to	him,	nor	ever	give	him	rings,	or	offer	to	livewith	him	in	the	moon.The	hour	spent	at	Millcote	was	a
somewhat	harassing	one	to	me.	At	any	rate,it	shall	be	strong	enough	to	search--inquire--to	grope	an	outletfrom	this	cloud	of	doubt,	and	find	the	open	day	of	certainty."It	was	the	first	of	June;	yet	the	morning	was	overcast	and	chilly:rain	beat	fast	on	my	casement.	Good-night."He	was	lifting	the	latch:	a	sudden	thought	occurred	to	me.	You	were	from
home	last	night?""I	was:	I	know	that;	and	you	hinted	a	while	ago	at	something	whichhad	happened	in	my	absence:-	nothing,	probably,	of	consequence;	but,in	short,	it	has	disturbed	you.	He	would	have	let	thehouse,	but	could	find	no	tenant,	in	consequence	of	its	ineligibleand	insalubrious	site.	No;	they	not	only	live,	but	reign	and	redeem:	and
withouttheir	divine	influence	spread	everywhere,	you	would	be	in	hell--thehell	of	your	own	meanness.While	I	was	eagerly	glancing	at	the	bright	pages	of	"Marmion"	(for"Marmion"	it	was),	St.	John	stooped	to	examine	my	drawing.	No	happy	reconciliation	was	to	be	had	with	him--no	cheering	smile	or	generous	word:	but	still	the	Christian	waspatient
and	placid;	and	when	I	asked	him	if	he	forgave	me,	heanswered	that	he	was	not	in	the	habit	of	cherishing	the	remembranceof	vexation;	that	he	had	nothing	to	forgive,	not	having	beenoffended.And	with	that	answer	he	left	me.	You	thought	you	wereas	dead	as	a	herring	two	hours	since,	and	you	are	all	alive	andtalking	now.	Near	the	churchyard,	and	in
themiddle	of	a	garden,	stood	a	well-built	though	small	house,	which	Ihad	no	doubt	was	the	parsonage.	John,	when	I	turned	to	him,	was	grinning	from	ear	to	ear."I	telled	Mary	how	it	would	be,"	he	said:	"I	knew	what	Mr.	Edward"(John	was	an	old	servant,	and	had	known	his	master	when	he	was	thecadet	of	the	house,	therefore,	he	often	gave	him	his
Christianname)--"I	knew	what	Mr.	Edward	would	do;	and	I	was	certain	he	wouldnot	wait	long	neither:	and	he's	done	right,	for	aught	I	know.	I	considered.	It	is	a	happy	thing	that	time	quells	the	longingsof	vengeance	and	hushes	the	promptings	of	rage	and	aversion.	Life,	however,was	yet	in	my	possession,	with	all	its	requirements,	and	pains,
andresponsibilities.	What	a	pigmyintellect	she	had,	and	what	giant	propensities!	How	fearful	werethe	curses	those	propensities	entailed	on	me!	Bertha	Mason,	thetrue	daughter	of	an	infamous	mother,	dragged	me	through	all	thehideous	and	degrading	agonies	which	must	attend	a	man	bound	to	awife	at	once	intemperate	and	unchaste."My	brother	in
the	interval	was	dead,	and	at	the	end	of	the	fouryears	my	father	died	too.	Doing	nothing,	expecting	nothing;	merging	nightin	day;	feeling	but	the	sensation	of	cold	when	I	let	the	fire	goout,	of	hunger	when	I	forgot	to	eat:	and	then	a	ceaseless	sorrow,and,	at	times,	a	very	delirium	of	desire	to	behold	my	Jane	again.Yes:	for	her	restoration	I	longed,	far
more	than	for	that	of	mylost	sight.	But	I	always	woke	and	found	it	anempty	mockery;	and	I	was	desolate	and	abandoned--my	life	dark,lonely,	hopeless--my	soul	athirst	and	forbidden	to	drink--my	heartfamished	and	never	to	be	fed.	The	sternest-seeming	stoic	is	human	after	all;	and	to	"burst"	with	boldness	andgood-will	into	"the	silent	sea"	of	their	souls
is	often	to	confer	onthem	the	first	of	obligations."She	likes	you,	I	am	sure,"	said	I,	as	I	stood	behind	his	chair,"and	her	father	respects	you.	Reed	is	not	afraid	to	trust	her	sofar	alone."The	coach	drew	up;	there	it	was	at	the	gates	with	its	four	horsesand	its	top	laden	with	passengers:	the	guard	and	coachman	loudlyurged	haste;	my	trunk	was	hoisted	up;	I
was	taken	from	Bessie'sneck,	to	which	I	clung	with	kisses."Be	sure	and	take	good	care	of	her,"	cried	she	to	the	guard,	as	helifted	me	into	the	inside."Ay,	ay!"	was	the	answer:	the	door	was	slapped	to,	a	voiceexclaimed	"All	right,"	and	on	we	drove.	Reed's	face,	and	I	eagerly	sought	thefamiliar	image.	Turning	restlessly,	she	drew	thebedclothes	round
her;	my	elbow,	resting	on	a	corner	of	the	quilt,fixed	it	down:	she	was	at	once	irritated."Sit	up!"	said	she;	"don't	annoy	me	with	holding	the	clothes	fast.Are	you	Jane	Eyre?""I	am	Jane	Eyre.""I	have	had	more	trouble	with	that	child	than	any	one	would	believe.Such	a	burden	to	be	left	on	my	hands--and	so	much	annoyance	as	shecaused	me,	daily	and
hourly,	with	her	incomprehensible	disposition,and	her	sudden	starts	of	temper,	and	her	continual,	unnaturalwatchings	of	one's	movements!	I	declare	she	talked	to	me	once	likesomething	mad,	or	like	a	fiend--no	child	ever	spoke	or	looked	as	shedid;	I	was	glad	to	get	her	away	from	the	house.	And	what	ailed	the	chestnut	tree?	Am	I	ill?""You	fell	sick,	I
suppose,	in	the	red-room	with	crying;	you'll	bebetter	soon,	no	doubt."Bessie	went	into	the	housemaid's	apartment,	which	was	near.	Ibelieve	she	was	happy	in	her	way:	this	routine	sufficed	for	her;and	nothing	annoyed	her	so	much	as	the	occurrence	of	any	incidentwhich	forced	her	to	vary	its	clockwork	regularity.She	told	me	one	evening,	when	more
disposed	to	be	communicative	thanusual,	that	John's	conduct,	and	the	threatened	ruin	of	the	family,had	been	a	source	of	profound	affliction	to	her:	but	she	had	now,she	said,	settled	her	mind,	and	formed	her	resolution.	I	mustnot	forget	that	these	coarsely-clad	little	peasants	are	of	flesh	andblood	as	good	as	the	scions	of	gentlest	genealogy;	and	that
thegerms	of	native	excellence,	refinement,	intelligence,	kind	feeling,are	as	likely	to	exist	in	their	hearts	as	in	those	of	the	best-born.My	duty	will	be	to	develop	these	germs:	surely	I	shall	find	somehappiness	in	discharging	that	office.	A	merry	childwould	have	the	advantage	of	him	on	this	hearth.	After	a	silence	of	some	minutesshe	observed	-"With	her
constitution	she	should	have	lived	to	a	good	old	age:	herlife	was	shortened	by	trouble."	And	then	a	spasm	constricted	hermouth	for	an	instant:	as	it	passed	away	she	turned	and	left	theroom,	and	so	did	I.	I	had	no	difficulty	in	restraining	my	voice	from	exclamation,my	step	from	hasty	advance.His	form	was	of	the	same	strong	and	stalwart	contour	as
ever:	hisport	was	still	erect,	his	heir	was	still	raven	black;	nor	were	hisfeatures	altered	or	sunk:	not	in	one	year's	space,	by	any	sorrow,could	his	athletic	strength	be	quelled	or	his	vigorous	primeblighted.	I	dared	not	answer	the	question.	He	asked,	he	urged,	heclaimed	the	boon	of	a	brand	snatched	from	the	burning.	Ishall	take	up	my	abode	in	a
religious	house	near	Lisle--a	nunneryyou	would	call	it;	there	I	shall	be	quiet	and	unmolested.	It	struck	methat	his	hand	looked	wasted	like	his	face.	Soon	I	had	traced	on	the	paper	abroad	and	prominent	forehead	and	a	square	lower	outline	of	visage:that	contour	gave	me	pleasure;	my	fingers	proceeded	actively	to	fillit	with	features.	Nature	seemed	to
mebenign	and	good;	I	thought	she	loved	me,	outcast	as	I	was;	and	I,who	from	man	could	anticipate	only	mistrust,	rejection,	insult,clung	to	her	with	filial	fondness.	While	Iwalked	under	the	dripping	orange-trees	of	my	wet	garden,	and	amongstits	drenched	pomegranates	and	pine-apples,	and	while	the	refulgentdawn	of	the	tropics	kindled	round	me--I
reasoned	thus,	Jane--and	nowlisten;	for	it	was	true	Wisdom	that	consoled	me	in	that	hour,	andshowed	me	the	right	path	to	follow."The	sweet	wind	from	Europe	was	still	whispering	in	the	refreshedleaves,	and	the	Atlantic	was	thundering	in	glorious	liberty;	myheart,	dried	up	and	scorched	for	a	long	time,	swelled	to	the	tone,and	filled	with	living	blood--
my	being	longed	for	renewal--my	soulthirsted	for	a	pure	draught.	Oh,	I	wish	I	could	make	you	see	how	much	my	mind	is	atthis	moment	like	a	rayless	dungeon,	with	one	shrinking	fear	fetteredin	its	depths--the	fear	of	being	persuaded	by	you	to	attempt	what	Icannot	accomplish!""I	have	an	answer	for	you--hear	it.	Hewould	be	alone,	too.	I	did	wrong:	I
would	have	sullied	my	innocentflower--breathed	guilt	on	its	purity:	the	Omnipotent	snatched	itfrom	me.	Cudgel	your	brains	for	an	expedient.	I	had	rather	be	a	THING	than	an	angel.This	is	what	I	have	to	ask,--Why	did	you	take	such	pains	to	make	mebelieve	you	wished	to	marry	Miss	Ingram?""Is	that	all?	Diana	andMary	appeared	in	the	chamber	once
or	twice	a	day.	During	all	my	firstsleep,	I	was	following	the	windings	of	an	unknown	road;	totalobscurity	environed	me;	rain	pelted	me;	I	was	burdened	with	thecharge	of	a	little	child:	a	very	small	creature,	too	young	andfeeble	to	walk,	and	which	shivered	in	my	cold	arms,	and	wailedpiteously	in	my	ear.	I	felt	how--if	I	were	his	wife,this	good	man,	pure
as	the	deep	sunless	source,	could	soon	kill	me,without	drawing	from	my	veins	a	single	drop	of	blood,	or	receivingon	his	own	crystal	conscience	the	faintest	stain	of	crime.Especially	I	felt	this	when	I	made	any	attempt	to	propitiate	him.No	ruth	met	my	ruth.	of	the	breaking	up	of	the	frozen	sea	intheir	displeasure?"No.	St.	John,	I	will	not	marry	you.	She
had	an	alarm	to	call	her	up	early.	Oh,Providence!	sustain	me	a	little	longer!	Aid!--direct	me!"My	glazed	eye	wandered	over	the	dim	and	misty	landscape.	I	remember	Adele	clung	to	me	as	I	lefther:	I	remember	I	kissed	her	as	I	loosened	her	little	hands	from	myneck;	and	I	cried	over	her	with	strange	emotion,	and	quitted	herbecause	I	feared	my	sobs
would	break	her	still	sound	repose.	You	are	killing	me	now."His	lips	and	cheeks	turned	white--quite	white."I	SHOULD	KILL	YOU--I	AM	KILLING	YOU?	To	pluckthe	mask	from	the	face	of	the	Pharisee,	is	not	to	lift	an	impioushand	to	the	Crown	of	Thorns.These	things	and	deeds	are	diametrically	opposed:	they	are	asdistinct	as	is	vice	from	virtue.	His
letter	was	then	calm,	and,	though	very	serious,kind.	Mary	bent	her	headlow	over	her	work."We	are	now	without	father:	we	shall	soon	be	without	home	andbrother,"	she	murmured,At	that	moment	a	little	accident	supervened,	which	seemed	decreed	byfate	purposely	to	prove	the	truth	of	the	adage,	that	"misfortunesnever	come	singly,"	and	to	add	to
their	distresses	the	vexing	one	ofthe	slip	between	the	cup	and	the	lip.	The	coach	is	a	mile	off	by	this	time;	I	am	alone.	"Iam	feverish:	I	hear	the	wind	blowing:	I	will	go	out	of	doors	andfeel	it."It	was	not	only	the	hurry	of	preparation	that	made	me	feverish;	notonly	the	anticipation	of	the	great	change--the	new	life	which	was	tocommence	to-morrow:	both
these	circumstances	had	their	share,doubtless,	in	producing	that	restless,	excited	mood	which	hurried	meforth	at	this	late	hour	into	the	darkening	grounds:	but	a	thirdcause	influenced	my	mind	more	than	they.I	had	at	heart	a	strange	and	anxious	thought.	Fairfax	hassaid	something,	perhaps?	I	closed	the	book,	which	I	dared	no	longer	peruse,	and
putit	on	the	table,	beside	the	untasted	tart.Bessie	had	now	finished	dusting	and	tidying	the	room,	and	havingwashed	her	hands,	she	opened	a	certain	little	drawer,	full	ofsplendid	shreds	of	silk	and	satin,	and	began	making	a	new	bonnet	forGeorgiana's	doll.	The	coincidence	struck	me	as	too	awful	andinexplicable	to	be	communicated	or	discussed.	All
three	looked	at	each	other,	and	all	three	smiled--adreary,	pensive	smile	enough."Amen!	We	can	yet	live,"	said	Diana	at	last."At	any	rate,	it	makes	us	no	worse	off	than	we	were	before,"remarked	Mary."Only	it	forces	rather	strongly	on	the	mind	the	picture	of	whatMIGHT	HAVE	BEEN,"	said	Mr.	Rivers,	"and	contrasts	it	somewhat	toovividly	with	what
IS."He	folded	the	letter,	locked	it	in	his	desk,	and	again	went	out.For	some	minutes	no	one	spoke.	I	contendedwith	my	inward	dimness	of	vision,	before	which	clouds	yet	rolled.	He	seemed	to	use	them	rather	as	instruments	to	search	otherpeople's	thoughts,	than	as	agents	to	reveal	his	own:	the	whichcombination	of	keenness	and	reserve	was
considerably	more	calculatedto	embarrass	than	to	encourage."Do	you	mean	to	say,"	he	asked,	"that	you	are	completely	isolatedfrom	every	connection?""I	do.	And	now	it	isdeluged	with	a	nectarous	flood--the	young	germs	swamped--deliciouspoison	cankering	them:	now	I	see	myself	stretched	on	an	ottoman	inthe	drawing-room	at	Vale	Hall	at	my	bride
Rosamond	Oliver's	feet:she	is	talking	to	me	with	her	sweet	voice--gazing	down	on	me	withthose	eyes	your	skilful	hand	has	copied	so	well--smiling	at	me	withthese	coral	lips.	I	went	out	and	approached	him	as	he	stood	leaningover	the	little	gate;	I	spoke	to	the	point	at	once."St.	John,	I	am	unhappy	because	you	are	still	angry	with	me.	When	tea	was	over
and	Mrs.	They	rose	expectant:eye	and	ear	waited	while	the	flesh	quivered	on	my	bones."What	have	you	heard?	Jane,	a	littlewater."He	held	out	the	tiny	glass,	and	I	half	filled	it	from	the	water-bottle	on	the	washstand."That	will	do;--now	wet	the	lip	of	the	phial."I	did	so;	he	measured	twelve	drops	of	a	crimson	liquid,	andpresented	it	to	Mason."Drink,
Richard:	it	will	give	you	the	heart	you	lack,	for	an	houror	so.""But	will	it	hurt	me?--is	it	inflammatory?""Drink!	drink!	drink!"Mr.	Mason	obeyed,	because	it	was	evidently	useless	to	resist.	We	may,	perhaps,	succeed	inrestoring	her	to	them,	if	she	is	not	obstinate:	but	I	trace	linesof	force	in	her	face	which	make	me	sceptical	of	her	tractability."He	stood
considering	me	some	minutes;	then	added,	"She	lookssensible,	but	not	at	all	handsome.""She	is	so	ill,	St.	John.""Ill	or	well,	she	would	always	be	plain.	She	said	I	was	like	Mr.Rivers,	only,	certainly,	she	allowed,	"not	one-tenth	so	handsome,though	I	was	a	nice	neat	little	soul	enough,	but	he	was	an	angel."I	was,	however,	good,	clever,	composed,	and
firm,	like	him.	Since	he	was	not	in	the	grave,	I	could	bear,	Ithought,	to	learn	that	he	was	at	the	Antipodes."Is	Mr.	Rochester	living	at	Thornfield	Hall	now?"	I	asked,	knowing,of	course,	what	the	answer	would	be,	but	yet	desirous	of	deferringthe	direct	question	as	to	where	he	really	was."No,	ma'am--oh,	no!	No	one	is	living	there.	Some	timeelapsed
before,	with	all	my	efforts,	I	could	comprehend	my	scholarsand	their	nature.	"Is	it	becauseyou	have	the	prospect	of	a	journey	before	you,	Jane?	She	was	three	days	without	speaking;	but	last	Tuesdayshe	seemed	rather	better:	she	appeared	as	if	she	wanted	to	saysomething,	and	kept	making	signs	to	my	wife	and	mumbling.	I	must	look	to	thisother
wound	in	the	arm:	she	has	had	her	teeth	here	too,	I	think.""She	sucked	the	blood:	she	said	she'd	drain	my	heart,"	said	Mason.I	saw	Mr.	Rochester	shudder:	a	singularly	marked	expression	ofdisgust,	horror,	hatred,	warped	his	countenance	almost	todistortion;	but	he	only	said	-"Come,	be	silent,	Richard,	and	never	mind	her	gibberish:	don'trepeat	it.""I
wish	I	could	forget	it,"	was	the	answer."You	will	when	you	are	out	of	the	country:	when	you	get	back	toSpanish	Town,	you	may	think	of	her	as	dead	and	buried--or	rather,you	need	not	think	of	her	at	all.""Impossible	to	forget	this	night!""It	is	not	impossible:	have	some	energy,	man.	I	have	no	bride!""But	you	will	have.""Yes;--I	will!--I	will!"	He	set	his
teeth."Then	I	must	go:-	you	have	said	it	yourself.""No:	you	must	stay!	I	swear	it--and	the	oath	shall	be	kept.""I	tell	you	I	must	go!"	I	retorted,	roused	to	something	likepassion.	Much	exhausted,	and	suffering	greatly	now	for	want	of	food,	Iturned	aside	into	a	lane	and	sat	down	under	the	hedge.	Is	there	not	love	in	my	heart,	and	constancy	in	my	resolves?
It	will	expiate	at	God's	tribunal.	The	words	in	these	introductory	pages	connectedthemselves	with	the	succeeding	vignettes,	and	gave	significance	tothe	rock	standing	up	alone	in	a	sea	of	billow	and	spray;	to	thebroken	boat	stranded	on	a	desolate	coast;	to	the	cold	and	ghastlymoon	glancing	through	bars	of	cloud	at	a	wreck	just	sinking.I	cannot	tell
what	sentiment	haunted	the	quite	solitary	churchyard,with	its	inscribed	headstone;	its	gate,	its	two	trees,	its	lowhorizon,	girdled	by	a	broken	wall,	and	its	newly-risen	crescent,attesting	the	hour	of	eventide.The	two	ships	becalmed	on	a	torpid	sea,	I	believed	to	be	marinephantoms.The	fiend	pinning	down	the	thief's	pack	behind	him,	I	passed
overquickly:	it	was	an	object	of	terror.So	was	the	black	horned	thing	seated	aloof	on	a	rock,	surveying	adistant	crowd	surrounding	a	gallows.Each	picture	told	a	story;	mysterious	often	to	my	undevelopedunderstanding	and	imperfect	feelings,	yet	ever	profoundlyinteresting:	as	interesting	as	the	tales	Bessie	sometimes	narratedon	winter	evenings,
when	she	chanced	to	be	in	good	humour;	and	when,having	brought	her	ironing-table	to	the	nursery	hearth,	she	allowedus	to	sit	about	it,	and	while	she	got	up	Mrs.	Not	a	tie	links	me	to	any	living	thing:	not	a	claim	do	Ipossess	to	admittance	under	any	roof	in	England.""A	most	singular	position	at	your	age!"Here	I	saw	his	glance	directed	to	my	hands,
which	were	folded	on	thetable	before	me.	"Mrs.	I	took	leave.I	passed	up	the	street,	looking	as	I	went	at	all	the	houses	to	theright	hand	and	to	the	left;	but	I	could	discover	no	pretext,	nor	seean	inducement	to	enter	any.	Thetray	shook	as	I	held	it;	the	water	spilt	from	the	glass;	my	heartstruck	my	ribs	loud	and	fast.	Ere	long,	with	the	servant's	aid,	I
contrived	to	mount	astaircase;	my	dripping	clothes	were	removed;	soon	a	warm,	dry	bedreceived	me.	Goodbye!"Happy	at	Moor	House	I	was,	and	hard	I	worked;	and	so	did	Hannah:she	was	charmed	to	see	how	jovial	I	could	be	amidst	the	bustle	of	ahouse	turned	topsy-turvy--how	I	could	brush,	and	dust,	and	clean,and	cook.	And	how	isBessie?	Why	are
youso	very	shy,	and	so	very	sombre?"	She	filled	up	the	hiatus	hissilence	left	by	a	reply	of	her	own."I	forgot!"	she	exclaimed,	shaking	her	beautiful	curled	head,	as	ifshocked	at	herself.	Wrapped	up	in	a	shawl,I	still	carried	the	unknown	little	child:	I	might	not	lay	it	downanywhere,	however	tired	were	my	arms--however	much	its	weightimpeded	my
progress,	I	must	retain	it.	I	have	worn	itsince	the	day	I	lost	my	only	treasure,	as	a	memento	of	her.""We	will	go	home	through	the	wood:	that	will	be	the	shadiest	way."He	pursued	his	own	thoughts	without	heeding	me."Jane!	you	think	me,	I	daresay,	an	irreligious	dog:	but	my	heartswells	with	gratitude	to	the	beneficent	God	of	this	earth	just	now.He
sees	not	as	man	sees,	but	far	clearer:	judges	not	as	man	judges,but	far	more	wisely.	How	fast	I	walked!	How	I	ransometimes!	How	I	looked	forward	to	catch	the	first	view	of	thewell-known	woods!	With	what	feelings	I	welcomed	single	trees	Iknew,	and	familiar	glimpses	of	meadow	and	hill	between	them!At	last	the	woods	rose;	the	rookery	clustered
dark;	a	loud	cawingbroke	the	morning	stillness.	She	boastedof	beautiful	paintings	of	landscapes	and	flowers	by	them	executed;of	songs	they	could	sing	and	pieces	they	could	play,	of	purses	theycould	net,	of	French	books	they	could	translate;	till	my	spirit	wasmoved	to	emulation	as	I	listened.	I	hid	my	eyes,	and	leant	myhead	against	the	stone	frame	of
my	door;	but	soon	a	slight	noisenear	the	wicket	which	shut	in	my	tiny	garden	from	the	meadow	beyondit	made	me	look	up.	I	did	not	cry	so	as	to	be	heard,however;	I	avoided	sobbing.	This	door	was	open;	alight	shone	out	of	the	room	within:	I	heard	thence	a	snarling,snatching	sound,	almost	like	a	dog	quarrelling.	A	dog--old	Carlo,	Mr.	Rivers'	pointer,
as	I	sawin	a	moment--was	pushing	the	gate	with	his	nose,	and	St.	Johnhimself	leant	upon	it	with	folded	arms;	his	brow	knit,	his	gaze,grave	almost	to	displeasure,	fixed	on	me.	His	tallfigure	sprang	erect	again	with	a	start:	he	said	nothing.	Bessie,	having	pressedme	in	vain	to	take	a	few	spoonfuls	of	the	boiled	milk	and	bread	shehad	prepared	for	me,
wrapped	up	some	biscuits	in	a	paper	and	putthem	into	my	bag;	then	she	helped	me	on	with	my	pelisse	and	bonnet,and	wrapping	herself	in	a	shawl,	she	and	I	left	the	nursery.	Where	does	he	now	live?""At	Ferndean,	a	manor-house	on	a	farm	he	has,	about	thirty	milesoff:	quite	a	desolate	spot.""Who	is	with	him?""Old	John	and	his	wife:	he	would	have
none	else.	When	half	a	year	wasted	in	vain	expectancy,	myhope	died	out,	and	then	I	felt	dark	indeed.A	fine	spring	shone	round	me,	which	I	could	not	enjoy.	For	nearly	three	months,I	had	never	been	called	to	Mrs.	Why?	The	cloven	halves	were	notbroken	from	each	other,	for	the	firm	base	and	strong	roots	kept	themunsundered	below;	though
community	of	vitality	was	destroyed--thesap	could	flow	no	more:	their	great	boughs	on	each	side	were	dead,and	next	winter's	tempests	would	be	sure	to	fell	one	or	both	toearth:	as	yet,	however,	they	might	be	said	to	form	one	tree--aruin,	but	an	entire	ruin."You	did	right	to	hold	fast	to	each	other,"	I	said:	as	if	themonster-splinters	were	living	things,
and	could	hear	me.	I	would	as	soon	see	you,	Mr.	Rochester,	tricked	out	instage-trappings,	as	myself	clad	in	a	court-lady's	robe;	and	I	don'tcall	you	handsome,	sir,	though	I	love	you	most	dearly:	far	toodearly	to	flatter	you.	I	resumed	-"Your	mother	was	my	father's	sister?""Yes.""My	aunt,	consequently?"He	bowed."My	uncle	John	was	your	uncle	John?	I
used	all	despatch,	and	am	thankful	Iwas	not	too	late:	as	you,	doubtless,	must	be	also.	Isincerely,	deeply,	fervently	longed	to	do	what	was	right;	and	onlythat.	I	had	amongst	my	scholars	several	farmers'	daughters:young	women	grown,	almost.	"It	is	a	village	school:	yourscholars	will	be	only	poor	girls--cottagers'	children--at	the	best,farmers'	daughters.
Some	havewhispered	to	you	that	she	is	my	bastard	half-sister:	some,	my	cast-off	mistress.	I	saw	plainly	how	youwould	look;	and	heard	your	impetuous	republican	answers,	and	yourhaughty	disavowal	of	any	necessity	on	your	part	to	augment	yourwealth,	or	elevate	your	standing,	by	marrying	either	a	purse	or	acoronet.""How	well	you	read	me,	you
witch!"	interposed	Mr.	Rochester:	"butwhat	did	you	find	in	the	veil	besides	its	embroidery?	You,	sir,	have	placed	it	before	me.""In	what	shape?""In	the	shape	of	Miss	Ingram;	a	noble	and	beautiful	woman,--yourbride.""My	bride!	What	bride?	Thestronger	among	the	girls	ran	about	and	engaged	in	active	games,	butsundry	pale	and	thin	ones	herded
together	for	shelter	and	warmth	inthe	verandah;	and	amongst	these,	as	the	dense	mist	penetrated	totheir	shivering	frames,	I	heard	frequently	the	sound	of	a	hollowcough.As	yet	I	had	spoken	to	no	one,	nor	did	anybody	seem	to	take	noticeof	me;	I	stood	lonely	enough:	but	to	that	feeling	of	isolation	Iwas	accustomed;	it	did	not	oppress	me	much.	I	fear	I
cannot	do	otherwise:	for	who	will	receive	me?But	it	will	be	very	dreadful,	with	this	feeling	of	hunger,faintness,	chill,	and	this	sense	of	desolation--this	totalprostration	of	hope.	I	warn	you	of	incredulity	beforehand.	These	opinionshe	delivered	in	a	few	words,	in	a	quiet,	low	voice;	and	added,	aftera	pause,	in	the	tone	of	a	man	little	accustomed	to
expansivecomment,	"Rather	an	unusual	physiognomy;	certainly,	not	indicativeof	vulgarity	or	degradation.""Far	otherwise,"	responded	Diana.	For	them	he	has	no	use:	I	retain	them.""You	cannot--you	ought	not.	I	wasexcited	more	than	I	had	ever	been;	and	whether	what	followed	was	theeffect	of	excitement	the	reader	shall	judge.All	the	house	was	still;
for	I	believe	all,	except	St.	John	andmyself,	were	now	retired	to	rest.	Reed	in	her	last	moments;	I	saw	herdisfigured	and	discoloured	face,	and	heard	her	strangely	alteredvoice.	Again	and	again	he	said,	"Are	you	happy,	Jane?"And	again	and	again	I	answered,	"Yes."	After	which	he	murmured,	"Itwill	atone--it	will	atone.	Mr.	St.	John,	when	he	saw	me,
merelybowed	and	passed	through;	the	two	ladies	stopped:	Mary,	in	a	fewwords,	kindly	and	calmly	expressed	the	pleasure	she	felt	in	seeingme	well	enough	to	be	able	to	come	down;	Diana	took	my	hand:	sheshook	her	head	at	me."You	should	have	waited	for	my	leave	to	descend,"	she	said.	Poole	advanced."Keep	out	of	the	way,"	said	Mr.	Rochester,
thrusting	her	aside:"she	has	no	knife	now,	I	suppose,	and	I'm	on	my	guard.""One	never	knows	what	she	has,	sir:	she	is	so	cunning:	it	is	notin	mortal	discretion	to	fathom	her	craft.""We	had	better	leave	her,"	whispered	Mason."Go	to	the	devil!"	was	his	brother-in-law's	recommendation."'Ware!"	cried	Grace.	They	were	under	a	yoke,--I	could	free
them:they	were	scattered,--I	could	reunite	them:	the	independence,	theaffluence	which	was	mine,	might	be	theirs	too.	She	continued	either	delirious	or	lethargic;	and	the	doctorforbade	everything	which	could	painfully	excite	her.	They	loved	theirsequestered	home.	I	only	smiled	ather,	and	ran	upstairs.	We	talk,	I	believe,	all	day	long:to	talk	to	each
other	is	but	a	more	animated	and	an	audiblethinking.	He	was	certain	his	possessionswere	real	and	vast:	he	made	inquiries.	Once	more	on	the	road	to	Thornfield,	Ifelt	like	the	messenger-pigeon	flying	home.It	was	a	journey	of	six-and-thirty	hours.	Thus	was	I	severed	fromBessie	and	Gateshead;	thus	whirled	away	to	unknown,	and,	as	I	thendeemed,
remote	and	mysterious	regions.I	remember	but	little	of	the	journey;	I	only	know	that	the	dayseemed	to	me	of	a	preternatural	length,	and	that	we	appeared	totravel	over	hundreds	of	miles	of	road.	Not	todeceive	myself,	I	must	reply--No:	I	felt	desolate	to	a	degree.	Once	she	said	she	had	actually	put	the	question	to	Mr.Rochester	as	to	when	he	was	going
to	bring	his	bride	home;	but	hehad	answered	her	only	by	a	joke	and	one	of	his	queer	looks,	and	shecould	not	tell	what	to	make	of	him.One	thing	specially	surprised	me,	and	that	was,	there	were	nojourneyings	backward	and	forward,	no	visits	to	Ingram	Park:	to	besure	it	was	twenty	miles	off,	on	the	borders	of	another	county;	butwhat	was	that	distance
to	an	ardent	lover?	He	glided	up	the	gallery	and	up	the	stairs,	and	stopped	in	thedark,	low	corridor	of	the	fateful	third	storey:	I	had	followed	andstood	at	his	side."Have	you	a	sponge	in	your	room?"	he	asked	in	a	whisper."Yes,	sir.""Have	you	any	salts--volatile	salts?	Then	Georgiana	produced	her	album.	I	felt	sorely	urged	to	weep;	but	conscious
howunseasonable	such	a	manifestation	would	be,	I	restrained	it.	Having	givensome	further	directions,	and	intimates	that	he	should	call	again	thenext	day,	he	departed;	to	my	grief:	I	felt	so	sheltered	andbefriended	while	he	sat	in	the	chair	near	my	pillow;	and	as	heclosed	the	door	after	him,	all	the	room	darkened	and	my	heart	againsank:	inexpressible
sadness	weighed	it	down."Do	you	feel	as	if	you	should	sleep,	Miss?"	asked	Bessie,	rathersoftly.Scarcely	dared	I	answer	her;	for	I	feared	the	next	sentence	might	berough.	What	strength	had	I	to	dart	retaliation	at	my	antagonist?	Oh,	for	some	goodspirit	to	suggest	a	judicious	and	satisfactory	response!	Vainaspiration!	The	west	wind	whispered	in	the	ivy
round	me;	but	nogentle	Ariel	borrowed	its	breath	as	a	medium	of	speech:	the	birdssang	in	the	tree-tops;	but	their	song,	however	sweet,	wasinarticulate.Again	Mr.	Rochester	propounded	his	query:"Is	the	wandering	and	sinful,	but	now	rest-seeking	and	repentant,man	justified	in	daring	the	world's	opinion,	in	order	to	attach	tohim	for	ever	this	gentle,
gracious,	genial	stranger,	therebysecuring	his	own	peace	of	mind	and	regeneration	of	life?""Sir,"	I	answered,	"a	wanderer's	repose	or	a	sinner's	reformationshould	never	depend	on	a	fellow-creature.	Do	you	think,	because	I	am	poor,obscure,	plain,	and	little,	I	am	soulless	and	heartless?	Yet,	for	a	long	time,	I	treated	you	distantly,	and	soughtyour
company	rarely.	John	gambles	dreadfully,	andalways	loses--poor	boy!	He	is	beset	by	sharpers:	John	is	sunk	anddegraded--his	look	is	frightful--I	feel	ashamed	for	him	when	I	seehim."She	was	getting	much	excited.	My	foundation	laidon	earth	for	a	mansion	in	heaven?	I	wonder	what	she	has	gonethrough?""Strange	hardships,	I	imagine--poor,	emaciated,
pallid	wanderer?""She	is	not	an	uneducated	person,	I	should	think,	by	her	manner	ofspeaking;	her	accent	was	quite	pure;	and	the	clothes	she	took	off,though	splashed	and	wet,	were	little	worn	and	fine.""She	has	a	peculiar	face;	fleshless	and	haggard	as	it	is,	I	ratherlike	it;	and	when	in	good	health	and	animated,	I	can	fancy	herphysiognomy	would	be
agreeable."Never	once	in	their	dialogues	did	I	hear	a	syllable	of	regret	at	thehospitality	they	had	extended	to	me,	or	of	suspicion	of,	or	aversionto,	myself.	Is	there	anything	wrong?""No,	but	I	thought	you	would	never	come.	Listen!"In	listening,	I	sobbed	convulsively;	for	I	could	repress	what	Iendured	no	longer;	I	was	obliged	to	yield,	and	I	was	shaken
fromhead	to	foot	with	acute	distress.	I	responded	that	it	was	merely	a	fancyhead,	and	hurried	it	beneath	the	other	sheets.	And	if	Idid--what	then?	I	took	a	plainbut	clean	and	light	summer	dress	from	my	drawer	and	put	it	on:	itseemed	no	attire	had	ever	so	well	become	me,	because	none	had	I	everworn	in	so	blissful	a	mood.I	was	not	surprised,	when	I
ran	down	into	the	hall,	to	see	that	abrilliant	June	morning	had	succeeded	to	the	tempest	of	the	night;and	to	feel,	through	the	open	glass	door,	the	breathing	of	a	freshand	fragrant	breeze.	I	could	not,	in	thosedays,	see	God	for	His	creature:	of	whom	I	had	made	an	idol.Page	6The	month	of	courtship	had	wasted:	its	very	last	hours	were	beingnumbered.
Mr.	Rochester	then	turned	to	the	spectators:he	looked	at	them	with	a	smile	both	acrid	and	desolate."That	is	MY	WIFE,"	said	he.	It	is--that	he	asks	me	to	be	his	wife,	and	has	nomore	of	a	husband's	heart	for	me	than	that	frowning	giant	of	a	rock,down	which	the	stream	is	foaming	in	yonder	gorge.	But	I	would	not	belachrymose:	I	dashed	off	the	salt
drops,	and	busied	myself	withpreparing	breakfast.Most	of	the	morning	was	spent	in	the	open	air.	As	soon	as	I	was	out	of	sight	of	hishouse,	I	sat	down	and	ate	it.I	could	not	hope	to	get	a	lodging	under	a	roof,	and	sought	it	in	thewood	I	have	before	alluded	to.	I	was	dazzled,	stimulated:	my	senses	were	excited;	andbeing	ignorant,	raw,	and	inexperienced,
I	thought	I	loved	her.There	is	no	folly	so	besotted	that	the	idiotic	rivalries	of	society,the	prurience,	the	rashness,	the	blindness	of	youth,	will	not	hurrya	man	to	its	commission.	You	will	not	exclude	me	fromyour	confidence	if	you	admit	me	to	your	heart?""You	are	welcome	to	all	my	confidence	that	is	worth	having,	Jane;but	for	God's	sake,	don't	desire	a
useless	burden!	Don't	long	forpoison--don't	turn	out	a	downright	Eve	on	my	hands!""Why	not,	sir?	Both	werefair	complexioned	and	slenderly	made;	both	possessed	faces	full	ofdistinction	and	intelligence.	St.	John	passed	the	windowreading	a	letter.	I	had	silently	feared	St.	Johntill	now,	because	I	had	not	understood	him.	Both	Captain	Fitzjames	and	Mr.
Wharton	love	theirwives,	and	are	loved	by	them.As	to	St.	John	Rivers,	he	left	England:	he	went	to	India.	I	hear	a	nightingale	warbling	in	a	wood	half	amile	off;	no	moving	form	is	visible,	no	coming	step	audible;	butthat	perfume	increases:	I	must	flee.	If	he	were	insane,however,	his	was	a	very	cool	and	collected	insanity:	I	had	neverseen	that	handsome-
featured	face	of	his	look	more	like	chiselledmarble	than	it	did	just	now,	as	he	put	aside	his	snow-wet	hair	fromhis	forehead	and	let	the	firelight	shine	free	on	his	pale	brow	andcheek	as	pale,	where	it	grieved	me	to	discover	the	hollow	trace	ofcare	or	sorrow	now	so	plainly	graved.	We	had	heard	no	step	on	thatgrass-grown	track;	the	water	running	in	the
vale	was	the	one	lullingsound	of	the	hour	and	scene;	we	might	well	then	start	when	a	gayvoice,	sweet	as	a	silver	bell,	exclaimed	-"Good	evening,	Mr.	Rivers.	A	mild-looking,	cleanly-attired	young	woman	opened	thedoor.	When	Diana	and	Mary	returned,	theformer	found	her	scholar	transferred	from	her	to	her	brother:	shelaughed,	and	both	she	and
Mary	agreed	that	St.	John	should	neverhave	persuaded	them	to	such	a	step.	I	found	estimablecharacters	amongst	them--characters	desirous	of	information	anddisposed	for	improvement--with	whom	I	passed	many	a	pleasant	eveninghour	in	their	own	homes.	It	is	aswell	I	should	ease	my	mind	before	I	die:	what	we	think	little	of	inhealth,	burdens	us	at
such	an	hour	as	the	present	is	to	me.	I	couldhave	sat	with	thee	till	morning,	Jane.""And	so,"	thought	I,	"could	I	with	you."	I	should	have	said	so,perhaps,	but	a	livid,	vivid	spark	leapt	out	of	a	cloud	at	which	Iwas	looking,	and	there	was	a	crack,	a	crash,	and	a	close	rattlingpeal;	and	I	thought	only	of	hiding	my	dazzled	eyes	against	Mr.Rochester's
shoulder.The	rain	rushed	down.	Mylook	or	something	else	must	have	struck	her	as	offensive,	for	shespoke	with	extreme	though	suppressed	irritation.	It	gazed	and	gazed	onme.	Do	you	acceptmy	solution	of	the	mystery?"I	reflected,	and	in	truth	it	appeared	to	me	the	only	possible	one:satisfied	I	was	not,	but	to	please	him	I	endeavoured	to	appear	so--
relieved,	I	certainly	did	feel;	so	I	answered	him	with	a	contentedsmile.	Now	act	as	you	please:	write	andcontradict	my	assertion--expose	my	falsehood	as	soon	as	you	like.You	were	born,	I	think,	to	be	my	torment:	my	last	hour	is	racked	bythe	recollection	of	a	deed	which,	but	for	you,	I	should	never	havebeen	tempted	to	commit.""If	you	could	but	be
persuaded	to	think	no	more	of	it,	aunt,	and	toregard	me	with	kindness	and	forgiveness""You	have	a	very	bad	disposition,"	said	she,	"and	one	to	this	day	Ifeel	it	impossible	to	understand:	how	for	nine	years	you	could	bepatient	and	quiescent	under	any	treatment,	and	in	the	tenth	breakout	all	fire	and	violence,	I	can	never	comprehend.""My	disposition	is
not	so	bad	as	you	think:	I	am	passionate,	butnot	vindictive.	My	very	soul	demands	you:	itwill	be	satisfied,	or	it	will	take	deadly	vengeance	on	its	frame.""Well,	sir,	I	will	stay	with	you:	I	have	said	so.""Yes--but	you	understand	one	thing	by	staying	with	me;	and	Iunderstand	another.	What	so	blind	as	inexperience?These	affirmed	that	it	was	pleasure
enough	to	have	the	privilege	ofagain	looking	on	Mr.	Rochester,	whether	he	looked	on	me	or	not;	andthey	added--"Hasten!	hasten!	be	with	him	while	you	may:	but	a	fewmore	days	or	weeks,	at	most,	and	you	are	parted	from	him	for	ever!"And	then	I	strangled	a	new-born	agony--a	deformed	thing	which	Icould	not	persuade	myself	to	own	and	rear--and
ran	on.They	are	making	hay,	too,	in	Thornfield	meadows:	or	rather,	thelabourers	are	just	quitting	their	work,	and	returning	home	withtheir	rakes	on	their	shoulders,	now,	at	the	hour	I	arrive.	Rochester,--Hotel,	London,"	on	each:	I	could	not	persuade	myself	to	affix	them,or	to	have	them	affixed.	Reed,	who	was	goneupstairs:	she	now	came	upon	the
scene,	followed	by	Bessie	and	hermaid	Abbot.	I	am	her	brother.""At	Thornfield	Hall!"	ejaculated	the	clergyman.	Finding	my	apprehensions	unfounded,	however,and	calmed	by	the	deep	silence	that	reigned	as	evening	declined	atnightfall,	I	took	confidence.	"I	mean	youto	accompany	me	to	Millcote	this	morning;	and	while	you	prepare	forthe	drive,	I	will
enlighten	the	old	lady's	understanding.	Fairfax:	it	was	not--no,	I	was	sure	ofit,	and	am	still--it	was	not	even	that	strange	woman,	Grace	Poole.""It	must	have	been	one	of	them,"	interrupted	my	master."No,	sir,	I	solemnly	assure	you	to	the	contrary.	"I	keep	telling	her	Iam	not	married,	and	do	not	explain	to	her	why.	Shakingfrom	head	to	foot,	thrilled	with
ungovernable	excitement,	Icontinued	-"I	am	glad	you	are	no	relation	of	mine:	I	will	never	call	you	auntagain	as	long	as	I	live.	Bessie	Lee	must,	Ithink,	have	been	a	girl	of	good	natural	capacity,	for	she	was	smartin	all	she	did,	and	had	a	remarkable	knack	of	narrative;	so,	atleast,	I	judge	from	the	impression	made	on	me	by	her	nursery	tales.She	was
pretty	too,	if	my	recollections	of	her	face	and	person	arecorrect.	I	thought	Diana	very	provoking,	and	feltuncomfortably	confused;	and	while	I	was	thus	thinking	and	feeling,St.	John	bent	his	head;	his	Greek	face	was	brought	to	a	level	withmine,	his	eyes	questioned	my	eyes	piercingly--he	kissed	me.	Hannah,	the	servant,was	my	most	frequent	visitor.	But
I	have	a	veil--it	isdown:	I	may	make	shift	yet	to	behave	with	decent	composure."And	this	is	Jane	Eyre?	Wood	andBriggs,	look	at	the	difference!	Compare	these	clear	eyes	with	thered	balls	yonder--this	face	with	that	mask--this	form	with	thatbulk;	then	judge	me,	priest	of	the	gospel	and	man	of	the	law,	andremember	with	what	judgment	ye	judge	ye	shall
be	judged!	Off	withyou	now.	You	thinkof	Mr.	Rochester?"It	was	true.	I	usedto	look	at	my	master's	face	to	see	if	it	were	sad	or	fierce;	but	Icould	not	remember	the	time	when	it	had	been	so	uniformly	clear	ofclouds	or	evil	feelings.	Presently	I	heard	Pilot	bark	far	below,	out	of	hisdistant	kennel	in	the	courtyard:	hope	revived.	I	feared	it	must	be	so.	Reed
that	she	would	rear	and	maintain	me	as	one	of	her	ownchildren.	"Warm	and	steady,"	was	his	remark:	heturned	the	key	and	opened	the	door.I	saw	a	room	I	remembered	to	have	seen	before,	the	day	Mrs.	You	will	stipulate,	I	see,	for	peculiar	terms--what	willthey	be?""I	only	want	an	easy	mind,	sir;	not	crushed	by	crowded	obligations.Do	you	remember
what	you	said	of	Celine	Varens?--of	the	diamonds,the	cashmeres	you	gave	her?	These	could	already	read,	write,	andsew;	and	to	them	I	taught	the	elements	of	grammar,	geography,history,	and	the	finer	kinds	of	needlework.	Ladies,	keep	off,	or	I	shall	waxdangerous."And	dangerous	he	looked:	his	black	eyes	darted	sparks.	You	have	lost	your	labour--you
had	better	go	no	farther,"urged	the	monitor.	Your	words	are	such	as	oughtnot	to	be	used:	violent,	unfeminine,	and	untrue.	For	caresses,	too,	I	now	got	grimaces;	for	apressure	of	the	hand,	a	pinch	on	the	arm;	for	a	kiss	on	the	cheek,	asevere	tweak	of	the	ear.	My	second	daughter,	Augusta,	went	with	her	mama	to	visitthe	school,	and	on	her	return	she
exclaimed:	'Oh,	dear	papa,	howquiet	and	plain	all	the	girls	at	Lowood	look,	with	their	hair	combedbehind	their	ears,	and	their	long	pinafores,	and	those	littleholland	pockets	outside	their	frocks--they	are	almost	like	poorpeople's	children!	and,'	said	she,	'they	looked	at	my	dress	andmama's,	as	if	they	had	never	seen	a	silk	gown	before.'""This	is	the	state
of	things	I	quite	approve,"	returned	Mrs.	I	cannot	evenrender	faithfully	the	effect	it	produced	on	me.It	began	calm--and	indeed,	as	far	as	delivery	and	pitch	of	voicewent,	it	was	calm	to	the	end:	an	earnestly	felt,	yet	strictlyrestrained	zeal	breathed	soon	in	the	distinct	accents,	and	promptedthe	nervous	language.	I	wondered	why	moralists	call	this	world
a	drearywilderness:	for	me	it	blossomed	like	a	rose.	"Who	is	this?	'Put	it,'	she	said,	'on	the	fourth	finger	of	my	lefthand,	and	I	am	yours,	and	you	are	mine;	and	we	shall	leave	earth,and	make	our	own	heaven	yonder.'	She	nodded	again	at	the	moon.	He	sent	Mrs.	Who	is	fit	for	it?Or	who,	that	ever	was	truly	called,	believed	himself	worthy	of	thesummons?
Now	the	wealth	did	not	weigh	on	me:	now	it	wasnot	a	mere	bequest	of	coin,--it	was	a	legacy	of	life,	hope,enjoyment.How	I	looked	while	these	ideas	were	taking	my	spirit	by	storm,	Icannot	tell;	but	I	perceived	soon	that	Mr.	Rivers	had	placed	a	chairbehind	me,	and	was	gently	attempting	to	make	me	sit	down	on	it.	Iexperienced	a	strange	feeling	as	the
key	grated	in	the	lock,	and	thesound	of	his	retreating	step	ceased	to	be	heard.Here	then	I	was	in	the	third	storey,	fastened	into	one	of	its	mysticcells;	night	around	me;	a	pale	and	bloody	spectacle	under	my	eyesand	hands;	a	murderess	hardly	separated	from	me	by	a	single	door:yes--that	was	appalling--the	rest	I	could	bear;	but	I	shuddered	atthe
thought	of	Grace	Poole	bursting	out	upon	me.I	must	keep	to	my	post,	however.	I	may	then	depend	upon	this	child	being	receivedas	a	pupil	at	Lowood,	and	there	being	trained	in	conformity	to	herposition	and	prospects?""Madam,	you	may:	she	shall	be	placed	in	that	nursery	of	chosenplants,	and	I	trust	she	will	show	herself	grateful	for	theinestimable
privilege	of	her	election.""I	will	send	her,	then,	as	soon	as	possible,	Mr.	Brocklehurst;	for,I	assure	you,	I	feel	anxious	to	be	relieved	of	a	responsibility	thatwas	becoming	too	irksome.""No	doubt,	no	doubt,	madam;	and	now	I	wish	you	good	morning.	What	alove--what	a	miracle	I	was!	I	drew	better	than	her	master	in	thefirst	school	in	S-.	But	what	of	the
resemblance?	I	wandered,	on	a	moonlight	night,	through	thegrass-grown	enclosure	within:	here	I	stumbled	over	a	marble	hearth,and	there	over	a	fallen	fragment	of	cornice.	I	was	brought	face	toface	with	Necessity.	When--how--whither,	I	could	not	yet	discern;	buthe	himself,	I	doubted	not,	would	hurry	me	from	Thornfield.	Iwish	you	joy,	Miss!"	and	he
politely	pulled	his	forelock."Thank	you,	John.	"Oh,	that	is	nothing	yet,"	I	muttered	within.	I	know	you--I	am	on	my	guard.""Sir,	I	do	not	wish	to	act	against	you,"	I	said;	and	my	unsteadyvoice	warned	me	to	curtail	my	sentence."Not	in	your	sense	of	the	word,	but	in	mine	you	are	scheming	todestroy	me.	I,	supposing	he	had	done	withme,	prepared	to
return	to	the	house;	again,	however,	I	heard	himcall	"Jane!"	He	had	opened	feel	portal	and	stood	at	it,	waiting	forme."Come	where	there	is	some	freshness,	for	a	few	moments,"	he	said;"that	house	is	a	mere	dungeon:	don't	you	feel	it	so?""It	seems	to	me	a	splendid	mansion,	sir.""The	glamour	of	inexperience	is	over	your	eyes,"	he	answered;	"andyou	see
it	through	a	charmed	medium:	you	cannot	discern	that	thegilding	is	slime	and	the	silk	draperies	cobwebs;	that	the	marble	issordid	slate,	and	the	polished	woods	mere	refuse	chips	and	scalybark.	"Thereyou	have	a	dim	and	mighty	archangel	fitly	set	before	you!	The	lineis	worth	a	hundred	pages	of	fustian.	The	three	gentlemen	retreated
simultaneously.Mr.	Rochester	flung	me	behind	him:	the	lunatic	sprang	and	grappledhis	throat	viciously,	and	laid	her	teeth	to	his	cheek:	theystruggled.	I	so	dreaded	a	reply	that	would	crush	me	with	despair.	Two	hours	she	devoted	to	her	diary;	two	toworking	by	herself	in	the	kitchen-garden;	and	one	to	the	regulationof	her	accounts.	Was	it	dry?	What	a
mercy	you	are	shod	with	velvet,Jane!--a	clod-hopping	messenger	would	never	do	at	this	juncture.You	must	open	the	middle	drawer	of	my	toilet-table	and	take	out	alittle	phial	and	a	little	glass	you	will	find	there,--quick!"I	flew	thither	and	back,	bringing	the	desired	vessels."That's	well!	Now,	doctor,	I	shall	take	the	liberty	ofadministering	a	dose	myself,
on	my	own	responsibility.	This	light	was	my	forlorn	hope:	Imust	gain	it.Having	crossed	the	marsh,	I	saw	a	trace	of	white	over	the	moor.	Not,	perhaps,	once	in	a	hundred	years.	What	then	isleft?	JOHN.""My	spirit,"	I	answered	mentally,	"is	willing	to	do	what	is	right;and	my	flesh,	I	hope,	is	strong	enough	to	accomplish	the	will	ofHeaven,	when	once	that
will	is	distinctly	known	to	me.	Reed's	hands	still	lay	on	her	work	inactive:	her	eye	of	icecontinued	to	dwell	freezingly	on	mine."What	more	have	you	to	say?"	she	asked,	rather	in	the	tone	in	whicha	person	might	address	an	opponent	of	adult	age	than	such	as	isordinarily	used	to	a	child.That	eye	of	hers,	that	voice	stirred	every	antipathy	I	had.	Till	this
moment,	I	had	been	sointent	on	watching	them,	their	appearance	and	conversation	hadexcited	in	me	so	keen	an	interest,	I	had	half-forgotten	my	ownwretched	position:	now	it	recurred	to	me.	I	felt	it	was	what	was	tobe	expected,	and	what	could	not	be	helped:	an	ordinary	beggar	isfrequently	an	object	of	suspicion;	a	well-dressed	beggar	inevitablyso.
When	he	said	"go,"	Iwent;	"come,"	I	came;	"do	this,"	I	did	it.	He	would	notwant	me	to	love	him;	and	if	I	showed	the	feeling,	he	would	make	mesensible	that	it	was	a	superfluity,	unrequired	by	him,	unbecoming	inme.	I	felt	physically	weak	and	broken	down:	butmy	worse	ailment	was	an	unutterable	wretchedness	of	mind:	awretchedness	which	kept
drawing	from	me	silent	tears;	no	sooner	hadI	wiped	one	salt	drop	from	my	cheek	than	another	followed.	Iwitnessed,	and	several	more	witnessed,	Mr.	Rochester	ascend	throughthe	sky-light	on	to	the	roof;	we	heard	him	call	'Bertha!'	We	sawhim	approach	her;	and	then,	ma'am,	she	yelled	and	gave	a	spring,	andthe	next	minute	she	lay	smashed	on	the
pavement.""Dead?""Dead!	Ay,	dead	as	the	stones	on	which	her	brains	and	blood	werescattered.""Good	God!""You	may	well	say	so,	ma'am:	it	was	frightful!"He	shuddered."And	afterwards?"	I	urged."Well,	ma'am,	afterwards	the	house	was	burnt	to	the	ground:	thereare	only	some	bits	of	walls	standing	now.""Were	any	other	lives	lost?""No--perhaps	it
would	have	been	better	if	there	had.""What	do	you	mean?""Poor	Mr.	Edward!"	he	ejaculated,	"I	little	thought	ever	to	haveseen	it!	Some	say	it	was	a	just	judgment	on	him	for	keeping	hisfirst	marriage	secret,	and	wanting	to	take	another	wife	while	he	hadone	living:	but	I	pity	him,	for	my	part.""You	said	he	was	alive?"	I	exclaimed."Yes,	yes:	he	is	alive;
but	many	think	he	had	better	he	dead.""Why?	You	own	the	name	and	renounce	the	alias?""Yes--yes;	but	where	is	Mr.	Briggs?	HISchastisements	are	mighty;	and	one	smote	me	which	has	humbled	me	forever.	Youthink	I	have	no	feelings,	and	that	I	can	do	without	one	bit	of	loveor	kindness;	but	I	cannot	live	so:	and	you	have	no	pity.	One	morning,	being
left	alone	with	him	a	fewminutes	in	the	parlour,	I	ventured	to	approach	the	window-recess--which	his	table,	chair,	and	desk	consecrated	as	a	kind	of	study--andI	was	going	to	speak,	though	not	very	well	knowing	in	what	words	toframe	my	inquiry--for	it	is	at	all	times	difficult	to	break	the	iceof	reserve	glassing	over	such	natures	as	his--when	he	saved
me	thetrouble	by	being	the	first	to	commence	a	dialogue.Looking	up	as	I	drew	near--"You	have	a	question	to	ask	of	me?"	hesaid."Yes;	I	wish	to	know	whether	you	have	heard	of	any	service	I	canoffer	myself	to	undertake?""I	found	or	devised	something	for	you	three	weeks	ago;	but	as	youseemed	both	useful	and	happy	here--as	my	sisters	had
evidentlybecome	attached	to	you,	and	your	society	gave	them	unusual	pleasure--I	deemed	it	inexpedient	to	break	in	on	your	mutual	comfort	tilltheir	approaching	departure	from	Marsh	End	should	render	yoursnecessary.""And	they	will	go	in	three	days	now?"	I	said."Yes;	and	when	they	go,	I	shall	return	to	the	parsonage	at	Morton:Hannah	will
accompany	me;	and	this	old	house	will	be	shut	up."I	waited	a	few	moments,	expecting	he	would	go	on	with	the	subjectfirst	broached:	but	he	seemed	to	have	entered	another	train	ofreflection:	his	look	denoted	abstraction	from	me	and	my	business.I	was	obliged	to	recall	him	to	a	theme	which	was	of	necessity	one	ofclose	and	anxious	interest	to
me."What	is	the	employment	you	had	in	view,	Mr.	Rivers?	He	answered	emphatically	but	calmly	-"A	female	curate,	who	is	not	my	wife,	would	never	suit	me.	I	could	make	no	sense	of	thesubject;	my	own	thoughts	swam	always	between	me	and	the	page	I	hadusually	found	fascinating.	The	novel	goes	through	five	distinct	stages:	Jane's	childhood	at
Gateshead,	where	she	is	emotionally	and	physically	abused	by	her	aunt	and	cousins;	her	education	at	Lowood	School,	where	she	acquires	friends	and	role	models	but	also	suffers	privations	and	oppression;	her	time	as	the	governess	of	Thornfield	Hall,	where	she	falls	in	love	with	her	Byronic	employer,	Edward	Rochester;	her	time	with	the	Rivers
family,	during	which	her	earnest	but	cold	clergyman	cousin,	St	John	Rivers,	proposes	to	her;	and	the	finale	with	her	reunion	with,	and	marriage	to,	her	beloved	Rochester.	You	should	rather	ask	the	name	of	the	governess--the	nature	of	the	event	which	requires	her	appearance.""Did	no	one	go	to	Thornfield	Hall,	then?	I	hied	me	tothe	window-recess.
Not	for	a	moment.	and	MissBrocklehurst,	and	to	Augusta	and	Theodore,	and	Master	BroughtonBrocklehurst.""I	will,	madam.	If	any	listener	had	heard	me,	he	would	have	thoughtme	mad:	I	pronounced	them	with	such	frantic	energy.""And	it	was	last	Monday	night,	somewhere	near	midnight?""Yes;	but	the	time	is	of	no	consequence:	what	followed	is
thestrange	point.	I	heardher	say	-"Sarah,	come	and	sleep	with	me	in	the	nursery;	I	daren't	for	my	lifebe	alone	with	that	poor	child	to-night:	she	might	die;	it's	such	astrange	thing	she	should	have	that	fit:	I	wonder	if	she	sawanything.	Simplifyyour	complicated	interests,	feelings,	thoughts,	wishes,	aims;	mergeall	considerations	in	one	purpose:	that	of
fulfilling	with	effect--with	power--the	mission	of	your	great	Master.	If	one	shookhands,	for	instance;	but	no--that	would	not	content	me	either.	Not	one	thought	was	to	be	given	eitherto	the	past	or	the	future.	It	was	truly	hard	work	at	first.	Mind,	I	don't	say	aCRIME;	I	am	not	speaking	of	shedding	of	blood	or	any	other	guiltyact,	which	might	make	the
perpetrator	amenable	to	the	law:	my	wordis	ERROR.	He	does	not	love	me:	I	donot	love	him.	I	deeply	venerated	mycousin's	talent	and	principle.	They	were	fresh	now	as	a	succession	of	Aprilshowers	and	gleams,	followed	by	a	lovely	spring	morning,	could	makethem:	the	sun	was	just	entering	the	dappled	east,	and	his	lightillumined	the	wreathed	and
dewy	orchard	trees	and	shone	down	thequiet	walks	under	them."Jane,	will	you	have	a	flower?"He	gathered	a	half-blown	rose,	the	first	on	the	bush,	and	offered	itto	me."Thank	you,	sir.""Do	you	like	this	sunrise,	Jane?	I	first	got	an	idea	of	its	calibrewhen	I	heard	him	preach	in	his	own	church	at	Morton.	Jane--give	it	me	now."A	pause."Why	are	you	silent,
Jane?"I	was	experiencing	an	ordeal:	a	hand	of	fiery	iron	grasped	myvitals.	I	had	one	morsel	of	bread	yet:	theremnant	of	a	roll	I	had	bought	in	a	town	we	passed	through	at	noonwith	a	stray	penny--my	last	coin.	One	was	inbreaking	the	promise	which	I	gave	my	husband	to	bring	you	up	as	myown	child;	the	other--"	she	stopped.	I	remember	her	as	a	slim
young	woman,	with	black	hair,dark	eyes,	very	nice	features,	and	good,	clear	complexion;	but	shehad	a	capricious	and	hasty	temper,	and	indifferent	ideas	ofprinciple	or	justice:	still,	such	as	she	was,	I	preferred	her	toany	one	else	at	Gateshead	Hall.It	was	the	fifteenth	of	January,	about	nine	o'clock	in	the	morning:Bessie	was	gone	down	to	breakfast;	my
cousins	had	not	yet	beensummoned	to	their	mama;	Eliza	was	putting	on	her	bonnet	and	warmgarden-coat	to	go	and	feed	her	poultry,	an	occupation	of	which	shewas	fond:	and	not	less	so	of	selling	the	eggs	to	the	housekeeperand	hoarding	up	the	money	she	thus	obtained.	She	looked	pale	and	thin:	shesaid	she	was	not	happy.	Do	you	hear,	Jane?""Yes;
just	as	if	you	were	speaking	Greek.	The	cards	of	address	alone	remainedto	nail	on:	they	lay,	four	little	squares,	in	the	drawer.	I	shall	send	Miss	Temple	notice	that	she	is	to	expect	a	newgirl,	so	that	there	will	he	no	difficulty	about	receiving	her.Good-bye.""Good-bye,	Mr.	Brocklehurst;	remember	me	to	Mrs.	He	found	me	in	thekitchen,	watching	the
progress	of	certain	cakes	for	tea,	thenbaking.	But	she	could	remember	Bill	Oliver's	father	ajourneyman	needlemaker;	and	th'	Rivers	wor	gentry	i'	th'	owd	days	o'th'	Henrys,	as	onybody	might	see	by	looking	into	th'	registers	i'Morton	Church	vestry."	Still,	she	allowed,	"the	owd	maister	waslike	other	folk--naught	mich	out	o'	t'	common	way:	stark	mad
o'shooting,	and	farming,	and	sich	like."	The	mistress	was	different.She	was	a	great	reader,	and	studied	a	deal;	and	the	"bairns"	hadtaken	after	her.	Four	arms	spring	from	itssummit:	the	nearest	town	to	which	these	point	is,	according	to	theinscription,	distant	ten	miles;	the	farthest,	above	twenty.	Now	you	may	eat,	thoughstill	not	immoderately.""I
trust	I	shall	not	eat	long	at	your	expense,	sir,"	was	my	veryclumsily-contrived,	unpolished	answer."No,"	he	said	coolly:	"when	you	have	indicated	to	us	the	residenceof	your	friends,	we	can	write	to	them,	and	you	may	be	restored	tohome.""That,	I	must	plainly	tell	you,	is	out	of	my	power	to	do;	beingabsolutely	without	home	and	friends."The	three	looked
at	me,	but	not	distrustfully;	I	felt	there	was	nosuspicion	in	their	glances:	there	was	more	of	curiosity.	They	could	not	be	the	daughters	of	the	elderly	person	atthe	table;	for	she	looked	like	a	rustic,	and	they	were	all	delicacyand	cultivation.	"And	far	better	that	crows	and	ravens--if	anyravens	there	be	in	these	regions--should	pick	my	flesh	from	mybones,
than	that	they	should	be	prisoned	in	a	workhouse	coffin	andmoulder	in	a	pauper's	grave."To	the	hill,	then,	I	turned.	Reed,	Ipresume,	from	after-occurrences,	that	the	apothecary	ventured	torecommend	my	being	sent	to	school;	and	the	recommendation	was	nodoubt	readily	enough	adopted;	for	as	Abbot	said,	in	discussing	thesubject	with	Bessie	when
both	sat	sewing	in	the	nursery	one	night,after	I	was	in	bed,	and,	as	they	thought,	asleep,	"Missis	was,	shedared	say,	glad	enough	to	get	rid	of	such	a	tiresome,	ill-conditioned	child,	who	always	looked	as	if	she	were	watchingeverybody,	and	scheming	plots	underhand."	Abbot,	I	think,	gave	mecredit	for	being	a	sort	of	infantine	Guy	Fawkes.On	that	same
occasion	I	learned,	for	the	first	time,	from	MissAbbot's	communications	to	Bessie,	that	my	father	had	been	a	poorclergyman;	that	my	mother	had	married	him	against	the	wishes	of	herfriends,	who	considered	the	match	beneath	her;	that	my	grandfatherReed	was	so	irritated	at	her	disobedience,	he	cut	her	off	without	ashilling;	that	after	my	mother	and
father	had	been	married	a	year,the	latter	caught	the	typhus	fever	while	visiting	among	the	poor	ofa	large	manufacturing	town	where	his	curacy	was	situated,	and	wherethat	disease	was	then	prevalent:	that	my	mother	took	the	infectionfrom	him,	and	both	died	within	a	month	of	each	other.Bessie,	when	she	heard	this	narrative,	sighed	and	said,	"Poor
MissJane	is	to	be	pitied,	too,	Abbot.""Yes,"	responded	Abbot;	"if	she	were	a	nice,	pretty	child,	one	mightcompassionate	her	forlornness;	but	one	really	cannot	care	for	such	alittle	toad	as	that.""Not	a	great	deal,	to	be	sure,"	agreed	Bessie:	"at	any	rate,	abeauty	like	Miss	Georgiana	would	be	more	moving	in	the	samecondition.""Yes,	I	doat	on	Miss
Georgiana!"	cried	the	fervent	Abbot.	They	were	not	bound	to	regard	with	affection	a	thing	thatcould	not	sympathise	with	one	amongst	them;	a	heterogeneous	thing,opposed	to	them	in	temperament,	in	capacity,	in	propensities;	auseless	thing,	incapable	of	serving	their	interest,	or	adding	totheir	pleasure;	a	noxious	thing,	cherishing	the	germs	of
indignationat	their	treatment,	of	contempt	of	their	judgment.	He	entered."Our	uncle	John	is	dead,"	said	he.Both	the	sisters	seemed	struck:	not	shocked	or	appalled;	thetidings	appeared	in	their	eyes	rather	momentous	than	afflicting."Dead?"	repeated	Diana."Yes."She	riveted	a	searching	gaze	on	her	brother's	face.	The	sounds	I	had	heard	after	the
scream,	and	thewords	that	had	been	uttered,	had	probably	been	heard	only	by	me;	forthey	had	proceeded	from	the	room	above	mine:	but	they	assured	methat	it	was	not	a	servant's	dream	which	had	thus	struck	horrorthrough	the	house;	and	that	the	explanation	Mr.	Rochester	had	givenwas	merely	an	invention	framed	to	pacify	his	guests.	Good
evening!"She	held	out	her	hand.	He	said	everynerve	had	been	overstrained	in	some	way,	and	the	whole	system	mustsleep	torpid	a	while.	Nature	had	surely	formed	her	in	apartial	mood;	and,	forgetting	her	usual	stinted	step-mother	dole	ofgifts,	had	endowed	this,	her	darling,	with	a	grand-dame's	bounty.What	did	St.	John	Rivers	think	of	this	earthly
angel?	Thank	you	very	much	for	your	cooperation.	I	thought	perhaps	the	alterations	haddisturbed	some	old	associations	he	valued.	"Five	shillings,	sir."He	took	the	purse,	poured	the	hoard	into	his	palm,	and	chuckled	overit	as	if	its	scantiness	amused	him.	Fairfax	surprised	me	by	looking	out	of	the	window	with	a	sadcountenance,	and	saying	gravely--
"Miss	Eyre,	will	you	come	tobreakfast?"	During	the	meal	she	was	quiet	and	cool:	but	I	couldnot	undeceive	her	then.	Heseemed	in	communion	with	the	genius	of	the	haunt:	with	his	eye	hebade	farewell	to	something."And	I	shall	see	it	again,"	he	said	aloud,	"in	dreams	when	I	sleepby	the	Ganges:	and	again	in	a	more	remote	hour--when	anotherslumber
overcomes	me--on	the	shore	of	a	darker	stream!"Strange	words	of	a	strange	love!	An	austere	patriot's	passion	forhis	fatherland!	He	sat	down;	for	half-an-hour	we	never	spoke;neither	he	to	me	nor	I	to	him:	that	interval	past,	he	recommenced	-"Jane,	I	go	in	six	weeks;	I	have	taken	my	berth	in	an	East	Indiamanwhich	sails	on	the	20th	of	June.""God	will
protect	you;	for	you	have	undertaken	His	work,"	Ianswered."Yes,"	said	he,	"there	is	my	glory	and	joy.	I	have	observed	in	books	writtenby	men,	that	period	assigned	as	the	farthest	to	which	a	husband'sardour	extends.	Fairfax	emergedfrom	her	room.	"I	believe,"	shesaid,	"I	was	quite	mista'en	in	my	thoughts	of	you:	but	there	is	somony	cheats	goes	about,
you	mun	forgie	me.""And	though,"	I	continued,	rather	severely,	"you	wished	to	turn	mefrom	the	door,	on	a	night	when	you	should	not	have	shut	out	a	dog.""Well,	it	was	hard:	but	what	can	a	body	do?	The	interestyou	cherish	is	lawless	and	unconsecrated.	It	is	better,	therefore,	for	the	insignificant	to	keep	outof	his	way,	lest,	in	his	progress,	he	should
trample	them	down.Here	he	comes!	I	will	leave	you,	Diana."	And	I	hastened	upstairsas	I	saw	him	entering	the	garden.But	I	was	forced	to	meet	him	again	at	supper.	Reed	says	if	I	have	any,	they	must	be	abeggarly	set:	I	should	not	like	to	go	a	begging.""Would	you	like	to	go	to	school?"Again	I	reflected:	I	scarcely	knew	what	school	was:	Bessiesometimes
spoke	of	it	as	a	place	where	young	ladies	sat	in	thestocks,	wore	backboards,	and	were	expected	to	be	exceedingly	genteeland	precise:	John	Reed	hated	his	school,	and	abused	his	master;	butJohn	Reed's	tastes	were	no	rule	for	mine,	and	if	Bessie's	accountsof	school-discipline	(gathered	from	the	young	ladies	of	a	familywhere	she	had	lived	before
coming	to	Gateshead)	were	somewhatappalling,	her	details	of	certain	accomplishments	attained	by	thesesame	young	ladies	were,	I	thought,	equally	attractive.	I	took	a	soft	black	pencil,	gave	ita	broad	point,	and	worked	away.	It	is	in	scenes	of	strife	and	danger--wherecourage	is	proved,	and	energy	exercised,	and	fortitude	tasked--thathe	will	speak	and
move,	the	leader	and	superior.	Now,	can	you	tell	mewhether	it	is	actually	true	that	Mr.	Rochester	has	asked	you	tomarry	him?	It	was	now	dark;	but	a	rumbling	of	wheels	was	audible.	I	doubted	not--never	doubted--that	if	Mr.	Reed	had	been	alive	he	would	have	treated	me	kindly;	andnow,	as	I	sat	looking	at	the	white	bed	and	overshadowed	walls--
occasionally	also	turning	a	fascinated	eye	towards	the	dimlygleaning	mirror--I	began	to	recall	what	I	had	heard	of	dead	men,troubled	in	their	graves	by	the	violation	of	their	last	wishes,revisiting	the	earth	to	punish	the	perjured	and	avenge	theoppressed;	and	I	thought	Mr.	Reed's	spirit,	harassed	by	the	wrongsof	his	sister's	child,	might	quit	its	abode--
whether	in	the	churchvault	or	in	the	unknown	world	of	the	departed--and	rise	before	me	inthis	chamber.	The	inanimate	objectswere	not	changed;	but	the	living	things	had	altered	pastrecognition.Two	young	ladies	appeared	before	me;	one	very	tall,	almost	as	tallas	Miss	Ingram--very	thin	too,	with	a	sallow	face	and	severe	mien.There	was	something
ascetic	in	her	look,	which	was	augmented	by	theextreme	plainness	of	a	straight-skirted,	black,	stuff	dress,	astarched	linen	collar,	hair	combed	away	from	the	temples,	and	thenun-like	ornament	of	a	string	of	ebony	beads	and	a	crucifix.	I	observedbut	two	points	in	planning	my	departure--speed,	secrecy:	to	securethese,	I	had	to	leave	behind	me
everything	I	possessed	except	asmall	parcel;	which,	in	my	hurry	and	trouble	of	mind,	I	forgot	totake	out	of	the	coach	that	brought	me	to	Whitcross.	After	a	brief	stay	there,	I	shall	bear	my	treasure	to	regionsnearer	the	sun:	to	French	vineyards	and	Italian	plains;	and	sheshall	see	whatever	is	famous	in	old	story	and	in	modern	record:	sheshall	taste,	too,
of	the	life	of	cities;	and	she	shall	learn	tovalue	herself	by	just	comparison	with	others.""Shall	I	travel?--and	with	you,	sir?""You	shall	sojourn	at	Paris,	Rome,	and	Naples:	at	Florence,	Venice,and	Vienna:	all	the	ground	I	have	wandered	over	shall	be	re-troddenby	you:	wherever	I	stamped	my	hoof,	your	sylph's	foot	shall	stepalso.	He	seemed	to	think	I	had
committed	an	impropriety	inproposing	to	accompany	him	unmarried:	as	if	I	had	not	from	thefirst	hoped	to	find	in	him	a	brother,	and	habitually	regarded	him	assuch.""What	makes	you	say	he	does	not	love	you,	Jane?""You	should	hear	himself	on	the	subject.	Hewill	never	love	me;	but	he	shall	approve	me;	I	will	show	himenergies	he	has	not	yet	seen,
resources	he	has	never	suspected.Yes,	I	can	work	as	hard	as	he	can,	and	with	as	little	grudging."Consent,	then,	to	his	demand	is	possible:	but	for	one	item--onedreadful	item.	Of	this	preparation	a	tolerably	abundantplateful	was	apportioned	to	each	pupil.	To	you	I	can	talk	of	my	lovely	one:	for	now	you	have	seenher	and	know	her.""Yes,	sir.""She's	a
rare	one,	is	she	not,	Jane?""Yes,	sir.""A	strapper--a	real	strapper,	Jane:	big,	brown,	and	buxom;	withhair	just	such	as	the	ladies	of	Carthage	must	have	had.	They	laughed--kissed	me--then	Hannah:	patted	Carlo,	who	washalf	wild	with	delight;	asked	eagerly	if	all	was	well;	and	beingassured	in	the	affirmative,	hastened	into	the	house.They	were	stiff	with
their	long	and	jolting	drive	from	Whitcross,and	chilled	with	the	frosty	night	air;	but	their	pleasantcountenances	expanded	to	the	cheerful	firelight.	Fairfax	received	me	with	her	usual	plain	friendliness.	Say,	Edward--give	me	my	name--Edward--I	will	marry	you.""Are	you	in	earnest?	Yet	that	she	shouldbe	found	is	become	a	matter	of	serious	urgency:
advertisements	havebeen	put	in	all	the	papers;	I	myself	have	received	a	letter	from	oneMr.	Briggs,	a	solicitor,	communicating	the	details	I	have	justimparted.	That	was	my	Indian	Messalina's	attribute:	rooted	disgust	atit	and	her	restrained	me	much,	even	in	pleasure.	A	perhaps	uncalled-forgush	of	pity	came	over	my	heart:	I	was	moved	to	say	-"I	wish
Diana	or	Mary	would	come	and	live	with	you:	it	is	too	badthat	you	should	be	quite	alone;	and	you	are	recklessly	rash	aboutyour	own	health.""Not	at	all,"	said	he:	"I	care	for	myself	when	necessary.	'Ich	wage	die	Gedanken	in	derSchale	meines	Zornes	und	die	Werke	mit	dem	Gewichte	meines	Grimms.'I	like	it!"Both	were	again	silent."Is	there	ony
country	where	they	talk	i'	that	way?"	asked	the	oldwoman,	looking	up	from	her	knitting."Yes,	Hannah--a	far	larger	country	than	England,	where	they	talk	inno	other	way.""Well,	for	sure	case,	I	knawn't	how	they	can	understand	t'	onet'other:	and	if	either	o'	ye	went	there,	ye	could	tell	what	theysaid,	I	guess?""We	could	probably	tell	something	of	what
they	said,	but	not	all--for	we	are	not	as	clever	as	you	think	us,	Hannah.	He	continued	-"God	and	nature	intended	you	for	a	missionary's	wife.	But	you	have	not	yet	asked	for	anything;	you	have	prayeda	gift	to	be	withdrawn:	try	again.""Well	then,	sir,	have	the	goodness	to	gratify	my	curiosity,	which	ismuch	piqued	on	one	point."He	looked	disturbed.
Hannah	had	been	cold	and	stiff,	indeed,	at	thefirst:	latterly	she	had	begun	to	relent	a	little;	and	when	she	sawme	come	in	tidy	and	well-dressed,	she	even	smiled."What,	you	have	got	up!"	she	said.	When	I	remembered	how	far	I	had	once	been	admittedto	his	confidence,	I	could	hardly	comprehend	his	present	frigidity.Such	being	the	case,	I	felt	not	a
little	surprised	when	he	raisedhis	head	suddenly	from	the	desk	over	which	he	was	stooping,	and	said-"You	see,	Jane,	the	battle	is	fought	and	the	victory	won."Startled	at	being	thus	addressed,	I	did	not	immediately	reply:after	a	moment's	hesitation	I	answered	-"But	are	you	sure	you	are	not	in	the	position	of	those	conquerorswhose	triumphs	have	cost
them	too	dear?	Mr.	Rochester	told	me	to	give	you	and	Mary	this."I	put	into	his	hand	a	five-pound	note.	Besides,	you	might	have	waited	till	to-morrow,	and	had	me	with	you:	it	was	mere	folly	to	attempt	theinterview	to-night,	and	alone.""I	thought	I	could	have	done	some	good.""You	thought!	you	thought!	Yes,	it	makes	me	impatient	to	hear	you:but,
however,	you	have	suffered,	and	are	likely	to	suffer	enough	fornot	taking	my	advice;	so	I'll	say	no	more.	Could	I	butsee	him!--but	a	moment!	Surely,	in	that	case,	I	should	not	be	somad	as	to	run	to	him?	Mr.	Rochester	looks	as	young,	and	is	as	young,	as	somemen	at	five-and-twenty.""Is	it	really	for	love	he	is	going	to	marry	you?"	she	asked.I	was	so	hurt
by	her	coldness	and	scepticism,	that	the	tears	rose	tomy	eyes."I	am	sorry	to	grieve	you,"	pursued	the	widow;	"but	you	are	soyoung,	and	so	little	acquainted	with	men,	I	wished	to	put	you	onyour	guard.	Can	I	receive	from	him	the	bridal	ring,	endureall	the	forms	of	love	(which	I	doubt	not	he	would	scrupulouslyobserve)	and	know	that	the	spirit	was	quite
absent?	Reed'spardon;	but	I	knew,	partly	from	experience	and	partly	from	instinct,that	was	the	way	to	make	her	repulse	me	with	double	scorn,	therebyre-exciting	every	turbulent	impulse	of	my	nature.I	would	fain	exercise	some	better	faculty	than	that	of	fiercespeaking;	fain	find	nourishment	for	some	less	fiendish	feeling	thanthat	of	sombre
indignation.	I,	in	my	stiff-necked	rebellion,	almost	cursed	thedispensation:	instead	of	bending	to	the	decree,	I	defied	it.Divine	justice	pursued	its	course;	disasters	came	thick	on	me:	Iwas	forced	to	pass	through	the	valley	of	the	shadow	of	death.	The	thought	of	Mrs.	For	me,	thewatches	of	that	long	night	passed	in	ghastly	wakefulness;	strainedby	dread:
such	dread	as	children	only	can	feel.No	severe	or	prolonged	bodily	illness	followed	this	incident	of	thered-room;	it	only	gave	my	nerves	a	shock	of	which	I	feel	thereverberation	to	this	day.	Bless	me!there's	Dent	and	Lynn	in	the	stables!	Go	in	by	the	shrubbery,through	that	wicket."As	I	went	one	way,	he	went	another,	and	I	heard	him	in	the	yard,saying
cheerfully	-"Mason	got	the	start	of	you	all	this	morning;	he	was	gone	beforesunrise:	I	rose	at	four	to	see	him	off."Page	2Presentiments	are	strange	things!	and	so	are	sympathies;	and	so	aresigns;	and	the	three	combined	make	one	mystery	to	which	humanity	hasnot	yet	found	the	key.	I	asked	Mrs.	But	that	heart	is	already	laid	on	asacred	altar:	the	fire	is
arranged	round	it.	The	front	was,	as	I	had	once	seen	it	in	a	dream,	but	a	well-like	wall,	very	high	and	very	fragile-looking,	perforated	withpaneless	windows:	no	roof,	no	battlements,	no	chimneys--all	hadcrashed	in.And	there	was	the	silence	of	death	about	it:	the	solitude	of	alonesome	wild.	She	was	roused,	and	did--nomiracle--but	her	best."I	broke	from
St.	John,	who	had	followed,	and	would	have	detained	me.It	was	MY	time	to	assume	ascendency.	I	amnot	a	pagan,	but	a	Christian	philosopher--a	follower	of	the	sect	ofJesus.	Hecontinued	to	send	for	me	punctually	the	moment	the	clock	struckseven;	though	when	I	appeared	before	him	now,	he	had	no	such	honeyedterms	as	"love"	and	"darling"	on	his
lips:	the	best	words	at	myservice	were	"provoking	puppet,"	"malicious	elf,"	"sprite,""changeling,"	&c.	"How	are	you?	What	made	him	seek	this	quarter	of	the	house	at	an	untimelyseason,	when	he	should	have	been	asleep	in	bed?	Rochester,"	said	he;	"young	Mrs.	"How	can	shebear	it	so	quietly--so	firmly?"	I	asked	of	myself.	What	do	you	say	to	that?



Georgiana,	who	had	a	spoiled	temper,	avery	acrid	spite,	a	captious	and	insolent	carriage,	was	universallyindulged.	You	look	a	raight	down	dacent	little	crater.""That	will	do--I	forgive	you	now.	In	a	week,	Mr.	Rivers	and	Hannahrepaired	to	the	parsonage:	and	so	the	old	grange	was	abandoned.Page	12My	home,	then,	when	I	at	last	find	a	home,--is	a
cottage;	a	littleroom	with	whitewashed	walls	and	a	sanded	floor,	containing	fourpainted	chairs	and	a	table,	a	clock,	a	cupboard,	with	two	or	threeplates	and	dishes,	and	a	set	of	tea-things	in	delf.	I	should	still	have	my	unblighted	self	to	turn	to:my	natural	unenslaved	feelings	with	which	to	communicate	in	momentsof	loneliness.	He	had	a	rounded,
muscular,	and	vigorous	hand,as	well	as	a	long,	strong	arm."Yes;	though	I	touch	it,	it	is	a	dream,"	said	I,	as	I	put	it	downfrom	before	my	face.	"I	have	called	it	insuperable,	and	Ispeak	advisedly."The	speaker	came	forward	and	leaned	on	the	rails.	A	mere	reed	she	feels	in	myhand!"	(And	he	shook	me	with	the	force	of	his	hold.)	"I	could	bendher	with	my
finger	and	thumb:	and	what	good	would	it	do	if	I	bent,if	I	uptore,	if	I	crushed	her?	Thefeeling,	the	announcement	sent	through	me,	was	something	strongerthan	was	consistent	with	joy--something	that	smote	and	stunned.	A	person	whose	goodness	consists	rather	inhis	guiltlessness	of	vice,	than	in	his	prowess	in	virtue.""He	is	untiringly	active.	Keenly,I
fear,	did	the	eye	of	the	visitress	pierce	the	young	pastor'sheart.	Vain	favour!	coming,	like	most	otherfavours	long	deferred	and	often	wished	for,	too	late!	I	could	noteat	the	tart;	and	the	plumage	of	the	bird,	the	tints	of	the	flowers,seemed	strangely	faded:	I	put	both	plate	and	tart	away.	She	broke	forth	as	never	moon	yetburst	from	cloud:	a	hand	first
penetrated	the	sable	folds	and	wavedthem	away;	then,	not	a	moon,	but	a	white	human	form	shone	in	theazure,	inclining	a	glorious	brow	earthward.	Iabhor	artifice,	particularly	in	children;	it	is	my	duty	to	show	youthat	tricks	will	not	answer:	you	will	now	stay	here	an	hour	longer,and	it	is	only	on	condition	of	perfect	submission	and	stillness	thatI	shall
liberate	you	then.""O	aunt!	have	pity!	Forgive	me!	I	cannot	endure	it--let	me	bepunished	some	other	way!	I	shall	be	killed	if--""Silence!	This	violence	is	all	most	repulsive:"	and	so,	no	doubt,she	felt	it.	Ere	long,	I	became	aware	that	some	one	washandling	me;	lifting	me	up	and	supporting	me	in	a	sitting	posture,and	that	more	tenderly	than	I	had	ever
been	raised	or	upheld	before.I	rested	my	head	against	a	pillow	or	an	arm,	and	felt	easy.In	five	minutes	more	the	cloud	of	bewilderment	dissolved:	I	knewquite	well	that	I	was	in	my	own	bed,	and	that	the	red	glare	was	thenursery	fire.	Take	this	advice:	thefirst	and	last	I	shall	offer	you;	then	you	will	not	want	me	or	anyone	else,	happen	what	may.	Soon
Iasked	her	"if	there	were	any	dressmaker	or	plain-workwoman	in	thevillage?""Yes;	two	or	three.	Above,	achamber	of	the	same	dimensions	as	the	kitchen,	with	a	deal	bedsteadand	chest	of	drawers;	small,	yet	too	large	to	be	filled	with	myscanty	wardrobe:	though	the	kindness	of	my	gentle	and	generousfriends	has	increased	that,	by	a	modest	stock	of
such	things	as	arenecessary.It	is	evening.	Thering,	Adele,	is	in	my	breeches-pocket,	under	the	disguise	of	asovereign:	but	I	mean	soon	to	change	it	to	a	ring	again.""But	what	has	mademoiselle	to	do	with	it?	God	must	have	led	me	on.	He	was	never	married,	and	had	no	near	kindred	but	ourselvesand	one	other	person,	not	more	closely	related	than	we.
You	openyour	eyes	like	an	eager	bird,	and	make	every	now	and	then	a	restlessmovement,	as	if	answers	in	speech	did	not	flow	fast	enough	for	you,and	you	wanted	to	read	the	tablet	of	one's	heart.	I	have	not	been	petrified.I	have	not	been	buried	with	inferior	minds,	and	excluded	from	everyglimpse	of	communion	with	what	is	bright	and	energetic	and
high.	The	spoons	were	moved	slowly:	I	saw	each	girltaste	her	food	and	try	to	swallow	it;	but	in	most	cases	the	effortwas	soon	relinquished.	I	want	some	water."	He	heaved	asort	of	shuddering	sigh,	and	taking	me	in	his	arms,	carried	medownstairs.	Don't	you	feelhungry?""The	third	day	from	this	must	be	our	wedding-day,	Jane.	I	could	comprehend	the
feeling,	and	share	both	itsstrength	and	truth.	Oh!	it	would	never	do!	As	hiscurate,	his	comrade,	all	would	be	right:	I	would	cross	oceans	withhim	in	that	capacity;	toil	under	Eastern	suns,	in	Asian	deserts	withhim	in	that	office;	admire	and	emulate	his	courage	and	devotion	andvigour;	accommodate	quietly	to	his	masterhood;	smile	undisturbed	athis
ineradicable	ambition;	discriminate	the	Christian	from	the	man:profoundly	esteem	the	one,	and	freely	forgive	the	other.	He	would	feelhimself	forsaken;	his	love	rejected:	he	would	suffer;	perhaps	growdesperate.	"I	have	had	hardwork	to	get	here,	I	assure	you,"	he	observed,	as	he	warmed	his	handsover	the	flame.	I	could	see	clearly	a	room	with	a
sandedfloor,	clean	scoured;	a	dresser	of	walnut,	with	pewter	plates	rangedin	rows,	reflecting	the	redness	and	radiance	of	a	glowing	peat-fire.I	could	see	a	clock,	a	white	deal	table,	some	chairs.	It	wanted	but	a	few	minutes	of	six,	andshortly	after	that	hour	had	struck,	the	distant	roll	of	wheelsannounced	the	coming	coach;	I	went	to	the	door	and
watched	its	lampsapproach	rapidly	through	the	gloom."Is	she	going	by	herself?"	asked	the	porter's	wife."Yes.""And	how	far	is	it?""Fifty	miles.""What	a	long	way!	I	wonder	Mrs.	How	could	she	serve	me?	Had	he	been	a	statueinstead	of	a	man,	he	could	not	have	been	easier.	I	found	the	messto	consist	of	indifferent	potatoes	and	strange	shreds	of	rusty
meat,mixed	and	cooked	together.	They	saidMr.	Edward	had	brought	her	from	abroad,	and	some	believed	she	hadbeen	his	mistress.	Do	you	hear	that?"I	did,	and	I	could	not	quite	comprehend	it:	it	made	me	giddy.	They	clung	to	the	purple	moors	behind	and	around	theirdwelling--to	the	hollow	vale	into	which	the	pebbly	bridle-pathleading	from	their
gate	descended,	and	which	wound	between	fern-banks	first,	and	then	amongst	a	few	of	the	wildest	little	pasture-fields	that	ever	bordered	a	wilderness	of	heath,	or	gave	sustenanceto	a	flock	of	grey	moorland	sheep,	with	their	little	mossy-facedlambs:-	they	clung	to	this	scene,	I	say,	with	a	perfect	enthusiasmof	attachment.	He	loves	(as	he	CAN	love,
and	that	is	not	as	youlove)	a	beautiful	young	lady	called	Rosamond.	I	lived	with	that	womanupstairs	four	years,	and	before	that	time	she	had	tried	me	indeed:her	character	ripened	and	developed	with	frightful	rapidity;	hervices	sprang	up	fast	and	rank:	they	were	so	strong,	only	crueltycould	check	them,	and	I	would	not	use	cruelty.	She	willforget	me;
and	will	marry,	probably,	some	one	who	will	make	her	farhappier	than	I	should	do.""You	speak	coolly	enough;	but	you	suffer	in	the	conflict.	For	the	rest,	whether	trite	or	novel,	it	is	short."Twenty	years	ago,	a	poor	curate--never	mind	his	name	at	thismoment--fell	in	love	with	a	rich	man's	daughter;	she	fell	in	lovewith	him,	and	married	him,	against	the
advice	of	all	her	friends,who	consequently	disowned	her	immediately	after	the	wedding.	Are	you	hurt?	Shepossessed	eyes	whose	gaze	I	delighted	to	encounter.	Think	like	me,	Jane--trust	like	me.	Hiring	amistress	is	the	next	worse	thing	to	buying	a	slave:	both	are	oftenby	nature,	and	always	by	position,	inferior:	and	to	live	familiarlywith	inferiors	is
degrading.	His	lipsparted,	as	if	to	speak:	but	he	checked	the	coming	sentence,whatever	it	was."What	is	the	matter?"	I	asked."Nothing	in	the	world,"	was	the	reply;	and,	replacing	the	paper,	Isaw	him	dexterously	tear	a	narrow	slip	from	the	margin.	Mr.	Rivers,	whom	nothing	seemed	to	escape,noticed	it	at	once."You	said	your	name	was	Jane	Elliott?"	he
observed."I	did	say	so;	and	it	is	the	name	by	which	I	think	it	expedient	tobe	called	at	present,	but	it	is	not	my	real	name,	and	when	I	hearit,	it	sounds	strange	to	me.""Your	real	name	you	will	not	give?""No:	I	fear	discovery	above	all	things;	and	whatever	disclosurewould	lead	to	it,	I	avoid.""You	are	quite	right,	I	am	sure,"	said	Diana.	It	is	adream;	such
dreams	as	I	have	had	at	night	when	I	have	clasped	heronce	more	to	my	heart,	as	I	do	now;	and	kissed	her,	as	thus--andfelt	that	she	loved	me,	and	trusted	that	she	would	not	leave	me.""Which	I	never	will,	sir,	from	this	day.""Never	will,	says	the	vision?	I	took	a	sheetof	fine	card-board,	and	drew	a	careful	outline.	Will	you	rest	yourselfhere	an	hour,	Miss,
and	then	I	will	go	up	with	you?"Robert	here	entered,	and	Bessie	laid	her	sleeping	child	in	thecradle	and	went	to	welcome	him:	afterwards	she	insisted	on	mytaking	off	my	bonnet	and	having	some	tea;	for	she	said	I	looked	paleand	tired.	Were	the	inmates	retired	torest?	I	hold	that	the	more	arid	and	unreclaimed	thesoil	where	the	Christian	labourer's
task	of	tillage	is	appointedhim--the	scantier	the	meed	his	toil	brings--the	higher	the	honour.His,	under	such	circumstances,	is	the	destiny	of	the	pioneer;	andthe	first	pioneers	of	the	Gospel	were	the	Apostles--their	captainwas	Jesus,	the	Redeemer,	Himself.""Well?"	I	said,	as	he	again	paused--"proceed."He	looked	at	me	before	he	proceeded:	indeed,	he
seemed	leisurely	toread	my	face,	as	if	its	features	and	lines	were	characters	on	apage.	Ishall	return	to	Brocklehurst	Hall	in	the	course	of	a	week	or	two:my	good	friend,	the	Archdeacon,	will	not	permit	me	to	leave	himsooner.	A	great	moth	goes	humming	byme;	it	alights	on	a	plant	at	Mr.	Rochester's	foot:	he	sees	it,	andbends	to	examine	it."Now,	he	has
his	back	towards	me,"	thought	I,	"and	he	is	occupiedtoo;	perhaps,	if	I	walk	softly,	I	can	slip	away	unnoticed."I	trode	on	an	edging	of	turf	that	the	crackle	of	the	pebbly	gravelmight	not	betray	me:	he	was	standing	among	the	beds	at	a	yard	ortwo	distant	from	where	I	had	to	pass;	the	moth	apparently	engagedhim.	All	the	melody	on	earth	is	concentrated
inmy	Jane's	tongue	to	my	ear	(I	am	glad	it	is	not	naturally	a	silentone):	all	the	sunshine	I	can	feel	is	in	her	presence."The	water	stood	in	my	eyes	to	hear	this	avowal	of	his	dependence;just	as	if	a	royal	eagle,	chained	to	a	perch,	should	be	forced	toentreat	a	sparrow	to	become	its	purveyor.	But	Icannot	give	him	orders	in	this	case:	I	cannot	say	'Beware
ofharming	me,	Richard;'	for	it	is	imperative	that	I	should	keep	himignorant	that	harm	to	me	is	possible.	I	wished	you	were	at	home.	what?"	he	said	hastily.	Without	one	overt	act	of	hostility,	one	upbraiding	word,	hecontrived	to	impress	me	momently	with	the	conviction	that	I	was	putbeyond	the	pale	of	his	favour.Not	that	St.	John	harboured	a	spirit	of
unchristian	vindictiveness--not	that	he	would	have	injured	a	hair	of	my	head,	if	it	had	beenfully	in	his	power	to	do	so.	Poor	folk	mun	get	on	as	they	can."She	seemed	to	be	tired	of	my	questions:	and,	indeed,	what	claim	hadI	to	importune	her?	Mr.	Briggs,	being	Mr.Eyre's	solicitor,	wrote	to	us	last	August	to	inform	us	of	ouruncle's	death,	and	to	say	that
he	had	left	his	property	to	hisbrother	the	clergyman's	orphan	daughter,	overlooking	us,	inconsequence	of	a	quarrel,	never	forgiven,	between	him	and	my	father.He	wrote	again	a	few	weeks	since,	to	intimate	that	the	heiress	waslost,	and	asking	if	we	knew	anything	of	her.	St.	John	continued	-"It	is	hard	work	to	control	the	workings	of	inclination	and
turn	thebent	of	nature;	but	that	it	may	be	done,	I	know	from	experience.God	has	given	us,	in	a	measure,	the	power	to	make	our	own	fate;	andwhen	our	energies	seem	to	demand	a	sustenance	they	cannot	get--whenour	will	strains	after	a	path	we	may	not	follow--we	need	neitherstarve	from	inanition,	nor	stand	still	in	despair:	we	have	but	toseek
another	nourishment	for	the	mind,	as	strong	as	the	forbiddenfood	it	longed	to	taste--and	perhaps	purer;	and	to	hew	out	for	theadventurous	foot	a	road	as	direct	and	broad	as	the	one	Fortune	hasblocked	up	against	us,	if	rougher	than	it."A	year	ago	I	was	myself	intensely	miserable,	because	I	thought	Ihad	made	a	mistake	in	entering	the	ministry:	its
uniform	dutieswearied	me	to	death.	Could	I	but	have	stiffened	to	the	still	frost--the	friendly	numbness	of	death--it	might	have	pelted	on;	I	shouldnot	have	felt	it;	but	my	yet	living	flesh	shuddered	at	its	chillinginfluence.	I	could	not	conceive	or	believe:	it	was	more	like	aninspiration.	I	am	the	servant	of	aninfallible	Master.	You	are	not	one	of	theGibsons;
and	yet	I	know	you--that	face,	and	the	eyes	and	forehead,are	quiet	familiar	to	me:	you	are	like--why,	you	are	like	JaneEyre!"I	said	nothing:	I	was	afraid	of	occasioning	some	shock	by	declaringmy	identity."Yet,"	said	she,	"I	am	afraid	it	is	a	mistake:	my	thoughts	deceiveme.	"Aftera	youth	and	manhood	passed	half	in	unutterable	misery	and	half	indreary
solitude,	I	have	for	the	first	time	found	what	I	can	trulylove--I	have	found	you.	You	can't	travel	a	mile	without	that,	Iknow,	in	this	damned	cold	climate.	I	must	dip	my	handagain	and	again	in	the	basin	of	blood	and	water,	and	wipe	away	thetrickling	gore.	So	Iaddressed	the	housekeeper;	asked	her	to	show	me	a	room,	told	her	Ishould	probably	be	a
visitor	here	for	a	week	or	two,	had	my	trunkconveyed	to	my	chamber,	and	followed	it	thither	myself:	I	metBessie	on	the	landing."Missis	is	awake,"	said	she;	"I	have	told	her	you	are	here:	comeand	let	us	see	if	she	will	know	you."I	did	not	need	to	be	guided	to	the	well-known	room,	to	which	I	hadso	often	been	summoned	for	chastisement	or	reprimand	in
former	days.I	hastened	before	Bessie;	I	softly	opened	the	door:	a	shaded	lightstood	on	the	table,	for	it	was	now	getting	dark.	"You	will	find	she	is	someyoung	lady	who	has	had	a	misunderstanding	with	her	friends,	and	hasprobably	injudiciously	left	them.	I	shall	beabsent	a	fortnight--take	that	space	of	time	to	consider	my	offer:and	do	not	forget	that	if
you	reject	it,	it	is	not	me	you	deny,	butGod.	My	fatheralways	cherished	the	idea	that	he	would	atone	for	his	error	byleaving	his	possessions	to	us;	that	letter	informs	us	that	he	hasbequeathed	every	penny	to	the	other	relation,	with	the	exception	ofthirty	guineas,	to	be	divided	between	St.	John,	Diana,	and	MaryRivers,	for	the	purchase	of	three	mourning
rings.	St.	John	was	a	good	man;	but	Ibegan	to	feel	he	had	spoken	truth	of	himself	when	he	said	he	washard	and	cold.	I	have	given	you	answers	enoughfor	the	present:	now	I	want	to	read."But	at	that	moment	the	summons	sounded	for	dinner;	all	re-enteredthe	house.	After	all,	justice	permits	you	to	keep	it:	you	may,with	a	clear	conscience,	consider	it
absolutely	your	own.""With	me,"	said	I,	"it	is	fully	as	much	a	matter	of	feeling	as	ofconscience:	I	must	indulge	my	feelings;	I	so	seldom	have	had	anopportunity	of	doing	so.	I	was	in	my	room;	the	door	was	ajar:	I	could	bothlisten	and	watch.	It	may	hate	him	who	dares	to	scrutiniseand	expose--to	rase	the	gilding,	and	show	base	metal	under	it--topenetrate
the	sepulchre,	and	reveal	charnel	relics:	but	hate	as	itwill,	it	is	indebted	to	him.Ahab	did	not	like	Micaiah,	because	he	never	prophesied	goodconcerning	him,	but	evil;	probably	he	liked	the	sycophant	son	ofChenaannah	better;	yet	might	Ahab	have	escaped	a	bloody	death,	hadhe	but	stopped	his	ears	to	flattery,	and	opened	them	to	faithfulcounsel.There
is	a	man	in	our	own	days	whose	words	are	not	framed	to	tickledelicate	ears:	who,	to	my	thinking,	comes	before	the	great	ones	ofsociety,	much	as	the	son	of	Imlah	came	before	the	throned	Kings	ofJudah	and	Israel;	and	who	speaks	truth	as	deep,	with	a	power	asprophet-like	and	as	vital--a	mien	as	dauntless	and	as	daring.	I	told	you	we	shall	bemarried
in	four	weeks.	I	was	a	precocious	actress	in	her	eyes;	she	sincerelylooked	on	me	as	a	compound	of	virulent	passions,	mean	spirit,	anddangerous	duplicity.Bessie	and	Abbot	having	retreated,	Mrs.	There	was	a	younger	brother,	too--acomplete	dumb	idiot.	Laws	and	principles	are	not	for	thetimes	when	there	is	no	temptation:	they	are	for	such	moments
asthis,	when	body	and	soul	rise	in	mutiny	against	their	rigour;stringent	are	they;	inviolate	they	shall	be.	He	prizes	me	as	asoldier	would	a	good	weapon;	and	that	is	all.	"At	yourperil	you	advertise!	I	wish	I	had	only	offered	you	a	sovereigninstead	of	ten	pounds.	She	wished	me	to	look	afterthe	house,	to	see	callers,	and	answer	notes	of	condolence.One
morning	she	told	me	I	was	at	liberty.	Feeling	without	judgmentis	a	washy	draught	indeed;	but	judgment	untempered	by	feeling	is	toobitter	and	husky	a	morsel	for	human	deglutition.It	was	a	wet	and	windy	afternoon:	Georgiana	had	fallen	asleep	onthe	sofa	over	the	perusal	of	a	novel;	Eliza	was	gone	to	attend	asaint's-day	service	at	the	new	church--for
in	matters	of	religionshe	was	a	rigid	formalist:	no	weather	ever	prevented	the	punctualdischarge	of	what	she	considered	her	devotional	duties;	fair	orfoul,	she	went	to	church	thrice	every	Sunday,	and	as	often	on	week-days	as	there	were	prayers.I	bethought	myself	to	go	upstairs	and	see	how	the	dying	woman	sped,who	lay	there	almost	unheeded:	the
very	servants	paid	her	but	aremittent	attention:	the	hired	nurse,	being	little	looked	after,would	slip	out	of	the	room	whenever	she	could.	However,	had	they	been	married,they	would	no	doubt	by	their	severity	as	husbands	have	made	up	fortheir	softness	as	suitors;	and	so	will	you,	I	fear.	They	both	threw	their	armsround	his	neck	at	once.	Mr.
Brocklehurst	buys	all	our	foodand	all	our	clothes.""Does	he	live	here?""No--two	miles	off,	at	a	large	hall.""Is	he	a	good	man?""He	is	a	clergyman,	and	is	said	to	do	a	great	deal	of	good.""Did	you	say	that	tall	lady	was	called	Miss	Temple?""Yes.""And	what	are	the	other	teachers	called?""The	one	with	red	cheeks	is	called	Miss	Smith;	she	attends	to
thework,	and	cuts	out--for	we	make	our	own	clothes,	our	frocks,	andpelisses,	and	everything;	the	little	one	with	black	hair	is	MissScatcherd;	she	teaches	history	and	grammar,	and	hears	the	secondclass	repetitions;	and	the	one	who	wears	a	shawl,	and	has	a	pocket-handkerchief	tied	to	her	side	with	a	yellow	ribband,	is	MadamePierrot:	she	comes	from
Lisle,	in	France,	and	teaches	French.""Do	you	like	the	teachers?""Well	enough.""Do	you	like	the	little	black	one,	and	the	Madame	-?--I	cannotpronounce	her	name	as	you	do.""Miss	Scatcherd	is	hasty--you	must	take	care	not	to	offend	her;Madame	Pierrot	is	not	a	bad	sort	of	person.""But	Miss	Temple	is	the	best--isn't	she?""Miss	Temple	is	very	good	and
very	clever;	she	is	above	the	rest,because	she	knows	far	more	than	they	do.""Have	you	been	long	here?""Two	years.""Are	you	an	orphan?""My	mother	is	dead.""Are	you	happy	here?""You	ask	rather	too	many	questions.	To	so	practised	andindefatigable	a	horseman	as	Mr.	Rochester,	it	would	be	but	amorning's	ride.	The	news	soshocked	his	mother	that
it	brought	on	an	apoplectic	attack.""And	what	good	can	you	do	her?	More	desolate,	moredesperate	than	ever,	it	seemed	from	contrast.	Don't	you	hear	to	what	soft	whispers	the	wind	hasfallen?	What	hadjust	passed;	what	Mrs.	While	the	driverand	Hannah	brought	in	the	boxes,	they	demanded	St.	John.	She	put	up	her	spectacles,	shutthe	Bible,	and
pushed	her	chair	back	from	the	table."I	feel	so	astonished,"	she	began,	"I	hardly	know	what	to	say	toyou,	Miss	Eyre.	He	wanted	you	to	marryhim?""He	asked	me	to	marry	him.""That	is	a	fiction--an	impudent	invention	to	vex	me.""I	beg	your	pardon,	it	is	the	literal	truth:	he	asked	me	more	thanonce,	and	was	as	stiff	about	urging	his	point	as	ever	you
could	be.""Miss	Eyre,	I	repeat	it,	you	can	leave	me.	Show	me	how	to	work,	or	how	to	seekwork:	that	is	all	I	now	ask;	then	let	me	go,	if	it	be	but	to	themeanest	cottage;	but	till	then,	allow	me	to	stay	here:	I	dreadanother	essay	of	the	horrors	of	homeless	destitution.""Indeed	you	SHALL	stay	here,"	said	Diana,	putting	her	white	hand	onmy	head.	And
really,	after	a	day	or	two	of	confusion	worseconfounded,	it	was	delightful	by	degrees	to	invoke	order	from	thechaos	ourselves	had	made.	And	signs,	for	aught	we	know,	may	bebut	the	sympathies	of	Nature	with	man.When	I	was	a	little	girl,	only	six	years	old,	I	one	night	heardBessie	Leaven	say	to	Martha	Abbot	that	she	had	been	dreaming	about	alittle
child;	and	that	to	dream	of	children	was	a	sure	sign	oftrouble,	either	to	one's	self	or	one's	kin.	I	told	him	I	had	no	change."I	don't	want	change;	you	know	that.	Breakfast	was	over,	and	none	hadbreakfasted.	I	lifted	up	my	head	to	look:the	roof	resolved	to	clouds,	high	and	dim;	the	gleam	was	such	as	themoon	imparts	to	vapours	she	is	about	to	sever.	You
are	a	spinster?"Diana	laughed.	Whether	he	was	incensed	or	surprised,	or	what,	it	was	not	easyto	tell:	he	could	command	his	countenance	thoroughly."I	scarcely	expected	to	hear	that	expression	from	you,"	he	said:	"Ithink	I	have	done	and	uttered	nothing	to	deserve	scorn."I	was	touched	by	his	gentle	tone,	and	overawed	by	his	high,	calmmien."Forgive
me	the	words,	St.	John;	but	it	is	your	own	fault	that	Ihave	been	roused	to	speak	so	unguardedly.	I	must	do	something.What?	At	the	bottom	of	itsone	street	there	was	a	little	shop	with	some	cakes	of	bread	in	thewindow.	The	event	of	last	night	again	recurred	to	me.	When	I	hear	it,	it	carries	me	back	a	year.	I	suppose	I	have	a	considerable	organ
ofveneration,	for	I	retain	yet	the	sense	of	admiring	awe	with	which	myeyes	traced	her	steps.	He	sees	nothing	attractive	in	me;	not	evenyouth--only	a	few	useful	mental	points.--Then	I	must	leave	you,	sir,to	go	to	him?"I	shuddered	involuntarily,	and	clung	instinctively	closer	to	myblind	but	beloved	master.	Then	I	recalledwhere	I	was,	and	how	situated.
Jane,	leave	me:go	and	marry	Rivers.""Shake	me	off,	then,	sir,--push	me	away,	for	I'll	not	leave	you	ofmy	own	accord.""Jane,	I	ever	like	your	tone	of	voice:	it	still	renews	hope,	itsounds	so	truthful.	My	father,	indeed,	imposed	the	determination,	but	sincehis	death,	I	have	not	a	legitimate	obstacle	to	contend	with;	someaffairs	settled,	a	successor	for
Morton	provided,	an	entanglement	ortwo	of	the	feelings	broken	through	or	cut	asunder--a	last	conflictwith	human	weakness,	in	which	I	know	I	shall	overcome,	because	Ihave	vowed	that	I	WILL	overcome--and	I	leave	Europe	for	the	East."He	said	this,	in	his	peculiar,	subdued,	yet	emphatic	voice;	looking,when	he	had	ceased	speaking,	not	at	me,	but	at
the	setting	sun,	atwhich	I	looked	too.	I	knew	the	steely	ire	I	had	whetted.	Reed	and	I	were	left	alone:	some	minutes	passed	in	silence;she	was	sewing,	I	was	watching	her.	It	must	now	be	shut	up,	I	suppose?""No.	I	will	retain	my	post	of	mistress	till	you	get	a	substitute."He	smiled	approbation:	we	shook	hands,	and	he	took	leave.I	need	not	narrate	in
detail	the	further	struggles	I	had,	andarguments	I	used,	to	get	matters	regarding	the	legacy	settled	as	Iwished.	After	a	weary	process,	andresting	every	five	minutes,	I	succeeded	in	dressing	myself.	I	naturallyasked	myself	that	question	as	I	saw	him	turn	to	her	and	look	at	her;and,	as	naturally,	I	sought	the	answer	to	the	inquiry	in	hiscountenance.	I
humbly	entreat	my	Redeemer	to	give	me	strength	to	leadhenceforth	a	purer	life	than	I	have	done	hitherto!"Then	he	stretched	his	hand	out	to	be	led.	Then	he	would	draw	me	to	him:	no."Jane!	Jane!"	he	said,	in	such	an	accent	of	bitter	sadness	itthrilled	along	every	nerve	I	had;	"you	don't	love	me,	then?	I	left	that;	it	was	not	mine:	it	was	the
visionarybride's	who	had	melted	in	air.	Do	you	sincerely	wishme	to	be	your	wife?""I	do;	and	if	an	oath	is	necessary	to	satisfy	you,	I	swear	it.""Then,	sir,	I	will	marry	you.""Edward--my	little	wife!""Dear	Edward!""Come	to	me--come	to	me	entirely	now,"	said	he;	and	added,	in	hisdeepest	tone,	speaking	in	my	ear	as	his	cheek	was	laid	on	mine,"Make	my
happiness--I	will	make	yours.""God	pardon	me!"	he	subjoined	ere	long;	"and	man	meddle	not	with	me:I	have	her,	and	will	hold	her.""There	is	no	one	to	meddle,	sir.	Well,	you	too	have	power	over	me,	and	may	injure	me:yet	I	dare	not	show	you	where	I	am	vulnerable,	lest,	faithful	andfriendly	as	you	are,	you	should	transfix	me	at	once.""If	you	have	no
more	to	fear	from	Mr.	Mason	than	you	have	from	me,sir,	you	are	very	safe.""God	grant	it	may	be	so!	Here,	Jane,	is	an	arbour;	sit	down."The	arbour	was	an	arch	in	the	wall,	lined	with	ivy;	it	contained	arustic	seat.	Soon	he	produced	his	pocket-book:	"Here,"	said	he,	offering	me	a	note;	it	was	fifty	pounds,	andhe	owed	me	but	fifteen.	He	ought	now	to
have	been	at	school;	but	hismama	had	taken	him	home	for	a	month	or	two,	"on	account	of	hisdelicate	health."	Mr.	Miles,	the	master,	affirmed	that	he	would	dovery	well	if	he	had	fewer	cakes	and	sweetmeats	sent	him	from	home;but	the	mother's	heart	turned	from	an	opinion	so	harsh,	and	inclinedrather	to	the	more	refined	idea	that	John's	sallowness
was	owing	toover-application	and,	perhaps,	to	pining	after	home.John	had	not	much	affection	for	his	mother	and	sisters,	and	anantipathy	to	me.	I	inquired	whether	thiswas	the	case:	no	doubt	in	a	somewhat	crest-fallen	tone."Not	at	all;	he	had,	on	the	contrary,	remarked	that	I	hadscrupulously	respected	every	association:	he	feared,	indeed,	I	musthave
bestowed	more	thought	on	the	matter	than	it	was	worth.	She	had,	I	thought,	a	remarkable	countenance,instinct	both	with	power	and	goodness.	Are	they	working	people?""I	cannot	tell;	Aunt.	Nothing	bitter--nothingpoignant?	The	duration	of	each	lesson	wasmeasured	by	the	clock,	which	at	last	struck	twelve.	I	spilt	half	of	what	wasin	the	glass,"	I
said."WHO	is	it?	I	wasphysically	influenced	by	the	atmosphere	and	scene,	and	my	ears	werefilled	with	the	curses	the	maniac	still	shrieked	out;	wherein	shemomentarily	mingled	my	name	with	such	a	tone	of	demon-hate,	withsuch	language!--no	professed	harlot	ever	had	a	fouler	vocabularythan	she:	though	two	rooms	off,	I	heard	every	word--the
thinpartitions	of	the	West	India	house	opposing	but	slight	obstructionto	her	wolfish	cries."'This	life,'	said	I	at	last,	'is	hell:	this	is	the	air--those	arethe	sounds	of	the	bottomless	pit!	I	have	a	right	to	deliver	myselffrom	it	if	I	can.	Is	she	piquant?	I	never	spoke	to	it,and	it	never	spoke	to	me,	in	words;	but	I	read	its	eyes,	and	it	readmine;	and	our	speechless
colloquy	was	to	this	effect	-"It	was	a	fairy,	and	come	from	Elf-land,	it	said;	and	its	errand	wasto	make	me	happy:	I	must	go	with	it	out	of	the	common	world	to	alonely	place--such	as	the	moon,	for	instance--and	it	nodded	its	headtowards	her	horn,	rising	over	Hay-hill:	it	told	me	of	the	alabastercave	and	silver	vale	where	we	might	live.	Christmas	andthe
New	Year	had	been	celebrated	at	Gateshead	with	the	usual	festivecheer;	presents	had	been	interchanged,	dinners	and	evening	partiesgiven.	The	candle,whose	ray	had	been	my	beacon,	burnt	on	the	table;	and	by	its	lightan	elderly	woman,	somewhat	rough-looking,	but	scrupulously	clean,like	all	about	her,	was	knitting	a	stocking.I	noticed	these	objects
cursorily	only--in	them	there	was	nothingextraordinary.	Go	up	to	your	own	room;	think	over	all	I	have	said,	and,Jane,	cast	a	glance	on	my	sufferings--think	of	me."He	turned	away;	he	threw	himself	on	his	face	on	the	sofa.	She	is	always	scolding	me.""Because	you're	such	a	queer,	frightened,	shy	little	thing.	Poole--an	able	woman	in	her	line,	and
verytrustworthy,	but	for	one	fault--a	fault	common	to	a	deal	of	themnurses	and	matrons--she	KEPT	A	PRIVATE	BOTTLE	OF	GIN	BY	HER,	and	nowand	then	took	a	drop	over-much.	Go	and	ask	if	she	wants	anything;and	when	she	will	come	down."I	came	down	as	soon	as	I	thought	there	was	a	prospect	of	breakfast.Entering	the	room	very	softly,	I	had	a
view	of	him	before	hediscovered	my	presence.	It	was	by	his	advice	that	my	father	risked	most	of	hisproperty	in	the	speculation	that	ruined	him.	"Curiosity	isa	dangerous	petition:	it	is	well	I	have	not	taken	a	vow	to	accordevery	request--""But	there	can	be	no	danger	in	complying	with	this,	sir.""Utter	it,	Jane:	but	I	wish	that	instead	of	a	mere	inquiry
into,perhaps,	a	secret,	it	was	a	wish	for	half	my	estate.""Now,	King	Ahasuerus!	What	do	I	want	with	half	your	estate?	Idid	not	give	utterance	to	this	conviction:	it	was	enough	to	feelit.	"Such	is	the	sole	conjugal	embrace	I	amever	to	know--such	are	the	endearments	which	are	to	solace	myleisure	hours!	And	THIS	is	what	I	wished	to	have"	(laying	his
handon	my	shoulder):	"this	young	girl,	who	stands	so	grave	and	quiet	atthe	mouth	of	hell,	looking	collectedly	at	the	gambols	of	a	demon,	Iwanted	her	just	as	a	change	after	that	fierce	ragout.	I	setout.Whitcross	regained,	I	followed	a	road	which	led	from	the	sun,	nowfervent	and	high.	"Very	well,"	I	responded,mentally,	"stand	if	you	like;	but	you	shall
not	go	just	yet,	I	amdetermined:	solitude	is	at	least	as	bad	for	you	as	it	is	for	me.I'll	try	if	I	cannot	discover	the	secret	spring	of	your	confidence,and	find	an	aperture	in	that	marble	breast	through	which	I	can	shedone	drop	of	the	balm	of	sympathy.""Is	this	portrait	like?"	I	asked	bluntly."Like!	Like	whom?	In	order	to	continue	enjoying	our	site,	we	ask
that	you	confirm	your	identity	as	a	human.	It	isseldom,	indeed,	an	English	face	comes	so	near	the	antique	models	asdid	his.	Providencehas	blessed	my	endeavours	to	secure	a	competency;	and	as	I	amunmarried	and	childless,	I	wish	to	adopt	her	during	my	life,	andbequeath	her	at	my	death	whatever	I	may	have	to	leave.--I	am,	Madam,&c.,	&c.,"JOHN
EYRE,	Madeira."It	was	dated	three	years	back."Why	did	I	never	hear	of	this?"	I	asked."Because	I	disliked	you	too	fixedly	and	thoroughly	ever	to	lend	ahand	in	lifting	you	to	prosperity.	As	we	re-entered	thecarriage,	and	I	sat	back	feverish	and	fagged,	I	remembered	what,	inthe	hurry	of	events,	dark	and	bright,	I	had	wholly	forgotten--theletter	of	my
uncle,	John	Eyre,	to	Mrs.	I	said	I	should	like	togo;	but	reminded	it,	as	you	did	me,	that	I	had	no	wings	to	fly."'Oh,'	returned	the	fairy,	'that	does	not	signify!	Here	is	atalisman	will	remove	all	difficulties;'	and	she	held	out	a	prettygold	ring.	Reed	looked	up	from	her	work;	her	eye	settled	on	mine,	herfingers	at	the	same	time	suspended	their	nimble
movements."Go	out	of	the	room;	return	to	the	nursery,"	was	her	mandate.	Your	mind	is	my	treasure,	and	if	it	were	broken,	itwould	be	my	treasure	still:	if	you	raved,	my	arms	should	confineyou,	and	not	a	strait	waistcoat--your	grasp,	even	in	fury,	wouldhave	a	charm	for	me:	if	you	flew	at	me	as	wildly	as	that	woman	didthis	morning,	I	should	receive	you
in	an	embrace,	at	least	as	fondas	it	would	be	restrictive.	Now,	uttered	before	a	stranger,	the	accusation	cut	me	tothe	heart;	I	dimly	perceived	that	she	was	already	obliterating	hopefrom	the	new	phase	of	existence	which	she	destined	me	to	enter;	Ifelt,	though	I	could	not	have	expressed	the	feeling,	that	she	wassowing	aversion	and	unkindness	along
my	future	path;	I	saw	myselftransformed	under	Mr.	Brocklehurst's	eye	into	an	artful,	noxiouschild,	and	what	could	I	do	to	remedy	the	injury?"Nothing,	indeed,"	thought	I,	as	I	struggled	to	repress	a	sob,	andhastily	wiped	away	some	tears,	the	impotent	evidences	of	my	anguish."Deceit	is,	indeed,	a	sad	fault	in	a	child,"	said	Mr.	Brocklehurst;"it	is	akin	to
falsehood,	and	all	liars	will	have	their	portion	inthe	lake	burning	with	fire	and	brimstone;	she	shall,	however,	bewatched,	Mrs.	"It's	a	mere	rehearsal	ofMuch	Ado	about	Nothing.	My	work,	which	had	appeared	so	vague,	sohopelessly	diffuse,	condensed	itself	as	he	proceeded,	and	assumed	adefinite	form	under	his	shaping	hand.	Unmarried	to	him,this
would	never	grieve	me;	but	can	I	let	him	complete	hiscalculations--coolly	put	into	practice	his	plans--go	through	thewedding	ceremony?	Human	life	and	human	labour	were	near.I	must	struggle	on:	strive	to	live	and	bend	to	toil	like	the	rest.About	two	o'clock	p.m.	I	entered	the	village.	Eliza	would	sit	half	the	day	sewing,reading,	or	writing,	and	scarcely
utter	a	word	either	to	me	or	hersister.	I	watched	it	ascending	thedrive	with	indifference;	carriages	often	came	to	Gateshead,	but	noneever	brought	visitors	in	whom	I	was	interested;	it	stopped	in	frontof	the	house,	the	door-bell	rang	loudly,	the	new-comer	was	admitted.All	this	being	nothing	to	me,	my	vacant	attention	soon	foundlivelier	attraction	in
the	spectacle	of	a	little	hungry	robin,	whichcame	and	chirruped	on	the	twigs	of	the	leafless	cherry-tree	nailedagainst	the	wall	near	the	casement.	That	sky	with	its	high	and	lightclouds	which	are	sure	to	melt	away	as	the	day	waxes	warm--thisplacid	and	balmly	atmosphere?""I	do,	very	much.""You	have	passed	a	strange	night,	Jane.""Yes,	sir.""And	it	has
made	you	look	pale--were	you	afraid	when	I	left	youalone	with	Mason?""I	was	afraid	of	some	one	coming	out	of	the	inner	room.""But	I	had	fastened	the	door--I	had	the	key	in	my	pocket:	I	shouldhave	been	a	careless	shepherd	if	I	had	left	a	lamb--my	pet	lamb--sonear	a	wolf's	den,	unguarded:	you	were	safe.""Will	Grace	Poole	live	here	still,	sir?""Oh	yes!
don't	trouble	your	head	about	her--put	the	thing	out	ofyour	thoughts.""Yet	it	seems	to	me	your	life	is	hardly	secure	while	she	stays.""Never	fear--I	will	take	care	of	myself.""Is	the	danger	you	apprehended	last	night	gone	by	now,	sir?""I	cannot	vouch	for	that	till	Mason	is	out	of	England:	nor	eventhen.	The	record	of	the	marriage	will	be	found	inthe
register	of	that	church--a	copy	of	it	is	now	in	my	possession.Signed,	Richard	Mason.'""That--if	a	genuine	document--may	prove	I	have	been	married,	but	itdoes	not	prove	that	the	woman	mentioned	therein	as	my	wife	is	stillliving.""She	was	living	three	months	ago,"	returned	the	lawyer."How	do	you	know?""I	have	a	witness	to	the	fact,	whose	testimony
even	you,	sir,	willscarcely	controvert.""Produce	him--or	go	to	hell.""I	will	produce	him	first--he	is	on	the	spot.	I	have	no	more	money	to	givehim:	we	are	getting	poor.	When	full	of	flowers	theywould	doubtless	look	pretty;	but	now,	at	the	latter	end	of	January,all	was	wintry	blight	and	brown	decay.	"Littledarling!--with	her	long	curls	and	her	blue	eyes,
and	such	a	sweetcolour	as	she	has;	just	as	if	she	were	painted!--Bessie,	I	couldfancy	a	Welsh	rabbit	for	supper.""So	could	I--with	a	roast	onion.	Miserable	I	am,	and	mustbe	for	a	time;	for	the	catastrophe	which	drove	me	from	a	house	I	hadfound	a	paradise	was	of	a	strange	and	direful	nature.	I	had	forgotten	to	draw	my	curtain,	which	I	usually	did,	and
also	tolet	down	my	window-blind.	Fairfax	told	me	so	once.""And	did	you	ever	hear	that	my	father	was	an	avaricious,	graspingman?""I	have	understood	something	to	that	effect.""Well,	Jane,	being	so,	it	was	his	resolution	to	keep	the	propertytogether;	he	could	not	bear	the	idea	of	dividing	his	estate	andleaving	me	a	fair	portion:	all,	he	resolved,	should
go	to	mybrother,	Rowland.	You	are	my	little	friend,	are	you	not?""I	like	to	serve	you,	sir,	and	to	obey	you	in	all	that	is	right.""Precisely:	I	see	you	do.	It	was	beautiful,	but	too	solemn;	I	halfrose,	and	stretched	my	arm	to	draw	the	curtain.Good	God!	What	a	cry!The	night--its	silence--its	rest,	was	rent	in	twain	by	a	savage,	asharp,	a	shrilly	sound	that	ran
from	end	to	end	of	Thornfield	Hall.My	pulse	stopped:	my	heart	stood	still;	my	stretched	arm	wasparalysed.	Dim	dawn	glimmered	in	theyard.	As	yet	I	had	not	thought;	I	had	onlylistened,	watched,	dreaded;	now	I	regained	the	faculty	ofreflection.What	was	I	to	do?	Stay!	Ihave	it	here--it	is	always	more	satisfactory	to	see	important	pointswritten	down,
fairly	committed	to	black	and	white."And	the	pocket-book	was	again	deliberately	produced,	opened,	soughtthrough;	from	one	of	its	compartments	was	extracted	a	shabby	slip	ofpaper,	hastily	torn	off:	I	recognised	in	its	texture	and	its	stainsof	ultra-marine,	and	lake,	and	vermillion,	the	ravished	margin	ofthe	portrait-cover.	He	had	been	called	away	by
thesudden	death	of	his	father:	he	was	at	Marsh	End	now,	and	would	verylikely	stay	there	a	fortnight	longer.""Was	there	any	lady	of	the	house?""Nay,	there	was	naught	but	her,	and	she	was	housekeeper;"	and	ofher,	reader,	I	could	not	bear	to	ask	the	relief	for	want	of	which	Iwas	sinking;	I	could	not	yet	beg;	and	again	I	crawled	away.Once	more	I	took
off	my	handkerchief--once	more	I	thought	of	thecakes	of	bread	in	the	little	shop.	Toprolong	doubt	was	to	prolong	hope.	There	was	a	light	in	the	porter's	lodge:when	we	reached	it,	we	found	the	porter's	wife	just	kindling	herfire:	my	trunk,	which	had	been	carried	down	the	evening	before,stood	corded	at	the	door.	If	a	gust	of	wind	swept	the	waste,
Ilooked	up,	fearing	it	was	the	rush	of	a	bull;	if	a	plover	whistled,I	imagined	it	a	man.	Jane,	you	would	not	repent	marrying	me--be	certain	of	that;we	MUST	be	married.	Rochester	at	the	house	up	yonder,	Wood;but	I	daresay	you	have	many	a	time	inclined	your	ear	to	gossip	aboutthe	mysterious	lunatic	kept	there	under	watch	and	ward.	The	old	lady,	had
beenreading	her	morning	portion	of	Scripture--the	Lesson	for	the	day;her	Bible	lay	open	before	her,	and	her	spectacles	were	upon	it.	I	thought	you	were	for	flying	off	on	some	excursion.It	is	better	so:	Hannah	shall	go	with	you.""Tell	her	to	be	ready	by	to-morrow	then;	and	here	is	the	schoolroomkey:	I	will	give	you	the	key	of	my	cottage	in	the
morning."He	took	it.	Don't	start	when	I	chance	to	speak	rather	sharply;it's	so	provoking.""I	don't	think	I	shall	ever	be	afraid	of	you	again,	Bessie,	becauseI	have	got	used	to	you,	and	I	shall	soon	have	another	set	of	peopleto	dread.""If	you	dread	them	they'll	dislike	you.""As	you	do,	Bessie?""I	don't	dislike	you,	Miss;	I	believe	I	am	fonder	of	you	than	of
allthe	others.""You	don't	show	it.""You	little	sharp	thing!	you've	got	quite	a	new	way	of	talking.What	makes	you	so	venturesome	and	hardy?""Why,	I	shall	soon	be	away	from	you,	and	besides"--I	was	going	tosay	something	about	what	had	passed	between	me	and	Mrs.	An	easy-chair	was	near	the	bed-head:	a	mansat	in	it,	dressed	with	the	exception	of	his
coat;	he	was	still;	hishead	leant	back;	his	eyes	were	closed.	I	cannot	tell--I	am	not	certain.	I	had	long	had	the	impression	thatsince	I	could	nowhere	find	you,	you	must	be	dead.	I	confessed	it	by	silence."Are	you	going	to	seek	Mr.	Rochester?""I	must	find	out	what	is	become	of	him.""It	remains	for	me,	then,"	he	said,	"to	remember	you	in	my	prayers,and
to	entreat	God	for	you,	in	all	earnestness,	that	you	may	notindeed	become	a	castaway.	I	had	heard	Mr.Rochester	assign	him	an	apartment	below--what	brought	him	here!	Andwhy,	now,	was	he	so	tame	under	the	violence	or	treachery	done	him?Why	did	he	so	quietly	submit	to	the	concealment	Mr.	Rochesterenforced?	In	the	eyes	of	theworld,	I	was
doubtless	covered	with	grimy	dishonour;	but	I	resolvedto	be	clean	in	my	own	sight--and	to	the	last	I	repudiated	thecontamination	of	her	crimes,	and	wrenched	myself	from	connectionwith	her	mental	defects.	I'll	have	no	brats!--I'll	have	only	you.""Do	let	her	go,	Mr.	Rochester,	if	you	please:	it	would	be	better.""Not	it:	she	will	be	a	restraint."He	was
quite	peremptory,	both	in	look	and	voice.	But	I	did	not	love	myservitude:	I	wished,	many	a	time,	he	had	continued	to	neglect	me.One	evening	when,	at	bedtime,	his	sisters	and	I	stood	round	him,bidding	him	good-night,	he	kissed	each	of	them,	as	was	his	custom;and,	as	was	equally	his	custom,	he	gave	me	his	hand.	I	looked	very	pale,	she	observed.
Thejudges	chosen	were	Mr.	Oliver	and	an	able	lawyer:	both	coincided	inmy	opinion:	I	carried	my	point.	I	said	my	eveningprayers	at	its	conclusion,	and	then	chose	my	couch.Beside	the	crag	the	heath	was	very	deep:	when	I	lay	down	my	feetwere	buried	in	it;	rising	high	on	each	side,	it	left	only	a	narrowspace	for	the	night-air	to	invade.	Finally,	I	have
alluded	to	Mr.Thackeray,	because	to	him--if	he	will	accept	the	tribute	of	a	totalstranger--I	have	dedicated	this	second	edition	of	"JANE	EYRE."CURRER	BELL.December	21st,	1847.NOTE	TO	THE	THIRD	EDITIONI	avail	myself	of	the	opportunity	which	a	third	edition	of	"JaneEyre"	affords	me,	of	again	addressing	a	word	to	the	Public,	toexplain	that	my
claim	to	the	title	of	novelist	rests	on	this	onework	alone.	Almost	every	day	I	asked	Mrs.	I	knew	such	an	idea	would	shock,	perhapsoffend	you;	and	you	were	so	discreet,	and	so	thoroughly	modest	andsensible,	I	hoped	you	might	be	trusted	to	protect	yourself.	Leaven,	as	Ientered."Yes,	Bessie,"	said	I,	after	I	had	kissed	her;	"and	I	trust	I	am	nottoo	late.	I
recalled	that	inward	sensationI	had	experienced:	for	I	could	recall	it,	with	all	its	unspeakablestrangeness.	It	seemed	that	sleep	and	night	had	resumed	their	empire.Meantime	the	moon	declined:	she	was	about	to	set.	The	breeze	is	still:it	is	quite	hot.""Do	you	know,	Jane,	I	have	your	little	pearl	necklace	at	this	momentfastened	round	my	bronze	scrag
under	my	cravat?	I	wish,Jane,	I	were	a	trifle	better	adapted	to	match	with	her	externally.Tell	me	now,	fairy	as	you	are--can't	you	give	me	a	charm,	or	aphilter,	or	something	of	that	sort,	to	make	me	a	handsome	man?""It	would	be	past	the	power	of	magic,	sir;"	and,	in	thought,	Iadded,	"A	loving	eye	is	all	the	charm	needed:	to	such	you	arehandsome
enough;	or	rather	your	sternness	has	a	power	beyondbeauty."Mr.	Rochester	had	sometimes	read	my	unspoken	thoughts	with	an	acumento	me	incomprehensible:	in	the	present	instance	he	took	no	noticeof	my	abrupt	vocal	response;	but	he	smiled	at	me	with	a	certainsmile	he	had	of	his	own,	and	which	he	used	but	on	rare	occasions.He	seemed	to	think
it	too	good	for	common	purposes:	it	was	the	realsunshine	of	feeling--he	shed	it	over	me	now."Pass,	Janet,"	said	he,	making	room	for	me	to	cross	the	stile:	"goup	home,	and	stay	your	weary	little	wandering	feet	at	a	friend'sthreshold."All	I	had	now	to	do	was	to	obey	him	in	silence:	no	need	for	me	tocolloquise	further.	At	the	bottom	wasa	sunk	fence;	its
sole	separation	from	lonely	fields:	a	windingwalk,	bordered	with	laurels	and	terminating	in	a	giant	horse-chestnut,	circled	at	the	base	by	a	seat,	led	down	to	the	fence.Here	one	could	wander	unseen.	I	stopped	at	it.	If	the	flood	annoyed	him,	so	much	the	better.So	I	gave	way	and	cried	heartily.Soon	I	heard	him	earnestly	entreating	me	to	be	composed.	I
then	satdown:	I	felt	weak	and	tired.	You	have	doneyour	duty	in	excluding,	now	let	me	do	mine	in	admitting	her.	Again	the	bell	rang:	all	formed	in	file,	twoand	two,	and	in	that	order	descended	the	stairs	and	entered	the	coldand	dimly	lit	schoolroom:	here	prayers	were	read	by	Miss	Miller;afterwards	she	called	out	-"Form	classes!"A	great	tumult
succeeded	for	some	minutes,	during	which	Miss	Millerrepeatedly	exclaimed,	"Silence!"	and	"Order!"	When	it	subsided,	Isaw	them	all	drawn	up	in	four	semicircles,	before	four	chairs,placed	at	the	four	tables;	all	held	books	in	their	hands,	and	agreat	book,	like	a	Bible,	lay	on	each	table,	before	the	vacant	seat.A	pause	of	some	seconds	succeeded,	filled
up	by	the	low,	vague	humof	numbers;	Miss	Miller	walked	from	class	to	class,	hushing	thisindefinite	sound.A	distant	bell	tinkled:	immediately	three	ladies	entered	the	room,each	walked	to	a	table	and	took	her	seat.	Itshowed	no	variation	but	of	tint:	green,	where	rush	and	mossovergrew	the	marshes;	black,	where	the	dry	soil	bore	only	heath.Dark	as	it
was	getting,	I	could	still	see	these	changes,	though	butas	mere	alternations	of	light	and	shade;	for	colour	had	faded	withthe	daylight.My	eye	still	roved	over	the	sullen	swell	and	along	the	moor-edge,vanishing	amidst	the	wildest	scenery,	when	at	one	dim	point,	far	inamong	the	marshes	and	the	ridges,	a	light	sprang	up.	I	would	suggest	to	such
doubterscertain	obvious	distinctions;	I	would	remind	them	of	certain	simpletruths.Conventionality	is	not	morality.	Not	liking	tosit	in	the	cold	and	darkness,	I	thought	I	would	lie	down	on	my	bed,dressed	as	I	was.	I	mustbe	aided,	and	by	that	hand:	and	aided	I	was."When	once	I	had	pressed	the	frail	shoulder,	something	new--a	freshsap	and	sense--stole
into	my	frame.	I	am	not	talking	to	you	now	through	the	medium	of	custom,conventionalities,	nor	even	of	mortal	flesh;--it	is	my	spirit	thataddresses	your	spirit;	just	as	if	both	had	passed	through	the	grave,and	we	stood	at	God's	feet,	equal,--as	we	are!""As	we	are!"	repeated	Mr.	Rochester--"so,"	he	added,	enclosing	me	inhis	arms.	Fairfax,	Adele,	Sophie,
Leah,	advanced	to	meetand	greet	us."To	the	right-about--every	soul!"	cried	the	master;	"away	with	yourcongratulations!	Who	wants	them?	I	saw	ripe	bilberries	gleaminghere	and	there,	like	jet	beads	in	the	heath:	I	gathered	a	handfuland	ate	them	with	the	bread.	What	a	miserablelittle	poltroon	had	fear,	engendered	of	unjust	punishment,	made	ofme	in
those	days!	I	feared	to	return	to	the	nursery,	and	feared	togo	forward	to	the	parlour;	ten	minutes	I	stood	in	agitatedhesitation;	the	vehement	ringing	of	the	breakfast-room	bell	decidedme;	I	MUST	enter."Who	could	want	me?"	I	asked	inwardly,	as	with	both	hands	I	turnedthe	stiff	door-handle,	which,	for	a	second	or	two,	resisted	myefforts.	I	could	not
sleepunless	it	was	folded	in	my	night-gown;	and	when	it	lay	there	safeand	warm,	I	was	comparatively	happy,	believing	it	to	be	happylikewise.Long	did	the	hours	seem	while	I	waited	the	departure	of	the	company,and	listened	for	the	sound	of	Bessie's	step	on	the	stairs:sometimes	she	would	come	up	in	the	interval	to	seek	her	thimble	orher	scissors,	or
perhaps	to	bring	me	something	by	way	of	supper--abun	or	a	cheese-cake--then	she	would	sit	on	the	bed	while	I	ate	it,and	when	I	had	finished,	she	would	tuck	the	clothes	round	me,	andtwice	she	kissed	me,	and	said,	"Good	night,	Miss	Jane."	When	thusgentle,	Bessie	seemed	to	me	the	best,	prettiest,	kindest	being	inthe	world;	and	I	wished	most
intensely	that	she	would	always	be	sopleasant	and	amiable,	and	never	push	me	about,	or	scold,	or	task	meunreasonably,	as	she	was	too	often	wont	to	do.	Hush!	say	nothing--my	heart	is	full	ofdelight--my	senses	are	entranced--let	the	time	I	marked	pass	inpeace."I	humoured	him:	the	watch	ticked	on:	he	breathed	fast	and	low:	Istood	silent.	In	a	minute	I
had	my	face	under	their	bonnets,	incontact	first	with	Mary's	soft	cheek,	then	with	Diana's	flowingcurls.	But	three	of	the	number	can	read:	none	write	or	cipher.Several	knit,	and	a	few	sew	a	little.	I	was	sheepishly	retreating	also;	but	Mr.Rochester	followed	me,	and	when	we	reached	the	wicket,	he	said	-"Turn	back:	on	so	lovely	a	night	it	is	a	shame	to
sit	in	the	house;and	surely	no	one	can	wish	to	go	to	bed	while	sunset	is	thus	atmeeting	with	moonrise."It	is	one	of	my	faults,	that	though	my	tongue	is	sometimes	promptenough	at	an	answer,	there	are	times	when	it	sadly	fails	me	inframing	an	excuse;	and	always	the	lapse	occurs	at	some	crisis,	whena	facile	word	or	plausible	pretext	is	specially	wanted
to	get	me	outof	painful	embarrassment.	Shemight	as	well	have	said	to	the	fire,	"don't	burn!"	but	how	could	shedivine	the	morbid	suffering	to	which	I	was	a	prey?	Yet	I	knew	allthe	time,	if	I	yielded	now,	I	should	not	the	less	be	made	to	repent,some	day,	of	my	former	rebellion.	Andthen	it	is	such	a	bitter	night--the	keenest	wind	you	ever	felt.	Afar,	it
offered	a	pale	blank	of	mist	and	cloud;	near	ascene	of	wet	lawn	and	storm-beat	shrub,	with	ceaseless	rain	sweepingaway	wildly	before	a	long	and	lamentable	blast.I	returned	to	my	book--Bewick's	History	of	British	Birds:	theletterpress	thereof	I	cared	little	for,	generally	speaking;	and	yetthere	were	certain	introductory	pages	that,	child	as	I	was,	I
couldnot	pass	quite	as	a	blank.	It	is	your	time	now,	little	tyrant,	but	it	will	bemine	presently;	and	when	once	I	have	fairly	seized	you,	to	have	andto	hold,	I'll	just--figuratively	speaking--attach	you	to	a	chainlike	this"	(touching	his	watch-guard).	My	uncle	engaged	afterwards	in	more	prosperousundertakings:	it	appears	he	realised	a	fortune	of	twenty
thousandpounds.	I	cannottell;	but	I	think	if	some	of	those	amongst	whom	he	hurls	the	Greekfire	of	his	sarcasm,	and	over	whom	he	flashes	the	levin-brand	of	hisdenunciation,	were	to	take	his	warnings	in	time--they	or	their	seedmight	yet	escape	a	fatal	Rimoth-Gilead.Why	have	I	alluded	to	this	man?	But	now,though	her	voice	was	still	sweet,	I	found	in
its	melody	anindescribable	sadness.	I	was	an	intellectual	epicure,	and	wished	toprolong	the	gratification	of	making	this	novel	and	piquantacquaintance:	besides,	I	was	for	a	while	troubled	with	a	hauntingfear	that	if	I	handled	the	flower	freely	its	bloom	would	fade--thesweet	charm	of	freshness	would	leave	it.	I	remembered	his	fine	voice;	Iknew	he	liked
to	sing--good	singers	generally	do.	Diana	announced	that	she	wouldjust	give	me	time	to	get	over	the	honeymoon,	and	then	she	would	comeand	see	me."She	had	better	not	wait	till	then,	Jane,"	said	Mr.	Rochester,	whenI	read	her	letter	to	him;	"if	she	does,	she	will	be	too	late,	forour	honeymoon	will	shine	our	life	long:	its	beams	will	only	fadeover	your
grave	or	mine."How	St.	John	received	the	news,	I	don't	know:	he	never	answered	theletter	in	which	I	communicated	it:	yet	six	months	after	he	wrote	tome,	without,	however,	mentioning	Mr.	Rochester's	name	or	alluding	tomy	marriage.	And	he	proceeded	toinform	us	that	his	departure	from	England	was	now	definitively	fixedfor	the	ensuing	year."And
Rosamond	Oliver?"	suggested	Mary,	the	words	seeming	to	escapeher	lips	involuntarily:	for	no	sooner	had	she	uttered	them,	thanshe	made	a	gesture	as	if	wishing	to	recall	them.	Can	you	listen	to	me"Yes,	sir;	for	hours	if	you	will.""I	ask	only	minutes.	Youentered	the	room	with	a	look	and	air	at	once	shy	and	independent:you	were	quaintly	dressed--much
as	you	are	now.	I	used	to	enjoya	chance	meeting	with	you,	Jane,	at	this	time:	there	was	a	curioushesitation	in	your	manner:	you	glanced	at	me	with	a	slight	trouble--a	hovering	doubt:	you	did	not	know	what	my	caprice	might	be--whether	I	was	going	to	play	the	master	and	be	stern,	or	the	friendand	be	benignant.	Thisgirl,"	he	continued,	looking	at	me,
"knew	no	more	than	you,	Wood,	ofthe	disgusting	secret:	she	thought	all	was	fair	and	legal	and	neverdreamt	she	was	going	to	be	entrapped	into	a	feigned	union	with	adefrauded	wretch,	already	bound	to	a	bad,	mad,	and	embruted	partner!Come	all	of	you--follow!"Still	holding	me	fast,	he	left	the	church:	the	three	gentlemen	cameafter.	Soft	scene,daring
demonstration,	I	would	not	have;	and	I	stood	in	peril	ofboth:	a	weapon	of	defence	must	be	prepared--I	whetted	my	tongue:as	he	reached	me,	I	asked	with	asperity,	"whom	he	was	going	to	marrynow?""That	was	a	strange	question	to	be	put	by	his	darling	Jane.""Indeed!	I	considered	it	a	very	natural	and	necessary	one:	he	hadtalked	of	his	future	wife
dying	with	him.	I	went,	and	having	found	Bessie	anddespatched	her	on	my	errand,	I	proceeded	to	take	further	measures.It	had	heretofore	been	my	habit	always	to	shrink	from	arrogance:received	as	I	had	been	to-day,	I	should,	a	year	ago,	have	resolvedto	quit	Gateshead	the	very	next	morning;	now,	it	was	disclosed	to	meall	at	once	that	that	would	be	a
foolish	plan.	A	name	casuallywritten	on	a	slip	of	paper	has	enabled	me	to	find	her	out.	Grace	Poole	bent	over	the	fire,	apparentlycooking	something	in	a	saucepan.	Of	late,	Jane--only--only	of	late--I	began	to	see	andacknowledge	the	hand	of	God	in	my	doom.	If	so,	whose?	"Oh,	it	is	rich	to	see	and	hearher?"	he	exclaimed.	I	sawnothing,	but	I	heard	a	voice
somewhere	cry	-"Jane!	Jane!	Jane!"--nothing	more."O	God!	what	is	it?"	I	gasped.I	might	have	said,	"Where	is	it?"	for	it	did	not	seem	in	the	room--nor	in	the	house--nor	in	the	garden;	it	did	not	come	out	of	the	air--nor	from	under	the	earth--nor	from	overhead.	Diana,	asshe	passed	in	and	out,	in	the	course	of	preparing	tea,	brought	me	alittle	cake,	baked
on	the	top	of	the	oven."Eat	that	now,"	she	said:	"you	must	be	hungry.	It	is	true,	that	while	I	worked,	she	wouldidle;	and	I	thought	to	myself,	"If	you	and	I	were	destined	to	livealways	together,	cousin,	we	would	commence	matters	on	a	differentfooting.	Ranged	on	benches	down	thesides	of	the	room,	the	eighty	girls	sat	motionless	and	erect;	aquaint
assemblage	they	appeared,	all	with	plain	locks	combed	fromtheir	faces,	not	a	curl	visible;	in	brown	dresses,	made	high	andsurrounded	by	a	narrow	tucker	about	the	throat,	with	little	pocketsof	holland	(shaped	something	like	a	Highlander's	purse)	tied	infront	of	their	frocks,	and	destined	to	serve	the	purpose	of	a	work-bag:	all,	too,	wearing	woollen
stockings	and	country-made	shoes,fastened	with	brass	buckles.	Janet,by-the-bye,	it	was	you	who	made	me	the	offer.""Of	course	I	did.	or	would	the	sight	of	it	bring	recollections	calculatedto	enervate	and	distress?"He	now	furtively	raised	his	eyes:	he	glanced	at	me,	irresolute,disturbed:	he	again	surveyed	the	picture."That	I	should	like	to	have	it	is
certain:	whether	it	would	bejudicious	or	wise	is	another	question."Since	I	had	ascertained	that	Rosamond	really	preferred	him,	and	thather	father	was	not	likely	to	oppose	the	match,	I--less	exalted	in	myviews	than	St.	John--had	been	strongly	disposed	in	my	own	heart	toadvocate	their	union.	"Has	anything	happened?""No.	How	very	easily	alarmed	you
are?"	he	answered,	removing	hiscloak	and	hanging	it	up	against	the	door,	towards	which	he	againcoolly	pushed	the	mat	which	his	entrance	had	deranged.	"Why,	she	can't	he	above	seventeen	or	eighteen	yearsold,	St.	John,"	said	she."I	am	near	nineteen:	but	I	am	not	married.	I	must	watch	this	ghastlycountenance--these	blue,	still	lips	forbidden	to
unclose--these	eyesnow	shut,	now	opening,	now	wandering	through	the	room,	now	fixing	onme,	and	ever	glazed	with	the	dulness	of	horror.	Tell	me	what	business	St.	John	andyou	have	on	hands.	You	are	not	to	suppose	that	I	desiredperfection,	either	of	mind	or	person.	I	would	fain	at	the	moment	have	become	bee	or	lizard,that	I	might	have	found
fitting	nutriment,	permanent	shelter	here.But	I	was	a	human	being,	and	had	a	human	being's	wants:	I	must	notlinger	where	there	was	nothing	to	supply	them.	I	walked	a	little	while	on	thepavement	after	tea,	thinking	of	you;	and	I	beheld	you	in	imaginationso	near	me,	I	scarcely	missed	your	actual	presence.	I	have	brought	you	a	book	forevening
solace,"	and	he	laid	on	the	table	a	new	publication--a	poem:one	of	those	genuine	productions	so	often	vouchsafed	to	thefortunate	public	of	those	days--the	golden	age	of	modern	literature.Alas!	the	readers	of	our	era	are	less	favoured.	Morton,	when	Icame	to	it	two	years	ago,	had	no	school:	the	children	of	the	poorwere	excluded	from	every	hope	of
progress.	Come	to	thesofa	and	sit	down	now,	Miss	Elliott."I	gave	an	involuntary	half	start	at	hearing	the	alias:	I	hadforgotten	my	new	name.	How	long	it	had	been	searching	me	through	and	through,and	over	and	over,	I	cannot	tell:	so	keen	was	it,	and	yet	so	cold,I	felt	for	the	moment	superstitious--as	if	I	were	sitting	in	theroom	with	something
uncanny."Jane,	what	are	you	doing?""Learning	German.""I	want	you	to	give	up	German	and	learn	Hindostanee.""You	are	not	in	earnest?""In	such	earnest	that	I	must	have	it	so:	and	I	will	tell	you	why."He	then	went	on	to	explain	that	Hindostanee	was	the	language	he	washimself	at	present	studying;	that,	as	he	advanced,	he	was	apt	toforget	the
commencement;	that	it	would	assist	him	greatly	to	have	apupil	with	whom	he	might	again	and	again	go	over	the	elements,	andso	fix	them	thoroughly	in	his	mind;	that	his	choice	had	hovered	forsome	time	between	me	and	his	sisters;	but	that	he	had	fixed	on	mebecause	he	saw	I	could	sit	at	a	task	the	longest	of	the	three.Would	I	do	him	this	favour?	I
led	him	out	of	thewet	and	wild	wood	into	some	cheerful	fields:	I	described	to	him	howbrilliantly	green	they	were;	how	the	flowers	and	hedges	lookedrefreshed;	how	sparklingly	blue	was	the	sky.	TheImpossible--I.E.,	my	marriage	with	St.	John--was	fast	becoming	thePossible.	I	rose	ere	long.The	light	was	yet	there,	shining	dim	but	constant	through	the
rain.I	tried	to	walk	again:	I	dragged	my	exhausted	limbs	slowly	towardsit.	He,	too,	has	always	been	called	careful.	Now	for	the	eyes:	I	had	left	them	to	the	last,because	they	required	the	most	careful	working.	I	know	poetry	is	notdead,	nor	genius	lost;	nor	has	Mammon	gained	power	over	either,	tobind	or	slay:	they	will	both	assert	their	existence,
theirpresence,	their	liberty	and	strength	again	one	day.	Me,	she	haddispensed	from	joining	the	group;	saying,	"She	regretted	to	be	underthe	necessity	of	keeping	me	at	a	distance;	but	that	until	she	heardfrom	Bessie,	and	could	discover	by	her	own	observation,	that	I	wasendeavouring	in	good	earnest	to	acquire	a	more	sociable	andchildlike	disposition,
a	more	attractive	and	sprightly	manner--something	lighter,	franker,	more	natural,	as	it	were--she	reallymust	exclude	me	from	privileges	intended	only	for	contented,	happy,little	children.""What	does	Bessie	say	I	have	done?"	I	asked."Jane,	I	don't	like	cavillers	or	questioners;	besides,	there	issomething	truly	forbidding	in	a	child	taking	up	her	elders	in
thatmanner.	There	was	the	stile	before	me--thevery	fields	through	which	I	had	hurried,	blind,	deaf,	distractedwith	a	revengeful	fury	tracking	and	scourging	me,	on	the	morning	Ifled	from	Thornfield:	ere	I	well	knew	what	course	I	had	resolved	totake,	I	was	in	the	midst	of	them.	I	see	trees	ladenwith	ripening	fruit.	You	too	have	principle	andmind:	your
tastes	and	habits	resemble	Diana's	and	Mary's;	yourpresence	is	always	agreeable	to	me;	in	your	conversation	I	havealready	for	some	time	found	a	salutary	solace.	YOU	may	even	think	it	degrading--for	I	see	now	your	habits	have	been	what	the	world	calls	refined:your	tastes	lean	to	the	ideal,	and	your	society	has	at	least	beenamongst	the	educated;	but
I	consider	that	no	service	degrades	whichcan	better	our	race.	And	yet	the	spectacle	of	desolation	I	had	justleft	prepared	me	in	a	measure	for	a	tale	of	misery.	Itseemed	as	if	an	invisible	bond	had	burst,	and	that	I	had	struggledout	into	unhoped-for	liberty.	Theoperation	was	performed	amidst	the	fiercest	yells	and	the	mostconvulsive	plunges.	Butwhere
there	are	no	obstacles	to	a	union,	as	in	the	present	case,where	the	connection	is	in	every	point	desirable,	delays	areunnecessary:	they	will	be	married	as	soon	as	S-	Place,	which	SirFrederic	gives	up	to	them,	can	he	refitted	for	their	reception."The	first	time	I	found	St.	John	alone	after	this	communication,	Ifelt	tempted	to	inquire	if	the	event	distressed
him:	but	he	seemedso	little	to	need	sympathy,	that,	so	far	from	venturing	to	offer	himmore,	I	experienced	some	shame	at	the	recollection	of	what	I	hadalready	hazarded.	He	stretched	his	right	hand	(the	left	arm,	themutilated	one,	he	kept	hidden	in	his	bosom);	he	seemed	to	wish	bytouch	to	gain	an	idea	of	what	lay	around	him:	he	met	but	vacancystill;
for	the	trees	were	some	yards	off	where	he	stood.	Butjoy	soon	effaced	every	other	feeling;	and	loud	as	the	wind	blew,near	and	deep	as	the	thunder	crashed,	fierce	and	frequent	as	thelightning	gleamed,	cataract-like	as	the	rain	fell	during	a	storm	oftwo	hours'	duration,	I	experienced	no	fear	and	little	awe.	Afew	strange,	antique	portraits	of	the	men	and
women	of	other	daysdecorated	the	stained	walls;	a	cupboard	with	glass	doors	containedsome	books	and	an	ancient	set	of	china.	I	hadleft	this	woman	in	bitterness	and	hate,	and	I	came	back	to	her	nowwith	no	other	emotion	than	a	sort	of	ruth	for	her	great	sufferings,and	a	strong	yearning	to	forget	and	forgive	all	injuries--to	bereconciled	and	clasp
hands	in	amity.The	well-known	face	was	there:	stern,	relentless	as	ever--there	wasthat	peculiar	eye	which	nothing	could	melt,	and	the	somewhat	raised,imperious,	despotic	eyebrow.	At	last	the	guard	returned;	once	moreI	was	stowed	away	in	the	coach,	my	protector	mounted	his	own	seat,sounded	his	hollow	horn,	and	away	we	rattled	over	the	"stony
street"of	L-.The	afternoon	came	on	wet	and	somewhat	misty:	as	it	waned	intodusk,	I	began	to	feel	that	we	were	getting	very	far	indeed	fromGateshead:	we	ceased	to	pass	through	towns;	the	country	changed;great	grey	hills	heaved	up	round	the	horizon:	as	twilight	deepened,we	descended	a	valley,	dark	with	wood,	and	long	after	night	hadoverclouded
the	prospect,	I	heard	a	wild	wind	rushing	amongst	trees.Lulled	by	the	sound,	I	at	last	dropped	asleep;	I	had	not	longslumbered	when	the	sudden	cessation	of	motion	awoke	me;	the	coach-door	was	open,	and	a	person	like	a	servant	was	standing	at	it:	Isaw	her	face	and	dress	by	the	light	of	the	lamps."Is	there	a	little	girl	called	Jane	Eyre	here?"	she
asked.	When	Icolour,	and	when	I	shade	before	Miss	Oliver,	I	do	not	pity	myself.I	scorn	the	weakness.	I	am	not	going	out	under	human	guidance,	subjectto	the	defective	laws	and	erring	control	of	my	feeble	fellow-worms:my	king,	my	lawgiver,	my	captain,	is	the	All-perfect.	Igathered	my	energies	and	launched	them	in	this	blunt	sentence	-"I	am	not
deceitful:	if	I	were,	I	should	say	I	loved	you;	but	Ideclare	I	do	not	love	you:	I	dislike	you	the	worst	of	anybody	inthe	world	except	John	Reed;	and	this	book	about	the	liar,	you	maygive	to	your	girl,	Georgiana,	for	it	is	she	who	tells	lies,	and	notI."Mrs.	You	hear	now	how	I	contradictmyself.	Idemanded	a	quarter	of	an	hour	to	think,	before	I	again	hazarded
areply."Very	willingly,"	he	rejoined;	and	rising,	he	strode	a	littledistance	up	the	pass,	threw	himself	down	on	a	swell	of	heath,	andthere	lay	still."I	CAN	do	what	he	wants	me	to	do:	I	am	forced	to	see	andacknowledge	that,"	I	meditated,--"that	is,	if	life	be	spared	me.But	I	feel	mine	is	not	the	existence	to	be	long	protracted	under	anIndian	sun.	A
heartykissing	I	got	for	a	welcome,	and	some	boastful	triumph,	which	Iswallowed	as	well	as	I	could.	They	must	have	considered	Iwas	very	careful	and	timid	at	first,	and	that	gradually	I	grew	verybold	and	reckless.	She	glanced	over	it,	and	handedit	to	Mary.	Without	waiting	to	hearmore,	I	left	the	kitchen.	He	DID	love	me--no	one	will	ever	love	me	so
again.	Neither	ofthese	returnings	was	very	pleasant	or	desirable:	no	magnet	drew	meto	a	given	point,	increasing	in	its	strength	of	attraction	thenearer	I	came.	She	was	a	big	woman,	and	had	long	blackhair:	we	could	see	it	streaming	against	the	flames	as	she	stood.	The	voice	of	Mrs.	I	recalled	his	singular	conduct	of	yesterday,	andreally	I	began	to	fear
his	wits	were	touched.	I	thought	of	this	too.	I	found	the	sick-room	unwatched,	as	I	had	expected:no	nurse	was	there;	the	patient	lay	still,	and	seemingly	lethargic;her	livid	face	sunk	in	the	pillows:	the	fire	was	dying	in	thegrate.	What	did	most	of	thepeople	do?""Some	were	farm	labourers;	a	good	deal	worked	at	Mr.	Oliver'sneedle-factory,	and	at	the
foundry.""Did	Mr.	Oliver	employ	women?""Nay;	it	was	men's	work.""And	what	do	the	women	do?""I	knawn't,"	was	the	answer.	You	knowthe	rest."	Again	he	was	going,	but	I	set	my	back	against	the	door."Do	let	me	speak,"	I	said;	"let	me	have	one	moment	to	draw	breathand	reflect."	I	paused--he	stood	before	me,	hat	in	hand,	lookingcomposed	enough.
Hisbrain	is	first-rate,	I	should	think	not	impressible,	but	vigorous.""Is	he	an	able	man,	then?""Truly	able.""A	thoroughly	educated	man?""St.	John	is	an	accomplished	and	profound	scholar.""His	manners,	I	think,	you	said	are	not	to	your	taste?--priggish	andparsonic?""I	never	mentioned	his	manners;	but,	unless	I	had	a	very	bad	taste,they	must	suit	it;
they	are	polished,	calm,	and	gentlemanlike.""His	appearance,--I	forget	what	description	you	gave	of	hisappearance;--a	sort	of	raw	curate,	half	strangled	with	his	whiteneckcloth,	and	stilted	up	on	his	thick-soled	high-lows,	eh?""St.	John	dresses	well.	How	can	it	be	that	Jane	is	with	me,	and	says	she	lovesme?	Half-an-hour's	recreation	succeeded,
thenstudy;	then	the	glass	of	water	and	the	piece	of	oat-cake,	prayers,and	bed.	I	recognised	well	that	purpleface,--those	bloated	features.	I	would	not	ascribe	vice	to	him;	Iwould	not	say	he	had	betrayed	me;	but	the	attribute	of	stainlesstruth	was	gone	from	his	idea,	and	from	his	presence	I	must	go:	THATI	perceived	well.	But	let	me	not	hate	anddespise
myself	too	much	for	these	feelings;	I	know	them	to	be	wrong--that	is	a	great	step	gained;	I	shall	strive	to	overcome	them.	Instead	of	living	for,	in,	and	withyourself,	as	a	reasonable	being	ought,	you	seek	only	to	fasten	yourfeebleness	on	some	other	person's	strength:	if	no	one	can	be	foundwilling	to	burden	her	or	himself	with	such	a	fat,	weak,
puffy,useless	thing,	you	cry	out	that	you	are	ill-treated,	neglected,miserable.	This	was	cowardly:	I	should	have	appealedto	your	nobleness	and	magnanimity	at	first,	as	I	do	now--opened	toyou	plainly	my	life	of	agony--described	to	you	my	hunger	and	thirstafter	a	higher	and	worthier	existence--shown	to	you,	not	myRESOLUTION	(that	word	is	weak),	but
my	resistless	BENT	to	lovefaithfully	and	well,	where	I	am	faithfully	and	well	loved	in	return.Then	I	should	have	asked	you	to	accept	my	pledge	of	fidelity	and	togive	me	yours.	"Mr.	Rochesterwon't:	though	there	is	so	much	room	in	the	new	carriage.	Is	he	a	person	of	low	stature,phlegmatic,	and	plain.	She	talks	of	youcontinually:	there	is	no	subject	she
enjoys	so	much	or	touches	uponso	often.""It	is	very	pleasant	to	hear	this,"	he	said--"very:	go	on	foranother	quarter	of	an	hour."	And	he	actually	took	out	his	watch	andlaid	it	upon	the	table	to	measure	the	time."But	where	is	the	use	of	going	on,"	I	asked,	"when	you	are	probablypreparing	some	iron	blow	of	contradiction,	or	forging	a	fresh	chainto	fetter
your	heart?""Don't	imagine	such	hard	things.	Icannot	call	them	handsome--they	were	too	pale	and	grave	for	theword:	as	they	each	bent	over	a	book,	they	looked	thoughtful	almostto	severity.	She	wor	the	pictur'	o'	ye,	Mary:	Dianais	more	like	your	father."I	thought	them	so	similar	I	could	not	tell	where	the	old	servant(for	such	I	now	concluded	her	to
be)	saw	the	difference.	Still,	when	I	reached	my	chamber,	I	felt	a	pang	at	theidea	she	should	even	temporarily	misconstrue	what	she	had	seen.	I	was	too	tired	even	to	dream;	I	onlyonce	awoke	to	hear	the	wind	rave	in	furious	gusts,	and	the	rain	fallin	torrents,	and	to	be	sensible	that	Miss	Miller	had	taken	her	placeby	my	side.	I	was	sure	St.	John	Rivers--
pure-lived,	conscientious,	zealous	as	he	was--had	not	yet	found	thatpeace	of	God	which	passeth	all	understanding:	he	had	no	more	foundit,	I	thought,	than	had	I	with	my	concealed	and	racking	regrets	formy	broken	idol	and	lost	elysium--regrets	to	which	I	have	latterlyavoided	referring,	but	which	possessed	me	and	tyrannised	over
meruthlessly.Meantime	a	month	was	gone.	I	quailed	momentarily--then	I	rallied.	"It	is	always	the	way	ofevents	in	this	life,"	he	continued	presently:	"no	sooner	have	yougot	settled	in	a	pleasant	resting-place,	than	a	voice	calls	out	toyou	to	rise	and	move	on,	for	the	hour	of	repose	is	expired.""Must	I	move	on,	sir?"	I	asked.	There	was	something	glad	in
yourglance,	and	genial	in	your	manner,	when	you	conversed:	I	saw	youhad	a	social	heart;	it	was	the	silent	schoolroom--it	was	the	tediumof	your	life--that	made	you	mournful.	Take	your	wages."I	declined	accepting	more	than	was	my	due.	The	cut	bled,	the	pain	wassharp:	my	terror	had	passed	its	climax;	other	feelings	succeeded."Wicked	and	cruel
boy!"	I	said.	It	is	dearer	than	the	blood	in	my	veins.	I	tasted	her	cup.The	pillow	was	burning:	there	is	an	asp	in	the	garland:	the	winehas	a	bitter	taste:	her	promises	are	hollow--her	offers	false:	Isee	and	know	all	this."I	gazed	at	him	in	wonder."It	is	strange,"	pursued	he,	"that	while	I	love	Rosamond	Oliver	sowildly--with	all	the	intensity,	indeed,	of	a	first
passion,	theobject	of	which	is	exquisitely	beautiful,	graceful,	fascinating--Iexperience	at	the	same	time	a	calm,	unwarped	consciousness	that	shewould	not	make	me	a	good	wife;	that	she	is	not	the	partner	suited	tome;	that	I	should	discover	this	within	a	year	after	marriage;	andthat	to	twelve	months'	rapture	would	succeed	a	lifetime	of	regret.This	I
know.""Strange	indeed!"	I	could	not	help	ejaculating."While	something	in	me,"	he	went	on,	"is	acutely	sensible	to	hercharms,	something	else	is	as	deeply	impressed	with	her	defects:they	are	such	that	she	could	sympathise	in	nothing	I	aspired	to--co-operate	in	nothing	I	undertook.	My	refusals	wereforgotten--my	fears	overcome--my	wrestlings
paralysed.	St.	John	is	a	strange	being--"She	paused--I	did	not	speak:	soon	she	resumed	-"That	brother	of	mine	cherishes	peculiar	views	of	some	sortrespecting	you,	I	am	sure:	he	has	long	distinguished	you	by	anotice	and	interest	he	never	showed	to	any	one	else--to	what	end?	No	one	sawher:	they	only	knew	by	rumour	that	such	a	person	was	at	the
Hall;and	who	or	what	she	was	it	was	difficult	to	conjecture.	I	am	influenced--conquered;	and	theinfluence	is	sweeter	than	I	can	express;	and	the	conquest	I	undergohas	a	witchery	beyond	any	triumph	I	can	win.	Ifelt	it	would	be	degrading	to	faint	with	hunger	on	the	causeway	of	ahamlet.	To-night,	at	least,	I	would	beher	guest,	as	I	was	her	child:	my
mother	would	lodge	me	withoutmoney	and	without	price.	I	thought	more	o'	th'childer	nor	of	mysel:	poor	things!	They've	like	nobody	to	tak'care	on	'em	but	me.	"Will	you	give	me	that?"	I	asked.She	stared	at	me.	Daily	He	announces	moredistinctly,--'Surely	I	come	quickly!'	and	hourly	I	more	eagerlyrespond,--'Amen;	even	so	come,	Lord	Jesus!'"Page
20Jane	Eyre	is	a	first-person	narrative	of	the	title	character.	Of	yourself	youcould	come	with	soft	flight	and	nestle	against	my	heart,	if	youwould:	seized	against	your	will,	you	will	elude	the	grasp	like	anessence--you	will	vanish	ere	I	inhale	your	fragrance.	My	heart	beat	fast	and	thick:	Iheard	its	throb.	I	can	recall	some	sensations	felt	in	thatinterval;	but
few	thoughts	framed,	and	no	actions	performed.	"And	what	right	wouldthat	ruin	have	to	bid	a	budding	woodbine	cover	its	decay	withfreshness?""You	are	no	ruin,	sir--no	lightning-struck	tree:	you	are	green	andvigorous.	People	think	you	a	good	woman,	but	you	are	bad,	hard-hearted.	Flushed	and	kindled	thus,	he	looked	nearly	asbeautiful	for	a	man	as
she	for	a	woman.	"That	is	anignis	fatuus,"	was	my	first	thought;	and	I	expected	it	would	soonvanish.	I	am	curious	to	hear	it.""You	have	as	good	as	informed	me,	sir,	that	you	are	going	shortly	tobe	married?""Yes;	what	then?""In	that	case,	sir,	Adele	ought	to	go	to	school:	I	am	sure	you	willperceive	the	necessity	of	it.""To	get	her	out	of	my	bride's	way,
who	might	otherwise	walk	over	herrather	too	emphatically?	I	am	hungry:	so	are	you,	Idaresay,	only	you	forget."Summoning	Mary,	I	soon	had	the	room	in	more	cheerful	order:	Iprepared	him,	likewise,	a	comfortable	repast.	I	was	driven	to	the	point	now.	Hush,	now,	and	wipe	your	eyes."His	softened	voice	announced	that	he	was	subdued;	so	I,	in	my
turn,became	calm.	My	future	husband	was	becoming	to	me	mywhole	world;	and	more	than	the	world:	almost	my	hope	of	heaven.	It	puzzles	me	now	toremember	with	what	absurd	sincerity	I	doated	on	this	little	toy,half	fancying	it	alive	and	capable	of	sensation.	Where	did	you	go?""What	did	I	do,	Jane?	I	really	saw	in	him	a	tyrant,a	murderer.	It	tarried,
however:	days	andweeks	passed:	I	had	regained	my	normal	state	of	health,	but	no	newallusion	was	made	to	the	subject	over	which	I	brooded.	for	I	am	very	hungry."	He	caston	me	a	glance	of	surprise;	but	without	answering,	he	cut	a	thickslice	from	his	loaf,	and	gave	it	to	me.	Thesuperintendent	rose	-"I	have	a	word	to	address	to	the	pupils,"	said
she.The	tumult	of	cessation	from	lessons	was	already	breaking	forth,	butit	sank	at	her	voice.	In	the	midst	of	my	pain	of	heart	and	franticeffort	of	principle,	I	abhorred	myself.	You	wandered	out	ofthe	fold	to	seek	your	shepherd,	did	you,	Jane?""I	wanted	you:	but	don't	boast.	Oh,	my	poormaster--once	almost	my	husband--whom	I	had	often	called	"my
dearEdward!""He	must	have	been	a	bad	man,"	observed	Mr.	Rivers."You	don't	know	him--don't	pronounce	an	opinion	upon	him,"	I	said,with	warmth."Very	well,"	he	answered	quietly:	"and	indeed	my	head	is	otherwiseoccupied	than	with	him:	I	have	my	tale	to	finish.	The	sleepers	were	all	aroused:ejaculations,	terrified	murmurs	sounded	in	every	room;
door	afterdoor	unclosed;	one	looked	out	and	another	looked	out;	the	galleryfilled.	"Let	another	help	me!""No;	you	shall	tear	yourself	away,	none	shall	help	you:	you	shallyourself	pluck	out	your	right	eye;	yourself	cut	off	your	right	hand:your	heart	shall	be	the	victim,	and	you	the	priest	to	transfix	it."I	rose	up	suddenly,	terror-struck	at	the	solitude	which
so	ruthlessa	judge	haunted,--at	the	silence	which	so	awful	a	voice	filled.	How	can	I,	a	man	not	yet	thirty,	take	outwith	me	to	India	a	girl	of	nineteen,	unless	she	be	married	to	me?How	can	we	be	for	ever	together--sometimes	in	solitudes,	sometimesamidst	savage	tribes--and	unwed?""Very	well,"	I	said	shortly;	"under	the	circumstances,	quite	as	wellas	if
I	were	either	your	real	sister,	or	a	man	and	a	clergyman	likeyourself.""It	is	known	that	you	are	not	my	sister;	I	cannot	introduce	you	assuch:	to	attempt	it	would	be	to	fasten	injurious	suspicions	on	usboth.	"Come,	you	must	be	obedient."	Andstill	holding	my	hand	she	made	me	rise,	and	led	me	into	the	innerroom."Sit	there,"	she	said,	placing	me	on	the
sofa,	"while	we	take	ourthings	off	and	get	the	tea	ready;	it	is	another	privilege	weexercise	in	our	little	moorland	home--to	prepare	our	own	meals	whenwe	are	so	inclined,	or	when	Hannah	is	baking,	brewing,	washing,	orironing."She	closed	the	door,	leaving	me	solus	with	Mr.	St.	John,	who	satopposite,	a	book	or	newspaper	in	his	hand.	Leahsmiled,	and
even	Sophie	bid	me	"bon	soir"	with	glee.	I	haveknown	you,	Mr.	Rochester;	and	it	strikes	me	with	terror	and	anguishto	feel	I	absolutely	must	be	torn	from	you	for	ever.	Did	you	findpoison,	or	a	dagger,	that	you	look	so	mournful	now?""No,	no,	sir;	besides	the	delicacy	and	richness	of	the	fabric,	Ifound	nothing	save	Fairfax	Rochester's	pride;	and	that	did
not	scareme,	because	I	am	used	to	the	sight	of	the	demon.	Hecould	not	then	hasten	to	England	himself,	to	extricate	you	from	thesnare	into	which	you	had	fallen,	but	he	implored	Mr.	Mason	to	loseno	time	in	taking	steps	to	prevent	the	false	marriage.	I	pass	over	the	madness	aboutparting	from	me.	I	have	watched	you	ever	sincewe	first	met:	I	have
made	you	my	study	for	ten	months.	What	did	they	dowith	her	at	Lowood?	I	was	almostin	consternation,	so	little	had	I	expected	any	guest	from	theblocked-up	vale	that	night."Any	ill	news?"	I	demanded.	Let	the	reader	add,	to	complete	the	picture,	refinedfeatures;	a	complexion,	if	pale,	clear;	and	a	stately	air	andcarriage,	and	he	will	have,	at	least,	as
clearly	as	words	can	giveit,	a	correct	idea	of	the	exterior	of	Miss	Temple--Maria	Temple,	asI	afterwards	saw	the	name	written	in	a	prayer-book	intrusted	to	meto	carry	to	church.The	superintendent	of	Lowood	(for	such	was	this	lady)	having	takenher	seat	before	a	pair	of	globes	placed	on	one	of	the	tables,summoned	the	first	class	round	her,	and
commenced	giving	a	lesson	ongeography;	the	lower	classes	were	called	by	the	teachers:repetitions	in	history,	grammar,	&c.,	went	on	for	an	hour;	writingand	arithmetic	succeeded,	and	music	lessons	were	given	by	MissTemple	to	some	of	the	elder	girls.	I	am	simply,	in	my	original	state--stripped	of	that	blood-bleached	robe	with	which	Christianity
covershuman	deformity--a	cold,	hard,	ambitious	man.	Dianalooked	and	spoke	with	a	certain	authority:	she	had	a	will,evidently.	Thehead	was	finished	already:	there	was	but	the	background	to	tint	andthe	drapery	to	shade	off;	a	touch	of	carmine,	too,	to	add	to	theripe	lips--a	soft	curl	here	and	there	to	the	tresses--a	deeper	tingeto	the	shadow	of	the	lash
under	the	azured	eyelid.	You	don'thesitate	to	take	a	place	at	my	side,	do	you?	Why	was	I	always	suffering,	always	browbeaten,	alwaysaccused,	for	ever	condemned?	I	wanted	to	feel	the	thoughtswhose	force	he	seemed	breasting	and	resisting.At	the	churchyard	wicket	he	stopped:	he	discovered	I	was	quite	outof	breath.	So	you	shun	me?--you	shut



yourselfup	and	grieve	alone!	I	would	rather	you	had	come	and	upbraided	mewith	vehemence.	You	have	said	you	will	go	with	meto	India:	remember--you	have	said	that.""Conditionally.""Well--well.	I	repeat	it:	there	is	no	other	way;	andundoubtedly	enough	of	love	would	follow	upon	marriage	to	render	theunion	right	even	in	your	eyes.""I	scorn	your	idea
of	love,"	I	could	not	help	saying,	as	I	rose	upand	stood	before	him,	leaning	my	back	against	the	rock.	"Show	me,	show	me	the	path!"	I	entreated	of	Heaven.	Mr.	Rochester	stayed	a	moment	behind	us,	to	givesome	further	order	to	Grace	Poole.	Itwas	Christmas	week:	we	took	to	no	settled	employment,	but	spent	itin	a	sort	of	merry	domestic	dissipation.	A
shout	of	laughter	greeted	hisentrance;	noisy	at	first,	and	terminating	in	Grace	Poole's	owngoblin	ha!	ha!	SHE	then	was	there.	The	population	here	must	be	thin,	and	I	see	nopassengers	on	these	roads:	they	stretch	out	east,	west,	north,	andsouth--white,	broad,	lonely;	they	are	all	cut	in	the	moor,	and	theheather	grows	deep	and	wild	to	their	very	verge.
He	gorged	himself	habitually	attable,	which	made	him	bilious,	and	gave	him	a	dim	and	bleared	eyeand	flabby	cheeks.	Ibegan	sometimes	to	pray:	very	brief	prayers	they	were,	but	verysincere."Some	days	since:	nay,	I	can	number	them--four;	it	was	last	Mondaynight,	a	singular	mood	came	over	me:	one	in	which	grief	replacedfrenzy--sorrow,	sullenness.
I	know	I	have	always	loved	my	own	sisters;	and	Iknow	on	what	my	affection	for	them	is	grounded,--respect	for	theirworth	and	admiration	of	their	talents.	Reed	was	disposed	toreceive	me	or	not	to-night.	Oh!	come,Jane,	come!"As	he	said	this,	he	released	me	from	his	clutch,	and	only	looked	atme.	O'Gall	andBitternutt	Lodge	struck	cold	to	my	heart;	and
colder	the	thought	ofall	the	brine	and	foam,	destined,	as	it	seemed,	to	rush	between	meand	the	master	at	whose	side	I	now	walked,	and	coldest	theremembrance	of	the	wider	ocean--wealth,	caste,	custom	intervenedbetween	me	and	what	I	naturally	and	inevitably	loved."It	is	a	long	way,"	I	again	said."It	is,	to	be	sure;	and	when	you	get	to	Bitternutt
Lodge,	Connaught,Ireland,	I	shall	never	see	you	again,	Jane:	that's	morally	certain.I	never	go	over	to	Ireland,	not	having	myself	much	of	a	fancy	forthe	country.	Reed	probably	considered	she	had	kept	this	promise;and	so	she	had,	I	dare	say,	as	well	as	her	nature	would	permit	her;but	how	could	she	really	like	an	interloper	not	of	her	race,
andunconnected	with	her,	after	her	husband's	death,	by	any	tie?	Shall	I	be	an	outcast	again	this	night?While	the	rain	descends	so,	must	I	lay	my	head	on	the	cold,	drenchedground?	I	had	the	pleasure	of	feeling	that	my	arrangementsmet	their	wishes	exactly,	and	that	what	I	had	done	added	a	vividcharm	to	their	joyous	return	home.Sweet	was	that
evening.	Great	and	exalted	deeds	are	what	he	livesto	perform.""But	his	brain?	You	glowed	in	the	cool	moonlight	last	night,	when	youmutinied	against	fate,	and	claimed	your	rank	as	my	equal.	I	established	one	forboys:	I	mean	now	to	open	a	second	school	for	girls.	His	is	the	exaction	of	the	apostle,	who	speaks	but	forChrist,	when	he	says--"Whosoever
will	come	after	me,	let	him	denyhimself,	and	take	up	his	cross	and	follow	me."	His	is	the	ambitionof	the	high	master-spirit,	which	aims	to	fill	a	place	in	the	firstrank	of	those	who	are	redeemed	from	the	earth--who	stand	withoutfault	before	the	throne	of	God,	who	share	the	last	mighty	victoriesof	the	Lamb,	who	are	called,	and	chosen,	and	faithful.St.
John	is	unmarried:	he	never	will	marry	now.	Still	I	could	notturn,	nor	retrace	one	step.	Many	showed	themselves	obliging,	andamiable	too;	and	I	discovered	amongst	them	not	a	few	examples	ofnatural	politeness,	and	innate	self-respect,	as	well	as	of	excellentcapacity,	that	won	both	my	goodwill	and	my	admiration.	See	that	she	is	cared	for	as	her
conditiondemands,	and	you	have	done	all	that	God	and	humanity	require	of	you.Let	her	identity,	her	connection	with	yourself,	be	buried	inoblivion:	you	are	bound	to	impart	them	to	no	living	being.	Consider	a	moment--your	strong	sense	will	guide	you."I	did	consider;	and	still	my	sense,	such	as	it	was,	directed	me	onlyto	the	fact	that	we	did	not	love
each	other	as	man	and	wife	should:and	therefore	it	inferred	we	ought	not	to	marry.	Say	your	prayers,	Miss	Eyre,	when	you	are	by	yourself;for	if	you	don't	repent,	something	bad	might	be	permitted	to	comedown	the	chimney	and	fetch	you	away."They	went,	shutting	the	door,	and	locking	it	behind	them.The	red-room	was	a	square	chamber,	very	seldom
slept	in,	I	might	saynever,	indeed,	unless	when	a	chance	influx	of	visitors	at	GatesheadHall	rendered	it	necessary	to	turn	to	account	all	the	accommodationit	contained:	yet	it	was	one	of	the	largest	and	stateliest	chambersin	the	mansion.	But,	sir,	as	itgrew	dark,	the	wind	rose:	it	blew	yesterday	evening,	not	as	itblows	now--wild	and	high--but	'with	a
sullen,	moaning	sound'	farmore	eerie.	Ever	since	I	have	known	Mason,	I	have	onlyhad	to	say	to	him	'Do	that,'	and	the	thing	has	been	done.	By	Mr.	Rochester	they	were	not	observed;	he	was	earnestlylooking	at	my	face	from	which	the	blood	had,	I	daresay,	momentarilyfled:	for	I	felt	my	forehead	dewy,	and	my	cheeks	and	lips	cold.When	I	rallied,	which	I
soon	did,	he	walked	gently	with	me	up	thepath	to	the	porch.We	entered	the	quiet	and	humble	temple;	the	priest	waited	in	hiswhite	surplice	at	the	lowly	altar,	the	clerk	beside	him.	Neither	of	us	had	dropt	a	tear.Page	3Mr.	Rochester	had	given	me	but	one	week's	leave	of	absence:	yet	amonth	elapsed	before	I	quitted	Gateshead.	I	do	not	feelthem.	I	was
still	listening	in	thought	to	her	well-remembered	tones--still	picturing	her	pale	and	spiritual	aspect,	herwasted	face	and	sublime	gaze,	as	she	lay	on	her	placid	deathbed,	andwhispered	her	longing	to	be	restored	to	her	divine	Father's	bosom--when	a	feeble	voice	murmured	from	the	couch	behind:	"Who	is	that?"I	knew	Mrs.	Itmust	have	been	most
irksome	to	find	herself	bound	by	a	hard-wrungpledge	to	stand	in	the	stead	of	a	parent	to	a	strange	child	shecould	not	love,	and	to	see	an	uncongenial	alien	permanently	intrudedon	her	own	family	group.A	singular	notion	dawned	upon	me.	You	disapprove	of	me	still,	I	see.	"It	is	useless	to	attempt	toconciliate	you:	I	see	I	have	made	an	eternal	enemy	of
you."A	fresh	wrong	did	these	words	inflict:	the	worse,	because	theytouched	on	the	truth.	But	Hannah,	poor	woman!	could	not	stride	thedrifts	so	well	as	I:	her	legs	are	not	quite	so	long:	so	I	muste'en	leave	you	to	your	sorrows.	Mary	opened	the	door	for	me,	and	shutit	behind	me.This	parlour	looked	gloomy:	a	neglected	handful	of	fire	burnt	lowin	the
grate;	and,	leaning	over	it,	with	his	head	supported	againstthe	high,	old-fashioned	mantelpiece,	appeared	the	blind	tenant	ofthe	room.	Reed.""Reed	of	Gateshead?	Would	not	such	another	ruinyou?""I	think	not;	and	if	I	were,	it	does	not	much	signify;	I	shall	neverbe	called	upon	to	contend	for	such	another.	I	advocate	them:	I	am	sworn	to	spread
them.Won	in	youth	to	religion,	she	has	cultivated	my	original	qualitiesthus:-	From	the	minute	germ,	natural	affection,	she	has	developedthe	overshadowing	tree,	philanthropy.	He	would	send	for	me	in	the	morning;	I	shouldbe	gone.	"To	speak	truth,	St.	John,	myheart	rather	warms	to	the	poor	little	soul.	He	gave	each	one	quiet	kiss,	said	in	a	lowtone	a
few	words	of	welcome,	stood	a	while	to	be	talked	to,	andthen,	intimating	that	he	supposed	they	would	soon	rejoin	him	in	theparlour,	withdrew	there	as	to	a	place	of	refuge.I	had	lit	their	candles	to	go	upstairs,	but	Diana	had	first	to	givehospitable	orders	respecting	the	driver;	this	done,	both	followedme.	Soyou'll	do	no	more	than	say	Farewell,	Jane?""It
is	enough,	sir:	as	much	good-will	may	be	conveyed	in	one	heartyword	as	in	many.""Very	likely;	but	it	is	blank	and	cool--'Farewell.'""How	long	is	he	going	to	stand	with	his	back	against	that	door?"	Iasked	myself;	"I	want	to	commence	my	packing."	The	dinner-bellrang,	and	suddenly	away	he	bolted,	without	another	syllable:	I	sawhim	no	more	during	the
day,	and	was	off	before	he	had	risen	in	themorning.I	reached	the	lodge	at	Gateshead	about	five	o'clock	in	the	afternoonof	the	first	of	May:	I	stepped	in	there	before	going	up	to	thehall.	It	iscruel--she	cannot	help	being	mad.""Jane,	my	little	darling	(so	I	will	call	you,	for	so	you	are),	youdon't	know	what	you	are	talking	about;	you	misjudge	me	again:	it
isnot	because	she	is	mad	I	hate	her.	Little	Adele	was	half	wild	with	delight	when	she	saw	me.Mrs.	I	will	tell	anybody	who	asks	me	questions,	thisexact	tale.	"Mary,"	Isaid,	"how	are	you?"She	started	as	if	she	had	seen	a	ghost:	I	calmed	her.	But	I	will	not	believe	itto	be	anything	important.	I	looked	at	it.	At	first	I	did	not	know	to	what	room	he	had	borne
me;all	was	cloudy	to	my	glazed	sight:	presently	I	felt	the	revivingwarmth	of	a	fire;	for,	summer	as	it	was,	I	had	become	icy	cold	in	mychamber.	"You	are	to	send	inyour	name	and	your	business,"	she	replied.	I	mention	this	inyour	hearing,	Jane,	that	you	may	not	attempt	to	impose	on	Mr.Brocklehurst."Well	might	I	dread,	well	might	I	dislike	Mrs.	I	then
left	her.More	than	ten	days	elapsed	before	I	had	again	any	conversation	withher.	"You	are	quitea	stranger	to	me--where	is	Bessie?""She	is	at	the	lodge,	aunt.""Aunt,"	she	repeated.	Howmany	minutes,	for	instance,	had	I	devoted	to	studying	thearrangement	of	this	very	room?--By-the-bye,	could	I	tell	him	wheresuch	a	book	was?"I	showed	him	the	volume
on	the	shelf:	he	took	it	down,	andwithdrawing	to	his	accustomed	window	recess,	he	began	to	read	it.Now,	I	did	not	like	this,	reader.	Don't	tell	me	so--lest	I	should	say	something	disparagingto	your	judgment.	Your	uncle,	I	am	sorry	to	say,	is	now	on	a	sickbed;	from	which,	considering	the	nature	of	his	disease--decline--andthe	stage	it	has	reached,	it	is
unlikely	he	will	ever	rise.	You	might	relinquish	thatscheme.""Relinquish!	What!	my	vocation?	To	live,	for	me,	Jane,	is	to	stand	on	a	crater-crust	whichmay	crack	and	spue	fire	any	day.""But	Mr.	Mason	seems	a	man	easily	led.	What	did	he	mean	by	sucha	pagan	idea?	I	wasnear,	and	listened	to	both	you	and	her.	Inever	saw	a	busier	person	than	she
seemed	to	be;	yet	it	wasdifficult	to	say	what	she	did:	or	rather,	to	discover	any	result	ofher	diligence.	"Why	don't	you	come	when	youare	called?"Bessie's	presence,	compared	with	the	thoughts	over	which	I	had	beenbrooding,	seemed	cheerful;	even	though,	as	usual,	she	was	somewhatcross.	Mr.Rochester	has	a	wife	now	living."My	nerves	vibrated	to
those	low-spoken	words	as	they	had	nevervibrated	to	thunder--my	blood	felt	their	subtle	violence	as	it	hadnever	felt	frost	or	fire;	but	I	was	collected,	and	in	no	danger	ofswooning.	Ah,	childer!	that's	t'last	o'	t'	old	stock--for	ye	and	Mr.	St.	John	is	like	of	differentsoart	to	them	'at's	gone;	for	all	your	mother	wor	mich	i'	your	way,and	a'most	as	book-
learned.	Butunimpressionable	natures	are	not	so	soon	softened,	nor	are	naturalantipathies	so	readily	eradicated.	I	have	dismissed,	with	the	fee	of	an	orange,	thelittle	orphan	who	serves	me	as	a	handmaid.	I	asked	where	it	was	going:	thedriver	named	a	place	a	long	way	off,	and	where	I	was	sure	Mr.Rochester	had	no	connections.	When	he	isat	home,
he	is	in	his	own	parish	at	Morton.""That	village	a	few	miles	off?"Aye.""And	what	is	he?""He	is	a	parson."I	remembered	the	answer	of	the	old	housekeeper	at	the	parsonage,when	I	had	asked	to	see	the	clergyman.	It	is	not	a	thing	to	be	used	indiscriminately,	butit	is	good	upon	occasion:	as	now,	for	instance.	I	would	not--I	could	not--marry	Miss	Ingram.	In
the	village	school	I	found	you	could	perform	well,punctually,	uprightly,	labour	uncongenial	to	your	habits	andinclinations;	I	saw	you	could	perform	it	with	capacity	and	tact:you	could	win	while	you	controlled.	I	have	myself--I	tell	it	you	withoutparable--been	a	worldly,	dissipated,	restless	man;	and	I	believe	Ihave	found	the	instrument	for	my	cure	in--"He
paused:	the	birds	went	on	carolling,	the	leaves	lightlyrustling.	To	Ireland?""Yes--to	Ireland.	He	hurried	me	up	the	walk,	through	thegrounds,	and	into	the	house;	but	we	were	quite	wet	before	we	couldpass	the	threshold.	I	knew	his	thoughts	well,	and	couldread	his	heart	plainly;	at	the	moment	I	felt	calmer	and	cooler	thanhe:	I	had	then	temporarily	the
advantage	of	him,	and	I	conceived	aninclination	to	do	him	some	good,	if	I	could."With	all	his	firmness	and	self-control,"	thought	I,	"he	taskshimself	too	far:	locks	every	feeling	and	pang	within--expresses,confesses,	imparts	nothing.	She	was	a	little	smallthing,	they	say,	almost	like	a	child.	There	is--I	repeat	it--a	difference;	and	it	is	a	good,	andnot	a	bad
action	to	mark	broadly	and	clearly	the	line	of	separationbetween	them.The	world	may	not	like	to	see	these	ideas	dissevered,	for	it	hasbeen	accustomed	to	blend	them;	finding	it	convenient	to	makeexternal	show	pass	for	sterling	worth--to	let	white-washed	wallsvouch	for	clean	shrines.	I	know	it	is	ignoble:	a	mere	fever	of	theflesh:	not,	I	declare,	the
convulsion	of	the	soul.	Itcontained	a	bookcase:	I	soon	possessed	myself	of	a	volume,	takingcare	that	it	should	be	one	stored	with	pictures.	I	sawyou	like	a	speck	on	a	white	track,	lessening	every	moment.	I	wonder	when	St.	John	will	come	home.""Surely	he	will	not	be	long	now:	it	is	just	ten	(looking	at	alittle	gold	watch	she	drew	from	her	girdle).	I
busied	myself	for	an	hour	ortwo	with	arranging	my	things	in	my	chamber,	drawers,	and	wardrobe,in	the	order	wherein	I	should	wish	to	leave	them	during	a	briefabsence.	"Where	is	he?"	Idemanded.	Besides,	I	wished	to	touch	no	deep-thrilling	chord--to	open	no	fresh	well	of	emotion	in	his	heart:	mysole	present	aim	was	to	cheer	him.	No;	it	wasSt.	John
Rivers,	who,	lifting	the	latch,	came	in	out	of	the	frozenhurricane--the	howling	darkness--and	stood	before	me:	the	cloakthat	covered	his	tall	figure	all	white	as	a	glacier.	I	perceived	that	I	was	sickening	fromexcitement	and	inanition;	neither	meat	nor	drink	had	passed	my	lipsthat	day,	for	I	had	taken	no	breakfast.	How	it	will	answer,	I	cannot	tell:	I	really
don't	know.Equality	of	position	and	fortune	is	often	advisable	in	such	cases;and	there	are	twenty	years	of	difference	in	your	ages.	Through	my	means,	He	opens	to	you	a	noble	career;	as	my	wifeonly	can	you	enter	upon	it.	"What	then?	Fairfax,	entreating	information	on	the	subject.	And	why	cannot	I	reconcile	myself	to	the	prospect	ofdeath?	Don't	be	so
overcome,	man:	bear	up!I'll	fetch	a	surgeon	for	you	now,	myself:	you'll	be	able	to	beremoved	by	morning,	I	hope.	She	is	mine--I	am	hers--this	present	life	andpassing	world	suffice	to	me.	Why	could	I	never	please?	Dreadful	question:	there	was	no	one	hereto	answer	it--not	even	dumb	sign,	mute	token.In	wandering	round	the	shattered	walls	and	through
the	devastatedinterior,	I	gathered	evidence	that	the	calamity	was	not	of	lateoccurrence.	I	sought	the	Continent,	and	went	devious	through	all	itslands.	I	say	again,	I	am	glad!"I	walked	fast	through	the	room:	I	stopped,	half	suffocated	with	thethoughts	that	rose	faster	than	I	could	receive,	comprehend,	settlethem:-	thoughts	of	what	might,	could,	would,
and	should	be,	and	thatere	long.	I,	too,	do	not	want	a	sister:	a	sister	might	any	day	betaken	from	me.	His	eyes	were	large	andblue,	with	brown	lashes;	his	high	forehead,	colourless	as	ivory,	waspartially	streaked	over	by	careless	locks	of	fair	hair.This	is	a	gentle	delineation,	is	it	not,	reader?	"The	child	ought	to	have	change	of	air	and	scene,"	he
added,speaking	to	himself;	"nerves	not	in	a	good	state."Bessie	now	returned;	at	the	same	moment	the	carriage	was	heardrolling	up	the	gravel-walk."Is	that	your	mistress,	nurse?"	asked	Mr.	Lloyd.	"Thank	God!"	he	exclaimed,	"that	if	anything	malignantdid	come	near	you	last	night,	it	was	only	the	veil	that	was	harmed.Oh,	to	think	what	might	have
happened!"He	drew	his	breath	short,	and	strained	me	so	close	to	him,	I	couldscarcely	pant.	Is	thenurse	here?	My	dear	cousin,	abandon	your	scheme	of	marriage--forget	it.""No,"	said	he;	"it	is	a	long-cherished	scheme,	and	the	only	onewhich	can	secure	my	great	end:	but	I	shall	urge	you	no	further	atpresent.	Plants	will	grow	about	your	roots,	whether
you	ask	themor	not,	because	they	take	delight	in	your	bountiful	shadow;	and	asthey	grow	they	will	lean	towards	you,	and	wind	round	you,	becauseyour	strength	offers	them	so	safe	a	prop."Again	he	smiled:	I	gave	him	comfort."You	speak	of	friends,	Jane?"	he	asked."Yes,	of	friends,"	I	answered	rather	hesitatingly:	for	I	knew	Imeant	more	than	friends,
but	could	not	tell	what	other	word	toemploy.	Oh,	intolerable	questions,	when	Icould	do	nothing	and	go	nowhere!--when	a	long	way	must	yet	bemeasured	by	my	weary,	trembling	limbs	before	I	could	reach	humanhabitation--when	cold	charity	must	be	entreated	before	I	could	get	alodging:	reluctant	sympathy	importuned,	almost	certain	repulseincurred,
before	my	tale	could	be	listened	to,	or	one	of	my	wantsrelieved!I	touched	the	heath,	it	was	dry,	and	yet	warm	with	the	beat	of	thesummer	day.	I	trust,	Jane,	you	are	in	earnest	when	you	say	you	will	serveyour	heart	to	God:	it	is	all	I	want.	I	followed	with	lagging	step,	andthoughts	busily	bent	on	discovering	a	means	of	extrication;	but	hehimself	looked	so
composed	and	so	grave	also,	I	became	ashamed	offeeling	any	confusion:	the	evil--if	evil	existent	or	prospectivethere	was--seemed	to	lie	with	me	only;	his	mind	was	unconscious	andquiet."Jane,"	he	recommenced,	as	we	entered	the	laurel	walk,	and	slowlystrayed	down	in	the	direction	of	the	sunk	fence	and	the	horse-chestnut,	"Thornfield	is	a	pleasant
place	in	summer,	is	it	not?""Yes,	sir.""You	must	have	become	in	some	degree	attached	to	the	house,--you,who	have	an	eye	for	natural	beauties,	and	a	good	deal	of	the	organof	Adhesiveness?""I	am	attached	to	it,	indeed.""And	though	I	don't	comprehend	how	it	is,	I	perceive	you	haveacquired	a	degree	of	regard	for	that	foolish	little	child	Adele,too;	and
even	for	simple	dame	Fairfax?""Yes,	sir;	in	different	ways,	I	have	an	affection	for	both.""And	would	be	sorry	to	part	with	them?""Yes.""Pity!"	he	said,	and	sighed	and	paused.	Literally,	helived	only	to	aspire--after	what	was	good	and	great,	certainly;	butstill	he	would	never	rest,	nor	approve	of	others	resting	round	him.As	I	looked	at	his	lofty	forehead,
still	and	pale	as	a	white	stone--at	his	fine	lineaments	fixed	in	study--I	comprehended	all	at	oncethat	he	would	hardly	make	a	good	husband:	that	it	would	be	a	tryingthing	to	be	his	wife.	Mr.Rochester,	you	must	neither	expect	nor	exact	anything	celestial	ofme--for	you	will	not	get	it,	any	more	than	I	shall	get	it	of	you:which	I	do	not	at	all
anticipate.""What	do	you	anticipate	of	me?""For	a	little	while	you	will	perhaps	be	as	you	are	now,--a	verylittle	while;	and	then	you	will	turn	cool;	and	then	you	will	becapricious;	and	then	you	will	be	stern,	and	I	shall	have	much	ado	toplease	you:	but	when	you	get	well	used	to	me,	you	will	perhaps	likeme	again,--LIKE	me,	I	say,	not	LOVE	me.	Of	what
use	could	Hindostanee	be	to	you?""He	intended	me	to	go	with	him	to	India.""Ah!	here	I	reach	the	root	of	the	matter.	Believe	in	heaven.	The	last	was	an	awful	blank:	somethinglike	the	world	when	the	deluge	was	gone	by.I	skirted	fields,	and	hedges,	and	lanes	till	after	sunrise.	Yesterday	I	trustedwell	in	Providence,	and	believed	that	events	were
working	togetherfor	your	good	and	mine:	it	was	a	fine	day,	if	you	recollect--thecalmness	of	the	air	and	sky	forbade	apprehensions	respecting	yoursafety	or	comfort	on	your	journey.	This	is	you,	who	have	been	asslippery	as	an	eel	this	last	month,	and	as	thorny	as	a	briar-rose?I	could	not	lay	a	finger	anywhere	but	I	was	pricked;	and	now	I	seemto	have
gathered	up	a	stray	lamb	in	my	arms.	And	now,	as	it	was	long	past	one,	I	prepared	to	leave	him."Does	not	Sophie	sleep	with	Adele	in	the	nursery?"	he	asked,	as	Ilit	my	candle."Yes,	sir.""And	there	is	room	enough	in	Adele's	little	bed	for	you.	Mr.Rochester	obliged	me	to	go	to	a	certain	silk	warehouse:	there	I	wasordered	to	choose	half-a-dozen	dresses.
There	was	an	enjoyment	inaccepting	their	simple	kindness,	and	in	repaying	it	by	aconsideration--a	scrupulous	regard	to	their	feelings--to	which	theywere	not,	perhaps,	at	all	times	accustomed,	and	which	both	charmedand	benefited	them;	because,	while	it	elevated	them	in	their	owneyes,	it	made	them	emulous	to	merit	the	deferential	treatment
theyreceived.I	felt	I	became	a	favourite	in	the	neighbourhood.	Through	that	I	departed:	it,	too,	Ishut;	and	now	I	was	out	of	Thornfield.A	mile	off,	beyond	the	fields,	lay	a	road	which	stretched	in	thecontrary	direction	to	Millcote;	a	road	I	had	never	travelled,	butoften	noticed,	and	wondered	where	it	led:	thither	I	bent	my	steps.No	reflection	was	to	be
allowed	now:	not	one	glance	was	to	be	castback;	not	even	one	forward.	Move	off.""But	I	must	die	if	I	am	turned	away.""Not	you.	Iproposed	to	walk	the	distance	quietly	by	myself;	and	very	quietly,after	leaving	my	box	in	the	ostler's	care,	did	I	slip	away	from	theGeorge	Inn,	about	six	o'clock	of	a	June	evening,	and	take	the	oldroad	to	Thornfield:	a	road
which	lay	chiefly	through	fields,	andwas	now	little	frequented.It	was	not	a	bright	or	splendid	summer	evening,	though	fair	andsoft:	the	haymakers	were	at	work	all	along	the	road;	and	the	sky,though	far	from	cloudless,	was	such	as	promised	well	for	the	future:its	blue--where	blue	was	visible--was	mild	and	settled,	and	itscloud	strata	high	and	thin.	The
young	ladies	put	it	off	at	first;	but	their	mothergrew	so	restless,	and	said,	'Jane,	Jane,'	so	many	times,	that	atlast	they	consented.	I	have	spoken	my	mind,	and	can	go	anywhere	now.""Jane,	be	still;	don't	struggle	so,	like	a	wild	frantic	bird	that	isrending	its	own	plumage	in	its	desperation.""I	am	no	bird;	and	no	net	ensnares	me;	I	am	a	free	human	being
withan	independent	will,	which	I	now	exert	to	leave	you."Another	effort	set	me	at	liberty,	and	I	stood	erect	before	him."And	your	will	shall	decide	your	destiny,"	he	said:	"I	offer	you	myhand,	my	heart,	and	a	share	of	all	my	possessions.""You	play	a	farce,	which	I	merely	laugh	at.""I	ask	you	to	pass	through	life	at	my	side--to	be	my	second	self,and	best
earthly	companion.""For	that	fate	you	have	already	made	your	choice,	and	must	abide	byit.""Jane,	be	still	a	few	moments:	you	are	over-excited:	I	will	bestill	too."A	waft	of	wind	came	sweeping	down	the	laurel-walk,	and	trembledthrough	the	boughs	of	the	chestnut:	it	wandered	away--away--to	anindefinite	distance--it	died.	"You	are	quite	a	stranger	at
Vale	Hall.	As	to	her	money,	she	first	secreted	it	inodd	corners,	wrapped	in	a	rag	or	an	old	curl-paper;	but	some	ofthese	hoards	having	been	discovered	by	the	housemaid,	Eliza,	fearfulof	one	day	losing	her	valued	treasure,	consented	to	intrust	it	toher	mother,	at	a	usurious	rate	of	interest--fifty	or	sixty	percent.;	which	interest	she	exacted	every	quarter,
keeping	heraccounts	in	a	little	book	with	anxious	accuracy.Georgiana	sat	on	a	high	stool,	dressing	her	hair	at	the	glass,	andinterweaving	her	curls	with	artificial	flowers	and	faded	feathers,of	which	she	had	found	a	store	in	a	drawer	in	the	attic.	Think	of	the	task	youundertook--one	of	incessant	fatigue,	where	fatigue	kills	even	thestrong,	and	you	are
weak.	When	we	got	back	from	church,I	went	into	the	kitchen	of	the	manor-house,	where	Mary	was	cookingthe	dinner	and	John	cleaning	the	knives,	and	I	said	-"Mary,	I	have	been	married	to	Mr.	Rochester	this	morning."	Thehousekeeper	and	her	husband	were	both	of	that	decent	phlegmaticorder	of	people,	to	whom	one	may	at	any	time	safely
communicate	aremarkable	piece	of	news	without	incurring	the	danger	of	havingone's	ears	pierced	by	some	shrill	ejaculation,	and	subsequentlystunned	by	a	torrent	of	wordy	wonderment.	I	heard	voices,	too,	speakingwith	a	hollow	sound,	and	as	if	muffled	by	a	rush	of	wind	or	water:agitation,	uncertainty,	and	an	all-predominating	sense	of
terrorconfused	my	faculties.	I	love	you	better	now,	when	I	canreally	be	useful	to	you,	than	I	did	in	your	state	of	proudindependence,	when	you	disdained	every	part	but	that	of	the	giverand	protector.""Hitherto	I	have	hated	to	be	helped--to	be	led:	henceforth,	I	feelI	shall	hate	it	no	more.	Never	mindfine	clothes	and	jewels,	now:	all	that	is	not	worth	a
fillip.""The	sun	has	dried	up	all	the	rain-drops,	sir.	But	before	I	goon,	tell	me	what	you	mean	by	your	'Well,	sir?'	It	is	a	small	phrasevery	frequent	with	you;	and	which	many	a	time	has	drawn	me	on	and	onthrough	interminable	talk:	I	don't	very	well	know	why.""I	mean,--What	next?	My	little	servant,	afterhelping	me	to	clean	my	house,	was	gone,	well
satisfied	with	the	feeof	a	penny	for	her	aid.	I	tried	dissipation--never	debauchery:	that	I	hated,	andhate.	Poverty	looks	grim	to	grown	people;	still	more	so	tochildren:	they	have	not	much	idea	of	industrious,	working,respectable	poverty;	they	think	of	the	word	only	as	connected	withragged	clothes,	scanty	food,	fireless	grates,	rude	manners,
anddebasing	vices:	poverty	for	me	was	synonymous	with	degradation."No;	I	should	not	like	to	belong	to	poor	people,"	was	my	reply."Not	even	if	they	were	kind	to	you?"I	shook	my	head:	I	could	not	see	how	poor	people	had	the	means	ofbeing	kind;	and	then	to	learn	to	speak	like	them,	to	adopt	theirmanners,	to	be	uneducated,	to	grow	up	like	one	of	the
poor	women	Isaw	sometimes	nursing	their	children	or	washing	their	clothes	at	thecottage	doors	of	the	village	of	Gateshead:	no,	I	was	not	heroicenough	to	purchase	liberty	at	the	price	of	caste."But	are	your	relatives	so	very	poor?	My	reflections	were	tooundefined	and	fragmentary	to	merit	record:	I	hardly	yet	knew	whereI	was;	Gateshead	and	my	past
life	seemed	floated	away	to	animmeasurable	distance;	the	present	was	vague	and	strange,	and	of	thefuture	I	could	form	no	conjecture.	He	isa	proud	man:	all	the	Rochesters	were	proud:	and	his	father,	atleast,	liked	money.	Adele	claimed	your	outward	attention	for	a	while;yet	I	fancied	your	thoughts	were	elsewhere:	but	you	were	verypatient	with	her,
my	little	Jane;	you	talked	to	her	and	amused	her	along	time.	When	it	came	to	my	turn,	I	drank,	for	Iwas	thirsty,	but	did	not	touch	the	food,	excitement	and	fatiguerendering	me	incapable	of	eating:	I	now	saw,	however,	that	it	was	athin	oaten	cake	shared	into	fragments.The	meal	over,	prayers	were	read	by	Miss	Miller,	and	the	classesfiled	off,	two	and
two,	upstairs.	Reed:	the	same	ridge,	black	andblasted	after	the	flames	are	dead,	would	have	represented	as	meetlymy	subsequent	condition,	when	half-an-hour's	silence	and	reflectionhad	shown	me	the	madness	of	my	conduct,	and	the	dreariness	of	myhated	and	hating	position.Something	of	vengeance	I	had	tasted	for	the	first	time;	as	aromaticwine	it
seemed,	on	swallowing,	warm	and	racy:	its	after-flavour,metallic	and	corroding,	gave	me	a	sensation	as	if	I	had	beenpoisoned.	There	were	the	means	of	washing	in	the	room,and	a	comb	and	brush	to	smooth	my	hair.	A	group	of	more	interest	appeared	near	the	hearth,sitting	still	amidst	the	rosy	peace	and	warmth	suffusing	it.	He	is	not	like	you,	sir:	I
am	nothappy	at	his	side,	nor	near	him,	nor	with	him.	He	may	becoming	now,	and	to	meet	him	will	save	some	minutes	of	suspense."The	wind	roared	high	in	the	great	trees	which	embowered	the	gates;but	the	road	as	far	as	I	could	see,	to	the	right	hand	and	the	left,was	all	still	and	solitary:	save	for	the	shadows	of	clouds	crossingit	at	intervals	as	the
moon	looked	out,	it	was	but	a	long	pale	line,unvaried	by	one	moving	speck.A	puerile	tear	dimmed	my	eye	while	I	looked--a	tear	ofdisappointment	and	impatience;	ashamed	of	it,	I	wiped	it	away.	"The	vocation	will	fit	you	to	a	hair,"	Ithought:	"much	good	may	it	do	you!"When	we	parted,	she	said:	"Good-bye,	cousin	Jane	Eyre;	I	wish	youwell:	you	have
some	sense."I	then	returned:	"You	are	not	without	sense,	cousin	Eliza;	but	whatyou	have,	I	suppose,	in	another	year	will	be	walled	up	alive	in	aFrench	convent.	Only	thismorning,	I	received	intelligence	that	the	successor,	whose	arrival	Ihave	been	so	long	expecting,	cannot	be	ready	to	replace	me	for	threemonths	to	come	yet;	and	perhaps	the	three
months	may	extend	to	six.""You	tremble	and	become	flushed	whenever	Miss	Oliver	enters	theschoolroom."Again	the	surprised	expression	crossed	his	face.	Youhad	better	send	word,	sir,	that	you	will	be	there	in	the	morning."But	he	was	already	in	the	passage,	putting	on	his	cloak;	and	withoutone	objection,	one	murmur,	he	departed.	He	checked	the
water	on	its	way	to	hislips,	and	seemed	to	listen:	he	drank,	and	put	the	glass	down."This	is	you,	Mary,	is	it	not?""Mary	is	in	the	kitchen,"	I	answered.He	put	out	his	hand	with	a	quick	gesture,	but	not	seeing	where	Istood,	he	did	not	touch	me.	Is	Thornfield	Hall	aruin?	I	mustleave	him,	it	appears.	Whatbusiness	had	I	to	approach	the	white	door	or	touch
the	glitteringknocker?	All	I	see	has	made	me	thankful,	not	despondent.	Myblack	silk	frock	hung	against	the	wall.	Her	ownfortune	she	had	taken	care	to	secure;	and	when	her	mother	died--andit	was	wholly	improbable,	she	tranquilly	remarked,	that	she	shouldeither	recover	or	linger	long--she	would	execute	a	long-cherishedproject:	seek	a	retirement
where	punctual	habits	would	bepermanently	secured	from	disturbance,	and	place	safe	barriersbetween	herself	and	a	frivolous	world.	There	was	a	differenceamongst	them	as	amongst	the	educated;	and	when	I	got	to	know	them,and	they	me,	this	difference	rapidly	developed	itself.	Therewas	a	light	in	the	dressing-table,	and	the	door	of	the
closet,where,	before	going	to	bed,	I	had	hung	my	wedding-dress	and	veil,stood	open;	I	heard	a	rustling	there.	At	thisperiod	of	my	life,	my	heart	far	oftener	swelled	with	thankfulnessthan	sank	with	dejection:	and	yet,	reader,	to	tell	you	all,	in	themidst	of	this	calm,	this	useful	existence--after	a	day	passed	inhonourable	exertion	amongst	my	scholars,	an
evening	spent	in	drawingor	reading	contentedly	alone--I	used	to	rush	into	strange	dreams	atnight:	dreams	many-coloured,	agitated,	full	of	the	ideal,	thestirring,	the	stormy--dreams	where,	amidst	unusual	scenes,	chargedwith	adventure,	with	agitating	risk	and	romantic	chance,	I	stillagain	and	again	met	Mr.	Rochester,	always	at	some	exciting
crisis;and	then	the	sense	of	being	in	his	arms,	hearing	his	voice,	meetinghis	eye,	touching	his	hand	and	cheek,	loving	him,	being	loved	byhim--the	hope	of	passing	a	lifetime	at	his	side,	would	be	renewed,with	all	its	first	force	and	fire.	She	shook	her	head,	she	"was	sorry	shecould	give	me	no	information,"	and	the	white	door	closed,	quitegently	and
civilly:	but	it	shut	me	out.	This	morning,	the	village	school	opened.	Give	one	glance	to	my	horrible	life	when	youare	gone.	Do	you	truly	love	me?	There	was	stretched	SarahReed's	once	robust	and	active	frame,	rigid	and	still:	her	eye	offlint	was	covered	with	its	cold	lid;	her	brow	and	strong	traits	woreyet	the	impress	of	her	inexorable	soul.	In	the
tractability	with	which,	at	mywish,	you	forsook	a	study	in	which	you	were	interested,	and	adoptedanother	because	it	interested	me;	in	the	untiring	assiduity	withwhich	you	have	since	persevered	in	it--in	the	unflagging	energy	andunshaken	temper	with	which	you	have	met	its	difficulties--Iacknowledge	the	complement	of	the	qualities	I	seek.	For	the
world's	judgment--I	wash	my	hands	thereof.	I	comprehended	how	he	should	despise	himselffor	the	feverish	influence	it	exercised	over	him;	how	he	should	wishto	stifle	and	destroy	it;	how	he	should	mistrust	its	ever	conductingpermanently	to	his	happiness	or	hers.	Yet	I	drew	near	andknocked.	My	hand	moved	towards	the	lock:I	caught	it	back,	and
glided	on.Drearily	I	wound	my	way	downstairs:	I	knew	what	I	had	to	do,	and	Idid	it	mechanically.	"Did	she	say	that	to	me?	To-morrow,	I	leave	home	for	Cambridge:	I	have	manyfriends	there	to	whom	I	should	wish	to	say	farewell.	"I	think,scathed	as	you	look,	and	charred	and	scorched,	there	must	be	alittle	sense	of	life	in	you	yet,	rising	out	of	that
adhesion	at	thefaithful,	honest	roots:	you	will	never	have	green	leaves	more--never	more	see	birds	making	nests	and	singing	idyls	in	your	boughs;the	time	of	pleasure	and	love	is	over	with	you:	but	you	are	notdesolate:	each	of	you	has	a	comrade	to	sympathise	with	him	in	hisdecay."	As	I	looked	up	at	them,	the	moon	appeared	momentarily	inthat	part	of
the	sky	which	filled	their	fissure;	her	disk	was	blood-red	and	half	overcast;	she	seemed	to	throw	on	me	one	bewildered,dreary	glance,	and	buried	herself	again	instantly	in	the	deep	driftof	cloud.	Besides,	I	was	out	of	practice	in	talking	to	him:his	reserve	was	again	frozen	over,	and	my	frankness	was	congealedbeneath	it.	Imust	enjoy	them	now;	don't
recall	either	my	mind	or	body	to	theschool;	I	am	out	of	it	and	disposed	for	full	holiday."He	looked	grave.	You	have	been	over-excited,	or	over-fatigued.""Do	you,	sir,	feel	calm	and	happy?""Calm?--no:	but	happy--to	the	heart's	core."I	looked	up	at	him	to	read	the	signs	of	bliss	in	his	face:	it	wasardent	and	flushed."Give	me	your	confidence,	Jane,"	he	said:
"relieve	your	mind	of	anyweight	that	oppresses	it,	by	imparting	it	to	me.	Her	relatives	encouraged	me;	competitorspiqued	me;	she	allured	me:	a	marriage	was	achieved	almost	before	Iknew	where	I	was.	Bitter	and	base	associationshave	become	the	sole	food	of	your	memory:	you	wander	here	andthere,	seeking	rest	in	exile:	happiness	in	pleasure--I
mean	inheartless,	sensual	pleasure--such	as	dulls	intellect	and	blightsfeeling.	I	did	not	knowwhether	either	of	these	articles	would	be	accepted:	probably	theywould	not;	but	I	must	try.I	entered	the	shop:	a	woman	was	there.	He	was	not	a	man	given	to	wine,	or	cards,	orracing,	as	some	are,	and	he	was	not	so	very	handsome;	but	he	had	acourage	and	a
will	of	his	own,	if	ever	man	had.	Sir	George	Lynnwas	talking	of	a	Reed	of	Gateshead	yesterday,	who,	he	said,	was	oneof	the	veriest	rascals	on	town;	and	Ingram	was	mentioning	aGeorgiana	Reed	of	the	same	place,	who	was	much	admired	for	herbeauty	a	season	or	two	ago	in	London.""John	Reed	is	dead,	too,	sir:	he	ruined	himself	and	half-ruined
hisfamily,	and	is	supposed	to	have	committed	suicide.	Seen	by	the	dimlight	of	the	dips,	their	number	to	me	appeared	countless,	though	notin	reality	exceeding	eighty;	they	were	uniformly	dressed	in	brownstuff	frocks	of	quaint	fashion,	and	long	holland	pinafores.	She	turned	as	I	drew	near,	andlooked	at	me	haughtily:	her	eyes	seemed	to	demand,
"What	can	thecreeping	creature	want	now?"	and	when	I	said,	in	a	low	voice,	"Mr.Rochester,"	she	made	a	movement	as	if	tempted	to	order	me	away.	I	went	through	richscenes!	Oh!	my	experience	has	been	heavenly,	if	you	only	knew	it!But	I	owe	you	no	further	explanation.	Will	He	accept	a	mutilated	sacrifice?	He	mightalmost	be	your	father.""No,
indeed,	Mrs.	If	I	DO	go	with	him--if	I	DO	make	the	sacrifice	he	urges,	I	will	make	it	absolutely:	Iwill	throw	all	on	the	altar--heart,	vitals,	the	entire	victim.	My	cousins,	full	of	exhilaration,	were	soeloquent	in	narrative	and	comment,	that	their	fluency	covered	St.John's	taciturnity:	he	was	sincerely	glad	to	see	his	sisters;	butin	their	glow	of	fervour	and	flow
of	joy	he	could	not	sympathise.The	event	of	the	day--that	is,	the	return	of	Diana	and	Mary--pleasedhim;	but	the	accompaniments	of	that	event,	the	glad	tumult,	thegarrulous	glee	of	reception	irked	him:	I	saw	he	wished	the	calmermorrow	was	come.	Aform	was	near--what	form,	the	pitch-dark	night	and	my	enfeebledvision	prevented	me	from
distinguishing.	As	youhope	ever	to	be	forgiven,	Mr.	Rivers,	the	high	crime	andmisdemeanour	of	spoiling	a	sanded	kitchen,	tell	me	what	I	wish	toknow.""Well,	then,"	he	said,	"I	yield;	if	not	to	your	earnestness,	to	yourperseverance:	as	stone	is	worn	by	continual	dropping.	While	I	picked	the	fruit,	andshe	made	the	paste	for	the	pies,	she	proceeded	to	give
me	sundrydetails	about	her	deceased	master	and	mistress,	and	"the	childer,"as	she	called	the	young	people.Old	Mr.	Rivers,	she	said,	was	a	plain	man	enough,	but	a	gentleman,and	of	as	ancient	a	family	as	could	be	found.	I	suppose	your	love	willeffervesce	in	six	months,	or	less.	I	tasted	what	they	offered	me:	feeblyat	first,	eagerly	soon."Not	too	much
at	first--restrain	her,"	said	the	brother;	"she	hashad	enough."	And	he	withdrew	the	cup	of	milk	and	the	plate	ofbread."A	little	more,	St.	John--look	at	the	avidity	in	her	eyes.""No	more	at	present,	sister.	Isthe	satirist	of	"Vanity	Fair"	admired	in	high	places?	Diana's	husband	is	a	captain	in	the	navy,	a	gallantofficer	and	a	good	man.	Cease	to	look
somelancholy,	my	dear	master;	you	shall	not	be	left	desolate,	so	longas	I	live."He	replied	not:	he	seemed	serious--abstracted;	he	sighed;	he	half-opened	his	lips	as	if	to	speak:	he	closed	them	again.	I	have	not	been	trampled	on.	There!--Carter	has	done	with	you	or	nearly	so;	I'llmake	you	decent	in	a	trice.	Poole	two	hundred	a	year	tolive	here	with	MY
WIFE,	as	you	term	that	fearful	hag:	Grace	will	domuch	for	money,	and	she	shall	have	her	son,	the	keeper	at	GrimsbyRetreat,	to	bear	her	company	and	be	at	hand	to	give	her	aid	in	theparoxysms,	when	MY	WIFE	is	prompted	by	her	familiar	to	burn	peoplein	their	beds	at	night,	to	stab	them,	to	bite	their	flesh	from	theirbones,	and	so	on--""Sir,"	I
interrupted	him,	"you	are	inexorable	for	that	unfortunatelady:	you	speak	of	her	with	hate--with	vindictive	antipathy.	Fairfax	someoccupation:	the	weekly	house	accounts	to	make	up,	or	something	ofthat	sort,	I	think	it	was.	I	had	risen	up	in	bed,	I	bent	forward:	firstsurprise,	then	bewilderment,	came	over	me;	and	then	my	blood	creptcold	through	my
veins.	I	am	strangelyglad	to	get	back	again	to	you:	and	wherever	you	are	is	my	home--myonly	home."I	walked	on	so	fast	that	even	he	could	hardly	have	overtaken	me	hadhe	tried.	"I	see	I	have	the	means	offretting	him	out	of	his	melancholy	for	some	time	to	come."Very	early	the	next	morning	I	heard	him	up	and	astir,	wandering	fromone	room	to
another.	"What	affectation	of	diffidence	was	this	atfirst?"	they	might	have	demanded;	"what	stupid	regardlessness	now?"Hear	an	illustration,	reader.A	lover	finds	his	mistress	asleep	on	a	mossy	bank;	he	wishes	tocatch	a	glimpse	of	her	fair	face	without	waking	her.	Youwill	see	what	impetus	would	be	given	to	your	efforts	and	mine	by	ourphysical	and
mental	union	in	marriage:	the	only	union	that	gives	acharacter	of	permanent	conformity	to	the	destinies	and	designs	ofhuman	beings;	and,	passing	over	all	minor	caprices--all	trivialdifficulties	and	delicacies	of	feeling--all	scruple	about	thedegree,	kind,	strength	or	tenderness	of	mere	personal	inclination--you	will	hasten	to	enter	into	that	union	at
once.""Shall	I?"	I	said	briefly;	and	I	looked	at	his	features,	beautifulin	their	harmony,	but	strangely	formidable	in	their	still	severity;at	his	brow,	commanding	but	not	open;	at	his	eyes,	bright	and	deepand	searching,	but	never	soft;	at	his	tall	imposing	figure;	andfancied	myself	in	idea	HIS	WIFE.	The	rooks	cawed,	and	blitherbirds	sang;	but	nothing	was
so	merry	or	so	musical	as	my	ownrejoicing	heart.Mrs.	Many	a	time,	as	a	little	child,	I	should	have	beenglad	to	love	you	if	you	would	have	let	me;	and	I	long	earnestly	tobe	reconciled	to	you	now:	kiss	me,	aunt."I	approached	my	cheek	to	her	lips:	she	would	not	touch	it.	Eliza	generally	took	no	more	noticeof	her	sister's	indolence	and	complaints	than	if	no
such	murmuring,lounging	object	had	been	before	her.	Are	you	afraidnow	in	daylight?""No:	but	night	will	come	again	before	long:	and	besides,--I	amunhappy,--very	unhappy,	for	other	things.""What	other	things?	I	then	sat	with	my	doll	on	my	knee	till	thefire	got	low,	glancing	round	occasionally	to	make	sure	that	nothingworse	than	myself	haunted	the
shadowy	room;	and	when	the	embers	sankto	a	dull	red,	I	undressed	hastily,	tugging	at	knots	and	strings	asI	best	might,	and	sought	shelter	from	cold	and	darkness	in	my	crib.To	this	crib	I	always	took	my	doll;	human	beings	must	lovesomething,	and,	in	the	dearth	of	worthier	objects	of	affection,	Icontrived	to	find	a	pleasure	in	loving	and	cherishing	a
faded	gravenimage,	shabby	as	a	miniature	scarecrow.	This	was	a	blessing,	bright,	vivid,	andexhilarating;--not	like	the	ponderous	gift	of	gold:	rich	andwelcome	enough	in	its	way,	but	sobering	from	its	weight.	Icannot	accept	on	His	behalf	a	divided	allegiance:	it	must	beentire.""Oh!	I	will	give	my	heart	to	God,"	I	said.	Try	and	keep	Mr.	Rochester	at
adistance:	distrust	yourself	as	well	as	him.	I	had	thought	I	recognised	in	you	one	ofthe	chosen.	All	wasstill:	two	shadows	only	moved	in	a	remote	corner.	The	odour	which	now	filled	the	refectory	was	scarcelymore	appetising	than	that	which	had	regaled	our	nostrils	atbreakfast:	the	dinner	was	served	in	two	huge	tin-plated	vessels,whence	rose	a	strong
steam	redolent	of	rancid	fat.	It	was	a	wailing	child	this	night,	and	a	laughingone	the	next:	now	it	nestled	close	to	me,	and	now	it	ran	from	me;but	whatever	mood	the	apparition	evinced,	whatever	aspect	it	wore,it	failed	not	for	seven	successive	nights	to	meet	me	the	moment	Ientered	the	land	of	slumber.I	did	not	like	this	iteration	of	one	idea--this
strange	recurrenceof	one	image,	and	I	grew	nervous	as	bedtime	approached	and	the	hourof	the	vision	drew	near.	Ihad	known	what	it	was	to	come	back	to	Gateshead	when	a	child	after	along	walk,	to	be	scolded	for	looking	cold	or	gloomy;	and	later,	whatit	was	to	come	back	from	church	to	Lowood,	to	long	for	a	plenteousmeal	and	a	good	fire,	and	to	be
unable	to	get	either.	Mason,	supported	by	Mr.	Rochester	andthe	surgeon,	seemed	to	walk	with	tolerable	ease:	they	assisted	himinto	the	chaise;	Carter	followed."Take	care	of	him,"	said	Mr.	Rochester	to	the	latter,	"and	keep	himat	your	house	till	he	is	quite	well:	I	shall	ride	over	in	a	day	ortwo	to	see	how	he	gets	on.	Who	inthe	world	cares	for	YOU?	I
speakparticularly	of	the	young	ladies.	I	could	not	be	certain	of	the	realitytill	I	had	seen	Mr.	Rochester	again,	and	heard	him	renew	his	wordsof	love	and	promise.While	arranging	my	hair,	I	looked	at	my	face	in	the	glass,	and	feltit	was	no	longer	plain:	there	was	hope	in	its	aspect	and	life	inits	colour;	and	my	eyes	seemed	as	if	they	had	beheld	the	fount
offruition,	and	borrowed	beams	from	the	lustrous	ripple.	He	felt	the	greatness	and	goodness	of	hispurpose	so	sincerely:	others	who	heard	him	plead	for	it,	could	notbut	feel	it	too.The	prayer	over,	we	took	leave	of	him:	he	was	to	go	at	a	very	earlyhour	in	the	morning.	Out	Iran.	Prejudices,	it	is	well	known,are	most	difficult	to	eradicate	from	the	heart
whose	soil	has	neverbeen	loosened	or	fertilised	by	education:	they	grow	there,	firm	asweeds	among	stones.	Beg	himto	let	me	go	mademoiselle.""That	I	will,	Adele;"	and	I	hastened	away	with	her,	glad	to	quit	mygloomy	monitress.	A	prettylittle	house	stood	at	the	top	of	the	lane,	with	a	garden	before	it,exquisitely	neat	and	brilliantly	blooming.	That
bloodless	lip	quivered	to	a	temporaryspasm.	I	coveredmy	head	and	arms	with	the	skirt	of	my	frock,	and	went	out	to	walk	ina	part	of	the	plantation	which	was	quite	sequestrated;	but	I	foundno	pleasure	in	the	silent	trees,	the	falling	fir-cones,	thecongealed	relics	of	autumn,	russet	leaves,	swept	by	past	winds	inheaps,	and	now	stiffened	together.	He
made	a	curiousgrimace--one	of	his	strange	and	equivocal	demonstrations--threw	downhis	cue	and	followed	me	from	the	room."Well,	Jane?"	he	said,	as	he	rested	his	back	against	the	schoolroomdoor,	which	he	had	shut."If	you	please,	sir,	I	want	leave	of	absence	for	a	week	or	two.""What	to	do?--where	to	go?""To	see	a	sick	lady	who	has	sent	for
me.""What	sick	lady?--where	does	she	live?""At	Gateshead;	in	-shire.""-shire?	What	love	have	I	for	Miss	Ingram?	But	if	you	wish	me	to	love	you,	could	you	but	see	howmuch	I	DO	love	you,	you	would	be	proud	and	content.	Oh,never	more	could	it	turn	to	him;	for	faith	was	blighted--confidencedestroyed!	Mr.	Rochester	was	not	to	me	what	he	had	been;
for	he	wasnot	what	I	had	thought	him.	Fromthe	well-known	names	of	these	towns	I	learn	in	what	county	I	havelighted;	a	north-midland	shire,	dusk	with	moorland,	ridged	withmountain:	this	I	see.	Will	yoube	mine?	Reedwhen	you	were	at	Gateshead,	eight	or	nine	years	since,	and	I	livethere	still.""Oh,	Robert!	how	do	you	do?	The	wondrous	shock	of
feeling	had	come	like	theearthquake	which	shook	the	foundations	of	Paul	and	Silas's	prison;it	had	opened	the	doors	of	the	soul's	cell	and	loosed	its	bands--ithad	wakened	it	out	of	its	sleep,	whence	it	sprang	trembling,listening,	aghast;	then	vibrated	thrice	a	cry	on	my	startled	ear,and	in	my	quaking	heart	and	through	my	spirit,	which	neither	fearednor
shook,	but	exulted	as	if	in	joy	over	the	success	of	one	effortit	had	been	privileged	to	make,	independent	of	the	cumbrous	body."Ere	many	days,"	I	said,	as	I	terminated	my	musings,	"I	will	knowsomething	of	him	whose	voice	seemed	last	night	to	summon	me.Letters	have	proved	of	no	avail--personal	inquiry	shall	replacethem."At	breakfast	I	announced	to
Diana	and	Mary	that	I	was	going	ajourney,	and	should	be	absent	at	least	four	days."Alone,	Jane?"	they	asked."Yes;	it	was	to	see	or	hear	news	of	a	friend	about	whom	I	had	forsome	time	been	uneasy."They	might	have	said,	as	I	have	no	doubt	they	thought,	that	they	hadbelieved	me	to	be	without	any	friends	save	them:	for,	indeed,	I	hadoften	said	so;	but,
with	their	true	natural	delicacy,	they	abstainedfrom	comment,	except	that	Diana	asked	me	if	I	was	sure	I	was	wellenough	to	travel.	What	sudden	eagerness	is	this	youevince?	The	caged	eagle,	whose	gold-ringed	eyes	cruelty	hasextinguished,	might	look	as	looked	that	sightless	Samson.And,	reader,	do	you	think	I	feared	him	in	his	blind	ferocity?--ifyou
do,	you	little	know	me.	Mary,	are	you?""Mortally:	after	all,	it's	tough	work	fagging	away	at	a	languagewith	no	master	but	a	lexicon.""It	is,	especially	such	a	language	as	this	crabbed	but	gloriousDeutsch.	And	for	the	rest,	though	you	have	a	man's	vigorous	brain,	youhave	a	woman's	heart	and--it	would	not	do.""It	would	do,"	I	affirmed	with	some	disdain,
"perfectly	well.	Little	nervous	subject!	Forget	visionary	woe,	and	thinkonly	of	real	happiness!	You	say	you	love	me,	Janet:	yes--I	willnot	forget	that;	and	you	cannot	deny	it.	He	was	taking	off	my	shawl	in	the	hall,	andshaking	the	water	out	of	my	loosened	hair,	when	Mrs.	Now	you	look	puzzled;	and	Iwill	puzzle	you	further.	I	shouldlike	something	else:	a
little	addition	to	the	rite.	"You	would	be	strangelyincredulous	if	you	did	doubt	it,"	was	my	mental	comment.	During	these	sections	the	novel	provides	perspectives	on	a	number	of	important	social	issues	and	ideas,	many	of	which	are	critical	of	the	status	quo	(see	the	Themes	section	below).	It	could	not	have	lastedmore	than	two	hours:	many	a	week	has
seemed	shorter.Mr.	Rochester	entered,	and	with	him	the	surgeon	he	had	been	tofetch."Now,	Carter,	be	on	the	alert,"	he	said	to	this	last:	"I	give	youbut	half-an-hour	for	dressing	the	wound,	fastening	the	bandages,getting	the	patient	downstairs	and	all.""But	is	he	fit	to	move,	sir?""No	doubt	of	it;	it	is	nothing	serious;	he	is	nervous,	his	spiritsmust	be
kept	up.	"Is	she	original?	"Good	evening!"	herepeated,	in	a	voice	low	and	hollow	as	an	echo.	Besides,	youmust	know	some	day,--as	well	now	as	later.	But,	Jane,	I	see	by	your	face	you	arenot	forming	a	very	favourable	opinion	of	me	just	now.	Was	it	suspected	that	this	lunatic,	Mrs.	Butshe	is	worn	to	nothing.	I	shall	continue	to	act	as	Adele's	governess;	by
that	Ishall	earn	my	board	and	lodging,	and	thirty	pounds	a	year	besides.I'll	furnish	my	own	wardrobe	out	of	that	money,	and	you	shall	giveme	nothing	but--""Well,	but	what?""Your	regard;	and	if	I	give	you	mine	in	return,	that	debt	will	bequit.""Well,	for	cool	native	impudence	and	pure	innate	pride,	you	haven'tyour	equal,"	said	he.	Nothing	to	cut	a
feeling	or	sting	a	passion?	It	does	not	signify	if	I	knew	twentyways;	for	he	has	seen	me."Hillo!"	he	cries;	and	he	puts	up	his	book	and	his	pencil.	Earnestnessis	ever	deeply	solemn:	first,	as	I	listened	to	that	prayer,	Iwondered	at	his;	then,	when	it	continued	and	rose,	I	was	touched	byit,	and	at	last	awed.	Amongstthem	all	I	found	not	one	whom,	had	I	been
ever	so	free,	I--warned	asI	was	of	the	risks,	the	horrors,	the	loathings	of	incongruousunions--would	have	asked	to	marry	me.	Poole	wasfast	asleep	after	the	gin	and	water,	the	mad	lady,	who	was	ascunning	as	a	witch,	would	take	the	keys	out	of	her	pocket,	letherself	out	of	her	chamber,	and	go	roaming	about	the	house,	doingany	wild	mischief	that	came
into	her	head.	And	now	I	thought:	till	now	I	had	onlyheard,	seen,	moved--followed	up	and	down	where	I	was	led	or	dragged--watched	event	rush	on	event,	disclosure	open	beyond	disclosure:but	NOW,	I	THOUGHT.The	morning	had	been	a	quiet	morning	enough--all	except	the	briefscene	with	the	lunatic:	the	transaction	in	the	church	had	not	beennoisy;
there	was	no	explosion	of	passion,	no	loud	altercation,	nodispute,	no	defiance	or	challenge,	no	tears,	no	sobs:	a	few	wordshad	been	spoken,	a	calmly	pronounced	objection	to	the	marriage	made;some	stern,	short	questions	put	by	Mr.	Rochester;	answers,explanations	given,	evidence	adduced;	an	open	admission	of	the	truthhad	been	uttered	by	my
master;	then	the	living	proof	had	been	seen;the	intruders	were	gone,	and	all	was	over.I	was	in	my	own	room	as	usual--just	myself,	without	obvious	change:nothing	had	smitten	me,	or	scathed	me,	or	maimed	me.	"I	think	I	may	confess,"he	continued,	"even	although	I	should	make	you	a	little	indignant,Jane--and	I	have	seen	what	a	fire-spirit	you	can	be
when	you	areindignant.	And	then	he	will	stay	inEngland.""Far	from	that,	Diana;	his	sole	idea	in	proposing	to	me	is	toprocure	a	fitting	fellow-labourer	in	his	Indian	toils.""What!	He	wishes	you	to	go	to	India?""Yes.""Madness!"	she	exclaimed.	She	turned,	but	ina	moment	returned."Are	you	well?"	she	asked.	"What	is	the	nature	of	the	impediment?"he
asked.	I	know	they	would	be	clever,for	you	are	a	talented	creature!""He	approved	of	them--yes.""He	would	discover	many	things	in	you	he	could	not	have	expected	tofind?	Away	with	evil	presentiment!	It	washe:	here	he	was,	mounted	on	Mesrour,	followed	by	Pilot.	Ilooked	round	in	search	of	another	road.	How	dare	I?	I	wished	to	leaveimmediately	after
the	funeral,	but	Georgiana	entreated	me	to	staytill	she	could	get	off	to	London,	whither	she	was	now	at	lastinvited	by	her	uncle,	Mr.	Gibson,	who	had	come	down	to	direct	hissister's	interment	and	settle	the	family	affairs.	It	is	an	old	saying	that	'all	is	not	gold	thatglitters;'	and	in	this	case	I	do	fear	there	will	be	something	foundto	be	different	to	what
either	you	or	I	expect.""Why?--am	I	a	monster?"	I	said:	"is	it	impossible	that	Mr.Rochester	should	have	a	sincere	affection	for	me?""No:	you	are	very	well;	and	much	improved	of	late;	and	Mr.Rochester,	I	daresay,	is	fond	of	you.	Mr.	Rochester	was	safe;	he	wasGod's,	and	by	God	would	he	be	guarded.	Winter	snows,	I	thought,	had	drifted	through	that
voidarch,	winter	rains	beaten	in	at	those	hollow	casements;	for,	amidstthe	drenched	piles	of	rubbish,	spring	had	cherished	vegetation:grass	and	weed	grew	here	and	there	between	the	stones	and	fallenrafters.	I	will	speak	to	Miss	Temple	and	the	teachers.""I	should	wish	her	to	be	brought	up	in	a	manner	suiting	herprospects,"	continued	my
benefactress;	"to	be	made	useful,	to	bekept	humble:	as	for	the	vacations,	she	will,	with	your	permission,spend	them	always	at	Lowood.""Your	decisions	are	perfectly	judicious,	madam,"	returned	Mr.Brocklehurst.	Try	if	she	can	speak	now--ask	her	hername."I	felt	I	could	speak,	and	I	answered--"My	name	is	Jane	Elliott."Anxious	as	ever	to	avoid
discovery,	I	had	before	resolved	to	assumean	ALIAS."And	where	do	you	live?	Have	you	no	sense	to	devise	a	system	which	will	make	youindependent	of	all	efforts,	and	all	wills,	but	your	own?	Gentle,	soft	dream,	nestling	in	myarms	now,	you	will	fly,	too,	as	your	sisters	have	all	fled	beforeyou:	but	kiss	me	before	you	go--embrace	me,	Jane.""There,	sir--
and	there!"'I	pressed	my	lips	to	his	once	brilliant	and	now	rayless	eyes--Iswept	his	hair	from	his	brow,	and	kissed	that	too.	Besides,	school	would	be	acomplete	change:	it	implied	a	long	journey,	an	entire	separationfrom	Gateshead,	an	entrance	into	a	new	life."I	should	indeed	like	to	go	to	school,"	was	the	audible	conclusionof	my	musings."Well,	well!
who	knows	what	may	happen?"	said	Mr.	Lloyd,	as	he	gotup.	I	think	it	contains	a	colour-box,	pencils,and	paper."I	approached	to	take	it:	a	welcome	gift	it	was.	But	my	night	was	wretched,	my	restbroken:	the	ground	was	damp,	the	air	cold:	besides,	intruderspassed	near	me	more	than	once,	and	I	had	again	and	again	to	changemy	quarters;	no	sense	of
safety	or	tranquillity	befriended	me.Towards	morning	it	rained;	the	whole	of	the	following	day	was	wet.Do	not	ask	me,	reader,	to	give	a	minute	account	of	that	day;	asbefore,	I	sought	work;	as	before,	I	was	repulsed;	as	before,	Istarved;	but	once	did	food	pass	my	lips.	I	too	rose	reluctantly;	it	wasbitter	cold,	and	I	dressed	as	well	as	I	could	for	shivering,
andwashed	when	there	was	a	basin	at	liberty,	which	did	not	occur	soon,as	there	was	but	one	basin	to	six	girls,	on	the	stands	down	themiddle	of	the	room.	Calminghimself	by	an	effort,	he	added	-"A	servant	has	had	the	nightmare;	that	is	all.	I	rose	from	thethanksgiving--took	a	resolve--and	lay	down,	unscared,	enlightened--eager	but	for	the
daylight.Page	17The	daylight	came.	It's	the	worst	road	to	travelafter	dark	that	can	be:	there's	no	track	at	all	over	the	bog.	I	had	to	deceive	a	fine	ear:	for	aught	I	knew	it	might	now	belistening.I	would	have	got	past	Mr.	Rochester's	chamber	without	a	pause;	butmy	heart	momentarily	stopping	its	beat	at	that	threshold,	my	footwas	forced	to	stop	also.
What	shall	I	do,Jane?	Carter--hurry!--hurry!The	sun	will	soon	rise,	and	I	must	have	him	off.""Directly,	sir;	the	shoulder	is	just	bandaged.	"I've	told	Missis	oftenmy	opinion	about	the	child,	and	Missis	agreed	with	me.	I	almost	wondered	they	did	not	check	their	songs	andwhispers	to	catch	the	suspended	revelation;	but	they	would	have	hadto	wait	many
minutes--so	long	was	the	silence	protracted.	No	woman	was	evernearer	to	her	mate	than	I	am:	ever	more	absolutely	bone	of	his	boneand	flesh	of	his	flesh.	"Wait	for	me!	Oh,	I	will	come!"	I	flew	tothe	door	and	looked	into	the	passage:	it	was	dark.	Jane,	did	you	ever	hear	or	know	at	I	was	notthe	eldest	son	of	my	house:	that	I	had	once	a	brother	older
thanI?""I	remember	Mrs.	They	came	to	tell	usthe	next	morning	that	all	was	over.	He	wanted	to	marry	meonly	because	he	thought	I	should	make	a	suitable	missionary's	wife,which	she	would	not	have	done.	He	watched	me	a	second,	thensaying,	"Remember!--No	conversation,"	he	left	the	room.	"Is	it,	then,	a	bonfire	just	kindled?"	I	questioned.	We	were
now	approaching	Thornfield.	With	a	loud	long	knock,the	new-comer	appealed	to	the	door."Is	it	you,	Mr.	St.	John?"	cried	Hannah."Yes--yes;	open	quickly.""Well,	how	wet	and	cold	you	must	be,	such	a	wild	night	as	it	is!Come	in--your	sisters	are	quite	uneasy	about	you,	and	I	believethere	are	bad	folks	about.	Not	without	cause	was	this	sentiment:Mrs.	Do
youreally	wish	the	bairn	to	go?	Miss	Miller	was	more	ordinary;	ruddy	incomplexion,	though	of	a	careworn	countenance;	hurried	in	gait	andaction,	like	one	who	had	always	a	multiplicity	of	tasks	on	hand:she	looked,	indeed,	what	I	afterwards	found	she	really	was,	anunder-teacher.	Mosquitoes	camebuzzing	in	and	hummed	sullenly	round	the	room;	the
sea,	which	Icould	hear	from	thence,	rumbled	dull	like	an	earthquake--blackclouds	were	casting	up	over	it;	the	moon	was	setting	in	the	waves,broad	and	red,	like	a	hot	cannon-ball--she	threw	her	last	bloodyglance	over	a	world	quivering	with	the	ferment	of	tempest.	I	thank	Providence,	whowatched	over	you,	that	she	then	spent	her	fury	on	your
weddingapparel,	which	perhaps	brought	back	vague	reminiscences	of	her	ownbridal	days:	but	on	what	might	have	happened,	I	cannot	endure	toreflect.	As	I	walked	by	his	side	homeward,	Iread	well	in	his	iron	silence	all	he	felt	towards	me:	thedisappointment	of	an	austere	and	despotic	nature,	which	has	metresistance	where	it	expected	submission--
the	disapprobation	of	acool,	inflexible	judgment,	which	has	detected	in	another	feelingsand	views	in	which	it	has	no	power	to	sympathise:	in	short,	as	aman,	he	would	have	wished	to	coerce	me	into	obedience:	it	was	onlyas	a	sincere	Christian	he	bore	so	patiently	with	my	perversity,	andallowed	so	long	a	space	for	reflection	and	repentance.That	night,
after	he	had	kissed	his	sisters,	he	thought	proper	toforget	even	to	shake	hands	with	me,	but	left	the	room	in	silence.I--who,	though	I	had	no	love,	had	much	friendship	for	him--was	hurtby	the	marked	omission:	so	much	hurt	that	tears	started	to	my	eyes."I	see	you	and	St.	John	have	been	quarrelling,	Jane,"	said	Diana,"during	your	walk	on	the	moor.	As
she	grew	up,a	sound	English	education	corrected	in	a	great	measure	her	Frenchdefects;	and	when	she	left	school,	I	found	in	her	a	pleasing	andobliging	companion:	docile,	good-tempered,	and	well-principled.	And	when	you	go	to	India,	willyou	leave	me	so,	without	a	kinder	word	than	you	have	yet	spoken?"He	now	turned	quite	from	the	moon	and	faced
me."When	I	go	to	India,	Jane,	will	I	leave	you!	What!	do	you	not	go	toIndia?""You	said	I	could	not	unless	I	married	you.""And	you	will	not	marry	me!	You	adhere	to	that	resolution?"Reader,	do	you	know,	as	I	do,	what	terror	those	cold	people	can	putinto	the	ice	of	their	questions?	I	got	up,	I	wentto	the	door;	I	came	back	again;	I	walked	to	the	window,
across	theroom,	then	close	up	to	her.SPEAK	I	must:	I	had	been	trodden	on	severely,	and	MUST	turn:	buthow?	That	is	a	hundred	miles	off!	Who	may	she	be	that	sendsfor	people	to	see	her	that	distance?""Her	name	is	Reed,	sir--Mrs.	I	looked	into	a	certain	corner	near,	half-expecting	tosee	the	slim	outline	of	a	once	dreaded	switch	which	used	to
lurkthere,	waiting	to	leap	out	imp-like	and	lace	my	quivering	palm	orshrinking	neck.	Mutual	recriminationpassed	between	them:	they	parted	in	anger,	and	were	neverreconciled.	I	came	only	thisevening,"	I	answered."Great	God!--what	delusion	has	come	over	me?	'Where	are	you?'	seemed	spokenamongst	mountains;	for	I	heard	a	hill-sent	echo	repeat
the	words.Cooler	and	fresher	at	the	moment	the	gale	seemed	to	visit	my	brow:I	could	have	deemed	that	in	some	wild,	lone	scene,	I	and	Jane	weremeeting.	Itwas	strange	she	never	once	adverted	either	to	her	mother's	illness,or	her	brother's	death,	or	the	present	gloomy	state	of	the	familyprospects.	Iam	little	better	than	a	devil	at	this	moment;	and,	as
my	pastorthere	would	tell	me,	deserve	no	doubt	the	sternest	judgments	of	God,even	to	the	quenchless	fire	and	deathless	worm.	Haveyou	washed	your	hands	and	face	this	morning?"	I	gave	another	tugbefore	I	answered,	for	I	wanted	the	bird	to	be	secure	of	its	bread:the	sash	yielded;	I	scattered	the	crumbs,	some	on	the	stone	sill,some	on	the	cherry-
tree	bough,	then,	closing	the	window,	I	replied	-"No,	Bessie;	I	have	only	just	finished	dusting.""Troublesome,	careless	child!	and	what	are	you	doing	now?	In	all	likelihood,	though,	I	should	die	beforemorning.	Why	did	you	shake	your	head?Jane,	you	must	be	reasonable,	or	in	truth	I	shall	again	becomefrantic."His	voice	and	hand	quivered:	his	large
nostrils	dilated;	his	eyeblazed:	still	I	dared	to	speak."Sir,	your	wife	is	living:	that	is	a	fact	acknowledged	this	morningby	yourself.	Don't	laugh	at	me.	what	to	Mason?	In	crossing	a	field,	I	saw	the	church	spirebefore	me:	I	hastened	towards	it.	I	noticed	them,	because,	as	they	sawus,	they	passed	round	to	the	back	of	the	church;	and	I	doubted	notthey
were	going	to	enter	by	the	side-aisle	door	and	witness	theceremony.	Have	we	anything	else	to	stay	for?"	heinquired	of	Mr.	Mason."No,	no--let	us	be	gone,"	was	the	anxious	reply;	and	without	waitingto	take	leave	of	Mr.	Rochester,	they	made	their	exit	at	the	halldoor.	Reason,and	not	feeling,	is	my	guide;	my	ambition	is	unlimited:	my	desireto	rise
higher,	to	do	more	than	others,	insatiable.	"Idon't	mean	to	be	baffled	by	a	little	stiffness	on	your	part;	I'mprepared	to	go	to	considerable	lengths."	I	continued,	"You	observedit	closely	and	distinctly;	but	I	have	no	objection	to	your	lookingat	it	again,"	and	I	rose	and	placed	it	in	his	hand."A	well-executed	picture,"	he	said;	"very	soft,	clear	colouring;very
graceful	and	correct	drawing.""Yes,	yes;	I	know	all	that.	Inthat	case,	my	lot	would	become	unspeakably	wretched.	For	ten	long	years	I	roved	about,	living	first	in	onecapital,	then	another:	sometimes	in	St.	Petersburg;	oftener	inParis;	occasionally	in	Rome,	Naples,	and	Florence.	John	does	not	at	allresemble	his	father,	and	I	am	glad	of	it:	John	is	like	me
and	likemy	brothers--he	is	quite	a	Gibson.	I	wanted	tosee	the	invisible	thing	on	which,	as	we	went	along,	he	appeared	tofasten	a	glance	fierce	and	fell.	I	beckonedit	to	come	near	me;	it	stood	soon	at	my	knee.	Besides,	since	yesterday	I	haveexperienced	the	excitement	of	a	person	to	whom	a	tale	has	been	half-told,	and	who	is	impatient	to	hear	the
sequel."He	sat	down.	I	am	sick	of	the	subject.A	little	before	dark	I	passed	a	farm-house,	at	the	open	door	ofwhich	the	farmer	was	sitting,	eating	his	supper	of	bread	and	cheese.I	stopped	and	said	-"Will	you	give	me	a	piece	of	bread?	When	I	think	of	the	thing	which	flew	at	my	throat	thismorning,	hanging	its	black	and	scarlet	visage	over	the	nest	of
mydove,	my	blood	curdles"And	what,	sir,"	I	asked,	while	he	paused,	"did	you	do	when	you	hadsettled	her	here?	Gentlemen	and	ladies	alike	had	quitted	their	beds;	and	"Oh!what	is	it?"--"Who	is	hurt?"--"What	has	happened?"--"Fetch	alight!"--"Is	it	fire?"--"Are	there	robbers?"--"Where	shall	we	run?"was	demanded	confusedly	on	all	hands.	Literary	critic
Jerome	Beaty	notes	that	the	close	first	person	perspective	leaves	the	reader	"too	uncritically	accepting	of	her	worldview"	and	often	leads	reading	and	conversation	about	the	novel	towards	supporting	Jane,	regardless	of	how	irregular	her	ideas	or	perspectives.Page	21A	preface	to	the	first	edition	of	"Jane	Eyre"	being	unnecessary,I	gave	none:	this
second	edition	demands	a	few	words	both	ofacknowledgment	and	miscellaneous	remark.My	thanks	are	due	in	three	quarters.To	the	Public,	for	the	indulgent	ear	it	has	inclined	to	a	plain	talewith	few	pretensions.To	the	Press,	for	the	fair	field	its	honest	suffrage	has	opened	toan	obscure	aspirant.To	my	Publishers,	for	the	aid	their	tact,	their	energy,
theirpractical	sense	and	frank	liberality	have	afforded	an	unknown	andunrecommended	Author.The	Press	and	the	Public	are	but	vague	personifications	for	me,	andI	must	thank	them	in	vague	terms;	but	my	Publishers	are	definite:so	are	certain	generous	critics	who	have	encouraged	me	as	onlylarge-hearted	and	high-minded	men	know	how	to
encourage	a	strugglingstranger;	to	them,	i.e.,	to	my	Publishers	and	the	select	Reviewers,I	say	cordially,	Gentlemen,	I	thank	you	from	my	heart.Having	thus	acknowledged	what	I	owe	those	who	have	aided	andapproved	me,	I	turn	to	another	class;	a	small	one,	so	far	as	I	know,but	not,	therefore,	to	be	overlooked.	The	grace	and	harmony	ofbeauty	are
quite	wanting	in	those	features."On	the	third	day	I	was	better;	on	the	fourth,	I	could	speak,	move,rise	in	bed,	and	turn.	I	wished	to	rise;	but	what	could	Iput	on?	I	watched	herdrop	asleep,	and	when	I	left	her,	I	sought	the	garden.It	was	now	the	sweetest	hour	of	the	twenty-four:-	"Day	its	fervidfires	had	wasted,"	and	dew	fell	cool	on	panting	plain	and
scorchedsummit.	I'm	fear'd	you	have	some	ill	plans	agate,	that	bring	youabout	folk's	houses	at	this	time	o'	night.	Hannah	says	youhave	had	nothing	but	some	gruel	since	breakfast."I	did	not	refuse	it,	for	my	appetite	was	awakened	and	keen.	It	was	a	grovelling	fashionof	existence:	I	should	never	like	to	return	to	it.	I	hope	your	energies	will	then	once
moretrouble	you	with	their	strength."I	looked	at	him	with	surprise.	His	sisters	were	gone	to	Morton	in	my	stead:	Isat	reading	Schiller;	he,	deciphering	his	crabbed	Oriental	scrolls.As	I	exchanged	a	translation	for	an	exercise,	I	happened	to	look	hisway:	there	I	found	myself	under	the	influence	of	the	ever-watchfulblue	eye.	Glad	was	I	when	I	at	last	got
her	toThornfield,	and	saw	her	safely	lodged	in	that	third-storey	room,	ofwhose	secret	inner	cabinet	she	has	now	for	ten	years	made	a	wildbeast's	den--a	goblin's	cell.	Clara	was	honest	and	quiet;	but	heavy,	mindless,and	unimpressible:	not	one	whit	to	my	taste.	She	answered	it	witha	second	laugh,	and	laughter	well	became	her	youth,	her	roses,
herdimples,	her	bright	eyes.As	he	stood,	mute	and	grave,	she	again	fell	to	caressing	Carlo."Poor	Carlo	loves	me,"	said	she.	Raw	and	chill	was	the	winter	morning:	my	teeth	chattered	asI	hastened	down	the	drive.	I	reached	thehouse,	and	knocked	at	the	kitchen-door.	Led	by	her,	I	passed	from	compartment	tocompartment,	from	passage	to	passage,	of	a
large	and	irregularbuilding;	till,	emerging	from	the	total	and	somewhat	dreary	silencepervading	that	portion	of	the	house	we	had	traversed,	we	came	uponthe	hum	of	many	voices,	and	presently	entered	a	wide,	long	room,with	great	deal	tables,	two	at	each	end,	on	each	of	which	burnt	apair	of	candles,	and	seated	all	round	on	benches,	a	congregation
ofgirls	of	every	age,	from	nine	or	ten	to	twenty.	She	had	been	indulged	from	her	birth,	but	wasnot	absolutely	spoilt.	I	wondered	what	itmeant:	I	wondered,	too,	at	the	punctual	satisfaction	he	neverfailed	to	exhibit	on	an	occasion	that	seemed	to	me	of	small	moment,namely,	my	weekly	visit	to	Morton	school;	and	still	more	was	Ipuzzled	when,	if	the	day
was	unfavourable,	if	there	was	snow,	orrain,	or	high	wind,	and	his	sisters	urged	me	not	to	go,	he	wouldinvariably	make	light	of	their	solicitude,	and	encourage	me	toaccomplish	the	task	without	regard	to	the	elements."Jane	is	not	such	a	weakling	as	you	would	make	her,"	he	would	say:"she	can	bear	a	mountain	blast,	or	a	shower,	or	a	few	flakes	ofsnow,
as	well	as	any	of	us.	Reed;	for	it	was	hernature	to	wound	me	cruelly;	never	was	I	happy	in	her	presence;however	carefully	I	obeyed,	however	strenuously	I	strove	to	pleaseher,	my	efforts	were	still	repulsed	and	repaid	by	such	sentences	asthe	above.	If	she	had	held	it	open	alittle	longer,	I	believe	I	should	have	begged	a	piece	of	bread;	forI	was	now
brought	low.I	could	not	bear	to	return	to	the	sordid	village,	where,	besides,	noprospect	of	aid	was	visible.	I	wrestled	with	my	own	resolution:	I	wantedto	be	weak	that	I	might	avoid	the	awful	passage	of	further	sufferingI	saw	laid	out	for	me;	and	Conscience,	turned	tyrant,	held	Passionby	the	throat,	told	her	tauntingly,	she	had	yet	but	dipped	herdainty
foot	in	the	slough,	and	swore	that	with	that	arm	of	iron	hewould	thrust	her	down	to	unsounded	depths	of	agony."Let	me	be	torn	away,"	then	I	cried.	I	rambled	round	the	hamlet,	goingsometimes	to	a	little	distance	and	returning	again,	for	an	hour	ormore.	Where	was	his	daring	stride	now?	While	earnestly	wishing	to	erasefrom	his	mind	the	trace	of	my
former	offence,	I	had	stamped	on	thattenacious	surface	another	and	far	deeper	impression,	I	had	burnt	itin."Now	you	will	indeed	hate	me,"	I	said.	My	father	and	brother	hadnot	made	my	marriage	known	to	their	acquaintance;	because,	in	thevery	first	letter	I	wrote	to	apprise	them	of	the	union--havingalready	begun	to	experience	extreme	disgust	of	its
consequences,and,	from	the	family	character	and	constitution,	seeing	a	hideousfuture	opening	to	me--I	added	an	urgent	charge	to	keep	it	secret:and	very	soon	the	infamous	conduct	of	the	wife	my	father	hadselected	for	me	was	such	as	to	make	him	blush	to	own	her	as	hisdaughter-in-law.	The	first	was	a	page	so	heavenly	sweet--so	deadly	sad--that	to
read	one	line	of	it	would	dissolve	my	courageand	break	down	my	energy.	I	was	at	once	content	andstimulated	with	what	I	saw:	I	liked	what	I	had	seen,	and	wished	tosee	more.	I	remembered	that	strangers	whoarrive	at	a	place	where	they	have	no	friends,	and	who	wantemployment,	sometimes	apply	to	the	clergyman	for	introduction	andaid.	Far	from
desiring	to	publish	the	connection,	hebecame	as	anxious	to	conceal	it	as	myself."To	England,	then,	I	conveyed	her;	a	fearful	voyage	I	had	with	sucha	monster	in	the	vessel.	I	will	even	tell	you	the	name	of	theestablishment,	where	I	passed	six	years	as	a	pupil,	and	two	as	ateacher--Lowood	Orphan	Asylum,	-shire:	you	will	have	heard	of	it,Mr.	Rivers?--the
Rev.	This	Ifelt	sure	was	Eliza,	though	I	could	trace	little	resemblance	to	herformer	self	in	that	elongated	and	colourless	visage.The	other	was	as	certainly	Georgiana:	but	not	the	Georgiana	Iremembered--the	slim	and	fairy-like	girl	of	eleven.	Fairfax	surmised	that	hewas	gone	to	make	arrangements	for	his	wedding,	as	he	had	talked	ofpurchasing	a	new
carriage:	she	said	the	idea	of	his	marrying	MissIngram	still	seemed	strange	to	her;	but	from	what	everybody	said,and	from	what	she	had	herself	seen,	she	could	no	longer	doubt	thatthe	event	would	shortly	take	place.	You	are	passionate.	My	task	was	a	very	hard	one;	but,	as	I	was	absolutelyresolved--as	my	cousins	saw	at	length	that	my	mind	was
really	andimmutably	fixed	on	making	a	just	division	of	the	property--as	theymust	in	their	own	hearts	have	felt	the	equity	of	the	intention;	andmust,	besides,	have	been	innately	conscious	that	in	my	place	theywould	have	done	precisely	what	I	wished	to	do--they	yielded	atlength	so	far	as	to	consent	to	put	the	affair	to	arbitration.	The	punishment	seemed
to	me	in	a	high	degreeignominious,	especially	for	so	great	a	girl--she	looked	thirteen	orupwards.	It	is	notpersonal,	but	mental	endowments	they	have	given	you:	you	are	formedfor	labour,	not	for	love.	But	courage!	Iwill	not	pause	either	to	accuse	or	repine.	"Was	it	known	how	it	originated?"	Idemanded."They	guessed,	ma'am:	they	guessed.	Isuppose,
then,	your	heart	has	been	weeping	blood?""Well,	Jane!	not	a	word	of	reproach?	I	got	out	of	thecoach,	gave	a	box	I	had	into	the	ostler's	charge,	to	be	kept	till	Icalled	for	it;	paid	my	fare;	satisfied	the	coachman,	and	was	going:the	brightening	day	gleamed	on	the	sign	of	the	inn,	and	I	read	ingilt	letters,	"The	Rochester	Arms."	My	heart	leapt	up:	I
wasalready	on	my	master's	very	lands.	I	loved	himvery	much--more	than	I	could	trust	myself	to	say--more	than	wordshad	power	to	express."Ask	something	more,"	he	said	presently;	"it	is	my	delight	to	beentreated,	and	to	yield."I	was	again	ready	with	my	request.	Butthat	is	not	your	pity,	Jane;	it	is	not	the	feeling	of	which	yourwhole	face	is	full	at	this
moment--with	which	your	eyes	are	nowalmost	overflowing--with	which	your	heart	is	heaving--with	whichyour	hand	is	trembling	in	mine.	I	wished	I	could	live	in	it	and	on	it.I	saw	a	lizard	run	over	the	crag;	I	saw	a	bee	busy	among	the	sweetbilberries.	Tell	me	what	you	feel.""I	could	not,	sir:	no	words	could	tell	you	what	I	feel.	It	is	excusable,	for	she	had	a
hardlife	of	it:	but	still	it	was	dangerous;	for	when	Mrs.	I	saw	his	fallibilities:	I	comprehendedthem.	Heseemed	to	say,	with	his	sad	and	resolute	look,	if	he	did	not	say	itwith	his	lips,	"I	love	you,	and	I	know	you	prefer	me.	You	see,	I	mistrust	you	still,	though	youhave	borne	up	wonderfully	so	far.	I	dared	notoffer	her	the	half-worn	gloves,	the	creased
handkerchief:	besides,I	felt	it	would	be	absurd.	I	considered;	my	life	was	so	wretched,	it	must	bechanged,	or	I	must	die.	Instead	of	subsiding	as	night	drew	on,	itseemed	to	augment	its	rush	and	deepen	its	roar:	the	trees	blewsteadfastly	one	way,	never	writhing	round,	and	scarcely	tossing	backtheir	boughs	once	in	an	hour;	so	continuous	was	the	strain
bendingtheir	branchy	heads	northward--the	clouds	drifted	from	pole	to	pole,fast	following,	mass	on	mass:	no	glimpse	of	blue	sky	had	beenvisible	that	July	day.It	was	not	without	a	certain	wild	pleasure	I	ran	before	the	wind,delivering	my	trouble	of	mind	to	the	measureless	air-torrentthundering	through	space.	Reed	sottovoce;	and	gathering	up	her
work,	she	abruptly	quitted	the	apartment.I	was	left	there	alone--winner	of	the	field.	Fairfax,	sir:	she	saw	me	with	you	last	night	in	the	hall,	andshe	was	shocked.	"Itwill	be	a	change	for	me	to	visit	you	now	and	then;	and	I	like	achange.	One	drear	word	comprised	myintolerable	duty--"Depart!""Jane,	you	understand	what	I	want	of	you?	Shut	my	eyes	as	I
would,	these	last	words	of	hissucceeded	in	making	the	way,	which	had	seemed	blocked	up,comparatively	clear.	Let	melook	at	your	watch.""Fasten	it	into	your	girdle,	Janet,	and	keep	it	henceforward:	Ihave	no	use	for	it.""It	is	nearly	four	o'clock	in	the	afternoon,	sir.	The	sketchof	Rosamond's	portrait	pleased	him	highly:	he	said	I	must	make	afinished
picture	of	it.	"Very	good,"	I	thought;	"you	mayfume	and	fidget	as	you	please:	but	this	is	the	best	plan	to	pursuewith	you,	I	am	certain.	She,	however,	did	not	die:	but	I	said	she	did--I	wishshe	had	died!""A	strange	wish,	Mrs.	The	present--the	passing	second	oftime--was	all	I	had	in	which	to	control	and	restrain	him--a	movementof	repulsion,	flight,	fear
would	have	sealed	my	doom,--and	his.	Now	for	vexation,	andexasperation,	and	endless	trouble!	By	God!	I	long	to	exert	afraction	of	Samson's	strength,	and	break	the	entanglement	like	tow!"He	recommenced	his	walk,	but	soon	again	stopped,	and	this	time	justbefore	me."Jane!	will	you	hear	reason?"	(he	stooped	and	approached	his	lips	tomy	ear);
"because,	if	you	won't,	I'll	try	violence."	His	voice	washoarse;	his	look	that	of	a	man	who	is	just	about	to	burst	aninsufferable	bond	and	plunge	headlong	into	wild	license.	Be	of	good	cheer,Richard;	step	out--that's	it!""I	do	feel	better,"	remarked	Mr.	Mason."I	am	sure	you	do.	You'll	like	Ireland,	I	think:they're	such	warm-hearted	people	there,	they
say.""It	is	a	long	way	off,	sir.""No	matter--a	girl	of	your	sense	will	not	object	to	the	voyage	orthe	distance.""Not	the	voyage,	but	the	distance:	and	then	the	sea	is	a	barrier--""From	what,	Jane?""From	England	and	from	Thornfield:	and--""Well?""From	YOU,	sir."I	said	this	almost	involuntarily,	and,	with	as	little	sanction	offree	will,	my	tears	gushed	out.	I
smiled	as	I	unfolded	it,	and	devised	how	Iwould	tease	you	about	your	aristocratic	tastes,	and	your	efforts	tomasque	your	plebeian	bride	in	the	attributes	of	a	peeress.	Bessiesat	on	the	hearth,	nursing	her	last-born,	and	Robert	and	his	sisterplayed	quietly	in	a	corner."Bless	you!--I	knew	you	would	come!"	exclaimed	Mrs.	Thanks	being	returned	for	what
we	had	not	got,	and	asecond	hymn	chanted,	the	refectory	was	evacuated	for	the	schoolroom.I	was	one	of	the	last	to	go	out,	and	in	passing	the	tables,	I	sawone	teacher	take	a	basin	of	the	porridge	and	taste	it;	she	looked	atthe	others;	all	their	countenances	expressed	displeasure,	and	one	ofthem,	the	stout	one,	whispered	-"Abominable	stuff!	How
shameful!"A	quarter	of	an	hour	passed	before	lessons	again	began,	during	whichthe	schoolroom	was	in	a	glorious	tumult;	for	that	space	of	time	itseemed	to	be	permitted	to	talk	loud	and	more	freely,	and	they	usedtheir	privilege.	He	is	alonethis	evening,	and	not	very	well:	will	you	return	with	me	and	visithim?""It	is	not	a	seasonable	hour	to	intrude	on
Mr.	Oliver,"	answered	St.John."Not	a	seasonable	hour!	But	I	declare	it	is.	I	thanked	God--experienced	amidst	unutterableexhaustion	a	glow	of	grateful	joy--and	slept.Page	10The	recollection	of	about	three	days	and	nights	succeeding	this	isvery	dim	in	my	mind.	His	nature	was	not	changed	by	onehour	of	solemn	prayer:	it	was	only	elevated."I	could



decide	if	I	were	but	certain,"	I	answered:	"were	I	butconvinced	that	it	is	God's	will	I	should	marry	you,	I	could	vow	tomarry	you	here	and	now--come	afterwards	what	would!""My	I	prayers	are	heard!"	ejaculated	St.	John.	Rochester	at	Thornfield	Hall."I	saw	a	grim	smile	contort	Mr.	Rochester's	lips,	and	he	muttered	-"No,	by	God!	I	took	care	that	none
should	hear	of	it--or	of	herunder	that	name."	He	mused--for	ten	minutes	he	held	counsel	withhimself:	he	formed	his	resolve,	and	announced	it	-"Enough!	all	shall	bolt	out	at	once,	like	the	bullet	from	thebarrel.	Geniusbanished?	"Look	at	yourself	in	the	mirror:	youhave	not	taken	one	peep."So	I	turned	at	the	door:	I	saw	a	robed	and	veiled	figure,	so
unlikemy	usual	self	that	it	seemed	almost	the	image	of	a	stranger."Jane!"	called	a	voice,	and	I	hastened	down.	Itrequired	some	courage	to	disturb	so	interesting	a	party;	my	errand,however,	was	one	I	could	not	defer,	so	I	approached	the	master	wherehe	stood	at	Miss	Ingram's	side.	I	met	Adele	leaving	the	schoolroom."Where	are	you	going?	As	I
crossed	hisshadow,	thrown	long	over	the	garden	by	the	moon,	not	yet	risen	high,he	said	quietly,	without	turning	-"Jane,	come	and	look	at	this	fellow."I	had	made	no	noise:	he	had	not	eyes	behind--could	his	shadow	feel?I	started	at	first,	and	then	I	approached	him."Look	at	his	wings,"	said	he,	"he	reminds	me	rather	of	a	West	Indianinsect;	one	does	not
often	see	so	large	and	gay	a	night-rover	inEngland;	there!	he	is	flown."The	moth	roamed	away.	Fully	assured	bythese	words	that	Mr.	Edward--MY	Mr.	Rochester	(God	bless	him,wherever	he	was!)--was	at	least	alive:	was,	in	short,	"the	presentgentleman."	Gladdening	words!	It	seemed	I	could	hear	all	that	wasto	come--whatever	the	disclosures	might	be-
-with	comparativetranquillity.	I	pass	over	the	sort	of	slur	conveyed	in	thissuggestion	on	the	character	of	my	beloved;	indeed,	when	you	are	faraway,	Janet,	I'll	try	to	forget	it:	I	shall	notice	only	its	wisdom;which	is	such	that	I	have	made	it	my	law	of	action.	Whenever	I	wentout,	I	heard	on	all	sides	cordial	salutations,	and	was	welcomed	withfriendly
smiles.	He	further	gave	me	leave	to	get	intothe	inside,	as	the	vehicle	was	empty:	I	entered,	was	shut	in,	andit	rolled	on	its	way.Gentle	reader,	may	you	never	feel	what	I	then	felt!	May	your	eyesnever	shed	such	stormy,	scalding,	heart-wrung	tears	as	poured	frommine.	He	was	fond	and	proud	of	me--it	is	what	no	man	besides	willever	be.--But	where	am	I
wandering,	and	what	am	I	saying,	and	aboveall,	feeling?	I	proved	it	toyou	in	such	terms	as,	I	should	have	thought,	would	have	preventedyour	ever	again	alluding	to	the	plan.	I	had	indeed	levelled	at	thatprominent	feature	as	hard	a	blow	as	my	knuckles	could	inflict;	andwhen	I	saw	that	either	that	or	my	look	daunted	him,	I	had	thegreatest	inclination	to
follow	up	my	advantage	to	purpose;	but	hewas	already	with	his	mama.	A	sort	of	instinct	seemed	to	warn	him	of	her	entrance,	evenwhen	he	did	not	see	it;	and	when	he	was	looking	quite	away	from	thedoor,	if	she	appeared	at	it,	his	cheek	would	glow,	and	his	marble-seeming	features,	though	they	refused	to	relax,	changedindescribably,	and	in	their	very
quiescence	became	expressive	of	arepressed	fervour,	stronger	than	working	muscle	or	darting	glancecould	indicate.Of	course,	she	knew	her	power:	indeed,	he	did	not,	because	he	couldnot,	conceal	it	from	her.	It	is	my	intention	towrite	shortly	and	desire	her	to	come	to	me	at	Madeira.	Well,	for	sure!"A	short	time	after	she	pursued--"I	seed	you	go	out
with	the	master,but	I	didn't	know	you	were	gone	to	church	to	be	wed;"	and	she	bastedaway.	I	ate	what	I	could,	and	then	Ihastened	upstairs.	Having	once	explained	to	them	that	Icould	not	now	be	explicit	about	my	plans,	they	kindly	and	wiselyacquiesced	in	the	silence	with	which	I	pursued	them,	according	to	methe	privilege	of	free	action	I	should
under	similar	circumstanceshave	accorded	them.I	left	Moor	House	at	three	o'clock	p.m.,	and	soon	after	four	I	stoodat	the	foot	of	the	sign-post	of	Whitcross,	waiting	the	arrival	ofthe	coach	which	was	to	take	me	to	distant	Thornfield.	Shake	hands."She	put	her	floury	and	horny	hand	into	mine;	another	and	heartiersmile	illumined	her	rough	face,	and
from	that	moment	we	werefriends.Hannah	was	evidently	fond	of	talking.	And	then	thismoney	came	only	to	me:	not	to	me	and	a	rejoicing	family,	but	to	myisolated	self.	Fairfaxshowed	me	over	the	house:	it	was	hung	with	tapestry;	but	thetapestry	was	now	looped	up	in	one	part,	and	there	was	a	doorapparent,	which	had	then	been	concealed.	Theyhave	a
worth--so	I	have	always	believed;	and	if	I	cannot	believe	itnow,	it	is	because	I	am	insane--quite	insane:	with	my	veins	runningfire,	and	my	heart	beating	faster	than	I	can	count	its	throbs.Preconceived	opinions,	foregone	determinations,	are	all	I	have	atthis	hour	to	stand	by:	there	I	plant	my	foot."I	did.	Then	I	rose	up	on	my	curtainlessbed,	trembling	and
quivering;	and	then	the	still,	dark	nightwitnessed	the	convulsion	of	despair,	and	heard	the	burst	of	passion.By	nine	o'clock	the	next	morning	I	was	punctually	opening	theschool;	tranquil,	settled,	prepared	for	the	steady	duties	of	theday.Rosamond	Oliver	kept	her	word	in	coming	to	visit	me.	Now	andthen,	in	passing	a	casement,	you	glanced	out	at	the
thick-fallingsnow;	you	listened	to	the	sobbing	wind,	and	again	you	paced	gentlyon	and	dreamed.	At	the	front	door	of	the	hall	we	found	the	carriage."Take	it	back	to	the	coach-house,	John,"	said	Mr.	Rochester	coolly;"it	will	not	be	wanted	to-day."At	our	entrance,	Mrs.	And	then,	nobody	need	to	have	a	quieter	death	norhe	had.""You	say	he	never
mentioned	us?"	inquired	one	of	the	ladies."He	hadn't	time,	bairn:	he	was	gone	in	a	minute,	was	your	father.He	had	been	a	bit	ailing	like	the	day	before,	but	naught	to	signify;and	when	Mr.	St.	John	asked	if	he	would	like	either	o'	ye	to	be	sentfor,	he	fair	laughed	at	him.	Your	influence,	sir,	isevidently	potent	with	him:	he	will	never	set	you	at	defiance
orwilfully	injure	you.""Oh,	no!	Mason	will	not	defy	me;	nor,	knowing	it,	will	he	hurt	me--but,	unintentionally,	he	might	in	a	moment,	by	one	careless	word,deprive	me,	if	not	of	life,	yet	for	ever	of	happiness.""Tell	him	to	be	cautious,	sir:	let	him	know	what	you	fear,	and	showhim	how	to	avert	the	danger."He	laughed	sardonically,	hastily	took	my	hand,
and	as	hastily	threwit	from	him."If	I	could	do	that,	simpleton,	where	would	the	danger	be?Annihilated	in	a	moment.	I	had	alsomade	myself	neat,	and	had	now	the	afternoon	before	me	to	spend	as	Iwould.The	translation	of	a	few	pages	of	German	occupied	an	hour;	then	Igot	my	palette	and	pencils,	and	fell	to	the	more	soothing,	becauseeasier	occupation,
of	completing	Rosamond	Oliver's	miniature.	I	will	keep	the	law	given	by	God;	sanctionedby	man.	"I	willattire	my	Jane	in	satin	and	lace,	and	she	shall	have	roses	in	herhair;	and	I	will	cover	the	head	I	love	best	with	a	priceless	veil.""And	then	you	won't	know	me,	sir;	and	I	shall	not	be	your	Jane	Eyreany	longer,	but	an	ape	in	a	harlequin's	jacket--a	jay	in
borrowedplumes.	You	know	that.""Are	we	not?	I	should	not	shrink	from	you	withdisgust	as	I	did	from	her:	in	your	quiet	moments	you	should	have	nowatcher	and	no	nurse	but	me;	and	I	could	hang	over	you	with	untiringtenderness,	though	you	gave	me	no	smile	in	return;	and	never	wearyof	gazing	into	your	eyes,	though	they	had	no	longer	a	ray
ofrecognition	for	me.--But	why	do	I	follow	that	train	of	ideas?	That	woman,who	has	so	abused	your	long-suffering,	so	sullied	your	name,	sooutraged	your	honour,	so	blighted	your	youth,	is	not	your	wife,	norare	you	her	husband.	I	know	my	Leader:	thatHe	is	just	as	well	as	mighty;	and	while	He	has	chosen	a	feebleinstrument	to	perform	a	great	task,	He
will,	from	the	boundlessstores	of	His	providence,	supply	the	inadequacy	of	the	means	to	theend.	I	forget	she	knowsnothing	of	the	character	of	that	woman,	or	of	the	circumstancesattending	my	infernal	union	with	her.	I	could	never	rest	incommunication	with	strong,	discreet,	and	refined	minds,	whether	maleor	female,	till	I	had	passed	the	outworks	of
conventional	reserve,and	crossed	the	threshold	of	confidence,	and	won	a	place	by	theirheart's	very	hearthstone."You	are	original,"	said	he,	"and	not	timid.	I	againdemand,	what	have	you	to	say?""Sir--sir,"	interrupted	the	clergyman,	"do	not	forget	you	are	in	asacred	place."	Then	addressing	Mason,	he	inquired	gently,	"Are	youaware,	sir,	whether	or	not
this	gentleman's	wife	is	still	living?""Courage,"	urged	the	lawyer,--"speak	out.""She	is	now	living	at	Thornfield	Hall,"	said	Mason,	in	morearticulate	tones:	"I	saw	her	there	last	April.	There	you	shall	live	a	happy,	andguarded,	and	most	innocent	life.	St.	John	had	abook	in	his	hand--it	was	his	unsocial	custom	to	read	at	meals--heclosed	it,	and	looked
up,"Rosamond	Oliver,"	said	he,	"is	about	to	be	married	to	Mr.	Granby,one	of	the	best	connected	and	most	estimable	residents	in	S-,grandson	and	heir	to	Sir	Frederic	Granby:	I	had	the	intelligencefrom	her	father	yesterday."His	sisters	looked	at	each	other	and	at	me;	we	all	three	looked	athim:	he	was	serene	as	glass."The	match	must	have	been	got	up
hastily,"	said	Diana:	"they	cannothave	known	each	other	long.""But	two	months:	they	met	in	October	at	the	county	ball	at	S-.	I	had	twentyscholars.	It	was	very	clean	and	neat:	the	ornamental	windows	were	hungwith	little	white	curtains;	the	floor	was	spotless;	the	grate	andfire-irons	were	burnished	bright,	and	the	fire	burnt	clear.	Where	did	youleave
your	furred	cloak?	When,	therefore,	a	voicebroke	the	strange	stillness	at	last,	it	was	audible	enough	to	me."Listen,	Diana,"	said	one	of	the	absorbed	students;	"Franz	and	oldDaniel	are	together	in	the	night-time,	and	Franz	is	telling	a	dreamfrom	which	he	has	awakened	in	terror--listen!"	And	in	a	low	voiceshe	read	something,	of	which	not	one	word	was
intelligible	to	me;for	it	was	in	an	unknown	tongue--neither	French	nor	Latin.	It	was	half	dream,half	reality.	Hannah	opened."What	do	you	want?"	she	inquired,	in	a	voice	of	surprise,	as	shesurveyed	me	by	the	light	of	the	candle	she	held."May	I	speak	to	your	mistresses?"	I	said."You	had	better	tell	me	what	you	have	to	say	to	them.	Isoon	rose,	quietly
took	off	my	bonnet	and	gloves,	uninvited,	andsaid	I	would	just	step	out	to	Bessie--who	was,	I	dared	say,	in	thekitchen--and	ask	her	to	ascertain	whether	Mrs.	He	said	it	was	a	very	old	name	in	thatneighbourhood;	that	the	ancestors	of	the	house	were	wealthy;	thatall	Morton	had	once	belonged	to	them;	that	even	now	he	consideredthe	representative	of
that	house	might,	if	he	liked,	make	analliance	with	the	best.	My	habitual	mood	of	humiliation,self-doubt,	forlorn	depression,	fell	damp	on	the	embers	of	mydecaying	ire.	And	if	I	had	loved	him	lessI	should	have	thought	his	accent	and	look	of	exultation	savage;	but,sitting	by	him,	roused	from	the	nightmare	of	parting--called	to	theparadise	of	union--I
thought	only	of	the	bliss	given	me	to	drink	inso	abundant	a	flow.	I	want	an	explanation.""Then,	sir,	listen.	I	sat	down	on	the	narrowledge;	I	hushed	the	scared	infant	in	my	lap:	you	turned	an	angle	ofthe	road:	I	bent	forward	to	take	a	last	look;	the	wall	crumbled;	Iwas	shaken;	the	child	rolled	from	my	knee,	I	lost	my	balance,	fell,and	woke.""Now,	Jane,
that	is	all.""All	the	preface,	sir;	the	tale	is	yet	to	come.	Andoverhead--yes,	in	the	room	just	above	my	chamber-ceiling--I	nowheard	a	struggle:	a	deadly	one	it	seemed	from	the	noise;	and	ahalf-smothered	voice	shouted	-"Help!	help!	help!"	three	times	rapidly."Will	no	one	come?"	it	cried;	and	then,	while	the	staggering	andstamping	went	on	wildly,	I
distinguished	through	plank	and	plaster:-"Rochester!	Rochester!	for	God's	sake,	come!"A	chamber-door	opened:	some	one	ran,	or	rushed,	along	the	gallery.Another	step	stamped	on	the	flooring	above	and	something	fell;	andthere	was	silence.I	had	put	on	some	clothes,	though	horror	shook	all	my	limbs;	Iissued	from	my	apartment.	I	thinkyou	good,
gifted,	lovely:	a	fervent,	a	solemn	passion	is	conceivedin	my	heart;	it	leans	to	you,	draws	you	to	my	centre	and	spring	oflife,	wraps	my	existence	about	you,	and,	kindling	in	pure,	powerfulflame,	fuses	you	and	me	in	one."It	was	because	I	felt	and	knew	this,	that	I	resolved	to	marry	you.To	tell	me	that	I	had	already	a	wife	is	empty	mockery:	you	know
nowthat	I	had	but	a	hideous	demon.	My	fixed	desire	was	to	seek	and	find	a	good	and	intelligentwoman,	whom	I	could	love:	a	contrast	to	the	fury	I	left	atThornfield--""But	you	could	not	marry,	sir.""I	had	determined	and	was	convinced	that	I	could	and	ought.	He	lifted	his	hand	and	openedhis	eyelids;	gazed	blank,	and	with	a	straining	effort,	on	the
sky,and	toward	the	amphitheatre	of	trees:	one	saw	that	all	to	him	wasvoid	darkness.	"I'll	not	stand	you	an	inch	inthe	stead	of	a	seraglio,"	I	said;	"so	don't	consider	me	anequivalent	for	one.	I	was	now	too	fond	of	you	often	to	simulate	thefirst	whim;	and,	when	I	stretched	my	hand	out	cordially,	such	bloomand	light	and	bliss	rose	to	your	young,	wistful
features,	I	had	muchado	often	to	avoid	straining	you	then	and	there	to	my	heart.""Don't	talk	any	more	of	those	days,	sir,"	I	interrupted,	furtivelydashing	away	some	tears	from	my	eyes;	his	language	was	torture	tome;	for	I	knew	what	I	must	do--and	do	soon--and	all	thesereminiscences,	and	these	revelations	of	his	feelings	only	made	mywork	more
difficult."No,	Jane,"	he	returned:	"what	necessity	is	there	to	dwell	on	thePast,	when	the	Present	is	so	much	surer--the	Future	so	muchbrighter?"I	shuddered	to	hear	the	infatuated	assertion."You	see	now	how	the	case	stands--do	you	not?"	he	continued.	Therewas	a	young	lady,	a	governess	at	the	Hall,	that	Mr.	Rochester	fellin--""But	the	fire,"	I
suggested."I'm	coming	to	that,	ma'am--that	Mr.	Edward	fell	in	love	with.	I	passedit	as	negligently	as	I	did	the	pollard	willow	opposite	to	it:	I	hadno	presentiment	of	what	it	would	be	to	me;	no	inward	warning	thatthe	arbitress	of	my	life--my	genius	for	good	or	evil--waited	therein	humble	guise.	The	feeling	was	not	like	an	electric	shock,	but	it	wasquite	as
sharp,	as	strange,	as	startling:	it	acted	on	my	senses	asif	their	utmost	activity	hitherto	had	been	but	torpor,	from	whichthey	were	now	summoned	and	forced	to	wake.	Whatever	I	do	with	its	cage,	Icannot	get	at	it--the	savage,	beautiful	creature!	If	I	tear,	if	Irend	the	slight	prison,	my	outrage	will	only	let	the	captive	loose.Conqueror	I	might	be	of	the
house;	but	the	inmate	would	escape	toheaven	before	I	could	call	myself	possessor	of	its	clay	dwelling-place.	Missis	was	rather	too	hard."Sarah	came	back	with	her;	they	both	went	to	bed;	they	werewhispering	together	for	half-an-hour	before	they	fell	asleep.	He	scowled	at	first;then,	as	if	recollecting	something,	he	said	-"Right,	right!	Better	not	give
you	all	now:	you	would,	perhaps,stay	away	three	months	if	you	had	fifty	pounds.	Mr.Eyre	mentioned	the	intelligence;	for	he	knew	that	my	client	here	wasacquainted	with	a	gentleman	of	the	name	of	Rochester.	The	craving	to	know	what	had	become	of	him	followed	meeverywhere;	when	I	was	at	Morton,	I	re-entered	my	cottage	everyevening	to	think	of
that;	and	now	at	Moor	House,	I	sought	my	bedroomeach	night	to	brood	over	it.In	the	course	of	my	necessary	correspondence	with	Mr.	Briggs	aboutthe	will,	I	had	inquired	if	he	knew	anything	of	Mr.	Rochester'spresent	residence	and	state	of	health;	but,	as	St.	John	hadconjectured,	he	was	quite	ignorant	of	all	concerning	him.	How	do	you	know
her?""Mr.	Reed	was	my	uncle--my	mother's	brother.""The	deuce	he	was!	You	never	told	me	that	before:	you	always	saidyou	had	no	relations.""None	that	would	own	me,	sir.	You	shall	go	toa	place	I	have	in	the	south	of	France:	a	whitewashed	villa	on	theshores	of	the	Mediterranean.	You	have	but	one	end	to	keep	inview--how	the	work	you	have
undertaken	can	best	be	done.	Goup	to	that	man,	and	inquire	if	Mr.	Rochester	be	at	home."The	suggestion	was	sensible,	and	yet	I	could	not	force	myself	to	acton	it.	Long	after	the	littlebirds	had	left	their	nests;	long	after	bees	had	come	in	the	sweetprime	of	day	to	gather	the	heath	honey	before	the	dew	was	dried--when	the	long	morning	shadows	were
curtailed,	and	the	sun	filledearth	and	sky--I	got	up,	and	I	looked	round	me.What	a	still,	hot,	perfect	day!	What	a	golden	desert	this	spreadingmoor!	Everywhere	sunshine.	Consistency,	my	dearMr.	Brocklehurst;	I	advocate	consistency	in	all	things.""Consistency,	madam,	is	the	first	of	Christian	duties;	and	it	hasbeen	observed	in	every	arrangement
connected	with	the	establishmentof	Lowood:	plain	fare,	simple	attire,	unsophisticatedaccommodations,	hardy	and	active	habits;	such	is	the	order	of	theday	in	the	house	and	its	inhabitants.""Quite	right,	sir.	Nota	tie	holds	me	to	human	society	at	this	moment--not	a	charm	or	hopecalls	me	where	my	fellow-creatures	are--none	that	saw	me	would	havea
kind	thought	or	a	good	wish	for	me.	No--I	have	touched	you,	heard	you,felt	the	comfort	of	your	presence--the	sweetness	of	yourconsolation:	I	cannot	give	up	these	joys.	A	kind	of	pleasant	stupor	was	stealing	over	me	as	I	satby	the	genial	fire.	They	were	those	which	treat	of	thehaunts	of	sea-fowl;	of	"the	solitary	rocks	and	promontories"	by	themonly
inhabited;	of	the	coast	of	Norway,	studded	with	isles	from	itssouthern	extremity,	the	Lindeness,	or	Naze,	to	the	North	Cape	-"Where	the	Northern	Ocean,	in	vast	whirls,Boils	round	the	naked,	melancholy	islesOf	farthest	Thule;	and	the	Atlantic	surgePours	in	among	the	stormy	Hebrides."Nor	could	I	pass	unnoticed	the	suggestion	of	the	bleak	shores
ofLapland,	Siberia,	Spitzbergen,	Nova	Zembla,	Iceland,	Greenland,	with"the	vast	sweep	of	the	Arctic	Zone,	and	those	forlorn	regions	ofdreary	space,--that	reservoir	of	frost	and	snow,	where	firm	fieldsof	ice,	the	accumulation	of	centuries	of	winters,	glazed	in	Alpineheights	above	heights,	surround	the	pole,	and	concentre	themultiplied	rigours	of
extreme	cold."	Of	these	death-white	realms	Iformed	an	idea	of	my	own:	shadowy,	like	all	the	half-comprehendednotions	that	float	dim	through	children's	brains,	but	strangelyimpressive.	Will	you	promise	to	sit	up	with	me	to	bear	mecompany?	Have	you	any	pain?""No,	sir.""Oh!	I	daresay	she	is	crying	because	she	could	not	go	out	withMissis	in	the
carriage,"	interposed	Bessie."Surely	not!	why,	she	is	too	old	for	such	pettishness."I	thought	so	too;	and	my	self-esteem	being	wounded	by	the	falsecharge,	I	answered	promptly,	"I	never	cried	for	such	a	thing	in	mylife:	I	hate	going	out	in	the	carriage.	Birds	began	singing	in	brake	andcopse:	birds	were	faithful	to	their	mates;	birds	were	emblems	oflove.
I	was	rich	enough	now--yet	poor	tohideous	indigence:	a	nature	the	most	gross,	impure,	depraved	I	eversaw,	was	associated	with	mine,	and	called	by	the	law	and	by	societya	part	of	me.	He	waited	for	an	answer.	Neglect	it--go	on	as	heretofore,craving,	whining,	and	idling--and	suffer	the	results	of	your	idiocy,however	bad	and	insuperable	they	may	be.
Little	girl,	here	is	a	book	entitled	the	'Child'sGuide,'	read	it	with	prayer,	especially	that	part	containing	'Anaccount	of	the	awfully	sudden	death	of	Martha	G	-,	a	naughty	childaddicted	to	falsehood	and	deceit.'"With	these	words	Mr.	Brocklehurst	put	into	my	hand	a	thin	pamphletsewn	in	a	cover,	and	having	rung	for	his	carriage,	he	departed.Mrs.	It	was
well	I	had	learnt	thatthis	elf	must	return	to	me--that	it	belonged	to	my	house	down	below--or	I	could	not	have	felt	it	pass	away	from	under	my	hand,	and	seenit	vanish	behind	the	dim	hedge,	without	singular	regret.	I	had	injured--wounded--left	my	master.	Don't	address	me	as	if	I	were	a	beauty;	I	amyour	plain,	Quakerish	governess.""You	are	a	beauty	in
my	eyes,	and	a	beauty	just	after	the	desire	ofmy	heart,--delicate	and	aerial.""Puny	and	insignificant,	you	mean.	I	am	no	beggar;	anymore	than	yourself	or	your	young	ladies."After	a	pause	she	said,	"I	dunnut	understand	that:	you've	like	nohouse,	nor	no	brass,	I	guess?""The	want	of	house	or	brass	(by	which	I	suppose	you	mean	money)	doesnot	make	a
beggar	in	your	sense	of	the	word.""Are	you	book-learned?"	she	inquired	presently."Yes,	very.""But	you've	never	been	to	a	boarding-school?""I	was	at	a	boarding-school	eight	years."She	opened	her	eyes	wide.	Who	is	ambitious?	"The	rain	is	over	andgone,	and	there	is	a	tender	shining	after	it:	you	shall	have	a	walksoon."I	had	wakened	the	glow:	his
features	beamed."Oh,	you	are	indeed	there,	my	skylark!	Come	to	me.	Iabandon	to	you,	then,	what	is	absolutely	superfluous	to	me.	How?"	My	blood	was	again	running	cold.	Oh,	I	have	no	respect	for	myself	when	I	think	ofthat	act!--an	agony	of	inward	contempt	masters	me.	Was	it,	I	asked	myself,	a	ray	from	themoon	penetrating	some	aperture	in	the
blind?	I	sought	a	seat	forhim	in	a	hidden	and	lovely	spot,	a	dry	stump	of	a	tree;	nor	did	Irefuse	to	let	him,	when	seated,	place	me	on	his	knee.	An	old	woman	opened:	Iasked	was	this	the	parsonage?"Yes.""Was	the	clergyman	in?""No.""Would	he	be	in	soon?""No,	he	was	gone	from	home.""To	a	distance?""Not	so	far--happen	three	mile.	Are	you	satisfied,
Jane?	Wood,	close	your	book	and	take	off	your	surplice;	JohnGreen	(to	the	clerk),	leave	the	church:	there	will	be	no	weddingto-day."	The	man	obeyed.Mr.	Rochester	continued,	hardily	and	recklessly:	"Bigamy	is	an	uglyword!--I	meant,	however,	to	be	a	bigamist;	but	fate	has	out-manoeuvred	me,	or	Providence	has	checked	me,--perhaps	the	last.	And
onecould	cut	a	pretty	enough	scarf	out	of	a	rainbow.""She	is	far	better	as	she	is,"	concluded	Adele,	after	musing	sometime:	"besides,	she	would	get	tired	of	living	with	only	you	in	themoon.	I	adhere	to	my	resolution."The	avalanche	had	shaken	and	slid	a	little	forward,	but	it	did	notyet	crash	down."Once	more,	why	this	refusal?"	he	asked."Formerly,"	I
answered,	"because	you	did	not	love	me;	now,	I	reply,because	you	almost	hate	me.	She	hadthen	on	a	dark-blue	silk	dress;	her	arms	and	her	neck	were	bare;	heronly	ornament	was	her	chestnut	tresses,	which	waved	over	hershoulders	with	all	the	wild	grace	of	natural	curls.	At	last	he	mastered	herarms;	Grace	Poole	gave	him	a	cord,	and	he	pinioned
them	behind	her:with	more	rope,	which	was	at	hand,	he	bound	her	to	a	chair.	We	had	beenwandering,	indeed,	in	the	leafless	shrubbery	an	hour	in	the	morning;but	since	dinner	(Mrs.	Does	that	mean	a	respectable	well-conducted	man	offifty?	To	agitate	him	thus	deeply,	by	a	resistance	he	so	abhorred,was	cruel:	to	yield	was	out	of	the	question.	Bless
you,	no!	He	would	not	cross	the	door-stonesof	the	house,	except	at	night,	when	he	walked	just	like	a	ghostabout	the	grounds	and	in	the	orchard	as	if	he	had	lost	his	senses--which	it	is	my	opinion	he	had;	for	a	more	spirited,	bolder,	keenergentleman	than	he	was	before	that	midge	of	a	governess	crossed	him,you	never	saw,	ma'am.	I	was	brought	up	a
dependant;	educated	ina	charitable	institution.	And	I	do	not	want	a	stranger--unsympathising,	alien,different	from	me;	I	want	my	kindred:	those	with	whom	I	have	fullfellow-feeling.	I	am	bound	to	you	with	a	strong	attachment.	Soon	after,	Mrs.	If,	in	the	moments	I	and	my	pupil	spentwith	him,	I	lacked	spirits	and	sank	into	inevitable	dejection,	hebecame
even	gay.	By	the	timethat	exercise	was	terminated,	day	had	fully	dawned.	I	don't	know	what	sphynx-like	expression	isforming	in	your	countenance.	My	father	and	my	brother	Rowland	knew	all	this;	but	theythought	only	of	the	thirty	thousand	pounds,	and	joined	in	the	plotagainst	me.""These	were	vile	discoveries;	but	except	for	the	treachery
ofconcealment,	I	should	have	made	them	no	subject	of	reproach	to	mywife,	even	when	I	found	her	nature	wholly	alien	to	mine,	her	tastesobnoxious	to	me,	her	cast	of	mind	common,	low,	narrow,	andsingularly	incapable	of	being	led	to	anything	higher,	expanded	toanything	larger--when	I	found	that	I	could	not	pass	a	singleevening,	nor	even	a	single
hour	of	the	day	with	her	in	comfort;	thatkindly	conversation	could	not	be	sustained	between	us,	becausewhatever	topic	I	started,	immediately	received	from	her	a	turn	atonce	coarse	and	trite,	perverse	and	imbecile--when	I	perceived	thatI	should	never	have	a	quiet	or	settled	household,	because	no	servantwould	bear	the	continued	outbreaks	of	her
violent	and	unreasonabletemper,	or	the	vexations	of	her	absurd,	contradictory,	exactingorders--even	then	I	restrained	myself:	I	eschewed	upbraiding,	Icurtailed	remonstrance;	I	tried	to	devour	my	repentance	and	disgustin	secret;	I	repressed	the	deep	antipathy	I	felt."Jane,	I	will	not	trouble	you	with	abominable	details:	some	strongwords	shall	express
what	I	have	to	say.	Ihave	studied	how	best	to	mortify	in	them	the	worldly	sentiment	ofpride;	and,	only	the	other	day,	I	had	a	pleasing	proof	of	mysuccess.	"Some	does	one	thing,	and	someanother.	He	smiled;	and	I	thoughthis	smile	was	such	as	a	sultan	might,	in	a	blissful	and	fond	moment,bestow	on	a	slave	his	gold	and	gems	had	enriched:	I	crushed
hishand,	which	was	ever	hunting	mine,	vigorously,	and	thrust	it	back	tohim	red	with	the	passionate	pressure."You	need	not	look	in	that	way,"	I	said;	"if	you	do,	I'll	wearnothing	but	my	old	Lowood	frocks	to	the	end	of	the	chapter.	My	heart	beat	thick,	my	head	grew	hot;	a	sound	filled	myears,	which	I	deemed	the	rushing	of	wings;	something	seemed
near	me;I	was	oppressed,	suffocated:	endurance	broke	down;	I	rushed	to	thedoor	and	shook	the	lock	in	desperate	effort.	Tothe	billiard-room	I	hastened:	the	click	of	balls	and	the	hum	ofvoices	resounded	thence;	Mr.	Rochester,	Miss	Ingram,	the	two	MissesEshton,	and	their	admirers,	were	all	busied	in	the	game.	I	had	some	trouble	in	finding
anattendant	for	her,	as	it	was	necessary	to	select	one	on	whosefidelity	dependence	could	be	placed;	for	her	ravings	wouldinevitably	betray	my	secret:	besides,	she	had	lucid	intervals	ofdays--sometimes	weeks--which	she	filled	up	with	abuse	of	me.	Reed's	lace	frills,and	crimped	her	nightcap	borders,	fed	our	eager	attention	withpassages	of	love	and
adventure	taken	from	old	fairy	tales	and	otherballads;	or	(as	at	a	later	period	I	discovered)	from	the	pages	ofPamela,	and	Henry,	Earl	of	Moreland.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.	I	was	weakly	dismayed	at	the	ignorance,	the	poverty,	thecoarseness	of	all	I
heard	and	saw	round	me.	I	said--or	something	in	me	said	for	me,	and	in	spite	of	me	-"Thank	you,	Mr.	Rochester,	for	your	great	kindness.	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.	I	wish	we	may	be	ableto	benefit	her	permanently.""That	is	hardly
likely,"	was	the	reply.	Morerestless	than	ever,	when	I	had	completed	these	arrangements	I	couldnot	sit	still,	nor	even	remain	in	the	house:	a	little	time-piece	inthe	room	and	the	old	clock	in	the	hall	simultaneously	struck	ten."How	late	it	grows!"	I	said.	Can	you	tell	me	that?""A	pit	full	of	fire.""And	should	you	like	to	fall	into	that	pit,	and	to	be	burning
therefor	ever?""No,	sir.""What	must	you	do	to	avoid	it?"I	deliberated	a	moment;	my	answer,	when	it	did	come,	wasobjectionable:	"I	must	keep	in	good	health,	and	not	die.""How	can	you	keep	in	good	health?	Jealousy	hadgot	hold	of	him:	she	stung	him;	but	the	sting	was	salutary:	itgave	him	respite	from	the	gnawing	fang	of	melancholy.	Read."He	threw
the	letter	into	her	lap.	But	Bessie,	as	soon	as	she	haddressed	her	young	ladies,	used	to	take	herself	off	to	the	livelyregions	of	the	kitchen	and	housekeeper's	room,	generally	bearing	thecandle	along	with	her.	I	shall	just	go	onwith	it	as	usual.	If	I	were	a	masterless	and	stray	dog,	I	know	that	you	wouldnot	turn	me	from	your	hearth	to-night:	as	it	is,	I
really	have	nofear.	She	passed	intoanother	ballad,	this	time	a	really	doleful	one."My	feet	they	are	sore,	and	my	limbs	they	are	weary;Long	is	the	way,	and	the	mountains	are	wild;Soon	will	the	twilight	close	moonless	and	drearyOver	the	path	of	the	poor	orphan	child.Why	did	they	send	me	so	far	and	so	lonely,Up	where	the	moors	spread	and	grey	rocks
are	piled?Men	are	hard-hearted,	and	kind	angels	onlyWatch	o'er	the	steps	of	a	poor	orphan	child.Yet	distant	and	soft	the	night	breeze	is	blowing,Clouds	there	are	none,	and	clear	stars	beam	mild,God,	in	His	mercy,	protection	is	showing,Comfort	and	hope	to	the	poor	orphan	child.Ev'n	should	I	fall	o'er	the	broken	bridge	passing,Or	stray	in	the
marshes,	by	false	lights	beguiled,Still	will	my	Father,	with	promise	and	blessing,Take	to	His	bosom	the	poor	orphan	child.There	is	a	thought	that	for	strength	should	avail	me,Though	both	of	shelter	and	kindred	despoiled;Heaven	is	a	home,	and	a	rest	will	not	fail	me;God	is	a	friend	to	the	poor	orphan	child.""Come,	Miss	Jane,	don't	cry,"	said	Bessie	as
she	finished.	Am	I	leavingyou	without	a	tear--without	a	kiss--without	a	word?""Not	yet.""Am	I	about	to	do	it?	I	examined	first,	theparlour,	and	then	its	occupant.The	parlour	was	rather	a	small	room,	very	plainly	furnished,	yetcomfortable,	because	clean	and	neat.	Fairfax	told	me	in	a	letter.""And	did	she	inform	you	what	I	went	to	do?""Oh,	yes,	sir!
Everybody	knew	your	errand.""You	must	see	the	carriage,	Jane,	and	tell	me	if	you	don't	think	itwill	suit	Mrs.	Men	too	often	confound	them:	theyshould	not	be	confounded:	appearance	should	not	be	mistaken	fortruth;	narrow	human	doctrines,	that	only	tend	to	elate	and	magnify	afew,	should	not	be	substituted	for	the	world-redeeming	creed	ofChrist.
She	looks	as	if	she	were	thinking	of	something	beyond	herpunishment--beyond	her	situation:	of	something	not	round	her	norbefore	her.	I	had	heard	of	it	before.	The	saying	might	haveworn	out	of	my	memory,	had	not	a	circumstance	immediately	followedwhich	served	indelibly	to	fix	it	there.	I	was	spared	the	humiliation.On	a	chair	by	the	bedside	were
all	my	own	things,	clean	and	dry.	Itook	care	she	should	never	want	for	anything	that	could	contributeto	her	comfort:	she	soon	settled	in	her	new	abode,	became	veryhappy	there,	and	made	fair	progress	in	her	studies.	I	am	surethere	is	something	the	matter.	At	intervals,	while	turning	overthe	leaves	of	my	book,	I	studied	the	aspect	of	that
winterafternoon.	Ifelt--yes,	idiot	that	I	am--I	felt	degraded.	Suddenly	it	stood	still	to	an	inexpressiblefeeling	that	thrilled	it	through,	and	passed	at	once	to	my	head	andextremities.	I	passed	a	tallbriar,	shooting	leafy	and	flowery	branches	across	the	path;	I	seethe	narrow	stile	with	stone	steps;	and	I	see--Mr.	Rochester	sittingthere,	a	book	and	a	pencil	in
his	hand;	he	is	writing.Well,	he	is	not	a	ghost;	yet	every	nerve	I	have	is	unstrung:	for	amoment	I	am	beyond	my	own	mastery.	Of	course,	I	lied:it	was,	in	fact,	a	very	faithful	representation	of	Mr.	Rochester.But	what	was	that	to	her,	or	to	any	one	but	myself?	They	were	delighted	with	the	renovation	and	decorations	oftheir	rooms;	with	the	new	drapery,
and	fresh	carpets,	and	richtinted	china	vases:	they	expressed	their	gratificationungrudgingly.	"She	is	all	here:	her	heart,	too.God	bless	you,	sir!	I	am	glad	to	be	so	near	you	again.""Jane	Eyre!--Jane	Eyre,"	was	all	he	said."My	dear	master,"	I	answered,	"I	am	Jane	Eyre:	I	have	found	youout--I	am	come	back	to	you.""In	truth?--in	the	flesh?	Diana	and	Mary
Rivers	are	bothmarried:	alternately,	once	every	year,	they	come	to	see	us,	and	wego	to	see	them.	St.	John--you	know	him--would	urge	you	toimpossibilities:	with	him	there	would	be	no	permission	to	restduring	the	hot	hours;	and	unfortunately,	I	have	noticed,	whatever	heexacts,	you	force	yourself	to	perform.	As	he	turned	aside	hisface	a	minute,	I	saw	a
tear	slide	from	under	the	sealed	eyelid,	andtrickle	down	the	manly	cheek.	"Oh,	comply!"	it	said.	Ibelieve	it	was	a	lovely	summer	morning:	I	know	my	shoes,	which	Ihad	put	on	when	I	left	the	house,	were	soon	wet	with	dew.	The	sufferings	of	this	mortal	state	will	leave	mewith	the	heavy	flesh	that	now	cumbers	my	soul.	They	are,	in	truth,	scanty
enough;but--"	I	interrupted	-"My	cottage	is	clean	and	weather-proof;	my	furniture	sufficient	andcommodious.	"I	will	leave	you	by	yourself,	white	dream,"	I	said.	I	suppose	you	are	an	orphan:	are	not	eitheryour	father	or	your	mother	dead?""Both	died	before	I	can	remember.""Well,	all	the	girls	here	have	lost	either	one	or	both	parents,	andthis	is	called
an	institution	for	educating	orphans.""Do	we	pay	no	money?	What	shall	I	do?""Oh,	I'll	warrant	you	know	where	to	go	and	what	to	do.	"I'll	send	her	toschool	yet,"	he	said,	but	now	he	was	smiling.Adele	heard	him,	and	asked	if	she	was	to	go	to	school	"sansmademoiselle?""Yes,"	he	replied,	"absolutely	sans	mademoiselle;	for	I	am	to	takemademoiselle	to
the	moon,	and	there	I	shall	seek	a	cave	in	one	ofthe	white	valleys	among	the	volcano-tops,	and	mademoiselle	shalllive	with	me	there,	and	only	me.""She	will	have	nothing	to	eat:	you	will	starve	her,"	observedAdele."I	shall	gather	manna	for	her	morning	and	night:	the	plains	andhillsides	in	the	moon	are	bleached	with	manna,	Adele.""She	will	want	to
warm	herself:	what	will	she	do	for	a	fire?""Fire	rises	out	of	the	lunar	mountains:	when	she	is	cold,	I'llcarry	her	up	to	a	peak,	and	lay	her	down	on	the	edge	of	a	crater.""Oh,	qu'	elle	y	sera	mal--peu	comfortable!	And	her	clothes,	theywill	wear	out:	how	can	she	get	new	ones?"Mr.	Rochester	professed	to	be	puzzled.	Indeed,	as	he	leaned	back	against	the
crag	behind	him,folded	his	arms	on	his	chest,	and	fixed	his	countenance,	I	saw	hewas	prepared	for	a	long	and	trying	opposition,	and	had	taken	in	astock	of	patience	to	last	him	to	its	close--resolved,	however,	thatthat	close	should	be	conquest	for	him."Humility,	Jane,"	said	he,	"is	the	groundwork	of	Christian	virtues:you	say	right	that	you	are	not	fit	for
the	work.	Here	is	a	penny;	now	go--""A	penny	cannot	feed	me,	and	I	have	no	strength	to	go	farther.Don't	shut	the	door:-	oh,	don't,	for	God's	sake!""I	must;	the	rain	is	driving	in--""Tell	the	young	ladies.	Read	on:	only	make	haste,	for	I	suffer."His	face	was	very	much	agitated	and	very	much	flushed,	and	therewere	strong	workings	in	the	features,	and
strange	gleams	in	the	eyes"Oh,	Jane,	you	torture	me!"	he	exclaimed.	Anything	like	a	tangible	reproach	gave	mecourage	at	once.	Is	it	not,	by	itsnoble	cares	and	sublime	results,	the	one	best	calculated	to	fill	thevoid	left	by	uptorn	affections	and	demolished	hopes?	Imounted	to	my	chamber;	locked	myself	in;	fell	on	my	knees;	andprayed	in	my	way--a
different	way	to	St.	John's,	but	effective	inits	own	fashion.	Why	DID	Mr.	Rochester	enforce	this	concealment?	Your	own	fortune	will	make	you	independentof	the	Society's	aid;	and	thus	you	may	still	be	spared	the	dishonourof	breaking	your	promise	and	deserting	the	band	you	engaged	tojoin."Now	I	never	had,	as	the	reader	knows,	either	given	any
formalpromise	or	entered	into	any	engagement;	and	this	language	was	allmuch	too	hard	and	much	too	despotic	for	the	occasion.	The	birds	were	singing	their	last	strains	-"The	air	was	mild,	the	dew	was	balm."While	I	looked,	I	thought	myself	happy,	and	was	surprised	to	findmyself	ere	long	weeping--and	why?	Itappeared,	then,	that	her	father	would
throw	no	obstacle	in	the	wayof	Rosamond's	union	with	St.	John.	If,	therefore,	the	authorship	of	other	works	of	fictionhas	been	attributed	to	me,	an	honour	is	awarded	where	it	is	notmerited;	and	consequently,	denied	where	it	is	justly	due.This	explanation	will	serve	to	rectify	mistakes	which	may	alreadyhave	been	made,	and	to	prevent	future
errors.CURRER	BELL.April	13th,	1848.Page	22There	was	no	possibility	of	taking	a	walk	that	day.	Amidst	thesilence	of	those	solitary	roads	and	desert	hills,	I	heard	itapproach	from	a	great	distance.	There	appeared,	within	three	feet	of	him,	a	form	cladin	pure	white--a	youthful,	graceful	form:	full,	yet	fine	incontour;	and	when,	after	bending	to	caress
Carlo,	it	lifted	up	itshead,	and	threw	back	a	long	veil,	there	bloomed	under	his	glance	aface	of	perfect	beauty.	Will	it	annoy	you	if	she	is	leftbehind?""I	would	far	rather	she	went,	sir.""Then	off	for	your	bonnet,	and	back	like	a	flash	of	lightning!"cried	he	to	Adele.She	obeyed	him	with	what	speed	she	might."After	all,	a	single	morning's	interruption	will
not	matter	much,"said	he,	"when	I	mean	shortly	to	claim	you--your	thoughts,conversation,	and	company--for	life."Adele,	when	lifted	in,	commenced	kissing	me,	by	way	of	expressingher	gratitude	for	my	intercession:	she	was	instantly	stowed	awayinto	a	corner	on	the	other	side	of	him.	When	she	left	me,	I	feltcomparatively	strong	and	revived:	ere	long
satiety	of	repose	anddesire	for	action	stirred	me.	He	stampedthe	snow	from	his	boots."I	shall	sully	the	purity	of	your	floor,"	said	he,	"but	you	mustexcuse	me	for	once."	Then	he	approached	the	fire.	Reed	subjoined	-"Take	her	away	to	the	red-room,	and	lock	her	in	there."	Four	handswere	immediately	laid	upon	me,	and	I	was	borne	upstairs.Page	23I
resisted	all	the	way:	a	new	thing	for	me,	and	a	circumstancewhich	greatly	strengthened	the	bad	opinion	Bessie	and	Miss	Abbotwere	disposed	to	entertain	of	me.	Consider	that	eye:	consider	theresolute,	wild,	free	thing	looking	out	of	it,	defying	me,	with	morethan	courage--with	a	stern	triumph.	These	details	were	just	to	mewhat	they	were	to	them--so
many	pure	and	sweet	sources	of	pleasure.The	strong	blast	and	the	soft	breeze;	the	rough	and	the	halcyon	day;the	hours	of	sunrise	and	sunset;	the	moonlight	and	the	cloudednight,	developed	for	me,	in	these	regions,	the	same	attraction	asfor	them--wound	round	my	faculties	the	same	spell	that	entrancedtheirs.Indoors	we	agreed	equally	well.	And
while	I	sat	there	and	looked	out	on	thestill	trees	and	dim	lawn,	to	a	sweet	air	was	sung	in	mellow	tonesthe	following	strain:-"The	truest	love	that	ever	heartFelt	at	its	kindled	core,Did	through	each	vein,	in	quickened	start,The	tide	of	being	pour.Her	coming	was	my	hope	each	day,Her	parting	was	my	pain;The	chance	that	did	her	steps	delayWas	ice	in
every	vein.I	dreamed	it	would	be	nameless	bliss,As	I	loved,	loved	to	be;And	to	this	object	did	I	pressAs	blind	as	eagerly.But	wide	as	pathless	was	the	spaceThat	lay	our	lives	between,And	dangerous	as	the	foamy	raceOf	ocean-surges	green.And	haunted	as	a	robber-pathThrough	wilderness	or	wood;For	Might	and	Right,	and	Woe	and	Wrath,Between	our
spirits	stood.I	dangers	dared;	I	hindrance	scorned;I	omens	did	defy:Whatever	menaced,	harassed,	warned,I	passed	impetuous	by.On	sped	my	rainbow,	fast	as	light;I	flew	as	in	a	dream;For	glorious	rose	upon	my	sightThat	child	of	Shower	and	Gleam.Still	bright	on	clouds	of	suffering	dimShines	that	soft,	solemn	joy;Nor	care	I	now,	how	dense	and
grimDisasters	gather	nigh.I	care	not	in	this	moment	sweet,Though	all	I	have	rushed	o'erShould	come	on	pinion,	strong	and	fleet,Proclaiming	vengeance	sore:Though	haughty	Hate	should	strike	me	down,Right,	bar	approach	to	me,And	grinding	Might,	with	furious	frown,Swear	endless	enmity.My	love	has	placed	her	little	handWith	noble	faith	in
mine,And	vowed	that	wedlock's	sacred	bandOur	nature	shall	entwine.My	love	has	sworn,	with	sealing	kiss,With	me	to	live--to	die;I	have	at	last	my	nameless	bliss.As	I	love--loved	am	I!"He	rose	and	came	towards	me,	and	I	saw	his	face	all	kindled,	and	hisfull	falcon-eye	flashing,	and	tenderness	and	passion	in	everylineament.	"Friends	always	forget
those	whom	fortune	forsakes,"	Imurmured,	as	I	undrew	the	bolt	and	passed	out.	I	filled	the	interval	inwalking	softly	about	my	room,	and	pondering	the	visitation	which	hadgiven	my	plans	their	present	bent.	Isay	again,	I	will	be	your	curate,	if	you	like,	but	never	your	wife."Again	he	turned	lividly	pale;	but,	as	before,	controlled	his	passionperfectly.	Reed
or	her	children,	or	her	chosenvassalage.	Mr.	Mason,astonished	and	distressed	as	you	may	suppose,	revealed	the	realstate	of	matters.	It	burnt	on,	however,	quite	steadily,	neither	receding	noradvancing.	Now,I'll	teach	you	to	rummage	my	bookshelves:	for	they	ARE	mine;	allthe	house	belongs	to	me,	or	will	do	in	a	few	years.	"I	will	try.""Would	you	like
to	drink,	or	could	you	eat	anything?""No,	thank	you,	Bessie.""Then	I	think	I	shall	go	to	bed,	for	it	is	past	twelve	o'clock;	butyou	may	call	me	if	you	want	anything	in	the	night."Wonderful	civility	this!	It	emboldened	me	to	ask	a	question."Bessie,	what	is	the	matter	with	me?	You	are	not	perhaps	aware,"	hecontinued,	edging	his	chair	a	little	nearer	the
table,	and	speakinglow,	"that	there	was	a	lady--a--a	lunatic,	kept	in	the	house?""I	have	heard	something	of	it.""She	was	kept	in	very	close	confinement,	ma'am:	people	even	forsome	years	was	not	absolutely	certain	of	her	existence.	It	iswhat	I	have	to	look	forward	to,	and	to	live	for."After	a	considerable	pause,	I	said--"And	Miss	Oliver?	I	consented.	It	is
much	toofar	away:	and	were	it	within	a	yard	of	me,	what	would	it	avail?	"Hem!"	said	he.	I	turned	my	prayer	to	thanksgiving:	the	Source	of	Lifewas	also	the	Saviour	of	spirits.	I	was	not	present	to	closeher	eyes,	nor	were	either	of	her	daughters.	"I	cannot	findhim	in	his	bed.""Here!	here!"	was	shouted	in	return.	He	and	I	were	the	onlyoccupants	of	the
parlour:	Diana	was	practising	her	music	in	thedrawing-room,	Mary	was	gardening--it	was	a	very	fine	May	day,	clear,sunny,	and	breezy.	Above	twenty	of	those	clad	in	thiscostume	were	full-grown	girls,	or	rather	young	women;	it	suited	themill,	and	gave	an	air	of	oddity	even	to	the	prettiest.I	was	still	looking	at	them,	and	also	at	intervals	examining
theteachers--none	of	whom	precisely	pleased	me;	for	the	stout	one	was	alittle	coarse,	the	dark	one	not	a	little	fierce,	the	foreigner	harshand	grotesque,	and	Miss	Miller,	poor	thing!	looked	purple,	weather-beaten,	and	over-worked--when,	as	my	eye	wandered	from	face	to	face,the	whole	school	rose	simultaneously,	as	if	moved	by	a	commonspring.What
was	the	matter?	As	John	took	his	horse,	and	hefollowed	me	into	the	hall,	he	told	me	to	make	haste	and	putsomething	dry	on,	and	then	return	to	him	in	the	library;	and	hestopped	me,	as	I	made	for	the	staircase,	to	extort	a	promise	that	Iwould	not	be	long:	nor	was	I	long;	in	five	minutes	I	rejoined	him.I	found	him	at	supper."Take	a	seat	and	bear	me
company,	Jane:	please	God,	it	is	the	lastmeal	but	one	you	will	eat	at	Thornfield	Hall	for	a	long	time."I	sat	down	near	him,	but	told	him	I	could	not	eat.	Won't	I	tell	mama?	Hannahsoon	had	a	lantern	lit.	Fairfax	hadsought	me.	Mr.	Mason,	he	found,	had	ason	and	daughter;	and	he	learned	from	him	that	he	could	and	wouldgive	the	latter	a	fortune	of	thirty
thousand	pounds:	that	sufficed.When	I	left	college,	I	was	sent	out	to	Jamaica,	to	espouse	a	bridealready	courted	for	me.	Theservants	say	they	never	saw	anybody	so	much	in	love	as	he	was:	hewas	after	her	continually.	There	was	no	disease.	I	transformed	myself	into	a	will-o'-the-wisp.Where	did	I	go?	Very	soon	one	of	the	ladies	returned--I	could	nottell
which.	Diana	and	Mary	will	be	at	homein	a	week,	and	I	want	to	have	everything	in	order	against	theirarrival.""I	understand.	Hesat	in	his	chair--still,	but	not	at	rest:	expectant	evidently;	thelines	of	now	habitual	sadness	marking	his	strong	features.	Worn	out,	indeed,	I	was;	notanother	step	could	I	stir.	"This	is	not	thy	deception,	nor	thywitchcraft:	it	is
the	work	of	nature.	I	am	sorry,	Janet,	but	I	believe	indeedyou	must."This	was	a	blow:	but	I	did	not	let	it	prostrate	me."Well,	sir,	I	shall	be	ready	when	the	order	to	march	comes.""It	is	come	now--I	must	give	it	to-night.""Then	you	ARE	going	to	be	married,	sir?""Ex-act-ly--pre-cise-ly:	with	your	usual	acuteness,	you	have	hitthe	nail	straight	on	the
head.""Soon,	sir?""Very	soon,	my--that	is,	Miss	Eyre:	and	you'll	remember,	Jane,	thefirst	time	I,	or	Rumour,	plainly	intimated	to	you	that	it	was	myintention	to	put	my	old	bachelor's	neck	into	the	sacred	noose,	toenter	into	the	holy	estate	of	matrimony--to	take	Miss	Ingram	to	mybosom,	in	short	(she's	an	extensive	armful:	but	that's	not	to	thepoint--one
can't	have	too	much	of	such	a	very	excellent	thing	as	mybeautiful	Blanche):	well,	as	I	was	saying--listen	to	me,	Jane!You're	not	turning	your	head	to	look	after	more	moths,	are	you?That	was	only	a	lady-clock,	child,	'flying	away	home.'	I	wish	toremind	you	that	it	was	you	who	first	said	to	me,	with	thatdiscretion	I	respect	in	you--with	that	foresight,
prudence,	andhumility	which	befit	your	responsible	and	dependent	position--thatin	case	I	married	Miss	Ingram,	both	you	and	little	Adele	had	bettertrot	forthwith.	Hearing	a	cautious	stepbehind	me,	I	glanced	over	my	shoulder:	one	of	the	strangers--agentleman,	evidently--was	advancing	up	the	chancel.	Now	I'll	leave	you:I	have	been	travelling	these
last	three	days,	and	I	believe	I	amtired.	I	continued	also	thewish	to	be	with	you,	and	experienced	a	strange,	regretfulconsciousness	of	some	barrier	dividing	us.	In	an	undertone	she	gave	some	directions	toHannah.	I	do	notrepine.""But	you	feel	solitude	an	oppression?	Jane,	you	shallnot	stay	here,	nor	will	I.	I	knewI	was	in	a	small	room	and	in	a	narrow
bed.	Your	habitualexpression	in	those	days,	Jane,	was	a	thoughtful	look;	notdespondent,	for	you	were	not	sickly;	but	not	buoyant,	for	you	hadlittle	hope,	and	no	actual	pleasure.	Reed	had	said	concerning	me	to	Mr.Brocklehurst;	the	whole	tenor	of	their	conversation,	was	recent,raw,	and	stinging	in	my	mind;	I	had	felt	every	word	as	acutely	as	Ihad
heard	it	plainly,	and	a	passion	of	resentment	fomented	nowwithin	me.Mrs.	Iapproached	it;	it	was	a	road	or	a	track:	it	led	straight	up	to	thelight,	which	now	beamed	from	a	sort	of	knoll,	amidst	a	clump	oftrees--firs,	apparently,	from	what	I	could	distinguish	of	thecharacter	of	their	forms	and	foliage	through	the	gloom.	Diana	was	a	great	deal	taller	than
I:	sheput	her	hand	on	my	shoulder,	and,	stooping,	examined	my	face."Jane,"	she	said,	"you	are	always	agitated	and	pale	now.	It	is	just	the	hourwhen	papa	most	wants	company:	when	the	works	are	closed	and	he	hasno	business	to	occupy	him.	Rosamond	a	missionary's	wife?	I	got	over	the	stile	without	a	word,	and	meantto	leave	him	calmly.	Hopeto
meet	again	there.""Then	you	will	not	yield?""No.""Then	you	condemn	me	to	live	wretched	and	to	die	accursed?"	Hisvoice	rose."I	advise	you	to	live	sinless,	and	I	wish	you	to	die	tranquil.""Then	you	snatch	love	and	innocence	from	me?	I	heard	him	in	a	blubbering	tonecommence	the	tale	of	how	"that	nasty	Jane	Eyre"	had	flown	at	himlike	a	mad	cat:	he
was	stopped	rather	harshly	-"Don't	talk	to	me	about	her,	John:	I	told	you	not	to	go	near	her;she	is	not	worthy	of	notice;	I	do	not	choose	that	either	you	or	yoursisters	should	associate	with	her."Here,	leaning	over	the	banister,	I	cried	out	suddenly,	and	withoutat	all	deliberating	on	my	words	-"They	are	not	fit	to	associate	with	me."Mrs.	"What
shockingconduct,	Miss	Eyre,	to	strike	a	young	gentleman,	your	benefactress'sson!	Your	young	master.""Master!	How	is	he	my	master?	As	his	sister,	I	might	accompany	him--not	as	hiswife:	I	will	tell	him	so."I	looked	towards	the	knoll:	there	he	lay,	still	as	a	prostratecolumn;	his	face	turned	to	me:	his	eye	beaming	watchful	and	keen.He	started	to	his	feet
and	approached	me."I	am	ready	to	go	to	India,	if	I	may	go	free.""Your	answer	requires	a	commentary,"	he	said;	"it	is	not	clear.""You	have	hitherto	been	my	adopted	brother--I,	your	adopted	sister:let	us	continue	as	such:	you	and	I	had	better	not	marry."He	shook	his	head.	Let	me	have	them."She	consented;	and	she	even	brought	me	a	clean	towel	to
spread	overmy	dress,	"lest,"	as	she	said,	"I	should	mucky	it.""Ye've	not	been	used	to	sarvant's	wark,	I	see	by	your	hands,"	sheremarked.	Delightful	consciousness!	Itbrought	to	life	and	light	my	whole	nature:	in	his	presence	Ithoroughly	lived;	and	he	lived	in	mine.	I	was	wrong	ever	to	bring	you	toThornfield	Hall,	knowing	as	I	did	how	it	was	haunted.	Her
family	wished	tosecure	me	because	I	was	of	a	good	race;	and	so	did	she.	I	looked	at	mylove:	that	feeling	which	was	my	master's--which	he	had	created;	itshivered	in	my	heart,	like	a	suffering	child	in	a	cold	cradle;sickness	and	anguish	had	seized	it;	it	could	not	seek	Mr.Rochester's	arms--it	could	not	derive	warmth	from	his	breast.	A	weakness,
beginninginwardly,	extending	to	the	limbs,	seized	me,	and	I	fell:	I	lay	onthe	ground	some	minutes,	pressing	my	face	to	the	wet	turf.	What	aim,	what	purpose,	what	ambition	in	lifehave	you	now?""My	first	aim	will	be	to	CLEAN	DOWN	(do	you	comprehend	the	fullforce	of	the	expression?)--to	CLEAN	DOWN	Moor	House	from	chamber	tocellar;	my	next	to
rub	it	up	with	bees-wax,	oil,	and	an	indefinitenumber	of	cloths,	till	it	glitters	again;	my	third,	to	arrange	everychair,	table,	bed,	carpet,	with	mathematical	precision;	afterwards	Ishall	go	near	to	ruin	you	in	coals	and	peat	to	keep	up	good	fires	inevery	room;	and	lastly,	the	two	days	preceding	that	on	which	yoursisters	are	expected	will	be	devoted	by
Hannah	and	me	to	such	abeating	of	eggs,	sorting	of	currants,	grating	of	spices,	compoundingof	Christmas	cakes,	chopping	up	of	materials	for	mince-pies,	andsolemnising	of	other	culinary	rites,	as	words	can	convey	but	aninadequate	notion	of	to	the	uninitiated	like	you.	Gentlemen,	have	thegoodness	to	set	the	ladies	the	example.	Another	field	crossed--
a	lane	threaded--and	there	werethe	courtyard	walls--the	back	offices:	the	house	itself,	therookery	still	hid.	I	saw	a	universalmanifestation	of	discontent	when	the	fumes	of	the	repast	met	thenostrils	of	those	destined	to	swallow	it;	from	the	van	of	theprocession,	the	tall	girls	of	the	first	class,	rose	the	whisperedwords	-"Disgusting!	The	porridge	is	burnt
again!""Silence!"	ejaculated	a	voice;	not	that	of	Miss	Miller,	but	one	ofthe	upper	teachers,	a	little	and	dark	personage,	smartly	dressed,but	of	somewhat	morose	aspect,	who	installed	herself	at	the	top	ofone	table,	while	a	more	buxom	lady	presided	at	the	other.	A	soft	hope	blest	with	my	sorrow	thatsoon	I	should	dare	to	drop	a	kiss	on	that	brow	of	rock,
and	on	thoselips	so	sternly	sealed	beneath	it:	but	not	yet.	I	shall	expect	your	clear	decision	when	I	returnthis	day	fortnight.	"She	worried	me	like	a	tigress,	whenRochester	got	the	knife	from	her.""You	should	not	have	yielded:	you	should	have	grappled	with	her	atonce,"	said	Mr.	Rochester."But	under	such	circumstances,	what	could	one	do?"	returned
Mason."Oh,	it	was	frightful!"	he	added,	shuddering.	Reed	to	buy	of	his	young	ladyall	the	products	of	her	parterre	she	wished	to	sell:	and	Elizawould	have	sold	the	hair	off	her	head	if	she	could	have	made	ahandsome	profit	thereby.	Hetook	it	up	with	a	snatch;	he	looked	at	the	edge;	then	shot	a	glanceat	me,	inexpressibly	peculiar,	and	quite
incomprehensible:	a	glancethat	seemed	to	take	and	make	note	of	every	point	in	my	shape,	face,and	dress;	for	it	traversed	all,	quick,	keen	as	lightning.	I	hope	thisdelay	will	not	have	increased	the	difficulty	of	securing	it.""Oh,	no;	since	it	is	in	employment	which	depends	only	on	me	to	give,and	you	to	accept."He	again	paused:	there	seemed	a	reluctance
to	continue.	I	shalldevote	myself	for	a	time	to	the	examination	of	the	Roman	Catholicdogmas,	and	to	a	careful	study	of	the	workings	of	their	system:	ifI	find	it	to	be,	as	I	half	suspect	it	is,	the	one	best	calculated	toensure	the	doing	of	all	things	decently	and	in	order,	I	shallembrace	the	tenets	of	Rome	and	probably	take	the	veil."I	neither	expressed
surprise	at	this	resolution	nor	attempted	todissuade	her	from	it.	You	soon	give	in.	"Is	that	a	dream?"	said	he,	placingit	close	to	my	eyes.	Herelinquished	the	endeavour,	folded	his	arms,	and	stood	quiet	andmute	in	the	rain,	now	falling	fast	on	his	uncovered	head.	Self-righteousness	is	notreligion.	On	a	dark,	misty,raw	morning	in	January,	I	had	left	a
hostile	roof	with	a	desperateand	embittered	heart--a	sense	of	outlawry	and	almost	of	reprobation--to	seek	the	chilly	harbourage	of	Lowood:	that	bourne	so	far	awayand	unexplored.	They	could	always	talk;	andtheir	discourse,	witty,	pithy,	original,	had	such	charms	for	me,that	I	preferred	listening	to,	and	sharing	in	it,	to	doing	anythingelse.	Some	of	the
best	people	that	everlived	have	been	as	destitute	as	I	am;	and	if	you	are	a	Christian,you	ought	not	to	consider	poverty	a	crime.""No	more	I	ought,"	said	she:	"Mr.	St.	John	tells	me	so	too;	and	Isee	I	wor	wrang--but	I've	clear	a	different	notion	on	you	now	towhat	I	had.	Why	had	the	mere	name	of	this	unresisting	individual--whomhis	word	now	sufficed	to
control	like	a	child--fallen	on	him,	a	fewhours	since,	as	a	thunderbolt	might	fall	on	an	oak?Oh!	I	could	not	forget	his	look	and	his	paleness	when	he	whispered:"Jane,	I	have	got	a	blow--I	have	got	a	blow,	Jane."	I	could	notforget	how	the	arm	had	trembled	which	he	rested	on	my	shoulder:	andit	was	no	light	matter	which	could	thus	bow	the	resolute	spirit
andthrill	the	vigorous	frame	of	Fairfax	Rochester."When	will	he	come?	For	me,	Ifelt	at	home	in	this	sort	of	discourse.	Ah!	mama,	you	mean;	she	is	extremely	poorly:	I	doubtif	you	can	see	her	to-night.""If,"	said	I,	"you	would	just	step	upstairs	and	tell	her	I	am	come,I	should	be	much	obliged	to	you."Georgiana	almost	started,	and	she	opened	her	blue
eyes	wild	andwide.	When	he	had	done,instead	of	feeling	better,	calmer,	more	enlightened	by	hisdiscourse,	I	experienced	an	inexpressible	sadness;	for	it	seemed	tome--I	know	not	whether	equally	so	to	others--that	the	eloquence	towhich	I	had	been	listening	had	sprung	from	a	depth	where	lay	turbiddregs	of	disappointment--where	moved	troubling
impulses	of	insatiateyearnings	and	disquieting	aspirations.	I	wish	I	coulddescribe	that	sermon:	but	it	is	past	my	power.	I	wonder	howyou	will	answer	me	a	year	hence,	should	I	ask	a	favour	it	does	notsuit	your	convenience	or	pleasure	to	grant.""Ask	me	something	now,	Jane,--the	least	thing:	I	desire	to	beentreated--""Indeed	I	will,	sir;	I	have	my	petition
all	ready.""Speak!	But	if	you	look	up	and	smile	with	that	countenance,	I	shallswear	concession	before	I	know	to	what,	and	that	will	make	a	fool	ofme.""Not	at	all,	sir;	I	ask	only	this:	don't	send	for	the	jewels,	anddon't	crown	me	with	roses:	you	might	as	well	put	a	border	of	goldlace	round	that	plain	pocket	handkerchief	you	have	there.""I	might	as	well
'gild	refined	gold.'	I	know	it:	you	request	isgranted	then--for	the	time.	The	flesh	on	the	shoulder	istorn	as	well	as	cut.	What	a	hotand	strong	grasp	he	had!	and	how	like	quarried	marble	was	his	pale,firm,	massive	front	at	this	moment!	How	his	eye	shone,	stillwatchful,	and	yet	wild	beneath!Mr.	Wood	seemed	at	a	loss.	You	lookquite	red,	as	if	you	had
been	about	some	mischief:	what	were	youopening	the	window	for?"I	was	spared	the	trouble	of	answering,	for	Bessie	seemed	in	toogreat	a	hurry	to	listen	to	explanations;	she	hauled	me	to	thewashstand,	inflicted	a	merciless,	but	happily	brief	scrub	on	my	faceand	hands	with	soap,	water,	and	a	coarse	towel;	disciplined	my	headwith	a	bristly	brush,
denuded	me	of	my	pinafore,	and	then	hurryingme	to	the	top	of	the	stairs,	bid	me	go	down	directly,	as	I	waswanted	in	the	breakfast-room.I	would	have	asked	who	wanted	me:	I	would	have	demanded	if	Mrs.Reed	was	there;	but	Bessie	was	already	gone,	and	had	closed	thenursery-door	upon	me.	Where	turn	for	a	companion	and	for	some	hope?""Do	as	I
do:	trust	in	God	and	yourself.	Whatis	he	doing?	"I	shall	get	by	very	well,"	I	meditated.	I	would	not	so	soon	relinquish	theattempt	to	reconquer	it."Must	we	part	in	this	way,	St.	John?	From	that	moment	my	state	of	mindchanged;	the	fetters	dissolved	and	dropped	from	every	faculty,leaving	nothing	of	bondage	but	its	galling	soreness--which	time	onlycan
heal.	Why	should	I,when	both	he	and	I	were	happier	near	than	apart?	Sympathies,	I	believe,exist	(for	instance,	between	far-distant,	long-absent,	whollyestranged	relatives	asserting,	notwithstanding	their	alienation,	theunity	of	the	source	to	which	each	traces	his	origin)	whose	workingsbaffle	mortal	comprehension.	In	a	few	months,	itis	possible,	the
happiness	of	seeing	progress,	and	a	change	for	thebetter	in	my	scholars	may	substitute	gratification	for	disgust.Meantime,	let	me	ask	myself	one	question--Which	is	better?--To	havesurrendered	to	temptation;	listened	to	passion;	made	no	painfuleffort--no	struggle;--but	to	have	sunk	down	in	the	silken	snare;fallen	asleep	on	the	flowers	covering	it;
wakened	in	a	southernclime,	amongst	the	luxuries	of	a	pleasure	villa:	to	have	been	nowliving	in	France,	Mr.	Rochester's	mistress;	delirious	with	his	lovehalf	my	time--for	he	would--oh,	yes,	he	would	have	loved	me	well	fora	while.	Ilingered;	the	moon	shut	herself	wholly	within	her	chamber,	and	drewclose	her	curtain	of	dense	cloud:	the	night	grew
dark;	rain	camedriving	fast	on	the	gale."I	wish	he	would	come!	I	wish	he	would	come!"	I	exclaimed,	seizedwith	hypochondriac	foreboding.	I	stretched	my	hand	to	take	a	glass	ofwater	from	a	hireling,	and	it	was	given	me	by	you:	I	asked	aquestion,	expecting	John's	wife	to	answer	me,	and	your	voice	spokeat	my	ear.""Because	I	had	come	in,	in	Mary's
stead,	with	the	tray.""And	there	is	enchantment	in	the	very	hour	I	am	now	spending	withyou.	Theiramazement	at	me,	my	language,	my	rules,	and	ways,	once	subsided,	Ifound	some	of	these	heavy-looking,	gaping	rustics	wake	up	intosharp-witted	girls	enough.	He	has	maintained	a	regular,	though	not	frequent,correspondence	ever	since:	he	hopes	I	am
happy,	and	trusts	I	am	notof	those	who	live	without	God	in	the	world,	and	only	mind	earthlythings.You	have	not	quite	forgotten	little	Adele,	have	you,	reader?	This	book	I	had	again	and	again	perused	with	delight.	On	repairing	thither,	I	found	a	man	waiting	for	me,	havingthe	appearance	of	a	gentleman's	servant:	he	was	dressed	in	deepmourning,	and
the	hat	he	held	in	his	hand	was	surrounded	with	acrape	band."I	daresay	you	hardly	remember	me,	Miss,"	he	said,	rising	as	Ientered;	"but	my	name	is	Leaven:	I	lived	coachman	with	Mrs.	The	little	house	there	behindyou	is	dark	and	empty.""I	have	hardly	had	time	yet	to	enjoy	a	sense	of	tranquillity,	muchless	to	grow	impatient	under	one	of
loneliness.""Very	well;	I	hope	you	feel	the	content	you	express:	at	any	rate,your	good	sense	will	tell	you	that	it	is	too	soon	yet	to	yield	tothe	vacillating	fears	of	Lot's	wife.	YOU	are	deceitful!"Ere	I	had	finished	this	reply,	my	soul	began	to	expand,	to	exult,with	the	strangest	sense	of	freedom,	of	triumph,	I	ever	felt.	His	eye,	as	I	have	often	said,	was	a
black	eye:	ithad	now	a	tawny,	nay,	a	bloody	light	in	its	gloom;	and	his	faceflushed--olive	cheek	and	hueless	forehead	received	a	glow	as	fromspreading,	ascending	heart-fire:	and	he	stirred,	lifted	his	strongarm--he	could	have	struck	Mason,	dashed	him	on	the	church-floor,shocked	by	ruthless	blow	the	breath	from	his	body--but	Mason	shrankaway,	and
cried	faintly,	"Good	God!"	Contempt	fell	cool	on	Mr.Rochester--his	passion	died	as	if	a	blight	had	shrivelled	it	up:	heonly	asked--"What	have	YOU	to	say?"An	inaudible	reply	escaped	Mason's	white	lips."The	devil	is	in	it	if	you	cannot	answer	distinctly.	The	instruments	of	transfer	weredrawn	out:	St.	John,	Diana,	Mary,	and	I,	each	became	possessed	of
acompetency.Page	15It	was	near	Christmas	by	the	time	all	was	settled:	the	season	ofgeneral	holiday	approached.	Do	you	think	God	will	be	satisfied	withhalf	an	oblation?	Reserved	people	often	really	need	the	frank	discussion	oftheir	sentiments	and	griefs	more	than	the	expansive.	It	was	as	if	a	band	of	Italian	days	hadcome	from	the	South,	like	a	flock
of	glorious	passenger	birds,	andlighted	to	rest	them	on	the	cliffs	of	Albion.	The	last	letter	I	receivedfrom	him	drew	from	my	eves	human	tears,	and	yet	filled	my	heart	withdivine	joy:	he	anticipated	his	sure	reward,	his	incorruptiblecrown.	Georgiana	and	she	had	nothing	in	common:	theynever	had	had.	Jane,	will	you	marry	me?""Yes,	sir.""A	poor	blind
man,	whom	you	will	have	to	lead	about	by	the	hand?""Yes,	sir.""A	crippled	man,	twenty	years	older	than	you,	whom	you	will	have	towait	on?""Yes,	sir.""Truly,	Jane?""Most	truly,	sir.""Oh!	my	darling!	God	bless	you	and	reward	you!""Mr.	Rochester,	if	ever	I	did	a	good	deed	in	my	life--if	ever	Ithought	a	good	thought--if	ever	I	prayed	a	sincere	and
blamelessprayer--if	ever	I	wished	a	righteous	wish,--I	am	rewarded	now.	What	was	their	beauty	to	me	ina	few	weeks?	I	took	sudden	courage.Answering	her	compassionate	gate	with	a	smile,	I	said--"I	will	trustyou.	He	seemed	to	devour	me	with	his	flamingglance:	physically,	I	felt,	at	the	moment,	powerless	as	stubbleexposed	to	the	draught	and	glow	of
a	furnace:	mentally,	I	stillpossessed	my	soul,	and	with	it	the	certainty	of	ultimate	safety.The	soul,	fortunately,	has	an	interpreter--often	an	unconscious,	butstill	a	truthful	interpreter--in	the	eye.	We	have	been	good	friends,	Jane;	have	we	not?""Yes,	sir.""And	when	friends	are	on	the	eve	of	separation,	they	like	to	spendthe	little	time	that	remains	to	them
close	to	each	other.	Presently	Mr.	Wood	said	-"I	cannot	proceed	without	some	investigation	into	what	has	beenasserted,	and	evidence	of	its	truth	or	falsehood.""The	ceremony	is	quite	broken	off,"	subjoined	the	voice	behind	us."I	am	in	a	condition	to	prove	my	allegation:	an	insuperableimpediment	to	this	marriage	exists."Mr.	Rochester	heard,	but
heeded	not:	he	stood	stubborn	and	rigid,making	no	movement	but	to	possess	himself	of	my	hand.	I	could	not	forget	your	conductto	me,	Jane--the	fury	with	which	you	once	turned	on	me;	the	tone	inwhich	you	declared	you	abhorred	me	the	worst	of	anybody	in	theworld;	the	unchildlike	look	and	voice	with	which	you	affirmed	thatthe	very	thought	of	me
made	you	sick,	and	asserted	that	I	hadtreated	you	with	miserable	cruelty.	He	had	held	me	in	awe,because	he	had	held	me	in	doubt.	I	wonder	what	other	bridegroom	ever	looked	as	he	did--sobent	up	to	a	purpose,	so	grimly	resolute:	or	who,	under	suchsteadfast	brows,	ever	revealed	such	flaming	and	flashing	eyes.I	know	not	whether	the	day	was	fair	or
foul;	in	descending	thedrive,	I	gazed	neither	on	sky	nor	earth:	my	heart	was	with	my	eyes;and	both	seemed	migrated	into	Mr.	Rochester's	frame.	Iwatched	to	see	whether	it	would	spread:	but	no;	as	it	did	notdiminish,	so	it	did	not	enlarge.	Mary	and	Diana,	let	us	go	intothe	parlour	and	talk	the	matter	over."They	withdrew.	"I	could	never	have	thought	it.
Byher	grateful	attention	to	me	and	mine,	she	has	long	since	wellrepaid	any	little	kindness	I	ever	had	it	in	my	power	to	offer	her.My	tale	draws	to	its	close:	one	word	respecting	my	experience	ofmarried	life,	and	one	brief	glance	at	the	fortunes	of	those	whosenames	have	most	frequently	recurred	in	this	narrative,	and	I	havedone.I	have	now	been
married	ten	years.	Is	that	wrong,	Jane?"I	answered	him	by	assuming	it:	to	refuse	would,	I	felt,	have	beenunwise."Now,	my	little	friend,	while	the	sun	drinks	the	dew--while	all	theflowers	in	this	old	garden	awake	and	expand,	and	the	birds	fetchtheir	young	ones'	breakfast	out	of	the	Thornfield,	and	the	earlybees	do	their	first	spell	of	work--I'll	put	a	case
to	you,	which	youmust	endeavour	to	suppose	your	own:	but	first,	look	at	me,	and	tellme	you	are	at	ease,	and	not	fearing	that	I	err	in	detaining	you,	orthat	you	err	in	staying.""No,	sir;	I	am	content.""Well	then,	Jane,	call	to	aid	your	fancy:-	suppose	you	were	nolonger	a	girl	well	reared	and	disciplined,	but	a	wild	boy	indulgedfrom	childhood	upwards;
imagine	yourself	in	a	remote	foreign	land;conceive	that	you	there	commit	a	capital	error,	no	matter	of	whatnature	or	from	what	motives,	but	one	whose	consequences	must	followyou	through	life	and	taint	all	your	existence.	She	seemed	to	want	no	company;	no	conversation.	I	lookedin	vain	for	her	I	had	first	seen	the	night	before;	she	was	notvisible:
Miss	Miller	occupied	the	foot	of	the	table	where	I	sat,and	a	strange,	foreign-looking,	elderly	lady,	the	French	teacher,	asI	afterwards	found,	took	the	corresponding	seat	at	the	other	board.A	long	grace	was	said	and	a	hymn	sung;	then	a	servant	brought	insome	tea	for	the	teachers,	and	the	meal	began.Ravenous,	and	now	very	faint,	I	devoured	a
spoonful	or	two	of	myportion	without	thinking	of	its	taste;	but	the	first	edge	of	hungerblunted,	I	perceived	I	had	got	in	hand	a	nauseous	mess;	burntporridge	is	almost	as	bad	as	rotten	potatoes;	famine	itself	soonsickens	over	it.	Yes;	at	the	distance	of	a	thousand	leagues!	Sisters?Yes;	slaving	amongst	strangers!	I,	wealthy--gorged	with	gold	Inever
earned	and	do	not	merit!	You,	penniless!	Famous	equality	andfraternisation!	Close	union!	Intimate	attachment!""But,	Jane,	your	aspirations	after	family	ties	and	domestichappiness	may	be	realised	otherwise	than	by	the	means	youcontemplate:	you	may	marry.""Nonsense,	again!	Marry!	I	don't	want	to	marry,	and	never	shallmarry.""That	is	saying	too
much:	such	hazardous	affirmations	are	a	proofof	the	excitement	under	which	you	labour.""It	is	not	saying	too	much:	I	know	what	I	feel,	and	how	averse	aremy	inclinations	to	the	bare	thought	of	marriage.	What	struggle	there	was	in	himbetween	Nature	and	Grace	in	this	interval,	I	cannot	tell:	onlysingular	gleams	scintillated	in	his	eyes,	and	strange
shadows	passedover	his	face.	Mr.Rochester	came	thrice	to	my	door	in	the	course	of	it,	to	ask	if	Iwas	safe	and	tranquil:	and	that	was	comfort,	that	was	strength	foranything.Before	I	left	my	bed	in	the	morning,	little	Adele	came	running	in	totell	me	that	the	great	horse-chestnut	at	the	bottom	of	the	orchardhad	been	struck	by	lightning	in	the	night,	and
half	of	it	splitaway.Page	5As	I	rose	and	dressed,	I	thought	over	what	had	happened,	andwondered	if	it	were	a	dream.	Yes.""Go	back	and	fetch	both."I	returned,	sought	the	sponge	on	the	washstand,	the	salts	in	mydrawer,	and	once	more	retraced	my	steps.	The	second	stranger,	who	had	hitherto	lingered	in	thebackground,	now	drew	near;	a	pale	face
looked	over	the	solicitor'sshoulder--yes,	it	was	Mason	himself.	It	was	a	snowy	day,	I	recollect,	and	you	could	not	goout	of	doors.	Poole!"	said	Mr.	Rochester.	Anunsmiling,	a	searching,	a	meaning	gaze	it	was.	To-nightI	was	to	be	Miss	Miller's	bed-fellow;	she	helped	me	to	undress:when	laid	down	I	glanced	at	the	long	rows	of	beds,	each	of	which
wasquickly	filled	with	two	occupants;	in	ten	minutes	the	single	lightwas	extinguished,	and	amidst	silence	and	complete	darkness	I	fellasleep.The	night	passed	rapidly.	I	feel	more	inclination	to	put	you	in	the	way	of	keepingyourself,	and	shall	endeavour	to	do	so;	but	observe,	my	sphere	isnarrow.	I	will	remand	the	order	I	despatched	tomy	banker.	Thank
God	it	is	no	worse!"	And	now	he	unknit	hisblack	brows;	looked	down,	smiling	at	me,	and	stroked	my	hair,	as	ifwell	pleased	at	seeing	a	danger	averted.	All	my	heart	isyours,	sir:	it	belongs	to	you;	and	with	you	it	would	remain,	werefate	to	exile	the	rest	of	me	from	your	presence	for	ever."Again,	as	he	kissed	me,	painful	thoughts	darkened	his	aspect.	"Is
she	sarcastic,	and	sarcastic	to	ME!"	it	seemed	to	say."What	does	this	signify?""Do	not	let	us	forget	that	this	is	a	solemn	matter,"	he	said	erelong;	"one	of	which	we	may	neither	think	nor	talk	lightly	withoutsin.	He	was	kept,	to	be	sure,rather	cross	and	crusty;	but	on	the	whole	I	could	see	he	wasexcellently	entertained,	and	that	a	lamb-like	submission
and	turtle-dove	sensibility,	while	fostering	his	despotism	more,	would	havepleased	his	judgment,	satisfied	his	common-sense,	and	even	suitedhis	taste	less.In	other	people's	presence	I	was,	as	formerly,	deferential	andquiet;	any	other	line	of	conduct	being	uncalled	for:	it	was	only	inthe	evening	conferences	I	thus	thwarted	and	afflicted	him.	It	was	my
nature	to	feel	pleasure	in	yielding	to	anauthority	supported	like	hers,	and	to	bend,	where	my	conscience	andself-respect	permitted,	to	an	active	will."And	what	business	have	you	here?"	she	continued.	My	parents	diedbefore	I	could	know	them.	There	are	times	when,	for	your	sake,I	have	been	a	little	uneasy	at	his	marked	preference,	and	havewished	to
put	you	on	your	guard:	but	I	did	not	like	to	suggest	eventhe	possibility	of	wrong.	I	doubted	I	had	takena	step	which	sank	instead	of	raising	me	in	the	scale	of	socialexistence.	Your	words	have	delineated	very	prettily	agraceful	Apollo:	he	is	present	to	your	imagination,--tall,	fair,blue-eyed,	and	with	a	Grecian	profile.	He	pronounced	it	needless	to	send	for
a	doctor:	nature,he	was	sure,	would	manage	best,	left	to	herself.	Reed	might	be	at	that	timesome	six	or	seven	and	thirty;	she	was	a	woman	of	robust	frame,square-shouldered	and	strong-limbed,	not	tall,	and,	though	stout,not	obese:	she	had	a	somewhat	large	face,	the	under	jaw	being	muchdeveloped	and	very	solid;	her	brow	was	low,	her	chin	large
andprominent,	mouth	and	nose	sufficiently	regular;	under	her	lighteyebrows	glimmered	an	eye	devoid	of	ruth;	her	skin	was	dark	andopaque,	her	hair	nearly	flaxen;	her	constitution	was	sound	as	abell--illness	never	came	near	her;	she	was	an	exact,	clever	manager;her	household	and	tenantry	were	thoroughly	under	her	control;	herchildren	only	at
times	defied	her	authority	and	laughed	it	to	scorn;she	dressed	well,	and	had	a	presence	and	port	calculated	to	set	offhandsome	attire.Sitting	on	a	low	stool,	a	few	yards	from	her	arm-chair,	I	examinedher	figure;	I	perused	her	features.	Children	younger	than	you	diedaily.	None:	as	I	havetaken	pains	to	prove:	I	caused	a	rumour	to	reach	her	that
myfortune	was	not	a	third	of	what	was	supposed,	and	after	that	Ipresented	myself	to	see	the	result;	it	was	coldness	both	from	herand	her	mother.	It	was	also	accompanied	by	her	that	I	had,	nearly	nine	yearsago,	walked	down	the	path	I	was	now	ascending.	And	good	evening,	old	Carlo.	It	was	a	grand	boon	doubtless;	and	independencewould	be
glorious--yes,	I	felt	that--that	thought	swelled	my	heart."You	unbend	your	forehead	at	last,"	said	Mr.	Rivers.	and	can	bearto	have	my	morsel	of	bread	snatched	from	my	lips,	and	my	drop	ofliving	water	dashed	from	my	cup?	There	was	no	putting	off	the	day	that	advanced--thebridal	day;	and	all	preparations	for	its	arrival	were	complete.	Throughout
there	wasa	strange	bitterness;	an	absence	of	consolatory	gentleness;	sternallusions	to	Calvinistic	doctrines--election,	predestination,reprobation--were	frequent;	and	each	reference	to	these	pointssounded	like	a	sentence	pronounced	for	doom.	I	buried	a	little	child	of	five	years	old	only	a	day	or	twosince,--a	good	little	child,	whose	soul	is	now	in	heaven.
As	His	disciple	I	adopt	His	pure,	His	merciful,	Hisbenignant	doctrines.	What	could	my	darling	do,	I	asked,	left	destitute	andpenniless?	What	does	that	inexplicable,	that	uncanny	turn	of	countenancemean?""I	was	thinking,	sir	(you	will	excuse	the	idea;	it	was	involuntary),I	was	thinking	of	Hercules	and	Samson	with	their	charmers--""You	were,	you	little
elfish--""Hush,	sir!	You	don't	talk	very	wisely	just	now;	any	more	thanthose	gentlemen	acted	very	wisely.	He	addressed	me	precisely	in	his	ordinary	manner,	or	whathad,	of	late,	been	his	ordinary	manner--one	scrupulously	polite.	Yes,	I	thank	God!"He	put	me	off	his	knee,	rose,	and	reverently	lifting	his	hat	fromhis	brow,	and	bending	his	sightless	eyes	to
the	earth,	he	stood	inmute	devotion.	They	bothtried	to	appear	as	usual;	bat	the	sorrow	they	had	to	struggleagainst	was	one	that	could	not	be	entirely	conquered	or	concealed.Diana	intimated	that	this	would	be	a	different	parting	from	any	theyhad	ever	yet	known.	Are	you	anything	akin	to	me,	do	you	think,Jane?"I	could	risk	no	sort	of	answer	by	this
time:	my	heart	was	still."Because,"	he	said,	"I	sometimes	have	a	queer	feeling	with	regard	toyou--especially	when	you	are	near	me,	as	now:	it	is	as	if	I	had	astring	somewhere	under	my	left	ribs,	tightly	and	inextricablyknotted	to	a	similar	string	situated	in	the	corresponding	quarter	ofyour	little	frame.	"And	I	did	not	expectit:	she	looked	so	quiet	at
first.""I	warned	you,"	was	his	friend's	answer;	"I	said--be	on	your	guardwhen	you	go	near	her.	Wemounted	the	first	staircase,	passed	up	the	gallery,	proceeded	to	thethird	storey:	the	low,	black	door,	opened	by	Mr.	Rochester'smaster-key,	admitted	us	to	the	tapestried	room,	with	its	great	bedand	its	pictorial	cabinet."You	know	this	place,	Mason,"	said
our	guide;	"she	bit	and	stabbedyou	here."He	lifted	the	hangings	from	the	wall,	uncovering	the	second	door:this,	too,	he	opened.	Mr.St.	John	had	said	nothing	to	me	yet	about	the	employment	he	hadpromised	to	obtain	for	me;	yet	it	became	urgent	that	I	should	have	avocation	of	some	kind.	But	God	sees	not	as	man	sees:	HIS	will	be	done--"He	opened
the	gate,	passed	through	it,	and	strayed	away	down	theglen.	As	yet	myflight,	I	was	sure,	was	undiscovered.	I	wondered	what	you	thought	ofme,	or	if	you	ever	thought	of	me,	and	resolved	to	find	this	out."I	resumed	my	notice	of	you.	Mr.	Rochester	turned	andglared	at	him.	Dionysius	O'Gall	ofBitternutt	Lodge,	Connaught,	Ireland.	"Is	he	in	England?""Ay-
-ay--he's	in	England;	he	can't	get	out	of	England,	I	fancy--he'sa	fixture	now."What	agony	was	this!	And	the	man	seemed	resolved	to	protract	it."He	is	stone-blind,"	he	said	at	last.	Of	course,	St.	John	Rivers'	name	came	in	frequently	inthe	progress	of	my	tale.	In	passing	the	door	of	that	sanctum	sometime	after,	I	caught	the	words	-"She'll	happen	do	better
for	him	nor	ony	o't'	grand	ladies."	Andagain,	"If	she	ben't	one	o'	th'	handsomest,	she's	noan	faal	andvarry	good-natured;	and	i'	his	een	she's	fair	beautiful,	onybody	maysee	that."I	wrote	to	Moor	House	and	to	Cambridge	immediately,	to	say	what	Ihad	done:	fully	explaining	also	why	I	had	thus	acted.	No;	moonlight	wasstill,	and	this	stirred;	while	I	gazed,
it	glided	up	to	the	ceilingand	quivered	over	my	head.	Reed's	bedroom,	she	said,	"Will	you	go	in	and	bid	Missisgood-bye?""No,	Bessie:	she	came	to	my	crib	last	night	when	you	were	gone	downto	supper,	and	said	I	need	not	disturb	her	in	the	morning,	or	mycousins	either;	and	she	told	me	to	remember	that	she	had	always	beenmy	best	friend,	and	to
speak	of	her	and	be	grateful	to	heraccordingly.""What	did	you	say,	Miss?""Nothing:	I	covered	my	face	with	the	bedclothes,	and	turned	fromher	to	the	wall.""That	was	wrong,	Miss	Jane.""It	was	quite	right,	Bessie.	Turningto	me,	as	she	took	some	loaves	from	the	oven,	she	asked	bluntly	-"Did	you	ever	go	a-begging	afore	you	came	here?"I	was	indignant
for	a	moment;	but	remembering	that	anger	was	out	ofthe	question,	and	that	I	had	indeed	appeared	as	a	beggar	to	her,	Ianswered	quietly,	but	still	not	without	a	certain	marked	firmness	-"You	are	mistaken	in	supposing	me	a	beggar.	You	are	married	to	Bessie?""Yes,	Miss:	my	wife	is	very	hearty,	thank	you;	she	brought	meanother	little	one	about	two
months	since--we	have	three	now--andboth	mother	and	child	are	thriving.""And	are	the	family	well	at	the	house,	Robert?""I	am	sorry	I	can't	give	you	better	news	of	them,	Miss:	they	arevery	badly	at	present--in	great	trouble.""I	hope	no	one	is	dead,"	I	said,	glancing	at	his	black	dress.	Reed's	presence;	restricted	so	longto	the	nursery,	the	breakfast,
dining,	and	drawing-rooms	were	becomefor	me	awful	regions,	on	which	it	dismayed	me	to	intrude.I	now	stood	in	the	empty	hall;	before	me	was	the	breakfast-roomdoor,	and	I	stopped,	intimidated	and	trembling.	I	had	no	solace	from	self-approbation:	none	even	from	self-respect.	He	hadspoken	earnestly,	mildly:	his	look	was	not,	indeed,	that	of	a
loverbeholding	his	mistress,	but	it	was	that	of	a	pastor	recalling	hiswandering	sheep--or	better,	of	a	guardian	angel	watching	the	soulfor	which	he	is	responsible.	Mr.	Rochester,putting	down	his	candle,	said	to	me,	"Wait	a	minute,"	and	he	wentforward	to	the	inner	apartment.	Mr.	Rochester	now	triedto	walk	about:	vainly,--all	was	too	uncertain.



Heentered	on	the	path	he	had	marked	for	himself;	he	pursues	it	still.A	more	resolute,	indefatigable	pioneer	never	wrought	amidst	rocksand	dangers.	Adele,	as	you	say,	must	go	to	school;	and	you,	ofcourse,	must	march	straight	to--the	devil?""I	hope	not,	sir;	but	I	must	seek	another	situation	somewhere.""In	course!"	he	exclaimed,	with	a	twang	of	voice
and	a	distortion	offeatures	equally	fantastic	and	ludicrous.	"I	thoughtMedusa	had	looked	at	you,	and	that	you	were	turning	to	stone.Perhaps	now	you	will	ask	how	much	you	are	worth?""How	much	am	I	worth?""Oh,	a	trifle!	Nothing	of	course	to	speak	of--twenty	thousandpounds,	I	think	they	say--but	what	is	that?""Twenty	thousand	pounds?"Here	was	a
new	stunner--I	had	been	calculating	on	four	or	fivethousand.	I,	for	instance,	am	but	dust	and	ashes.	Itwas	a	little	thing	with	a	veil	of	gossamer	on	its	head.	The	return	to	Thornfield	was	yet	to	be	tried.My	journey	seemed	tedious--very	tedious:	fifty	miles	one	day,	anight	spent	at	an	inn;	fifty	miles	the	next	day.	"Happen	ye've	been	a	dressmaker?""No,	you
are	wrong.	I	had	nowhere	seen	such	faces	as	theirs:	and	yet,as	I	gazed	on	them,	I	seemed	intimate	with	every	lineament.	How	would	awhite	or	a	pink	cloud	answer	for	a	gown,	do	you	think?	When	we	were	againalone,	I	stirred	the	fire,	and	then	took	a	low	seat	at	my	master'sknee."It	is	near	midnight,"	I	said."Yes:	but	remember,	Jane,	you	promised	to
wake	with	me	the	nightbefore	my	wedding.""I	did;	and	I	will	keep	my	promise,	for	an	hour	or	two	at	least:	Ihave	no	wish	to	go	to	bed.""Are	all	your	arrangements	complete?""All,	sir.""And	on	my	part	likewise,"	he	returned,	"I	have	settled	everything;and	we	shall	leave	Thornfield	to-morrow,	within	half-an-hour	afterour	return	from	church.""Very	well,
sir.""With	what	an	extraordinary	smile	you	uttered	that	word--'verywell,'	Jane!	What	a	bright	spot	of	colour	you	have	on	each	cheek!and	how	strangely	your	eyes	glitter!	Are	you	well?""I	believe	I	am.""Believe!	What	is	the	matter?	In	a	room	without	a	window,	there	burnt	afire	guarded	by	a	high	and	strong	fender,	and	a	lamp	suspended	fromthe	ceiling
by	a	chain.	I	stoodup	and	lifted	my	hand;	it	stopped.	"If	such	is	your	spirit,I	promise	to	aid	you,	in	my	own	time	and	way."He	now	resumed	the	book	with	which	he	had	been	occupied	before	tea.I	soon	withdrew,	for	I	had	talked	as	much,	and	sat	up	as	long,	as	mypresent	strength	would	permit.Page	11The	more	I	knew	of	the	inmates	of	Moor	House,	the
better	I	likedthem.	Mr.	Rochester	oftenspoke	of	it,	and	sometimes	went	there.	He	imagined	myrecovery	would	be	rapid	enough	when	once	commenced.	v.	I	was	a	foolboth	times.	He	broke	out	suddenly	while	clasping	me	in	hisarms	-"Cruel,	cruel	deserter!	Oh,	Jane,	what	did	I	feel	when	I	discoveredyou	had	fled	from	Thornfield,	and	when	I	could
nowhere	find	you;and,	after	examining	your	apartment,	ascertained	that	you	had	takenno	money,	nor	anything	which	could	serve	as	an	equivalent!	A	pearlnecklace	I	had	given	you	lay	untouched	in	its	little	casket;	yourtrunks	were	left	corded	and	locked	as	they	had	been	prepared	for	thebridal	tour.	There	were	no	flowers,	no	garden-beds;	only	abroad
gravel-walk	girdling	a	grass-plat,	and	this	set	in	the	heavyframe	of	the	forest.	As	for	you,--you'd	forget	me.""That	I	NEVER	should,	sir:	you	know--"	Impossible	to	proceed."Jane,	do	you	hear	that	nightingale	singing	in	the	wood?	He	is	good	and	great,	but	severe;and,	for	me,	cold	as	an	iceberg.	It	smiles!""Would	it	comfort,	or	would	it	wound	you	to	have	a
similar	painting?Tell	me	that.	Encroach,	presume,	and	the	gameis	up.""Is	it,	sir?	I	will	spare	you	the	trouble	of	much	talking;	I	willanswer	for	you--Because	I	have	a	wife	already,	you	would	reply.--Iguess	rightly?""Yes.""If	you	think	so,	you	must	have	a	strange	opinion	of	me;	you	mustregard	me	as	a	plotting	profligate--a	base	and	low	rake	who	has
beensimulating	disinterested	love	in	order	to	draw	you	into	a	snaredeliberately	laid,	and	strip	you	of	honour	and	rob	you	of	self-respect.	I	looked	at	it;	Ismiled	at	the	speaking	likeness:	I	was	absorbed	and	content."Is	that	a	portrait	of	some	one	you	know?"	asked	Eliza,	who	hadapproached	me	unnoticed.	He	threatens	me--he	continually	threatens	me
withhis	own	death,	or	mine:	and	I	dream	sometimes	that	I	see	him	laidout	with	a	great	wound	in	his	throat,	or	with	a	swollen	andblackened	face.	Just	at	sunset,	theair	turned	cold	and	the	sky	cloudy:	I	went	in,	Sophie	called	meupstairs	to	look	at	my	wedding-dress,	which	they	had	just	brought;and	under	it	in	the	box	I	found	your	present--the	veil	which,
inyour	princely	extravagance,	you	sent	for	from	London:	resolved,	Isuppose,	since	I	would	not	have	jewels,	to	cheat	me	into	acceptingsomething	as	costly.	I	tell	you	this	plainly;and	listen:	for	though	I	shall	no	more	repeat	what	I	am	now	aboutto	say,	I	shall	steadily	act	on	it.	"Ask	information	of	the	people	at	the	inn;	theycan	give	you	all	you	seek:	they
can	solve	your	doubts	at	once.	"When	do	you	wish	to	go?""Early	to-morrow	morning,	sir.""Well,	you	must	have	some	money;	you	can't	travel	without	money,	andI	daresay	you	have	not	much:	I	have	given	you	no	salary	yet.	At	that	moment	I	saw	the	reflectionof	the	visage	and	features	quite	distinctly	in	the	dark	oblongglass.""And	how	were
they?""Fearful	and	ghastly	to	me--oh,	sir,	I	never	saw	a	face	like	it!	Itwas	a	discoloured	face--it	was	a	savage	face.	Iturned	my	face	away	and	put	his	aside."What!--How	is	this?"	he	exclaimed	hastily.	I	heard	the	gallop	of	ahorse	at	a	distance	on	the	road;	I	was	sure	it	was	you;	and	you	weredeparting	for	many	years	and	for	a	distant	country.	My	father
and	he	quarrelled	longago.	I	did	not	then	know	thatit	was	no	transitory	blossom,	but	rather	the	radiant	resemblance	ofone,	cut	in	an	indestructible	gem.	I	was	hateful	in	my	own	eyes.	"Your	wish	is	reasonable,	and	I	am	far	fromregarding	you	as	a	stranger."This,	spoken	in	a	cool,	tranquil	tone,	was	mortifying	and	bafflingenough.	I	had	risen	to	my	knees
to	pray	for	Mr.	Rochester.Looking	up,	I,	with	tear-dimmed	eyes,	saw	the	mighty	Milky-way.Remembering	what	it	was--what	countless	systems	there	swept	spacelike	a	soft	trace	of	light--I	felt	the	might	and	strength	of	God.Sure	was	I	of	His	efficiency	to	save	what	He	had	made:	convinced	Igrew	that	neither	earth	should	perish,	nor	one	of	the	souls
ittreasured.	The	next	day	Bessie	wassent	for	home	to	the	deathbed	of	her	little	sister.Of	late	I	had	often	recalled	this	saying	and	this	incident;	forduring	the	past	week	scarcely	a	night	had	gone	over	my	couch	thathad	not	brought	with	it	a	dream	of	an	infant,	which	I	sometimeshushed	in	my	arms,	sometimes	dandled	on	my	knee,	sometimes
watchedplaying	with	daisies	on	a	lawn,	or	again,	dabbling	its	hands	inrunning	water.	Now,	Mr.	Rivers,	DO	come.	Is	she	up?	Iwas	still	pondering	the	signification	of	"Institution,"	andendeavouring	to	make	out	a	connection	between	the	first	words	andthe	verse	of	Scripture,	when	the	sound	of	a	cough	close	behind	memade	me	turn	my	head.	I	asked	if
Georgiana	wouldaccompany	her."Of	course	not.	I	looked	onmy	cherished	wishes,	yesterday	so	blooming	and	glowing;	they	laystark,	chill,	livid	corpses	that	could	never	revive.	I	was	mightily	refreshed	by	thebeverage;	as	much	so	as	a	giant	with	wine:	it	gave	new	tone	to	myunstrung	nerves,	and	enabled	me	to	address	this	penetrating	youngjudge
steadily."Mr.	Rivers,"	I	said,	turning	to	him,	and	looking	at	him,	as	helooked	at	me,	openly	and	without	diffidence,	"you	and	your	sistershave	done	me	a	great	service--the	greatest	man	can	do	his	fellow-being;	you	have	rescued	me,	by	your	noble	hospitality,	from	death.This	benefit	conferred	gives	you	an	unlimited	claim	on	my	gratitude,and	a	claim,	to
a	certain	extent,	on	my	confidence.	With	me,then,	it	seems,	you	cannot	go:	but	if	you	are	sincere	in	youroffer,	I	will,	while	in	town,	speak	to	a	married	missionary,	whosewife	needs	a	coadjutor.	Oh!	I	CANNOT	see,but	I	must	feel,	or	my	heart	will	stop	and	my	brain	burst.Whatever--whoever	you	are--be	perceptible	to	the	touch	or	I	cannotlive!"He
groped;	I	arrested	his	wandering	hand,	and	prisoned	it	in	bothmine."Her	very	fingers!"	he	cried;	"her	small,	slight	fingers!	If	sothere	must	be	more	of	her."The	muscular	hand	broke	from	my	custody;	my	arm	was	seized,	myshoulder--neck--waist--I	was	entwined	and	gathered	to	him."Is	it	Jane?	I	could	not	find	her.	This	precious	vessel	was	nowplaced	on
my	knee,	and	I	was	cordially	invited	to	eat	the	circlet	ofdelicate	pastry	upon	it.	"It	may	be	a	candle	in	a	house,"	Ithen	conjectured;	"but	if	so,	I	can	never	reach	it.	To-morrow,	I	trust,	I	shall	get	the	better	of	them	partially;	and	in	afew	weeks,	perhaps,	they	will	be	quite	subdued.	A	quiet	wedding	we	had:	he	and	I,	theparson	and	clerk,	were	alone	present.
There	was	suchdeep	remorse	in	his	eye,	such	true	pity	in	his	tone,	such	manlyenergy	in	his	manner;	and	besides,	there	was	such	unchanged	love	inhis	whole	look	and	mien--I	forgave	him	all:	yet	not	in	words,	notoutwardly;	only	at	my	heart's	core."You	know	I	am	a	scoundrel,	Jane?"	ere	long	he	inquired	wistfully--wondering,	I	suppose,	at	my	continued
silence	and	tameness,	theresult	rather	of	weakness	than	of	will."Yes,	sir.""Then	tell	me	so	roundly	and	sharply--don't	spare	me.""I	cannot:	I	am	tired	and	sick.	I	would	not,therefore,	immediately	charm	the	snake."Perhaps	you	would	rather	not	sit	any	longer	on	my	knee,	Miss	Eyre?"was	the	next	somewhat	unexpected	observation."Why	not,	Mr.
Rochester?""The	picture	you	have	just	drawn	is	suggestive	of	a	rather	toooverwhelming	contrast.	Diana	and	Mary	were	soon	to	leave	MoorHouse,	and	return	to	the	far	different	life	and	scene	which	awaitedthem,	as	governesses	in	a	large,	fashionable,	south-of-England	city,where	each	held	a	situation	in	families	by	whose	wealthy	and	haughtymembers
they	were	regarded	only	as	humble	dependants,	and	whoneither	knew	nor	sought	out	their	innate	excellences,	andappreciated	only	their	acquired	accomplishments	as	they	appreciatedthe	skill	of	their	cook	or	the	taste	of	their	waiting-woman.	Let	me	hear	now."Thus	urged,	I	began	the	narrative	of	my	experience	for	the	lastyear.	Say	again	you	will	be
my	brother:	when	you	utteredthe	words	I	was	satisfied,	happy;	repeat	them,	if	you	can,	repeatthem	sincerely.""I	think	I	can.	You	ought	to	marry	her.""DOES	she	like	me?"	he	asked."Certainly;	better	than	she	likes	any	one	else.	The	portionswere	handed	round;	those	who	liked	took	a	draught	of	the	water,	themug	being	common	to	all.	Such	was	my	first
day	at	Lowood.	God	had	an	errand	for	me;	to	bear	which	afar,	todeliver	it	well,	skill	and	strength,	courage	and	eloquence,	the	bestqualifications	of	soldier,	statesman,	and	orator,	were	all	needed:for	these	all	centre	in	the	good	missionary."A	missionary	I	resolved	to	be.	I	softened	considerably	what	related	to	the	three	days	ofwandering	and	starvation,
because	to	have	told	him	all	would	havebeen	to	inflict	unnecessary	pain:	the	little	I	did	say	laceratedhis	faithful	heart	deeper	than	I	wished.I	should	not	have	left	him	thus,	he	said,	without	any	means	ofmaking	my	way:	I	should	have	told	him	my	intention.	Am	I	severed	from	you	by	insuperable	obstacles?	Why	was	ituseless	to	try	to	win	any	one's
favour?	I	saw	the	fascination	of	the	locality.	Mr.	Rochester,	this	was	not	Sophie,	it	wasnot	Leah,	it	was	not	Mrs.	The	solicitor	addressed	me	as	hedescended	the	stair."You,	madam,"	said	he,	"are	cleared	from	all	blame:	your	uncle	willbe	glad	to	hear	it--if,	indeed,	he	should	be	still	living--when	Mr.Mason	returns	to	Madeira.""My	uncle!	What	of	him?	I
was	aware	her	lurid	visage	flamed	over	mine,	and	Ilost	consciousness:	for	the	second	time	in	my	life--only	the	secondtime--I	became	insensible	from	terror.""Who	was	with	you	when	you	revived?""No	one,	sir,	but	the	broad	day.	Did	shethink,	Janet,	you	had	given	the	world	for	love,	and	considered	itwell	lost?""I	believe	she	thought	I	had	forgotten	my
station,	and	yours,	sir.""Station!	station!--your	station	is	in	my	heart,	and	on	the	necks	ofthose	who	would	insult	you,	now	or	hereafter.--Go."I	was	soon	dressed;	and	when	I	heard	Mr.	Rochester	quit	Mrs.Fairfax's	parlour,	I	hurried	down	to	it.	Mr.Rochester	opened	the	shirt	of	the	wounded	man,	whose	arm	andshoulder	were	bandaged:	he	sponged	away
blood,	trickling	fast	down."Is	there	immediate	danger?"	murmured	Mr.	Mason."Pooh!	No--a	mere	scratch.	To	be	sure,	what	I	begged	was	employment;	but	whose	businesswas	it	to	provide	me	with	employment?	I	gazed	on	it	with	gloom	and	pain:	nothingsoft,	nothing	sweet,	nothing	pitying,	or	hopeful,	or	subduing	did	itinspire;	only	a	grating	anguish
for	HER	woes--not	MY	loss--and	asombre	tearless	dismay	at	the	fearfulness	of	death	in	such	a	form.Eliza	surveyed	her	parent	calmly.	I	thenwrote	to	Mrs.	I	had	oftenbeen	unwilling	to	look	at	my	master,	because	I	feared	he	could	notbe	pleased	at	my	look;	but	I	was	sure	I	might	lift	my	face	to	hisnow,	and	not	cool	his	affection	by	its	expression.	The	same
lady	pays	for	theeducation	and	clothing	of	an	orphan	from	the	workhouse,	on	conditionthat	she	shall	aid	the	mistress	in	such	menial	offices	connectedwith	her	own	house	and	the	school	as	her	occupation	of	teaching	willprevent	her	having	time	to	discharge	in	person.	One	day,	however,	as	she	putaway	her	account-book	and	unfolded	her	embroidery,
she	suddenly	tookher	up	thus	-"Georgiana,	a	more	vain	and	absurd	animal	than	you	was	certainlynever	allowed	to	cumber	the	earth.	I	followed	it,	expectingsoon	to	reach	the	dwelling;	but	it	stretched	on	and	on,	it	would	farand	farther:	no	sign	of	habitation	or	grounds	was	visible.I	thought	I	had	taken	a	wrong	direction	and	lost	my	way.	I	ran	out
intothe	garden:	it	was	void."Where	are	you?"	I	exclaimed.The	hills	beyond	Marsh	Glen	sent	the	answer	faintly	back--"Where	areyou?"	I	listened.	I	was	prepared	for	the	hot	rain	of	tears;	only	I	wanted	themto	be	shed	on	my	breast:	now	a	senseless	floor	has	received	them,or	your	drenched	handkerchief.	I	looked	at	Mr.	Rochester:	I	made	him	look	at	me.
Knitting,	sewing,	reading,	writing,	ciphering,will	be	all	you	will	have	to	teach.	"And	whatthen?"	she	demanded,	in	a	low	voice."What	then,	Die?"	he	replied,	maintaining	a	marble	immobility	offeature.	With	this	persuasion	I	nowanswered	-"As	far	as	I	can	see,	it	would	be	wiser	and	more	judicious	if	youwere	to	take	to	yourself	the	original	at	once."By	this
time	he	had	sat	down:	he	had	laid	the	picture	on	the	tablebefore	him,	and	with	his	brow	supported	on	both	hands,	hung	fondlyover	it.	Reed	under	her	breath:	her	usually	cold	composedgrey	eye	became	troubled	with	a	look	like	fear;	she	took	her	handfrom	my	arm,	and	gazed	at	me	as	if	she	really	did	not	know	whether	Iwere	child	or	fiend.	My	very
shoes	and	stockings	were	purified	andrendered	presentable.	They	wouldwhisper	sentences	of	this	sort	at	my	bedside	-"It	is	very	well	we	took	her	in.""Yes;	she	would	certainly	have	been	found	dead	at	the	door	in	themorning	had	she	been	left	out	all	night.	We	were	born	to	strive	and	endure--you	as	well	as	I:do	so.	"If	I	could	goout	of	life	now,	without
too	sharp	a	pang,	it	would	be	well	for	me,"I	thought;	"then	I	should	not	have	to	make	the	effort	of	cracking	myheart-strings	in	rending	them	from	among	Mr.	Rochester's.	Reed,"	said	I,	as	I	offered	her	the	draught	she	required,"think	no	more	of	all	this,	let	it	pass	away	from	your	mind.Forgive	me	for	my	passionate	language:	I	was	a	child	then;
eight,nine	years	have	passed	since	that	day."She	heeded	nothing	of	what	I	said;	but	when	she	had	tasted	the	waterand	drawn	breath,	she	went	on	thus	-"I	tell	you	I	could	not	forget	it;	and	I	took	my	revenge:	for	youto	be	adopted	by	your	uncle,	and	placed	in	a	state	of	ease	andcomfort,	was	what	I	could	not	endure.	I'm	like	to	look	sharpish."I	maintained
a	grave	silence	for	some	minutes."You	munnut	think	too	hardly	of	me,"	she	again	remarked."But	I	do	think	hardly	of	you,"	I	said;	"and	I'll	tell	you	why--notso	much	because	you	refused	to	give	me	shelter,	or	regarded	me	as	animpostor,	as	because	you	just	now	made	it	a	species	of	reproach	thatI	had	no	'brass'	and	no	house.	As	we	advanced	and	left
thetrack,	we	trod	a	soft	turf,	mossy	fine	and	emerald	green,	minutelyenamelled	with	a	tiny	white	flower,	and	spangled	with	a	star-likeyellow	blossom:	the	hills,	meantime,	shut	us	quite	in;	for	theglen,	towards	its	head,	wound	to	their	very	core."Let	us	rest	here,"	said	St.	John,	as	we	reached	the	firststragglers	of	a	battalion	of	rocks,	guarding	a	sort	of
pass,	beyondwhich	the	beck	rushed	down	a	waterfall;	and	where,	still	a	littlefarther,	the	mountain	shook	off	turf	and	flower,	had	only	heath	forraiment	and	crag	for	gem--where	it	exaggerated	the	wild	to	thesavage,	and	exchanged	the	fresh	for	the	frowning--where	it	guardedthe	forlorn	hope	of	solitude,	and	a	last	refuge	for	silence.I	took	a	seat:	St.
John	stood	near	me.	Have	you	any	relations	besides	Mrs.Reed?""I	think	not,	sir.""None	belonging	to	your	father?""I	don't	know.	Meantime,	Igot	on	as	well	as	I	could	with	Georgiana	and	Eliza.	I	laid	my	hand	on	the	back	of	a	chair	for	support:	Ishook,	I	feared--but	I	resolved."One	instant,	Jane.	I	step	asideinto	the	ivy	recess;	he	will	not	stay	long:	he	will
soon	returnwhence	he	came,	and	if	I	sit	still	he	will	never	see	me.But	no--eventide	is	as	pleasant	to	him	as	to	me,	and	this	antiquegarden	as	attractive;	and	he	strolls	on,	now	lifting	the	gooseberry-tree	branches	to	look	at	the	fruit,	large	as	plums,	with	which	theyare	laden;	now	taking	a	ripe	cherry	from	the	wall;	now	stoopingtowards	a	knot	of	flowers,
either	to	inhale	their	fragrance	or	toadmire	the	dew-beads	on	their	petals.	You	give	me	alarger	allowance	of	sympathy	than	I	have	a	just	claim	to.	What	it	was,whether	beast	or	human	being,	one	could	not,	at	first	sight,	tell:it	grovelled,	seemingly,	on	all	fours;	it	snatched	and	growled	likesome	strange	wild	animal:	but	it	was	covered	with	clothing,	and
aquantity	of	dark,	grizzled	hair,	wild	as	a	mane,	hid	its	head	andface."Good-morrow,	Mrs.	I	had	endured,	he	was	certain,	more	than	I	hadconfessed	to	him."Well,	whatever	my	sufferings	had	been,	they	were	very	short,"	Ianswered:	and	then	I	proceeded	to	tell	him	how	I	had	been	receivedat	Moor	House;	how	I	had	obtained	the	office	of	schoolmistress,
&c.The	accession	of	fortune,	the	discovery	of	my	relations,	followed	indue	order.	I	wonder	if	he	read	that	notion	inmy	face;	for,	all	at	once,	without	speaking,	he	struck	suddenly	andstrongly.	This	idea,	consolatory	in	theory,	I	felt	would	beterrible	if	realised:	with	all	my	might	I	endeavoured	to	stifle	it--I	endeavoured	to	be	firm.	What	creature	wasit,	that,
masked	in	an	ordinary	woman's	face	and	shape,	uttered	thevoice,	now	of	a	mocking	demon,	and	anon	of	a	carrion-seeking	bird	ofprey?And	this	man	I	bent	over--this	commonplace,	quiet	stranger--how	hadhe	become	involved	in	the	web	of	horror?	In	the	interview	which	followed	between	him	and	Mrs.	Mr.	Rochester	put	the	now	bloody	sponge	into	my
hand,	and	Iproceeded	to	use	it	as	he	had	done.	I,	who	preached	contentment	with	a	humble	lot,	andjustified	the	vocation	even	of	hewers	of	wood	and	drawers	of	waterin	God's	service--I,	His	ordained	minister,	almost	rave	in	myrestlessness.	Quiescent	ashe	now	sat,	there	was	something	about	his	nostril,	his	mouth,	hisbrow,	which,	to	my	perceptions,
indicated	elements	within	eitherrestless,	or	hard,	or	eager.	John	no	one	thwarted,	much	less	punished;	though	hetwisted	the	necks	of	the	pigeons,	killed	the	little	pea-chicks,	setthe	dogs	at	the	sheep,	stripped	the	hothouse	vines	of	their	fruit,and	broke	the	buds	off	the	choicest	plants	in	the	conservatory:	hecalled	his	mother	"old	girl,"	too;	sometimes
reviled	her	for	herdark	skin,	similar	to	his	own;	bluntly	disregarded	her	wishes;	notunfrequently	tore	and	spoiled	her	silk	attire;	and	he	was	still	"herown	darling."	I	dared	commit	no	fault:	I	strove	to	fulfil	everyduty;	and	I	was	termed	naughty	and	tiresome,	sullen	and	sneaking,from	morning	to	noon,	and	from	noon	to	night.My	head	still	ached	and	bled
with	the	blow	and	fall	I	had	received:no	one	had	reproved	John	for	wantonly	striking	me;	and	because	I	hadturned	against	him	to	avert	farther	irrational	violence,	I	wasloaded	with	general	opprobrium."Unjust!--unjust!"	said	my	reason,	forced	by	the	agonising	stimulusinto	precocious	though	transitory	power:	and	Resolve,	equallywrought	up,	instigated
some	strange	expedient	to	achieve	escape	frominsupportable	oppression--as	running	away,	or,	if	that	could	not	beeffected,	never	eating	or	drinking	more,	and	letting	myself	die.What	a	consternation	of	soul	was	mine	that	dreary	afternoon!	Howall	my	brain	was	in	tumult,	and	all	my	heart	in	insurrection!	Yetin	what	darkness,	what	dense	ignorance,
was	the	mental	battlefought!	I	could	not	answer	the	ceaseless	inward	question--WHY	Ithus	suffered;	now,	at	the	distance	of--I	will	not	say	how	manyyears,	I	see	it	clearly.I	was	a	discord	in	Gateshead	Hall:	I	was	like	nobody	there;	I	hadnothing	in	harmony	with	Mrs.	I	amnot	absolutely	such	a	fool	and	sensualist	as	to	regret	the	absenceof	a	carpet,	a
sofa,	and	silver	plate;	besides,	five	weeks	ago	I	hadnothing--I	was	an	outcast,	a	beggar,	a	vagrant;	now	I	haveacquaintance,	a	home,	a	business.	Come!we'll	talk	over	the	voyage	and	the	parting	quietly	half-an-hour	orso,	while	the	stars	enter	into	their	shining	life	up	in	heavenyonder:	here	is	the	chestnut	tree:	here	is	the	bench	at	its	oldroots.	I	asked	her
oncewhat	was	the	great	attraction	of	that	volume,	and	she	said,	"theRubric."	Three	hours	she	gave	to	stitching,	with	gold	thread,	theborder	of	a	square	crimson	cloth,	almost	large	enough	for	a	carpet.In	answer	to	my	inquiries	after	the	use	of	this	article,	sheinformed	me	it	was	a	covering	for	the	altar	of	a	new	church	latelyerected	near	Gateshead.
Fairfax	if	she	had	seen	him;--yes:	she	believed	he	was	playing	billiards	with	Miss	Ingram.	"Yes,	bonny	wee	thing,	I'llwear	you	in	my	bosom,	lest	my	jewel	I	should	tyne."He	said	this	as	he	helped	me	to	alight	from	the	carriage,	and	whilehe	afterwards	lifted	out	Adele,	I	entered	the	house,	and	made	goodmy	retreat	upstairs.He	duly	summoned	me	to	his
presence	in	the	evening.	SometimesI	half	fall	asleep	when	I	am	sitting	alone	and	fancy	things	thathave	never	happened.	No	nook	in	the	grounds	more	sheltered	andmore	Eden-like;	it	was	full	of	trees,	it	bloomed	with	flowers:	avery	high	wall	shut	it	out	from	the	court,	on	one	side;	on	theother,	a	beech	avenue	screened	it	from	the	lawn.	To	attain	this
end,	are	youjustified	in	overleaping	an	obstacle	of	custom--a	mere	conventionalimpediment	which	neither	your	conscience	sanctifies	nor	yourjudgment	approves?"He	paused	for	an	answer:	and	what	was	I	to	say?	Wake	Sophie	when	yougo	upstairs,	under	pretence	of	requesting	her	to	rouse	you	in	goodtime	to-morrow;	for	you	must	be	dressed	and	have
finished	breakfastbefore	eight.	You	will	notspeak	to	him	on	any	pretext--and--Richard,	it	will	be	at	the	perilof	your	life	if	you	speak	to	her:	open	your	lips--agitate	yourself--and	I'll	not	answer	for	the	consequences."Again	the	poor	man	groaned;	he	looked	as	if	he	dared	not	move;	fear,either	of	death	or	of	something	else,	appeared	almost	to	paralysehim.
You--you	strange,	you	almost	unearthly	thing!--I	love	as	my	own	flesh.You--poor	and	obscure,	and	small	and	plain	as	you	are--I	entreat	toaccept	me	as	a	husband.""What,	me!"	I	ejaculated,	beginning	in	his	earnestness--andespecially	in	his	incivility--to	credit	his	sincerity:	"me	who	havenot	a	friend	in	the	world	but	you-	if	you	are	my	friend:	not	ashilling
but	what	you	have	given	me?""You,	Jane,	I	must	have	you	for	my	own--entirely	my	own.	I	had	set	out	fromWhitcross	on	a	Tuesday	afternoon,	and	early	on	the	succeedingThursday	morning	the	coach	stopped	to	water	the	horses	at	a	waysideinn,	situated	in	the	midst	of	scenery	whose	green	hedges	and	largefields	and	low	pastoral	hills	(how	mild	of
feature	and	verdant	ofhue	compared	with	the	stern	North-Midland	moors	of	Morton!)	met	myeye	like	the	lineaments	of	a	once	familiar	face.	Approaching	the	hearth,	he	asked,	"If	I	was	at	lastsatisfied	with	housemaid's	work?"	I	answered	by	inviting	him	toaccompany	me	on	a	general	inspection	of	the	result	of	my	labours.With	some	difficulty,	I	got	him
to	make	the	tour	of	the	house.	Do	youunderstand?"I	shook	my	head:	it	required	a	degree	of	courage,	excited	as	he	wasbecoming,	even	to	risk	that	mute	sign	of	dissent.	"It	is	like!"	hemurmured;	"the	eye	is	well	managed:	the	colour,	light,	expression,are	perfect.	I	heardthe	rain	still	beating	continuously	on	the	staircase	window,	and	thewind	howling	in
the	grove	behind	the	hall;	I	grew	by	degrees	cold	asa	stone,	and	then	my	courage	sank.	Butlisten--whisper.	(I	have	seen	their	grave;	it	formedpart	of	the	pavement	of	a	huge	churchyard	surrounding	the	grim,soot-black	old	cathedral	of	an	overgrown	manufacturing	town	in	-shire.)	They	left	a	daughter,	which,	at	its	very	birth,	Charityreceived	in	her	lap--
cold	as	that	of	the	snow-drift	I	almost	stuckfast	in	to-night.	Pilot	lay	besideus:	all	was	quiet.	During	that	meal	heappeared	just	as	composed	as	usual.	"I	was	trying	to	turnmyself	a	few	minutes	since,	and	find	I	cannot	move	a	limb.	"Absentfrom	me	a	whole	month,	and	forgetting	me	quite,	I'll	be	sworn!"I	knew	there	would	be	pleasure	in	meeting	my
master	again,	eventhough	broken	by	the	fear	that	he	was	so	soon	to	cease	to	be	mymaster,	and	by	the	knowledge	that	I	was	nothing	to	him:	but	therewas	ever	in	Mr.	Rochester	(so	at	least	I	thought)	such	a	wealth	ofthe	power	of	communicating	happiness,	that	to	taste	but	of	thecrumbs	he	scattered	to	stray	and	stranger	birds	like	me,	was	tofeast
genially.	I	did	not	observe	it	closely.""You	did,	Mr.	Rivers."He	almost	started	at	my	sudden	and	strange	abruptness:	he	looked	atme	astonished.	His	mouth	certainly	looked	a	good	dealcompressed,	and	the	lower	part	of	his	face	unusually	stern	andsquare,	as	the	laughing	girl	gave	him	this	information.	Their	parents	then	(the	farmer	and	hiswife)	loaded
me	with	attentions.	I	longed	for	thee,	Janet!	Oh,	I	longed	for	thee	both	withsoul	and	flesh!	I	asked	of	God,	at	once	in	anguish	and	humility,	ifI	had	not	been	long	enough	desolate,	afflicted,	tormented;	and	mightnot	soon	taste	bliss	and	peace	once	more.	Georgiana	alsoadvanced	to	look.	He	looked	at	me	someminutes."And	old	Madam	Reed,	or	the
Misses,	her	daughters,	will	be	solicitedby	you	to	seek	a	place,	I	suppose?""No,	sir;	I	am	not	on	such	terms	with	my	relatives	as	would	justifyme	in	asking	favours	of	them--but	I	shall	advertise.""You	shall	walk	up	the	pyramids	of	Egypt!"	he	growled.	Theblast	blew	so	strong	I	could	not	stand.	He	suddenlyseemed	to	arouse	himself:	the	conviction	of	the
reality	of	all	thisseized	him."It	is	you--is	it,	Jane?	The	traces	of	the	bog	wereremoved	from	it;	the	creases	left	by	the	wet	smoothed	out:	it	wasquite	decent.	Missis	refused:	her	meanshave	long	been	much	reduced	by	his	extravagance;	so	he	went	backagain,	and	the	next	news	was	that	he	was	dead.	He	stopped	atmy	door:	I	feared	he	would	knock--no,	but
a	slip	of	paper	waspassed	under	the	door.	"Everybody	knows	you	are	the	mostselfish,	heartless	creature	in	existence:	and	I	know	your	spitefulhatred	towards	me:	I	have	had	a	specimen	of	it	before	in	the	trickyou	played	me	about	Lord	Edwin	Vere:	you	could	not	bear	me	to	beraised	above	you,	to	have	a	title,	to	be	received	into	circles	whereyou	dare
not	show	your	face,	and	so	you	acted	the	spy	and	informer,and	ruined	my	prospects	for	ever."	Georgiana	took	out	herhandkerchief	and	blew	her	nose	for	an	hour	afterwards;	Eliza	satcold,	impassable,	and	assiduously	industrious.True,	generous	feeling	is	made	small	account	of	by	some,	but	herewere	two	natures	rendered,	the	one	intolerably	acrid,	the
otherdespicably	savourless	for	the	want	of	it.	Rochester	exactly;	and	whether	she	won't	look	likeQueen	Boadicea,	leaning	back	against	those	purple	cushions.	Cheer	up,	Dick!--neverfear	me!--I'd	almost	as	soon	strike	a	woman	as	you.	In	leavingEngland,	I	should	leave	a	loved	but	empty	land--Mr.	Rochester	is	notthere;	and	if	he	were,	what	is,	what	can
that	ever	be	to	me?	But	when	hecomplied,	I	scarcely	knew	how	to	begin;	such	horror	had	I	of	thepossible	answers.	The	house-maid	alone	came	here	onSaturdays,	to	wipe	from	the	mirrors	and	the	furniture	a	week's	quietdust:	and	Mrs.	Diana	andMary	approved	the	step	unreservedly.	I	wentup	to	her."It	is	I,	Aunt	Reed.""Who--I?"	was	her	answer.	I	was
to	leave	Gateshead	that	day	by	a	coachwhich	passed	the	lodge	gates	at	six	a.m.	Bessie	was	the	only	personyet	risen;	she	had	lit	a	fire	in	the	nursery,	where	she	nowproceeded	to	make	my	breakfast.	He	loved	me	so	truly,	that	he	knew	no	reluctance	inprofiting	by	my	attendance:	he	felt	I	loved	him	so	fondly,	that	toyield	that	attendance	was	to	indulge
my	sweetest	wishes.One	morning	at	the	end	of	the	two	years,	as	I	was	writing	a	letterto	his	dictation,	he	came	and	bent	over	me,	and	said--"Jane,	haveyou	a	glittering	ornament	round	your	neck?"I	had	a	gold	watch-chain:	I	answered	"Yes.""And	have	you	a	pale	blue	dress	on?"I	had.	Will	you	ever	forgive	me?"Reader,	I	forgave	him	at	the	moment	and	on
the	spot.	I	shallremember	how	you	thrust	me	back--roughly	and	violently	thrust	meback--into	the	red-room,	and	locked	me	up	there,	to	my	dying	day;though	I	was	in	agony;	though	I	cried	out,	while	suffocating	withdistress,	'Have	mercy!	Have	mercy,	Aunt	Reed!'	And	that	punishmentyou	made	me	suffer	because	your	wicked	boy	struck	me--knocked
medown	for	nothing.	You	need	not	think	that	because	we	chanced	to	beborn	of	the	same	parents,	I	shall	suffer	you	to	fasten	me	down	byeven	the	feeblest	claim:	I	can	tell	you	this--if	the	whole	humanrace,	ourselves	excepted,	were	swept	away,	and	we	two	stood	alone	onthe	earth,	I	would	leave	you	in	the	old	world,	and	betake	myself	tothe	new."She
closed	her	lips."You	might	have	spared	yourself	the	trouble	of	delivering	thattirade,"	answered	Georgiana.	Iwant	some	work:	no	matter	what."But	it	was	not	her	business	to	think	for	me,	or	to	seek	a	place	forme:	besides,	in	her	eyes,	how	doubtful	must	have	appeared	mycharacter,	position,	tale.	It	was	all	right:	at	present	I	decidedlypreferred	these
fierce	favours	to	anything	more	tender.	He	is	quitebroken	down,	they	say.""Have	you	any	sort	of	conveyance?""We	have	a	chaise,	ma'am,	a	very	handsome	chaise.""Let	it	be	got	ready	instantly;	and	if	your	post-boy	can	drive	me	toFerndean	before	dark	this	day,	I'll	pay	both	you	and	him	twice	thehire	you	usually	demand."Page	18The	manor-house	of
Ferndean	was	a	building	of	considerableantiquity,	moderate	size,	and	no	architectural	pretensions,	deepburied	in	a	wood.	Let	me	hear	it.	Can	I	bear	theconsciousness	that	every	endearment	he	bestows	is	a	sacrifice	madeon	principle?	It	was	the	same	vehicle	whence,	ayear	ago,	I	had	alighted	one	summer	evening	on	this	very	spot--howdesolate,	and
hopeless,	and	objectless!	It	stopped	as	I	beckoned.I	entered--not	now	obliged	to	part	with	my	whole	fortune	as	theprice	of	its	accommodation.	Can	you	tell	when	thereis	a	good	fire?""Yes;	with	the	right	eye	I	see	a	glow--a	ruddy	haze.""And	you	see	the	candles?""Very	dimly--each	is	a	luminous	cloud.""Can	you	see	me?""No,	my	fairy:	but	I	am	only	too
thankful	to	hear	and	feel	you.""When	do	you	take	supper?""I	never	take	supper.""But	you	shall	have	some	to-night.	Mr.	Oliver	evidently	regardedthe	young	clergyman's	good	birth,	old	name,	and	sacred	profession	assufficient	compensation	for	the	want	of	fortune.It	was	the	5th	of	November,	and	a	holiday.	But	presently	she	took	my	veil	from	its	place;
sheheld	it	up,	gazed	at	it	long,	and	then	she	threw	it	over	her	ownhead,	and	turned	to	the	mirror.	The	house	cleared,	I	shut	myself	in,fastened	the	bolt	that	none	might	intrude,	and	proceeded--not	toweep,	not	to	mourn,	I	was	yet	too	calm	for	that,	but--mechanicallyto	take	off	the	wedding	dress,	and	replace	it	by	the	stuff	gown	Ihad	worn	yesterday,	as	I
thought,	for	the	last	time.	Now	thatyou	think	me	disqualified	to	become	your	husband,	you	recoil	from	mytouch	as	if	I	were	some	toad	or	ape."These	words	cut	me:	yet	what	could	I	do	or	I	say?	When	you	are	at	Madagascar,	or	at	the	Cape,	or	inIndia,	would	it	be	a	consolation	to	have	that	memento	in	yourpossession?	Alas!	yes:	no	jail	was	ever	more
secure.Returning,	I	had	to	cross	before	the	looking-glass;	my	fascinatedglance	involuntarily	explored	the	depth	it	revealed.	Mr.	Rivers	rose	now	and	put	his	cloak	on."If	it	were	not	such	a	very	wild	night,"	he	said,	"I	would	sendHannah	down	to	keep	you	company:	you	look	too	desperately	miserableto	be	left	alone.	Reed	occupied	her	usual	seat	by	the
fireside;	she	made	a	signalto	me	to	approach;	I	did	so,	and	she	introduced	me	to	the	stonystranger	with	the	words:	"This	is	the	little	girl	respecting	whom	Iapplied	to	you."HE,	for	it	was	a	man,	turned	his	head	slowly	towards	where	I	stood,and	having	examined	me	with	the	two	inquisitive-looking	grey	eyeswhich	twinkled	under	a	pair	of	bushy	brows,
said	solemnly,	and	in	abass	voice,	"Her	size	is	small:	what	is	her	age?""Ten	years.""So	much?"	was	the	doubtful	answer;	and	he	prolonged	his	scrutinyfor	some	minutes.	I	longed	only	for	what	suitedme--for	the	antipodes	of	the	Creole:	and	I	longed	vainly.	This	morningI	wrote	to	my	banker	in	London	to	send	me	certain	jewels	he	has	inhis	keeping,--
heirlooms	for	the	ladies	of	Thornfield.	At	this	thought,	Iturned	my	face	aside	from	the	lovely	sky	of	eve	and	lonely	vale	ofMorton--I	say	LONELY,	for	in	that	bend	of	it	visible	to	me	there	wasno	building	apparent	save	the	church	and	the	parsonage,	half-hid	intrees,	and,	quite	at	the	extremity,	the	roof	of	Vale	Hall,	where	therich	Mr.	Oliver	and	his
daughter	lived.	The	air	was	like	sulphur-steams--I	could	find	no	refreshment	anywhere.	Seen	now,	in	broad	daylight,	she	lookedtall,	fair,	and	shapely;	brown	eyes	with	a	benignant	light	in	theiririds,	and	a	fine	pencilling	of	long	lashes	round,	relieved	thewhiteness	of	her	large	front;	on	each	of	her	temples	her	hair,	of	avery	dark	brown,	was	clustered	in
round	curls,	according	to	thefashion	of	those	times,	when	neither	smooth	bands	nor	long	ringletswere	in	vogue;	her	dress,	also	in	the	mode	of	the	day,	was	of	purplecloth,	relieved	by	a	sort	of	Spanish	trimming	of	black	velvet;	agold	watch	(watches	were	not	so	common	then	as	now)	shone	at	hergirdle.	I	discerned	he	was	now	neither	angry	nor
shocked	at	myaudacity.	It	led	me	aslant	over	the	hill,	through	a	wide	bog,	which	wouldhave	been	impassable	in	winter,	and	was	splashy	and	shaking	evennow,	in	the	height	of	summer.	"Come	here,"	he	said.I	stepped	across	the	rug;	he	placed	me	square	and	straight	beforehim.	It	is	the	Rock	of	Ages	Iask	you	to	lean	on:	do	not	doubt	but	it	will	bear	the
weight	ofyour	human	weakness.""I	do	not	understand	a	missionary	life:	I	have	never	studiedmissionary	labours.""There	I,	humble	as	I	am,	can	give	you	the	aid	you	want:	I	can	setyou	your	task	from	hour	to	hour;	stand	by	you	always;	help	you	frommoment	to	moment.	Whatare	you	going	to	do	with	these	gooseberries?"	I	inquired,	as	shebrought	out	a
basket	of	the	fruit."Mak'	'em	into	pies.""Give	them	to	me	and	I'll	pick	them.""Nay;	I	dunnut	want	ye	to	do	nought.""But	I	must	do	something.	I	stumbled	over	anobstacle:	my	head	was	still	dizzy,	my	sight	was	dim,	and	my	limbswere	feeble.	There	was	thegreat	four-post	bed	with	amber	hangings	as	of	old;	there	the	toilet-table,	the	armchair,	and	the
footstool,	at	which	I	had	a	hundredtimes	been	sentenced	to	kneel,	to	ask	pardon	for	offences	by	meuncommitted.	I	had	afeeling	that	she	wished	me	away:	that	she	did	not	understand	me	ormy	circumstances;	that	she	was	prejudiced	against	me.	Because	it	is	the	TRUTH.	Oh,	no!	I	wish	it	did:	she	has	to	answer	to	Mr.Brocklehurst	for	all	she	does.	Say
yes,	quickly.""Mr.	Rochester,	let	me	look	at	your	face:	turn	to	the	moonlight.""Why?""Because	I	want	to	read	your	countenance--turn!""There!	you	will	find	it	scarcely	more	legible	than	a	crumpled,scratched	page.	Mr.	Eyre	has	been	the	Funchal	correspondent	of	hishouse	for	some	years.	I	had	entreated	him	to	keep	quite	clear	ofthe	house	till
everything	was	arranged:	and,	indeed,	the	bare	ideaof	the	commotion,	at	once	sordid	and	trivial,	going	on	within	itswalls	sufficed	to	scare	him	to	estrangement.	I	was	sofully	aware	that	only	serious	moods	and	occupations	were	acceptable,that	in	his	presence	every	effort	to	sustain	or	follow	any	otherbecame	vain:	I	fell	under	a	freezing	spell.	I	just	put
my	two	arms	round	her	and	said,	"Come,	Bessie!don't	scold."The	action	was	more	frank	and	fearless	than	any	I	was	habituated	toindulge	in:	somehow	it	pleased	her."You	are	a	strange	child,	Miss	Jane,"	she	said,	as	she	looked	downat	me;	"a	little	roving,	solitary	thing:	and	you	are	going	toschool,	I	suppose?"I	nodded."And	won't	you	be	sorry	to	leave
poor	Bessie?""What	does	Bessie	care	for	me?	And	now,	no	more	sombre	thoughts:	chase	dull	careaway,	Janet.	I	sought	the	key	of	the	side-door	in	thekitchen;	I	sought,	too,	a	phial	of	oil	and	a	feather;	I	oiled	thekey	and	the	lock.	Who	speaks?""Pilot	knows	me,	and	John	and	Mary	know	I	am	here.	How	should	wefeel?	But	I	was	determined	not	to	seem	ata
loss	for	occupation	or	amusement:	I	had	brought	my	drawingmaterials	with	me,	and	they	served	me	for	both.Provided	with	a	case	of	pencils,	and	some	sheets	of	paper,	I	used	totake	a	seat	apart	from	them,	near	the	window,	and	busy	myself	insketching	fancy	vignettes,	representing	any	scene	that	happenedmomentarily	to	shape	itself	in	the	ever-
shifting	kaleidoscope	ofimagination:	a	glimpse	of	sea	between	two	rocks;	the	rising	moon,and	a	ship	crossing	its	disk;	a	group	of	reeds	and	water-flags,	anda	naiad's	head,	crowned	with	lotus-flowers,	rising	out	of	them;	anelf	sitting	in	a	hedge-sparrow's	nest,	under	a	wreath	of	hawthorn-bloomOne	morning	I	fell	to	sketching	a	face:	what	sort	of	a	face	it
wasto	be,	I	did	not	care	or	know.	All	about	me	was	spotless	and	bright--scoured	floor,	polished	grate,	and	well-rubbed	chairs.	Iforget	that	you	have	formed	a	new	tie.	Do	youthink	I	am	a	Jew-usurer,	seeking	good	investment	in	land?	Or	what	does	it	mean?""St	John	was	only	twenty-nine,	sir.""'Jeune	encore,'	as	the	French	say.	Perhaps	I	had	too	rashly
over-leapedconventionalities;	and	he,	like	St.	John,	saw	impropriety	in	myinconsiderateness.	Give	me	back	nine	pounds,	Jane;	I've	a	usefor	it.""And	so	have	I,	sir,"	I	returned,	putting	my	hands	and	my	pursebehind	me.	Reed.	But	there	was	somethingI	wished	to	say--let	me	see--"The	wandering	look	and	changed	utterance	told	what	wreck	had
takenplace	in	her	once	vigorous	frame.	The	fact	was,	I	had	other	thingsto	think	about;	within	the	last	few	months	feelings	had	been	stirredin	me	so	much	more	potent	than	any	they	could	raise--pains	andpleasures	so	much	more	acute	and	exquisite	had	been	excited	than	anyit	was	in	their	power	to	inflict	or	bestow--that	their	airs	gave	meno	concern
either	for	good	or	bad."How	is	Mrs.	Firm,	faithful,	and	devoted,	full	of	energy,	and	zeal,and	truth,	he	labours	for	his	race;	he	clears	their	painful	way	toimprovement;	he	hews	down	like	a	giant	the	prejudices	of	creed	andcaste	that	encumber	it.	The	communications	were	renewed	from	day	to	day:they	always	ran	on	the	same	theme--herself,	her	loves,
and	woes.	You	sitquietly	where	I	have	placed	you,	and	regard	me	with	a	weary,	passivelook.""Jane,	I	never	meant	to	wound	you	thus.	Oh,	I	know	well!	That,	too,	isvery	clear	to	my	vision.	I	half	believed	her;	for	I	felt	indeedonly	bad	feelings	surging	in	my	breast.November,	December,	and	half	of	January	passed	away.	Iliked	to	learn	of	her:	I	saw	the	part
of	instructress	pleased	andsuited	her;	that	of	scholar	pleased	and	suited	me	no	less.	The	conclusions	drawn	from	this	scrutiny	he	partiallyexpressed	in	his	succeeding	observations."I	believe	you	will	accept	the	post	I	offer	you,"	said	he,	"and	holdit	for	a	while:	not	permanently,	though:	any	more	than	I	couldpermanently	keep	the	narrow	and	narrowing--
the	tranquil,	hiddenoffice	of	English	country	incumbent;	for	in	your	nature	is	an	alloyas	detrimental	to	repose	as	that	in	mine,	though	of	a	differentkind.""Do	explain,"	I	urged,	when	he	halted	once	more."I	will;	and	you	shall	hear	how	poor	the	proposal	is,--how	trivial--how	cramping.	I	expected	she	would	show	signs	of	great	distress	andshame;	but	to
my	surprise	she	neither	wept	nor	blushed:	composed,though	grave,	she	stood,	the	central	mark	of	all	eyes.	Overpowered	by	this	time	withweariness,	I	scarcely	noticed	what	sort	of	a	place	the	bedroom	was,except	that,	like	the	schoolroom,	I	saw	it	was	very	long.	First,then,	tell	me	what	you	have	been	accustomed	to	do,	and	what	you	CANdo."I	had	now
swallowed	my	tea.	"Did	I	not	say	you	neglected	essential	points	topursue	trifles?"	he	asked.	It	is	notdespair	of	success	that	keeps	me	dumb.	"It	cannot	be	too	early	to	commence	the	task	I	have	tofulfil,"	thought	I.	I	should	have	longed	rather	to	deviateto	a	wood	I	saw	not	far	off,	which	appeared	in	its	thick	shade	tooffer	inviting	shelter;	but	I	was	so	sick,
so	weak,	so	gnawed	withnature's	cravings,	instinct	kept	me	roaming	round	abodes	where	therewas	a	chance	of	food.	And	I	could	not	rid	myself	of	it	by	any	legalproceedings:	for	the	doctors	now	discovered	that	MY	WIFE	was	mad--her	excesses	had	prematurely	developed	the	germs	of	insanity.	"I	am	so	giddy	and	thoughtless!	DO	excuse	me.It	had
slipped	my	memory	that	you	have	good	reasons	to	be	indisposedfor	joining	in	my	chatter.	Mr.	Rivers,	I	have	been	SO	gay	during	my	stay	at	S-.	I	put	out	my	hand	to	feel	the	dark	mass	before	me:	Idiscriminated	the	rough	stones	of	a	low	wall--above	it,	somethinglike	palisades,	and	within,	a	high	and	prickly	hedge.	I	hated	it	the	first	time	I	set	my	eyes	on
it--asickly,	whining,	pining	thing!	It	would	wail	in	its	cradle	allnight	long--not	screaming	heartily	like	any	other	child,	butwhimpering	and	moaning.	I	should	haveconfided	in	him:	he	would	never	have	forced	me	to	be	his	mistress.Violent	as	he	had	seemed	in	his	despair,	he,	in	truth,	loved	me	fartoo	well	and	too	tenderly	to	constitute	himself	my	tyrant:
he	wouldhave	given	me	half	his	fortune,	without	demanding	so	much	as	a	kissin	return,	rather	than	I	should	have	flung	myself	friendless	on	thewide	world.	No,	that	is	well:	while	you	draw	youwill	not	feel	lonely.	He	resumed	-"And	since	I	am	myself	poor	and	obscure,	I	can	offer	you	but	aservice	of	poverty	and	obscurity.	There	are	ten;	isit	not
plenty?""Yes,	sir,	but	now	you	owe	me	five.""Come	back	for	it,	then;	I	am	your	banker	for	forty	pounds.""Mr.	Rochester,	I	may	as	well	mention	another	matter	of	business	toyou	while	I	have	the	opportunity.""Matter	of	business?	I	have	always	noticed	thatyou	were	a	sort	of	pet	of	his.	No	charm	was	wanting,	nodefect	was	perceptible;	the	young	girl	had
regular	and	delicatelineaments;	eyes	shaped	and	coloured	as	we	see	them	in	lovelypictures,	large,	and	dark,	and	full;	the	long	and	shadowy	eyelashwhich	encircles	a	fine	eye	with	so	soft	a	fascination;	the	pencilledbrow	which	gives	such	clearness;	the	white	smooth	forehead,	whichadds	such	repose	to	the	livelier	beauties	of	tint	and	ray;	the	cheekoval,
fresh,	and	smooth;	the	lips,	fresh	too,	ruddy,	healthy,sweetly	formed;	the	even	and	gleaming	teeth	without	flaw;	the	smalldimpled	chin;	the	ornament	of	rich,	plenteous	tresses--alladvantages,	in	short,	which,	combined,	realise	the	ideal	of	beauty,were	fully	hers.	I	felt	alittle	embarrassed.	His	last	words	were	balm:	they	seemed	to	implythat	it	imported
something	to	him	whether	I	forgot	him	or	not.	Here	I	fell	twice;	but	as	often	Irose	and	rallied	my	faculties.	Don't	youthink	I	had	better	take	advantage	of	the	confession,	and	begin	andcoax	and	entreat--even	cry	and	be	sulky	if	necessary--for	the	sakeof	a	mere	essay	of	my	power?""I	dare	you	to	any	such	experiment.	No:	such	a	martyrdom	would	be
monstrous.	Robert	Leaven	resumed	-"Missis	had	been	out	of	health	herself	for	some	time:	she	had	gotvery	stout,	but	was	not	strong	with	it;	and	the	loss	of	money	andfear	of	poverty	were	quite	breaking	her	down.	I	had	indeed	made	my	proposal	from	the	idea	thathe	wished	and	would	ask	me	to	be	his	wife:	an	expectation,	not	theless	certain	because
unexpressed,	had	buoyed	me	up,	that	he	wouldclaim	me	at	once	as	his	own.	I	knew,	by	instinct,	how	the	matter	stood,	before	St.John	had	said	another	word;	but	I	cannot	expect	the	reader	to	havethe	same	intuitive	perception,	so	I	must	repeat	his	explanation."My	mother's	name	was	Eyre;	she	had	two	brothers;	one	a	clergyman,who	married	Miss	Jane
Reed,	of	Gateshead;	the	other,	John	Eyre,Esq.,	merchant,	late	of	Funchal,	Madeira.	A	ridge	of	lighted	heath,alive,	glancing,	devouring,	would	have	been	a	meet	emblem	of	my	mindwhen	I	accused	and	menaced	Mrs.	Rochester--both	virtually	and	nominally.I	shall	keep	only	to	you	so	long	as	you	and	I	live.	You	are	come	back	to	me	then?""I	am.""And	you
do	not	lie	dead	in	some	ditch	under	some	stream?	But,	in	my	opinion,	if	I	am	not	formed	for	love,	itfollows	that	I	am	not	formed	for	marriage.	I	will	never	come	to	see	you	when	I	amgrown	up;	and	if	any	one	asks	me	how	I	liked	you,	and	how	youtreated	me,	I	will	say	the	very	thought	of	you	makes	me	sick,	andthat	you	treated	me	with	miserable
cruelty.""How	dare	you	affirm	that,	Jane	Eyre?""How	dare	I,	Mrs.	I	looked	at	the	blank	wall:	it	seemed	a	sky	thick	withascending	stars,--every	one	lit	me	to	a	purpose	or	delight.	Then	he	paused,as	if	he	knew	not	which	way	to	turn.	I	had,	by	cross-ways	and	by-paths,	once	more	drawn	near	the	tract	of	moorland;	andnow,	only	a	few	fields,	almost	as	wild
and	unproductive	as	the	heathfrom	which	they	were	scarcely	reclaimed,	lay	between	me	and	thedusky	hill."Well,	I	would	rather	die	yonder	than	in	a	street	or	on	a	frequentedroad,"	I	reflected.	Ournatures	dovetailed:	mutual	affection--of	the	strongest	kind--wasthe	result.	I	knelt	down	by	him;	Iturned	his	face	from	the	cushion	to	me;	I	kissed	his	cheek;
Ismoothed	his	hair	with	my	hand."God	bless	you,	my	dear	master!"	I	said.	Some	of	them	are	unmannered,rough,	intractable,	as	well	as	ignorant;	but	others	are	docile,	havea	wish	to	learn,	and	evince	a	disposition	that	pleases	me.	I	sank	on	the	wet	doorstep:	I	groaned--I	wrung	my	hands--I	wept	in	utter	anguish.	Strongly-marked	horizontal	eyebrows
must	betraced	under	that	brow;	then	followed,	naturally,	a	well-definednose,	with	a	straight	ridge	and	full	nostrils;	then	a	flexible-looking	mouth,	by	no	means	narrow;	then	a	firm	chin,	with	a	decidedcleft	down	the	middle	of	it:	of	course,	some	black	whiskers	werewanted,	and	some	jetty	hair,	tufted	on	the	temples,	and	waved	abovethe	forehead.	And
what	opiatefor	his	severe	sufferings--what	object	for	his	strong	passions--hadhe	sought	there?	In	your	room?--Jane,	run	down	toMr.	Mason's	room,--the	one	next	mine,--and	fetch	a	cloak	you	willsee	there."Again	I	ran,	and	again	returned,	bearing	an	immense	mantle	lined	andedged	with	fur."Now,	I've	another	errand	for	you,"	said	my	untiring	master;
"youmust	away	to	my	room	again.	The	gale	still	rising,	seemed	to	my	earto	muffle	a	mournful	under-sound;	whether	in	the	house	or	abroad	Icould	not	at	first	tell,	but	it	recurred,	doubtful	yet	doleful	atevery	lull;	at	last	I	made	out	it	must	be	some	dog	howling	at	adistance.	Everything	in	life	seems	unreal.""Except	me:	I	am	substantial	enough--touch
me.""You,	sir,	are	the	most	phantom-like	of	all:	you	are	a	mere	dream."He	held	out	his	hand,	laughing.	There	was	no	superfluousornament	in	the	room--not	one	modern	piece	of	furniture,	save	abrace	of	workboxes	and	a	lady's	desk	in	rosewood,	which	stood	on	aside-table:	everything--including	the	carpet	and	curtains--lookedat	once	well	worn	and	well
saved.Mr.	St.	John--sitting	as	still	as	one	of	the	dusty	pictures	on	thewalls,	keeping	his	eyes	fixed	on	the	page	he	perused,	and	his	lipsmutely	sealed--was	easy	enough	to	examine.	There	were	no	groomsmen,	no	bridesmaids,	no	relatives	towait	for	or	marshal:	none	but	Mr.	Rochester	and	I.	In	her	animal	spirits	there	was	an	affluence	of	life	andcertainty
of	flow,	such	as	excited	my	wonder,	while	it	baffled	mycomprehension.	I	returned	itto	her;	she	received	it	quietly,	and	without	saying	anything	she	wasabout	to	relapse	into	her	former	studious	mood:	again	I	ventured	todisturb	her	-"Can	you	tell	me	what	the	writing	on	that	stone	over	the	door	means?What	is	Lowood	Institution?""This	house	where	you
are	come	to	live.""And	why	do	they	call	it	Institution?	A	woman	did,	I	doubt	not,	enter	your	room:	and	thatwoman	was--must	have	been--Grace	Poole.	If	at	my	individualconvenience	I	might	break	them,	what	would	be	their	worth?	Of	Mr.Rochester's	character	I	know	nothing,	but	the	one	fact	that	heprofessed	to	offer	honourable	marriage	to	this	young
girl,	and	thatat	the	very	altar	she	discovered	he	had	a	wife	yet	alive,	though	alunatic.	My	father	said	nothing	about	her	money;	buthe	told	me	Miss	Mason	was	the	boast	of	Spanish	Town	for	her	beauty:and	this	was	no	lie.	Reed,	in	aroom	full	of	ladies	and	gentlemen.	Your	pity,	my	darling,	is	thesuffering	mother	of	love:	its	anguish	is	the	very	natal	pang
of	thedivine	passion.	Do	with	me	and	for	me	as	you	like;	but	excuse	me	from	muchdiscourse--my	breath	is	short--I	feel	a	spasm	when	I	speak."	Allthree	surveyed	me,	and	all	three	were	silent."Hannah,"	said	Mr.	St.	John,	at	last,	"let	her	sit	there	at	present,and	ask	her	no	questions;	in	ten	minutes	more,	give	her	theremainder	of	that	milk	and	bread.	If	I
were	to	marry	you,	you	would	killme.	At	present,	they	and	I	have	a	difficulty	inunderstanding	each	other's	language.	It	seemed	natural:	it	seemedgenial	to	be	so	well	loved,	so	caressed	by	him."Jane,	you	look	blooming,	and	smiling,	and	pretty,"	said	he:	"trulypretty	this	morning.	Georgiana	should	take	her	own	course;	and	she,Eliza,	would	take
hers."Georgiana,	when	not	unburdening	her	heart	to	me,	spent	most	of	hertime	in	lying	on	the	sofa,	fretting	about	the	dulness	of	the	house,and	wishing	over	and	over	again	that	her	aunt	Gibson	would	send	heran	invitation	up	to	town.	The	first	I	chose	was	Celine	Varens--another	of	thosesteps	which	make	a	man	spurn	himself	when	he	recalls	them.	I
will	be	your	neighbour,	yournurse,	your	housekeeper.	In	what	land?	When	I	looked	up,	on	leaving	his	arms,there	stood	the	widow,	pale,	grave,	and	amazed.	Both	by	nature	and	principle,	he	wassuperior	to	the	mean	gratification	of	vengeance:	he	had	forgiven	mefor	saying	I	scorned	him	and	his	love,	but	he	had	not	forgotten	thewords;	and	as	long	as	he
and	I	lived	he	never	would	forget	them.	How	full	the	hedges	are	of	roses!	But	I	have	notime	to	gather	any;	I	want	to	be	at	the	house.	You	shall	be	Mrs.	Natural	affectiononly,	of	all	the	sentiments,	has	permanent	power	over	me.	You	call	her	a	strangebeing	yourself:	from	all	you	know,	you	have	reason	so	to	call	her--what	did	she	do	to	me?	All
lookedcolder	and	darker	in	that	visionary	hollow	than	in	reality:	and	thestrange	little	figure	there	gazing	at	me,	with	a	white	face	and	armsspecking	the	gloom,	and	glittering	eyes	of	fear	moving	where	allelse	was	still,	had	the	effect	of	a	real	spirit:	I	thought	it	likeone	of	the	tiny	phantoms,	half	fairy,	half	imp,	Bessie's	eveningstories	represented	as
coming	out	of	lone,	ferny	dells	in	moors,	andappearing	before	the	eyes	of	belated	travellers.	Rosamond	was	full	of	gleeand	pleasure	all	the	time	I	stayed.	Shewent	one	way;	he	another.	But	I	am	not	a	fool--go--""Where	must	I	go,	sir?""Your	own	way--with	the	husband	you	have	chosen.""Who	is	that?""You	know--this	St.	John	Rivers.""He	is	not	my
husband,	nor	ever	will	be.	Any	enjoyment	thatbordered	on	riot	seemed	to	approach	me	to	her	and	her	vices,	and	Ieschewed	it."Yet	I	could	not	live	alone;	so	I	tried	the	companionship	ofmistresses.	He	helped	me."Ah!	Jane.	Now,	Jane,	trip	on	before	us	away	to	thebackstairs;	unbolt	the	side-passage	door,	and	tell	the	driver	of	thepost-chaise	you	will	see
in	the	yard--or	just	outside,	for	I	toldhim	not	to	drive	his	rattling	wheels	over	the	pavement--to	be	ready;we	are	coming:	and,	Jane,	if	any	one	is	about,	come	to	the	foot	ofthe	stairs	and	hem."It	was	by	this	time	half-past	five,	and	the	sun	was	on	the	point	ofrising;	but	I	found	the	kitchen	still	dark	and	silent.	The	day	after,	Diana	and	Maryquitted	it	for
distant	B-.	The	explanation	of	the	intent	of	matrimony	was	gone	through;and	then	the	clergyman	came	a	step	further	forward,	and,	bendingslightly	towards	Mr.	Rochester,	went	on."I	require	and	charge	you	both	(as	ye	will	answer	at	the	dreadfulday	of	judgment,	when	the	secrets	of	all	hearts	shall	be	disclosed),that	if	either	of	you	know	any
impediment	why	ye	may	not	lawfully	bejoined	together	in	matrimony,	ye	do	now	confess	it;	for	be	ye	wellassured	that	so	many	as	are	coupled	together	otherwise	than	God'sWord	doth	allow,	are	not	joined	together	by	God,	neither	is	theirmatrimony	lawful."He	paused,	as	the	custom	is.	Reed;	why	do	you	hate	her	so?""I	had	a	dislike	to	her	mother
always;	for	she	was	my	husband's	onlysister,	and	a	great	favourite	with	him:	he	opposed	the	family'sdisowning	her	when	she	made	her	low	marriage;	and	when	news	came	ofher	death,	he	wept	like	a	simpleton.	But,"	was	slowly,	distinctly	read,	"thefearful,	the	unbelieving,	&c.,	shall	have	their	part	in	the	lakewhich	burneth	with	fire	and	brimstone,
which	is	the	second	death."Henceforward,	I	knew	what	fate	St.	John	feared	for	me.A	calm,	subdued	triumph,	blent	with	a	longing	earnestness,	markedhis	enunciation	of	the	last	glorious	verses	of	that	chapter.	Out	of	pity	to	meand	yourself,	put	your	finger	on	my	pulse,	feel	how	it	throbs,	and--beware!"He	bared	his	wrist,	and	offered	it	to	me:	the	blood
was	forsakinghis	cheek	and	lips,	they	were	growing	livid;	I	was	distressed	on	allhands.	The	event	of	theconflict	is	decisive:	my	way	is	now	clear;	I	thank	God	for	it!"	Sosaying,	he	returned	to	his	papers	and	his	silence.As	our	mutual	happiness	(i.e.,	Diana's,	Mary's,	and	mine)	settledinto	a	quieter	character,	and	we	resumed	our	usual	habits	andregular
studies,	St.	John	stayed	more	at	home:	he	sat	with	us	inthe	same	room,	sometimes	for	hours	together.	He	examined	myface,	I	thought,	with	austerity,	as	I	came	near:	the	traces	oftears	were	doubtless	very	visible	upon	it."Have	you	found	your	first	day's	work	harder	than	you	expected?"	heasked."Oh,	no!	On	the	contrary,	I	think	in	time	I	shall	get	on
with	myscholars	very	well.""But	perhaps	your	accommodations--your	cottage--your	furniture--havedisappointed	your	expectations?	He	stealssoftly	over	the	grass,	careful	to	make	no	sound;	he	pauses--fancyingshe	has	stirred:	he	withdraws:	not	for	worlds	would	he	be	seen.All	is	still:	he	again	advances:	he	bends	above	her;	a	light	veilrests	on	her
features:	he	lifts	it,	bends	lower;	now	his	eyesanticipate	the	vision	of	beauty--warm,	and	blooming,	and	lovely,	inrest.	It	was	asudden	meeting,	and	one	in	which	rapture	was	kept	well	in	check	bypain.	"Whatever	cannot	ye	keep	yourself	for,then?""I	have	kept	myself;	and,	I	trust,	shall	keep	myself	again.	What	was	I?	They	were	both	more
accomplishedand	better	read	than	I	was;	but	with	eagerness	I	followed	in	thepath	of	knowledge	they	had	trodden	before	me.	He	was	my	mother's	brother.	Mind	youdon't	do	wrong,	that's	all.	It	would	please	and	benefit	me	to	have	five	thousand	pounds;it	would	torment	and	oppress	me	to	have	twenty	thousand;	which,moreover,	could	never	be	mine	in
justice,	though	it	might	in	law.	Bessieasked	if	I	would	have	a	book:	the	word	BOOK	acted	as	a	transientstimulus,	and	I	begged	her	to	fetch	Gulliver's	Travels	from	thelibrary.	As	wepassed	Mrs.	With	that	refreshment	I	couldperhaps	regain	a	degree	of	energy:	without	it,	it	would	bedifficult	to	proceed.	"That's	foryou,	nurse,"	said	he;	"you	can	go	down;	I'll
give	Miss	Jane	alecture	till	you	come	back."Bessie	would	rather	have	stayed,	but	she	was	obliged	to	go,	becausepunctuality	at	meals	was	rigidly	enforced	at	Gateshead	Hall."The	fall	did	not	make	you	ill;	what	did,	then?"	pursued	Mr.	Lloydwhen	Bessie	was	gone."I	was	shut	up	in	a	room	where	there	is	a	ghost	till	after	dark."I	saw	Mr.	Lloyd	smile	and
frown	at	the	same	time."Ghost!	What,	you	are	a	baby	after	all!	You	are	afraid	of	ghosts?""Of	Mr.	Reed's	ghost	I	am:	he	died	in	that	room,	and	was	laid	outthere.	I	stood,	a	wretched	child	enough,	whispering	tomyself	over	and	over	again,	"What	shall	I	do?--what	shall	I	do?"All	at	once	I	heard	a	clear	voice	call,	"Miss	Jane!	where	are	you?Come	to
lunch!"It	was	Bessie,	I	knew	well	enough;	but	I	did	not	stir;	her	lightstep	came	tripping	down	the	path."You	naughty	little	thing!"	she	said.	I	had	heard	from	Mrs.	Your	garb	andmanner	were	restricted	by	rule;	your	air	was	often	diffident,	andaltogether	that	of	one	refined	by	nature,	but	absolutely	unused	tosociety,	and	a	good	deal	afraid	of	making
herself	disadvantageouslyconspicuous	by	some	solecism	or	blunder;	yet	when	addressed,	youlifted	a	keen,	a	daring,	and	a	glowing	eye	to	your	interlocutor'sface:	there	was	penetration	and	power	in	each	glance	you	gave;	whenplied	by	close	questions,	you	found	ready	and	round	answers.	The	wind	sighed	low	in	the	firs:	all	wasmoorland	loneliness	and
midnight	hush."Down	superstition!"	I	commented,	as	that	spectre	rose	up	black	bythe	black	yew	at	the	gate.	Whither	will	that	spirit--nowstruggling	to	quit	its	material	tenement--flit	when	at	lengthreleased?"In	pondering	the	great	mystery,	I	thought	of	Helen	Burns,	recalledher	dying	words--her	faith--her	doctrine	of	the	equality	ofdisembodied	souls.	It
kept	upa	slow	fire	of	indignation	and	a	trembling	trouble	of	grief,	whichharassed	and	crushed	me	altogether.	Never	did	I	weary	ofreading	to	him;	never	did	I	weary	of	conducting	him	where	he	wishedto	go:	of	doing	for	him	what	he	wished	to	be	done.	How	is	Mrs.	Reed	herself,	at	far	intervals,	visited	it	to	reviewthe	contents	of	a	certain	secret	drawer
in	the	wardrobe,	where	werestored	divers	parchments,	her	jewel-casket,	and	a	miniature	of	herdeceased	husband;	and	in	those	last	words	lies	the	secret	of	thered-room--the	spell	which	kept	it	so	lonely	in	spite	of	itsgrandeur.Mr.	Reed	had	been	dead	nine	years:	it	was	in	this	chamber	hebreathed	his	last;	here	he	lay	in	state;	hence	his	coffin	was
borneby	the	undertaker's	men;	and,	since	that	day,	a	sense	of	drearyconsecration	had	guarded	it	from	frequent	intrusion.My	seat,	to	which	Bessie	and	the	bitter	Miss	Abbot	had	left	meriveted,	was	a	low	ottoman	near	the	marble	chimney-piece;	the	bedrose	before	me;	to	my	right	hand	there	was	the	high,	dark	wardrobe,with	subdued,	broken
reflections	varying	the	gloss	of	its	panels;	tomy	left	were	the	muffled	windows;	a	great	looking-glass	between	themrepeated	the	vacant	majesty	of	the	bed	and	room.	I	never	loved,	Inever	esteemed,	I	did	not	even	know	her.	"You	SHALL,"	repeated	Mary,	in	the	tone	of	undemonstrativesincerity	which	seemed	natural	to	her."My	sisters,	you	see,	have	a
pleasure	in	keeping	you,"	said	Mr.	St.John,	"as	they	would	have	a	pleasure	in	keeping	and	cherishing	ahalf-frozen	bird,	some	wintry	wind	might	have	driven	through	theircasement.	I	knew	him	from	aboy,	you	see:	and	for	my	part,	I	have	often	wished	that	Miss	Eyrehad	been	sunk	in	the	sea	before	she	came	to	Thornfield	Hall.""Then	Mr.	Rochester	was
at	home	when	the	fire	broke	out?""Yes,	indeed	was	he;	and	he	went	up	to	the	attics	when	all	wasburning	above	and	below,	and	got	the	servants	out	of	their	beds	andhelped	them	down	himself,	and	went	back	to	get	his	mad	wife	out	ofher	cell.	You	may	take	the	maniac	with	you	to	England;	confine	her	withdue	attendance	and	precautions	at	Thornfield:
then	travel	yourselfto	what	clime	you	will,	and	form	what	new	tie	you	like.	You	fling	me	back	onlust	for	a	passion--vice	for	an	occupation?""Mr.	Rochester,	I	no	more	assign	this	fate	to	you	than	I	grasp	at	itfor	myself.	Now	he	made	an	effort	to	rest	his	head	on	my	shoulder,but	I	would	not	permit	it.	Mary	and	I	would	haveesteemed	ourselves	rich	with	a
thousand	pounds	each;	and	to	St.	Johnsuch	a	sum	would	have	been	valuable,	for	the	good	it	would	haveenabled	him	to	do."This	explanation	given,	the	subject	was	dropped,	and	no	furtherreference	made	to	it	by	either	Mr.	Rivers	or	his	sisters.	Reed	kept	the	orphan	ten	years:	whether	it	was	happyor	not	with	her,	I	cannot	say,	never	having	been	told;
but	at	theend	of	that	time	she	transferred	it	to	a	place	you	know--being	noother	than	Lowood	School,	where	you	so	long	resided	yourself.	I	had	heard	no	order	given:	I	was	puzzled.Ere	I	had	gathered	my	wits,	the	classes	were	again	seated:	but	asall	eyes	were	now	turned	to	one	point,	mine	followed	the	generaldirection,	and	encountered	the	personage
who	had	received	me	lastnight.	It	was	enoughthat	in	yonder	closet,	opposite	my	dressing-table,	garments	said	tobe	hers	had	already	displaced	my	black	stuff	Lowood	frock	and	strawbonnet:	for	not	to	me	appertained	that	suit	of	wedding	raiment;	thepearl-coloured	robe,	the	vapoury	veil	pendent	from	the	usurpedportmanteau.	Powerfulangels,	safe	in
heaven!	they	smile	when	sordid	souls	triumph,	andfeeble	ones	weep	over	their	destruction.	"Farewell,	my	darling	Adele!"	I	said,	as	I	glanced	towardsthe	nursery.	There	was	nothing	like	them	in	these	parts,	norever	had	been;	they	had	liked	learning,	all	three,	almost	from	thetime	they	could	speak;	and	they	had	always	been	"of	a	mak'	of	theirown."	Mr.
St.	John,	when	he	grew	up,	would	go	to	college	and	be	aparson;	and	the	girls,	as	soon	as	they	left	school,	would	seekplaces	as	governesses:	for	they	had	told	her	their	father	had	someyears	ago	lost	a	great	deal	of	money	by	a	man	he	had	trusted	turningbankrupt;	and	as	he	was	now	not	rich	enough	to	give	them	fortunes,they	must	provide	for
themselves.	Fairfax	will	smile	you	a	calm	welcome,	to	be	sure,"said	I;	"and	little	Adele	will	clap	her	hands	and	jump	to	see	you:but	you	know	very	well	you	are	thinking	of	another	than	they,	andthat	he	is	not	thinking	of	you."But	what	is	so	headstrong	as	youth?	Oh,	for	but	a	crust!	for	but	onemouthful	to	allay	the	pang	of	famine!	Instinctively	I	turned
myface	again	to	the	village;	I	found	the	shop	again,	and	I	went	in;and	though	others	were	there	besides	the	woman	I	ventured	therequest--"Would	she	give	me	a	roll	for	this	handkerchief?"She	looked	at	me	with	evident	suspicion:	"Nay,	she	never	sold	stuffi'	that	way."Almost	desperate,	I	asked	for	half	a	cake;	she	again	refused.	You	never	shall	go:	you
have	not	consented,	have	you,Jane?""I	have	refused	to	marry	him--""And	have	consequently	displeased	him?"	she	suggested."Deeply:	he	will	never	forgive	me,	I	fear:	yet	I	offered	toaccompany	him	as	his	sister.""It	was	frantic	folly	to	do	so,	Jane.	I	did	not	observe	her	at	first,	nor	did	Mr.Rochester.	There	was	agrass-grown	track	descending	the	forest
aisle	between	hoar	andknotty	shafts	and	under	branched	arches.	This	wound	was	not	done	with	a	knife:	therehave	been	teeth	here!""She	bit	me,"	he	murmured.	He	said	Iwas	a	capricious	witch,	and	that	he	would	rather	sing	another	time;but	I	averred	that	no	time	was	like	the	present."Did	I	like	his	voice?"	he	asked."Very	much."	I	was	not	fond	of
pampering	that	susceptible	vanity	ofhis;	but	for	once,	and	from	motives	of	expediency,	I	would	e'ensoothe	and	stimulate	it."Then,	Jane,	you	must	play	the	accompaniment.""Very	well,	sir,	I	will	try."I	did	try,	but	was	presently	swept	off	the	stool	and	denominated	"alittle	bungler."	Being	pushed	unceremoniously	to	one	side--whichwas	precisely	what	I
wished--he	usurped	my	place,	and	proceeded	toaccompany	himself:	for	he	could	play	as	well	as	sing.	I	am	afraidyour	principles	on	some	points	are	eccentric.""My	principles	were	never	trained,	Jane:	they	may	have	grown	alittle	awry	for	want	of	attention.""Once	again,	seriously;	may	I	enjoy	the	great	good	that	has	beenvouchsafed	to	me,	without
fearing	that	any	one	else	is	suffering	thebitter	pain	I	myself	felt	a	while	ago?""That	you	may,	my	good	little	girl:	there	is	not	another	being	inthe	world	has	the	same	pure	love	for	me	as	yourself--for	I	lay	thatpleasant	unction	to	my	soul,	Jane,	a	belief	in	your	affection."I	turned	my	lips	to	the	hand	that	lay	on	my	shoulder.	Nodoubt	he	had	invoked	the
help	of	the	Holy	Spirit	to	subdue	the	angerI	had	roused	in	him,	and	now	believed	he	had	forgiven	me	once	more.For	the	evening	reading	before	prayers,	he	selected	the	twenty-firstchapter	of	Revelation.	You	are	much	too	pretty,	as	well	as	toogood,	to	be	grilled	alive	in	Calcutta."	And	again	she	earnestlyconjured	me	to	give	up	all	thoughts	of	going	out
with	her	brother."I	must	indeed,"	I	said;	"for	when	just	now	I	repeated	the	offer	ofserving	him	for	a	deacon,	he	expressed	himself	shocked	at	my	want	ofdecency.	The	cry	died,	and	was	not	renewed.	Idid	not	wait	to	be	ordered	back	to	mine,	but	retreated	unnoticed,	asunnoticed	I	had	left	it.Not,	however,	to	go	to	bed:	on	the	contrary,	I	began	and
dressedmyself	carefully.	Mr.	Rochester,	reading	my	countenance,	saw	I	had	done	so.His	fury	was	wrought	to	the	highest:	he	must	yield	to	it	for	amoment,	whatever	followed;	he	crossed	the	floor	and	seized	my	armand	grasped	my	waist.	And	there	are	obstacles	in	the	way:	they	must	be	hewndown.	As	soon	as	Mary	came	down	I	heard	thequestion:	"Is
Miss	Eyre	here?"	Then:	"Which	room	did	you	put	herinto?	We	know	that	God	iseverywhere;	but	certainly	we	feel	His	presence	most	when	His	worksare	on	the	grandest	scale	spread	before	us;	and	it	is	in	theunclouded	night-sky,	where	His	worlds	wheel	their	silent	course,that	we	read	clearest	His	infinitude,	His	omnipotence,	Hisomnipresence.	Bertha
Mason	ismad;	and	she	came	of	a	mad	family;	idiots	and	maniacs	through	threegenerations?	I	now	closed	Morton	school,	taking	carethat	the	parting	should	not	be	barren	on	my	side.	I	do	not	want	to	leave	him--I	cannot	leavehim.""How	are	you	now,	Jane?""Much	better,	sir;	I	shall	be	well	soon.""Taste	the	wine	again,	Jane."I	obeyed	him;	then	he	put	the
glass	on	the	table,	stood	before	me,and	looked	at	me	attentively.	Are	you	coming	from	Millcote,	and	on	foot?Yes--just	one	of	your	tricks:	not	to	send	for	a	carriage,	and	comeclattering	over	street	and	road	like	a	common	mortal,	but	to	stealinto	the	vicinage	of	your	home	along	with	twilight,	just	as	if	youwere	a	dream	or	a	shade.	I	honourendurance,
perseverance,	industry,	talent;	because	these	are	themeans	by	which	men	achieve	great	ends	and	mount	to	lofty	eminence.I	watch	your	career	with	interest,	because	I	consider	you	a	specimenof	a	diligent,	orderly,	energetic	woman:	not	because	I	deeplycompassionate	what	you	have	gone	through,	or	what	you	still	suffer.""You	would	describe	yourself
as	a	mere	pagan	philosopher,"	I	said."No.	There	is	this	difference	between	me	and	deistic	philosophers:I	believe;	and	I	believe	the	Gospel.	"I	don'tdoubt	it."The	question	followed,	"Where	was	I	to	go?"	I	dreamt	of	Miss	Ingramall	the	night:	in	a	vivid	morning	dream	I	saw	her	closing	the	gatesof	Thornfield	against	me	and	pointing	me	out	another	road;
and	Mr.Rochester	looked	on	with	his	arms	folded--smiling	sardonically,	asit	seemed,	at	both	her	and	me.I	had	not	notified	to	Mrs.	Thevery	cultivation	surrounding	it	had	disappeared.	What	do	you	see	amiss	in	me?"This	was	said	with	a	careless,	abstracted	indifference,	which	showedthat	my	solicitude	was,	at	least	in	his	opinion,	wholly	superfluous.I
was	silenced.He	still	slowly	moved	his	finger	over	his	upper	lip,	and	still	hiseye	dwelt	dreamily	on	the	glowing	grate;	thinking	it	urgent	to	saysomething,	I	asked	him	presently	if	he	felt	any	cold	draught	fromthe	door,	which	was	behind	him."No,	no!"	he	responded	shortly	and	somewhat	testily."Well,"	I	reflected,	"if	you	won't	talk,	you	may	be	still;	I'll
letyou	alone	now,	and	return	to	my	book."So	I	snuffed	the	candle	and	resumed	the	perusal	of	"Marmion."	Hesoon	stirred;	my	eye	was	instantly	drawn	to	his	movements;	he	onlytook	out	a	morocco	pocket-book,	thence	produced	a	letter,	which	heread	in	silence,	folded	it,	put	it	back,	relapsed	into	meditation.It	was	vain	to	try	to	read	with	such	an
inscrutable	fixture	beforeme;	nor	could	I,	in	impatience,	consent	to	be	dumb;	he	might	rebuffme	if	my	he	liked,	but	talk	I	would."Have	you	heard	from	Diana	and	Mary	lately?""Not	since	the	letter	I	showed	you	a	week	ago.""There	has	not	been	any	change	made	about	your	own	arrangements?You	will	not	be	summoned	to	leave	England	sooner	than	you
expected?""I	fear	not,	indeed:	such	chance	is	too	good	to	befall	me."Baffled	so	far,	I	changed	my	ground.	"I	scornthe	counterfeit	sentiment	you	offer:	yes,	St.	John,	and	I	scorn	youwhen	you	offer	it."He	looked	at	me	fixedly,	compressing	his	well-cut	lips	while	he	didso.	He	has	again	and	againexplained	that	it	is	not	himself,	but	his	office	he	wishes	to
mate.He	has	told	me	I	am	formed	for	labour--not	for	love:	which	is	true,no	doubt.	"Perhaps	it	may	be	got	over--explained	away?""Hardly,"	was	the	answer.	Not,	certainly,	that	ofpersons	who	saw	me	then	for	the	first	time,	and	who	knew	nothingabout	my	character.	No	sleep	was	there:	the	inmate	waswalking	restlessly	from	wall	to	wall;	and	again	and
again	he	sighedwhile	I	listened.	Mr.Rivers	now	closed	his	book,	approached	the	table,	and,	as	he	took	aseat,	fixed	his	blue	pictorial-looking	eyes	full	on	me.	Tome,	he	was	in	reality	become	no	longer	flesh,	but	marble;	his	eyewas	a	cold,	bright,	blue	gem;	his	tongue	a	speaking	instrument--nothing	more.All	this	was	torture	to	me--refined,	lingering
torture.	I	know	allyour	sisters	have	done	for	me	since--for	I	have	not	been	insensibleduring	my	seeming	torpor--and	I	owe	to	their	spontaneous,	genuine,genial	compassion	as	large	a	debt	as	to	your	evangelical	charity.""Don't	make	her	talk	any	more	now,	St.	John,"	said	Diana,	as	Ipaused;	"she	is	evidently	not	yet	fit	for	excitement.	Do	you	not	see
it,Jane?	He	was	soon	out	of	sight.On	re-entering	the	parlour,	I	found	Diana	standing	at	the	window,looking	very	thoughtful.	The	hay	was	all	gotin;	the	fields	round	Thornfield	were	green	and	shorn;	the	roadswhite	and	baked;	the	trees	were	in	their	dark	prime;	hedge	and	wood,full-leaved	and	deeply	tinted,	contrasted	well	with	the	sunny	hue	ofthe
cleared	meadows	between.On	Midsummer-eve,	Adele,	weary	with	gathering	wild	strawberries	inHay	Lane	half	the	day,	had	gone	to	bed	with	the	sun.	Thosewho	had	saved	my	life,	whom,	till	this	hour,	I	had	loved	barrenly,	Icould	now	benefit.	Isaw	by	his	look,	when	he	turned	to	me,	that	they	were	always	writtenon	the	air	between	me	and	him;
whenever	I	spoke,	they	sounded	in	myvoice	to	his	ear,	and	their	echo	toned	every	answer	he	gave	me.He	did	not	abstain	from	conversing	with	me:	he	even	called	me	asusual	each	morning	to	join	him	at	his	desk;	and	I	fear	the	corruptman	within	him	had	a	pleasure	unimparted	to,	and	unshared	by,	thepure	Christian,	in	evincing	with	what	skill	he
could,	while	actingand	speaking	apparently	just	as	usual,	extract	from	every	deed	andevery	phrase	the	spirit	of	interest	and	approval	which	had	formerlycommunicated	a	certain	austere	charm	to	his	language	and	manner.	Moreover,	she	is	a	sweet	girl--ratherthoughtless;	but	you	would	have	sufficient	thought	for	both	yourselfand	her.	This	St.	John
opposed;	hesaid	I	did	not	want	dissipation,	I	wanted	employment;	my	presentlife	was	too	purposeless,	I	required	an	aim;	and,	I	suppose,	by	wayof	supplying	deficiencies,	he	prolonged	still	further	my	lessons	inHindostanee,	and	grew	more	urgent	in	requiring	their	accomplishment:and	I,	like	a	fool,	never	thought	of	resisting	him--I	could	notresist
him.One	day	I	had	come	to	my	studies	in	lower	spirits	than	usual;	theebb	was	occasioned	by	a	poignantly	felt	disappointment.	I	took	hold	of	his	clenchedhand,	loosened	the	contorted	fingers,	and	said	to	him,	soothingly	-"Sit	down;	I'll	talk	to	you	as	long	as	you	like,	and	hear	all	youhave	to	say,	whether	reasonable	or	unreasonable."He	sat	down:	but	he
did	not	get	leave	to	speak	directly.	I	came	into	this	room,	andthe	sight	of	the	empty	chair	and	fireless	hearth	chilled	me.	A	peep,	and	then	a	long	stare;	and	then	adeparture	from	my	niche	and	a	straying	out	into	the	meadow;	and	asudden	stop	full	in	front	of	the	great	mansion,	and	a	protracted,hardy	gaze	towards	it.	I	hadnot;	I	soon	asked	and	obtained
leave	of	Mr.	Rochester,	to	go	and	seeher	at	the	school	where	he	had	placed	her.	I	now	inform	you	that	she	is	my	wife,	whom	I	marriedfifteen	years	ago,--Bertha	Mason	by	name;	sister	of	this	resolutepersonage,	who	is	now,	with	his	quivering	limbs	and	white	cheeks,showing	you	what	a	stout	heart	men	may	bear.	"Do	you	think	I	can	stay	to	become
nothing	to	you?	Iinquired	soon	if	he	had	not	been	to	London."Yes;	I	suppose	you	found	that	out	by	second-sight.""Mrs.	They	spoke	almost	as	loud	as	Feeling:	and	that	clamouredwildly.	Come	here,	Miss	Jane:	yourname	is	Jane,	is	it	not?""Yes,	sir,	Jane	Eyre.""Well,	you	have	been	crying,	Miss	Jane	Eyre;	can	you	tell	me	whatabout?	He	had	a	right,of
course,	to	do	as	he	pleased:	and	yet	a	momentary	damp	is	cast	onthe	spirits	by	the	receipt	of	such	news.	From	a	flowery	arch	at	the	bottom	of	mygarden	I	gazed	over	the	sea--bluer	than	the	sky:	the	old	world	wasbeyond;	clear	prospects	opened	thus:-"'Go,'	said	Hope,	'and	live	again	in	Europe:	there	it	is	not	knownwhat	a	sullied	name	you	bear,	nor
what	a	filthy	burden	is	bound	toyou.	The	look	was	far	worse	to	resist	than	the	frantic	strain:	onlyan	idiot,	however,	would	have	succumbed	now.	To-morrow,"	she	continued,	"I	set	out	for	the	Continent.	The	fever	broke	out	there,	and	many	of	thepupils	died.	He	was	young--perhaps	from	twenty-eight	to	thirty--tall,	slender;	his	face	rivetedthe	eye;	it	was
like	a	Greek	face,	very	pure	in	outline:	quite	astraight,	classic	nose;	quite	an	Athenian	mouth	and	chin.	Step	on	myboot-toe;	give	me	both	hands:	mount!"I	obeyed:	joy	made	me	agile:	I	sprang	up	before	him.	Come--tell	me.""I	will	think	what	you	like,	sir:	I	am	content	to	be	only	yournurse,	if	you	think	it	better.""But	you	cannot	always	be	my	nurse,	Janet:
you	are	young--you	mustmarry	one	day.""I	don't	care	about	being	married.""You	should	care,	Janet:	if	I	were	what	I	once	was,	I	would	try	tomake	you	care--but--a	sightless	block!"He	relapsed	again	into	gloom.	I	bethought	myself	to	talkabout	the	school	and	my	scholars."Mary	Garrett's	mother	is	better,	and	Mary	came	back	to	the	schoolthis	morning,
and	I	shall	have	four	new	girls	next	week	from	theFoundry	Close--they	would	have	come	to-day	but	for	the	snow.""Indeed!""Mr.	Oliver	pays	for	two.""Does	he?""He	means	to	give	the	whole	school	a	treat	at	Christmas.""I	know.""Was	it	your	suggestion?""No.""Whose,	then?""His	daughter's,	I	think.""It	is	like	her:	she	is	so	good-natured.""Yes."Again
came	the	blank	of	a	pause:	the	clock	struck	eight	strokes.It	aroused	him;	he	uncrossed	his	legs,	sat	erect,	turned	to	me."Leave	your	book	a	moment,	and	come	a	little	nearer	the	fire,"	hesaid.Wondering,	and	of	my	wonder	finding	no	end,	I	complied."Half-an-hour	ago,"	he	pursued,	"I	spoke	of	my	impatience	to	hearthe	sequel	of	a	tale:	on	reflection,	I
find	the	matter	will	bebetter	managed	by	my	assuming	the	narrator's	part,	and	convertingyou	into	a	listener.	I	hold	myselfsupremely	blest--blest	beyond	what	language	can	express;	because	Iam	my	husband's	life	as	fully	is	he	is	mine.	There	was	no	harassing	restraint,	norepressing	of	glee	and	vivacity	with	him;	for	with	him	I	was	atperfect	ease,



because	I	knew	I	suited	him;	all	I	said	or	did	seemedeither	to	console	or	revive	him.	Shesaid	I	oppressed	her	by	leaning	over	the	bed,	and	again	demandedwater.	I	wished	to	see	Jane	Eyre,	and	I	fancy	a	likeness	where	noneexists:	besides,	in	eight	years	she	must	be	so	changed."	I	nowgently	assured	her	that	I	was	the	person	she	supposed	and	desired
meto	be:	and	seeing	that	I	was	understood,	and	that	her	senses	werequite	collected,	I	explained	how	Bessie	had	sent	her	husband	tofetch	me	from	Thornfield."I	am	very	ill,	I	know,"	she	said	ere	long.	I	willnever	undergo	it.	There	wasan	unceremonious	directness,	a	searching,	decided	steadfastness	inhis	gaze	now,	which	told	that	intention,	and	not
diffidence,	hadhitherto	kept	it	averted	from	the	stranger."You	are	very	hungry,"	he	said."I	am,	sir."	It	is	my	way--it	always	was	my	way,	by	instinct--everto	meet	the	brief	with	brevity,	the	direct	with	plainness."It	is	well	for	you	that	a	low	fever	has	forced	you	to	abstain	forthe	last	three	days:	there	would	have	been	danger	in	yielding	tothe	cravings	of
your	appetite	at	first.	You	have	introduced	atopic	on	which	our	natures	are	at	variance--a	topic	we	should	neverdiscuss:	the	very	name	of	love	is	an	apple	of	discord	between	us.If	the	reality	were	required,	what	should	we	do?	"Delay	an	instant:lean	on	me,	Jane."And	now	I	can	recall	the	picture	of	the	grey	old	house	of	God	risingcalm	before	me,	of	a
rook	wheeling	round	the	steeple,	of	a	ruddymorning	sky	beyond.	You	missed	your	epithet.	Papa	told	me	youhad	opened	your	school,	and	that	the	new	mistress	was	come;	and	so	Iput	on	my	bonnet	after	tea,	and	ran	up	the	valley	to	see	her:	thisis	she?"	pointing	to	me."It	is,"	said	St.	John."Do	you	think	you	shall	like	Morton?"	she	asked	of	me,	with	a
directand	naive	simplicity	of	tone	and	manner,	pleasing,	if	child-like."I	hope	I	shall.	Heroccupation,	suspended	by	Mr.	Rochester's	announcement,	seemed	nowforgotten:	her	eyes,	fixed	on	the	blank	wall	opposite,	expressedthe	surprise	of	a	quiet	mind	stirred	by	unwonted	tidings.	I	like	you	more	than	I	can	say;	but	I'llnot	sink	into	a	bathos	of	sentiment:
and	with	this	needle	ofrepartee	I'll	keep	you	from	the	edge	of	the	gulf	too;	and,	moreover,maintain	by	its	pungent	aid	that	distance	between	you	and	myselfmost	conducive	to	our	real	mutual	advantage."From	less	to	more,	I	worked	him	up	to	considerable	irritation;	then,after	he	had	retired,	in	dudgeon,	quite	to	the	other	end	of	theroom,	I	got	up,	and
saying,	"I	wish	you	good-night,	sir,"	in	mynatural	and	wonted	respectful	manner,	I	slipped	out	by	the	side-doorand	got	away.The	system	thus	entered	on,	I	pursued	during	the	whole	season	ofprobation;	and	with	the	best	success.	I	feared	my	hopes	were	toobright	to	be	realised;	and	I	had	enjoyed	so	much	bliss	lately	that	Iimagined	my	fortune	had
passed	its	meridian,	and	must	now	decline."Well,	I	cannot	return	to	the	house,"	I	thought;	"I	cannot	sit	bythe	fireside,	while	he	is	abroad	in	inclement	weather:	better	tiremy	limbs	than	strain	my	heart;	I	will	go	forward	and	meet	him."I	set	out;	I	walked	fast,	but	not	far:	ere	I	had	measured	a	quarterof	a	mile,	I	heard	the	tramp	of	hoofs;	a	horseman
came	on,	fullgallop;	a	dog	ran	by	his	side.	Thereare	no	such	things	as	marble	kisses	or	ice	kisses,	or	I	should	saymy	ecclesiastical	cousin's	salute	belonged	to	one	of	these	classes;but	there	may	be	experiment	kisses,	and	his	was	an	experiment	kiss.When	given,	he	viewed	me	to	learn	the	result;	it	was	not	striking:I	am	sure	I	did	not	blush;	perhaps	I
might	have	turned	a	littlepale,	for	I	felt	as	if	this	kiss	were	a	seal	affixed	to	my	fetters.He	never	omitted	the	ceremony	afterwards,	and	the	gravity	andquiescence	with	which	I	underwent	it,	seemed	to	invest	it	for	himwith	a	certain	charm.As	for	me,	I	daily	wished	more	to	please	him;	but	to	do	so,	I	feltdaily	more	and	more	that	I	must	disown	half	my
nature,	stifle	halfmy	faculties,	wrest	my	tastes	from	their	original	bent,	force	myselfto	the	adoption	of	pursuits	for	which	I	had	no	natural	vocation.	Here,	Carter,	help	him	on	with	his	waist-coat.	Whydo	you	tremble	so	violently?	I	am	sure	it	would	benefit	him	to	talka	little	about	this	sweet	Rosamond,	whom	he	thinks	he	ought	not	tomarry:	I	will	make
him	talk."I	said	first,	"Take	a	chair,	Mr.	Rivers."	But	he	answered,	as	healways	did,	that	he	could	not	stay.	Had	you	stayed	but	a	littlelonger,	you	would	have	laid	your	hand	on	the	Christian's	cross	andthe	angel's	crown.	Ihave	talked,	face	to	face,	with	what	I	reverence,	with	what	Idelight	in,--with	an	original,	a	vigorous,	an	expanded	mind.	The	thing	was
asimpossible	as	to	mould	my	irregular	features	to	his	correct	andclassic	pattern,	to	give	to	my	changeable	green	eyes	the	sea-bluetint	and	solemn	lustre	of	his	own.Not	his	ascendancy	alone,	however,	held	me	in	thrall	at	present.	"I	can	keep	you	in	reasonablecheck	now,"	I	reflected;	"and	I	don't	doubt	to	be	able	to	do	ithereafter:	if	one	expedient	loses
its	virtue,	another	must	bedevised."Yet	after	all	my	task	was	not	an	easy	one;	often	I	would	rather	havepleased	than	teased	him.	If	you	were	mad,	do	you	think	Ishould	hate	you?""I	do	indeed,	sir.""Then	you	are	mistaken,	and	you	know	nothing	about	me,	and	nothingabout	the	sort	of	love	of	which	I	am	capable.	it	writhed	and	groaned;while	wind	roared
in	the	laurel	walk,	and	came	sweeping	over	us."We	must	go	in,"	said	Mr.	Rochester:	"the	weather	changes.	The	next	day	I	observedyou--myself	unseen--for	half-an-hour,	while	you	played	with	Adele	inthe	gallery.	The	host	himselfbrought	my	breakfast	into	the	parlour.	Summerapproached;	Diana	tried	to	cheer	me:	she	said	I	looked	ill,	andwished	to
accompany	me	to	the	sea-side.	I	suppose	I	should	now	entertain	none	butfatherly	feelings	for	you:	do	you	think	so?	Two-thirds	of	my	income	goes	inpaying	the	interest	of	mortgages.	When	will	he	come?"	I	cried	inwardly,	as	thenight	lingered	and	lingered--as	my	bleeding	patient	drooped,	moaned,sickened:	and	neither	day	nor	aid	arrived.	To
herhurried	"Is	it	really	you,	miss,	come	at	this	late	hour	to	thislonely	place?"	I	answered	by	taking	her	hand;	and	then	I	followedher	into	the	kitchen,	where	John	now	sat	by	a	good	fire.	From	the	wild	stringy	root	ofhuman	uprightness,	she	has	reared	a	due	sense	of	the	Divine	justice.Of	the	ambition	to	win	power	and	renown	for	my	wretched	self,
shehas	formed	the	ambition	to	spread	my	Master's	kingdom;	to	achievevictories	for	the	standard	of	the	cross.	"I	think	I	had	better	leave	her	now,"said	I	to	Bessie,	who	stood	on	the	other	side	of	the	bed."Perhaps	you	had,	Miss:	but	she	often	talks	in	this	way	towardsnight--in	the	morning	she	is	calmer."I	rose.	I	asked	him	to	come	in."No,	I	cannot	stay;	I
have	only	brought	you	a	little	parcel	mysisters	left	for	you.	The-th	regiment	are	stationed	there	since	the	riots;	and	the	officersare	the	most	agreeable	men	in	the	world:	they	put	all	our	youngknife-grinders	and	scissor	merchants	to	shame."It	seemed	to	me	that	Mr.	St.	John's	under	lip	protruded,	and	hisupper	lip	curled	a	moment.	I	rose	at	dawn.	How
often	am	I	to	saythe	same	thing?	The	chill	of	Mrs.Fairfax's	warnings,	and	the	damp	of	her	doubts	were	upon	me:something	of	unsubstantiality	and	uncertainty	had	beset	my	hopes.	I	mean,	that	humanaffections	and	sympathies	have	a	most	powerful	hold	on	you.	There	was	a	heaven--a	temporary	heaven--in	thisroom	for	me,	if	I	chose:	I	had	but	to	go	in
and	to	say	-"Mr.	Rochester,	I	will	love	you	and	live	with	you	through	life	tilldeath,"	and	a	fount	of	rapture	would	spring	to	my	lips.	And	oh!	where	meantime	was	the	hapless	owner	of	thiswreck?	I	never	had	a	home,	I	never	hadbrothers	or	sisters;	I	must	and	will	have	them	now:	you	are	notreluctant	to	admit	me	and	own	me,	are	you?""Jane,	I	will	be	your
brother--my	sisters	will	be	your	sisters--without	stipulating	for	this	sacrifice	of	your	just	rights.""Brother?	I	hadcalculated	with	certainty	on	this	step	answering	my	end:	I	feltsure	it	would	elicit	an	early	answer.	Youare	looking	grave.	Did	I	know	French	and	German?	Again	Itell	you	it	is	not	the	insignificant	private	individual--the	mereman,	with	the
man's	selfish	senses--I	wish	to	mate:	it	is	themissionary.""And	I	will	give	the	missionary	my	energies--it	is	all	he	wants--butnot	myself:	that	would	be	only	adding	the	husk	and	shell	to	thekernel.	I	must	see	the	light	of	the	unsnuffed	candle	waneon	my	employment;	the	shadows	darken	on	the	wrought,	antiquetapestry	round	me,	and	grow	black	under	the
hangings	of	the	vast	oldbed,	and	quiver	strangely	over	the	doors	of	a	great	cabinetopposite--whose	front,	divided	into	twelve	panels,	bore,	in	grimdesign,	the	heads	of	the	twelve	apostles,	each	enclosed	in	itsseparate	panel	as	in	a	frame;	while	above	them	at	the	top	rose	anebon	crucifix	and	a	dying	Christ.According	as	the	shifting	obscurity	and
flickering	gleam	hoveredhere	or	glanced	there,	it	was	now	the	bearded	physician,	Luke,	thatbent	his	brow;	now	St.	John's	long	hair	that	waved;	and	anon	thedevilish	face	of	Judas,	that	grew	out	of	the	panel,	and	seemedgathering	life	and	threatening	a	revelation	of	the	arch-traitor--ofSatan	himself--in	his	subordinate's	form.Amidst	all	this,	I	had	to
listen	as	well	as	watch:	to	listen	forthe	movements	of	the	wild	beast	or	the	fiend	in	yonder	side	den.But	since	Mr.	Rochester's	visit	it	seemed	spellbound:	all	the	nightI	heard	but	three	sounds	at	three	long	intervals,--a	step	creak,	amomentary	renewal	of	the	snarling,	canine	noise,	and	a	deep	humangroan.Then	my	own	thoughts	worried	me.	As	to	my
ownwill	or	conscience,	impassioned	grief	had	trampled	one	and	stifledthe	other.	Bertha,	like	a	dutiful	child,copied	her	parent	in	both	points.	She	and	thesurgeon,	Carter	(who	dressed	Mason's	wounds	that	night	he	wasstabbed	and	worried),	are	the	only	two	I	have	ever	admitted	to	myconfidence.	Wholly	untaught,	with	faculties	quite	torpid,they
seemed	to	me	hopelessly	dull;	and,	at	first	sight,	all	dullalike:	but	I	soon	found	I	was	mistaken.	"And	you	need	help,	do	you	not?""I	need	it,	and	I	seek	it	so	far,	sir,	that	some	true	philanthropistwill	put	me	in	the	way	of	getting	work	which	I	can	do,	and	theremuneration	for	which	will	keep	me,	if	but	in	the	barestnecessaries	of	life.""I	know	not	whether	I
am	a	true	philanthropist;	yet	I	am	willing	toaid	you	to	the	utmost	of	my	power	in	a	purpose	so	honest.	For	a	wife	I	have	but	the	maniac	upstairs:	as	well	might	yourefer	me	to	some	corpse	in	yonder	churchyard.	Ibegan	once	more	to	know	myself;	and	when	Mr.	St.	John	demanded	anaccount--which	at	present	I	was	far	too	weak	to	render--I	said	aftera
brief	pause	-"Sir,	I	can	give	you	no	details	to-night.""But	what,	then,"	said	he,	"do	you	expect	me	to	do	for	you?""Nothing,"	I	replied.	"Oh,	I	know!	you	won'tkiss	the	husband	of	Bertha	Mason?	Cheered,	as	I	have	said,	he	was:and	yet	but	by	fits.	Amy	andLouisa,	return	to	your	nests	like	a	pair	of	doves,	as	you	are.Mesdames"	(to	the	dowagers),	"you	will
take	cold	to	a	deadcertainty,	if	you	stay	in	this	chill	gallery	any	longer."And	so,	by	dint	of	alternate	coaxing	and	commanding,	he	contrived	toget	them	all	once	more	enclosed	in	their	separate	dormitories.	Do	you	know	where	the	wicked	go	afterdeath?""They	go	to	hell,"	was	my	ready	and	orthodox	answer."And	what	is	hell?	I	was	with	an	equal--one
with	whom	Imight	argue--one	whom,	if	I	saw	good,	I	might	resist.He	was	silent	after	I	had	uttered	the	last	sentence,	and	I	presentlyrisked	an	upward	glance	at	his	countenance.His	eye,	bent	on	me,	expressed	at	once	stern	surprise	and	keeninquiry.	I	did	what	humanbeings	do	instinctively	when	they	are	driven	to	utter	extremity--looked	for	aid	to	one
higher	than	man:	the	words	"God	help	me!"burst	involuntarily	from	my	lips."I	am	a	fool!"	cried	Mr.	Rochester	suddenly.	HE	experienced	no	suffering	from	estrangement--no	yearning	after	reconciliation;	and	though,	more	than	once,	myfast	falling	tears	blistered	the	page	over	which	we	both	bent,	theyproduced	no	more	effect	on	him	than	if	his	heart
had	been	really	amatter	of	stone	or	metal.	I	yet	lingered	half-an-hour	longer,	hoping	to	see	some	sign	of	amity:	but	she	gave	none.She	was	fast	relapsing	into	stupor;	nor	did	her	mind	again	rally:at	twelve	o'clock	that	night	she	died.	Docome	and	see	papa.""Not	to-night,	Miss	Rosamond,	not	to-night."Mr.	St.	John	spoke	almost	like	an	automaton:	himself
only	knew	theeffort	it	cost	him	thus	to	refuse."Well,	if	you	are	so	obstinate,	I	will	leave	you;	for	I	dare	notstay	any	longer:	the	dew	begins	to	fall.	The	world	may	laugh--may	call	me	absurd,selfish--but	it	does	not	signify.	She	stood	at	the	bottom	of	the	long	room,	on	the	hearth;	forthere	was	a	fire	at	each	end;	she	surveyed	the	two	rows	of	girlssilently	and
gravely.	I	amsure	you	cannot	long	be	content	to	pass	your	leisure	in	solitude,and	to	devote	your	working	hours	to	a	monotonous	labour	wholly	voidof	stimulus:	any	more	than	I	can	be	content,"	he	added,	withemphasis,	"to	live	here	buried	in	morass,	pent	in	with	mountains--mynature,	that	God	gave	me,	contravened;	my	faculties,	heaven-bestowed,
paralysed--made	useless.	I	have	many	inducements	to	do	so.""Did	you	find	your	scholars	as	attentive	as	you	expected?""Quite.""Do	you	like	your	house?""Very	much.""Have	I	furnished	it	nicely?""Very	nicely,	indeed.""And	made	a	good	choice	of	an	attendant	for	you	in	Alice	Wood?""You	have	indeed.	Would	I	sketch	a	portrait	of	her,	to	show
topapa?""With	pleasure,"	I	replied;	and	I	felt	a	thrill	of	artist--delightat	the	idea	of	copying	from	so	perfect	and	radiant	a	model.	Long	as	we	have	been	parted,	hot	tears	as	I	have	wept	overour	separation,	I	never	thought	that	while	I	was	mourning	her,	shewas	loving	another!	But	it	is	useless	grieving.	I	told	him	in	a	new	series	of	whispers,	that	he	might
aswell	buy	me	a	gold	gown	and	a	silver	bonnet	at	once:	I	shouldcertainly	never	venture	to	wear	his	choice.	Looking	through	the	window,	I	saw	him	traverse	thegarden.	She	considered	me	attentively	for	aminute	or	two,	then	further	added	-"She	had	better	be	put	to	bed	soon;	she	looks	tired:	are	youtired?"	she	asked,	placing	her	hand	on	my	shoulder."A
little,	ma'am.""And	hungry	too,	no	doubt:	let	her	have	some	supper	before	she	goesto	bed,	Miss	Miller.	The	nextday	I	left	Marsh	End	for	Morton.	You	have	a'faux	air'	of	Nebuchadnezzar	in	the	fields	about	you,	that	iscertain:	your	hair	reminds	me	of	eagles'	feathers;	whether	yournails	are	grown	like	birds'	claws	or	not,	I	have	not	yet	noticed.""On	this
arm,	I	have	neither	hand	nor	nails,"	he	said,	drawing	themutilated	limb	from	his	breast,	and	showing	it	to	me.	He	had	already	withdrawn	his	eye	from	the	Peri,	andwas	looking	at	a	humble	tuft	of	daisies	which	grew	by	the	wicket."A	lovely	evening,	but	late	for	you	to	be	out	alone,"	he	said,	as	hecrushed	the	snowy	heads	of	the	closed	flowers	with	his
foot."Oh,	I	only	came	home	from	S-"	(she	mentioned	the	name	of	a	largetown	some	twenty	miles	distant)	"this	afternoon.	"Howcould	she	tell	where	I	had	got	the	handkerchief?"	she	said."Would	she	take	my	gloves?""No!	what	could	she	do	with	them?"Reader,	it	is	not	pleasant	to	dwell	on	these	details.	A	vision,	as	it	seemed	to	me,	had	risenat	his	side.
In	this	brief	hour	I	had	learnt	more	of	him	thanin	the	whole	previous	month:	yet	still	he	puzzled	me.Diana	and	Mary	Rivers	became	more	sad	and	silent	as	the	dayapproached	for	leaving	their	brother	and	their	home.	"I	know	she	had	a	particular	wish	to	see	me,"	I	added,	"and	Iwould	not	defer	attending	to	her	desire	longer	than	is
absolutelynecessary.""Mama	dislikes	being	disturbed	in	an	evening,"	remarked	Eliza.	I	asked	for	what	sum	he	would	take	methere;	he	said	thirty	shillings;	I	answered	I	had	but	twenty;	well,he	would	try	to	make	it	do.	Having	spread	the	quilt	and	folded	my	night-dress,	I	went	tothe	window-seat	to	put	in	order	some	picture-books	and	doll's
housefurniture	scattered	there;	an	abrupt	command	from	Georgiana	to	lether	playthings	alone	(for	the	tiny	chairs	and	mirrors,	the	fairyplates	and	cups,	were	her	property)	stopped	my	proceedings;	andthen,	for	lack	of	other	occupation,	I	fell	to	breathing	on	thefrost-flowers	with	which	the	window	was	fretted,	and	thus	clearing	aspace	in	the	glass
through	which	I	might	look	out	on	the	grounds,where	all	was	still	and	petrified	under	the	influence	of	a	hardfrost.From	this	window	were	visible	the	porter's	lodge	and	the	carriage-road,	and	just	as	I	had	dissolved	so	much	of	the	silver-whitefoliage	veiling	the	panes	as	left	room	to	look	out,	I	saw	the	gatesthrown	open	and	a	carriage	roll	through.
Ishould	fear	even	to	cross	his	path	now:	my	view	must	be	hateful	tohim.	The	ordinary	sitting-room	and	bedroomsI	left	much	as	they	were:	for	I	knew	Diana	and	Mary	would	derivemore	pleasure	from	seeing	again	the	old	homely	tables,	and	chairs,and	beds,	than	from	the	spectacle	of	the	smartest	innovations.Still	some	novelty	was	necessary,	to	give	to
their	return	thepiquancy	with	which	I	wished	it	to	be	invested.	I	have	no	kindred	to	interfere.""No--that	is	the	best	of	it,"	he	said.	Miss	Adele,	a	ward	he	had,	was	put	to	school.	The	veil	fell	from	his	hardness	and	despotism.Having	felt	in	him	the	presence	of	these	qualities,	I	felt	hisimperfection	and	took	courage.	Wherethere	is	energy	to	command	well
enough,	obedience	never	fails.	There	wasa	reviving	pleasure	in	this	intercourse,	of	a	kind	now	tasted	by	mefor	the	first	time-the	pleasure	arising	from	perfect	congeniality	oftastes,	sentiments,	and	principles.I	liked	to	read	what	they	liked	to	read:	what	they	enjoyed,delighted	me;	what	they	approved,	I	reverenced.	You	are	notgone:	not	vanished?	"Little
sceptic,you	SHALL	be	convinced.	And	youare	not	a	pining	outcast	amongst	strangers?""No,	sir!	I	am	an	independent	woman	now.""Independent!	What	do	you	mean,	Jane?""My	uncle	in	Madeira	is	dead,	and	he	left	me	five	thousand	pounds.""Ah!	this	is	practical--this	is	real!"	he	cried:	"I	should	neverdream	that.	When	I	had	done,	that	name	was
immediatelytaken	up."This	St.	John,	then,	is	your	cousin?""Yes.""You	have	spoken	of	him	often:	do	you	like	him?""He	was	a	very	good	man,	sir;	I	could	not	help	liking	him.""A	good	man.	He	is	a	handsome	man:	tall,	fair,	withblue	eyes,	and	a	Grecian	profile."(Aside.)	"Damn	him!"--(To	me.)	"Did	you	like	him,	Jane?""Yes,	Mr.	Rochester,	I	liked	him:	but	you
asked	me	that	before."I	perceived,	of	course,	the	drift	of	my	interlocutor.	The	great	gates	were	closed	and	locked;	but	a	wicket	in	oneof	them	was	only	latched.	The	upper	teachers	now	punctually	resumed	theirposts:	but	still,	all	seemed	to	wait.	Religioncalled--Angels	beckoned--God	commanded--life	rolled	together	like	ascroll--death's	gates	opening,
showed	eternity	beyond:	it	seemed,that	for	safety	and	bliss	there,	all	here	might	be	sacrificed	in	asecond.	Is	he	well?""I	am	ignorant	of	all	concerning	Mr.	Rochester:	the	letter	nevermentions	him	but	to	narrate	the	fraudulent	and	illegal	attempt	Ihave	adverted	to.	Youalready	know	what	she	was,	and	how	my	liaison	with	her	terminated.She	had	two
successors:	an	Italian,	Giacinta,	and	a	German,	Clara;both	considered	singularly	handsome.	Get	up!	for	shame!	Moveoff,	I	say!""Hush,	Hannah!	I	have	a	word	to	say	to	the	woman.	"Loose	Bessie's	hand,	child:you	cannot	succeed	in	getting	out	by	these	means,	be	assured.	I	rose:	I	was	dressed;	for	I	had	taken	offnothing	but	my	shoes.	He	referredhim	to
me	for	assistance.	Why,	the	day	is	already	commenced	which	is	tobind	us	indissolubly;	and	when	we	are	once	united,	there	shall	be	norecurrence	of	these	mental	terrors:	I	guarantee	that.""Mental	terrors,	sir!	I	wish	I	could	believe	them	to	be	only	such:I	wish	it	more	now	than	ever;	since	even	you	cannot	explain	to	methe	mystery	of	that	awful
visitant.""And	since	I	cannot	do	it,	Jane,	it	must	have	been	unreal.""But,	sir,	when	I	said	so	to	myself	on	rising	this	morning,	and	whenI	looked	round	the	room	to	gather	courage	and	comfort	from	thecheerful	aspect	of	each	familiar	object	in	full	daylight,	there--onthe	carpet--I	saw	what	gave	the	distinct	lie	to	my	hypothesis,--theveil,	torn	from	top	to
bottom	in	two	halves!"I	felt	Mr.	Rochester	start	and	shudder;	he	hastily	flung	his	armsround	me.	Both	he	and	I	had	our	backs	towards	the	pathleading	up	the	field	to	the	wicket.	At	last	Ilooked	up	at	the	tardy	speaker:	he	was	looking	eagerly	at	me."Little	friend,"	said	he,	in	quite	a	changed	tone--while	his	facechanged	too,	losing	all	its	softness	and
gravity,	and	becoming	harshand	sarcastic--"you	have	noticed	my	tender	penchant	for	Miss	Ingram:don't	you	think	if	I	married	her	she	would	regenerate	me	with	avengeance?"He	got	up	instantly,	went	quite	to	the	other	end	of	the	walk,	andwhen	he	came	back	he	was	humming	a	tune."Jane,	Jane,"	said	he,	stopping	before	me,	"you	are	quite	pale
withyour	vigils:	don't	you	curse	me	for	disturbing	your	rest?""Curse	you?	I	leaned	my	arms	on	a	table,	and	myhead	dropped	on	them.	Ten	years	since,	I	flew	through	Europe	half	mad;	withdisgust,	hate,	and	rage	as	my	companions:	now	I	shall	revisit	ithealed	and	cleansed,	with	a	very	angel	as	my	comforter."I	laughed	at	him	as	he	said	this.	Had	I
attended	to	the	suggestions	of	pride	and	ire,	Ishould	immediately	have	left	him;	but	something	worked	within	memore	strongly	than	those	feelings	could.	But	she	could	not	eradicate	nature:	nor	willit	be	eradicated	'till	this	mortal	shall	put	on	immortality.'"Having	said	this,	he	took	his	hat,	which	lay	on	the	table	beside	mypalette.	Mary's	is	a	clergyman,
a	college	friend	ofher	brother's,	and,	from	his	attainments	and	principles,	worthy	ofthe	connection.	I	tottered,	and	on	regaining	my	equilibrium	retired	backa	step	or	two	from	his	chair."That	is	for	your	impudence	in	answering	mama	awhile	since,"	saidhe,	"and	for	your	sneaking	way	of	getting	behind	curtains,	and	forthe	look	you	had	in	your	eyes	two
minutes	since,	you	rat!"Accustomed	to	John	Reed's	abuse,	I	never	had	an	idea	of	replying	toit;	my	care	was	how	to	endure	the	blow	which	would	certainly	followthe	insult."What	were	you	doing	behind	the	curtain?"	he	asked."I	was	reading.""Show	the	book."I	returned	to	the	window	and	fetched	it	thence."You	have	no	business	to	take	our	books;	you
are	a	dependent,	mamasays;	you	have	no	money;	your	father	left	you	none;	you	ought	tobeg,	and	not	to	live	here	with	gentlemen's	children	like	us,	and	eatthe	same	meals	we	do,	and	wear	clothes	at	our	mama's	expense.	He	may	be	stern;	he	may	be	exacting;	he	maybe	ambitious	yet;	but	his	is	the	sternness	of	the	warriorGreatheart,	who	guards	his
pilgrim	convoy	from	the	onslaught	ofApollyon.	Healso	advised	me	to	be	composed;	I	scorned	the	insinuation	ofhelplessness	and	distraction,	shook	off	his	hand,	and	began	to	walkabout	again."Write	to	Diana	and	Mary	to-morrow,"	I	said,	"and	tell	them	to	comehome	directly.	I	rose,	bathed	my	head	and	face	inwater,	drank	a	long	draught;	felt	that
though	enfeebled	I	was	notill,	and	determined	that	to	none	but	you	would	I	impart	this	vision.Now,	sir,	tell	me	who	and	what	that	woman	was?""The	creature	of	an	over-stimulated	brain;	that	is	certain.	He	supplicated	strength	for	the	weak-hearted;	guidance	for	wanderers	from	the	fold:	a	return,	even	atthe	eleventh	hour,	for	those	whom	the
temptations	of	the	world	andthe	flesh	were	luring	from	the	narrow	path.	I	was	tempted	to	cease	struggling	with	him--to	rush	down	the	torrent	of	his	will	into	the	gulf	of	his	existence,and	there	lose	my	own.	The	humanities	and	amenities	of	life	had	noattraction	for	him--its	peaceful	enjoyments	no	charm.	To	have	yielded	then	would	have	been	an	error
ofprinciple;	to	have	yielded	now	would	have	been	an	error	of	judgment.So	I	think	at	this	hour,	when	I	look	back	to	the	crisis	through	thequiet	medium	of	time:	I	was	unconscious	of	folly	at	the	instant.I	stood	motionless	under	my	hierophant's	touch.	He	resembles	Fielding	as	an	eagle	does	avulture:	Fielding	could	stoop	on	carrion,	but	Thackeray	never
does.His	wit	is	bright,	his	humour	attractive,	but	both	bear	the	samerelation	to	his	serious	genius	that	the	mere	lambent	sheet-lightningplaying	under	the	edge	of	the	summer-cloud	does	to	the	electricdeath-spark	hid	in	its	womb.	I'll	get	admitted	there,	and	I'll	stir	up	mutiny;	and	you,three-tailed	bashaw	as	you	are,	sir,	shall	in	a	trice	find
yourselffettered	amongst	our	hands:	nor	will	I,	for	one,	consent	to	cutyour	bonds	till	you	have	signed	a	charter,	the	most	liberal	thatdespot	ever	yet	conferred.""I	would	consent	to	be	at	your	mercy,	Jane.""I	would	have	no	mercy,	Mr.	Rochester,	if	you	supplicated	for	itwith	an	eye	like	that.	He	has	no	indulgencefor	me--no	fondness.	She	was	first
transfixed	withsurprise,	and	then	electrified	with	delight."Had	I	done	these	pictures?	If	so,	then	certainly	I	delight	in	sacrifice.""And	to	bear	with	my	infirmities,	Jane:	to	overlook	mydeficiencies.""Which	are	none,	sir,	to	me.	Did	you	everlove	such	an	one?""I	love	it	now.""But	before	me:	if	I,	indeed,	in	any	respect	come	up	to	yourdifficult	standard?""I
never	met	your	likeness.	"What	should	I	see	besides	Aunt	Reed	in	the	apartment?--aman	or	a	woman?"	The	handle	turned,	the	door	unclosed,	and	passingthrough	and	curtseying	low,	I	looked	up	at--a	black	pillar!--such,at	least,	appeared	to	me,	at	first	sight,	the	straight,	narrow,sable-clad	shape	standing	erect	on	the	rug:	the	grim	face	at	thetop	was
like	a	carved	mask,	placed	above	the	shaft	by	way	ofcapital.Mrs.	There	would	be	recesses	in	my	mind	which	would	beonly	mine,	to	which	he	never	came,	and	sentiments	growing	therefresh	and	sheltered	which	his	austerity	could	never	blight,	nor	hismeasured	warrior-march	trample	down:	but	as	his	wife--at	his	sidealways,	and	always	restrained,	and
always	checked--forced	to	keepthe	fire	of	my	nature	continually	low,	to	compel	it	to	burn	inwardlyand	never	utter	a	cry,	though	the	imprisoned	flame	consumed	vitalafter	vital--THIS	would	be	unendurable."St.	John!"	I	exclaimed,	when	I	had	got	so	far	in	my	meditation."Well?"	he	answered	icily."I	repeat	I	freely	consent	to	go	with	you	as	your	fellow-
missionary,but	not	as	your	wife;	I	cannot	marry	you	and	become	part	of	you.""A	part	of	me	you	must	become,"	he	answered	steadily;	"otherwise	thewhole	bargain	is	void.	It	fell	again:	the	thoughtstruck	it:-"Your	master	himself	may	be	beyond	the	British	Channel,	for	aughtyou	know:	and	then,	if	he	is	at	Thornfield	Hall,	towards	which	youhasten,	who
besides	him	is	there?	Reed	grew	morecomposed,	and	sank	into	a	dozing	state.	For	a	few	minutes,	while	you	smooth	your	hair--which	is	somewhat	dishevelled;	and	bathe	your	face--which	looksfeverish?""I	must	leave	Adele	and	Thornfield.	The	elder	one,	whom	you	have	seen	(and	whom	Icannot	hate,	whilst	I	abhor	all	his	kindred,	because	he	has
somegrains	of	affection	in	his	feeble	mind,	shown	in	the	continuedinterest	he	takes	in	his	wretched	sister,	and	also	in	a	dog-likeattachment	he	once	bore	me),	will	probably	be	in	the	same	state	oneday.	In	a	state	between	sleepingand	waking,	you	noticed	her	entrance	and	her	actions;	but	feverish,almost	delirious	as	you	were,	you	ascribed	to	her	a
goblinappearance	different	from	her	own:	the	long	dishevelled	hair,	theswelled	black	face,	the	exaggerated	stature,	were	figments	ofimagination;	results	of	nightmare:	the	spiteful	tearing	of	the	veilwas	real:	and	it	is	like	her.	Seeingme,	she	roused	herself:	she	made	a	sort	of	effort	to	smile,	andframed	a	few	words	of	congratulation;	but	the	smile
expired,	and	thesentence	was	abandoned	unfinished.	or	is	there	no	one	in	the	room	but	you?"I	assured	her	we	were	alone."Well,	I	have	twice	done	you	a	wrong	which	I	regret	now.	"Is	he	dead?""I	mean	the	present	gentleman,	Mr.	Edward's	father,"	he	explained.I	breathed	again:	my	blood	resumed	its	flow.	St.	John	looksquiet,	Jane;	but	he	hides	a	fever
in	his	vitals.	It	was	evident	that	in	theirformer	intercourse,	the	passive	disposition	of	the	one	had	beenhabitually	influenced	by	the	active	energy	of	the	other:	whencethen	had	arisen	Mr.	Rochester's	dismay	when	he	heard	of	Mr.	Mason'sarrival?	She	inquired	how	longthey	had	been	dead:	then	how	old	I	was,	what	was	my	name,	whether	Icould	read,
write,	and	sew	a	little:	then	she	touched	my	cheekgently	with	her	forefinger,	and	saying,	"She	hoped	I	should	be	agood	child,"	dismissed	me	along	with	Miss	Miller.The	lady	I	had	left	might	be	about	twenty-nine;	the	one	who	wentwith	me	appeared	some	years	younger:	the	first	impressed	me	by	hervoice,	look,	and	air.	In	seeking	these	articles,	I
encounteredthe	beads	of	a	pearl	necklace	Mr.	Rochester	had	forced	me	to	accepta	few	days	ago.	THOSE	words	did	not	dieinarticulate	on	your	lips.	Even	when	within	a	very	short	distance	of	the	manor-house,	you	could	see	nothing	of	it,	so	thick	and	dark	grew	thetimber	of	the	gloomy	wood	about	it.	For	man'sopinion--I	defy	it."But	what	had	befallen
the	night?	I	imagine	he	did	not	thinkI	was	a	beggar,	but	only	an	eccentric	sort	of	lady,	who	had	taken	afancy	to	his	brown	loaf.	With	you	I	would	have	ventured	much,because	I	admire,	confide	in,	and,	as	a	sister,	I	love	you;	but	I	amconvinced	that,	go	when	and	with	whom	I	would,	I	should	not	livelong	in	that	climate.""Ah!	you	are	afraid	of	yourself,"	he
said,	curling	his	lip."I	am.	Is	such	really	the	state	of	mattersbetween	you	and	Rivers?""Absolutely,	sir!	Oh,	you	need	not	be	jealous!	I	wanted	to	teaseyou	a	little	to	make	you	less	sad:	I	thought	anger	would	be	betterthan	grief.	He	insisted,	too,	on	my	coming	the	next	dayto	spend	the	evening	at	Vale	Hall.I	went.	It	is	tobe	feared	the	same	could	not	be
said	of	you	were	you	to	be	calledhence."Not	being	in	a	condition	to	remove	his	doubt,	I	only	cast	my	eyesdown	on	the	two	large	feet	planted	on	the	rug,	and	sighed,	wishingmyself	far	enough	away."I	hope	that	sigh	is	from	the	heart,	and	that	you	repent	of	everhaving	been	the	occasion	of	discomfort	to	your	excellentbenefactress.""Benefactress!
benefactress!"	said	I	inwardly:	"they	all	call	Mrs.Reed	my	benefactress;	if	so,	a	benefactress	is	a	disagreeablething.""Do	you	say	your	prayers	night	and	morning?"	continued	myinterrogator."Yes,	sir.""Do	you	read	your	Bible?""Sometimes.""With	pleasure?	"It	is	not	yourplace.	In	a	day	ortwo	I	hope	to	pour	them	into	your	lap:	for	every	privilege,
everyattention	shall	be	yours	that	I	would	accord	a	peer's	daughter,	ifabout	to	marry	her.""Oh,	sir!--never	rain	jewels!	I	don't	like	to	hear	them	spoken	of.Jewels	for	Jane	Eyre	sounds	unnatural	and	strange:	I	would	rathernot	have	them.""I	will	myself	put	the	diamond	chain	round	your	neck,	and	thecirclet	on	your	forehead,--which	it	will	become:	for
nature,	atleast,	has	stamped	her	patent	of	nobility	on	this	brow,	Jane;	and	Iwill	clasp	the	bracelets	on	these	fine	wrists,	and	load	these	fairy-like	fingers	with	rings.""No,	no,	sir!	think	of	other	subjects,	and	speak	of	other	things,and	in	another	strain.	They	will	have	a	great	deal	of	money,	and	you	willhave	none:	it	is	your	place	to	be	humble,	and	to	try	to
makeyourself	agreeable	to	them.""What	we	tell	you	is	for	your	good,"	added	Bessie,	in	no	harshvoice,	"you	should	try	to	be	useful	and	pleasant,	then,	perhaps,	youwould	have	a	home	here;	but	if	you	become	passionate	and	rude,Missis	will	send	you	away,	I	am	sure.""Besides,"	said	Miss	Abbot,	"God	will	punish	her:	He	might	strikeher	dead	in	the	midst
of	her	tantrums,	and	then	where	would	she	go?Come,	Bessie,	we	will	leave	her:	I	wouldn't	have	her	heart	foranything.	Hannah,	fetch	some.	What	is	to	be	done?	I	shall	begin	to-day.	I	was	glad	to	accept	her	hospitality;	and	I	submitted	tobe	relieved	of	my	travelling	garb	just	as	passively	as	I	used	to	lether	undress	me	when	a	child.Old	times	crowded	fast
back	on	me	as	I	watched	her	bustling	about--setting	out	the	tea-tray	with	her	best	china,	cutting	bread	andbutter,	toasting	a	tea-cake,	and,	between	whiles,	giving	littleRobert	or	Jane	an	occasional	tap	or	push,	just	as	she	used	to	giveme	in	former	days.	I	only	ask	you	toendure	one	more	night	under	this	roof,	Jane;	and	then,	farewell	toits	miseries	and
terrors	for	ever!	I	have	a	place	to	repair	to,which	will	be	a	secure	sanctuary	from	hateful	reminiscences,	fromunwelcome	intrusion--even	from	falsehood	and	slander.""And	take	Adele	with	you,	sir,"	I	interrupted;	"she	will	be	acompanion	for	you.""What	do	you	mean,	Jane?	"Impossible!	I	aman	old	resident	in	this	neighbourhood,	sir,	and	I	never	heard	of
aMrs.	By	no	other	circumstance	had	I	will	to	decide	mychoice.	Much	enjoyment	I	do	notexpect	in	the	life	opening	before	me:	yet	it	will,	doubtless,	if	Iregulate	my	mind,	and	exert	my	powers	as	I	ought,	yield	me	enough	tolive	on	from	day	to	day.Was	I	very	gleeful,	settled,	content,	during	the	hours	I	passed	inyonder	bare,	humble	schoolroom	this
morning	and	afternoon?	Your	Missis	has	not	been	my	friend:she	has	been	my	foe.""O	Miss	Jane!	don't	say	so!""Good-bye	to	Gateshead!"	cried	I,	as	we	passed	through	the	hall	andwent	out	at	the	front	door.The	moon	was	set,	and	it	was	very	dark;	Bessie	carried	a	lantern,whose	light	glanced	on	wet	steps	and	gravel	road	sodden	by	a	recentthaw.
Iadvanced	my	head	with	precaution,	desirous	to	ascertain	if	anybedroom	window-blinds	were	yet	drawn	up:	battlements,	windows,	longfront--all	from	this	sheltered	station	were	at	my	command.The	crows	sailing	overhead	perhaps	watched	me	while	I	took	thissurvey.	I	seemed	to	have	somethinglike	a	right	to	seek	counsel	here.	"I	see	I	mustcome	to	an
explanation.	All	the	valley	at	my	righthand	was	full	of	pasture-fields,	and	cornfields,	and	wood;	and	aglittering	stream	ran	zig-zag	through	the	varied	shades	of	green,the	mellowing	grain,	the	sombre	woodland,	the	clear	and	sunny	lea.Recalled	by	the	rumbling	of	wheels	to	the	road	before	me,	I	saw	aheavily-laden	waggon	labouring	up	the	hill,	and	not
far	beyond	weretwo	cows	and	their	drover.	In	his	lastillness,	he	had	it	brought	continually	to	his	bedside;	and	but	anhour	before	he	died,	he	bound	me	by	vow	to	keep	the	creature.	16.I	read	these	words	over	and	over	again:	I	felt	that	an	explanationbelonged	to	them,	and	was	unable	fully	to	penetrate	their	import.	And	it	is	you,	spirit--with	will	and
energy,	and	virtue	andpurity--that	I	want:	not	alone	your	brittle	frame.	Placeher	in	safety	and	comfort:	shelter	her	degradation	with	secrecy,and	leave	her.'"I	acted	precisely	on	this	suggestion.	Fairfax,	speakingto	a	servant	in	the	hall,	wakened	you:	and	how	curiously	you	smiledto	and	at	yourself,	Janet!	There	was	much	sense	in	your	smile:	itwas	very
shrewd,	and	seemed	to	make	light	of	your	own	abstraction.It	seemed	to	say--'My	fine	visions	are	all	very	well,	but	I	must	notforget	they	are	absolutely	unreal.	My	eye	involuntarilywandered	to	the	grey	church	tower	near	the	gates,	and	I	asked,	"Ishe	with	Damer	de	Rochester,	sharing	the	shelter	of	his	narrow	marblehouse?"Some	answer	must	be	had
to	these	questions.	Iinterpreted	it	as	a	warning	of	disaster.	And	as	to	the	woman	who	would	not	take	myhandkerchief	in	exchange	for	her	bread,	why,	she	was	right,	if	theoffer	appeared	to	her	sinister	or	the	exchange	unprofitable.	The	carriage	was	ready:	they	were	bringing	itround	to	the	front,	and	my	master	was	the	pavement,	Pilot	followinghim
backwards	and	forwards."Adele	may	accompany	us,	may	she	not,	sir?""I	told	her	no.	Poole's	patient,	andMY	WIFE!	You	shall	see	what	sort	of	a	being	I	was	cheated	intoespousing,	and	judge	whether	or	not	I	had	a	right	to	break	thecompact,	and	seek	sympathy	with	something	at	least	human.	I	was	received	at	thefoot	of	the	stairs	by	Mr.
Rochester."Lingerer!"	he	said,	"my	brain	is	on	fire	with	impatience,	and	youtarry	so	long!"He	took	me	into	the	dining-room,	surveyed	me	keenly	all	over,pronounced	me	"fair	as	a	lily,	and	not	only	the	pride	of	his	life,but	the	desire	of	his	eyes,"	and	then	telling	me	he	would	give	mebut	ten	minutes	to	eat	some	breakfast,	he	rang	the	bell.	The	reason	of
my	departure	Icannot	and	ought	not	to	explain:	it	would	be	useless,	dangerous,and	would	sound	incredible.	Her	coming	disturbed	me.	Let	usbe	friends.""I	hope	we	are	friends,"	was	the	unmoved	reply;	while	he	stillwatched	the	rising	of	the	moon,	which	he	had	been	contemplating	as	Iapproached."No,	St.	John,	we	are	not	friends	as	we	were.	The	moon
shone	peacefully."Well,"	said	Mr.	Rochester,	gazing	inquiringly	into	my	eyes,	"how	ismy	Janet	now?""The	night	is	serene,	sir;	and	so	am	I.""And	you	will	not	dream	of	separation	and	sorrow	to-night;	but	ofhappy	love	and	blissful	union."This	prediction	was	but	half	fulfilled:	I	did	not	indeed	dream	ofsorrow,	but	as	little	did	I	dream	of	joy;	for	I	never	slept
at	all.With	little	Adele	in	my	arms,	I	watched	the	slumber	of	childhood--sotranquil,	so	passionless,	so	innocent--and	waited	for	the	comingday:	all	my	life	was	awake	and	astir	in	my	frame:	and	as	soon	asthe	sun	rose	I	rose	too.	"Thereyou	are!	Come	on,	if	you	please."I	suppose	I	do	come	on;	though	in	what	fashion	I	know	not;	beingscarcely	cognisant	of
my	movements,	and	solicitous	only	to	appearcalm;	and,	above	all,	to	control	the	working	muscles	of	my	face--which	I	feel	rebel	insolently	against	my	will,	and	struggle	toexpress	what	I	had	resolved	to	conceal.	Hejust	looked	in	at	the	doors	I	opened;	and	when	he	had	wanderedupstairs	and	downstairs,	he	said	I	must	have	gone	through	a	greatdeal	of
fatigue	and	trouble	to	have	effected	such	considerablechanges	in	so	short	a	time:	but	not	a	syllable	did	he	utterindicating	pleasure	in	the	improved	aspect	of	his	abode.This	silence	damped	me.	I	lay	faint,	longing	to	be	dead.One	idea	only	still	throbbed	life-like	within	me--a	remembrance	ofGod:	it	begot	an	unuttered	prayer:	these	words	went	wandering
upand	down	in	my	rayless	mind,	as	something	that	should	be	whispered,but	no	energy	was	found	to	express	them	-"Be	not	far	from	me,	for	trouble	is	near:	there	is	none	to	help."It	was	near:	and	as	I	had	lifted	no	petition	to	Heaven	to	avert	it--as	I	had	neither	joined	my	hands,	nor	bent	my	knees,	nor	moved	mylips--it	came:	in	full	heavy	swing	the
torrent	poured	over	me.	Suddenly	he	turned	away,	with	aninarticulate	exclamation,	full	of	passionate	emotion	of	some	kind;he	walked	fast	through	the	room	and	came	back;	he	stooped	towards	meas	if	to	kiss	me;	but	I	remembered	caresses	were	now	forbidden.	Reedsurveyed	me	at	times	with	a	severe	eye,	but	seldom	addressed	me:since	my	illness,
she	had	drawn	a	more	marked	line	of	separationthan	ever	between	me	and	her	own	children;	appointing	me	a	smallcloset	to	sleep	in	by	myself,	condemning	me	to	take	my	meals	alone,and	pass	all	my	time	in	the	nursery,	while	my	cousins	wereconstantly	in	the	drawing-room.	Are	herdisappointment	and	sorrow	of	no	interest	to	you?""Miss	Oliver	is
ever	surrounded	by	suitors	and	flatterers:	in	lessthan	a	month,	my	image	will	be	effaced	from	her	heart.	Meantime,	Mr.	Rochesteraffirmed	I	was	wearing	him	to	skin	and	bone,	and	threatened	awfulvengeance	for	my	present	conduct	at	some	period	fast	coming.	Ifeared	early	instilled	prejudice:	I	wanted	to	have	you	safe	beforehazarding	confidences.
Glorious	discovery	to	a	lonelywretch!	This	was	wealth	indeed!--wealth	to	the	heart!--a	mine	ofpure,	genial	affections.	Before	commencing,	it	is	but	fair	to	warn	youthat	the	story	will	sound	somewhat	hackneyed	in	your	ears;	but	staledetails	often	regain	a	degree	of	freshness	when	they	pass	throughnew	lips.	He	continued,uttering	each	word	distinctly,
calmly,	steadily,	but	not	loudly	-"It	simply	consists	in	the	existence	of	a	previous	marriage.	I	felt	ashamed	to	appear	beforemy	benefactors	so	clad.	"Think	of	his	misery;	think	of	hisdanger--look	at	his	state	when	left	alone;	remember	his	headlongnature;	consider	the	recklessness	following	on	despair--soothe	him;save	him;	love	him;	tell	him	you	love	him
and	will	be	his.	They	say	he	is	like	Fielding:	they	talk	of	his	wit,humour,	comic	powers.	There	was	a	Reed	of	Gateshead,	a	magistrate.""It	is	his	widow,	sir.""And	what	have	you	to	do	with	her?	Thought	fittedthought;	opinion	met	opinion:	we	coincided,	in	short,	perfectly.If	in	our	trio	there	was	a	superior	and	a	leader,	it	was	Diana.Physically,	she	far
excelled	me:	she	was	handsome;	she	wasvigorous.	"You	are	like	a	murderer--you	arelike	a	slave-driver--you	are	like	the	Roman	emperors!"I	had	read	Goldsmith's	History	of	Rome,	and	had	formed	my	opinion	ofNero,	Caligula,	&c.	He	brokeoff	acquaintance	with	all	the	gentry,	and	shut	himself	up	like	ahermit	at	the	Hall.""What!	did	he	not	leave
England?""Leave	England?	Reed?--Alive	still,	I	hope.""Yes,	she	is	alive;	and	more	sensible	and	collected	than	she	was.The	doctor	says	she	may	linger	a	week	or	two	yet;	but	he	hardlythinks	she	will	finally	recover.""Has	she	mentioned	me	lately?""She	was	talking	of	you	only	this	morning,	and	wishing	you	wouldcome,	but	she	is	sleeping	now,	or	was	ten
minutes	ago,	when	I	was	upat	the	house.	Hewanted	to	train	me	to	an	elevation	I	could	never	reach;	it	racked	mehourly	to	aspire	to	the	standard	he	uplifted.	She	turned	twice	to	gaze	after	him	as	shetripped	fairy-like	down	the	field;	he,	as	he	strode	firmly	across,never	turned	at	all.This	spectacle	of	another's	suffering	and	sacrifice	rapt	my	thoughtsfrom
exclusive	meditation	on	my	own.	"St.	John,"	I	said,	"I	think	you	arealmost	wicked	to	talk	so.	Anything	more	exquisite	than	her	appearance,	in	herpurple	habit,	with	her	Amazon's	cap	of	black	velvet	placedgracefully	above	the	long	curls	that	kissed	her	cheek	and	floated	toher	shoulders,	can	scarcely	be	imagined:	and	it	was	thus	she	wouldenter	the
rustic	building,	and	glide	through	the	dazzled	ranks	ofthe	village	children.	He	still	waited;	he	held	akey	in	his	hand:	approaching	one	of	the	small,	black	doors,	he	putit	in	the	lock;	he	paused,	and	addressed	me	again."You	don't	turn	sick	at	the	sight	of	blood?""I	think	I	shall	not:	I	have	never	been	tried	yet."I	felt	a	thrill	while	I	answered	him;	but	no
coldness,	and	nofaintness."Just	give	me	your	hand,"	he	said:	"it	will	not	do	to	risk	afainting	fit."I	put	my	fingers	into	his.	But	Jane	will	give	me	her	love:yes--nobly,	generously."Up	the	blood	rushed	to	his	face;	forth	flashed	the	fire	from	hiseyes;	erect	he	sprang;	he	held	his	arms	out;	but	I	evaded	theembrace,	and	at	once	quitted	the	room."Farewell!"	was
the	cry	of	my	heart	as	I	left	him.	It	wasonly	yesterday	morning,	however,	that	Bessie	understood	she	waspronouncing	your	name;	and	at	last	she	made	out	the	words,	'BringJane--fetch	Jane	Eyre:	I	want	to	speak	to	her.'	Bessie	is	not	surewhether	she	is	in	her	right	mind,	or	means	anything	by	the	words;but	she	told	Miss	Reed	and	Miss	Georgiana,	and
advised	them	to	sendfor	you.	To	the	main	point--the	departure	with	me	from	England,the	co-operation	with	me	in	my	future	labours--you	do	not	object.You	have	already	as	good	as	put	your	hand	to	the	plough:	you	aretoo	consistent	to	withdraw	it.	To	thisneighbourhood,	then,	I	came,	quite	destitute.	My	mothersaid,	when	she	came	to	see	me	last	week,
that	she	would	not	like	alittle	one	of	her	own	to	be	in	your	place.--Now,	come	in,	and	I'vesome	good	news	for	you.""I	don't	think	you	have,	Bessie.""Child!	what	do	you	mean?	Who	is	this?"	hedemanded,	trying,	as	it	seemed,	to	SEE	with	those	sightless	eyes--unavailing	and	distressing	attempt!	"Answer	me--speak	again!"	heordered,	imperiously	and
aloud."Will	you	have	a	little	more	water,	sir?	Despair	added,"Farewell	for	ever!"That	night	I	never	thought	to	sleep;	but	a	slumber	fell	on	me	assoon	as	I	lay	down	in	bed.	I	heard	the	name	of	Mr.	Brocklehurstpronounced	by	some	lips;	at	which	Miss	Miller	shook	her	headdisapprovingly;	but	she	made	no	great	effort	to	cheek	the	generalwrath;	doubtless
she	shared	in	it.A	clock	in	the	schoolroom	struck	nine;	Miss	Miller	left	her	circle,and	standing	in	the	middle	of	the	room,	cried	-"Silence!	To	your	seats!"Discipline	prevailed:	in	five	minutes	the	confused	throng	wasresolved	into	order,	and	comparative	silence	quelled	the	Babelclamour	of	tongues.	It	wasonly	my	station,	and	the	rank	of	my	wife,	that	you
valued?	I	am	not	under	the	slightest	obligation	to	go	to	India,especially	with	strangers.	If	I	were	mademoiselle,	I	would	never	consent	to	go	withyou.""She	has	consented:	she	has	pledged	her	word.""But	you	can't	get	her	there;	there	is	no	road	to	the	moon:	it	isall	air;	and	neither	you	nor	she	can	fly.""Adele,	look	at	that	field."	We	were	now	outside
Thornfield	gates,and	bowling	lightly	along	the	smooth	road	to	Millcote,	where	thedust	was	well	laid	by	the	thunderstorm,	and,	where	the	low	hedgesand	lofty	timber	trees	on	each	side	glistened	green	and	rain-refreshed."In	that	field,	Adele,	I	was	walking	late	one	evening	about	afortnight	since--the	evening	of	the	day	you	helped	me	to	make	hay	inthe
orchard	meadows;	and,	as	I	was	tired	with	raking	swaths,	I	satdown	to	rest	me	on	a	stile;	and	there	I	took	out	a	little	book	and	apencil,	and	began	to	write	about	a	misfortune	that	befell	me	longago,	and	a	wish	I	had	for	happy	days	to	come:	I	was	writing	awayvery	fast,	though	daylight	was	fading	from	the	leaf,	when	somethingcame	up	the	path	and
stopped	two	yards	off	me.	I	shall	leave	the	placeprobably	in	the	course	of	a	twelve-month;	but	while	I	do	stay,	Iwill	exert	myself	to	the	utmost	for	its	improvement.	I	have	a	rosy	sky	and	a	greenflowery	Eden	in	my	brain;	but	without,	I	am	perfectly	aware,	lies	atmy	feet	a	rough	tract	to	travel,	and	around	me	gather	black	tempeststo	encounter.'	You	ran
downstairs	and	demanded	of	Mrs.	Itwas,	I	think	almost	fear."You	blushed,	and	now	you	are	white,	Jane:	what	is	that	for?""Because	you	gave	me	a	new	name--Jane	Rochester;	and	it	seems	sostrange.""Yes,	Mrs.	He	got	into	debtand	into	jail:	his	mother	helped	him	out	twice,	but	as	soon	as	hewas	free	he	returned	to	his	old	companions	and	habits.
Besides,	he	could	not	bind	all	that	he	had	in	hisnature--the	rover,	the	aspirant,	the	poet,	the	priest--in	the	limitsof	a	single	passion.	Such	society	revives,	regenerates:	you	feel	betterdays	come	back--higher	wishes,	purer	feelings;	you	desire	torecommence	your	life,	and	to	spend	what	remains	to	you	of	days	in	away	more	worthy	of	an	immortal	being.
Your	fortune	is	vested	in	theEnglish	funds;	Briggs	has	the	will	and	the	necessary	documents."Here	was	a	new	card	turned	up!	It	is	a	fine	thing,	reader,	to	belifted	in	a	moment	from	indigence	to	wealth--a	very	fine	thing;	butnot	a	matter	one	can	comprehend,	or	consequently	enjoy,	all	at	once.And	then	there	are	other	chances	in	life	far	more	thrilling
andrapture-giving:	THIS	is	solid,	an	affair	of	the	actual	world,nothing	ideal	about	it:	all	its	associations	are	solid	and	sober,and	its	manifestations	are	the	same.	Georgiana	saidshe	dreaded	being	left	alone	with	Eliza;	from	her	she	got	neithersympathy	in	her	dejection,	support	in	her	fears,	nor	aid	in	herpreparations;	so	I	bore	with	her	feeble-minded
wailings	and	selfishlamentations	as	well	as	I	could,	and	did	my	best	in	sewing	for	herand	packing	her	dresses.	At	thismoment	he	advanced	from	the	parlour.	I	will	hold	to	the	principles	received	by	me	when	I	wassane,	and	not	mad--as	I	am	now.	I	looked	up--I	wassupported	by	Mr.	Rochester,	who	sat	in	a	chair	across	my	chamberthreshold."You	come
out	at	last,"	he	said.	To	that	bed	I	seemed	tohave	grown;	I	lay	on	it	motionless	as	a	stone;	and	to	have	torn	mefrom	it	would	have	been	almost	to	kill	me.	It	was	night:	a	candle	burnt	on	the	table;	Bessiestood	at	the	bed-foot	with	a	basin	in	her	hand,	and	a	gentleman	satin	a	chair	near	my	pillow,	leaning	over	me.I	felt	an	inexpressible	relief,	a	soothing
conviction	of	protectionand	security,	when	I	knew	that	there	was	a	stranger	in	the	room,	anindividual	not	belonging	to	Gateshead.,	and	not	related	to	Mrs.Reed.	Hestood	between	me	and	every	thought	of	religion,	as	an	eclipseintervenes	between	man	and	the	broad	sun.	The	house	presented	two	pointed	gables	in	itsfront;	the	windows	were	latticed
and	narrow:	the	front	door	wasnarrow	too,	one	step	led	up	to	it.	Her	frantic	joy	atbeholding	me	again	moved	me	much.	The	host	was	arespectable-looking,	middle-aged	man."You	know	Thornfield	Hall,	of	course?"	I	managed	to	say	at	last."Yes,	ma'am;	I	lived	there	once.""Did	you?"	Not	in	my	time,	I	thought:	you	are	a	stranger	to	me."I	was	the	late	Mr.
Rochester's	butler,"	he	added.The	late!	I	seem	to	have	received,	with	full	force,	the	blow	I	hadbeen	trying	to	evade."The	late!"	gasped.	I	knew	of	what	he	was	thinking,and	wanted	to	speak	for	him,	but	dared	not.	Let	me	try	to	waitHis	will	in	silence."These	words	I	not	only	thought,	but	uttered;	and	thrusting	back	allmy	misery	into	my	heart,	I	made	an
effort	to	compel	it	to	remainthere--dumb	and	still."All	men	must	die,"	said	a	voice	quite	close	at	hand;	"but	all	arenot	condemned	to	meet	a	lingering	and	premature	doom,	such	as	yourswould	be	if	you	perished	here	of	want.""Who	or	what	speaks?"	I	asked,	terrified	at	the	unexpected	sound,and	incapable	now	of	deriving	from	any	occurrence	a	hope	of
aid.	Diana	then	turned	to	me."Jane,	you	will	wonder	at	us	and	our	mysteries,"	she	said,	"andthink	us	hard-hearted	beings	not	to	be	more	moved	at	the	death	of	sonear	a	relation	as	an	uncle;	but	we	have	never	seen	him	or	knownhim.	It	wasthe	hour	of	study;	they	were	engaged	in	conning	over	their	to-morrow's	task,	and	the	hum	I	had	heard	was	the
combined	result	oftheir	whispered	repetitions.Miss	Miller	signed	to	me	to	sit	on	a	bench	near	the	door,	thenwalking	up	to	the	top	of	the	long	room	she	cried	out	-"Monitors,	collect	the	lesson-books	and	put	them	away!	Four	tallgirls	arose	from	different	tables,	and	going	round,	gathered	thebooks	and	removed	them.	"What	wouldyou	do,	Adele?	The
whole	looked,	as	the	host	ofthe	Rochester	Arms	had	said,	"quite	a	desolate	spot."	It	was	asstill	as	a	church	on	a	week-day:	the	pattering	rain	on	the	forestleaves	was	the	only	sound	audible	in	its	vicinage."Can	there	be	life	here?"	I	asked.Yes,	life	of	some	kind	there	was;	for	I	heard	a	movement--thatnarrow	front-door	was	unclosing,	and	some	shape	was
about	to	issuefrom	the	grange.It	opened	slowly:	a	figure	came	out	into	the	twilight	and	stood	onthe	step;	a	man	without	a	hat:	he	stretched	forth	his	hand	as	if	tofeel	whether	it	rained.	I	watched	her	come--watched	with	the	strangest	anticipation;	as	though	some	word	of	doomwere	to	be	written	on	her	disk.	He	had	the	advice	of	an	eminentoculist;	and
he	eventually	recovered	the	sight	of	that	one	eye.	I	passed	my	finger	over	his	eyebrows,and	remarked	that	they	were	scorched,	and	that	I	would	applysomething	which	would	make	them	grow	as	broad	and	black	as	ever."Where	is	the	use	of	doing	me	good	in	any	way,	beneficent	spirit,when,	at	some	fatal	moment,	you	will	again	desert	me--passing	like
ashadow,	whither	and	how	to	me	unknown,	and	for	me	remainingafterwards	undiscoverable?"Have	you	a	pocket-comb	about	you,	sir?""What	for,	Jane?""Just	to	comb	out	this	shaggy	black	mane.	Do	youthink	I	am	an	automaton?--a	machine	without	feelings?	I	would	fain	have	spoken	to	her,but	my	hand	was	held	by	a	grasp	of	iron:	I	was	hurried	along
by	astride	I	could	hardly	follow;	and	to	look	at	Mr.	Rochester's	facewas	to	feel	that	not	a	second	of	delay	would	be	tolerated	for	anypurpose.	She	flatteredme,	and	lavishly	displayed	for	my	pleasure	her	charms	andaccomplishments.	"St.John,"	I	returned,	"I	regard	you	as	a	brother--you,	me	as	a	sister:so	let	us	continue.""We	cannot--we	cannot,"	he
answered,	with	short,	sharpdetermination:	"it	would	not	do.	The	shape	standingbefore	me	had	never	crossed	my	eyes	within	the	precincts	ofThornfield	Hall	before;	the	height,	the	contour	were	new	to	me.""Describe	it,	Jane.""It	seemed,	sir,	a	woman,	tall	and	large,	with	thick	and	dark	hairhanging	long	down	her	back.	The	two	girls,on	whom,	kneeling
down	on	the	wet	ground,	and	looking	through	thelow,	latticed	window	of	Moor	House	kitchen,	I	had	gazed	with	sobitter	a	mixture	of	interest	and	despair,	were	my	near	kinswomen;and	the	young	and	stately	gentleman	who	had	found	me	almost	dying	athis	threshold	was	my	blood	relation.	Letthere	be	no	opposition,	and	no	discussion	about	it;	let	us
agreeamongst	each	other,	and	decide	the	point	at	once.""This	is	acting	on	first	impulses;	you	must	take	days	to	considersuch	a	matter,	ere	your	word	can	be	regarded	as	valid.""Oh!	if	all	you	doubt	is	my	sincerity,	I	am	easy:	you	see	thejustice	of	the	case?""I	DO	see	a	certain	justice;	but	it	is	contrary	to	all	custom.Besides,	the	entire	fortune	is	your
right:	my	uncle	gained	it	byhis	own	efforts;	he	was	free	to	leave	it	to	whom	he	would:	he	leftit	to	you.	I	felt	an	inward	power;	asense	of	influence,	which	supported	me.	Presently	he	addressed	me--"Your	name,	littlegirl?""Jane	Eyre,	sir."In	uttering	these	words	I	looked	up:	he	seemed	to	me	a	tallgentleman;	but	then	I	was	very	little;	his	features	were
large,	andthey	and	all	the	lines	of	his	frame	were	equally	harsh	and	prim."Well,	Jane	Eyre,	and	are	you	a	good	child?"Impossible	to	reply	to	this	in	the	affirmative:	my	little	worldheld	a	contrary	opinion:	I	was	silent.	This	I	could	do	in	the	beginning:	soon	(for	Iknow	your	powers)	you	would	be	as	strong	and	apt	as	myself,	andwould	not	require	my
help.""But	my	powers--where	are	they	for	this	undertaking?	They	ran	to	and	fro;	theycrowded	together:	some	sobbed,	some	stumbled:	the	confusion	wasinextricable."Where	the	devil	is	Rochester?"	cried	Colonel	Dent.	Besides,	I	am	resolved	I	will	have	a	home	andconnections.	No,	sir,don't	caress	me	now--let	me	talk	undisturbed.	I	leant	against	apillar
of	the	verandah,	drew	my	grey	mantle	close	about	me,	and,trying	to	forget	the	cold	which	nipped	me	without,	and	theunsatisfied	hunger	which	gnawed	me	within,	delivered	myself	up	tothe	employment	of	watching	and	thinking.	Blind	as	he	was,	smilesplayed	over	his	face,	joy	dawned	on	his	forehead:	his	lineamentssoftened	and	warmed.After	supper,
he	began	to	ask	me	many	questions,	of	where	I	hadbeen,	what	I	had	been	doing,	how	I	had	found	him	out;	but	I	gave	himonly	very	partial	replies:	it	was	too	late	to	enter	intoparticulars	that	night.	"Yes,	he	is	stone-blind,	isMr.	Edward."I	had	dreaded	worse.	I	amwell	now.	I	chargedthem	to	conceal	from	you,	before	I	ever	saw	you,	all	knowledge	ofthe
curse	of	the	place;	merely	because	I	feared	Adele	never	wouldhave	a	governess	to	stay	if	she	knew	with	what	inmate	she	washoused,	and	my	plans	would	not	permit	me	to	remove	the	maniacelsewhere--though	I	possess	an	old	house,	Ferndean	Manor,	even	moreretired	and	hidden	than	this,	where	I	could	have	lodged	her	safelyenough,	had	not	a
scruple	about	the	unhealthiness	of	the	situation,in	the	heart	of	a	wood,	made	my	conscience	recoil	from	thearrangement.	None:and	that	you	know.	Nor	was	itunwarranted:	in	five	minutes	more	the	grating	key,	the	yieldinglock,	warned	me	my	watch	was	relieved.	The	wish	to	have	some	strength	and	somevigour	returned	to	me	as	soon	as	I	was	amongst
my	fellow-beings.	Refuse	to	be	my	wife,	and	you	limityourself	for	ever	to	a	track	of	selfish	ease	and	barren	obscurity.Tremble	lest	in	that	case	you	should	be	numbered	with	those	who	havedenied	the	faith,	and	are	worse	than	infidels!"He	had	done.	As	to	thenew	existence,	it	is	all	right:	you	shall	yet	be	my	wife:	I	am	notmarried.	Ianswered	"Yes,"	and
was	then	lifted	out;	my	trunk	was	handed	down,and	the	coach	instantly	drove	away.I	was	stiff	with	long	sitting,	and	bewildered	with	the	noise	andmotion	of	the	coach:	Gathering	my	faculties,	I	looked	about	me.Rain,	wind,	and	darkness	filled	the	air;	nevertheless,	I	dimlydiscerned	a	wall	before	me	and	a	door	open	in	it;	through	this	doorI	passed	with
my	new	guide:	she	shut	and	locked	it	behind	her.There	was	now	visible	a	house	or	houses--for	the	building	spreadfar--with	many	windows,	and	lights	burning	in	some;	we	went	up	abroad	pebbly	path,	splashing	wet,	and	were	admitted	at	a	door;	thenthe	servant	led	me	through	a	passage	into	a	room	with	a	fire,	whereshe	left	me	alone.I	stood	and
warmed	my	numbed	fingers	over	the	blaze,	then	I	lookedround;	there	was	no	candle,	but	the	uncertain	light	from	the	hearthshowed,	by	intervals,	papered	walls,	carpet,	curtains,	shiningmahogany	furniture:	it	was	a	parlour,	not	so	spacious	or	splendidas	the	drawing-room	at	Gateshead,	but	comfortable	enough.	Miss	Miller	assumed	thefourth	vacant
chair,	which	was	that	nearest	the	door,	and	aroundwhich	the	smallest	of	the	children	were	assembled:	to	this	inferiorclass	I	was	called,	and	placed	at	the	bottom	of	it.Business	now	began,	the	day's	Collect	was	repeated,	then	certaintexts	of	Scripture	were	said,	and	to	these	succeeded	a	protractedreading	of	chapters	in	the	Bible,	which	lasted	an	hour.
I	wasmaking	my	bed,	having	received	strict	orders	from	Bessie	to	get	itarranged	before	she	returned	(for	Bessie	now	frequently	employed	meas	a	sort	of	under-nurserymaid,	to	tidy	the	room,	dust	the	chairs,&c.).	"Humility	is	a	Christian	grace,	and	one	peculiarlyappropriate	to	the	pupils	of	Lowood;	I,	therefore,	direct	thatespecial	care	shall	be
bestowed	on	its	cultivation	amongst	them.	Hisown	words	are	a	pledge	of	this	-"My	Master,"	he	says,	"has	forewarned	me.	"Were	I	in	herplace,	it	seems	to	me	I	should	wish	the	earth	to	open	and	swallow	meup.	You	start--didyou	hear	a	noise?	I	again	nestled	to	thebreast	of	the	hill;	and	ere	long	in	sleep	forgot	sorrow.But	next	day,	Want	came	to	me	pale
and	bare.	To	do	so,	you	musthave	a	coadjutor:	not	a	brother--that	is	a	loose	tie--but	ahusband.	My	tears	had	risen,	just	as	in	childhood:	I	ordered	themback	to	their	source.	He	put	wine	to	my	lips;	I	tasted	it	and	revived;	then	Iate	something	he	offered	me,	and	was	soon	myself.	Giacinta	was	unprincipled	and	violent:	I	tired	of	herin	three	months.	His
friendship	was	of	value	to	me:to	lose	it	tried	me	severely.	My	heart	swelled."I	am	no	better	than	the	old	lightning-struck	chestnut-tree	inThornfield	orchard,"	he	remarked	ere	long.	The	ladies	rose;	they	seemedabout	to	withdraw	to	the	parlour.	The	stillness	of	early	morning	slumbered	everywhere;the	curtains	were	yet	drawn	over	the	servants'
chamber	windows;little	birds	were	just	twittering	in	the	blossom-blanched	orchardtrees,	whose	boughs	drooped	like	white	garlands	over	the	wallenclosing	one	side	of	the	yard;	the	carriage	horses	stamped	fromtime	to	time	in	their	closed	stables:	all	else	was	still.The	gentlemen	now	appeared.	Iwish	he	loved	you--does	he,	Jane?"I	put	her	cool	hand	to
my	hot	forehead;	"No,	Die,	not	one	whit.""Then	why	does	he	follow	you	so	with	his	eyes,	and	get	you	sofrequently	alone	with	him,	and	keep	you	so	continually	at	his	side?Mary	and	I	had	both	concluded	he	wished	you	to	marry	him.""He	does--he	has	asked	me	to	be	his	wife."Diana	clapped	her	hands.	The	bitter	check	had	wrung	from	me	sometears;	and
now,	as	I	sat	poring	over	the	crabbed	characters	andflourishing	tropes	of	an	Indian	scribe,	my	eyes	filled	again.St.	John	called	me	to	his	side	to	read;	in	attempting	to	do	this	myvoice	failed	me:	words	were	lost	in	sobs.	What,	with	the	largest	portion	of	your	mind--sentiments--tastes?""Save	them	till	they	are	wanted.	I	ate	what	I	could,	andwondered
within	myself	whether	every	day's	fare	would	be	like	this.After	dinner,	we	immediately	adjourned	to	the	schoolroom:	lessonsrecommenced,	and	were	continued	till	five	o'clock.The	only	marked	event	of	the	afternoon	was,	that	I	saw	the	girl	withwhom	I	had	conversed	in	the	verandah	dismissed	in	disgrace	by	MissScatcherd	from	a	history	class,	and
sent	to	stand	in	the	middle	ofthe	large	schoolroom.	Gentlemen	in	hisstation	are	not	accustomed	to	marry	their	governesses."I	was	growing	truly	irritated:	happily,	Adele	ran	in."Let	me	go,--let	me	go	to	Millcote	too!"	she	cried.	"Sir,	have	you	finished	supper?""Yes,	Jane."I	rang	the	bell	and	ordered	away	the	tray.	No	fear	of	death	willdarken	St.	John's
last	hour:	his	mind	will	be	unclouded,	his	heartwill	be	undaunted,	his	hope	will	be	sure,	his	faith	steadfast.	Iconsidered	it	a	narrative	of	facts,	and	discovered	in	it	a	vein	ofinterest	deeper	than	what	I	found	in	fairy	tales:	for	as	to	theelves,	having	sought	them	in	vain	among	foxglove	leaves	and	bells,under	mushrooms	and	beneath	the	ground-ivy
mantling	old	wall-nooks,I	had	at	length	made	up	my	mind	to	the	sad	truth,	that	they	were	allgone	out	of	England	to	some	savage	country	where	the	woods	werewilder	and	thicker,	and	the	population	more	scant;	whereas,	Lilliputand	Brobdignag	being,	in	my	creed,	solid	parts	of	the	earth'ssurface,	I	doubted	not	that	I	might	one	day,	by	taking	a
longvoyage,	see	with	my	own	eyes	the	little	fields,	houses,	and	trees,the	diminutive	people,	the	tiny	cows,	sheep,	and	birds	of	the	onerealm;	and	the	corn-fields	forest-high,	the	mighty	mastiffs,	themonster	cats,	the	tower-like	men	and	women,	of	the	other.	Reed.""Is	there	anything	else	you	wish	for,	Jane?	I	thoughtof	this.That	kind	master,	who	could	not
sleep	now,	was	waiting	withimpatience	for	day.	When	is	the	pause	after	that	sentenceever	broken	by	reply?	"Mother!"	she	exclaimed,	"there	is	a	woman	wantsme	to	give	her	these	porridge.""Well	lass,"	replied	a	voice	within,	"give	it	her	if	she's	a	beggar.T	pig	doesn't	want	it."The	girl	emptied	the	stiffened	mould	into	my	hand,	and	I	devoured
itravenously.As	the	wet	twilight	deepened,	I	stopped	in	a	solitary	bridle-path,which	I	had	been	pursuing	an	hour	or	more."My	strength	is	quite	failing	me,"	I	said	in	a	soliloquy.	Jane,you	don't	like	my	narrative;	you	look	almost	sick--shall	I	defer	therest	to	another	day?""No,	sir,	finish	it	now;	I	pity	you--I	do	earnestly	pity	you.""Pity,	Jane,	from	some
people	is	a	noxious	and	insulting	sort	oftribute,	which	one	is	justified	in	hurling	back	in	the	teeth	ofthose	who	offer	it;	but	that	is	the	sort	of	pity	native	to	callous,selfish	hearts;	it	is	a	hybrid,	egotistical	pain	at	hearing	of	woes,crossed	with	ignorant	contempt	for	those	who	have	endured	them.	Can	you	tell	me	some	of	them?"How	much	I	wished	to	reply
fully	to	this	question!	How	difficult	itwas	to	frame	any	answer!	Children	can	feel,	but	they	cannot	analysetheir	feelings;	and	if	the	analysis	is	partially	effected	inthought,	they	know	not	how	to	express	the	result	of	the	process	inwords.	I	wondered	what	he	sought	there:	his	words	soonexplained	the	quest."You	have	never	been	married?	I	rave:	perhapsat
this	moment	he	is	watching	the	sun	rise	over	the	Pyrenees,	or	onthe	tideless	sea	of	the	south."I	had	coasted	along	the	lower	wall	of	the	orchard--turned	its	angle:there	was	a	gate	just	there,	opening	into	the	meadow,	between	twostone	pillars	crowned	by	stone	balls.	Miss	Miller	was	now	the	only	teacher	in	theroom:	a	group	of	great	girls	standing
about	her	spoke	with	seriousand	sullen	gestures.	"I	feel	Icannot	go	much	farther.	An	unusual--to	me--a	perfectly	new	character	I	suspectedwas	yours:	I	desired	to	search	it	deeper	and	know	it	better.	Adele	must	goto	school;	and	you,	Miss	Eyre,	must	get	a	new	situation.""Yes,	sir,	I	will	advertise	immediately:	and	meantime,	I	suppose--"I	was	going	to
say,	"I	suppose	I	may	stay	here,	till	I	find	anothershelter	to	betake	myself	to:"	but	I	stopped,	feeling	it	would	not	doto	risk	a	long	sentence,	for	my	voice	was	not	quite	under	command."In	about	a	month	I	hope	to	be	a	bridegroom,"	continued	Mr.Rochester;	"and	in	the	interim,	I	shall	myself	look	out	foremployment	and	an	asylum	for	you.""Thank	you,	sir;
I	am	sorry	to	give--""Oh,	no	need	to	apologise!	I	consider	that	when	a	dependent	doesher	duty	as	well	as	you	have	done	yours,	she	has	a	sort	of	claimupon	her	employer	for	any	little	assistance	he	can	convenientlyrender	her;	indeed	I	have	already,	through	my	future	mother-in-law,heard	of	a	place	that	I	think	will	suit:	it	is	to	undertake	theeducation	of
the	five	daughters	of	Mrs.	I	would	scornsuch	a	union:	therefore	I	am	better	than	you--let	me	go!""Where,	Jane?	The	other	articles	I	made	up	in	aparcel;	my	purse,	containing	twenty	shillings	(it	was	all	I	had),	Iput	in	my	pocket:	I	tied	on	my	straw	bonnet,	pinned	my	shawl,	tookthe	parcel	and	my	slippers,	which	I	would	not	put	on	yet,	and	stolefrom	my
room."Farewell,	kind	Mrs.	She	was	a	big	woman,	in	stature	almost	equalling	herhusband,	and	corpulent	besides:	she	showed	virile	force	in	thecontest--more	than	once	she	almost	throttled	him,	athletic	as	hewas.	I	began	to	cherish	hopes	I	had	no	right	toconceive:	that	the	match	was	broken	off;	that	rumour	had	beenmistaken;	that	one	or	both	parties
had	changed	their	minds.	I	promised	myselfthe	pleasure	of	colouring	it;	and,	as	it	was	getting	late	then,	Itold	her	she	must	come	and	sit	another	day.She	made	such	a	report	of	me	to	her	father,	that	Mr.	Oliver	himselfaccompanied	her	next	evening--a	tall,	massive-featured,	middle-aged,and	grey-headed	man,	at	whose	side	his	lovely	daughter	looked
like	abright	flower	near	a	hoary	turret.	To	speak	truth,	I	had	notthe	least	wish	to	go	into	company,	for	in	company	I	was	very	rarelynoticed;	and	if	Bessie	had	but	been	kind	and	companionable,	I	shouldhave	deemed	it	a	treat	to	spend	the	evenings	quietly	with	her,instead	of	passing	them	under	the	formidable	eye	of	Mrs.	It	was	a	very	grey	day;	a
mostopaque	sky,	"onding	on	snaw,"	canopied	all;	thence	flakes	felt	itintervals,	which	settled	on	the	hard	path	and	on	the	hoary	leawithout	melting.	My	skill,	greater	inthis	one	point	than	theirs,	surprised	and	charmed	them.	Her	salary	will	be	thirty	pounds	a	year:her	house	is	already	furnished,	very	simply,	but	sufficiently,	bythe	kindness	of	a	lady,	Miss
Oliver;	the	only	daughter	of	the	solerich	man	in	my	parish--Mr.	Oliver,	the	proprietor	of	a	needle-factory	and	iron-foundry	in	the	valley.	How	did	you	proceed?	I	see	thenecessity	of	departure;	and	it	is	like	looking	on	the	necessity	ofdeath.""Where	do	you	see	the	necessity?"	he	asked	suddenly."Where?	Presently	I	stood	within	that	clean,bright	kitchen--
on	the	very	hearth--trembling,	sickening;	consciousof	an	aspect	in	the	last	degree	ghastly,	wild,	and	weather-beaten.The	two	ladies,	their	brother,	Mr.	St.	John,	the	old	servant,	wereall	gazing	at	me."St.	John,	who	is	it?"	I	heard	one	ask."I	cannot	tell:	I	found	her	at	the	door,"	was	the	reply."She	does	look	white,"	said	Hannah."As	white	as	clay	or	death,"
was	responded.	How	very	thin,	and	how	very	bloodless!""A	mere	spectre!""Is	she	ill,	or	only	famished?""Famished,	I	think.	Inher	simple	words,	too,	the	same	balm-like	emotion	spoke:	"Try	toeat.""Yes--try,"	repeated	Mary	gently;	and	Mary's	hand	removed	my	soddenbonnet	and	lifted	my	head.	He	smiled."What,	Jane!	Is	this	true?	"Good!	but	not	quite
the	thing,"	Ithought,	as	I	surveyed	the	effect:	"they	want	more	force	andspirit;"	and	I	wrought	the	shades	blacker,	that	the	lights	mightflash	more	brilliantly--a	happy	touch	or	two	secured	success.There,	I	had	a	friend's	face	under	my	gaze;	and	what	did	it	signifythat	those	young	ladies	turned	their	backs	on	me?	The	clock	was	on	the	stroke
oftwelve."Hasten	to	take	off	your	wet	things,"	said	he;	"and	before	you	go,good-night--good-night,	my	darling!"He	kissed	me	repeatedly.	Reed	soon	rallied	her	spirits:	she	shook	me	most	soundly,	sheboxed	both	my	ears,	and	then	left	me	without	a	word.	Hemeans	to	marry	you?""He	tells	me	so."She	surveyed	my	whole	person:	in	her	eyes	I	read	that
they	hadthere	found	no	charm	powerful	enough	to	solve	the	enigma."It	passes	me!"	she	continued;	"but	no	doubt,	it	is	true	since	yousay	so.	How	and	where	is	he?	Nothing	speaks	or	stirs	in	me	while	you	talk.	Reed,	impatient	of	my	nowfrantic	anguish	and	wild	sobs,	abruptly	thrust	me	back	and	locked	mein,	without	farther	parley.	For	the	doom	which
had	reft	mefrom	adhesion	to	my	master:	for	him	I	was	no	more	to	see;	for	thedesperate	grief	and	fatal	fury--consequences	of	my	departure--whichmight	now,	perhaps,	be	dragging	him	from	the	path	of	right,	too	farto	leave	hope	of	ultimate	restoration	thither.	A	missionary's	wife	you	must--shall	be.You	shall	be	mine:	I	claim	you--not	for	my	pleasure,
but	for	mySovereign's	service.""I	am	not	fit	for	it:	I	have	no	vocation,"	I	said.He	had	calculated	on	these	first	objections:	he	was	not	irritatedby	them.	One	of	hislately	hired	servants,	a	footman,	answered	it."Is	John	getting	the	carriage	ready?""Yes,	sir.""Is	the	luggage	brought	down?""They	are	bringing	it	down,	sir.""Go	you	to	the	church:	see	if	Mr.
Wood	(the	clergyman)	and	theclerk	are	there:	return	and	tell	me."The	church,	as	the	reader	knows,	was	but	just	beyond	the	gates;	thefootman	soon	returned."Mr.	Wood	is	in	the	vestry,	sir,	putting	on	his	surplice.""And	the	carriage?""The	horses	are	harnessing.""We	shall	not	want	it	to	go	to	church;	but	it	must	be	ready	themoment	we	return:	all	the
boxes	and	luggage	arranged	and	strappedon,	and	the	coachman	in	his	seat.""Yes,	sir.""Jane,	are	you	ready?"I	rose.	I	have	heard	of	day-dreams--is	she	in	a	day-dream	now?Her	eyes	are	fixed	on	the	floor,	but	I	am	sure	they	do	not	see	it--her	sight	seems	turned	in,	gone	down	into	her	heart:	she	is	lookingat	what	she	can	remember,	I	believe;	not	at	what
is	really	present.I	wonder	what	sort	of	a	girl	she	is--whether	good	or	naughty."Soon	after	five	p.m.	we	had	another	meal,	consisting	of	a	small	mugof	coffee,	and	half-a-slice	of	brown	bread.	What	cold	fingers!	Theywere	warmer	last	night	when	I	touched	them	at	the	door	of	themysterious	chamber.	I	know	I	am:	but	how	didyou	find	it	out?""I	was
speaking	of	myself.""Well,	if	you	are	not	ambitious,	you	are--"	He	paused."What?""I	was	going	to	say,	impassioned:	but	perhaps	you	would	havemisunderstood	the	word,	and	been	displeased.	I	rested	my	temples	on	the	breast	of	temptation,	and	putmy	neck	voluntarily	under	her	yoke	of	flowers.	Thedarkness	of	natural	as	well	as	of	sylvan	dusk	gathered
over	me.	and	why	had	the	Fury	flownat	him?	If	you	are	true,	and	your	offer	real,	my	onlyfeelings	to	you	must	be	gratitude	and	devotion--they	cannottorture.""Gratitude!"	he	ejaculated;	and	added	wildly--"Jane	accept	mequickly.	A	certainsuperciliousness	of	look,	coolness	of	manner,	nonchalance	of	tone,express	fully	their	sentiments	on	the	point,
without	committing	themby	any	positive	rudeness	in	word	or	deed.A	sneer,	however,	whether	covert	or	open,	had	now	no	longer	thatpower	over	me	it	once	possessed:	as	I	sat	between	my	cousins,	I	wassurprised	to	find	how	easy	I	felt	under	the	total	neglect	of	the	oneand	the	semi-sarcastic	attentions	of	the	other--Eliza	did	notmortify,	nor	Georgiana
ruffle	me.	She	is	teachable	and	handy."	(This	then,	Ithought,	is	Miss	Oliver,	the	heiress;	favoured,	it	seems,	in	thegifts	of	fortune,	as	well	as	in	those	of	nature!	What	happycombination	of	the	planets	presided	over	her	birth,	I	wonder?)"I	shall	come	up	and	help	you	to	teach	sometimes,"	she	added.	It	wasnot	my	original	intention	to	deceive,	as	I	have
deceived	you.	He	deferred	his	departure	a	whole	week,	and	during	that	timehe	made	me	feel	what	severe	punishment	a	good	yet	stern,	aconscientious	yet	implacable	man	can	inflict	on	one	who	has	offendedhim.	Dark	handsome	newcarpets	and	curtains,	an	arrangement	of	some	carefully	selectedantique	ornaments	in	porcelain	and	bronze,	new
coverings,	andmirrors,	and	dressing-cases,	for	the	toilet	tables,	answered	theend:	they	looked	fresh	without	being	glaring.	I	had	a	small	silk	handkerchief	tiedround	my	throat;	I	had	my	gloves.	Turning	from	me,	he	once	more"Looked	to	river,	looked	to	hill."But	this	time	his	feelings	were	all	pent	in	his	heart:	I	was	notworthy	to	hear	them	uttered.	The
information	aboutMr.	John's	death	and	the	manner	of	it	came	too	suddenly:	it	broughton	a	stroke.	"You	give	it	up	very	gleefully,"	said	he;	"I	don'tquite	understand	your	light-heartedness,	because	I	cannot	tell	whatemployment	you	propose	to	yourself	as	a	substitute	for	the	one	youare	relinquishing.	Heart-weary	and	soul-withered,	you	come	home	after
yearsof	voluntary	banishment:	you	make	a	new	acquaintance--how	or	whereno	matter:	you	find	in	this	stranger	much	of	the	good	and	brightqualities	which	you	have	sought	for	twenty	years,	and	never	beforeencountered;	and	they	are	all	fresh,	healthy,	without	soil	andwithout	taint.	Ihave	a	woman's	heart,	but	not	where	you	are	concerned;	for	you
Ihave	only	a	comrade's	constancy;	a	fellow-soldier's	frankness,fidelity,	fraternity,	if	you	like;	a	neophyte's	respect	andsubmission	to	his	hierophant:	nothing	more--don't	fear.""It	is	what	I	want,"	he	said,	speaking	to	himself;	"it	is	just	whatI	want.	The	thingdelivering	such	utterance	must	rest	ere	it	could	repeat	the	effort.It	came	out	of	the	third	storey;
for	it	passed	overhead.	How	he	died,	Godknows!--they	say	he	killed	himself."I	was	silent:	the	things	were	frightful.	"Agood	idea!"	I	thought	with	glee.	Every	atom	of	yourflesh	is	as	dear	to	me	as	my	own:	in	pain	and	sickness	it	wouldstill	be	dear.	We	passed	through	severaltowns,	and	in	one,	a	very	large	one,	the	coach	stopped;	the	horseswere	taken
out,	and	the	passengers	alighted	to	dine.	The	old-fashioned	chairs	werevery	bright,	and	the	walnut-wood	table	was	like	a	looking-glass.	It	seemed	I	had	found	a	brother:	one	I	could	beproud	of,--one	I	could	love;	and	two	sisters,	whose	qualities	weresuch,	that,	when	I	knew	them	but	as	mere	strangers,	they	hadinspired	me	with	genuine	affection	and
admiration.	His	old	dog,	Pilot,	lay	on	one	side,	removed	out	of	theway,	and	coiled	up	as	if	afraid	of	being	inadvertently	trodden	upon.Pilot	pricked	up	his	ears	when	I	came	in:	then	he	jumped	up	with	ayelp	and	a	whine,	and	bounded	towards	me:	he	almost	knocked	thetray	from	my	hands.	Provided	withplenty	of	money	and	the	passport	of	an	old	name,	I
could	choose	myown	society:	no	circles	were	closed	against	me.	Who	can	tell	what	a	dark,	dreary,	hopeless	life	I	have	draggedon	for	months	past?	Still,	society	associated	my	name	andperson	with	hers;	I	yet	saw	her	and	heard	her	daily:	something	ofher	breath	(faugh!)	mixed	with	the	air	I	breathed;	and	besides,	Iremembered	I	had	once	been	her
husband--that	recollection	was	then,and	is	now,	inexpressibly	odious	to	me;	moreover,	I	knew	that	whileshe	lived	I	could	never	be	the	husband	of	another	and	better	wife;and,	though	five	years	my	senior	(her	family	and	her	father	had	liedto	me	even	in	the	particular	of	her	age),	she	was	likely	to	live	aslong	as	I,	being	as	robust	in	frame	as	she	was
infirm	in	mind.Thus,	at	the	age	of	twenty-six,	I	was	hopeless."One	night	I	had	been	awakened	by	her	yells--(since	the	medical	menhad	pronounced	her	mad,	she	had,	of	course,	been	shut	up)--it	was	afiery	West	Indian	night;	one	of	the	description	that	frequentlyprecede	the	hurricanes	of	those	climates.	Steps	came	runningalong	the	outer	passage;	the
key	turned,	Bessie	and	Abbot	entered."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?	I	walked	a	long	time,	and	when	I	thought	I	had	nearly	doneenough,	and	might	conscientiously	yield	to	the	fatigue	that	almostoverpowered	me-
-might	relax	this	forced	action,	and,	sitting	down	ona	stone	I	saw	near,	submit	resistlessly	to	the	apathy	that	cloggedheart	and	limb--I	heard	a	bell	chime--a	church	bell.I	turned	in	the	direction	of	the	sound,	and	there,	amongst	theromantic	hills,	whose	changes	and	aspect	I	had	ceased	to	note	anhour	ago,	I	saw	a	hamlet	and	a	spire.	To	live	amidst
general	regard,	though	it	be	butthe	regard	of	working	people,	is	like	"sitting	in	sunshine,	calm	andsweet;"	serene	inward	feelings	bud	and	bloom	under	the	ray.	Hetoo	looked	down	at	the	crape	round	his	hat	and	replied	-"Mr.	John	died	yesterday	was	a	week,	at	his	chambers	in	London.""Mr.	John?""Yes.""And	how	does	his	mother	bear	it?""Why,	you



see,	Miss	Eyre,	it	is	not	a	common	mishap:	his	life	hasbeen	very	wild:	these	last	three	years	he	gave	himself	up	tostrange	ways,	and	his	death	was	shocking.""I	heard	from	Bessie	he	was	not	doing	well.""Doing	well!	He	could	not	do	worse:	he	ruined	his	health	and	hisestate	amongst	the	worst	men	and	the	worst	women.	I	told	you	I	would	send	Adele	to
school;and	what	do	I	want	with	a	child	for	a	companion,	and	not	my	ownchild,--a	French	dancer's	bastard?	All	happiness	will	be	torn	away	with	you.	Jane,	I	shall	watch	you	closely	and	anxiously--I	warn	youof	that.	Yes,	I	knew	thecharacter	of	this	landscape:	I	was	sure	we	were	near	my	bourne."How	far	is	Thornfield	Hall	from	here?"	I	asked	of	the
ostler."Just	two	miles,	ma'am,	across	the	fields.""My	journey	is	closed,"	I	thought	to	myself.	"That	is	just	what	we	hoped	and	thought!And	you	will	marry	him,	Jane,	won't	you?	Have	you	accepted	him?""Yes."She	looked	at	me	bewildered.	Thus	occupied,and	mutually	entertained,	days	passed	like	hours,	and	weeks	likedays.As	to	Mr.	St	John,	the	intimacy
which	had	arisen	so	naturally	andrapidly	between	me	and	his	sisters	did	not	extend	to	him.	Mybusiness	is	to	live	without	him	now:	nothing	so	absurd,	so	weak	asto	drag	on	from	day	to	day,	as	if	I	were	waiting	some	impossiblechange	in	circumstances,	which	might	reunite	me	to	him.	Sometimes,	when	the	day	was	very	unfavourable,	hissisters	would
expostulate.	They	were	expected	aboutdark,	and	ere	dusk	fires	were	lit	upstairs	and	below;	the	kitchenwas	in	perfect	trim;	Hannah	and	I	were	dressed,	and	all	was	inreadiness.St.	John	arrived	first.	I	could	find	it	nowherebut	at	the	inn,	and	thither,	ere	long,	I	returned.	You	should	not	be	rovingabout	now;	it	looks	very	ill.""But	where	shall	I	go	if	you
drive	me	away?	I	replied	-"There	is	no	dishonour,	no	breach	of	promise,	no	desertion	in	thecase.	Or	wasthe	vault	under	the	chancel	of	Gateshead	Church	an	inviting	bourne?In	such	vault	I	had	been	told	did	Mr.	Reed	lie	buried;	and	led	bythis	thought	to	recall	his	idea,	I	dwelt	on	it	with	gathering	dread.I	could	not	remember	him;	but	I	knew	that	he	was
my	own	uncle--mymother's	brother--that	he	had	taken	me	when	a	parentless	infant	tohis	house;	and	that	in	his	last	moments	he	had	required	a	promise	ofMrs.	I	havestriven	long	to	avoid	exposure,	and	I	should	not	like	it	to	come	atlast.	But	to	the	point	if	you	please,	sir--MissIngram?""Well,	I	feigned	courtship	of	Miss	Ingram,	because	I	wished	torender
you	as	madly	in	love	with	me	as	I	was	with	you;	and	I	knewjealousy	would	be	the	best	ally	I	could	call	in	for	the	furtheranceof	that	end.""Excellent!	Now	you	are	small--not	one	whit	bigger	than	the	end	ofmy	little	finger.	Fairfax,	the	housekeeper,	away	toher	friends	at	a	distance;	but	he	did	it	handsomely,	for	he	settledan	annuity	on	her	for	life:	and	she
deserved	it--she	was	a	verygood	woman.	For	my	part,	I	wish	you	no	ill	and	allgood.""I	believe	you,	St.	John;	for	I	am	sure	you	are	incapable	of	wishingany	one	ill;	but,	as	I	am	your	kinswoman,	I	should	desire	somewhatmore	of	affection	than	that	sort	of	general	philanthropy	you	extendto	mere	strangers.""Of	course,"	he	said.	I	have	been	too	abrupt
incommunicating	the	news;	it	has	excited	you	beyond	your	strength.""Mr.	Rivers!	you	quite	put	me	out	of	patience:	I	am	rationalenough;	it	is	you	who	misunderstand,	or	rather	who	affect	tomisunderstand.""Perhaps,	if	you	explained	yourself	a	little	more	fully,	I	shouldcomprehend	better.""Explain!	What	is	there	to	explain?	Fairfax!"	exclaimed	I,
nettled;	"he	is	nothinglike	my	father!	No	one,	who	saw	us	together,	would	suppose	it	foran	instant.	"My	first	view	of	it	shall	be	in	front,"	Idetermined,	"where	its	bold	battlements	will	strike	the	eye	nobly	atonce,	and	where	I	can	single	out	my	master's	very	window:	perhapshe	will	be	standing	at	it--he	rises	early:	perhaps	he	is	nowwalking	in	the
orchard,	or	on	the	pavement	in	front.	I	could	go	back	and	be	hiscomforter--his	pride;	his	redeemer	from	misery,	perhaps	from	ruin.Oh,	that	fear	of	his	self-abandonment--far	worse	than	myabandonment--how	it	goaded	me!	It	was	a	barbed	arrow-head	in	mybreast;	it	tore	me	when	I	tried	to	extract	it;	it	sickened	me	whenremembrance	thrust	it	farther
in.	One	does	not	jump,	and	spring,and	shout	hurrah!	at	hearing	one	has	got	a	fortune;	one	begins	toconsider	responsibilities,	and	to	ponder	business;	on	a	base	ofsteady	satisfaction	rise	certain	grave	cares,	and	we	containourselves,	and	blood	over	our	bliss	with	a	solemn	brow.Besides,	the	words	Legacy,	Bequest,	go	side	by	side	with	the	words,Death,
Funeral.	This	is	her	shape--this	is	her	size--""And	this	her	voice,"	I	added.	You	talk	of	it	as	a	mere	matterof	course.""It	was	with	me;	and	I	did	not	like	it.	This	scene	was	as	silent	as	if	all	the	figures	hadbeen	shadows	and	the	firelit	apartment	a	picture:	so	hushed	was	it,I	could	hear	the	cinders	fall	from	the	grate,	the	clock	tick	in	itsobscure	corner;	and	I
even	fancied	I	could	distinguish	the	click-click	of	the	woman's	knitting-needles.	I	fell,	but	not	onto	the	ground:	an	outstretched	arm	caught	me.	I	am	not	brutally	selfish,	blindly	unjust,	or	fiendishlyungrateful.	I	observed	when	any	one	entered	or	left	the	apartment:	Icould	even	tell	who	they	were;	I	could	understand	what	was	said	whenthe	speaker	stood
near	to	me;	but	I	could	not	answer;	to	open	mylips	or	move	my	limbs	was	equally	impossible.	Thewhole	consciousness	of	my	life	lorn,	my	love	lost,	my	hope	quenched,my	faith	death-struck,	swayed	full	and	mighty	above	me	in	one	sullenmass.	It	has	seemed	to	me	more	than	once	when	I	havebeen	in	a	doze,	that	my	dear	husband,	who	died	fifteen	years
since,has	come	in	and	sat	down	beside	me;	and	that	I	have	even	heard	himcall	me	by	my	name,	Alice,	as	he	used	to	do.	Reed?	Fancy	me	yielding	and	melting,	asI	am	doing:	human	love	rising	like	a	freshly	opened	fountain	in	mymind	and	overflowing	with	sweet	inundation	all	the	field	I	have	socarefully	and	with	such	labour	prepared--so	assiduously
sown	withthe	seeds	of	good	intentions,	of	self-denying	plans.	Who	would	be	hurt	by	myonce	more	tasting	the	life	his	glance	can	give	me?	Hannah	had	brought	me	some	gruel	and	drytoast,	about,	as	I	supposed,	the	dinner-hour.	I	brought	a	chair	to	the	bed-head:	I	satdown	and	leaned	over	the	pillow."You	sent	for	me,"	I	said,	"and	I	am	here;	and	it	is	my
intention	tostay	till	I	see	how	you	get	on.""Oh,	of	course!	You	have	seen	my	daughters?""Yes.""Well,	you	may	tell	them	I	wish	you	to	stay	till	I	can	talk	somethings	over	with	you	I	have	on	my	mind:	to-night	it	is	too	late,and	I	have	a	difficulty	in	recalling	them.	I	cannot	do	it."But,	then,	a	voice	within	me	averred	that	I	could	do	it	and	foretoldthat	I	should
do	it.	When	your	uncle	received	your	letterintimating	the	contemplated	union	between	yourself	and	Mr.Rochester,	Mr.	Mason,	who	was	staying	at	Madeira	to	recruit	hishealth,	on	his	way	back	to	Jamaica,	happened	to	be	with	him.	It	remained	now	only	tofind	a	hollow	where	I	could	lie	down,	and	feel	at	least	hidden,	ifnot	secure.	I	should	not	settle
tamely	down	into	being	the	forbearingparty;	I	should	assign	you	your	share	of	labour,	and	compel	you	toaccomplish	it,	or	else	it	should	be	left	undone:	I	should	insist,also,	on	your	keeping	some	of	those	drawling,	half-insincerecomplaints	hushed	in	your	own	breast.	A	Christmas	frost	had	come	at	midsummer;	a	whiteDecember	storm	had	whirled	over
June;	ice	glazed	the	ripe	apples,drifts	crushed	the	blowing	roses;	on	hayfield	and	cornfield	lay	afrozen	shroud:	lanes	which	last	night	blushed	full	of	flowers,	to-day	were	pathless	with	untrodden	snow;	and	the	woods,	which	twelvehours	since	waved	leafy	and	flagrant	as	groves	between	the	tropics,now	spread,	waste,	wild,	and	white	as	pine-forests	in
wintry	Norway.My	hopes	were	all	dead--struck	with	a	subtle	doom,	such	as,	in	onenight,	fell	on	all	the	first-born	in	the	land	of	Egypt.	There	are	great	moors	behind	and	on	eachhand	of	me;	there	are	waves	of	mountains	far	beyond	that	deep	valleyat	my	feet.	What	then?	Well,	hewould	marry	her.""You	shall	tell	me	this	part	of	the	story	another	time,"	I
said;"but	now	I	have	a	particular	reason	for	wishing	to	hear	all	aboutthe	fire.	I	wondered,	as	I	looked	at	this	fair	creature:	Iadmired	her	with	my	whole	heart.	I	have	no	relative	but	theuniversal	mother,	Nature:	I	will	seek	her	breast	and	ask	repose.I	struck	straight	into	the	heath;	I	held	on	to	a	hollow	I	saw	deeplyfurrowing	the	brown	moorside;	I	waded
knee-deep	in	its	dark	growth;I	turned	with	its	turnings,	and	finding	a	moss-blackened	granitecrag	in	a	hidden	angle,	I	sat	down	under	it.	Diana	and	Mary	relieved	meby	turning	their	eyes	elsewhere	than	to	my	crimsoned	visage;	but	thecolder	and	sterner	brother	continued	to	gaze,	till	the	trouble	hehad	excited	forced	out	tears	as	well	as	colour."Where
did	you	last	reside?"	he	now	asked."You	are	too	inquisitive,	St.	John,"	murmured	Mary	in	a	low	voice;but	he	leaned	over	the	table	and	required	an	answer	by	a	second	firmand	piercing	look."The	name	of	the	place	where,	and	of	the	person	with	whom	I	lived,is	my	secret,"	I	replied	concisely."Which,	if	you	like,	you	have,	in	my	opinion,	a	right	to	keep,
bothfrom	St.	John	and	every	other	questioner,"	remarked	Diana."Yet	if	I	know	nothing	about	you	or	your	history,	I	cannot	helpyou,"	he	said.	Three	times	a	day	she	studied	a	little	book,	which	Ifound,	on	inspection,	was	a	Common	Prayer	Book.	I	grewimpatient:	a	restless	movement	or	two,	and	an	eager	and	exactingglance	fastened	on	his	face,	conveyed
the	feeling	to	him	aseffectually	as	words	could	have	done,	and	with	less	trouble."You	need	be	in	no	hurry	to	hear,"	he	said:	"let	me	frankly	tellyou,	I	have	nothing	eligible	or	profitable	to	suggest.	Jane,	you	aredocile,	diligent,	disinterested,	faithful,	constant,	and	courageous;very	gentle,	and	very	heroic:	cease	to	mistrust	yourself--I	cantrust	you
unreservedly.	A	stand	between	them	supported	a	second	candle	and	twogreat	volumes,	to	which	they	frequently	referred,	comparing	them,seemingly,	with	the	smaller	books	they	held	in	their	hands,	likepeople	consulting	a	dictionary	to	aid	them	in	the	task	oftranslation.	What	love	has	she	for	me?	After	a	season	of	darkness	and	struggling,light	broke
and	relief	fell:	my	cramped	existence	all	at	oncespread	out	to	a	plain	without	bounds--my	powers	heard	a	call	fromheaven	to	rise,	gather	their	full	strength,	spread	their	wings,	andmount	beyond	ken.	But	I	want	a	wife.""Do	you,	sir?""Yes:	is	it	news	to	you?""Of	course:	you	said	nothing	about	it	before.""Is	it	unwelcome	news?""That	depends	on
circumstances,	sir--on	your	choice.""Which	you	shall	make	for	me,	Jane.	My	purpose,	inshort,	is	to	have	all	things	in	an	absolutely	perfect	state	ofreadiness	for	Diana	and	Mary	before	next	Thursday;	and	my	ambitionis	to	give	them	a	beau-ideal	of	a	welcome	when	they	come."St.	John	smiled	slightly:	still	he	was	dissatisfied."It	is	all	very	well	for	the
present,"	said	he;	"but	seriously,	Itrust	that	when	the	first	flush	of	vivacity	is	over,	you	will	look	alittle	higher	than	domestic	endearments	and	household	joys.""The	best	things	the	world	has!"	I	interrupted."No,	Jane,	no:	this	world	is	not	the	scene	of	fruition;	do	notattempt	to	make	it	so:	nor	of	rest;	do	not	turn	slothful.""I	mean,	on	the	contrary,	to	be
busy.""Jane,	I	excuse	you	for	the	present:	two	months'	grace	I	allow	youfor	the	full	enjoyment	of	your	new	position,	and	for	pleasingyourself	with	this	late-found	charm	of	relationship;	but	THEN,	Ihope	you	will	begin	to	look	beyond	Moor	House	and	Morton,	andsisterly	society,	and	the	selfish	calm	and	sensual	comfort	ofcivilised	affluence.	Iobtained	a
good	situation,	and	was	happy.	Once	wrench	your	heart	fromman,	and	fix	it	on	your	Maker,	the	advancement	of	that	Maker'sspiritual	kingdom	on	earth	will	be	your	chief	delight	and	endeavour;you	will	be	ready	to	do	at	once	whatever	furthers	that	end.	I	looked	at	the	sky;	it	was	pure:	a	kindly	startwinkled	just	above	the	chasm	ridge.	Briggs,	Wood,
Mason,	I	inviteyou	all	to	come	up	to	the	house	and	visit	Mrs.	You	have	as	good	as	said	that	I	am	a	married	man--as	amarried	man	you	will	shun	me,	keep	out	of	my	way:	just	now	you	haverefused	to	kiss	me.	I	thinkbecause	you	said	it	with	such	an	earnest,	religious	energy,	andbecause	your	upward	gaze	at	me	now	is	the	very	sublime	of	faith,truth,	and
devotion:	it	is	too	much	as	if	some	spirit	were	near	me.Look	wicked,	Jane:	as	you	know	well	how	to	look:	coin	one	of	yourwild,	shy,	provoking	smiles;	tell	me	you	hate	me--tease	me,	vex	me;do	anything	but	move	me:	I	would	rather	be	incensed	than	saddened.""I	will	tease	you	and	vex	you	to	your	heart's	content,	when	I	havefinished	my	tale:	but	hear
me	to	the	end.""I	thought,	Jane,	you	had	told	me	all.	Why	do	you	remain	pertinaciously	perched	on	myknee,	when	I	have	given	you	notice	to	quit?""Because	I	am	comfortable	there.""No,	Jane,	you	are	not	comfortable	there,	because	your	heart	is	notwith	me:	it	is	with	this	cousin--this	St.	John.	Iwould	as	soon	have	been	charged	with	a	pauper	brat	out	of
aworkhouse:	but	he	was	weak,	naturally	weak.	I	havebut	a	field	or	two	to	traverse,	and	then	I	shall	cross	the	road	andreach	the	gates.	A	rich	woman?""If	you	won't	let	me	live	with	you,	I	can	build	a	house	of	my	ownclose	up	to	your	door,	and	you	may	come	and	sit	in	my	parlour	whenyou	want	company	of	an	evening.""But	as	you	are	rich,	Jane,	you	have
now,	no	doubt,	friends	who	willlook	after	you,	and	not	suffer	you	to	devote	yourself	to	a	blindlameter	like	me?""I	told	you	I	am	independent,	sir,	as	well	as	rich:	I	am	my	ownmistress.""And	you	will	stay	with	me?""Certainly--unless	you	object.	If	Ilistened	to	human	pride,	I	should	say	no	more	to	you	of	marriagewith	me;	but	I	listen	to	my	duty,	and	keep
steadily	in	view	my	firstaim--to	do	all	things	to	the	glory	of	God.	Turning	from	Bessie	(though	her	presence	was	far	lessobnoxious	to	me	than	that	of	Abbot,	for	instance,	would	have	been),I	scrutinised	the	face	of	the	gentleman:	I	knew	him;	it	was	Mr.Lloyd,	an	apothecary,	sometimes	called	in	by	Mrs.	Be	seated	somewhere;	and	until	you	can	speak
pleasantly,remain	silent."A	breakfast-room	adjoined	the	drawing-room,	I	slipped	in	there.	Did	you	hear	her,Eliza	and	Georgiana?	Now,	let	me	leave	you	an	instant,	to	make	abetter	fire,	and	have	the	hearth	swept	up.	What	crime	was	this	that	livedincarnate	in	this	sequestered	mansion,	and	could	neither	be	expellednor	subdued	by	the	owner?--what
mystery,	that	broke	out	now	in	fireand	now	in	blood,	at	the	deadest	hours	of	night?	Rosamond	a	sufferer,	a	labourer,	afemale	apostle?	You	delight	in	half-phrases.""Till	I	can't	help	it.""Do	you	suppose	I	eat	like	an	ogre	or	a	ghoul,	that	you	dread	beingthe	companion	of	my	repast?""I	have	formed	no	supposition	on	the	subject,	sir;	but	I	want	to	goon	as
usual	for	another	month.""You	will	give	up	your	governessing	slavery	at	once.""Indeed,	begging	your	pardon,	sir,	I	shall	not.	But	what	then?	Would	it	not	be	strange,Die,	to	be	chained	for	life	to	a	man	who	regarded	one	but	as	auseful	tool?""Insupportable--unnatural--out	of	the	question!""And	then,"	I	continued,	"though	I	have	only	sisterly	affection
forhim	now,	yet,	if	forced	to	be	his	wife,	I	can	imagine	thepossibility	of	conceiving	an	inevitable,	strange,	torturing	kind	oflove	for	him,	because	he	is	so	talented;	and	there	is	often	acertain	heroic	grandeur	in	his	look,	manner,	and	conversation.	She	would	not	be	burdened	with	her	society	for	anyconsideration.	He	turned	at	last,with	measured
deliberation.	We	entered	the	wood,	and	wended	homeward.Page	19Reader,	I	married	him.	Come,	set	to	work."Mr.	Rochester	drew	back	the	thick	curtain,	drew	up	the	hollandblind,	let	in	all	the	daylight	he	could;	and	I	was	surprised	andcheered	to	see	how	far	dawn	was	advanced:	what	rosy	streaks	werebeginning	to	brighten	the	east.	He	just	touched
it.	I	could	no	longer	talk	or	laugh	freely	whenhe	was	by,	because	a	tiresomely	importunate	instinct	reminded	methat	vivacity	(at	least	in	me)	was	distasteful	to	him.	Out	of	these	deep	surrounding	shadesrose	high,	and	glared	white,	the	piled-up	mattresses	and	pillows	ofthe	bed,	spread	with	a	snowy	Marseilles	counterpane.	Why	do	I	struggle	to	retain	a
valueless	life?	I	find	you	ratheralarming,	when	I	examine	you	close	at	hand:	you	talk	of	my	being	afairy,	but	I	am	sure,	you	are	more	like	a	brownie.""Am	I	hideous,	Jane?""Very,	sir:	you	always	were,	you	know.""Humph!	The	wickedness	has	not	been	taken	out	of	you,	wherever	youhave	sojourned.""Yet	I	have	been	with	good	people;	far	better	than	you:
a	hundredtimes	better	people;	possessed	of	ideas	and	views	you	neverentertained	in	your	life:	quite	more	refined	and	exalted.""Who	the	deuce	have	you	been	with?""If	you	twist	in	that	way	you	will	make	me	pull	the	hair	out	of	yourhead;	and	then	I	think	you	will	cease	to	entertain	doubts	of	mysubstantiality.""Who	have	you	been	with,	Jane?""You	shall
not	get	it	out	of	me	to-night,	sir;	you	must	wait	tillto-morrow;	to	leave	my	tale	half	told,	will,	you	know,	be	a	sort	ofsecurity	that	I	shall	appear	at	your	breakfast	table	to	finish	it.By	the	bye,	I	must	mind	not	to	rise	on	your	hearth	with	only	a	glassof	water	then:	I	must	bring	an	egg	at	the	least,	to	say	nothing	offried	ham.""You	mocking	changeling--fairy-
born	and	human-bred!	You	make	mefeel	as	I	have	not	felt	these	twelve	months.	You	pretend	to	be	shocked	by	what	I	have	said.	But	a	queer	thing	happened	a	year	since--a	veryqueer	thing."I	feared	now	to	hear	my	own	story.	THAT	is	just	asfixed	as	a	rock,	firm	set	in	the	depths	of	a	restless	sea.	You	arewasting	away.""No.	If	I	get	a	little	thin,	it	is	with
anxiety	about	my	prospects,yet	unsettled--my	departure,	continually	procrastinated.	In	my	hand	I	held	the	tractcontaining	the	sudden	death	of	the	Liar,	to	which	narrative	myattention	had	been	pointed	as	to	an	appropriate	warning.	"Who	are	you?"	looking	at	me	withsurprise	and	a	sort	of	alarm,	but	still	not	wildly.	Had	an	accidenthappened?	Give	it
me,	and	a	pieceof	bread."Diana	(I	knew	her	by	the	long	curls	which	I	saw	drooping	between	meand	the	fire	as	she	bent	over	me)	broke	some	bread,	dipped	it	inmilk,	and	put	it	to	my	lips.	How	often	had	it	lowered	on	me	menaceand	hate!	and	how	the	recollection	of	childhood's	terrors	andsorrows	revived	as	I	traced	its	harsh	line	now!	And	yet	I
stoopeddown	and	kissed	her:	she	looked	at	me."Is	this	Jane	Eyre?"	she	said."Yes,	Aunt	Reed.	Is	it	in	any	way	differentfrom	other	schools?""It	is	partly	a	charity-school:	you	and	I,	and	all	the	rest	of	us,are	charity-children.	Yet	a	chancetraveller	might	pass	by;	and	I	wish	no	eye	to	see	me	now:	strangerswould	wonder	what	I	am	doing,	lingering	here	at
the	sign-post,evidently	objectless	and	lost.	He	had	performed	an	actof	duty;	made	an	exertion;	felt	his	own	strength	to	do	and	deny,	andwas	on	better	terms	with	himself.I	am	afraid	the	whole	of	the	ensuing	week	tried	his	patience.	Her	call	atthe	school	was	generally	made	in	the	course	of	her	morning	ride.She	would	canter	up	to	the	door	on	her	pony,
followed	by	a	mountedlivery	servant.	She	generally	came	at	the	hour	when	Mr.Rivers	was	engaged	in	giving	his	daily	catechising	lesson.	I	approached	the	bed;	I	opened	the	curtains	andleant	over	the	high-piled	pillows.Well	did	I	remember	Mrs.	Ideclared	I	could	not	change:	you	tell	me	to	my	face	I	shall	changesoon.	But	as	it	is,	either	our	union	must
beconsecrated	and	sealed	by	marriage,	or	it	cannot	exist:	practicalobstacles	oppose	themselves	to	any	other	plan.	Never	fear	that	I	wish	to	lure	youinto	error--to	make	you	my	mistress.	The	other	eyeinflamed:	he	lost	the	sight	of	that	also.	You,	perhaps,	could	make	up	your	mind	to	beabout	my	hand	and	chair--to	wait	on	me	as	a	kind	little	nurse	(foryou
have	an	affectionate	heart	and	a	generous	spirit,	which	promptyou	to	make	sacrifices	for	those	you	pity),	and	that	ought	tosuffice	for	me	no	doubt.	Not	I!--they	are	fifteen	yearstoo	late!"He	passed	on	and	ascended	the	stairs,	still	holding	my	hand,	andstill	beckoning	the	gentlemen	to	follow	him,	which	they	did.	I	now	hate	the	recollection	of	thetime	I
passed	with	Celine,	Giacinta,	and	Clara."I	felt	the	truth	of	these	words;	and	I	drew	from	them	the	certaininference,	that	if	I	were	so	far	to	forget	myself	and	all	theteaching	that	had	ever	been	instilled	into	me,	as--under	anypretext--with	any	justification--through	any	temptation--to	becomethe	successor	of	these	poor	girls,	he	would	one	day	regard	me
withthe	same	feeling	which	now	in	his	mind	desecrated	their	memory.	Will	I	not	guard,	and	cherish,	and	solaceher?	Jane"	(he	turned	to	me	for	the	firsttime	since	his	re-entrance),	"take	this	key:	go	down	into	mybedroom,	and	walk	straight	forward	into	my	dressing-room:	open	thetop	drawer	of	the	wardrobe	and	take	out	a	clean	shirt	and	neck-
handkerchief:	bring	them	here;	and	be	nimble."I	went;	sought	the	repository	he	had	mentioned,	found	the	articlesnamed,	and	returned	with	them."Now,"	said	he,	"go	to	the	other	side	of	the	bed	while	I	order	histoilet;	but	don't	leave	the	room:	you	may	be	wanted	again."I	retired	as	directed."Was	anybody	stirring	below	when	you	went	down,	Jane?"
inquired	Mr.Rochester	presently."No,	sir;	all	was	very	still.""We	shall	get	you	off	cannily,	Dick:	and	it	will	be	better,	bothfor	your	sake,	and	for	that	of	the	poor	creature	in	yonder.	Yet	as	little	could	he	endure	that	a	son	of	hisshould	be	a	poor	man.	Reed	looked	frightened;	her	work	had	slipped	from	her	knee;	shewas	lifting	up	her	hands,	rocking	herself
to	and	fro,	and	eventwisting	her	face	as	if	she	would	cry."Jane,	you	are	under	a	mistake:	what	is	the	matter	with	you?	Have	I	not	found	her	friendless,	andcold,	and	comfortless?	And	how	impossibledid	it	appear	to	touch	the	inmates	of	this	house	with	concern	on	mybehalf;	to	make	them	believe	in	the	truth	of	my	wants	and	woes--toinduce	them	to
vouchsafe	a	rest	for	my	wanderings!	As	I	groped	outthe	door,	and	knocked	at	it	hesitatingly,	I	felt	that	last	idea	tobe	a	mere	chimera.	Standing	still,	he	againlooked	at	me.	Diana,	whochanced	to	be	in	a	frolicsome	humour	(SHE	was	not	painfullycontrolled	by	his	will;	for	hers,	in	another	way,	was	as	strong),exclaimed	-"St.	John!	you	used	to	call	Jane
your	third	sister,	but	you	don'ttreat	her	as	such:	you	should	kiss	her	too."She	pushed	me	towards	him.	Well	might	she	put	the	question:	hisface	was	blanched	as	her	gown."Quite	well,"	he	enunciated;	and,	with	a	bow,	he	left	the	gate.	There	were	moments	when	I	was	bewildered	by	theterror	he	inspired,	because	I	had	no	appeal	whatever	against
eitherhis	menaces	or	his	inflictions;	the	servants	did	not	like	to	offendtheir	young	master	by	taking	my	part	against	him,	and	Mrs.	I	was	surly;but	the	thing	would	not	go:	it	stood	by	me	with	strangeperseverance,	and	looked	and	spoke	with	a	sort	of	authority.	His	chest	heaved	once,	asif	his	large	heart,	weary	of	despotic	constriction,	had
expanded,despite	the	will,	and	made	a	vigorous	bound	for	the	attainment	ofliberty.	I	would	much	rather	he	had	knockedme	down.Page	16He	did	not	leave	for	Cambridge	the	next	day,	as	he	had	said	hewould.	Do	you	know	him?""Mr.	Mason	does.	The	day	will	close	almost	before	youare	aware	it	has	begun;	and	you	are	indebted	to	no	one	for	helpingyou
to	get	rid	of	one	vacant	moment:	you	have	had	to	seek	no	one'scompany,	conversation,	sympathy,	forbearance;	you	have	lived,	inshort,	as	an	independent	being	ought	to	do.	If	they	did	not	love	me,	in	fact,	as	little	did	I	lovethem.	I	wish	I	could	forgetthe	roll	of	the	red	eyes	and	the	fearful	blackened	inflation	of	thelineaments!""Ghosts	are	usually	pale,
Jane.""This,	sir,	was	purple:	the	lips	were	swelled	and	dark;	the	browfurrowed:	the	black	eyebrows	widely	raised	over	the	bloodshot	eyes.Shall	I	tell	you	of	what	it	reminded	me?""You	may.""Of	the	foul	German	spectre--the	Vampyre.""Ah!--what	did	it	do?""Sir,	it	removed	my	veil	from	its	gaunt	head,	rent	it	in	two	parts,and	flinging	both	on	the	floor,
trampled	on	them.""Afterwards?""It	drew	aside	the	window-curtain	and	looked	out;	perhaps	it	sawdawn	approaching,	for,	taking	the	candle,	it	retreated	to	the	door.Just	at	my	bedside,	the	figure	stopped:	the	fiery	eyes	glared	uponme--she	thrust	up	her	candle	close	to	my	face,	and	extinguished	itunder	my	eyes.	Her	father	was	affable;	andwhen	he
entered	into	conversation	with	me	after	tea,	he	expressed	instrong	terms	his	approbation	of	what	I	had	done	in	Morton	school,and	said	he	only	feared,	from	what	he	saw	and	heard,	I	was	too	goodfor	the	place,	and	would	soon	quit	it	for	one	more	suitable."Indeed,"	cried	Rosamond,	"she	is	clever	enough	to	be	a	governess	ina	high	family,	papa."I
thought	I	would	far	rather	be	where	I	am	than	in	any	high	familyin	the	land.	I	returned	to	mystool.Superstition	was	with	me	at	that	moment;	but	it	was	not	yet	her	hourfor	complete	victory:	my	blood	was	still	warm;	the	mood	of	therevolted	slave	was	still	bracing	me	with	its	bitter	vigour;	I	had	tostem	a	rapid	rush	of	retrospective	thought	before	I
quailed	to	thedismal	present.All	John	Reed's	violent	tyrannies,	all	his	sisters'	proudindifference,	all	his	mother's	aversion,	all	the	servants'partiality,	turned	up	in	my	disturbed	mind	like	a	dark	deposit	in	aturbid	well.	Oh,	I	wish	he	would	ceasetormenting	me	with	letters	for	money?	The	lamp	was	lit.	"Who	calls	me	aunt?	St.	John's	eyes,	though
clearenough	in	a	literal	sense,	in	a	figurative	one	were	difficult	tofathom.	Mr.	Rochester	held	thecandle	over	him;	I	recognised	in	his	pale	and	seemingly	lifelessface--the	stranger,	Mason:	I	saw	too	that	his	linen	on	one	side,and	one	arm,	was	almost	soaked	in	blood."Hold	the	candle,"	said	Mr.	Rochester,	and	I	took	it:	he	fetched	abasin	of	water	from	the
washstand:	"Hold	that,"	said	he.	How	is	the	money	to	be	had?"Bessie	now	endeavoured	to	persuade	her	to	take	a	sedative	draught:she	succeeded	with	difficulty.	I	find	you	lonely:	I	will	be	yourcompanion--to	read	to	you,	to	walk	with	you,	to	sit	with	you,	towait	on	you,	to	be	eyes	and	hands	to	you.	MY	powers	were	in	play	and	inforce.	Now,	I	thank	God!
I	know	it	to	beotherwise.	I	can	now	conjecture	readily	that	thisstreak	of	light	was,	in	all	likelihood,	a	gleam	from	a	lanterncarried	by	some	one	across	the	lawn:	but	then,	prepared	as	my	mindwas	for	horror,	shaken	as	my	nerves	were	by	agitation,	I	thought	theswift	darting	beam	was	a	herald	of	some	coming	vision	from	anotherworld.	I,at	least,	had
nothing	more	to	do:	there	were	my	trunks,	packed,locked,	corded,	ranged	in	a	row	along	the	wall	of	my	little	chamber;to-morrow,	at	this	time,	they	would	be	far	on	their	road	to	London:and	so	should	I	(D.V.),--or	rather,	not	I,	but	one	Jane	Rochester,	aperson	whom	as	yet	I	knew	not.	Will	she	not	depart	as	suddenly	as	she	came?	Under	what	auspices?	I
must	send	away	half	the	servants	andshut	up	part	of	the	house;	or	let	it	off.	The	dim	room	was	full	of	visions."Could	you	decide	now?"	asked	the	missionary.	The	governess	had	run	away	two	months	before;and	for	all	Mr.	Rochester	sought	her	as	if	she	had	been	the	mostprecious	thing	he	had	in	the	world,	he	never	could	hear	a	word	ofher;	and	he	grew
savage--quite	savage	on	his	disappointment:	henever	was	a	wild	man,	but	he	got	dangerous	after	he	lost	her.	Ere	manyminutes	had	elapsed,	I	was	again	on	my	feet,	however,	and	againsearching	something--a	resource,	or	at	least	an	informant.	I	was	transported	in	thought	to	thescenes	of	childhood:	I	dreamt	I	lay	in	the	red-room	at	Gateshead;that	the
night	was	dark,	and	my	mind	impressed	with	strange	fears.The	light	that	long	ago	had	struck	me	into	syncope,	recalled	in	thisvision,	seemed	glidingly	to	mount	the	wall,	and	tremblingly	to	pausein	the	centre	of	the	obscured	ceiling.	Mr.	Mason	shortly	unclosed	his	eyes;	he	groaned.	He	looked	at	me	long	and	hard:	I	turned	my	eyes	fromhim,	fixed	them
on	the	fire,	and	tried	to	assume	and	maintain	aquiet,	collected	aspect."Now	for	the	hitch	in	Jane's	character,"	he	said	at	last,	speakingmore	calmly	than	from	his	look	I	had	expected	him	to	speak.	Yet,	whenthis	cherished	volume	was	now	placed	in	my	hand--when	I	turned	overits	leaves,	and	sought	in	its	marvellous	pictures	the	charm	I	had,till	now,
never	failed	to	find--all	was	eerie	and	dreary;	the	giantswere	gaunt	goblins,	the	pigmies	malevolent	and	fearful	imps,Gulliver	a	most	desolate	wanderer	in	most	dread	and	dangerousregions.	"What!	is	there	more?	Last	January,	rid	of	all	mistresses--in	a	harsh,bitter	frame	of	mind,	the	result	of	a	useless,	roving,	lonely	life--corroded	with	disappointment,
sourly	disposed	against	all	men,	andespecially	against	all	womankind	(for	I	began	to	regard	the	notionof	an	intellectual,	faithful,	loving	woman	as	a	mere	dream),recalled	by	business,	I	came	back	to	England."On	a	frosty	winter	afternoon,	I	rode	in	sight	of	Thornfield	Hall.Abhorred	spot!	I	expected	no	peace--no	pleasure	there.	Oh,	till	thismoment,	I
thought	my	little	Jane	was	all	mine!	I	had	a	belief	sheloved	me	even	when	she	left	me:	that	was	an	atom	of	sweet	in	muchbitter.	I	requested	him	to	shut	thedoor	and	sit	down:	I	had	some	questions	to	ask	him.	Sophie,	I	supposed,	had	come	in.	What	I	want	is,	that	you	should	write	to	your	sisters	andtell	them	of	the	fortune	that	has	accrued	to	them.""To
you,	you	mean.""I	have	intimated	my	view	of	the	case:	I	am	incapable	of	taking	anyother.	All,	you	know,	is	preparedfor	prompt	departure:	to-morrow	you	shall	go.	"Now	do,	brother,	lether	be	at	peace	a	while."But	when	St.	John	had	mused	a	few	moments	he	recommenced	asimperturbably	and	with	as	much	acumen	as	ever."You	would	not	like	to	be
long	dependent	on	our	hospitality--youwould	wish,	I	see,	to	dispense	as	soon	as	may	be	with	my	sisters'compassion,	and,	above	all,	with	my	CHARITY	(I	am	quite	sensible	ofthe	distinction	drawn,	nor	do	I	resent	it--it	is	just):	you	desireto	be	independent	of	us?""I	do:	I	have	already	said	so.	I	wastalking	of	removing	you	from	Thornfield.	Her	plans
required	all	her	time	andattention,	she	said;	she	was	about	to	depart	for	some	unknownbourne;	and	all	day	long	she	stayed	in	her	own	room,	her	door	boltedwithin,	filling	trunks,	emptying	drawers,	burning	papers,	andholding	no	communication	with	any	one.	Iresumed	a	livelier	vein	of	conversation."It	is	time	some	one	undertook	to	rehumanise	you,"
said	I,	partinghis	thick	and	long	uncut	locks;	"for	I	see	you	are	beingmetamorphosed	into	a	lion,	or	something	of	that	sort.	I	looked	round	the	convent-likegarden,	and	then	up	at	the	house--a	large	building,	half	of	whichseemed	grey	and	old,	the	other	half	quite	new.	Men	and	women	die;philosophers	falter	in	wisdom,	and	Christians	in	goodness:	if
anyone	you	know	has	suffered	and	erred,	let	him	look	higher	than	hisequals	for	strength	to	amend	and	solace	to	heal.""But	the	instrument--the	instrument!	God,	who	does	the	work,ordains	the	instrument.	Whetherit	were	Greek	or	German	I	could	not	tell."That	is	strong,"	she	said,	when	she	had	finished:	"I	relish	it."The	other	girl,	who	had	lifted	her
head	to	listen	to	her	sister,repeated,	while	she	gazed	at	the	fire,	a	line	of	what	had	been	read.At	a	later	day,	I	knew	the	language	and	the	book;	therefore,	I	willhere	quote	the	line:	though,	when	I	first	heard	it,	it	was	onlylike	a	stroke	on	sounding	brass	to	me--conveying	no	meaning:-"'Da	trat	hervor	Einer,	anzusehen	wie	die	Sternen	Nacht.'
Good!good!"	she	exclaimed,	while	her	dark	and	deep	eye	sparkled.	He	is	right	tochoose	a	missionary's	career--I	see	it	now.""They	are	coming!	they	are	coming!"	cried	Hannah,	throwing	open	theparlour	door.	Never	had	he	called	me	more	frequently	to	hispresence;	never	been	kinder	to	me	when	there--and,	alas!	never	had	Iloved	him	so	well.Page	4A
splendid	Midsummer	shone	over	England:	skies	so	pure,	suns	soradiant	as	were	then	seen	in	long	succession,	seldom	favour	evensingly,	our	wave-girt	land.	Fairfax	hadtaken	her	knitting,	and	I	had	assumed	a	low	seat	near	her,	andAdele,	kneeling	on	the	carpet,	had	nestled	close	up	to	me,	and	asense	of	mutual	affection	seemed	to	surround	us	with	a
ring	ofgolden	peace,	I	uttered	a	silent	prayer	that	we	might	not	be	partedfar	or	soon;	but	when,	as	we	thus	sat,	Mr.	Rochester	entered,unannounced,	and	looking	at	us,	seemed	to	take	pleasure	in	thespectacle	of	a	group	so	amicable--when	he	said	he	supposed	the	oldlady	was	all	right	now	that	she	had	got	her	adopted	daughter	backagain,	and	added
that	he	saw	Adele	was	"prete	e	croquer	sa	petitemaman	Anglaise"--I	half	ventured	to	hope	that	he	would,	even	afterhis	marriage,	keep	us	together	somewhere	under	the	shelter	of	hisprotection,	and	not	quite	exiled	from	the	sunshine	of	his	presence.A	fortnight	of	dubious	calm	succeeded	my	return	to	Thornfield	Hall.Nothing	was	said	of	the	master's
marriage,	and	I	saw	no	preparationgoing	on	for	such	an	event.	In	such	a	voice	as	might	be	expected	from	a	hopeless	heartand	fainting	frame--a	voice	wretchedly	low	and	faltering--I	asked	ifa	servant	was	wanted	here?"No,"	said	she;	"we	do	not	keep	a	servant.""Can	you	tell	me	where	I	could	get	employment	of	any	kind?"	Icontinued.	I	then	framed	and
fixed	a	resolution.	Long	since	you	ought	tohave	crushed	it:	now	you	should	blush	to	allude	to	it.	Reed	answered	for	meby	an	expressive	shake	of	the	head,	adding	soon,	"Perhaps	the	lesssaid	on	that	subject	the	better,	Mr.	Brocklehurst.""Sorry	indeed	to	hear	it!	she	and	I	must	have	some	talk;"	andbending	from	the	perpendicular,	he	installed	his	person
in	the	arm-chair	opposite	Mrs.	Ionly	entertained	the	intention	for	a	moment;	for,	not	being	insane,the	crisis	of	exquisite	and	unalloyed	despair,	which	had	originatedthe	wish	and	design	of	self-destruction,	was	past	in	a	second."A	wind	fresh	from	Europe	blew	over	the	ocean	and	rushed	through	theopen	casement:	the	storm	broke,	streamed,	thundered,
blazed,	andthe	air	grew	pure.	Indeed,	I	should	say	it	wasascertained	beyond	a	doubt.	"Stopone	minute!"	I	cried."Well?""It	puzzles	me	to	know	why	Mr.	Briggs	wrote	to	you	about	me;	or	howhe	knew	you,	or	could	fancy	that	you,	living	in	such	an	out-of-the-way	place,	had	the	power	to	aid	in	my	discovery.""Oh!	I	am	a	clergyman,"	he	said;	"and	the	clergy
are	often	appealedto	about	odd	matters."	Again	the	latch	rattled."No;	that	does	not	satisfy	me!"	I	exclaimed:	and	indeed	there	wassomething	in	the	hasty	and	unexplanatory	reply	which,	instead	ofallaying,	piqued	my	curiosity	more	than	ever."It	is	a	very	strange	piece	of	business,"	I	added;	"I	must	know	moreabout	it.""Another	time.""No;	to-night!--to-
night!"	and	as	he	turned	from	the	door,	I	placedmyself	between	it	and	him.	I	asked	John	to	go	down	to	the	turn-pike-house,	where	Ihad	dismissed	the	chaise,	and	bring	my	trunk,	which	I	had	leftthere:	and	then,	while	I	removed	my	bonnet	and	shawl,	I	questionedMary	as	to	whether	I	could	be	accommodated	at	the	Manor	House	forthe	night;	and
finding	that	arrangements	to	that	effect,	thoughdifficult,	would	not	be	impossible,	I	informed	her	I	should	stay.Just	at	this	moment	the	parlour-bell	rang."When	you	go	in,"	said	I,	"tell	your	master	that	a	person	wishes	tospeak	to	him,	but	do	not	give	my	name.""I	don't	think	he	will	see	you,"	she	answered;	"he	refuseseverybody."When	she	returned,	I
inquired	what	he	had	said.	Ferndean	then	remained	uninhabited	andunfurnished,	with	the	exception	of	some	two	or	three	rooms	fitted	upfor	the	accommodation	of	the	squire	when	he	went	there	in	the	seasonto	shoot.To	this	house	I	came	just	ere	dark	on	an	evening	marked	by	thecharacteristics	of	sad	sky,	cold	gale,	and	continued	smallpenetrating
rain.	There	was	everyarticle	of	furniture	looking	just	as	it	did	on	the	morning	I	wasfirst	introduced	to	Mr.	Brocklehurst:	the	very	rug	he	had	stoodupon	still	covered	the	hearth.	In	the	course	ofthe	morning	Mr.	Lloyd	came	again."What,	already	up!"	said	he,	as	he	entered	the	nursery.	I	am	come	to	a	strange	pass:	I	have	heavytroubles.	"It	would,	indeed,
be	a	relief,"	Ithought,	"if	I	had	ever	so	small	an	independency;	I	never	can	bearbeing	dressed	like	a	doll	by	Mr.	Rochester,	or	sitting	like	a	secondDanae	with	the	golden	shower	falling	daily	round	me.	All	men	of	talent,	whether	they	be	menof	feeling	or	not;	whether	they	be	zealots,	or	aspirants,	ordespots--provided	only	they	be	sincere--have	their
sublime	moments,when	they	subdue	and	rule.	With	infinitedifficulty,	for	he	was	stubborn	as	a	stone,	I	persuaded	him	to	makean	exchange	in	favour	of	a	sober	black	satin	and	pearl-grey	silk."It	might	pass	for	the	present,"	he	said;	"but	he	would	yet	see	meglittering	like	a	parterre."Glad	was	I	to	get	him	out	of	the	silk	warehouse,	and	then	out	of
ajewellers	shop:	the	more	he	bought	me,	the	more	my	cheek	burnedwith	a	sense	of	annoyance	and	degradation.	That	I	merited	all	Iendured,	I	acknowledged--that	I	could	scarcely	endure	more,	Ipleaded;	and	the	alpha	and	omega	of	my	heart's	wishes	brokeinvoluntarily	from	my	lips	in	the	words--'Jane!	Jane!	Jane!'""Did	you	speak	these	words	aloud?""I
did,	Jane.	Shaking	my	hair	from	my	eyes,	I	liftedmy	head	and	tried	to	look	boldly	round	the	dark	room;	at	this	momenta	light	gleamed	on	the	wall.	What	storybelonged	to	this	disaster?	Some	timepassed	before	he	spoke;	he	at	last	said	-"Come	to	my	side,	Jane,	and	let	us	explain	and	understand	oneanother.""I	will	never	again	come	to	your	side:	I	am
torn	away	now,	andcannot	return.""But,	Jane,	I	summon	you	as	my	wife:	it	is	you	only	I	intend	tomarry."I	was	silent:	I	thought	he	mocked	me."Come,	Jane--come	hither.""Your	bride	stands	between	us."He	rose,	and	with	a	stride	reached	me."My	bride	is	here,"	he	said,	again	drawing	me	to	him,	"because	myequal	is	here,	and	my	likeness.	Then	I	awoke.
All	was	obscurity.	You	mustshare	it	with	her	to-night,	Jane:	it	is	no	wonder	that	the	incidentyou	have	related	should	make	you	nervous,	and	I	would	rather	you	didnot	sleep	alone:	promise	me	to	go	to	the	nursery.""I	shall	be	very	glad	to	do	so,	sir.""And	fasten	the	door	securely	on	the	inside.	But	no	hint	to	that	effect	escapinghim	and	his	countenance
becoming	more	overcast,	I	suddenlyremembered	that	I	might	have	been	all	wrong,	and	was	perhaps	playingthe	fool	unwittingly;	and	I	began	gently	to	withdraw	myself	from	hisarms--but	he	eagerly	snatched	me	closer."No--no--Jane;	you	must	not	go.	I	will	abide	by	your	decision.""Choose	then,	sir--HER	WHO	LOVES	YOU	BEST.""I	will	at	least	choose--
HER	I	LOVE	BEST.	The	order	wasnow	given	"To	the	garden!"	Each	put	on	a	coarse	straw	bonnet,	withstrings	of	coloured	calico,	and	a	cloak	of	grey	frieze.	Hisguest	had	been	outraged,	his	own	life	on	a	former	occasion	had	beenhideously	plotted	against;	and	both	attempts	he	smothered	in	secrecyand	sank	in	oblivion!	Lastly,	I	saw	Mr.	Mason	was
submissive	to	Mr.Rochester;	that	the	impetuous	will	of	the	latter	held	complete	swayover	the	inertness	of	the	former:	the	few	words	which	had	passedbetween	them	assured	me	of	this.	What	he	suddenly	saw	on	this	blank	paper,	itwas	impossible	for	me	to	tell;	but	something	had	caught	his	eye.	I	cannot	give	you	up	to	perdition	as	avessel	of	wrath:
repent--resolve,	while	there	is	yet	time.Remember,	we	are	bid	to	work	while	it	is	day--warned	that	'the	nightcometh	when	no	man	shall	work.'	Remember	the	fate	of	Dives,	who	hadhis	good	things	in	this	life.	I	obeyed.He	took	the	sponge,	dipped	it	in,	and	moistened	the	corpse-likeface;	he	asked	for	my	smelling-bottle,	and	applied	it	to	thenostrils.
Gentlemen,	my	planis	broken	up:-	what	this	lawyer	and	his	client	say	is	true:	I	havebeen	married,	and	the	woman	to	whom	I	was	married	lives!	You	sayyou	never	heard	of	a	Mrs.	Since	you	won'task	the	governess's	name,	I	must	tell	it	of	my	own	accord.	Whether	is	it	better,	I	ask,	to	be	a	slave	in	afool's	paradise	at	Marseilles--fevered	with	delusive	bliss
one	hour--suffocating	with	the	bitterest	tears	of	remorse	and	shame	the	next--or	to	be	a	village-schoolmistress,	free	and	honest,	in	a	breezymountain	nook	in	the	healthy	heart	of	England?Yes;	I	feel	now	that	I	was	right	when	I	adhered	to	principle	andlaw,	and	scorned	and	crushed	the	insane	promptings	of	a	frenziedmoment.	Rochester!	She	did	not
exist:	shewould	not	be	born	till	to-morrow,	some	time	after	eight	o'clocka.m.;	and	I	would	wait	to	be	assured	she	had	come	into	the	worldalive	before	I	assigned	to	her	all	that	property.	I	waited,	expecting	he	wouldsay	something	I	could	at	least	comprehend;	but	his	hand	was	now	athis	chin,	his	finger	on	his	lip:	he	was	thinking.	This	was	afull-blown,
very	plump	damsel,	fair	as	waxwork,	with	handsome	andregular	features,	languishing	blue	eyes,	and	ringleted	yellow	hair.The	hue	of	her	dress	was	black	too;	but	its	fashion	was	so	differentfrom	her	sister's--so	much	more	flowing	and	becoming--it	looked	asstylish	as	the	other's	looked	puritanical.In	each	of	the	sisters	there	was	one	trait	of	the	mother-
-and	onlyone;	the	thin	and	pallid	elder	daughter	had	her	parent's	Cairngormeye:	the	blooming	and	luxuriant	younger	girl	had	her	contour	of	jawand	chin--perhaps	a	little	softened,	but	still	imparting	anindescribable	hardness	to	the	countenance	otherwise	so	voluptuousand	buxom.Both	ladies,	as	I	advanced,	rose	to	welcome	me,	and	both	addressedme
by	the	name	of	"Miss	Eyre."	Eliza's	greeting	was	delivered	in	ashort,	abrupt	voice,	without	a	smile;	and	then	she	sat	down	again,fixed	her	eyes	on	the	fire,	and	seemed	to	forget	me.	Oh,	I	am	certain	Jane	willagree	with	me	in	opinion,	when	she	knows	all	that	I	know!	Just	putyour	hand	in	mine,	Janet--that	I	may	have	the	evidence	of	touch	aswell	as	sight,
to	prove	you	are	near	me--and	I	will	in	a	few	wordsshow	you	the	real	state	of	the	case.	I	heard	one	of	your	kind	an	hour	ago,	singinghigh	over	the	wood:	but	its	song	had	no	music	for	me,	any	more	thanthe	rising	sun	had	rays.	Deep	was	my	gratification	to	find	Ihad	really	a	place	in	their	unsophisticated	hearts:	I	promised	themthat	never	a	week	should
pass	in	future	that	I	did	not	visit	them,and	give	them	an	hour's	teaching	in	their	school.Mr.	Rivers	came	up	as,	having	seen	the	classes,	now	numbering	sixtygirls,	file	out	before	me,	and	locked	the	door,	I	stood	with	the	keyin	my	hand,	exchanging	a	few	words	of	special	farewell	with	somehalf-dozen	of	my	best	scholars:	as	decent,	respectable,	modest,
andwell-informed	young	women	as	could	be	found	in	the	ranks	of	theBritish	peasantry.	Mr.Rochester	had	himself	written	the	direction,	"Mrs.	Solitude	would	be	no	solitude--rest	no	rest--while	the	vulture,	hunger,	thus	sank	beak	and	talons	in	my	side.I	drew	near	houses;	I	left	them,	and	came	back	again,	and	again	Iwandered	away:	always	repelled	by
the	consciousness	of	having	noclaim	to	ask--no	right	to	expect	interest	in	my	isolated	lot.Meantime,	the	afternoon	advanced,	while	I	thus	wandered	about	like	alost	and	starving	dog.	As	he	came	down	the	great	staircase	at	last,	after	Mrs.Rochester	had	flung	herself	from	the	battlements,	there	was	a	greatcrash--all	fell.	You	cannot	fail	to	see	thattwenty
thousand	pounds,	the	sum	in	question,	divided	equally	betweenthe	nephew	and	three	nieces	of	our	uncle,	will	give	five	thousand	toeach?	Fairfax!"	I	whispered,	as	I	glided	past	herdoor.	This	place	I	was	obligedto	leave	four	days	before	I	came	here.	You	mean	you	must	become	a	part	of	me.	Mary	wouldsit	and	watch	me	by	the	hour	together:	then	she
would	take	lessons;and	a	docile,	intelligent,	assiduous	pupil	she	made.	What	do	you	fear?--that	I	shall	not	prove	a	good	husband?""It	is	the	idea	farthest	from	my	thoughts.""Are	you	apprehensive	of	the	new	sphere	you	are	about	to	enter?--ofthe	new	life	into	which	you	are	passing?""No.""You	puzzle	me,	Jane:	your	look	and	tone	of	sorrowful
audacityperplex	and	pain	me.	Mr.	Rochester	took	it,	leaving	room,	however,	for	me:but	I	stood	before	him."Sit,"	he	said;	"the	bench	is	long	enough	for	two.	I	see	you	would	ask	why	I	keep	sucha	woman	in	my	house:	when	we	have	been	married	a	year	and	a	day,	Iwill	tell	you;	but	not	now.	You	thinkwrong!--I	have	as	much	soul	as	you,--and	full	as	much
heart!	And	ifGod	had	gifted	me	with	some	beauty	and	much	wealth,	I	should	havemade	it	as	hard	for	you	to	leave	me,	as	it	is	now	for	me	to	leaveyou.	I	endeavoured	to	recall	him	tothe	main	fact."And	this	lady?""This	lady,	ma'am,"	he	answered,	"turned	out	to	be	Mr.	Rochester'swife!	The	discovery	was	brought	about	in	the	strangest	way.	"Youstill	look
very	pale--and	so	thin!	Poor	child!--poor	girl!"Diana	had	a	voice	toned,	to	my	ear,	like	the	cooing	of	a	dove.	Amidst	this	hush	the	quartet	sped;	he	replaced	thewatch,	laid	the	picture	down,	rose,	and	stood	on	the	hearth."Now,"	said	he,	"that	little	space	was	given	to	delirium	anddelusion.	Reed,	for	I	hate	to	live	here.""I	will	indeed	send	her	to	school
soon,"	murmured	Mrs.	Because	Iknow,	or	believe,	Mr.	Rochester	is	living:	and	then,	to	die	of	wantand	cold	is	a	fate	to	which	nature	cannot	submit	passively.	I	am	sure	I	pity	you.	I	drew	them	large;I	shaped	them	well:	the	eyelashes	I	traced	long	and	sombre;	theirids	lustrous	and	large.	He	did	not	speak	to	me	one	word,	noreven	direct	to	me	one	glance,
till	his	sisters	returned.	Of	the	fanatic'sburning	eternity	I	have	no	fear:	there	is	not	a	future	state	worsethan	this	present	one--let	me	break	away,	and	go	home	to	God!'"I	said	this	whilst	I	knelt	down	at,	and	unlocked	a	trunk	whichcontained	a	brace	of	loaded	pistols:	I	mean	to	shoot	myself.	Youthink	them	more	profound	and	potent	than	they	are.
Twoyoung,	graceful	women--ladies	in	every	point--sat,	one	in	a	lowrocking-chair,	the	other	on	a	lower	stool;	both	wore	deep	mourningof	crape	and	bombazeen,	which	sombre	garb	singularly	set	off	veryfair	necks	and	faces:	a	large	old	pointer	dog	rested	its	massivehead	on	the	knee	of	one	girl--in	the	lap	of	the	other	was	cushioneda	black	cat.A	strange
place	was	this	humble	kitchen	for	such	occupants!	Whowere	they?	I	opened	the	glass-door	in	thebreakfast-room:	the	shrubbery	was	quite	still:	the	black	frostreigned,	unbroken	by	sun	or	breeze,	through	the	grounds.	Then,	too,	existence	for	you	must	be	a	scene	ofcontinual	change	and	excitement,	or	else	the	world	is	a	dungeon:you	must	be	admired,
you	must	be	courted,	you	must	be	flattered--youmust	have	music,	dancing,	and	society--or	you	languish,	you	dieaway.	Then	I	repairedto	the	library	to	ascertain	whether	the	fire	was	lit,	for,	thoughsummer,	I	knew	on	such	a	gloomy	evening	Mr.	Rochester	would	like	tosee	a	cheerful	hearth	when	he	came	in:	yes,	the	fire	had	beenkindled	some	time,	and
burnt	well.	He	began	again	with	a	bit	of	aheaviness	in	his	head	the	next	day--that	is,	a	fortnight	sin'--andhe	went	to	sleep	and	niver	wakened:	he	wor	a'most	stark	when	yourbrother	went	into	t'	chamber	and	fand	him.	No."He	drew	over	the	picture	the	sheet	of	thin	paper	on	which	I	wasaccustomed	to	rest	my	hand	in	painting,	to	prevent	the
cardboardfrom	being	sullied.	His	father	had	purchased	theestate	for	the	sake	of	the	game	covers.	Stay	till	hecomes,	reader;	and,	when	I	disclose	my	secret	to	him,	you	shallshare	the	confidence.I	sought	the	orchard,	driven	to	its	shelter	by	the	wind,	which	allday	had	blown	strong	and	full	from	the	south,	without,	however,bringing	a	speck	of	rain.	His
idea	wasstill	with	me,	because	it	was	not	a	vapour	sunshine	could	disperse,nor	a	sand-traced	effigy	storms	could	wash	away;	it	was	a	namegraven	on	a	tablet,	fated	to	last	as	long	as	the	marble	itinscribed.	You	intend	to	make	yourself	a	complete	strangerto	me:	to	live	under	this	roof	only	as	Adele's	governess;	if	ever	Isay	a	friendly	word	to	you,	if	ever	a
friendly	feeling	inclines	youagain	to	me,	you	will	say,--'That	man	had	nearly	made	me	hismistress:	I	must	be	ice	and	rock	to	him;'	and	ice	and	rock	you	willaccordingly	become."I	cleared	and	steadied	my	voice	to	reply:	"All	is	changed	about	me,sir;	I	must	change	too--there	is	no	doubt	of	that;	and	to	avoidfluctuations	of	feeling,	and	continual	combats
with	recollectionsand	associations,	there	is	only	one	way--Adele	must	have	a	newgoverness,	sir.""Oh,	Adele	will	go	to	school--I	have	settled	that	already;	nor	do	Imean	to	torment	you	with	the	hideous	associations	and	recollectionsof	Thornfield	Hall--this	accursed	place--this	tent	of	Achan--thisinsolent	vault,	offering	the	ghastliness	of	living	death	to
thelight	of	the	open	sky--this	narrow	stone	hell,	with	its	one	realfiend,	worse	than	a	legion	of	such	as	we	imagine.	The	inquiry	was	putin	gentle	tones:	he	drew	me	to	him	as	gently.	Grace	has,on	the	whole,	proved	a	good	keeper;	though,	owing	partly	to	a	faultof	her	own,	of	which	it	appears	nothing	can	cure	her,	and	which	isincident	to	her	harassing
profession,	her	vigilance	has	been	morethan	once	lulled	and	baffled.	It	was	a	burning	shame	and	a	scandalous	disgraceto	act	in	that	way.	Your	dogis	quicker	to	recognise	his	friends	than	you	are,	sir;	he	prickedhis	ears	and	wagged	his	tail	when	I	was	at	the	bottom	of	the	field,and	you	have	your	back	towards	me	now."It	was	true.	I	wouldmuch	rather
have	all	your	confidence.	I	shall	keep	out	of	your	way	all	day,	as	I	havebeen	accustomed	to	do:	you	may	send	for	me	in	the	evening,	when	youfeel	disposed	to	see	me,	and	I'll	come	then;	but	at	no	other	time.""I	want	a	smoke,	Jane,	or	a	pinch	of	snuff,	to	comfort	me	under	allthis,	'pour	me	donner	une	contenance,'	as	Adele	would	say;	andunfortunately	I
have	neither	my	cigar-case,	nor	my	snuff-box.	Not	at	all.	I	took	no	note	of	thelapse	of	time--of	the	change	from	morning	to	noon,	from	noon	toevening.	And	now,	never	mind	what	I	have	been:	don'ttrouble	your	head	further	about	me;	but	tell	me	the	name	of	thehouse	where	we	are.""Some	calls	it	Marsh	End,	and	some	calls	it	Moor	House.""And	the
gentleman	who	lives	here	is	called	Mr.	St.	John?""Nay;	he	doesn't	live	here:	he	is	only	staying	a	while.	Imeant	to	tell	my	tale	plainly,	and	make	my	proposals	openly:	and	itappeared	to	me	so	absolutely	rational	that	I	should	be	consideredfree	to	love	and	be	loved,	I	never	doubted	some	woman	might	be	foundwilling	and	able	to	understand	my	case	and
accept	me,	in	spite	ofthe	curse	with	which	I	was	burdened.""Well,	sir?""When	you	are	inquisitive,	Jane,	you	always	make	me	smile.	At	thismoment	John	approached	him	from	some	quarter."Will	you	take	my	arm,	sir?"	he	said;	"there	is	a	heavy	showercoming	on:	had	you	not	better	go	in?""Let	me	alone,"	was	the	answer.John	withdrew	without	having
observed	me.	But	Ilooked	neither	to	rising	sun,	nor	smiling	sky,	nor	wakening	nature.He	who	is	taken	out	to	pass	through	a	fair	scene	to	the	scaffold,thinks	not	of	the	flowers	that	smile	on	his	road,	but	of	the	blockand	axe-edge;	of	the	disseverment	of	bone	and	vein;	of	the	gravegaping	at	the	end:	and	I	thought	of	drear	flight	and	homelesswandering--
and	oh!	with	agony	I	thought	of	what	I	left.	Iremember	her	appearance	at	the	moment--it	was	very	graceful	and	verystriking:	she	wore	a	morning	robe	of	sky-blue	crape;	a	gauzy	azurescarf	was	twisted	in	her	hair.	The	other	drawings	pleased	her	much,	but	shecalled	that	"an	ugly	man."	They	both	seemed	surprised	at	my	skill.I	offered	to	sketch	their
portraits;	and	each,	in	turn,	sat	for	apencil	outline.	He	took	the	way	over	the	misty	moors	in	the	direction	ofWhitcross--there	he	would	meet	the	coach."In	a	few	more	hours	I	shall	succeed	you	in	that	track,	cousin,"thought	I:	"I	too	have	a	coach	to	meet	at	Whitcross.	Where	the	sun	had	gone	down	in	simple	state--pure	of	thepomp	of	clouds--spread	a
solemn	purple,	burning	with	the	light	ofred	jewel	and	furnace	flame	at	one	point,	on	one	hill-peak,	andextending	high	and	wide,	soft	and	still	softer,	over	half	heaven.The	east	had	its	own	charm	or	fine	deep	blue,	and	its	own	modestgem,	a	casino	and	solitary	star:	soon	it	would	boast	the	moon;	butshe	was	yet	beneath	the	horizon.I	walked	a	while	on
the	pavement;	but	a	subtle,	well-known	scent--that	of	a	cigar--stole	from	some	window;	I	saw	the	library	casementopen	a	handbreadth;	I	knew	I	might	be	watched	thence;	so	I	wentapart	into	the	orchard.	I	have	hired	abuilding	for	the	purpose,	with	a	cottage	of	two	rooms	attached	to	itfor	the	mistress's	house.	Myclothes	hung	loose	on	me;	for	I	was
much	wasted,	but	I	covereddeficiencies	with	a	shawl,	and	once	more,	clean	and	respectablelooking--no	speck	of	the	dirt,	no	trace	of	the	disorder	I	so	hated,and	which	seemed	so	to	degrade	me,	left--I	crept	down	a	stonestaircase	with	the	aid	of	the	banisters,	to	a	narrow	low	passage,and	found	my	way	presently	to	the	kitchen.It	was	full	of	the	fragrance
of	new	bread	and	the	warmth	of	agenerous	fire.	What	does	it	mean?	Perfect	beauty	is	a	strong	expression;	butI	do	not	retrace	or	qualify	it:	as	sweet	features	as	ever	thetemperate	clime	of	Albion	moulded;	as	pure	hues	of	rose	and	lily	asever	her	humid	gales	and	vapoury	skies	generated	and	screened,justified,	in	this	instance,	the	term.	He	does	not
care	for	that:	when	my	timecame	to	die,	he	would	resign	me,	in	all	serenity	and	sanctity,	tothe	God	who	gave	me.	It	was	from	companionship	with	this	baby-phantom	I	had	been	roused	on	that	moonlight	night	when	I	heard	thecry;	and	it	was	on	the	afternoon	of	the	day	following	I	was	summoneddownstairs	by	a	message	that	some	one	wanted	me	in
Mrs.	Reed	was	rather	a	stout	woman;	but,	on	hearing	this	strange	andaudacious	declaration,	she	ran	nimbly	up	the	stair,	swept	me	like	awhirlwind	into	the	nursery,	and	crushing	me	down	on	the	edge	of	mycrib,	dared	me	in	an	emphatic	voice	to	rise	from	that	place,	orutter	one	syllable	during	the	remainder	of	the	day."What	would	Uncle	Reed	say	to
you,	if	he	were	alive?"	was	myscarcely	voluntary	demand.	On	the	first	of	theseoccasions,	she	perpetrated	the	attempt	to	burn	me	in	my	bed;	on	thesecond,	she	paid	that	ghastly	visit	to	you.	Nonsense,	Jane!	I	would	never	thinkof	running	a	hundred	miles	to	see	an	old	lady	who	will,	perhaps,	bedead	before	you	reach	her:	besides,	you	say	she	cast	you
off.""Yes,	sir,	but	that	is	long	ago;	and	when	her	circumstances	werevery	different:	I	could	not	be	easy	to	neglect	her	wishes	now.""How	long	will	you	stay?""As	short	a	time	as	possible,	sir.""Promise	me	only	to	stay	a	week--""I	had	better	not	pass	my	word:	I	might	be	obliged	to	break	it.""At	all	events	you	WILL	come	back:	you	will	not	be	induced
underany	pretext	to	take	up	a	permanent	residence	with	her?""Oh,	no!	I	shall	certainly	return	if	all	be	well.""And	who	goes	with	you?	I	mean	the	timorous	orcarping	few	who	doubt	the	tendency	of	such	books	as	"Jane	Eyre:"	inwhose	eyes	whatever	is	unusual	is	wrong;	whose	ears	detect	in	eachprotest	against	bigotry--that	parent	of	crime--an	insult	to
piety,that	regent	of	God	on	earth.	Know	meto	be	what	I	am--a	cold	hard	man."I	smiled	incredulously."You	have	taken	my	confidence	by	storm,"	he	continued,	"and	now	itis	much	at	your	service.	The	vehicle	had	stopped	at	the	wicket;	thedriver	opened	the	door:	first	one	well-known	form,	then	another,stepped	out.	I	mounted	into	thewindow-seat:
gathering	up	my	feet,	I	sat	cross-legged,	like	a	Turk;and,	having	drawn	the	red	moreen	curtain	nearly	close,	I	was	shrinedin	double	retirement.Folds	of	scarlet	drapery	shut	in	my	view	to	the	right	hand;	to	theleft	were	the	clear	panes	of	glass,	protecting,	but	not	separatingme	from	the	drear	November	day.	So	I	sought	out	aschool	conducted	on	a	more
indulgent	system,	and	near	enough	topermit	of	my	visiting	her	often,	and	bringing	her	home	sometimes.	Glancing	at	the	bookcases,	I	thoughtI	could	distinguish	the	two	volumes	of	Bewick's	British	Birdsoccupying	their	old	place	on	the	third	shelf,	and	Gulliver's	Travelsand	the	Arabian	Nights	ranged	just	above.	"Adopted	fraternity	will	not	do	in	this
case.If	you	were	my	real	sister	it	would	be	different:	I	should	takeyou,	and	seek	no	wife.	I	shut	the	closet	to	conceal	the	strange,	wraith-likeapparel	it	contained;	which,	at	this	evening	hour--nine	o'clock--gave	out	certainly	a	most	ghostly	shimmer	through	the	shadow	of	myapartment.	but	first--"He	ran	headlong	at	me:	I	felt	him	grasp	my	hair	and	my
shoulder:he	had	closed	with	a	desperate	thing.	In	the	calm	with	which	youlearnt	you	had	become	suddenly	rich,	I	read	a	mind	clear	of	the	viceof	Demas:-	lucre	had	no	undue	power	over	you.	I	had	expected	his	arrival	beforetea;	now	it	was	dark:	what	could	keep	him?	Her	face	was	near	mine:	I	saw	therewas	pity	in	it,	and	I	felt	sympathy	in	her	hurried
breathing.	Reed	took	her	hand	away,and,	turning	her	face	rather	from	me,	she	remarked	that	the	nightwas	warm.	Itseems	her	career	there	was	very	honourable:	from	a	pupil,	shebecame	a	teacher,	like	yourself--really	it	strikes	me	there	areparallel	points	in	her	history	and	yours--she	left	it	to	be	agoverness:	there,	again,	your	fates	were	analogous;	she
undertookthe	education	of	the	ward	of	a	certain	Mr.	Rochester.""Mr.	Rivers!"	I	interrupted."I	can	guess	your	feelings,"	he	said,	"but	restrain	them	for	awhile:	I	have	nearly	finished;	hear	me	to	the	end.	The	grim	blackness	of	the	stones	told	by	what	fatethe	Hall	had	fallen--by	conflagration:	but	how	kindled?	Missis	intends	you	toleave	Gateshead	in	a	day
or	two,	and	you	shall	choose	what	toys	youlike	to	take	with	you.""Bessie,	you	must	promise	not	to	scold	me	any	more	till	I	go.""Well,	I	will;	but	mind	you	are	a	very	good	girl,	and	don't	beafraid	of	me.	But	for	the	moonlight	theywould	have	been	in	complete	darkness.	Verysoon	you	seemed	to	get	used	to	me:	I	believe	you	felt	the	existenceof	sympathy
between	you	and	your	grim	and	cross	master,	Jane;	for	itwas	astonishing	to	see	how	quickly	a	certain	pleasant	easetranquillised	your	manner:	snarl	as	I	would,	you	showed	nosurprise,	fear,	annoyance,	or	displeasure	at	my	moroseness;	youwatched	me,	and	now	and	then	smiled	at	me	with	a	simple	yetsagacious	grace	I	cannot	describe.	But	he	curbed
it,	I	think,	as	a	resolute	rider	would	curba	rearing	steed.	All	the	men	in	her	circle	seemed	to	admire	her	andenvy	me.	I	have	surely	not	been	dreaming,	have	I?	I	know	that	a	stranger's	hand	will	write	to	me	next,	to	saythat	the	good	and	faithful	servant	has	been	called	at	length	intothe	joy	of	his	Lord.	Come,	we	will	sit	there	in	peace	to-night,	though	we
shouldnever	more	be	destined	to	sit	there	together."	He	seated	me	andhimself."It	is	a	long	way	to	Ireland,	Janet,	and	I	am	sorry	to	send	mylittle	friend	on	such	weary	travels:	but	if	I	can't	do	better,	howis	it	to	be	helped?	"Am	I	cruel	in	my	love?"	he	said.	I	did	not	know	it,	even	when,	on	the	occasion	ofMesrour's	accident,	it	came	up	and	gravely	offered
me	help.Childish	and	slender	creature!	It	seemed	as	if	a	linnet	had	hoppedto	my	foot	and	proposed	to	bear	me	on	its	tiny	wing.	The	side-passage	door	was	fastened;	I	opened	it	with	as	little	noise	aspossible:	all	the	yard	was	quiet;	but	the	gates	stood	wide	open,and	there	was	a	post-chaise,	with	horses	ready	harnessed,	and	driverseated	on	the	box,
stationed	outside.	comprised	in	yourinitials	written	in	books	you	have	at	different	times	lent	me;	but	Inever	asked	for	what	name	it	stood.	And	yet	wherewas	the	Jane	Eyre	of	yesterday?--where	was	her	life?--where	were	herprospects?Jane	Eyre,	who	had	been	an	ardent,	expectant	woman--almost	a	bride,was	a	cold,	solitary	girl	again:	her	life	was	pale;
her	prospectswere	desolate.	Reed	of	Gateshead.	Reed	would	haveendured	my	presence	more	complacently;	her	children	would	haveentertained	for	me	more	of	the	cordiality	of	fellow-feeling;	theservants	would	have	been	less	prone	to	make	me	the	scapegoat	of	thenursery.Daylight	began	to	forsake	the	red-room;	it	was	past	four	o'clock,and	the
beclouded	afternoon	was	tending	to	drear	twilight.	I	hadbeen	struggling	with	tears	for	some	time:	I	had	taken	great	painsto	repress	them,	because	I	knew	he	would	not	like	to	see	me	weep.Now,	however,	I	considered	it	well	to	let	them	flow	as	freely	and	aslong	as	they	liked.	How	hurried	was	their	first	glance!	But	how	they	fix!	Howhe	starts!	How	he
suddenly	and	vehemently	clasps	in	both	arms	theform	he	dared	not,	a	moment	since,	touch	with	his	finger!	How	hecalls	aloud	a	name,	and	drops	his	burden,	and	gazes	on	it	wildly!He	thus	grasps	and	cries,	and	gazes,	because	he	no	longer	fears	towaken	by	any	sound	he	can	utter--by	any	movement	he	can	make.	Who	has	his	letters?""Mr.	Briggs
intimates	that	the	answer	to	his	application	was	notfrom	Mr.	Rochester,	but	from	a	lady:	it	is	signed	'Alice	Fairfax.'"I	felt	cold	and	dismayed:	my	worst	fears	then	were	probably	true:he	had	in	all	probability	left	England	and	rushed	in	recklessdesperation	to	some	former	haunt	on	the	Continent.	I	heardyou	come	home	that	night,	Jane,	though	probably
you	were	not	awarethat	I	thought	of	you	or	watched	for	you.	"Abbot	and	Bessie,	I	believe	I	gave	orders	that	Jane	Eyreshould	be	left	in	the	red-room	till	I	came	to	her	myself.""Miss	Jane	screamed	so	loud,	ma'am,"	pleaded	Bessie."Let	her	go,"	was	the	only	answer.	I	was	wrong	to	attempt	to	deceiveyou;	but	I	feared	a	stubbornness	that	exists	in	your
character.	I	know	my	Maker	sanctions	what	Ido.	"Does	not	the	consciousnessof	having	done	some	real	good	in	your	day	and	generation	givepleasure?""Doubtless.""And	you	have	only	toiled	a	few	months!	Would	not	a	life	devoted	tothe	task	of	regenerating	your	race	be	well	spent?""Yes,"	I	said;	"but	I	could	not	go	on	for	ever	so:	I	want	to	enjoymy	own
faculties	as	well	as	to	cultivate	those	of	other	people.	I	was	no	vocalistmyself,	and,	in	his	fastidious	judgment,	no	musician,	either;	but	Idelighted	in	listening	when	the	performance	was	good.	It	was	then	nine	o'clock:he	did	not	return	till	midnight.	Human	beings	neverenjoy	complete	happiness	in	this	world.	Diana	and	Mary	have	left	you,	and
MoorHouse	is	shut	up,	and	you	are	so	lonely.	He	shook	his	head."What	do	you	disapprove	of,	Mr.	Rivers?"	I	asked."You	will	not	stay	at	Morton	long:	no,	no!""Why?	I	saw	a	girl	sitting	on	a	stone	bench	near;she	was	bent	over	a	book,	on	the	perusal	of	which	she	seemed	intent:from	where	I	stood	I	could	see	the	title--it	was	"Rasselas;"	a	namethat	struck
me	as	strange,	and	consequently	attractive.	My	strength	sufficed	for	but	short	answers.Diana	took	the	word	-"Do	you	mean,"	she	asked,	"that	we	have	now	given	you	what	aid	yourequire?
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