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NKEWNH 9UP
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CHAPTER 1

It was impossible to take a
walk that day. Since dinner the
cold winter wind had brought
with it! clouds so sombre, and a
rain so penetrating, that further
out-door exercise was out of
the question.? Instead, we had
to amuse ourselves indoorss3.
I was glad of it: I never liked
long walks, especially on chilly
afternoons. My cousins, Eliza,
John and Georgiana Reed were
sitting round their mama in the
drawing-room by the fire-side,
but I was not allowed* to join
the group.

“You, Jane, are excluded?®
from our company until I hear
from Bessie that you can behave
like a proper, sweet little girl,”
announced Mrs. Reed.

“What does Bessie say I have
done?” I asked.
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' B nipeiyIoXXeHUU 1c-
nonb3yercs Past Perfect
17151 0003HAYEHUS JIeii-
CTBUSI, MPOU3OILIEAIIETO
110 OTIPEAETIEHHOTO
MOMEHTA B IIPOIILIOM
(mo Havasa MmoBeCTBO-
BaHUs), cM. ' pamma-
TUYECKUI CIIPABOYHUK
(I'C) 42.

2 0 daavHeliwell npozyike
Ha ceexcem 6030yxe He
M0240 Obtmb u peyu.
further - cpaBHUTETbHAS
CTeTneHb MpuIaraTeib-
Horo far, cM. I'C 13.

3 Ham npuwiaoco Hatimu
cebe 3anamue doma.
MonanbHbII TJIaros
have to 0603HaYaLT, YTO
00CTOSTENbCTBA BbI-
HYXIaI0T MPOU3BOAUTD
Kakoe-JI. IeiiCTBUE, CM.
rc?22,18.

* dopma MmaccuBHOTO
3ayiora B Past Simple,
cm. I'C 50.



IITapsorTa BpoHTe

> dopma MaccCUBHOTO
3asiora B Present Simple,
cMm. I'C 50.

° ne npepexaiimecs.
Csadome

DopMBbI MOBETUTETBLHO-
ro HakioHeHus , ['C 49.
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“Jane, I don’t like question-
ers; don’t answer me back. Be
seated® somewhere; and until
you can speak pleasantly, remain
silent.”

I went into another room,
with a bookcase in it. I took one
of the books, Bewick’s History
of British Birds, and climbed
into the window seat”. I drew
the curtain, gathered up my
feet, and sat cross-legged, like
a Turk. Then I immersed my-
self into another world. I was
now discovering the shores of
Lapland, Siberia, Spitzbergen,
Nova Zembla, Iceland, Green-
land, with ‘the vast sweep of the
Arctic Zone, and that reservoir
of frost and snow. Of these death
white realms I formed an idea of
my own: shadowy, like all the
half-comprehended notions that
float dim through children’s
brains, but strangely impressive.

The book contained pictures,
and each picture told a story.
These stories were as interesting

* the window seat — cunense mog,
OKHOM (8 aHeznuiickux domax
ObLI0 NPUHAMO 8CMPAUBAMD
HebonbW ol Ou8aH4 UK No0 OK-
HOM)




Ioxeitn Iup

as the tales Bessie sometimes
narrated” on winter evenings
when she was in good humour
and fed our attention with pas-
sages of love and adventure from
old fairy tales and other ballads.

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

“Boh!” cried the voice of
John Reed. Then he paused as
he thought the room was empty.
“Where is she? Lizzy! Georgy!
Tell Mama! Jane’s run out into
the rain!”

“She’s in the window seat,”
Eliza said at once.

I came out immediately be-
fore John could drag me out.

“What doyouwant?” I asked.

John Reed was a fourteen-
year-old schoolboy, four years
older than I%. He was large and
stout for his age, and he bullied
me continually. I hated and
feared him, I could do noth-
ing against his menaces. The
servants did not like to offend
their young master, and Mrs.
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7 Dmu pacckazvt 6oLau
maxumu jce unme-
PECHbIMU, KaK CKA3KU,
xomopute beccu unozoa
pacckasvieania

O cpaBHUTEIBHOM
KOHCTPYKIIMU as + npu-
AazamenvHoe/Hapeuue
+ascm. I'C 13. B atom
MPEIOKEHUM UMEETCsI
TakK Ha3bIBaeMoe Oecco-
103HOE MPUCOCTUHEHME
MPUIATOYHOTO MPEIIO-
KEHUST — MEXITy CJIOBa-
MU tales v Bessie moriu
CTOSITh COIO3HBIE CIIOBA
that inu which, Ho OHU
4acTo OIMYCKAIOTCST KaK
B YCTHOI, TaK 1 B ITHUCh-
MEHHON peyu.

8 na wemuvipe 200a cmap-
we meHs

O cpaBHUTEJIBHOI KOH-
CTPYKIUH C than cM.
IrcCi1s.
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° Huuez0 He 2080ps
speaking 3mech SIBJISIETCS
repyHavem. O0 ynotpe-
OJICHUU TePYHIUS CM.
I'cCs3.

10" 3a mo, umo mot nps-
maaaco

hiding 3nech siBIsIeTCS
repyHaviem. O0 ynorpe-
OJICHUU TEePYHIUS CM.
I'cCs3.

' mebe 0t caedosaio

npocumv MUI0CMbIHIO
MopanbHblii raron
should o6o3HavaeT co-
Bet, cm. I'C 27.

12" yoapuswuco 2040601i 0
0éepb U NOPAHUBULUCY.
DTO NPUYACTHBIM
000poT, 00pa3oBaH-
HBIIA TIPUYACTUSMU
HACTOSIIIETO BpeMEHHN
striking i cutting v BbI-
MOJHSIOMNN (PYHKIINIO
obcTosTe bCTBA. B aTOM
ciydae mpuyacTusl, Kak
MPaBUJIO, TIEPEBOISTCS
DPYCCKMMM Jeerpuda-
CTUSMU.

8
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Reed was blind and deaf on the
subject.

All at once, without speak-
ing®, John struck suddenly and
strongly.

“That is for your rude answer
to mama, for hiding!°behind
curtains and for the look you had
in your eyes, you rat,” he said.

“What were you doing be-
hind that curtain?”

“I was reading.”

“Show me the book.”

I gave him the book.

“You have no right to take
our books. You have no money,
your father left you none, you
should beg'!, and not live with
us. Now, I’ll teach you a lesson.
Go and stand by the door.”

I did so, then waited, flinch-
ing. He hurled the heavy book at
me. It hit me and I fell, striking
my head against the door and
cutting it.'? The cut bled, the
pain was sharp: suddenly my
terror was gone, and I was full
of anger.

“Wicked and cruel boy! You
are like a murderer!”

“Did she say that to me? Did
you hear her, Eliza and Geor-




Ioxeitn Iup

giana? Won’t I tell mama? but
first—*

He grasped my hair and my
shoulder. I don’t very well know
what I did with my hands, but
he called me ‘Rat! Rat!’, Eliza,
and Georgianaran for Mrs. Reed.

We were parted, and Mrs.
Reed was standing over me.

“Dear, dear,” said Abbott,
shaking her head. “What a fury,
to fly at master John!”

“Take her away to the red-
room,” said Mrs. Reed, “and lock
her in there.”

The red-room was the biggest
bedroom in Gateshead Hall, with
a red carpet, red damask drap-
ery, red velvet curtains, and a
dark mahogany bed in it. Nobody
slept there. Nobody wanted to.
It was here, nine years before,
in that very bed that Mr. Reed
had died.!® Ever since I had often
heard the servants whispering
that it was haunted.

I resisted all the way. Bes-
sie and Abbott had to force
me through the door.'* I only
stopped struggling when they
threatened to tie me to a chair.
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13" Hmenno 30ecs ... na
2moli camoli Kposamu
ymep mucmep Puo.

B npennoxenun uc-
MOJIb3YeTCsl YCUITH -
TebHast KOHCTPYKIIUS
itis ... that/who ... nns
TOTO, YTOOKI IIPUBJIEYD
BHUMAaHUE YUTATENS K
00CTOSITEJILCTBY MECTa,
cm. I'C 48.

14 Beccu u D66om npu-
WA0CH NPOMANUUMs MeHst
uepes deepbo.
MonanbHblii I1aroj
have to 0603HaYaeT, YTO
00CTOSITE/IbCTBA BbI-
HYXIAIOT TPOU3BOINTH
Kakoe-JI. IeiCTBUe, CM.
I'C18.
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15" Ecau 6ot ne 6ydeme
cebs xopowo éecmu, oHa
MOHCem GbIKUHYMb 8aC
Ha yauuy. H 2de ovt 6b1
moeoa oxaszaaucs?
YcinoBHOE TIpeioxe-
Hue I Tumna. Bropoe
TIpeTOXEeHe — TIPe-
JIOXKEHWe B cocJiara-
TEJIBHOM HAKJIOHEHUU
C TOIpa3yMeBaeMbIM
yclioBUeM (ecau Obl bt
OKA3AAUCH HA YAULE), CM.
I'C 59, 60.

16" Bam 6bt ayume nomo-
Aumocs

Koncrpykius had better
BBIPAXKaeT COBET, CM.
Ircio.

'7 Ocmaeaennas 6 oou-
Houecmee, APOCMHO
GUENUGUIUCD 6 KPecao, 6
KOmopoe MeHs 6NuUXHyl,
51 6HOBY U BHOBb NPOKPY-
uueaa 6 20.106e coovl-
must 3moeo OHs.

Left alone — npuyacrt-
HbII 000POT, 0Opa3o-
BaHHBbIN MTpUYaCTUEM
MPOILLEAIIETO BpeMEH!
OT rjaroJa leave.
holding furiously — npu-
YacTHBII 000pOT, 0Opa-
30BaHHBII TPUIACTUEM
HAaCTOSIIIIEr0 BpeMeHU
oT rnaroJna hold. Oba

10
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“What shocking conduct,
Miss Eyre, to strike a young
gentleman! Your young master.”

“Master! How is he my mas-
ter? Am I aservant?”

“No; you are less than a ser-
vant, for you do nothing for your
keep,” said Miss Abbot.

“Miss Eyre, you should be
grateful to Mrs. Reed for keep-
ing you,” said Bessie, in a kinder
voice. “If you don’t behave, she
might send you away, and then
where would you be?'%”

“You’d better say your
prayers'®, Miss, and ask for for-
giveness,” said Abbott.

They left and locked the door
behind them.

Left alone, holding furi-
ously onto the chair I had been
pushed into, I turned the after-
noon’s events over and over in
my mind!”. Why did everyone
adore selfish, rude John, Geor-
giana and Eliza, and hate me,
even though I tried to be good?
Why could I never please? Was
it because they were pretty, with
their golden curls and silk dress-
es, and I was poor and plain?
“Unjust!—unjust!” said a voice
in my head.
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The room was silent as it
was far from the nursery and
kitchen. It was getting dark as'®
the daylight faded and I had no
candle. It was cold too as there
was no fire'®. I thought about Mr.
Reed. He had been my uncle?® —
my mother’s brother. When my
parents had died, I was a baby,
and my uncle Reed had brought
me tolive at Gateshead Hall. Bes-
sie had told me that Mrs. Reed
only continued to look after me
because, just before his death,
Mr. Reed had made her promise
that she would?!.

He had always been kind to
me. Perhaps now his spirit was
watching®, and was angry about
the way they treated me. Per-
haps — I gripped the chair more
tightly, and felt frightened —
perhaps his ghost really lived in
this room.

The thought of seeing a
ghost, even kind Mr. Reed’s
ghost, filled me with terror. I was
not quite sure whether Abbott
and Bessie had locked the door;
I got up and went to see. Alas!
yes. I stared into the darkness in
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00opoTa SIBJISIOTCS 00-
CTOSITEILCTBAMU, CM.
I'C 15, 16.

B aTom npemioxkeHun
TIPUTSKATEJIbHBIN TTa-
JIEXK yIOTpeOJIsIeTces ¢
CYILIECTBUTEIbHBIM af-
ternoon, cm. I'C 4.

18 BesnuuHOE Mpeio-
JKEHUE, XapaKTepu3yto-
1ee OCBEIIEHHOCTD; O
0E3TMIHBIX TTPETOXKE-
Husx cM. I'C 57.

B npenyioxxenun
ucnosb3yetcs Past
Continuous ay1s1 060-
3HAYCHUS IEHCTBUS,
KOTOpPOE COBEPIIAIOCH B
OnpeaeaEHHBINA ITepUoI
BPEMEHU B IPOIILIOM
(korna [IxxeitH cunena
O/IHa B KOMHATe), CM.
I'C 39.

19 B nipeisIoXKeHU N 1C-
MOJIb3YeTCSI KOHCTPYK-
1us there is / are, CM.
T'C54.

20 B rpeIoXKeHH 1C-
monb3yetcs Past Perfect
17151 0003HAYEHUS Aeii-
CTBUSI, TIPOU3OIIEAIIETO
10 KaKOro-JI. MOMEHTa
B MPOILIOM (JI0 ONUCHI-
BaeMBIX COOBITHIA), CM.
rc42.
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2l 31ech UCTIOJIB3YETCS
(opma Bpemenu Fu-
ture-in-the-Past, 4ToObI
0003HAYUTh JICUCTBUE,
KOTOpOE MPOU30MIET B
OyaylIeM IO OTHOIIEe-
HWIO K CUTYaIluH B ITPO-
oM, cm. I'C 45.
CMbICTIOBOI TIIaron look
after onylieH, 4TO0bI
Mn30€eKaTh ero MOBTO-
peHMSI.

22 Qzaadvieasce nazao,
A NOHUMAlo, ¥mo, cKkopee
6cez0, 3Mmo 0bL1 6cezo
auws Aaxeil, uoywui ¢
donapém no eazony.
Looking back — ipu-
YacTHBIN 000pOoT, 0Opa-
30BaHHBIN MTPUYACTUEM
HACTOSIIIETO0 BpeMEHH
OT rnaroJia look v BbI-
TTOJTHSIONIUN (DYHKIIUIO
00CTOSITe/IbCTBA B MIPE/-
JIOXKEHUU

carrying a lantern — 060-
poOT, 00pa30BaHHbBII
MpUYACTUEM HACTOSIIIE-
ro BpeMEHH OT Ijiarojia
carry, SIBJISIIOLIMIACS
ornpeneeHueM K cyliie-
CTBUTEJILHOMY footman,
o npuyactuu cMm. I'C 15.
2 Botnycmume mens!
Paspewume mue noiimu
6 demckymo!
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panic, convinced a phantom was
about to appear”.

At this moment a light
gleamed on the wall and began
to glide slowly across the ceiling
towards me.

Looking back, I know it was
probably nothing more than
a footman carrying a lantern
across the lawn?2, But, in my
terrified state of mind, I believed
it was the ghost. My head grew
hot, something seemed near me.
I rushed to the door and shook
the lock in desperate effort
screaming.

I heard footsteps, the key
turned, Bessie and Abbot en-
tered.

“Take me out! Let me go into
the nursery!”?* I cried.

“What for? Are you hurt?
Have you seen something?” de-
manded Bessie.

“I saw a light, and I thought
it was a ghost...”

“What is all this?” It was
Mrs. Reed. “Bessie, I told you to
leave Jane alone.”

“ a phantom was about to
appear — Ipu3paK BOT-BOT I10-
SIBUTCSH
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“Miss Jane screamed so loud-
ly, ma’am...”

“You cannot get out by these
means, child,” Mrs. Reed said.
“It is my duty to show you that
tricks will not work. You will now
stay here an hour longer.”

“0 aunt! have pity! Forgive
me!”

But I was only an actress in
her eyes. Bessie and Abbot left
first, Mrs. Reed pushed me back
into the room and locked me in.

Left alone once more, I fell
unconscious, as that was the last
thing I remembered?.

CHAPTER 2

When I woke up, I was some-
where warm and soft. There was
a red glow and muffled voices
around me. Someone lifted me,
and then I rested my head against
a pillow or an arm, and felt easy.

When I opened my eyes, I
saw that I was in my own bed.
The glow came from the fire. It
was night. Bessie stood beside
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DopMBI TOBETUTEITb-
HOTO HaKJIOHEHUSI, CM.

I'C 49.

% 3mo 6bL10 nocaeonee,

Hmo s1 NOMHUAA.

B aToM nipemioxkeHnn
0eccol03HOe IPUCOeT-
HEHUE TPUIATOYHOTO
MPEATOXEHUST — MEXIY
cjioBaMH thing u I Moriio
CTOSITb COI03HOE CJIOBO
that, 9acTo oryckaeMoe
KaK B YCTHOM, TaK U B

MUCbMEHHOM pEYU.
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' ecau wmo-nu6yow 3axo-

mume.
YcioBHOE TIpeIoxKe-
Hue I Tumna, cm. I'C 59.

2 wmo npoucxodum?

B npenjioxeHuu ymo-
TpebisieTcs: BpeMst
Present Continuous mist
0003HaYEeHUST IEVICTBUS,
MPOMCXOASIIETO B MO-
MeHT peun, cM. ['C 38.
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me, looking anxious, and a gen-
tleman sat in a chair near my
pillow. I knew him. It was Mr.
Lloyd, an apothecary. Mrs. Reed
called him sometimes when the
servants were ill.

“Who am I, Jane?” he asked.

“Mr. Lloyd,” I said, offering
him at the same time my hand.
He took it and smiled.

“I think she’ll be alright. I’1l
come back tomorrow.”

He departed, to my grief. I
felt so sheltered when he sat in
the chair, and then all the room
darkened.

“Would you like to sleep,
Miss Eyre?” asked Bessie, rather
softly.

“T'll try.”

“Would you like something
to eat or drink?”

“No thank you,” I said, puz-
zled”. Why was she so nice to me?

“Then I’ll go to bed myself
—it’s after midnight,” she said.
“But you can call me if you want
anything!.”

“Bessie, what is going on?2?”
I asked. “Am Iill?”

* puzzled — ozagauenHo
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“You fainted crying in the
red-room. You’ll be better soon.”

Next day I sat wrapped in a
shawl by the fire. I felt weak and
broken down. None of the Reeds?
were home, and I could be happy.
Instead, my nerves were in such a
state that no calm could soothe,
and no pleasure excite them.
Even when Bessie came in with
a tart for me, I put it away. As
Bessie finished dusting and tidy-
ing the room, she began making a
new bonnet for Georgiana’s doll
and sing. Her voice was sweet but
I found its melody sad.

“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 only

Watch o’er the steps of a poor
orphan child.”

“Miss Jane, don’t cry,” said
Bessie as she finished the ballad.
She might as well have said to
the fire, ‘don’t burn!*’

At midday, Mr. Lloyd re-
turned, as he had promised, and
asked Bessie how I was. Bessie
answered that I was doing very
well.
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> Huxmo u3 Pudoe

the Reeds — damunus

B (hOpMe MHOXKECTBEH -
HOTO YKCJIa ¢ ompe-
JIeJIEHHBIM apTUKJIEM
0003HavYaeT BCIO CEMbIO
B 1esnom, cM. I'C 2.

* C makum xnce ycnexom
OHa MO2Aa CKa3ambo
oenro: «He eopu».

Might B coueTaHuu ¢
nepdeKTHBIM UH(U-
HUTHBOM BbIpaXkaeT
YIPEK, OTHOCSIIIMIACS K
KaKUM-JI. IECTBUSIM B
MPOIIOM, T. €. JI>keitH
CUYMTAeT BhICKA3bIBAaHUE
beccu 6eccmbiciieH-
HbIM, HE HaJI0 eii ObLIO
3T0 roBopuTh. O riaro-
sie might cm. I'C 24.
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