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北　京


人物关系表


Jane Eyre 简·爱：
 本书女主角


Mrs. Reed 里德太太：
 简的舅母


Eliza 伊丽莎：
 简的表姐，里德太太的长女


John 约翰：
 简的表哥，里德太太的独子


Geogiana 乔治娜：
 简的表姐，里德太太的次女


Bessie 贝西：
 里德太太的管家女仆


Abbot 阿波特：
 里德太太的贴身女仆


Mr. Reed 里德先生：
 简的舅父，九年前逝世


Mr. Lloyd 劳埃特先生：
 药剂师兼给人看病


Mr. Brocklehurst 布寇赫斯先生：
 洛伍慈善学校（孤儿院）创建人的儿子，现掌管该校财务大权


Miss Miller 米勒小姐：
 该慈善学校老师


Miss Temple 邓波女士：
 该校学监兼主管


Helen Burns 海伦：
 该校学生，简的好友


Mrs. Fairfax 费尔福克斯太太：
 桑费尔德庄园的女管家


Mr. Edward Rochester 罗彻斯特：
 桑费尔德庄园的主人


Adèle Varens 阿黛拉：
 罗彻斯特的八岁养女


John 约翰：
 桑费尔德庄园的仆人兼马车夫


Leah 莉：
 桑费尔德庄园的女仆


Grace Poole 格雷丝：
 桑费尔德庄园的女仆


Céline Varens 色莱娜：
 法国舞蹈演员，罗彻斯特的情妇


Miss Blanche Ingram 英格兰曼小姐：
 罗彻斯特名誉上的未婚妻


Sam 山姆：
 桑费尔德庄园的男仆


Mr. Mason 梅森：
 罗彻斯特妻子的弟弟


Carter 卡特：
 外科医生


Robert Leaven 李文：
 里德太太的马车夫


John Eyre 约翰·爱：
 简的叔父


Sophie 苏菲：
 桑费尔德庄园的女仆


St. John Rivers 圣约翰：
 简的表兄(简的姑母之子)


Hannah：
 圣约翰的女仆


Mary 玛丽：
 简的表姐(简的姑母之女)


Diana 黛安娜：
 简的表姐(简的姑母之女)


Bertha 贝莎：
 罗彻斯特之妻，梅森之姐


Mary 玛丽：
 罗彻斯特之女仆，男仆约翰之妻


故事梗概

《简·爱》是英国文学史中一部不朽的杰作。作者夏洛蒂·勃朗特（Charlotte Brontё）于1816年出生在英国北部荒原山村一个牧师家庭，自幼与兄妹五人过着清苦生活，不想日后这个家庭竟培养出震惊英国文坛的三位女作家，而夏洛蒂是三姐妹中最负盛誉的一位。她一生著有四部长篇小说及不少诗作；《简·爱》于1847年出版后，立即在伦敦引起巨大反响。

本书主人公简·爱是个自幼父母双亡的孤女，婴儿时期由舅父母收养。不久舅父逝世，舅母及其子女对她百般欺凌虐待，她年幼瘦弱又孤立无援，但她不甘屈辱奋力与之抗争。十岁时，她被送到一处名为慈善学校实为孤儿院的地方，在那里度过八年凄苦艰难的岁月；她勇敢面对孤独、饥饿、疾病和繁重的体力劳动，而与此同时，她刻苦认真学习知识，坚持不懈地提高自己在品德方面的素质和修养。在完成六年的学习课程后，终于成长为一名合格的教师。

十八岁时她登报求职，离开该校到一座花园府邸给一个八岁女孩当家庭教师。在当时当地的所谓上流社会中，她只是一名不受重视的平凡受雇者，但她工作认真、待人真诚、行事稳重，不久就深得府邸女管家及庄园男主人的信任和尊重。而她在逐步理解男主人性格中正直善良的一面时，不自禁地对之产生了同情及爱意。在一次家宴中，她遇到了情敌——一位骄横高傲的富家女子。她明知自己在外貌及出身方面均处于弱势，但她坚信纯真的爱情远胜于贵族资产阶级的虚荣和伪善，从而她勇气倍增，自信只有自己才与品德高尚的男主人相互般配。在她以平等身份与他相爱并准备结婚时，意外地得知他的妻子仍然健在。尽管她难以割舍这份爱情，但她自尊自重，不屑充当情妇角色，毅然决然忍痛离开了所爱的人，独自踏上危机四伏，前途渺茫的路程。

在一望无际的荒原中流浪乞讨数日后，她终于来到一座农舍，得到农舍主人——三兄妹的救助。她虽在那里安顿下来，但不愿白白接受施舍，在身体康复后立刻自立谋生，在一所乡村女校任职。一年后一个偶然机会她收到叔父遗赠给她的一笔巨款，同时得知农舍主人的三兄妹原来是她姑母的子女。她珍视亲情远胜财物，故将叔父的遗赠平分，由四人分享。她的表兄是位教士，在他决定去印度传教前，恳求简与之结婚以便充当他传教工作的助手，但简鄙视那种没有爱情的婚姻而坚决予以拒绝。

实际上两年来，她无时不在牵挂自己真心爱恋的人，终因无法打听到他的消息，才决定亲自去趟庄园看个究竟。不意途中听说在一次火灾中，整座府邸已焚烧怠尽，成为一片废墟，庄园主人在大火中为救妻子身受重伤，而他的妻子从高处跳下堕楼身亡。简得知后，毫未犹豫立刻赶到肢体残缺、双目失明的爱人身边，在自立平等的情况下，终于与之缔结良缘。

本书是一部有自传成分的家庭伦理小说，一部杰出的现实主义作品。作者用回忆自述手法，讲述一个出身贫寒的年轻女子怎样与命运搏斗，怎样战胜坎坷的逆境；她对生活坚持积极进取态度，对爱情和婚姻遵循自尊自重自主的原则；这样独立自强、性格刚毅的女性，不仅在十九世纪的英国，在任何其他国家的现实社会及文学作品中也都是罕见的；更何况本书的思想内容与艺术形式与当时文艺界的传统意识具有全新的不同之处，故此百多年来，《简·爱》始终在全世界拥有广大读者，在世界文学宝库中占有重要的一席之地。


前　　言

◆英语是语言的帝国

全球60亿人中，有3.8亿人的母语是英语，2.5亿人的第二母语是英语，12.3亿人学习英语，33.6亿人和英语有关。全世界电视节目的75％、电子邮件的80％、网络的85％、软件源代码的100％都使用英语。40～50年后，全球将有50％的人精通英语。全球约有6000种语言，21世纪末其中的90％将消亡。届时英语作为主导语言的地位将进一步得到提升。

目前中国大约有4亿人在学英语，超过英国和美国的人口总和，这是中国努力与时代接轨、与国际接轨的一个重要标志，大量中国人熟练掌握国际通用语言是中华民族走向繁荣富强的必要保障。

◆全民学英语运动

中国近20年来兴起了一场轰轰烈烈的全民学英语的运动。其规模之大，范围之广，古今中外前所未有。

学生、教师、公务员、公司职员、商店店员、出租车司机等，各行各业，都在学英语。其学习过程的漫长，也令人感叹。从幼儿园、小学、中学、大学、硕士、博士，到毕业工作，出国，直至退休，一直都在学，英语的学习可谓是终生性的。

◆英语学了多年之后的尴尬

中国人学了多年英语之后，如果冷静地反省一下多年努力的成效，不难发现自己的英语水平令人十分尴尬。这里将具体表现列举一二。

●读任何原版的英语杂志，如Times（时代）、Newsweek（新闻周刊）、The Economists（经济学家），或者原版小说，如Jane Eyre（简·爱）、Gone with the Wind（飘）等，必须借助词典，因为我们随时都可能读不懂。即便查阅大部头的词典，我们常常还是不能理解文意，将文意理解得面目全非。最为可悲的是我们中很多人已经屈从于这种一知半解的阅读状态，甚至有人还荒唐地认为英语本身就是一门模模糊糊的语言，这样当然就更谈不上尝到读原汁原味英语的乐趣了。

●学习和探索专业知识的主流载体仍然是汉语。但我们必须清楚：整个现代科学体系基本是用英语来描述和表达的，译成汉语会有一定程度的失真，而且必然导致滞后。

●英语表达是一个更大的问题。主要体现在用英语写作以及用英语深入交谈上。事实上，大多数人只能用简单的英语来进行粗略的表述，无法顺利地参加国际学术会议或者进行国际贸易谈判。即便是学术水平很高的专家，在国际刊物上发表论文时，只能请仅懂英语不懂专业的人翻译。一篇在很多老外眼中不伦不类的论文就这样产生了。客观地讲，即使采用不太高的标准来衡量，在中国英语学习的失败率也应该在99％以上。

◆来自西方的教育理念

中国人读英语有个缺点，学习缺乏渐进性。他们习惯于读满篇都是生词的文章，以为这样“收获”才最大。结果他们的阅读不断地被查词典打断，一小时只能看两三页，读起来自然索然无味，最后只能作罢。这是中国人学英语的通病!读的文章几乎全部达到了语言学家所说的“frustration level”（使学生感到沮丧的程度）。

西方的语言学家和心理学家对英语学习者的阅读状况进行了大量的研究，结论令人非常吃惊：最适宜阅读的难度比我们长期所处的、我们所习惯的、我们头脑中定位的难度要低得多!只有文中生词量小到足以保证阅读的持续性时，语言吸收的效果才最好，语言水平的提高也最快。举个形象的例子：上山是从峭壁直接艰难攀登还是走平缓的盘山路好?显然，能够从峭壁登顶者寥寥无几!即使其能勉强成功，也远远落后于沿坦途行进者。

◆犹太民族的启示

曾经有人说：全世界的金钱装在美国人的口袋里，而美国人的金钱却装在犹太人的脑袋里。据统计，犹太人占世界总人口约0.3％，却掌握着世界经济命脉。在全世界最富有的企业家中，犹太人占50％以上。无论是过去和现在，在知名的经济巨头中犹太人占有绝对的比例。如第一个亿万巨富、石油大王洛克菲勒，“美国股神”巴菲特，华尔街的缔造者摩根，花旗集团董事长威尔，“打开个人计算机直销大门”的戴尔，坐在全球软件头把交椅“甲骨文公司”的艾利森，华纳电影公司创办人华纳，电影世界的领头羊斯皮尔伯格，他们都是犹太人。

犹太人成就的背后就是他们的噬书习惯。联合国教科文组织调查表明，全世界读书最多的民族是犹太民族。其中以色列在人均拥有图书和出版社以及每年人均读书的比例上，超过了世界上任何一个国家，成为世界之最，平均每人每年读书64本。与之反差很大的是中华民族，平均每人每年读书0.7本。这之中有阅读习惯的中国人虽占5％，却掌握着中国80％的财富。一句话，阅读，特别是经典名著的阅读，是一个人和民族崛起的最根本方法。

阅读不能改变人生的起点，但它可以改变人生的终点。不论出身高贵与卑贱，阅读都能改变人生的坐标和轨迹。

◆通往英语自由境界的阶梯

英语的自由境界指的是用英语自由地学习和工作；自由地阅读英文原版书刊和资料；自如地用英语表达和交流；自然地用英语进行思维；自主地用英语撰写论文和著作。

一个英语达到自由境界的人，他的生活也常常是令人羡慕的。清晨随手拿起一份国外的报纸或者杂志，一边喝着浓浓的咖啡，一边轻松、惬意地阅读。可以用英语自由地进行实质性的交谈和撰写书面材料。能够自由地在英文网页上荡漾，能够随时了解国外的最新科技动态或最新的商贸行情。自己的生存空间不再受到国界的限制，无论是交友、择偶，还是发展自己的事业，都有更宽的、跨国度的选择。

有一定英语基础的读者要想“修成正果”，达到英语的自由境界，最缺少的就是可读之书。市面上的英语读物粗粗看来似乎琳琅满目，但稍一细读就会发现这些语料要么是难度过低，词汇量只有一、两千词的相当于中学水平的简写本；要么是令人望而生畏、读之更是倍受挫折的原著，语料难度脱节甚至是“代沟”，严重地阻碍了英语中高级学习者对英语的掌握。床头灯英语5000词系列填补了这方面的空白，为读者打造了到达英语自由境界的阶梯。

◆本套读物的特色——真正适合中高级英语学习者的原汁原味英语读物

●难度适中：
 本套读物用英语中核心5000词写成，对于难以理解之处均有注释，使你躺在床上不用翻词典就能顺利地读下去，在不知不觉中走向英语自由境界。

●语言地道：
 美国作家执笔，用流畅的现代英语写成，并保留了原著的语言特色。

●选材经典：
 皆为一生中不可不读的作品，读之可提高英语水平、积淀西方文化和提高人生境界。

●情节曲折：
 让你徜徉在一个又一个迥异奇妙的书中世界。

……

◆“床头灯”英语系列读物的使用方法：

●整个床头灯系列包含儿童、中学生、3000词、5000词、6500词等不同层次。你可以选择不用查字典你就能保证阅读的持续性的级别进入，这个级别最少读30本，体会一下用英语读懂名著的感觉——英语形成语感、自信心增强。然后乘胜追击，读下一个级别的，每个级别读30本以上。

●使用床头灯英语学习读本（英汉对照版）练写作：看书中汉语部分，然后你试着翻译成英文，再把你翻译的英文与书上的英文对比。

本套读物是通向英语自由王国的钥匙，是通往英语最高境界的签证。在中国走向世界的道路上，英语水平决定工资水平！让每天阅读半小时“床头灯”成为你生活中的一部分。我相信这才是英语成功的真谛。

与股神巴菲特吃一顿午餐要花几百万美金，这使人们注意到了与名人交流的昂贵。而与比巴菲特更著名的大家近距离沟通，只需要去读“床头灯”。





王若平　于北京







本系列丛书学习指导咨询中心：

北京汉英达外语信息咨询中心

地　址：北京市海淀区中关村东路华清商务会馆1501室

邮　编：100083

电　话：010-82867079

网　址：http://www. yinghanda. com

E-mail：wrx1@vip. sina. com

床头灯英语的BLOG：http://chuangtoudeng. blog. sohu. com


Chapter 1

There was no possibility of taking a walk that day. The cold winter wind had brought with it clouds so gray, and a rain so penetrating, that
 further outdoor exercise was now out of the question. I was glad of it, I never liked long walks.

Eliza, John, and Georgiana were now clustered round
 their mother in the drawing room, she lay on a sofa by the fire, with her darlings about her. Me, she had disallowed from joining the group saying, “She regretted to be under the necessity of keeping me at a distance; but that until she heard from Bessie that I was endeavoring in good earnest to acquire
 a more sociable and childlike disposition, a more attractive and bright manner, she really must exclude me from privileges intended only for
 contented, happy, little children.”

Consequently, I slipped into a small breakfastroom that adjoined the drawing room. It contained a bookcase, I soon possessed myself of
 a volume, taking care that it should be one stored with pictures
 . Unfortunately, my enjoyment of the book was soon interrupted when the breakfastroom door opened.

“Hello! Madam Sad-Face!” cried the voice of John Reed.

“What do you want?” I asked, with awkward shyness.

“Say,‘What do you want, Master
 Reed?’” was his answer. “I want you to come here.”

John Reed was a fourteen-year-old student; four years older than I, for I was but ten, large and stout for his age, with an unclean and unwholesome skin
 , thick features in a spacious face, heavy limbs and large extremities
 . He bullied and punished me continually. Every nerve I had feared him, and every inch of flesh in my bones shrank
 when he came near. Mrs. Reed never saw him strike or heard him abuse me
 , though he did both now and then in her very presence
 , more frequently, however, behind her back.

I came up to his chair: he spent some three minutes in thrusting out his tongue at me as far as he could
 without damaging the roots. All at once, without speaking, he struck me suddenly and strongly. I nearly fell, and, on regaining my balance
 , retired back
 a step or two from his chair.

“That is for your rudeness towards mother awhile ago,” said he, “and for the look you have been giving me since I came in here, you rat! What were you doing?” he asked.

“I was reading.”

“Show the book.”

I fetched it for him.

“You have no business to take our books; you are a dependant, mother says; you have no money; your father left you none; you ought to beg, and not to live here with gentlemen's children like us, and eat the same meals we do
 , and wear clothes at our mother's expense. Now, I'll teach you to rummage
 my bookshelves, for they are mine; all the house belongs to me, or will belong to me in a few years. Go and stand by the door, out of the way of the mirror and the windows.”

I did so, and saw him lift and poise
 the book and stand in act to hurl it
 . Soon the volume was flung. It hit me, and I fell, striking my head against the door and cutting it. The cut bled
 , the pain was sharp: my terror had passed its climax
 ; other feelings succeeded.“Wicked and cruel boy!” I said. “You are like a murderer!”

He ran at me, I felt him grasp my hair
 and my shoulder. My fear suddenly left me and I received him in frantic sort
 . I don't very well know what I did with my hands, but he called me “Rat! Rat!” and bellowed out aloud. Mrs. Reed came upon the scene, followed by Bessie and her maid Abbot. We were parted, I heard the words,“Dear! dear! What a fury to fly at
 Master John!” Then Mrs. Reed said,“Take her away to the red-room, and lock her in there.” Four hands were immediately laid upon me, and I was borne upstairs.


注释


so penetrating, that
 （雨）令人感到太冷，以至于…


penetrate［ˈpenitreit］
 v.
 刺透，渗透


clustered round
 簇拥在周围


endeavoring in good earnest to acquire
 认真努力获得


endeavo(u)r［inˈdevə］
 vi.
 努力，endeavor to acquire 努力获取；in good earnest意思是“认真地、恳切地”，修饰动词endeavor


exclude me from privileges intend only for
 免除我只给…的权利


exclude［iksˈkluːd］
 n.
 排除


privilege［ˈprivilidʒ］
 n.
 特权


intended only for
 为过去分词短语做后置定语，意为“只打算给与…某人的”。


possess oneself of (something)
 使自己取得某物


taking care that it should be one stored with pictures
 特意选了满是插图的一本。taking care that 在这里不是“小心照料”，而是“注意、特意或故意”的意思。it shoud be one中的it和one都指该书而言，stored with 是过去分词短语，修饰先行词one, 意即里面有很多图画的书。


Master
 Mister的缩写是Mr. 而Master没有缩写，有主人之意。一般用在名字前而不用在姓氏前，意“老爷”、“少爷”。


unwholesome skin
 枯黄的皮肤。wholesome可指身心两方面的健康状态，unwholesome在这里形容肤色灰黄。


extremities［iksˈtremitis］
 n.
 单数有末端之意，复数常指身体的四肢手足


shrink［ʃriŋk］
 vi.
 收缩


saw him strike or heard him abuse me
 看见他打我，听到他骂我。在感观动词saw及heard后用动词原形abuse做宾语补语。


in her very presence in one's presence.
 very为形容词，强调“就当着她的面”。


as far as he could
 尽可能


on regaining my balance
 当我重新站稳时


balance［ˈbæləns］
 n.
 平衡


retired back
 退却


we do
 和我们吃的一样，at sb's expense是个状语短语，修饰动词wear, expense花费，at one's expense由某人付钱。


rummage［ˈrʌmidʒ］
 vt.
 翻找，搜查


lift and poise
 举起书摆出一种姿式


stand in act to hurl it.
 立时将书向我投掷过来。


bleed［bliːd］
 v.
 流血或出血；bled是过去时


climax［ˈklaimæks］
 n.
 顶点


passed its climax
 超过顶点，climax 常指戏剧或小说中，情节逐渐达到的高潮


I felt him grasp my hair
 我感到他在紧抓我的头发


in frantic sort
 达到狂怒的程度


fly at sb.
 对某人攻击或辱骂


I was borne upstairs
 我被拉扯到楼上去。borne是bear［bεə］
 的过去分词


Chapter 2

I resisted all the way, a new thing for me, and a circumstance which greatly strengthened the bad opinion Bessie and Miss Abbot were disposed to entertain of me
 .

“For shame!For shame!” cried the lady's maid. “What shocking conduct, Miss Eyre, to strike a young gentleman, Madame's son! Your young master.”

“Master!How is he my master? Am I a servant?” I asked.

“No; you are less than a servant, for you do nothing for your keep
 .”

They had got me by this time into the apartment indicated by Mrs. Reed. Addressing me
 , Bessie said, “You ought to be aware, Miss, that you are under obligations
 to Mrs. Reed, she keeps you, if she were to kick you out, you would have to go
 to the orphanage
 .”I had nothing to say to these words: they were not new to me, my very first recollections of existence
 included hints of the same kind.

Miss Abbot joined in, “And you ought not to think yourself on an equality with the Misses Reed and Master Reed, because Madame kindly allows you to be brought up
 with them. They will have a great deal of money, and you will have none, it is your place to be humble
 , and to try to make yourself agreeable to them.”

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

The red-room was a square chamber, very seldom slept in
 . I might say never, indeed, for it had been the room in which
 Mr. Reed had passed away nine years ago. Now no one, except for Mrs. Reed and an occasional servant, would ever enter.

I was not quite sure whether they had locked the door; and when I dared move, I got up and went to see. Alas, ever more secure
 . I returned to my stool. My blood was still warm. All John Reed's violent cruelty, all his sisters' proud indifference, all his mother's avoidance, all the servants' partiality, turned up in my disturbed mind
 . Why was I always suffering
 , always criticized, always accused, forever condemned?

“Unjust!Unjust!” said my reason. I wanted to escape somehow, and if that were
 not possible, then I would be willing to never eat or drink again in order to die. Then I could be buried in the tomb near where Mr. Reed was buried. I could not remember him; but I knew that he was my own uncle — my mother's brother — that he had taken me when I was a parentless infant to his house; and that in his last moments he had required a promise of Mrs. Reed that she would rear and maintain me
 as one of her own children.

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 bad and avenge the oppressed
 . At this moment a light gleamed on the wall. While I gazed, it glided up to the ceiling and quivered
 over my head. Most likely
 , it was a gleam from a lantern carried by someone across the lawn, but at the time, prepared as my mind was for horror
 , I believed that it meant a ghost was coming. My heart beat thick, my head grew hot
 ; I rushed to the door and shook the lock in desperate effort
 . Steps came running along the outer passage; the key turned, Bessie and Abbot entered, along with Mrs. Reed.

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

“Oh aunt! Have pity! Take me out! Let me go into the nursery
 !”was my cry. “Oh! I saw a light, and I thought a ghost would come.”

“Child, you cannot succeed in getting out by these means, be assured
 . I hate it when children lie. You will now stay here an hour longer, and it is only on condition that you obey perfectly
 that I shall liberate you
 then.”

Mrs. Reed, impatient of my wild sobs, abruptly thrust me back and locked me in, without further discussion. I heard them walking away; and after they were gone, I supposed that the scene was thus closed while I was losing my consciousness.

注释


were disposed to entertain of me
 倾向于对我抱有成见。


for your keep
 为了养活你。名词keep有衣食之意，如“He tries to earn his keep” 他力图维持自己的生计。


addressing me
 对我说。现在分词 addressing 是谓语said的伴随动作。


under obligations
 受某人恩惠


if she were... you would...
 如果她现在…你就…虚拟语气，have to go... 有不得不之意。


orphanage［ˈɔːfənidʒ］
 n.
 孤儿院


my very first recollections
 早年的记忆


of existence
 生存、生活。如to lead a wealthy existence 过一种富裕生活。


to be brought up
 被培养、扶养成长，是to bring up的被动语态。


your place to be humble
 你的身份本该是谦卑的。


very seldom slept in
 很少有人在里面住。to be slept in 被动语态。


the room in which
 在那间屋里


Alas, ever more secure
 牢固或坚不可破。感叹词alas表示悲伤失望，ever起加强语气作用。


turned up in my disturbed mind
 在我被搅乱了的心中出现。


suffering
 忍受痛苦。现代分词表示主动的感觉，而criticized 受批评，accused 被指责，condemned 被定罪，三个过去分词都表示被动语态。


if that were
 万一不可能。是现在时虚拟语气。


would rear and maintain me
 愿意养育供养我。


the violation of their last wishes
 违背他们最后的心愿。


violation［ˌvaiəˈ leiʃən］
 n.
 违背的行为


the oppressed
 受迫害者。the用于形容词或分词之前，是指同一类人而言，如the old 老年人，the rich 富人。


quiver［ˈkwivə］
 v.
 颤动


most likely
 很可能，也可作the likeliest


prepared as my mind was for horror
 我心中已对恐怖事件有所准备。prepared 放在句首可起强调语气的作用，有早就做好准备之意。


my heart beat thick, my head grew hot
 我心跳加速，头脑发热。重叠同样句型不仅加强渲染气氛而且生动地表达出作者的感受，是有效的描述手法。


in desperate effort
 拼命使劲


nursery［ˈnəːsəri］
 n.
 儿童专用房间


by these means
 用这些手段或方法


be assured
 请放心吧


on condition that you obey perfectly
 在你完全服从的条件下。that是连接词，引导一个同位语从句，用来说明condition条件的内容。


liberate you
 把你释放


the scene
 场景或当众吵架的场面，有此字的双重含义


consciousness［ˈkɔnʃəsnis］
 n.
 知觉


Chapter 3

The next thing I remembered was waking up with a feeling as if I had had
 a frightful nightmare, and seeing before me a terrible red glare, crossed with thick black bars
 . In five minutes more the cloud of bewilderment dissolved
 . I knew quite well that I was in my own bed, and that the red glare was the nursery fire. It was night, a candle burnt on the table; Bessie stood at the foot of the bed with a basin in her hand, and a gentleman sat in a chair near my pillow, leaning over me. I felt an inexpressible relief, a soothing conviction of protection and security
 , when I knew that there was a stranger in the room, an individual not belonging to Mrs. Reed.

I looked closely at the face of the gentleman: I knew him; it was Mr. Lloyd, a pharmacist
 , sometimes called in by Mrs. Reed when the servants were ill. For herself and the children she employed a physician
 .

“Well, who am I?” he asked.

I pronounced his name, offering him at the same time my hand, he took it, smiling and saying, “We shall do very well by and by.” Then he laid me down, and addressing Bessie, charged her to be very careful
 that I was not disturbed during the night. Having given some further directions, and intimated
 that he should call again the next day, he departed, to my grief.

“Bessie, what is the matter with me? Am I ill?”

“You fell sick, I suppose, in the red-room with crying; you'll be better soon, no doubt.” Next day, by noon, I was up and dressed, and sat wrapped in a shawl
 by the nursery hearth. I felt physically weak
 and broken down, but my worse ailment
 was an unspeakable wretchedness of mind
 , a wretchedness which kept drawing from me silent tears; no sooner had I wiped one salty drop from my cheek than another followed
 .

In the course of the morning, Mr. Lloyd came again.“What, already up!” said he, as he entered the nursery. “Well, nurse, how is she?”

Bessie answered that I was doing very well.

“Then she ought to look more cheerful
 . Come here, Miss Jane, your name is Jane, is it not?”

“Yes, sir, Jane Eyre.”

“Well, you have been crying, Miss Jane Eyre; can you tell me what about?”

Just then a loud bell rang for the servants' dinner, he knew what it was. “That's for you, nurse,” said he to Bessie: “you can go down, I'll give
 Miss Jane a lecture
 till you come back.”

When Bessie was gone he turned to me and asked, “Now, what made you ill?”


How much
 I wished to reply fully to this question! How difficult
 it was to frame any answer!

“I am unhappy — very unhappy. John Reed knocked me down, and my aunt shut me up in the red-room.”

“I see. Are you not very thankful to have such a fine place to live at?”

“If I had
 anywhere else to go, I should be glad
 to leave it; but I can never get away from Gateshead.”

“Perhaps you may
 — who knows? Have you any relations
 besides Mrs. Reed?”

“Aunt
 Reed says if I have any, they must be beggars
 ， I should not like to go begging.”

“Would you like to go to school?”

I thought about it for a moment. School would be a complete change, it implied
 a long journey, an entire separation from Gateshead life.

“I should indeed like to go to school,” I finally answered.

“Well, well! Who knows what may happen
 ?” said Mr. Lloyd, as he got up.

Bessie now returned. At the same moment the carriage was heard rolling up the gravel-walk.

“Is that your mistress, nurse?” asked Mr. Lloyd. “I should like to speak to her before I go.”

Judging from what happened later, it seemed that the pharmacist suggested sending me away to school, and, of course, Mrs. Reed completely agreed. A few nights later, I overheard
 Bessie and Abbot talking about how happy Madame would be to be rid of me
 .

注释


as if I had had...
 好像是…似地。是个典型的虚拟语态的状语从句。


a terrible red glare, crossed with...
 一片可怕的红光中间横穿…crossed with省略了主谓结构的被动语态定语从句。


the cloud of bewilderment
 迷困之雾


dissolve［diˈzɔlv］
 v.
 消失


leaning over me
 向前朝我屈身倾斜。现在分词短语，做状语，是主句中谓语sat 的陪伴动作。


I felt an inexpressible relief
 我感到一种难以表述的安慰。


a soothing conviction of protection and security
 进一步表明relief的内涵，是很精确的修词法，深刻表现出作者当时的心情。


pharmacist［ˈfɑːməsist］
 n.
 药剂师


physician［fiˈziʃən］
 n.
 正式的内科医生


charged her to be very careful
 令她多加小心。that是引导一个状语从句的连接词，表示责令之目的。


intimate［intimit］

 vt. 告知；adj. 亲密的。


sat wrapped in a shawl
 披着围巾坐在那里。过去分词 wrapped （裹着）是sat的陪伴状态，是被动语态。


physically weak
 身体方面的虚弱无力


ailment［ˈeilment］
 n.
 小病，病痛


wretchedness of mind
 精神上的痛苦


another followed
 接着又是一滴


then she ought to look more cheerful.
 那么她就该显得高兴点啊。表示她并非如此。


give... a lecture
 教训、开导


how much... how differcult...
 我多么想…多么难…。一连两个感叹句充分表达出小女孩的急切困扰心情，是很好的写作手法。


if I had... I should be glad...
 如果我有…我当然愿意。是虚拟语态表示目前情况。


perhaps you may
 也许你能


relations［riˈleiʃəns］
 n.
 亲戚，美式英语多为relatives


Aunt
 舅妈根据实际情况也可译成“姑妈、姨妈、伯母，婶母”。


if I have any, they must be beggars
 既使我有…他们也一定是要饭的。if没有“如果”之意，因此不是虚拟语态，must be也非“必须是”之意，而是主观的估计。


imply［imˈplai］
 vt.
 含有


who knows what may happen?
 谁知道将来的事呢？虽是一句简单的问话，但饱含劳埃特先生对女孩的热情关怀和对美好未来的期盼，是个好句。


overhear
 无意中听到


to be rid of me
 把我摆脱掉


Chapter 4

From my discourse with Mr. Lloyd, and from the above reported conference
 between Bessie and Abbot, I gathered enough of hope to suffice as a motive
 for wishing to get well. A change seemed near — I desired and waited it in silence. It delayed, however, November, December, and half of January passed away. Christmas and the New Year had been celebrated at Gateshead in festive cheer; presents had been interchanged, dinners and evening parties given. And from every enjoyment I was, of course, excluded
 .

It was the fifteenth of January, about nine o'clock in the morning when I saw the outside gates thrown open
 and a carriage roll
 through. I watched it ascending the drive with indifference
 ; carriages often came to Gateshead but none ever brought visitors in whom I was interested; it stopped in front of the house, the doorbell rang loudly, the newcomer was admitted
 .

Soon Bessie came running upstairs into the nursery. “Miss Jane, take off your work shirt, what are you doing there? Have you washed your hands and face this morning?”

“No, Bessie; I have only just finished dusting.” For I now often helped with the cleaning.

Bessie hauled me to the sink, inflicted a merciless, but happily brief scrub
 on my face and hands, and then hurrying me to the top of the stairs, bid me go down directly, as I was wanted
 in the breakfastroom.

I slowly descended the stairs. For nearly three months, I had never been called to Mrs. Reed's presence, restricted
 so long to
 the nursery, the breakfast, dining, and drawing rooms were become for me awful regions, on which it dismayed me to intrude
 . For ten minutes I stood in agitated hesitation
 , the aggressive ringing of the breakfastroom bell decided me; I must enter.

Opening the door and bowing low, I looked up and saw a serious looking man in black clothing standing before me. Mrs. Reed occupied her usual seat by the fire; she made a signal to me to approach
 ; I did so
 , and she introduced me to the stranger with the words: “This is the little girl respecting whom I applied to you
 .”

The man turned his head slowly towards where I stood, and having examined me, said, “Her size is small, what is her age?”

“Ten years.”

“Your name, little girl?”

“Jane Eyre, sir.”

“Well, Jane Eyre, and are you a good child?”

I was silent. Mrs. Reed answered for me by an expressive shake of the head.

“Mr. Brocklehurst, if you accept her into Lowood, you must watch her carefully. She is very deceitful
 . I should wish her to be brought up in a manner suiting her prospects
 , to be made useful, to be kept humble, as for the vacations
 , she will, with your permission, spend them always at Lowood.”

“Of course, madam,” said Mr. Brocklehurst. “I'm certain you will find Lowood fitting for this little girl. Plain fare, simple clothing, unsophisticated accommodations
 , hardy and active habits; such is the order of the day
 at the school.”

“I will send her, then, as soon as possible, Mr. Brocklehurst; for, I assure you, I feel anxious to be relieved of a responsibility that is becoming too troublesome.”

“No doubt, no doubt, madam; and now I wish you good morning. Little girl, here is a book entitled the Child's Guide; read it with prayer
 , especially that part containing ‘On addiction to
 falsehood and deceit.’”

With these words Mr. Brocklehurst put into my hand a thin pamphlet sewn in a cover
 , and having rung for his carriage, he departed. Mrs. Reed and I were left alone: some minutes passed in silence; she was sewing, I was watching her. What had just passed; what Mrs. Reed had said concerning me to Mr. Brocklehurst; the whole manner of their conversation, was recent, raw, and stinging in my mind
 ; I had felt every word as acutely as I had heard it plainly, and a passion of resentment
 grew now within me. I gathered my strength and launched them in this blunt sentence —

“I am not deceitful, if I were, I should say I love you; but I declare I do not love you. I dislike you the worst of anybody in the world except John Reed. I will tell the people at Lowood you treated me with miserable cruelty, I will say the very thought of you makes me sick.”

“How dare you affirm
 that, Jane Eyre?”

“I dare, because it is the truth. You think I have no feelings
 , and that I can do without one bit of love or kindness; but I cannot live so, and you have no pity. People think you are a good woman, but you are bad and you are deceitful!”

I suddenly had the strangest sense of freedom, of triumph. Mrs. Reed looked frightened, twisting her face
 as if she would cry.

“Jane, you are under a mistake, what is the matter with you? I assure you, I desire to be your friend. However, children must be corrected for their faults.”

“Deceit is not my fault!” I cried out in a savage, high voice.

Mrs. Reed gathered up her work
 and abruptly left the room. I was left there alone
 — the winner of the field. It was the hardest battle I had fought, and the first victory I had gained.

注释


the above reported conference
 上述提到的谈话。


to suffice as a motive
 足以成为…的动机，suffice［səˈfais］
 v. 足够


I was, of course, excluded
 我自然被排除在外了。把of course 放在句中是为了加强语气。


I saw the outside gates thrown open
 我看见街门被打开。


a carrige roll
 一辆马车驶来


I watched it ascending the drive
 我看着那辆马车驶上过道。


with indifference
 心不在焉地、不在乎地


be admitted
 让进入


inflicted a merciless, but happily brief scrub
 遭受一次无情但幸好是暂短的擦洗。形容词merciless和副词happily生动而准确地表述小女孩的感受，是很棒的修词法。


bid me go down directly
 吩咐我立刻下楼。bid的过去时及过去分词有两种形式：bid, bid或bade, bidden。


as I was wanted
 因为有人叫我去那里。


restricted to
 局限于…


awful regions, on which it dismayed me to intrude
 我不敢闯入的可怕地方。which指可怕的地区。


in agitated hesitation
 处于不安的犹豫状态


to approach
 走向前


I did so,
 中的so就指走向前的动作。


respecting whom I applied to you
 我向你提出申请的人。respecting 是个介词；关于。apply to sb.向某人提出请求。


deceitful［diˈsiːtful］
 adj.
 欺诈的，deceit［diˈsiːt］
 n. 欺骗


in a manner suiting her prospects
 现在分词suiting做定语修饰manner, 方式，prospects 做复数时有“前途”之意。适合她前途的方式。


as for the vacations
 谈到假期。as for 是个介词词组：就某方面而言，至于…


unsophisticated［ˈʌnsəˈfistikeitid］
 a.
 简单朴素的


accommodations［əˌkɔməˈdeiʃəns］
 n.
 食宿的供应，单复数均可


the order of the day
 每日常规


read it with prayer
 一边读一边祷告


on addiction to
 另外还有，再加上


a thin pamphlet
 薄薄一本小册子


sewn in a cover
 有装订成册之意


what had... what Mrs. Reed had said...
 刚才发生的事…她说的那些有关我的话。这两个名词从句的谓语同是一个was recent 崭新的，raw 鲜活的、赤裸的 stinging 刺痛人的。


a passion of resentment
 忿怒的激情


affirm［əˈfəːm］
 v.
 断言


you think I have no feelings
 你以为我没感情 but I cannot of live so我不能那样活着，这个长句有力地表现出作者热情而善良的性格，是个好句。I can do without中的do是忍受，或是活下去的意思。


twisting her face
 面孔扭曲变形


gathered up her work
 收拾起她的针线活


I was left alone
 我独自留在那里，直到the first victory I had gained 我第一次取得胜利，这是前四章的高潮，它不仅使读者更加理解小女孩的精神世界，同情她的遭遇，欣赏她的勇气和人品，同时还能与她分享“占了里德夫人上风 ”的喜悦。这是一种巧妙的写作手法。


Chapter 5

Early, the morning of the 19th of January, a carriage delivered me from Gateshead. It was a long, fifty-mile journey. I managed to sleep for most of it, waking only when the carriage finally came to a halt
 in front of the school. Opening my eyes, I found
 the coachdoor open, and a person like a servant
 was standing at it.

“Is there a little girl called Jane Eyre here?” she asked.

I answered, “Yes,” and was then lifted out; my trunk was handed down, and the coach instantly drove away. Immediately, I was taken inside and introduced to a tall, serious-looking woman. Looking me over for a few seconds, she then ordered her assistant, Miss Miller, to arrange for me to have dinner before going to bed.

Led by Miss Miller through numerous passages in the house, we eventually came upon the hum
 of many voices, and presently entered a wide, long room, with great deal tables, two at each end, on each of which burnt a pair of candles, and seated all round on benches, a large group of girls of every age
 , from nine or ten to twenty. Miss Miller ordered that dinner be served for everyone and we all then began to eat together. I, however, was too nervous to have an appetite
 , so I simply drank water．

The meal over, prayers were read by Miss Miller, and the classes filed off
 , two and two, upstairs. Miss Miller and I followed them into another large room full of beds. Tonight I was to be Miss Miller's
 bed-fellow; she helped me to undress. In ten minutes the single light was extinguished, and amidst silence and complete darkness I fell asleep.


The next morning
 , I awoke to a loud bell ringing; the girls were up and dressing; day had not yet begun to dawn
 . As soon as everyone was clothed, they formed two long lines and then proceeded downstairs to a classroom. There, prayers were read aloud, led by Miss Miller. After an hour of this, we all filed into the cafeteria
 for breakfast.

I was so hungry I did not notice until after several big bites that none of the girls around me seemed happy with the food in front of them. Soon, I too found the taste to be quite disgusting
 .

Not long afterward, that horrid bell began to ring again, and the dining area was evacuated
 for the classroom. I was one of the last to go out, and in passing the tables, I saw one teacher take a basin of the porridge and taste it; she looked at the others and whispered, “Horrible stuff!How shameful!”

A clock in the classroom struck nine; Miss Miller, standing in the middle of the room, cried — “Silence! To your seats!”Discipline prevailed
 , in five minutes the chaos was resolved into order. Ranged on benches
 down the sides of the room, the eighty girls sat motionless and erect. All eyes were now turned to one point, mine
 followed the general direction, and encountered the personage who had received me last night. Seen now
 , in broad daylight, she looked tall, fair, and shapely. She, I later found out, was Miss Temple
 , the superintendent of Lowood .

Classes then began. The different teachers gathered certain groups of children around them and taught them according to
 their level. Miss Temple taught geography and music. My group was given lessons in history and grammar.

When the clock finally struck twelve, the superintendent rose — “I have a word to address to
 the pupils,” said she. “You had this morning a breakfast which you could not eat; you must be hungry — I have ordered that
 a lunch of bread and cheese shall be served to all.”

The teachers looked at her with a sort of surprise.

“It is to be done on my responsibility
 ,” she added, in an explanatory tone to them, and immediately afterwards left the room.

The bread and cheese was presently brought in and distributed, to the high delight and refreshment of the whole school
 . The order was then given “To the garden!”We all put on our coats and went outside for an uncomfortable afternoon of exercise in the cold and wet outdoors.

I was alone the whole time. It did not bother me, for I was
 quite used to being by myself. Having no one to talk with, I looked about the area and noticed the words on a stonetable over the door of one of the buildings, ‘Naomi Brocklehurst Hall Lowood Institution.’ I remembered the man who came to visit me at Gateshead shared this name. In a sudden burst of courage
 , I asked a girl who was reading a book near me. “What is Lowood?”

“This house where you have come to live,” she answered after a few seconds of looking me over.

“Who was Naomi Brocklehurst?”

“The lady who built the new part of this house, and whose son is treasurer
 and manager of the establishment
 .”

“Then this house does not belong to that tall lady who wears a watch, and who said we were to have some bread and cheese?”

“To Miss Temple? Oh, no! I wish it did, she has to answer to
 Mr. Brocklehurst for all she does. Mr. Brocklehurst buys all our food and all our clothes.”

“Does he live here?”

“No — two miles off, at a large hall.”

“Did you say that tall lady was called Miss Temple?”

“Miss Temple is very good and very clever; she is above the rest
 , because she knows far more than they do.”

“What's your name?”

“Helen Burns.”

“Have you been here long?”

“Two years.”

“Are you an orphan
 ?”

“My mother is dead.”

“Are you happy here?”

“You ask rather too many questions. I have given you answers enough for the present
 , now I want to read.”

Moments later, the bell rang for us to gather in the dining hall for lunch. It was nearly as bad as the food this morning. I wondered if I would be eating this way every day.

For the rest of the day, we had class until five o'clock. Then came dinner, which consisted of a cup of coffee and a half-slice of brown bread
 . I ate it down and found that I was still quite hungry afterward. Dinner was then followed by a half an hour's recreation
 . Then, of course, we were expected to study on our own
 . The day ended with a piece of cake and a prayer. Then it was off to bed. Such was my first day at Lowood.

注释


came to a halt
 停止


opening my eyes, I found
 “当我睁开眼睛时我发觉，”现在分词短语 opening...表示主句中动作发生的时间。


a person like a servant
 像是仆役模样的一个人


the hum
 嗡嗡的嘈杂声，象声词


every age
 不同年龄的


too nervous to have...
 太紧张了以致没有胃口


filed off
 列队走开


I was to be...
 我被安排…


the next morning
 次日早晨


dawn［dɔːn］
 v.
 天刚亮，如The day is dawning.


cafeteria［kæfiˈtiəriə］
 n.
 自助餐食堂


disgusting［disˈdɡʌstiŋ］
 a.
 令人感到厌恶的


evacute［iˈvækjueit ］
 v.
 把人群疏散开


discipline［ˈdisiplin］
 n.
 纪律


prevail［priˈveil］
 v.
 奏效


ranged on benches
 排列坐在凳子上。过去分词短语，为被动语态Being ranged 之缩写


mine
 指my eyes 我的目光


seen now
 她现在看上去，过去分词短语被动语态起原因状语作用。


Miss Temple
 邓波女士。因她是学监，译成“女士”以示尊称。


according to
 “根据”或“按照”


address to...
 对…讲话


that...
 引导的是宾语从句，为动词“ordered”命令的宾语


to be done on my responsibility
 此事由我负责


to the high delight...
 令…感到十分高兴


be used to being...
 对某事或某状况已习惯


having no one...
 由于没有人…


in a sudden burst of courage
 突然勇气十足


where
 引导的是定语从句，先行词为“house”


treasurer［ˈtreʒərə］
 n.
 管理财务者


establishment［isˈtæbliʃmənt］
 n.
 机关、机构


I wish it did
 我但愿如此。


she has to answer to sb.
 她不得不“对某人负责”、“对某人保证”。


the rest
 其他的教师


orphan［ˈɔːfən］
 n.
 孤儿


for the present
 到目前为止


which consisted of a cup of coffee...
 那顿晚饭有一杯咖啡和…“brown bread”是全麦的，通称黑面包。


recreation［rekriˈeiʃ(ə)n］
 n.
 娱乐活动


on our own
 我们上自习课


Chapter 6

My first quarter at Lowood seemed an age; and not the golden age either; it comprised
 a struggle with difficulties in habituating myself to
 strange new rules and tasks. The fear of failure in these points
 harassed me worse than the physical hardships of my lot; though these were
 no trifles.

One afternoon (I had then been three weeks at Lowood) as I was sitting with a slate in my hand, puzzling over a sum in long division, my eyes, raised in abstraction
 to the window, caught sight of a figure just passing: I recognized almost instinctively that thin outline; and when, two minutes after, all the school, teachers included, rose together, it was not necessary for me to look up in order to ascertain whose entrance they thus greeted. It was Mr. Brocklehurst, looking longer
 , narrower, and more rigid than ever.

He stood at Miss Temple's side; he was speaking low in her ear: I did not doubt he was making disclosures of my villainy
 ; and I watched her eye with painful anxiety, expecting every moment to see it turn on me
 a glance of disgust and contempt. I listened too; and as I happened to
 be seated quite at the top of the room. I caught most of what he said, its import
 relieved me from immediate apprehension.

“I find, in settling accounts
 with the housekeeper, that a lunch, consisting of bread and cheese, has twice been served out to the girls during the past fortnight. Who introduced this innovation? And by what authority?”

“I must be responsible for the circumstance, sir,” replied Miss Temple, “the breakfast was so ill prepared that
 the pupils could not possibly eat it; and I dared not allow them to remain fasting
 till dinner time.”

“Madam, allow me an instant. You are aware that my plan in bringing up these girls is, not to accustom them to habits of luxury
 and indulgence
 , but to render them hardy, patient, selfdenying. You ought to remind them of Christ's
 warnings that man shall not live by bread alone, but by every word that issues from the mouth of God; to His
 divine consolations,‘If you suffer hunger or thirst for My
 sake, happy are you.’ Oh, madam, when you put bread and cheese, instead of burnt porridge, into these children's mouths, you may indeed feed their vile bodies, but you little think
 how you starve their immortal souls!”

Mr. Brocklehurst then turned and, standing on the hearth
 with his hands behind his back, surveyed
 the whole school. Suddenly his eye gave a blink, as if it
 had met something that either dazzled or shocked its pupil
 ; turning, he said in more rapid accents than he had hitherto
 used.

“Miss Temple, Miss Temple, what — what is that girl with curled hair? Red hair, ma'am, curled — curled all over?” And extending his cane he pointed to the awful object, his hand shaking as he did so
 .

“It is Julia Severn,” replied Miss Temple, very quietly. “Her hair curls naturally.”

“Naturally! Yes, but I have again and again intimated that I desire the hair to be arranged closely, modestly, plainly. Miss Temple, that girl's hair must be cut off entirely; I will send a barber tomorrow!”

Silence then fell upon the room. I might have
 escaped notice, had not
 my horrible writing slate somehow happened to slip from my hand, and falling with a loud crash, directly drawn every eye upon me.

“A careless girl!” said Mr. Brocklehurst, “It is the new pupil, I perceive. Let her come forward!”


Of my own accord
 I could not have stirred: I was paralyzed; but the two great girls who sat on each side of me set me on my legs and pushed me towards the dread judge.

“Fetch that stool,” said Mr. Brocklehurst, pointing to a very high one from which
 a monitor had just risen: it was brought, and I was placed there.

“Miss Temple, teachers, and children,” he began, “this is a sad occasion; for it becomes my duty to warn you: you must avoid this girl's company, exclude her from your sports, and shut her out from your converse. Teachers, you must watch her; keep your eyes on her movements, punish her body to save her soul if indeed such salvation be possible
 , for this girl is a liar! I learned this from the honest and charitable lady who adopted her
 in her orphan state, reared her as her own daughter, and whose kindness, whose generosity
 the unhappy girl repaid by an ingratitude so bad, so dreadful, that at last her excellent patroness
 was obliged to separate her from her own young ones, fearful lest her vicious example should contaminate their purity.”

With this magnificent conclusion
 , Mr. Brocklehurst adjusted the top button of his cape and exited the room. Turning at the door
 , he said, “Let her stand half an hour longer on that stool, and let no one speak to her during the remainder of the day.”

There was I, then, mounted high above the class; I, who had said I could not bear the shame of standing on my natural feet
 in the middle of the room, was now exposed to general view on a stool of humiliation
 .

注释


it comprised
 那个时间段具有…


in habituating myself to
 在使自己适应的过程中


these points... these were
 指的是“new rules和unpleasant tasks”新的纪律和艰苦的劳动


in abstraction
 心不在焉地


looking longer...
 看上去更高


making disclosures of my villainy
 揭发我的罪行


to see it turn on me
 看到她的目光转向我


as I happened to...
 由于我正巧…


its import
 他说话的内容


in settling accounts
 当清查账目时


so ill prepared that
 如此恶劣，以致…


remain fasting
 一直不吃东西


luxury［ˈlʌkʃəri］
 n.
 奢华


indulgence［inˈdʌldʒəns］
 n.
 放纵


Christ
 指耶稣基督


His
 和My
 ，用大写字母表示指的是上帝


you little think
 你未想到


standing on the hearth..., surveyed...
 站在壁炉前观察…


as if it
 好像他的眼球


its pupil
 指该眼的瞳孔


hitherto［ˌhiðəˈtuː］
 adv.
 到目前为止


as he did so
 当他指那女孩时


I might have... had not...
 如果不是…我原可以会…


of my own accord
 让我自己主动…


from which
 从那凳子上


if indeed such salvation be possible
 如果有这种拯救可能的话


who adopted her
 那位抚养她的女士


whose kindness, whose generosity
 那位女士的仁慈和慷慨


her excellent patroness
 她那极好的女保护人


patron［ˈpeitrən］
 n.
 （对某人，某活动，某艺术等的）赞助，保护人


magnificent［mæɡˈnifisnt］
 a.
 词藻华丽的


conclusion［kənˈkluːʒən］
 n.
 结论


turning at the door
 当他到门口转身时


on my natural feet
 自己站立


humiliation［hjuːˌmiliˈeiʃən］
 n.
 耻辱


Chapter 7

Soon the half-hour ended, five o'clock struck; school was dismissed, and all were gone into the cafeteria to tea. I now ventured to descend, it was deep dusk; I retired into a corner and sat down on the floor. The spell by which I had been so far supported
 began to dissolve; reaction took place, and soon, so overwhelming was the grief that
 seized me, I sank with my face to the ground. I wished to die.

While sobbing out this wish in broken accents
 , someone approached. I started up — Helen Burns was near me; the fading fires just showed her coming up the long, vacant room; she brought me coffee and bread.

“Come, eat something,” she said; but I put both away from me, feeling as if a drop or a crumb would have choked me
 in my present condition. Helen regarded me, probably with surprise. I could not now hide my agitation
 , though I tried hard; I continued to weep aloud. She sat down on the ground near me, embraced her knees with her arms, and rested her head upon them; in that attitude she remained silent as an Indian.

“Helen, why do you stay with a girl whom everybody believes
 to be a liar?”

“Jane, you are mistaken, probably not one in the school either despises or dislikes you; many, I am sure, pity you much
 .”

“How can they pity me after what Mr. Brocklehurst has said?”

“Mr. Brocklehurst is little liked here. Had he treated you
 as an especial favorite, you would have found enemies
 , declared or secret, all around you.”

I was silent; Helen had calmed me; but I felt the impression of sadness as she spoke
 , though I could not tell from where it came; and when, having done speaking, she breathed a little fast and coughed a short cough, I soon forgot my own problems to yield to a vague concern for her
 . Resting my head on Helen's shoulder, I put my arms round her waist; she drew me to her, and we sat in silence.

We had not sat long thus, when another person came in. We at once recognized her as Miss Temple.

“I want you in my room, Jane Eyre; and as Helen Burns is with you
 , she may come too.”

We went, following the superintendent's guidance. When we reached her apartment, it contained a good fire and looked cheerful. Miss Temple told Helen Burns to be seated in a low armchair on one side of the hearth, and herself taking another, she called me to her side.

“Well now, Jane, when a criminal is accused, he is always allowed to speak in his own defense. You have been charged
 with falsehood; defend yourself to me as well as you can.”

After reflecting a few minutes in order to arrange coherently what I had to say, I told her all the story of my sad childhood. When I had finished, Miss Temple regarded me a few minutes in silence; she then said,“I know something of Mr. Lloyd; I shall write to him; if his reply agrees with your statement
 , you shall be publicly cleared from Brocklehurst's charges; to me, Jane, you are clear now.”

She kissed me, and still keeping me at her side, she proceeded to address Helen Burns.

“How are you tonight, Helen? Have you coughed much today?”

“Not quite so much, I think, ma'am.”

“And the pain in your chest?”

“It is a little better.”

Miss Temple got up, took her hand and examined her pulse; then she returned to her own seat, as she resumed it
 , I heard her sigh low. She thought to herself a few minutes, then rousing herself
 , she began to converse more cheerfully with Helen.

They talked of things I had never heard of
 ; of nations and times past; of countries far away, of secrets of nature discovered or guessed
 at, they spoke of books, how many they had read! What stores of knowledge they possessed! They were soon interrupted, however, by the bell announcing bedtime.

Miss Temple embraced us both, saying, as she drew us to her heart, “God bless you, my children!” Helen she held a little longer than me, she let her go more reluctantly
 ; it was Helen her eye followed to the door
 ; it was for her she a second time breathed a sad sigh; for her she wiped a tear from her cheek.

About a week subsequently
 to the incidents above narrated, Miss Temple, who had written to Mr. Lloyd, received his answer, it appeared that what he said agreed with my account. Miss Temple, having assembled
 the whole school, announced that an inquiry had been made into the charges alleged against Jane Eyre, and that she was most happy to be able to pronounce her completely cleared from all of them
 . The teachers then shook hands with me and kissed me, and a murmur of pleasure ran through the ranks of my companions.

Thus relieved of a grievous load, I from that hour set to work, resolved to pioneer my way through
 every difficulty. I toiled hard, and my success was proportionate to
 my efforts; my memory improved with practice; exercise sharpened my wits; in a few weeks I was promoted to a higher class; in less than two months I was allowed to commence French
 and drawing lessons. Indeed, my situation was beginning to improve, and I would not now have exchanged Lowood and its hardships for Gateshead and its daily luxuries.

注释


the spell by which I had been so far supported
 到目前为止一直支撑我的魔力“which”指支撑她的“spell”，魔力


so overwhelming was the grief that...
 “悲痛心情如此强烈以致…”为倒装句。


in broken accents
 时断时续的音调


as if a drop or a crumb would have choked me
 好像一滴咖啡，一小块面包都会噎死我。


agitation［ædʒiˈteiʃən］
 n.
 焦虑


whom everybody believes
 人人都认为的那个人，定语从句，“whom”为believes的宾语。


many, I am sure, pity you much
 我肯定很多人都非常同情你。“I am sure” 为插入语，“many”指很多同学。


had he... you would have found enemies
 如果他…你反倒会有不少敌人，虚拟语气。


as she spoke
 当她说话时


yield to a vague concern for her
 似乎转变成对她的关怀


vague［veiɡ］
 a.
 模糊的


as Helen is with you
 由于Helen和你在一起


in one's own defense
 为自己辩护


you have been charged
 你现已被人指控


if his reply agrees with your statement
 如果他的答复与你的陈述相符，是条件状语从句，不是虚拟。


as she resumed it
 当她再次回到她的座位时，“it” 指座位


resume［riˈzjuːm］
 vt.
 重新回到


rousing herself
 使自己清醒过来，现在分词短语，起伴随作用。


things I had never heard of
 我从未听说过的事物，定语从句，在“things”和“I”之间省去了“which”。


secrets of nature discovered or guessed
 发现了的和尚未发现的大自然秘密，两个过去分词“discovered”和“guessed”都用来修饰“自然界的秘密”，均为被动语态。


reluctant［riˈlʌktənt］
 a.
 勉强地


it was Helen her eye followed to the door
 她目送到门的那个人是Helen引导这个定语从句的“whom”被省去了，应为“it was Helen whom her eye followed.”。


subsequent［ˈsʌbsikwənt］
 a.
 在…之后的


having assembled
 在召集了全校师生之后


cleared from all of them
 所有的指控都无效，“them” 指“the charges alleged against Jane Eyre”对简·爱的那些指控。


pioneer my way through...
 在…中闯出一条出路


was proportionate to
 与…相称，与…成正比


commence French
 开始上法语课


Chapter 8

Spring drew on — she was indeed already come. Lowood became all green and flowery. The surrounding forest area I enjoyed often and fully, free, unwatched,
 and almost alone: for this liberty and pleasure there was a cause.

The forest where Lowood lay, was the cradle of fog and fog-bred disease, which crept into the school,
 breathing disease through its crowded classroom and dormitory. By May, the school was transformed into an hospital. Forty-five out of the eighty girls lay ill at one time. Classes were broken up, rules relaxed
 . The few who continued well were allowed almost unlimited license
 ; because the medical attendant insisted on the necessity of frequent exercise to keep them in health.

Many students, already ill, went home only to die. Some died at the school, and were buried quietly and quickly, the nature of the disease forbidding delay
 .

But I, and the rest who continued well, enjoyed fully the beauties of the scene and season. They let us wander
 in the wood from morning till night. We did what we liked, went where we liked: we lived better too.

Helen, however, was ill at present, for some weeks she had been removed from my sight to I knew not what room upstairs
 . She was not, I was told, in the hospital portion of the house with the fever patients, for her complaint was consumption
 , not the fever; and by consumption I, in my ignorance, understood that it was only something mild, which time and care would be sure to alleviate
 .

One evening, in the beginning of June, while returning from the woods, I noticed the local surgeon, Mr. Bates, come out of the building where Helen was staying. With him was a nurse. I ran up to her.

“How is Helen Burns?”

“The doctor says she'll not be here long.”

It opened clear on my comprehension that
 Helen Burns was numbering her last days in this world, and that she was going to be taken to the region of spirits, if such region there were
 . I experienced a shock of horror, then a strong thrill of grief, then a desire
 — a necessity to see her.

Later, when my companions were all sound asleep, I rose softly from my bed, crept from the apartment, and set off in quest of
 Miss Temple's room, where I had learned my friend was being kept. Upon reaching the room
 , I found the door slightly open. Looking inside, Miss Temple was not to be seen. I advanced toward the bed where Helen was laying.

“Helen!” I whispered softly, “are you awake?”

She turned toward me and I saw her face, pale, wasted, but quite composed
 . She looked so little changed that my fear was instantly dissipated
 .

“Can it be you, Jane?” she asked, in her own gentle voice.

I got onto her bed and kissed her. Her forehead was cold, and her cheeks both cold and thin, and so were her hands and wrists; but she smiled as of old.

“You came to bid me goodbye
 , then, you are just in time probably.”

“Are you going somewhere, Helen? Are you going home?”

“Yes; to my long home — my last home.”


A fit of
 coughing seized Helen. When it was over, she lay some minutes exhausted; then she whispered, “Jane, your little feet are bare; lie down and cover yourself with my quilt.”I did so
 , she put her arm over me, and I lay close to her.

After a long silence, she resumed, still whispering, “I am very happy, Jane. When you hear that I am dead, you must be sure and not grieve, there is nothing to grieve about. We all must die one day.”

I clasped my arms closer around Helen; she seemed dearer to me than ever; I felt as if I could not let her go. She kissed me, and I her
 , and we both soon slept.

When I awoke it was day. An unusual movement roused me; I looked up; I was in somebody's arms; the nurse held me; she was carrying me through the passage back to the dormitory. I was not punished for leaving my bed; people had something else to think about; no explanation was afforded
 then to my many questions; but a day or two afterwards I learned that Miss Temple, on returning to her own room at dawn, had found me laid in the little bed; my face against Helen Burns's shoulder, my arms round her neck. I was asleep, and Helen was — dead.

Her grave is in Brocklebridge. Fifteen years after her death it was only covered by a grassy mound, but now a grey marble tablet marks the spot
 , with her name written on it.

注释


the surrourding forest area I enjoyed often and fully...
 我经常尽量享受周围的林木地区，正常词序应为：I enjoyed the surrounding forest area often and fully...


which crept into the school
 疾病潜入学校，which指的是disease, 分词短语指breathing desease 指的是forest。


rules relaxed
 纪律松驰了


allowed almost unlimited license
 几乎得到完全的自由


license［ˈlaisəns］

 有纵容之意，unlimited 不受限制的。


forbidding delay
 决不可耽误埋藏


let us wander
 让我们四处漫游


to I knew not what room upstairs
 我不知道她被送到楼上哪间屋里去了，正常语序为 I did not know she had been removed to what room upstairs.


consumption［kənˈsʌmpʃən］
 n.
 肺结核


alleviate［əˈliːvieit］
 vt.
 减轻、缓和


my comprehension that...
 我的理解，“that”引导的是同位语从句，说明“理解”的内容。


if such region there were
 如果真有这种地方的话，为虚拟语气。


a shock of horror, then a strong thrill of grief, a desire...
 一种恐惧感，一阵极度的忧虑，一个强烈的愿望。都是experienced感到的宾语。


in quest of
 寻找


upon reaching the room
 当我到达屋里时“upon”也可用“on”，有“当…的时候”之意。


wasted, but quite composed
 瘦削但却平静，过去分词，用来修饰“her pale face”她那苍白的面孔。


was instantly dissipated
 立时被驱散


dissipate［ˈdiːsipeit］
 v.
 驱散


to bid me goodbye
 向我告别 bid 祝愿


a fit of
 一阵发作


I did so
 我照她的话那么做了，so指上句中的“lie down”和“cover”躺下和盖上被子。


and I her
 我也吻了她“I”和“her”之间省去了“kissed”。


no explanation was afforded
 没人提供任何解释，被动语态。


marks the spot
 标志那处地方


Chapter 9

Up until now I have recorded in detail the events of my insignificant existence
 , to the first ten years of my life I have given almost as many chapters. But this is not to be a regular autobiography
 . Therefore, I now pass a space of eight years almost in silence
 , a few lines only are necessary to keep up the links
 of connection.

The illness that had devastated Lowood brought attention on the school. The unhealthy nature of the site; the quantity and quality of the children's food; all these things were discovered, and the discovery produced a result humiliating to
 Mr. Brocklehurst, but beneficial to the institution.

A more convenient building in a better situation was erected; new regulations were made; improvements in diet and clothing introduced
 . Mr. Brocklehurst still retained the post of treasurer; but he was aided
 by gentlemen of rather more enlarged and understanding minds. The school, thus improved, became in time
 a truly useful and noble institution. I remained an inmate of its walls for eight years, six as pupil, and two as teacher.

During these eight years my life was uniform
 , but not unhappy, because it was not inactive. In time, I rose to be the first girl of the first class; then I was invested with
 the office of teacher; which I discharged with zeal for two years: but at the end of that time I altered.

Miss Temple eventually married and moved to a distant county, and consequently was lost to me
 . From the day she left I was no longer the same. My world had for some years been in Lowood and of its rules and systems; now I remembered that the real world was wide, and that a varied field of hopes and fears, of sensations and excitements, awaited those who had courage
 to go forth into its expanse, to seek real knowledge of life amidst its dangers. I tired of the routine of eight years in one afternoon. I desired liberty.

As I lay in bed, an idea then came quietly and naturally to my mind. “Those who want situations advertise.” I felt satisfied, and fell asleep.

With earliest day, I was up. I had my advertisement written, enclosed and directed to
 the Herald before the bell rang to rouse the school; it ran thus
 : “A young lady accustomed to tuition is desirous of meeting with a situation in a private family where the children are under fourteen. She is qualified to teach the usual branches
 of a good English education, together with French, Drawing, and Music.”

After a week passed, I went into town to see if I had received any responses at the post office. The woman at the counter looked for a long while, and eventually handed an envelope to me addressed to J. E. I wasted no time in opening it. The contents were brief. It was from a woman named Fairfax
 . It appeared that she had a young daughter in need of schooling. She asked that I arrange letters of recommendation
 for her to look over.

At once, I asked a number of teachers from the school to recommend me in letters of their own. They kindly agreed and, before long, I had all that I needed to fully apply for the job.

After a couple of weeks passed, I received a reply from Mrs. Fairfax, stating that
 she was satisfied, and fixing that day fortnight
 as the period for my assuming the post
 of governess in her house.

My last days at Lowood, were very busy, for I had many preparations to make. My final night at the school was a sleepless one. I was too much excited. A phase
 of my life was closing tonight, a new one opening tomorrow in the unknown environs of a new town.

注释


insignificant［ˌinsiɡˈnifikənt］
 a.
 不重要的


existence［iɡˈzistəns］
 n.
 生存、生活


autobiography［ˌɔːtəubaiˈɔɡrəfi］
 n.
 自传


in silence
 一句话不说地


silence［ˈsailəns］
 n.
 沉默


to keep up the links
 连续环节


a result humiliating to
 使某人蒙羞的结果，现在分词 humiliating to sb. 是用来修饰先行词result的。


improvements in diet and clothing introduced
 采取了对伙食及服装的改进措施，过去分词introduced 采取improvement 改善。


was aided
 被辅助


in time
 终于有一天


my life was uniform
 我的生活一贯如此，一成不变。


I was invested with
 被授与


consequently［ˈkɔnsikwəntli］
 adv.
 终于


was lost to me
 与我失去联系


those who had courage
 那些有勇气…的人们


I had my advertisement written, enclosed and directed to
 我把广告写好、装进信封，写上地址。三个过去分词written, enclosed and directed to... 都是advertisement 广告的宾语补足语。


it ran thus
 如此写道，it指广告


the usual branches
 常规的学科


a woman named Fairfax
 一位名为Fairfax的女士


letters of recommendation
 介绍信、推荐信


stating that
 信上写道，现在分词 stating 指回信reply“写”或“说”that 引导一个宾语从句。


fortnight
 两星期后，用于日期后表示两星期后发生


my assuming
 我担当的


the post
 职位


a phase
 一个阶段


Chapter 10

A new chapter in a novel is something like a new scene in a play; and when I draw up the curtain this time, reader, you must fancy
 the long front of a great house with candlelights gleaming from
 one curtained bow-window; all the rest
 dark. This was to be my new home, Thornfield. I had just arrived after a sixteen hour carriage ride.

At the door, I was greeted by a maidservant, whom I followed across a square hall with high doors all round, she ushered me into
 a small room where there was a round table by a cheerful fire, next to which sat the neatest imaginable
 little elderly lady. She was occupied in knitting; a large cat sat at her feet. A more reassuring introduction for a new governess could scarcely be conceived
 .

As I entered, the old lady got up and promptly and kindly came forward to meet me.

“How do you do, my dear? I am afraid you have had a tedious ride; John drives so slowly; you must be cold, come to the fire.”

“Mrs. Fairfax, I suppose?” said I.

“Yes, you are right: do sit down.” Then to the servant she said, “Leah, make some tea and cut a sandwich or two for her.”


I little expected
 such a reception and I felt rather confused at being the object of
 more attention than I had ever before received, and, that too, shown by my employer and superior.

“Shall I have the pleasure of seeing Miss Fairfax tonight?” I asked.

“Miss Fairfax? Oh, you mean Miss Varens! Varens is the name of your future pupil.”

“Indeed! Then she is not your daughter?”

“No, I have no family.”

I wondered how Miss Varens was connected to Mrs. Fairfax, but then recollected it was not polite to ask too many questions. I would surely find out sooner or later
 .

“I am so glad you have come,” she continued, “it will be quite pleasant living here now with a companion. At the commencement
 of this autumn, little Adela Varens came and her nurse; and now you are here I shall be quite gay.”

My heart really warmed to the worthy lady as I heard her talk; and I drew my chair a little nearer to her, and expressed my sincere wish that
 she might find my company as agreeable as she anticipated
 .

“But I'll not keep you sitting up late tonight,” said she, “it is on the stroke of twelve now, and you have been traveling all day, you must feel tired.”

She took her candle, and I followed her from the room. I was glad, when finally ushered into my chamber, to find it of small dimensions
 , and furnished in ordinary, modern style.


At once
 weary and content, I slept soon and soundly, when I awoke it was broad day. The chamber looked such a bright little place to me as the sun shone in between the gay blue window curtains. I thought that a fairer era
 of life was beginning for me — one that was to have its flowers and pleasures, as well as its thorns and toils.

After dressing and attending to my toilet, I ventured forth
 . Traversing the long and carpeted gallery, I descended the slippery steps of oak. Everything appeared very stately and imposing to me; but then
 I was so little accustomed to grandeur. Advancing outside, onto the lawn, I looked up and surveyed the front of the mansion. It was three stories high
 , of proportions not vast, though considerable, a gentleman's house. I was thinking what a great place it was for one lonely little lady like Mrs. Fairfax to inhabit, when that lady appeared at the door.

“What!Out already?” said she. “I see you are an early riser.” I went up to her, and was received with a friendly kiss and shake of the hand.“It's a pretty place, isn't it; but I fear it will be getting out of order, unless Mr. Rochester should take it into his head
 to come and reside here permanently
 ; or, at least, visit it rather oftener.”

“Mr. Rochester!” I exclaimed. “Who is he?”

“The owner of Thornfield,” she responded quietly.

“I thought Thornfield belonged to you.”

“To me? Bless you, child. What an idea! To me! I am only the housekeeper — the manager.”

“And the little girl — my pupil？”

“She is Mr. Rochester's ward
 . Oh, and here she comes, with her nurse.”

A little girl, followed by her attendant
 , came running up the lawn. She was quite a child, perhaps seven or eight years old, slightly built, with a pale, small-featured face.

“Good morning, Miss Adela,” said Mrs. Fairfax. “Come and speak to the lady who is to teach you
 , and to make you a clever woman some day.”She approached and spoke to me in French.

“She speaks very little English,” explained Mrs. Fairfax, “She's only been in England for six months.” She shook hands with me when she heard that I was her governess; and as I led her in to breakfast, I addressed some phrases to her in her own tongue
 , she replied briefly at first, but after we were seated at the table, and she had examined me some ten minutes with her large brown eyes, she suddenly commenced chattering
 fluently.

“What is your name?”

“Eyre — Jane Eyre.”

“Aire
 . Well, this is my nurse, Sophie. She came here with me from France. I lived long ago with mother; but she is gone to the Holy Virgin
 . Mr. Rochester then asked me if I would like to go and live with him in England, and I said yes; for I knew Mr. Rochester a long time and he was always kind to me and gave me pretty dresses and toys: but you see he has not kept his word
 , for he has brought me to England, and now he is gone back again himself, and I never see him.”

After breakfast, Adèle and I withdrew to the library, which, it appears
 , Mr. Rochester had directed should be used as the classroom. In this room there were many volumes of books, a cabinet piano, quite new and of superior tone; also a stand for painting and a pair of globes.

I found my pupil sufficiently
 well behaved, though not a very diligent student, she had not been used to
 regular occupation of any kind. I felt it would be unfair to confine her too much at first; so, when I had talked to her a great deal, and got her to learn a little, and when the morning had advanced to noon, I allowed her to return to her nurse.

I found Mrs. Fairfax busy dusting
 in one of the large rooms.

“In what order you keep these rooms, Mrs. Fairfax!” said I. “No dust, no furniture coverings, one would think they were inhabited
 daily.”“Why, Miss Eyre; although Mr. Rochester's visits here are rare, they are always sudden and unexpected. I thought it best to keep the rooms in readiness.”

She then proposed to show me over the rest of the house; and I followed her upstairs and downstairs, admiring as I went
 ; for all was well arranged and handsome.

We eventually ended up in the attics
 ; and from there used the trap-door to go onto the roof. I was now on a level with the crow colony, and could see into their nests. Leaning over
 the window's edge and looking far down, I surveyed the grounds laid out like a map. Having seen enough, I went back down to the floor below, while Mrs. Fairfax stayed behind a moment to fasten the trap-door.

As I waited, a laugh suddenly struck my ear. It was a curious laugh
 . I stopped. The sound ceased, only for an instant. It began again, louder — for at first, though distinct, it was very low.

“Mrs. Fairfax!” I called out — for I now heard her descending the great stairs. “Did you hear that loud laugh? Who is it?”

“Some of the servants, very likely. Grace!” exclaimed Mrs. Fairfax.

The door nearest me opened, and a servant came out with a hard, plain face.

“Too much noise, Grace,” said Mrs. Fairfax. “Remember directions!” Grace bowed silently and went in.

“By-the-by
 , how have you got on with your new pupil this morning?” Mrs. Fairfax asked, changing the subject as we headed back downstairs. Thus, our conversation continued until we reached Mrs. Fairfax's room, where we
 found dinner ready.

注释


you must fancy
 你一定要设想一下


gleaming from
 从…闪烁出烛光，现在分词gleaming发出光亮用以修饰candlelighs 烛光。


all the rest
 其余的部分


ushered me into
 引领我进入


usher［ˈʌʃə］
 v.
 引导


the neatest imaginable
 想象中最为整洁的，imaginable与最高级形容词连用时，有“再整洁不过的”之意。


could scarcely be conceived
 几乎不能构想出


I little expected
 我几乎没想到。


confused at being the object of
 因成为…对象而感到困惑


sooner or later
 短语，迟早


commencement［kəˈmensmənt］
 n.
 开始


my sincere wish that
 我真心的祝愿是连接词that 引导的是同位语从句，指wish 愿望的内容。


as agreeable as she anticipated
 如她所期盼那样的令人满意


anticipate［ænˈtisipeit］
 vt.
 期望


small dimensions
 小面积


at once
 “同时”不当“立刻”讲


a fairer era
 更为美好的时代


I ventured forth.
 我大胆向前走， 现在分词traversing是主句中 descended 下楼的伴随动作。


but then
 但在另方面


three stories high
 三层楼高


take sth. into one's head
 想起某事


permanently［ˈpəːmənəntli］
 ad.
 永久地


ward［wɔːd］
 n.
 受监护者


attendant［əˈtendənt］
 n.
 随从，服务员，保姆


who is to teach you.
 她即将教你读书。


in her own tongue
 用她的家乡话


chatter［tʃætə］
 vi.
 喋喋不休地说起来，因在动词 commence （开始）后故加ing使之成动名词。


Aire
 即Eyre. 说法语的人难以把［ai］
 的音发准确


she is gone to the Holy Virgin
 她去见圣母玛利亚，也就是说她死了。


the Holy Virgin
 圣母玛利亚，故字首用大写


kept his word
 守诺言


which, it appears
 这间书房看上去，因是个非限制性定语从句，所以从句前有逗号


sufficiently［səˈfiʃəntli］
 ad.
 足够地


she had been used to doing
 她已对某事习以为常。


busy dusting
 忙于擦拭灰尘，在busy后须用动名词。


they were inhabited
 这些房间里有人住，they指房间，被动语态。


admiring as I went
 我一边走一边欣赏，现在分词admiring是伴随动作。


attics［ˈætiks］
 n.
 顶楼，阁楼


leaning over
 倚在…上looking down 朝下看都是主句中动词surveyed 眺望的伴随动作。


a curious laugh
 奇特的笑声


by-the-by
 顺便说一句，即by the way


room, where we...
 在那间屋子里，用where引导定语从句，是因为先行词room是个地点。


Chapter 11


The promise of a smooth career
 , which my first calm introduction to Thornfield Hall seemed to pledge, was not disproved on a longer acquaintance with the place and its inmates
 . Mrs. Fairfax turned out to be what she appeared, a kind-natured woman of competent
 education and average intelligence. My pupil was a lively child, who had been spoilt and therefore was sometimes wayward, but she soon became obedient. I felt a conscientious concern
 for Adèle's welfare and progress, and a quiet liking for her little self. But I must admit that, now and then, I would climb
 the three staircases, raise the trap-door to the rooftop, and look out at the surrounding countryside. I longed for a power of vision which might overpass that limit; which might reach the busy world, towns, regions full of life I had heard of but never seen — that then I desired more of practical experience than I possessed; more of intercourse with my kind
 , of acquaintance with variety of character, than was here within my reach
 .

October, November, December passed away. One afternoon in January, I noticed Mrs. Fairfax had just written a letter, which needed to be posted. Since it was my day off
 , I put on my hat and cloak and volunteered
 to carry it to Hay; the distance, two miles, would be a pleasant winter afternoon walk.

The walk was a fine one. The foliage
 was rather thick and a pleasant little stream flowed alongside the road, making little trickling noises that mingled with the sound of the wind rustling the leaves
 . When I had come within a mile's distance of the town, a rude noise broke on these fine sounds. Moments later, a great dog, whose black and white color made him a distinct object against the trees
 , appeared on the road before me. It passed me quietly, and then a horse followed, and on its back a rider. He too passed without a single glance in my direction, and I went on; a few steps, and I turned; a sliding sound and an exclamation of “What the devil is to do now?” and a clattering tumble
 , arrested my attention. Man and horse were down; they had slipped on the sheet of ice which glazed the road.

I walked down to the traveler, and found him struggling
 to free himself from under his horse.

“Are you injured, sir?” I asked.

He managed to free himself and then cried for his dog to cease barking, “Down, Pilot!”

“Can I do anything to help, sir?” I asked again.

“Thank you, I shall do. I have no broken bones — only a twisted ankle,” he said, trying to stand up and walk, but the result yielded an involuntary cry
 of pain.

Something of daylight still lingered, and I could see him plainly. He had a dark face, with stern features and a heavy brow. He was perhaps thirty-five. He waved for me to go, but I retained my station and announced — “I cannot think of leaving you
 , sir, at so late an hour, in this solitary lane, till I see
 you are fit to mount your horse.”

“I should think you ought to be at home yourself,” said he, “if you have a home in this neighborhood. Where do you come from?”

“From just below; and I am not at all afraid of being out late when there is moonlight. I will run over to Hay for you with pleasure, if you wish it; indeed, I am going there to post a letter.”

“Do you mean at that house?” pointing to Thornfield Hall.

“Yes, sir.”

“Whose house is it?”

“Mr. Rochester's.”

“Do you know Mr. Rochester?”

“No, I have never seen him.”

“You are not a servant at the hall, of course. You are —”

He stopped, ran his eye over my dress, which, as usual, was quite simple. He seemed puzzled to decide what I was; I helped him.

“I am the governess.”

“Ah, the governess!” he repeated. “Devil take me
 , if I had not forgotten! The governess!”He looked again at my clothing and then said, “Excuse me, but I must beg of you to come here.” I came. He laid a heavy hand on my shoulder, and leaning on me with some stress, limped to his horse, which was
 , by now, back on its feet
 . He mastered it directly and sprang to his saddle; making a pained face as he made the effort, for it pulled his twisted foot.

“Thank you; now hurry along to wherever it is you are going, and return as fast as you can.”

A touch of a spurred heel made his horse first start and rear, and then bound away
 ; the dog rushed in his traces: all three vanished.

The incident had occurred and was gone for me: it was an incident of no moment, no romance, no interest in a sense; yet it marked with change one single hour of a monotonous life
 . The new face, too, was like a new picture introduced to the gallery of memory; and it was dissimilar to all the others hanging there: firstly, because it was masculine
 ; and, secondly, because it was dark, strong, and stern.

I hurried on to Hay and posted the letter. Upon returning
 to Thornfield, I did not find Mrs. Fairfax in her room as usual. Instead, all alone, sitting
 upright on the rug, and gazing
 with gravity at the blaze, was a great, black and white, long-haired the dog
 , just like the one I had seen earlier on the road. I said — “Pilot,” and the thing got up and came to me and smelled me. I caressed
 him, and he wagged his great tail. I rang the bell, for I wanted a candle; and I wanted, too, to get an account of this visitor. Leah entered.

“What dog is this?”

“He came with master — Mr. Rochester — he is just arrived.”

“Indeed!and is Mrs. Fairfax with him?”

“Yes, and Miss Adèle; they are in the dining room, and John is gone for a surgeon; for master has had an accident; his horse fell and his ankle is twisted.”

“Ah! Bring me a candle, will you, Leah?”

Leah brought it and I went upstairs to take off my things.

注释


the promise of a smooth career
 工作顺利的预兆，是此句之主语，而谓语是was not disproved 并未被否定。


its inmates
 住在此处的人们，its指此房内。


competent［ˈkɔmpitənt］
 a.
 能胜任的，足够的


conscientious［ˌkɔnʃiˈenʃəs］
 a.
 真诚的


concern［kənˈsəːn］
 n.
 关怀


I would climb
 我常爬上，不是过去将来时态，而是过去经常的动作。


with my kind
 与我相同的人们


within my reach
 近在身边的…


my day off
 休假


volunteer［ˌvɔlənˈtiə］
 v.
 自愿


foliage［ˈfəuliidʒ］
 n.
 树叶，是集合名词，不可加s


the wind rustling the leaves
 吹拂着树叶的风声，现在分词 rustling 发出沙沙声是用来修饰风的定语从句但which was省去了。


a distinct object against the trees
 衬着树木显出一个清晰的物体，object 物体，against the trees 树木为背景。


a clattering tumble
 跌倒的拍嗒声


found him struggling
 发现他正在挣扎


yielded an involuntary cry
 发出不由自主的喊声


involuntary［inˈvɔləntəri］
 a.
 不由自主的


I cannot think of... till I see
 不到我看见的时候……我不想…


devil take me
 真见鬼


which was back on its feet
 那匹马重新站立起来， which 指马，on its feet 站立起来。


made his horse first start and rear
 使马用后腿直立起来


and then bound away
 然后就跳着跑走了


a monotonous life
 单调的生活


monotonous［məˈnɔtənəs］
 a.
 单调的


masculine［ˈmɑːskjulin］
 a.
 男性的


upon returning
 当回到…时


sitting... gazing... the dog
 有只…的狗坐在…这是一个倒装句，现在分词sitting和gazing是两个省去that was 的定语从句中的谓语。


caress［kəˈres］
 vt.
 抚摸


Chapter 12

Mr. Rochester, it seems, by the surgeon's orders, went to bed early that night; nor did he rise soon next morning. When he did come down, it was to attend to business
 , his agent and some of his tenants had arrived, and were waiting to speak with him. I discerned in the course of the morning that Thornfield Hall was a changed place, no longer silent as a church, it echoed every hour or two to a knock at the door, or a ring of the bell
 , steps, too, often traversed the hall
 , and new voices spoke in different keys below. It had a master; for my part, I liked it better.

At dark, Mrs. Fairfax came into the classroom and announced, “Mr. Rochester would be glad if you and your pupil would take tea with him in the drawing room this evening,” said she: “he has been so much engaged
 all day that
 he could not ask to see you before.”

“When is his teatime?” I inquired.

“Oh, at six o'clock. He keeps early hours in the country. You had better change your clothing now. I always dress for
 the evening when Mr. Rochester is here.”

I put on a nicer dress and then we went downstairs. Mr. Rochester must have been aware of
 the entrance of Mrs. Fairfax and myself; but it appeared he was not in the mood
 to notice us, for he never lifted his head as we approached.

“Let Miss Eyre be seated,” said he.

Mrs. Fairfax had settled into a corner with her knitting, and Adèle was ordered to amuse herself with Pilot.

“You come from Lowood school, a charitable concern
 , correct? How long were you there?”

“Eight years.”

“Eight years!No wonder you have rather the look of another world. I marveled where you had got
 that sort of face. When you came on me in Hay Lane last night, I had half a mind
 to demand whether you had performed magic on my horse, I am not sure yet. Who are your parents?”

“I have none.”

“Well, if you disown parents, you must have some sort of family: uncles and aunts?”

“No; none that I ever saw.”

“Who recommended you to come here?”

“I advertised, and Mrs. Fairfax answered my advertisement.”

“Yes,” said the good lady, “and I am daily thankful for the choice. Miss Eyre has been an invaluable companion
 to me, and a kind and careful teacher to Adèle.”

“Don't trouble yourself to praise her character
 ,” returned Mr. Rochester, “praise will not bias me
 ; I shall judge for myself. She began by felling my horse.”

“Sir?” said Mrs. Fairfax.

“I have her to thank for this twisted ankle.”

He then ordered me to go into the adjacent
 room and play piano for him. I did as he asked, and after only a few moments he interrupted.

“Enough!” he called out in a few minutes
 , “You play a little, I see; like any other English schoolgirl; perhaps rather better than some, but not well.”

I closed the piano and returned. Mr. Rochester continued　—“Fetch me your collection of sketches
 .”

I brought my drawing papers from the library. He looked meticulously
 over each sketch and painting. Three he laid aside; the others, when he had examined them, he swept from him.

“Take them off to the other table, Mrs. Fairfax,” said he, “and look at them with Adèle — you” (glancing at me) “resume your seat
 , and answer my questions. I perceive those pictures were done by one hand; was that hand yours?”

“Yes.”

“Where did you get your copies?”

“Out of my head.”

“That head I see now on your shoulders?”

“Yes, sir.”

He spread the pictures before him, and let me tell you, reader, they were nothing special in my opinion
 . One was a picture of a man drowning
 in the sea. Another was the picture of an iceberg piercing a misty cloud. In the foreground of the picture was a huge head, inclined towards the iceberg, and resting against it.

“And you felt self-satisfied with the result of your hard work?” he asked me.

“Far from it. I was tormented by
 the contrast between my idea and my work, in each case I had imagined
 something which I was quite powerless to realize.”

“Not quite: you have secured the shadow of your thought; but no more, probably. You had not enough of the artist's skill and science to give it full being
 , yet the drawings are, for a schoolgirl, peculiar. There! Put the drawings away!”


I had scarce tied the strings of the drawing papers, when
 , looking at his watch, he said abruptly — “It is nine o'clock, what are you about, Miss Eyre, to let Adèle sit up so long? Take her to bed!”

Mrs. Fairfax folded up her knitting. I took my drawing papers. We bowed to him, received a cold bow in return, and so withdrew.

“You said Mr. Rochester was not strikingly peculiar
 , Mrs. Fairfax,” I observed, when I rejoined her in her room, after putting Adèle to bed.

“He may appear so
 to a stranger, but I am so accustomed to his manner, I never think of it; and then, if he has a strange sort of temper, allowance should be made
 .”

“Why?”

“Partly because it is his nature — and we can none of us help our nature; and partly because he has painful thoughts, no doubt, to harass
 him, and make his spirits unequal.”

“What about?”

“Family troubles, for one thing.”

“But he has no family.”

“It seems Mr. Rochester's father and older brother (who recently died) combined to bring him into
 what he considered a painful position, for the sake of making his fortune; what the precise nature of that position was I never clearly knew, but his spirit could not handle what he had to suffer
 in it. He is not very forgiving, he broke with his family, and now for many years he has led an unsettled kind of life. I don't think he has ever been resident
 at Thornfield for a fortnight together, since the death of his brother without a will left
 him master of the estate
 ; and, indeed, no wonder he shuns
 the old place.”

“Why should he shun it?”

“Perhaps he thinks it gloomy.”

Her answer made me feel she was hiding something. I should have liked
 something clearer; but it was evident Mrs. Fairfax wished me to drop the subject, which I did accordingly
 .

注释


attend to business
 处理事务


the bell
 指呼唤仆人用的铃


traversed the hall
 走过门厕


so much engaged... that
 如此忙碌…以致


dress for
 做动词用时，有衣着整齐之意


must have been aware of
 一定已经意识到…是过去时态


not in the mood
 没有心情


charitable［ˈtʃæritəbl］
 a.
 慈善的


concern［kənˈsəːn］
 n.
 企业、行业


I marveled where you had got...
 我早就奇怪你从哪里得到


I had half a mind
 我非常想


invaluable［inˈvæljuəbl］
 a.
 无价的


companion［kəmˈpænjən］
 n.
 伙伴


praise sb. character
 推荐、介绍某人


bias me
 使我有偏见


bias［baiəs］
 v.
 偏见


adjacent［əˈdʒeisənt］
 a.
 毗连的


in a few minutes
 在几分钟后


sketches［ˈsketʃiz］
 n.
 素描画


meticulously［miˈtikjuləsli］
 ad.
 仔细地


resume your seat
 重新回到座位上


in my opinion
 按我的看法，我认为


a man drowning
 一个正在溺水的男子，现在分词drowning是修饰man的，在who was drowning 定语从句中省去了主谓结构。


I was tormented by
 我被…所折磨


I had imagined
 我先前想象的，用过去完成时态表示在画之前所想象…


to give it full being
 使你的想法充分表达出来；it指上句中的your thought 你的想法。


I had scarce tied the strings of the drawing papers, when
 我还没来得及系好画册上的绳子，就scacre有否定之意，when 此时。


strikingly peculiar
 极其特别


peculiar［piˈkjuːljə］
 150 a.
 特殊的


he may appear so
 看上去他确实如此，so指上句中的peculiar 特别


allowance［əˈlauəns］
 n.
 谅解，容忍，should be made 也可以给予


harass［ˈhærəs］
 v.
 折磨


combined to bring him into
 合伙使他陷入


could not handle what he had to suffer
 忍受不了他不得不忍受的痛苦；what等于the thing which。


he has ever been resident
 他曾在此居住过


a will left
 留给他的一份遗嘱，过去分词left是定语从句中which was left 省去主谓结构的词。


the estate
 房产


shun［ʃʌn］
 vt.
 回避、躲开


I should have liked
 我原希望…是过去虚拟语态。


accordingly［əˈkɔːdiŋli］
 ad.
 相应地、照着


Chapter 13

Soon, however, I was to learn a great deal about Mr. Rochester, and from the man himself. It was one afternoon, when he chanced to meet me and Adèle in the grounds
 , and while she played with Pilot and her badminton birdie, he asked me to walk up and down a long avenue of trees within sight of her
 .

He then informed me that Adèle was the daughter of a French opera-dancer, Céline Varens, towards whom he had once cherished what he called a “great passion
 .” This passion Célinee had professed to return with even superior feeling.

“And, Miss Eyre, so much was I flattered by this that I installed her in
 an hotel; gave her a complete establishment of servants, a carriage, dresses, diamonds, etc. In short, I began the process of ruining myself in the received style, like any other fool. Happening to call
 one evening when Célinee did not expect me, I found her out. She was not home, so I let myself in and then went out on her balcony to wait for her to return. After a while, her carriage arrived. I was about to call out to her, when a figure jumped from the carriage after her, a man.

“You never felt jealousy
 , did you, Miss Eyre? Of course not. I need not ask you; because you never felt love. You will one day, though. And like a ship in the sea, you will either be dashed to pieces on the rocks, or lifted up and carried on
 by some masterwave into a calmer current — as I am now.”

I ventured to recall him to
 the story he was originally telling,　“Did you leave the balcony, sir,” I asked, “when Célinee entered?”

“Oh, I had forgotten Célinee!” Then he stopped for a moment, “Strange that I should choose you to tell my most personal things, and strange that you should listen to me quietly, as if it were the most usual thing in the world for a man like me to tell stories of his opera-mistresses to a quaint
 , inexperienced girl like you!Anyway, I remained on the balcony. The couple entered the room and both removed their cloaks. They began to talk. They insulted me as coarsely as they could
 in their little way, especially Célinee. Opening the window, I walked in
 upon them; liberated Célinee from my protection; gave her notice to leave her hotel; offered her a purse for immediate expenses; disregarded screams, hysterics, prayers, and so on; made an appointment with the man she was with
 to meet me next morning at a park. I left a bullet in one of his arms and then thought I had done with the whole crew
 . But,unluckily, the Varens, six months before, had given me this girl Adèle, who, she affirmed, was my daughter; and perhaps she may be, though I see nothing of myself written in her face.”

He continued,“Some years after I had broken with the mother, she abandoned
 her child, and ran away to Italy with a singer. I acknowledged no natural claim
 on Adèle's part to be supported by me, nor do I now acknowledge any, for I am not her father; but hearing that she was quite poor, I took the poor thing out of the dirt and mud of Paris, and transplanted it
 here, to grow up clean in the wholesome soil of an English country garden.”

It was not till after I had withdrawn to my own chamber for the night, that I steadily reviewed the tale Mr. Rochester had told me. I believed that his moodiness, his harshness, and his former faults of morality
 had their source in some cruel cross of fate. I believed he was naturally a man of better tendencies, higher principles, and purer tastes than such as circumstances had developed
 or destiny encouraged. I cannot deny that I grieved for his grief, whatever that was, and would have given much to calm it
 . I hardly know whether I had slept or not after thinking upon our talk; at any rate, I started wide awake on hearing a vague murmur
 . I rose and sat up in bed, listening. The sound was hushed
 . I tried again to sleep; but my heart beat anxiously. The clock far down in the hall struck two. Just then it seemed my chamber door was touched; as if fingers had swept the panels in groping a way along the dark gallery outside.

I said, “Who is there?” Nothing answered. I was chilled with fear
 . Then came an evil laugh, low, suppressed
 , and deep — uttered, as it seemed, at the very keyhole
 of my chamber door. I rose, looked round, and could see nothing; while, as I still gazed, the unnatural sound was repeated: and I knew it came from behind the panels. My first impulse
 was to rise and fasten the bolt; my next, again to cry out, “Who is there?” Something moaned. Then steps retreated up the gallery towards the third-story staircase: a door opened and closed, and all was still.

I hurried on my gown and a shawl; I withdrew the bolt and opened the door with a trembling hand. The air was quite dim, as if filled with smoke; and I became aware of a strong smell of burning. I noticed the door to Mr. Rochester's room was open and that smoke was rushing out.

In an instant, I was within the chamber
 . Tongues of flame darted round the bed, the curtains were on fire
 . In the midst of blaze and vapor, Mr. Rochester lay stretched motionless, in deep sleep.

“Wake! Wake!” I cried. I shook him, but he only murmured and turned, the smoke was keeping him unconscious
 .Not a moment could be lost, the very sheets were beginning to catch fire. I rushed to his basin and found it filled with water. I heaved it up, soaked the bed and its occupant
 , and managed to extinguish the flames. Mr. Rochester soon awakened.

“Is there a flood?” he cried.

“No, sir,” I answered; “but there has been a fire.”

“What have you done with me, witch? Who is in the room besides you? Have you plotted to drown me?
 ”

I briefly related to him
 what had happened, the strange laugh I had heard in the gallery; the step ascending to the third story; the smoke, the smell of fire which had conducted me to his room; in what state I had found matters there, and how I had soaked him with all the water I could lay hands on.

He did not immediately speak when I had concluded.

“I am going to leave you a few minutes. I shall take the candle. Remain where you are till I return; be as still as a mouse. I must pay a visit to the third story. Don't move or call any one.”

He went: I watched the candlelight withdraw. A very long time elapsed
 before he returned.

When he reentered the room he looked pale and very gloomy.

“I have found it all out,” said he, setting his candle down on the table, “it is as I thought. You said that you heard an odd laugh. Have heard that laugh before?”

“Yes, sir: there is a woman who sews here, called Grace Poole, she laughs in that way. She is a singular person.”

“Just so. Grace Poole — you have guessed it. She is, as you say, singular — very. Well, I shall reflect on
 the subject. Meantime, say nothing about what happened tonight to anyone. I will account for
 this state of affairs,” he said pointing to the bed, “and now return to your own room.”

“Goodnight, then, sir,” said I, departing.

“What!” he exclaimed, “are you quitting me already? Why, you have saved my life! At least shake hands.”

He held out his hand, I gave him mine, he took it first in one, then in both his own
 .

“You have saved my life, I have a pleasure in owing you so immense a debt
 .” He paused, gazed at me, words almost visible trembled on his lips — but his voice was checked.

“Goodnight again, sir. There is no debt, benefit, burden, or obligation, in the case.”

“I knew,” he continued, “you would do me good
 in some way, at some time; I saw it in your eyes when I first saw you.”

Strange energy was in his voice, strange fire in his look. He still retained my hand, and I could not free it.

“Well, leave me.” He relaxed his fingers, and I was gone.

I regained my bed
 , but never thought of sleep. Till morning I tossed and turned over my thoughts. Judgment would warn against passion.Too feverish to rest
 , I rose as soon as day dawned.

注释


in the grounds
 在花园里，复数指大楼附近的庭园。


within sight of her
 在看得见她的地方


cherished what he called a “great passion”
 怀有他称之为的深挚的感情
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 把她安置在…
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 提醒他
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 与某人订约会
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crew［kruː］
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abandon［əˈbædən］
 vt.
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 vt.
 承认


transplant［trænsˈplɑːnt］
 v.
 移植


morality［məˈræliti］
 n.
 道德


circumstance［ˈsəːkəmstəns］
 n.
 情况、形势


had developed
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would have given much to calm it
 愿意全心全力去安慰他的，过去时虚拟语态，to calm it抚慰，it指his grief 忧伤。


vague［veiɡ］
 a.
 含含糊糊的


murmur［ˈməːmə］
 n.
 喃喃低语声


was hushed
 被停住了


hush［hʌʃ］
 v.
 使沉默


in groping a way
 在摸索一条路


was chilled with fear
 害怕得不寒而栗


suppressed
 被抑制了的


the very keyhole
 正是那个钥匙孔，very当形容词用，正是、恰是


first impulse
 第一个冲动


was within the chamber
 已进入室内


on fire
 着火


unconscience［ʌnˈkɔnʃəs］
 a.
 不省人事的，昏迷的


the bed and its occupant
 那张床和床上的人，it指床


occupant［ˈɔkjuːpənt］
 n.
 占用者，指床上的人


plotted to drown me
 策划好来淹死我


briefly related to him
 向他简短地叙述


elapse［iˈlæps］
 v.
 消逝


reflect on
 考虑、反思


account for
 说明原因


he took it first in one then in both his own
 他先用一只手握住我的手，然后用两只手紧握。it指我手。


owing you so immense a debt
 欠你如此巨大的一笔人情（债）


do me good
 对我有用处


regained my bed
 重新上床


too feverish to rest
 太紧张了睡不着


Chapter 14

The day passed just as usual. Soon after breakfast, I heard some bustle in the neighborhood of Mr. Rochester's chamber, Mrs. Fairfax's voice, and Leah's, and the cook's
 . I passed the room, in going downstairs, and found that all was again restored to
 complete order.


To my great surprise
 , sitting on a chair by the bed, sewing rings to new curtains, was no other than Grace Poole. In her commonplace features was nothing either of the paleness or desperation one would have expected to see
 marking the face of a woman who had attempted murder, and whose intended victim had followed her last night to her room, and (as I believed) charged her with
 the crime she wished to commit.

During dinner
 I was occupied in puzzling my brains over the mysterious character of Grace Poole, and still more in pondering the problem of her position at Thornfield and questioning why she had not been given over to the police
 that morning, or, at the very least, dismissed from her master's service. It was strange, a bold and arrogant gentleman seemed somehow in the power of one of the meanest of his servants. Had Grace been young and handsome, I should have been tempted to think that tenderer feelings than prudence or fear influenced Mr. Rochester in her behalf; but, simple and plain as she was, the idea could not be admitted. “Yet,” I reflected, “you are not beautiful either, and perhaps Mr. Rochester approves you, at any rate, you have often felt as if he did; and last night — remember his words; remember his look; remember his voice!”

“Evening approaches
 ,” said I to myself as I looked towards the window. “I have never heard Mr. Rochester's voice or step in the house today; but surely I shall see him before night. Although previously I had feared meeting him this morning; now I desire it
 , because expectation has been so long baffled that it is grown impatient.”

A tread creaked on the stairs, and Leah appeared to tell me that tea was ready in Mrs. Fairfax's room. I was glad to go downstairs; for that brought me, I imagined, nearer to Mr. Rochester's presence.

“You must want your tea
 ,” said the good lady, as I joined her; “It is fair tonight,” said she, as she looked through the window, “though no moonlight; Mr. Rochester has, on the whole, had a favorable day for his journey.”

“Journey! Is Mr. Rochester gone anywhere?”

“Oh, he set off the moment he had breakfast! He is gone to a party assembled
 ten miles from here. I should think he is very likely to stay a week or more.”

“Will there be ladies at the party?” I asked.

“There will be. And among them all Miss Ingram is certainly the queen
 .”

“And what is she like?”

“Tall, fine bust, sloping shoulders
 ; long, graceful neck, olive complexion
 , dark and clear; noble features; eyes rather like Mr. Rochester's, large and black, and as brilliant as her jewels. I am no judge of music
 , but Mr. Rochester is; and I heard him say her singing and piano playing are remarkably good.”

“But I wonder no wealthy gentleman has taken a fancy to her, Mr. Rochester, for instance. He is rich, is he not?”

“Oh, yes. But you see there is considerable difference
 in age, Mr. Rochester is nearly forty; she is but twenty-five.”

“What of that? More unequal matches are made every day.”

“True, yet I should scarcely fancy Mr. Rochester would entertain an idea of the sort. But you eat nothing, you have scarcely tasted since you began tea.”

“No, I am too thirsty to eat. Will you let me have another cup?”

I was about again, to go back to the probability of a union
 between Mr. Rochester and the beautiful Ingram; but Adèle came in, and the conversation was turned into another channel.

Mr. Rochester had been absent upwards of a fortnight, when
 the post brought Mrs. Fairfax a letter.

“It is from the master,” said she, as she looked at the direction.

“Mr. Rochester is not likely to return soon, I suppose?” I said.

“Indeed he is — in three days, he says. That will be this Thursday, and not alone either. I don't know how many of the fine people from that party are coming with him. We shall probably have a full house of it
 .”

The next three days were busy ones. Mrs. Fairfax had pressed me into her service, and I was all day helping her and the cook; learning to make bread and cheese cakes. The party was expected to arrive on Thursday afternoon, in time for dinner
 at six. During the intervening period
 , I noticed Grace Poole descend to the kitchen once a day, eat her dinner, smoke a moderate pipe on the hearth, and go back, carrying her pot of porter with her, for her private enjoyment, in her own gloomy, upper haunt
 . Only one hour in the twenty-four did she pass
 with her fellow servants below.

I once, indeed, overheard part of a dialogue between Leah and one of the other servants, of which Grace formed the subject. The other servant remarked, “She gets good wages, I guess?”

“Yes,” said Leah. “I wish I had as good
 ; not that mine are
 to complain of; but they're
 not one-fifth of the sum Mrs. Poole receives.”

“I wonder whether the master —” the servant was going on; but here Leah turned and perceived me, and she instantly gave her companion a small push.

“Doesn't she know?” I heard the woman whisper.

Leah shook her head, and the conversation was, of course,dropped.

All I had gathered from it
 amounted to this, that there was a mystery at Thornfield; and that from participation in that mystery I was purposely excluded.

Thursday came, all work had been completed the previous evening. Well after six o'clock wheels were heard approaching on the road below; four horses galloped up the drive, and after them came two open carriages. Mr. Rochester was on his black horse; at his side rode a lady, and he and she were the first of the party.

“Miss Ingram!” exclaimed Mrs. Fairfax, and away she hurried to her post
 below.

The guests entered and filled the house with the sounds of gaiety. Dinner was served after a short time. Adèle and I had our meal up on the second floor.

When the evening was far advanced
 , a sound of music issued from the drawing room. Adèle and I sat down on the top step of the stairs to listen. Presently, a voice blended with
 the rich tones of the piano; it was a lady who sang, and very sweet her notes were.

The clock struck eleven. I looked at Adèle, whose head leaned against
 my shoulder; her eyes were waxing
 heavy, so I took her up in my arms and carried her off to bed. It was near one before the gentlemen and ladies sought their chambers.

The next day, Mrs. Fairfax informed me that Mr. Rochester wished Adèle to be introduced
 to the ladies that evening, and that he said for me to accompany her. It was with some anxiety that I perceived the hour approach when I was to repair with my charge
 to the drawing room. I put on my best dress, smoothed my hair, and then, with Adèle, descended to the first floor.

Happily, we found the drawing room empty. The guests could be heard dining
 in the next room. A soft sound of rising now came; the curtain was swept back from the arch
 ; a band of ladies stood in the opening; they entered, and the curtain fell behind them.

I rose and greeted them: one or two bent their heads in return, the others only stared at me. They dispersed about
 the room. Some of them threw themselves on the sofas, some bent over the tables and examined the flowers and books, the rest gathered in a group round the fire. All talked in a low but clear tone which seemed habitual to them.

Miss Ingram was, of course, among the women. She matched
 Mrs. Fairfax's description
 remarkably well. She was quite tall and very beautiful.

Did I now think Miss Ingram such a choice as
 Mr. Rochester would be likely to make? I could not tell — I did not know his taste in female beauty. Most gentlemen would admire her, I thought; and that he did admire
 her, I already seemed to have obtained
 proof, to remove the last shade of doubt, it remained but to see them together.

Mr. Rochester soon came in with the other gentleman. Without looking at me, he took a seat at the other side of the room, and began conversing with some of the ladies. I wondered to see them receive with calm that look which seemed to me
 so penetrating. I expected their eyes to fall, their color to rise under it
 ; yet I was glad when I found they were in no sense moved. “He is not to them what he is to me,” I thought, “he is not of their kind. I believe he is of mine
 ; I am sure he is — I feel close to him — I understand the language of his features and movements, though rank and wealth separate us widely, I have something in my brain and heart, in my blood and nerves, that assimilates
 me mentally to him. However, I know I must conceal my sentiments. I must smother hope
 ; I must remember that he cannot care much for me.”

Mr. Rochester, having left the two women, moved to stand on the hearth. Miss Ingram then confronted him, saying, “Mr. Rochester, You should have sent
 your girl to school.”

“I could not afford it, schools are so expensive.”

“Why, I suppose you have a governess for her. You should hear
 mother on the chapter of governesses. Mary and I have had, I should think
 , a dozen at least in our day; half of them extremely unpleasant and the rest ridiculous. They are a nuisance
 . Right, mother?”

“My lily-flower, you are right now, as always,” answered her mother.

“Good. Let's change the subject. Are you in voice tonight, Mr. Edward?”

“If you command it, I will be.”

“Then your lungs and other vocal organs will be most wanted on my royal service
 .”

Miss Ingram, having sat down at the piano, commenced a brilliant prelude; talking meantime. She appeared to be on her high horse
 tonight; she was evidently bent on
 striking the other guests as something very dashing and daring indeed.

“Mr. Rochester, now sing, and I will play for you.”

“I am all obedience
 ,” was the response.

“Sing!” said she, and again touching the piano, she commenced an accompaniment in spirited style
 .

“Now is my time to slip away,” thought I, but the tones that then broke through the air arrested me
 . Mrs. Fairfax had said Mr. Rochester possessed a fine voice, he did
 — a mellow, powerful bass
 , into which he threw his own feeling, his own force, finding a way through the ear to the heart, and there waking sensation
 strangely. I waited till the last deep and full vibration had expired
 and then made my exit by the side-door. I heard the dining room door unclose behind me; a gentleman came out; rising hastily, I stood face to face with him, it was Mr. Rochester.

“How do you do?” he asked.

“I am very well, sir.”

“Why did you not come and speak to me in the room?”

“I did not wish to disturb you, as you seemed engaged
 , sir.”

“You are a good deal paler than you were since I last saw you. What is the matter?”

“Nothing at all, sir.”

“You seem a little depressed
 ,” he said. “What about? Tell me.”“Nothing—nothing, sir. I am not depressed.”

“But I affirm that you are: so much depressed that a few more words would bring tears to your eyes — indeed, they are there
 now, shining and swimming. Well, tonight I excuse you; but understand that so long as
 my visitors stay, I expect you to appear in the drawing room every evening. Now go, and send Sophie for Adèle. Goodnight, my...” He stopped, bit his lip, and abruptly
 left me.

注释


Leah's, and the cook's
 莉的声音和厨娘的声音，指的是她们说话的声音。


restored to
 恢复


to my great surprise
 令我极感惊奇的是


desperation one would have expected to see
 绝望的表情任何人都想见到的，定语从句省去了which, 指那种表情。


charged her with...
 以…指控她


dinner［ˈdinə］
 n.
 正餐，宴会


had not been given over to the police
 没有被送交到警署


approach［əˈprəutʃ］
 v.
 接近，将来临


I desire it
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the queen
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 n.
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I am no judge of music
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the probability of a union
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probability［prɔbəˈbiliti］
 n.
 可能性，或然率


upwards of a fortnight
 两个多星期，when 此时。


a full house of it
 满屋都是那一伙人


in time for dinner
 及时赶在晚饭前


the intervening period
 中间那段时间


haunt［hɔːnt］
 n.
 巢穴


only one hour... did she pass
 每天只一小时她才来…，倒装句型起加重语气作用。


I wish I had as good
 但愿我的工资和她的一样多，虚拟语态。


mine are... but they're...
 我的工资并不少但无法和她的工资相比，因wages 周薪，是复数，故用are。


gathered from it
 从谈话中概括出两个this的同位语从句，“that there was a mystery”有个神秘的谜，和“that I was purposely excluded from participation”故意不让我参与或介入…


her post
 她的位置


far advanced
 推进、进展，指夜已深了


blended with
 与…混合，交融


whose head leaned against...
 她的头靠在…， 依在…


were waxing
 正在变得…


to be introduced
 要被介绍给


I was to repair with my charge
 我得和被我照管的孩子到那里去，my charge 我照管的人。


the guests could be heard dining
 能听到客人们在吃饭


arch［aːtʃ］
 n.
 拱形门


dispersed about
 分散在各处


matched... description
 与所描述的情况相符


such a choice as
 如此的选择，用as引导一个定语从句，修饰choice。


he did admire
 他确实仰慕，did起加重语气作用


have obtained
 已然获得，have obtained并非完成时态而是表示过去发生的动作


obtain［əbˈtein］
 v.
 获得


to see them receive with calm that look which...
 看见她们平静地对着他的目光，with calm平静地，副词短语，夹在receive that look 中间是因为look后带有定语从句。


under it
 在他的注视下，it指上句中的look。


he is of mine
 他和我是同类型的人，mine指my kind。


assimilate［əˈsimileit］
 vt.
 使相同


smother hope
 抑制、掩盖、希望


you should have sent...
 “你原该送”虚拟语态，是谴责语气。


you should hear
 你应该听一听，表示未来。


I should think
 我想恐怕…


nuisance［ˈnjuːsns］
 n.
 讨厌的人


will be most wanted
 将是最需要的


on my royal service
 为我女王服务


royal［ˈrɔiəl］
 n.
 王室


to be on her high horse
 趾高气扬，俚语


evidently［ˈevidəntli］
 ad.
 明显地


bent on...
 把精力集中在…


obedience［əˈbiːdiəns］
 n.
 服从，all完全地


commenced an accompaniment
 开始弹伴奏


in spirited style
 精神饱满的状态


arrested me
 阻止我


he did
 他确实拥有


bass［beis］
 n.
 男低音


waking sensation
 唤起某种感觉


vibration［vaiˈbreiʃən］
 n.
 颤音


had expired
 中止


seemed engaged
 似乎很忙


depress［diˈpres］
 v.
 压抑


they are there
 泪还在眼眶内，they指眼泪。


so long as
 只要


abruptly［əbˈrʌptli］
 ad.
 突然地


Chapter 15

You must know by now, reader, that I had learnt to love Mr. Rochester. I could not unlove him now, merely because
 I found that he had ceased to notice
 me — because I saw all his attentions appropriated by
 a great lady. I could not unlove him, because I felt sure he would soon marry this very lady.

I was not jealous. Miss Ingram was too inferior to excite the feeling
 . Pardon the seeming paradox
 ; I mean what I say
 . She was very showy, but she was not genuine, she had a fine person, many brilliant abilities; but her mind was poor, her heart empty by nature
 . She was not good; she was not original, she never offered, nor had, an opinion of her own. Tenderness and truth were not in her. Too often she betrayed this
 by the undue dislike she had conceived for little Adèle: pushing her away
 with some unfriendly words if she happened to approach her; sometimes ordering
 her from the room, and always treating her with coldness
 and impatience.

Yes, I saw that Mr. Rochester was going to marry her, for family, perhaps political reasons, because her rank and connections suited him; I felt he had not given her his love, and that her qualifications were ill adapted to win from him that treasure. It, of course, bothered me that he could marry for such reasons, but I also understood that he was from a different class than mine, a class in which
 people are taught from a young age that money and status are the first and foremost things to secure in one's life.

One day, Mr. Rochester was summoned to
 Millcote, and was not likely to return till late. Some of the gentlemen and ladies spent the day playing billiards
 in the billiard-room, while others killed the hours in a quiet game at cards. Miss Blanche Ingram, having fetched a novel from the library, had flung herself in boredom on a sofa, and prepared to fill, by the spell of fiction
 , the tedious hours of her love's absence.

It was verging on
 dusk, when little Adèle, who knelt by me in the drawing room window-seat, suddenly exclaimed, “Mr. Rochester has returned!”

Miss Ingram darted forwards
 from her sofa and approached our window. The carriage stopped in the driveway; the driver rang the doorbell, and a gentleman exited the carriage dressed in
 traveling clothes; but it was not Mr. Rochester; it was a tall, fashionable-looking man, a stranger.

“Oh, you tiresome monkey!” exclaimed Miss Ingram to Adèle, “who perched you up
 in the window to give false news?” and she cast on me an angry glance, as if I were
 in fault.

Soon the visitor entered. He bowed to Lady Ingram, as deeming her the eldest lady present
 . His manner was polite; his accent, in speaking, struck me as being somewhat unusual. His age might be about Mr. Rochester's
 . He was a fine-looking man, at first sight especially. For
 a handsome and not an unfriendly looking man, he repelled me exceedingly, there was no power in that smooth-skinned face of a full oval
 shape; there was no thought on the low, even forehead; no command in that blank
 , brown eye
 .

Two or three of the gentlemen sat near him, and I caught at times scraps of their conversation
 across the room. At first, I could not make much sense of what I heard, for the discourse of the young ladies near me was distracting
 . They were all quite attracted to the young fellow very attracted, in fact.

I was able to gather that
 the visitor was called Mr. Mason; then I learned that he was but just arrived in England, and that he came from Jamaica, the West Indies, where he first met Mr. Rochester.


I was pondering
 these things, when an incident, and a somewhat unexpected one, broke the thread of my thoughts. One of the servants approached a gentleman and whispered something. The gentleman then turned toward the ladies, saying, “Ladies, you talked of going to Hay Common to visit the gypsy camp
 ; Sam here says that one of them
 is in the servants hall at this moment, and insists upon being brought
 in before us to tell us our fortunes. Would you like to see her?”

“Dismiss
 her at once!” said Mother Ingram.

“No. Let us have her in, of course,” replied some of the others.

“Yes—yes—yes!” cried all the juveniles
 , both ladies and gentlemen.“Let her come—it will be excellent sport!”

“She wants a room for herself, and then those who wish to consult
 her must go to her one by one,” said the servant.

“Show her into the library, of course,” cut in Miss Ingram.

The servant vanished
 ; and mystery and expectation rose to full flow once more. When the servant reappeared, he announced, “She says, sir, that she'll have no gentlemen nor ladies either, except the young and single
 .”

Miss Ingram rose solemnly,“I go first,” she said, sweeping past her protesting mother, who was afraid for her to be alone with the strange woman. She passed through the door which one of the gentlemen held open
 , and we heard her enter the library.

The minutes passed very slowly, fifteen were counted before the library door again opened. Miss Ingram returned to us through the arch. Would she laugh? Would she take it as a joke? All eyes met her with a glance of eager curiosity
 , but she walked stiffly to her seat, and took it in silence.

“Well, Blanche?” said Lord Ingram.

“I think someone ought to put the witch in the stocks
 tomorrow morning,” was her only answer. She then took a book, leant back in her chair, and so declined further conversation
 . She had obviously not heard anything to her advantage, and it seemed to me, from her prolonged fit of gloom
 , that she herself, notwithstanding her professed indifference, attached importance to
 whatever revelations had been made her.

Meantime, the other young ladies visited the gypsy woman together and soon came running back into the room, full of excitement.

“She told us such things! She knows all about us!” and they sank breathless into the various seats the gentlemen hastened to bring them. While my eyes and ears were fully engaged in the scene before me, I heard a “hem”
 close at my elbow, I turned, and saw the servant, Sam.

“If you please, miss, the gypsy declares that there is another young single lady in the room who has not been to her yet, and she swears she will not go till she has seen all. I thought it must be you, there is no one else for it. What shall I tell her?”

“Oh, I will go, by all means
 .” I answered, and I was glad of the unexpected opportunity to gratify my much-excited curiosity. I slipped out of the room, unobserved by any eye — for the company were gathered in one mass
 about the trembling young ladies just returned — and I closed the door quietly behind me.
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merely because
 只因为
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 已不再注意


appropriated by
 被…所占用


the feeling
 指妒嫉的感觉


the seeming paradox
 似乎是自相矛盾


I mean what I say
 我的意思确实如此


by nature
 天生，天性


betrayed this
 暴露出这一点，指的是句中的三个动作：pushing her away把她推开… ordering her 命令她走出屋子… treating her with coldness 冷漠地对待她。


he was from a different class than mine
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 被召请到某处去


spent the day playing billiards
 以打台球消磨时日


billiards［ˈbiliədz］
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the spell of fiction
 小说的魔力


verging on
 接近


darted forwards
 向前冲去


dressed in
 穿着


perched you up
 把你放在高处


as if I were
 仿佛我…似地，虚拟语态
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Mr. Rochester's
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for
 尽管、虽然


oval［ˈəuvəl］
 a.
 椭圆形的


blank eye
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scraps of their conversation
 谈话中的片段


was distracting
 正在干扰


to gather that
 推测出含义，that 引导的是宾语从句


I was pondering
 我正在沉思默想


the gypsy camp
 吉普赛人的管地


gypsy［ˈdʒipsi］
 n.
 吉普赛人


one of them
 吉普赛人中的一个
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 坚持being brought in 被带进、因在upon后，故用being 表示被动语态。


dismiss［disˈmis］
 vt.
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juveniles［ˈdʒuːvinailz］
 n.
 年轻人


consult［kənˈsʌlt］
 v.
 咨询


vanish［ˈvæniʃ］
 vi.
 走出去、消失


the young and single
 独身的年轻人


held open
 把门打开


eager［ˈiːɡə］
 a.
 热切的


curiosity［ˌkjuəriˈɔsiti］
 n.
 好奇心


in the stocks
 戴上镣铐


declined further conversation
 拒绝多说


prolonged［prəˈlɔŋd］
 a.
 延长的


fit of gloom
 一阵情绪低落


attached importance to
 具有重要性
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 清嗓声


by all means
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in one mass
 聚成一群


Chapter 16

The library looked peaceful enough as I entered it, and the old woman was seated in an easy chair at the chimney corner. She was reading in a little black book, by the light of the blaze, she muttered the words to herself, as most old women do, while she read; there was nothing indeed in the gypsy's appearance
 to trouble one's calm. She shut her book and slowly looked up, her eye confronted
 me at once, with a bold and direct gaze.

“Why don't you tremble?” she asked.

“I'm not cold.”

“Why don't you turn pale?”

“I am not sick.”

“Why don't you consult my art?”

“I'm not silly.”

The old woman laughed. “You are cold; you are sick; and you are silly.”

“Prove it,” I replied.

“I will
 , in few words. You are cold, because you are alone, no contact strikes the fire from you that is in you
 . You are sick, because the best of feelings, the highest and the sweetest given to man
 , keeps far away from you. You are silly, because, suffer as you may, you will not beckon it to approach
 , nor will you stir one step to meet it where it awaits you
 . You are very near happiness, yes, within reach of it
 . The materials are all prepared, there only wants a movement
 to combine them. Chance laid them somewhat apart; let them be once approached and happiness results.”

“I don't understand riddles.”

“Have you no present interest in any of the company who are in the house? Is there not one face you study? One person you watch with at least curiosity?”

“I like to observe all the gentlemen and ladies; it amuses me to watch them.”

“Does not the courtship
 between a lady and a gentleman a muse you the most?”

“That is positively boring; I don't care about it: it is nothing to me.”

“Nothing to you? When a lady, young and full of life and health, charming with beauty and endowed with
 the gifts of rank and fortune, sits and smiles in the eyes of a gentleman you...”

“I what?”

“You know — and perhaps think well of.”

“I don't know the gentlemen here.”

“What of the master of the house!”

“He is not at home. I can scarcely see what Mr. Rochester has to do with the theme
 you had introduced.”

“Mr. Rochester has sat by the hour, his ear inclined to the fascinating lips
 that took such delight in their task of communicating, and Mr. Rochester was so willing to receive and looked so grateful for the pastime given him
 ， you have noticed this?”

“Grateful!I cannot remember detecting gratitude
 in his face.”

“You have seen love, have you not? — and, looking forward
 , you have seen him married, and saw his bride happy?”

“Mr. Rochester is to be married?”

“Yes, and to the beautiful Miss Ingram.”

“Shortly?”

“Appearances would warrant
 that conclusion.”

“But I did not come to hear Mr. Rochester's fortune, I came to hear my own, and you have told me nothing of it.”

“Your fortune is yet doubtful, Chance has offered you a measure of happiness, that I know. I knew it before I came here this evening. She has laid it
 carefully on one side for you. I saw her do it. It depends on yourself to stretch out your hand, and take it up. Now rise, Miss Eyre, leave me, ‘the play is played out.’”

Where was I? Did I wake or sleep? Had I been dreaming? Did I dream still? The old woman's voice had changed, her accent
 , her gesture
 , and all were familiar to me as my own face in a glass — as the speech of my own tongue. I got up, but did not go. I looked, I stirred the fire, and I looked again at the face, which was no longer turned from me — on the contrary, the bandage displaced, the head advanced.

“Well, Jane, do you know me?” asked the familiar voice. Then Mr. Rochester stepped out of his disguise
 .

“I believe, sir, you have been trying to draw me out
 — or in, you have been talking nonsense to make me talk nonsense. It is scarcely fair, sir.”

“Do you forgive me, Jane?”

“I cannot tell till I have thought it all over. If, on reflection, I find I have fallen into no great absurdity
 , I shall try to forgive you, but it was not right.”

“Oh, you have been very correct — very careful, very sensible.”

I reflected, and thought, on the whole, I had
 . It was a comfort, but, indeed, I had been on my guard
 almost from the beginning of the interview.

“I have your permission to retire now, I suppose?”

“No, stay a moment, and tell me what the people in the drawing room are doing.”

“Discussing the gypsy, I suppose. Oh! And a stranger has arrived here since you left this morning. His name is Mason, sir; and he comes from the West Indies Town, in Jamaica.”

“Mason! The West Indies！” Growing whiter than ashes
 , he hardly seemed to know what he was doing.

“Do you feel ill, sir?” I inquired.

“My little friend!” said he, “I wish I were
 in a quiet island with only you, and trouble, and danger, and hideous recollections
 removed from me. ”

“Can I help you, sir? — I'd give my life to serve you.”

“Jane, if aid is wanted, I'll seek it at your hands. I promise you that.”

“Thank you, sir, tell me what to do, — I'll try, at least, to do it.”“What are they all doing out there, Jane?”

“Laughing and talking, sir.”

“They don't look grave and mysterious, as if they had heard something strange?”

“Not at all: they are full of jokes and gaiety.”

“And Mason?”

“He was laughing too.”

“If all these people came in a body
 and spat at me, what would you do, Jane?”

“Turn them out of the room, sir, if I could.”

He half smiled. “Go back now into the room; step quietly up to Mason, and whisper in his ear that Mr. Rochester has come
 and wishes to see him: show him in here and then leave me.”

“Yes, sir.”

I did as he asked. The company all stared at me as I passed straight among them. I sought Mr. Mason, delivered the message, and preceded him
 from the room. I ushered him
 into the library, and then I went upstairs.

At a late hour, after I had been in bed some time, I heard the visitors repair to
 their chambers. I distinguished Mr. Rochester's voice, and heard him say, “This way, Mason; this is your room.”

He spoke cheerfully, the gay tones set my heart at ease. I was soon asleep.
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Chapter 17

Awaking in the dead of night, I opened my eyes on the moon's disk, silver-white and crystal clear. It was beautiful, but too solemn. I half rose, and stretched my arm to draw the curtain.

Good God!What a cry!

The night — its silence — its rest, was rent in by
 a savage, a sharp sound that ran from end to end of Thornfield Hall. My pulse stopped, my heart stood still; my stretched arm was paralyzed
 . The cry died, and was not renewed. It came out of the third story; for it passed overhead. And overhead — yes, in the room just above my chamber ceiling — I now heard a struggle, a deadly one
 it seemed from the noise; and a voice shouted — “Help!Help!Help!” three times rapidly. “Will no one come?” it cried; and then, while the staggering and stamping 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; and there was silence. I dressed myself carefully. When finished, I sat a long time by the window looking out over the silent grounds and silvered fields and waiting for I knew not what
 . It seemed to me that some event 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 a desert
 . Then, a cautious hand tapped low at the door.

“Am I wanted?” I asked.

“Come out, quietly,” spoke the voice I expected to hear.

I obeyed. Mr. Rochester stood in the gallery holding a light.

“I want you,” he said: “come this way, take your time
 , and make no noise.”

I followed him up to the third floor and watched as he turned the key and opened the door. A light shone out of the room within, I heard a snarling, snatching sound
 , almost like a dog quarrelling.

Mr. Rochester, putting down his candle, said to me, “Wait a minute,” and he went forward to the inner apartment. A shout of laughter greeted his entrance, noisy at first, and terminating in
 Grace's own evil “ha! ha!” She then was there.

He came out and locked the door behind him.

“Here, Jane!” he said, pointing to an easy chair near the bed-head, a man sat in it. He was still; his head leant back
 ; his eyes were closed. Mr. Rochester held the candle over him; I recognized in his pale and seemingly lifeless face — the stranger, Mason. I saw too that his clothes on one side and one arm, were soaked in blood
 .

“Jane, I shall have to leave you in this room, with this gentleman, for an hour, or perhaps two hours. You will sponge the blood
 as I do when it returns
 , if he feels faint, you will put the glass of water on that stand to his lips, and these salts
 to his nose. You will not speak to him.”

He then left the room. All the night I heard but three sounds at three long intervals, a step creak, a momentary renewal of the snarling, doglike noise, and a deep human groan. My thoughts worried me. How had this stranger become involved in the web of horror
 ? And why had the woman flown at
 him? What made him seek this quarter of the house when he should have been asleep
 in bed?

Mason moaned, and looked so weak, wild, and lost, I feared he was dying, and I might not even speak to him. The candle, wasted at last, went out, as it expired
 , I perceived streaks of gray light
 edging the window curtains, dawn was then approaching.

Happily, in five minutes more, Mr. Rochester entered, and with him the surgeon he had been to fetch
 .

“Now, Carter, be on the alert,” he said to this last
 , “I give you but half an hour for dressing the wound
 , fastening the bandages, getting the patient downstairs and all.”

“The flesh on the shoulder is torn as well as cut,” Carter cried. “This wound was not done with a knife, there have been teeth here!”

　 “She bit me when Rochester got the knife from her,” Mason murmured.

“I warned you,” was his friend's answer, “I said — be on your guard when you go near her. Besides, you might have waited till
 tomorrow, and had me with you, it was a mistake to attempt the interview tonight, and alone.”

　 “I thought I could have done some good
 . Ah! I wish I could forget this night!”

“You will when you are out of the country, when you get back to Spanish 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!”

“We shall get you off, and it will be better, both for your sake, and for that of the poor creature in there. I have tried long to avoid exposure
 , and I should not like it to come at last.”

The patient rose.

“Carter, take him under the other shoulder. Be of good cheer, Mason, step out — that's it! Now, Jane, go on before us away to the staircase in back, unlock the side-passage door, and tell the driver of the carriage you will see in the yard to be ready, we are coming. And, Jane, if any one is about
 , come to the foot of the stairs and hem
 .”

It was by this time half-past five, and the sun was on the point of rising, but I found the kitchen still dark and silent. The side-passage door was fastened, I opened it with as little noise as possible, all the yard was quiet, but the gates stood wide open, and there was a carriage, with horses ready harnessed
 , and driver seated on the box, stationed outside.

The gentlemen now appeared. Mason, supported by Mr. Rochester and the surgeon, seemed to walk with some ease. They assisted him into the carriage, Carter followed.

“Take care of him,” said Mr. Rochester to the latter
 , “and keep him at your house till he is quite well: I shall ride over in a day or two to see how he gets on. Good-bye, Richard.”

“Rochester.”

“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 carriage door, and the vehicle drove away.

“Jane!” Mr. Rochester then said to me, “Come where there is some freshness, for a few moments.”

I followed him into the orchard.

“Jane, will you have a flower?”

He gathered a half-blown rose, the first on the bush, and offered it to me.

“Thank you, sir.”

“You have passed a strange night, Jane.”

“Yes, sir. Will Grace Poole live here still, sir?”

“Oh yes! Don't trouble your head about
 her — put the thing out of your thoughts.”

“Is the danger you apprehended
 last night gone by now, sir?”

“I cannot be sure until Mason is out of England,nor even then. To live, for me, Jane, is to stand on the edge of a volcano
 that may shoot fire any day.”

“But Mr. Mason seems a man easily led
 . He will never purposefully injure you.”

“Oh no! Mason will not defy
 me. However, he might in a moment, by one careless word, deprive me, if not of life, then forever of happiness.”

Mr. Rochester took a seat on a bench and motioned for me to sit next to him. I did as he asked.

“Jane, suppose you were no longer a girl, but a wild boy in a remote foreign land, conceive that you there commit a capital error
 . Mind, I don't say a crime. I am not speaking of shedding of blood or any other guilty act. You are miserable, for on the very confines of life
 hope has quitted you. You wander here and there. Heart-weary, you come home after years of voluntary exile
 , you make a new acquaintance. You find in this stranger much of the good and bright qualities
 , which you have sought for twenty years, and never before encountered; and they are all fresh, healthy, and pure. You feel better days come back — you want to spend what remains to you of days
 in a way more worthy of an higher being
 . To attain this end, are you justified in over-leaping
 a obstacle of custom
 ? Is the man justified in daring the world's opinion
 , in order to attach to him forever this gentle, gracious stranger, thereby securing his own peace of mind and regeneration of life
 ?”

I did not know what to say in response. He looked at me and said, “Little friend,” his face changed, becoming harsh and sarcastic
 — “you have noticed my tender feelings for Miss Ingram: don't you think if I married her she would regenerate me?”

“Yes, sir.”

“She's a rare one, is she not, Jane?”

“Yes, sir.”

“A good-looking woman, Jane, big, brown, and beautiful! Bless me! There's Dent and Lynn in the stables! Go in by the shrubbery
 , Jane. They won't see you.”

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 before sunrise, I rose at four to see him off.”

注释


was rent in by
 被…撕扯破


paralyze［ˈpærəlaiz］
 vt.
 麻痹


a deadly one
 致命的，one 指struggle 争斗


waiting for I knew not what
 等待着一件我对之一无所知的事，也就是= waiting for the thing which I don't know about.


as hushed as a desert
 像沙漠一样静


take your time
 不要着急，慢一点


a snarling
 咆哮


snatching sound
 攫抓的声音


terminating in
 以…结束


lean back
 向后靠


soaked in blood
 被血浸透了


sponge the blood
 用海绵吸去血


when it returns
 当再次出血时，it指血液。


these salts
 这些嗅盐，指起刺激神经作用的 smelling salt。


involved in
 被牵扯到


the web of horror
 恐怖的圈套


flown at
 猛烈攻击flown是fly的过去分词，过去时是flew。


should have been asleep
 原该早已睡熟，过去式虚拟语态。


it expired
 蜡烛已熄灭


streaks of grey light
 一道道白光


he had been to fetch
 那位他去接来的外科大夫，定语从句省去了whom。


to this last
 指后者


dressing the wound
 包扎伤口


wound［wuːnd］
 n.
 伤口


you might have waited till
 你原应等到，有谴责的含义。


I thought I could have done some good
 我原以为我能做点有益或有用的事。


to avoid exposure
 避免揭露真象，后面的it即指 exposure［iksˈpəuʒə］
 n. 揭露


is about
 在附近


hem
 轻咳一声


ready harnessed
 已经套上了马具


the latter
 后者


burst into tears
 突然哭起来


trouble your head about
 为…费心思


the danger you apprehended
 你所忧虑的危险


is to stand on the edge of a volcano
 像是站在火山口上


volcano［vɔlˈkeinəu］
 n.
 火山


easily led
 容易被人指使，是a man 的定语从句，省去了who is。


defy［diˈfai］
 vt.
 招惹


commit a capital error
 犯了大错


error［ˈerə］
 n.
 错误


the very confines of life
 生活中的边限


voluntary［ˈvɔləntəri］
 a.
 自愿的


exile［ˈeksail］
 n.
 背井离乡


qualities［ˈkwɔlitis］
 n.
 品质


spend what remains to you of days
 度过你的余生


an higher being
 更高的人生境界


over-leaping
 越过


obstacle［ˈɔbstəkl］
 n.
 障碍


of custom
 习俗


daring the world's opinion
 与世俗的观念挑战


regeneration of life
 新生活


harsh and sarcastic
 严峻又讽刺


sarcastic［saiˈkæstik］
 a.
 讽刺的


shrubbery［ˈʃrʌbəri］
 n.
 灌木丛


got the start of you all
 比你们都早


Chapter 18

Of late I had been having dreams of an infant. This worried me a great deal, for such dreams are said to be
 signs of bad luck either for yourself or for relatives. I had been dreaming of
 the child when I was awakened by that terrible cry the night before. Then the afternoon of the day following I was summoned downstairs by a message that someone wanted me in Mrs. Fairfax's room. There, I found a man waiting for me, having the appearance of a gentleman's servant, he was dressed in deep mourning
 .

“My name is Leaven, Miss: I lived coachman with Mrs. Reed when you were at Gateshead, and I live there still.”

“Oh, Robert! How do you do? I remember you very well. Are the family well at the house?”

“They are very badly at present — in great trouble. Mr. John died yesterday at his chambers in London.”

“Oh. I seem to recall hearing that he was not doing well.”

“He could not do worse, he ruined his health and his estate
 amongst the worst men and the worst women. He got into debt and into jail, his mother helped him out twice, but as soon as he was free he returned to his old companions and habits. How he died, God knows!— they say he killed himself.”

I was silent, the news was frightful.

“The information about Mr. John's death and the manner of it
 came too suddenly for Madame Reed, it brought on a stroke
 . She was three days without speaking, but last Tuesday she seemed rather better, she appeared as if she wanted to say something, and kept making signs to Bessie and mumbling
 . It was only yesterday morning, however, that Bessie understood she was pronouncing your name; and at last she made out the words,‘Bring Jane — fetch Jane Eyre, I want to speak to her.’ I should like to take you back with me early tomorrow morning.”

“Yes, Robert, I shall be ready. It seems to me that I ought to go.”

“I suppose you will have to ask leave
 before you can get off?”“Yes, and I will do it now,” and having directed him to the servants' hall, I went in search of Mr. Rochester. I found him playing billiards with Miss Ingram and a couple of the other guests. Miss Ingram turned as I drew near, and looked at me arrogantly
 .

“Does that person want you?” she inquired of Mr. Rochester. He turned and then, seeing it was I, followed me from the room.

“Well, Jane?” he said, as he rested his back against the library door, which he had shut.

“If you please, sir, I want leave of absence for a week or two. A sick lady, Mrs. Reed, has sent for me.”

“How do you know her?”

“Mr. Reed was my uncle — my mother's brother.”

“You never told me that before! How long will you stay?”

“As short a time as possible, sir.”

Mr. Rochester meditated
 . “When do you wish to go?”

“Early tomorrow morning, sir.”

“Oh, very well. But come back quickly.”

“Mr. Rochester, I may as well mention another matter of business
 to you while I have the opportunity.”

“Matter of business? I am curious to hear it.”

“You have as good as informed me, sir, that you are going shortly to be married. I suppose then that Adèle will go to school. I had better think about advertising for
 another job.”

“Promise me one thing.”

“I'll promise you anything, sir, that I think I am likely to perform.”

“Not to advertise, and to trust this quest of a situation to me
 . I'll find you one in time.”

“I shall be glad to do so, sir, if you, in your turn, will promise that I and Adèle shall be both safe out of the house before your bride enters it.”

“Very well! Very well! I'll pledge my word
 on it. 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?”

“They say, Farewell, or any other form they prefer.”

“It seems a bit dry and unfriendly. I should like something else, a little addition to the ritual
 . If one shook hands, for instance; but no — that would not content me either.”

The dinner-bell rang, and suddenly away he bolted, without another syllable
 . I saw him no more during the evening, and was off before he had risen in the morning.

I reached Gateshead the afternoon of the first of May. Bessie met me at the entrance.

“Bless you!— I knew you would come!” she exclaimed.

“Hello, Bessie! How is Mrs. Reed?” I asked.

“The doctor says she may linger
 a week or two yet; but he hardly thinks she will finally recover.”

“Has she mentioned me lately?”

“She was talking of you only this morning, and wishing you would come, but she is sleeping now, or was ten minutes ago, when I was up at the house. Come, follow me.”

I did not need to be guided to the well-known room, to which I had so often been summoned for criticism
 or punishment
 in former days. I hastened before Bessie, and softly opened the door; a shaded light stood on the table, for it was now getting dark. I approached the bed, opened the curtains
 and leant over the highpiled pillows.

The well-known face was there. How often had it lowered on me anger and hate
 ! And yet I stooped down and kissed her, she looked at me.

“Is this Jane Eyre?” she said.

“Yes, Aunt Reed. How are you, dear aunt?”

“I wish you to stay till I can talk some things over with you I have on my mind. Tonight it is too late, and I have a difficulty in recalling them. But there was something I wished to say — let me see.”

Turning restlessly, she drew the blankets 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 anyone would believe. What did they do with her at Lowood? The fever broke out there, and many of the pupils died. She, however, did not die, but I said she did — I wish she had died!”

“A strange wish, Mrs. Reed; why do you hate her so?”

“I had a dislike to her mother always, for she was my husband's only sister, and a great favorite with him
 . He opposed the family's disowning her
 when she made her low marriage, and when news came of her death, he wept like an idiot. Reed pitied the baby, and he used to nurse it and notice it as if it had been his own
 , more, indeed, than he ever noticed his own at that age. I hated it from the moment I laid eyes on it! In his last illness, an hour before he died, he bound me by promise to keep the creature.”

She was getting much excited.

“I think I had better leave her now,” said I to Bessie, who stood on the other side of the bed.

I rose, and Bessie endeavored
 to persuade
 her to take some medicine to calm her. Soon after, Mrs. Reed grew more composed
 , and sank into a dozing state. I then left her.

More than ten days elapsed
 before I had again any conversation with her. The doctor forbade
 everything which could painfully excite her. Meantime, I got on as well as I could with my cousins, Georgiana and Eliza. They were very cold, indeed, at first. Eliza would sit half the day sewing, reading, or writing, and scarcely utter a word either to me or her sister. Georgiana would chatter nonsense to her bird by the hour, and take no notice of me. But I was determined not to seem at a loss for occupation
 or amusement. I had brought my drawing materials with me, and they served me for both
 . After enough time had passed, I decided myself to go upstairs and see how the dying woman sped
 , who lay there almost unnoticed, the very servants
 paid her but little attention. As I gazed upon her, sleeping, I thought of Helen Burns. I was still listening in thought
 to her well-remembered tones — still picturing her pale and spiritual aspect, her wasted face and calm gaze, as she lay on her peaceful bed and whispered her longing to be restored to her divine Father's bosom
 — when a feeble voice murmured from the bed,“Who is that?”

I knew Mrs. Reed had not spoken for days, was she reviving
 ? I went up to her.

“It is I, Aunt Reed.”

“I am very ill, I know,” she said. “It is as well I should
 ease my mind before I die. Is the nurse here? 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. One was in breaking the promise which I gave my husband to bring you up as my own child; the other —” she stopped. “Well, I must get it over. Eternity
 is before me, I had better tell her. Go to my dressing-case, open it, and take out a letter you will see there.”

I obeyed her directions.

“Read the letter,” she said.

It was short, and thus conceived
 .

“Madam — Will you have the goodness to send me the address of my niece, Jane Eyre, and to tell me how she is? I desire her to come to me at Madeira, Providence has amply rewarded me for the work I have done and given me a fortune which I want to share with her during my life, and to give her at my death whatever I may have to leave.

JOHN EYRE, Madeira.”

It was dated three years back.

“Why did I never hear of this?” I asked.

“Because I disliked you too thoroughly ever to lend a hand
 in lifting you to prosperity
 . I could not forget your conduct to me, Jane — the fury with which you once turned on me; the tone in which you declared you hated me the worst of anybody in the world. So I took my revenge
 . I wrote to him, and said I was sorry for his disappointment, but Jane Eyre was dead, she had died of illness at Lowood. Now act as you please, write and contradict my assertion
 . You were born, I think, to be my torment
 . My last hour is dominated by the recollection of a deed which, but for you, I should never have been tempted to commit
 .”

“Hate me, as you will,” I said, “you have my 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 the effort to change her habitual frame of mind
 . Living, she had ever hated me — dying, she must hate me still.

The nurse now entered, and Bessie followed. I yet lingered
 half an hour longer, hoping to see some sign of kindness, but she gave none.

Later that night, Mrs. Reed passed away. By the next morning all was over. She was, by that time, laid out
 . Georgiana, who had burst out into loud weeping, said she dared not go. Eliza and I went to look at her. Neither of us dropped a tear.

注释


are said to be
 据说是


had been dreaming of
 过去一直梦见


dressed in deep mourning
 穿着黑色丧服


ruined his health and his estate
 毁了自己的健康也毁了自己的财产


the manner of it
 方式，it指死亡。


a stroke
 中风


mumble［ˈmʌmbl］
 v.
 咕咕哝哝


to ask leave
 请假


arrogantly［ˈærəɡəntli］
 ad.
 傲慢地


meditate［ˈmediteit］
 v.
 沉思


matter of business
 公事


advertising for
 为…做广告


to trust this quest of a situation to me
 把求职一事托付给我


pledge my word
 我保证


ceremony of parting
 告别仪式


the ritual
 仪式


bolted, without another syllable
 没再说一个字就跑掉了


syllable［ˈsiləbl］
 n.
 只言片语


linger［ˈliŋɡə］
 v.
 逗留


criticism［ˈkritisiz(ə)m］
 n.
 批评


punishment［ˈpʌniʃmənt］
 n.
 惩罚


the curtains
 床帘，不是窗帘而是床边悬挂的帐子。


had it lowered on me anger and hate
 向我发泄怒气和恨恶，it指她的脸此为倒装句以示强烈语气。


irritate［ˈiriteit］
 v.
 急燥，不耐烦


annoy me
 招我讨厌


a great favorite with him
 他最喜欢的人


disowning her
 不认她为家庭成员


nurse it and notice it as if it had been his own
 关怀她，把她当成自己的亲生女儿，三个it都指婴儿。


endeavor［inˈdevə］
 v.
 力图


persuade［pəˈsweid］
 vt.
 劝说


compose［kəmˈpəuz］
 vt.
 安静下来


elapse［iˈlæps］
 v.
 （时日）过去了


forbade
 禁止，原形是forbid, 过去分词是forbidden。


at a loss for occupation
 没有事可干


occupation［ɔkjuˈpeiʃən］
 n.
 工作


both
 指occupation和amusement 消遣


sped
 是speed 的过去式，近况如何，如“How have you sped?” 近来可好？


the very servants
 正是那些仆人，very 是形容词。


in thought
 想象中


to be restored to her divine Father's
 回归到上帝那里，大写F表示上帝


divine［diˈvain］
 a.
 神圣的


bosom［ˈbuzəm］
 n.
 怀抱


revive［riˈvaiv］
 v.
 苏醒


as well I should
 倒不如


done you a wrong
 做了对不起你的事


eternity［i(ː)ˈtəːniti］
 n.
 永生，指死亡


thus conceived
 这样写道


disliked you too thoroughly ever to lend a hand
 太讨厌你了，所以从不想帮你一把


prosperity［prɔsˈperiti］
 n.
 富有


revenge［riˈvendʒ］
 n.
 报复


contradict my assertion
 驳斥我的话


torment［ˈtɔːment］
 n.
 折磨


I should never have been tempted to commit
 否则我决不会犯这种罪


God's
 指上帝的宽恕


habitual frame of mind
 习惯的心思模式


linger［ˈliŋɡə］
 v.
 逗留


laid out
 殡葬，laid是lay的过去分词。


Chapter 19

My journey back to Thornfield seemed tedious
 — very tedious, fifty miles one day, a night spent at an inn, fifty miles the next day. I was going back to Thornfield, but how long was I to stay there? Not long, of that I was sure. I had heard from Mrs. Fairfax during my absence
 , the party at the hall was ended, and Mr. Rochester had left for London three weeks ago, but he was then expected to return in a fortnight
 . Mrs. Fairfax guessed that he had gone to make arrangements
 for his wedding.

In the carriage I dreamed of Miss Ingram closing the gates of Thornfield against me and pointing me out another road; and Mr. Rochester looked on with his arms folded — smiling, as it seemed, at both her and me.

I had not notified
 to Mrs. Fairfax the exact day of my return; for I did not wish either car or carriage to meet me at Millcote. I proposed to walk the distance quietly by myself. So, at about six o'clock of a June evening, I left the Inn where I was dropped off by the carriage, and took the old road to Thornfield.

Within a field or two of the house, I began to try and prepare myself for my arrival. My excitement grew as I came closer. I passed a tall tree, shooting leafy and flowery branches
 across the path. I saw the narrow walkway with stone steps, and I saw Mr. Rochester sitting there, a book and a pencil in his hand; he was writing.

“Hello!” he cried, and he put down his book and his pencil. “There you are! Come on, if you please.”

I supposed I did come on, though in what fashion I knew not, being scarcely aware of
 my movements, and solicitous only to appear calm; and, above all, to control the working muscles of my face which I felt rebel against my will
 , and struggled to express what I had resolved to conceal
 .

“What have you done with yourself this last month?” he asked.

“I have been with my aunt, sir, who is dead.”

“A true Jane Eyre reply!” He paused an instant, then added. “You!Absent from me a whole month, and forgetting me quite, I'm sure!”

He smiled at me with a certain smile 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 real sunshine of feeling — he shed it over me now.

“Pass, Janet
 ,” said he, making room for me to cross
 . “Go up home, and stay your weary little wandering feet at a friend's door.”

I passed him without a word, and meant to leave him calmly. An impulse held me fast — a force turned me round
 . I said — or something in me said for me, and in spite of me — “Thank you, Mr. Rochester, for your great kindness. I am strangely glad to get back again to you, and wherever you are is my home — my only home.” I walked on so fast that even he could hardly have overtaken me had he tried.


A fortnight of calm succeeded my return to Thornfield Hall. Nothing was said of the master's marriage, and I saw no preparation going on for such an event
 . Almost every day I asked Mrs. Fairfax if she had yet heard anything decided
 . Her answer was always in the negative
 . Once, she said she had actually put the question to Mr. Rochester as to when he was going to bring his bride home, but he had answered her only by a joke and one of his queer looks, and she could not tell what to make of him.

One thing specially surprised me, and that was there were no journeys backward and forward
 , no visits to Ingram Park: to be sure it was twenty miles off, on the borders of another county; but what was that distance to an ardent lover
 ? I began to cherish hopes
 I had no right to conceive
 , that the match was broken off; that rumor had been mistaken; that one or both parties had changed their minds. I used to look at
 my master's face to see if it were sad or fierce; but I could not remember the time when it had been so uniformly clear of clouds or evil feelings. If, in the moments I and my pupil spent with him, I lacked spirits and sank into inevitable sadness, he became even gay. Never had he called me
 more frequently to his presence; never been kinder
 to me. Never had I
 loved him so well.

注释


tedious［ˈtiːdiəs］
 a.
 乏味的


during my absence
 我不在的期间


a fortnight
 两星期


arrangements［əˈreindʒmənts］
 n.
 做准备工作


notify［ˈnəutifai］
 a.
 通知


shooting leafy and flowery branches
 伸展长满花叶的枝干


being scarcely aware of
 一点也没意识到，现在分词短语，修饰主句 I thought。


rebel against my will
 违抗我的意愿


what I had resolved to conceal
 原决定隐瞒的表情


on rare occasions
 在少有的场合中


too good for common purposes
 普通时候不配见到


Janet
 是Jane的昵称


making room for me to cross
 让路给我走过去


a force turned me round
 让我回转的力量


had he tried
 既使他试图也无用，虚拟语态。


such an event
 这样的事件，指婚礼。


anything decided
 已经决定了的事，定语从句是which had been decided。


in the negative
 反面的


backward and forward
 出出进进，来来回回


ardent lover
 热恋中的情人


cherish hopes
 心怀希望


no right to conceive
 没有构想的权利


used to look at
 过去经常看到，但现在看不到了


never had he called me... never been kinder... never had I...
 他从未叫我…从未如此和蔼…我也从未如此…三个倒装句以示强烈语气。


Chapter 20

One summer evening, after having watched Adèle drop asleep, I sought
 the garden. The sun was just about to disappear on the horizon
 , giving the sky a purple glow. As I walked along the garden path, a subtle, well-known scent
 — that of a cigar — came from the library window. It was, of course, Mr. Rochester's cigar. In order not to be seen, I went into the orchard
 . Even then, however, the cigar smell lingered
 and soon began to grow stronger in scent. I must flee
 .

I made for the nearest tree cover and, from there, saw Mr. Rochester entering the orchard. He would not stay long, he would soon return to the house, and if I sat still
 he would never see me. But no — I was wrong. He found the early evening light as pleasant as I did, and he took his time examining the fruit trees and taking in the smell of the flowers.

“Now, he has his back towards me,” thought I, “and he is occupied
 too; perhaps, if I walk softly, I can slip away unnoticed.” I stepped carefully in order not to be given away by
 the sound of stones under my feet. As I crossed his shadow, thrown long over the garden by the moon
 , not yet risen high, he said quietly, without turning, “Jane, come and look at this moth.”

I started at first, and then I approached him.

“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 at meeting with the rising moon.”

It was one of my faults, that though my tongue was sometimes prompt enough
 at an answer, there were times when it sadly failed me in framing an excuse
 ， and always the lapse occured at some crisis
 , when a simple word or plausible pretext
 was specially wanted to get me out of painful embarrassment
 .

“Jane,” he recommenced
 . “You must have become
 in some degree attached to the house, and acquired a degree of regard for
 that foolish little child Adèle, too, and even for the simple woman Fairfax?”

“Yes, sir; in different ways, I have an affection for all.”

“Pity!” he said, and sighed and paused. “It is always the way of events in this life,” he continued presently, “no sooner have you
 got settled in a pleasant resting-place, than a voice calls out
 to you to rise and move on, for the hour of rest is expired.”

“Must I move on, sir?” I asked. “Must I leave Thornfield?”

“I believe you must, Jane. I am sorry.”

“Then you are going to be married soon, sir?”

“Very soon, my — that is, Miss Eyre and you'll remember, it was you who first said to me
 that in case I married Miss Ingram, both you and little Adèle had better leave the house. Now I have made it my law of action. Adèle must go to school; and you, Miss Eyre, must get a new situation.”

“Yes, sir. I will advertise immediately.”

“Actually, I have already, through my future mother-in-law
 , heard of a place that I think will suit you. It is to undertake the education of the five daughters of a lady in Ireland. You'll like Ireland, I think they're such warm-hearted people there, they say.”

“It is a long way off, sir. The distance, and then the sea, is a barrier
 ”

“From what, Jane?”

“From England and from Thornfield,and...”

“Well?”

“From you, sir.”

Having said this, my tears gushed out
 . The thought of Ireland struck cold to my heart.

He then seated me and himself.

“It is a long way to Ireland, Janet, and I am sorry to send my little friend on such weary travels, but if I can't do better, how is it to be helped? Are we similar, do you think, Jane? I sometimes have a queer feeling with regard to you
 — especially when you are near me, as now.”

Emotion, stirred by grief and love within me, was claiming a right to control, to overcome
 , to live, rise, and reign at last, yes, and to speak.

“I love Thornfield. I love it, because I have lived in it a full and delightful life — for the moment at least. I have not been trampled on
 . I have not been frightened. I have not been buried with inferior minds
 , and excluded from every glimpse of communion
 with what is bright and energetic
 and high. I have known you, Mr. Rochester; and it strikes me with terror
 and anguish to feel I absolutely must be torn from you
 forever. I see the necessity of departure; and it is like looking on the necessity of death.”

“Where do you see the necessity?” he asked suddenly.

“In Miss Ingram — your bride.”

“No! you must stay! I swear it — and the promise shall be kept.”

“Do you think I can stay to become nothing to you? Do you think I am a machine without feelings? If God had gifted me
 with some beauty and much wealth, I should have made it
 as hard for you to leave me, as it is now for me to leave you.”

He enclosed me in his arms, gathering me to his breast
 , pressing his lips on my lips.

“Sir, you are nearly a married man — married to one inferior to you
 — whom I do not believe you truly love; for I have seen and heard you sneer at her
 . I would scorn such a union. Therefore, I am better than you — let me go!”

“Jane, will you marry me?”

I was silent: I thought he mocked me
 .

“Do you doubt me, Jane?”

“Entirely.”

“Am I a liar in your eyes?” he asked passionately
 . “What love have I for Miss Ingram? None!And that you know. What love has she for me? None: I caused a rumour to reach her that I was not as wealthy as she believed; then I visited her, and was met with coldness both from her and her mother. You, however, I love as my own flesh. You — poor and obscure
 , and small and plain as you are — I beg to accept me as a husband.”

“Are you in earnest? Do you truly love me? Do you sincerely wish me to be your wife?”

“I do; and if an oath
 is necessary to satisfy you, I swear
 it.”

“Then, sir, I will marry you.”

“Come to me — come to me entirely now,” said he; and added, in his deepest tone, speaking in my ear as his cheek was laid on mine. “Make my happiness — I will make yours. I know my Maker sanctions
 what I do. For the world's judgement — I wash my hands thereof
 . For man's opinion — I defy
 it.”

But what had happened to the night? The moon was not yet set, and we were all in shadow, I could scarcely see my master's face, near as I was. A wind roared in and came sweeping over us.

“We must go in,” said Mr. Rochester, “the weather changes.”

Just then, a vivid spark
 leaped out of a cloud at which I was looking, and there was a crack, a crash. The rain rushed down. He hurried me up the walk
 , through the grounds, and into the house; but we were quite wet before we could pass the threshold. He was taking off my shawl in the hall, and shaking the water out of my loosened hair
 , when Mrs. Fairfax emerged from
 her room. I did not observe her at first, nor did Mr. Rochester.

“Hasten to take off your wet things,” said he, “and before you go, good night — good night, my darling!”

He kissed me repeatedly. When I looked up, on leaving his arms, there stood the widow, pale, grave, and amazed. I only smiled at her, and ran upstairs. “Explanation will do
 for another time,” thought I.

注释


sought
 寻找，seek的过去式。


the horizon［həˈraizn］
 n.
 地平线


scent［sent］
 n.
 气味


orchard［ˈɔːtʃəd］
 n.
 果园


linger［ˈliŋɡə］
 n.
 徘徊


flee
 逃跑，过去式是fled。


sit still
 静坐


he is occupied
 他现在没空


to be given away by
 被…泄露


his shadow, thrown long over the garden by the moon
 月光把他的长长身影投射在草地上。


prompt enough
 相当敏捷


framing an excuse
 编个借口


at some crises
 在关键时刻


plausible［ˈplɔːzəbl］
 a.
 花言巧语的


pretext［ˈpriːtekst］
 n.
 托词


embarrassment［imˈbærəsmənt］
 n.
 窘迫感


recommenced［ˈriːkəˈmensid］
 v.
 重新开始说道


must have become
 一定已经变得


acquired a degree of regard for
 具备一定程度的关爱


no sooner have you... than a voice calls out
 你刚一…就有声音向你喊道


it was you who first said to me
 首先对我说的是你


through my future mother-in-law
 通过我未来的岳母


barrier［ˈbæriə］
 n.
 障碍


gushed out
 涌出


have a queer feeling with regard to you
 对于你我有一种奇异的感觉


right to control
 控制的要求，to overcome 克服的要求。


been trampled on
 被踩在脚下


with inferior minds
 和才智较差的人


glimpse of communion
 瞬间的交流


bright and energetic
 聪明、精力充沛


energetic［ˌenəˈdʒetik］
 n.
 精力充沛的


it strikes me with terror
 令我深感恐惧


absolutely［ˈæbsəljutli］
 ad.
 完全地


must be torn from you
 必须与你分开


if God had gifted me...
 如果上帝赐我…


I should have made it
 我就会使…虚拟语态。


gathering me to his breast
 把我拥在胸前


inferior to you
 不如你


sneer at her
 嘲笑她


mocked me
 骗我


passionately［ˈpæʃənitli］
 ad.
 热情地


obscure［əbsˈkjuə］
 a.
 微贱的


an oath
 誓言


swear［swεə］
 v.
 发誓


Maker
 大写M, 指上帝。


sanction［ˈsæŋkʃən］
 v.
 批准


wash my hands thereof
 从此我不再管


defy［diˈfai］
 v.
 蔑视


a vivid spark
 明亮的火花


hurried me up the walk
 急忙让我走上小路


loosened hair
 松散了的头发


emerged from
 从…中出现


explanation will do
 将作出解释


Chapter 21

As I rose and dressed, I thought over what had happened, and wondered if it were a dream. I could not be certain of the reality till I had seen
 Mr. Rochester again, and heard him renew his words of love and promise.

While arranging my hair, I looked at my face in the glass, and felt it was no longer plain
 , there was hope in its aspect and life in its color. I took a plain but clean and light summer dress from my drawer and put it on, it seemed no clothing had ever so well become me
 , because none had I ever worn in so blissful a mood
 .

I then hastened upstairs and met Adèle leaving the classroom.

“Where are you going? It is time for lessons.”

“Mr. Rochester has sent me away to the nursery,” she answered.

“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.

I gladly advanced, and it was not merely a cold word now, or even a shake of the hand that I received, but an embrace and a kiss. It seemed natural to be so well loved, so caressed by
 him.

“Is this my little sunny-faced girl with rosy lips?”

“It is Jane Eyre, sir.”

“Soon to be Jane Rochester,” he added,“in four weeks, Janet, not a day more. Do you hear that? This morning I wrote to my banker in London to send me certain jewels he has in his keeping
 . In a day or two I hope to pour them into your lap
 , for every privilege, every attention shall be yours that I would accord a peer's daughter
 , if about to marry her.”“Oh, sir! Never mind jewels! I don't like to hear them spoken of jewels for Jane Eyre. It sounds unnatural and strange. I would rather not have them.”

“Your request is granted then — for the time
 . But now I wish you to ask me any favor.”

“Well, then, sir, have the goodness to gratify my curiosity
 about one point.”

He looked disturbed. “What? What?” he said hastily. “Curiosity is a dangerous thing. Come, out with it
 .”

“This is what I have to ask, why did you take such pains
 to make me believe you wished to marry Miss Ingram?”

“Is that all? Thank God it is no worse!” And now he looked down, smiling at me, and stroked my hair, as if well pleased at seeing a danger averted
 . “I pretended to court Miss Ingram, because I wished to render you as madly in love with me as I was with you; and I knew jealousy would be the best ally
 I could call in for the job.”

“Did you think nothing of Miss Ingram's feelings, sir? Do you think she will not suffer from your dishonesty?”

“Impossible! When I told you how she, on the contrary, deserted me
 — the idea of my unstable fortune
 cooled, or rather extinguished
 , her flame in a moment.”

I turned my lips to the hand that lay on my shoulder. I loved him very much — more than I could trust myself to say — more than words had power to express.

“Ask something more,” he said presently.

“Pass on your intentions to
 Mrs. Fairfax, sir. She saw me with you last night in the hall, and she was shocked. Give her some explanation before I see her again.”

“Fine. Now I want you to go and prepare for the drive to Millcote.”

I was soon dressed. And when I heard Mr. Rochester leave Mrs. Fairfax's parlor, I hurried down to it. Seeing me, she
 made a sort of effort to smile, and framed a few words of congratulation
 ; but the smile expired, and the sentence was abandoned unfinished
 .

“I feel so astonished
 ,” she began, “I hardly know what to say to you, Miss Eyre. I could never have thought it. He is a proud man. All the Rochesters were proud, and his father, at least, liked money. He means
 to marry you?”

“He tells me so.”

“Is it really for love he is going to marry you?”

I was so hurt by her coldness and doubt that tears rose to my eyes.

“I am sorry to grieve you,” pursued
 the widow, “but you are so young, and so little acquainted with
 men, I wished to put you on your guard. It is an old saying that ‘all is not gold that glitters
 ’, and in this case I do fear
 there will be something found to be different to what either you or I expect. You cannot be too careful. Try and keep Mr. Rochester at a distance: distrust yourself as well as him. Gentlemen in his station are not accustomed to marry their governesses.”

At the sound of Mr. Rochester's voice calling for me, I hastened away, glad to leave my gloomy
 friend.

The hour spent at Millcote was a harassing one
 to me. Mr. Rochester obliged me to go to a certain silk warehouse
 , there I was ordered to choose half a dozen dresses. I hated the business, I begged leave to defer it. No, it should be gone through with now. The more he bought me, the more my
 cheek burned with a sense of annoyance
 and degradation
 .

As we reentered the carriage, and I sat back feverish and tired, I remembered what, in the hurry of events, I had wholly forgotten — the letter of my uncle, John Eyre, to Mrs. Reed, his intention to adopt
 me. “I will write to Madeira the moment I get home, and tell my uncle John I am going to be married, and to whom. If I had but a prospect of one day
 adding to Mr. Rochester's fortune, I could better endure
 to be kept by him now.” And somewhat relieved by this idea (which I executed that day), I ventured once more to meet my master's and lover's eye.

“I will not be your English Célinee. I shall continue to act as Adèle's governess, by that I shall earn my board and lodging
 , and thirty pounds a year besides.”

“You will give up your governessing slavery at once.”

“Indeed, begging your pardon, sir, I shall not. I shall just go on with it as usual. I shall keep out of your way all day, as I have been accustomed to do. You may send for me in the evening, when you feel disposed to
 see me, and I'll come then, but at no other time.”

“It is your time now, little devil, but it will be mine presently,and when once I have fairly seized you, to have and to hold, I'll just —figuratively speaking
 — attach you to a chain like this (touching his watch-guard
 ).” He said this as he helped me to get out of the carriage. I then entered the house, and made good my retreat upstairs
 .

He summoned me to his presence in the evening. He took me into the drawing room and there sang for me. Afterward, he rose and came towards me, and I saw his face full of passion.Soft scene, daring demonstration, I would not have
 , and I stood in fear of both, a weapon of defense must be prepared. I then made a joke of his singing.


Surprised, he called me
 a “hard little thing”. “Any other woman would have melted at hearing such music sung in her praise
 .”I assured him I was naturally hard, and that he would often find me so; and that, moreover, I was determined to show him diverse points
 in my character before the ensuing four weeks elapsed, he should know fully what sort of a bargain he had made, while there was yet time to change his mind.

He fretted
 and complained. “Very good,” I thought, “you may fume as you please
 , but this is the best plan to pursue with you, I am certain. I like you more than I can say; but I'll not sink into embarrassing scenes of sentiment. Instead, I'll maintain that distance between you and myself most conducive
 to our real mutual advantage.”

The system thus entered on, I pursued during the whole month, and with the best success. He was kept, to be sure, rather cross and crusty
 ; but on the whole I could see he was excellently entertained, and that any other way would have pleased his judgement, satisfied his common sense, and even suited his taste
 less.

Mrs. Fairfax, I saw, approved me, her anxiety on my account vanished; therefore I was certain I did well.

注释


I could not be certain of the reality till I had seen...
 在我见到…之前还不敢肯定这件事的真实性。


reality［riˈæliti］
 n.
 真实性


plain［plein］
 a.
 平凡的


so well become me
 对我极为适合


in so blissful a mood
 心情如此之愉快


so caressed by
 被如此抚爱


he has in his keeping
 他们保管的


into your lap
 放到你怀中


accord a peer's daughter
 与我地位相当的贵族的女儿同样对待


for the time
 暂时


gratify my curiosity
 满足我的好奇心


curiosity［kjuəriˈɔsiti］
 n.
 好奇心


out with it
 请说出来


take such pains
 费那么大劲


a danger averted
 防止了的危险


jealousy［ˈdʒeləsi］
 n.
 妒嫉心


would be the best ally
 会是最好的助手


deserted me
 离弃了我


unstable fortune
 财富不稳定


extinguish［iksˈtiŋɡwiʃ］
 vt.
 熄灭


pass on your intentions to
 把你的打算告知…


seeing me, she...
 当她看见我时， 她…


words of congratulations
 祝贺的话语


abandoned unfinished
 话没说完就放弃了


astonish［əsˈtɔniʃ］
 v.
 惊讶


he means
 他的意思是


pursue［pəˈsjuː］
 v.
 接着说


so little acquainted with
 对…太不熟悉


all is not gold that glitters
 “闪亮的不全是金子”俚语。


I do fear
 我的确怕


gloomy［ˈɡluːmi］
 a.
 面色阴沉的


a harassing one
 折磨人的一小时


silk warehouse
 丝绸店


the more he bought me, the more...
 他给我买的越多，我就越…


annoyance［əˈnɔiəns］
 n.
 烦扰


degradation［ˌdeɡrəˈdeiʃən］
 n.
 降低身份


to adopt
 领养


if I had but a prospect of one day
 如果某天我有指望


endure［inˈdjuə］
 v.
 忍受


my board and lodging
 我的食宿费用


when you feel disposed to
 当你有意…


figuratively speaking
 打个比方说


his watch-guard
 他的表链


made good my retreat upstairs
 将我回楼上睡觉的诺言实现，make good, 兑现。


soft scene, daring demonstration, I would not have
 我不想见到柔情的场面及大胆的表现，是一个倒装句。


surprised, he called me...
 他感到惊奇，把我称为…


music sung in her praise
 为赞美她而唱的歌


diverse points
 相反的特点


fret［fret］
 v.
 烦燥起来


you may fume as you please
 你愿意发怒就发吧


conducive［kənˈdjuːsiv］
 a.
 有益处的，指保持一定距离


rather cross and crusty
 相当暴躁而且使性子


suited his taste
 适合他的品味


Chapter 22

The month was nearly expired and all preparations for the bridal day's arrival were complete. Tomorrow I would become a new person — Jane Rochester. I found the idea completely fascinating
 . But I also had something else on my mind. I had at heart a strange and anxious thought. Something had happened which I could not comprehend
 , no one knew of or had seen the event but myself, it had taken place the preceding night. Mr. Rochester that night was absent from home, nor was he yet returned. I waited now his return, eager to seek of him the solution of the confusion that perplexed me
 .

I repaired to the library to ascertain whether the fire was lit, for, though summer, I knew on such a rainy evening Mr. Rochester would like to see a cheerful hearth when he came in. Yes, the fire had been built
 for some time, and burnt well. I placed his armchair by the chimney corner, I wheeled the table near it, I let down the curtain, and had the candles brought in
 ready for lighting.

More restless than ever, when I had completed these arrangements I could not sit still, nor even remain in the house.

“How late it grows!” I said. “I will run down to the gates. He may be coming now, and to meet him will save some minutes of suspense.”

The wind roared high in the great trees and rain came driving fast on the gale
 . I had expected his arrival before tea, now it was dark, what could keep him? Had an accident happened? The event of last night again recurred to me. I saw it as a warning of disaster
 . I feared my hopes were too bright to be realized, and I had enjoyed so much bliss lately that I imagined my fortune had passed its peak
 , and must now decline.

“I will go forward and meet him,” I decided. I walked fast, but not far. Soon, I saw a man on horseback. It was he, followed by Pilot. He saw me, took his hat off, and waved it round his head. I now ran to meet him.

“Is there anything the matter, Janet, that you come to meet me at such an hour?”

“Nothing now, I am neither afraid nor unhappy.”

“Then you have been both?”

“Rather, but I'll tell you all about it by and by, sir, and I'm sure you will only laugh at me for my pains.”

“I'll laugh at you heartily when tomorrow is past, till then I dare not
 . My prize is not certain.”

Shortly thereafter, we entered the house and went to the dining room. “Take a seat and bear me company, Jane.”

I sat down near him, but told him I could not eat.

“Is it because you have the prospect of a journey before you, Jane? Is it the thoughts of going to London that takes away your appetite?”

“I cannot see my prospects clearly tonight, sir, and I hardly know what thoughts I have in my head. Everything in life seems unreal.”

“Except me. I am substantial enough
 . Touch me.”

He held out his hand, laughing. “Is that a dream?” said he, placing it close to my eyes. He had a rounded, muscular
 , and vigorous
 hand, as well as a long, strong arm.

After he had finished his meal, I rang the bell and ordered away the tray. When we were again alone, I stirred the fire, and then took a low seat at my master's knee.

“Now tell me, Jane. What is the matter? Tell me what you feel. Are you apprehensive of
 the new life into which you are passing?”

“No.”

“You puzzle me, Jane. I want an explanation.”

“Then, sir, listen. All day yesterday was a fine day, if you recollect. But, sir, as it grew dark, the wind rose, it blew in the evening, not as it blows now — wild and high — but with a moaning sound far more frightening.”

“When I fell asleep, I dreamed that Thornfield Hall was a dreary ruin
 , the retreat of bats and owls
 , and you had gone away from me forever to some distant land. On waking, I supposed Sophie had come in, for there was a light on 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 sound there. I asked, ‘Sophie, what are you doing?’ No one answered, but a form emerged from the closet; it took the light, held it up, and surveyed the garments
 . ‘Sophie! Sophie!’ I again cried, and still it was silent. I had risen up in bed, I bent forward
 , first surprise, then bewilderment, came over me, and then my blood crept cold through my veins. Mr. Rochester, this was not Sophie, it was not Leah, it was not Mrs. Fairfax, it was not — no, I was sure of it, 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 never saw a face like it! It was a discolored face
 — it was a savage
 face!”

“And what did it do?”

“Sir, it ripped my wedding veil into two parts, and flinging both on the floor, trampled on them.”

“Afterwards?”

“It drew aside the window-curtain and looked out, perhaps it saw dawn approaching
 , for, taking the candle, it retreated to the door. Just at my bed, the figure stopped. The fiery eyes glared upon me — she thrust up her candle close to my face, and extinguished it
 under my eyes. I lost consciousness, for the second time in my life — only the second time — I became unconscious from terror. Now sir, tell me who and what that woman was?”

I felt Mr. Rochester start and shudder
 , he hastily flung his arms round me. “Thank God!” he exclaimed, “that if anything evil did come near you last night, it was only the veil that was harmed. Oh, to think what might have happened!
 ”

After some minutes' silence, he continued, cheerily — “Now, Janet, I'll explain to you all about it. It was half dream, half reality. A woman did, I doubt not, enter your room, and that woman was — must have been
 — Grace Poole. You call her a strange being yourself, from all you know, you have reason so to call her
 — what did she do to me? What to Mason? In a state between sleeping and waking, you noticed her entrance and her actions; but feverish as you were
 , you ascribed to her a ghostly appearance.
 I see you would ask why I keep such a woman in my house. When we have been married a year and a day, I will tell you, but not now. Are you satisfied, Jane? Do you accept my 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 endeavored to appear so
 — relieved
 ， so I answered him with a contented smile. And now, as it was long past one, I repaired to my room for bed.

注释


completely fascinating
 非常迷人


comprehend［ˌkɔmpriˈhend］
 vt.
 理解


the confusion that perplexed me
 那件令我困惑不解的谜团


the fire had been built
 火炉早已升起


had the candles brought in
 叫人把蜡烛都拿来


on the gale
 随着疾风


I saw it as a warning of disaster
 我认为那是个不祥之兆


had passed its peak
 已经过了巅峰


till then I dare not
 在那时前我还不敢


substantial enough
 够实在的


substantial［səbˈstænʃəl］
 a.
 真实的


muscular［ˈmʌskjulə］
 a.
 肌肉发达的


vigorous［ˈviɡərəs］
 a.
 强有力的


apprehensive of
 为…而忧心忡忡


a dreary ruin
 一座荒凉的废墟


bats and owls
 蝙蝠和猫头鹰


surveyed the garments
 查看那些衣服


bent forward
 向前弯腰


discolored face
 面无血色


savage［ˈsævidʒ］
 a.
 野蛮的


dawn approaching
 即将破晓


extinguished it
 将蜡烛吹灭


start and shudder
 吓了一跳，颤抖起来


to think what might have happened!
 试想可能发生什么事!


must have been
 一定是


you have reason so to call her
 你这样称呼她是有道理的。


feverish as you were
 你当时太激动了


feverish［ˈfiːvəriʃ］
 a.
 兴奋的


ascribed to her a ghostly appearance
 你认为那付鬼样子就是她


ascribe［əˈskraib］
 vt.
 认为…属于


solution of the mystery
 对这谜团的解释


endeavored to appear so
 尽力使显出很放心的样子


endeavor［inˈdevə］
 v.
 尽力


relieve［riˈliːv］
 v.
 得到宽慰


Chapter 23

Sophie came at seven to dress me, she was very long indeed in accomplishing her task, so long that Mr. Rochester, grown, I suppose, impatient of my delay, sent up to ask why I did not come. I hurried toward the door, but turned toward the mirror just before reaching it, I saw a beautifully dressed and veiled figure, so unlike my usual self that it seemed almost the image of a stranger
 .

I then hastened down. I was received at the foot of the stairs by Mr. Rochester.

“Come!” he said. “My brain is on fire with impatience!”

I was hurried along by a stride I could hardly follow
 , and to look at Mr. Rochester's face was to feel that not a second of delay would be tolerated for any purpose.

We entered the quiet and humble church, which was within close walking distance from Thornfield. The priest waited patiently at the back of the room. All was still, two shadows only moved in a remote corner
 . Looking more carefully, I saw that they were two strangers who had entered the church before us.

Our place was taken at the communion rails
 and the service began. The explanation of the intent of marriage was gone through
 , and then the clergyman came a step farther forward, and, bending slightly towards Mr. Rochester, went on.

“If anyone present
 knows a reason why these two should not be married step forward now or forever, hold your peace.”

He paused, as the custom was. Then a distinct and near voice said, “The marriage cannot go on.”

The clergyman looked up at the speaker and stood mute
 , the clerk did the same. Mr. Rochester moved slightly, as if an earthquake had rolled under his feet. He then told the clergyman to proceed.

“I cannot proceed without some investigation into what has been asserted, and evidence of its truth or falsehood
 .”

The speaker continued, uttering each word distinctly, calmly, steadily, but not loudly — “Mr. Rochester has a wife now living.”

The man then calmly took a paper from his pocket, and read out in a sort of official voice, “(date of fifteen years back), Edward Rochester, of Thornfield England, was married to my sister, Bertha Mason, daughter of Jonas Mason, merchant, at Spanish Town, Jamaica.”

“That — if a genuine document
 — may prove I have been married,” argued Mr. Rochester, “but it does not prove that the woman mentioned
 as my wife is still living.”

“She was living three months ago,” returned the lawyer.

“How do you know?”

“Mr. Mason, have the goodness to step forward.”

The second stranger, who had hitherto lingered in the background, now drew near; a pale face looked over the solicitor's
 shoulder — yes, it was Mason himself. Mr. Rochester turned and glared at him.

“Courage,” urged the lawyer — “speak out.”

“My sister is now living at Thornfield Hall,” said Mason nervously, “I saw her there last April. I am her brother.”

I saw a grim smile
 form on Mr. Rochester's lips, and he shouted, “Enough! Gentlemen, my plan is broken up
 . What this lawyer and his client
 say is true. I have been married, and the woman to whom I was married lives! Bertha Mason is her name. She is mad; and she came of a mad family, idiots and crazy people through three generations
 ! Her mother was both a mad woman and a drunkard!— as I found out after I had married the daughter, for they were silent on
 family secrets before. I invite you all to come up to the house and visit Grace's patient, and my wife! You shall see what sort of a being
 I was cheated into marrying, and judge whether or not I had a right to break the compact
 , and seek sympathy with something at least human. This girl,” he continued, looking at me, “knew no more than you of the disgusting secret.”

Still holding me fast
 , he left the church, the three gentlemen came after. Entering the house, Mr. Rochester beckoned the gentlemen to follow him up the staircase. We proceeded to the third story, the low, black door, opened by Mr. Rochester's master-key, admitted us to Grace Poole's room.

“You know this place, Mason,” said our guide; “she bit and stabbed
 you here.”

Inside, there burned a fire. Grace Poole bent over it, apparently cooking something in a saucepan. In the deep shade, at the farther end of the room, a figure ran backwards and forwards. What it was, whether beast or human being, one could not, at first sight, tell. It crawled on its hands and knees, and it snatched and growled
 like some strange wild animal.

I recognized well that horrible face. Mr. Rochester flung me behind him, the woman sprang and took hold of his throat viciously
 , and laid her teeth to his cheek. They struggled. She was a big woman, almost equal to her husband. He would not strike
 ， and he would only wrestle. At last, he mastered her arms. Grace Poole gave him a rope, and he tied the woman's hands together. Mr. Rochester then turned to the spectators
 ， he looked at them with an awful smile.

“That is my wife,” said he. “And this is what I wished to have” (laying his hand on my shoulder). “This young girl, stands so grave and quiet at the mouth of hell! Look at the difference, then judge me. Off with you now. I must shut up my prize.”

We all withdrew. Mr. Rochester stayed a moment behind us to give some further order to Grace Poole. The solicitor addressed me as he descended the stair.

“You, madam,” said he, “are cleared from all blame
 . Your uncle will be glad to hear it — if, indeed, he should be still living — when Mr. Mason returns to Madeira.”

“My uncle! What of him? Do you know him?”

“Mr. Mason does. When your uncle received your letter intimating
 the contemplated union
 between yourself and Mr. Rochester, he shared the news with Mr. Mason, who, of course, was astonished and distressed. He revealed the real state of matters. Your uncle, I am sorry to say, is now on a sick-bed; it is unlikely he will ever rise. He asked Mr. Mason to lose no time in taking steps to prevent the false marriage
 . You will soon hear directly from your uncle, or, in the event of his death, you will be contacted by his legal representative
 .”

Then, without waiting to take leave of Mr. Rochester, the men made their exit at the hall door. I went and shut myself in my room. I sat down, feeling weak and tired. I leaned my arms on a table, and my head dropped on them
 . Jane Eyre, who had been an ardent, expectant woman — almost a bride, was a cold, solitary
 girl again. Her life was pale, her prospects were desolate
 . Mr. Rochester was not to me what he had been, for he was not what I had thought him. From his presence I must go, that I perceived well. He would surely hurry me from Thornfield. Real affection, it seemed, he could not have for me, it had been only momentary passion
 . I lay faint, longing to be dead. The whole consciousness
 of my lonely life, my love lost, my hope quenched, my faith, death-struck, swayed full and mighty above me in one gloomy mass
 . That bitter hour cannot be described.
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Chapter 24

Some time in the afternoon I raised my head and asked, “What am I to do?” But the answer my mind gave — “Leave Thornfield at once” — was so prompt, so dread, that I stopped my ears. I wrestled with my own resolution
 . I perceived that I was sickening from excitement and anxiety. And, with a strange pang
 , I now reflected that, long as I had been shut up here, no message had been sent to ask how I was, or to invite me to come down. Not even little Adèle had tapped at the door, not even Mrs. Fairfax had sought me. I unfastened the bolt
 and passed out.

Mr. Rochester sat in a chair across my chamber threshold.

“You come out at last,” he said. “Well, I have been waiting for you long, and listening, yet not one movement have I heard, nor one sob. You are passionate, and I expected a scene of some kind
 . I was prepared for the hot rain of tears, but you have not wept at all! Jane, I never meant to wound you thus
 . Will you ever forgive me?”

Reader, I forgave him at the moment and on the spot
 . There was such deep remorse in his eye, such true pity in his tone, and besides, there was such unchanged love in his whole look. I forgave him all, yet not in words, not outwardly, only at my heart's core
 .

“Tell me I am an awful man — don't spare me.”

“I am tired and sick. I want some water.”

He heaved a sort of shuddering sigh
 , and taking me in his arms, carried me downstairs. At first, I did not know to what room he had borne me, for all was cloudy to my glazed sight
 . Presently, I felt the reviving warmth of a fire. He put wine to my lips. I tasted it and revived
 . Then I ate something he offered me, and was soon myself.

“How are you now, Jane?”

“Much better, sir; I shall be well soon.”

He stooped towards me as if to kiss me, but I remembered caresses were now forbidden. I turned my face away and put his aside
 .

“You intend to make yourself a complete stranger to me, to live under this roof only as Adèle's governess. If ever I say a friendly word to you, if ever a friendly feeling inclines you
 again to me, you will say, ‘That man had nearly made me his mistress: I must be ice and rock to him,’ and ice and rock you will accordingly become.”

I cleared and steadied my voice to reply,“All is changed about me
 , sir. I must change too. Adèle must have a new governess, sir.”

“Oh, Adèle will go to school — I have settled that already. Nor do I intend for you to stay at Thornfield, nor will I. I was wrong ever to bring you to Thornfield Hall, knowing as I did
 how it was haunted. I'll shut up Thornfield Hall. I'll nail up the front door and board the lower windows. I'll give Mrs. Poole two hundred a year to live here with that creature, my wife. Grace will do much for money, and she shall have her son
 , the keeper at a retreat, to bear her company
 and be at hand to give her aid.”“Sir,” I interrupted him, “you talk of your wife in such a bad way. It is cruel — she cannot help being mad
 .”

“Jane, my little darling, you don't know what you are talking about. You misjudge me again. It is not because she is mad I hate her. If you were mad
 , do you think I should hate you?”

“I do indeed, sir.”

“Then you are mistaken, and you know nothing about me, and nothing about the sort of love of which I am capable. I only ask you to endure one more night under this roof, Jane, and then, farewell to its miseries and terrors forever
 ! I have a place to repair to
 , which will be a secure haven from hateful reminiscences
 , from unwelcome intrusion
 — even from falsehood and society's curiosity.”

“You speak of a retirement, sir. And solitude
 is dull, too dull for you.”

“Solitude! Solitude!” he repeated with irritation.“I see I must come to an explanation. You are to share my solitude. Do you understand?”

I turned my eyes from him, fixed them on the fire, and tried to assume and maintain a quiet, collected aspect
 .

“Now for
 the hitch in Jane's character,” he said at last, “Jane!Will you hear reason
 ? Because, if you won't, I'll try violence.” His voice was hoarse with excitement.

I took hold of his clenched hand, loosened the fingers, and said to him, soothingly
 — “Sit down. I'll talk to you as long as you like, and hear all you have to say, whether reasonable or unreasonable.”

He sat down. His softened voice announced that he was again calm. Now he made an effort to rest his head on my shoulder, but I would not permit it. Then he tried to draw me to him. No!

“Jane!Jane!” he said in such an accent of bitter sadness. “Do you think you can live with me, and see me daily, and yet, if you still love me, be always cold and distant?”

“No, sir; that I am certain I could not; and, therefore, I must leave Adèle and Thornfield. I must part with you for my whole life. I must begin a new existence
 among strange faces and strange scenes.”

“Of course, I told you you should. You shall yet be
 my wife, I am not married. You shall be Mrs. Rochester. You shall go to a place I have in the south of France, a white-washed villa on the shores of the Mediterranean. There you shall live a happy, and guarded, and most innocent life. Why did you shake your head? Jane, you must be reasonable, or in truth I shall again become frantic
 .”

“Sir, your wife is living. That is a fact acknowledged
 this morning by yourself. If I lived with you as you desire, I should then be your mistress, to say otherwise is false.”

“I am a fool!” cried Mr. Rochester suddenly. “I keep telling her I am not married, and do not explain to her why. I forget she knows nothing of the character of that woman, or of the circumstances attending my unfortunate union with her
 . Oh, I am certain Jane will agree with me in opinion, when she knows all that I know! Can you listen to me?”

“Yes, sir; for hours if you will.”

“My father decided that I must be provided for by a wealthy marriage. He sought me a partner. Mr. Mason, a West India planter
 and merchant, was his old acquaintance
 . When I left college, I was sent out to Jamaica to marry a bride already chosen for me. Her family wished to secure me
 because I was of a good race, and so did she. They showed her to me in parties, splendidly dressed
 . I seldom saw her alone, and had very little private conversation with her. All the men in her circle seemed to admire her and envy me
 . I was dazzled, stimulated, my senses were excited, and being ignorant, raw, and inexperienced
 , I thought I loved her. I married her, gross idiot
 that I was!

“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 shut up in a mental hospital. My father and my brother knew all this, but they thought only of the thirty thousand pounds I would receive from the marriage, and joined in the plot against me
 .”

“Very soon, my wife's character began to change. She suddenly developed a terrible drinking habit and a cruel temper. I also learned that her intelligence was quite inferior
 . Her behavior became entirely unmanageable and unpredictable
 . I was then filled with horror and sadness at the discovery of my situation. I tried to devour my repentance and disgust in secret
 . I repressed the deep hatred I felt. I lived with that woman four years, and within that time she tried me indeed
 .”

“My brother in the interval
 was dead, and at the end of the four years my father died too. I could not rid myself of
 the woman by any legal proceedings, for the doctors now discovered that my wife was mad. Society associated my name and person with hers. I longed to get away from Jamaica life again.‘This life,’ said I at last, ‘is hell
 . I have a right to deliver myself from it if I can. Go and live again in Europe, there your reputation is not known
 . You may take the crazy woman with you to England, confine her
 with due attendance and precautions at Thornfield. See that she is cared for as her condition demands, and you have done all that God and humanity
 require of you. Let her identity
 , her connection with yourself, be buried.’

“To England, then, I conveyed her, and at last got her to Thornfield, and saw her safely lodged in that third story room, of whose secret inner cabinet she has now for ten years made a wild beast's den
 .”

“And what, sir,” I asked, while he paused, “did you do when you had settled her here? Where did you go?”

“I sought the Continent
 , and went through all its lands. My fixed desire was to seek and find a good and intelligent woman, whom I could love, a contrast to the fury I left
 at Thornfield.”

“And did you find anyone you liked? Did you ask her to marry you? ” I asked.

“For ten long years I traveled about, living first in one capital, then another, sometimes in St. Petersburg, in Rome, Naples. I sought my ideal of a woman amongst English, French, Italian, and German ladies. I could not find her. Then, last January, rid of
 all mistresses — in a harsh, bitter frame of mind, recalled by business, I came back to England. On a frosty winter afternoon, I rode in sight of
 Thornfield Hall. Hated spot! I expected no peace, no pleasure there. In Hay Lane I saw a quiet little woman sitting by itself alongside the road. I passed it as negligently
 as I did the willow opposite to it, and then my horse fell on the ice. I had no idea of what that woman would be to me. From that first day I watched you, Jane. I...”

“Don't talk any more of those days, sir,” I interrupted, dashing away
 some tears from my eyes, his language was torture to me
 , for I knew what I must do — and do soon — and these reminiscences
 , and these revelations
 of his feelings, only made my work more difficult.

“No, Jane,” he returned, “what necessity is there to dwell on the Past, when the Present is so much surer — the Future so much brighter?”

I shuddered to hear the assertion
 .

“You see now how the case stands, do you not?” he continued. “After a youth and manhood passed half in misery and half in dreary solitude, I have for the first time found what I can truly love — I have found you. 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 now that I had but a hideous devil
 . I was wrong to attempt to deceive you, but I wanted to have you safe before hazarding confidences
 . This was cowardly
 . Jane, give me a chance to prove myself to you.”

A pause.

“Why are you silent, Jane?”

I was experiencing an ordeal
 . Not a human being that ever lived could wish to be loved better than I was loved, and him who thus loved me I absolutely worshipped
 , and I must renounce love and idol.

“Jane, you understand what I want of you? Just this promise — ‘I will be yours, Mr. Rochester.’”

“Mr. Rochester, I will not be yours.”

Another long silence.

“Oh, Jane, this is bitter! This, this is wicked. It would not be wicked to love me.”

“It would to obey you
 .”

A part of me was crying out, “Oh, comply
 !Think of his misery. Soothe him, save him, love him! Tell him you love him and will be his. Who in the world cares for you? Who will be injured by what you do?” Another part of me replied, “I care for myself. The more solitary, the more friendless I am, the more I will respect myself. I will keep the law given by God
 .”

Mr. Rochester's fury
 was at its highest, he crossed the floor and seized my arm and grasped my waist. He seemed to devour me
 with his flaming glance. My eye rose to his, and while I looked in his fierce face I gave an involuntary sigh
 , for my strength was almost exhausted
 . He released me from his clutch, and only looked at me. The look was far worse to resist than
 the frantic strain. Only an idiot, however, would have given in
 now. I retired to the door.

“You are going, Jane?”

“I am going, sir.”

“You are leaving me?”

“Yes.”

“Withdraw, then, I consent. But remember, you leave me here in anguish
 . 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.

At once I left the room.

“Farewell!” was the cry of my heart as I left him. Despair added
 , “Farewell for ever!”
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cowardly［ˈkauədli］
 a.
 懦弱的


experiencing an ordeal
 经历考验


and him who thus loved me I absolutely worshipped
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I will keep the law given by God
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Chapter 25

That night, after sleeping but a few hours, I awoke with the thought, “It cannot be too early to commence
 the task I have to fulfill.” And I left before sunrise. Dear reader, you cannot imagine how difficult it was for me to go. I had but to go to my master and all would have been happiness and warmth. But something drove me away from him. Something inside of me told me not to give in to temptation
 .

Having walked a considerable distance before sunrise, with only a parcel
 under my arm, I was happy to come upon
 a carriage on the road. I asked the driver his destination. He named a place a long way off. I told him I would give all the money I had on me to take me with him. He agreed.

After two days, I was dropped off at a place called Whitcross, but I forgot to remove my parcel from the back of the carriage and he drove off unknowingly with it
 . I was now entirely without anything of value
 . For the next three days, I wandered about a nearby village, asking everyone I encountered if they knew of any available work
 . Of course, nobody could help me. I had no money, no food, and no place to stay. I slept on the cold, wet ground of the forest. Occasionally, I happened upon someone with food to offer, but this was rare.

Eventually, I wandered away
 from the village, and was certain that I should soon die. There was nothing before me but vast grassland. I only hoped to find a sheltered area in which I could rest my limbs
 and await the coming of death. With the wind whipping my face, I walked for hours. I was just about to collapse from exhaustion
 , when I saw a dim light glowing in the distance. It seemed possibly the light of a candle in a window, but I could not know for sure. I tried to walk again. I dragged my exhausted limbs slowly towards it. This light was my only hope, I must go to it.

Having, with great difficulty, crossed a marsh
 , I finally managed to reach my destination. I found there a house tucked away within
 a cluster of trees. Wet and exhausted, I
 approached a window and looked inside. I could see clearly a room with a sanded floor, clean scoured
 ; a dresser of walnut, with china arranged in rows, reflecting the redness and radiance of a glowing fire
 . The candle, whose ray had guided me across the marsh, burned on the table, and by its light an elderly woman, somewhat rough-looking
 , but very clean, was knitting a stocking. Near the fire, two young, graceful women sat, one in a low rocking chair, the other on a lower stool. A large, old dog rested its massive head on the knee of one girl — in the lap of the other was a black cat.

A strange place was this humble kitchen for such occupants
 !Who were they? They could not be the daughters of the elderly person at the table; for she looked like a peasant and they were all delicacy and cultivation
 . I cannot call them handsome — they were too pale and grave for the word; as they each bent over a book, they looked thoughtful almost to severity
 . A stand between them supported a second candle and two great volumes, to which they frequently referred, like people consulting a dictionary to aid them in the task of translation.

One of the girls, in a low voice, read something aloud of which not one word was intelligible to me
 ， for it was in an unknown tongue, neither French nor Latin. Whether it was Greek or German I could not tell.

“Is there any country where they talk in that way?” asked the old woman, looking up from her knitting.

“Yes, Hannah, a far larger country than England, where they talk in no other way.”

“Well, for sure case, I don't know how they can understand one another, but what good does it do you?”

“We mean to teach it some time, or at least the elements
 , as they say; and then we shall get more money than we do now.”

“I wonder when Mr. St. John will come home.”

“He will not be long now, it is just ten. It rains fast, Hannah, will you have the goodness to look at
 the fire in the parlor?”

Till this moment, I had been so intent on watching them, I had half-forgotten my own wretched position
 . Now it recurred to me. More desolate, more desperate than ever
 , it seemed from contrast. I groped out the door, and knocked at it hesitatingly. The old woman opened.

“What do you want?” she inquired, in a voice of surprise, as she surveyed me by the light of the candle she held.

“May I speak to your mistresses?” I said.“I want a night's shelter in an out-house or anywhere, and a piece of bread to eat.”

“You should not be wandering about now, it looks very ill.”

“But where shall I go if you drive me away? What shall I do?”

“Oh, I'll bet you know where to go and what to do. Mind you don't do wrong, that's all. 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
 !”

Here the honest but inflexible
 servant clapped the door to and bolted it within. This was the climax
 . A pang of exquisite suffering rent and heaved my heart. Worn out, indeed, I was, not another step could I stir
 . I sank on the wet doorstep, I groaned — I wrung my hands — I wept in utter anguish
 .

“I can but die,” I said, “and I believe in God. Let me try to wait His will
 in silence.”

“All men must die,” said a voice quite close at hand
 , “but all are not condemned to meet a premature doom
 , such as yours would be if you perished here of want
 .”

Terrified at the unexpected sound, I looked up and saw a man was near. With a loud, long knock, the person asked for the door to be opened.

“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 believe there are bad folks about. There has been a beggar-woman — I declare she is not gone yet! Laid down there. Get up!For shame!Move off, I say!”

“Hush, Hannah! You have done your duty in excluding, now let me do mine
 in admitting her. I was near, and listened to both you and her. I think this is a peculiar case
 — I must at least look into it. Young woman, rise, and pass before me into the house.”

With difficulty I obeyed him. Presently, I stood within that clean, bright kitchen — on the very hearth — trembling, sickening; conscious of an aspect in the last degree
 horrible, wild, and weather-beaten. The two ladies, their brother, Mr. St. John, the old servant, were all gazing at me.

“She does look white
 ,” said Hannah.

“As white as clay or death,” was responded. “She will fall, let her sit.”

And, indeed, my head swam. I dropped, but a chair received me. I still possessed my senses, though just now I could not speak. One of the girls broke some bread, dipped it in milk, and put it to my lips. Her face was near mine. I saw there was pity in it
 , and I felt sympathy
 in her hurried breathing.

“Try if she can speak now — ask her name,” said St. John.

I felt I could speak, and I answered, “My name is Jane Elliott.” Anxious as ever to avoid discovery
 , I had before resolved to assume a false name.

“What account can you give of yourself?
 ”

I was far too weak to give a full answer to this. I said after a brief pause, “Sir, I can give you no details tonight.”

“But what, then,” said he, “do you expect me to do for you?”

“Do with me and for me as you like, but excuse me from much discourse
 — my breath is short — I feel faint when I speak.”

All three surveyed
 me, and all three were silent.

“Mary and Diana, let us go into the parlor and talk the matter over,” said St. John.

They withdrew
 . Very soon one of the ladies returned. Softly, she gave some directions to Hannah. Moments later, with the servant's aid, I contrived to mount a staircase
 , my dripping clothes were removed, soon a warm, dry bed received me. I thanked God — experienced amidst unbelievable exhaustion a glow of grateful joy
 — and slept.

注释


commence［kəˈmens］
 v.
 开始


give in to temptation
 向诱惑屈服


a parcel
 包袱


come upon
 遇到


he drove off unknowingly with it
 他不知道带着包袱就把车赶走了，it指包袱。


anything of value
 任何值钱的东西


any available work
 可以找到的工作


wandered away
 走开了


rest my limbs
 让两腿休息一下


collapse from exhaustion
 因疲劳而崩溃


exhaustion［iɡˈzɔːstʃən］
 n.
 疲备


crossed a marsh
 走过荒原


tucked away within
 深藏在里面


wet and exhausted, I...
 我又湿又累地


clean scoured
 刷洗干净


radiance of a glowing fire
 熊熊烈火的光焰


somewhat rough-looking
 看上去有些粗俗


occupants［ˈɔkjuːpənts］
 n.
 住在里面的人们


delicacy and cultivation
 文雅而有教养


delicacy［ˈdelikəsi］
 n.
 温柔


almost to severity
 几乎到严肃的程度


intelligible to me
 我完全不懂


elements［ˈelimənts］
 n.
 基础


have the goodness to look at
 请劳驾看一下


wretched position
 悲惨的处境


more desolate, more desperate than ever
 比以往任何时候更孤独，更绝望


for God's sake
 看上帝份上


inflexible［inˈfleksəbl］
 a.
 坚定的


the climax
 顶峰，高潮


rent and heaved my heart
 撕裂我的心脏


worn out, indeed, I was
 我的确累极了


not another step could I stir
 一步也走不动了，倒装句


in utter anguish
 极度痛苦


anguish［ˈæŋɡwitʃ］
 n.
 痛苦


His will
 上帝的旨意，大写H表示上帝。


close at hand
 近在身旁


meet a premature doom
 遭到过早的厄运


perished here of want
 饿死在这里


let me do mine
 让我尽我的责任


a peculiar case
 特殊情况


in the last degree
 到了极度


does look white
 看上去确实苍白


there was pity in it
 在她脸上(it)有怜悯的表情


felt sympathy
 感觉到同情


anxious as ever to avoid discovery
 急切地避免被人发觉真相


what account can you give of yourself？
 你能把自己的情况解释清楚吗？


much discourse
 过多的谈话


survey［səːˈvei］
 v.
 观察


withdraw［wiðˈdrɔ］
 vt.
 离开


contrived to mount a staircase
 勉强地上楼


a glow of grateful joy
 感恩的喜乐暖流


Chapter 26

The recollection of about three days and nights succeeding
 this was very dim in my mind. I knew I was in a small room and in a narrow bed. I lay on it motionless as a stone, and to have torn me from it would have been almost to kill me.

On the third day I was better, on the fourth, I could speak, move, rise in bed, and turn. Hannah had brought me some soup and dry toast, about, as I supposed, the dinner-hour. When she left me, I felt comparatively strong and revived
 , a desire for action stirred me. I wished to rise, but what could I put on? On a chair by the bed were all my own things, clean and dry. My very shoes and stockings were purified and rendered presentable
 .

There were the means of washing in the room, and a comb and brush to smooth my hair. After a weary process, and resting every five minutes, I succeeded in dressing myself. My clothes hung loose on me; for I was much wasted
 , but I covered deficiencies with a shawl
 , and once more, clean and respectable looking, I crept down a stone staircase and found my way presently to the kitchen.

Hannah was baking. She had been cold
 and stiff towards me, indeed, at the first, latterly she had begun to relent a little
 ; and when she saw me come in tidy and well dressed, she even smiled.

“What, you have got up!” she said. “You are better, then. You may sit you down in my chair near the fire, if you will.”

I took it. She bustled about, examining me every now and then
 with the corner of her eye.

“Did you ever go a-begging before you came here?”

“You are mistaken in supposing me a beggar. I am no beggar; any more than yourself or your young ladies.”

“Are you book-learned?” she inquired presently.

“Yes, very. But don't trouble your head further
 about me; instead, tell me the name of the house 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?”

“No, he doesn't live here: he is only staying a while. When he is at home
 , he is in his own parish at Morton.”

“That village a few miles off?”

“Yes.”

“And what is he?”

“He is a parson
 .”

“This, then, was his father's residence
 ?”

“Yes, he lived here, and his father, and grandfather, and great grandfather before him.”

“Their father is dead?”

“Dead three weeks ago of a stroke
 .”

“They have no mother?”

“The mistress has been dead a while
 now.”

“Have you lived with the family long?”

“I've lived here thirty years. I nursed them all three. There was nothing like them in these parts, nor ever had been; they had liked learning, all three, almost from the time they could speak. Mr. St. John, when he grew up, would go to college and be a priest; and the girls, as soon as they left school, would seek places as governesses, for their father had some years ago lost a great deal of money by a man he had trusted turning bankrupt
 , and as he was now not rich enough to give them fortunes, they must provide for themselves
 . They had lived very little at home for a long while, and were only come now to stay a few weeks on account of their father's death. They had been in London, and many other grand towns, but they always said there was no place like home.”

I asked where the two ladies 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 half an hour later and entered by the kitchen door. Mr. St. John, when he saw me, merely bowed and passed through. The two ladies stopped. Mary, in a few words, kindly and calmly expressed the pleasure she felt in seeing me well enough to be able to come down. Diana took my hand, she shook her head at me.

“And what business have you here?” she continued. “It is not your place. Mary and I sit in the kitchen sometimes, because at home we like to be free, even to disregard customs — but you are a visitor, and must go into the parlor.”

“To be sure,” added her sister. “Come, you must be obedient.”

And taking hold of my hand, she made me rise, and led me into the inner room.

“Sit there,” she said, placing me on the sofa, “while we take our things off and get the tea ready.”

She closed the door, leaving me alone with Mr. St. John, who sat opposite, a book or newspaper in his hand. He was young, perhaps from twenty-eight to thirty, tall, slender. Peaceful as he now sat
 , there was something about his nostril
 , his mouth, his brow, which, to my perceptions
 , indicated elements within either restless, or hard, or eager. He did not speak to me one word, nor even direct to me one glance, till his sisters returned.

Diana, as she passed in and out, in the course of preparing tea, brought me a little cake.

“Eat that now,” she said, “you must be hungry.”

I did not refuse it, for my appetite was awakened and keen
 .

Mr. St. John now closed his book, approached the table, and, as he took a seat, fixed his blue pictorial-looking eyes full on me.

“You are very hungry,” he said.

“I trust I shall not eat long at your expense, sir,” was my very clumsily contrived, unpolished answer
 .

“No,” he said coolly,“when you have indicated to us the residence of your friends, we can write to them, and you may be restored to home
 .”“That, I must plainly tell you, is out of my power to do; being absolutely without home
 and friends.”

“Do you mean to say,” he asked, “that you are completely isolated from
 every connection?”

“Mr. St. John,” I said, turning to him, “you and your sisters have done me a great service — you have rescued me from death. This benefit conferred
 gives you an unlimited claim on my gratitude, and a claim, to a certain extent, on my confidence. I will tell you as much of the history of the wanderer you have sheltered
 , as I can tell without compromising my own peace of mind — my own security, moral and physical, and that of others
 .”I told them about my past as a student and teacher at Lowood and a governess at Thornfield. However, I did not give details as to why I left.

“Then, I came, quite penniless, to Whitcross. I slept two nights in the open air, and wandered about two days without crossing a threshold
 , but twice in that space of time did I taste any food
 ; and it was when
 brought by hunger, exhaustion, and despair almost to the last gasp, that you
 , Mr. St. John, forbade me to perish of want
 at your door, and took me under the shelter of your roof.”

“Come to the sofa and sit down now, Miss Elliott,” said Diana.

I gave an involuntary half start
 at hearing the false name. I had forgotten it. Mr. St. John, 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 best to be called at present, but it is not my real name, and when I hear it, it sounds strange to me.”

“Your real name you will not give?”

“No, I fear discovery above all things
 , and whatever disclosure would lead to it, I avoid
 .”

“You desire to be independent of us?”

“I do. Show me how to work, or how to seek work, that is all I now ask; then let me go, if it be but
 to the meanest cottage; but till then, allow me to stay here, I dread another attempt
 of the horrors of homeless poverty.”

“Indeed you shall stay here,” said Diana, putting her hand on my head.

“Yes, you shall,” repeated Mary.

“Fine, then,” said Mr. St. John, quite coolly. “If such is your intention, 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 my present strength would permit
 .
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nights succeeding
 接连的几个夜晚


revive［riˈvaiv］
 v.
 康复


purified and rendered presentable
 收拾干净可以体面地穿出去了
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 瘦多了
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 她原先很冷漠


latterly she had begun to relent a little
 近来她开始发点慈悲了
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the wanderer you have sheltered
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 我自己的和别人的，精神和肉体两方面的安全。
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 n.
 大门


did I taste any food
 我没吃过东西


It was when... that you forbade me to perish of want...
 那是当我…的时候你才使我免于饿死。


an involuntary start
 不由自主地吓了一跳


fear discovery above all things
 最怕被人发现


whatever disclosure would lead to it, I avoid
 我避免任何导致泄露身份的话，倒装句。


if it be but
 即使是


another attempt
 再次尝试
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 刚才专心阅读的
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Chapter 27

The more I knew of the inmates
 of Moor House, the better I liked them. In a few days I had so far
 recovered my health that I could sit up all day, and walk out sometimes. I could join with Diana and Mary in all their occupations
 , converse with them as much as they wished, and aid them when and where they would allow me. There was a reviving pleasure in this intercourse. I liked to read what they liked
 to read; what they enjoyed
 , delighted me;what they approved; I also approved
 .

They were both more accomplished
 and better read than I was, but with eagerness I followed in the path of knowledge they had tread before me. I devoured
 the books they lent me, then it was full satisfaction to discuss with them in the evening what I had read during the day. Thought fitted thought, opinion met opinion, we coincided, in short, perfectly
 .

If among us there was a superior and a leader, it was Diana. Physically, she far excelled me
 , she was handsome, she was vigorous. She offered to teach me German. I liked to learn of her; I saw the part of instructor pleased and suited her, that of student
 pleased and suited me no less.

They discovered I could draw, their pencils and color-boxes were immediately at my service
 . My skill, greater in this one point than theirs, surprised and charmed them. Mary would sit and watch me by the hour together, then she would take lessons, and an intelligent, hardworking pupil she made. Thus occupied, and mutually entertained
 , days passed like hours, and weeks like days.

As to Mr. St. John, the closeness which had arisen so naturally and rapidly between me and his sisters did not extend to him
 . One reason for the distance yet observed between us was that he was seldom at home, a large proportion of
 his time appeared devoted to visiting the sick and poor among the scattered population
 of his parish
 .

Besides his frequent absences, there was another barrier to friendship with him: he seemed of a reserved, an abstracted, and even of a brooding nature. Zealous in his ministerial labors
 , blameless in his life and habits, he yet did not appear
 to enjoy that mental serenity
 , that inward content
 , which should be the reward of every sincere Christian and practical helper of the poor.

After a month had passed, Diana and Mary were soon to leave Moor House, and return to the far different life and scene which awaited them, as governesses in a large, fashionable, south of England city. Mr. St. John had said nothing to me yet about the employment
 he had promised to obtain for me, yet it became urgent that I should have a vocation
 of some kind. One morning, I ventured
 to approach him.

Looking up as I drew near — “You have a question to ask of me?” he said.

“Yes, I wish to know whether you have heard of any service
 I can offer myself to undertake?”

“I found or devised something for you three weeks ago, but as you seemed both useful and happy here, as my sisters had evidently become attached to you
 , and your society
 gave them unusual pleasure, I deemed it unnecessary to break in on your mutual comfort
 till their approaching departure from Marsh End should render yours necessary
 .”

“And they will go in three days now?” I said.

“Yes, and when they go, I shall return to the church at Morton. Hannah will accompany me, and this old house will be shut up. I shall not stay long at Morton, now that
 my father is dead, and that I am my own master. I shall leave the place for India, to be a missionary
 , probably in the course of a year, but while I do stay, I will exert myself to the utmost for its improvement
 . Morton, when I came to it two years ago, had no school, the children of the poor were excluded from every hope of progress. I established a school for boys, I mean now to open a second one for girls. I have hired a building for the purpose, with a cottage of two rooms attached to it
 for the mistress's house. Her salary will be thirty pounds a year, her house is already furnished, very simply, but sufficiently
 , by the kindness of a lady, Miss Oliver; the only daughter of the sole rich man in my church. Will you be the school teacher?”

“I thank you for the proposal
 , and I accept it with all my heart.”He now smiled, and not a bitter or a sad smile, but one well pleased
 and deeply gratified.

“And when will you commence the exercise of your function?”

“I will go to my house tomorrow, and open the school, if you like, next week.”

“Very well, so be it
 .”

He rose and walked through the room. Standing still, he again looked at me. He shook his head.

“What do you disapprove of?” I asked.

“You will not stay at Morton long, no, no!”

“Why? What is your reason for saying so?”

“I read it in your eyes; It is not of that description which promises the maintenance of an even course in life
 .”

He then left the room.

Diana and Mary became more sad and silent as the day approached for leaving their brother and their home. Diana intimated
 that this would be a different parting from any they had ever yet known. It would probably, as far as St. John was concerned
 , be a parting for years. It might be a parting for life.

Mary bent her head low over her work.“We are now without father, we shall soon be without home and brother,” she murmured.

At that moment, St. John passed the window reading a letter. He entered. “Our uncle John is dead,” said he.

Both the sisters seemed struck, not shocked or appalled
 .

“Dead?” repeated Diana.

“Yes.”

She searched her brother's face. “And what then?” she demanded, in a low voice.

“What then? Why — nothing. Read,” he said throwing the letter onto her lap. She glanced over it, and handed it to Mary. Mary looked it over in silence, and returned it to her brother. All three looked at each other, and all three smiled — a dreary, thoughtful smile.

“Amen
 ! We can yet live,” said Diana at last.

“At any rate, it makes us no worse off than we were before
 ,” remarked Mary.

St. John folded the letter, locked it in his desk, and again went out. For some minutes no one spoke. Diana then turned to me. “Jane, you will wonder at us and our mysteries,” she said, “and think us cold beings
 not to be more moved at the death of so near a relation as an uncle, but we have never seen him or known him. He was my mother's brother. My father and he fought long ago. It was by his advice that my father risked most of his property in the speculation that ruined him
 . They parted in anger, and were never reconciled
 . My uncle engaged afterwards in more prosperous business. It appears he made a fortune of twenty thousand pounds. He was never married, and had no near relatives but ourselves and one other person, not more closely related than we. My father always cherished the idea
 that he would make up for his error by leaving his possessions to us. That letter informs us that he has left every penny to the other relation. Mary and I would have esteemed ourselves rich
 with a thousand pounds each, and to St. John such a sum would have been
 valuable, for the good it would have enabled him to do.”This explanation given, the subject was dropped, and no further reference made to it by either Mr. St. John or his sisters. The next day, I left Marsh End for Morton. The day after, Diana and Mary left for their positions in Southern England, and so the old house was abandoned
 .
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inmates［ˈinmeits］
 n.
 同住一所房内的人


so far
 到目前为止
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 他们所有的消遣


what they liked... what they enjoyed
 她们喜欢的东西…喜欢做的事
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coincide［ˌkəuinˈsaid］
 v.
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 n.
 堂区
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 n.
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so be it
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the maintenance of an even course in life
 维持平稳生活


intimate［ˈintimeit］
 v.
 明白表示


as far as St. John was concerned
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Amen［ˈɑːˈmen］
 int.
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no worse off than we were before
 不会比我们以前更穷困


cold beings
 冷血的人


in the speculation that ruined him
 那项把他毁了的投机买卖


reconcile［ˈrekənsail］
 vt.
 和解


cherished the idea
 心中怀有那种想法
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 就会认为自己很富有了，虚拟语态。
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 被弃置了


Chapter 28

I soon opened the village school and carried out the labors as actively and faithfully as I could. It was truly hard work at first. Some time elapsed before
 , with all my efforts, I could comprehend my students
 and their nature. Wholly untaught, they seemed to me hopelessly dull, and, at first sight, all dull alike; but I soon found I was mistaken. There was a difference among them as among the educated
 , and when I got to know them
 , and they me, this difference rapidly developed itself. Many showed themselves obliging
 and amiable
 , and I discovered among them not a few examples of natural politeness, and innate self-respect
 , as well as of excellent capacity, that won both my goodwill and my admiration.

I felt I became a favorite in the neighborhood. Whenever I went out, I heard on all sides cordial greetings
 , and was welcomed with friendly smiles. At this period of my life, my heart far oftener swelled with thankfulness
 than sank with sadness, and yet, reader, to tell you all, in the midst of this calm, this useful existence — after a day passed in honorable exertion among my students, an evening spent in drawing or reading contentedly alone — I used to rush into strange dreams at night, dreams full of the ideal — dreams where, amid unusual scenes, charged with adventure
 , with agitating risk and romantic chance, I still again and again met Mr. Rochester, always at some exciting crisis, and then the sense of being in his arms, hearing his voice, meeting his eye, touching his hand and cheek, loving him, being loved by him — the hope of passing a lifetime at his side, would be renewed, with all its first force and fire. Then I awoke. Then I recalled where I was. Then I rose up on my bed, trembling and quivering, and then the still, dark night witnessed the surge of despair
 , and heard the burst of passion.

One day a keen wind brought fresh and blinding snow, by twilight the valley was drifted up and almost impassable. I had closed my shutter
 , laid a mat to the door to prevent the snow from blowing in under it, trimmed my fire
 , and began reading a book of poetry.

Then I heard a noise: it was St. John, who came in out of the frozen hurricane
 , the howling darkness, and stood before me; the cloak that covered his tall figure all white as a glacier.

“Any ill news?” I demanded. “Has anything happened?”

“No. How very easily alarmed you are!” he answered, removing his cloak and hanging it up against the door
 .

He sat down. I had never seen that handsome-featured face of his look more like a statue
 than it did just now.

He took out a pocketbook, and produced a letter, which he read in silence, folded it, put it back, and assumed a thoughtful pose
 . The clock struck eight strokes. It aroused him, he uncrossed his legs, sat erect, turned to me.

“I have a curious story to tell you. The story will sound somewhat broken-up
 in your ears; but stale details often regain a degree of freshness when they pass through new lips. Twenty years ago, a young orphan girl was placed in the charge of
 a woman named Mrs. Reed. Whether the child was happy or not with her, I cannot say, never having been told, but at the end of that time she transferred it to a place you know, Lowood, where you so long resided yourself
 . After eight years she left it to be a governess, there, again, your fates were similar; she undertook the education of the ward
 of a certain Mr. Rochester. Of Mr. Rochester's character I know nothing, but the one fact that he professed
 to offer honorable marriage to this young girl, and that at the very wedding she discovered he had a wife yet alive, though a crazy woman. She then left Thornfield Hall in the night, the country had been scoured far and wide
 , not a bit of information could be gathered respecting her
 . Yet that she should be found is become a matter of serious urgency, advertisements have been put in all the papers, I myself have received a letter from one, a solicitor, communicating the details
 I have just imparted. The advertisements demanded a Jane Eyre, I knew a Jane Elliott — the similar points in her history and yours has made me suspicious — Do you own the name Jane Eyre, and renounce
 the false one?”

“Yes, yes, but where is the lawyer? He perhaps knows what has happened to Mr. Rochester.”

“Briggs is in London. I should doubt his knowing anything at all about Mr. Rochester, it is not in Mr. Rochester he is interested. You do not inquire why Mr. Briggs sought after you, what he wanted with you.”

“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 you are now rich, merely that, nothing more.”

“I!Rich?”

“Yes, you, rich.”

Silence succeeded.

Here was a new card turned up
 ! It is a fine thing, reader, to be lifted in a moment from poverty to wealth, a very fine thing, but not a matter one can comprehend
 or consequently enjoy all at once. One does not jump
 , and spring, and shout with joy at hearing one has got
 a fortune; one begins
 to consider responsibilities, and to ponder business.

“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 thousand pounds, I think they say, but what is that?”

“Twenty thousand pounds?”

This news actually took my breath
 for a moment. Mr. St. John, whom I had never heard laugh before, laughed now.

“It is a large sum — don't you think there is a mistake?” I asked.

“No mistake at all.”

Mr. Rivers rose now and put his cloak on.

“Goodnight.”

He was lifting the door handle: a sudden thought occurred to me
 .“Stop one minute!” I cried.

“Well?”

“It puzzles me to know why the lawyer wrote to you about me; or how he knew you, or could fancy that you, living in such an out-of-the-way place, had the power to aid
 in my discovery. I must know more about it.”

“Another time.”

I placed myself between he and the door. “You certainly shall not go till you have told me all.”

“Fine. I suppose you should find out sooner or later. Your name is Jane Eyre?”

“Of course: that was all settled before.”

“You are not, perhaps, aware that we share the same name? Mine is St. John Eyre Rivers. My mother's name was Eyre. She had two brothers, one a clergyman, who married Miss Jane Reed, the other, John Eyre, merchant, Madeira, whose solicitor, wrote to us last August to inform us of our uncle's death, and to say that he had left his property to his brother the clergyman's orphan daughter, overlooking us
 , in consequence of a quarrel, never forgiven, between him and my father. He wrote again, a few weeks since, to intimate that the orphan was lost, and asking if we knew anything of her. A name casually
 written on a slip of paper of yours, which I found in the school room, has enabled me to find her out. You know the rest.”

“Your mother was my father's sister?”

“Yes.”

“My aunt, consequently?”

He bowed.

“You, Diana, and Mary, then, are my cousins, half our blood on each side flows from the same source
 ?”

“We are cousins; yes.”

Glorious discovery to a lonely woman! This was wealth indeed! Wealth to the heart! A mine of pure, comfortable affections. This was a blessing, bright and vivid. I now clapped my hands in sudden joy.

“Oh, I am glad! I am glad!” I exclaimed.

I walked fast through the room: I stopped, breathless with the thoughts that rose faster than I could receive
 , comprehend, settle them: thoughts of what might, could, would, and should be
 .

“Write to Diana and Mary tomorrow,” I said, “and tell them to come home directly. Diana said they would both consider themselves rich with a thousand pounds, so with five thousand they will do very well.”

“Tell me where I can get you a glass of water,” said St. John,“you must really make an effort
 to calm your feelings.”

“I'm perfectly calm! You cannot fail to see that twenty thousand pounds, the sum in question
 , divided equally between the nephew and three nieces
 of our uncle, will give five thousand to each? What I want is that you should write to your sisters and tell them of the fortune that has been left to them.”

“To you, you mean.”

“I am not brutally selfish
 , blindly unjust, or ungrateful. Besides, I am resolved
 I will have a home and connections. I like Moor House, and I will live at Moor House, I like Diana and Mary, and I will attach myself for life to Diana and Mary. 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.”

“And the school, Miss Eyre? It must now be shut up, I suppose?”

“No. I will retain my post
 of mistress till you get a substitute
 .”

He smiled. We shook hands, and he took leave.

注释


elapse［ilæps］
 vi.
 过去


some time elapsed before
 一段时间过去，before 是连接下句 I could comprehend my student 我才理解我的学生。


the educated
 受过教育的人


when I got to know them
 当我逐渐认识他们时


obliging［əˈblaidʒiŋ］
 a.
 乐于助人的


amiabe［ˈeimjəbl］
 a.
 和蔼可亲的


innate self-respect
 天生地自尊自爱


cordial greetings
 热情地打招呼


cordial［ˈkɔːdjəl］
 a.
 热情的


swelled with thankfulness
 充满了感激之情


charged with adventure
 遭遇险境


exciting crisis
 在危急时刻


the surge of despair
 绝望的感觉


shutter［ˈʃʌtə］
 n.
 百叶窗


trimmed my fire
 把炉中的火拨旺


frozen hurricane
 寒冷的飓风


removing his cloak and hanging it up against the door
 脱去斗蓬把它挂在门后，removing 和hanging两个现在分词是修饰动词answered 的陪伴动作。


statue［ˈstætjuː］
 n.
 雕像


thoughtful pose
 沉思的姿势


broken-up
 断断续续


in the charge of
 在…的监护下


resided yourself
 你自己曾住过的


the ward
 被收养者


profess［prəˈfes］
 v.
 愿意


had been scoured far and wide
 到处搜遍


respecting her
 有关她的


solicitor［səˈlisitə］
 n.
 律师


communicating the details
 告诉那些细节


renounce［riˈnauns］
 v.
 放弃


a new card turned up
 翻出的一张新牌


a matter one can comprehend
 一个人所能理解的事


one does not jump
 这个人不会跳起来


...one has got... one begins...
 连着的两个one 都指的是这个人。


a trifle
 小事一桩


took my breath
 使我喘不过气


a sudden thought occurred to me
 我突然转起一个念头


to aid
 有助于


overlooking us
 忽视我们


casually［ˈkæʒjuəli］
 ad.
 偶然地


the same source
 同一祖先


that rose faster than I could receive
 比我能理解来得更快的，定语从句修饰the thoughts。


thoughts of what might, could, would and should be
 那些我可以、可能、愿意、应该怎样的想法


make an effort
 尽力


in question
 刚才提到的


the nephew and three nieces
 一个外甥，三个nieces中两位是外甥女一位是侄女，在英语里外甥女及侄女都是niece。


brutally selfish
 无人性的，自私自利


I am resolved
 我已决心要


torment and oppress
 折磨并压抑


in justice
 在道义上


retain my post
 保留我的职位


a substitute
 一位代替者


Chapter 29

It was near Christmas by the time all was settled, the season of general holiday approached
 . I now closed Morton school. As I was locking the door, Mr. St. John came up to me.

“I must say, you seem quite overjoyed. I don't quite understand your light-heartedness, because I cannot tell what employment you propose to yourself as a substitute for the one you are giving up
 . What aim, what purpose, what ambition in life have you now?” he asked.

“My purpose is to have all things in an absolutely perfect state of readiness for Diana and Mary before they return next Thursday,and my ambition
 is to give them an ideal welcome home when they come.”

St. John smiled slightly, still he was dissatisfied.

“It is all very well for the present
 ,” said he, “but seriously, I hope you will begin to look beyond Moor House and Morton, and sisterly society, and the selfish calm and sensual comfort of civilized affluence
 .”

“I feel I have adequate cause
 to be happy, and I will be happy. Good-bye!”

Happy at Moor House I was, and hard I worked, and so did Hannah in preparing the house for their arrival. The eventful Thursday, at length
 , came. St. John arrived first. I invited him to accompany me on a general inspection of the result of my labors. Not a syllable did he utter
 indicating pleasure in the improved aspect of his home. This silence damped me
 . St. John was a good man; but I began to feel he had spoken truth of himself when he said he was hard and cold. Literally
 , he lived only to aspire
 — after what was good and great, certainly, but still 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, I comprehended all at once that he would hardly make a good husband, that it would be a trying thing
 to be his wife. I thought to myself, “He is right to choose a missionary's career, I see it now.”

“They are coming!They are coming!” cried Hannah, throwing open the parlor door. Out I ran. In a minute I had my face in contact first with Mary's soft cheek, then with Diana's flowing curls. They laughed, kissed me, then Hannah, who was half wild with delight, asked eagerly if all was well, and being assured in the affirmative
 , hastened into the house.

They were delighted with the renovation and decorations
 of their rooms, I had the pleasure of feeling that my arrangements met their wishes
 exactly, and that what I had done
 added a vivid charm to their joyous return home.

Sweet was that evening. My cousins, full of excitement, were so eloquent
 in narrative and comment that their fluency
 covered St. John's coldness. He was sincerely glad to see his sisters, but in their glow of excitement and flow of joy he could not sympathize
 .

Diana, after looking a little thoughtful for some minutes, asked him, “If his plans were yet unchanged.” “Unchanged and unchangeable,” was the reply. And he proceeded to inform us that his departure from England was now definitely fixed for the ensuing year
 .

As our mutual happiness (i. e., Diana's, Mary's, and mine) settled into a quieter character over the next week, and we resumed
 our usual habits and regular studies, St. John stayed more at home. He sat with us in the same room, sometimes for hours together. He appeared, sitting in his own recess
 , quiet and absorbed enough, but that blue eye of his had a habit of leaving his oriental language studies and wandering over, and sometimes fixing upon us, with a curious intensity of observation, if caught, it would be instantly withdrawn
 ; yet again, it returned searchingly to our table. I wondered what it meant.

One afternoon, I caught a cold, and my Mary and Diana went to the village for some medicine. I sat reading Schiller
 ; St. John was studying his oriental papers. As I exchanged a translation for an exercise, I happened to look his way, there I found myself under the influence of the ever-watchful blue eye
 . 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.

“Jane, I want you to give up German and learn the language of India.”

He then went on to explain that India's language was what he himself was at present studying, that it would assist him greatly to have a pupil with whom he might again and again go over the elements
 , and so fix them thoroughly in his mind. I should not, perhaps, have to make the sacrifice long
 , as it wanted now barely three months to his departure.

I consented. He expected me to study hard, and I worked hard to gain the appoval of my new teacher. But St. John did not much like talking or laughter: I grew silent. I daily wished more to please him, but to do so, I felt more and more that I must disown half my nature
 . He wanted to train me to an elevation
 I could never reach, it taxed me hourly to aspire to
 the standard he raised. I was under his command and could not disobey — even though I wished, many a time, he would no longer want to tutor me.

Perhaps you think I had forgotten Mr. Rochester, reader, amid these changes of place and fortune. Not for a moment. The craving
 to know what had become of him followed me everywhere.

Eventually, I wrote to Mrs. Fairfax, asking information on the subject. I felt sure it would elicit
 an early answer. When half a year wasted in vain expectancy
 , my hope died out, and then I felt dark indeed. One day, I came to my studies in lower spirits than usual, St. John called me to his side to read in the parlor. In attempting to do this, my voice failed me, words were lost in sobs. St. John and I were the only occupants of the parlor. He put away my books and his, locked his desk, and said, “Jane, you shall, take a walk, and with me.” In ten minutes I was treading the wild track
 of the forest, side by side with him. We sat down on a fallen log. For half an hour we never spoke. Then he began.

“Jane, I go in six weeks.”

“God will protect you, for you have undertaken His work
 ,” I answered.

“Yes,” said he, “Jane, come with me to India, come as my helper and fellow-laborer.”

The forest and sky spun round
 : the hills heaved
 ! It was as if I had heard a summons from Heaven.

“God and nature intended you for a missionary's wife
 . It is mental endowments
 they have given you, you are formed for labor, not for love. A missionary's wife you must — shall be. You shall be mine, I claim you — not for my pleasure, but for my Sovereign's
 service.”

“But I do not understand a missionary life: I have never studied missionary labors.”

“I have watched you ever since we first met. I have made you my study
 for months. Jane, you are diligent, disinterested, faithful, constant, and courageous, very gentle, and very heroic
 . Cease to mistrust yourself, I can trust you. As a director of Indian schools, and a helper amongst Indian women, your assistance will be to me invaluable.”

He waited for an answer. I demanded a quarter of an hour to think before I again hazarded a reply
 .

“Very willingly,” he rejoined, and rising, he strode a little distance up the pass, threw himself down on a swell of grass
 , and there lay still.

“I can do what he wants me to do, I am forced to see and acknowledge that,” I meditated
 . “Mr. Rochester is not here for me now. My business is to live without him now. I must seek another interest in life to replace the one lost
 . Consent, then, to St. John's demand is possible: but for one item — one dreadful item. It is that he asks me to be his wife, and has no more of a husband's heart for me than a rock. No, such a sacrifice would be monstrous
 . I will never undergo
 it. As his sister, I might accompany him — not as his wife: I will tell him so.”

I looked towards the grassy area. He started to his feet and approached me.

“I am ready to go to India, if I may go free. 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.“Adopted fraternity will not do in this case
 . Do you not see it, Jane?”

I did consider, and still my sense, such as it was, directed me only to the fact that we did not love each other as man and wife should, and, therefore, it inferred
 we ought not to marry. I said so.

“St. John, I regard you as a brother — you, me as a sister: so let us continue.”

“We cannot, we cannot,” he answered with short, sharp determination.“It would not do. You have said you will go with me to India: remember, you have said that.”

“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.”

“How can I, a man not yet thirty, take out with me to India a girl of nineteen, unless she be married to me? Jane, you would not repent
 marrying me. Undoubtedly, enough of love would follow upon marriage to render the union right
 even in your eyes.”

At these words I grew angry. “I scorn your idea of love,” I could not help saying, “I scorn the false sentiment
 you offer. Yes, St. John, and I scorn you when you offer it.”

He looked at me fixedly, compressing
 his well-cut lips while he did so.

“I scarcely expected to hear that expression from you,”

“Forgive me the words, St. John, but it is your own fault that I have been roused to speak so unguardedly
 . Abandon your scheme
 of marriage. Forget it.”

“No,” said he, “it is a long-cherished
 scheme, and the only one which can secure my great end
 .”

“God did not give me my life to throw away; and to do as you wish me would be almost equivalent to committing suicide
 . Moreover, before I definitely resolve on quitting England, I will know for certain whether I cannot be of greater use by remaining in it than by leaving it
 .”

“What do you mean?”

“It would be fruitless to attempt to explain, but there is a point on which I have long endured painful doubt, and I can go nowhere till by some means that doubt is removed
 .”

“I know where your heart turns and to what it clings. Long since you ought to have crushed it, now you should blush to allude to it. You think of Mr. Rochester?”

It was true. I confessed it by silence.

“Are you going to seek Mr. Rochester?”

“I must find out what has become of him.”

“It remains for me, then,” he said, “to remember you in my prayers, and to pray to God for you, in all earnestness, that you may not indeed become a lost soul. I had thought I recognized in you one of the chosen
 .”

He then walked away from me and soon disappeared into the forest.

That night, I expected him not to utter a single word to me; however, he surprised me by addressing me in his usual manner at the dinner table. He seemed to have forgiven my angry words, but I could tell that he had not forgotten them.

After dinner, he read a few passages from The Bible aloud to us. Once finished, we all got up to go. Diana and Mary having kissed him, left the room, in compliance
 , I think, with a whispered hint from him. I offered my hand, and wished him a pleasant journey, for he was to leave for Cambridge early the following morning.

“Thank you, Jane. I shall return from Cambridge in a fortnight, that space, then, is yet left you for reflection.God give you strength
 to choose that better part which shall not be taken from you!”

He laid his hand on my head as he uttered the last words. He had spoken earnestly, mildly. His look was not, indeed, that of a lover watching his mistress, but it was that of a guardian angel
 watching the soul for which he is responsible
 .

I stood motion less under his touch. My refusals were suddenly forgotten, my fears overcome. The Impossible — that is, my marriage with St. John — was fast becoming the Possible. Religion called — Angels beckoned — God commanded — The dim room was full of visions.

“Could you decide now?” asked the missionary. The inquiry was put in gentle tones. He drew me to him gently. Oh, that gentleness! How far more potent
 is it than force!

All the house was still, for I believe all, except St. John and myself, were now retired to rest. The one candle was dying out, and the room was full of moonlight. My heart beat fast and thick. Suddenly, it stood still to an inexpressible feeling that thrilled it through
 , and passed at once to my head. The feeling was not like an electric shock, but it was quite as sharp, as strange, as startling. It acted on my senses as if they were now
 summoned and forced to wake.

“What have you heard? What do you see?” asked St. John.

I saw nothing, but I heard a voice somewhere cry — “Jane!Jane!Jane!” Nothing more.

“Oh God! What is it?” I gasped
 .

I knew not where it was coming from! It was the voice of a human being — a known, loved, well-remembered voice — that of Edward Fairfax Rochester, and it spoke in pain and sadness, wildly, urgently.

“I am coming!” I cried. “Wait for me!Oh, I will come!”

I flew to the door and looked into the passage, it was dark. I ran out into the garden, it was void
 .

“Where are you?” I exclaimed.

The wind sighed low in the trees, all was countryside loneliness and midnight hush
 . I left St. John; I mounted to my chamber, locked myself in, fell on my knees
 , and prayed in my way — a different way to St. John's
 , but effective in its own fashion. I rose from the thanksgiving and lay down, enlightened, and eager but for the daylight.

注释


approach［əˈprəutʃ］
 v.
 到来


the one you are giving up
 你正在放弃的那个，the one 指employment 那份工作。


my ambition
 我的期盼


all very well for the present
 目前倒还可以


sensual comfort
 物质享受


of civilized affluence
 文明社会中的富裕生活


affluence［ˈæfluəns］
 n.
 富裕


adequate cause
 足够的理由


at length
 终于


not a syllable did he utter
 他没说一句话他一声未出，倒装句。


damped me
 使我感到沮丧


literally［ˈlitərəli］
 ad.
 确实地


to aspire
 为的是追求


a trying thing
 一件难以对付的事


being assured in the affirmative
 在肯定得到正面答案之后，the affir- mative 指她们都很好。


the renovation and decorations
 装修及各种摆设


feeling that my arrangements met their wishes
 感到我的安排完全附合她们的愿望。


that what I had done...
 还感到我们所做的一切。两个that引导的都是同位语从句，表示feeling。


eloquent［ˈeləkwənt］
 a.
 雄辩的


fluency［ˈfluənsi］
 n.
 言谈流利的


sympathize［ˈsimpəθaiz］
 n.
 同情、同意


definitely fixed for the ensuing year
 已确定在下一年


resume［riˈzjuːm］
 v.
 恢复


in his own recess
 在隐蔽处


if caught, it would be instantly withdrawn
 如果被发现，他的视线就立时缩回去，或转移开，it指的是他的视线。


Schiller
 席勒，德国诗人兼创作家(1759—1805)


the ever-watchful blue eye
 总是警觉的蓝眼睛


go over the elements
 巩固基本语法


make the sacrifice long
 作出长时间的牺牲


disown half my nature
 放弃我的天性


to an elevation
 到达高度


to aspire to
 渴望达到


the craving
 迫切的需要


elicit［iˈlisit］
 vt.
 引出


in vain expectancy
 落空的期盼


treading the wild track
 步行在荒芜的小路上


spun round
 旋转，动词原形是spin。


heave［hiːv］
 v.
 移动起伏


missionary's wife
 传教士的妻子


endowment［inˈdəument］
 n.
 天资


Sovereign［ˈsɔvrin］
 n.
 统治者，大写S表示上帝


made you my study
 使你成为我研究的对象


heroic［hiˈrəuik］
 a.
 英勇的、高尚的


hazarded a reply
 冒险作出回答


a swell of grass
 草地隆起处


meditate［ˈmediteit］
 v.
 默想


to replace the one lost
 取代失去的


monstrous［ˈmɔnstrəs］
 a.
 畸形的


undergo［ˌʌndəˈɡəu］
 vt.
 忍受


hitherto［ˌhiðəˈtuː］
 ad.
 迄今为止


will not do in this case
 在此情况下行不通


infer［inˈfəː］
 v.
 意味着


repent［ˈriːpənt］
 v.
 后悔


render the union right
 使这样的结合成为正确


false sentiment
 虚伪的感情


compress［kəmˈpres］
 v.
 紧闭着，紧咬着


unguarded［ˈʌnˈɡɑːdid］
 a.
 未加防范的


your scheme
 你的计划


long-cherished
 筹划很久的


my great end
 伟大的目标


equivalent［iˈkwivələnt］
 n.
 相等


to committing suicide
 等于自杀


remaining in it than by leaving it
 住在英国比离开英国更…，两个it都指的是英国。


doubt is removed
 不再怀疑


one of the chosen
 被检选的人，指被上帝选召。


in compliance
 顺从地


God give you strength
 但愿上帝赐你力量，第三人称God give 未加s是因为此句为祝愿的话：May God give...


a guardian angel
 守护神


the soul for which he is responsibe
 他负责保护的灵魂


far more potent
 强有力得多


potent［ˈpəutənt］
 a.
 有力的


inexpressible feeling that thrilled it through
 这种难以用语言表达的感觉穿透指心脏


as if they were now
 仿佛我的感觉现在都被，虚拟语态，they 指my senses 我的感官。


gasp［ɡɑːsp］
 v.
 喘息，透不过气


void［vɔid］
 n.
 空无所有


hush［hʌʃ］
 n.
 万籁俱寂


fell on my knees
 跪在地上


a different way to St. John's
 与St. John's 的祷告方式不同。


Chapter 30

The daylight came. I rose at dawn. I busied myself for an hour or two with arranging my things in my chamber, drawers, and wardrobe
 , in the order wherein I should wish to leave them during a brief absence
 . Meantime, I heard St. John quit his room. He stopped at my door, I feared he would knock, no, but a slip of paper was passed under the door. I took it up. It bore these words, “You left me too suddenly last night. I shall expect your clear decision when I return this day fortnight
 . I shall pray for you hourly. Yours, St. John.”

I heard the front door open, and St. John pass out. Looking through the window, I saw him traverse
 the garden. He took the way over the fields in the direction of Whitcross, where 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. I have someone to see and ask after in England, before I depart for ever.”

At breakfast, I announced
 to Diana and Mary that I was going on a journey, and should be absent at least four days. Diana asked me if I was sure I was well enough to travel. I looked very pale, she observed. I replied that nothing bothered me save anxiety of mind
 , which I hoped soon to alleviate
 .

I left Moor House at three o'clock in the afternoon, once more on the road to Thornfield. It was a journey of thirty-six hours. I had set out from Whitcross in the afternoon, and early on the succeeding Thursday morning I began to recognize the character of the landscape. I was sure we were near my destination
 .

“How far is Thornfield Hall from here?” I asked of the driver.

“Just two miles, ma'am, across the fields.”

I got out of the coach, paid my fare, and began to walk the rest of the way. My heart leapt up. I was already on my master's very lands. How fast I walked! How I ran sometimes. How I looked forward to catching the first view of the full front of the mansion. I reached the edge of the cluster of trees that hid the house from view and peeped
 around the corner.

I looked with nervous joy towards a stately house, I saw a blackened ruin. The lawn, the grounds were destroyed; no roof, no chimneys — all had crashed in
 . And there was the silence of death about it.

What story belonged to this disaster
 ? Had life been wrecked as well as property? If so, whose? Some answer must be had to these questions. I could find it nowhere but at the inn, and there I returned. When the host himself brought my breakfast into the parlor, I requested him to shut the door and sit down, I had some questions to ask him about Thornfield Hall.

“I suppose you are a stranger in these parts, or you would have heard what happened last autumn. Thornfield Hall was burnt down. A dreadful disaster! The fire broke out at dead of night
 , and before the engines
 arrived from Millcote, the house was one mass of flame. It was a terrible spectacle
 , I witnessed it myself.”

“Was it known how it originated
 ?” I demanded.

“Well, there was a crazy woman there, kept in very close confinement
 , ma'am, people even for some years was not absolutely certain of her existence
 . No one saw her, they only knew by rumor
 that such a person was at the Hall; and who or what she was it was difficult to guess. Well, this lady, ma'am,” he continued, “turned out to be Mr. Rochester's wife!”

“Was it suspected that this woman, Mrs. Rochester, had any hand in it
 ?”

“You've hit it, ma'am. It's quite certain that it was her, and nobody but her, that set the fire. Her caregiver, Grace, was fast asleep after drinking some alcohol
 she had hidden away in her room. The mad lady let herself out of her chamber and set fire first to the hangings of the room next her own, and then she got down to a lower floor, and made her way to the chamber that had been the governess's, and she lighted the bed there, but there was nobody sleeping in it, fortunately. The governess had run away two months before, and for all Mr. Rochester sought her
 as if she had been the most precious thing he had in the world, he never could hear a word of her, and he grew savage
 — quite savage in his disappointment
 . He never was a wild man, but he got dangerous after he lost her. He would be alone, too. He sent Mrs. Fairfax, the housekeeper, away to her friends at a distance, but he did it handsomely, for he settled an annuity on her
 for life. Miss Adèle, a ward he had, was put to school. Then he shut himself up like a hermit
 at the 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 was burning above and below, and got the servants out of their beds and helped them down himself, and went back to get his mad wife out of her cell. And then they called out to him that she was on the roof, standing, waving her arms and shouting out till they could hear her a mile off. I witnessed
 , and several more witnessed, Mr. Rochester ascend through the door onto the roof. We heard him call ‘Bertha!’ We saw him approach her, and then, ma'am, she yelled and gave a spring, and the next minute she lay smashed on the pavement
 .”

“Dead?”

“Dead!”

“Good God!Were any other lives lost?”

“No — perhaps it would have been better if there had.”

“What do you mean?”

“Poor Mr. Rochester! He is stone-blind,” he said at last.“He wouldn't leave the house till every one else was out before him. As he came down the great staircase at last, after Mrs. Rochester had flung herself from the roof, there was a great crash — all fell. He was taken out from under the ruins
 , alive, but sadly hurt, a beam
 had fallen in such a way as to protect him partly, but one eye was knocked out, and one hand so crushed that Mr. Carter, the surgeon, had to cut it off directly. The other eye burned, he lost the sight of that also. He is now helpless, indeed, blind and a cripple
 .”

“Where is he? Where does he now live?”

“On a farm he has, about thirty miles off, quite a desolate spot
 .”

“Who is with him?”

“His servants, Old John and his wife, he would have none else. He is quite broken down
 , they say.”

“Have you any sort of conveyance
 ?”

“We have a carriage, ma'am.”

“Let it be got ready instantly, and if your post-boy can drive me to the farm this day, I'll pay both you and him twice the hire you usually demand
 .”

注释


wardrobe［ˈwɔːdrəub］
 n.
 衣橱


a brief absence
 短期出门


this day fortnight
 两星期后的今天


traverse［ˈtrævə(ː)s］
 v.
 穿行


announce［əˈnauns］
 n.
 宣布


save anxiety of mind
 除了心情紧张外


alleviate［əˈliːvieit］
 vt.
 减轻


my destination
 我的目的地


peep［piːp］
 v.
 窥视


all had crashed in
 一切都坍塌了


disaster［diˈzɑːstə］
 n.
 灾难


at dead of night
 在寂静的深夜


the engines
 指救火车、消防车


a terrible spectacle
 可怕的景象


originate［əˈridʒineit］
 v.
 起因


confinement［kənˈfainmənt］
 n.
 关禁


her existence
 她的存在


by rumor
 据传言


had any hand in it
 与此事有关


alcohol［ˈælkəhɔl］
 n.
 酒精


and for all Mr. Rochester sought her
 虽然他尽全力寻找她


grew savage
 变得狂野起来


in his disappointment
 在失望中


annuity on her
 给她年金


a hermit
 隐居人


the attics
 顶楼、阁楼


witness［ˈwitnis］
 v.
 见证、目睹


lay smashed on the pavement
 摔在地面上躺在那里


under the ruins
 在废墟下


a beam
 一根横梁


blind and a cripple
 瞎眼并且成为瘸子


a desolate spot
 一个荒凉的所在


broken down
 跨掉


conveyance［kənˈveiəns］
 n.
 运输工具


the hire you usually demand
 通常索要的租金


Chapter 31

I got to the farm just before dark, the last mile I performed on foot. When I arrived, I found the house just as the hotel manager had said, “quite a desolate spot.” As I approached, the front door opened slowly, a figure came out into the twilight
 and stood on the step, a man without a hat. He stretched forth his hand as if to feel whether it rained. Dusk as it was
 , I had recognized him, it was my master, Edward Rochester, and no other.

I stayed my step, almost my breath too, and stood to watch him. His form was of the same strong shape, but in his face I saw a change that looked desperate and brooding
 — that reminded me of some wronged and chained wild beast
 or bird, dangerous to approach in his sadness.

Mr. Rochester now tried to walk about, but vainly, all was too uncertain. He groped his way
 back to the house, and, reentering it, closed the door.

I now drew near and knocked, one of his servants opened for me.

“Mary,” I said, “how are you?”

She started
 as if she had seen a ghost, I calmed her. To her hurried, “Is it really you, miss, come at this late hour to this lonely place?” I answered by taking her hand, and then I followed her into the kitchen. I explained to her, in a few words, that I had heard all which had happened since I left Thornfield, and that I had come to see Mr. Rochester. Then, just at this moment, the parlor-bell rang
 . She then proceeded to fill a glass with water, and placed it on a tray, together with candles.

“Give the tray to me, I will carry it in,” I said.

I took it from her hand, and she pointed me out the parlor door. The tray shook as I held it, the water spilt from the glass
 , my heart struck my ribs loud and fast. Mary opened the door for me, and shut it behind me.

Pilot jumped up with a bark and bounded towards me
 . He almost knocked the tray from my hands. I set it on the table, then patted him, and said softly, “Lie down!” Mr. Rochester, who I then saw sitting near the fire, turned and said, “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 I stood, he did not touch me. “Who is this? Who is this?” he demanded, trying, as it seemed, to see with those sightless eyes.“Answer me — speak again!” he ordered.

“It is someone whom Pilot and your servants know.”

“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 cannot live!”

He groped
 . I grabbed his wandering hand, and captured it in both mine
 .

“Her very fingers!” he cried, “her small, slight fingers! If so, there must be more of her.”

The muscular hand broke from my custody
 ; my arm was seized, my shoulder, neck, waist, I was pulled to him.

“Is it Jane? This is her shape, this is her size.”

“My dear master,” I answered, “I am Jane Eyre, I have found you out. I have come back to you.”

“In truth? In the flesh
 ? My living Jane? It is a dream, such dreams as I have had
 at night when I have clasped her once more to my heart, as I do now
 ; and kissed her, as thus, and felt that she loved me, and trusted that she would not leave me.”

“Which I never will, sir, from this day.”

I pressed my lips to his once brilliant
 and now sightless eyes, I swept his hair from his brow, and kissed that too.

“I am an independent woman now,” I said.

“Independent! What do you mean, Jane?”

“My uncle in Madeira is dead, and he left me five thousand pounds.”

“But as you are rich
 , Jane, you have now, no doubt, friends who will look after you, and not suffer you to devote yourself to
 a blind fool like me?”

“I told you I am independent, sir, as well as rich: I am my own mistress.”

“And you will stay with me?”

“Certainly. Unless you object
 . I will be your neighbor, your nurse, your housekeeper. I find you lonely, I will be your companion, to read to you, to walk with you, to sit with you, to wait on you
 , to be eyes and hands to you. Cease to look so melancholy
 , my dear master; you shall not be left desolate, so long as I live
 .”

He replied not. He seemed serious, abstracted
 , he sighed, he half-opened his lips as if to speak, he closed them again. He seemed disappointed.

“But you cannot always be my nurse, Janet, you are young, you must marry one day.”

“I don't care about being married. Now, let me leave you an instant, to make a better fire. When do you take supper?”

“I never take supper.”

“But you shall have some tonight. I am hungry, so are you. I'm sure, only you forget.”

My spirits were excited, and with pleasure and ease I talked to him during supper, and for a long time after. It brought to life
 and light my whole nature, in his presence I thoroughly lived
 , and he lived in mine. Blind as he was, smiles played over his face, joy dawned on his forehead. After supper, he began to ask me many questions, of where I had been, what I had been doing, how I had found him out; but I gave him only very partial replies
 , it was too late to enter into details that night. Besides, I wished to touch no deep, thrilling chord
 , to open no fresh well of emotion in his heart,my sole present aim was to cheer him
 .

I soon told him that I must go to bed, for I had had a long journey and wished to rest so that the next day I would be refreshed.

“But you haven't told me what happened to you. Where you went. With whom you stayed!” he said.

“I'll tell you everything tomorrow. I promise.”

“You'll be here in the morning? I'll awaken to the wonderful sound of your voice?”

I laughed and made my escape, still laughing as I ran upstairs to bed.

Most of the next morning was spent in the open air. I led him out of the wet and wild wood into some cheerful fields, I described to him how brilliantly green they
 were, how the flowers and hedges looked refreshed, how sparklingly blue was the sky. I sought a seat for him in a hidden and lovely spot, a dry stump of a tree, nor did I refuse to let him, when seated, place me on his knee
 . He broke out suddenly while clasping me in his arms, “Cruel, cruel deserter
 !Oh, Jane, what did I feel when I discovered you had fled from Thornfield, and when I could nowhere find you, and, after examining your apartment, ascertained
 that you had taken no money, nor anything which could serve as an equivalent
 ! What could my darling do, I asked, left penniless? And what did she do? Let me hear now.”


Thus urged, I began
 the narrative of my experience for the last year. The inherited fortune
 and the discovery of my relations followed in due order
 . Of course, St. John's name came in frequently in the progress of my tale. When I had done, that name was immediately taken up.

“Oh, till this moment, I thought my little Jane was all mine! I had a belief she loved me even when she left me. Long as we have been parted, hot tears as I have wept over our separation
 , I never thought that while I was mourning her she was loving another!But it is useless grieving. Jane, leave me, go and marry St. John.”

“He will never be my husband. He does not love me, and I do not love him. He wanted to marry me only because he thought I should make a suitable missionary's wife. He is not like you, sir. I am not happy at his side, nor near him, nor with him. He has no indulgence for me, no fondness
 . He sees nothing attractive in me,not even my youth. Then I must leave you, sir, to go to him?”

He smiled.

“What, Jane! Is this true? Is such really the state of matters between you and St. John?”

“Absolutely, sir! All my heart is yours, sir, it belongs to you,and with you it would remain, were fate to exile the rest of me
 from your presence forever.”

“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 to wait on?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Truly, Jane?”

“Most truly, sir.”

“Oh! My darling! God bless you and reward
 you! We have nothing in the world to wait for!We must be married instantly
 ! I had long had the impression that since I could nowhere find you, you must be dead. Late last Monday night, I pleaded for God
 to end my suffering, and my heart's wishes broke involuntarily
 from my lips in the words, ‘Jane!Jane!Jane!’”

“Did you speak these words aloud?”

“I did, Jane. If any listener had heard me, he would have thought me 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 the strange point. You will think me superstitious
 , a voice came, and replied, ‘I am coming! Wait for me!’ and a moment after, went whispering on the wind the words
 ，‘Where are you?’”

Reader, it was on Monday night, near midnight, that I too had received the mysterious summons
 ，and those were the very words by which I replied to it. I listened to Mr. Rochester's narrative, but made no disclosure
 in return.

Then he rose and stretched
 his hand out to be led. 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 prop and guide
 . We entered the wood, and headed homeward.

注释


into the twilight
 进入黄昏的暮色


twilight［ˈtwailait］
 n.
 黄昏


dusk as it was
 虽然在黄昏时刻


brooding［bruːdiŋ］
 vt.
 在郁闷地沉思


wronged and chained wild beast
 被虐待和被锁住的野兽


groped his way
 摸索着前进


start［stɑːt］
 v.
 吓了一跳


parlor-bell rang
 客厅里呼唤仆人的铃声响了


split from the glass
 从玻璃杯里溅出来


bounded towards me
 朝我跳过来


my brain burst
 我的头将会爆裂


be perceptible to the touch
 感觉到她的触摸


grope［ɡrəup］
 v.
 摸索


captured it in both mine
 我用两手握住他的手，it指他的手。


custody［ˈkʌstədi］
 n.
 保管，在此句中指两手紧握，指挣脱我紧握着的双手。


in the flesh
 有血有肉，指活人


such dreams as I have had
 像我有过的那些梦一样


as I do now
 像我现在一样，指拥抱。


once brilliant
 一度十分明亮的


but as you are rich
 现在你既已富有


to devote yourself to
 让自己专心关爱


you object
 你反对


wait on you
 伺候你


melancholy［ˈmelənkəli］
 a.
 忧郁的


you shall not be left desolate, so long as I live
 只要我活着，你决不会没人管（决不会孤寂）。


abstracted［æbˈstræktid］
 a.
 心不在焉的


it brought to life
 激活天性


thoroughly lived
 真正地活着


partial replies
 部分回答


thrilling chord
 激动的情绪


sole present aim was to cheer him
 眼前的目的只是让他高兴


how brilliantly green
 鲜绿色，they 指田野。


place me on his knee
 让我坐在他的腿上


deserter［diˈzəːtə］
 n.
 逃离者


ascertain［ˌæsəˈtein］
 v.
 肯定


as an equivalent
 当成同样东西，指当钱用。


thus urged, I began
 在如此的催促下，我开始。


inherited fortune
 遗赠的钱财


in due order
 顺序


wept over our separation
 因分离而哭泣


no indulgence for me
 并未对我着迷


indulgence［inˈdʌldʒəns］
 n.
 放任


no fondness
 没有感情


with you it would remain
 我的心会留给你，it指心。


were fate to exile the rest of me
 尽管命运把我与你分开


reward［riˈwɔːd］
 v.
 报偿


instantly［ˈinstəntli］
 ad.
 立刻


pleaded for God
 向上帝祈求


involuntary［inˈvɔləntəri］

 a.不自觉的


with such frantic energy
 用极为疯狂的力气


of no consequence
 没有结果


superstitious［ˌsjuːpəˈstiʃəs］
 a.
 迷信的


went whispering on the wind the words
 那低语由风带来，倒装句。


mysterious summons
 神秘的召唤


made no disclosure
 没有泄露


stretch［stretʃ］
 v.
 伸出


lower of stature than he
 比他身矮


his prop and guide
 他的支柱和领路人


Chapter 32

Reader, I married him. A quiet wedding we had, he and I, the priest and clerk, were alone present. I wrote to Moor House and to Cambridge, immediately, to say what I had done, fully explaining also why I had thus acted
 . Diana and Mary approved
 the step completely. Diana announced that she would just give me time to get over the honeymoon, and then she would come and see me. How St. John received the news, I don't know. He never answered the letter in which I communicated it
 . Yet six months after, he wrote to me, without, however, mentioning Mr. Rochester's name or alluding to
 my marriage. His letter was then calm, and, though very serious, kind. He has maintained a regular, though not frequent, correspondence
 ever since.

You have not quite forgotten little Adèle, have you, reader? I sought out a school that best suited her needs
 , and was near enough to permit of my visiting her often, and bringing her home sometimes. I took care she should never want for anything
 that could contribute to her comfort. She soon settled in her new home, became very happy there, and made fair progress in her studies. When, later, she left school, I found in her a pleasing and obliging companion
 .

I have now been married ten years. Mr. Rochester continued blind the first two years of our union. Then, one morning, as I was writing a letter to his dictation
 , he came and bent over me, and said, “Jane, have you a glittering ornament
 round your neck?”

I had on a gold watch-chain, and answered “Yes.”

“And have you a pale-blue dress on?”

I had. He informed me then, that for some time he had felt the obscurity
 clouding one eye was becoming less dense
 , and that now he was sure of it. He and I went up to London. He had the advice of an eminent
 eye doctor, and he eventually recovered the sight of that one eye. He cannot now see very distinctly; he cannot read or write much; but he can find his way without being led by the hand. When his firstborn
 was put into his arms, he could see that the boy had inherited
 his own eyes, as they once were, large, brilliant, and black.

My Edward and I, then, are happy, and the more so, because those we most love are happy likewise
 . Diana and Mary are both married; alternately
 , once every year, they come to see us, and we go to see them. As to St. John, he went to India. He entered on the path he had marked for himself, he pursues it still
 . He is unmarried:he never will marry now. His years of work abroad have taken their toll
 on him. The last letter I received from him drew from my eyes human tears, and yet filled my heart with divine joy. He anticipated
 he would soon be with God in heaven. And why weep for this? No fear of death will darken St. John's last hour. His mind will be unclouded, his heart will be unafraid, his hope will be sure, his faith strong. His own words are a pledge
 of this, “My master,” he says,“has forwarned me. Daily he announces more distinctly.‘Surely I come quickly.’ And hourly I more eagerly respond, ‘Amen; even so, come, Lord Jesus!’
 ”

THE END

注释


why I had thus acted
 我为什么那么做


approved［əˈpruːv］
 v.
 赞成


communicated it
 把…告诉他，it指结婚消息。


alluding to
 提到


correspondence［ˌkɔrisˈpɔndəns］
 v.
 通信


suited her needs
 满足她的需要


never want for anything
 从不缺乏任何东西


obliging companion
 亲切的朋友


to his dictation
 按他的口述


glittering ornament
 闪亮的饰物


obscurity［əbˈskjuəriti］
 n.
 朦胧


less dense
 不那么厚了


eminent［ˈeminənt］
 a.
 当时著名的


his firstborn
 他的长子


inherit［inˈherit］
 v.
 继承


likewise［ˈlaikˌwaiz］
 ad.
 也同样


alternately［ɔːlˈtəːnitli］
 ad.
 轮流地


pursues it still
 仍然追求，it指道路。


have taken their toll
 付出严重代价，造成重大损失


anticipate［ænˈtisipeit］
 v.
 预料


pledge［pledʒ］
 n.
 保证


“Amen; even so, come, Lord Jesus”
 这是圣经最后一书中最后倒数的第二句话：“阿门，主耶稣阿，我愿你来。”《启示录》第22章节20节。
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