GCSE (9-1)
English Language

ANTHOLOGY
19th century texts for post-16 teaching

Introduction
This Anthology has been created to support the delivery of GCSE English
Language to post-16 learners.
We have taken extracts from 19th century novels for you to use to prepare your
students for the Paper 1, Section A part of the exam. This part of the exam
consists of unseen 19th century fictional extracts from which students are asked
a range of questions.
We have also devised nine lesson plans, one for each of the nine novels included
in this anthology. You can adapt the lesson plans for any of the other extracts in
this anthology.
The extracts are not compiled by text and are not sequential. This is to give you
the option of switching between texts and extracts in order to maintain students’
interest. Of course, you may choose to teach them in whichever order you wish.
None of the extracts in this Anthology will be used in the live exam.
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1. Jane Eyre: Charlotte Brontë
Jane Eyre reflects on her life at Lowood now that her friend Miss Temple
has left the school.
I walked about the chamber most of the time. I imagined myself only to be
regretting my loss, and thinking how to repair it; but when my reflections were
concluded, and I looked up and found that the afternoon was gone, and evening
far advanced, another discovery dawned on me, namely, that in the interval I
had undergone a transforming process; that my mind had put off all it had
borrowed of Miss Temple—or rather that she had taken with her the serene
atmosphere I had been breathing in her vicinity—and that now I was left in my
natural element, and beginning to feel the stirring of old emotions.
It did not seem as if a prop were withdrawn, but rather as if a motive were
gone: it was not the power to be tranquil which had failed me, but the reason for
tranquillity was no more. My world had for some years been in Lowood: my
experience had been 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 perils.
I went to my window, opened it, and looked out. There were the two wings of
the building; there was the garden; there were the skirts of Lowood; there was
the hilly horizon. My eye passed all other objects to rest on those most remote,
the blue peaks; it was those I longed to surmount; all within their boundary of
rock and heath seemed prison-ground, exile limits. I traced the white road
winding round the base of one mountain, and vanishing in a gorge between two;
how I longed to follow it farther! I recalled the time when I had travelled that
very road in a coach; I remembered descending that hill at twilight; an age
seemed to have elapsed since the day which brought me first to Lowood, and I
had never quitted it since. My vacations had all been spent at school: Mrs. Reed
had never sent for me to Gateshead; neither she nor any of her family had ever
been to visit me. I had had no communication by letter or message with the
outer world: school-rules, school-duties, school-habits and notions, and voices,
and faces, and phrases, and costumes, and preferences, and antipathies – such
was what I knew of existence. And now I felt that it was not enough; I tired of
the routine of eight years in one afternoon. I desired liberty; for liberty I gasped;
for liberty I uttered a prayer; it seemed scattered on the wind then faintly
blowing. I abandoned it and framed a humbler supplication; for change,
stimulus: that petition, too, seemed swept off into vague space: “Then,” I cried,
half desperate, “grant me at least a new servitude!”
Here a bell, ringing the hour of supper, called me downstairs. I was not free to
resume the interrupted chain of my reflections till bedtime: even then a teacher
who occupied the same room with me kept me from the subject to which I
longed to recur, by a prolonged effusion of small talk. How I wished sleep would
silence her. It seemed as if, could I but go back to the idea which had last
entered my mind as I stood at the window, some inventive suggestion would
rise for my relief.
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Miss Gryce snored at last; she was a heavy Welshwoman, and till now her
habitual nasal strains had never been regarded by me in any other light than as
a nuisance; to-night I hailed the first deep notes with satisfaction; I was
debarrassed of interruption; my half- effaced thought instantly revived.

7

2. Great Expectations: Charles Dickens
Pip describes his experiences while living with Mr and Mrs. Joe.
My sister, Mrs. Joe Gargery, was more than twenty years older than I, and had
established a great reputation with herself and the neighbours because she had
brought me up “by hand.” Having at that time to find out for myself what the
expression meant, and knowing her to have a hard and heavy hand, and to be
much in the habit of laying it upon her husband as well as upon me, I supposed
that Joe Gargery and I were both brought up by hand.
She was not a good-looking woman, my sister; and I had a general impression
that she must have made Joe Gargery marry her by hand. Joe was a fair man,
with curls of flaxen₁ hair on each side of his smooth face, and with eyes of such a
very undecided blue that they seemed to have somehow got mixed with their
own whites. He was a mild, good-natured, sweet-tempered, easy-going, foolish,
dear fellow, – a sort of Hercules in strength, and also in weakness.
My sister, Mrs. Joe, with black hair and eyes, had such a prevailing redness of
skin that I sometimes used to wonder whether it was possible she washed
herself with a nutmeggrater instead of soap. She was tall and bony, and almost
always wore a coarse apron, fastened over her figure behind with two loops, and
having a square impregnable bib in front, that was stuck full of pins and needles.
She made it a powerful merit in herself, and a strong reproach against Joe, that
she wore this apron so much. Though I really see no reason why she should
have worn it at all; or why, if she did wear it at all, she should not have taken it
off, every day of her life.
Joe’s forge₂ adjoined our house, which was a wooden house, as many of the
dwellings in our country were, – most of them, at that time. When I ran home
from the churchyard, the forge was shut up, and Joe was sitting alone in the
kitchen. Joe and I being fellowsufferers, and having confidences as such, Joe
imparted a confidence to me, the moment I raised the latch of the door and
peeped in at him opposite to it, sitting in the chimney corner. “Mrs. Joe has been
out a dozen times, looking for you, Pip. And she’s out now, making it a baker’s
dozen.” “Is she?” “Yes, Pip,” said Joe; “and what’s worse, she’s got Tickler with
her.”
At this dismal intelligence, I twisted the only button on my waistcoat round
and round, and looked in great depression at the fire. Tickler was a waxended piece of cane, worn smooth by collision with my tickled frame.
"She sot down," said Joe, "and she got up, and she made a grab at Tickler,
and she Ram-paged out. That's what she did," said Joe, slowly clearing the
fire between the lower bars with the poker, and looking at it: "she Ram-paged
out, Pip."
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₁flaxen - fair
₂forge - workshop
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3. Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde: Robert Louis Stevenson
From ‘The Carew Murder Case’ – Mr Utterson and Inspector Newcomen
take a cab to Mr Hyde’s house.
It was by this time about nine in the morning, and the first fog of the season. A
great chocolate-coloured pall₁ lowered over heaven, but the wind was continually
charging and routing these embattled vapours; so that as the cab crawled from
street to street, Mr Utterson beheld a marvellous number of degrees and hues of
twilight; for here it would be dark like the back-end of evening; and there would
be a glow of a rich, lurid brown, like the light of some strange conflagration₂;
and here, for a moment, the fog would be quite broken up, and a haggard shaft
of daylight would glance in between the swirling wreaths. The dismal quarter of
Soho seen under these changing glimpses, with its muddy ways, and slatternly₃
passengers, and its lamps, which had never been extinguished or had been
kindled afresh to combat this mournful reinvasion of darkness, seemed, in the
lawyer’s eyes, like a district of some city in a nightmare. The thoughts of his
mind, besides, were of the gloomiest dye; and when he glanced at the
companion of his drive, he was conscious of some touch of that terror of the law
and the law’s officers which may at times assail the most honest.
As the cab drew up before the address indicated, the fog lifted a little and
showed him a dingy street, a gin palace, a low French eating-house, a shop for
the retail of penny numbers and two-penny salads, many ragged children
huddled in the doorways, and many women of many different nationalities
passing out, key in hand, to have a morning glass; and the next moment the fog
settled down again upon that part, as brown as umber⁴, and cut him off from his
blackguardly surroundings. This was the home of Henry Jekyll’s favourite; of a
man who was heir to a quarter of a million sterling.
An ivory-faced and silvery-haired old woman opened the door. She had an evil
face, smoothed by hypocrisy; but her manners were excellent. Yes, she said,
this was Mr Hyde’s, but he was not at home; he had been in that night very late,
but had gone away again in less than an hour: there was nothing strange in
that; his habits were very irregular, and he was often absent; for instance, it
was nearly two months since she had seen him till yesterday.
“Very well, then, we wish to see his rooms,” said the lawyer; and when the
woman began to declare it was impossible, “I had better tell you who this
person is,” he added. “This is Inspector Newcomen of Scotland Yard.”
A flash of odious joy appeared upon the woman’s face. “Ah!” said she, “he
is in trouble! What has he done?
“Mr. Utterson and the inspector exchanged glances. “He don’t seem a very
popular character,” observed the latter. “And now, my good woman, just let
me and this gentleman have a look about us.”
In the whole extent of the house, which but for the old woman remained
otherwise empty, Mr. Hyde had only used a couple of rooms; but these
were furnished with luxury and good taste. A closet was filled with wine;
the plate was of silver, the napery⁵ elegant; a good picture hung upon the
walls, a gift (as Utterson supposed) from Henry Jekyll, who was much of a
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connoisseur; and the carpets were of many plies and agreeable in colour. At
this moment, however, the rooms bore every mark of having been recently
and hurriedly ransacked; clothes lay about the floor, with their pockets
inside out; lock-fast drawers stood open; and on the hearth there lay a pile
of grey ashes, as though many papers had been burned. From these
embers the inspector disinterred the butt-end of a green cheque-book,
which had resisted the action of the fire; the other half of the stick was
found behind the door and as this clinched his suspicions, the officer
declared himself delighted. A visit to the bank, where several thousand
pounds were found to be lying to the murderer’s credit, completed his
gratification.

₁pall – cover/shroud
₂conflagration – destructive fire
₃slatternly – dishevelled/unkempt
⁴umber – dark coloured earth
⁵napery – table linen
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4. A Christmas Carol: Charles Dickens
‘Marley’s Ghost’ – Scrooge is visited by two men collecting money for
the poor.
This lunatic, in letting Scrooge’s nephew out, had let two other people in. They
were portly gentlemen, pleasant to behold, and now stood, with their hats off, in
Scrooge’s office. They had books and papers in their hands, and bowed to him.
“Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe,” said one of the gentlemen, referring to his list.
“Have I the pleasure of addressing Mr. Scrooge, or Mr. Marley?”
“Mr. Marley has been dead these seven years,” Scrooge replied. “He died seven
years ago, this very night.”
“We have no doubt his liberality is well represented by his surviving partner,”
said the gentleman, presenting his credentials.
It certainly was; for they had been two kindred spirits. At the ominous word
“liberality,” Scrooge frowned, and shook his head, and handed the credentials
back.
“At this festive season of the year, Mr. Scrooge,” said the gentleman, taking up
a pen, “it is more than usually desirable that we should make some slight
provision for the Poor and Destitute, who suffer greatly at the present time.
Many thousands are in want of common necessaries; hundreds of thousands are
in want of common comforts, sir.”
“Are there no prisons?” asked Scrooge.
“Plenty of prisons,” said the gentleman, laying down the pen again.
“And the Union workhouses?” demanded Scrooge. “Are they still in operation?”
“They are. Still,” returned the gentleman, “I wish I could say they were not.”
“The Treadmill and the Poor Law are in full vigour, then?” said Scrooge.
“Both very busy, sir.”
“Oh! I was afraid, from what you said at first, that something had occurred to
stop them in their useful course,” said Scrooge. “I’m very glad to hear it.”
“Under the impression that they scarcely furnish Christian cheer of mind or body
to the multitude,” returned the gentleman, “a few of us are endeavouring to
raise a fund to buy the Poor some meat and drink and means of warmth. We
choose this time, because it is a time, of all others, when Want is keenly felt,
and Abundance rejoices. What shall I put you down for?”
“Nothing!” Scrooge replied.
“You wish to be anonymous?”
“I wish to be left alone,” said Scrooge. “Since you ask me what I wish,
gentlemen, that is my answer. I don’t make merry myself at Christmas and I
can’t afford to make idle people merry. I help to support the establishments I
have mentioned – they cost enough; and those who are badly off must go
there.”
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"Many can't go there; and many would rather die."
"If they would rather die," said Scrooge, "they had better do it, and decrease the
surplus population. Besides - excuse me - I don't know that."
"But you might know it," observed the gentleman.
"It's not my business," Scrooge returned. "It's enough for a man to understand
his own business, and not to interfere with other people's. Mine occupies me
constantly. Good afternoon, gentlemen!"
Seeing clearly that it would be useless to pursue their point, the gentlemen
withdrew. Scrooge returned his labours with an improved opinion of himself,
and in a more facetious₁ temper than was usual with him.
Meanwhile the fog and darkness thickened so, that people ran about with flaring
links, proffering their services to go before horses in carriages, and conduct
them on their way. The ancient tower of a church, whose gruff old bell was
always peeping slyly down at Scrooge out of a Gothic window in the wall,
became invisible, and struck the hours and quarters in the clouds, with
tremulous vibrations afterwards as if its teeth were chattering in its frozen head
up there. The cold became intense. In the main street at the corner of the
court, some labourers were repairing the gas-pipes, and had lighted a great fire
in a brazier₂, round which a party of ragged men and boys were gathered:
warming their hands and winking their eyes before the blaze in rapture.

₁facetious - humorous
₂brazier – a metal receptacle for holding coals or fuel
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5. Pride and Prejudice: Jane Austen
Charlotte Lucas and Elizabeth Bennet discuss marriage.
“Bingley likes your sister undoubtedly; but he may never do more than like her,
if she does not help him on.”
“But she does help him on, as much as her nature will allow. If I can perceive
her regard for him, he must be a simpleton, indeed, not to discover it too.”
“Remember, Eliza, that he does not know Jane’s disposition as you do.”
“But if a woman is partial to a man, and does not endeavour to conceal it, he
must find it out.”
“Perhaps he must, if he sees enough of her. But, though Bingley and Jane meet
tolerably often, it is never for many hours together; and, as they always see
each other in large mixed parties, it is impossible that every moment should be
employed in conversing together. Jane should therefore make the most of every
half-hour in which she can command his attention. When she is secure of him,
there will be more leisure for falling in love as much as she chooses.”
“Your plan is a good one,” replied Elizabeth, “where nothing is in question but
the desire of being well married, and if I were determined to get a rich husband,
or any husband, I dare say I should adopt it. But these are not Jane’s feelings;
she is not acting by design. As yet, she cannot even be certain of the degree of
her own regard nor of its reasonableness. She has known him only a fortnight.
She danced four dances with him at Meryton; she saw him one morning at his
own house, and has since dined with him in company four times. This is not
quite enough to make her understand his character.”
“Not as you represent it. Had she merely dined with him, she might only have
discovered whether he had a good appetite; but you must remember that four
evenings have also been spent together – and four evenings may do a great
deal.”
“Yes; these four evenings have enabled them to ascertain that they both like
Vingt-un better than Commerce; but with respect to any other leading
characteristic, I do not imagine that much has been unfolded.”
“Well,” said Charlotte, “I wish Jane success with all my heart; and if she were
married to him to-morrow, I should think she had as good a chance of happiness
as if she were to be studying his character for a twelve-month. Happiness in
marriage is entirely a matter of chance. If the dispositions of the parties are
ever so well known to each other or ever so similar beforehand, it does not
advance their felicity₁ in the least. They always continue to grow sufficiently
unlike afterwards to have their share of vexation; and it is better to know as
little as possible of the defects of the person with whom you are to pass your
life.”
“You make me laugh, Charlotte; but it is not sound. You know it is not sound,
and that you would never act in this way yourself.”
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Occupied in observing Mr. Bingley’s attentions to her sister, Elizabeth was far
from suspecting that she was herself becoming an object of some interest in the
eyes of his friend. Mr. Darcy had at first scarcely allowed her to be pretty; he
had looked at her without admiration at the ball; and when they next met, he
looked at her only to criticise. But no sooner had he made it clear to himself and
his friends that she hardly had a good feature in her face, than he began to find
it was rendered uncommonly intelligent by the beautiful expression of her dark
eyes. To this discovery succeeded some others equally mortifying. Though he
had detected with a critical eye more than one failure of perfect symmetry in her
form, he was forced to acknowledge her figure to be light and pleasing; and in
spite of his asserting that her manners were not those of the fashionable world,
he was caught by their easy playfulness.

₁felicity - delight
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6.

Silas Marner: George Eliot

Molly sets off to confront her husband Godfrey Cass.
While Godfrey Cass was taking draughts of forgetfulness from the sweet
presence of Nancy, willingly losing all sense of that hidden bond which at other
moments galled and fretted him so as to mingle irritation with the very
sunshine, Godfrey’s wife was walking with slow uncertain steps through the
snow-covered Raveloe lanes, carrying her child in her arms.
This journey on New Year’s Eve was a premeditated act of vengeance which she
had kept in her heart ever since Godfrey, in a fit of passion, had told her he
would sooner die than acknowledge her as his wife. There would be a great
party at the Red House on New Year’s Eve, she knew: her husband would be
smiling and smiled upon, hiding her existence in the darkest corner of his heart.
But she would mar his pleasure: she would go in her dingy rags, with her faded
face, once as handsome as the best, with her little child that had its father’s hair
and eyes, and disclose herself to the Squire as his eldest son’s wife. It is seldom
that the miserable can help regarding their misery as a wrong inflicted by those
who are less miserable. Molly knew that the cause of her dingy rags was not her
husband’s neglect, but the demon Opium to whom she was enslaved, body and
soul, except in the lingering mother’s tenderness that refused to give him her
hungry child. She knew this well; and yet, in the moments of wretched
unbenumbed consciousness, the sense of her want and degradation transformed
itself continually into bitterness towards Godfrey. He was well off; and if she had
her rights she would be well off too. The belief that he repented his marriage,
and suffered from it, only aggravated her vindictiveness. Just and self-reproving
thoughts do not come to us too thickly, even in the purest air, and with the best
lessons of heaven and earth; how should those whitewinged delicate messengers
make their way to Molly’s poisoned chamber, inhabited by no higher memories
than those of a barmaid’s paradise of pink ribbons and gentlemen’s jokes? She
had set out at an early hour, but had lingered on the road, inclined by her
indolence₁ to believe that if she waited under a warm shed the snow would
cease to fall. She had waited longer than she knew, and now that she found
herself belated in the snow-hidden ruggedness of the long lanes, even the
animation of a vindictive purpose could not keep her spirit from failing.
It was seven o'clock, and by this time she was not very far from Raveloe, but
she was not familiar enough with those monotonous lanes to know how near she
was to her journey's end. She needed comfort, and she knew but one
comforter—the familiar demon in her bosom; but she hesitated a moment, after
drawing out the black remnant, before she raised it to her lips. In that moment
the mother's love pleaded for painful consciousness rather than oblivion—
pleaded to be left in aching weariness, rather than to have the encircling arms
benumbed so that they could not feel the dear burden. In another moment Molly
had flung something away, but it was not the black remnant—it was an empty
phial₂. And she walked on again under the breaking cloud, from which there
came now and then the light of a quickly veiled star, for a freezing wind had
16

sprung up since the snowing had ceased. But she walked always more and more
drowsily, and clutched more and more automatically the sleeping child at her
bosom.
Slowly the demon was working his will, and cold and weariness were his helpers.
Soon she felt nothing but a supreme immediate longing that curtained off all
futurity—the longing to lie down and sleep.

₁indolence - effortless
₂phial – small bottle for liquids/vial
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7. Frankenstein: Mary Shelley
The creature is wandering in a wood when he sees a young girl.
The nearer I approached to your habitation, the more deeply did I feel the spirit
of revenge enkindled in my heart. Snow fell, and the waters were hardened, but
I rested not. A few incidents now and then directed me, and I possessed a map
of the country; but I often wandered wide from my path. The agony of my
feelings allowed me no respite: no incident occurred from which my rage and
misery could not extract its food; but a circumstance that happened when I
arrived on the confines of Switzerland, when the sun had recovered its warmth,
and the earth again began to look green, confirmed in an especial manner the
bitterness and horror of my feelings.
I generally rested during the day, and travelled only when I was secured by
night from the view of man. One morning, however, finding that my path lay
through a deep wood, I ventured to continue my journey after the sun had
risen; the day, which was one of the first of spring, cheered even me by the
loveliness of its sunshine and the balminess of the air. I felt emotions of
gentleness and pleasure, that had long appeared dead, revive within me. Half
surprised by the novelty of these sensations, I allowed myself to be borne away
by them; and, forgetting my solitude and deformity, dared to be happy. Soft
tears again bedewed my cheeks, and I even raised my humid eyes with
thankfulness towards the blessed sun which bestowed such joy upon me.
I continued to wind among the paths of the wood, until I came to its boundary,
which was skirted by a deep and rapid river, into which many of the trees bent
their branches, now budding with the fresh spring. Here I paused, not exactly
knowing what path to pursue, when I heard the sound of voices that induced me
to conceal myself under the shade of a cypress. I was scarcely hid, when a
young girl came running towards the spot where I was concealed, laughing, as if
she ran from some one in sport. She continued her course along the precipitous
sides of the river, when suddenly her foot slipt, and she fell into the rapid
stream. I rushed from my hiding place; and, with extreme labour from the force
of the current, saved her, and dragged her to shore. She was senseless; and I
endeavoured by every means in my power to restore animation, when I was
suddenly interrupted by the approach of a rustic, who was probably the person
from whom she had playfully fled. On seeing me, he darted towards me, and
tearing the girl from my arms, hastened towards the deeper parts of the wood. I
followed speedily, I hardly knew why; but when the man saw me draw near, he
aimed a gun, which he carried, at my body, and fired. I sunk to the ground, and
my injurer, with increased swiftness, escaped into the wood.
This was then the reward of my benevolence! I had saved a human being from
destruction, and, as a recompense, I now writhed under the miserable pain of a
wound, which shattered the flesh and bone. The feelings of kindness and
gentleness, which I had entertained but a few moments before, gave place to
hellish rage and gnashing of teeth. Inflamed by pain, I vowed eternal hatred and
vengeance to all mankind. But the agony of my wound overcame me; my pulses
paused, and I fainted.
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For some weeks I led a miserable life in the woods, endeavouring to cure the
wound which I had received. The ball had entered my shoulder, and I knew not
whether it had remained there or passed through; at any rate I had no means of
extracting it. My sufferings were augmented also by the oppressive sense of the
injustice and ingratitude of their infliction. My daily vows rose for revenge -- a
deep and deadly revenge, such as would alone compensate for the outrages and
anguish I had endured.
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8. Jane Eyre: Charlotte Brontë
Jane Eyre is sitting on a window seat behind closed curtains, reading a
book by Bewick, when John Reed comes looking for her.
With Bewick on my knee, I was then happy: happy at least in my way. I feared
nothing but interruption, and that came too soon. The breakfast-room door was
opened.
‘Boh! Madam Mope!’ cried the voice of John Reed; then he paused: he found the
room apparently empty.
‘Where the dickens is she?’ he continued. ‘Lizzy! Georgie! (calling to his sisters)
Jane is not here: tell mamma she is run out into the rain – bad animal!’
‘It is well I drew the curtain,’ thought I, and I wished fervently he might not
discover my hiding-place: nor would John Reed have found it out himself; he
was not quick either of vision or conception; but Eliza just put her head in at the
door, and said at once: ‘She is in the window-seat, to be sure, Jack.’ And I came
out immediately, for I trembled at the idea of being dragged forth by the said
Jack.
‘What do you want?’ I asked with awkward diffidence.
‘Say, “what do you want, Master Reed,”’ was the answer. ‘I want you to come
here’; and seating himself in an arm-chair, he intimated by a gesture that I was
to approach and stand before him.
John Reed was a schoolboy of fourteen years old; four years older than I, for I
was but ten; large and stout for his age, with a dingy and unwholesome skin;
thick lineaments₁ in a spacious visage, heavy limbs and large extremities. He
gorged himself habitually at table, which made him bilious₂, and gave him a dim
and bleared eye with flabby cheeks.
He ought now to have been at school; but his mamma had taken him home for a
month or two, ‘on account of his delicate health’. Mr Miles, the master, affirmed
that he would do very well if he had fewer cakes and sweetmeats sent him from
home; but the mother’s heart turned from an opinion so harsh, and inclined
rather to the more refined idea that John’s sallowness was owing to overapplication, and, perhaps, to pining after home.
John had not much affection for his mother and sisters, and an antipathy₃ to me.
He bullied and punished me; not two or three times in the week, nor once or
twice in a day, but continually: every nerve I had feared him, and every morsel
of flesh on my bones shrank when he came near.
There were moments when I was bewildered by the terror he inspired, because I
had no appeal whatever against either his menaces or his inflictions; the
servants did not like to offend their young master by taking my part against him,
and Mrs. Reed was blind and deaf on the subject: she 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.
Habitually obedient to John, I came up to his chair: he spent some three
minutes in thrusting out his tongue at me as far as he could without damaging
the roots: I knew he would soon strike, and while dreading the blow, I mused on
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the disgusting and ugly appearance of him who would presently deal it. I wonder
if he read that notion in my face; for, all at once, without speaking, he struck
suddenly and strongly. I tottered, and on regaining my equilibrium retired back
a step or two from his chair.
"That is for your impudence in answering mama awhile since," said he, "and for
your sneaking way of getting behind curtains, and for the look you had in your
eyes two minutes since, you rat!"
Accustomed to John Reed's abuse, I never had an idea of replying to it; my care
was how to endure the blow which would certainly follow the insult.
"What were you doing behind the curtain?" he asked.
"I was reading."
"Show the book."
I returned to the window and fetched it thence.

₁lineaments – contours/lines
₂bilious – nauseous/sick
₃antipathy – dislike/hostility
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9. Great Expectations: Charles Dickens
Pip meets Miss Havisham for the first time.
It was not in the first few moments that I saw all these things, though I saw
more of them in the first moments than might be supposed. But, I saw that
everything within my view which ought to be white, had been white long ago,
and had lost its lustre, and was faded and yellow. I saw that the bride within the
bridal dress had withered like the dress, and like the flowers, and had no
brightness left but the brightness of her sunken eyes. I saw that the dress had
been put upon the rounded figure of a young woman, and that the figure upon
which it now hung loose, had shrunk to skin and bone. Once, I had been taken
to see some ghastly waxwork at the Fair, representing I know not what
impossible personage lying in state. Once, I had been taken to one of our old
marsh churches to see a skeleton in the ashes of a rich dress, that had been dug
out of a vault under the church pavement. Now, waxwork and skeleton seemed
to have dark eyes that moved and looked at me. I should have cried out, if I
could.
“Who is it?” said the lady at the table.
“Pip, ma’am.”
“Pip?”
“Mr Pumblechook’s boy, ma’am. Come – to play.”
“Come nearer; let me look at you. Come close.”
It was when I stood before her, avoiding her eyes, that I took note of the
surrounding objects in detail, and saw that her watch had stopped at twenty
minutes to nine, and that a clock in the room had stopped at twenty minutes to
nine.
“Look at me,” said Miss Havisham. “You are not afraid of a woman who has
never seen the sun since you were born?”
I regret to state that I was not afraid of telling the enormous lie comprehended
in the answer “No.”
“Do you know what I touch here?” she said, laying her hands, one upon the
other, on her left side.
“Yes, ma’am.” (It made me think of the young man.)
“What do I touch?”
“Your heart.”
“Broken!”
She uttered the word with an eager look, and with strong emphasis, and with a
weird smile that had a kind of boast in it. Afterwards, she kept her hands there
for a little while, and slowly took them away as if they were heavy.
“I am tired,” said Miss Havisham. “I want diversion, and I have done with men
and women. Play.”
I think it will be conceded by my most disputatious reader, that she could hardly
have directed an unfortunate boy to do anything in the wide world more difficult
to be done under the circumstances.
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“I sometimes have sick fancies,” she went on, “and I have a sick fancy that I
want to see some play. There, there!” with an impatient movement of the
fingers of her right hand; “play, play, play!”
For a moment, with the fear of my sister’s working me before my eyes, I had a
desperate idea of starting round the room in the assumed character of Mr.
Pumblechook’s chaisecart. But, I felt myself so unequal to the performance that
I gave up, and stood looking at Miss Havisham in what I suppose she took for a
dogged manner, inasmuch as she said, when we had taken a good look at each
other:
“Are you sullen and obstinate?”
"No, ma'am, I am very sorry for you, and very sorry I can't play just now. If you
complain of me I shall get into trouble with my sister, so I would do it if I could;
but it's so new here, and so strange, and so fine - and melancholy—." I stopped,
fearing I might say too much, or had already said it, and we took another look at
each other. Before she spoke again, she turned her eyes from me, and looked at
the dress she wore, and at the dressing-table, and finally at herself in the
looking-glass.
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10. Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde: Robert Louis Stevenson
From ‘Dr Jekyll Was Quite At Ease’ – Utterson decides to talk to
Dr Jekyll about his will.
[Utterson] ‘You know that will of yours?’
A close observer might have gathered that the topic was distasteful; but the
doctor carried it off gaily. ‘My poor Utterson,’ said he, ‘you are unfortunate in
such a client.
I never saw a man so distressed as you were by my will; unless it were that
hide-bound pedant, Lanyon, at what he called my scientific heresies₁. O, I know
he’s a good fellow – you needn’t frown – an excellent fellow, and I always mean
to see more of him; but a hide-bound pedant for all that; an ignorant, blatant
pedant. I was never more disappointed in any man than Lanyon.’
‘You know I never approved of it,’ pursued Utterson, ruthlessly disregarding the
fresh topic.
‘My will? Yes, certainly, I know that,’ said the doctor, a trifle sharply. ‘You have
told me so.’ ‘Well, I tell you so again,’ continued the lawyer. ‘I have been
learning something of young Hyde.’
The large handsome face of Dr Jekyll grew pale to the very lips, and there came
a blackness about his eyes. ‘I do not care to hear more,’ said he. ‘This is a
matter I thought we had agreed to drop.’
‘What I heard was abominable,’ said Utterson.
‘It can make no change. You do not understand my position,’ returned the
doctor, with a certain incoherency of manner. ‘I am painfully situated, Utterson;
my position is very strange – a very stange one. It is one of those affairs that
cannot be mended by talking.’
‘Jekyll,’ said Utterson, ‘you know me: I am a man to be trusted. Make a clean
breast of this in confidence, and I make no doubt I can get you out of it.’
‘My good Utterson,’ said the doctor, ‘this is very good of you, this is downright
good of you, and I cannot find words to thank you in. I believe you fully; I would
trust you before any man alive, ay, before myself, if I could make the choice;
but indeed it isn’t what you fancy; it is not so bad as that; and just to put your
good heart at rest, I will tell you one thing: the moment I choose, I can be rid of
Mr Hyde. I give you my hand upon that; and I thank you again and again; and I
will just add one little word, Utterson, that I’m sure you’ll take in good part: this
is a private matter, and I beg you to let it sleep.’
Utterson reflected a little, looking in the fire.
‘I have no doubt you are perfectly right,’ he said at last, getting to his feet.
‘Well, but since we have touched upon this business, and for the last time I
hope,’ continued the doctor, ‘there is one point I should like you to understand. I
have really a very great interest in poor Hyde. I know you have seen him; he
told me so; and I fear he was rude. But, I do sincerely take a great, a very great
interest in that young man; and if I am taken away, Utterson, I wish you to
promise me that you will bear with him and get his rights for him. I think you
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would, if you knew all; and it would be a weight off my mind if you would
promise.’
‘I can’t pretend that I shall ever like him,’ said the lawyer.
‘I don’t ask that,’ pleaded Jekyll, laying his hand upon the other’s arm; ‘I only
ask for justice; I only ask you to help him for my sake, when I am no longer
here.’
Utterson heaved an irrepressible sigh. ‘Well,’ said he, ‘I promise.’

₁Heresies – opinions that vary from established religious beliefs
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11. A Christmas Carol: Charles Dickens
‘Marley’s Ghost’ – Scrooge’s business partner has died and the reader is
introduced to Scrooge.
External heat and cold had little influence on Scrooge. No warmth could warm,
no wintry weather chill him. No wind that blew was bitterer than he, no falling
snow was more intent upon its purpose, no pelting rain less open to
entreaty. Foul weather didn't know where to have him. The heaviest rain, and
snow, and hail, and sleet, could boast of the advantage over him in only one
respect. They often "came down" handsomely, and Scrooge never did.
Nobody ever stopped him in the street to say, with gladsome looks, "My dear
Scrooge, how are you? When will you come to see me?" No beggars implored
him to bestow a trifle, no children asked him what it was o'clock, no man or
woman ever once in all his life inquired the way to such and such a place, of
Scrooge. Even the blind men's dogs appeared to know him; and when they saw
him coming on, would tug their owners into doorways and up courts; and then
would wag their tails as though they said, "No eye at all is better than an evil
eye, dark master!"
But what did Scrooge care? It was the very thing he liked. To edge his way
along the crowded paths of life, warning all human sympathy to keep its
distance, was what the knowing ones call "nuts" to Scrooge.
Once upon a time – of all the good days in the year, on Christmas Eve – old
Scrooge sat busy in his counting-house. It was cold, bleak, biting weather; foggy
withal: and he could hear the people in the court outside, go wheezing up and
down, beating their hands upon their breasts, and stamping their feet upon the
pavement-stones to warm them. The city clocks had only just gone three, but it
was quite dark already: it had not been light all day: and candles were flaring in
the windows of the neighbouring offices, like ruddy smears upon the palpable
brown air. The fog came pouring in at every chink and keyhole, and was so
dense without, that although the court was the narrowest, the houses opposite
were mere phantoms. To see the dingy cloud come drooping down, obscuring
everything, one might have thought that Nature lived hard by, and was brewing
on a large scale.
The door to Scrooge’s counting-house was open that he might keep his eye upon
his clerk, who in a dismal little cell beyond, a sort of tank, was copying letters.
Scrooge had a very small fire, but the clerk’s fire was so very much smaller that
it looked like one coal. But he couldn’t replenish it, for Scrooge kept the coal-box
in his own room; and so surely as the clerk came in with the shovel, the master
predicted that it would be necessary for them to part. Wherefore the clerk put on
his white comforter, and tried to warm himself at the cradle; in which effort, not
being a man of strong imagination, he failed.
‘A merry Christmas, uncle! God save you!’ cried a cheerful voice. It was the
voice of Scrooge’s nephew, who came upon him so quickly that this was the first
intimation he had of his approach.
‘Bah!’ said Scrooge, ‘Humbug!’
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He had so heated himself with rapid walking in the fog and frost, this nephew of
Scrooge’s, that he was all in a glow; his face ruddy and handsome; his eyes
sparkled, and his breath smoked again.
‘Christmas a humbug, uncle!’ said Scooge’s nephew. ‘You don’t mean that, I am
sure?’
‘I do,’ said Scrooge. ‘Merry Christmas! What right have you to be merry? What
reason do you have to be merry? You’re poor enough.’
‘Come, then,’ returned the nephew gaily. ‘What right have you to be dismal?
What reason have you to be morose? You’re rich enough.’
Scrooge having no better answer ready on the spur of the moment, said "Bah!"
again; and followed it up with "Humbug."
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12. Pride and Prejudice: Jane Austen
Mr Bennet engages in conversation with Mr Collins.
During dinner, Mr. Bennett scarcely spoke at all; but when the servants were
withdrawn, he thought it time to have some conversation with his guest, and
therefore started a subject in which he expected him to shine, by observing that
he seemed very fortunate in his patroness. Lady Catherine de Bourgh’s attention
to his wishes, and consideration for his comfort, appeared vey remarkable. Mr.
Bennett could not have chosen better. Mr. Collins was eloquent in her praise.
The subject elevated him to more than usual solemnity of manner, and with a
most important aspect he protested that he had never in his life witnessed such
behaviour in a person of rank – such affability and condescension, as he had
himself experienced from Lady Catherine. She had been graciously pleased to
approve of both the discourses which he had already had the honour of
preaching before her. She had also asked him twice to dine at Rosings, and had
sent for him only the Saturday before, to make up her pool of quadrille₁ in the
evening. Lady Catherine was reckoned proud by many people he knew, but he
had never seen any thing but affability in her. She had always spoken to him as
she would to any other gentleman; she made not the smallest objection to his
joining in the society of the neighbourhood, nor to his leaving his parish
occasionally for a week or two, to visit his relations. She had even condescended
to advise him to marry as soon as he could, provided he chose with discretion;
and had once paid him a visit in his humble parsonage; where she had perfectly
approved all the alterations he had been making, and had even vouchsafed to
suggest some herself, - some shelves in the closets up stairs.
“That is all very proper and civil I am sure,” said Mrs. Bennett, “and I dare say
she is a very agreeable woman. It is a pity that great ladies in general are not
more like her. Does she live near you, sir?”
“The garden in which stands my humble abode is separated only by a lane from
Rosings Park, her ladyship’s residence.”
“I think you said she was a widow, sir? has she any family?”
“She has one only daughter, the heiress of Rosings, and of very extensive
property.”
“Ah!” cried Mrs Bennett, shaking her head, “then she is better off than many
girls. And what sort of young lady is she? is she handsome?”
"She is a most charming young lady indeed. Lady Catherine herself says that, in
point of true beauty, Miss de Bourgh is far superior to the handsomest of her
sex, because there is that in her features which marks the young lady of
distinguished birth. She is unfortunately of a sickly constitution, which has
prevented her from making that progress in many accomplishments which she
could not have otherwise failed of, as I am informed by the lady who
superintended her education, and who still resides with them. But she is
perfectly amiable, and often condescends to drive by my humble abode in her
little phaeton₂ and ponies."
"Has she been presented? I do not remember her name among the ladies at
court."
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"Her indifferent state of health unhappily prevents her being in town; and by
that means, as I told Lady Catherine one day, has deprived the British court of
its brightest ornaments. Her ladyship seemed pleased with the idea; and you
may imagine that I am happy on every occasion to offer those little delicate
compliments which are always acceptable to ladies. I have more than once
observed to Lady Catherine, that her charming daughter seemed born to be a
duchess, and that the most elevated rank, instead of giving her consequence,
would be adorned by her. These are the kind of little things which please her
ladyship, and it is a sort of attention which I conceive myself peculiarly bound to
pay."

₁quadrille – a dance for four couples
₂phaeton – light four wheeled carriage
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13. Silas Marner: George Eliot
The reader is introduced to Silas Marner.
It was fifteen years since Silas Marner had first come to Raveloe, he was
then simply a pallid₁ young man, with prominent, short-sighted brown eyes,
whose appearance would have had nothing strange for people of average
culture and experience, but for the villagers near whom he had come to
settle it had mysterious peculiarities which correspond with the exceptional
nature of his occupation, and his advent from an unknown region called
“North’ard.” So had his way of life: - he invited no comer to step across his
door-sill, and he never strolled into the village to drink a pint at the
Rainbow, or to gossip at the wheelwright’s: he sought no man or woman,
save for the purposes of his calling, or in order to supply himself with
necessities; and it was soon clear to the Raveloe lasses that he would never
urge one of them to accept him against her will – quite as if he had heard
them declare that they would never marry a dead man come to life again.
This view of Marner’s personality was not without another ground than his
pale face and unexampled yes; for Jem Rodney, the mole-catcher, averred
that, one evening as he was returning homeward, he saw Silas Marner
leaning against a stile with a heavy bag on his back, instead of resting the
bag on the stile as a man in his senses would have done; and that, on
coming up to him, and shook him, and his limbs were stiff, and his hands
clutched the bag as they’d been made of ion; but just as he had made up his
mind that the weaver was dead, he came all right again, like, as you might
say, in the winking of an eye, and said “Good-night,” and walked off. All this
Jem swore he had seen, more by token, that it was the very day he had
been mole-catching on Squire Cass’s land, down by the old saw-pit. Some
said Marner must have been in a “fit,” a word which seemed to explain
things otherwise incredible; but the argumentative Mr Macey, clerk of the
parish, shook his head, and asked if anybody was ever known to go off in a
fit and not fall down.
A fit was a stroke, wasn't it? and it was in the nature of a stroke to partly
take away the use of a man's limbs and throw him on the parish, if he'd got
no children to look to. No, no; it was no stroke that would let a man stand
on his legs, like a horse between the shafts, and then walk off as soon as
you can say "Gee!" But there might be such a thing as a man's soul being
loose from his body, and going out and in, like a bird out of its nest and
back; and that was how folks got over-wise, for they went to school in this
shell-less state to those who could teach them more than their neighbours
could learn with their five senses and the parson. And where did Master
Marner get his knowledge of herbs from—and charms too, if he liked to give
them away? Jem Rodney's story was no more than what might have been
expected by anybody who had seen how Marner had cured Sally Oates, and
made her sleep like a baby, when her heart had been beating enough to
burst her body, for two months and more, while she had been under the
doctor's care. He might cure more folks if he would; but he was worth
speaking fair, if it was only to keep him from doing you a mischief.
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₁pallid - pale
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14. Frankenstein: Mary Shelley
Frankenstein explains how he learned to generate life.

Although I possessed the capacity of bestowing animation, yet to prepare a
framework for the reception of it, with all its intricacies of fibres, muscles, and
veins, still remained a work of inconceivable difficulty and labour. I doubted at
first whether I should attempt the creation of a being like myself, or one of
simpler organization; but my imagination was too much exhalted by my first
success to permit me to doubt of my ability to give life to an animal as complete
and wonderful as man. The materials at present within my command hardly
appeared adequate to so arduous an undertaking, but I doubted not that I
should ultimately succeed. I prepared myself for a multitude of reverses; my
operations might be incessantly baffled, and at last my work be imperfect, yet
when I considered the improvement which every day takes place in science and
mechanics, I was encouraged to hope my present attempts would at least lay
the foundations of future success. No could I consider the magnitude and
complexity of my plan as any argument of its impracticability. It was with these
feelings that I began the creation of a human being. As the minuteness of the
parts formed a great hindrance to my speed, I resolved, contrary to my first
intention, to make the being of a gigantic stature, that is to say, about eight feet
in high, and proportionally large. After having formed this determination and
having spent come months successfully collecting and arranging my materials, I
began.
No one can conceive the variety of feelings which bore me onwards, like a
hurricane, in the first enthusiasm of success. Life and death appeared to me
ideal bounds, which I should break through, and pour a torrent of light into our
dark world. A new species would bless me as its creator and source; many
happy and excellent natures would owe their being to me. No father could claim
the gratitude of his child so completely as I should deserve theirs. Pursuing
these reflections, I thought that if I could bestow animation upon lifeless matter,
I might in process of time (although I now found it impossible) renew life where
death had apparently devoted the body to corruption.
These thoughts supported my spirits, while I pursued my undertaking with
unremitting ardour. My cheek had grown pale with study, and my person had
become emaciated with confinement. Sometimes, on the very brink of certainty,
I failed; yet still I clung to the hope which the next day or the next hour might
realise. One secret which I alone possessed was the hope to which I had
dedicated myself; and the moon gazed on my midnight labours, while, with
unrelaxed and breathless eagerness, I pursued nature to her hiding-places. Who
shall conceive the horrors of my secret toil as I dabbled among the unhallowed
damps of the grave, or tortured the living animal to animate the lifeless clay? My
limbs now tremble and my eyes swim with the remembrance: but then a
resistless, and almost frantic impulse, urged me forward; I seemed to have lost
all soul or sensation but for this one pursuit. It was indeed but a passing trance
that only made me feel with renewed acuteness so soon as, the unnatural
stimulus ceasing to operate, I had returned to my old habits. I collected bones
from charnel-houses and disturbed, with profane fingers, the tremendous
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secrets of the human frame. In a solitary chamber, or rather cell, at the top of
the house, and separated from all the other apartments by a gallery and
staircase, I kept my workshop of filthy creation; my eye-balls were starting from
their sockets in attending to the details of my employment. The dissecting room
and the slaughterhouse furnished many of my materials; and often did my
human nature turn with loathing from my occupation, whilst, still urged on by an
eagerness which perpetually increased, I brought my work near to a conclusion.
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15. Jane Eyre: Charlotte Brontë
Jane Eyre arrives at Thornfield Hall and is met by Mrs Fairfax.
"Will you walk this way, ma'am?" said the girl; and I followed her across a
square hall with high doors all round: she ushered me into a room whose double
illumination of fire and candle at first dazzled me, contrasting as it did with the
darkness to which my eyes had been for two hours inured; when I could see,
however, a cosy and agreeable picture presented itself to my view.
A snug small room; a round table by a cheerful fire; an arm-chair high-backed
and old-fashioned, wherein sat the neatest imaginable little elderly lady, in
widow's cap, black silk gown, and snowy muslin apron; exactly like what I had
fancied Mrs. Fairfax, only less stately and milder looking. She was occupied in
knitting; a large cat sat demurely at her feet; nothing in short was wanting to
complete the beau-ideal of domestic comfort. A more reassuring introduction for
a new governess could scarcely be conceived; there was no grandeur to
overwhelm, no stateliness to embarrass; and then, 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.’
She conducted me to her own chair, and then began to remove my shawl and
untie my bonnet strings: I begged she would not give herself so much trouble.
‘Oh, it is no trouble: I dare say your own hands are almost numbed with cold.
Leah, make a little hot negus₁ and cut a sandwich or two: here are the keys of
the store-room.’
And she produced from her pocket a most housewifely bunch of keys, and
delivered them to the servant.
‘Now, then, draw nearer to the fire,’ she continued. ‘You’ve brought your
luggage with you, haven’t you, my dear?’
Yes, ma’am.’
‘I’ll see it carried into your room,’ she said, and bustled out.
‘She treats me like a visitor,’ thought I. ‘I little expected such a reception; I
anticipated only coldness and stiffness; this is not like what I have heard of the
treatment of governesses; but I must not exult too soon.’
She returned; with her own hands cleared her knitting apparatus and a book or
two from the table, make room for the tray which Leah now brought, and then
herself handed me the refreshments. 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; but as she did not herself seem to consider she was
doing anything out of her place, I thought it better to take her civilities quietly.
‘Shall I have the pleasure of seeing Miss Fairfax to-night?’ I asked when I had
partaken of what she offered me.
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‘What did you say, my dear?’ I am a little deaf,’ returned the good lady,
approaching her ear to my mouth.
I repeated the question more distinctly.
‘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 should have followed up my first inquiry, by asking in what way Miss Varens
was connected with her; but I recollected it was not polite to ask too many
questions: besides, I was sure to hear in time.
"I am so glad," she continued, as she sat down opposite to me, and took the cat
on her knee; "I am so glad you are come; it will be quite pleasant living here
now with a companion. To be sure it is pleasant at any time; for Thornfield is a
fine old hall, rather neglected of late years perhaps, but still it is a respectable
place; yet you know in winter-time one feels dreary quite alone in the best
quarters.

₁negus – a hot drink made of wine, water, with sugar, nutmeg and lemon
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16. Great Expectations: Charles Dickens
Pip visits the dying Magwitch in prison.
The daily visits I could make him were shortened now, and he was more strictly
kept. Seeing, or fancying, that I was suspected of an intention of carrying poison
to him, I asked to be searched before I sat down at his bedside, and told the
officer who was always there, that I was willing to do anything that would assure
him of the singleness of my designs. Nobody was hard with him, or with me.
There was duty to be done, and it was done, but not harshly. The officer always
gave me the assurance that he was worse, and some other sick prisoners in the
room, and some other prisoners who attended on them as sick nurses
(malefactors, but not incapable of kindness, God be thanked!), always joined in
the same report.
As the days went on, I noticed more and more that he would lie placidly looking
at the white ceiling, with an absence of light in his face, until some word of mine
brightened it for an instant, and then it would subside again. Sometimes he was
almost, or quite, unable to speak; then, he would answer me with slight
pressures on my hand, and I grew to understand his meaning very well.
The number of the days had risen to ten, when I saw a greater change in him
than I had seen yet. His eyes were turned towards the door, and lighted up as I
entered.
‘Dear boy,’ he said, as I sat down by his bed: ‘I thought you was late. But I
knowed you couldn’t be that.’
‘It is just the time,’ said I. ‘I waited for it at the gate.’
‘You always waits at the gate; don’t you, dear boy?’
‘Yes. Not to lose a moment of the time.’
‘Thank’ee dear boy, thank’ee. God bless you! You’ve never deserted me, dear
boy.’
I pressed his hand in silence, for I could not forget that I had once meant to
desert him.
‘And what’s the best of all,’ he said, ‘you’ve been more comfortable alonger me,
since I was under a dark cloud, than when the sun shone. That’s best of all.’
He lay on his back, breathing with great difficulty. Do what he would, and love
me though he did, the light left his face ever and again, and a film came over
the placid look at the white ceiling.
‘Are you in much pain to-day?’
‘I don’t complain of none, dear boy.’
‘You never do complain.’
He had spoken his last words. He smiled, and I understood his touch to mean
that he wished to lift my hand, and lay it on his breast. I laid it there, and he
smiled again, and put both his hands upon it.
The allotted time ran out, while we were thus; but, looking round, I found the
governor of the prison standing near me, and he whispered, ‘You needn’t go
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yet.’ I thanked him gratefully, and asked, ‘Might I speak to him, if he can hear
me?’
The governor stepped aside, and beckoned the officer away. The change, though
it was made without noise, drew back the film from the placid look at the white
ceiling, and he looked most affectionately at me.
‘Dear Magwitch, I must tell you, now at last. You understand what I say?’
A gentle pressure on my hand.
‘You had a child once, whom you loved and lost.’
A stronger pressure on my hand.
‘She lived and found powerful friends. She is living now. She is a lady and very
beautiful. And I love her!’
With a last faint effort, which would have been powerless but for my yielding to
it and assisting it, he raised my hand to his lips. Then, he gently let it sink upon
his breast again, with his own hands lying on it. The placid look at the white
ceiling came back, and passed away, and his head dropped quietly on his breast.
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17. Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde: Robert Louis Stevenson
From 'Story of the Door' – Utterson and Richard Enfield are taking their
regular Sunday walk.
Mr Enfield and the lawyer were on the other side of the bystreet; but when they
came abreast of the entry, the former lifted up his cane and pointed.
‘Did you ever remark that door?’ he asked; and when his companion had replied
in the affirmative, ‘it is connected in my mind,’ added he, ‘with a very odd story.’
‘Indeed?’ said Mr Utterson, with a slight change of voice, ‘and what was that?’
‘Well, it was this way,’ returned Mr Enfield: I was coming home from some place
at the end of the world, about three o’clock of a black winter morning, and my
way lay through a part of town where there was literally nothing to be seen but
lamps. Street after street, and all the folks asleep – street after street, all lighted
up as if for a procession and all as empty as a church – till at last I got into a
state of mind when a man listens and listens and begins to long for the sight of a
policeman. All at once, I saw two figures: one a little man who was stumping
along eastward at a good walk, and the other a girl of maybe eight or ten who
was running as hard as she was able down a cross street. Well, sir, the two ran
into one another naturally enough at the corner; and then came the horrible part
of the thing; for the man trampled calmly over the child’s body and left her
screaming on the ground. It sounds nothing to hear, but it was hellish to see. It
wasn’t like a man; it was like some damned Juggernaut₁. I gave a view halloa,
took to my heels, collared my gentleman, and brought him back to where there
was already quite a group about the screaming child. He was perfectly cool and
made no resistance, but gave me one look, so ugly that it brought out the sweat
on me like running. The people who had turned out were the girl’s own family;
and pretty soon, the doctor, for whom she had been sent, put in his appearance.
Well, the child was not much the worse, more frightened, according to the
Sawbones₂; and there you might have supposed would be an end to it. But there
was one curious circumstance. I had taken a loathing to my gentleman at first
sight. So had the child’s family, which was only natural. But the doctor’s case
was what struck me. He was the usual cut-and-dry apothecary, of no particular
age and colour, with a strong Edinburgh accent, and about as emotional as a
bagpipe. Well, sir, he was like the rest of us; every time he looked at my
prisoner, I saw that Sawbones turn sick and white with the desire to kill him. I
knew what was in his mind, just as he knew what was in mine; and killing being
out of the question, we did the next best. We told the man we could and would
make such a scandal out of this, as should make his name stink from one end of
London to the other. If he had any friends or any credit, we undertook that he
should lose them. And all the time, as we were pitching it in red hot, we were
keeping the women off him as best we could, for they were as wild as harpies. I
never saw a circle of such hateful faces; and there was the man in the middle,
with a kind of black, sneering coolness—frightened too, I could see that—but
carrying it off, sir, really like Satan. ‘If you choose to make capital out of this
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accident,’ said he, ‘I am naturally helpless. No gentleman but wishes to avoid a
scene,’ says he. ‘Name your figure.’

₁Juggernaut – large, overpowering force or object.
₂Sawbones – surgeon or doctor
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18. A Christmas Carol: Charles Dickens
‘The first of the three spirits' – The first spirit takes Ebenezer Scrooge
on a journey into his past.
"I am the Ghost of Christmas Past."
"Long past?"
"No. Your past. The things that you will see with me are shadows of the things
that have been; they will have no consciousness of us."
Scrooge then made bold to inquire what business brought him there.
"Your welfare. Rise, and walk with me!"
It would have been in vain for Scrooge to plead that the weather and the hour
were not adapted to pedestrian purposes; that bed was warm, and the
thermometer a long way below freezing; that he was clad but lightly in his
slippers, dressing-gown, and nightcap; and that he had a cold upon him at that
time. The grasp, though gentle as a woman's hand, was not to be resisted. He
rose; but finding that the Spirit made towards the window, clasped its robe in
supplication.
"I am a mortal, and liable to fall."
"Bear but a touch of my hand there," said the Spirit, laying it upon his heart,
"and you shall be upheld in more than this!"
As the words were spoken, they passed through the wall, and stood in the busy
thoroughfares of a city. It was made plain enough by the dressing of the shops
that here, too, it was Christmas time.
The Ghost stopped at a certain warehouse door, and asked Scrooge if he knew
it.
‘Know it!’ said Scrooge. ‘Was I apprenticed here?’
They went in. At sight of an old gentleman in a Welch wig, sitting behind such a
high desk, that if he had been two inches taller he must have knocked his head
against the ceiling, Scrooge cried in great excitement:
‘Why, it’s old Fezziwig! Bless his heart; it’s Fezziwig alive again!’
Old Fezziwig laid down his pen, and looked up at the clock, which pointed to the
hour of seven. He rubbed his hands; adjusted his capacious waistcoats; laughed
all over himself, from his shoes to his organ of benevolence; and called out in a
comfortable, oily, rich, fat, jovial voice:
‘Yo ho, there! Ebenezer! Dick!’
Scrooge’s former self, now grown a young man, came briskly in, accompanied
by his fellow-’prentice.
‘Dick Wilkins, to be sure!’ said Scrooge to the Ghost. ‘Bless me, yes. There he is.
He was very much attached to me, was Dick. Poor Dick! Dear, dear!’
‘Yo ho, my boys!’ said Fezziwig. ‘No more work tonight. Christmas Eve, Dick.
Christmas, Ebenezer! Let’s have the shutters up,’ cried old Fezziwig, with a
sharp clap of his hands, ‘before a man can say, Jack Robinson!’
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You wouldn’t believe how those two fellows went at it! They charged into the
street with the shutters – one, two, three – had ’em up in their places – four,
five six – barred ’em and pinned ’em – seven, eight, nine – and came back
before you could have got to twelve, panting like race-horses.
‘Hilli-ho!’ cried old Fezziwig, skipping down from the high desk, with wonderful
agility. ‘Clear away, my lads, and let’s have lots of room here! Hilli-ho, Dick!
Chirrup, Ebenezer!’
Clear away! There was nothing they wouldn’t have cleared away, or couldn’t
have cleared away, with old Fezziwig looking on. It was done in a minute. Every
moveable was packed off, as if it were dismissed from public life evermore; the
floor was swept and watered, the lamps were trimmed, fuel was heaped upon
the fire; and the warehouse was as snug, and warm, and dry, and bright a ballroom, as you would desire to see upon a winter’s night.
In came a fiddler with a music-book, and went up to the lofty desk, and made an
orchestra of it, and tuned like fifty stomach-aches. In came Mrs Fezziwig, one
vast substantial smile. In came the three Miss Fezziwigs, beaming and loveable.
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19. Pride and Prejudice: Jane Austen
Elizabeth apologises to Mr. Darcy.
Now was the moment for her resolution to be executed, and, while her courage
was high, she immediately said, ‘Mr. Darcy, I am a very selfish creature; and,
for the sake of giving relief to my own feelings, care not how much I may be
wounding yours. I can no longer help thanking you for your unexampled
kindness to my poor sister. Ever since I have known it, I have been most
anxious to acknowledge to you how gratefully I feel it. Were it known to the rest
of my family, I should not have merely my own gratitude to express.’
‘I am sorry, exceedingly sorry,’ replied Darcy, in a tone of surprise and emotion,
‘that you have ever been informed of what may, in a mistaken light, have given
you uneasiness. I did not think Mrs. Gardiner was so little to be trusted.’
‘You must not blame my aunt. Lydia’s thoughtlessness first betrayed to me that
you have been concerned in the matter; and, thank you again and again, in the
name of all my family, for that generous compassion which induced you to take
so much trouble, and bear so many mortifications, for the sake of discovering
them.’
‘If you will thank me,’ he replied, ‘let it be for yourself alone. That the wish of
giving happiness to you, might add force to the other inducements which led me
on, I shall not attempt to deny. But your family owe me nothing. Much as I
respect them, I believe, I thought only of you.’
Elizabeth was too much embarrassed to say a word. After a short pause, her
companion added, ‘You are too generous to trifle with me. If your feelings are
still what they were last April, tell me so at once. My affections and wishes are
unchanged, but one word from you will silence me on this subject for ever.’
Elizabeth feeling all the more than common awkwardness and anxiety of his
situation, now forced herself to speak; and immediately, though not very
fluently, gave him to understand, that her sentiments had undergone so material
a change, since the period to which he alluded, as to make her receive with
gratitude and pleasure, his present assurances. The happiness which this reply
produced, was such as he had probably never felt before; and he expressed
himself on the occasion as sensibly and as warmly as a man violently in love can
be supposed to do. Had Elizabeth been able to encounter his eye, she might
have seen how well the expression of heartfelt delight, diffused over his face,
became him; but, though she could not look, she could listen, and he told her of
feelings, which, in proving of what importance she was to him, made his
affection every moment more valuable.
They walked on, without knowing in what direction. There was too much to be
thought, and felt, and said, for attention to any other objects. She soon learnt
that they were indebted for their present good understanding to the efforts of
his aunt, who did call on him in her return through London, and there relate her
journey to Longbourn, its motive, and the substance of her conversation with
Elizabeth; dwelling emphatically on every expression of the latter which, in her
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ladyship's apprehension, peculiarly denoted her perverseness and assurance; in
the belief that such a relation must assist her endeavours to obtain that promise
from her nephew which she had refused to give. But, unluckily for her ladyship,
its effect had been exactly contrariwise.
"It taught me to hope," said he, "as I had scarcely ever allowed myself to hope
before. I knew enough of your disposition to be certain that, had you been
absolutely, irrevocably decided against me, you would have acknowledged it to
Lady Catherine, frankly and openly."
Elizabeth coloured and laughed as she replied, "Yes, you know enough of my
frankness to believe me capable of that. After abusing you so abominably to
your face, I could have no scruple in abusing you to all your relations."
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20. Silas Marner: George Eliot
The reader is introduced to Squire Cass and his two sons, Dunstan
(Dunsey) and Godfrey.
He seemed to be waiting and listening for some one's approach, and presently
the sound of a heavy step, with an accompanying whistle, was heard across the
large empty entrance-hall.
The door opened, and a thick-set, heavy-looking young man entered, with the
flushed face and the gratuitously elated bearing which mark the first stage of
intoxication. It was Dunsey, and at the sight of him Godfrey’s face parted with
some of its gloom to take on the more active expression of hatred. The
handsome brown spaniel that lay on the hearth retreated under the chair in the
chimney-corner.
‘Well, Master Godfrey, what do you want with me?’ said Dunsey, in a mocking
tone. ‘You’re my elders and betters, you know; I was obliged to come when you
sent for me.’
‘Why, this is what I want – and just shake yourself sober and listen, will you?’
said Godfrey, savagely. He had himself been drinking more than was good for
him, trying to turn his gloom into uncalculating anger. ‘I want to tell you, I must
hand over that rent of Fowler’s to the Squire, or else tell him I gave it to you; for
he’s threatening to distrain for it, and it’ll all be out soon, whether I tell him or
not. He said, just now, before he went out, he should send word to Cox to
distrain, if Fowler didn’t come and pay up his arrears this week. The Squire’s
short o’ cash, and in no humour to stand any nonsense; and you know what he
threatened, if ever he found you making away with his money again. So, see
and get the money, and pretty quickly, will you?’
‘Oh!’ said Dunsey, sneeringly, coming nearer to his brother and looking in his
face. ‘Suppose, now, you get the money yourself, and save me the trouble, eh?
Since you was so kind as to hand it over to me, you’ll not refuse me the
kindness to pay it back for me: it was your brotherly love made you do it, you
know.’
Godfrey bit his lips and clenched his fist ‘Don’t come near me with that look, else
I’ll knock you down.’
‘O no, you won’t,’ said Dunsey turning away on his heel, however. ‘Because I’m
such a good-natured brother, you know, I might get you turned out of house
and home, and cut off with a shilling any day. I might tell the Squire how his
handsome son was married to that nice young woman, Molly Farren, and was
very unhappy because he couldn’t live with his drunken wife, and I should slip
into your place as comfortable as could be. But you see, I don't do it--I'm so
easy and good-natured. You'll take any trouble for me. You'll get the hundred
pounds for me--I know you will."
"How can I get the money?" said Godfrey, quivering. "I haven't a shilling to bless
myself with. And it's a lie that you'd slip into my place: you'd get yourself turned
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out too, that's all. For if you begin telling tales, I'll follow. Bob's my father's
favourite—you know that very well. He'd only think himself well rid of you."
"Never mind," said Dunsey, nodding his head sideways as he looked out of the
window. "It 'ud be very pleasant to me to go in your company—you're such a
handsome brother, and we've always been so fond of quarrelling with one
another, I shouldn't know what to do without you. But you'd like better for us
both to stay at home together; I know you would. So you'll manage to get that
little sum o' money, and I'll bid you good-bye, though I'm sorry to part."
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21. Frankenstein: Mary Shelley
In Letter I, To Mrs Saville, England, Walton writes to his sister,
Margaret, telling her about his adventures.
You will rejoice to hear that no disaster has accompanied the commencement of
an enterprise which you have regarded with such evil forebodings. I arrived here
yesterday; and my first task is to assure my dear sister of my welfare, and
increasing confidence in the success of my undertaking.
I am already far north of London; and as I walk in the streets of Petersburgh, I
feel a cold northern breeze play upon my cheeks, which braces my nerves, and
fills me with delight. Do you understand this feeling? This breeze, which has
travelled from the regions towards which I am advancing, gives me a foretaste
of those icy climes. Inspirited by this wind of promise, my day dreams become
more fervent and vivid. I try in vain to be persuaded that the pole is the seat of
frost and desolation; it ever presents itself to my imagination as the region of
beauty and delight. There, Margaret, the sun is forever visible; its broad disk
just skirting the horizon, and diffusing a perpetual splendour. There – for with
your leave, my sister, I will put some trust in preceding navigators – there snow
and frost are banished; and, sailing over a calm sea, we may be wafted to a land
surpassing in wonders and in beauty every region hitherto discovered on the
habitable globe. Its productions and features may be without example, as the
phenomena of the heavenly bodies undoubtedly are in those undiscovered
solitudes. What may not be expected in a country of eternal light? I may there
discover the wondrous power which attracts the needle; and may regulate a
thousand celestial observations, that require only this voyage to render their
seeming eccentricities consistent for ever. I shall satiate my ardent curiosity with
the sight of a part of the world never before visited, and may tread a land never
before imprinted by the foot of man. These are my enticements, and they are
sufficient to conquer all fear of danger or death, and to induce me to commence
this laborious voyage with the joy a child feels when he embarks in a little boat,
with his holiday mates, on an expedition of discovery up his native river. But,
supposing all these conjectures to be false, you cannot contest the inestimable
benefit which I shall confer on all mankind to the last generation, by discovering
a passage near the pole to those countries, to reach which at present so many
months are requisite; or by ascertaining the secret of the magnet, which, if at all
possible, can only be effected by an undertaking such as mine.
These reflections have dispelled the agitations with which I began my letter, and
I feel my heart glow with an enthusiasm which elevates me to heaven; for
nothing contributes so much to tranquillize the mind as a steady purpose, -- a
point on which the soul may fix its intellectual eye. This expedition has been the
favourite dream of my early years. I have read with ardour the accounts of the
various voyages which have been made in the prospect of arriving at the North
Pacific Ocean through the seas which surround the pole. You may remember
that a history of all the voyages made for purposes of discovery composed the
whole of our good uncle Thomas's library. My education was neglected, yet I was
passionately fond of reading. These volumes were my study day and night, and
my familiarity with them increased that regret which I had felt, as a child, on
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learning that my father's dying injunction had forbidden my uncle to allow me to
embark in a sea-faring life.
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22. Pride and Prejudice: Jane Austen
Elizabeth tells Jane of her engagement.
"My dear Lizzy, where can you have been walking to?" was a question which
Elizabeth received from Jane as soon as she entered their room, and from all the
others when they sat down to table. She had only to say in reply, that they had
wandered about, till she was beyond her own knowledge. She coloured as she
spoke; but neither that, nor any thing else, awakened a suspicion of the truth.
The evening passed quietly, unmarked by any thing extraordinary. The
acknowledged lovers talked and laughed, the unacknowledged were silent. Darcy
was not of a disposition in which happiness overflows in mirth; and Elizabeth,
agitated and confused, rather knew that she was happy than felt herself to be
so; for, besides the immediate embarrassment, there were other evils before
her. She anticipated what would be felt in the family when her situation became
known; she was aware that no one liked him but Jane; and even feared that
with the others it was a dislike which not all his fortune and consequence might
do away.
At night she opened her heart to Jane. Though suspicion was very far from Miss
Bennet's general habits, she was absolutely incredulous here.
"You are joking, Lizzy. This cannot be! -- engaged to Mr. Darcy! No, no, you
shall not deceive me. I know it to be impossible."
"This is a wretched beginning indeed! My sole dependence was on you; and I am
sure nobody else will believe me, if you do not. Yet, indeed, I am in earnest. I
speak nothing but the truth. He still loves me, and we are engaged."
Jane looked at her doubtingly. "Oh, Lizzy! it cannot be. I know how much you
dislike him."
"You know nothing of the matter. That is all to be forgot. Perhaps I did not
always love him so well as I do now. But in such cases as these, a good memory
is unpardonable. This is the last time I shall ever remember it myself."
Miss Bennet still looked all amazement. Elizabeth again, and more seriously
assured her of its truth.
"Good Heaven! can it be really so! Yet now I must believe you," cried Jane. "My
dear, dear Lizzy, I would - I do congratulate you - but are you certain? forgive
the question - are you quite certain that you can be happy with him?"
"There can be no doubt of that. It is settled between us already, that we are to
be the happiest couple in the world.
“But are you pleased, Jane? Shall you like to have such a brother?"
"Very, very much. Nothing could give either Bingley or myself more delight. But
we considered it, we talked of it as impossible. And do you really love him quite
well enough? Oh, Lizzy! do any thing rather than marry without affection. Are
you quite sure that you feel what you ought to do?"
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"Oh, yes! You will only think I feel more than I ought to do, when I tell you all."
"What do you mean?"
"Why, I must confess that I love him better than I do Bingley. I am afraid you
will be angry."
"My dearest sister, now be serious. I want to talk very seriously. Let me know
every thing that I am to know, without delay. Will you tell me how long you have
loved him?"
"It has been coming on so gradually, that I hardly know when it began. But I
believe I must date it from my first seeing his beautiful grounds at Pemberley."
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23. Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde: Robert Louis Stevenson
Mr Utterson has just met Mr Hyde for the first time.
‘We have common friends,’ said Mr Utterson. ‘Common friends!’ echoed Mr
Hyde, a little hoarsely. ‘Who are they?’ ‘Jekyll, for instance,’ said the lawyer. ‘He
never told you,’ cried Mr Hyde, with a flush of anger. ‘I did not think you would
have lied.’ ‘Come,’ said Mr Utterson, ‘that is not fitting language.’ The other
snarled aloud into a savage laugh; and the next moment, with extraordinary
quickness, he had unlocked the door and disappeared into the house. The lawyer
stood awhile when Mr Hyde had left him, the picture of disquietude. Then he
began slowly to mount the street, pausing every step or two and putting his
hand to his brow like a man in mental perplexity. The problem he was thus
debating as he walked was one of a class that is rarely solved. Mr Hyde was pale
and dwarfish; he gave an impression of deformity without any nameable
malformation, he had a displeasing smile, he had borne himself to the lawyer
with a sort of murderous mixture of timidity and boldness, and he spoke with a
husky whispering and somewhat broken voice, – all these were points against
him; but not all of these together could explain the hitherto unknown disgust,
loathing and fear with which Mr Utterson regarded him. ‘There must be
something else,’ said the perplexed gentleman. ‘There is something more, if I
could find a name for it. God bless me, the man seems hardly human!
Something troglodytic₁, shall we say? Or can it be the old story of Dr Fell? Or is
it the mere radiance of a foul soul that thus transpires through, and transfigures,
its clay continent? The last, I think; for, O my poor old Harry Jekyll, if ever I
read Satan’s signature upon a face, it is on that of your new friend!’
Round the corner from the by-street, there was a square of ancient, handsome
houses, now for the most part decayed from their high estate and let in flats and
chambers to all sorts and conditions of men: map-engravers, architects, shady
lawyers, and the agents of obscure enterprises. One house, however, second
from the corner, was still occupied entire; and at the door of this, which wore a
great air of wealth and comfort, though it was now plunged in darkness except
for the fan-light, Mr. Utterson stopped and knocked. A well-dressed, elderly
servant opened the door.
"Is Dr. Jekyll at home, Poole?" asked the lawyer.
"I will see, Mr. Utterson," said Poole, admitting the visitor, as he spoke, into a
large, low-roofed, comfortable hall, paved with flags, warmed (after the fashion
of a country house) by a bright, open fire, and furnished with costly cabinets of
oak. "Will you wait here by the fire, sir? or shall I give you a light in the dining
room?" "Here, thank you," said the lawyer, and he drew near and leaned on
the tall fender. This hall, in which he was now left alone, was a pet fancy of his
friend the doctor's; and Utterson himself was wont to speak of it as the
pleasantest room in London. But to-night there was a shudder in his blood; the
face of Hyde sat heavy on his memory; he felt (what was rare with him) a
nausea and distaste of life; and in the gloom of his spirits, he seemed to read a
menace in the flickering of the firelight on the polished cabinets and the uneasy
starting of the shadow on the roof. He was ashamed of his relief, when Poole
presently returned to announce that Dr. Jekyll was gone out.
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₁troglodytic – prehistoric
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24. Great Expectations: Charles Dickens
Pip meets Estella for the first time.
"Estella, take him down. Let him have something to eat, and let him roam and
look about him while he eats. Go, Pip."
I followed the candle down, as I had followed the candle up, and she stood it in
the place where we had found it. Until she opened the side entrance, I had
fancied, without thinking about it, that it must necessarily be night-time. The
rush of the daylight quite confounded me, and made me feel as if I had been in
the candlelight of the strange room many hours.
‘You are to wait here, you boy,’ said Estella; and disappeared and closed the
door. I took the opportunity of being alone in the courtyard to look at my coarse
hands and my common boots. My opinion of those accessories was not
favourable. They had never troubled me before, but they troubled me now, as
vulgar appendages. I determined to ask Joe why he had ever taught me to call
those picture-cards, Jacks, which ought to be called knaves. I wished Joe had
been rather more genteelly brought up, and then I should have been so too. She
came back, with some bread and meat and a little mug of beer. She put the mug
down on the stones of the yard, and gave me the bread and meat without
looking at me, as insolently as if I were a dog in disgrace. I was so humiliated,
hurt, spurned, offended, angry, sorry, – I cannot hit upon the right name for the
smart – God knows what its name was, – that tears started to my eyes. The
moment they sprang there, the girl looked at me with a quick delight in having
been the cause of them. This gave me power to keep them back and to look at
her: so, she gave a contemptuous toss – but with a sense, I thought, of having
made too sure that I was so wounded – and left me. But when she was gone, I
looked about me for a place to hide my face in, and got behind one of the gates
in the brewery-lane, and leaned my sleeve against the wall there, and leaned my
forehead on it and cried. As I cried, I kicked the wall, and took a hard twist at
my hair; so bitter were my feelings, and so sharp was the smart without a
name, that needed counteraction.
My sister's bringing up had made me sensitive. In the little world in which
children have their existence whosoever brings them up, there is nothing so
finely perceived and so finely felt, as injustice. It may be only small injustice that
the child can be exposed to; but the child is small, and its world is small, and its
rocking-horse stands as many hands high, according to scale, as a big-boned
Irish hunter. Within myself, I had sustained, from my babyhood, a perpetual
conflict with injustice. I had known, from the time when I could speak, that my
sister, in her capricious₁ and violent coercion, was unjust to me. I had cherished
a profound conviction that her bringing me up by hand, gave her no right to
bring me up by jerks. Through all my punishments, disgraces, fasts and vigils,
and other penitential performances, I had nursed this assurance; and to my
communing so much with it, in a solitary and unprotected way, I in great part
refer the fact that I was morally timid and very sensitive.
I got rid of my injured feelings for the time, by kicking them into the brewery
wall, and twisting them out of my hair, and then I smoothed my face with my
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sleeve, and came from behind the gate. The bread and meat were acceptable,
and the beer was warming and tingling, and I was soon in spirits to look about
me.

₁ capricious – erratic
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25. Jane Eyre: Charlotte Brönte
Jane believes that Mr Rochester is to be married to Blanche Ingram.
‘I grieve to leave Thornfield: I love Thornfield – I love it, because I have lived in
it a full and delightful life, – momentarily at least. I have not been trampled on. I
have not been petrified. 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 talked, face to face, with what I reverence; with what I delight
in, – with an original, a vigorous, an expanded mind. I have known you, Mr
Rochester; and it strikes me with terror and anguish to feel I absolutely must be
torn from you for ever. 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.
‘Where? You, sir, have placed it before me.’ ‘In what shape?’ ‘In the shape of
Miss Ingram; a noble and beautiful woman, – your bride.’ ‘My bride! What bride?
I have no bride!’ ‘But you will have.’ ‘Yes: – I will! I will!’ He set his teeth. ‘Then
I must go: – you have said it yourself.’ ‘No: you must stay! I swear it – and the
oath shall be kept.’ ‘I tell you I must go!’ I retorted, roused to something like
passion. ‘Do you think I can stay to become nothing to you? Do you think I am
an automaton? – a machine without feelings? And can bear to have my morsel
of bread snatched from my lips, and my drop of living water dashed from my
cup? Do you think, because I am poor, obscure, plain, and little, I am soulless
and heartless? You think wrong! – I have as much soul as you –and full as much
heart! And 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. I am
not talking to you now through the medium of custom, conventionalities, nor
even of mortal flesh: – it is my spirit that addresses your spirit; just as if both
had passed through the grave, and we stood at God's feet, equal – as we are!’
"As we are!" repeated Mr. Rochester—"so," he added, enclosing me in his arms.
Gathering me to his breast, pressing his lips on my lips: "so, Jane!"
"Yes, so, sir," I rejoined: "and yet not so; for you are a married man—or as good
as a married man, and wed to one inferior to you—to one with whom you have
no sympathy—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!"
"Where, Jane? To Ireland?"
"Yes—to Ireland. I have spoken my mind, and can go anywhere now."
"Jane, be still; don't struggle so, like a wild frantic bird that is rending its own
plumage in its desperation."
"I am no bird; and no net ensnares me; I am a free human being with an
independent will, which I now exert to leave you."
Another effort set me at liberty, and I stood erect before him.
"And your will shall decide your destiny," he said: "I offer you my hand, my
heart, and a share of all my possessions."
"You play a farce, which I merely laugh at."
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"I ask you to pass through life at my side—to be my second self, and best
earthly companion."
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26. Frankenstein: Mary Shelley
The monster decides to approach the cottage and the people who live
there for the first time.
Autumn passed thus. I saw, with surprise and grief, the leaves decay and fall,
and nature again assume the barren and bleak appearance it had worn when I
first beheld the woods and the lovely moon. Yet I did not heed the bleakness of
the weather; I was better fitted by my conformation for the endurance of cold
than heat. But my chief delights were the sight of the flowers, the birds, and all
the gay apparel of summer; when those deserted me, I turned with more
attention towards the cottagers.
Their happiness was not decreased by the absence of summer. They loved, and
sympathised with one another; and their joys, depending on each other, were
not interrupted by the casualties that took place around them. The more I saw
of them, the greater became my desire to claim their protection and kindness;
my heart yearned to be known and loved by these amiable creatures: to see
their sweet looks directed towards me with affection was the utmost limit of my
ambition. I dared not think that they would turn them from me with disdain and
horror. The poor that stopped at their door were never driven away. I asked, it
is true, for greater treasures than a little food or rest: I required kindness and
sympathy; but I did not believe myself utterly unworthy of it. The winter
advanced, and an entire revolution of the seasons had taken place since I awoke
into life. My attention, at this time, was solely directed towards my plan of
introducing myself into the cottage of my protectors. I revolved many projects;
but that on which I finally fixed was, to enter the dwelling when the blind old
man should be alone. I had sagacity enough to discover that the unnatural
hideousness of my person was the chief object of horror with those who had
formerly beheld me. My voice, although harsh, had nothing terrible in it; I
thought, therefore, that if, in the absence of his children, I could gain the goodwill and mediation of the old De Lacey, I might, by his means, be tolerated by
my younger protectors.’
One day, when the sun shone on the red leaves that strewed the ground, and
diffused cheerfulness, although it denied warmth, Safie, Agatha, and Felix
departed on a long country walk, and the old man, at his own desire, was left
alone in the cottage. When his children had departed, he took up his guitar, and
played several mournful but sweet airs, more sweet and mournful than I had
ever heard him play before. At first his countenance was illuminated with
pleasure, but, as he continued, thoughtfulness and sadness succeeded; at
length, laying aside the instrument, he sat absorbed in reflection.
My heart beat quick; this was the hour and moment of trial which would decide
my hopes or realise my fears. The servants were gone to a neighbouring fair. All
was silent in and around the cottage: it was an excellent opportunity; yet, when
I proceeded to execute my plan, my limbs failed me, and I sank to the ground.
Again I rose; and, exerting all the firmness of which I was master, removed the
planks which I had placed before my hovel to conceal my retreat. The fresh air
revived me, and, with renewed determination, I approached the door of their
cottage.
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I knocked. 'Who is there?' said the old man - 'Come in.'
I entered; 'Pardon this intrusion,' said I: 'I am a traveller in want of a little rest;
you would greatly oblige me if you would allow me to remain a few minutes
before the fire.'
'Enter,' said De Lacey; 'and I will try to relieve your wants; but, unfortunately,
my children are from home, and, as I am blind, I am afraid I shall find it difficult
to procure food for you.'
'Do not trouble yourself, my kind host, I have food; it is warmth and rest only
that I need.
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27. Pride & Prejudice: Jane Austen
Mr Bingley, Mr Darcy and their party are seen for the first time at the
assembly-room dance.
Mr Bingley was good-looking and gentlemanlike; he had a pleasant countenance,
and easy, unaffected manners. His sisters were fine women, with an air of
decided fashion. His brother-in-law, Mr Hurst, merely looked the gentleman; but
his friend Mr Darcy soon drew the attention of the room by his fine, tall person,
handsome features, noble mien₁, and the report which was in general circulation
within five minutes after his entrance, of his having ten thousand a year. The
gentlemen pronounced him to be a fine figure of a man, the ladies declared he
was much handsomer than Mr Bingley, and he was looked at with great
admiration for about half the evening, till his manners gave a disgust which
turned the tide of his popularity; for he was discovered to be proud; to be above
his company, and above being pleased; and not all his large estate in Derbyshire
could then save him from having a most forbidding, disagreeable countenance,
and being unworthy to be compared with his friend. Mr Bingley had soon made
himself acquainted with all the principal people in the room; he was lively and
unreserved, danced every dance, was angry that the ball closed so early, and
talked of giving one himself at Netherfield. Such amiable qualities must speak
for themselves. What a contrast between him and his friend! Mr Darcy danced
only once with Mrs Hurst and once with Miss Bingley, declined being introduced
to any other lady, and spent the rest of the evening in walking about the room,
speaking occasionally to one of his own party. His character was decided. He
was the proudest, most disagreeable man in the world, and everybody hoped
that he would never come there again. Amongst the most violent against him
was Mrs Bennet, whose dislike of his general behaviour was sharpened into
particular resentment by his having slighted one of her daughters.
Elizabeth Bennet had been obliged, by the scarcity of gentlemen, to sit down for
two dances; and during part of that time, Mr. Darcy had been standing near
enough for her to overhear a conversation between him and Mr. Bingley, who
came from the dance for a few minutes to press his friend to join it.
"Come, Darcy," said he, "I must have you dance. I hate to see you standing
about by yourself in this stupid manner. You had much better dance."
"I certainly shall not. You know how I detest it, unless I am particularly
acquainted with my partner. At such an assembly as this, it would be
insupportable. Your sisters are engaged, and there is not another woman in the
room whom it would not be a punishment to me to stand up with."
"I would not be so fastidious as you are," cried Bingley, "for a kingdom! Upon
my honour I never met with so many pleasant girls in my life, as I have this
evening; and there are several of them, you see, uncommonly pretty."
"You are dancing with the only handsome girl in the room," said Mr. Darcy,
looking at the eldest Miss Bennet.
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"Oh! she is the most beautiful creature I ever beheld! But there is one of her
sisters sitting down just behind you, who is very pretty, and I dare say very
agreeable. Do let me ask my partner to introduce you."
"Which do you mean?" and turning round, he looked for a moment at Elizabeth,
till catching her eye, he withdrew his own and coldly said, "She is tolerable; but
not handsome enough to tempt me; and I am in no humour at present to give
consequence to young ladies who are slighted by other men. You had better
return to your partner and enjoy her smiles, for you are wasting your time with
me."
Mr. Bingley followed his advice. Mr. Darcy walked off; and Elizabeth remained
with no very cordial feelings towards him. She told the story however with great
spirit among her friends; for she had a lively, playful disposition, which delighted
in any thing ridiculous.

₁mien - appearance
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28. The Sign of Four: Sir Arthur Conan Doyle
Holmes, Watson and Mary are on their way to their first mysterious
meeting.
The situation was a curious one. We were driving to an unknown place, on an
unknown errand. Yet our invitation was either a complete hoax,—which was an
inconceivable hypothesis,—or else we had good reason to think that important
issues might hang upon our journey. Miss Morstan’s demeanour was as resolute
and collected as ever. I endeavoured to cheer and amuse her by reminiscences
of my adventures in Afghanistan; but, to tell the truth, I was myself so excited
at our situation and so curious as to our destination that my stories were slightly
involved. To this day she declares that I told her one moving anecdote as to how
a musket₁ looked into my tent at the dead of night, and how I fired a doublebarrelled tiger cub at it.
At first I had some idea as to the direction in which we were driving; but soon,
what with our pace, the fog, and my own limited knowledge of London, I lost my
bearings and knew nothing save that we seemed to be going a very long way.
Sherlock Holmes was never at fault, however, and he muttered the names as
the cab rattled through squares and in and out by tortuous by-streets.
"Rochester Row," said he. "Now Vincent Square. Now we come out on the
Vauxhall Bridge Road. We are making for the Surrey side apparently. Yes, I
thought so. Now we are on the bridge. You can catch glimpses of the river." We
did indeed get a fleeting view of a stretch of the Thames, with the lamps shining
upon the broad, silent water; but our cab dashed on and was soon involved in a
labyrinth of streets upon the other side. "Wordsworth Road," said my
companion. "Priory Road. Lark Hall Lane. Stockwell Place. Robert Street. Cold
Harbour Lane. Our quest does not appear to take us to very fashionable
regions." We had indeed reached a questionable and forbidding neighbourhood.
Long lines of dull brick houses were only relieved by the coarse glare and tawdry
brilliancy of public-houses at the corner. Then came rows of two storied villas,
each with a fronting of miniature garden, and then again interminable lines of
new, staring brick buildings – the monster tentacles which the giant city was
throwing out into the country. At last the cab drew up at the third house in a
new terrace. None of the other houses were inhabited, and that at which we
stopped was as dark as its neighbours, save for a single glimmer in the kitchenwindow.
On our knocking, however, the door was instantly thrown open by a Hindoo
servant clad in a yellow turban, white loose-fitting clothes, and a yellow sash.
There was something strangely incongruous in this Oriental figure framed in the
commonplace door-way of a third-rate suburban dwelling-house. “The Sahib
awaits you,” said he, and even as he spoke there came a high piping voice from
some inner room. “Show them in to me, khitmutgar,” it cried. “Show them
straight in to me.”

₁musket – long barrelled gun
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29. Great Expectations: Charles Dickens
Pip is recovering from a serious illness and Joe is with him.
That I had a fever and was avoided, that I suffered greatly, that I often lost my
reason, that the time seemed interminable, that I confounded impossible
existences with my own identity; that I was a brick in the house wall, and yet
entreating to be released from the giddy place where the builders had set me;
that I was a steel beam of a vast engine, clashing and whirling over a gulf, and
yet that I implored in my own person to have the engine stopped, and my part
in it hammered off; that I passed through these phases of disease, I know of my
own remembrance, and did in some sort know at the time. That I sometimes
struggled with real people, in the belief that they were murderers, and that I
would all at once comprehend that they meant to do me good, and would then
sink exhausted in their arms, and suffer them to lay me down, I also knew at
the time. But, above all, I knew that there was a constant tendency in all these
people - who, when I was very ill, would present all kinds of extraordinary
transformations of the human face, and would be much dilated in size - above
all, I say, I knew that there was an extraordinary tendency in all these people,
sooner or later to settle down into the likeness of Joe.
After I had turned the worst point of my illness, I began to notice that while all
its other features changed, this one consistent feature did not change. Whoever
came about me, still settled into Joe. I opened my eyes in the night, and I saw
in the great chair at the bedside, Joe. I opened my eyes in the day, and, sitting
on the window–seat, smoking his pipe in the shaded open window, still I saw
Joe. I asked for a cooling drink, and the dear hand that gave it me was Joe’s. I
sank back on the pillow after drinking, and the face that looked so hopefully and
tenderly upon me was the face of Joe. At last, one day, I took courage, and said,
‘Is it Joe?’ And the dear old home–voice answered, ‘Which it air, old chap.’ ‘O
Joe, you break my heart! Look angry at me Joe. Strike me, Joe. Tell me of my
ingratitude. Don’t be so good to me!’ For, Joe had actually laid his head down on
the pillow at my side and put his arm round my neck, in his joy that I knew him.
‘Which dear old Pip, old chap,’ said Joe, ‘you and me was ever friends. And when
you’re well enough to go out for a ride – what larks!’ After which, Joe withdrew
to the window, and stood with his back towards me, wiping his eyes. And as my
extreme weakness prevented me from getting up and going to him, I lay there,
penitently whispering, ‘O God bless him! O God bless this gentle Christian man!’
Joe’s eyes were red when I next found him beside me; but I was holding his
hand, and we both felt happy. ‘How long, dear Joe?’ ‘Which you meantersay, Pip,
how long have your illness lasted, dear old chap?’ ‘Yes Joe.’ ‘It’s the end of May,
Pip. To–morrow is the first of June.’ ‘And have you been here all the time, dear
Joe?’ ‘Pretty nigh old chap…..’
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30. Pride and Prejudice: Jane Austen
Charlotte Lucas accepts Mr Collins’s offer of marriage.
Miss Lucas perceived him from an upper window as he walked towards the
house, and instantly set out to meet him accidentally in the lane. But little had
she dared to hope that so much love and eloquence awaited her there. In as
short a time as Mr. Collins's long speeches would allow, everything was settled
between them to the satisfaction of both; and as they entered the house he
earnestly entreated her to name the day that was to make him the happiest of
men; and though such a solicitation must be waived for the present, the lady felt
no inclination to trifle with his happiness. The stupidity with which he was
favoured by nature must guard his courtship from any charm that could make a
woman wish for its continuance; and Miss Lucas, who accepted him solely from
the pure and disinterested desire of an establishment, cared not how soon that
establishment were gained.
Sir William and Lady Lucas were speedily applied to for their consent, and it was
bestowed with a most joyful alacrity₁. Mr Collins’s present circumstances made it
a most eligible match for their daughter, to whom they could give little fortune;
and his prospects of future wealth were exceedingly fair. Lady Lucas began
directly to calculate, with more interest than the matter ever excited before, how
many years longer Mr Bennet was likely to live; and Sir William gave it as his
decided opinion that, whenever Mr Collins should be in his possession of the
Longbourn estate, it should be highly expedient that he and his wife should
make their appearance at St James’s. The whole family, in short, were properly
overjoyed on the occasion. The younger girls formed hopes of coming out a year
or two sooner than they might otherwise have done, and the boys were relieved
from their apprehension of Charlotte’s dying an old maid. Charlotte herself was
tolerably composed. She had gained her point, and had time to consider it. Her
reflections were in general satisfactory. Mr Collins, to be sure, was neither
sensible or agreeable: his society was irksome, and his attachment to her must
be imaginary. But still he would be her husband. Without thinking highly of
either men or of matrimony, marriage had always been her object: it was the
only honourable provision for well–educated women of small fortune, and
however uncertain of giving happiness, must be their pleasantest preservative
from want. This preservative she had now obtained; and at the age of twenty–
seven, without ever having been handsome, she felt all the good luck of it.
The least agreeable circumstance in the business was the surprise it must
occasion to Elizabeth Bennet, whose friendship she valued beyond that of any
other person. Elizabeth would wonder, and probably would blame her; and
though her resolution was not to be shaken, her feelings must be hurt by such a
disapprobation. She resolved to give her the information herself, and therefore
charged Mr. Collins, when he returned to Longbourn to dinner, to drop no hint of
what had passed before any of the family. A promise of secrecy was of course
very dutifully given, but it could not be kept without difficulty; for the curiosity
excited by his long absence burst forth in such very direct questions on his
return as required some ingenuity to evade, and he was at the same time
exercising great self-denial, for he was longing to publish his prosperous love.
₁alacrity - eagerness
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31. The War of the Worlds: H G Wells
The Martians return.
The fighting was beginning. Almost immediately unseen batteries across the river
to our right, unseen because of the trees, took up the chorus, firing heavily one
after the other. A woman screamed. Everyone stood arrested by the sudden stir
of battle, near us and yet invisible to us. Nothing was to be seen save flat
meadows, cows feeding unconcernedly for the most part, and silvery pollard
willows motionless in the warm sunlight. “The sojers’ll stop ’em,” said a woman
beside me, doubtfully. A haziness rose over the treetops.
Then suddenly we saw a rush of smoke far away up the river, a puff of smoke
that jerked up into the air, and hung, and forthwith the ground heaved
underfoot and a heavy explosion shook the air, smashing two or three windows
in the houses near, and leaving us astonished. ‘Here they are!’ shouted a man in
a blue jersey. ‘Yonder! D’yer see them? Yonder!’ Quickly, one after the other,
one, two, three, four of the armoured Martians appeared, far away over the little
trees, across the flat meadows that stretch towards Chertsey, and striding
hurriedly towards the river. Little cowled figures they seemed at first, going with
a rolling motion and as fast as flying birds. Then, advancing obliquely towards
us, came a fifth. Their armoured bodies glittered in the sun, as they swept
swiftly forward upon the guns, growing rapidly larger as they drew nearer. One
on the extreme left, the remotest that is, flourished a huge case high in the air,
and the ghostly Heat–Ray₂ I had already seen on Friday night smote towards
Chertsey, and struck the town. At sight of these strange, swift and terrible
creatures, the crowd along the water’s edge seemed to me to be for a moment
horror –struck. There was no screaming or shouting, but a silence. Then a
hoarse murmur and a movement of feet – a splashing from the water. A man,
too frightened to drop the portmanteau₁ he carried on his shoulder, swung
around and sent me staggering with a blow from the corner of his burden. A
woman thrust at me with her hand and rushed past me. I turned too, with the
rush of the people, but I was not too terrified for thought. The terrible Heat–Ray
was in my mind. To get under water! That was it!
“Get under water!” I shouted, unheeded. I faced about again, and rushed towards
the approaching Martian, rushed right down the gravelly beach and headlong into
the water. Others did the same. A boatload of people putting back came leaping
out as I rushed past. The stones under my feet were muddy and slippery, and the
river was so low that I ran perhaps twenty feet scarcely waist-deep. Then, as the
Martian towered overhead scarcely a couple of hundred yards away, I flung myself
forward under the surface. The splashes of the people in the boats leaping into
the river sounded like thunderclaps in my ears. People were landing hastily on
both sides of the river. But the Martian machine took no more notice for the
moment of the people running this way and that than a man would of the confusion
of ants in a nest against which his foot has kicked. When, half suffocated, I raised
my head above water, the Martian’s hood pointed at the batteries that were still
firing across the river, and as it advanced it swung loose what must have been
the generator of the Heat-Ray.
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₁portmanteau – large bag for travelling
₂Heat-Ray – weapon used by the martians
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32. The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and M Hyde: Robert Louis Stevenson
Mr Hyde visits Dr Lanyon to get his ‘powders’.
I had never set eyes on him before, so much was certain. He was small, as I
have said; I was struck besides with the shocking expression of his face, with his
remarkable combination of great muscular activity and great apparent debility of
constitution, and-last but not least- with the odd, subjective disturbance caused
by his neighbourhood. This bore some resemblance to incipient₁ rigour, and was
accompanied by a marked sinking of the pulse. At the time, I set it down to
some idiosyncratic, personal distaste, and merely wondered at the acuteness of
the symptoms; but I have since had reason to believe the cause to lie much
deeper in the nature of man, and to turn on some nobler hinge than the principle
of hatred.
This person (who had thus, from the first moment of his entrance, struck in me
what I can only describe as a disgustful curiosity) was dressed in a fashion that
would have made an ordinary person laughable: his clothes, that is to say,
although they were of rich and sober fabric, were enormously too large for him
in every measurement – the trousers hanging on his legs and rolled up to keep
them from the ground, the waist of the coat below his haunches and the collar
sprawling wide upon his shoulders. Strange to relate, this ridiculous
accoutrement₂ was far from moving me to laughter. Rather, as there was
something abnormal and misbegotten in the very essence of the creature that
now faced me – something seizing, surprising and revolting – this fresh disparity
seemed but to fit in with and to reinforce it; so that to my interest in the man’s
nature and character there was added a curiosity as to his origin, his life, his
fortune and status in the world. “Have you got it?” he cried. “Have you got it?”
And so lively was his impatience that he even laid his hand upon my arm and
sought to shake me. I put him back, conscious at his touch of a certain icy pang
along my blood. “Come, sir,” said I. “You forget that I have not yet the pleasure
of your acquaintance. Be seated if you please.” And I showed him an example,
and sat down in my customary seat and with as fair an imitation of my ordinary
manner to a patient as the lateness of the hour, the nature of my pre–
occupations, and the horror I had of my visitor, would suffer me to muster.
"I beg your pardon, Dr. Lanyon," he replied civilly enough. "What you say is very
well founded; and my impatience has shown its heels to my politeness. I come
here at the instance of your colleague, Dr. Henry Jekyll, on a piece of business of
some moment; and I under-stood..." He paused and put his hand to his throat,
and I could see, in spite of his collected manner, that he was wrestling against
the approaches of the hysteria -"I understood, a drawer..."
But here I took pity on my visitor's suspense, and some perhaps on my own
growing curiosity.
"There it is, sir," said I, pointing to the drawer, where it lay on the floor behind a
table and still covered with the sheet.
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He sprang to it, and then paused, and laid his hand upon his heart: I could hear
his teeth grate with the convulsive action of his jaws; and his face was so
ghastly to see that I grew alarmed both for his life and reason.
"Compose yourself," said I. He turned a dreadful smile to me, and as if with the
decision of despair, plucked away the sheet. At sight of the contents, he uttered
one loud sob of such immense relief that I sat petrified. And the next moment,
in a voice that was already fairly well under control, "Have you a graduated
glass?" he asked.
I rose from my place with something of an effort and gave him what he asked.

₁incipient – beginning to happen or develop
₂accoutrement – additional clothing
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33. Jane Eye: Charlotte Brönte
Bertha, Rochester’s first wife, has escaped from the attic and set fire to
Rochester’s bed.
There was a demonic laugh – low, suppressed and deep – uttered, as it seemed,
at the very keyhole of my chamber door. The head of my bed was near the door,
and I thought at first the goblin–laughter stood at my bedside – or rather
crouched by my pillow: but I rose, looked round, and could see nothing; while,
as I still gazed, the unnatural first impulse was to rise and fasten the bolt; my
next, again to cry out, ‘Who is there?’ Something gurgled and moaned. Ere long,
steps retreated up the gallery towards the third–storey staircase; I heard it open
and close, and all was still. ‘Was that Grace Poole? and is she possessed with a
devil?’ thought I. Impossible now to remain longer by myself: I must go to Mrs
Fairfax. I hurried on my frock and a shawl; I withdrew the bolt and opened the
door with a trembling hand. There was a candle burning just outside, and on the
matting in the gallery. I was surprised at this circumstance: but still more was I
amazed to perceive the air quite dim, as if filled with smoke; and, while looking
to the right and left, to find whence these blue wreaths issued, I became further
aware of a strong smell of burning. Something creaked: it was a door ajar; and
that door was Mr Rochester’s, and the smoke rushed in from thence. I thought
no more of Mrs Fairfax; I thought no more of Grace Poole, or the laugh: 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 vapour, Mr Rochester lay
stretched motionless, in deep sleep. ‘Wake! wake!’ I cried. I shook him, but he
only murmured and turned: the sheets were kindling, I rushed to his basin and
ewer₁; fortunately, one was wide and the other deep, and both filled with water.
I heaved them up, deluged the bed and its occupant, flew back to my room,
brought my own water–jug, baptised the couch afresh, and by God’s aid,
succeeded in extinguishing the flames which were devouring it.
The hiss of the quenched element, the breakage of a pitcher which I flung from
my hand when I had emptied it, and, above all, the splash of the shower-bath I
had liberally bestowed, roused Mr. Rochester at last. Though it was now dark, I
knew he was awake; because I heard him fulminating strange anathemas₂ at
finding himself lying in a pool of water.
"Is there a flood?" he cried. "No, sir," I answered; "but there has been a fire: get
up, do; you are quenched now; I will fetch you a candle." In the name of all the
elves in Christendom, is that Jane Eyre?" he demanded. "What have you done
with me, witch, sorceress? Who is in the room besides you? Have you plotted to
drown me?"
"I will fetch you a candle, sir; and, in Heaven's name, get up. Somebody has
plotted something: you cannot too soon find out who and what it is."
"There! I am up now; but at your peril you fetch a candle yet: wait two minutes
till I get into some dry garments, if any dry there be—yes, here is my dressinggown. Now run!"

68

I did run; I brought the candle which still remained in the gallery. He took it
from my hand, held it up, and surveyed the bed, all blackened and scorched, the
sheets drenched, the carpet round swimming in water.
"What is it? and who did it?" he asked. I briefly related to him what had
transpired: the strange laugh I had heard in the gallery: the step ascending to
the third storey; 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 deluged him with
all the water I could lay hands on.

₁ewer – large jug used for carrying water
₂anathemas - curses
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