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2.Les​ ​Hauts​ ​
de​ ​Hurlevent
3.vicaire
CHARLOTTE​ ​BRONTË​ ​was​ ​born​ ​in​ ​1816​ ​in​ ​Yorkshire.​ ​Her​ ​
father​ ​Patrick​ ​Brontë​ ​was​ ​an​ ​Anglican​ ​clergyman.​ ​He​ ​
moved​ ​with​ ​his​ ​wife,​ ​Maria​ ​Branwell​ ​Brontë,​ ​and​ ​their​ ​
six​ ​small​ ​children​ ​to​ ​Haworth​ ​amid​ ​the​ ​Yorkshire​ ​
​ ​
moors
1
​ ​in​ ​1820.
Charlotte​ ​was​ ​the​ ​third​ ​of​ ​the​ ​six​ ​Brontë​ ​children.​ ​She​ ​
was​ ​just​ ​ﬁve​ ​years​ ​old​ ​when​ ​her​ ​mother​ ​died​ ​from​ ​
​ ​
cancer.​ ​Her​ ​two​ ​older​ ​sisters​ ​Maria​ ​and​ ​Elizabeth​ ​died​ ​
very​ ​early​ ​from​ ​tuberculosis.
She​ ​ﬁrst​ ​spent​ ​eight​ ​months​ ​at​ ​a​ ​clergymen’s​ ​daughters’​ ​
boarding​ ​school,​ ​then​ ​two​ ​years​ ​as​ ​a​ ​pupil​ ​(1831-32),​ ​and​ ​
three​ ​years​ ​as​ ​a​ ​teacher​ ​(1835-December​ ​1837)​ ​at​ ​Roe​ ​
Head​ ​School.​ ​She​ ​tried​ ​being​ ​a​ ​governess​ ​but​ ​didn’t​ ​like​ ​
the​ ​work,​ ​and​ ​went​ ​on​ ​to​ ​spend​ ​two​ ​years​ ​(1842-3)​ ​at​ ​
the​ ​Pensionnat​ ​Heger​ ​in​ ​Brussels,​ ​to​ ​further​ ​improve​ ​her​ ​
French.​ ​She​ ​was​ ​a​ ​teacher​ ​there​ ​for​ ​one​ ​year.
In​ ​1846​ ​there​ ​appeared​ ​Poems​ ​by​ ​Currer,​ ​Ellis​ ​and​ ​
Acton​ ​Bell,​ ​the​ ​pseudonyms​ ​of​ ​Charlotte​ ​and​ ​her​ ​
two​ ​sisters​ ​Emily​ ​and​ ​Anne.​ ​By​ ​the​ ​end​ ​of​ ​1847​ ​the​ ​
ﬁrst​ ​novels​ ​of​ ​all​ ​three​ ​sisters​ ​had​ ​been​ ​published,​ ​
and​ ​Charlotte’s​ ​Jane​ ​Eyre​ ​was​ ​an​ ​immediate​ ​success.​ ​
​ ​
(Emily’s​ ​ﬁrst​ ​and​ ​only​ ​novel​ ​was​ ​Wuthering​ ​Heights
2
.)
Emily​ ​died​ ​in​ ​1848,​ ​a​ ​few​ ​months​ ​after​ ​their​ ​brother​ ​
​ ​
Branwell,​ ​then​ ​Anne​ ​in​ ​the​ ​following​ ​summer.​ ​
Charlotte​ ​published​ ​Shirley​ ​(1849),​ ​Villette​ ​(1853)​ ​and​ ​
The​ ​Professor​ ​(posthumously,​ ​1857),​ ​
Charlotte​ ​rejected​ ​several​ ​proposals​ ​of​ ​marriage.​ ​
​ ​
She​ ​ﬁnally​ ​married​ ​her​ ​father’s​ ​curate
3
​ ​Arthur​ ​Bell​ ​
Nicholls​ ​in​ ​1854.
She​ ​died​ ​in​ ​Yorkshire​ ​in​ ​1855​ ​—of​ ​tuberculosis​ ​or​ ​com
-
plications​ ​in​ ​pregnancy.​ ​Her​ ​father​ ​Patrick​ ​Brontë​ ​out-
lived​ ​all​ ​his​ ​children.
About​ ​the​ ​author
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Vous​ ​aimeriez​ ​lire​ ​en​ ​langue​ ​originale,​ ​mais​ ​le​ ​vocabulaire,​ ​
les​ ​expressions​ ​ﬁgurées​ ​ou​ ​la​ ​syntaxe​ ​vous​ ​arrêtent​ ​parfois?​ ​
Cette​ ​collection​ ​est​ ​faite​ ​pour​ ​vous!
Vous​ ​trouverez​ ​en​ ​effet,​ ​en​ ​note​ ​dans​ ​la​ ​marge,​ ​une​ ​
traduction​ ​de​ ​certains​ ​mots​ ​et​ ​expressions​ ​qui​ ​vous​ ​
permettra​ ​d’avancer​ ​facilement​ ​dans​ ​votre​ ​lecture.​ ​
Nous​ ​n’avons​ ​pas​ ​cherché​ ​à​ ​vous​ ​donner​ ​une​ ​traduction​ ​
littéraire​ ​de​ ​l’ouvrage​ ​et​ ​nous​ ​nous​ ​sommes​ ​parfois​ ​écartés​ ​
du​ ​sens​ ​littéral​ ​pour​ ​vous​ ​fournir​ ​le​ ​sens​ ​qui​ ​convient​ ​le​ ​
mieux​ ​à​ ​l’histoire.​ ​Aussi​ ​les​ ​mots​ ​sont-ils​ ​traduits​ ​dans​ ​le​ ​
contexte​ ​du​ ​texte​ ​original.
Les​ ​expressions​ ​ﬁgées​ ​anglaises​ ​sont,​ ​bien​ ​entendu,​ ​
rendues​ ​par​ ​une​ ​expression​ ​équivalente​ ​en​ ​français.
Les​ ​allusions​ ​à​ ​des​ ​réalités​ ​culturelles​ ​du​ ​monde​ ​anglo-
saxon​ ​sont​ ​expliquées​ ​également​ ​dans​ ​la​ ​marge,​ ​pour​ ​vous​ ​
aider​ ​à​ ​mieux​ ​comprendre​ ​la​ ​trame​ ​de​ ​l’histoire.
Vous​ ​aurez​ ​ainsi,​ ​en​ ​regard​ ​du​ ​texte​ ​original,​ ​tout​ ​le​ ​savoir-
faire​ ​d’un​ ​dictionnaire​ ​rien​ ​que​ ​pour​ ​vous​ ​et​ ​adapté​ ​à​ ​ce​ ​
livre!​ ​
Notre​ ​objectif​ ​est​ ​de​ ​vous​ ​mener​ ​jusqu’au​ ​mot​ ​FINen​ ​vous​ ​
donnant​ ​les​ ​clés​ ​nécessaires​ ​à​ ​la​ ​compréhension​ ​du​ ​récit.​ ​
Laissez-vous​ ​gagner​ ​par​ ​la​ ​puissance​ ​évocatrice​ ​d’un​ ​
roman​ ​majeur​ ​de​ ​la​ ​littérature​ ​anglaise.
Lire​ ​en​ ​VO?​ ​You​ ​can​ ​indeed!
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W.​ ​M.​ ​Thackeray,​ ​Esq.
This​ ​Work​ ​is​ ​
respectfully​ ​inscribed
1
​ ​
by​ ​
the​ ​author
1.dédié















[image: ]Coup​ ​de​ ​pouce​ ​pour​ ​vous​ ​aider​ ​
à​ ​bien​ ​comprendre​ ​le​ ​début​ ​de​ ​l’histoire...
Mrs.​ ​Reed​ ​n’est​ ​pas​ ​une​ ​tante​ ​aimante​ ​pour​ ​la​ ​petite​ ​Jane,​ ​
cette​ ​enfant​ ​chétive​ ​et​ ​taciturne​ ​que​ ​son​ ​défunt​ ​mari​ ​lui​ ​a​ ​
laissée​ ​sur​ ​les​ ​bras.
En​ ​ce​ ​pluvieux​ ​après-midi​ ​de​ ​novembre,​ ​Jane​ ​n’est​ ​pas​ ​
admise​ ​à​ ​converser​ ​au​ ​coin​ ​du​ ​feu.
*​ ​[Charlotte​ ​Brontë​ ​publia​ ​ce​ ​roman​ ​en​ ​1847.​ ​Le​ ​texte​ ​anglais​ ​
présenté​ ​ici​ ​garde​ ​une​ ​grande​ ​partie​ ​des​ ​usages​ ​orthographiques​ ​
de​ ​l’époque​ ​:​ ​shew​ ​pour​ ​show,​ ​ancle​ ​pour​ ​ankle,​ ​etc.,​ ​ainsi​ ​que​ ​
beaucoup​ ​de​ ​mots​ ​qui​ ​n’en​ ​font​ ​aujourd’hui​ ​qu’un​ ​seul​ ​:​ ​to-night,​ ​
up​ ​stairs,​ ​night-mare...]















[image: ]11
1.avions​ ​
déambulé
2.massifs​ ​
d’arbustes
3.dîner​ ​
[au​ ​sens​ ​ancien​ ​
de​ ​déjeuner]
4.glacial
5.crépuscule
6.mordus​ ​par​ ​le​ ​
froid
7.remontrances
8.bonne​ ​
d’enfants
9.humiliée
10.Lesdits
11.agglutinés
12.était​ ​
étendue
13.tant​ ​que​ ​
Bessie​ ​ne​ ​lui​ ​
aurait​ ​pas​ ​dit
14.m’eorçais
15.en​ ​toute​ ​
sincérité
16.tempérament
17.engageante
18.enjouée
19.attitude
VOLUMEI
CHAPTERI
THERE​ ​was​ ​no​ ​possibility​ ​of​ ​taking​ ​a​ ​walk​ ​that​ ​day.​ ​We​ ​
had​ ​been​ ​wandering
1
,​ ​indeed,​ ​in​ ​the​ ​leaﬂess​ ​shrubbery
2
​ ​
an​ ​hour​ ​in​ ​the​ ​morning;​ ​but​ ​since​ ​dinner
3
​ ​(Mrs.Reed,​ ​
when​ ​there​ ​was​ ​no​ ​company,​ ​dined​ ​early)​ ​the​ ​cold​ ​win
-
ter​ ​wind​ ​had​ ​brought​ ​with​ ​it​ ​clouds​ ​so​ ​sombre,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​
rain​ ​so​ ​penetrating,​ ​that​ ​further​ ​outdoor​ ​exercise​ ​was​ ​
now​ ​out​ ​of​ ​the​ ​question.
I​ ​was​ ​glad​ ​of​ ​it:​ ​I​ ​never​ ​liked​ ​long​ ​walks,​ ​especial-
ly​ ​on​ ​chilly​ ​afternoons:​ ​dreadful​ ​to​ ​me​ ​was​ ​the​ ​coming​ ​
home​ ​in​ ​the​ ​raw
4
​ ​twilight
5
,​ ​with​ ​nipped
6
​ ​ﬁngers​ ​and​ ​
toes,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​heart​ ​saddened​ ​by​ ​the​ ​chidings
7
​ ​of​ ​Bessie,​ ​
the​ ​nurse
8
,​ ​and​ ​humbled
9
​ ​by​ ​the​ ​consciousness​ ​of​ ​my​ ​
physical​ ​inferiority​ ​to​ ​Eliza,​ ​John,​ ​and​ ​Georgiana​ ​Reed.
The​ ​said
10
​ ​Eliza,​ ​John,​ ​and​ ​Georgiana​ ​were​ ​now​ ​
clustered
11
​ ​round​ ​their​ ​mama​ ​in​ ​the​ ​drawing-room:​ ​
she​ ​lay​ ​reclined
12
​ ​on​ ​a​ ​sofa​ ​by​ ​the​ ​ﬁreside,​ ​and​ ​with​ ​
her​ ​darlings​ ​about​ ​her​ ​(for​ ​the​ ​time​ ​neither​ ​quarrelling​ ​
nor​ ​crying)​ ​looked​ ​perfectly​ ​happy.​ ​Me,​ ​she​ ​had​ ​dis
-
pensed​ ​from​ ​joining​ ​the​ ​group;​ ​saying,​ ​‘She​ ​regretted​ ​
to​ ​be​ ​under​ ​the​ ​necessity​ ​of​ ​keeping​ ​me​ ​at​ ​a​ ​distance;​ ​
but​ ​that​ ​until​ ​she​ ​heard​ ​from​ ​Bessie
13
,​ ​and​ ​could​ ​dis-
cover​ ​by​ ​her​ ​own​ ​observation​ ​that​ ​I​ ​was​ ​endeavouring
14
​ ​
in​ ​good​ ​earnest
15
​ ​to​ ​acquire​ ​a​ ​more​ ​sociable​ ​and​ ​child-
like​ ​disposition
16
,​ ​a​ ​more​ ​attractive
17
​ ​and​ ​sprightly
18
​ ​
manner
19
,—something​ ​lighter,​ ​franker,​ ​more​ ​natural​ ​
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JANE​ ​EYRE
1.en​ ​quelque​ ​
sorte
2.me​ ​priver​ ​des​ ​
3.satisfaits
4.les​ ​
discutailleurs
5.rebutant
6.qui​ ​ergote​ ​
avec​ ​les​ ​adultes
7.jouxtait
8.m’y​ ​glissai
9.m’emparai
10.abondam-
ment​ ​illustré
11.en​ ​tailleur
12.de​ ​laine​ ​
moirée
13.doublement​ ​
à​ ​l’abri​ ​d’une​ ​
intrusion
14.désolante
15.Au​ ​loin
16.blancheur​ ​
opaque
17.d’arbustes
18.plaintive
19.bourrasque
20.lignes​ ​
imprimées
21.de​ ​celui-ci
22.comme​ ​si​ ​
elles​ ​étaient​ ​
blanches
23.repaires
24.oiseaux​ ​de​ ​
mer
25.parsemée​ ​de
26.ulé​ ​[pays​ ​
le​ ​plus​ ​sep-
tentrional​ ​du​ ​
monde,​ ​d’après​ ​
les​ ​Anciens]
27.ots
28.Déferlent
29.[in​ ​
L’Automnede​ ​
J.​ ​omson​ ​
(1700-1748)]
30.évocation
31.désolées
as​ ​it​ ​were
1
—she​ ​really​ ​must​ ​exclude​ ​me​ ​from
2
​ ​privileges
intended​ ​only​ ​for​ ​contented
3
,​ ​happy,​ ​little​ ​children.’
‘What​ ​does​ ​Bessie​ ​say​ ​I​ ​have​ ​done?’​ ​I​ ​asked.
‘Jane,​ ​I​ ​don’t​ ​like​ ​cavillers
4
​ ​or​ ​questioners:​ ​besides,​ ​
there​ ​is​ ​something​ ​truly​ ​forbidding
5
​ ​in​ ​a​ ​child​ ​taking​ ​up​ ​
her​ ​elders
6
​ ​in​ ​that​ ​manner.​ ​Be​ ​seated​ ​somewhere;​ ​and​ ​
until​ ​you​ ​can​ ​speak​ ​pleasantly,​ ​remain​ ​silent.’
A​ ​small​ ​breakfast-room​ ​adjoined
7
​ ​the​ ​drawing-room:​ ​
I​ ​slipped​ ​in​ ​there
8
.​ ​It​ ​contained​ ​a​ ​book-case:​ ​I​ ​soon​ ​pos-
sessed​ ​myself​ ​
9
​ ​of​ ​a​ ​volume,​ ​taking​ ​care​ ​that​ ​it​ ​should​ ​
be​ ​one​ ​stored​ ​with​ ​pictures
10
.​ ​I​ ​mounted​ ​into​ ​the​ ​win-
dow-seat:​ ​gathering​ ​up​ ​my​ ​feet,​ ​I​ ​sat​ ​cross-legged
11
,​ ​like​ ​
a​ ​Turk;​ ​and,​ ​having​ ​drawn​ ​the​ ​red​ ​moreen
12
​ ​curtain
nearly​ ​close,​ ​I​ ​was​ ​shrined​ ​in​ ​double​ ​retirement
13
.
Folds​ ​of​ ​scarlet​ ​drapery​ ​shut​ ​in​ ​my​ ​view​ ​to​ ​the​ ​right​ ​
hand;​ ​to​ ​the​ ​left​ ​were​ ​the​ ​clear​ ​panes​ ​of​ ​glass,​ ​pro
-
tecting,​ ​but​ ​not​ ​separating​ ​me​ ​from​ ​the​ ​drear
14
​ ​Novem-
ber​ ​day.​ ​At​ ​intervals,​ ​while​ ​turning​ ​over​ ​the​ ​leaves​ ​of​ ​
my​ ​book,​ ​I​ ​studied​ ​the​ ​aspect​ ​of​ ​that​ ​winter​ ​afternoon.​ ​
Afar
15
,​ ​it​ ​offered​ ​a​ ​pale​ ​blank
16
​ ​of​ ​mist​ ​and​ ​cloud;​ ​near,​ ​
a​ ​scene​ ​of​ ​wet​ ​lawn​ ​and​ ​storm-beat​ ​shrub
17
,​ ​with​ ​cease-
less​ ​rain​ ​sweeping​ ​away​ ​wildly​ ​before​ ​a​ ​long​ ​and​ ​lam-
entable
18
​ ​blast
19
.
I​ ​returned​ ​to​ ​my​ ​book—Bewick’s​ ​History​ ​of​ ​British​ ​
Birds:​ ​the​ ​letter-press
20
​ ​thereof
21
​ ​I​ ​cared​ ​little​ ​for,​ ​gen-
erally​ ​speaking;​ ​and​ ​yet​ ​there​ ​were​ ​certain​ ​introductory​ ​
pages​ ​that,​ ​child​ ​as​ ​I​ ​was,​ ​I​ ​could​ ​not​ ​pass​ ​quite​ ​as​ ​a​ ​
blank
22
.​ ​They​ ​were​ ​those​ ​which​ ​treat​ ​of​ ​the​ ​haunts
23
​ ​of​ ​
sea-fowl
24
;​ ​of​ ​‘the​ ​solitary​ ​rocks​ ​and​ ​promontories’​ ​by​ ​
them​ ​only​ ​inhabited;​ ​of​ ​the​ ​coast​ ​of​ ​Norway,​ ​studded
with
25
​ ​isles​ ​from​ ​its​ ​southern​ ​extremity,​ ​the​ ​Lindesness,​ ​
or​ ​Naze,​ ​to​ ​the​ ​North​ ​Cape—
‘Where​ ​the​ ​Northern​ ​Ocean,​ ​in​ ​vast​ ​whirls
​ ​
Boils​ ​round​ ​the​ ​naked,​ ​melancholy​ ​isles​ ​
Of​ ​farthest​ ​Thule
26
;​ ​and​ ​the​ ​Atlantic​ ​surge
27
​ ​
Pours​ ​in
28
​ ​among​ ​the​ ​stormy​ ​Hebrides.’​ ​
29
Nor​ ​could​ ​I​ ​pass​ ​unnoticed​ ​the​ ​suggestion
30
​ ​of​ ​the​ ​
bleak
31
​ ​shores​ ​of​ ​Lapland,​ ​Siberia,​ ​Spitzbergen,​ ​Nova​ ​
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1.mélancoliques
2.lugubre
3.gés
4.contrées​ ​d’un​ ​
blanc​ ​mortuaire
5.confuse
6.houle
7.d’embruns
8.échoué
9.bateau​ ​en​ ​
perdition
10.pierre​ ​
tombale
11.ceint
12.croissant​ ​de​ ​
lune​ ​levé​ ​depuis​ ​
peu
13.tombée​ ​du​ ​
jour
14.encalminés
15.assoupie
16.monstre
17.clouant​ ​au​ ​
sol
18.créature​ ​
cornue
19.à​ ​l’écart
20.gibet
21.il​ ​lui​ ​arrivait
22.cheminée​ ​
dans​ ​la​ ​
chambre​ ​
d’enfants
23.apprêtait
24.les​ ​
frous-frous​ ​
en​ ​dentelle
25.tuyautait
26.[Paméla​ ​
ou​ ​la​ ​Vertu​ ​
récompensée,​ ​
roman​ ​
épistolaire​ ​
(1740)​ ​de​ ​
Samuel​ ​
Richardson]
27.[roman​ ​
sentimental​ ​de​ ​
Henry​ ​Brooke,​ ​
1781]
Zembla,​ ​Iceland,​ ​Greenland,​ ​with​ ​‘the​ ​vast​ ​sweep​ ​of​ ​
the​ ​Arctic​ ​Zone,​ ​and​ ​those​ ​forlorn
1
​ ​regions​ ​of​ ​dreary
2
​ ​
space,—that​ ​reservoir​ ​of​ ​frost​ ​and​ ​snow,​ ​where​ ​ﬁrm​ ​
ﬁelds​ ​of​ ​ice,​ ​the​ ​accumulation​ ​of​ ​centuries​ ​of​ ​winters,​ ​
glazed
3
​ ​in​ ​Alpine​ ​heights​ ​above​ ​heights,​ ​surround​ ​the​ ​
pole,​ ​and​ ​concentre​ ​the​ ​multiplied​ ​rigors​ ​of​ ​extreme​ ​
cold.’​ ​Of​ ​these​ ​death-white​ ​realms
4
​ ​I​ ​formed​ ​an​ ​idea​ ​
of​ ​my​ ​own;​ ​shadowy
5
,​ ​like​ ​all​ ​the​ ​half-comprehend-
ed​ ​notions​ ​that​ ​ﬂoat​ ​dim​ ​through​ ​children’s​ ​brains,​ ​but​ ​
strangely​ ​impressive.​ ​The​ ​words​ ​in​ ​these​ ​introductory​ ​
pages​ ​connected​ ​themselves​ ​with​ ​the​ ​succeeding​ ​vi
-
gnettes,​ ​and​ ​gave​ ​signiﬁcance​ ​to​ ​the​ ​rock​ ​standing​ ​up​ ​
alone​ ​in​ ​a​ ​sea​ ​of​ ​billow
6
​ ​and​ ​spray
7
;​ ​to​ ​the​ ​broken​ ​boat​ ​
stranded
8
​ ​on​ ​a​ ​desolate​ ​coast;​ ​to​ ​the​ ​cold​ ​and​ ​ghastly​ ​
moon​ ​glancing​ ​through​ ​bars​ ​of​ ​cloud​ ​at​ ​a​ ​wreck​ ​just​ ​
sinking
9
.
I​ ​cannot​ ​tell​ ​what​ ​sentiment​ ​haunted​ ​the​ ​quite​ ​soli-
tary​ ​churchyard,​ ​with​ ​its​ ​inscribed​ ​headstone
10
;​ ​its​ ​gate,​ ​
its​ ​two​ ​trees,​ ​its​ ​low​ ​horizon,​ ​girdled
11
​ ​by​ ​a​ ​broken​ ​
wall,​ ​and​ ​its​ ​newly-risen​ ​crescent
12
,​ ​attesting​ ​the​ ​hour​ ​
of​ ​even-tide
13
.
The​ ​two​ ​ships​ ​becalmed
14
​ ​on​ ​a​ ​torpid
15
​ ​sea,​ ​I​ ​be-
lieved​ ​to​ ​be​ ​marine​ ​phantoms.
The​ ​ﬁend
16
​ ​pinning​ ​down
17
​ ​the​ ​thief’s​ ​pack​ ​behind​ ​
him,​ ​I​ ​passed​ ​over​ ​quickly:​ ​it​ ​was​ ​an​ ​object​ ​of​ ​terror.
So​ ​was​ ​the​ ​black,​ ​horned​ ​thing
18
​ ​seated​ ​aloof
19
​ ​
on​ ​a​ ​rock,​ ​surveying​ ​a​ ​distant​ ​crowd​ ​surrounding​ ​a​ ​
gallows
20
.
Each​ ​picture​ ​told​ ​a​ ​story;​ ​mysterious​ ​often​ ​to​ ​my​ ​un-
developed​ ​understanding​ ​and​ ​imperfect​ ​feelings,​ ​yet
ever​ ​profoundly​ ​interesting:​ ​as​ ​interesting​ ​as​ ​the​ ​tales​ ​
Bessie​ ​sometimes​ ​narrated​ ​on​ ​winter​ ​evenings,​ ​when​ ​
she​ ​chanced
21
​ ​to​ ​be​ ​in​ ​good​ ​humour;​ ​and​ ​when,​ ​hav-
ing​ ​brought​ ​her​ ​ironing-table​ ​to​ ​the​ ​nursery​ ​hearth
22
,​ ​
she​ ​allowed​ ​us​ ​to​ ​sit​ ​about​ ​it,​ ​and​ ​while​ ​she​ ​got​ ​up
23
​ ​
Mrs.​ ​Reed’s​ ​lace​ ​frills
24
,​ ​and​ ​crimped
25
​ ​her​ ​night-cap​ ​
borders,​ ​fed​ ​our​ ​eager​ ​attention​ ​with​ ​passages​ ​of​ ​love​ ​
and​ ​adventure​ ​taken​ ​from​ ​old​ ​fairy​ ​tales​ ​and​ ​older​ ​bal
-
lads;​ ​or​ ​(as​ ​at​ ​a​ ​later​ ​period​ ​I​ ​discovered)​ ​from​ ​the​ ​pages​ ​
of​ ​Pamela
26
,​ ​and​ ​Henry,​ ​Earl​ ​of​ ​Moreland
27
.
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JANE​ ​EYRE
1.Broie-du-Noir
2.Où​ ​diable
3.pensée
4.car
5.maladroite
6.timidité​ ​
méante
7.me​ ​t​ ​
comprendre
8.n’en​ ​avais​ ​
que​ ​dix
9.robuste
10.terne
11.malsaine
12.des​ ​traits​ ​
épais
13.s’empirait
14.trouble
15.brouillé
16.asques
17.friandises
18.dur
19.le​ ​teint​ ​
jaunâtre
20.dû​ ​au​ ​
surmenage
21.parce​ ​que​ ​
sa​ ​famille​ ​lui​ ​
manquait
22.me​ ​
tyrannisait​ ​et​ ​
me​ ​malmenait
With​ ​Bewick​ ​on​ ​my​ ​knee,​ ​I​ ​was​ ​then​ ​happy:​ ​happy​ ​at​ ​
least​ ​in​ ​my​ ​way.​ ​I​ ​feared​ ​nothing​ ​but​ ​interruption,​ ​and​ ​
that​ ​came​ ​too​ ​soon.​ ​The​ ​breakfast-room​ ​door​ ​opened.
‘Boh!​ ​Madam​ ​Mope
1
!’​ ​cried​ ​the​ ​voice​ ​of​ ​John​ ​Reed;​ ​
then​ ​he​ ​paused:​ ​he​ ​found​ ​the​ ​room​ ​apparently​ ​empty.
‘Where​ ​the​ ​dickens
2
​ ​is​ ​she?’​ ​he​ ​continued.​ ​‘Lizzy!​ ​
Georgy!’​ ​(calling​ ​to​ ​his​ ​sisters)​ ​‘Joan​ ​is​ ​not​ ​here:​ ​tell​ ​
mama​ ​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
3
:​ ​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
4
​ ​I​ ​trembled​ ​at​ ​the​ ​
idea​ ​of​ ​being​ ​dragged​ ​forth​ ​by​ ​the​ ​said​ ​Jack.
‘What​ ​do​ ​you​ ​want?’​ ​I​ ​asked,​ ​with​ ​awkward
5
​ ​
difﬁdence
6
.
‘Say,​ ​“What​ ​do​ ​you​ ​want,​ ​Master​ ​Reed?”’​ ​was​ ​the​ ​an-
swer.​ ​‘I​ ​want​ ​you​ ​to​ ​come​ ​here;’​ ​and​ ​seating​ ​himself​ ​in​ ​
an​ ​arm-chair,​ ​he​ ​intimated
7
​ ​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
8
:​ ​large​ ​and​ ​stout
9
​ ​
for​ ​his​ ​age,​ ​with​ ​a​ ​dingy
10
​ ​and​ ​unwholesome
11
​ ​skin;​ ​
thick​ ​lineaments
12
​ ​in​ ​a​ ​spacious​ ​visage,​ ​heavy​ ​limbs​ ​
and​ ​large​ ​extremities.​ ​He​ ​gorged​ ​himself
13
​ ​habitually
at​ ​table,​ ​which​ ​made​ ​him​ ​bilious,​ ​and​ ​gave​ ​him​ ​a​ ​dim
14
​ ​
and​ ​bleared
15
​ ​eye​ ​and​ ​ﬂabby
16
​ ​cheeks.​ ​He​ ​ought​ ​now​ ​to​ ​
have​ ​been​ ​at​ ​school;​ ​but​ ​his​ ​mama​ ​had​ ​taken​ ​him​ ​home​ ​
for​ ​a​ ​month​ ​or​ ​two,​ ​‘on​ ​account​ ​of​ ​his​ ​delicate​ ​health.’​ ​
Mr.Miles,​ ​the​ ​master,​ ​afﬁrmed​ ​that​ ​he​ ​would​ ​do​ ​very​ ​
well​ ​if​ ​he​ ​had​ ​fewer​ ​cakes​ ​and​ ​sweetmeats
17
​ ​sent​ ​him​ ​
from​ ​home;​ ​but​ ​the​ ​mother’s​ ​heart​ ​turned​ ​from​ ​an​ ​opin-
ion​ ​so​ ​harsh
18
,​ ​and​ ​inclined​ ​rather​ ​to​ ​the​ ​more​ ​reﬁned​ ​
idea​ ​that​ ​John’s​ ​sallowness
19
​ ​was​ ​owing​ ​to​ ​over-applica-
tion
20
​ ​and,​ ​perhaps,​ ​to​ ​pining​ ​after​ ​home
21
.
John​ ​had​ ​not​ ​much​ ​affection​ ​for​ ​his​ ​mother​ ​and​ ​sis-
ters,​ ​and​ ​an​ ​antipathy​ ​to​ ​me.​ ​He​ ​bullied​ ​and​ ​punished
me
22
:​ ​not​ ​two​ ​or​ ​three​ ​times​ ​in​ ​the​ ​week,​ ​nor​ ​once​ ​
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15
1.parcelle
2.se​ ​rétractait
3.hébétée
4.n’avais​ ​
strictement​ ​
aucun​ ​recours
5.mauvais​ ​
traitements
6.en​ ​prenant​ ​
mon​ ​parti
7.aveugle​ ​et​ ​
sourde
8.m’insulter
9.sous​ ​ses​ ​yeux
10.docile​ ​
envers
11.la​ ​meurtrir
12.appréhen-
dant
13.considérais
14.celui
15.bientôt
16.me​ ​l’asséner
17.pensée
18.chancelai
19.sournoise
20.souci
21.[=​ ​show]
22.où​ ​je​ ​le​ ​pris
23.une​ ​
personne​ ​à​ ​
charge
24.mendier
25.aux​ ​frais​ ​de​ ​
notre​ ​mère
26.à​ ​fouiller
or​ ​twice​ ​in​ ​the​ ​day,​ ​but​ ​continually:​ ​every​ ​nerve​ ​I​ ​had​ ​
feared​ ​him,​ ​and​ ​every​ ​morsel
1
​ ​of​ ​ﬂesh​ ​on​ ​my​ ​bones​ ​
shrank
2
​ ​when​ ​he​ ​came​ ​near.​ ​There​ ​were​ ​moments​ ​
when​ ​I​ ​was​ ​bewildered
3
​ ​by​ ​the​ ​terror​ ​he​ ​inspired;​ ​be-
cause​ ​I​ ​had​ ​no​ ​appeal​ ​whatever
4
​ ​against​ ​either​ ​his​ ​men-
aces​ ​or​ ​his​ ​inﬂictions
5
:​ ​the​ ​servants​ ​did​ ​not​ ​like​ ​to​ ​of-
fend​ ​their​ ​young​ ​master​ ​by​ ​taking​ ​my​ ​part​ ​against​ ​him
6
,​ ​
and​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​was​ ​blind​ ​and​ ​deaf
7
​ ​on​ ​the​ ​subject:​ ​she​ ​
never​ ​saw​ ​him​ ​strike​ ​or​ ​heard​ ​him​ ​abuse​ ​me
8
;​ ​though​ ​
he​ ​did​ ​both​ ​now​ ​and​ ​then​ ​in​ ​her​ ​very​ ​presence
9
:​ ​more​ ​
frequently​ ​however​ ​behind​ ​her​ ​back.
Habitually​ ​obedient​ ​to
10
​ ​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
11
:​ ​
I​ ​knew​ ​he​ ​would​ ​soon​ ​strike,​ ​and​ ​while​ ​dreading
12
​ ​the​ ​
blow,​ ​I​ ​mused​ ​on
13
​ ​the​ ​disgusting​ ​and​ ​ugly​ ​appearance​ ​
of​ ​him
14
​ ​who​ ​would​ ​presently
15
​ ​deal​ ​it
16
.​ ​I​ ​wonder​ ​if​ ​he​ ​
read​ ​that​ ​notion
17
​ ​in​ ​my​ ​face;​ ​for,​ ​all​ ​at​ ​once,​ ​without​ ​
speaking,​ ​he​ ​struck​ ​suddenly​ ​and​ ​strongly.​ ​I​ ​tottered
18
,​ ​
and​ ​on​ ​regaining​ ​my​ ​equilibrium​ ​retired​ ​back​ ​a​ ​step​ ​or​ ​
two​ ​from​ ​his​ ​chair.
‘That​ ​is​ ​for​ ​your​ ​impudence​ ​in​ ​answering​ ​mama​ ​a​ ​
while​ ​since,’​ ​said​ ​he,​ ​‘and​ ​for​ ​your​ ​sneaking
19
​ ​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
20
​ ​was​ ​how​ ​to​ ​endure​ ​the​ ​
blow​ ​which​ ​would​ ​certainly​ ​follow​ ​the​ ​insult.
‘What​ ​were​ ​you​ ​doing​ ​behind​ ​the​ ​curtain?’​ ​he​ ​asked.
‘I​ ​was​ ​reading.’
‘Shew
21
​ ​the​ ​book.’
I​ ​returned​ ​to​ ​the​ ​window​ ​and​ ​fetched​ ​it​ ​thence
22
.
‘You​ ​have​ ​no​ ​business​ ​to​ ​take​ ​our​ ​books:​ ​you​ ​are​ ​
a​ ​dependant
23
,​ ​mama​ ​says;​ ​you​ ​have​ ​no​ ​money;​ ​your​ ​
father​ ​left​ ​you​ ​none;​ ​you​ ​ought​ ​to​ ​beg
24
,​ ​and​ ​not​ ​to​ ​
live​ ​here​ ​with​ ​gentlemen’s​ ​children​ ​like​ ​us,​ ​and​ ​eat​ ​the​ ​
same​ ​meals​ ​we​ ​do,​ ​and​ ​wear​ ​clothes​ ​at​ ​our​ ​mama’s​ ​ex-
pense
25
.​ ​Now,​ ​I’ll​ ​teach​ ​you​ ​to​ ​rummage
26
​ ​my​ ​book-
shelves:​ ​for​ ​they​ ​are​ ​mine;​ ​all​ ​the​ ​house​ ​belongs​ ​to​ ​me,​ ​
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JANE​ ​EYRE
1.sans​ ​
comprendre​ ​
d’abord
2.aermir​ ​sa​ ​
prise​ ​sur
3.se​ ​mettre​ ​en​ ​
position​ ​pour​ ​
le​ ​projeter​ ​vers​ ​
moi
4.s​ ​un​ ​pas​ ​de​ ​
côté
5.frayeur
6.paroxysme
7.méchant
8.esclavagiste
9.dont​ ​je​ ​
n’avais​ ​jamais​ ​
pensé
10.que​ ​je​ ​les​ ​
exprimerais​ ​
ainsi​ ​de​ ​vive​ ​
voix
11.se​ ​précipita​ ​
vers​ ​moi,​ ​tête​ ​
baissée
12.était​ ​aux​ ​
prises​ ​avec
13.un​ ​être​ ​
désespéré
14.couler​ ​le​ ​
long​ ​de
15.mordante
16.j’étais​ ​hors​ ​
de​ ​moi​ ​en​ ​le​ ​
recevant
17.il​ ​braillait​ ​
de​ ​toutes​ ​ses​ ​
forces
18.Les​ ​secours​ ​
étaient​ ​proches
19.chercher
20.On​ ​nous​ ​
sépara
21.pour​ ​s’en​ ​
prendre
22.ajouta
or​ ​will​ ​do​ ​in​ ​a​ ​few​ ​years.​ ​Go​ ​and​ ​stand​ ​by​ ​the​ ​door,​ ​out​ ​
of​ ​the​ ​way​ ​of​ ​the​ ​mirror​ ​and​ ​the​ ​windows.’
I​ ​did​ ​so,​ ​not​ ​at​ ​ﬁrst​ ​aware
1
​ ​what​ ​was​ ​his​ ​intention;​ ​
but​ ​when​ ​I​ ​saw​ ​him​ ​lift​ ​and​ ​poise
2
​ ​the​ ​book​ ​and​ ​stand​ ​
in​ ​act​ ​to​ ​hurl​ ​it
3
,​ ​I​ ​instinctively​ ​started​ ​aside
4
​ ​with​ ​a​ ​cry​ ​
of​ ​alarm
5
:​ ​not​ ​soon​ ​enough,​ ​however;​ ​the​ ​volume​ ​was​ ​
ﬂung,​ ​it​ ​hit​ ​me,​ ​and​ ​I​ ​fell,​ ​striking​ ​my​ ​head​ ​against​ ​the​ ​
door​ ​and​ ​cutting​ ​it.​ ​The​ ​cut​ ​bled,​ ​the​ ​pain​ ​was​ ​sharp:​ ​my​ ​
terror​ ​had​ ​passed​ ​its​ ​climax
6
;​ ​other​ ​feelings​ ​succeeded.
‘Wicked
7
​ ​and​ ​cruel​ ​boy!’​ ​I​ ​said.​ ​‘You​ ​are​ ​like​ ​a​ ​mur-
derer—you​ ​are​ ​like​ ​a​ ​slave-driver​ ​
8
—you​ ​are​ ​like​ ​the​ ​
Roman​ ​emperors!’
I​ ​had​ ​read​ ​Goldsmith’s​ ​History​ ​of​ ​Rome,​ ​and​ ​had​ ​
formed​ ​my​ ​opinion​ ​of​ ​Nero,​ ​Caligula,​ ​&c.​ ​Also​ ​I​ ​had​ ​
drawn​ ​parallels​ ​in​ ​silence,​ ​which​ ​I​ ​never​ ​thought
9
​ ​thus​ ​
to​ ​have​ ​declared​ ​aloud
10
.
‘What!​ ​what!’​ ​he​ ​cried.​ ​‘Did​ ​she​ ​say​ ​that​ ​to​ ​me?​ ​Did​ ​
you​ ​hear​ ​her,​ ​Eliza​ ​and​ ​Georgiana?​ ​Won’t​ ​I​ ​tell​ ​mama?​ ​
but​ ​ﬁrst—’
He​ ​ran​ ​headlong​ ​at​ ​me
11
;​ ​I​ ​felt​ ​him​ ​grasp​ ​my​ ​hair​ ​
and​ ​my​ ​shoulder:​ ​he​ ​had​ ​closed​ ​with
12
​ ​a​ ​desperate
thing
13
.​ ​I​ ​really​ ​saw​ ​in​ ​him​ ​a​ ​tyrant:​ ​a​ ​murderer.​ ​I​ ​felt​ ​a​ ​
drop​ ​or​ ​two​ ​of​ ​blood​ ​from​ ​my​ ​head​ ​trickle​ ​down
14
​ ​my​ ​
neck,​ ​and​ ​was​ ​sensible​ ​of​ ​somewhat​ ​pungent
15
​ ​suffer-
ing:​ ​these​ ​sensations​ ​for​ ​the​ ​time​ ​predominated​ ​over​ ​
fear,​ ​and​ ​I​ ​received​ ​him​ ​in​ ​frantic​ ​sort
16
.​ ​I​ ​don’t​ ​very​ ​
well​ ​know​ ​what​ ​I​ ​did​ ​with​ ​my​ ​hands,​ ​but​ ​he​ ​called​ ​
me​ ​‘Rat!​ ​rat!’​ ​and​ ​bellowed​ ​out​ ​aloud
17
.​ ​Aid​ ​was​ ​near​ ​
him
18
:​ ​Eliza​ ​and​ ​Georgiana​ ​had​ ​run​ ​for
19
​ ​Mrs.​ ​Reed,​ ​
who​ ​was​ ​gone​ ​up​ ​stairs;​ ​she​ ​now​ ​came​ ​upon​ ​the​ ​scene,​ ​
followed​ ​by​ ​Bessie​ ​and​ ​her​ ​maid​ ​Abbot.​ ​We​ ​were​ ​part
-
ed
20
:​ ​I​ ​heard​ ​the​ ​words:—
‘Dear!​ ​dear!​ ​What​ ​a​ ​fury​ ​to​ ​ﬂy
21
​ ​at​ ​Master​ ​John!’
‘Did​ ​ever​ ​anybody​ ​see​ ​such​ ​a​ ​picture​ ​of​ ​passion!’
Then​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​subjoined
22
:—
‘Take​ ​her​ ​away​ ​to​ ​the​ ​red-room,​ ​and​ ​lock​ ​her​ ​in​ ​
there.’​ ​Four​ ​hands​ ​were​ ​immediately​ ​laid​ ​upon​ ​me,​ ​and​ ​
I​ ​was​ ​borne​ ​up​ ​stairs.
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1.enclines
2.à​ ​avoir​ ​de​ ​moi
3.quelque​ ​peu
4.passible​ ​de
5.sanctions
6.à​ ​aller​ ​
jusqu’au​ ​bout
7.Quelle​ ​honte
8.camériste
9.de​ ​votre​ ​
bienfaitrice
10.assurer​ ​
votre​ ​entretien
11.ressort
12.jarretières
13.priver
14.lien
15.Ces​ ​
dispositions​ ​
prises​ ​pour​ ​
m’attacher
16.qu’elles​ ​
impliquaient
17.atténuèrent​ ​
quelque​ ​
peu​ ​mon​ ​
emportement
18.resterai​ ​
tranquille
19.Pour​ ​
prouver​ ​ma​ ​
bonne​ ​foi
20.Gare​ ​si​ ​vous​ ​
bougez
21.une​ ​fois​ ​
assurée
22.m’étais​ ​
réellement​ ​
calmée
23.santé​ ​
mentale
CHAPTERII
I​ ​RESISTED​ ​all​ ​the​ ​way:​ ​a​ ​new​ ​thing​ ​for​ ​me,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​circum-
stance​ ​which​ ​greatly​ ​strengthened​ ​the​ ​bad​ ​opinion​ ​Bes-
sie​ ​and​ ​Miss​ ​Abbot​ ​were​ ​disposed​ ​to
1
​ ​entertain​ ​of​ ​me
2
.​ ​
The​ ​fact​ ​is,​ ​I​ ​was​ ​a​ ​triﬂe
3
​ ​beside​ ​myself;​ ​or​ ​rather​ ​out​ ​of​ ​
myself,​ ​as​ ​the​ ​French​ ​would​ ​say:​ ​I​ ​was​ ​conscious​ ​that​ ​
a​ ​moment’s​ ​mutiny​ ​had​ ​already​ ​rendered​ ​me​ ​liable​ ​to
4
​ ​
strange​ ​penalties
5
,​ ​and​ ​like​ ​any​ ​other​ ​rebel​ ​slave,​ ​I​ ​felt​ ​
resolved,​ ​in​ ​my​ ​desperation,​ ​to​ ​go​ ​all​ ​lengths
6
.
‘Hold​ ​her​ ​arms,​ ​Miss​ ​Abbot;​ ​she’s​ ​like​ ​a​ ​mad​ ​cat.’
‘For​ ​shame
7
!​ ​for​ ​shame!’​ ​cried​ ​the​ ​lady’s-maid
8
.​ ​‘What​ ​
shocking​ ​conduct,​ ​Miss​ ​Eyre,​ ​to​ ​strike​ ​a​ ​young​ ​gentle-
man,​ ​your​ ​benefactress’s
9
​ ​son!​ ​Your​ ​young​ ​master!’
‘Master!​ ​How​ ​is​ ​he​ ​my​ ​master?​ ​Am​ ​I​ ​a​ ​servant?’
‘No;​ ​you​ ​are​ ​less​ ​than​ ​a​ ​servant,​ ​for​ ​you​ ​do​ ​nothing​ ​
for​ ​your​ ​keep
10
.​ ​There,​ ​sit​ ​down,​ ​and​ ​think​ ​over​ ​your​ ​
wickedness.’
They​ ​had​ ​got​ ​me​ ​by​ ​this​ ​time​ ​into​ ​the​ ​apartment​ ​in
-
dicated​ ​by​ ​Mrs.Reed,​ ​and​ ​had​ ​thrust​ ​me​ ​upon​ ​a​ ​stool:​ ​
my​ ​impulse​ ​was​ ​to​ ​rise​ ​from​ ​it​ ​like​ ​a​ ​spring
11
;​ ​their​ ​two​ ​
pairs​ ​of​ ​hands​ ​arrested​ ​me​ ​instantly.
‘If​ ​you​ ​don’t​ ​sit​ ​still,​ ​you​ ​must​ ​be​ ​tied​ ​down,’​ ​said​ ​
Bessie.​ ​‘Miss​ ​Abbot,​ ​lend​ ​me​ ​your​ ​garters
12
;​ ​she​ ​would​ ​
break​ ​mine​ ​directly.’
Miss​ ​Abbot​ ​turned​ ​to​ ​divest
13
​ ​a​ ​stout​ ​leg​ ​of​ ​the​ ​ne-
cessary​ ​ligature
14
.​ ​This​ ​preparation​ ​for​ ​bonds
15
,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​
additional​ ​ignominy​ ​it​ ​inferred
16
,​ ​took​ ​a​ ​little​ ​of​ ​the​ ​ex-
citement​ ​out​ ​of​ ​me
17
.
‘Don’t​ ​take​ ​them​ ​off,’​ ​I​ ​cried;​ ​‘I​ ​will​ ​not​ ​stir
18
.’
In​ ​guarantee​ ​whereof
19
,​ ​I​ ​attached​ ​myself​ ​to​ ​my​ ​seat​ ​
by​ ​my​ ​hands.
‘Mind​ ​you​ ​don’t
20
,’​ ​said​ ​Bessie;​ ​and​ ​when​ ​she​ ​had​ ​as-
certained
21
​ ​that​ ​I​ ​was​ ​really​ ​subsiding
22
,​ ​she​ ​loosened​ ​
her​ ​hold​ ​of​ ​me;​ ​then​ ​she​ ​and​ ​Miss​ ​Abbot​ ​stood​ ​with​ ​
folded​ ​arms,​ ​looking​ ​darkly​ ​and​ ​doubtfully​ ​on​ ​my​ ​face,​ ​
as​ ​incredulous​ ​of​ ​my​ ​sanity
23
.
‘She​ ​never​ ​did​ ​so​ ​before,’​ ​at​ ​last​ ​said​ ​Bessie,​ ​turning​ ​
to​ ​the​ ​Abigail.















[image: ]18
JANE​ ​EYRE
1.à​ ​Madame
2.petite​ ​
sournoise
3.si​ ​
dissimulatrice
4.bientôt
5.l’obligée​ ​de
6.pourvoit​ ​à​ ​
votre​ ​entretien
7.renvoyait
8.l’hospice​ ​
9.tout​ ​premiers​ ​
souvenirs
10.allusions
11.refrain
12.dévastateur
13.sur​ ​un​ ​pied​ ​
d’égalité
14.emportée
15.accès​ ​de​ ​rage
16.un​ ​cœur​ ​
comme​ ​le​ ​sien
17.pour​ ​rien​ ​au​ ​
monde
18.chambre​ ​
d’amis
19.aux​ ​
inattendu
20.d’avoir​ ​
recours​ ​à
21.toutes​ ​les​ ​
chambres
22.des​ ​plus​ ​
imposantes
‘But​ ​it​ ​was​ ​always​ ​in​ ​her,’​ ​was​ ​the​ ​reply.​ ​‘I’ve​ ​told​ ​
Missis
1
​ ​often​ ​my​ ​opinion​ ​about​ ​the​ ​child,​ ​and​ ​Missis​ ​
agreed​ ​with​ ​me.​ ​She’s​ ​an​ ​underhand​ ​little​ ​thing
2
:​ ​I​ ​
never​ ​saw​ ​a​ ​girl​ ​of​ ​her​ ​age​ ​with​ ​so​ ​much​ ​cover
3
.’
Bessie​ ​answered​ ​not;​ ​but​ ​ere​ ​long
4
,​ ​addressing​ ​me,​ ​
she​ ​said,​ ​‘You​ ​ought​ ​to​ ​be​ ​aware,​ ​Miss,​ ​that​ ​you​ ​are​ ​
under​ ​obligations​ ​to
5
​ ​Mrs.Reed:​ ​she​ ​keeps​ ​you
6
;​ ​if​ ​she​ ​
were​ ​to​ ​turn​ ​you​ ​off​ ​
7
,​ ​you​ ​would​ ​have​ ​to​ ​go​ ​to​ ​the​ ​
poor-house
8
.’
I​ ​had​ ​nothing​ ​to​ ​say​ ​to​ ​these​ ​words:​ ​they​ ​were​ ​not​ ​
new​ ​to​ ​me:​ ​my​ ​very​ ​ﬁrst​ ​recollections​ ​of​ ​existence
9
​ ​in-
cluded​ ​hints
10
​ ​of​ ​the​ ​same​ ​kind.​ ​This​ ​reproach​ ​of​ ​my​ ​
dependence​ ​had​ ​become​ ​a​ ​vague​ ​sing-song
11
​ ​in​ ​my​ ​ear;​ ​
very​ ​painful​ ​and​ ​crushing
12
,​ ​but​ ​only​ ​half​ ​intelligible.​ ​
Miss​ ​Abbot​ ​joined​ ​in:—
‘And​ ​you​ ​ought​ ​not​ ​to​ ​think​ ​yourself​ ​on​ ​an​ ​equal-
ity
13
​ ​with​ ​the​ ​Misses​ ​Reed​ ​and​ ​Master​ ​Reed,​ ​because​ ​
Missis​ ​kindly​ ​allows​ ​you​ ​to​ ​be​ ​brought​ ​up​ ​with​ ​them.​ ​
They​ ​will​ ​have​ ​a​ ​great​ ​deal​ ​of​ ​money,​ ​and​ ​you​ ​will​ ​have​ ​
none:​ ​it​ ​is​ ​your​ ​place​ ​to​ ​be​ ​humble,​ ​and​ ​to​ ​try​ ​to​ ​make​ ​
yourself​ ​agreeable​ ​to​ ​them.’
‘What​ ​we​ ​tell​ ​you,​ ​is​ ​for​ ​your​ ​good,’​ ​added​ ​Bessie,​ ​in​ ​
no​ ​harsh​ ​voice:​ ​‘you​ ​should​ ​try​ ​to​ ​be​ ​useful​ ​and​ ​pleas-
ant,​ ​then​ ​perhaps​ ​you​ ​would​ ​always​ ​have​ ​a​ ​home​ ​here;​ ​
but​ ​if​ ​you​ ​become​ ​passionate
14
​ ​and​ ​rude,​ ​Missis​ ​will​ ​
send​ ​you​ ​away,​ ​I​ ​am​ ​sure.’
‘Besides,’​ ​said​ ​Miss​ ​Abbot,​ ​‘God​ ​will​ ​punish​ ​her:​ ​he​ ​
might​ ​strike​ ​her​ ​dead​ ​in​ ​the​ ​midst​ ​of​ ​her​ ​tantrums
15
,​ ​
and​ ​then​ ​where​ ​would​ ​she​ ​go?​ ​Come,​ ​Bessie,​ ​we​ ​will​ ​
leave​ ​her:​ ​I​ ​wouldn’t​ ​have​ ​her​ ​heart
16
​ ​for​ ​anything
17
.​ ​
Say​ ​your​ ​prayers,​ ​Miss​ ​Eyre,​ ​when​ ​you​ ​are​ ​by​ ​yourself;​ ​
for​ ​if​ ​you​ ​don’t​ ​repent,​ ​something​ ​bad​ ​might​ ​be​ ​permit-
ted​ ​to​ ​come​ ​down​ ​the​ ​chimney,​ ​and​ ​fetch​ ​you​ ​away.’
They​ ​went,​ ​shutting​ ​the​ ​door,​ ​and​ ​locking​ ​it​ ​behind​ ​
them.
The​ ​red-room​ ​was​ ​a​ ​spare​ ​chamber
18
,​ ​very​ ​sel-
dom​ ​slept​ ​in;​ ​I​ ​might​ ​say​ ​never,​ ​indeed;​ ​unless​ ​when​ ​a​ ​
chance​ ​inﬂux
19
​ ​of​ ​visitors​ ​at​ ​Gateshead​ ​Hall​ ​rendered​ ​it​ ​
necessary​ ​to​ ​turn​ ​to​ ​account
20
​ ​all​ ​the​ ​accommodation
21
​ ​
it​ ​contained:​ ​yet​ ​it​ ​was​ ​one​ ​of​ ​the​ ​largest​ ​and​ ​stateliest
22
​ ​
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1.manoir
2.acajou
3.paré​ ​de
4.damas
5.stores
6.dissimulées
7.tentures​ ​de​ ​
même​ ​étoe
8.fauve
9.touche
10.Contrastant​ ​
avec​ ​ce​ ​sombre​ ​
décor
11.éclatait​ ​de​ ​
blancheur
12.l’empile-
ment​ ​de
13.courtepointe
14.fauteuil
15.éloignée
16.femme​ ​de​ ​
chambre
17.vérier
18.parchemins
19.coret​ ​à​ ​
bijoux
20.un​ ​portrait​ ​
en​ ​miniature
21.sortilège
22.qu’il​ ​avait​ ​
rendu​ ​son​ ​
dernier​ ​soue
23.que​ ​sa​ ​
dépouille​ ​avait​ ​
été​ ​exposée
24.de​ ​là​ ​que
25.croque-morts
26.l’implacable
27.attachée
28.pâles
29.discontinus
30.reets
31.éclat
32.sous​ ​leurs​ ​
tentures
chambers​ ​in​ ​the​ ​mansion
1
.​ ​A​ ​bed​ ​supported​ ​on​ ​mas-
sive​ ​pillars​ ​of​ ​mahogany
2
,​ ​hung​ ​with
3
​ ​curtains​ ​of​ ​deep​ ​
red​ ​damask
4
,​ ​stood​ ​out​ ​like​ ​a​ ​tabernacle​ ​in​ ​the​ ​centre;​ ​
the​ ​two​ ​large​ ​windows,​ ​with​ ​their​ ​blinds
5
​ ​always​ ​drawn​ ​
down,​ ​were​ ​half​ ​shrouded
6
​ ​in​ ​festoons​ ​and​ ​falls​ ​of​ ​simi-
lar​ ​drapery
7
;​ ​the​ ​carpet​ ​was​ ​red;​ ​the​ ​table​ ​at​ ​the​ ​foot​ ​
of​ ​the​ ​bed​ ​was​ ​covered​ ​with​ ​a​ ​crimson​ ​cloth;​ ​the​ ​walls​ ​
were​ ​a​ ​soft​ ​fawn
8
​ ​colour,​ ​with​ ​a​ ​blush
9
​ ​of​ ​pink​ ​in​ ​it;​ ​
the​ ​wardrobe,​ ​the​ ​toilet-table,​ ​the​ ​chairs​ ​were​ ​of​ ​darkly​ ​
polished​ ​old​ ​mahogany.​ ​Out​ ​of​ ​these​ ​deep​ ​surrounding
shades
10
​ ​rose​ ​high,​ ​and​ ​glared​ ​white
11
,​ ​the​ ​piled-up
12
​ ​
mattresses​ ​and​ ​pillows​ ​of​ ​the​ ​bed,​ ​spread​ ​with​ ​a​ ​snowy​ ​
Marseilles​ ​counterpane
13
.​ ​Scarcely​ ​less​ ​prominent​ ​was​ ​
an​ ​ample,​ ​cushioned​ ​easy-chair
14
​ ​near​ ​the​ ​head​ ​of​ ​the​ ​
bed,​ ​also​ ​white,​ ​with​ ​a​ ​footstool​ ​before​ ​it;​ ​and​ ​looking,​ ​
as​ ​I​ ​thought,​ ​like​ ​a​ ​pale​ ​throne.
This​ ​room​ ​was​ ​chill,​ ​because​ ​it​ ​seldom​ ​had​ ​a​ ​ﬁre;​ ​
it​ ​was​ ​silent,​ ​because​ ​remote
15
​ ​from​ ​the​ ​nursery​ ​and​ ​
kitchens;​ ​solemn,​ ​because​ ​it​ ​was​ ​known​ ​to​ ​be​ ​so​ ​sel-
dom​ ​entered.​ ​The​ ​housemaid
16
​ ​alone​ ​came​ ​here​ ​on​ ​Sat-
urdays,​ ​to​ ​wipe​ ​from​ ​the​ ​mirrors​ ​and​ ​the​ ​furniture​ ​a​ ​
week’s​ ​quiet​ ​dust;​ ​and​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​herself,​ ​at​ ​far​ ​inter-
vals,​ ​visited​ ​it​ ​to​ ​review
17
​ ​the​ ​contents​ ​of​ ​a​ ​certain​ ​se-
cret​ ​drawer​ ​in​ ​the​ ​wardrobe,​ ​where​ ​were​ ​stored​ ​divers​ ​
parchments
18
,​ ​her​ ​jewel-casket
19
,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​miniature
20
​ ​of​ ​
her​ ​deceased​ ​husband;​ ​and​ ​in​ ​those​ ​last​ ​words​ ​lies​ ​the​ ​
secret​ ​of​ ​the​ ​red-room:​ ​the​ ​spell
21
​ ​which​ ​kept​ ​it​ ​so​ ​lone-
ly​ ​in​ ​spite​ ​of​ ​its​ ​grandeur.
Mr.​ ​Reed​ ​had​ ​been​ ​dead​ ​nine​ ​years:​ ​it​ ​was​ ​in​ ​this​ ​
chamber​ ​he​ ​breathed​ ​his​ ​last
22
;​ ​here​ ​he​ ​lay​ ​in​ ​state
23
;​ ​
hence
24
​ ​his​ ​cofﬁn​ ​was​ ​borne​ ​by​ ​the​ ​undertaker’s​ ​men
25
;​ ​
and,​ ​since​ ​that​ ​day,​ ​a​ ​sense​ ​of​ ​dreary​ ​consecration​ ​had​ ​
guarded​ ​it​ ​from​ ​frequent​ ​intrusion.
My​ ​seat,​ ​to​ ​which​ ​Bessie​ ​and​ ​the​ ​bitter
26
​ ​Miss​ ​Abbot​ ​
had​ ​left​ ​me​ ​riveted
27
,​ ​was​ ​a​ ​low​ ​ottoman​ ​near​ ​the​ ​mar-
ble​ ​chimney-piece;​ ​the​ ​bed​ ​rose​ ​before​ ​me;​ ​to​ ​my​ ​right​ ​
hand​ ​there​ ​was​ ​the​ ​high,​ ​dark​ ​wardrobe,​ ​with​ ​sub
-
dued
28
,​ ​broken
29
​ ​reﬂections
30
​ ​varying​ ​the​ ​gloss
31
​ ​of​ ​
its​ ​panels;​ ​to​ ​my​ ​left​ ​were​ ​the​ ​mufﬂed
32
​ ​windows;​ ​a​ ​
great​ ​looking-glass​ ​between​ ​them​ ​repeated​ ​the​ ​vacant​ ​
​ ​
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JANE​ ​EYRE
1.spectral
2.creux
3.mouchetant
4.l’obscurité
5.immobile
6.apparition
7.lutin
8.vallons​ ​
emplis​ ​de​ ​
fougères
9.attardés
10.me​ ​
soutenait​ ​
encore
11.juguler
12.de​ ​trembler
13.lugubre
14.puits​ ​d’eau​ ​
trouble
15.persécutée
16.entêtée
17.malveillance​ ​
très​ ​acerbe
18.chicanière
19.attitude
20.l’objet​ ​
de​ ​toutes​ ​les​ ​
indulgences
21.l’exempter​ ​
de
22.ne​ ​se​ ​
voyait​ ​jamais​ ​
contrarier
23.poussins​ ​
des​ ​paons
24.jardin​ ​
d’hiver
25.la​ ​
vilipendait
majesty​ ​of​ ​the​ ​bed​ ​and​ ​room.​ ​I​ ​was​ ​not​ ​quite​ ​sure​ ​
whether​ ​they​ ​had​ ​locked​ ​the​ ​door;​ ​and,​ ​when​ ​I​ ​dared​ ​
move,​ ​I​ ​got​ ​up,​ ​and​ ​went​ ​to​ ​see.​ ​Alas!​ ​yes:​ ​no​ ​jail​ ​was​ ​
ever​ ​more​ ​secure.​ ​Returning,​ ​I​ ​had​ ​to​ ​cross​ ​before​ ​
the​ ​looking-glass;​ ​my​ ​fascinated​ ​glance​ ​involuntarily​ ​
​ ​
explored​ ​the​ ​depth​ ​it​ ​revealed.​ ​All​ ​looked​ ​colder​ ​and​ ​
darker​ ​in​ ​that​ ​visionary
1
​ ​hollow
2
​ ​than​ ​in​ ​reality;​ ​and​ ​
the​ ​strange​ ​little​ ​ﬁgure​ ​there​ ​gazing​ ​at​ ​me,​ ​with​ ​a​ ​white​ ​
face​ ​and​ ​arms​ ​specking
3
​ ​the​ ​gloom
4
,​ ​and​ ​glittering​ ​eyes​ ​
of​ ​fear​ ​moving​ ​where​ ​all​ ​else​ ​was​ ​still
5
,​ ​had​ ​the​ ​effect​ ​
of​ ​a​ ​real​ ​spirit
6
:​ ​I​ ​thought​ ​it​ ​like​ ​one​ ​of​ ​the​ ​tiny​ ​phan-
toms,​ ​half​ ​fairy,​ ​half​ ​imp
7
,​ ​Bessie’s​ ​evening​ ​stories​ ​rep-
resented​ ​as​ ​coming​ ​out​ ​of​ ​lone,​ ​ferny​ ​dells
8
​ ​in​ ​moors,​ ​
and​ ​appearing​ ​before​ ​the​ ​eyes​ ​of​ ​belated
9
​ ​travellers.​ ​
I​ ​returned​ ​to​ ​my​ ​stool.
Superstition​ ​was​ ​with​ ​me​ ​at​ ​that​ ​moment;​ ​but​ ​it​ ​was​ ​
not​ ​yet​ ​her​ ​hour​ ​for​ ​complete​ ​victory:​ ​my​ ​blood​ ​was​ ​still​ ​
warm;​ ​the​ ​mood​ ​of​ ​the​ ​revolted​ ​slave​ ​was​ ​still​ ​bracing​ ​
me
10
​ ​with​ ​its​ ​bitter​ ​vigour;​ ​I​ ​had​ ​to​ ​stem
11
​ ​a​ ​rapid​ ​rush​ ​
of​ ​retrospective​ ​thought​ ​before​ ​I​ ​quailed
12
​ ​to​ ​the​ ​dis-
mal
13
​ ​present.
All​ ​John​ ​Reed’s​ ​violent​ ​tyrannies,​ ​all​ ​his​ ​sisters’​ ​
proud​ ​indifference,​ ​all​ ​his​ ​mother’s​ ​aversion,​ ​all​ ​the​ ​ser
-
vants’​ ​partiality,​ ​turned​ ​up​ ​in​ ​my​ ​disturbed​ ​mind​ ​like​ ​a​ ​
dark​ ​deposit​ ​in​ ​a​ ​turbid​ ​well
14
.​ ​Why​ ​was​ ​I​ ​always​ ​suf-
fering,​ ​always​ ​brow-beaten
15
,​ ​always​ ​accused,​ ​for​ ​ever​ ​
condemned?​ ​Why​ ​could​ ​I​ ​never​ ​please?​ ​Why​ ​was​ ​it​ ​use-
less​ ​to​ ​try​ ​to​ ​win​ ​any​ ​one’s​ ​favour?​ ​Eliza,​ ​who​ ​was​ ​head-
strong
16
​ ​and​ ​selﬁsh,​ ​was​ ​respected.​ ​Georgiana,​ ​who​ ​
had​ ​a​ ​spoiled​ ​temper,​ ​a​ ​very​ ​acrid​ ​spite
17
,​ ​a​ ​captious
18
​ ​
and​ ​insolent​ ​carriage
19
,​ ​was​ ​universally​ ​indulged
20
.​ ​Her​ ​
beauty,​ ​her​ ​pink​ ​cheeks​ ​and​ ​golden​ ​curls,​ ​seemed​ ​to​ ​
give​ ​delight​ ​to​ ​all​ ​who​ ​looked​ ​at​ ​her,​ ​and​ ​to​ ​purchase
indemnity​ ​for
21
​ ​every​ ​fault.​ ​John,​ ​no​ ​one​ ​thwarted
22
,​ ​
much​ ​less​ ​punished;​ ​though​ ​he​ ​twisted​ ​the​ ​necks​ ​of​ ​
the​ ​pigeons,​ ​killed​ ​the​ ​little​ ​pea-chicks
23
,​ ​set​ ​the​ ​dogs​ ​
at​ ​the​ ​sheep,​ ​stripped​ ​the​ ​hothouse​ ​vines​ ​of​ ​their​ ​fruit,​ ​
and​ ​broke​ ​the​ ​buds​ ​off​ ​the​ ​choicest​ ​plants​ ​in​ ​the​ ​con-
servatory
24
:​ ​he​ ​called​ ​his​ ​mother​ ​‘old​ ​girl’​ ​too,​ ​some-
times;​ ​reviled​ ​her
25
​ ​for​ ​her​ ​dark​ ​skin,​ ​similar​ ​to​ ​his​ ​
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1.tout​ ​
simplement​ ​
2.robe
3.m’eorçais​ ​de
4.pénible
5.boudeuse
6.gratuitement
7.prévenir
8.Détermina-
tion
9.aiguillonnée
10.détonnais
11.subordonnés
12.de​ ​par​ ​son​ ​
statut
13.de​ ​par​ ​ses​ ​
inclinations
14.nocive
15.qui​ ​
entretenait
16.en​ ​réponse​ ​à
17.mépris​ ​pour
18.joyeuse
19.insouciante
20.exigeante
21.folâtre
own;​ ​bluntly
1
​ ​disregarded​ ​her​ ​wishes;​ ​not​ ​unfrequent-
ly​ ​tore​ ​and​ ​spoiled​ ​her​ ​silk​ ​attire
2
;​ ​and​ ​he​ ​was​ ​still​ ​‘her​ ​
own​ ​darling.’​ ​I​ ​dared​ ​commit​ ​no​ ​fault:​ ​I​ ​strove​ ​to
3
​ ​ful-
ﬁl​ ​every​ ​duty;​ ​and​ ​I​ ​was​ ​termed​ ​naughty​ ​and​ ​tiresome
4
,​ ​
sullen
5
​ ​and​ ​sneaking,​ ​from​ ​morning​ ​to​ ​noon,​ ​and​ ​from​ ​
noon​ ​to​ ​night.
My​ ​head​ ​still​ ​ached​ ​and​ ​bled​ ​with​ ​the​ ​blow​ ​and​ ​fall​ ​
I​ ​had​ ​received:​ ​no​ ​one​ ​had​ ​reproved​ ​John​ ​for​ ​wanton-
ly
6
​ ​striking​ ​me;​ ​and​ ​because​ ​I​ ​had​ ​turned​ ​against​ ​him​ ​
to​ ​avert
7
​ ​farther​ ​irrational​ ​violence,​ ​I​ ​was​ ​loaded​ ​with​ ​
general​ ​opprobrium.
‘Unjust!—unjust!’​ ​said​ ​my​ ​reason,​ ​forced​ ​by​ ​the​ ​ag-
onizing​ ​stimulus​ ​into​ ​precocious​ ​though​ ​transitory
power;​ ​and​ ​Resolve
8
,​ ​equally​ ​wrought​ ​up
9
,​ ​instigated​ ​
some​ ​strange​ ​expedient​ ​to​ ​achieve​ ​escape​ ​from​ ​insup-
portable​ ​oppression—as​ ​running​ ​away,​ ​or,​ ​if​ ​that​ ​could​ ​
not​ ​be​ ​effected,​ ​never​ ​eating​ ​or​ ​drinking​ ​more,​ ​and​ ​let-
ting​ ​myself​ ​die.
What​ ​a​ ​consternation​ ​of​ ​soul​ ​was​ ​mine​ ​that​ ​dreary​ ​
afternoon!​ ​How​ ​all​ ​my​ ​brain​ ​was​ ​in​ ​tumult,​ ​and​ ​all​ ​my​ ​
heart​ ​in​ ​insurrection!​ ​Yet​ ​in​ ​what​ ​darkness,​ ​what​ ​dense​ ​
ignorance,​ ​was​ ​the​ ​mental​ ​battle​ ​fought!​ ​I​ ​could​ ​not​ ​an-
swer​ ​the​ ​ceaseless​ ​inward​ ​question—why​ ​I​ ​thus​ ​suf-
fered:​ ​now,​ ​at​ ​the​ ​distance​ ​of—I​ ​will​ ​not​ ​say​ ​how​ ​many​ ​
years,​ ​I​ ​see​ ​it​ ​clearly.
I​ ​was​ ​a​ ​discord
10
​ ​in​ ​Gateshead​ ​Hall:​ ​I​ ​was​ ​like​ ​no-
body​ ​there;​ ​I​ ​had​ ​nothing​ ​in​ ​harmony​ ​with​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​
or​ ​her​ ​children,​ ​or​ ​her​ ​chosen​ ​vassalage
11
.​ ​If​ ​they​ ​did​ ​
not​ ​love​ ​me,​ ​in​ ​fact,​ ​as​ ​little​ ​did​ ​I​ ​love​ ​them.​ ​They​ ​
were​ ​not​ ​bound​ ​to​ ​regard​ ​with​ ​affection​ ​a​ ​thing​ ​that​ ​
could​ ​not​ ​sympathize​ ​with​ ​one​ ​amongst​ ​them;​ ​a​ ​het-
erogeneous​ ​thing,​ ​opposed​ ​to​ ​them​ ​in​ ​temperament,​ ​
in​ ​capacity
12
,​ ​in​ ​propensities
13
;​ ​a​ ​useless​ ​thing,​ ​in-
capable​ ​of​ ​serving​ ​their​ ​interest,​ ​or​ ​adding​ ​to​ ​their​ ​
pleasure;​ ​a​ ​noxious
14
​ ​thing,​ ​cherishing
15
​ ​the​ ​germs​ ​
of​ ​indignation​ ​at
16
​ ​their​ ​treatment,​ ​of​ ​contempt​ ​of
17
​ ​
their​ ​judgment.​ ​I​ ​know​ ​that​ ​had​ ​I​ ​been​ ​a​ ​sanguine
18
,​ ​
brilliant,​ ​careless
19
,​ ​exacting
20
,​ ​handsome,​ ​romp-
ing
21
​ ​child—though​ ​equally​ ​dependent​ ​and​ ​friend-
less—Mrs.​ ​Reed​ ​would​ ​have​ ​endured​ ​my​ ​presence​ ​
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JANE​ ​EYRE
1.aimablement
2.fraternelle
3.enclins​ ​à
4.bouc​ ​
émissaire
5.se​ ​retirer​ ​de
6.manque​ ​de​ ​
conance​ ​en​ ​soi
7.d’abandon​ ​
et​ ​de
8.vint​ ​étouer​ ​
9.braises
10.déclinant
11.courroux
12.ne​ ​venais-je​ ​
pas​ ​d’imaginer
13.caveau
14.chœur
15.rivage
16.à​ ​le​ ​revoir​ ​
dans​ ​mon​ ​
imagination
17.m’y​ ​attardai
18.croissant
19.un​ ​eroi
20.m’élèverait​ ​
et​ ​subviendrait​ ​
à​ ​mes​ ​besoins
21.suppose
22.intruse
23.sang
24.contrariant
25.soutiré​ ​de​ ​
force
26.serment
27.de​ ​servir​ ​de​ ​
parent
28.antipa-
thique
29.étrangère
30.s’immiscer​ ​
dans
31.me​ ​vint
32.assombris
more​ ​complacently
1
;​ ​her​ ​children​ ​would​ ​have​ ​en-
tertained​ ​for​ ​me​ ​more​ ​of​ ​the​ ​cordiality​ ​of​ ​fellow-
​ ​
feeling
2
;​ ​the​ ​servants​ ​would​ ​have​ ​been​ ​less​ ​prone​ ​to
3
​ ​
make​ ​me​ ​the​ ​scape-goat
4
​ ​of​ ​the​ ​nursery.
Daylight​ ​began​ ​to​ ​forsake
5
​ ​the​ ​red-room;​ ​it​ ​was​ ​
past​ ​four​ ​o’clock,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​beclouded​ ​afternoon​ ​was​ ​
tending​ ​to​ ​drear​ ​twilight.​ ​I​ ​heard​ ​the​ ​rain​ ​still​ ​beat-
ing​ ​continuously​ ​on​ ​the​ ​staircase​ ​window,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​
wind​ ​howling​ ​in​ ​the​ ​grove​ ​behind​ ​the​ ​hall;​ ​I​ ​grew​ ​by​ ​
degrees​ ​cold​ ​as​ ​a​ ​stone,​ ​and​ ​then​ ​my​ ​courage​ ​sank.​ ​
My​ ​habitual​ ​mood​ ​of​ ​humiliation,​ ​self-doubt
6
,​ ​for-
lorn
7
​ ​depression,​ ​fell​ ​damp​ ​on
8
​ ​the​ ​embers
9
​ ​of​ ​my​ ​
decaying
10
​ ​ire
11
.​ ​All​ ​said​ ​I​ ​was​ ​wicked,​ ​and​ ​perhaps​ ​
I​ ​might​ ​be​ ​so:​ ​what​ ​thought​ ​had​ ​I​ ​been​ ​but​ ​just​ ​con-
ceiving
12
​ ​of​ ​starving​ ​myself​ ​to​ ​death?​ ​That​ ​certainly​ ​
was​ ​a​ ​crime:​ ​and​ ​was​ ​I​ ​ﬁt​ ​to​ ​die?​ ​Or​ ​was​ ​the​ ​vault
13
​ ​
under​ ​the​ ​chancel
14
​ ​of​ ​Gateshead​ ​church​ ​an​ ​inviting​ ​
bourne
15
?​ ​In​ ​such​ ​vault​ ​I​ ​had​ ​been​ ​told​ ​did​ ​Mr.Reed​ ​
lie​ ​buried;​ ​and​ ​led​ ​by​ ​this​ ​thought​ ​to​ ​recall​ ​his​ ​idea
16
,​ ​
I​ ​dwelt​ ​on​ ​it
17
​ ​with​ ​gathering
18
​ ​dread
19
.​ ​I​ ​could​ ​not​ ​
remember​ ​him;​ ​but​ ​I​ ​knew​ ​that​ ​he​ ​was​ ​my​ ​own​ ​
uncle—my​ ​mother’s​ ​brother—that​ ​he​ ​had​ ​taken​ ​me​ ​
when​ ​a​ ​parentless​ ​infant​ ​to​ ​his​ ​house;​ ​and​ ​that​ ​in​ ​his​ ​
last​ ​moments​ ​he​ ​had​ ​required​ ​a​ ​promise​ ​of​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​
that​ ​she​ ​would​ ​rear​ ​and​ ​maintain​ ​me
20
​ ​as​ ​one​ ​of​ ​her​ ​
own​ ​children.​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​probably​ ​considered​ ​she​ ​had​ ​
kept​ ​this​ ​promise;​ ​and​ ​so​ ​she​ ​had,​ ​I​ ​dare​ ​say
21
,​ ​as​ ​
well​ ​as​ ​her​ ​nature​ ​would​ ​permit​ ​her:​ ​but​ ​how​ ​could​ ​
she​ ​really​ ​like​ ​an​ ​interloper
22
​ ​not​ ​of​ ​her​ ​race
23
,​ ​and​ ​
unconnected​ ​with​ ​her,​ ​after​ ​her​ ​husband’s​ ​death,​ ​by​ ​
any​ ​tie?​ ​It​ ​must​ ​have​ ​been​ ​most​ ​irksome
24
​ ​to​ ​ﬁnd​ ​her-
self​ ​bound​ ​by​ ​a​ ​hard-wrung
25
​ ​pledge
26
​ ​to​ ​stand​ ​in​ ​the​ ​
stead​ ​of​ ​a
27
​ ​parent​ ​to​ ​a​ ​strange​ ​child​ ​she​ ​could​ ​not​ ​
love,​ ​and​ ​to​ ​see​ ​an​ ​uncongenial
28
​ ​alien
29
​ ​permanent-
ly​ ​intruded​ ​on
30
​ ​her​ ​own​ ​family​ ​group.
A​ ​singular​ ​notion​ ​dawned​ ​upon​ ​me
31
.​ ​I​ ​doubted​ ​
not—had​ ​never​ ​doubted—that​ ​if​ ​Mr.​ ​Reed​ ​had​ ​been​ ​
alive​ ​he​ ​would​ ​have​ ​treated​ ​me​ ​kindly;​ ​and​ ​now,​ ​as​ ​
I​ ​sat​ ​looking​ ​at​ ​the​ ​white​ ​bed​ ​and​ ​overshadowed
32
​ ​
walls—occasionally​ ​also​ ​turning​ ​a​ ​fascinated​ ​eye​ ​to-
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1.me​ ​rappeler
2.parjures
3.le​ ​mal​ ​fait​ ​à
4.demeure
5.étouai​ ​mes​ ​
sanglots
6.de​ ​peur​ ​que
7.surnaturelle
8.ne​ ​fasse​ ​
surgir
9.auréolé
10.de​ ​toutes​ ​
mes​ ​forces
11.m’employai​ ​
à
12.l’étouer
13.ouverture
14.ceci​ ​se​ ​
déplaçait
15.supposer
16.le​ ​signe​ ​
annonciateur
17.à​ ​tout​ ​
rompre
18.pensai​ ​être
19.bruissement
wards​ ​the​ ​dimly​ ​gleaming​ ​mirror—I​ ​began​ ​to​ ​recall
1
​ ​
what​ ​I​ ​had​ ​heard​ ​of​ ​dead​ ​men,​ ​troubled​ ​in​ ​their​ ​graves​ ​
by​ ​the​ ​violation​ ​of​ ​their​ ​last​ ​wishes,​ ​revisiting​ ​the​ ​earth​ ​
to​ ​punish​ ​the​ ​perjured
2
​ ​and​ ​avenge​ ​the​ ​oppressed;​ ​and​ ​
I​ ​thought​ ​Mr.​ ​Reed’s​ ​spirit,​ ​harassed​ ​by​ ​the​ ​wrongs​ ​
of​ ​
3
​ ​his​ ​sister’s​ ​child,​ ​might​ ​quit​ ​its​ ​abode
4
—wheth-
er​ ​in​ ​the​ ​church​ ​vault​ ​or​ ​in​ ​the​ ​unknown​ ​world​ ​of​ ​
the​ ​departed—and​ ​rise​ ​before​ ​me​ ​in​ ​this​ ​chamber.​ ​
I​ ​wiped​ ​my​ ​tears​ ​and​ ​hushed​ ​my​ ​sobs
5
;​ ​fearful​ ​lest
6
​ ​
any​ ​sign​ ​of​ ​violent​ ​grief​ ​might​ ​waken​ ​a​ ​preternatural
7
​ ​
voice​ ​to​ ​comfort​ ​me,​ ​or​ ​elicit
8
​ ​from​ ​the​ ​gloom​ ​some​ ​
haloed
9
​ ​face,​ ​bending​ ​over​ ​me​ ​with​ ​strange​ ​pity.​ ​This​ ​
idea,​ ​consolatory​ ​in​ ​theory,​ ​I​ ​felt​ ​would​ ​be​ ​terrible​ ​if​ ​
realized:​ ​with​ ​all​ ​my​ ​might
10
​ ​I​ ​endeavoured​ ​to
11
​ ​stiﬂe​ ​
it
12
—I​ ​endeavoured​ ​to​ ​be​ ​ﬁrm.​ ​Shaking​ ​my​ ​hair​ ​from​ ​
my​ ​eyes,​ ​I​ ​lifted​ ​my​ ​head​ ​and​ ​tried​ ​to​ ​look​ ​boldly​ ​
round​ ​the​ ​dark​ ​room:​ ​at​ ​this​ ​moment​ ​a​ ​light​ ​gleamed​ ​
on​ ​the​ ​wall.​ ​Was​ ​it,​ ​I​ ​asked​ ​myself,​ ​a​ ​ray​ ​from​ ​the​ ​
moon​ ​penetrating​ ​some​ ​aperture
13
​ ​in​ ​the​ ​blind?​ ​No;​ ​
moonlight​ ​was​ ​still,​ ​and​ ​this​ ​stirred
14
:​ ​while​ ​I​ ​gazed,​ ​
it​ ​glided​ ​up​ ​to​ ​the​ ​ceiling​ ​and​ ​quivered​ ​over​ ​my​ ​head.​ ​
I​ ​can​ ​now​ ​conjecture
15
​ ​readily​ ​that​ ​this​ ​streak​ ​of​ ​light​ ​
was,​ ​in​ ​all​ ​likelihood,​ ​a​ ​gleam​ ​from​ ​a​ ​lantern,​ ​carried​ ​
by​ ​some​ ​one​ ​across​ ​the​ ​lawn;​ ​but​ ​then,​ ​prepared​ ​as​ ​my​ ​
mind​ ​was​ ​for​ ​horror,​ ​shaken​ ​as​ ​my​ ​nerves​ ​were​ ​by​ ​agi-
tation,​ ​I​ ​thought​ ​the​ ​swift-darting​ ​beam​ ​was​ ​a​ ​herald
16
​ ​
of​ ​some​ ​coming​ ​vision​ ​from​ ​another​ ​world.​ ​My​ ​heart​ ​
beat​ ​thick
17
,​ ​my​ ​head​ ​grew​ ​hot;​ ​a​ ​sound​ ​ﬁlled​ ​my​ ​ears,​ ​
which​ ​I​ ​deemed
18
​ ​the​ ​rushing
19
​ ​of​ ​wings:​ ​something​ ​
seemed​ ​near​ ​me;​ ​I​ ​was​ ​oppressed,​ ​suffocated:​ ​endur-
ance​ ​broke​ ​down—I​ ​uttered​ ​a​ ​wild,​ ​involuntary​ ​cry—I​ ​
rushed​ ​to​ ​the​ ​door​ ​and​ ​shook​ ​the​ ​lock​ ​in​ ​desperate​ ​ef-
fort.​ ​Steps​ ​came​ ​running​ ​along​ ​the​ ​outer​ ​passage;​ ​the​ ​
key​ ​turned,​ ​Bessie​ ​and​ ​Abbot​ ​entered.
‘Miss​ ​Eyre,​ ​are​ ​you​ ​ill?’​ ​said​ ​Bessie.
‘What​ ​a​ ​dreadful​ ​noise!​ ​it​ ​went​ ​quite​ ​through​ ​me!’​ ​ex
-
claimed​ ​Abbot.
‘Take​ ​me​ ​out!​ ​Let​ ​me​ ​go​ ​into​ ​the​ ​nursery!’​ ​was​ ​my​ ​
cry.
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‘What​ ​for?​ ​Are​ ​you​ ​hurt?​ ​Have​ ​you​ ​seen​ ​something?’​ ​
again​ ​demanded​ ​Bessie.
‘Oh!​ ​I​ ​saw​ ​a​ ​light,​ ​and​ ​I​ ​thought​ ​a​ ​ghost​ ​would​ ​come.’​ ​
I​ ​had​ ​now​ ​got​ ​hold​ ​of​ ​Bessie’s​ ​hand,​ ​and​ ​she​ ​did​ ​not​ ​
snatch​ ​it​ ​from​ ​me
1
.
‘She​ ​has​ ​screamed​ ​out​ ​on​ ​purpose
2
,’​ ​declared​ ​Ab-
bot​ ​in​ ​some​ ​disgust.​ ​‘And​ ​what​ ​a​ ​scream!​ ​If​ ​she​ ​had​ ​
been​ ​in​ ​great​ ​pain​ ​one​ ​would​ ​have​ ​excused​ ​it,​ ​but​ ​she​ ​
only​ ​wanted​ ​to​ ​bring​ ​us​ ​all​ ​here:​ ​I​ ​know​ ​her​ ​naughty​ ​
tricks
3
.’
‘What​ ​is​ ​all​ ​this?’​ ​demanded​ ​another​ ​voice​ ​peremp-
torily;​ ​and​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​came​ ​along​ ​the​ ​corridor,​ ​her​ ​cap​ ​
ﬂying​ ​wide
4
,​ ​her​ ​gown​ ​rustling​ ​stormily
5
.​ ​‘Abbot​ ​and​ ​
Bessie,​ ​I​ ​believe​ ​I​ ​gave​ ​orders​ ​that​ ​Jane​ ​Eyre​ ​should​ ​be​ ​
left​ ​in​ ​the​ ​red-room​ ​till​ ​I​ ​came​ ​to​ ​her​ ​myself.’
‘Miss​ ​Jane​ ​screamed​ ​so​ ​loud,​ ​ma’am,’​ ​pleaded​ ​Bessie.
‘Let​ ​her​ ​go;’​ ​was​ ​the​ ​only​ ​answer.​ ​‘Loose
6
​ ​Bessie’s
hand,​ ​child:​ ​you​ ​cannot​ ​succeed​ ​in​ ​getting​ ​out​ ​by​ ​these​ ​
means
7
,​ ​be​ ​assured.​ ​I​ ​abhor​ ​artiﬁce,​ ​particularly​ ​in​ ​chil-
dren;​ ​it​ ​is​ ​my​ ​duty​ ​to​ ​show​ ​you​ ​that​ ​tricks​ ​will​ ​not​ ​an-
swer
8
:​ ​you​ ​will​ ​now​ ​stay​ ​here​ ​an​ ​hour​ ​longer,​ ​and​ ​it​ ​is​ ​
only​ ​on​ ​condition​ ​of​ ​perfect​ ​submission​ ​and​ ​stillness
9
​ ​
that​ ​I​ ​shall​ ​liberate​ ​you​ ​then.’
‘Oh​ ​aunt,​ ​have​ ​pity!​ ​Forgive​ ​me!​ ​I​ ​cannot​ ​endure​ ​it—
let​ ​me​ ​be​ ​punished​ ​some​ ​other​ ​way!​ ​I​ ​shall​ ​be​ ​killed​ ​
if—’
‘Silence!​ ​This​ ​violence​ ​is​ ​all​ ​most​ ​repulsive
10
:’​ ​and​ ​
so,​ ​no​ ​doubt,​ ​she​ ​felt​ ​it.​ ​I​ ​was​ ​a​ ​precocious​ ​actress​ ​in​ ​
her​ ​eyes:​ ​she​ ​sincerely​ ​looked​ ​on​ ​me​ ​as​ ​a​ ​compound
11
​ ​
of​ ​virulent​ ​passions,​ ​mean
12
​ ​spirit,​ ​and​ ​dangerous​ ​
duplicity.
Bessie​ ​and​ ​Abbot​ ​having​ ​retreated,​ ​Mrs.​ ​Reed,​ ​im-
patient​ ​of
13
​ ​my​ ​now​ ​frantic
14
​ ​anguish​ ​and​ ​wild​ ​sobs,​ ​
abruptly​ ​thrust​ ​me​ ​back​ ​and​ ​locked​ ​me​ ​in,​ ​without​ ​far-
ther​ ​parley
15
.​ ​I​ ​heard​ ​her​ ​sweeping​ ​away
16
;​ ​and​ ​soon​ ​
after​ ​she​ ​was​ ​gone,​ ​I​ ​suppose​ ​I​ ​had​ ​a​ ​species​ ​of​ ​ﬁt
17
:​ ​
unconsciousness​ ​closed​ ​the​ ​scene.
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CHAPTERIII
THE​ ​next​ ​thing​ ​I​ ​remember​ ​is,​ ​waking​ ​up​ ​with​ ​a​ ​feeling​ ​
as​ ​if​ ​I​ ​had​ ​had​ ​a​ ​frightful​ ​night-mare
1
,​ ​and​ ​seeing​ ​be-
fore​ ​me​ ​a​ ​terrible​ ​red​ ​glare
2
,​ ​crossed​ ​with​ ​thick​ ​black​ ​
bars.​ ​I​ ​heard​ ​voices,​ ​too,​ ​speaking​ ​with​ ​a​ ​hollow​ ​sound,​ ​
and​ ​as​ ​if​ ​mufﬂed
3
​ ​by​ ​a​ ​rush​ ​of​ ​wind​ ​or​ ​water:​ ​agitation,​ ​
uncertainty,​ ​and​ ​an​ ​all​ ​predominating​ ​sense​ ​of​ ​terror
confused
4
​ ​my​ ​faculties.​ ​Ere​ ​long,​ ​I​ ​became​ ​aware​ ​that​ ​
some​ ​one​ ​was​ ​handling​ ​me
5
;​ ​lifting​ ​me​ ​up​ ​and​ ​support-
ing​ ​me​ ​in​ ​a​ ​sitting​ ​posture:​ ​and​ ​that​ ​more​ ​tenderly​ ​than​ ​
I​ ​had​ ​ever​ ​been​ ​raised​ ​or​ ​upheld
6
​ ​before.​ ​I​ ​rested​ ​my​ ​
head​ ​against​ ​a​ ​pillow​ ​or​ ​an​ ​arm,​ ​and​ ​felt​ ​easy.
In​ ​ﬁve​ ​minutes​ ​more,​ ​the​ ​cloud​ ​of​ ​bewilderment
7
​ ​
dissolved:​ ​I​ ​knew​ ​quite​ ​well​ ​that​ ​I​ ​was​ ​in​ ​my​ ​own​ ​bed,​ ​
and​ ​that​ ​the​ ​red​ ​glare​ ​was​ ​the​ ​nursery​ ​ﬁre.​ ​It​ ​was​ ​night:​ ​
a​ ​candle​ ​burnt​ ​on​ ​the​ ​table;​ ​Bessie​ ​stood​ ​at​ ​the​ ​bed-
foot​ ​with​ ​a​ ​basin
8
​ ​in​ ​her​ ​hand,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​gentleman​ ​sat​ ​in​ ​a​ ​
chair​ ​near​ ​my​ ​pillow,​ ​leaning​ ​over​ ​me.
I​ ​felt​ ​an​ ​inexpressible​ ​relief​ ​
9
,​ ​a​ ​soothing
10
​ ​conviction
of​ ​protection​ ​and​ ​security,​ ​when​ ​I​ ​knew​ ​that​ ​there​ ​was​ ​
a​ ​stranger​ ​in​ ​the​ ​room;​ ​an​ ​individual
11
​ ​not​ ​belonging​ ​to​ ​
Gateshead,​ ​and​ ​not​ ​related​ ​to​ ​Mrs.Reed.​ ​Turning​ ​from​ ​
Bessie​ ​(though​ ​her​ ​presence​ ​was​ ​far​ ​less​ ​obnoxious
12
​ ​to​ ​
me​ ​than​ ​that​ ​of​ ​Abbot,​ ​for​ ​instance,​ ​would​ ​have​ ​been),​ ​
I​ ​scrutinized
13
​ ​the​ ​face​ ​of​ ​the​ ​gentleman:​ ​I​ ​knew​ ​him;​ ​
it​ ​was​ ​Mr.Lloyd,​ ​an​ ​apothecary,​ ​sometimes​ ​called​ ​in​ ​by​ ​
Mrs.Reed​ ​when​ ​the​ ​servants​ ​were​ ​ailing
14
:​ ​for​ ​herself​ ​
and​ ​the​ ​children​ ​she​ ​employed​ ​a​ ​physician
15
.
‘Well,​ ​who​ ​am​ ​I?’​ ​he​ ​asked.
I​ ​pronounced​ ​his​ ​name,​ ​offering​ ​him​ ​at​ ​the​ ​same​ ​
time​ ​my​ ​hand:​ ​he​ ​took​ ​it,​ ​smiling​ ​and​ ​saying,​ ​‘We​ ​shall​ ​
do​ ​very​ ​well​ ​by-and-by
16
.’​ ​Then​ ​he​ ​laid​ ​me​ ​down,​ ​and​ ​
addressing​ ​Bessie,​ ​charged​ ​her​ ​to​ ​be​ ​very​ ​careful​ ​that​ ​I​ ​
was​ ​not​ ​disturbed​ ​during​ ​the​ ​night.​ ​Having​ ​given​ ​some​ ​
further​ ​directions,​ ​and​ ​intimated
17
​ ​that​ ​he​ ​should​ ​call​ ​
again
18
​ ​the​ ​next​ ​day,​ ​he​ ​departed;​ ​to​ ​my​ ​grief​ ​
19
:​ ​I​ ​felt​ ​so​ ​
sheltered
20
​ ​and​ ​befriended
21
​ ​while​ ​he​ ​sat​ ​in​ ​the​ ​chair​ ​
near​ ​my​ ​pillow;​ ​and​ ​as​ ​he​ ​closed​ ​the​ ​door​ ​after​ ​him,​ ​all​ ​
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the​ ​room​ ​darkened​ ​and​ ​my​ ​heart​ ​again​ ​sank:​ ​inexpress-
ible
1
​ ​sadness​ ​weighed​ ​it​ ​down
2
.
‘Do​ ​you​ ​feel​ ​as​ ​if​ ​you​ ​should​ ​sleep,​ ​Miss?’​ ​asked​ ​Bes-
sie,​ ​rather​ ​softly.
Scarcely​ ​dared​ ​I
3
​ ​answer​ ​her;​ ​for​ ​I​ ​feared​ ​the​ ​next​ ​
sentence​ ​might​ ​be​ ​rough.​ ​‘I​ ​will​ ​try.’
‘Would​ ​you​ ​like​ ​to​ ​drink,​ ​or​ ​could​ ​you​ ​eat​ ​anything?’
‘No,​ ​thank​ ​you,​ ​Bessie.’
‘Then​ ​I​ ​think​ ​I​ ​shall​ ​go​ ​to​ ​bed,​ ​for​ ​it​ ​is​ ​past​ ​twelve​ ​
o’clock;​ ​but​ ​you​ ​may​ ​call​ ​me​ ​if​ ​you​ ​want​ ​anything​ ​in​ ​
the​ ​night.’
Wonderful​ ​civility​ ​this
4
!​ ​It​ ​emboldened​ ​me
5
​ ​to​ ​ask​ ​a​ ​
question.
‘Bessie,​ ​what​ ​is​ ​the​ ​matter​ ​with​ ​me?​ ​Am​ ​I​ ​ill?’
‘You​ ​fell​ ​sick,​ ​I​ ​suppose,​ ​in​ ​the​ ​red-room​ ​with​ ​crying;​ ​
you’ll​ ​be​ ​better​ ​soon,​ ​no​ ​doubt.’
Bessie​ ​went​ ​into​ ​the​ ​housemaid’s​ ​apartment​ ​which​ ​
was​ ​near.​ ​I​ ​heard​ ​her​ ​say:—
‘Sarah,​ ​come​ ​and​ ​sleep​ ​with​ ​me​ ​in​ ​the​ ​nursery;​ ​I​ ​
daren’t​ ​for​ ​my​ ​life
6
​ ​be​ ​alone​ ​with​ ​that​ ​poor​ ​child​ ​to-
night;​ ​she​ ​might​ ​die:​ ​it’s​ ​such​ ​a​ ​strange​ ​thing​ ​she​ ​should​ ​
have
7
​ ​that​ ​ﬁt:​ ​I​ ​wonder​ ​if​ ​she​ ​saw​ ​anything.​ ​Missis​ ​was​ ​
rather​ ​too​ ​hard.’
Sarah​ ​came​ ​back​ ​with​ ​her;​ ​they​ ​both​ ​went​ ​to​ ​bed;​ ​
they​ ​were​ ​whispering​ ​together​ ​for​ ​half​ ​an​ ​hour​ ​before​ ​
they​ ​fell​ ​asleep.​ ​I​ ​caught​ ​scraps
8
​ ​of​ ​their​ ​conversation,
from​ ​which​ ​I​ ​was​ ​able​ ​only​ ​too​ ​distinctly
9
​ ​to​ ​infer
10
​ ​the​ ​
main​ ​subject​ ​discussed.
‘Something​ ​passed​ ​her,​ ​all​ ​dressed​ ​in​ ​white,​ ​and​ ​van-
ished’—‘A​ ​great​ ​black​ ​dog​ ​behind​ ​him’—‘Three​ ​loud​ ​
raps
11
​ ​on​ ​the​ ​chamber​ ​door’—‘A​ ​light​ ​in​ ​the​ ​church-
yard​ ​just​ ​over​ ​his​ ​grave’—&c.​ ​&c.
At​ ​last​ ​both​ ​slept:​ ​the​ ​ﬁre​ ​and​ ​the​ ​candle​ ​went​ ​out.​ ​For​ ​
me,​ ​the​ ​watches
12
​ ​of​ ​that​ ​long​ ​night​ ​passed​ ​in​ ​ghastly​ ​
wakefulness
13
;​ ​ear,​ ​eye,​ ​and​ ​mind​ ​were​ ​alike​ ​strained
14
​ ​
by​ ​dread:​ ​such​ ​dread
15
​ ​as​ ​children​ ​only​ ​can​ ​feel.
No​ ​severe​ ​or​ ​prolonged​ ​bodily
16
​ ​illness​ ​followed
this​ ​incident​ ​of​ ​the​ ​red-room:​ ​it​ ​only​ ​gave​ ​my​ ​nerves​ ​a​ ​
shock;​ ​of​ ​which​ ​I​ ​feel​ ​the​ ​reverberation
17
​ ​to​ ​this​ ​day
18
.​ ​
Yes,​ ​Mrs.Reed,​ ​to​ ​you​ ​I​ ​owe​ ​some​ ​fearful​ ​pangs
19
​ ​of​ ​
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mental​ ​suffering.​ ​But​ ​I​ ​ought​ ​to​ ​forgive​ ​you,​ ​for​ ​you​ ​
knew​ ​not​ ​what​ ​you​ ​did:​ ​while​ ​rending​ ​my​ ​heart-
strings
1
,​ ​you​ ​thought​ ​you​ ​were​ ​only​ ​up-rooting
2
​ ​my​ ​bad​ ​
propensities
3
.
Next​ ​day,​ ​by​ ​noon,​ ​I​ ​was​ ​up​ ​and​ ​dressed,​ ​and​ ​sat​ ​
wrapped
4
​ ​in​ ​a​ ​shawl​ ​by​ ​the​ ​nursery​ ​hearth.​ ​I​ ​felt​ ​phys-
ically​ ​weak​ ​and​ ​broken​ ​down;​ ​but​ ​my​ ​worst​ ​ailment
5
​ ​
was​ ​an​ ​unutterable
6
​ ​wretchedness​ ​of​ ​mind
7
:​ ​a​ ​wretch-
edness​ ​which​ ​kept​ ​drawing​ ​from​ ​me​ ​silent​ ​tears;​ ​no​ ​
sooner​ ​had​ ​I​ ​wiped​ ​one​ ​salt​ ​drop​ ​from​ ​my​ ​cheek​ ​than​ ​
another​ ​followed.​ ​Yet,​ ​I​ ​thought,​ ​I​ ​ought​ ​to​ ​have​ ​been​ ​
happy,​ ​for​ ​none​ ​of​ ​the​ ​Reeds​ ​were​ ​there;​ ​they​ ​were​ ​all​ ​
gone​ ​out​ ​in​ ​the​ ​carriage​ ​with​ ​their​ ​mama:​ ​Abbot,​ ​too,​ ​
was​ ​sewing​ ​in​ ​another​ ​room,​ ​and​ ​Bessie,​ ​as​ ​she​ ​moved​ ​
hither​ ​and​ ​thither​ ​
8
,​ ​putting​ ​away​ ​toys​ ​and​ ​arranging​ ​
drawers,​ ​addressed​ ​to​ ​me​ ​every​ ​now​ ​and​ ​then​ ​a​ ​word​ ​
of​ ​unwonted
9
​ ​kindness.​ ​This​ ​state​ ​of​ ​things​ ​should​ ​have​ ​
been​ ​to​ ​me​ ​a​ ​paradise​ ​of​ ​peace,​ ​accustomed​ ​as​ ​I​ ​was​ ​to​ ​
a​ ​life​ ​of​ ​ceaseless​ ​reprimand​ ​and​ ​thankless
10
​ ​fagging
11
;​ ​
but,​ ​in​ ​fact,​ ​my​ ​racked
12
​ ​nerves​ ​were​ ​now​ ​in​ ​such​ ​a​ ​
state​ ​that​ ​no​ ​calm​ ​could​ ​soothe
13
,​ ​and​ ​no​ ​pleasure​ ​ex-
cite​ ​them​ ​agreeably.
Bessie​ ​had​ ​been​ ​down​ ​into​ ​the​ ​kitchen,​ ​and​ ​she​ ​
brought​ ​up​ ​with​ ​her​ ​a​ ​tart​ ​on​ ​a​ ​certain​ ​brightly​ ​paint-
ed​ ​china
14
​ ​plate,​ ​whose​ ​bird​ ​of​ ​paradise,​ ​nestling
15
​ ​in​ ​a​ ​
wreath
16
​ ​of​ ​convolvuli
17
​ ​and​ ​rosebuds,​ ​had​ ​been​ ​wont
18
​ ​
to​ ​stir​ ​in​ ​me​ ​a​ ​most​ ​enthusiastic​ ​sense​ ​of​ ​admiration;​ ​
and​ ​which​ ​plate​ ​I​ ​had​ ​often​ ​petitioned​ ​to​ ​be​ ​allowed​ ​
to
19
​ ​take​ ​in​ ​my​ ​hand​ ​in​ ​order​ ​to​ ​examine​ ​it​ ​more​ ​close-
ly
20
,​ ​but​ ​had​ ​always​ ​hitherto​ ​been​ ​deemed​ ​unworthy​ ​
of​ ​such​ ​a​ ​privilege
21
.​ ​This​ ​precious​ ​vessel
22
​ ​was​ ​now​ ​
placed​ ​on​ ​my​ ​knee,​ ​and​ ​I​ ​was​ ​cordially​ ​invited​ ​to​ ​eat​ ​
the​ ​circlet
23
​ ​of​ ​delicate​ ​pastry​ ​upon​ ​it.​ ​Vain​ ​favour!​ ​com-
ing,​ ​like​ ​most​ ​other​ ​favours​ ​long​ ​deferred
24
​ ​and​ ​often​ ​
wished​ ​for
25
,​ ​too​ ​late!​ ​I​ ​could​ ​not​ ​eat​ ​the​ ​tart;​ ​and​ ​the​ ​
plumage​ ​of​ ​the​ ​bird,​ ​the​ ​tints​ ​of​ ​the​ ​ﬂowers,​ ​seemed​ ​
strangely​ ​faded:​ ​I​ ​put​ ​both​ ​plate​ ​and​ ​tart​ ​away.​ ​Bes-
sie​ ​asked​ ​if​ ​I​ ​would​ ​have​ ​a​ ​book:​ ​the​ ​word​ ​book​ ​acted​ ​
as​ ​a​ ​transient
26
​ ​stimulus,​ ​and​ ​I​ ​begged​ ​her​ ​to​ ​fetch​ ​
Gulliver’s​ ​Travels​ ​from​ ​the​ ​library
27
.​ ​This​ ​book​ ​I​ ​had​ ​
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again​ ​and​ ​again​ ​perused
1
​ ​with​ ​delight;​ ​I​ ​considered​ ​it​ ​
a​ ​narrative​ ​of​ ​facts,​ ​and​ ​discovered​ ​in​ ​it​ ​a​ ​vein​ ​of​ ​inter-
est​ ​deeper​ ​than​ ​what​ ​I​ ​found​ ​in​ ​fairy​ ​tales:​ ​for​ ​as​ ​to​ ​
the​ ​elves
2
,​ ​having​ ​sought​ ​them​ ​in​ ​vain​ ​among​ ​foxglove
3
​ ​
leaves​ ​and​ ​bells,​ ​under​ ​mushrooms​ ​and​ ​beneath​ ​the​ ​
ground-ivy​ ​mantling
4
​ ​old​ ​wall-nooks
5
,​ ​I​ ​had​ ​at​ ​length​ ​
made​ ​up​ ​my​ ​mind​ ​to​ ​the​ ​sad​ ​truth​ ​that​ ​they​ ​were​ ​all​ ​
gone​ ​out​ ​of​ ​England​ ​to​ ​some​ ​savage​ ​country,​ ​where​ ​
the​ ​woods​ ​were​ ​wilder​ ​and​ ​thicker,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​population​ ​
more​ ​scant
6
;​ ​whereas,​ ​Lilliput​ ​and​ ​Brobdingnag​ ​being,​ ​
in​ ​my​ ​creed
7
,​ ​solid​ ​parts​ ​of​ ​the​ ​earth’s​ ​surface,​ ​I​ ​doubt-
ed​ ​not​ ​that​ ​I​ ​might​ ​one​ ​day,​ ​by​ ​taking​ ​a​ ​long​ ​voyage,​ ​
see​ ​with​ ​my​ ​own​ ​eyes​ ​the​ ​little​ ​ﬁelds,​ ​houses,​ ​and​ ​trees,​ ​
the​ ​diminutive
8
​ ​people,​ ​the​ ​tiny​ ​cows,​ ​sheep,​ ​and​ ​birds​ ​
of​ ​the​ ​one​ ​realm
9
;​ ​and​ ​the​ ​corn-ﬁelds​ ​forest-high
10
,​ ​the​ ​
mighty​ ​mastiffs
11
,​ ​the​ ​monster​ ​cats,​ ​the​ ​tower-like​ ​men​ ​
and​ ​women,​ ​of​ ​the​ ​other
12
.​ ​Yet,​ ​when​ ​this​ ​cherished​ ​
volume​ ​was​ ​now​ ​placed​ ​in​ ​my​ ​hand—when​ ​I​ ​turned​ ​
over​ ​its​ ​leaves,​ ​and​ ​sought​ ​in​ ​its​ ​marvellous​ ​pictures​ ​
the​ ​charm​ ​I​ ​had,​ ​till​ ​now,​ ​never​ ​failed​ ​to​ ​ﬁnd—all​ ​was​ ​
eerie
13
​ ​and​ ​dreary;​ ​the​ ​giants​ ​were​ ​gaunt
14
​ ​goblins
15
,​ ​
the​ ​pigmies​ ​malevolent
16
​ ​and​ ​fearful​ ​imps,​ ​Gulliver​ ​a​ ​
most​ ​desolate
17
​ ​wanderer
18
​ ​in​ ​most​ ​dread
19
​ ​and​ ​danger-
ous​ ​regions.​ ​I​ ​closed​ ​the​ ​book,​ ​which​ ​I​ ​dared​ ​no​ ​longer​ ​
peruse,​ ​and​ ​put​ ​it​ ​on​ ​the​ ​table,​ ​beside​ ​the​ ​untasted​ ​tart.
Bessie​ ​had​ ​now​ ​ﬁnished​ ​dusting​ ​and​ ​tidying​ ​the​ ​
room,​ ​and,​ ​having​ ​washed​ ​her​ ​hands,​ ​she​ ​opened​ ​a​ ​cer-
tain​ ​little​ ​drawer,​ ​full​ ​of​ ​splendid​ ​shreds
20
​ ​of​ ​silk​ ​and​ ​
satin,​ ​and​ ​began​ ​making​ ​a​ ​new​ ​bonnet​ ​for​ ​Georgiana’s​ ​
doll.​ ​Meantime
21
​ ​she​ ​sang:​ ​her​ ​song​ ​was—
‘In​ ​the​ ​days​ ​when​ ​we​ ​went​ ​gipsying
22
,​ ​
A​ ​long​ ​time​ ​ago.’
I​ ​had​ ​often​ ​heard​ ​the​ ​song​ ​before,​ ​and​ ​always​ ​with​ ​
lively​ ​delight
23
;​ ​for​ ​Bessie​ ​had​ ​a​ ​sweet​ ​voice,—at​ ​least,​ ​
I​ ​thought​ ​so.​ ​But​ ​now,​ ​though​ ​her​ ​voice​ ​was​ ​still​ ​sweet,​ ​
I​ ​found​ ​in​ ​its​ ​melody​ ​an​ ​indescribable​ ​sadness.​ ​Some
-
times,​ ​pre-occupied​ ​with​ ​her​ ​work,​ ​she​ ​sang​ ​the​ ​refrain​ ​
very​ ​low,​ ​very​ ​lingeringly
24
;​ ​‘A​ ​long​ ​time​ ​ago’​ ​came​ ​out​ ​
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1.ton
2.triste
3.douloureux
4.las
5.chemin
6.scintillent
7.Même​ ​si​ ​je​ ​
tombe
8.m’égare
9.leurré
10.sur​ ​Son​ ​sein
11.devrait​ ​me​ ​
donner​ ​des​ ​
forces
12.Bien​ ​que​ ​je​ ​
sois​ ​sans​ ​abri​ ​et​ ​
sans​ ​famille
13.[auteur​ ​
inconnu​ ​;​ ​peut-
être​ ​Brontë​ ​
elle-même]
14.Allons
15.deviner
16.dont​ ​j’étais​ ​
la​ ​proie
like​ ​the​ ​saddest​ ​cadence
1
​ ​of​ ​a​ ​funeral​ ​hymn.​ ​She​ ​passed​ ​
into​ ​another​ ​ballad,​ ​this​ ​time​ ​a​ ​really​ ​doleful
2
​ ​one.
‘My​ ​feet​ ​they​ ​are​ ​sore​ ​
3
,​ ​and​ ​my​ ​limbs​ ​they​ ​are​ ​weary​ ​
4
;​ ​
Long​ ​is​ ​the​ ​way,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​mountains​ ​are​ ​wild;​ ​
Soon​ ​will​ ​the​ ​twilight​ ​close​ ​moonless​ ​and​ ​dreary​ ​
Over​ ​the​ ​path
5
​ ​of​ ​the​ ​poor​ ​orphan​ ​child.
‘Why​ ​did​ ​they​ ​send​ ​me​ ​so​ ​far​ ​and​ ​so​ ​lonely,
​ ​
Up​ ​where​ ​the​ ​moors​ ​spread​ ​and​ ​grey​ ​rocks​ ​are​ ​piled?​ ​
Men​ ​are​ ​hard-hearted,​ ​and​ ​kind​ ​angels​ ​only​ ​
Watch​ ​o’er​ ​the​ ​steps​ ​of​ ​a​ ​poor​ ​orphan​ ​child.
‘Yet​ ​distant​ ​and​ ​soft​ ​the​ ​night-breeze​ ​is​ ​blowing,
​ ​
Clouds​ ​there​ ​are​ ​none,​ ​and​ ​clear​ ​stars​ ​beam
6
​ ​mild;​ ​
God,​ ​in​ ​His​ ​mercy,​ ​protection​ ​is​ ​showing,​ ​
Comfort​ ​and​ ​hope​ ​to​ ​the​ ​poor​ ​orphan​ ​child.
‘Ev’n​ ​should​ ​I​ ​fall​ ​
7
,​ ​o’er​ ​the​ ​broken​ ​bridge​ ​passing,​ ​
Or​ ​stray
8
​ ​in​ ​the​ ​marshes,​ ​by​ ​false​ ​lights​ ​beguiled
9
,​ ​
Still​ ​will​ ​my​ ​Father,​ ​with​ ​promise​ ​and​ ​blessing,​ ​
Take​ ​to​ ​His​ ​bosom
10
​ ​the​ ​poor​ ​orphan​ ​child.
‘There​ ​is​ ​a​ ​thought​ ​that​ ​for​ ​strength​ ​should​ ​avail​ ​me
11
,​ ​
Though​ ​both​ ​of​ ​shelter​ ​and​ ​kindred​ ​despoiled
12
:​ ​
Heaven​ ​is​ ​a​ ​home,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​rest​ ​will​ ​not​ ​fail​ ​me;​ ​
God​ ​is​ ​a​ ​friend​ ​to​ ​the​ ​poor​ ​orphan​ ​child.’​ ​
13
‘Come
14
,​ ​Miss​ ​Jane,​ ​don’t​ ​cry,’​ ​said​ ​Bessie,​ ​as​ ​she​ ​
ﬁnished.​ ​She​ ​might​ ​as​ ​well​ ​have​ ​said​ ​to​ ​the​ ​ﬁre​ ​‘don’t​ ​
burn!’​ ​but​ ​how​ ​could​ ​she​ ​divine
15
​ ​the​ ​morbid​ ​suffering
to​ ​which​ ​I​ ​was​ ​a​ ​prey
16
?​ ​In​ ​the​ ​course​ ​of​ ​the​ ​morning​ ​
Mr.Lloyd​ ​came​ ​again.
‘What,​ ​already​ ​up!’​ ​said​ ​he,​ ​as​ ​he​ ​entered​ ​the​ ​nursery.​ ​
‘Well,​ ​nurse,​ ​how​ ​is​ ​she?’
Bessie​ ​answered​ ​that​ ​I​ ​was​ ​doing​ ​very​ ​well.
‘Then​ ​she​ ​ought​ ​to​ ​look​ ​more​ ​cheerful.​ ​Come​ ​here,​ ​
Miss​ ​Jane;​ ​your​ ​name​ ​is​ ​Jane,​ ​is​ ​it​ ​not?’
‘Yes,​ ​sir,​ ​Jane​ ​Eyre.’
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JANE​ ​EYRE
1.voyons
2.faire​ ​de​ ​tels​ ​
caprices
3.amour-
propre
4.accusation
5.malheureuse
6.Mademoi-
selle,​ ​vous​ ​
devriez​ ​avoir​ ​
honte
7.perplexe
8.posément
9.pénétrants
10.à​ ​l’air​ ​
bienveillant
11.tout​ ​à​ ​loisir
12.J’ai​ ​été​ ​
assommée
13.abrupte
14.qui​ ​me​ ​fut​ ​
arrachée
15.accès
16.se​ ​servait​ ​
une​ ​pincée​ ​de​ ​
tabac
17.je​ ​ferai​ ​
la​ ​leçon​ ​à​ ​
Miss​ ​Jane
18.appliquée
‘Well,​ ​you​ ​have​ ​been​ ​crying,​ ​Miss​ ​Jane​ ​Eyre,​ ​can​ ​you​ ​
tell​ ​me​ ​what​ ​about?​ ​Have​ ​you​ ​any​ ​pain?’
‘No,​ ​sir.’
‘Oh!​ ​I​ ​daresay​ ​she​ ​is​ ​crying​ ​because​ ​she​ ​could​ ​not​ ​go​ ​
out​ ​with​ ​Missis​ ​in​ ​the​ ​carriage,’​ ​interposed​ ​Bessie.
‘Surely​ ​not!​ ​why
1
,​ ​she​ ​is​ ​too​ ​old​ ​for​ ​such​ ​pettishness
2
.’
I​ ​thought​ ​so​ ​too;​ ​and​ ​my​ ​self-esteem
3
​ ​being​ ​wound-
ed​ ​by​ ​the​ ​false​ ​charge
4
,​ ​I​ ​answered​ ​promptly,​ ​‘I​ ​never​ ​
cried​ ​for​ ​such​ ​a​ ​thing​ ​in​ ​my​ ​life:​ ​I​ ​hate​ ​going​ ​out​ ​in​ ​the​ ​
carriage.​ ​I​ ​cry​ ​because​ ​I​ ​am​ ​miserable
5
.’
‘Oh​ ​ﬁe,​ ​Miss
6
!’​ ​said​ ​Bessie.
The​ ​good​ ​apothecary​ ​appeared​ ​a​ ​little​ ​puzzled
7
.​ ​
I​ ​was​ ​standing​ ​before​ ​him;​ ​he​ ​ﬁxed​ ​his​ ​eyes​ ​on​ ​me​ ​very​ ​
steadily​ ​
8
:​ ​his​ ​eyes​ ​were​ ​small​ ​and​ ​grey;​ ​not​ ​very​ ​bright,​ ​
but​ ​I​ ​daresay​ ​I​ ​should​ ​think​ ​them​ ​shrewd
9
​ ​now:​ ​he​ ​had​ ​
a​ ​hard-featured​ ​yet​ ​good-natured​ ​looking
10
​ ​face.​ ​Having​ ​
considered​ ​me​ ​at​ ​leisure
11
,​ ​he​ ​said,—
‘What​ ​made​ ​you​ ​ill​ ​yesterday?’
‘She​ ​had​ ​a​ ​fall,’​ ​said​ ​Bessie,​ ​again​ ​putting​ ​in​ ​her​ ​word.
‘Fall!​ ​why​ ​that​ ​is​ ​like​ ​a​ ​baby​ ​again!​ ​Can’t​ ​she​ ​manage​ ​
to​ ​walk​ ​at​ ​her​ ​age?​ ​She​ ​must​ ​be​ ​eight​ ​or​ ​nine​ ​years​ ​old.’
‘I​ ​was​ ​knocked​ ​down
12
,’​ ​was​ ​the​ ​blunt
13
​ ​explanation
jerked​ ​out​ ​of​ ​me
14
​ ​by​ ​another​ ​pang
15
​ ​of​ ​mortiﬁed​ ​pride:​ ​
‘but​ ​that​ ​did​ ​not​ ​make​ ​me​ ​ill,’​ ​I​ ​added;​ ​while​ ​Mr.Lloyd​ ​
helped​ ​himself​ ​to​ ​a​ ​pinch​ ​of​ ​snuff
16
.
As​ ​he​ ​was​ ​returning​ ​the​ ​box​ ​to​ ​his​ ​waistcoat​ ​pocket,​ ​
a​ ​loud​ ​bell​ ​rang​ ​for​ ​the​ ​servants’​ ​dinner;​ ​he​ ​knew​ ​what​ ​
it​ ​was.​ ​‘That’s​ ​for​ ​you,​ ​nurse,’​ ​said​ ​he;​ ​‘you​ ​can​ ​go​ ​down;​ ​
I’ll​ ​give​ ​Miss​ ​Jane​ ​a​ ​lecture
17
​ ​till​ ​you​ ​come​ ​back.’
Bessie​ ​would​ ​rather​ ​have​ ​stayed;​ ​but​ ​she​ ​was​ ​obliged​ ​
to​ ​go,​ ​because​ ​punctuality​ ​at​ ​meals​ ​was​ ​rigidly​ ​en
-
forced
18
​ ​at​ ​Gateshead​ ​Hall.
‘The​ ​fall​ ​did​ ​not​ ​make​ ​you​ ​ill?​ ​what​ ​did,​ ​then?’​ ​pur-
sued​ ​Mr.Lloyd,​ ​when​ ​Bessie​ ​was​ ​gone.
‘I​ ​was​ ​shut​ ​up​ ​in​ ​a​ ​room​ ​where​ ​there​ ​is​ ​a​ ​ghost,​ ​till​ ​
after​ ​dark.’
I​ ​saw​ ​Mr.Lloyd​ ​smile​ ​and​ ​frown​ ​at​ ​the​ ​same​ ​time:​ ​
‘Ghost!​ ​What,​ ​you​ ​are​ ​a​ ​baby​ ​after​ ​all!​ ​You​ ​are​ ​afraid​ ​
of​ ​ghosts?’















[image: ]CHARLOTTE​ ​BRONTË
31
1.c’est​ ​ici​ ​que​ ​sa​ ​
dépouille​ ​a​ ​été​ ​
exposée
2.l’éviter
3.formuler
4.unique
5.en​ ​le​ ​faisant​ ​
connaître
6.parvins
7.quoique​ ​en​ ​
l’état
8.D’abord
9.maladroite-
ment
10.déclarai
11.boîte​ ​à​ ​
priser
12.reconnais-
sante
13.Peuh
14.d’autres​ ​
parents
15.hormis
‘Of​ ​Mr.Reed’s​ ​ghost​ ​I​ ​am:​ ​he​ ​died​ ​in​ ​that​ ​room,​ ​and​ ​
was​ ​laid​ ​out​ ​there
1
.​ ​Neither​ ​Bessie​ ​nor​ ​any​ ​one​ ​else​ ​will​ ​
go​ ​into​ ​it​ ​at​ ​night,​ ​if​ ​they​ ​can​ ​help​ ​it
2
;​ ​and​ ​it​ ​was​ ​cruel​ ​
to​ ​shut​ ​me​ ​up​ ​alone​ ​without​ ​a​ ​candle,—so​ ​cruel​ ​that​ ​I​ ​
think​ ​I​ ​shall​ ​never​ ​forget​ ​it.’
‘Nonsense!​ ​And​ ​is​ ​it​ ​that​ ​makes​ ​you​ ​so​ ​miserable?​ ​
Are​ ​you​ ​afraid​ ​now​ ​in​ ​daylight?’
‘No;​ ​but​ ​night​ ​will​ ​come​ ​again​ ​before​ ​long:​ ​and​ ​be-
sides,—I​ ​am​ ​unhappy,—very​ ​unhappy,​ ​for​ ​other​ ​things.’
‘What​ ​other​ ​things?​ ​Can​ ​you​ ​tell​ ​me​ ​some​ ​of​ ​them?’
How​ ​much​ ​I​ ​wished​ ​to​ ​reply​ ​fully​ ​to​ ​this​ ​question!​ ​
How​ ​difﬁcult​ ​it​ ​was​ ​to​ ​frame
3
​ ​any​ ​answer!​ ​Children​ ​
can​ ​feel,​ ​but​ ​they​ ​cannot​ ​analyze​ ​their​ ​feelings;​ ​and​ ​if​ ​
the​ ​analysis​ ​is​ ​partially​ ​effected​ ​in​ ​thought,​ ​they​ ​know​ ​
not​ ​how​ ​to​ ​express​ ​the​ ​result​ ​of​ ​the​ ​process​ ​in​ ​words.​ ​
Fearful,​ ​however,​ ​of​ ​losing​ ​this​ ​ﬁrst​ ​and​ ​only
4
​ ​oppor-
tunity​ ​of​ ​relieving​ ​my​ ​grief​ ​by​ ​imparting​ ​it
5
,​ ​I,​ ​after​ ​a​ ​
disturbed​ ​pause,​ ​contrived
6
​ ​to​ ​frame​ ​a​ ​meagre,​ ​though​ ​
as​ ​far​ ​as​ ​it​ ​went
7
,​ ​true​ ​response.
‘For​ ​one​ ​thing
8
,​ ​I​ ​have​ ​no​ ​father​ ​or​ ​mother,​ ​broth-
ers​ ​or​ ​sisters.’
‘You​ ​have​ ​a​ ​kind​ ​aunt​ ​and​ ​cousins.’
Again​ ​I​ ​paused;​ ​then​ ​bunglingly
9
​ ​enounced
10
:
‘But​ ​John​ ​Reed​ ​knocked​ ​me​ ​down,​ ​and​ ​my​ ​aunt​ ​shut​ ​
me​ ​up​ ​in​ ​the​ ​red-room.’
Mr.Lloyd​ ​a​ ​second​ ​time​ ​produced​ ​his​ ​snuff-box
11
.
‘Don’t​ ​you​ ​think​ ​Gateshead​ ​Hall​ ​a​ ​very​ ​beautiful​ ​
house?’​ ​asked​ ​he.​ ​‘Are​ ​you​ ​not​ ​very​ ​thankful
12
​ ​to​ ​have​ ​
such​ ​a​ ​ﬁne​ ​place​ ​to​ ​live​ ​at?’
‘It​ ​is​ ​not​ ​my​ ​house,​ ​sir;​ ​and​ ​Abbot​ ​says​ ​I​ ​have​ ​less​ ​
right​ ​to​ ​be​ ​here​ ​than​ ​a​ ​servant.’
‘Pooh
13
!​ ​you​ ​can’t​ ​be​ ​silly​ ​enough​ ​to​ ​wish​ ​to​ ​leave​ ​
such​ ​a​ ​splendid​ ​place?’
‘If​ ​I​ ​had​ ​anywhere​ ​else​ ​to​ ​go​ ​I​ ​should​ ​be​ ​glad​ ​to​ ​leave​ ​
it;​ ​but​ ​I​ ​can​ ​never​ ​get​ ​away​ ​from​ ​Gateshead​ ​till​ ​I​ ​am​ ​a​ ​
woman.’
‘Perhaps​ ​you​ ​may—who​ ​knows?​ ​Have​ ​you​ ​any​ ​rela-
tions
14
​ ​besides
15
​ ​Mrs.Reed?’
‘I​ ​think​ ​not,​ ​sir.’
‘None​ ​belonging​ ​to​ ​your​ ​father?’















[image: ]32
JANE​ ​EYRE
1.parents​ ​
pauvres,​ ​
de​ ​basse​ ​
extraction,
2.sinistre
3.les​ ​guenilles
4.rare
5.les​ ​cheminées​ ​
sans​ ​feu
6.les​ ​manières​ ​
grossières
7.le​ ​vice​ ​et​ ​la​ ​
dépravation
8.déchéance
9.gagner​ ​ma
10.des​ ​
miséreux
11.mendier
12.étaient​ ​
mises​ ​au​ ​pilori
13.des​ ​
panneaux​ ​de​ ​
maintien​ ​[pour​ ​
rester​ ​droit]
14.distinguées
15.minutieuses
16.dénigrait
17.récits
18.qu’elle​ ​
tenait
19.consternants
20.talents
21.vantait​ ​
22.bourses
23.qu’elles​ ​
savaient​ ​
confectionner​ ​
au​ ​crochet
24.traduire
‘I​ ​don’t​ ​know:​ ​I​ ​asked​ ​Aunt​ ​Reed​ ​once,​ ​and​ ​she​ ​said​ ​
possibly​ ​I​ ​might​ ​have​ ​some​ ​poor,​ ​low​ ​relations
1
​ ​called​ ​
Eyre,​ ​but​ ​she​ ​knew​ ​nothing​ ​about​ ​them.’
‘If​ ​you​ ​had​ ​such,​ ​would​ ​you​ ​like​ ​to​ ​go​ ​to​ ​them?’
I​ ​reﬂected.​ ​Poverty​ ​looks​ ​grim
2
​ ​to​ ​grown​ ​people;​ ​still​ ​
more​ ​so​ ​to​ ​children:​ ​they​ ​have​ ​not​ ​much​ ​idea​ ​of​ ​indus-
trious,​ ​working,​ ​respectable​ ​poverty;​ ​they​ ​think​ ​of​ ​the​ ​
word​ ​only​ ​as​ ​connected​ ​with​ ​ragged​ ​clothes
3
,​ ​scanty
4
​ ​
food,​ ​ﬁreless​ ​grates
5
,​ ​rude​ ​manners
6
​ ​and​ ​debasing​ ​vices
7
:​ ​
poverty​ ​for​ ​me​ ​was​ ​synonymous​ ​with​ ​degradation
8
.
‘No;​ ​I​ ​should​ ​not​ ​like​ ​to​ ​belong​ ​to​ ​poor​ ​people,’​ ​was​ ​
my​ ​reply.
‘Not​ ​even​ ​if​ ​they​ ​were​ ​kind​ ​to​ ​you?’
I​ ​shook​ ​my​ ​head:​ ​I​ ​could​ ​not​ ​see​ ​how​ ​poor​ ​people​ ​
had​ ​the​ ​means​ ​of​ ​being​ ​kind;​ ​and​ ​then​ ​to​ ​learn​ ​to​ ​speak​ ​
like​ ​them,​ ​to​ ​adopt​ ​their​ ​manners,​ ​to​ ​be​ ​uneducated,​ ​to​ ​
grow​ ​up​ ​like​ ​one​ ​of​ ​the​ ​poor​ ​women​ ​I​ ​saw​ ​sometimes​ ​
nursing​ ​their​ ​children​ ​or​ ​washing​ ​their​ ​clothes​ ​at​ ​the​ ​
cottage​ ​doors​ ​of​ ​the​ ​village​ ​of​ ​Gateshead:​ ​no,​ ​I​ ​was​ ​not​ ​
heroic​ ​enough​ ​to​ ​purchase
9
​ ​liberty​ ​at​ ​the​ ​price​ ​of​ ​caste.
‘But​ ​are​ ​your​ ​relatives​ ​so​ ​very​ ​poor?​ ​Are​ ​they​ ​working​ ​
people?’
‘I​ ​cannot​ ​tell;​ ​Aunt​ ​Reed​ ​says​ ​if​ ​I​ ​have​ ​any,​ ​they​ ​must​ ​
be​ ​a​ ​beggarly​ ​set
10
:​ ​I​ ​should​ ​not​ ​like​ ​to​ ​go​ ​a-begging
11
.’
‘Would​ ​you​ ​like​ ​to​ ​go​ ​to​ ​school?’
Again​ ​I​ ​reﬂected:​ ​I​ ​scarcely​ ​knew​ ​what​ ​school​ ​was;​ ​
Bessie​ ​sometimes​ ​spoke​ ​of​ ​it​ ​as​ ​a​ ​place​ ​where​ ​young​ ​la-
dies​ ​sat​ ​in​ ​the​ ​stocks
12
,​ ​wore​ ​back-boards
13
,​ ​and​ ​were​ ​
expected​ ​to​ ​be​ ​exceedingly​ ​genteel
14
​ ​and​ ​precise
15
;​ ​
John​ ​Reed​ ​hated​ ​his​ ​school,​ ​and​ ​abused
16
​ ​his​ ​master:​ ​
but​ ​John​ ​Reed’s​ ​tastes​ ​were​ ​no​ ​rule​ ​for​ ​mine,​ ​and​ ​if​ ​Bes-
sie’s​ ​accounts
17
​ ​of​ ​school-discipline​ ​(gathered
18
​ ​from​ ​
the​ ​young​ ​ladies​ ​of​ ​a​ ​family​ ​where​ ​she​ ​had​ ​lived​ ​before​ ​
coming​ ​to​ ​Gateshead)​ ​were​ ​somewhat​ ​appalling
19
,​ ​her​ ​
details​ ​of​ ​certain​ ​accomplishments
20
​ ​attained​ ​by​ ​these​ ​
same​ ​young​ ​ladies​ ​were,​ ​I​ ​thought,​ ​equally​ ​attractive.​ ​
She​ ​boasted​ ​of​ ​
21
​ ​beautiful​ ​paintings​ ​of​ ​landscapes​ ​and​ ​
ﬂowers​ ​by​ ​them​ ​executed;​ ​of​ ​songs​ ​they​ ​could​ ​sing​ ​and​ ​
pieces​ ​they​ ​could​ ​play,​ ​of​ ​purses
22
​ ​they​ ​could​ ​net
23
,​ ​
of​ ​French​ ​books​ ​they​ ​could​ ​translate
24
;​ ​till​ ​my​ ​spirit​ ​
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1.gagné​ ​par​ ​
l’émulation
2.voyage
3.réexions
4.de​ ​décor
5.allée​ ​de​ ​
gravier
6.au​ ​vu​ ​des​ ​
événements​ ​
ultérieurs
7.se​ ​permit
8.avec​ ​empres-
sement
9.aux​ ​
mauvaises​ ​
dispositions
10.semblait​ ​
toujours​ ​
surveiller
11.intriguer
12.en​ ​sous-
main
13.version​ ​
enfantine​ ​de
14.[principal​ ​
instigateur​ ​de​ ​
la​ ​Conspiration​ ​
des​ ​poudres,​ ​
1604-1605]
15.condences
16.union
17.comme​ ​une​ ​
mésalliance
18.lui​ ​avait​ ​
coupé​ ​les​ ​vivres
19.il​ ​exerçait​ ​
son​ ​ministère
20.très​ ​
répandue
was​ ​moved​ ​to​ ​emulation
1
​ ​as​ ​I​ ​listened.​ ​Besides,​ ​school​ ​
would​ ​be​ ​a​ ​complete​ ​change:​ ​it​ ​implied​ ​a​ ​long​ ​journey
2
,​ ​
an​ ​entire​ ​separation​ ​from​ ​Gateshead,​ ​an​ ​entrance​ ​into​ ​
a​ ​new​ ​life.
‘I​ ​should​ ​indeed​ ​like​ ​to​ ​go​ ​to​ ​school,’​ ​was​ ​the​ ​audible​ ​
conclusion​ ​of​ ​my​ ​musings
3
.
‘Well,​ ​well;​ ​who​ ​knows​ ​what​ ​may​ ​happen?’​ ​said​ ​
Mr.​ ​Lloyd,​ ​as​ ​he​ ​got​ ​up;​ ​‘The​ ​child​ ​ought​ ​to​ ​have​ ​
change​ ​of​ ​air​ ​and​ ​scene
4
;’​ ​he​ ​added,​ ​speaking​ ​to​ ​him-
self,​ ​‘nerves​ ​not​ ​in​ ​a​ ​good​ ​state.’
Bessie​ ​now​ ​returned;​ ​at​ ​the​ ​same​ ​moment​ ​the​ ​car-
riage​ ​was​ ​heard​ ​rolling​ ​up​ ​the​ ​gravel-walk
5
.
‘Is​ ​that​ ​your​ ​mistress,​ ​nurse?’​ ​asked​ ​Mr.​ ​Lloyd:​ ​‘I​ ​
should​ ​like​ ​to​ ​speak​ ​to​ ​her​ ​before​ ​I​ ​go.’
Bessie​ ​invited​ ​him​ ​to​ ​walk​ ​into​ ​the​ ​breakfast-room,​ ​
and​ ​led​ ​the​ ​way​ ​out.​ ​In​ ​the​ ​interview​ ​which​ ​followed​ ​
between​ ​him​ ​and​ ​Mrs.​ ​Reed,​ ​I​ ​presume,​ ​from​ ​after-
​ ​
occurrences
6
,​ ​that​ ​the​ ​apothecary​ ​ventured
7
​ ​to​ ​recom-
mend​ ​my​ ​being​ ​sent​ ​to​ ​school;​ ​and​ ​the​ ​recommendation​ ​
was​ ​no​ ​doubt​ ​readily​ ​enough
8
​ ​adopted:​ ​for​ ​as​ ​Abbot​ ​
said,​ ​in​ ​discussing​ ​the​ ​subject​ ​with​ ​Bessie​ ​when​ ​both​ ​sat​ ​
​ ​
sewing​ ​in​ ​the​ ​nursery​ ​one​ ​night,​ ​after​ ​I​ ​was​ ​in​ ​bed,​ ​and,​ ​
as​ ​they​ ​thought,​ ​asleep,​ ​‘Missis​ ​was,​ ​she​ ​dared​ ​say,​ ​glad​ ​
enough​ ​to​ ​get​ ​rid​ ​of​ ​such​ ​a​ ​tiresome,​ ​ill-conditioned​ ​
9
​ ​
child,​ ​who​ ​always​ ​looked​ ​as​ ​if​ ​she​ ​were​ ​watching
10
​ ​
everybody,​ ​and​ ​scheming​ ​plots
11
​ ​underhand
12
.’​ ​Abbot,​ ​
I​ ​think,​ ​gave​ ​me​ ​credit​ ​for​ ​being​ ​a​ ​sort​ ​of​ ​infantine
13
​ ​
Guy​ ​Fawkes
14
.
On​ ​that​ ​same​ ​occasion​ ​I​ ​learned,​ ​for​ ​the​ ​ﬁrst​ ​time,​ ​
from​ ​Miss​ ​Abbot’s​ ​communications
15
​ ​to​ ​Bessie,​ ​that​ ​my​ ​
father​ ​had​ ​been​ ​a​ ​poor​ ​clergyman;​ ​that​ ​my​ ​mother​ ​had​ ​
married​ ​him​ ​against​ ​the​ ​wishes​ ​of​ ​her​ ​friends,​ ​who​ ​con
-
sidered​ ​the​ ​match
16
​ ​beneath​ ​her
17
;​ ​that​ ​my​ ​grandfather​ ​
Reed​ ​was​ ​so​ ​irritated​ ​at​ ​her​ ​disobedience,​ ​he​ ​cut​ ​her​ ​
off​ ​without​ ​a​ ​shilling
18
;​ ​that​ ​after​ ​my​ ​mother​ ​and​ ​father​ ​
had​ ​been​ ​married​ ​a​ ​year,​ ​the​ ​latter​ ​caught​ ​the​ ​typhus​ ​
fever​ ​while​ ​visiting​ ​among​ ​the​ ​poor​ ​of​ ​a​ ​large​ ​manufac-
turing​ ​town​ ​where​ ​his​ ​curacy​ ​was​ ​situated
19
,​ ​and​ ​where​ ​
that​ ​disease​ ​was​ ​then​ ​prevalent
20
;​ ​that​ ​my​ ​mother​ ​took​ ​
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JANE​ ​EYRE
1.également​ ​à​ ​
plaindre
2.avoir​ ​pitié​ ​du
3.délaissement​ ​
dans​ ​lequel​ ​elle​ ​
se​ ​trouve
4.s’attacher​ ​à
5.crapaud
6.attendris-
sante
7.dans​ ​les​ ​
mêmes​ ​
circonstances
8.suis​ ​folle​ ​de
9.j’aurais​ ​bien​ ​
envie​ ​de
10.rôties​ ​au​ ​
fromage​ ​[Welsh​ ​
rarebit]
11.entretien
12.échanges
13.puisai
14.souhaiter​ ​
me​ ​rétablir
15.tarda
16.que​ ​je​ ​
ressassais
17.m’observait
18.m’assignant
19.réduit
20.Aucune​ ​
allusion
21.de​ ​sa​ ​part
22.car​ ​son​ ​
regard
the​ ​infection​ ​from​ ​him,​ ​and​ ​both​ ​died​ ​within​ ​a​ ​month​ ​
of​ ​each​ ​other.
Bessie,​ ​when​ ​she​ ​heard​ ​this​ ​narrative,​ ​sighed​ ​and​ ​
said,​ ​‘Poor​ ​Miss​ ​Jane​ ​is​ ​to​ ​be​ ​pitied,​ ​too
1
,​ ​Abbot.’
‘Yes,’​ ​responded​ ​Abbot,​ ​‘if​ ​she​ ​were​ ​a​ ​nice,​ ​pretty​ ​
child,​ ​one​ ​might​ ​compassionate
2
​ ​her​ ​forlornness
3
;​ ​but​ ​
one​ ​really​ ​cannot​ ​care​ ​for
4
​ ​such​ ​a​ ​little​ ​toad
5
​ ​as​ ​that.’
‘Not​ ​a​ ​great​ ​deal,​ ​to​ ​be​ ​sure,’​ ​agreed​ ​Bessie:​ ​‘at​ ​any​ ​
rate​ ​a​ ​beauty​ ​like​ ​Miss​ ​Georgiana​ ​would​ ​be​ ​more​ ​mov-
ing
6
​ ​in​ ​the​ ​same​ ​condition
7
.’
‘Yes,​ ​I​ ​doat​ ​on
8
​ ​Miss​ ​Georgiana!’​ ​cried​ ​the​ ​fervent​ ​
Abbot.​ ​‘Little​ ​darling!—with​ ​her​ ​long​ ​curls​ ​and​ ​her​ ​blue​ ​
eyes,​ ​and​ ​such​ ​a​ ​sweet​ ​colour​ ​as​ ​she​ ​has;​ ​just​ ​as​ ​if​ ​she​ ​
were​ ​painted!—Bessie,​ ​I​ ​could​ ​fancy
9
​ ​a​ ​Welsh​ ​rabbit
10
​ ​
for​ ​supper.’
‘So​ ​could​ ​I—with​ ​a​ ​roast​ ​onion.​ ​Come,​ ​we’ll​ ​go​ ​
down.’​ ​They​ ​went.
CHAPTERIV
FROM​ ​my​ ​discourse
11
​ ​with​ ​Mr.​ ​Lloyd,​ ​and​ ​from​ ​the​ ​
above​ ​reported​ ​conference
12
​ ​between​ ​Bessie​ ​and​ ​Ab-
bot,​ ​I​ ​gathered
13
​ ​enough​ ​of​ ​hope​ ​to​ ​sufﬁce​ ​as​ ​a​ ​mo-
tive​ ​for​ ​wishing​ ​to​ ​get​ ​well
14
:​ ​a​ ​change​ ​seemed​ ​near,—
I​ ​desired​ ​and​ ​waited​ ​it​ ​in​ ​silence.​ ​It​ ​tarried
15
,​ ​however:
days​ ​and​ ​weeks​ ​passed:​ ​I​ ​had​ ​regained​ ​my​ ​normal​ ​state​ ​
of​ ​health,​ ​but​ ​no​ ​new​ ​allusion​ ​was​ ​made​ ​to​ ​the​ ​sub-
ject​ ​over​ ​which​ ​I​ ​brooded
16
.​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​surveyed​ ​me
17
​ ​
at​ ​times​ ​with​ ​a​ ​severe​ ​eye,​ ​but​ ​seldom​ ​addressed​ ​me:​ ​
since​ ​my​ ​illness​ ​she​ ​had​ ​drawn​ ​a​ ​more​ ​marked​ ​line​ ​
of​ ​separation​ ​than​ ​ever​ ​between​ ​me​ ​and​ ​her​ ​own​ ​chil-
dren;​ ​appointing​ ​me
18
​ ​a​ ​small​ ​closet
19
​ ​to​ ​sleep​ ​in​ ​by​ ​my-
self,​ ​condemning​ ​me​ ​to​ ​take​ ​my​ ​meals​ ​alone,​ ​and​ ​pass​ ​
all​ ​my​ ​time​ ​in​ ​the​ ​nursery​ ​while​ ​my​ ​cousins​ ​were​ ​con-
stantly​ ​in​ ​the​ ​drawing-room.​ ​Not​ ​a​ ​hint
20
,​ ​however,​ ​did​ ​
she​ ​drop
21
​ ​about​ ​sending​ ​me​ ​to​ ​school:​ ​still​ ​I​ ​felt​ ​an​ ​in-
stinctive​ ​certainty​ ​that​ ​she​ ​would​ ​not​ ​long​ ​endure​ ​me​ ​
under​ ​the​ ​same​ ​roof​ ​with​ ​her;​ ​for​ ​her​ ​glance
22
,​ ​now​ ​
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1.insurmon-
table
2.bien​ ​
enracinée
3.de​ ​me​ ​frapper
4.éperonnée
5.courroux
6.déchaîné​ ​
mes​ ​mauvais​ ​
instincts
7.renoncer
8.en​ ​proférant
9.des​ ​mots​ ​de​ ​
détestation
10.jurant​ ​que
11.porté
12.appendice​ ​
proéminent
13.l’intimidait
14.mettre​ ​à​ ​
prot
15.en​ ​
pleurnichant
16.ne​ ​mérite​ ​
pas​ ​qu’on​ ​fasse​ ​
attention​ ​à​ ​elle
17.rampe
18.rééchir​ ​
aucunement​ ​à
19.lestement
20.m’entraîna
21.tourbillon
22.lit​ ​d’enfant
23.me​ ​mit​ ​au​ ​
dé
24.quasi​ ​
involontaire
25.énonciation
26.à​ ​mi-voix
27.posé
more​ ​than​ ​ever,​ ​when​ ​turned​ ​on​ ​me,​ ​expressed​ ​an​ ​insu-
perable
1
​ ​and​ ​rooted
2
​ ​aversion.
Eliza​ ​and​ ​Georgiana,​ ​evidently​ ​acting​ ​according​ ​to​ ​
orders,​ ​spoke​ ​to​ ​me​ ​as​ ​little​ ​as​ ​possible:​ ​John​ ​thrust​ ​his​ ​
tongue​ ​in​ ​his​ ​cheek​ ​whenever​ ​he​ ​saw​ ​me,​ ​and​ ​once​ ​at-
tempted​ ​chastisement
3
;​ ​but​ ​as​ ​I​ ​instantly​ ​turned​ ​against​ ​
him,​ ​roused
4
​ ​by​ ​the​ ​same​ ​sentiment​ ​of​ ​deep​ ​ire
5
​ ​and​ ​
desperate​ ​revolt​ ​which​ ​had​ ​stirred​ ​my​ ​corruption
6
​ ​be-
fore,​ ​he​ ​thought​ ​it​ ​better​ ​to​ ​desist
7
,​ ​and​ ​ran​ ​from​ ​me​ ​ut-
tering
8
​ ​execrations
9
​ ​and​ ​vowing
10
​ ​I​ ​had​ ​burst​ ​his​ ​nose.​ ​
I​ ​had​ ​indeed​ ​levelled
11
​ ​at​ ​that​ ​prominent​ ​feature
12
​ ​as​ ​
hard​ ​a​ ​blow​ ​as​ ​my​ ​knuckles​ ​could​ ​inﬂict;​ ​and​ ​when​ ​I​ ​
saw​ ​that​ ​either​ ​that​ ​or​ ​my​ ​look​ ​daunted​ ​him
13
,​ ​I​ ​had​ ​the​ ​
greatest​ ​inclination​ ​to​ ​follow​ ​up​ ​my​ ​advantage​ ​to​ ​pur-
pose
14
;​ ​but​ ​he​ ​was​ ​already​ ​with​ ​his​ ​mama.​ ​I​ ​heard​ ​him​ ​
in​ ​a​ ​blubbering​ ​tone
15
​ ​commence​ ​the​ ​tale​ ​of​ ​how​ ​‘that​ ​
nasty​ ​Jane​ ​Eyre’​ ​had​ ​ﬂown​ ​at​ ​him​ ​like​ ​a​ ​mad​ ​cat—:​ ​he​ ​
was​ ​stopped​ ​rather​ ​harshly—
‘Don’t​ ​talk​ ​to​ ​me​ ​about​ ​her,​ ​John:​ ​I​ ​told​ ​you​ ​not​ ​to​ ​go​ ​
near​ ​her;​ ​she​ ​is​ ​not​ ​worthy​ ​of​ ​notice
16
;​ ​I​ ​do​ ​not​ ​choose​ ​
that​ ​either​ ​you​ ​or​ ​your​ ​sisters​ ​should​ ​associate​ ​with​ ​her.’
Here,​ ​leaning​ ​over​ ​the​ ​bannister
17
,​ ​I​ ​cried​ ​out​ ​sud-
denly​ ​and​ ​without​ ​at​ ​all​ ​deliberating​ ​on
18
​ ​my​ ​words,
‘They​ ​are​ ​not​ ​ﬁt​ ​to​ ​associate​ ​with​ ​me.’
Mrs.Reed​ ​was​ ​rather​ ​a​ ​stout​ ​woman,​ ​but,​ ​on​ ​hear-
ing​ ​this​ ​strange​ ​and​ ​audacious​ ​declaration,​ ​she​ ​ran​ ​nim-
bly
19
​ ​up​ ​the​ ​stair,​ ​swept​ ​me
20
​ ​like​ ​a​ ​whirlwind
21
​ ​into​ ​
the​ ​nursery,​ ​and​ ​crushing​ ​me​ ​down​ ​on​ ​the​ ​edge​ ​of​ ​my​ ​
crib
22
,​ ​dared​ ​me
23
​ ​in​ ​an​ ​emphatic​ ​voice​ ​to​ ​rise​ ​from​ ​
that​ ​place​ ​or​ ​utter​ ​one​ ​syllable​ ​during​ ​the​ ​remainder​ ​of​ ​
the​ ​day.
‘What​ ​would​ ​Uncle​ ​Reed​ ​say​ ​to​ ​you,​ ​if​ ​he​ ​were​ ​alive?’​ ​
was​ ​my​ ​scarcely​ ​voluntary
24
​ ​demand.​ ​I​ ​say​ ​scarcely​ ​vol-
untary,​ ​for​ ​it​ ​seemed​ ​as​ ​if​ ​my​ ​tongue​ ​pronounced​ ​words​ ​
without​ ​my​ ​will​ ​consenting​ ​to​ ​their​ ​utterance
25
:​ ​some-
thing​ ​spoke​ ​out​ ​of​ ​me​ ​over​ ​which​ ​I​ ​had​ ​no​ ​control.
‘What?’​ ​said​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​under​ ​her​ ​breath
26
:​ ​her​ ​usu-
ally​ ​cold,​ ​composed
27
​ ​grey​ ​eye​ ​became​ ​troubled​ ​with​ ​
a​ ​look​ ​like​ ​fear;​ ​she​ ​took​ ​her​ ​hand​ ​from​ ​my​ ​arm,​ ​and​ ​
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JANE​ ​EYRE
1.démon
2.Cette​ ​fois,​ ​
mon​ ​compte​ ​
était​ ​bon
3.reprit
4.sans​ ​
ménagement
5.me​ ​donna​ ​des​ ​
coups​ ​sur
6.prit​ ​la​ ​relève​ ​
avec
7.sermon
8.qu’on​ ​eût​ ​
jamais​ ​élevée
9.des​ ​bouées​ ​
de​ ​mauvais​ ​
sentiments​ ​
goner​ ​mon​ ​
sein
10.festivités
11.à​ ​être​ ​
le​ ​témoin​ ​
quotidien​ ​de​ ​
l’habillage
12.robes​ ​de​ ​
mousseline
13.ceintures
14.les​ ​cheveux​ ​
ondulés​ ​de​ ​
belles​ ​anglaises​ ​
sophistiquées
15.aux​ ​allées​ ​et​ ​
venues
16.tintement
17.brouhaha​ ​
intermittent
18.au​ ​moins
19.amicale
20.me​ ​serais​ ​
fait​ ​une​ ​fête
21.redoutable
22.animées
gazed​ ​at​ ​me​ ​as​ ​if​ ​she​ ​really​ ​did​ ​not​ ​know​ ​whether​ ​I​ ​
were​ ​child​ ​or​ ​ﬁend
1
.​ ​I​ ​was​ ​now​ ​in​ ​for​ ​it
2
.
‘My​ ​Uncle​ ​Reed​ ​is​ ​in​ ​heaven,​ ​and​ ​can​ ​see​ ​all​ ​you​ ​do​ ​
and​ ​think;​ ​and​ ​so​ ​can​ ​papa​ ​and​ ​mama:​ ​they​ ​know​ ​how​ ​
you​ ​shut​ ​me​ ​up​ ​all​ ​day​ ​long,​ ​and​ ​how​ ​you​ ​wish​ ​me​ ​
dead.’
Mrs.​ ​Reed​ ​soon​ ​rallied
3
​ ​her​ ​spirits:​ ​she​ ​shook​ ​me​ ​
most​ ​soundly
4
,​ ​she​ ​boxed
5
​ ​both​ ​my​ ​ears,​ ​and​ ​then​ ​left​ ​
me​ ​without​ ​a​ ​word.​ ​Bessie​ ​supplied​ ​the​ ​hiatus​ ​by
6
​ ​a​ ​
homily
7
​ ​of​ ​an​ ​hour’s​ ​length,​ ​in​ ​which​ ​she​ ​proved​ ​be-
yond​ ​a​ ​doubt​ ​that​ ​I​ ​was​ ​the​ ​most​ ​wicked​ ​and​ ​aban
-
doned​ ​child​ ​ever​ ​reared
8
​ ​under​ ​a​ ​roof.​ ​I​ ​half​ ​believed​ ​
her;​ ​for​ ​I​ ​felt​ ​indeed​ ​only​ ​bad​ ​feelings​ ​surging​ ​in​ ​my​ ​
breast
9
.
November,​ ​December,​ ​and​ ​half​ ​of​ ​January​ ​passed​ ​
away.​ ​Christmas​ ​and​ ​the​ ​New​ ​Year​ ​had​ ​been​ ​celebrat
-
ed​ ​at​ ​Gateshead​ ​with​ ​the​ ​usual​ ​festive​ ​cheer
10
;​ ​pres-
ents​ ​had​ ​been​ ​interchanged,​ ​dinners​ ​and​ ​evening​ ​par-
ties​ ​given.​ ​From​ ​every​ ​enjoyment​ ​I​ ​was,​ ​of​ ​course,​ ​
excluded:​ ​my​ ​share​ ​of​ ​the​ ​gaiety​ ​consisted​ ​in​ ​witness
-
ing​ ​the​ ​daily​ ​apparelling
11
​ ​of​ ​Eliza​ ​and​ ​Georgiana,​ ​and​ ​
seeing​ ​them​ ​descend​ ​to​ ​the​ ​drawing-room,​ ​dressed​ ​out​ ​
in​ ​thin​ ​muslin​ ​frocks
12
​ ​and​ ​scarlet​ ​sashes
13
,​ ​with​ ​hair​ ​
elaborately​ ​ringletted
14
;​ ​and​ ​afterwards,​ ​in​ ​listening​ ​to​ ​
the​ ​sound​ ​of​ ​the​ ​piano​ ​or​ ​the​ ​harp​ ​played​ ​below,​ ​to​ ​
the​ ​passing​ ​to​ ​and​ ​fro
15
​ ​of​ ​the​ ​butler​ ​and​ ​footman,​ ​to​ ​
the​ ​jingling
16
​ ​of​ ​glass​ ​and​ ​china​ ​as​ ​refreshments​ ​were​ ​
handed,​ ​to​ ​the​ ​broken​ ​hum
17
​ ​of​ ​conversation​ ​as​ ​the​ ​
drawing-room​ ​doors​ ​opened​ ​and​ ​closed.​ ​When​ ​tired​ ​of​ ​
this​ ​occupation,​ ​I​ ​would​ ​retire​ ​from​ ​the​ ​stair-head​ ​to​ ​
the​ ​solitary​ ​and​ ​silent​ ​nursery:​ ​there,​ ​though​ ​somewhat​ ​
sad,​ ​I​ ​was​ ​not​ ​miserable.​ ​To​ ​speak​ ​truth,​ ​I​ ​had​ ​not​ ​the​ ​
least​ ​wish​ ​to​ ​go​ ​into​ ​company,​ ​for​ ​in​ ​company​ ​I​ ​was​ ​
very​ ​rarely​ ​noticed;​ ​and​ ​if​ ​Bessie​ ​had​ ​but
18
​ ​been​ ​kind​ ​
and​ ​companionable
19
,​ ​I​ ​should​ ​have​ ​deemed​ ​it​ ​a​ ​treat
20
​ ​
to​ ​spend​ ​the​ ​evenings​ ​quietly​ ​with​ ​her,​ ​instead​ ​of​ ​pass-
ing​ ​them​ ​under​ ​the​ ​formidable
21
​ ​eye​ ​of​ ​Mrs.Reed,​ ​in​ ​a​ ​
room​ ​full​ ​of​ ​ladies​ ​and​ ​gentlemen.​ ​But​ ​Bessie,​ ​as​ ​soon​ ​
as​ ​she​ ​had​ ​dressed​ ​her​ ​young​ ​ladies,​ ​used​ ​to​ ​take​ ​her-
self​ ​off​ ​to​ ​the​ ​lively
22
​ ​regions​ ​of​ ​the​ ​kitchen​ ​and​ ​house-
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1.de​ ​
l’intendante
2.tirant​ ​sur​ ​les​ ​
nœuds​ ​et​ ​les​ ​
rubans
3.à​ ​défaut​ ​de
4.plus​ ​dignes
5.idole​ ​[cf.​ ​les​ ​
Dix​ ​Comman-
dements,​ ​dans​ ​
l’Exode]
6.aussi​ ​usée​ ​
qu’un
7.épouvantail
8.l’imaginant​ ​
presque​ ​
9.serrée
10.elle​ ​aussi
11.dé
12.en​ ​guise​ ​de
13.petit​ ​pain
14.me​ ​
rebordait
15.ne​ ​me​ ​
rudoie​ ​jamais
16.ni​ ​ne​ ​me​ ​
réprimande
17.ni​ ​ne​ ​
m’impose​ ​des​ ​
contraintes​ ​
excessives
18.n’avait​ ​que​ ​
trop​ ​tendance
19.don
20.la​ ​narration
21.teint
22.impulsif
23.une​ ​
approche​ ​
désinvolte​ ​de​ ​la​ ​
morale
keeper’s
1
​ ​room,​ ​generally​ ​bearing​ ​the​ ​candle​ ​along​ ​
with​ ​her:​ ​I​ ​then​ ​sat​ ​with​ ​my​ ​doll​ ​on​ ​my​ ​knee,​ ​till​ ​the​ ​
ﬁre​ ​got​ ​low,​ ​glancing​ ​round​ ​occasionally​ ​to​ ​make​ ​sure​ ​
that​ ​nothing​ ​worse​ ​than​ ​myself​ ​haunted​ ​the​ ​shadowy​ ​
room;​ ​and​ ​when​ ​the​ ​embers​ ​sank​ ​to​ ​a​ ​dull​ ​red,​ ​I​ ​un
-
dressed​ ​hastily,​ ​tugging​ ​at​ ​knots​ ​and​ ​strings
2
​ ​as​ ​I​ ​best​ ​
might,​ ​and​ ​sought​ ​shelter​ ​from​ ​cold​ ​and​ ​darkness​ ​in​ ​my​ ​
crib.​ ​To​ ​this​ ​crib​ ​I​ ​always​ ​took​ ​my​ ​doll:​ ​human​ ​beings​ ​
must​ ​love​ ​something,​ ​and,​ ​in​ ​the​ ​dearth
3
​ ​of​ ​worthier
4
​ ​
objects​ ​of​ ​affection,​ ​I​ ​contrived​ ​to​ ​ﬁnd​ ​a​ ​pleasure​ ​in​ ​lov-
ing​ ​and​ ​cherishing​ ​a​ ​faded​ ​graven​ ​image
5
,​ ​shabby​ ​as​ ​a
6
​ ​
miniature​ ​scarecrow
7
.​ ​It​ ​puzzles​ ​me​ ​now​ ​to​ ​remember​ ​
with​ ​what​ ​absurd​ ​sincerity​ ​I​ ​doated​ ​on​ ​this​ ​little​ ​toy;​ ​
half-fancying​ ​it
8
​ ​alive​ ​and​ ​capable​ ​of​ ​sensation.​ ​I​ ​could​ ​
not​ ​sleep​ ​unless​ ​it​ ​was​ ​folded
9
​ ​in​ ​my​ ​nightgown;​ ​and​ ​
when​ ​it​ ​lay​ ​there​ ​safe​ ​and​ ​warm,​ ​I​ ​was​ ​comparatively​ ​
happy,​ ​believing​ ​it​ ​to​ ​be​ ​happy​ ​likewise
10
.
Long​ ​did​ ​the​ ​hours​ ​seem​ ​while​ ​I​ ​waited​ ​the​ ​depart-
ure​ ​of​ ​the​ ​company,​ ​and​ ​listened​ ​for​ ​the​ ​sound​ ​of​ ​Bes-
sie’s​ ​step​ ​on​ ​the​ ​stairs:​ ​sometimes​ ​she​ ​would​ ​come​ ​up​ ​
in​ ​the​ ​interval​ ​to​ ​seek​ ​her​ ​thimble
11
​ ​or​ ​her​ ​scissors,​ ​or​ ​
perhaps​ ​to​ ​bring​ ​me​ ​something​ ​by​ ​way​ ​of
12
​ ​supper—a
bun
13
​ ​or​ ​a​ ​cheesecake;​ ​then​ ​she​ ​would​ ​sit​ ​on​ ​the​ ​bed​ ​
while​ ​I​ ​ate​ ​it,​ ​and​ ​when​ ​I​ ​had​ ​ﬁnished,​ ​she​ ​would​ ​tuck​ ​
the​ ​clothes​ ​round​ ​me
14
,​ ​and​ ​twice​ ​she​ ​kissed​ ​me,​ ​and​ ​
said,​ ​‘Good​ ​night,​ ​Miss​ ​Jane.’​ ​When​ ​thus​ ​gentle,​ ​Bessie​ ​
seemed​ ​to​ ​me​ ​the​ ​best,​ ​prettiest,​ ​kindest​ ​being​ ​in​ ​the​ ​
world;​ ​and​ ​I​ ​wished​ ​most​ ​intensely​ ​that​ ​she​ ​would​ ​al-
ways​ ​be​ ​so​ ​pleasant​ ​and​ ​amiable,​ ​and​ ​never​ ​push​ ​me​ ​
about
15
,​ ​or​ ​scold
16
,​ ​or​ ​task​ ​me​ ​unreasonably
17
,​ ​as​ ​she​ ​
was​ ​too​ ​often​ ​wont
18
​ ​to​ ​do.​ ​Bessie​ ​Lee​ ​must,​ ​I​ ​think,​ ​
have​ ​been​ ​a​ ​girl​ ​of​ ​good​ ​natural​ ​capacity;​ ​for​ ​she​ ​was​ ​
smart​ ​in​ ​all​ ​she​ ​did,​ ​and​ ​had​ ​a​ ​remarkable​ ​knack
19
​ ​of​ ​
narrative
20
:​ ​so,​ ​at​ ​least,​ ​I​ ​judge​ ​from​ ​the​ ​impression​ ​
made​ ​on​ ​me​ ​by​ ​her​ ​nursery​ ​tales.​ ​She​ ​was​ ​pretty,​ ​too,​ ​
if​ ​my​ ​recollections​ ​of​ ​her​ ​face​ ​and​ ​person​ ​are​ ​correct.​ ​I​ ​
remember​ ​her​ ​as​ ​a​ ​slim​ ​young​ ​woman,​ ​with​ ​black​ ​hair,​ ​
dark​ ​eyes,​ ​very​ ​nice​ ​features,​ ​and​ ​good,​ ​clear​ ​complex-
ion
21
;​ ​but​ ​she​ ​had​ ​a​ ​capricious​ ​and​ ​hasty
22
​ ​temper,​ ​and​ ​
indifferent​ ​ideas​ ​of​ ​principle
23
​ ​or​ ​justice:​ ​still,​ ​such​ ​as​ ​















[image: ]38
JANE​ ​EYRE
1.mandés​ ​
auprès​ ​de
2.chapeau​ ​
[à​ ​brides]
3.poules
4.tout​ ​comme​ ​
de
5.thésauriser
6.le​ ​sens​ ​du​ ​
commerce
7.inclination
8.l’épargne
9.vente
10.les​ ​
marchandages​ ​
serrés​ ​qu’elle​ ​
menait
11.les​ ​boutures
12.employé
13.en​ ​tirer​ ​
un​ ​prot​ ​
appréciable
14.l’avait​ ​tout​ ​
d’abord​ ​caché
15.papillote
16.magots
17.exigeait
18.trimestre
19.exactitude
20.entrelaçant
21.de​ ​conte​ ​de​ ​
fées
22.m'arrêta
23.par​ ​manque
24.eurs​ ​de​ ​
givre
she​ ​was,​ ​I​ ​preferred​ ​her​ ​to​ ​any​ ​one​ ​else​ ​at​ ​Gateshead​ ​
Hall.
It​ ​was​ ​the​ ​ﬁfteenth​ ​of​ ​January,​ ​about​ ​nine​ ​o’clock​ ​in​ ​
the​ ​morning:​ ​Bessie​ ​was​ ​gone​ ​down​ ​to​ ​breakfast;​ ​my​ ​
cousins​ ​had​ ​not​ ​yet​ ​been​ ​summoned​ ​to
1
​ ​their​ ​mama;​ ​
Eliza​ ​was​ ​putting​ ​on​ ​her​ ​bonnet
2
​ ​and​ ​warm​ ​garden-coat​ ​
to​ ​go​ ​and​ ​feed​ ​her​ ​poultry
3
,​ ​an​ ​occupation​ ​of​ ​which​ ​
she​ ​was​ ​fond:​ ​and​ ​not​ ​less​ ​so​ ​of​ ​
4
​ ​selling​ ​the​ ​eggs​ ​to​ ​the​ ​
housekeeper​ ​and​ ​hoarding​ ​up
5
​ ​the​ ​money​ ​she​ ​thus​ ​ob-
tained.​ ​She​ ​had​ ​a​ ​turn​ ​for​ ​trafﬁc
6
,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​marked​ ​propen-
sity
7
​ ​for​ ​saving
8
;​ ​shown​ ​not​ ​only​ ​in​ ​the​ ​vending
9
​ ​of​ ​eggs​ ​
and​ ​chickens,​ ​but​ ​also​ ​in​ ​driving​ ​hard​ ​bargains
10
​ ​with​ ​
the​ ​gardener​ ​about​ ​ﬂower-roots,​ ​seeds​ ​and​ ​slips
11
​ ​of​ ​
plants;​ ​that​ ​functionary
12
​ ​having​ ​orders​ ​from​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​
to​ ​buy​ ​of​ ​his​ ​young​ ​lady​ ​all​ ​the​ ​products​ ​of​ ​her​ ​par-
terre​ ​she​ ​wished​ ​to​ ​sell:​ ​and​ ​Eliza​ ​would​ ​have​ ​sold​ ​the​ ​
hair​ ​off​ ​her​ ​head​ ​if​ ​she​ ​could​ ​have​ ​made​ ​a​ ​handsome​ ​
proﬁt​ ​thereby
13
.​ ​As​ ​to​ ​her​ ​money,​ ​she​ ​ﬁrst​ ​secreted​ ​it
14
​ ​
in​ ​odd​ ​corners,​ ​wrapped​ ​in​ ​a​ ​rag​ ​or​ ​an​ ​old​ ​curl-paper
15
;​ ​
but​ ​some​ ​of​ ​these​ ​hoards
16
​ ​having​ ​been​ ​discovered​ ​by​ ​
the​ ​housemaid,​ ​Eliza,​ ​fearful​ ​of​ ​one​ ​day​ ​losing​ ​her​ ​val
-
ued​ ​treasure,​ ​consented​ ​to​ ​entrust​ ​it​ ​to​ ​her​ ​mother,​ ​at​ ​a​ ​
usurious​ ​rate​ ​of​ ​interest—ﬁfty​ ​or​ ​sixty​ ​per​ ​cent.:​ ​which​ ​
interest​ ​she​ ​exacted
17
​ ​every​ ​quarter
18
,​ ​keeping​ ​her​ ​ac-
counts​ ​in​ ​a​ ​little​ ​book​ ​with​ ​anxious​ ​accuracy
19
.
Georgiana​ ​sat​ ​on​ ​a​ ​high​ ​stool,​ ​dressing​ ​her​ ​hair​ ​at​ ​
the​ ​glass​ ​and​ ​interweaving
20
​ ​her​ ​curls​ ​with​ ​artiﬁcial​ ​
ﬂowers​ ​and​ ​faded​ ​feathers,​ ​of​ ​which​ ​she​ ​had​ ​found​ ​a​ ​
store​ ​in​ ​a​ ​drawer​ ​in​ ​the​ ​attic.​ ​I​ ​was​ ​making​ ​my​ ​bed;​ ​
having​ ​received​ ​strict​ ​orders​ ​from​ ​Bessie​ ​to​ ​get​ ​it​ ​ar
-
ranged​ ​before​ ​she​ ​returned​ ​(for​ ​Bessie​ ​now​ ​frequent-
ly​ ​employed​ ​me​ ​as​ ​a​ ​sort​ ​of​ ​under​ ​nursery-maid,​ ​to​ ​tidy​ ​
the​ ​room,​ ​dust​ ​the​ ​chairs,​ ​&c.).​ ​Having​ ​spread​ ​the​ ​quilt​ ​
and​ ​folded​ ​my​ ​nightdress,​ ​I​ ​went​ ​to​ ​the​ ​window-seat​ ​to​ ​
put​ ​in​ ​order​ ​some​ ​picture​ ​books​ ​and​ ​doll’s​ ​house​ ​fur-
niture​ ​scattered​ ​there;​ ​an​ ​abrupt​ ​command​ ​from​ ​Geor-
giana​ ​to​ ​let​ ​her​ ​playthings​ ​alone​ ​(for​ ​the​ ​tiny​ ​chairs​ ​and​ ​
mirrors,​ ​the​ ​fairy
21
​ ​plates​ ​and​ ​cups​ ​were​ ​her​ ​property)​ ​
stopped​ ​my​ ​proceedings
22
;​ ​and​ ​then,​ ​for​ ​lack
23
​ ​of​ ​other​ ​
occupation,​ ​I​ ​fell​ ​to​ ​breathing​ ​on​ ​the​ ​frost-ﬂowers
24
​ ​
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with​ ​which​ ​the​ ​window​ ​was​ ​fretted
1
,​ ​and​ ​thus​ ​clearing​ ​
a​ ​space​ ​in​ ​the​ ​glass​ ​through​ ​which​ ​I​ ​might​ ​look​ ​out​ ​on​ ​
the​ ​grounds,​ ​where​ ​all​ ​was​ ​still​ ​and​ ​petriﬁed​ ​under​ ​the​ ​
inﬂuence​ ​of​ ​a​ ​hard​ ​frost.
From​ ​this​ ​window​ ​were​ ​visible​ ​the​ ​porter’s
2
​ ​lodge​ ​
and​ ​the​ ​carriage​ ​road,​ ​and​ ​just​ ​as​ ​I​ ​had​ ​dissolved​ ​so​ ​
much
3
​ ​of​ ​the​ ​silver-white​ ​foliage
4
​ ​veiling​ ​the​ ​panes,​ ​as​ ​
left​ ​room​ ​to​ ​look​ ​out
5
,​ ​I​ ​saw​ ​the​ ​gates​ ​thrown​ ​open​ ​and​ ​
a​ ​carriage​ ​roll​ ​through.​ ​I​ ​watched​ ​it​ ​ascending​ ​the​ ​drive​ ​
with​ ​indifference:​ ​carriages​ ​often​ ​came​ ​to​ ​Gateshead,​ ​
but​ ​none​ ​ever​ ​brought​ ​visitors​ ​in​ ​whom​ ​I​ ​was​ ​inter-
ested;​ ​it​ ​stopped​ ​in​ ​front​ ​of​ ​the​ ​house,​ ​the​ ​door-bell​ ​
rang​ ​loudly,​ ​the​ ​new​ ​comer​ ​was​ ​admitted.​ ​All​ ​this​ ​being​ ​
nothing​ ​to​ ​me
6
,​ ​my​ ​vacant
7
​ ​attention​ ​soon​ ​found​ ​live-
lier​ ​attraction​ ​in​ ​the​ ​spectacle​ ​of​ ​a​ ​little​ ​hungry​ ​robin
8
,​ ​
which​ ​came​ ​and​ ​chirruped
9
​ ​on​ ​the​ ​twigs​ ​of​ ​the​ ​leaﬂess​ ​
cherry-tree​ ​nailed​ ​against​ ​the​ ​wall​ ​near​ ​the​ ​casement
10
.​ ​
The​ ​remains​ ​of​ ​my​ ​breakfast​ ​of​ ​bread​ ​and​ ​milk​ ​stood​ ​
on​ ​the​ ​table,​ ​and​ ​having​ ​crumbled
11
​ ​a​ ​morsel​ ​of​ ​roll
12
,​ ​I​ ​
was​ ​tugging​ ​at​ ​the​ ​sash
13
​ ​to​ ​put​ ​out​ ​the​ ​crumbs​ ​on​ ​the​ ​
window-sill,​ ​when​ ​Bessie​ ​came​ ​running​ ​up​ ​stairs​ ​into​ ​
the​ ​nursery.
‘Miss​ ​Jane,​ ​take​ ​off​ ​your​ ​pinafore
14
:​ ​what​ ​are​ ​you​ ​
doing​ ​there?​ ​Have​ ​you​ ​washed​ ​your​ ​hands​ ​and​ ​face​ ​this​ ​
morning?’​ ​I​ ​gave​ ​another​ ​tug​ ​before​ ​I​ ​answered,​ ​for​ ​I​ ​
wanted​ ​the​ ​bird​ ​to​ ​be​ ​secure​ ​of
15
​ ​its​ ​bread:​ ​the​ ​sash​ ​
yielded
16
;​ ​I​ ​scattered​ ​the​ ​crumbs,​ ​some​ ​on​ ​the​ ​stone​ ​sill,​ ​
some​ ​on​ ​the​ ​cherry-tree​ ​bough,​ ​then​ ​closing​ ​the​ ​win-
dow,​ ​I​ ​replied:—
‘No,​ ​Bessie;​ ​I​ ​have​ ​only​ ​just​ ​ﬁnished​ ​dusting.’
‘Troublesome,​ ​careless​ ​child!​ ​and​ ​what​ ​are​ ​you​ ​doing​ ​
now?​ ​You​ ​look​ ​quite​ ​red​ ​as​ ​if​ ​you​ ​had​ ​been​ ​about​ ​some​ ​
mischief
17
:​ ​what​ ​were​ ​you​ ​opening​ ​the​ ​window​ ​for?’
I​ ​was​ ​spared​ ​the​ ​trouble
18
​ ​of​ ​answering,​ ​for​ ​Bessie​ ​
seemed​ ​in​ ​too​ ​great​ ​a​ ​hurry​ ​to​ ​listen​ ​to​ ​explanations;​ ​she​ ​
hauled​ ​me
19
​ ​to​ ​the​ ​washstand
20
,​ ​inﬂicted​ ​a​ ​merciless
21
,​ ​
but​ ​happily​ ​brief,​ ​scrub​ ​on​ ​my​ ​face​ ​and​ ​hands​ ​with​ ​
soap,​ ​water,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​coarse​ ​towel;​ ​disciplined​ ​my​ ​head​ ​
with​ ​a​ ​bristly
22
​ ​brush,​ ​denuded​ ​me​ ​of
23
​ ​my​ ​pinafore,​ ​
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and​ ​then​ ​hurrying​ ​me​ ​to​ ​the​ ​top​ ​of​ ​the​ ​stairs,​ ​bid​ ​me​ ​go​ ​
down​ ​directly,​ ​as​ ​I​ ​was​ ​wanted​ ​in​ ​the​ ​breakfast-room.
I​ ​would​ ​have​ ​asked
1
​ ​who​ ​wanted​ ​me:​ ​I​ ​would​ ​have​ ​
demanded​ ​if​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​was​ ​there;​ ​but​ ​Bessie​ ​was​ ​al-
ready​ ​gone,​ ​and​ ​had​ ​closed​ ​the​ ​nursery​ ​door​ ​upon​ ​
me:​ ​I​ ​slowly​ ​descended.​ ​For​ ​nearly​ ​three​ ​months​ ​I​ ​had​ ​
never​ ​been​ ​called​ ​to​ ​Mrs.Reed’s​ ​presence:​ ​restricted
2
​ ​so​ ​
long​ ​to​ ​the​ ​nursery,​ ​the​ ​breakfast,​ ​dining​ ​and​ ​drawing-
rooms​ ​were​ ​become​ ​for​ ​me​ ​awful​ ​regions​ ​on​ ​which​ ​it​ ​
dismayed​ ​me
3
​ ​to​ ​intrude
4
.
I​ ​now​ ​stood​ ​in​ ​the​ ​empty​ ​hall;​ ​before​ ​me​ ​was​ ​the​ ​
breakfast-room​ ​door,​ ​and​ ​I​ ​stopped,​ ​intimidated​ ​and​ ​
trembling.​ ​What​ ​a​ ​miserable​ ​little​ ​poltroon
5
​ ​had​ ​fear,​ ​
engendered​ ​of
6
​ ​unjust​ ​punishment,​ ​made​ ​of​ ​me​ ​in​ ​
those​ ​days!​ ​I​ ​feared​ ​to​ ​return​ ​to​ ​the​ ​nursery;​ ​I​ ​feared​ ​
to​ ​go​ ​forward​ ​to​ ​the​ ​parlour;​ ​ten​ ​minutes​ ​I​ ​stood​ ​in​ ​
agitated​ ​hesitation:​ ​the​ ​vehement​ ​ringing​ ​of​ ​the​ ​break-
fast-room​ ​bell​ ​decided​ ​me;​ ​I​ ​must​ ​enter.
‘Who​ ​could​ ​want​ ​me?’​ ​I​ ​asked​ ​inwardly,​ ​as​ ​with​ ​both​ ​
hands​ ​I​ ​turned​ ​the​ ​stiff​ ​door-handle​ ​which,​ ​for​ ​a​ ​second​ ​
or​ ​two,​ ​resisted​ ​my​ ​efforts.​ ​‘What​ ​should​ ​I​ ​see​ ​besides​ ​
Aunt​ ​Reed​ ​in​ ​the​ ​apartment?—a​ ​man​ ​or​ ​a​ ​woman?’​ ​The​ ​
handle​ ​turned,​ ​the​ ​door​ ​unclosed,​ ​and​ ​passing​ ​through​ ​
and​ ​curtseying​ ​low
7
,​ ​I​ ​looked​ ​up​ ​at—a​ ​black​ ​pillar!—
such,​ ​at​ ​least,​ ​appeared​ ​to​ ​me,​ ​at​ ​ﬁrst​ ​sight,​ ​the​ ​straight,​ ​
narrow,​ ​sable-clad
8
​ ​shape​ ​standing​ ​erect
9
​ ​on​ ​the​ ​rug:​ ​
the​ ​grim​ ​face​ ​at​ ​the​ ​top​ ​was​ ​like​ ​a​ ​carved​ ​mask,​ ​placed​ ​
above​ ​the​ ​shaft
10
​ ​by​ ​way​ ​of​ ​capital
11
.
Mrs.Reed​ ​occupied​ ​her​ ​usual​ ​seat​ ​by​ ​the​ ​ﬁreside:​ ​she​ ​
made​ ​a​ ​signal​ ​to​ ​me​ ​to​ ​approach;​ ​I​ ​did​ ​so,​ ​and​ ​she​ ​intro-
duced​ ​me​ ​to​ ​the​ ​stony
12
​ ​stranger​ ​with​ ​the​ ​words:​ ​‘This​ ​
is​ ​the​ ​little​ ​girl​ ​respecting​ ​whom
13
​ ​I​ ​applied​ ​to​ ​you
14
.’
He,​ ​for​ ​it​ ​was​ ​a​ ​man,​ ​turned​ ​his​ ​head​ ​slowly​ ​towards​ ​
where​ ​I​ ​stood,​ ​and​ ​having​ ​examined​ ​me​ ​with​ ​the​ ​two​ ​
inquisitive-looking
15
​ ​grey​ ​eyes​ ​which​ ​twinkled​ ​under​ ​a​ ​
pair​ ​of​ ​bushy​ ​brows,​ ​said​ ​solemnly,​ ​and​ ​in​ ​a​ ​bass​ ​voice:​ ​
‘Her​ ​size​ ​is​ ​small:​ ​what​ ​is​ ​her​ ​age?’
‘Ten​ ​years.’
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‘So​ ​much?’​ ​was​ ​the​ ​doubtful
1
​ ​answer;​ ​and​ ​he​ ​
prolonged​ ​his​ ​scrutiny
2
​ ​for​ ​some​ ​minutes.​ ​Presently​ ​he​ ​
addressed​ ​me:
‘Your​ ​name,​ ​little​ ​girl?’
‘Jane​ ​Eyre,​ ​sir.’
In​ ​uttering​ ​these​ ​words,​ ​I​ ​looked​ ​up:​ ​he​ ​seemed​ ​to​ ​
me​ ​a​ ​tall​ ​gentleman;​ ​but​ ​then
3
​ ​I​ ​was​ ​very​ ​little;​ ​his​ ​
features
4
​ ​were​ ​large,​ ​and​ ​they​ ​and​ ​all​ ​the​ ​lines​ ​of​ ​his​ ​
frame
5
​ ​were​ ​equally​ ​harsh
6
​ ​and​ ​prim
7
.
‘Well,​ ​Jane​ ​Eyre,​ ​and​ ​are​ ​you​ ​a​ ​good​ ​child?’
Impossible​ ​to​ ​reply​ ​to​ ​this​ ​in​ ​the​ ​afﬁrmative:​ ​my​ ​little​ ​
world​ ​held​ ​a​ ​contrary​ ​opinion:​ ​I​ ​was​ ​silent.​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​
answered​ ​for​ ​me​ ​by​ ​an​ ​expressive​ ​shake​ ​of​ ​the​ ​head,​ ​
adding​ ​soon,​ ​‘Perhaps​ ​the​ ​less​ ​said​ ​on​ ​that​ ​subject​ ​the​ ​
better,​ ​Mr.Brocklehurst.’
‘Sorry​ ​indeed​ ​to​ ​hear​ ​it!​ ​she​ ​and​ ​I​ ​must​ ​have​ ​some​ ​
talk;’​ ​and​ ​bending​ ​from​ ​the​ ​perpendicular,​ ​he​ ​installed​ ​
his​ ​person​ ​in​ ​the​ ​arm-chair,​ ​opposite​ ​Mrs.Reed’s.​ ​‘Come​ ​
here,’​ ​he​ ​said.
I​ ​stepped​ ​across​ ​the​ ​rug;​ ​he​ ​placed​ ​me​ ​square​ ​and​ ​
straight​ ​before​ ​him
8
.​ ​What​ ​a​ ​face​ ​he​ ​had,​ ​now​ ​that​ ​it​ ​
was​ ​almost​ ​on​ ​a​ ​level​ ​with​ ​mine!​ ​what​ ​a​ ​great​ ​nose!​ ​and​ ​
what​ ​a​ ​mouth!​ ​and​ ​what​ ​large​ ​prominent​ ​teeth!
‘No​ ​sight​ ​so​ ​sad​ ​as​ ​that​ ​of​ ​a​ ​naughty​ ​child,’​ ​he​ ​began,​ ​
‘especially​ ​a​ ​naughty​ ​little​ ​girl.​ ​Do​ ​you​ ​know​ ​where​ ​the​ ​
wicked
9
​ ​go​ ​after​ ​death?’
‘They​ ​go​ ​to​ ​hell,’​ ​was​ ​my​ ​ready​ ​and​ ​orthodox​ ​answer.
‘And​ ​what​ ​is​ ​hell?​ ​Can​ ​you​ ​tell​ ​me​ ​that?’
‘A​ ​pit
10
​ ​full​ ​of​ ​ﬁre.’
‘And​ ​should​ ​you​ ​like​ ​to​ ​fall​ ​into​ ​that​ ​pit​ ​and​ ​to​ ​be​ ​
burning​ ​there​ ​for​ ​ever?’
‘No,​ ​sir.’
‘What​ ​must​ ​you​ ​do​ ​to​ ​avoid​ ​it?’
I​ ​deliberated​ ​a​ ​moment;​ ​my​ ​answer​ ​when​ ​it​ ​did​ ​
come,​ ​was​ ​objectionable
11
:​ ​‘I​ ​must​ ​keep​ ​in​ ​good​ ​health,​ ​
and​ ​not​ ​die.’
‘How​ ​can​ ​you​ ​keep​ ​in​ ​good​ ​health?​ ​Children​ ​young
-
er​ ​than​ ​you​ ​die​ ​daily.​ ​I​ ​buried​ ​a​ ​little​ ​child​ ​of​ ​ﬁve​ ​years​ ​
old​ ​only​ ​a​ ​day​ ​or​ ​two​ ​since,—a​ ​good​ ​little​ ​child,​ ​whose​ ​
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1.si​ ​vous​ ​étiez​ ​
rappelée​ ​
d’ici-bas
2.à​ ​même
3.cause​ ​
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4.ce​ ​qu’il​ ​
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9.devait​ ​être​ ​
réalisée
10.entreprit​ ​
soul​ ​is​ ​now​ ​in​ ​heaven.​ ​It​ ​is​ ​to​ ​be​ ​feared​ ​the​ ​same​ ​could​ ​
not​ ​be​ ​said​ ​of​ ​you,​ ​were​ ​you​ ​to​ ​be​ ​called​ ​hence
1
.’
Not​ ​being​ ​in​ ​a​ ​condition
2
​ ​to​ ​remove​ ​his​ ​doubt,​ ​I​ ​only​ ​
cast​ ​my​ ​eyes​ ​down​ ​on​ ​the​ ​two​ ​large​ ​feet​ ​planted​ ​on​ ​the​ ​
rug,​ ​and​ ​sighed;​ ​wishing​ ​myself​ ​far​ ​enough​ ​away.
‘I​ ​hope​ ​that​ ​sigh​ ​is​ ​from​ ​the​ ​heart,​ ​and​ ​that​ ​you​ ​re-
pent​ ​of​ ​ever​ ​having​ ​been​ ​the​ ​occasion​ ​of​ ​discomfort
3
​ ​to​ ​
your​ ​excellent​ ​benefactress.’
‘Benefactress!​ ​benefactress!’​ ​said​ ​I​ ​inwardly:​ ​‘they​ ​all​ ​
call​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​my​ ​benefactress;​ ​if​ ​so,​ ​a​ ​benefactress​ ​is​ ​
a​ ​disagreeable​ ​thing.’
‘Do​ ​you​ ​say​ ​your​ ​prayers​ ​night​ ​and​ ​morning?’​ ​con-
tinued​ ​my​ ​interrogator.
‘Yes,​ ​sir.’
‘Do​ ​you​ ​read​ ​your​ ​bible?’
‘Sometimes.’
‘With​ ​pleasure?​ ​Are​ ​you​ ​fond​ ​of​ ​it?’
‘I​ ​like​ ​Revelations,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​book​ ​of​ ​Daniel,​ ​and​ ​Gen
-
esis​ ​and​ ​Samuel,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​little​ ​bit​ ​of​ ​Exodus,​ ​and​ ​some​ ​
parts​ ​of​ ​Kings​ ​and​ ​Chronicles,​ ​and​ ​Job​ ​and​ ​Jonah.’
‘And​ ​the​ ​Psalms?​ ​I​ ​hope​ ​you​ ​like​ ​them.’
‘No,​ ​Sir.’
‘No?​ ​oh,​ ​shocking!​ ​I​ ​have​ ​a​ ​little​ ​boy,​ ​younger​ ​than​ ​
you,​ ​who​ ​knows​ ​six​ ​Psalms​ ​by​ ​heart;​ ​and​ ​when​ ​you​ ​ask​ ​
him​ ​which​ ​he​ ​would​ ​rather​ ​have
4
,​ ​a​ ​gingerbread-nut
5
​ ​
to​ ​eat,​ ​or​ ​a​ ​verse​ ​of​ ​a​ ​Psalm​ ​to​ ​learn,​ ​he​ ​says:​ ​“Oh!​ ​the​ ​
verse​ ​of​ ​a​ ​Psalm!​ ​Angels​ ​sing​ ​Psalms;”​ ​says​ ​he,​ ​“I​ ​wish​ ​
to​ ​be​ ​a​ ​little​ ​angel​ ​here​ ​below;”​ ​he​ ​then​ ​gets​ ​two​ ​nuts​ ​in​ ​
recompense​ ​for​ ​his​ ​infant
6
​ ​piety.’
‘Psalms​ ​are​ ​not​ ​interesting,’​ ​I​ ​remarked.
‘That​ ​proves​ ​you​ ​have​ ​a​ ​wicked​ ​heart;​ ​and​ ​you​ ​must​ ​
pray​ ​to​ ​God​ ​to​ ​change​ ​it:​ ​to​ ​give​ ​you​ ​a​ ​new​ ​and​ ​a​ ​clean​ ​
one:​ ​to​ ​take​ ​away​ ​your​ ​heart​ ​of​ ​stone​ ​and​ ​give​ ​you​ ​a​ ​
heart​ ​of​ ​ﬂesh.’
I​ ​was​ ​about​ ​to​ ​propound
7
​ ​a​ ​question,​ ​touching
8
​ ​the​ ​
manner​ ​in​ ​which​ ​that​ ​operation​ ​of​ ​changing​ ​my​ ​heart​ ​
was​ ​to​ ​be​ ​performed
9
,​ ​when​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​interposed,​ ​tell-
ing​ ​me​ ​to​ ​sit​ ​down;​ ​she​ ​then​ ​proceeded
10
​ ​to​ ​carry​ ​on​ ​
the​ ​conversation​ ​herself.
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1.avoir​ ​laissé​ ​
entendre
2.le​ ​
tempérament
3.la​ ​directrice​ ​
4.de​ ​se​ ​méer​ ​
de
5.la​ ​duperie
6.devant​ ​toi
7.d’abuser
8.Comme​ ​
j’avais​ ​raison​ ​
de​ ​redouter,​ ​de​ ​
détester
9.me​ ​blesser
10.quelle​ ​que​ ​
fût​ ​la​ ​peine​ ​que​ ​
je​ ​me​ ​donnais
11.payés​ ​en​ ​
retour
12.confusément
13.déjà​ ​elle​ ​
proscrivait​ ​tout​ ​
espoir
14.semait
15.retorse
16.nuisible
17.impuis-
santes
18.preuves
19.s’apparente​ ​
au
20.mensonge
21.place​ ​
22.soufre
23.perspectives​ ​
d’avenir
24.vacances
25.exige​ ​par​ ​
conséquent
‘Mr.​ ​Brocklehurst,​ ​I​ ​believe​ ​I​ ​intimated
1
​ ​in​ ​the​ ​let-
ter​ ​which​ ​I​ ​wrote​ ​to​ ​you​ ​three​ ​weeks​ ​ago,​ ​that​ ​this​ ​lit-
tle​ ​girl​ ​has​ ​not​ ​quite​ ​the​ ​character​ ​and​ ​disposition
2
​ ​I​ ​
could​ ​wish:​ ​should​ ​you​ ​admit​ ​her​ ​into​ ​Lowood​ ​school,​ ​I​ ​
should​ ​be​ ​glad​ ​if​ ​the​ ​superintendent
3
​ ​and​ ​teachers​ ​were​ ​
requested​ ​to​ ​keep​ ​a​ ​strict​ ​eye​ ​on​ ​her,​ ​and,​ ​above​ ​all,​ ​to​ ​
guard​ ​against
4
​ ​her​ ​worst​ ​fault,​ ​a​ ​tendency​ ​to​ ​deceit
5
.​ ​I​ ​
mention​ ​this​ ​in​ ​your​ ​hearing
6
,​ ​Jane,​ ​that​ ​you​ ​may​ ​not​ ​
attempt​ ​to​ ​impose​ ​on
7
​ ​Mr.Brocklehurst.’​ ​
Well​ ​might​ ​I​ ​dread,​ ​well​ ​might​ ​I​ ​dislike
8
​ ​Mrs.Reed;​ ​
for​ ​it​ ​was​ ​her​ ​nature​ ​to​ ​wound​ ​me
9
​ ​cruelly:​ ​never​ ​was​ ​
I​ ​happy​ ​in​ ​her​ ​presence:​ ​however​ ​carefully​ ​I​ ​obeyed,​ ​
however​ ​strenuously​ ​I​ ​strove
10
​ ​to​ ​please​ ​her,​ ​my​ ​efforts​ ​
were​ ​still​ ​repulsed​ ​and​ ​repaid
11
​ ​by​ ​such​ ​sentences​ ​as​ ​
the​ ​above.​ ​Now,​ ​uttered​ ​before​ ​a​ ​stranger,​ ​the​ ​accus-
ation​ ​cut​ ​me​ ​to​ ​the​ ​heart:​ ​I​ ​dimly
12
​ ​perceived​ ​that​ ​she​ ​
was​ ​already​ ​obliterating​ ​hope
13
​ ​from​ ​the​ ​new​ ​phase​ ​of​ ​
existence​ ​which​ ​she​ ​destined​ ​me​ ​to​ ​enter;​ ​I​ ​felt,​ ​though​ ​I​ ​
could​ ​not​ ​have​ ​expressed​ ​the​ ​feeling,​ ​that​ ​she​ ​was​ ​sow
-
ing
14
​ ​aversion​ ​and​ ​unkindness​ ​along​ ​my​ ​future​ ​path;​ ​I​ ​
saw​ ​myself​ ​transformed​ ​under​ ​Mr.​ ​Brocklehurst’s​ ​eye​ ​
into​ ​an​ ​artful
15
,​ ​noxious
16
​ ​child,​ ​and​ ​what​ ​could​ ​I​ ​do​ ​to​ ​
remedy​ ​the​ ​injury?
‘Nothing,​ ​indeed;’​ ​thought​ ​I,​ ​as​ ​I​ ​struggled​ ​to​ ​repress​ ​
a​ ​sob,​ ​and​ ​hastily​ ​wiped​ ​away​ ​some​ ​tears,​ ​the​ ​impo-
tent
17
​ ​evidences
18
​ ​of​ ​my​ ​anguish.
‘Deceit​ ​is,​ ​indeed,​ ​a​ ​sad​ ​fault​ ​in​ ​a​ ​child,’​ ​said​ ​
Mr.Brocklehurst;​ ​‘it​ ​is​ ​akin​ ​to
19
​ ​falsehood
20
,​ ​and​ ​all​ ​li-
ars​ ​will​ ​have​ ​their​ ​portion
21
​ ​in​ ​the​ ​lake​ ​burning​ ​with​ ​
ﬁre​ ​and​ ​brimstone
22
:​ ​she​ ​shall,​ ​however,​ ​be​ ​watched,​ ​
Mrs.Reed;​ ​I​ ​will​ ​speak​ ​to​ ​Miss​ ​Temple​ ​and​ ​the​ ​teachers.’
‘I​ ​should​ ​wish​ ​her​ ​to​ ​be​ ​brought​ ​up​ ​in​ ​a​ ​manner​ ​suit
-
ing​ ​her​ ​prospects
23
,’​ ​continued​ ​my​ ​benefactress;​ ​‘to​ ​be​ ​
made​ ​useful,​ ​to​ ​be​ ​kept​ ​humble:​ ​as​ ​for​ ​the​ ​vacations
24
,​ ​
she​ ​will,​ ​with​ ​your​ ​permission,​ ​spend​ ​them​ ​always​ ​at​ ​
Lowood.’
‘Your​ ​decisions​ ​are​ ​perfectly​ ​judicious,​ ​madam,’
​ ​
returned​ ​Mr.​ ​Brocklehurst.​ ​‘Humility​ ​is​ ​a​ ​Christian​ ​
grace,​ ​and​ ​one​ ​peculiarly​ ​appropriate​ ​to​ ​the​ ​pupils
​ ​
of​ ​Lowood;​ ​I,​ ​therefore,​ ​direct
25
​ ​that​ ​especial​ ​care​ ​















[image: ]44
JANE​ ​EYRE
1.soit​ ​apporté
2.les​ ​meilleures​ ​
façons​ ​
d’éteindre
3.profane
4.silencieuses
5.ordinaires
6.pochettes​ ​
en​ ​toile​ ​de​ ​
Hollande
7.robe​ ​en​ ​soie
8.dicilement
9.convenant​ ​
mieux​ ​à
10.De​ ​la​ ​
cohérence
11.prône
12.toutes​ ​les​ ​
dispositions​ ​
prises
13.nourriture
14.tenue​ ​
vestimentaire
15.chambres
16.rustiques
17.puis​ ​donc​ ​
être​ ​assurée​ ​
que
18.sera
19.d’avoir​ ​été​ ​
choisie
20.j’ai​ ​hâte
21.commençait​ ​
à​ ​me​ ​peser
22.archidiacre
shall​ ​be​ ​bestowed
1
​ ​on​ ​its​ ​cultivation​ ​amongst​ ​them.​ ​I​ ​
have​ ​studied​ ​how​ ​best​ ​to​ ​mortify
2
​ ​in​ ​them​ ​the​ ​world-
ly
3
​ ​sentiment​ ​of​ ​pride,​ ​and​ ​only​ ​the​ ​other​ ​day,​ ​I​ ​had​ ​a​ ​
pleasing​ ​proof​ ​of​ ​my​ ​success.​ ​My​ ​second​ ​daughter,​ ​Au-
gusta,​ ​went​ ​with​ ​her​ ​mama​ ​to​ ​visit​ ​the​ ​school,​ ​and​ ​on​ ​
her​ ​return​ ​she​ ​exclaimed:​ ​“Oh,​ ​dear​ ​papa,​ ​how​ ​quiet
4
​ ​
and​ ​plain
5
​ ​all​ ​the​ ​girls​ ​at​ ​Lowood​ ​look!​ ​with​ ​their​ ​hair​ ​
combed​ ​behind​ ​their​ ​ears,​ ​and​ ​their​ ​long​ ​pinafores,​ ​and​ ​
those​ ​little​ ​holland​ ​pockets
6
​ ​outside​ ​their​ ​frocks—they​ ​
are​ ​almost​ ​like​ ​poor​ ​people’s​ ​children!​ ​and,”​ ​said​ ​she,​ ​
“they​ ​looked​ ​at​ ​my​ ​dress​ ​and​ ​mama’s,​ ​as​ ​if​ ​they​ ​had​ ​
never​ ​seen​ ​a​ ​silk​ ​gown
7
​ ​before.’”
‘This​ ​is​ ​the​ ​state​ ​of​ ​things​ ​I​ ​quite​ ​approve,’​ ​returned​ ​
Mrs.​ ​Reed;​ ​‘had​ ​I​ ​sought​ ​all​ ​England​ ​over,​ ​I​ ​could​ ​
scarcely​ ​
8
​ ​have​ ​found​ ​a​ ​system​ ​more​ ​exactly​ ​ﬁtting
9
​ ​a​ ​
child​ ​like​ ​Jane​ ​Eyre.​ ​Consistency
10
,​ ​my​ ​dear​ ​Mr.Brock-
lehurst;​ ​I​ ​advocate
11
​ ​consistency​ ​in​ ​all​ ​things.’
‘Consistency,​ ​madam,​ ​is​ ​the​ ​ﬁrst​ ​of​ ​Christian​ ​duties;​ ​
and​ ​it​ ​has​ ​been​ ​observed​ ​in​ ​every​ ​arrangement​ ​con-
nected
12
​ ​with​ ​the​ ​establishment​ ​of​ ​Lowood:​ ​plain​ ​fare
13
,​ ​
simple​ ​attire
14
,​ ​unsophisticated​ ​accommodations
15
,​ ​har-
dy
16
​ ​and​ ​active​ ​habits;​ ​such​ ​is​ ​the​ ​order​ ​of​ ​the​ ​day​ ​in​ ​
the​ ​house​ ​and​ ​its​ ​inhabitants.’
‘Quite​ ​right,​ ​sir.​ ​I​ ​may​ ​then​ ​depend​ ​upon
17
​ ​this​ ​child​ ​
being
18
​ ​received​ ​as​ ​a​ ​pupil​ ​at​ ​Lowood,​ ​and​ ​there​ ​being​ ​
trained​ ​in​ ​conformity​ ​to​ ​her​ ​position​ ​and​ ​prospects?’
‘Madam,​ ​you​ ​may:​ ​she​ ​shall​ ​be​ ​placed​ ​in​ ​that​ ​nur-
sery​ ​of​ ​chosen​ ​plants—and​ ​I​ ​trust​ ​she​ ​will​ ​shew​ ​herself​ ​
grateful​ ​for​ ​the​ ​inestimable​ ​privilege​ ​of​ ​her​ ​election
19
.’
‘I​ ​will​ ​send​ ​her​ ​then​ ​as​ ​soon​ ​as​ ​possible,​ ​Mr.Brock
-
lehurst;​ ​for,​ ​I​ ​assure​ ​you,​ ​I​ ​feel​ ​anxious
20
​ ​to​ ​be​ ​relieved​ ​
of​ ​a​ ​responsibility​ ​that​ ​was​ ​becoming​ ​too​ ​irksome
21
.’
‘No​ ​doubt,​ ​no​ ​doubt,​ ​madam:​ ​and​ ​now​ ​I​ ​wish​ ​you​ ​
good​ ​morning.​ ​I​ ​shall​ ​return​ ​to​ ​Brocklehurst​ ​Hall​ ​in​ ​
the​ ​course​ ​of​ ​a​ ​week​ ​or​ ​two:​ ​my​ ​good​ ​friend,​ ​the​ ​Arch-
deacon
22
,​ ​will​ ​not​ ​permit​ ​me​ ​to​ ​leave​ ​him​ ​sooner.​ ​
I​ ​shall​ ​send​ ​Miss​ ​Temple​ ​notice​ ​that​ ​she​ ​is​ ​to​ ​expect​ ​a​ ​
new​ ​girl,​ ​so​ ​that​ ​there​ ​will​ ​be​ ​no​ ​difﬁculty​ ​about​ ​receiv-
ing​ ​her.​ ​Good​ ​bye.’
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1.récit
2.qui​ ​
s’adonnait​ ​au​ ​
mensonge
3.livret​ ​broché
4.corpulente
5.dépourvu
6.compassion
7.blond​ ​platine
8.elle​ ​avait​ ​une​ ​
santé​ ​de​ ​fer
9.méticuleuse
10.fermiers
11.la​ ​raillaient​ ​
avec​ ​mépris
12.un​ ​maintien
13.faire​ ​valoir
14.les​ ​belles​ ​
tenues
15.scrutai
16.à​ ​titre​ ​de​ ​
mise​ ​en​ ​garde
17.teneur
18.d’une​ ​
douleur​ ​
cuisante
19.ressenti-
ment​ ​très​ ​vif
‘Good​ ​bye,​ ​Mr.Brocklehurst;​ ​remember​ ​me​ ​to​ ​Mrs.​ ​
and​ ​Miss​ ​Brocklehurst,​ ​and​ ​to​ ​Augusta​ ​and​ ​Theodore,​ ​
and​ ​Master​ ​Broughton​ ​Brocklehurst.’
‘I​ ​will,​ ​madam.​ ​Little​ ​girl,​ ​here​ ​is​ ​a​ ​book​ ​entitled​ ​the​ ​
“Child’s​ ​Guide”;​ ​read​ ​it​ ​with​ ​prayer,​ ​especially​ ​that​ ​part​ ​
containing​ ​“an​ ​account
1
​ ​of​ ​the​ ​awfully​ ​sudden​ ​death​ ​
of​ ​Martha​ ​G—,​ ​a​ ​naughty​ ​child​ ​addicted​ ​to​ ​falsehood
2
​ ​
and​ ​deceit.”’
With​ ​these​ ​words,​ ​Mr.Brocklehurst​ ​put​ ​into​ ​my​ ​hand​ ​
a​ ​thin​ ​pamphlet​ ​sewn​ ​in​ ​a​ ​cover
3
;​ ​and​ ​having​ ​rung​ ​for​ ​
his​ ​carriage,​ ​he​ ​departed.
Mrs.​ ​Reed​ ​and​ ​I​ ​were​ ​left​ ​alone:​ ​some​ ​minutes​ ​
passed​ ​in​ ​silence;​ ​she​ ​was​ ​sewing,​ ​I​ ​was​ ​watching​ ​her.​ ​
Mrs.Reed​ ​might​ ​be,​ ​at​ ​that​ ​time,​ ​some​ ​six​ ​or​ ​seven​ ​and​ ​
thirty;​ ​she​ ​was​ ​a​ ​woman​ ​of​ ​robust​ ​frame,​ ​square​ ​shoul
-
dered​ ​and​ ​strong-limbed,​ ​not​ ​tall,​ ​and​ ​though​ ​stout
4
​ ​not​ ​
obese;​ ​she​ ​had​ ​a​ ​somewhat​ ​large​ ​face,​ ​the​ ​under-jaw​ ​
being​ ​much​ ​developed​ ​and​ ​very​ ​solid;​ ​her​ ​brow​ ​was​ ​
low,​ ​her​ ​chin​ ​large​ ​and​ ​prominent,​ ​mouth​ ​and​ ​nose​ ​suf-
ﬁciently​ ​regular;​ ​under​ ​her​ ​light​ ​eyebrows​ ​glimmered​ ​
an​ ​eye​ ​devoid
5
​ ​of​ ​ruth
6
;​ ​her​ ​skin​ ​was​ ​dark​ ​and​ ​opaque,​ ​
her​ ​hair​ ​nearly​ ​ﬂaxen
7
;​ ​her​ ​constitution​ ​was​ ​sound​ ​as​ ​a​ ​
bell
8
—illness​ ​never​ ​came​ ​near​ ​her;​ ​she​ ​was​ ​an​ ​exact
9
,​ ​
clever​ ​manager,​ ​her​ ​household​ ​and​ ​tenantry
10
​ ​were​ ​
thoroughly​ ​under​ ​her​ ​control;​ ​her​ ​children,​ ​only,​ ​at​ ​
times​ ​deﬁed​ ​her​ ​authority​ ​and​ ​laughed​ ​it​ ​to​ ​scorn
11
;​ ​she​ ​
dressed​ ​well,​ ​and​ ​had​ ​a​ ​presence​ ​and​ ​port
12
​ ​calculated
to​ ​set​ ​off​ ​
13
​ ​handsome​ ​attire
14
.
Sitting​ ​on​ ​a​ ​low​ ​stool,​ ​a​ ​few​ ​yards​ ​from​ ​her​ ​arm-
chair,​ ​I​ ​examined​ ​her​ ​ﬁgure;​ ​I​ ​perused
15
​ ​her​ ​features.​ ​
In​ ​my​ ​hand​ ​I​ ​held​ ​the​ ​tract,​ ​containing​ ​the​ ​sudden​ ​
death​ ​of​ ​the​ ​Liar;​ ​to​ ​which​ ​narrative​ ​my​ ​attention​ ​had​ ​
been​ ​pointed​ ​as​ ​to​ ​an​ ​appropriate​ ​warning
16
.​ ​What​ ​had​ ​
just​ ​passed;​ ​what​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​had​ ​said​ ​concerning​ ​me​ ​to​ ​
Mr.Brocklehurst;​ ​the​ ​whole​ ​tenor
17
​ ​of​ ​their​ ​conversa-
tion,​ ​was​ ​recent,​ ​raw​ ​and​ ​stinging
18
​ ​in​ ​my​ ​mind:​ ​I​ ​had​ ​
felt​ ​every​ ​word​ ​as​ ​acutely,​ ​as​ ​I​ ​had​ ​heard​ ​it​ ​plainly;​ ​and​ ​
a​ ​passion​ ​of​ ​resentment
19
​ ​fermented​ ​now​ ​within​ ​me.
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JANE​ ​EYRE
1.agiles
2.commanda-
t-elle
3.oensant
4.contenue
5.piétinée
6.répondre​ ​à​ ​
l’aront
7.renvoyer​ ​des​ ​
traits​ ​vengeurs​ ​
sur
8.abrupte
9.hypocrite
10.me​ ​xer​ ​
d’un​ ​air​ ​glacé
11.stimulèrent
12.galvanisée​ ​
par
13.épouvan-
table
14.je​ ​peux​ ​
me​ ​passer​ ​
totalement
15.au​ ​supplice
Mrs.Reed​ ​looked​ ​up​ ​from​ ​her​ ​work;​ ​her​ ​eye​ ​settled​ ​
on​ ​mine,​ ​her​ ​ﬁngers​ ​at​ ​the​ ​same​ ​time​ ​suspended​ ​their​ ​
nimble
1
​ ​movements.
‘Go​ ​out​ ​of​ ​the​ ​room:​ ​return​ ​to​ ​the​ ​nursery,’​ ​was​ ​her​ ​
mandate
2
.​ ​My​ ​look​ ​or​ ​something​ ​else​ ​must​ ​have​ ​struck​ ​
her​ ​as​ ​offensive
3
,​ ​for​ ​she​ ​spoke​ ​with​ ​extreme,​ ​though​ ​
suppressed
4
,​ ​irritation.​ ​I​ ​got​ ​up,​ ​I​ ​went​ ​to​ ​the​ ​door;​ ​I​ ​
came​ ​back​ ​again:​ ​I​ ​walked​ ​to​ ​the​ ​window,​ ​across​ ​the​ ​
room,​ ​then​ ​close​ ​up​ ​to​ ​her.
Speak​ ​I​ ​must:​ ​I​ ​had​ ​been​ ​trodden​ ​on
5
​ ​severely​ ​and
must​ ​turn
6
:​ ​but​ ​how?​ ​What​ ​strength​ ​had​ ​I​ ​to​ ​dart​ ​re-
taliation​ ​at
7
​ ​my​ ​antagonist?​ ​I​ ​gathered​ ​my​ ​energies​ ​and​ ​
launched​ ​them​ ​in​ ​this​ ​blunt
8
​ ​sentence:
‘I​ ​am​ ​not​ ​deceitful
9
:​ ​if​ ​I​ ​were,​ ​I​ ​should​ ​say​ ​I​ ​loved​ ​
you;​ ​but​ ​I​ ​declare,​ ​I​ ​do​ ​not​ ​love​ ​you:​ ​I​ ​dislike​ ​you​ ​the​ ​
worst​ ​of​ ​anybody​ ​in​ ​the​ ​world​ ​except​ ​John​ ​Reed;​ ​and​ ​
this​ ​book​ ​about​ ​the​ ​liar,​ ​you​ ​may​ ​give​ ​to​ ​your​ ​girl,​ ​Geor-
giana,​ ​for​ ​it​ ​is​ ​she​ ​who​ ​tells​ ​lies,​ ​and​ ​not​ ​I.’
Mrs.Reed’s​ ​hands​ ​still​ ​lay​ ​on​ ​her​ ​work​ ​inactive:​ ​her​ ​
eye​ ​of​ ​ice​ ​continued​ ​to​ ​dwell​ ​freezingly​ ​on​ ​mine
10
:—
‘What​ ​more​ ​have​ ​you​ ​to​ ​say?’​ ​she​ ​asked,​ ​rather​ ​in​ ​the​ ​
tone​ ​in​ ​which​ ​a​ ​person​ ​might​ ​address​ ​an​ ​opponent​ ​of​ ​
adult​ ​age​ ​than​ ​such​ ​as​ ​is​ ​ordinarily​ ​used​ ​to​ ​a​ ​child.
That​ ​eye​ ​of​ ​hers,​ ​that​ ​voice,​ ​stirred
11
​ ​every​ ​antipathy
I​ ​had.​ ​Shaking​ ​from​ ​head​ ​to​ ​foot,​ ​thrilled​ ​with
12
​ ​ungov-
ernable​ ​excitement,​ ​I​ ​continued:—
‘I​ ​am​ ​glad​ ​you​ ​are​ ​no​ ​relation​ ​of​ ​mine:​ ​I​ ​will​ ​never​ ​
call​ ​you​ ​aunt​ ​again​ ​as​ ​long​ ​as​ ​I​ ​live.​ ​I​ ​will​ ​never​ ​come​ ​
to​ ​see​ ​you​ ​when​ ​I​ ​am​ ​grown​ ​up;​ ​and​ ​if​ ​any​ ​one​ ​asks​ ​me​ ​
how​ ​I​ ​liked​ ​you,​ ​and​ ​how​ ​you​ ​treated​ ​me,​ ​I​ ​will​ ​say​ ​the​ ​
very​ ​thought​ ​of​ ​you​ ​makes​ ​me​ ​sick,​ ​and​ ​that​ ​you​ ​treat
-
ed​ ​me​ ​with​ ​miserable
13
​ ​cruelty.’
‘How​ ​dare​ ​you​ ​afﬁrm​ ​that,​ ​Jane​ ​Eyre?’
‘How​ ​dare​ ​I,​ ​Mrs.Reed?​ ​How​ ​dare​ ​I?​ ​Because​ ​it​ ​is​ ​
the​ ​truth.​ ​You​ ​think​ ​I​ ​have​ ​no​ ​feelings,​ ​and​ ​that​ ​I​ ​can​ ​
do​ ​without​ ​one​ ​bit
14
​ ​of​ ​love​ ​or​ ​kindness;​ ​but​ ​I​ ​cannot​ ​
live​ ​so:​ ​and​ ​you​ ​have​ ​no​ ​pity.​ ​I​ ​shall​ ​remember​ ​how​ ​
you​ ​thrust​ ​me​ ​back—roughly​ ​and​ ​violently​ ​thrust​ ​me​ ​
back​ ​into​ ​the​ ​red-room,​ ​and​ ​locked​ ​me​ ​up​ ​there—to​ ​
my​ ​dying​ ​day;​ ​though​ ​I​ ​was​ ​in​ ​agony
15
:​ ​though​ ​I​ ​cried​ ​
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1.pitié
2.endurer
3.insensible
4.Avant​ ​même​ ​
d’avoir
5.entrave
6.après​ ​m’être​ ​
débattue​ ​
j’accédais​ ​à
7.inespérée
8.d’avant​ ​en​ ​
arrière
9.le​ ​reconnaître
out,​ ​while​ ​suffocating​ ​with​ ​distress,​ ​“Have​ ​mercy
1
!​ ​
Have​ ​mercy,​ ​Aunt​ ​Reed!”​ ​And​ ​that​ ​punishment​ ​you​ ​
made​ ​me​ ​suffer
2
​ ​because​ ​your​ ​wicked​ ​boy​ ​struck​ ​me—
knocked​ ​me​ ​down​ ​for​ ​nothing.​ ​I​ ​will​ ​tell​ ​anybody​ ​who​ ​
asks​ ​me​ ​questions,​ ​this​ ​exact​ ​tale.​ ​People​ ​think​ ​you​ ​a​ ​
good​ ​woman,​ ​but​ ​you​ ​are​ ​bad;​ ​hardhearted
3
.​ ​You​ ​are​ ​
deceitful!’
Ere​ ​I​ ​had
4
​ ​ﬁnished​ ​this​ ​reply,​ ​my​ ​soul​ ​began​ ​to​ ​
expand,​ ​to​ ​exult,​ ​with​ ​the​ ​strangest​ ​sense​ ​of​ ​free-
dom,​ ​of​ ​triumph,​ ​I​ ​ever​ ​felt.​ ​It​ ​seemed​ ​as​ ​if​ ​an​ ​invis-
ible​ ​bond
5
​ ​had​ ​burst,​ ​and​ ​that​ ​I​ ​had​ ​struggled​ ​out​ ​into
6
​ ​
unhoped-for
7
​ ​liberty.​ ​Not​ ​without​ ​cause​ ​was​ ​this​ ​sen-
timent:​ ​Mrs.​ ​Reed​ ​looked​ ​frightened;​ ​her​ ​work​ ​had​ ​
slipped​ ​from​ ​her​ ​knee;​ ​she​ ​was​ ​lifting​ ​up​ ​her​ ​hands,​ ​
rocking​ ​herself​ ​to​ ​and​ ​fro
8
,​ ​and​ ​even​ ​twisting​ ​her​ ​face​ ​
as​ ​if​ ​she​ ​would​ ​cry.
‘Jane,​ ​you​ ​are​ ​under​ ​a​ ​mistake:​ ​what​ ​is​ ​the​ ​matter​ ​
with​ ​you?​ ​Why​ ​do​ ​you​ ​tremble​ ​so​ ​violently?​ ​Would​ ​you​ ​
like​ ​to​ ​drink​ ​some​ ​water?’
‘No,​ ​Mrs.Reed.’
‘Is​ ​there​ ​anything​ ​else​ ​you​ ​wish​ ​for,​ ​Jane?​ ​I​ ​assure​ ​
you,​ ​I​ ​desire​ ​to​ ​be​ ​your​ ​friend.’
‘Not​ ​you.​ ​You​ ​told​ ​Mr.Brocklehurst​ ​I​ ​had​ ​a​ ​bad​ ​char-
acter,​ ​a​ ​deceitful​ ​disposition;​ ​and​ ​I’ll​ ​let​ ​everybody​ ​at​ ​
Lowood​ ​know​ ​what​ ​you​ ​are,​ ​and​ ​what​ ​you​ ​have​ ​done.’
‘Jane,​ ​you​ ​don’t​ ​understand​ ​these​ ​things:​ ​children​ ​
must​ ​be​ ​corrected​ ​for​ ​their​ ​faults.’
‘Deceit​ ​is​ ​not​ ​my​ ​fault!’​ ​I​ ​cried​ ​out​ ​in​ ​a​ ​savage,​ ​high​ ​
voice.
‘But​ ​you​ ​are​ ​passionate,​ ​Jane,​ ​that​ ​you​ ​must​ ​allow
9
:​ ​
and​ ​now​ ​return​ ​to​ ​the​ ​nursery—there’s​ ​a​ ​dear—and​ ​lie​ ​
down​ ​a​ ​little.’
‘I​ ​am​ ​not​ ​your​ ​dear;​ ​I​ ​cannot​ ​lie​ ​down:​ ​send​ ​me​ ​to​ ​
school​ ​soon,​ ​Mrs.Reed,​ ​for​ ​I​ ​hate​ ​to​ ​live​ ​here.’
‘I​ ​will​ ​indeed​ ​send​ ​her​ ​to​ ​school​ ​soon,’​ ​murmured​ ​
Mrs.Reed,​ ​sotto​ ​voce;​ ​and​ ​gathering​ ​up​ ​her​ ​work,​ ​she​ ​
abruptly​ ​quitted​ ​the​ ​apartment.
I​ ​was​ ​left​ ​there​ ​alone—winner​ ​of​ ​the​ ​ﬁeld.​ ​It​ ​was​ ​the​ ​
hardest​ ​battle​ ​I​ ​had​ ​fought,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​ﬁrst​ ​victory​ ​I​ ​had​ ​
gained:​ ​I​ ​stood​ ​awhile​ ​on​ ​the​ ​rug,​ ​where​ ​Mr.Brocklehurst​ ​
​ ​
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JANE​ ​EYRE
1.ravie
2.intense
3.retomba
4.accélération​ ​
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7.ares
8.Une​ ​crête​ ​de​ ​
lande​ ​en​ ​feu
9.aux​ ​ammes​ ​
scintillantes
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16.corsé
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23.retirée
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25.en​ ​tas​ ​
maintenant​ ​
durcis
had​ ​stood,​ ​and​ ​I​ ​enjoyed​ ​my​ ​conqueror’s​ ​solitude.​ ​First,​ ​
I​ ​smiled​ ​to​ ​myself​ ​and​ ​felt​ ​elate
1
;​ ​but​ ​this​ ​ﬁerce
2
​ ​pleas-
ure​ ​subsided
3
​ ​in​ ​me​ ​as​ ​fast​ ​as​ ​did​ ​the​ ​accelerated​ ​throb​ ​
of​ ​my​ ​pulses
4
.​ ​A​ ​child​ ​cannot​ ​quarrel​ ​with​ ​its​ ​elders
5
,​ ​as​ ​
I​ ​had​ ​done;​ ​cannot​ ​give​ ​its​ ​furious​ ​feelings​ ​uncontrolled
play
6
,​ ​as​ ​I​ ​had​ ​given​ ​mine;​ ​without​ ​experiencing​ ​after-
wards​ ​the​ ​pang
7
​ ​of​ ​remorse​ ​and​ ​the​ ​chill​ ​of​ ​reaction.​ ​
A​ ​ridge​ ​of​ ​lighted​ ​heath
8
,​ ​alive,​ ​glancing
9
,​ ​devouring,​ ​
would​ ​have​ ​been​ ​a​ ​meet
10
​ ​emblem
11
​ ​of​ ​my​ ​mind​ ​when​ ​
I​ ​accused​ ​and​ ​menaced​ ​Mrs.Reed:​ ​the​ ​same​ ​ridge,​ ​black​ ​
and​ ​blasted
12
​ ​after​ ​the​ ​ﬂames​ ​are​ ​dead,​ ​would​ ​have​ ​
represented​ ​as​ ​meetly
13
​ ​my​ ​subsequent​ ​condition
14
,​ ​
when​ ​half​ ​an​ ​hour’s​ ​silence​ ​and​ ​reﬂection​ ​had​ ​shown​ ​
me​ ​the​ ​madness​ ​of​ ​my​ ​conduct,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​dreariness
15
​ ​of​ ​
my​ ​hated​ ​and​ ​hating​ ​position.
Something​ ​of​ ​vengeance​ ​I​ ​had​ ​tasted​ ​for​ ​the​ ​ﬁrst​ ​
time;​ ​as​ ​aromatic​ ​wine​ ​it​ ​seemed​ ​on​ ​swallowing,​ ​warm​ ​
and​ ​racy
16
:​ ​its​ ​after-ﬂavour,​ ​metallic​ ​and​ ​corroding,
gave​ ​me​ ​a​ ​sensation​ ​as​ ​if​ ​I​ ​had​ ​been​ ​poisoned.​ ​Will
-
ingly
17
​ ​would​ ​I​ ​now​ ​have​ ​gone​ ​and​ ​asked​ ​Mrs.Reed’s​ ​
pardon;​ ​but​ ​I​ ​knew,​ ​partly​ ​from​ ​experience​ ​and​ ​partly​ ​
from​ ​instinct,​ ​that​ ​was​ ​the​ ​way​ ​to​ ​make​ ​her​ ​repulse​ ​me​ ​
with​ ​double​ ​scorn
18
,​ ​thereby​ ​re-exciting​ ​every​ ​turbulent
impulse​ ​of​ ​my​ ​nature.
I​ ​would​ ​fain
19
​ ​exercise​ ​some​ ​better​ ​faculty​ ​than​ ​that​ ​
of​ ​ﬁerce​ ​speaking;​ ​fain​ ​ﬁnd​ ​nourishment​ ​for​ ​some​ ​less​ ​
ﬁendish
20
​ ​feeling​ ​than​ ​that​ ​of​ ​sombre​ ​indignation.​ ​I​ ​
took​ ​a​ ​book—some​ ​Arabian​ ​tales;​ ​I​ ​sat​ ​down​ ​and​ ​en
-
deavoured
21
​ ​to​ ​read.​ ​I​ ​could​ ​make​ ​no​ ​sense​ ​of​ ​the​ ​sub-
ject;​ ​my​ ​own​ ​thoughts​ ​swam​ ​always​ ​between​ ​me​ ​and​ ​
the​ ​page​ ​I​ ​had​ ​usually​ ​found​ ​fascinating.​ ​I​ ​opened​ ​the​ ​
glass-door​ ​in​ ​the​ ​breakfast-room;​ ​the​ ​shrubbery​ ​was​ ​
quite​ ​still;​ ​the​ ​black​ ​frost​ ​reigned,​ ​unbroken​ ​by​ ​sun​ ​or​ ​
breeze,​ ​through​ ​the​ ​grounds.​ ​I​ ​covered​ ​my​ ​head​ ​and​ ​
arms​ ​with​ ​the​ ​skirt​ ​of​ ​my​ ​frock
22
,​ ​and​ ​went​ ​out​ ​to​ ​walk​ ​
in​ ​a​ ​part​ ​of​ ​the​ ​plantation​ ​which​ ​was​ ​quite​ ​seques
-
tered
23
;​ ​but​ ​I​ ​found​ ​no​ ​pleasure​ ​in​ ​the​ ​silent​ ​trees,​ ​the​ ​
fallen​ ​ﬁr-cones,​ ​the​ ​congealed​ ​relics​ ​of​ ​autumn,​ ​russet
24
​ ​
leaves,​ ​swept​ ​by​ ​past​ ​winds​ ​in​ ​heaps,​ ​and​ ​now​ ​stiffened​ ​
together
25
.​ ​I​ ​leaned​ ​against​ ​a​ ​gate,​ ​and​ ​looked​ ​into​ ​an​ ​
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1.rase​ ​
2.chargé​ ​de​ ​
neige​ ​[dialectal]
3.recouvrait
4.il​ ​en​ ​tombait​ ​
des​ ​ocons
5.cendrée
6.pâture
7.très​ ​pitoyable​ ​
enfant
8.j’entendis​ ​
son​ ​pas​ ​léger​ ​et​ ​
sautillant​ ​sur
9.que​ ​j’avais​ ​
ressassées
10.quelque​ ​peu​ ​
fâchée
11.à​ ​beaucoup​ ​
me​ ​soucier​ ​de
12.passagère
13.savourer
14.Allons,​ ​
Bessie,​ ​ne​ ​me​ ​
grondez​ ​pas
15.de​ ​
m’autoriser
16.vagabonde
17.maltraitée
empty​ ​ﬁeld​ ​where​ ​no​ ​sheep​ ​were​ ​feeding,​ ​where​ ​the​ ​
short​ ​grass​ ​was​ ​nipped
1
​ ​and​ ​blanched.​ ​It​ ​was​ ​a​ ​very​ ​
grey​ ​day;​ ​a​ ​most​ ​opaque​ ​sky,​ ​‘onding​ ​on​ ​snaw
2
,’​ ​can-
opied
3
​ ​all;​ ​thence​ ​ﬂakes​ ​fell
4
​ ​at​ ​intervals,​ ​which​ ​settled​ ​
on​ ​the​ ​hard​ ​path​ ​and​ ​on​ ​the​ ​hoary
5
​ ​lea
6
​ ​without​ ​melt-
ing.​ ​I​ ​stood,​ ​a​ ​wretched​ ​child​ ​enough
7
,​ ​whispering​ ​to​ ​
myself​ ​over​ ​and​ ​over​ ​again,​ ​‘What​ ​shall​ ​I​ ​do?—what​ ​
shall​ ​I​ ​do?’
All​ ​at​ ​once​ ​I​ ​heard​ ​a​ ​clear​ ​voice​ ​call,​ ​‘Miss​ ​Jane!​ ​
where​ ​are​ ​you?​ ​Come​ ​to​ ​lunch!’
It​ ​was​ ​Bessie,​ ​I​ ​knew​ ​well​ ​enough;​ ​but​ ​I​ ​did​ ​not​ ​stir:​ ​
her​ ​light​ ​step​ ​came​ ​tripping​ ​down
8
​ ​the​ ​path.
‘You​ ​naughty​ ​little​ ​thing!’​ ​she​ ​said.​ ​‘Why​ ​don’t​ ​you​ ​
come​ ​when​ ​you​ ​are​ ​called?’
Bessie’s​ ​presence,​ ​compared​ ​with​ ​the​ ​thoughts​ ​over​ ​
which​ ​I​ ​had​ ​been​ ​brooding
9
,​ ​seemed​ ​cheerful;​ ​even​ ​
though,​ ​as​ ​usual,​ ​she​ ​was​ ​somewhat​ ​cross
10
.​ ​The​ ​fact​ ​
is,​ ​after​ ​my​ ​conﬂict​ ​with,​ ​and​ ​victory​ ​over,​ ​Mrs.Reed,​ ​
I​ ​was​ ​not​ ​disposed​ ​to​ ​care​ ​much​ ​for
11
​ ​the​ ​nursemaid’s​ ​
transitory
12
​ ​anger;​ ​and​ ​I​ ​was​ ​disposed​ ​to​ ​bask​ ​in
13
​ ​her​ ​
youthful​ ​lightness​ ​of​ ​heart.​ ​I​ ​just​ ​put​ ​my​ ​two​ ​arms​ ​
round​ ​her,​ ​and​ ​said,​ ​‘Come,​ ​Bessie!​ ​don’t​ ​scold
14
.’
The​ ​action​ ​was​ ​more​ ​frank​ ​and​ ​fearless​ ​than​ ​any​ ​I​ ​
was​ ​habituated​ ​to​ ​indulge​ ​in
15
:​ ​somehow​ ​it​ ​pleased​ ​her.
‘You​ ​are​ ​a​ ​strange​ ​child,​ ​Miss​ ​Jane,’​ ​she​ ​said,​ ​as​ ​she​ ​
looked​ ​down​ ​at​ ​me:​ ​‘a​ ​little​ ​roving
16
,​ ​solitary​ ​thing:​ ​and​ ​
you​ ​are​ ​going​ ​to​ ​school,​ ​I​ ​suppose?’
I​ ​nodded.
‘And​ ​won’t​ ​you​ ​be​ ​sorry​ ​to​ ​leave​ ​poor​ ​Bessie?’
‘What​ ​does​ ​Bessie​ ​care​ ​for​ ​me?​ ​She​ ​is​ ​always​ ​scold
-
ing​ ​me.’
‘Because​ ​you’re​ ​such​ ​a​ ​queer,​ ​frightened,​ ​shy​ ​little​ ​
thing.​ ​You​ ​should​ ​be​ ​bolder.’
‘What!​ ​to​ ​get​ ​more​ ​knocks?’
‘Nonsense!​ ​But​ ​you​ ​are​ ​rather​ ​put​ ​upon
17
,​ ​that’s​ ​cer-
tain.​ ​My​ ​mother​ ​said,​ ​when​ ​she​ ​came​ ​to​ ​see​ ​me​ ​last​ ​
week,​ ​that​ ​she​ ​would​ ​not​ ​like​ ​a​ ​little​ ​one​ ​of​ ​her​ ​own​ ​to​ ​
be​ ​in​ ​your​ ​place.—Now​ ​come​ ​in,​ ​and​ ​I’ve​ ​some​ ​good​ ​
news​ ​for​ ​you.’
‘I​ ​don’t​ ​think​ ​you​ ​have,​ ​Bessie.’
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JANE​ ​EYRE
1.malle
2.tâchez​ ​d’être
3.sursautez
4.s’il​ ​m’arrive​ ​
5.si​ ​exaspérant
6.Petite​ ​
friponne
7.audacieuse
8.intrépide
9.Eh​ ​bien
10.à​ ​ce​ ​sujet
11.tranquille-
ment
12.avec​ ​plaisir
13.se​ ​pencha
14.s’écoula
‘Child!​ ​what​ ​do​ ​you​ ​mean?​ ​What​ ​sorrowful​ ​eyes​ ​you​ ​
ﬁx​ ​on​ ​me!​ ​Well!​ ​but​ ​Missis​ ​and​ ​the​ ​young​ ​ladies​ ​and​ ​
Master​ ​John​ ​are​ ​going​ ​out​ ​to​ ​tea​ ​this​ ​afternoon,​ ​and​ ​you​ ​
shall​ ​have​ ​tea​ ​with​ ​me.​ ​I’ll​ ​ask​ ​cook​ ​to​ ​bake​ ​you​ ​a​ ​lit-
tle​ ​cake,​ ​and​ ​then​ ​you​ ​shall​ ​help​ ​me​ ​to​ ​look​ ​over​ ​your​ ​
drawers;​ ​for​ ​I​ ​am​ ​soon​ ​to​ ​pack​ ​your​ ​trunk
1
.​ ​Missis​ ​in-
tends​ ​you​ ​to​ ​leave​ ​Gateshead​ ​in​ ​a​ ​day​ ​or​ ​two,​ ​and​ ​you​ ​
shall​ ​choose​ ​what​ ​toys​ ​you​ ​like​ ​to​ ​take​ ​with​ ​you.’
‘Bessie,​ ​you​ ​must​ ​promise​ ​not​ ​to​ ​scold​ ​me​ ​any​ ​more​ ​
till​ ​I​ ​go.’
‘Well,​ ​I​ ​will:​ ​but​ ​mind​ ​you​ ​are
2
​ ​a​ ​very​ ​good​ ​girl,​ ​and​ ​
don’t​ ​be​ ​afraid​ ​of​ ​me.​ ​Don’t​ ​start
3
​ ​when​ ​I​ ​chance
4
​ ​to​ ​
speak​ ​rather​ ​sharply:​ ​it’s​ ​so​ ​provoking
5
.’
‘I​ ​don’t​ ​think​ ​I​ ​shall​ ​ever​ ​be​ ​afraid​ ​of​ ​you​ ​again,​ ​Bes-
sie,​ ​because​ ​I​ ​have​ ​got​ ​used​ ​to​ ​you;​ ​and​ ​I​ ​shall​ ​soon​ ​
have​ ​another​ ​set​ ​of​ ​people​ ​to​ ​dread.’
‘If​ ​you​ ​dread​ ​them​ ​they’ll​ ​dislike​ ​you.’
‘As​ ​you​ ​do,​ ​Bessie?’
‘I​ ​don’t​ ​dislike​ ​you,​ ​miss;​ ​I​ ​believe​ ​I​ ​am​ ​fonder​ ​of​ ​you​ ​
than​ ​of​ ​all​ ​the​ ​others.’
‘You​ ​don’t​ ​show​ ​it.’
‘You​ ​little​ ​sharp​ ​thing
6
!​ ​you’ve​ ​got​ ​quite​ ​a​ ​new​ ​way​ ​of​ ​
talking.​ ​What​ ​makes​ ​you​ ​so​ ​venturesome
7
​ ​and​ ​hardy
8
?’
‘Why
9
,​ ​I​ ​shall​ ​soon​ ​be​ ​away​ ​from​ ​you,​ ​and​ ​besides—’​ ​
I​ ​was​ ​going​ ​to​ ​say​ ​something​ ​about​ ​what​ ​had​ ​passed​ ​
between​ ​me​ ​and​ ​Mrs.Reed;​ ​but​ ​on​ ​second​ ​thoughts​ ​I​ ​
considered​ ​it​ ​better​ ​to​ ​remain​ ​silent​ ​on​ ​that​ ​head
10
.
‘And​ ​so​ ​you’re​ ​glad​ ​to​ ​leave​ ​me?’
‘Not​ ​at​ ​all,​ ​Bessie;​ ​indeed,​ ​just​ ​now​ ​I​ ​am​ ​rather​ ​sorry.’
‘Just​ ​now!​ ​and​ ​rather!​ ​How​ ​coolly
11
​ ​my​ ​little​ ​lady​ ​says​ ​
it!​ ​I​ ​daresay​ ​now​ ​if​ ​I​ ​were​ ​to​ ​ask​ ​you​ ​for​ ​a​ ​kiss​ ​you​ ​
wouldn’t​ ​give​ ​it​ ​me:​ ​you’d​ ​say​ ​you’d​ ​rather​ ​not.’
‘I’ll​ ​kiss​ ​you​ ​and​ ​welcome
12
:​ ​bend​ ​your​ ​head​ ​down.’​ ​
Bessie​ ​stooped
13
;​ ​we​ ​mutually​ ​embraced,​ ​and​ ​I​ ​followed​ ​
her​ ​into​ ​the​ ​house​ ​quite​ ​comforted.​ ​That​ ​afternoon​ ​
lapsed
14
​ ​in​ ​peace​ ​and​ ​harmony;​ ​and​ ​in​ ​the​ ​evening​ ​
Bessie​ ​told​ ​me​ ​some​ ​of​ ​her​ ​most​ ​enchanting​ ​stories,​ ​
and​ ​sung​ ​me​ ​some​ ​of​ ​her​ ​sweetest​ ​songs.​ ​Even​ ​for​ ​me​ ​
life​ ​had​ ​its​ ​gleams​ ​of​ ​sunshine.
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1.sur​ ​le​ ​point​ ​
de​ ​se​ ​coucher
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d’entrée
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7.ennemie
8.se​ ​reéta
9.détrempée
10.dégel
CHAPTERV
FIVE​ ​o’clock​ ​had​ ​hardly​ ​struck​ ​on​ ​the​ ​morning​ ​of​ ​the​ ​
19th​ ​of​ ​January,​ ​when​ ​Bessie​ ​brought​ ​a​ ​candle​ ​into​ ​my​ ​
closet​ ​and​ ​found​ ​me​ ​already​ ​up​ ​and​ ​nearly​ ​dressed.​ ​I​ ​
had​ ​risen​ ​half​ ​an​ ​hour​ ​before​ ​her​ ​entrance,​ ​and​ ​had​ ​
washed​ ​my​ ​face​ ​and​ ​put​ ​on​ ​my​ ​clothes​ ​by​ ​the​ ​light​ ​of​ ​
a​ ​half-moon​ ​just​ ​setting
1
,​ ​whose​ ​ray​ ​streamed​ ​through​ ​
the​ ​narrow​ ​window​ ​near​ ​my​ ​crib.​ ​I​ ​was​ ​to​ ​leave​ ​Gates-
head​ ​that​ ​day​ ​by​ ​a​ ​coach​ ​which​ ​passed​ ​the​ ​lodge​ ​gates
2
​ ​
at​ ​six​ ​
A.M.​ ​Bessie​ ​was​ ​the​ ​only​ ​person​ ​yet​ ​risen;​ ​she​ ​
had​ ​lit​ ​a​ ​ﬁre​ ​in​ ​the​ ​nursery,​ ​where​ ​she​ ​now​ ​proceeded​ ​
to​ ​make​ ​my​ ​breakfast.​ ​Few​ ​children​ ​can​ ​eat​ ​when​ ​ex-
cited​ ​with​ ​the​ ​thoughts​ ​of​ ​a​ ​journey;​ ​nor​ ​could​ ​I.​ ​Bes-
sie,​ ​having​ ​pressed​ ​me​ ​in​ ​vain​ ​to​ ​take​ ​a​ ​few​ ​spoonfuls​ ​
of​ ​the​ ​boiled​ ​milk​ ​and​ ​bread​ ​she​ ​had​ ​prepared​ ​for​ ​me,​ ​
wrapped​ ​up
3
​ ​some​ ​biscuits​ ​in​ ​a​ ​paper​ ​and​ ​put​ ​them​ ​
into​ ​my​ ​bag;​ ​then​ ​she​ ​helped​ ​me​ ​on​ ​with
4
​ ​my​ ​pelisse​ ​
and​ ​bonnet,​ ​and​ ​wrapping​ ​herself​ ​in​ ​a​ ​shawl,​ ​she​ ​and​ ​I​ ​
left​ ​the​ ​nursery.​ ​As​ ​we​ ​passed​ ​Mrs.Reed’s​ ​bedroom,​ ​she​ ​
said,​ ​‘Will​ ​you​ ​go​ ​in​ ​and​ ​bid​ ​Missis​ ​good-bye
5
?’
‘No,​ ​Bessie:​ ​she​ ​came​ ​to​ ​my​ ​crib​ ​last​ ​night​ ​when​ ​
you​ ​were​ ​gone​ ​down​ ​to​ ​supper,​ ​and​ ​said​ ​I​ ​need​ ​not​ ​
disturb​ ​her​ ​in​ ​the​ ​morning,​ ​or​ ​my​ ​cousins​ ​either;​ ​and​ ​
she​ ​told​ ​me​ ​to​ ​remember​ ​that​ ​she​ ​had​ ​always​ ​been​ ​my​ ​
best​ ​friend,​ ​and​ ​to​ ​speak​ ​of​ ​her​ ​and​ ​be​ ​grateful​ ​to​ ​her​ ​
accordingly
6
.’
‘What​ ​did​ ​you​ ​say,​ ​Miss?’
‘Nothing:​ ​I​ ​covered​ ​my​ ​face​ ​with​ ​the​ ​bedclothes,​ ​and​ ​
turned​ ​from​ ​her​ ​to​ ​the​ ​wall.’
‘That​ ​was​ ​wrong,​ ​Miss​ ​Jane.’
‘It​ ​was​ ​quite​ ​right,​ ​Bessie:​ ​your​ ​Missis​ ​has​ ​not​ ​been​ ​
my​ ​friend;​ ​she​ ​has​ ​been​ ​my​ ​foe
7
.’
‘Oh,​ ​Miss​ ​Jane!​ ​don’t​ ​say​ ​so!’
‘Good-bye​ ​to​ ​Gateshead!’​ ​cried​ ​I,​ ​as​ ​we​ ​passed​ ​
through​ ​the​ ​hall​ ​and​ ​went​ ​out​ ​at​ ​the​ ​front​ ​door.
The​ ​moon​ ​was​ ​set,​ ​and​ ​it​ ​was​ ​very​ ​dark;​ ​Bessie​ ​car-
ried​ ​a​ ​lantern,​ ​whose​ ​light​ ​glanced
8
​ ​on​ ​wet​ ​steps​ ​and​ ​
gravel​ ​road​ ​sodden
9
​ ​by​ ​a​ ​recent​ ​thaw
10
.​ ​Raw​ ​and​ ​chill​ ​
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JANE​ ​EYRE
1.je​ ​claquais​ ​
des​ ​dents
2.me​ ​hâtais
3.loge​ ​du​ ​
concierge
4.en​ ​train​ ​
d’allumer
5.cordée
6.Quelques​ ​
minutes​ ​nous​ ​
séparaient​ ​des​ ​
six​ ​heures
7.Cela​ ​
m’étonne​ ​que
8.de​ ​lui​ ​laisser​ ​
faire​ ​une​ ​si​ ​
longue​ ​route​ ​
toute​ ​seule
9.s’arrêta
10.impériale
11.chargée​ ​de
12.nous​ ​
invitèrent​ ​haut​ ​
et​ ​fort​ ​à​ ​presser​ ​
le​ ​mouvement
13.hissée
14.Oui-da
15.claquée
16.séparée
17.emportée
18.l’imaginais​ ​
alors
19.Je​ ​n’ai​ ​
que​ ​peu​ ​de​ ​
souvenirs
20.prodigieuse
21.dételés
22.descendirent
23.lustre
24.dans​ ​
la​ ​crainte​ ​
mortelle​ ​que
was​ ​the​ ​winter​ ​morning;​ ​my​ ​teeth​ ​chattered
1
​ ​as​ ​I​ ​has-
tened
2
​ ​down​ ​the​ ​drive.​ ​There​ ​was​ ​a​ ​light​ ​in​ ​the​ ​por-
ter’s​ ​lodge
3
;​ ​when​ ​we​ ​reached​ ​it​ ​we​ ​found​ ​the​ ​porter’s​ ​
wife​ ​just​ ​kindling
4
​ ​her​ ​ﬁre:​ ​my​ ​trunk,​ ​which​ ​had​ ​been​ ​
carried​ ​down​ ​the​ ​evening​ ​before,​ ​stood​ ​corded
5
​ ​at​ ​the​ ​
door.​ ​It​ ​wanted​ ​but​ ​a​ ​few​ ​minutes​ ​of​ ​six
6
,​ ​and​ ​short-
ly​ ​after​ ​that​ ​hour​ ​had​ ​struck,​ ​the​ ​distant​ ​roll​ ​of​ ​wheels​ ​
announced​ ​the​ ​coming​ ​coach;​ ​I​ ​went​ ​to​ ​the​ ​door​ ​and​ ​
watched​ ​its​ ​lamps​ ​approach​ ​rapidly​ ​through​ ​the​ ​gloom.
‘Is​ ​she​ ​going​ ​by​ ​herself?’​ ​asked​ ​the​ ​porter’s​ ​wife.
‘Yes.’
‘And​ ​how​ ​far​ ​is​ ​it?’
‘Fifty​ ​miles.’
‘What​ ​a​ ​long​ ​way!​ ​I​ ​wonder
7
​ ​Mrs.Reed​ ​is​ ​not​ ​afraid​ ​
to​ ​trust​ ​her​ ​so​ ​far​ ​alone
8
.’
The​ ​coach​ ​drew​ ​up
9
;​ ​there​ ​it​ ​was​ ​at​ ​the​ ​gates​ ​with​ ​its​ ​
four​ ​horses​ ​and​ ​its​ ​top
10
​ ​laden​ ​with
11
​ ​passengers:​ ​the
guard​ ​and​ ​coachman​ ​loudly​ ​urged​ ​haste
12
;​ ​my​ ​trunk​ ​
was​ ​hoisted​ ​up
13
;​ ​I​ ​was​ ​taken​ ​from​ ​Bessie’s​ ​neck,​ ​to​ ​
which​ ​I​ ​clung​ ​with​ ​kisses.
‘Be​ ​sure​ ​and​ ​take​ ​good​ ​care​ ​of​ ​her,’​ ​cried​ ​she​ ​to​ ​the​ ​
guard,​ ​as​ ​he​ ​lifted​ ​me​ ​into​ ​the​ ​inside.
‘Aye,​ ​aye
14
!’​ ​was​ ​the​ ​answer:​ ​the​ ​door​ ​was​ ​clapped​ ​
to
15
,​ ​a​ ​voice​ ​exclaimed​ ​‘All​ ​right,’​ ​and​ ​on​ ​we​ ​drove.​ ​
Thus​ ​was​ ​I​ ​severed
16
​ ​from​ ​Bessie​ ​and​ ​Gateshead:​ ​thus​ ​
whirled​ ​away
17
​ ​to​ ​unknown,​ ​and,​ ​as​ ​I​ ​then​ ​deemed
18
,​ ​
remote​ ​and​ ​mysterious​ ​regions.
I​ ​remember​ ​but​ ​little
19
​ ​of​ ​the​ ​journey:​ ​I​ ​only​ ​know​ ​
that​ ​the​ ​day​ ​seemed​ ​to​ ​me​ ​of​ ​a​ ​preternatural
20
​ ​length,​ ​
and​ ​that​ ​we​ ​appeared​ ​to​ ​travel​ ​over​ ​hundreds​ ​of​ ​miles​ ​
of​ ​road.​ ​We​ ​passed​ ​through​ ​several​ ​towns,​ ​and​ ​in​ ​one,​ ​
a​ ​very​ ​large​ ​one,​ ​the​ ​coach​ ​stopped;​ ​the​ ​horses​ ​were​ ​
taken​ ​out
21
,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​passengers​ ​alighted
22
​ ​to​ ​dine.​ ​I​ ​
was​ ​carried​ ​into​ ​an​ ​inn,​ ​where​ ​the​ ​guard​ ​wanted​ ​me​ ​
to​ ​have​ ​some​ ​dinner;​ ​but,​ ​as​ ​I​ ​had​ ​no​ ​appetite,​ ​he​ ​left​ ​
me​ ​in​ ​an​ ​immense​ ​room​ ​with​ ​a​ ​ﬁre-place​ ​at​ ​each​ ​end,​ ​
a​ ​chandelier
23
​ ​pendant​ ​from​ ​the​ ​ceiling,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​little​ ​red​ ​
gallery​ ​high​ ​up​ ​against​ ​the​ ​wall,​ ​ﬁlled​ ​with​ ​musical​ ​in-
struments.​ ​Here​ ​I​ ​walked​ ​about​ ​for​ ​a​ ​long​ ​time,​ ​feel-
ing​ ​very​ ​strange,​ ​and​ ​mortally​ ​apprehensive​ ​of​ ​
24
​ ​some​ ​
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1.car
2.installée
3.t​ ​résonner
4.sa​ ​trompe
5.nous​ ​
repartîmes​ ​avec​ ​
fracas​ ​sur​ ​la​ ​
route​ ​pierreuse​ ​
[allusion​ ​à​ ​des​ ​
vers​ ​de​ ​Byron]
6.amena​ ​de​ ​la​ ​
pluie​ ​et​ ​un​ ​peu​ ​
de​ ​brouillard
7.quand​ ​le​ ​jour​ ​
t​ ​place​ ​au​ ​
crépuscule
8.se​ ​dressèrent​ ​
partout​ ​à
9.comme​ ​
l’obscurité​ ​
s’épaississait
10.que​ ​la​ ​nuit​ ​
eut​ ​recouvert
11.paysage
12.Bercée
13.sommeillé
14.abasourdie​ ​
par
15.reprenant​ ​
mes​ ​esprits
16.caillouteux
17.envahi​ ​de​ ​
aques​ ​d’eau
18.couloir
19.engourdis
20.foyer
21.petit​ ​salon
one​ ​coming​ ​in​ ​and​ ​kidnapping​ ​me:​ ​for
1
​ ​I​ ​believed​ ​in​ ​
kidnappers;​ ​their​ ​exploits​ ​having​ ​frequently​ ​ﬁgured​ ​in​ ​
Bessie’s​ ​ﬁre-side​ ​chronicles.​ ​At​ ​last​ ​the​ ​guard​ ​returned;​ ​
once​ ​more​ ​I​ ​was​ ​stowed​ ​away
2
​ ​in​ ​the​ ​coach,​ ​my​ ​protect-
or​ ​mounted​ ​his​ ​own​ ​seat,​ ​sounded
3
​ ​his​ ​hollow​ ​horn
4
,​ ​
and​ ​away​ ​we​ ​rattled​ ​over​ ​the​ ​‘stony​ ​street’
5
​ ​of​ ​L—.
The​ ​afternoon​ ​came​ ​on​ ​wet​ ​and​ ​somewhat​ ​misty
6
;​ ​as​ ​
it​ ​waned​ ​into​ ​dusk
7
,​ ​I​ ​began​ ​to​ ​feel​ ​that​ ​we​ ​were​ ​get-
ting​ ​very​ ​far​ ​indeed​ ​from​ ​Gateshead:​ ​we​ ​ceased​ ​to​ ​pass​ ​
through​ ​towns;​ ​the​ ​country​ ​changed;​ ​great​ ​grey​ ​hills​ ​
heaved​ ​up​ ​round
8
​ ​the​ ​horizon:​ ​as​ ​twilight​ ​deepened
9
,​ ​
we​ ​descended​ ​a​ ​valley,​ ​dark​ ​with​ ​wood,​ ​and​ ​long​ ​after​ ​
night​ ​had​ ​over-clouded
10
​ ​the​ ​prospect
11
,​ ​I​ ​heard​ ​a​ ​wild​ ​
wind​ ​rushing​ ​amongst​ ​trees.
Lulled
12
​ ​by​ ​the​ ​sound,​ ​I​ ​at​ ​last​ ​dropped​ ​asleep:​ ​I​ ​had​ ​
not​ ​long​ ​slumbered
13
​ ​when​ ​the​ ​sudden​ ​cessation​ ​of​ ​mo-
tion​ ​awoke​ ​me;​ ​the​ ​coach-door​ ​was​ ​open,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​per-
son​ ​like​ ​a​ ​servant​ ​was​ ​standing​ ​at​ ​it:​ ​I​ ​saw​ ​her​ ​face​ ​and​ ​
dress​ ​by​ ​the​ ​light​ ​of​ ​the​ ​lamps.
‘Is​ ​there​ ​a​ ​little​ ​girl​ ​called​ ​Jane​ ​Eyre​ ​here?’​ ​she​ ​asked.​ ​
I​ ​answered​ ​‘Yes,’​ ​and​ ​was​ ​then​ ​lifted​ ​out;​ ​my​ ​trunk​ ​was​ ​
handed​ ​down,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​coach​ ​instantly​ ​drove​ ​away.
I​ ​was​ ​stiff​ ​with​ ​long​ ​sitting,​ ​and​ ​bewildered​ ​with
14
​ ​
the​ ​noise​ ​and​ ​motion​ ​of​ ​the​ ​coach:​ ​gathering​ ​my​ ​fac-
ulties
15
,​ ​I​ ​looked​ ​about​ ​me.​ ​Rain,​ ​wind,​ ​and​ ​darkness​ ​
ﬁlled​ ​the​ ​air;​ ​nevertheless,​ ​I​ ​dimly​ ​discerned​ ​a​ ​wall​ ​
before​ ​me​ ​and​ ​a​ ​door​ ​open​ ​in​ ​it;​ ​through​ ​this​ ​door​ ​I​ ​
passed​ ​with​ ​my​ ​new​ ​guide:​ ​she​ ​shut​ ​and​ ​locked​ ​it​ ​be-
hind​ ​her.​ ​There​ ​was​ ​now​ ​visible​ ​a​ ​house​ ​or​ ​houses—
for​ ​the​ ​building​ ​spread​ ​far—with​ ​many​ ​windows,​ ​and​ ​
lights​ ​burning​ ​in​ ​some;​ ​we​ ​went​ ​up​ ​a​ ​broad,​ ​pebbly
16
​ ​
path,​ ​splashing​ ​wet
17
,​ ​and​ ​were​ ​admitted​ ​at​ ​a​ ​door;​ ​then​ ​
the​ ​servant​ ​led​ ​me​ ​through​ ​a​ ​passage
18
​ ​into​ ​a​ ​room​ ​
with​ ​a​ ​ﬁre,​ ​where​ ​she​ ​left​ ​me​ ​alone.
I​ ​stood​ ​and​ ​warmed​ ​my​ ​numbed
19
​ ​ﬁngers​ ​over​ ​the​ ​
blaze,​ ​then​ ​I​ ​looked​ ​round;​ ​there​ ​was​ ​no​ ​candle,​ ​but​ ​
the​ ​uncertain​ ​light​ ​from​ ​the​ ​hearth
20
​ ​showed​ ​by​ ​inter-
vals,​ ​papered​ ​walls,​ ​carpet,​ ​curtains,​ ​shining​ ​mahogany​ ​
furniture:​ ​it​ ​was​ ​a​ ​parlour
21
,​ ​not​ ​so​ ​spacious​ ​or​ ​splen-
did​ ​as​ ​the​ ​drawing-room​ ​at​ ​Gateshead,​ ​but​ ​comfortable​ ​
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JANE​ ​EYRE
1.m’eorçais
2.de​ ​décrypter
3.juste
4.mine
5.maintien​ ​très​ ​
droit
6.me​ ​congédia
7.rougeaude
8.de​ ​teint
9.mais​ ​
semblant​ ​
rongée​ ​par​ ​les​ ​
soucis
10.se​ ​déplaçant​ ​
et​ ​agissant​ ​avec​ ​
l’empressement​ ​
de​ ​qui
11.d’un​ ​corps​ ​
de​ ​bâtiment​ ​à​ ​
l’autre
12.qui​ ​régnait​ ​
dans
13.bois​ ​blanc​ ​
[de​ ​pin]
enough.​ ​I​ ​was​ ​puzzling
1
​ ​to​ ​make​ ​out
2
​ ​the​ ​subject​ ​of​ ​a​ ​
picture​ ​on​ ​the​ ​wall,​ ​when​ ​the​ ​door​ ​opened,​ ​and​ ​an​ ​indi-
vidual​ ​carrying​ ​a​ ​light​ ​entered;​ ​another​ ​followed​ ​close
3
​ ​
behind.
The​ ​ﬁrst​ ​was​ ​a​ ​tall​ ​lady​ ​with​ ​dark​ ​hair,​ ​dark​ ​eyes,​ ​
and​ ​a​ ​pale​ ​and​ ​large​ ​forehead;​ ​her​ ​ﬁgure​ ​was​ ​partly​ ​en
-
veloped​ ​in​ ​a​ ​shawl,​ ​her​ ​countenance
4
​ ​was​ ​grave,​ ​her​ ​
bearing​ ​erect
5
.
‘The​ ​child​ ​is​ ​very​ ​young​ ​to​ ​be​ ​sent​ ​alone;’​ ​said​ ​she,​ ​
putting​ ​her​ ​candle​ ​down​ ​on​ ​the​ ​table.​ ​She​ ​considered​ ​
me​ ​attentively​ ​for​ ​a​ ​minute​ ​or​ ​two,​ ​then​ ​further​ ​added:
‘She​ ​had​ ​better​ ​be​ ​put​ ​to​ ​bed​ ​soon;​ ​she​ ​looks​ ​tired:​ ​
are​ ​you​ ​tired?’​ ​she​ ​asked,​ ​placing​ ​her​ ​hand​ ​on​ ​my​ ​
shoulder.
‘A​ ​little,​ ​ma’am.’
‘And​ ​hungry,​ ​too,​ ​no​ ​doubt:​ ​let​ ​her​ ​have​ ​some​ ​sup-
per​ ​before​ ​she​ ​goes​ ​to​ ​bed,​ ​Miss​ ​Miller.​ ​Is​ ​this​ ​the​ ​ﬁrst​ ​
time​ ​you​ ​have​ ​left​ ​your​ ​parents​ ​to​ ​come​ ​to​ ​school,​ ​my​ ​
little​ ​girl?’
I​ ​explained​ ​to​ ​her​ ​that​ ​I​ ​had​ ​no​ ​parents.​ ​She​ ​inquired​ ​
how​ ​long​ ​they​ ​had​ ​been​ ​dead;​ ​then​ ​how​ ​old​ ​I​ ​was,​ ​what​ ​
was​ ​my​ ​name,​ ​whether​ ​I​ ​could​ ​read,​ ​write,​ ​and​ ​sew​ ​a​ ​
little:​ ​then​ ​she​ ​touched​ ​my​ ​cheek​ ​gently​ ​with​ ​her​ ​fore-
ﬁnger,​ ​and​ ​saying,​ ​‘She​ ​hoped​ ​I​ ​should​ ​be​ ​a​ ​good​ ​child,’​ ​
dismissed​ ​me
6
​ ​along​ ​with​ ​Miss​ ​Miller.
The​ ​lady​ ​I​ ​had​ ​left​ ​might​ ​be​ ​about​ ​twenty-nine;​ ​the​ ​
one​ ​who​ ​went​ ​with​ ​me​ ​appeared​ ​some​ ​years​ ​young
-
er:​ ​the​ ​ﬁrst​ ​impressed​ ​me​ ​by​ ​her​ ​voice,​ ​look,​ ​and​ ​air;​ ​
Miss​ ​Miller​ ​was​ ​more​ ​ordinary;​ ​ruddy
7
​ ​in​ ​complexion
8
,​ ​
though​ ​of​ ​a​ ​careworn​ ​countenance
9
;​ ​hurried​ ​in​ ​gait​ ​and​ ​
action​ ​like​ ​one
10
​ ​who​ ​had​ ​always​ ​a​ ​multiplicity​ ​of​ ​tasks​ ​
on​ ​hand:​ ​she​ ​looked​ ​indeed,​ ​what​ ​I​ ​afterwards​ ​found​ ​
she​ ​really​ ​was,​ ​an​ ​under-teacher.​ ​Led​ ​by​ ​her,​ ​I​ ​passed​ ​
from​ ​compartment​ ​to​ ​compartment
11
,​ ​from​ ​passage​ ​to​ ​
passage,​ ​of​ ​a​ ​large​ ​and​ ​irregular​ ​building;​ ​till,​ ​emer-
ging​ ​from​ ​the​ ​total​ ​and​ ​somewhat​ ​dreary​ ​silence​ ​per-
vading
12
​ ​that​ ​portion​ ​of​ ​the​ ​house​ ​we​ ​had​ ​traversed,​ ​we​ ​
came​ ​upon​ ​the​ ​hum​ ​of​ ​many​ ​voices,​ ​and​ ​presently​ ​en
-
tered​ ​a​ ​wide,​ ​long​ ​room,​ ​with​ ​great​ ​deal
13
​ ​tables,​ ​two​ ​
at​ ​each​ ​end,​ ​on​ ​each​ ​of​ ​which​ ​burnt​ ​a​ ​pair​ ​of​ ​candles,​ ​
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1.des​ ​bancs
2.toute​ ​une​ ​
assemblée
3.bougies
4.incalculable
5.de​ ​lainage
6.de​ ​facture​ ​
vieillotte
7.en​ ​train​ ​
d’apprendre​ ​par​ ​
cœur
8.Monitrices
9.récupérez
10.rangez-les
11.dessus
12.broc
13.un​ ​gobelet
14.une​ ​gorgée
15.d’avoine
16.montèrent​ ​à​ ​
l’étage​ ​en​ ​rangs​ ​
par​ ​deux
17.Rompue
18.de​ ​fatigue
19.partager​ ​
le​ ​lit​ ​de​ ​
Miss​ ​Miller
20.dans
and​ ​seated​ ​all​ ​round​ ​on​ ​benches
1
,​ ​a​ ​congregation
2
​ ​of​ ​
girls​ ​of​ ​every​ ​age​ ​from​ ​nine​ ​or​ ​ten​ ​to​ ​twenty.​ ​Seen​ ​by​ ​
the​ ​dim​ ​light​ ​of​ ​the​ ​dips
3
,​ ​their​ ​number​ ​to​ ​me​ ​appeared​ ​
countless
4
,​ ​though​ ​not​ ​in​ ​reality​ ​exceeding​ ​eighty;​ ​they​ ​
were​ ​uniformly​ ​dressed​ ​in​ ​brown​ ​stuff
5
​ ​frocks​ ​of​ ​quaint​ ​
fashion
6
,​ ​and​ ​long​ ​holland​ ​pinafores.​ ​It​ ​was​ ​the​ ​hour​ ​of​ ​
study;​ ​they​ ​were​ ​engaged​ ​in​ ​conning​ ​over
7
​ ​their​ ​tomor-
row’s​ ​task,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​hum​ ​I​ ​had​ ​heard​ ​was​ ​the​ ​combined​ ​
result​ ​of​ ​their​ ​whispered​ ​repetitions.
Miss​ ​Miller​ ​signed​ ​to​ ​me​ ​to​ ​sit​ ​on​ ​a​ ​bench​ ​near​ ​the​ ​
door,​ ​then​ ​walking​ ​up​ ​to​ ​the​ ​top​ ​of​ ​the​ ​long​ ​room,​ ​she​ ​
cried​ ​out:—
‘Monitors
8
,​ ​collect
9
​ ​the​ ​lesson-books​ ​and​ ​put​ ​them​ ​
away
10
!’
Four​ ​tall​ ​girls​ ​arose​ ​from​ ​different​ ​tables,​ ​and​ ​going​ ​
round,​ ​gathered​ ​the​ ​books​ ​and​ ​removed​ ​them.​ ​Miss​ ​
Miller​ ​again​ ​gave​ ​the​ ​word​ ​of​ ​command:—
‘Monitors,​ ​fetch​ ​the​ ​supper-trays!’
The​ ​tall​ ​girls​ ​went​ ​out​ ​and​ ​returned​ ​presently,​ ​each​ ​
bearing​ ​a​ ​tray,​ ​with​ ​portions​ ​of​ ​something,​ ​I​ ​knew​ ​not​ ​
what,​ ​arranged​ ​thereon
11
,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​pitcher
12
​ ​of​ ​water​ ​and​ ​
mug
13
​ ​in​ ​the​ ​middle​ ​of​ ​each​ ​tray.​ ​The​ ​portions​ ​were​ ​
handed​ ​round;​ ​those​ ​who​ ​liked​ ​took​ ​a​ ​draught​ ​of​ ​the​ ​
water
14
,​ ​the​ ​mug​ ​being​ ​common​ ​to​ ​all.​ ​When​ ​it​ ​came​ ​to​ ​
my​ ​turn,​ ​I​ ​drank,​ ​for​ ​I​ ​was​ ​thirsty,​ ​but​ ​did​ ​not​ ​touch​ ​the​ ​
food;​ ​excitement​ ​and​ ​fatigue​ ​rendering​ ​me​ ​incapable​ ​of​ ​
eating:​ ​I​ ​now​ ​saw,​ ​however,​ ​that​ ​it​ ​was​ ​a​ ​thin​ ​oaten
15
​ ​
cake,​ ​shared​ ​into​ ​fragments.
The​ ​meal​ ​over,​ ​prayers​ ​were​ ​read​ ​by​ ​Miss​ ​Miller,​ ​and​ ​
the​ ​classes​ ​ﬁled​ ​off—two​ ​and​ ​two,​ ​up​ ​stairs
16
.​ ​Over-
powered
17
​ ​by​ ​this​ ​time​ ​with​ ​weariness
18
,​ ​I​ ​scarcely​ ​no-
ticed​ ​what​ ​sort​ ​of​ ​a​ ​place​ ​the​ ​bed-room​ ​was;​ ​except​ ​
that,​ ​like​ ​the​ ​school-room,​ ​I​ ​saw​ ​it​ ​was​ ​very​ ​long.​ ​To-
night​ ​I​ ​was​ ​to​ ​be​ ​Miss​ ​Miller’s​ ​bed-fellow
19
;​ ​she​ ​helped​ ​
me​ ​to​ ​undress:​ ​when​ ​laid​ ​down​ ​I​ ​glanced​ ​at​ ​the​ ​long​ ​
rows​ ​of​ ​beds,​ ​each​ ​of​ ​which​ ​was​ ​quickly​ ​ﬁlled​ ​with​ ​
two​ ​occupants;​ ​in​ ​ten​ ​minutes​ ​the​ ​single​ ​light​ ​was​ ​ex-
tinguished;​ ​amidst
20
​ ​silence​ ​and​ ​complete​ ​darkness,​ ​I​ ​
fell​ ​asleep.
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JANE​ ​EYRE
1.mugir
2.rafales
3.prendre​ ​
conscience
4.à​ ​poindre
5.chandelle​ ​à​ ​
mèche​ ​de​ ​jonc
6.à​ ​contrecœur
7.frissonnante​ ​
que​ ​j’étais
8.une​ ​cuvette​ ​
fut​ ​libre
9.il​ ​n’y​ ​en​ ​avait​ ​
qu’une​ ​pour
10.se​ ​mirent​ ​en​ ​
rangs
11.Le​ ​calme​ ​
revenu
12.formant​ ​
toutes​ ​quatre​ ​
demi-cercles
13.bourdonne-
ment
14.des​ ​groupes
15.faisant​ ​taire
16.au​ ​dernier​ ​
rang
17.On​ ​passa​ ​
aux​ ​choses​ ​
sérieuses
18.l’oraison​ ​du​ ​
jour
19.des​ ​
Écritures
20.prolongée
21.rassemblées​ ​
et​ ​emmenées
22.j’étais​ ​
emplie​ ​d’aise​ ​à​ ​
la​ ​perspective
The​ ​night​ ​passed​ ​rapidly:​ ​I​ ​was​ ​too​ ​tired​ ​even​ ​to​ ​
dream;​ ​I​ ​only​ ​once​ ​awoke​ ​to​ ​hear​ ​the​ ​wind​ ​rave
1
​ ​in​ ​
furious​ ​gusts
2
,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​rain​ ​fall​ ​in​ ​torrents,​ ​and​ ​to​ ​be​ ​
sensible
3
​ ​that​ ​Miss​ ​Miller​ ​had​ ​taken​ ​her​ ​place​ ​by​ ​my​ ​
side.​ ​When​ ​I​ ​again​ ​unclosed​ ​my​ ​eyes,​ ​a​ ​loud​ ​bell​ ​was​ ​
ringing:​ ​the​ ​girls​ ​were​ ​up​ ​and​ ​dressing;​ ​day​ ​had​ ​not​ ​yet​ ​
begun​ ​to​ ​dawn
4
,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​rushlight
5
​ ​or​ ​two​ ​burnt​ ​in​ ​the​ ​
room.​ ​I​ ​too​ ​rose​ ​reluctantly
6
;​ ​it​ ​was​ ​bitter​ ​cold,​ ​and​ ​I​ ​
dressed​ ​as​ ​well​ ​as​ ​I​ ​could​ ​for​ ​shivering
7
,​ ​and​ ​washed​ ​
when​ ​there​ ​was​ ​a​ ​basin​ ​at​ ​liberty
8
:​ ​which​ ​did​ ​not​ ​occur​ ​
soon,​ ​as​ ​there​ ​was​ ​but​ ​one​ ​basin​ ​to
9
​ ​six​ ​girls,​ ​on​ ​the​ ​
stands​ ​down​ ​the​ ​middle​ ​of​ ​the​ ​room.​ ​Again​ ​the​ ​bell​ ​
rung:​ ​all​ ​formed​ ​in​ ​ﬁle
10
,​ ​two​ ​and​ ​two,​ ​and​ ​in​ ​that​ ​order​ ​
descended​ ​the​ ​stairs​ ​and​ ​entered​ ​the​ ​cold​ ​and​ ​dimly​ ​
lit​ ​school-room:​ ​here​ ​prayers​ ​were​ ​read​ ​by​ ​Miss​ ​Miller;​ ​
afterwards​ ​she​ ​called​ ​out:—
‘Form​ ​classes!’
A​ ​great​ ​tumult​ ​succeeded​ ​for​ ​some​ ​minutes,​ ​during​ ​
which​ ​Miss​ ​Miller​ ​repeatedly​ ​exclaimed,​ ​‘Silence!’​ ​and​ ​
‘Order!’​ ​When​ ​it​ ​subsided
11
,​ ​I​ ​saw​ ​them​ ​all​ ​drawn​ ​up​ ​
in​ ​four​ ​semicircles
12
,​ ​before​ ​four​ ​chairs,​ ​placed​ ​at​ ​the​ ​
four​ ​tables;​ ​all​ ​held​ ​books​ ​in​ ​their​ ​hands,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​great​ ​
book,​ ​like​ ​a​ ​bible,​ ​lay​ ​on​ ​each​ ​table,​ ​before​ ​the​ ​vacant​ ​
seat.​ ​A​ ​pause​ ​of​ ​some​ ​seconds​ ​succeeded,​ ​ﬁlled​ ​up​ ​by​ ​
the​ ​low,​ ​vague​ ​hum
13
​ ​of​ ​numbers
14
;​ ​Miss​ ​Miller​ ​walked​ ​
from​ ​class​ ​to​ ​class,​ ​hushing
15
​ ​this​ ​indeﬁnite​ ​sound.
A​ ​distant​ ​bell​ ​tinkled:​ ​immediately​ ​three​ ​ladies​ ​en
-
tered​ ​the​ ​room,​ ​each​ ​walked​ ​to​ ​a​ ​table​ ​and​ ​took​ ​her​ ​
seat;​ ​Miss​ ​Miller​ ​assumed​ ​the​ ​fourth​ ​vacant​ ​chair,​ ​which​ ​
was​ ​that​ ​nearest​ ​the​ ​door,​ ​and​ ​around​ ​which​ ​the​ ​small
-
est​ ​of​ ​the​ ​children​ ​were​ ​assembled:​ ​to​ ​this​ ​inferior​ ​class​ ​
I​ ​was​ ​called,​ ​and​ ​placed​ ​at​ ​the​ ​bottom​ ​of​ ​it
16
.
Business​ ​now​ ​began
17
:​ ​the​ ​day’s​ ​Collect
18
​ ​was​ ​re-
peated,​ ​then​ ​certain​ ​texts​ ​of​ ​scripture
19
​ ​were​ ​said,​ ​and​ ​
to​ ​these​ ​succeeded​ ​a​ ​protracted
20
​ ​reading​ ​of​ ​chapters​ ​in​ ​
the​ ​Bible,​ ​which​ ​lasted​ ​an​ ​hour.​ ​By​ ​the​ ​time​ ​that​ ​exer-
cise​ ​was​ ​terminated,​ ​day​ ​had​ ​fully​ ​dawned.​ ​The​ ​indefat-
igable​ ​bell​ ​now​ ​sounded​ ​for​ ​the​ ​fourth​ ​time:​ ​the​ ​class-
es​ ​were​ ​marshalled​ ​and​ ​marched
21
​ ​into​ ​another​ ​room​ ​to​ ​
breakfast:​ ​how​ ​glad​ ​I​ ​was​ ​to​ ​behold​ ​a​ ​prospect
22
​ ​of​ ​get-
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1.consterna-
tion
2.des​ ​premiers​ ​
rangs
3.s’écria
4.élégant
5.plantureuse
6.celle​ ​que
7.table
8.Les​ ​grâces​ ​
furent​ ​dites,​ ​
longuement
9.Aamée
10.prête​ ​à​ ​
défaillir
11.paroxysme
12.une​ ​fois​ ​
amorti
13.infâme​ ​
brouet
14.l’aamé​ ​lui-
même​ ​
15.en​ ​est​ ​
rapidement​ ​
dégoûté
16.abandonné
17.De​ ​nouvelles​ ​
grâces​ ​ayant​ ​
loué
18.on​ ​lisait​ ​le​ ​
mécontente-
ment​ ​sur​ ​leurs​ ​
visages​ ​à​ ​toutes
ting​ ​something​ ​to​ ​eat!​ ​I​ ​was​ ​now​ ​nearly​ ​sick​ ​from​ ​inan-
ition,​ ​having​ ​taken​ ​so​ ​little​ ​the​ ​day​ ​before.
The​ ​refectory​ ​was​ ​a​ ​great,​ ​low-ceiled​ ​gloomy​ ​room;​ ​
on​ ​two​ ​long​ ​tables​ ​smoked​ ​basins​ ​of​ ​something​ ​hot,​ ​
which,​ ​however,​ ​to​ ​my​ ​dismay
1
,​ ​sent​ ​forth​ ​an​ ​odour​ ​far​ ​
from​ ​inviting.​ ​I​ ​saw​ ​an​ ​universal​ ​manifestation​ ​of​ ​dis-
content​ ​when​ ​the​ ​fumes​ ​of​ ​the​ ​repast​ ​met​ ​the​ ​nostrils​ ​
of​ ​those​ ​destined​ ​to​ ​swallow​ ​it:​ ​from​ ​the​ ​van​ ​of​ ​the​ ​pro-
cession
2
,​ ​the​ ​tall​ ​girls​ ​of​ ​the​ ​ﬁrst​ ​class,​ ​rose​ ​the​ ​whis-
pered​ ​words:—
‘Disgusting!​ ​The​ ​porridge​ ​is​ ​burnt​ ​again!’
‘Silence!’​ ​ejaculated
3
​ ​a​ ​voice;​ ​not​ ​that​ ​of​ ​Miss​ ​Miller,​ ​
but​ ​of​ ​one​ ​of​ ​the​ ​upper​ ​teachers,​ ​a​ ​little​ ​and​ ​dark​ ​per-
sonage,​ ​smartly​ ​dressed
4
​ ​but​ ​of​ ​somewhat​ ​morose​ ​as-
pect,​ ​who​ ​installed​ ​herself​ ​at​ ​the​ ​top​ ​of​ ​one​ ​table,​ ​while​ ​
a​ ​more​ ​buxom
5
​ ​lady​ ​presided​ ​at​ ​the​ ​other.​ ​I​ ​looked​ ​
in​ ​vain​ ​for​ ​her
6
​ ​I​ ​had​ ​ﬁrst​ ​seen​ ​the​ ​night​ ​before;​ ​she​ ​
was​ ​not​ ​visible:​ ​Miss​ ​Miller​ ​occupied​ ​the​ ​foot​ ​of​ ​the​ ​
table​ ​where​ ​I​ ​sat,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​strange​ ​foreign-looking,​ ​elder-
ly​ ​lady,​ ​the​ ​French​ ​teacher,​ ​as​ ​I​ ​afterwards​ ​found,​ ​took​ ​
the​ ​corresponding​ ​seat​ ​at​ ​the​ ​other​ ​board
7
.​ ​A​ ​long​ ​grace​ ​
was​ ​said
8
​ ​and​ ​a​ ​hymn​ ​sung;​ ​then​ ​a​ ​servant​ ​brought​ ​in​ ​
some​ ​tea​ ​for​ ​the​ ​teachers​ ​and​ ​the​ ​meal​ ​began.
Ravenous
9
,​ ​and​ ​now​ ​very​ ​faint
10
,​ ​I​ ​devoured​ ​a​ ​spoon-
ful​ ​or​ ​two​ ​of​ ​my​ ​portion​ ​without​ ​thinking​ ​of​ ​its​ ​taste;​ ​
but​ ​the​ ​ﬁrst​ ​edge
11
​ ​of​ ​hunger​ ​blunted
12
,​ ​I​ ​perceived​ ​I​ ​
had​ ​got​ ​in​ ​hand​ ​a​ ​nauseous​ ​mess
13
:​ ​burnt​ ​porridge​ ​is​ ​
almost​ ​as​ ​bad​ ​as​ ​rotten​ ​potatoes;​ ​famine​ ​itself
14
​ ​soon​ ​
sickens​ ​over​ ​it
15
.​ ​The​ ​spoons​ ​were​ ​moved​ ​slowly:​ ​I​ ​saw​ ​
each​ ​girl​ ​taste​ ​her​ ​food​ ​and​ ​try​ ​to​ ​swallow​ ​it;​ ​but​ ​in​ ​
most​ ​cases​ ​the​ ​effort​ ​was​ ​soon​ ​relinquished
16
.​ ​Break-
fast​ ​was​ ​over,​ ​and​ ​none​ ​had​ ​breakfasted.​ ​Thanks​ ​being​ ​
returned​ ​for
17
​ ​what​ ​we​ ​had​ ​not​ ​got,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​second​ ​hymn​ ​
chanted,​ ​the​ ​refectory​ ​was​ ​evacuated​ ​for​ ​the​ ​school-
room.​ ​I​ ​was​ ​one​ ​of​ ​the​ ​last​ ​to​ ​go​ ​out,​ ​and​ ​in​ ​passing​ ​the​ ​
tables,​ ​I​ ​saw​ ​one​ ​teacher​ ​take​ ​a​ ​basin​ ​of​ ​the​ ​porridge​ ​
and​ ​taste​ ​it;​ ​she​ ​looked​ ​at​ ​the​ ​others;​ ​all​ ​their​ ​counte
-
nances​ ​expressed​ ​displeasure
18
,​ ​and​ ​one​ ​of​ ​them,​ ​the​ ​
stout​ ​one,​ ​whispered:—
‘Abominable​ ​stuff!​ ​How​ ​shameful!’
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