Charlotte Bronté ( 18 1 6-185 5) was an English novelist.

Growing up she showed great talent in drawing, and her early ambition was
to have a career in art. However, due to a lack of funds — money had to be
reserved for her brother’s painting lessons and studio — she never received any
professional training. Bronté ended up working as a governess for several years
before pursuing a career as a novelist. Jane Eyre is her best-known work.

Jane Eyre

Jane tells her soon-to-be husband, Mr. Rochester, about a frightening
experience she had during the night.

‘On waking, a gleam dazzled my eyes; [ thought - Oh, it is
daylight! But I was mistaken; it was only candlelight. Sophie, I
supposed, had come in. There was a light in the
dressingtable, and the door of the closet, where, before

going to bed, I had hung my wedding-dress and veil, stood
open; I heard a rustling there. I asked, ‘Sophie, what are you
doing?’ No one answered; but a form emerged from the
closet; it took the light, held it aloft, and surveyed the
garments pendent from the portmanteau. ‘Sophie! Sophie!’ I
again cried: and still it was silent. I had risen up in bed, I bent
forward: first surprise, then bewilderment, came over me;
and then my blood crept cold through my veins.

Mr. Rochester, this was not Sophie, it was not Leah, it was not
Mrs. Fairfax: it was not — no, I was sure of it, and am

still — it was not even that strange woman, Grace Poole.’

‘It must have been one of them,” interrupted my master.

‘No, sir, I solemnly assure you to the contrary. The shape
standing before me had never crossed my eyes within the
precincts of Thornfield Hall before; the height, the contour
were new to me.’

‘Describe it, Jane.’

‘It seemed, sir, a woman, tall and large, with thick and dark
hair hanging long down her back. I know not what dress she
had on: it was white and straight; but whether gown, sheet,
or shroud, I cannot tell.’

‘Did you see her face?’

‘Not at first. But presently she took my veil from its place; she
held it up, gazed at it long, and then she threw it over her
own head, and turned to the mirror. At that moment I saw
the reflection of the visage and features quite distinctly in the
dark oblong glass.’
‘And how were they?"
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‘Fearful and ghastly to me — oh, sir, I never saw a face like

it! It was a discoloured face - it was a savage face. I wish I
could forget the roll of the red eyes and the fearful blackened
inflation of the lineaments!’

‘Ghosts are usually paie, jane.’

“This, sir, was purple: the lips were swelled and dark; the brow
furrowed: the black eyebrows widely raised over the bloodshot
eyes. Shall I tell you of what it reminded me?’

‘You may.’

‘Of the foul German spectre — the Vampyre.’

‘Ah! - what did it do?’

‘Sir, it removed my veil from its gaunt head, rent it in two
parts, and flinging both on the floor, trampled on them.’
‘Afterwards?’

‘It drew aside the window-curtain and looked out; perhaps
it saw dawn approaching, for, taking the candle, it retreated
to the door. Just at my bedside, the figure stopped: the fiery
eyes glared upon me - she thrust up her candle close to my
face, and extinguished it under my eyes. [ was aware her
lurid visage flamed over mine, and I lost consciousness: for
the second time in my life — only the second time - I became
insensible from terror.’

‘Who was with you when you revived?’

‘No one, sir, but the broad day. I rose, bathed my head

and face in water, drank a long draught; felt that though
enfeebled I was not ill, and determined that to none but you
would I impart this vision. Now, sir, tell me who and what
that woman was?’

‘The creature of an over-stimulated brain; that is certain. I
must be careful of you, my treasure: nerves like yours were
not made for rough handling.’

‘Sir, depend on it, my nerves were not in fault; the thing was
real: the transaction actually took place.’

© Noordhoff Uitgevers bv



