


AXENH SUP

Mou paBowopopHsie popcTBeHHHKH Jim3a, [lxoH u J[soppkuana
Pup cupenu BoOKpyr cBoeil Mambl B roctunoii y fireside, Ho MHe He
paspemanoch K HUM MPHCOeAUHATHCA.

fI nomuia B another komuary, rae crossn bookcase. B3sas ogny us
books — «Hcroputo British nTum» — s 3abpasack Ha window seat,
3aTaHyJa curtain, mogo0paJia Horu M yceJsach cross-legged.

IIBepb breakfast-room pacmaxmysace.

«Aral» — paspancsa kpuk [[sxona Puna.

1 HemepuienHo BbimIa, mpexze yem [[xon drag out mens orryna
CHJIOH.

«Uro Tt want?» — cmpocuaa 5.

Isxon Pum Obln werhipHapguaTuietHum schoolboy. Om continual-
ly sanyrusan mens. fI wenasumena u feared ero. The servants e
CTPeMIJIUCH TEPEeYUTh MOJOJIOMY OapuHy, a MuccuC Puj, ero mars,
0ObLaa B aToM Bompoce cjena u deaf. Bresanno, He npousHecs Hu cJoBa,
Ixon strongly ymapun mens.

«Tw1, rat, — ckasas on. — Yro TH gesazna 3a curtain?»

«fl unrana».

~coeGeo

book — krura

bookcase — kHmKHbII HIKad
breakfast-room — croaosas
British — 6puranckuit
continually — nocrosuuo
cross-legged — cxpecrus Horn
deaf — rayxoit

drag out — BbITamUTH

fear — 6osiTbest

fireside — xamun

rat — Kpsica

schoolboy — mxoapHuK
servant — cayra

strongly — cuabHO

want — XoTeTb

window seat — IMOAOKOHHHK

'Tm\l’ .
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My cousins, Eliza, John and Georgiana Reed were sitting round
their mama in the drawing-room by the fireside, but I was not
allowed to join the group.

I went into another room, with a bookcase in it. I took one of
the books, History of British

Birds, and climbed into the window seat. I drew the curtain,
gathered up my feet, and sat cross-legged.

“Boh!” cried the voice of John Reed.

I came out immediately before John could drag me out.

“What do you want?” I asked.

John Reed was a fourteen-year-old schoolboy. I hated and feared
him. The servants did not like to offend their young master, and
Mrs. Reed, his mother, was blind and deaf on the subject. All at
once, without speaking, John struck suddenly and strongly.

“You rat,” he said. “What were you doing behind that curtain?”

“I was reading.”

***

«Tot He umeems right Gpate Hamu kuura. Y Tebs HeT money.
Ceituac 1 mpoyuy Te0s. Ay u stand y nsepu».

A Tak u cpesana. On hurled B mens Taményro kuury. OHa ymapuna
MeHs, 1 ynaJja, yaapusumchk head o aBeps, u pacmmoia head. U3 pansi
MOTEeKJIa KPOBb, pain Oblia sKTydeil.

«3a0it u cruel maspunmra! Tol kak youitmal»

On cxsatun meHs 3a BoJiockl M shoulder. ‘Rat! Rat! Jmmsa u
Isxopaskuana mobeskayu 3a muccuc Pum.

Hac pasussm, u muccuc Puj HaBucJia over MHOI.

«YBeuTe €€ B KPaCHYH) KOMHATy, — CKa3aja muccuc Pum, — u
lock in eé Tam».

Kpacnas komnara Oblia camoii Gosbmoii bedroom B Teiircxep
XoJjute. Nobody Tam He cmas. WimenHo 3jech nine Jier Hasaj ymep
mucrep Pup. The servants rosopuim, 4To Tam o0utasu Jyxu.

W@tﬁw

cruel — sxecrokuit
hurl — mBbIpsTH
lock in — 3amepers
money — AeHbI'
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nine — AeBSTH
nobody — nukro
over — Hap,

pain — 60ab

rat — Kpbica

right — mpaso
servant — cayra
shoulder — maeuo
stand — BcTaTh

~—oia~

“You have no right to take our books. You have no money.
Now, I'll teach you a lesson. Go and stand by the door.”

I did so. He hurled the heavy book at me. It hit me and I fell,
striking my head against the door and cutting it. The cut bled, the
pain was sharp.

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

He grasped my hair and my shoulder. ‘Rat! Rat! Eliza, and
Georgiana ran for Mrs. Reed.

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

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

The red-room was the biggest bedroom in Gateshead Hall. No-
body slept there. It was here, nine years before, Mr. Reed had died.
The servants said that it was haunted.

***

fl oruasnHo resisted. Beccu u J600T mMpuILIOCH BTANUTL MeHA
gepe3 door.

«Rakoe kommaptoe conduct, mucc Jiip, B ymapusu Bamero young
XO3SMHAY.

«Xossauna! fI yro — servant?»

«BpiI croute emé Huke servant, moromy uro Bb nothing He mesaerte
IJIA TOro, 4TOOBI ceds cojieps:kaTh», — CKasajia Mucc J00OT.

Onu Buimi u locked 3a coGoir pseps. Ilouemy Bce adore
srouctuuroro, rude J[xona, [l:kopmuany u dumsy u hate mema?
Temnuesio, daylight rac, a y mena He Obli0 candle. A eme ObLIO
XOJIO/[HO, TIOTOMY YTO B KOMHATe He pa3omriu kamuH. fl mopymasa o
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mucrepe Pupe. On 6b11 moum uncle — Opatom moeir martepu. Korga
mou parents ymepJm, uncle Pun npusé3 mens B I'eiircxen XoJw.

Beccu ckasana mue, uro muccuc Pup mpogosxuina look after o6o
MHe, TOJIbKO TOTOMY 4TO mepes camoii cBoeii death mucrep Pup B3sx ¢
Heé obemanue. Perhaps now his spirit was watching u orroro angry
rJIAA Ha TO, Kak co MHo# obpamatotes. Sl B manuke stared Bo Thmy,
yOes/IeHHas B TOM, 4TO BOT-BOT mosiBuTcs phantom.

W@t@w

adore — o6oxarb

conduct — noBeaeHue

daylight — aneBHOIT cBeT

death — cmeptp

door — aBeps

lock — 3amepets

look after — 3a6oruTbcs

nothing — uuuero

parents — poauTtean

perhaps now his spirit was watching — BoamosxHO, ceityac ero Ayx
HabAIOAQA

phantom — mpuspax

resist — COIPOTHBASTBCS

rude — rpy6suit

servant — cAyra, CAy>KaHKa

stare — BIASIABIBATbHCS

uncle — asps

young — MOAOAOM

NZOACY

I resisted all the way. Bessie and Abbott had to force me
through the door.

“What shocking conduct, Miss Eyre, to strike your young mas-
ter.”
“Master! Am I a servant?”
“You are less than a servant, for you do nothing for your keep,”
said Miss Abbot.

They left and locked the door behind them. Why did everyone

adore selfish, rude John, Georgiana and Eliza, and hate me? It was
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getting dark as the daylight faded and I had no candle. It was cold
too as there was no fire in the fireplace. I thought about Mr. Reed.
He had been my uncle — my mother’s brother. When my parents
had died, my uncle Reed had brought me to Gateshead Hall.

Bessie had told me that Mrs. Reed only continued to look after
me because, just before his death, Mr. Reed had made her promise
that she would. Perhaps now his spirit was watching, and was
angry about the way they treated me. I stared into the darkness in
panic, convinced a phantom was about to appear.

***

B asror moment Ha crene gleamed cBer, a 3aTemM Me/JieHHO
3aCKOJIb3UJ KO MHe uepe3 Bech ceiling.

I pemmia, uro 3o ghost. Mos head 3anbinaga. fl rushed k aBepu
¥ B OTUaAHWM NPUMHSANACh ¢ KpuKoM féprath pyury. IloBepHyscsa kitod.

«What is all this?» Jro Obta mmccuec Pup. «Mos duty —
nokasartb Tebe, uto tricks He cpaboraror. Thl Temeph ocTaHembcsA TYT
Ha hour mosbme».

«0 Téra! have pity! Ilpocrure mensal»

Miuccuc Pup BToJIKHYJIa MeHS 00paTHO B I'0Om ¥ 3amepJa JBepb.
A fell unconscious.

NCO t)t(‘j‘@fy‘

ceiling — moToaox

duty — o6s3anHOCTD

fell unconscious — AuIIMAACH 4yBCTB

ghost — mpuBHAeHHe; TPH3pAK

gleam — meabKaTsb

have pity! — cxaabrecs!

head — roaosa

hour — vac

rush — 6pocurscs

tricks — yaoBku

What is all this? — B uém aeao?
TN

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



Charlotte Bronté 8

I believed it was the ghost. My head grew hot. I rushed to the
door and shook the lock in desperate effort screaming. The key
turned.

“What is all this?” It was Mrs. Reed. “It is my duty to show
you that tricks will not work. You will now stay here an hour
longer.”

“0 aunt! have pity! Forgive me!”

Mrs. Reed pushed me back into the room and locked me in. I
fell unconscious.

***

Korpa s oTkpeuia rJaasza, To yBufjeJa, uTO Jiexy B cBoeil bed.
Beina night. Beccu crosiia okoJio MeHsi, OHa BBITJIAfiea anxious, HeKHi
I3KEHTJbMEH CHJIeJ Ha cTyjie Bo3je moeil pillow. Jto ObuT mMucTep
Jlnoiiz, apothecary.

«Kro s Takoii, [Ixeiin?» — asked omn.

«Mucrep Jlmoiin», — orsetnsa s, mporarusas emy hand. «Mens
3amepJii B KOMHare, rfie 0biio ghost».

3arem s BCE eMy pacckasagia.

«Twe1 061 X0Tesa xoquTh B school?» — cmpocuit oH.

«Jla, s xoresa 6bI moiTi B school».

«Well then, — ckasan on. — fI morosopro ¢ muccuc Pup».

"“C,@((*)t(jw

anxious — B3BOAHOBAaHHBIN
apothecary — amrexaps
ask — cnpammBars

bed — xposars

hand — pyxa

weak — caabprit

pillow — moaymka

ghost — npuBnpexne
school — mxoaa

well then — uro %
NZOAY”
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When I opened my eyes, I saw that I was in my own bed. It was
night. Bessie stood beside me, looking anxious, and a gentleman sat
in a chair near my pillow. It was Mr. Lloyd, an apothecary.

“Who am I, Jane?” he asked.

“Mr. Lloyd,” I said, offering him at the same time my hand.

Then I told him everything.

“Would you like to go to school?” he asked.

“Yes, I would love to go to school.”

“Well then,” he said. “I will speak to Mrs. Reed.”

***

IIpomuu Hoa6pb, December u nososuna supapsa. Beé Christmas u
BCE HOBOTOJ[HHE Tpa3JHUKM f TpoBeJa B cBoeidl komHaTe. HeckoJsbko
pa3 Beccu mpuHocuiia cake ¢ mpasgHUYHOTO CTOJIA.

Beuio marsagnaroe January. Becem BOemansa B nursery. Ona
nocremHo mojBesia meHsa k washstand, ymbiia u OsicTpo mpuuecasa
mHe hair. Mensa sxpaaun downstairs.

1 memnenno descended. Muccuc Pup skectom Besiesa MHe ap-
proach u mpefcraBusa MeHs BbicOKomMy grey-eyed IEHTJIBMEHY CO
cioBamu: «Bot 3Ta mMasenbkas girl, o KoTOpoit A Bam mucaJa».

I nomomina ¥ wemy. On mocraBus mens straight mepen coGoii.

«Her 0Oosee mpuckopOHOro 3pesuma, 4yem naughty child. Twt
3Haemib, Kyfa ormpasJsiores wicked Jomu, [lxeiin, mocae Toro, Kak
die?»

«Onn ornpasasiores B hell», — MomeHTaNBLHO answer .

NCOY (")t(‘)\&’)"“

answer — Harorose
approach — mpubausuTbCs

cake — rmpor

Christmas — PoxpaecTtso
December — pexabps
descended — criycrutbes (Buus)
die — ymupars

downstairs — BHuU3y

girl — peBouka

grey-eyed — ceporaassiit
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hair — Boaocst

hell — ap

January — suBaps

naughty child — Hemocaymuoe aurst
nursery — AeTcKas

straight — mpsimo

washstand — yMpIBaAbHEK

wicked — 3a0it
NZOAY”

November, December, and half of January passed away. During
all Christmas and New Year parties I waited in my room. Once or
twice Bessie brought me a cake from the feast.

It was the fifteenth of January. Bessie came running into the
nursery. She hurried me up to the washstand, scrubbed my face and
quickly brushed my hair. I was wanted downstairs.

I slowly descended. Mrs. Reed made a signal to me to approach
and introduced me to a tall grey-eyed gentleman with the words:

“This is the little girl I wrote to you about.”

I came up to him. He placed me straight before him.

“No sight so sad as that of a naughty child. Do you know where
wicked people go, Jane, after they die?”

“They go to hell,” was my ready answer.

***

«Tb1 unraemnb Bible?»

«Unorga».

«A Psalms?»

«Psalms He uHTepecHbie».

«Muctep Bporsbxeper, — ckasama Muccuc Pup. — Ecam Bb
npumere eé B JIOByACKyi0 mKoJy, s Xouy, 4To0bl superintendent u
yUHTeJIs He CIyCKaJd ¢ Heé riia3. CRIOHHOCT K JikM — moucThHe sad
fault B aTom peGénxe».

IT0 o0OBHMHEHHME, TPOM3HECEHHOE B TMPHUCYTCTBHM HE3HAKOMI[A,
yIapuJIo B caMoe cepe.

«3a Hew Oyayr caemuth, muccuc Puz. f morosopro ¢ muce Temma
u teachers», — ckasasm mucrep Bpoksbxeper.
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«fI ne deceitful, — ckazana 1. — Ecau 6b1 1 6blma Takoil, To
coJraJsa Obl ¥ CKasaJja, 4To love Bac, a s 3agBJsr0, uto He love Bac. fI
He love Bac, Bamero son u JieBoYeK. ITO OHH JIYT, a He fA».

«fI u BupaMb ckopo momuio eé B school», — murmured muccuc
Pup u BHIIJIA U3 KOMHATHI

NCOY (")t('j?&’)"“

Bible — bu6aus

deceitful — axuBbIT

heart — cepane

love — Ar06uTDH

murmur — 60pMOTaTh

Psalms — TTcaambr

sad fault — npuckop6HBIT MOpoOK
school — mkoaa

son — ChIH

superintendent — pupexrop

teacher — yuurean
TN

“Do you read your Bible?”

“Sometimes.”

“And the Psalms?”

“Psalms are not interesting.”

“Mr. Brocklehurst,” said Mrs. Reed. “If you admit her into
Lowood school, I want the superintendent and teachers keep a
strict eye n her. Deceit is, indeed, a sad fault in this child.”

Uttered before a stranger, the accusation cut me to the heart.

“She will be watched, Mrs. Reed. I will speak to Miss Temple
and the teachers,” said Mr. Brocklehurst.

“I am not deceitful,” I said. “If I were, I would lie and say I
love you, and I declare I do not love you. I dislike you, and your
son, and the girls. They tell lies, not me.”

“I will indeed send her to school soon,’
and left the room.

]

murmured Mrs. Reed
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*
kk

B nate uacoB morning Beccu Bomuia B Moo room. 3umHee yTpo
66110 ceipbim U chill. Mens ycapuiu B sxunax, u wheels sakpyTuiucs.
Mens yBO3WJIM B NEW KHU3Hb.

I 6bwna exhausted mouroit moesaxkoit. I yBumesa house mim cropee
HECKOJIbKO J10MOB €O MHO;kecTBoM windows. CiymaHka mpoBojuia
MeHsI BHYTDb.

Bomun ase semu. Ilepas Obuia Bhicokoil Jiemu ¢ dark BoJocamu,
dark rsasamu, Gaegubim m mumpokum forehead. Eii 6biio okoJo
JBaJIaTH JIEBATH, W BHIMJIAJENA OHA UyTh crapure second Jemu.

«JleBouka BeirasAguT tired, — ckasana mepBas Jeau. — Ee HyxHO
$00N YJIOMHUTD crath, mucc Musiep. U HakopmuTe ee ysKHHOM».

Caemys 3a mucc Muiiep, s mepecekaJia passage 3a passage, MoKa
Mbl He BomiM B wide, JJMHHYI0 KOMHATy ¢ orpomHbivu tables. Tam
ObLIM JIeBOYKH Da3HOro BospacTa, OT fesatH jo eighteen Jer, omu
cufean Ha benches. Mue BeJiesn cecth Ha bench okosio aBepu.

W@t@w'*

bench — cxametiika

chill — xoropHBII

dark — TémubIi

eighteen — BocemHaALaTh
exhausted — n3moTanHbI
forehead — A06

house — aoMm

new — HOBBIN

passage — KOPUAOD

room — KOMHaTa

second — BTOpOI

soon — BCKope

table — croa

tired — ycraabrit

wheel — koaeco

wide — mmpokwit
window — oxHO



13 Jane Eyre

At five o’clock in the morning Bessie came into my room. The
winter morning was raw and chill. I was put in the carriage and
the wheels began to move. I was carried away to my new life.

I was exhausted after a long journey. I saw a house or houses
with many windows. The servant led me inside it.

Two ladies came in. The first one was a tall lady with dark
hair, dark eyes, a pale and large forehead. She was about twen-
ty-nine and looked a little older than the second lady.

“The child looks tired,” said the first lady. “She should be put
to bed soon, Miss Miller. And let her have supper.”

Led by Miss Miller, I passed from passage to passage till we
entered a wide, long room, with great tables, and girls of every
age, from nine up to eighteen, sitting around them on benches. I was
told to sit on a bench near the door.

***

Korga meal Obiia okonuena, mucc Mussiep mpounrtaja prayers.
ITorom mHe momorji undress W YJIOMHJH CIATh.

Hous npomua rapidly. Korga s oTkpbuia eyes, rpoMKO 3BOHMJI
bell, u fmeBoukn around me ObLIM ye Ha HOrax M ojesBaJuch. BeLIO
emé TemHo, B bedroom cross yTkuii xosof. J[poska, s ofesachk
¥ mojio/ana cBoeil ouepean Kk basin. Ho kak Tosbko s Havasda
ymbiBathes, bell cHoBa 3a3Bonua. Mbl BOILIM B XOJIOHYIO M CKYIIO
oceménnyio schoolroom. Ilocsie mpoutenus prayers muce Muiep
BeJieJia HaMm cTaTh Mo Kjaccam. Mol mpouwsn prayers u B TeueHue yaca
ynrayu Bible.

BuoBb 3asBenen bell u MbI cHOBa BeTajM mapamu, 4YTOOBI
ornpasuthes B refectory. Ha kampom table crossm mucku, u odour
OT HMX WEJ BOBCe He coOJa3HMTesbHBIA fl Tak XoTesa ecTb, uTO
swallowed HeckoJIbKO MOJIHBIX JIOMKEK KallW, IpexJe dYeM BKYC
MO/IFOPeBIIell OBCAHKM 3aCTaBUJ MEHS OCTAHOBUThCA. 3aBTPaK ObLI
OKOHYEH, HO HHKTO TaK W He M03aBTPaKaJl.

O[T

around me — BOKpPyT MeHs
basin — ymMpIBaABHEK
bedroom — cnaabms

bell — xoaoxoa
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Bible — bubana

eye — raa3

meal — rpamesa
odour — apomar
prayer — MOAUTBa
rapidly — 6sicTpo
refectory — croaoBast
schoolroom — kaaccHast koMHara
swallow — raoTarp
table — croa

undress — paspeTbcst

When the meal was over, Miss Miller read prayers Then I was
helped to undress and put into bed.

The night passed rapidly. When I opened my eyes, a loud bell
was ringing and girls were up and dressing all around me. It was
still dark and freezing cold in the bedroom. I dressed shivering and
waited for my turn at the basin. But I had hardly begun to wash
my face when the bell rang again. We entered the cold and dimly
lit schoolroom. After prayers Miss Miller told us to form classes.

We said prayers and read from the Bible for an hour.

At the sound of the breakfast bell, we formed into pairs again
to go to the refectory. Basins of something stood on every table
though the odour was far from inviting. I was so hungry that I
swallowed several mouthfuls before the taste of the burned por-
ridge made me stop. Breakfast was over, and none had breakfasted.

***

Mucc Musnep Besesna crapuam jeBoukam mpuHectd globes pis
ypoka reorpadun. Ho mpeskpe, ueM Mbl Hayajid, B KOMHATY BOIILIA
dark-haired semn.

«Ceroansa morning y Bac OblI 3aBTpaK, KOTOPBIA BBl He CMOIJIHK
ChecTh, — CKasaja oHa. — fl pacmopsaauiach, 4TOOBI BCEM IPHHECJIH
no lunch xneba ¢ cheese».

M Bor, & high delight Bceii mkosbl, npunecan BrycHbie 6yTepOPOIBI
¢ ceipom. ITorom Geina mana order: «B cap!» Hac ornpasuiy Ha yauiy
B coJiomeHHbIX bonnets u ceprix cloaks.
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IocapimaBmmiicss mo3agu MeHs cough, 3acTaBUJl MeHA 00EPHYTHCH.
JleBouka — Ha HECKOJIBKO JIeT CTapmie MeHA — CHjiejia Ha KaMeHHOH
bench, unras kuury. fI BocmosibsoBasiace MomeHTOM, 4TOGHI Speak.

«TBos kuura interesting?»

«MHue HpaBHTCA», — CKa3ajia OHa.

NCOY ("St(’)W

bench — cxamps

bonnet — masnka

cheese — coip

cloak — Hakmpka

cough — xamreap

dark-haired — TémHOBOAOCHIH
globe — raobyc

high delight — Bceobmee ankoBanue
interesting — MHTepecHbIH
lunch — aomoTn

morning — yTpo

order — mpuKas, KOMaHAR

N *‘f@&@v -

Miss Miller ordered the monitors to fetch the globes for a ge-
ography lesson. But before we started, the dark-haired lady entered
the room.

“You had a breakfast this morning which you could not eat,”
she said. “I have ordered a lunch of bread and cheese to be served
to all.”

And so the delicious fresh bread and cheese was brought in to
the high delight of the whole school.

The order was now given ‘To the garden! In straw bonnets and
grey cloaks we were sent outside.

The sound of a cough close behind me made me turn my head. A
girl a few years older than me was sitting on a stone bench, reading
a book. I took my chance to speak.

“Is your book interesting?”

“I like it,” she said.

speak — rosopurn
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«Uro Takoe JloByz?»

«JdT0 Bpoje 0JaroTBOpUTEJbHON mKOJB AuA orphans. Mucrep
Bpokabxeper overlooks u Bcem 37iech PYKOBOIUTY.

«OH 3pech KUBET?» — crpocuJa 1.

«0 Her, OH HUBET cO CBOeil ceMbéil B (oJibIOM house 3a jaBe MuJu
orcioga. Ou village clergyman».

B sror mur 3azsorui bell, on sBan Hac BHyTps. Mbl moo0emasu, a
noTom classes mpooJBKAIKCD.

Caepyromuit day HavaJgcs, kak u npegsigymuii. CraJio emg xouao/Hee,
u freezing wind ayn npamo B dormitory uepes mioxo mojorHaHHbie
okHa. MbI Jpokaji Ha TPOTAMEHMH BCeil YTPEHHEHl MOJMTBBI — [0
curnana Ha breakfast.

W@iﬁqw

bell — xoaoxoa

breakfast — 3aBrpax

classes — ypoxu

day — peHp

dormitory — cmaabms

freezing wind — IIPOHU3BIBAIOLIMI BETEP; ACASHOM BeTep
house — aoMm

orphan — cupora

overlook — Hap3upaTs

village clergyman — pepeBeHCKuIT CBSIEHHIK
TN

“What is Lowood?”

“It’s partly a charity-school for orphans. Mr. Brocklehurst
overlooks and directs everything here.”

“Does he live here?” I asked.

“Oh no, he lives in a big house two miles away, with his family.
He’s the village clergyman.”

At that moment the bell rang to call us back inside. We had
dinner and more classes followed it.

The next day began as before. It was now even colder, and a
freezing wind blew right into the dormitory through the ill-fitting
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