Dr. Salah
First  Semester


Prose (7)

Third year
One of the features of Charlotte Bronte's style is the intensity of passions of her characters. Charlotte Bronte is making fun of Jane Austen, because there are no emotions in her novels. She says that Jane is superficial, she is not interested in the emotions of her characters, Jane deals with ladies, but Charlotte deals with women a lady is what you are in public, but a woman is how you feel as human being. 
Charlotte says: 
"She does her business of delineating the surface of the lives of genteel English people curiously well. There is a Chinese fidelity, a miniature delicacy, in the painting. She ruffles her reader by nothing vehement, disturbs him with nothing profound. The passions are perfectly unknown to her: she rejects even a speaking acquaintance with that stormy sisterhood ... What sees keenly, speaks aptly, moves flexibly, it suits her to study: but what throbs fast and full, though hidden, what the blood rushes through, what is the unseen seat of life and the sentient target of death--this Miss Austen ignores....Jane Austen was a complete and most sensible lady, but a very incomplete and rather insensible (not senseless woman), if this is heresy--I cannot help it"
- The structure of Jane Eyre is similar to that of a tragedy. 
- Mr. Rochester's character is similar to that of a tragedy.
- One night, Jane heard a voice saying ‘Jane, Jane’. So, she went to see what happened to Mr. Rochester. She asked a man about Mr. Rochester. This scene shows the intensity of the passions of Charlotte Bronte.  
"Yes, ma'am; I lived there once."

"Did you?" Not in my time, I thought: you are a stranger to me.

"I was the late Mr. Rochester's butler," he added.

The late! I seem to have received, with full force, the blow I had been trying to evade.

"The late!" I gasped. "Is he dead?"
"I mean the present gentleman, Mr. Edward's father," he explained. I breathed again: my blood resumed its flow.

"Is Mr. Rochester living at Thornfield Hall now?" I asked, knowing, of course, what the answer would be, but yet desirous of deferring the direct question as to where he really was.

No, ma'am −− oh, no! No one is living there -- Thornfield Hall is quite a ruin: it was burnt down just about harvest time. A dreadful calamity! such an immense quantity of valuable property destroyed"

At dead of night!" I muttered. Yes, that was ever the hour of fatality at Thornfield. "Was it known how it originated?" I demanded

They guessed, ma'am: they guessed. Indeed, I should say it was ascertained beyond a doubt. You are not perhaps aware," he continued, edging his chair a little nearer the table, and speaking low," that there was a lady −− a −− a lunatic, kept in the house?"

She was kept in very close confinement, ma'am: people even for some years was not absolutely certain of her existence. No one saw her: they only knew by rumor that such a person was at the Hall; and who or what she was it was difficult to conjecture. They said Mr. Edward had brought her from abroad, and some believed she had been his mistress. But a queer thing happened a year since−− a very queer thing."

"And this lady?"

"This lady, ma'am," he answered, "turned out to be Mr. Rochester's wife! The discovery was brought about in the strangest way. There was a young lady, a governess at the Hall, that Mr. Rochester fell in −− "

"But the fire," I suggested.

I'm coming to that, ma'am −− that Mr. Edward fell in love with. The servants say they never saw anybody so much in love as he was: he was after her continually. They used to watch him −−servants will, you know, ma'am −− and he set store on her past everything: for all, nobody but him thought her so very handsome. She was a little small thing, they say, almost like a child. I never saw her myself; but I've heard Leah, the house−maid, tell of her. Leah liked her well enough. Mr. Rochester was about forty, and this governess not twenty; and you see, when gentlemen of his age fall in love with girls, they are often like as if they were bewitched.
"She KEPT A PRIVATE bottle OF GIN BY HER, and now and then took a drop over−much. It is excusable, for she had a hard life of it: but still it was dangerous; for when Mrs. Poole was fast asleep after the gin and water, the mad lady, who was as cunning as a witch, would take the keys out of her pocket, let herself out of her chamber, and go roaming about the house, doing any wild mischief that came into her head.

They say she had nearly burnt her husband in his bed once: but I don't know about that. However, on this night, she set fire first to the hangings of the room next her own, and then she got down to a lower storey, and made her way to the chamber that had been the governess's −− (she was like as if she knew somehow how matters had gone on, and had a spite at her) −− and she kindled the bed there; but there was nobody sleeping in it, fortunately. The governess had run away two months before; and for all Mr. Rochester sought her as if she had been the most precious thing he had in the world, he never could hear a word of her; and he grew savage −− quite savage on his disappointment: he never was a wild man, but he got dangerous after he lost her. He would be alone, too.

"Then Mr. Rochester was at home when the fire broke out?"

"Yes, indeed was he; and he went up to the attics when all was burning above and below, and got the servants out of their beds and helped them down himself, and went back to get his mad wife out of her cell. And then they called out to him that she was on the roof, where she was standing, waving her arms, above the battlements, and shouting out till they could hear her a mile off: I saw her and heard her with my own eyes. She was a big woman, and had long black hair: we could see it streaming against the flames as she stood. I witnessed, and several more witnessed, Mr. Rochester ascend through the sky−light on to the roof; we heard him call 'Bertha!' We saw him approach her; and then, ma'am, she yelled and gave a spring, and the next minute she lay smashed on the pavement."

"Dead?"

"Dead! Ay, dead as the stones on which her brains and blood were scattered."
- This scene shows the intensity of emotions in the novel. It makes us sympathize with Mr. Rochester. The structure of Mr. Rochester is similar to that of a tragedy.   
- The man is telling Jane Eyre about what happened to Mr. Rochester after the burning of the house. What happened to Mr. Rochester is a poetic justice. He sinned as he was about to marry Jane, and this is against the law of God according to the Christian point of view. The description of Mr. Rochester after the fire shows the passion and the emotions in the novel. 
"You said he was alive? I exclaimed.

"Yes, yes: he is alive; but many think he had better he dead."

"Why? How?" My blood was again running cold. "Where is he?" I demanded. "Is he in England?"

"Ay −− ay −− he's in England; he can't get out of England, I fancy −− he's a fixture now."What agony was this! And the man seemed resolved to protract it. He is stone−blind," he said at last. "Yes, he is stone−blind, is Mr. Edward."

I had dreaded worse. I had dreaded he was mad. I summoned strength to ask what had caused this calamity.

"It was all his own courage, and a body may say, his kindness, in a way, ma'am: he wouldn't leave the house till every one else was out before him. As he came down the great staircase at last, after Mrs. Rochester had flung herself from the battlements, there was a great crash −− all fell. He was taken out from under the ruins, alive, but sadly hurt: a beam had fallen in such a way as to protect him partly; but one eye was knocked out, and one hand so crushed that Mr. Carter, the surgeon, had to amputate it directly. The other eye inflamed: he lost the sight of that also. He is now helpless, indeed −− blind and a cripple."

"Where is he? Where does he now live?"

"At Ferndean, a manor−house on a farm he has, about thirty miles off: quite a desolate spot."
"Who is with him?"

"Old John and his wife: he would have none else. He is quite broken down, they say

- The name of ferndean is symbolic, it means the grean land. It is the symbol of nature. Mr. Rochester went to his mother nature for consolation. Jane Eyre went to Mr. Rochester at his new house. She says 
It opened slowly: a figure came out into the twilight and stood on the step; a man without a hat: he stretched forth his hand as if to feel whether it rained. Dusk as it was, I had recognised him −− it was my master, Edward Fairfax Rochester, and no other.

- Charlotte Bronte addresses her reader. 

"And, reader, do you think I feared him in his blind ferocity? −− if you do, you little know me. A soft hope blest with my sorrow that soon I should dare to drop a kiss on that brow of rock, and on those lips so sternly sealed beneath it: but not yet. I would not accost him yet."
- Jane went to meet Mr. Rochester after all that time. This scene shows how he will recognize her. In this scene, Charlotte Bronte uses suspense. 
"Give me the water, Mary," he said.

"I approached him with the now only half−filled glass; Pilot followed me, still excited. What is the matter?" he inquired.

"Down, Pilot!" I again said. He checked the water on its way to his lips, and seemed to listen: he drank, and put the glass down. "This is you, Mary, is it not?"

"Mary is in the kitchen," I answered.

He put out his hand with a quick gesture, but not seeing where I stood, he did not touch me. "Who is his? Who is this?" he demanded, trying, as it seemed, to SEE with those sightless eyes −−

Unavailing and distressing attempt! "Answer me −− speak again!" he ordered, imperiously and aloud.

"Will you have a little more water, sir? I spilt half of what was in the glass," I said.

"WHO is it? WHAT is it? Who speaks?"

"Pilot knows me, and John and Mary know I am here. I came only this evening," I answered.

"Great God! −− what delusion has come over me? What sweet madness has seized me?"

"No delusion −− no madness: your mind, sir, is too strong for delusion, your health too sound for frenzy."
"And where is the speaker? Is it only a voice? Oh! I CANNOT see, but I must feel, or my heart will stop and my brain burst. Whatever −− whoever you are −− be perceptible to the touch or I cannot He groped; I arrested his wandering hand, and prisoned it in both mine.

"Her very fingers!" he cried; "her small, slight fingers! If so there must be more of her."

The muscular hand broke from my custody; my arm was seized, my shoulder −− neck −− waist −− was entwined and gathered to him.

"Is it Jane? WHAT is it? This is her shape −− this is her size −− "

"And this her voice," I added. "She is all here: her heart, too. God bless you, sir! I am glad to be so near you again."

"Jane Eyre! −− Jane Eyre," was all he said.

"My dear master," I answered, "I am Jane Eyre: I have found you out −− I am come back to you."

"In truth? −− in the flesh? My living Jane?"

"You touch me, sir, −− you hold me, and fast enough: I am not cold like a corpse, nor vacant like am I?"

"My living darling! These are certainly her limbs, and these her features; but I cannot be so blest, after all my misery. It is a dream; such dreams as I have had at night when I have clasped her once more to my heart, as I do now; and kissed her, as thus −− and felt that she loved me, and trusted that she would not leave me."

"Which I never will, sir, from this day."
- This is poetic justice, as both of them are going to be rewarded. She was a poor, passionate girl, so she was rewarded by God, even if she was married to a blinded man. 

It is you −− is it, Jane? You are come back to me then.And you do not lie dead in some ditch under some stream? And amongst strangers?"

No, sir! I am an independent woman now."

Independent! What do you mean, Jane?"

"My uncle in Madeira is dead, and he left me five thousand pounds."

"Ah! This is practical −− this is real!" he cried: "I should never dream that. Besides, there is that peculiar voice of hers, so animating and piquant, as well as soft: it cheers my withered heart; it puts life into it. −− What, Janet! Are you an independent woman? A rich woman?"

"If you won't let me live with you, I can build a house of my own close up to your door, and you may come and sit in my parlour when you want company of an evening"

"And you will stay with me?"

"Certainly −− unless you object. I will be your neighbor, your nurse, your housekeeper. I find you lonely: I will be your companion −− to read to you, to walk with you, to sit with you, to wait on you,

To be eyes and hands to you. Cease to look so melancholy, my dear master; you shall not be left desolate as long as I live.".
- Jane is a strong character who is acting as if she is his mother. He wanted her restoration more than her sight. He wanted to have her back this explain how the relationship between them is strong.
"For with him I was at perfect ease, because I knew I suited him; all I said or did seemed either to console or revive him. Delightful consciousness! It brought to life and light my whole nature: in his presence I thoroughly lived; and he lived in mine. Blind as he was, smiles played over his face, joy dawned on his forehead: his lineaments softened and warmed."

Besides, I wished to touch no deep−thrilling chord −− to open no fresh well of emotion in his heart: my sole present aim was to cheer him. Cheered, as I have said, he was: and yet but by fits.

If a moment's silence broke the conversation, he would turn restless; touch me, then say, "Jane."You are altogether a human being, Jane? You are certain of that?"

"I conscientiously believe so, Mr. Rochester."

Here Jane is talking about John.
He intended me to go with him to India.
Ah! Here I reach the root of the matter. He wanted you to marry him?"

He asked me to marry him."

That is a fiction −− an impudent invention to vex me."

I beg your pardon, it is the literal truth: he asked me more than once, and was as stiff about urging is point as ever you could be."

Miss Eyre, I repeat it, you can leave me. How often am I to say the same thing? Why do you remain perched on my knee, when I have given you notice to quit?"

Because I am comfortable there.
No, Jane, you are not comfortable there, because your heart is not with me: it is with this cousin −−this St. John. Oh, till this moment, I thought my little Jane was all mine"

- Charlotte Bronte uses the flashback technique in this scene. Mr. Rochester is telling Jane about the night in which he was calling Jane's name. 
"I was in my own room, and sitting by the window, which was open: it soothed me to feel the balm night air; though I could see no stars and only by a vague, luminous haze, knew the presence of a moon. I longed for thee, Janet! Oh, I longed for thee both with soul and flesh! I asked of God, at once in anguish and humility, if I had not been long enough desolate, afflicted, tormented; and mi not soon taste bliss and peace once more. That I merited all I endured, I acknowledged −− that I could scarcely endure more, I pleaded; and the alpha and omega of my heart's wishes broke involuntarily from my lips in the words −− 'Jane! Jane! Jane!'"

"Did you speak these words aloud?"

"I did, Jane. If any listener had heard me, he would have thought me mad: I pronounced them with such frantic energy."

"And it was last Monday night, somewhere near midnight?"

You cannot now wonder," continued my master, "that when you rose upon me so unexpectedly last night, I had difficulty in believing you any other than a mere voice and vision, something that would melt to silence and annihilation, as the midnight whisper and mountain echo had melted before.

Now, I thank God! I know it to be otherwise. Yes, I thank God
- This shows the gothic element that is used by Charlotte Bronte in the novel. Also she used the flashback technique, or the stream of consciousness technique.

"Mary, I have been married to Mr. Rochester this morning." The housekeeper and her husband were both of that decent phlegmatic order of people, to whom one may at any time safely communicate a

"You have not quite forgotten little Adele, have you, reader? I had not; I soon asked and obtained leave of Mr. Rochester, to go and see her at the school where he had placed her"
- Here the writer is talking to the reader. There is identification between Jane Eyre and Charlotte Bronte in this novel. The lecture is mainly about the technique used by Charlotte Bronte in her novel. It can be summarized as following: 
· The intensity of the emotions and passions of her characters. 

· Addressing the reader so as to come close to him.  

· The gothic element. 

· The flashback technique or the stream of consciousness technique. 

· The structure of the novel is similar to the structure of a tragedy.  
End …
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