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Hoporue npy3bs!

Kak u3BecTHO, Jy4iluii crocod y4yuTb MHOCTPAHHbBIN S3bIK —
9TO YUTaTh XYAOXECTBEHHYIO auteparypy. Ho uTeHue mOIXKHO
OBbITb HE TOJIbKO IMOJIE3HBIM, HO U yBJIeKaTeJbHbIM. [103TOMY MBI
oToOpany ISl Bac JIydllive MPOU3BEAEHUSI MUPOBOI JTUTEPATYPHI.
B xuwrax cepuu Bilingua BBl Haiin€Te amanTUpOBaHHBIE TEKCTHI
MPOU3BENECHNI Ha aHTJIMIACKOM SI3bIKE C MapalieJIbHBIM ITepeBOIOM
Ha pycckuii. B momosHeHMe K TeKCTaM NaroTcs yIpaXHEeHUs Ha
MOHVWMaHUWe MPOYUTAHHOTO C OTBETAMU 1 aHIJIO-PYCCKMI CIOBaph,
B KOTOPOM Bbl MOXKETE YTOUHUTb 3HAaUEHUE KOHKPETHOTO CJIOBA.

Bce aHrnuiickve TeKCTbl O3BYY€HBI HOCUTENSIMU SI3bIKa U
abCOJIIOTHO OechaamHo IOCTYTIHbI HacaiiTe poccuiickoi U poBoi
obpa3zoBatenbHOl narcdopmbl LECTA unu 4depes becnaamuoe
npuiaoxenue LECTA pnsi TIaHIIETOB W KOMIIBIOTEPOB IIOJ,
yrpasiaeHueM Windows, Android n iOS. YToObl BOCTIOIb30BaThCS
OecrnjaTHbIM ayaUONPUIIOKEHUEM, HEOOXOIUMO:

*  3aperucTpuMpoBaTbCs Ha caiiTe

https://lecta.rosuchebnik.ru/lingua win
B npuioxeHuu LECTA nnst MOOUJIBHBIX YCTPOMCTB,

*  HaiiTu ayIMOKYypC B JIEKTPOHHOI (popme B Kartajore,

*  100aBUTH €r0 B CBOM MOPTQEIb Ha TUIaThopMe.

IToce aToro Bbl CMOXKETE COBEPILIEHHO OECIIJIaATHO UCITOJIb30BaTh
ayIuoNpUWIOXeHe OJIHOBPEMEHHO Ha 3 yCTpolcTBax naxe 0e3
noakiatoyeHus K MHtepHery.

XKenaem ycnexos!



Chapter 1

It was impossible to take a walk that day. Since dinner
the cold winter wind had brought with it clouds so som-
bre, and a rain so penetrating, that further out-door exercise
was out of the question. Instead, we had to amuse ourselves
indoors. 1 was glad of it: I never liked long walks, especially
on chilly afternoons. My cousins, Eliza, John and Georgiana
Reed were sitting round their mama in the drawing-room
by the fire-side, but I was not allowed to join the group.

“You, Jane, are excluded from our company until I hear from
Bessie that you can behave like a proper, sweet little girl,” announced
Mrs. Reed.

“What does Bessie say I have done?” I asked.

“Jane, I don’t like questioners; don’t answer me back. Be seated
somewhere; and until you can speak pleasantly, remain silent.”

I went into another room, with a bookcase in it. I took one
of the books, Bewick’s History of British Birds, and climbed into
the window seat. I drew the curtain, gathered up my feet, and sat
cross-legged, like a Turk. Then I immersed myself into another
world. I was now discovering the shores of Lapland, Siberia,
Spitzbergen, Nova Zembla, Iceland, Greenland, with ‘the vast
sweep of the Arctic Zone, and that reservoir of frost and snow’. Of
these death white realms I formed an idea of my own: shadowy,
like all the half-comprehended notions that float dim through
children’s brains, but strangely impressive.
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I'mmaBa 1

VAT B TOT /eHb ObLIO HeBO3MOXHO. HaumHasa c obegna,

XOJIOZHBIM 3UMHUM BeTep HarHaj TY4W, OYeHb MpayvHbIEe,
U JOXKJb OBLT TaKWUM MPOHUIBIBAIOIIUM, YTO O TOM, YTOOBI
BEIUTH Ha VJUILY, PeYU He MUI0. BMeCcTO 3TOro Ham MPUIILIOCH
HcKaTh cebe 3aHATHME fAoMa. { Oblja paja 3TOMY: MHe
HUKOTZIa He HPaBWIMUCh [JIUTEJbHBIE MPOTYJIKU, OCOOEHHO B
xonogHble AHU. Moum Ky3eHbl Jnu3a, JI>koH u JI>KopaxuaHa
Puz cuzeny BOKpPYr CBOeM MaMbl B MOCTUHOW y KaMWHA, HO
MHE He pa3pemajoch K HUM ITPUCOEINHUTHCS.

— Ta1, JIKeliH, He JOMyCKaenIbes B Hallle 06IeCTBO Z0 TeX
Top, TTOKa 51 He TI0JIy4y OT Beccu U3BECTUH, YTO Thl MOXKEIb BECTH
cebs, KaK IogobaeT MWIOH MaJeHbKOM JeBOYKe, — OOBIBWIA
Mmuccuc Puz.

— Yto, kak roBopuT beccu, s Hagemama? — cIpo-
cuia A

— /JIxeliH, MHEe He HPAaBSATCH JIIOAY, IIOCTOSHHO 33Jaloliye
BOIIPOCHI; He mpepekatica. Cazapb rae-HuOyAb 1 MOTYM — IIOKA He
HaY4UIIbCA J0OPONOPAZOYHON PedH.

f momnwia B Apyryio KOMHATY, IZie CTOsUI KHYDKHBIN ImKad. f
B3sUJIa OZJHY M3 KHUT — «VICTOPHMIO OPUTAaHCKUX IITUIl» BeBrKa — 1
3abpasiack Ha MOZOKOHHUK. {1 3a/lepHy/Ia 3aHaBecKy, ozobpaa
HOTM M ycejach MO-Typelku. 3aTeM s MOrpy3uaach B Jpyrou
mup. f oTKpbIBana 6epera Jlawtanauy, Cubupy, lnundeprexa,
Hogoit 3emuu, Vcnauauu, 'peHnaHny, «IIUPOKOIO IIPOCTOpa
ApKTHUYECKOM 30HBI, XpaHWINIA MOPO3a U CHEroB». Y MeHA CJIo-
’KIJIOCh COOCTBEHHOE IIPeZCTaBIeHre 00 STUX MEePTBEHHO-0eTbIX
LapcTBax: TYMAaHHOE, KaK BCe HesACHBIE IIOHATUA, POXAAIOIIECT
B yMe peOéHKa, HO CTPAaHHO BHYIINUTEIBHOE.
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g, Jame Fyre

The book contained pictures, and each picture told a story.
These stories were as interesting as the tales Bessie sometimes nar-
rated on winter evenings when she was in good humour and fed
our attention with passages of love and adventure from old fairy
tales and other ballads.

With Bewick on my knee, I was then happy: happy at least in
my way. [ feared nothing but interruption, and that came too soon.
The breakfast-room door opened.

“Boh!” cried the voice of John Reed. Then he paused as he
thought the room was empty. “Where is she? Lizzy! Georgy! Tell
Mamal! Jane’s run out into the rain!”

“She’s in the window seat,” Eliza said at once.

I came out immediately before John could drag me out.

“What do you want?” I asked.

John Reed was a fourteen-year-old schoolboy, four years
older than I. He was large and stout for his age, and he bullied me
continually. I hated and feared him, I could do nothing against his
menaces. The servants did not like to offend their young master,
and Mrs. Reed was blind and deaf on the subject.

All at once, without speaking, John struck suddenly and
strongly.

“That is for your rude answer to mama, for hiding behind cur-
tains and for the look you had in your eyes, you rat,” he said.

“What were you doing behind that curtain?”



Joxeiin Diip
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B kHure 6GbUIM KapTHUHKU, U KaXXasd KapTUHKA paCCKa3blBajia
HNCTOpHUIO. oTu ncropmuun OBLIN CTOJIb K€ HWHTEPECHDBI, KaK 1 CKa3K1
BECCI/I, KOTOpbI€ OHA MHOI'ZA paCCKa3blBajla 3MUMHHUMU BE€YE€PAMU,
Koraa Hp66bIBaJIa B XOpOII€M HACTPOEHUHU U YTOJIA/IA Hallle J11060-
IIBITCTBO IIOBECTBOBAHUAMMU O JIIOOBU 1 IIPpUK/IIOYEHUAX, ITIOYEPII-
HYTBIX U3 CTapbIX CKa3zaHUU 1 IIpoYunx 621)1]13,[[.

C BeBMKOM Ha KOJeHAX f ObUIa CYACTIMBA: CYACTIMBA, 110
KpaliHell Mepe, mOo-cBoeMy. fI 6osach TOJIBKO TOTO, YTO MEHS
IIPEPBYT, U 3TO CJIYYWIOCH CIHIIKOM CKOPO. /IBEpPh CTONIOBOI OT-
KpbUIaCh.

— Ara! — pasgpanca kpuk /lxoHa Puza. [Torom oH caenan
Iay3y, IIOCKOJIBKY PelInI, YTO KOMHaTa Itycra. — [ie ona? Jlussu!
Jhxopmxu! Ckaxxute Mmame! /xeliH BrIOe)Kana Ha YUY B IO/ !

— Ona Ha IIOAOKOHHUKE, — TYT K€ CKa3aJjia dnu3a.

1 HemeIeHHO BbIIIIA, IIpEX/JAE 9€EM ,Z[)KOH cMor OBl BhITa-
IMUTh MEHA.

— YTO THI XOUEIb? — CIIpocuia .

JlxoH Puz GBUT YeTHIpHAALIATIIETHUM LIKOJIBHUKOM, Ha de-
TBIpe rozia crapure MeHA. OH ObUI I CBOEro BO3pacTa OOIbIINM
Y KpENIKUM U ITOCTOSHHO 3aIlyruBaJ MeH:A. Sl HeHaBuzena u 60s-
JIach €ro, HO HUYero He MoIVIa cZeaTh IPOTUB ero yrpo3. Ciyru
He CTPEMIUINCh IEPEeYUTh MOJIOZOMY OapuHy, a MUcCHUC Pry 6u1a
B 3TOM BOIIpOCe cjlena U ITTyXa.

BHesarnHo, HU4Yero He roBopsi, /[’KOH CUIBHO YZAAapWI MeHH.
— OTO 3a TBOH IpyOBIil OTBET MaMe, 3a TO, YTO ThI IPTYEIIbCS
3a 3aHaBeCKaMM, U 33 TBOH B3IVIAZ, ThI, KpbICA, — CKa3aJl OH.

— YTo THI fe1aj1a 3a 3aHABECKOI?
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“I'was reading.”
“Show me the book.”
I gave him the book.

“You have no right to take our books. You have no money, your
father left you none, you should beg, and not live with us. Now, I'll
teach you a lesson. Go and stand by the door.”

1did so, then waited, flinching. 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: suddenly my terror was gone,
and I was full of anger.

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

“Did she say that to me? Did you hear her, Eliza and Georgiana?
Won't I tell mama? but first—

He grasped my hair and my shoulder. I don’t very well know
what I did with my hands, but he called me ‘Rat! Rat!’, Eliza, and
Georgiana ran for Mrs. Reed.

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

“Dear, dear,” said Abbott, shaking her head. “What a fury, to
fly at master John!”

“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, with
a red carpet, red damask drapery, red velvet curtains, and a dark
mahogany bed in it. Nobody slept there. Nobody wanted to. It was
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— A uuraina.
— Tlokaxu MHe KHUTY.
A pana emy KHUTY.

— Tbl He UMeenTb IpaBa OpaTh HAmK KHUTU. Y TebA HET
JieHeT, TBOH oTel, HUYero tebe He OCTaBWI, Tebe HAZO MPOCUTH
MWIOCTBHIHIO, a He XXUTh ¢ Hamu. Ceifyac f npoydy Tebsa. Vau u
BCTaHb Y JBEPHU.

A Tak m chenasa; IOTOM, B3JparuBad, nojgoxzana. OH
MIBBIPHYJI B MeHA Tkényto KHury. OHa yzapwia MeHd, g yIaa,
yAApUBIINCH O ABEpPb, W pacmubia rosoBy. V3 paHbl MOTeKIa
KPOBb, 60J1b GBI XKTy4eil: BHE3AITHO MOK CTpax IpOIasl, U A UC-
HOJIHWJIACh THEBa.

— 37101 U )xecTOKUH ManbyuK! Thl Kak youiina!

— DOT0 oHa MHe? Brl cibliany e€, dinusa u Jpxopaxuana? fA
pacckaxxy mame. Ho cHauaia...

OH cxBaTwl MeHA 3a BOJIOCHL U IUIeYO. f He BIIOJHEe CO3Ha-
BaJIa, YTO ZeJIalo PyKaMHu, HO OH HasbsiBal MeHA «Kprica! Kpeical!».
Onu3a u xopmxkuana nobexasny 3a Myuccuc Puz.

Hac pasusmu, u Mmuccuc Puz cTosiia Ha[o MHOM.

— Air-ani! — ckasana D660T, Kadas rosoBoil. — Kakas He-
TOZIHUIIA, KaK OHa Habpocwiack Ha MacTepa JlxoHa!

— VYBeguTe e€ B KpacHyI0 KOMHATy, — CKasaja MHCCUC
Puz, — u 3anpute eé Tam.

KpacHas komMHaTa 6bUta caMol GOJbIION craabHel B [eHT-
cxez Xoste, TaM ObUTM KPacHBIN KOBED, KpacHas JaMaccKas Apa-
IMPOBKA, KpacHble OapxaTHbIe 3aHABECKU U TEMHas KpOBaTh U3
KpacHoro zepeBa. Hukro Tam He cnan. HUKTO 3TOTO He XOTel.
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g, Jame Fyre

here, nine years before, in that very bed that Mr. Reed had died. Ever
since I had often heard the servants whispering that it was haunted.

Iresisted all the way. Bessie and Abbott had to force me through
the door. I only stopped struggling when they threatened to tie me
to a chair.

“What shocking conduct, Miss Eyre, to strike a young gentle-
man! 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,” said Miss Abbot.

“Miss Eyre, you should be grateful to Mrs. Reed for keeping
you,” said Bessie, in a kinder voice. “If you don’t behave, she might
send you away, and then where would you be?”

“You’d better say your prayers, Miss, and ask for forgiveness,”
said Abbott.

They left and locked the door behind them.

Left alone, holding furiously onto the chair I had been pushed
into, I turned the afternoon’s events over and over in my mind. Why
did everyone adore selfish, rude John, Georgiana and Eliza, and hate
me, even though I tried to be good? Why could I never please? Was
it because they were pretty, with their golden curls and silk dresses,
and I was poor and plain? “Unjust!-unjust!” said a voice in my
head.

The room was silent as it was far from the nursery and kitchen.
It was getting dark as the daylight faded and I had no candle. It

10
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MMmeHHO 371ech AeBATH JieT Ha3a/ B 9TOH caMou KpoBaTHu yME€p
MUCTEP Pugz. Crex IIOp — KakK fA 9aCTO C/IblIIajia OT HIEeIyInXCcsa
CJIyTI' — KOMHATY 49acCTO ITocemanim JyXu.

{1 oryasiHHO compoTtuBisIack. beccu u 3660T NMpUILIOCH Ta-
IIUTh MeHA 3a JABepb. fI mpekpartwia OGOPOTHCA TOJIBKO TOTZAA,
KOI/Ia OHY IIPUT'PO3WIN IIPUBS3ATh MEHs K CTYIy.

— Kaxkoe komrmapHoe IoBezieHMe, MUCC DUp, BBl yAApWIA
MOJIOZOTO [DKeHT/IbMeHa! Barrero :oHOro Xo3s1Ha.

— Xozauna! Kakoli oH MHe x035uH? Pa3Be g npuciyra?

— Her, BBI Xy)Ke MIPUCIYTH, TIOTOMY YTO BBl HUYETO HE ie-
JlaeTe Jjisi TOTO, YTOOHI cebs1 coiepKaTh, — CKazajia Mucc D660T.

— Mucc Diip, BHI IOJDKHBI OBITH Gy1aroZiapHbl MUccUc Pus 3a
TO, YTO OHA BacC COJIEPKUT, — cKasasa beccu 6osee 106pBIM TO-
snocom. — Ecyiu B He OyzieTe ce6s1 XOpOoIIio BeCTH, OHa MOXKET BHI-
CTaBUTH BAC HA YJIUILY, U T/l BBl TIOTOM OKA’KeTeCh?

— Bam ObI JydIille TOMOJUTBCSA, MHUCC, U IOMPOCUTH IIPO-
IeHns, — ckasaja D660T.

OHU BBIILTH U 3aNIEPIIH 32 COOOH ABEPbD.

I[IpegocTaBieHHas caMma cebe, BIEIUBIINCH B CTYJ, KyZia MEHS
NUXHY/IY, 1 BHOBb M BHOBb IIPOKPYYHMBAajJa B TOJIOBE COOBITHA
aTOro AHA. [ToyeMy Bce 060KaIl STOMCTUYHOTO, rpyboro /KoHa,
JbxopmxuaHy 1 OInU3y U HEHAaBU/eIU MEHH, JaXe IIPU TOM, 4TO
cTapasach ObITh Xoporeii? [ToueMy s1 HUKOT/ZIa He HpaBUIach UM?
BBUTO /I 3TO MOTOMY, YTO OHU OBLTH KPAaCHUBBEI CO CBOMMH 30JI0-
TBIMU 3aBUTKAMHU U B IIEJTKOBBIX ILIAThAX, a A ObUTIa 6€HOM mpo-
ctymkoii? «HecnpaBeanuso! HecripaBeiiBo!» — TBepAMI rojIoC
B MOeH roJIoBe.

B xoMHaTe OBLIO THXO, ITOCKOJIBKY OHa HaxoAwiaachb OT AET-
CKOU U OT KyXHU JaJIEKO. TEMHEJIO, ,HHEBHOfI CBET raC, a y M€HA
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was cold too as there was no fire. I thought about Mr. Reed. He
had been my uncle — my mother’s brother. When my parents had
died, I was a baby, and my uncle Reed had brought me to live at
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.

He had always been kind to me. Perhaps now his spirit was
watching, and was angry about the way they treated me. Perhaps —
I gripped the chair more tightly, and felt frightened — perhaps his
ghost really lived in this room.

The thought of seeing a ghost, even kind Mr. Reed’s ghost,
filled me with terror. I was not quite sure whether Abbott and Bes-
sie had locked the door; I got up and went to see. Alas! yes. I stared
into the darkness in panic, convinced a phantom was about to
appear.

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

Looking back, I know it was probably nothing more than a foot-
man carrying a lantern across the lawn. But, in my terrified state
of mind, I believed it was the ghost. My head grew hot, something
seemed near me. I rushed to the door and shook the lock in desper-
ate effort screaming.

I heard footsteps, the key turned, Bessie and Abbot entered.

“Take me out! Let me go into the nursery!” I cried.

“What for? Are you hurt? Have you seen something?” de-

manded Bessie.

“I saw a light, and I thought it was a ghost...”

12
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He OBUIO CBeur. BbUTO TakikKe XOJIOZIHO, TOTOMY YTO B KOMHATE He
6BUIO HUKAKOTO OTHA. fI mogymasa o muctepe Puge. OH 6bLT MOUM
nsa7meii — 6paTtoMm Moeit Mmatepu. Korzia MOU pOAUTENHN YMEPIH,
6bUTa elné peGEHKOM, U Asaa Py IpuBEé3 MeHs KUTh B [eliTcxes
Xosmt. Becer ckasasa MHe, 4TO MUccHC Puz saboTwiack 060 MHe,
MMOTOMY YTO TIepe/i CMEPThIO MUCTEp Pu B3sl ¢ Heé Takoe 00e-
IaHue.

OH Bcerza 6vUT KO MHe Z06p. Bo3aMoxkHO, ceifuac ero ayx
HabI0ZaM U ObUI 3071 M3-3a TOrO, KaK CO MHOM ob6xozaTca. Bos-
MOXXHO — I CWJIbHEE YXBaTWJIAcCh 3a CTYJ W OLIyTHIA CTpax, —
BO3MOXKHO, €T0 IIPU3PAK JeHCTBUTENBHO XKW B 9TOU KOMHATe.

MBEICIIB O TOM, YTO f YBXKY IIPH3paka, Aaxke TaKOro 106poro
IpH3paka, Kak Ipu3paka Mucrepa Puza, Bceisula B MeHs yKac.
{1 6pUTa He coBceM yBepeHa, 3arepiu v D660T u Beccu aBeps; A
BCTaJa ¥ Ionuia poeputh. YBEI! Jla. 1 B maHmke BIVIAABIBAIACDH
BO TbMY, YBEPEHHAsA, YTO BOT-BOT IIOSBUTCA IIPU3PaAK.

B aTOT MOMEHT Ha cTeHe MEJIBKHYJI CBET U Ha4YaJI MEJJIEHHO
ABUT'AaThCA KO MHE 9€PE3 BECH ITIOTOJIOK.

OrmmazpiBasch HasaZl, s Telepb 3HAIO, 3TO OBUI BCErO JIMIIb
JIaKel, KOTOPHIH IIEN 110 TTosio ¢ poHapém. Ho, Oyzyun coBepIIeHHO
HaIyTaHHOM, f pelIwia, YTo 3T0 npuBuzAeHue. Mos roioBa BCIbIX-
HyJIa )KapOM, BO3JIe MeH: BPO/ie YTO-TO 3alleBeIIock. I 6pocuiach
K IBEPH U CTaJIa C OTYAIHHBIM KPUKOM AEPraThb PyuKy.

A yenprmasna mary, Kiirod nosepHysics. Borwu Beccu u 9660T.

— Brmycrure MeHs! ITo3BonbTe MHe MOUTH B JETCKyO! —
KpUKHYJIA f1.

— 3avem? Bol ymunbvch? Bbl 4TO-TO yBUZAEIN? — CIPOCHIA
Beccu.

— { Bugena ceeT u moAgyMmaJia, 94To 3TO IIprU3paxk...

13
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“What is all this?” It was Mrs. Reed. “Bessie, I told you to leave
Jane alone.”

“Miss Jane screamed so loudly, ma’am...”

“You cannot get out by these means, child,” Mrs. Reed said. “It
is my duty to show you that tricks will not work. You will now stay
here an hour longer.”

“O aunt! have pity! Forgive me!”

ButI'was only an actress in her eyes. Bessie and Abbot left first,
Mrs. Reed pushed me back into the room and locked me in.

Left alone once more, I fell unconscious, as that was the last
thing I remembered.

Chapter 2

hen I woke up, I was somewhere warm and soft. There

was a red glow and muffled voices around me. Some-
one lifted me, and then I rested my head against a pillow
or an arm, and felt easy.

When I opened my eyes, I saw that I was in my own bed. The
glow came from the fire. It was night. Bessie stood beside me,
looking anxious, and a gentleman sat in a chair near my pillow. I
knew him. It was Mr. Lloyd, an apothecary. Mrs. Reed called him
sometimes when the servants were ill.

“Who am I, Jane?” he asked.

“Mr. Lloyd,” I said, offering him at the same time my hand. He
took it and smiled.

14
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— B uém zeno? — Ot1o 6bpU1a Muccuc Pua. — Beccu, 4 ke cka-
3ajia BaM OCTaBUTh J[>KeliH OfHYy.

— Mucc /xeiiH Tak TPOMKO Kpyudasa, FOCIOXa. ..

— Tebe He yAacTCsa TaKHUM crrocoboMm BLI6paTBCH OTCroZ4a,
AUTA, — CKa3ajia MUCCHC Pua. — Mosa 00513aHHOCTb — I10Ka3aTh
TE6e, 9TO YJIOBKHU HE Cpa6OTaIOT. Tor TEIIEPpb OCTAHEINbCA TYT Ha
qac JOJIbIIIE.

— O rétal IToxanerite! [Ipoctute MeH:!

Ho 51 6pU1a JIMIIB aKTPUCOH B eé rmasax. beccu u D660T yuuiu,
IOTOM MHCCUC Puj BTOMKHYy/na MeHs o6paTHO B KOMHATy U 3a-
nepJia iBepb.

OcTaBniuch CHOBa OJHa, A JINIWIach 9yBCTB, U 9TO OBLIO TIO-
CJIegHee, 9TO A IIOMHKIA.

I'maBsa 2

I{gr,aa s OYHyJIach, s OblTa B YEM-TO TEIJIOM U MATKOM.
OKpYT' MeHs ObLIO KpacHOe CBedeHUEe U IIPUITYIIEHHBIE
rosoca. Kro-To nmpunosHana MeHsd, A OTKHUHYyJAa TOJOBY Ha
HNOAYIIKY WJIW PYKy U IIOYyBCTBOBaja objerdeHue.

Korza 51 OTKpbLIa I1a3a, TO yBU/EJa, YTO HaX0XyCh B CBOEH
kpoBaTH. CBedeHHe 110 OT OTHA. BblTa HOoub. Beccy cTosma 0koso
MeHsI, OHa BBIIVIsZIeNIa B3BOJTHOBAHHOM, HEKUI /PKEHT/IbMEH CUZENT
Ha CTyJe BO3/le MOel mozymku. f 3Hanma ero. To OBUI MUCTED
Jlnoiig, anTekapb. Muccuc Py mHOrZia BhI3BIBaIA €ro, KOrza 3a-
6oJIeBau CIyTHU.

— Kro g Takoii, [I>xeiiH? — CIIpOCIJI OH.
— Mucrep Jlnoiin, — ckasasa s, OAHOBPEMEHHO IIPOTAruBas

€My PYKYy.
OH B3 €€ U y/IBIOHYIICA.
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g, Jame Fyre

“I think she’ll be alright. I'll come back tomorrow.”
He departed, to my grief. I felt so sheltered when he sat in the
chair, and then all the room darkened.

“Would you like to sleep, Miss Eyre?” asked Bessie, rather softly.

“T'll try.”

“Would you like something to eat or drink?”

“No thank you,” I said, puzzled. Why was she so nice to me?

“Then I'll go to bed myself —it’s after midnight,” she said. “But
you can call me if you want anything.”

“Bessie, what is going on?” I asked. “Am I ill?”

“You fainted crying in the red-room. You’ll be better soon.”

Next day I sat wrapped in a shawl by the fire. I felt weak and
broken down. None of the Reeds were home, and I could be happy.
Instead, my nerves were in such a state that no calm could soothe,
and no pleasure excite them. Even when Bessie came in with a tart
for me, I put it away. As Bessie finished dusting and tidying the room,

she began making a new bonnet for Georgiana’s doll and sing. Her
voice was sweet but I found its melody sad.

“Why did they send me so far and so lonely,

16



Joxeiin Diip
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— /Jlymaro, 9TO OHA IIOIIPaBUTCA. 3aBTPa A IIPUAY OIATh.

K moemy cokaneHuro, oH yméin. f gyBcTBoBasa cebs B 6e3-
OIIACHOCTH, KOT/Z]a OH CHZeJI Ha CTyJIe; IOTOM BCs KOMHATa [OTpy-
3WIach BO ThMY.

— MoskeT 6BITh, BB IIOCIIUTE, MHCC Dip? — cripocuia beccu
ZIOCTaTOYHO MSATKO.

— 41 mompobyro.
— Bb1 651 X0TEIN YTO-HUOYAD [TOECTh WIH MOMUTH?

— Her, cnacu6o, — 03az;aueHHO cKa3aa .
[ToueMy OHa KO MHe CTOJIb Zlobpa?

— Torga a HOﬁﬂy CIIaTh CaMa: YK€ 3a IIOJIHO4Yb, — CKa3aJjia
oHa. — Ho BBl MOXKeTe 1103BaTh MEHA, €CIN IITO-HI/I6YZLI: 3aXOTHUTE.

— Beccu, uTo mpoucxoauT? — crpocwia 1. — f 6onpHA?

— BsI ynanu B 0OMOpOK OT Iu1aya B KpacHOM KOMHaTe. Bam
CKopo OyzeT syyie.

Ha crnepyromuii ZieHb s cuzena y OTHS, 3aBEPHYBIIWCH B
wiaTok. f uyBcTBOBana cebs cimaboit u pas3buToil. Hukoro us
ceMmeticTBa Puz He 6bUTO 0Ma, U 51 MOIIa GBI OBITH CYACTIUBOM.
BMmecTo 3TOro MO HepBHI TPe6GBIBAIM B TAKOM COCTOSTHUH, KOTZa
HUYTO He MOIVIO MEHS YCIIOKOUTD, U HUKAaKasi PaloCTh UX He BO3-
6yxaana. Jlaxxe xorza Beccu BoIwia ¢ MUPOroM JJisi MeHs, 51 OTO-
nBunyna ero. Korza Beccu 3akoHumna youpaThcs U MPUBOAUTD
KOMHATY B MOPSZIOK, OHA MIPUHSIACH JI€/IaTh HOBYIO IUIATKY /JIS
KyKJIbl JPKOp/PKUAHBI U TeTh. E€ rosoc GbUI C1a/j0K, HO MEIOAMS
Ka3asach MHe TPyCTHOM.

Hoqemy OHU omocaaau MeHA mak aa.]leKO, A mak O()UHOKCI,
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g, Jame Fyre

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.”

“Miss Jane, don’t cry,’ said Bessie as she finished the ballad. She

might as well have said to the fire, ‘don’t burn!’

At midday, Mr. Lloyd returned, as he had promised, and asked
Bessie how [ was. Bessie answered that I was doing very well.

“Then she should look more cheerful. Come here, Jane. Well,
you cried, didn’t you? Why?”

“She couldn’t go out with the others in the carriage,” said Bessie.

“No. I hate going out in the carriage. I cry because I am miser-
able.”

The good apothecary seemed puzzled. “And what made you
ill yesterday?”

“She had a fall,” said Bessie.
“I doubt that. She is no child,” said Mr. Lloyd.
Just then the bell rang, calling the servants to their lunch. Bessie

wanted to stay but the rules were strict and she could not be late.

“Now then,” said Mr. Lloyd, when she had gone. “The fall did
not make you ill; what did, then?”
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Joxeiin Diip
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ITocaanu myoda, 2de 6010ma u 8038bLLUANOMCA CePble CKANbL?

JIodu Hcecmoku, U moJsibko 0obpble aHzenbl

Cmepezym wazu 6e0HOTU cupomKu.

— Mucc /I>xeliH, He IUIaYbTe, — cKasaja beccu, Korsja 3aKoH-
yuia 6annany.

OHa MoIJIa C TeM Ke yCIIeXOM cKa3aTh oruio: «He ropu!»

B mosiieHb cCHOBa MPUIIIEN, Kak U obernast, Muctep JLIoi; oH
crpocu beccu, Kak s ce6s 4yBCTByI0. beccu oTBeTHIA, UTO 5 UyB-

CTBYIO cebs1 o4eHb Xopo1io.

— Torza oHa Z0JDKHA BHIIVIALETH Oosiee Becénoil. Moy croza,
Jxetin. Hy, Thl I1akasa, He Tak au? [louemy?

— OmHa He MoIIa IoexaThb C APYyTMMU KaTaTbCA B IIOBO3Ke, —
ckasaja beccu.

— Her. { HeHaBMXYy KaTaThCA B IOBO3Ke. f 1uiady, IoToOMy
YTO HECYaCTHA.

JloOpBIi anTekaphb Ka3aucd 03aZa4eHHBIM.
— A oTuero T BYepa 3abosesna?

— Omna ynasa, — ckasaia beccu.

— ComHeBatocb. OHa He pe6EHOK, — cKa3as Mucrtep JUIoHz.

B 3TOT MOMEHT 3a3BOHWJ KOJOKOJBYMK, CO3BIBasg CIYT Ha
o6ez. Beccu xoTesna ocTaThes, HO MpaBuiIa ObLIN CTPOTH, U OHA He

MOIJIa oIma3/ibiIBaThb.

— 3HauuT, — ckazajn muctep JUIoi, Korzia OHa yIIia, — ThI
3abosesnia He U3-3a TOTO, UTO yIajia; OTYETO XKe ToTAa?
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g, Jame Fyre

“I'was locked in a room where there was a ghost.”

“Ghost! You are a baby after all! Are you afraid of ghosts?”

“Mr. Reed died in that room. Nobody goes there at night. It was
cruel to shut me up alone without a candle.”

“Nonsense!”

“And I am unhappy for other things.”

“What other things?”

I'wanted to reply fully to the question but children can feel, but
they cannot analyse their feelings.

“For one thing, I have no mother or father...”
“But you have a kind aunt and cousins.”

“John Reed hit me and Mrs. Reed shut me up in the red-room.”

“Don’t you think Gateshead Hall a very beautiful house?”

“It is not my house, sir, and I have less right to be here than a
servant.”

“I can’t believe you want to leave such a splendid place.”

“If I had anywhere else to go, I would leave this second.”

Now I could see that Mr. Lloyd believed me.

“Would you like to go to school?”
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Joxeiin Diip
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— Mensa 3aliepjii B KOMHAaTe, rje OBLIO IIpUBUJEHNE.

— TIpuBugenue! Tol Bcé-Taku pebEHOK! Thl GOUIITHCS TIPU-
BUJIEHUM?

— B Toit koMHaTe ymep muctep Puz. HukTo Tyza HOublO He
XOZUT. BBIIO )KECTOKO 3amupaTh MeHA TaM OfHY 6e3 CBeuH.

— Epyngpa!
— W a Taxxe HecyacTHa U3-3a APYyroro.
— MW3-3a yero Apyroro?

A xoTena gaTh Ha ero BOIIPpOC 00CTOATEIbHBIN OTBET, HO IETU
MOT'yT 9yBCTBOBATh, d HE aHAJIM3VUPOBATH CBOU 9yBCTBA.

— Bo-nepBBIX, Y MeHA HeT HU MaMbl, HY [1albl...
— 3aro y Tebs ecThb 00pas TeTA U Ky3€eHBI.

— /[bxoH Pux ymapun MeHd, a Muccuc Puj 3anepia MeHA B
KpacHOU KOMHare.

— Pas3Be Tebe He HpaBuUTCA B [efiTcxen Xomne?

— DTO He MO oM, C3p, U A Y ME€HA MeHbllle IpaB ObITH
371eCch, 9YeM Y CIIyT.

— He MOTy IIOBEPUTH, 9YTO ThI XOUE€NIb yeXaThb N3 TAKOI'O pPoO-
CKOIIHOT'O MeECTa.

— Eciu 661 MHe GBUTO KyZia UATH, s OBl yexajsa B Ty JKe ce-
KyHZY.

Teneps s Buzena, 4To Muctep JUIOHA MHe BEpUT.

— TbI OBI XOTEJIa XOAUTH B IIKOJY?
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YIIPAKHEHUSI

1. BeiGepuTe TpaBWIbHBIA BapHUaHT:
1. Lowood Institution is a church in London.
2. Lowood Institution is a school for poor boys.
3. Lowood Institution is a school for poor and
orphaned girls.
4. Lowood Institution is Mr. Rochester’s house.

2. Who is the apothecary?
1. a physician
2. a mathematician
3. a geographer
4. a clerk

3. Who is accusing Jane of bewitching his horse to
make him fall?

1. St. John

2. John Reed

3. Mr. Lloyd

4. Mr. Rochester

4. How many sisters did St. John have?
1. 1

Hwn
o wN

5. Who was Mr. Mason?
1. the uncle of Jane
2. the brother of Mr. Rochester’s wife
3. the cousin of Mr. Lloyd
4. the father of Mary
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1.

YnpaxxueHusa )égﬁ,zﬁ%‘
6. Who declares that Mr. Rochester cannot marry?
everybody
Mr. Brocklehurst

2.
3.
4.

the clergyman
Mr. Mason and a lawyer

7. BeiOepuTe NpaBWIBHBIA BapHaHT:

1.

2.

3.

4.

After Jane regains her health, St. John finds her a
teaching position at a nearby village school.

Before Jane regains her health, St. John finds her a
teaching position at a nearby village school.

After Jane regains her health, Hannah finds her a
teaching position at a nearby village school.

After Jane regains her health, St. John finds her a
teaching position at a nearby city school.

8. Why did Jane share the money equally with her

cousins?
1. Because she was very rich.
2. Because her cousins threatened her.
3. Because she was happy to find friendly family

4.

members.
Because she did not need money.

9. 3akoHYUTE MpeAIOXKeHHe:
Jane returns to and remains there for
a month to attend her dying aunt.

1.

2.

3.

4,

Jane returns to Thornfield and remains there for a
month to attend her dying aunt.

Jane returns to Moor House and remains there for
a month to attend her dying aunt.

Jane returns to Gateshead and remains there for a
month to attend her dying aunt.

Jane returns to London and remains there for a
month to attend her dying aunt.

10. What colour was Jane’s dress that her husband saw?
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AHIJIO-PYCCKUM
CJIOBAPDL

A

abide [o'bard] TepnieTs, BEIHOCHUTD

ablaze [o'ble1z] ropsmniA,
CBepKaoIINii; IbIAOIIHI

absorbed [ab'zo:bd]
TIOIJIOLIeHHBIH, YBJIeUeHHBIN

accomplished [o'kamplift] c
XOPOIIMMHU MaHepaM

accomplishments [o'kamplifmonts]
XOpOIIIre MaHePHI

accused [o'kju:zd] o6BHHEHHBIH

adjust [o'd3Ast] mprcocobuTbCsa

admit [od'mit] gomyckaTh

ado [a'du:] mym, cyeTa

affection [o'fekf(a)n] 11060Bb,
pacrooxeHue

allegation [zli'gerf(o)n]
0OBUHEHNE

amber ['eembo] sHTapHOTO I1BETA

amble ['2mb(9)l] 30. mpobexaTh

anguished [‘zngwift]
UCIIBITHIBAIONIUI MyKHI

announcement [o'navnsmant]
00O bsIBIEHHE

anxious ['pkfos] TpeBOXHEBIN

apothecary [2'ppOokari]
anrexKapb

aptitude ['eptitju:d]
CIIOCOOHOCTD, OZIapEHHOCTD

astonished [o'stpnift]
VAUBJIEHHBIN, N3yMJIEHHBIN

attach [o'teet/] mpuKpemIATH

avoid [o'void] usberatn

aware [o'weo] ocosHaromui

awareness [o'weonas]
OCBEIOMJIEHHOCTD

awkward ['o:kwad] HesTOBKUIA,
HEYKJIIOXKUHI

B

babble ['bab(a)l] xypuaTs

banish ['bznif] BEITOHATS,
M3THATh

banisters ['baenistoz] mepra

barber ['ba:bs] mapukmaxep

batter ['baeto] 6UTB, KOJIOTUTH

battlements ['baetimonts]
3y6uaThie CTeHBI

bead [bi:d] ykpaiars 6ycamu

belching ['beltfin]
BBIOPACBHIBAIOIITUE JBIM

bellow ['belov] prruaTh, opaTh

benefactress ['benifaektris]
6arozeTebHALIA

berate [bi'rert] 6paHuTS,
yIpeKaThb

bewitch [br'witf] okoiOBBEIBATS;
3aK0JIZIOBaTh

bilberry ['bilb(o)r1] uepHUKa

bizarre [b1'za:] HeBeposATHEIH

black-clad ['blaekkled] B yepHBIX
OJESTHUSIX

bleed [bli:d] xpoBOTOUMTE,
06IMBaTHCS KPOBBIO

blink [blink] mpurypuThcs,
3aKMYPUThCS

bloodcurdling ['bladks:dlin]
YYZIOBUIITHBIN,
Jyliepasauparonuii

blunt [blant] pe3kwuii,
IIPAMOIMHEeMHEIN

blush [blaf] BcmbIXHYTS,
MTOKPACHETh

bog [bng] Tpsicuna, 6010TO

bold [bavld]cmensrii,
Jlep3HOBEHHBIM

bolt [bavlt] 3acoB; 3akphITh Ha
3acoB
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AHIIO-pyCCKMU C/IOBaph o

bonnet ['bonit] nuisana 6es moseii

book-learned ['bukl3:nd] yuenrrii

boulder [bovlds] Bamyu

bound over [bavnd ‘suva] 30.
rnozbexarhb

boundary ['bavnd(s)r1] rpanua

bow [bav] moK/JIOHUTBCS

brat [breet] oTpozabe, coruIsK

briar ['braro] Tepu

bride [brard] neBecra

bridesmaid ['braidzmeid]
MO/IPY’KKA HEBECTBI

brim [brim| HanoTHUTS,
MIEPETIOHUTD

brush past [braf pa:st]
MPOIIMBITHYTh

bulky ['balki] rpy3HbIit

bully ['bulr] rpy6o obpamarbcs,
3aIyruBaTh

bump into [bamp 'nta]
HaTOJIKHYTbhCA (Ha KOT'0-J1.)

bundle ['band(9)]] cBsizka

burial ['beriol] morpe6enue,

3aXOpOHEHUE; TOXOPOHBI

burials ['ber1slz] moxopoHEr

bustle [bas(s)l] ToponuTh,
IIOJTOHATH

bustle about ['bas(a)l a'bavt]
CYETUTBCSA

butler ['batlo] ciyra, nakeit

C

call on [ko:l bn] 3arIAHYTH,
HaBECTUTh

cancel ['kens(9)l] oTMeHATH

capture ['kept[o] y10BUTS,
3amevyaTieThb

carve [ka:v] BbIpe3aTb

caw [ko:] kapkaTb

celebration [seli'breif(a)n]
mpaszfHOBaHue

charade [[o'ra:d] criekTakib,
CIIEHKA

charity school ['tfeeritr sku:l]
IIIKOJIA s OeIHBIX ZeTel,
6J1aroTBOpUTEIBHAS IIKOIA

charred [tfa:d] o6yrieHHbIH

cheat [tfi:t] :xy/uK, MOIIEHHUK

chest [tfest] rpyap, TpyaHas
KJIETKa

chilblains ['tfilbleinz]
00MOpOXKEHHE,
06MOPOXKEHHOE MECTO

chore [t[o:] pyrunHas paboTa mo
oMy

claim [klerm] yTBep:kgaTh,
3asABJATH

clatter ['kleeto] cTyk

clink [Kklipk] 3BoH (cmekna)

closet ['klpzit] crennol mkad

clutch [Kklatf] BuenuThes, 3akaTh

coffin ['kofin] rpo6

compelled [kom'peld]
TIPUHYKAEHHBIN

complexion [kom'plekf(e)n] iiBeT
JIia

confess [kon'fes] mpusHaTh,
CO3HATHCS

confide in smb. [kon'faid n]
ZIOBEPATH KOMY-JI.

confine [kon'fain] mpukoBEIBaTH

consumption [kon'sam(p)tf(a)n]
4axoTKa, TyOepKy/ie3

coo [ku:] BopkoBaTh

cosset ['kosit] 6amoBaTh

craggy ['kraegi] kpyToii,
OTBECHBIT

crevice ['krevis] TpemuHa, Ienb

crouch [kravtf] crubaTbesa

cue [kju:] xuit

curl up [k3:1 Ap] cBepHYTBCA B
KJIyOOK

curtsy ['ks:ts1] peBepaHc
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