Jane Eyre by Charlotte Bronte

Notes: chapter 27
Bertha Mason: What was her crime?

1. Where did Edward Rochester meet Bertha Mason?
2. 
Describe her background and family.

3. Why did he court her and desire to marry her?

4. What role did Old Mr. Rochester and Rowland Rochester (Edward’s brother) play in this courtship?


5. What did Edward realize about Bertha after he married her? 


The Worst Crime of All: Revealed through Coded Language Translate the significance of the underlined phrases.




Jane knows that she must leave.

“’Jane!” recommenced he, with a gentleness that broke me down with grief, and turned me stone-cold with ominous terror—for this still voice was the pant of a lion rising—“Jane, do you mean to go one way in the world, and to let me go another?’
‘I do.’
‘Jane’ (bending towards and embracing me), ‘do you mean it now?’
‘I do.’
‘And now?’ softly kissing my forehead and cheek.
‘I do,’ extricating myself from restraint rapidly and completely.

1. How is Mr. Rochester trying to persuade Jane? What argument is he using?

“’Laws and principles are not for the times when there is no temptation: they are for such moments as this, when body and soul rise in mutiny against their rigour; stringent are they; inviolate they shall be. If at my individual convenience I might break them, what would be their worth? They have a worth—so I have always believed; and if I cannot believe it now, it is because I am insane—quite insane: with my veins running fire, and my heart beating faster than I can count its throbs. Preconceived opinions, foregone determinations, are all I have at this hour to stand by: there I plant my foot’” (         ).
2. What is Jane arguing to Mr. Rochester?





“’My daughter, flee temptation.’
‘Mother, I will’” (        )
3. What is the temptation to which this symbolic “Mother” refers?
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“’I should have made them no subject of reproach to my wife, even when I found her nature (1) wholly alien to mine, (2) her tastes obnoxious to me, (3) her cast of mind common, low, narrow, and singularly incapable of being led to anything higher, expanded to anything larger—when I found that (4) I could not pass a single evening, nor even a single hour of the day with her in comfort; that (5) kindly conversation could not be sustained between us, because whatever topic I started, immediately received from her a turn at once coarse and trite, perverse and imbecile—when I perceived that I should never have a quiet or settled household, because no servant would bear the continued outbreaks of (6) her violent and unreasonable temper, or the vexations of her absurd, contradictory, exacting orders—even then I restrained myself: I eschewed upbraiding, I curtailed remonstrance; I tried to devour my repentance and disgust in secret; I repressed the deep antipathy I felt’” (         ).











“’…he could not bear the idea of dividing his estate and leaving me a fair portion: all, he resolved, should go to my brother, Rowland. Yet as little could he endure that a son of his should be a poor man. I must be provided for by a wealthy marriage. He sought me a partner betimes. Mr. Mason, a West India planter and merchant, was his old acquaintance. He was certain his possessions were real and vast: he made inquiries. Mr. Mason, he found, had a son and daughter; and he learned from him that he could and would give the latter a fortune of thirty thousand pounds: that sufficed. When I left college, I was sent out to Jamaica, to espouse a bride already courted for me. My father said nothing about her money; but he told me Miss Mason was the boast of Spanish Town for her beauty: and this was no lie’” (     ).








“’…her character ripened and developed with frightful rapidity; her vices sprang up fast and rank: they were so strong, only cruelty could check them, and I would not use cruelty. What a pigmy intellect she had, and what giant propensities! How fearful were the curses those propensities entailed on me! Bertha Mason, the true daughter of an infamous mother, dragged me through all the hideous and degrading agonies which must attend a man bound to a wife at once intemperate and unchaste’” (       ).
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“’In the eyes of the world, I was doubtless covered with grimy dishonour; but I resolved to be clean in my own sight—and to the last I repudiated the contamination of her crimes, and wrenched �myself from connection with her mental defects. Still, society associated my name and person with hers; I yet saw her and heard her daily: something �of her breath (faugh!) mixed with the air I breathed’” (       ).����





“’…my ears were filled with the curses the maniac still shrieked out; wherein she momentarily mingled my name with such a tone of demon-hate, with such language!—no professed harlot ever had a fouler vocabulary than she: though two rooms off, I heard every word—the thin partitions of the West India house opposing but slight obstruction to her wolfish cries’” (       ).
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“‘Go,’ said Hope, ‘and live again in Europe: there it is not known what a sullied name you bear, nor what a filthy burden is bound to you. You may take the maniac with you to England’” (       ).
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“’Let her identity, her connection with yourself, be buried in oblivion: you are bound to impart them to no living being. Place her in safety and comfort: shelter her degradation with secrecy, and leave her’” (       ).
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