
 

Extract from Chapter 12 ‘Jane Eyre’ by Charlotte Bronte 

In this extract, Jane sets out to post a letter for Mrs Fairfax, the housekeeper.  She has been 
working at Thornfield for four months and has yet to meet Mr Rochester, her employer. 

The ground was hard, the air was still, my road was lonely; I walked fast till I got warm, 

and then I walked slowly to enjoy and analyse the species of pleasure brooding for me in the 

hour and situation. It was three o'clock; the church bell tolled as I passed under the belfry: 

the charm of the hour lay in its approaching dimness, in the low-gliding and pale-beaming 

sun. I was a mile from Thornfield, in a lane noted for wild roses in summer, for nuts and 

blackberries in autumn, and even now possessing a few coral treasures in hips and haws, but 

whose best winter delight lay in its utter solitude and leafless repose. If a breath of air stirred, 

it made no sound here; for there was not a holly, not an evergreen to rustle, and the stripped 

hawthorn and hazel bushes were as still as the white, worn stones which causewayed the 

middle of the path. Far and wide, on each side, there were only fields, where no cattle now 

browsed; and the little brown birds, which stirred occasionally in the hedge, looked like 

single russet leaves that had forgotten to drop. 

This lane inclined up-hill all the way to Hay; having reached the middle, I sat down on a 

stile which led thence into a field. Gathering my mantle about me, and sheltering my hands 

in my muff, I did not feel the cold, though it froze keenly; as was attested by a sheet of ice 

covering the causeway, where a little brooklet, now congealed, had overflowed after a rapid 

thaw some days since. From my seat I could look down on Thornfield: the grey and 

battlemented hall was the principal object in the vale below me; its woods and dark rookery 

rose against the west. I lingered till the sun went down amongst the trees, and sank crimson 

and clear behind them. I then turned eastward. 

On the hill-top above me sat the rising moon; pale yet as a cloud, but brightening 

momentarily, she looked over Hay, which, half lost in trees, sent up a blue smoke from its 

few chimneys: it was yet a mile distant, but in the absolute hush I could hear plainly its thin 

murmurs of life. My ear, too, felt the flow of currents; in what dales and depths I could not 

tell: but there were many hills beyond Hay, and doubtless many becks threading their passes. 

That evening calm betrayed alike the tinkle of the nearest streams, the sough of the most 

remote. 

belfry a bell tower   sough a moaning, rustling sound made by trees 

1. From lines 1-4, identify one phrase which suggests it is cold. 

2. From lines 4-12, give two ways the landscape is suggested to be fertile.  You may use your own 

words, or quotations from the text. 

3. In lines 13 – 27 analyse how the writer uses language and structure to convey the narrator’s 

isolation. 

4. In this extract, there is an attempt to create a winter scene.  Evaluate how successfully this is 

achieved.  Support your views with detailed references to the text. 


