
Charlotte Bronte: Jane Eyre 

Chapter 20 

I had forgotten to draw my curtain, which I usually did, and also to let down my window-blind. 
The consequence was, that when the moon, which was full and bright (for the night was fine), 
came in her course to that space in the sky opposite my casement, and looked in at me through 
the unveiled panes, her glorious gaze roused me. Awaking in the dead of night, I opened my eyes 
on her disk—silver- white and crystal clear. It was beautiful, but too solemn; I half rose, and 
stretched my arm to draw the curtain.  

Good God! What a cry!  

The night—its silence—its rest, was rent in twain by a savage, a sharp, a shrilly sound that ran 
from end to end of Thornfield Hall.  

My pulse stopped: my heart stood still; my stretched arm was paralysed. The cry died, and was 
not renewed. Indeed, whatever being uttered that fearful shriek could not soon repeat it: not the 
widest-winged condor on the Andes could, twice in succession, send out such a yell from the cloud 
shrouding his eyrie. The thing delivering such utterance must rest ere it could repeat the effort.  

It came out of the third storey; for it passed overhead. And overhead—yes, in the room just above 
my chamber-ceiling—I now heard a struggle: a deadly one it seemed from the noise; and a half-
smothered voice shouted -  

"Help! help! help!" three times rapidly.  

"Will no one come?" it cried; and then, while the staggering and stamping went on wildly, I 
distinguished through plank and plaster:-  

"Rochester! Rochester! for God's sake, come!"  

A chamber-door opened: some one ran, or rushed, along the gallery. Another step stamped on the 
flooring above and something fell; and there was silence.  

I had put on some clothes, though horror shook all my limbs; I issued from my apartment…. 

 

Mr. Rochester stood in the gallery holding a light.  

"I want you," he said: "come this way: take your time, and make no noise."  

My slippers were thin: I could walk the matted floor as softly as a cat. He glided up the gallery and 
up the stairs, and stopped in the dark, low corridor of the fateful third storey: I had followed and 
stood at his side.  

"Have you a sponge in your room?" he asked in a whisper.  

"Yes, sir."  

"Have you any salts—volatile salts? Yes."  

"Go back and fetch both."  



I returned, sought the sponge on the washstand, the salts in my drawer, and once more retraced 
my steps. He still waited; he held a key in his hand: approaching one of the small, black doors, he 
put it in the lock; he paused, and addressed me again.  

"You don't turn sick at the sight of blood?"  

"I think I shall not: I have never been tried yet."  

I felt a thrill while I answered him; but no coldness, and no faintness.  

"Just give me your hand," he said: "it will not do to risk a fainting fit."  

I put my fingers into his. "Warm and steady," was his remark: he turned the key and opened the 
door.  

I saw a room I remembered to have seen before, the day Mrs. Fairfax showed me over the house: 
it was hung with tapestry; but the tapestry was now looped up in one part, and there was a door 
apparent, which had then been concealed. This door was open; a light shone out of the room 
within: I heard thence a snarling, snatching sound, almost like a dog quarrelling. Mr. Rochester, 
putting down his candle, said to me, "Wait a minute," and he went forward to the inner 
apartment. A shout of laughter greeted his entrance; noisy at first, and terminating in Grace 
Poole's own goblin ha! ha! SHE then was there. He made some sort of arrangement without 
speaking, though I heard a low voice address him: he came out and closed the door behind him.  

"Here, Jane!" he said; and I walked round to the other side of a large bed, which with its drawn 
curtains concealed a considerable portion of the chamber. An easy-chair was near the bed-head: a 
man sat in it, dressed with the exception of his coat; he was still; his head leant back; his eyes 
were closed. Mr. Rochester held the candle over him; I recognised in his pale and seemingly 
lifeless face—the stranger, Mason: I saw too that his linen on one side, and one arm, was almost 
soaked in blood.  

"Hold the candle," said Mr. Rochester, and I took it: he fetched a basin of water from the 
washstand: "Hold that," said he. I obeyed. He took the sponge, dipped it in, and moistened the 
corpse-like face; he asked for my smelling-bottle, and applied it to the nostrils. Mr. Mason shortly 
unclosed his eyes; he groaned. Mr. Rochester opened the shirt of the wounded man, whose arm 
and shoulder were bandaged: he sponged away blood, trickling fast down. ….. 

Here then I was in the third storey, fastened into one of its mystic cells; night around me; a pale 
and bloody spectacle under my eyes and hands; a murderess hardly separated from me by a single 
door: yes—that was appalling—the rest I could bear; but I shuddered at the thought of Grace 
Poole bursting out upon me. … 

Amidst all this, I had to listen as well as watch: to listen for the movements of the wild beast or 
the fiend in yonder side den. But since Mr. Rochester's visit it seemed spellbound: all the night I 
heard but three sounds at three long intervals,—a step creak, a momentary renewal of the 
snarling, canine noise, and a deep human groan.  

Then my own thoughts worried me. What crime was this that lived incarnate in this sequestered 
mansion, and could neither be expelled nor subdued by the owner?—what mystery, that broke out 
now in fire and now in blood, at the deadest hours of night? What creature was it, that, masked in 
an ordinary woman's face and shape, uttered the voice, now of a mocking demon, and anon of a 
carrion-seeking bird of prey?  

 



Jane Eyre was published in 1847 and is a form of fictionalised autobiography of its author. It follows the fortunes 

or lack thereof of the eponymous heroine who begins her life as a girl orphaned without a penny to her name. She 
is left in the care of her aunt, Mrs Reed, who treats her in an unfriendly and often a cruel manner. This leads to a 
spirited escape - taking Jane to the charitable Lowood Institution (Charlotte Brontë herself attended the similar 
Cowan Bridge institute). This alone was enough for the book to be considered unsuitable for young ladies - even 
though it never veers from the accepted moral codes of the period. After a time with the kind Miss Temple and a 
fellow orphan, Jane moves to a post teaching the illegitimate child of a Mr Rochester. This unconventional hero 
figure finds himself drawn to Jane not for her (plain) face but for her intellect and spark. The story follows the 
difficulties they face as the truth of Rochester's earlier marriage to a mad Creole woman emerge and the new life 
Jane attempts to make under the false impression that Rochester is an evil and heartless bigamist. The novel 
inspired the feminist criticism of the 1980s through Gilbert and Gulbar's The Madwoman in the Attic in which 
unstable female characters in such literature were presented as proof of the suppression of the feminine. 
 

 

 


