from Volume I, Chapter 10 of Emma
By Jane Austen
After a mutual silence of some minutes, Harriet thus began again-“I do so wonder, Miss Woodhouse, that you should not be married, or going to be married! so
charming as you are!”-Emma laughed, and replied,
“My being charming, Harriet, is not quite enough to induce me to marry; I must find other
people charming-- one other person at least. And I am not only, not going to be married, at present,
but have very little intention of ever marrying at all.”
“Ah!-- so you say; but I cannot believe it.”
“I must see somebody very superior to any one I have seen yet, to be tempted; Mr. Elton, you
know, (recollecting herself,) is out of the question: and I do not wish to see any such person. I would
rather not be tempted. I cannot really change for the better. If I were to marry, I must expect to repent
it.”
“Dear me!-- it is so odd to hear a woman talk so!”-“I have none of the usual inducements of women to marry. Were I to fall in love, indeed, it
would be a different thing! but I never have been in love; it is not my way, or my nature; and I do not
think I ever shall. And, without love, I am sure I should be a fool to change such a situation as mine.
Fortune I do not want; employment I do not want; consequence I do not want: I believe few married
women are half as much mistress of their husband’s house as I am of Hartfield; and never, never
could I expect to be so truly beloved and important; so always first and always right in any man’s eyes
as I am in my father’s.”
“But then, to be an old maid at last, like Miss Bates!”
“That is as formidable an image as you could present, Harriet; and if I thought I should ever be
like Miss Bates! so silly-- so satisfied-- so smiling-- so prosing-- so undistinguishing and unfastidious-and so apt to tell every thing relative to every body about me, I would marry to-morrow. But between
us, I am convinced there never can be any likeness, except in being unmarried.”
“But still, you will be an old maid! and that’s so dreadful!”
“Never mind, Harriet, I shall not be a poor old maid; and it is poverty only which makes
celibacy contemptible to a generous public! A single woman, with a very narrow income, must be a
ridiculous, disagreeable old maid! the proper sport of boys and girls, but a single woman, of good
fortune, is always respectable, and may be as sensible and pleasant as any body else. And the
distinction is not quite so much against the candour and common sense of the world as appears at
first; for a very narrow income has a tendency to contract the mind, and sour the temper. Those who
can barely live, and who live perforce in a very small, and generally very inferior, society, may well be
illiberal and cross. This does not apply, however, to Miss Bates; she is only too good natured and too
silly to suit me; but, in general, she is very much to the taste of every body, though single and though
poor. Poverty certainly has not contracted her mind: I really believe, if she had only a shilling in the
world, she would be very likely to give away sixpence of it; and nobody is afraid of her: that is a great
charm.”
“Dear me! but what shall you do? how shall you employ yourself when you grow old?”
“If I know myself, Harriet, mine is an active, busy mind, with a great many independent
resources; and I do not perceive why I should be more in want of employment at forty or fifty than
one-and-twenty. Woman’s usual occupations of hand and mind will be as open to me then as they are
now; or with no important variation. If I draw less, I shall read more; if I give up music, I shall take to
carpet-work. And as for objects of interest, objects for the affections, which is in truth the great point of
inferiority, the want of which is really the great evil to be avoided in not marrying, I shall be very well
off, with all the children of a sister I love so much, to care about. There will be enough of them, in all

probability, to supply every sort of sensation that declining life can need. There will be enough for
every hope and every fear; and though my attachment to none can equal that of a parent, it suits my
ideas of comfort better than what is warmer and blinder. My nephews and nieces!-- I shall often have
a niece with me.”
“Do you know Miss Bates’s niece? That is, I know you must have seen her a hundred times-but are you acquainted?”
“Oh! yes; we are always forced to be acquainted whenever she comes to Highbury. By the
bye, that is almost enough to put one out of conceit with a niece. Heaven forbid! at least, that I should
ever bore people half so much about all the Knightleys together, as she does about Jane Fairfax. One
is sick of the very name of Jane Fairfax. Every letter from her is read forty times over; her
compliments to all friends go round and round again; and if she does but send her aunt the pattern of
a stomacher, or knit a pair of garters for her grandmother, one hears of nothing else for a month. I
wish Jane Fairfax very well; but she tires me to death.”
They were now approaching the cottage, and all idle topics were superseded. Emma was very
compassionate; and the distresses of the poor were as sure of relief from her personal attention and
kindness, her counsel and her patience, as from her purse. She understood their ways, could allow for
their ignorance and their temptations, had no romantic expectations of extraordinary virtue from those
for whom education had done so little; entered into their troubles with ready sympathy, and always
gave her assistance with as much intelligence as good-will. In the present instance, it was sickness
and poverty together which she came to visit; and after remaining there as long as she could give
comfort or advice, she quitted the cottage with such an impression of the scene as made her say to
Harriet, as they walked away,
“These are the sights, Harriet, to do one good. How trifling they make every thing else appear!- I feel now as if I could think of nothing but these poor creatures all the rest of the day; and yet, who
can say how soon it may all vanish from my mind?”
“Very true,” said Harriet. “Poor creatures! one can think of nothing else.”
“And really, I do not think the impression will soon be over,” said Emma, as she crossed the
low hedge, and tottering footstep which ended the narrow, slippery path through the cottage garden,
and brought them into the lane again. “I do not think it will,” stopping to look once more at all the
outward wretchedness of the place, and recall the still greater within.
“Oh! dear, no,” said her companion.
They walked on. The lane made a slight bend; and when that bend was passed, Mr. Elton was
immediately in sight; and so near as to give Emma time only to say farther,
“Ah! Harriet, here comes a very sudden trial of our stability in good thoughts. Well, (smiling,) I
hope it may be allowed that if compassion has produced exertion and relief to the sufferers, it has
done all that is truly important. If we feel for the wretched, enough to do all we can for them, the rest is
empty sympathy, only distressing to ourselves.”
Harriet could just answer, “Oh! dear, yes,” before the gentleman joined them. The wants and
sufferings of the poor family, however, were the first subject on meeting. He had been going to call on
them. His visit he would now defer; but they had a very interesting parley about what could be done
and should be done. Mr. Elton then turned back to accompany them.
“To fall in with each other on such an errand as this,” thought Emma; “to meet in a charitable
scheme; this will bring a great increase of love on each side. I should not wonder if it were to bring on
the declaration. It must, if I were not here. I wish I were anywhere else.”

from Chapter 10 of Jane Eyre
By Charlotte Brontë
The nurse closed the front door; I went in by the side entrance which led to the schoolroom: I
was just in time; it was nine o’clock, and Miss Miller was calling the pupils to go to bed.
It might be two hours later, probably near eleven, when I-- not having been able to fall asleep,
and deeming, from the perfect silence of the dormitory, that my companions were all wrapt in
profound repose-- rose softly, put on my frock over my night-dress, and, without shoes, crept from the
apartment, and set off in quest of Miss Temple’s room. It was quite at the other end of the house; but
I knew my way; and the light of the unclouded summer moon, entering here and there at passage
windows, enabled me to find it without difficulty. An odour of camphor and burnt vinegar warned me
when I came near the fever room: and I passed its door quickly, fearful lest the nurse who sat up all
night should hear me. I dreaded being discovered and sent back; for I must see Helen,-- I must
embrace her before she died,-- I must give her one last kiss, exchange with her one last word.
Having descended a staircase, traversed a portion of the house below, and succeeded in
opening and shutting, without noise, two doors, I reached another flight of steps; these I mounted, and
then just opposite to me was Miss Temple’s room. A light shone through the keyhole and from under
the door; a profound stillness pervaded the vicinity. Coming near, I found the door slightly ajar;
probably to admit some fresh air into the close abode of sickness. Indisposed to hesitate, and full of
impatient impulses-- soul and senses quivering with keen throes-- I put it back and looked in. My eye
sought Helen, and feared to find death.
Close by Miss Temple’s bed, and half covered with its white curtains, there stood a little crib. I
saw the outline of a form under the clothes, but the face was hid by the hangings: the nurse I had
spoken to in the garden sat in an easy-chair asleep; an unsnuffed candle burnt dimly on the table.
Miss Temple was not to be seen: I knew afterwards that she had been called to a delirious patient in
the fever-room. I advanced; then paused by the crib side: my hand was on the curtain, but I preferred
speaking before I withdrew it. I still recoiled at the dread of seeing a corpse.
“Helen!” I whispered softly, “are you awake?”
She stirred herself, put back the curtain, and I saw her face, pale, wasted, but quite composed:
she looked so little changed that my fear was instantly dissipated.
“Can it be you, Jane?” she asked, in her own gentle voice.
“Oh!” I thought, “she is not going to die; they are mistaken: she could not speak and look so
calmly if she were.”
I got on to her crib and kissed her: her forehead was cold, and her cheek both cold and thin,
and so were her hand and wrist; but she smiled as of old.
“Why are you come here, Jane? It is past eleven o’clock: I heard it strike some minutes
since.”
“I came to see you, Helen: I heard you were very ill, and I could not sleep till I had spoken to
you.”
“You came to bid me good-bye, then: you are just in time probably.”
“Are you going somewhere, Helen? Are you going home?”
“Yes; to my long home-- my last home.”
“No, no, Helen!” I stopped, distressed. While I tried to devour my tears, a fit of coughing
seized Helen; it did not, however, wake the nurse; when it was over, she lay some minutes
exhausted; then she whispered-“Jane, your little feet are bare; lie down and cover yourself with my quilt.”
I did so: she put her arm over me, and I nestled close to her. After a long silence, she
resumed, still whispering--

“I am very happy, Jane; and when you hear that I am dead, you must be sure and not grieve:
there is nothing to grieve about. We all must die one day, and the illness which is removing me is not
painful; it is gentle and gradual: my mind is at rest. I leave no one to regret me much: I have only a
father; and he is lately married, and will not miss me. By dying young, I shall escape great sufferings.
I had not qualities or talents to make my way very well in the world: I should have been continually at
fault.”
“But where are you going to, Helen? Can you see? Do you know?”
“I believe; I have faith: I am going to God.”
“Where is God? What is God?”
“My Maker and yours, who will never destroy what He created. I rely implicitly on His power,
and confide wholly in His goodness: I count the hours till that eventful one arrives which shall restore
me to Him, reveal Him to me.”
“You are sure, then, Helen, that there is such a place as heaven, and that our souls can get to
it when we die?”
“I am sure there is a future state; I believe God is good; I can resign my immortal part to Him
without any misgiving. God is my father; God is my friend: I love Him; I believe He loves me.”
“And shall I see you again, Helen, when I die?”
“You will come to the same region of happiness: be received by the same mighty, universal
Parent, no doubt, dear Jane.”
Again I questioned, but this time only in thought. “Where is that region? Does it exist?” And I
clasped my arms closer round Helen; she seemed dearer to me than ever; I felt as if I could not let her
go; I lay with my face hidden on her neck. Presently she said, in the sweetest tone-“How comfortable I am! That last fit of coughing has tired me a little; I feel as if I could sleep:
but don’t leave me, Jane; I like to have you near me.”
“I’ll stay with you, dear Helen: no one shall take me away.”
“Are you warm, darling?”
“Yes.”
“Good-night, Jane.”
“Good-night, Helen.”
She kissed me, and I her, and we both soon slumbered.
When I awoke it was day: an unusual movement roused me; I looked up; I was in somebody’s
arms; the nurse held me; she was carrying me through the passage back to the dormitory. I was not
reprimanded for leaving my bed; people had something else to think about; no explanation was
afforded then to my many questions; but a day or two afterwards I learned that Miss Temple, on
returning to her own room at dawn, had found me laid in the little crib; my face against Helen Burns’s
shoulder, my arms round her neck. I was asleep, and Helen was-- dead.
Her grave is in Brocklebridge churchyard: for fifteen years after her death it was only covered
by a grassy mound; but now a grey marble tablet marks the spot, inscribed with her name, and the
word “Resurgam.”1

1

Latin: "I shall rise again"

from Chapter 8 of Great Expectations
By Charles Dickens
For such reasons I was very glad when ten o’clock came and we started for Miss Havisham’s;
though I was not at all at my ease regarding the manner in which I should acquit myself under that
lady’s roof. Within a quarter of an hour we came to Miss Havisham’s house, which was of old brick,
and dismal, and had a great many iron bars to it. Some of the windows had been walled up; of those
that remained, all the lower were rustily barred. There was a court-yard in front, and that was barred;
so, we had to wait, after ringing the bell, until some one should come to open it. While we waited at
the gate, I peeped in (even then Mr Pumblechook said, `And fourteen?’ but I pretended not to hear
him), and saw that at the side of the house there was a large brewery. No brewing was going on in it,
and none seemed to have gone on for a long long time.
A window was raised, and a clear voice demanded `What name?’ To which my conductor
replied, `Pumblechook.’ The voice returned, `Quite right,’ and the window was shut again, and a
young lady came across the court-yard, with keys in her hand.
`This,’ said Mr Pumblechook, `is Pip.’
`This is Pip, is it?’ returned the young lady, who was very pretty and seemed very proud;
`come in, Pip.’
Mr Pumblechook was coming in also, when she stopped him with the gate.
`Oh!’ she said. `Did you wish to see Miss Havisham?’
`If Miss Havisham wished to see me,’ returned Mr Pumblechook discomfited.
`Ah!’ said the girl; `but you see she don’t.’
She said it so finally, and in such an undiscussible way, that Mr Pumblechook, though in a
condition of ruffled dignity, could not protest. But he eyed me severely-- as if I had done anything to
him!-- and departed with the words reproachfully delivered: `Boy! Let your behaviour here be a credit
unto them which brought you up by hand!’ I was not free from apprehension that he would come back
to propound through the gate, `And sixteen?’ But he didn’t.
My young conductress locked the gate, and we went across the court-yard. It was paved and
clean, but grass was growing in every crevice. The brewery buildings had a little lane of
communication with it; and the wooden gates of that lane stood open, and all the brewery beyond,
stood open, away to the high enclosing wall; and all was empty and disused. The cold wind seemed
to blow colder there, than outside the gate; and it made a shrill noise in howling in and out at the open
sides of the brewery, like the noise of wind in the rigging of a ship at sea. myself in a pretty large
room, well lighted with wax candles. No glimpse of daylight was to be seen in it. It was a dressingroom, as I supposed from the furniture, though much of it was of forms and uses then quite unknown
to me. But prominent in it was a draped table with a gilded looking-glass, and that I made out at first
sight to be a fine lady’s dressing-table.
Whether I should have made out this object so soon, if there had been no fine lady sitting at it,
I cannot say. In an armchair, with an elbow resting on the table and her head leaning on that hand, sat
the strangest lady I have ever seen, or shall ever see.
She was dressed in rich materials-- satins, and lace, and silks-- all of white. Her shoes were
white. And she had a long white veil dependent from her hair, and she had bridal flowers in her hair,
but her hair was white. Some bright jewels sparkled on her neck and on her hands, and some other
jewels lay sparkling on the table. Dresses, less splendid than the dress she wore, and half-packed
trunks, were scattered about. She had not quite finished dressing for she had but one shoe on-- the
other was on the table near her hand-- her veil was but half arranged, her watch and chain were not
put on, and some lace for her bosom lay with those trinkets, and with her handkerchief, and gloves,
and some flowers, an d a prayer- book, all confusedly heaped about the looking-glass.

It was not in the first few moments that I saw all these things, though I saw more of them in the
first moments than might be supposed. But, I saw that everything within my view which ought to be
white, had been white long ago, and had lost its lustre, and was faded and yellow. I saw that the bride
within the bridal dress had withered like the dress, and like the flowers, and had no brightness left but
the brightness of her sunken eyes. I saw that the dress had been put upon the rounded figure of a
young woman, and that the figure upon which it now hung loose, had shrunk to skin and bone. Once, I
had been taken to see some ghastly waxwork at the Fair, representing I know not what impossible
personage lying in state. Once, I had been taken to one of our old marsh churches to see a skeleton
in the ashes of a rich dress, that had been dug out of a vault under the church pavement. Now,
waxwork and skeleton seemed to have dark eyes that moved and looked at me. I should have cried
out, if I could.
`Who is it?’ said the lady at the table.
`Pip, ma’am.’
`Pip?’
`Mr Pumblechook’s boy, ma’am. Come-- to play.’
`Come nearer; let me look at you. Come close.’
It was when I stood before her, avoiding her eyes, that I took note of the surrounding objects in
detail, and saw that her watch had stopped at twenty minutes to nine, and that a clock in the room had
stopped at twenty minutes to nine.
`Look at me,’ said Miss Havisham. `You are not afraid of a woman who has never seen the
sun since you were born?’
I regret to state that I was not afraid of telling the enormous lie comprehended in the answer
`No.’
`Do you know what I touch here?’ she said, laying her hands, one upon the other, on her left
side.
`Yes, ma’am.’ (It made me think of the young man.)
`What do I touch?’
`Your heart.’
`Broken!’
She uttered the word with an eager look, and with strong emphasis, and with a weird smile
that had a kind of boast in it. Afterwards, she kept her hands there for a little while, and slowly took
them away as if they were heavy.
`I am tired,’ said Miss Havisham. `I want diversion, and I have done with men and women.
Play.’
I think it will be conceded by my most disputatious reader, that she could hardly have directed
an unfortunate boy to do anything in the wide world more difficult to be done under the circumstances.
“I sometimes have sick fancies,” she went on, “and I have a sick fancy that I want to see some
play. There, there!” with an impatient movement of the fingers of her right hand; “play, play, play!”

from Chapter 11 of Tess of the d’Urbervilles
By Thomas Hardy
"You cannot walk home, darling, even if the air were clear. We are miles away from Trantridge,
if I must tell you, and in this growing fog you might wander for hours among these trees."
"Never mind that," she coaxed. "Put me down, I beg you. I don't mind where it is; only let me
get down, sir, please!"
"Very well, then, I will-- on one condition. Having brought you here to this out-of-the-way place,
I feel myself responsible for your safe-conduct home, whatever you may yourself feel about it. As to
your getting to Trantridge without assistance, it is quite impossible; for, to tell the truth, dear, owing to
this fog, which so disguises everything, I don't quite know where we are myself. Now, if you will
promise to wait beside the horse while I walk through the bushes till I come to some road or house,
and ascertain exactly our whereabouts, I'll deposit you here willingly. When I come back I'll give you
full directions, and if you insist upon walking you may; or you may ride-- at your pleasure."
She accepted these terms, and slid off on the near side, though not till he had stolen a cursory
kiss. He sprang down on the other side.
"I suppose I must hold the horse?" said she.
"Oh no; it's not necessary," replied Alec, patting the panting creature. "He's had enough of it
for to-night."
He turned the horse's head into the bushes, hitched him on to a bough, and made a sort of
couch or nest for her in the deep mass of dead leaves.
"Now, you sit there," he said. "The leaves have not got damp as yet. Just give an eye to the
horse-- it will be quite sufficient."
He took a few steps away from her, but, returning, said, "By the bye, Tess, your father has a
new cob to-day. Somebody gave it to him."
"Somebody? You!"
D'Urberville nodded.
"O how very good of you that is!" she exclaimed, with a painful sense of the awkwardness of
having to thank him just then.
"And the children have some toys."
"I didn't know—you ever sent them anything!" she murmured, much moved. "I almost wish you
had not-- yes, I almost wish it!"
"Why, dear?"
"It-- hampers me so."
"Tessy-- don't you love me ever so little now?"
"I'm grateful," she reluctantly admitted. "But I fear I do not-- " The sudden vision of his passion
for herself as a factor in this result so distressed her that, beginning with one slow tear, and then
following with another, she wept outright.
"Don't cry, dear, dear one! Now sit down here, and wait till I come." She passively sat down
amid the leaves he had heaped, and shivered slightly. "Are you cold?" he asked.
"Not very-- a little."
He touched her with his fingers, which sank into her as into down. "You have only that puffy
muslin dress on-- how's that?"
"It's my best summer one. 'Twas very warm when I started, and I didn't know I was going to
ride, and that it would be night."
"Nights grow chilly in September. Let me see." He pulled off a light overcoat that he had worn,
and put it round her tenderly. "That's it-- now you'll feel warmer," he continued. "Now, my pretty, rest
there; I shall soon be back again."

Having buttoned the overcoat round her shoulders he plunged into the webs of vapour which
by this time formed veils between the trees. She could hear the rustling of the branches as he
ascended the adjoining slope, till his movements were no louder than the hopping of a bird, and finally
died away. With the setting of the moon the pale light lessened, and Tess became invisible as she fell
into reverie upon the leaves where he had left her.
In the meantime Alec d'Urberville had pushed on up the slope to clear his genuine doubt as to
the quarter of The Chase they were in. He had, in fact, ridden quite at random for over an hour, taking
any turning that came to hand in order to prolong companionship with her, and giving far more
attention to Tess's moonlit person than to any wayside object. A little rest for the jaded animal being
desirable, he did not hasten his search for landmarks. A clamber over the hill into the adjoining vale
brought him to the fence of a highway whose contours he recognized, which settled the question of
their whereabouts. D'Urberville thereupon turned back; but by this time the moon had quite gone
down, and partly on account of the fog The Chase was wrapped in thick darkness, although morning
was not far off. He was obliged to advance with outstretched hands to avoid contact with the boughs,
and discovered that to hit the exact spot from which he had started was at first entirely beyond him.
Roaming up and down, round and round, he at length heard a slight movement of the horse close at
hand; and the sleeve of his overcoat unexpectedly caught his foot.
"Tess!" said d'Urberville.
There was no answer. The obscurity was now so great that he could see absolutely nothing
but a pale nebulousness at his feet, which represented the white muslin figure he had left upon the
dead leaves. Everything else was blackness alike. D'Urberville stooped; and heard a gentle regular
breathing. He knelt and bent lower, till her breath warmed his face, and in a moment his cheek was in
contact with hers. She was sleeping soundly, and upon her eyelashes there lingered tears.
Darkness and silence ruled everywhere around. Above them rose the primeval yews and oaks
of The Chase, in which there poised gentle roosting birds in their last nap; and about them stole the
hopping rabbits and hares. But, might some say, where was Tess's guardian angel? where was the
providence of her simple faith? Perhaps, like that other god of whom the ironical Tishbite spoke, he
was talking, or he was pursuing, or he was in a journey, or he was sleeping and not to be awaked.
Why it was that upon this beautiful feminine tissue, sensitive as gossamer, and practically
blank as snow as yet, there should have been traced such a coarse pattern as it was doomed to
receive; why so often the coarse appropriates the finer thus, the wrong man the woman, the wrong
woman the man, many thousand years of analytical philosophy have failed to explain to our sense of
order. One may, indeed, admit the possibility of a retribution lurking in the present catastrophe.
Doubtless some of Tess d'Urberville's mailed ancestors rollicking home from a fray had dealt the
same measure even more ruthlessly towards peasant girls of their time. But though to visit the sins of
the fathers upon the children may be a morality good enough for divinities, it is scorned by average
human nature; and it therefore does not mend the matter.
As Tess's own people down in those retreats are never tired of saying among each other in
their fatalistic way: "It was to be." There lay the pity of it. An immeasurable social chasm was to divide
our heroine's personality thereafter from that previous self of hers who stepped from her mother's
door to try her fortune at Trantridge poultry-farm.

