from Volume II, Chapters 16 and 17 of Emma
By Jane Austen
“I hope you did not venture far, Miss Fairfax, this morning, or I am sure you must have been
wet.—We scarcely got home in time. I hope you turned directly.”
“I went only to the post-office,” said she, “and reached home before the rain was much. It is my
daily errand. I always fetch the letters when I am here. It saves trouble, and is a something to get me
out. A walk before breakfast does me good.”
“Not a walk in the rain, I should imagine.”
“No, but it did not absolutely rain when I set out.”
Mr. John Knightley smiled, and replied,
“That is to say, you chose to have your walk, for you were not six yards from your own door
when I had the pleasure of meeting you; and Henry and John had seen more drops than they could
count long before. The post-office has a great charm at one period of our lives. When you have lived
to my age, you will begin to think letters are never worth going through the rain for.”
There was a little blush, and then this answer,
“I must not hope to be ever situated as you are, in the midst of every dearest connexion, and
therefore I cannot expect that simply growing older should make me indifferent about letters.”
“Indifferent! Oh! no—I never conceived you could become indifferent. Letters are no matter of
indifference; they are generally a very positive curse.”
“You are speaking of letters of business; mine are letters of friendship.” [...]
“When I talked of your being altered by time, by the progress of years,” said John Knightley, “I
meant to imply the change of situation which time usually brings. I consider one as including the other.
Time will generally lessen the interest of every attachment not within the daily circle—but that is not
the change I had in view for you. As an old friend, you will allow me to hope, Miss Fairfax, that ten
years hence you may have as many concentrated objects as I have.”
It was kindly said, and very far from giving offence. A pleasant “thank you” seemed meant to
laugh it off, but a blush, a quivering lip, a tear in the eye, shewed that it was felt beyond a laugh. [...]
When the ladies returned to the drawing-room after dinner, Emma found it hardly possible to
prevent their making two distinct parties;—with so much perseverance in judging and behaving ill did
Mrs. Elton engross Jane Fairfax and slight herself. [...] The post-office—catching cold—fetching
letters—and friendship, were long under discussion; and to them succeeded one, which must be at
least equally unpleasant to Jane—inquiries whether she had yet heard of any situation likely to suit
her, and professions of Mrs. Elton's meditated activity.
“Here is April come!” said she, “I get quite anxious about you. June will soon be here.”
“But I have never fixed on June or any other month—merely looked forward to the summer in
general.”
“But have you really heard of nothing?”
“I have not even made any inquiry; I do not wish to make any yet.”
“Oh! my dear, we cannot begin too early; you are not aware of the difficulty of procuring
exactly the desirable thing.”
“I not aware!” said Jane, shaking her head; “dear Mrs. Elton, who can have thought of it as I
have done?”
“But you have not seen so much of the world as I have. You do not know how many
candidates there always are for the first situations. I saw a vast deal of that in the neighbourhood
round Maple Grove. A cousin of Mr. Suckling, Mrs. Bragge, had such an infinity of applications; every

body was anxious to be in her family, for she moves in the first circle. Wax-candles in the schoolroom!
You may imagine how desirable! Of all houses in the kingdom Mrs. Bragge's is the one I would most
wish to see you in.”
“Colonel and Mrs. Campbell are to be in town again by midsummer,” said Jane. “I must spend
some time with them; I am sure they will want it;—afterwards I may probably be glad to dispose of
myself. But I would not wish you to take the trouble of making any inquiries at present.”
“Trouble! aye, I know your scruples. You are afraid of giving me trouble; but I assure you, my
dear Jane, the Campbells can hardly be more interested about you than I am. I shall write to Mrs.
Partridge in a day or two, and shall give her a strict charge to be on the look-out for any thing eligible.”
“Thank you, but I would rather you did not mention the subject to her; till the time draws
nearer, I do not wish to be giving any body trouble.”
“But, my dear child, the time is drawing near; here is April, and June, or say even July, is very
near, with such business to accomplish before us. Your inexperience really amuses me! A situation
such as you deserve, and your friends would require for you, is no everyday occurrence, is not
obtained at a moment's notice; indeed, indeed, we must begin inquiring directly.”
“Excuse me, ma'am, but this is by no means my intention; I make no inquiry myself, and
should be sorry to have any made by my friends. When I am quite determined as to the time, I am not
at all afraid of being long unemployed. There are places in town, offices, where inquiry would soon
produce something—Offices for the sale—not quite of human flesh—but of human intellect.”
“Oh! my dear, human flesh! You quite shock me; if you mean a fling at the slave-trade, I
assure you Mr. Suckling was always rather a friend to the abolition.”
“I did not mean, I was not thinking of the slave-trade,” replied Jane; “governess-trade, I assure
you, was all that I had in view; widely different certainly as to the guilt of those who carry it on; but as
to the greater misery of the victims, I do not know where it lies. But I only mean to say that there are
advertising offices, and that by applying to them I should have no doubt of very soon meeting with
something that would do.”
“Something that would do!” repeated Mrs. Elton. “Aye, that may suit your humble ideas of
yourself;—I know what a modest creature you are; but it will not satisfy your friends to have you taking
up with any thing that may offer, any inferior, commonplace situation, in a family not moving in a
certain circle, or able to command the elegancies of life.”
“You are very obliging; but as to all that, I am very indifferent; it would be no object to me to be
with the rich; my mortifications, I think, would only be the greater; I should suffer more from
comparison. A gentleman's family is all that I should condition for.”
“I know you, I know you; you would take up with any thing; but I shall be a little more nice, and
I am sure the good Campbells will be quite on my side; with your superior talents, you have a right to
move in the first circle. Your musical knowledge alone would entitle you to name your own terms,
have as many rooms as you like, and mix in the family as much as you chose;—that is—I do not
know—if you knew the harp, you might do all that, I am very sure; but you sing as well as play;—yes, I
really believe you might, even without the harp, stipulate for what you chose;—and you must and shall
be delightfully, honourably and comfortably settled before the Campbells or I have any rest.”
“You may well class the delight, the honour, and the comfort of such a situation together,” said
Jane, “they are pretty sure to be equal; however, I am very serious in not wishing any thing to be
attempted at present for me. I am exceedingly obliged to you, Mrs. Elton, I am obliged to any body
who feels for me, but I am quite serious in wishing nothing to be done till the summer. For two or three
months longer I shall remain where I am, and as I am.”

from Chapter 24 of Jane Eyre
By Charlotte Brontë
As I rose and dressed, I thought over what had happened, and wondered if it were a dream. I
could not be certain of the reality till I had seen Mr. Rochester again, and heard him renew his words
of love and promise.
While arranging my hair, I looked at my face in the glass, and felt it was no longer plain: there
was hope in its aspect and life in its colour; and my eyes seemed as if they had beheld the fount of
fruition, and borrowed beams from the lustrous ripple. I had often been unwilling to look at my master,
because I feared he could not be pleased at my look; but I was sure I might lift my face to his now,
and not cool his affection by its expression. I took a plain but clean and light summer dress from my
drawer and put it on: it seemed no attire had ever so well become me, because none had I ever worn
in so blissful a mood.
I was not surprised, when I ran down into the hall, to see that a brilliant June morning had
succeeded to the tempest of the night; and to feel, through the open glass door, the breathing of a
fresh and fragrant breeze. Nature must be gladsome when I was so happy. A beggar-woman and
her little boy—pale, ragged objects both—were coming up the walk, and I ran down and gave them all
the money I happened to have in my purse—some three or four shillings: good or bad, they must
partake of my jubilee. The rooks cawed, and blither birds sang; but nothing was so merry or so
musical as my own rejoicing heart.
Mrs. Fairfax surprised me by looking out of the window with a sad countenance, and saying
gravely—“Miss Eyre, will you come to breakfast?” During the meal she was quiet and cool: but I could
not undeceive her then. I must wait for my master to give explanations; and so must she. I ate what I
could, and then I hastened upstairs.
“Where are you going? It is time for lessons.”
“Mr. Rochester has sent me away to the nursery.”
“Where is he?”
“In there,” pointing to the apartment she had left; and I went in, and there he stood.
“Come and bid me good-morning,” said he. I gladly advanced; and it was not merely a cold
word now, or even a shake of the hand that I received, but an embrace and a kiss. It seemed natural:
it seemed genial to be so well loved, so caressed by him.
“Jane, you look blooming, and smiling, and pretty,” said he: “truly pretty this morning. [...] I will
make the world acknowledge you a beauty, too,” he went on, while I really became uneasy at the
strain he had adopted, because I felt he was either deluding himself or trying to delude me. “I will
attire my Jane in satin and lace, and she shall have roses in her hair; and I will cover the head I love
best with a priceless veil.”
“And then you won’t know me, sir; and I shall not be your Jane Eyre any longer, but an ape in
a harlequin’s jacket—a jay in borrowed plumes. I would as soon see you, Mr. Rochester, tricked out
in stage-trappings, as myself clad in a court-lady’s robe; and I don’t call you handsome, sir, though I
love you most dearly: far too dearly to flatter you. Don’t flatter me.” [...]
“Ask something more,” he said presently; “it is my delight to be entreated, and to yield.”
I was again ready with my request. “Communicate your intentions to Mrs. Fairfax, sir: she saw
me with you last night in the hall, and she was shocked. Give her some explanation before I see her
again. It pains me to be misjudged by so good a woman.”

“Go to your room, and put on your bonnet,” he replied. “I mean you to accompany me to
Millcote this morning; and while you prepare for the drive, I will enlighten the old lady’s understanding.
Did she think, Janet, you had given the world for love, and considered it well lost?”
“I believe she thought I had forgotten my station, and yours, sir.”
“Station! station!—your station is in my heart, and on the necks of those who would insult you,
now or hereafter.—Go.”
I was soon dressed; and when I heard Mr. Rochester quit Mrs. Fairfax’s parlour, I hurried
down to it. The old lady, had been reading her morning portion of Scripture—the Lesson for the day;
her Bible lay open before her, and her spectacles were upon it. Her occupation, suspended by Mr.
Rochester’s announcement, seemed now forgotten: her eyes, fixed on the blank wall opposite,
expressed the surprise of a quiet mind stirred by unwonted tidings. Seeing me, she roused herself:
she made a sort of effort to smile, and framed a few words of congratulation; but the smile expired,
and the sentence was abandoned unfinished. She put up her spectacles, shut the Bible, and pushed
her chair back from the table.
“I feel so astonished,” she began, “I hardly know what to say to you, Miss Eyre. I have surely
not been dreaming, have I? Sometimes I half fall asleep when I am sitting alone and fancy things that
have never happened. It has seemed to me more than once when I have been in a doze, that my
dear husband, who died fifteen years since, has come in and sat down beside me; and that I have
even heard him call me by my name, Alice, as he used to do. Now, can you tell me whether it is
actually true that Mr. Rochester has asked you to marry him? Don’t laugh at me. But I really thought
he came in here five minutes ago, and said that in a month you would be his wife.”
“He has said the same thing to me,” I replied.
“He has! Do you believe him? Have you accepted him?”
“Yes.”
She looked at me bewildered. “I could never have thought it. He is a proud man: all the
Rochesters were proud: and his father, at least, liked money. He, too, has always been called careful.
He means to marry you?”
“He tells me so.”
She surveyed my whole person: in her eyes I read that they had there found no charm
powerful enough to solve the enigma.
“It passes me!” she continued; “but no doubt, it is true since you say so. How it will answer, I
cannot tell: I really don’t know. Equality of position and fortune is often advisable in such cases; and
there are twenty years of difference in your ages. He might almost be your father.”
“No, indeed, Mrs. Fairfax!” exclaimed I, nettled; “he is nothing like my father! No one, who saw
us together, would suppose it for an instant. Mr. Rochester looks as young, and is as young, as some
men at five-and-twenty.”
“Is it really for love he is going to marry you?” she asked.
I was so hurt by her coldness and scepticism, that the tears rose to my eyes.
“I am sorry to grieve you,” pursued the widow; “but you are so young, and so little acquainted
with men, I wished to put you on your guard. It is an old saying that ‘all is not gold that glitters;’ and in
this case I do fear there will be something found to be different to what either you or I expect. [...]
There are times when, for your sake, I have been a little uneasy at his marked preference, and have
wished to put you on your guard: but I did not like to suggest even the possibility of wrong. I knew
such an idea would shock, perhaps offend you. [...] Believe me, you cannot be too careful. Try and
keep Mr. Rochester at a distance: distrust yourself as well as him. Gentlemen in his station are not
accustomed to marry their governesses.”

from Chapter 36 of Great Expectations
By Charles Dickens
Herbert and I went on from bad to worse, in the way of increasing our debts, looking into our
affairs, leaving Margins, and the like exemplary transactions; and Time went on, whether or no, as he
has a way of doing; and I came of age,—in fulfilment of Herbert's prediction, that I should do so before
I knew where I was.
Herbert himself had come of age eight months before me. As he had nothing else than his
majority to come into, the event did not make a profound sensation in Barnard's Inn. But we had
looked forward to my one-and-twentieth birthday, with a crowd of speculations and anticipations, for
we had both considered that my guardian could hardly help saying something definite on that
occasion.
I had taken care to have it well understood in Little Britain when my birthday was. On the day
before it, I received an official note from Wemmick, informing me that Mr. Jaggers would be glad if I
would call upon him at five in the afternoon of the auspicious day. This convinced us that something
great was to happen, and threw me into an unusual flutter when I repaired to my guardian's office, a
model of punctuality. [...]
“Well, Pip,” said he, “I must call you Mr. Pip to-day. Congratulations, Mr. Pip.”
We shook hands,—he was always a remarkably short shaker,—and I thanked him.
“Take a chair, Mr. Pip,” said my guardian.
As I sat down, and he preserved his attitude and bent his brows at his boots, I felt at a
disadvantage, which reminded me of that old time when I had been put upon a tombstone. The two
ghastly casts on the shelf were not far from him, and their expression was as if they were making a
stupid apoplectic attempt to attend to the conversation.
“Now my young friend,” my guardian began, as if I were a witness in the box, “I am going to
have a word or two with you.”
“If you please, sir.”
“What do you suppose,” said Mr. Jaggers, bending forward to look at the ground, and then
throwing his head back to look at the ceiling,—“what do you suppose you are living at the rate of?”
“At the rate of, sir?”
“At,” repeated Mr. Jaggers, still looking at the ceiling, “the—rate—of?” And then looked all
round the room, and paused with his pocket-handkerchief in his hand, half-way to his nose.
I had looked into my affairs so often, that I had thoroughly destroyed any slight notion I might
ever have had of their bearings. Reluctantly, I confessed myself quite unable to answer the question.
This reply seemed agreeable to Mr. Jaggers, who said, “I thought so!” and blew his nose with an air of
satisfaction. [...]
I looked about me, but there appeared to be now no possible escape from the inquiry, “HaveI—anything to receive, sir?” On that, Mr. Jaggers said, triumphantly, “I thought we should come to it!”
and called to Wemmick to give him that piece of paper. Wemmick appeared, handed it in, and
disappeared.
“Now, Mr. Pip,” said Mr. Jaggers, “attend, if you please. You have been drawing pretty freely
here; your name occurs pretty often in Wemmick's cash-book; but you are in debt, of course?”
“I am afraid I must say yes, sir.” [...]
“I don't ask you what you owe, because you don't know; and if you did know, you wouldn't tell
me; you would say less. Yes, yes, my friend,” cried Mr. Jaggers, waving his forefinger to stop me as I
made a show of protesting: “it's likely enough that you think you wouldn't, but you would. You'll excuse

me, but I know better than you. Now, take this piece of paper in your hand. You have got it? Very
good. Now, unfold it and tell me what it is.”
“This is a bank-note,” said I, “for five hundred pounds.”
“That is a bank-note,” repeated Mr. Jaggers, “for five hundred pounds. And a very handsome
sum of money too, I think. You consider it so?”
“How could I do otherwise!”
“Ah! But answer the question,” said Mr. Jaggers.
“Undoubtedly.”
“You consider it, undoubtedly, a handsome sum of money. Now, that handsome sum of
money, Pip, is your own. It is a present to you on this day, in earnest of your expectations. And at the
rate of that handsome sum of money per annum, and at no higher rate, you are to live until the donor
of the whole appears. That is to say, you will now take your money affairs entirely into your own
hands, and you will draw from Wemmick one hundred and twenty-five pounds per quarter, until you
are in communication with the fountain-head, and no longer with the mere agent. As I have told you
before, I am the mere agent. I execute my instructions, and I am paid for doing so. I think them
injudicious, but I am not paid for giving any opinion on their merits.”
I was beginning to express my gratitude to my benefactor for the great liberality with which I
was treated, when Mr. Jaggers stopped me. “I am not paid, Pip,” said he, coolly, “to carry your words
to any one;” and then gathered up his coat-tails, as he had gathered up the subject, and stood
frowning at his boots as if he suspected them of designs against him. [...]
The fact was, that when the five hundred pounds had come into my pocket, a thought had
come into my head which had been often there before; and it appeared to me that Wemmick was a
good person to advise with concerning such thought.
He had already locked up his safe, and made preparations for going home. He had left his
desk, brought out his two greasy office candlesticks and stood them in line with the snuffers on a slab
near the door, ready to be extinguished; he had raked his fire low, put his hat and great-coat ready,
and was beating himself all over the chest with his safe-key, as an athletic exercise after business.
“Mr. Wemmick,” said I, “I want to ask your opinion. I am very desirous to serve a friend.”
Wemmick tightened his post-office and shook his head, as if his opinion were dead against
any fatal weakness of that sort. [...] “With money down?” said Wemmick, in a tone drier than any
sawdust.
“With some money down,” I replied, for an uneasy remembrance shot across me of that
symmetrical bundle of papers at home—“with some money down, and perhaps some anticipation of
my expectations.”
“Mr. Pip,” said Wemmick, “I should like just to run over with you on my fingers, if you please,
the names of the various bridges up as high as Chelsea Reach. Let's see; there's London, one;
Southwark, two; Blackfriars, three; Waterloo, four; Westminster, five; Vauxhall, six.” He had checked
off each bridge in its turn, with the handle of his safe-key on the palm of his hand. “There's as many
as six, you see, to choose from.”
“I don't understand you,” said I.
“Choose your bridge, Mr. Pip,” returned Wemmick, “and take a walk upon your bridge, and
pitch your money into the Thames over the centre arch of your bridge, and you know the end of it.
Serve a friend with it, and you may know the end of it too,—but it's a less pleasant and profitable end.”
I could have posted a newspaper in his mouth, he made it so wide after saying this.
“This is very discouraging,” said I.
“Meant to be so,” said Wemmick.

from Chapter 33 of Tess of the d’Urbervilles
By Thomas Hardy
Every morning and night he was the same, and thus New Year's Eve broke—the wedding day.
The lovers did not rise at milking-time, having through the whole of this last week of their
sojourn at the dairy been accorded something of the position of guests, Tess being honoured with a
room of her own. When they arrived downstairs at breakfast-time they were surprised to see what
effects had been produced in the large kitchen for their glory since they had last beheld it. At some
unnatural hour of the morning the dairyman had caused the yawning chimney-corner to be whitened,
and the brick hearth reddened, and a blazing yellow damask blower to be hung across the arch in
place of the old grimy blue cotton one with a black sprig pattern which had formerly done duty there.
This renovated aspect of what was the focus indeed of the room on a full winter morning threw a
smiling demeanour over the whole apartment.
"I was determined to do summat in honour o't", said the dairyman. "And as you wouldn't hear
of my gieing a rattling good randy wi' fiddles and bass-viols complete, as we should ha' done in old
times, this was all I could think o' as a noiseless thing."
Tess's friends lived so far off that none could conveniently have been present at the ceremony,
even had any been asked; but as a fact nobody was invited from Marlott. As for Angel's family, he had
written and duly informed them of the time, and assured them that he would be glad to see one at
least of them there for the day if he would like to come. His brothers had not replied at all, seeming to
be indignant with him; while his father and mother had written a rather sad letter, deploring his
precipitancy in rushing into marriage, but making the best of the matter by saying that, though a
dairywoman was the last daughter-in-law they could have expected, their son had arrived at an age
which he might be supposed to be the best judge.
This coolness in his relations distressed Clare less than it would have done had he been
without the grand card with which he meant to surprise them ere long. To produce Tess, fresh from
the dairy, as a d'Urberville and a lady, he had felt to be temerarious and risky; hence he had
concealed her lineage till such time as, familiarized with worldly ways by a few months' travel and
reading with him, he could take her on a visit to his parents and impart the knowledge while
triumphantly producing her as worthy of such an ancient line. It was a pretty lover's dream, if no more.
Perhaps Tess's lineage had more value for himself than for anybody in the world beside. [...]
The church was a long way off, and they were obliged to drive, particularly as it was winter. A
closed carriage was ordered from a roadside inn, a vehicle which had been kept there ever since the
old days of post-chaise travelling. It had stout wheel-spokes and heavy felloes, a great curved bed,
immense straps and springs, and a pole like a battering-ram. The postilion was a venerable "boy" of
sixty—a martyr to rheumatic gout, the result of excessive exposure in youth, counter-acted by strong
liquors—who had stood at inn-doors doing nothing for the whole five-and-twenty years that had
elapsed since he had no longer been required to ride professionally, as if expecting the old times to
come back again. He had a permanent running wound on the outside of his right leg, originated by the
constant bruisings of aristocratic carriage-poles during the many years that he had been in regular
employ at the King's Arms, Casterbridge.
Inside this cumbrous and creaking structure, and behind this decayed conductor, the partie
carrée took their seats—the bride and bridegroom and Mr and Mrs Crick. Angel would have liked one
at least of his brothers to be present as groomsman, but their silence after his gentle hint to that effect
by letter had signified that they did not care to come. They disapproved of the marriage, and could not
be expected to countenance it. Perhaps it was as well that they could not be present. They were not

worldly young fellows, but fraternizing with dairy-folk would have struck unpleasantly upon their biased
niceness, apart from their views of the match.
Upheld by the momentum of the time, Tess knew nothing of this, did not see anything, did not
know the road they were taking to the church. She knew that Angel was close to her; all the rest was
a luminous mist. She was a sort of celestial person, who owed her being to poetry—one of those
classical divinities Clare was accustomed to talk to her about when they took their walks together.
The marriage being by licence there were only a dozen or so of people in the church; had
there been a thousand they would have produced no more effect upon her. They were at stellar
distances from her present world. In the ecstatic solemnity with which she swore her faith to him the
ordinary sensibilities of sex seemed a flippancy. At a pause in the service, while they were kneeling
together, she unconsciously inclined herself towards him, so that her shoulder touched his arm; she
had been frightened by a passing thought, and the movement had been automatic, to assure herself
that he was really there, and to fortify her belief that his fidelity would be proof against all things.
Clare knew that she loved him—every curve of her form showed that—but he did not know at
that time the full depth of her devotion, its single-mindedness, its meekness; what long-suffering it
guaranteed, what honesty, what endurance, what good faith.
As they came out of church the ringers swung the bells off their rests, and a modest peal of
three notes broke forth—that limited amount of expression having been deemed sufficient by the
church builders for the joys of such a small parish. Passing by the tower with her husband on the path
to the gate she could feel the vibrant air humming round them from the louvred belfry in the circle of
sound, and it matched the highly-charged mental atmosphere in which she was living.
This condition of mind, wherein she felt glorified by an irradiation not her own, like the angel
whom St John saw in the sun, lasted till the sound of the church bells had died away, and the
emotions of the wedding-service had calmed down. Her eyes could dwell upon details more clearly
now, and Mr and Mrs Crick having directed their own gig to be sent for them, to leave the carriage to
the young couple, she observed the build and character of that conveyance for the first time. Sitting in
silence she regarded it long.
"I fancy you seem oppressed, Tessy," said Clare.
"Yes," she answered, putting her hand to her brow. "I tremble at many things. It is all so
serious, Angel. Among other things I seem to have seen this carriage before, to be very well
acquainted with it. It is very odd—I must have seen it in a dream."
"Oh—you have heard the legend of the d'Urberville Coach—that well-known superstition of
this county about your family when they were very popular here; and this lumbering old thing reminds
you of it."
"I have never heard of it to my knowledge," said she. "What is the legend—may I know it?"
"Well—I would rather not tell it in detail just now. A certain d'Urberville of the sixteenth or
seventeenth century committed a dreadful crime in his family coach; and since that time members of
the family see or hear the old coach whenever—But I'll tell you another day—it is rather gloomy.
Evidently some dim knowledge of it has been brought back to your mind by the sight of this venerable
caravan."
"I don't remember hearing it before," she murmured. "Is it when we are going to die, Angel,
that members of my family see it, or is it when we have committed a crime?"
"Now, Tess!"
He silenced her by a kiss.

