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Cette année scolaire 2021-2022 était particulière. Les devoirs de vacances 

proposés sont obligatoires pour certains élèves et conseillés pour tous les 

autres, afin de consolider les acquis du travail effectué depuis le début de 

l’année, en présentiel ou à distance. 

 

Pour les élèves dont les devoirs sont obligatoires, il est impératif de les 

travailler sérieusement et les rendre complets, pour ne pas compromettre la 

prochaine année scolaire et faciliter l’adaptation à la classe supérieure.  

 

Ils sont répartis sur 4 semaines. 
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You must read the following extract and answer the questions that follow. While doing 

so you must keep in mind the themes we have worked on throughout the year. 

 

 Nineteen Eighty-Four , George Orwell (abridged and adapted) 
It was nearly eleven hundred, and in the Records Department, where Winston worked, they were dragging the 

chairs out of the cubicle and grouping them in the centre hall, opposite the big telescreen, in preparation for 

the Two Minutes Hate.  (...) 

The next moment a hideous, grinding screech, as of some monstrous machine running out of oil, burst from 

the big telescreen at the end of the room. It was a noise that set one’s teeth on edge and bristled the hair at the 

back of one’s neck. The Hate had started. 

As usual the face of Emmanuel Goldstein, the Enemy of the People, had flashed onto the screen. There were 

hisses here and there among the audience. Goldstein was the renegade who once, long ago, had been one of 

the leading figures of the Party, almost on a level with Big Brother himself, and then had engaged in 

counterrevolutionary activities, had been condemned to death and mysteriously escaped and disappeared. He 

was the primal traitor, commander of a vast shadowy army, an underground network of conspirators dedicated 

to overthrow the state. The Brotherhood, its name was supposed to be. 

Before the Hate proceeded for thirty seconds, uncontrollable exclamations of rage were breaking out from 

half the people in the room. In the second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up and down 

in their places and shouting at the top of their voices in an effort to drown Goldstein’s maddening bleating  

voice that came from the screen. The horrible thing about the Two Minutes Hate was not that one was obliged 

to act a part, but that it was impossible to avoid joining in. A hideous ecstasy of fear and vindictiveness, a 

desire to kill, to torture, seemed to flow through the whole group of people like an electric current, turning 

one even against one’s will into a screaming lunatic. The Hate rose to its climax. Then Goldstein’s face melted 

into the figure of a Eurasian soldier who seemed to be advancing, huge and terrible, and seeming to spring out 

of the surface of the screen, so that some of the people in the front row actually flinched backwards in their 

seats. But in the same moment, drawing a deep sigh of relief from everybody, the hostile figure melted into 

the face of the Big Brother, full of power and mysterious calm. At this moment the entire group of people 

broke into a deep, slow rhythmical chant of ‘B-B!’ 

 

A. Are the following statements True or False? 

1- The Hate is a spontaneous social event. 

2- It basically consists of expressing one’s hatred of the enemies of the state. 

3- Goldstein is the leader of a political opposition party. 

4- During Hate Big Brother appears on the screen voicing out against his opponents. 

5- The feeling of intensity grows progressively throughout the two minutes. 

6- People participate on a voluntary basis. 

7- It is difficult to resist the psychological group effect of the Hate. 

8- The Hate ends with Big Brother protecting the masses from their enemies. 
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THE HUNGER GAMES, Chapter 1 

When I wake up, the other side of the bed is cold. My fingers stretch out, seeking Prim’s warmth but finding 

only the rough canvas cover of the mattress. She must have had bad dreams and climbed in with our mother. 

Of course, she did. This is the day of the reaping. 

Sitting at Prim’s knees, guarding her is the world’s ugliest cat. Mashed-in nose, half of one ear missing, eyes 

the colour of rotten squash. Prim named him Buttercup, insisting that his muddy yellow coat matched the 

bright flower. He hates me. Or at least he distrusts me. Even though it was years ago, I think he still 

remembers how I tried to drown him in a bucket when Prim brought him home. Scrawny kitten, belly 

swollen with worms, crawling with flees. The last thing I needed was another mouth to feed. 

Electrified or not, the fence has been successful at keeping the flesh-eaters out of District 12. Inside the 

woods they roam freely, and there are added concerns like venomous snakes, rabid animals, and no real 

paths to follow. 

But there’s also food if you know how to find it. My father knew and he taught me some before he was 

blown to bits in a mine explosion. There was nothing even to bury. I was eleven then. Five years later, I still 

wake up screaming for him to run. 

When I was younger, I scared my mother to death, the things I would blurt out about District 12, about the 

people who rule our country, Panem, from the far-off city called the Capitol. Eventually I understood this 

would only lead us to more trouble. So I learned to hold my tongue and to turn my features into an 

indifferent mask so that no one could ever read my thoughts. Do my work quietly in school. Make only 

polite small talk in the public market. Discuss little more than trades in the Hob, which is the black market 

where I make most of my money. Even at home, where I am less pleasant, I avoid discussing tricky topics. 

Like the reaping, or food shortages, or the Hunger Games. Prim might begin to repeat my words then where 

would we be? .... 

 

1- Who had bad dreams? 

2- What’s the cat’s name? 

3- Does the narrator like the cat? 

4- How did the narrator’s father died? 

5- How old was the narrator when her father died? 

6- Where does the narrator live? What’s her country called? 

7- What’s the Hob? 

8- Do you know who the narrator is? 
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Harry potter and the Sorcerer’s Stone  
 
Mrs. Dursley had had a nice, normal day. She told him over dinner all about Mrs. Next Door's problems 

with her daughter and how Dudley had learned a new word ("Won't!"). Mr. Dursley tried to act normally. 

When Dudley had been put to bed, he went into the living room in time to catch the last report on the 

evening news: "And finally, bird-watchers everywhere have reported that the nation's owls have been 

behaving very unusually today. Although owls normally hunt at night and are hardly ever seen in daylight, 

there have been hundreds of sightings of these birds flying in every direction since sunrise. Experts are 

unable to explain why the owls have suddenly changed their sleeping pattern." The newscaster allowed 

himself a grin. "Most mysterious. And now, over to Jim McGuffin with the weather. Going to be any more 

showers of owls tonight, Jim?" "Well, Ted," said the weatherman, "I don't know about that, but it's not only 

the owls that have been acting oddly today. Viewers as far apart as Kent, Yorkshire, and Dundee have been 

phoning in to tell me that instead of the rain I promised yesterday, they've had a downpour of shooting stars! 

Perhaps people have been celebrating Bonfire Night early -- it's not until next week, folks! But I can 

promise a wet night tonight." Mr. Dursley sat frozen in his armchair. Shooting stars all over Britain? Owls 

flying by daylight? Mysterious people in cloaks all over the place? And a whisper, a whisper about the 

Potters... Mrs. Dursley came into the living room carrying two cups of tea. It was no good. He'd have to say 

something to her. He cleared his throat nervously. "Er -- Petunia, dear -- you haven't heard from your sister 

lately, have you?" As he had expected, Mrs. Dursley looked shocked and angry. After all, they normally 

pretended she didn't have a sister. "No," she said sharply. "Why?" "Funny stuff on the news," Mr. Dursley 

mumbled. "Owls... shooting stars... and there were a lot of funny-looking people in town today..." "So?" 

snapped Mrs. Dursley. "Well, I just thought... maybe... it was something to do with... you know... her 

crowd." Mrs. Dursley sipped her tea through pursed lips. Mr. Dursley wondered whether he dared tell her 

he'd heard the name "Potter." He decided he didn't dare. Instead he said, as casually as he could, "Their son -

- he'd be about Dudley's age now, wouldn't he?" "I suppose so," said Mrs. Dursley stiffly. "What's his name 

again? Howard, isn't it?" "Harry. Nasty, common name, if you ask me." "Oh, yes," said Mr. Dursley, his 

heart sinking horribly. "Yes, I quite agree." He didn't say another word on the subject as they went upstairs 

to bed.  

 

 
1- What new word did Dudley learn that day? 

2- What was strange about the owls’ behavior that day? 

3- What else was unusual that day? 

4- How did Mrs. Dursley feel when Mr. Dursley asked her about her sister? 

5- How does this passage fit the imaginary theme? 

 

 
Translate the following paragraph to your language! 

 

As he pulled into the driveway of number four, the first thing he saw -- and it didn't improve his mood -- 

was the tabby cat he'd spotted that morning. It was now sitting on his garden wall. He was sure it was the 

same one; it had the same markings around its eyes. "Shoo!" said Mr. Dursley loudly. The cat didn't move. It 

just gave him a stern look. Was this normal cat behavior? Mr. Dursley wondered. Trying to pull himself 

together, he let himself into the house. He was still determined not to mention anything to his wife 
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Through the Looking Glass  

Lewis Carroll wrote Through the Looking-Glass in 1871. It continues the story of the English girl Alice that 

Carroll first wrote about in Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland. 
 

In the passage below, Alice has gone through a looking-glass, or mirror, into another wonderland. She is 

in a garden where she has discovered flowers that can talk. 
 

Chapter II. The Garden of Live Flowers 

beds too soft—so that the flowers are always asleep.” 

questions. “Aren’t you sometimes frightened at This sounded a very good reason, and Alice was quite 

being planted out here, with nobody to take care of pleased to know it. “I never thought of that before!” she said. 

you?” “It’s MY opinion that you never think AT ALL,” the 

“There’s the tree in the middle,’ said the Rose: ‘what else Rose said in a rather severe tone. 

is it good for?” “I never saw anybody that looked stupider,” a Violet said, 

“But what could it do, if any danger came?” Alice asked. so suddenly, that Alice quite jumped; for it hadn’t spoken 

“It says ‘Bough-wough!’” cried a Daisy: “that’s why its before. 

branches are called boughs!” “Hold YOUR tongue!” cried the Tiger-lily. “As if YOU 

“Didn’t you know THAT?” cried another Daisy, and ever saw anybody! You keep your head under the leaves, and 

here they all began shouting together, till the air seemed quite snore away there, till you know no more what’s going on in 

full of little shrill voices. “Silence, 

 the world, than if you were a bud!” 

   

every one of you!” cried the Tiger-lily,   “Are there any more people in the 

waving itself passionately from side to   garden besides me?” Alice said, not 

side, and trembling with excitement.   choosing to notice the Rose’s last remark. 

“They know I can’t get at them!” it   “There’s one other flower in the 

panted, bending its quivering head   garden that can move about like you,” 

towards Alice, “or they wouldn’t dare   said the Rose. “I wonder how you do 

to do it!”   it—” (“You’re always wondering,” said 

“Never mind!” Alice said in a   the Tiger-lily), “but she’s more bushy 

soothing tone, and stooping down to   than you are.” 

the daisies, who were just beginning   

“Is she like me?” Alice asked 

eagerly, 

again, she whispered, “If you don’t   for the thought crossed her mind, 

hold your tongues, I’ll pick you!”   “There’s another little girl in the garden, 

There was silence in a moment,   somewhere!” 

and several of the pink daisies turned   “Well, she has the same awkward 

white.   shape as you,” the Rose said, “but she’s 

“That’s right!” said the Tiger-lily.   redder—and her petals are shorter, I 

“The daisies are worst of all. When   think.” 

one speaks, they all begin together,   “Her petals are done up close, 

and it’s enough to make one wither to  almost like a dahlia,” the Tiger-lily 

hear the way they go on!” interrupted: “not tumbled about anyhow, like yours.” 

“How is it you can all talk so nicely?” Alice said, hoping “But that’s not YOUR fault,” the Rose added kindly: 

to get it into a better temper by a compliment. “I’ve been in “you’re beginning to fade, you know—and then one can’t 

many gardens before, but none of the flowers could talk.” help one’s petals getting a little untidy.” 

“Put your hand down, and feel the ground,” said the Alice didn’t like this idea at all: so, to change the subject, 

Tiger-lily. “Then you’ll know why.” she asked “Does she ever come out here?” 

Alice did so. “It’s very hard,” she said, “but I don’t see “I daresay you’ll see her soon,” said the Rose. “She’s one 

what that has to do with it.” of the thorny kind.” 

 

1- How would you describe the flowers? 

2- Would you have imagined them to speak as such? Why / why not? 

3- Explain how this passage fits the imaginary theme. 
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Jane Eyre by Charlotte Brontë CHAPTER I 

Charlotte Brontë published her novel Jane Eyre in 1847. It tells the story of a young orphan, Jane 

Eyre, from childhood to adulthood. At the beginning of the story, Jane is 10 years old Her uncle 

and his family have cared for her since her parents died a few years earlier. 
 

In this passage, the uncle has died, and Jane is left with her aunt and cousins, none of whom are 

kind to her. Her cousin John is sitting in a chair and has called Jane. 

John Reed was a schoolboy of fourteen years old; four years older than I, for I was but ten: large and stout 

for his age, with a dingy and unwholesome skin; thick lineaments in a spacious visage, heavy limbs and 

large extremities. He gorged himself habitually at table, which made him bilious, and gave him a dim and 

bleared eye and flabby cheeks. He ought now to have been at school; but his mama had taken him home for 

a month or two, “on account of his delicate health.” Mr. Miles, the master, affirmed that he would do very 

well if he had fewer cakes and sweetmeats sent him from home; but the mother’s heart turned from an 

opinion so harsh, and inclined rather to the more refined idea that John’s sallowness was owing to over-

application and, perhaps, to pining after home. 

John had not much affection for his mother and sisters, and an antipathy to me. He bullied and punished 

me; not two or three times in the week, nor once or twice in the day, but continually: every nerve I had 

feared him,and every morsel of flesh in my bones shrank when he came near. There were moments when I 

was bewildered by the terror he inspired, because I had no appeal whatever against either his menaces or 

his inflictions; the servants did not like to offend their young master by taking my part against him, and 

Mrs. Reed was blind and deaf on the subject: she never saw him strike or heard him abuse me, though he 

did both now and then in her very presence, more frequently, however, behind her back. 

Habitually obedient to John, I came up to his chair: he spent some three minutes in thrusting out his tongue 

at me as far as he could without damaging the roots: I knew he would soon strike, and while dreading the 

blow, I mused on the disgusting and ugly appearance of him who would presently deal it. I wonder if he 

read that notion in my face; for, all at once, without speaking, he struck suddenly and strongly. I tottered, 

and on regaining my equilibrium retired back a step or two from his chair. 

 

1- Describe Jane’s character in this passage. 

2- Does she fit the status of a heroine ? 

 

Part 2  

 

The red room 

    We could not go for a walk that afternoon. There was such a freezing cold wind, and such heavy rain, that we all 

stayed indoors. I was glad of it. I never liked long walks, especially in winter. I used to hate coming home when it was 

almost dark, with ice-cold fingers and toes, feeling miserable because Bessie, the nursemaid, was always criticizing me. 

All the time I knew I was different from my cousins, Eliza, John and Georgiana Reed. 

They were taller and stronger than me, and they were loved. 

These three usually spent their time crying and quarrelling, but today they were sitting quietly around their mother in 

the sitting-room. I wanted to join the family circle, but Mrs. Reed, my aunt, refused. Bessie had complained about me. 

'No, I'm sorry, Jane. Until I hear from Bessie, or see for myself, that you are really trying to behave better, you cannot 

be treated as a good, happy child, like my children.' 

'What does Bessie say I have done?' I asked. 

'Jane, it is not polite to question me in that way. If you cannot speak pleasantly, be quiet.' 
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I crept out of the sitting-room and into the small room next door, where I chose a book full of pictures from the 

bookcase. I climbed on to the window-seat and drew the curtains, so that I was completely hidden. I sat there for a while. 

Sometimes I looked out of the window at the grey November afternoon, and saw the rain pouring down on the leafless 

garden. But most of the time I studied the book and stared, fascinated, at the pictures, and was happy. I was only afraid 

that my secret hiding-place might be discovered. 

Suddenly the door of the room opened. John Reed ran in. 

'Where are you, rat?' he shouted. He did not see me behind the curtain. 'Eliza! Georgy! Jane isn't here! Tell Mamma 

she's run out into the rain – what a bad animal she is!' 

'How lucky I drew the curtain,' I thought. He would never have found me, because he was not very intelligent. But 

Eliza guessed at once where I was. 

'She's in the window-seat, John,' she called from the sitting-room. So I came out immediately, as I did not want him 

to pull me out. 

'What do you want?' I asked him. 

'Say, "What do you want, Master Reed",' he answered, sitting in an armchair. 'I want you to come  here.' 

  John Reed was fourteen and I was only ten. He was large and rather fat. He usually ate too much at meals, which 

made him ill. He should have been at boarding school, but his mother, who loved him very much, had brought him home 

for a month or two, because she thought his health was weak. John did not love his mother or his sisters, and he hated 

me. He bullied and punished me, not two or three times a week, not once or twice a day, but all the time. My whole body 

trembled when he came near. Sometimes he hit me, sometimes he just threatened me, and I lived in terrible fear of him. 

I had no idea how to stop him. The servants did not want to offend their young master, and Mrs. Reed could see no his 

fault  in her dear boy.  So I obeyed John's order and came up to his armchair, thinking how very ugly his face was. Perhaps 

he understood what I was thinking, because he hit me hard on the face. 

'That is for your rudeness to Mamma just now,' he said, 'and for your wickedness in hiding, and for looking at me like 

that, you rat!' 

I was so used to his bullying that I never thought of hitting him back. 

'What were you doing behind that curtain?' he asked. 

'I was reading,' I answered.  

'Show me the book.' I gave it to him. 

'You have no right to take our books,' he continued. 'You have no money and your father left you none. You must ask 

for money in the streets, not live here in comfort with a gentleman's family. Anyway, all these books are mine, and so is 

the whole house, or will be in a few years' time. I'll teach you not to borrow my books again.' He lifted the heavy book 

and threw it hard at me. It hit me and I fell, injuring my head on the door. I was in great pain, and suddenly for the first 

time in my life, I forgot my fear of John Reed. 

'You wicked, cruel boy!' I cried. 'You are a bully! You are as bad as a murderer!' 

'What! What!' he cried. 'Did she say that to me? Did you hear, Eliza and Georgiana? I'll tell Mamma, but first...' 

He hurried to attack me, but now he was fighting with a desperate girl. I really saw him as a wicked murderer. I felt 

the blood running down my face, and the pain gave me strength. I fought back as hard as I could, and he shouted for help. 

His sisters ran for Mrs. Reed, who called her maid, Miss Abbott, and Bessie. They pulled us apart and I heard them say, 

'What a wicked girl! She attacked Master John!' 

Mrs. Reed said calmly, 'Take her away to the red room and lock her in there.' And so I was carried upstairs. 

As soon as we arrived in the red room, I became quiet again, and the two servants both started criticizing me. 

'Really, Miss Eyre,' said Miss Abbott, 'how could you hit him? He's your young master!'            

'How can he be my master? I am not a servant!' I cried. 

'No, Miss Eyre, you are less than a servant, because you do not work,' replied Miss Abbott. They both 

looked at me as if they strongly disapproved of me. 

'You should remember, miss,' said Bessie, 'that your aunt pays for your food and clothes, and you should 

be grateful. You have no other relations or friends.' 

All my short life I had been told this, and I had no answer to it. I stayed silent, listening to these painful 

words. 

'And if you are angry and rude, Mrs. Reed may send you away,' added Bessie. 

'Anyway,' said Miss Abbott, 'God will punish you, Jane Eyre, for your wicked heart. Pray to God, and say 

you're sorry.' They left the room, locking the door carefully behind them. 

The red room was a cold, silent room, hardly ever used, although it was one of the largest bedrooms in 

the house. Nine years ago my uncle, Mr. Reed, had died in this room, and since then nobody had wanted to 

sleep in it. 
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Now that I was alone I thought bitterly of the people I lived with. John Reed, his sisters, his mother, the 

servants - they all criticized me, hated me, punished me. Why could I never please them? 

Eliza was selfish, but was respected. Georgiana had a bad temper, but she was popular with everybody 

because she was beautiful. John was rude, cruel and violent, but nobody punished him. I tried to make no 

mistakes, but they called me naughty every moment of the day. Now that I had turned against John to protect 

myself, everybody blamed me. 

And so I spent that whole long afternoon in the red room asking myself why I had to suffer and why life was 

so unfair. Perhaps I would run away, or die from hunger. 

 Gradually it became dark outside. The rain was still beating on the windows, and I could hear the wind 

in the trees. Now I was no longer angry, and I began to think the Reeds might be right. Perhaps I was wicked. 

Did I deserve to die, and be buried in the churchyard like my uncle Reed? I could not remember him, but 

knew he was my mother's brother, who had taken me to his house when my parents both died. On his death 

bed he had made his wife, Aunt Reed, promise to look after me like her own children. I supposed she now 

regretted her promise. 

 A strange idea came to me. I felt sure that if Mr. Reed had lived he would have treated me kindly, and 

now, as I looked round at the dark furniture and the walls in shadow, I began to fear that his ghost might 

come back to punish his wife for not keeping her promise. He might rise from the grave in the churchyard 

and appear in this room! I was so frightened by this thought that I couldn’t breathe. Suddenly in the darkness 

I saw a light moving on the ceiling. It may have been from a lamp outside, but in my nervous state I did not 

think of that. I felt sure it must be a ghost, a visitor from another world. My head was hot, my heart beat fast. 

Was that the sound of wings in my ears? Was that something moving near me? Screaming wildly, I ran to the 

door and shook it. 

Miss Abbott and Bessie came running to open it. 

'Miss Eyre, are you ill?' asked Bessie. 

'Take me out of here!' I screamed. 

'Why? What's the matter?' she asked. 

'I saw a light, and I thought it was a ghost,' I cried, holding tightly on to Bessie's hand. 

'She's not even hurt,' said Miss Abbott angrily. 'She screamed just to bring us here. I know all her little 

tricks.' 

'What is all this?' demanded an angry voice. Mrs. Reed appeared at the door of the room. 

'Abbott and Bessie, I think I told you to leave Jane Eyre in this room till I came.' 

'She screamed so loudly, ma'am,' said Bessie softly. 

'Let go of her hands, Bessie,' was Mrs. Reed's only answer. 'Jane Eyre, you need not think you can  succeed 

in getting out of the room like this. Your naughty tricks will not work with me. You will stay here an hour 

longer as a punishment for trying to tell a lie.' 

'Oh aunt, please forgive me! I can't bear it! I shall die if you keep me here...' I screamed and kicked as she 

held me. 

'Silence! Control yourself!' She pushed me, back into the red room and locked me in. There I was in the 

darkness again, with the silence and the ghosts. I must have fainted. I cannot remember anything more. 

 

A- Find the information and speak about the relations in the family and family traditions during 

the reign of Queen Victoria. 

B-  True/False. 

 

1- Jane liked long walks in winter. 

2- All people in the house don’t like Jane, but Bessie. 

3- Jane was sitting in the window seat with a book when John found her. 

4- John was pleased to see Jane  in the room. 

5- While fighting Jane hit John hard on his head. 

6- Mrs.  Reed ordered to leave Jane alone in the red room. 

7- Jane was very glad to meet  Mr. Reed’s ghost in the room. 

8- The girl was so frightened that she fainted. 
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Part 3  

Chapter 4  

Mrs. Reed and I were left alone: some minutes passed in silence; she was sewing, I was watching her. Mrs. 

Reed might be at that time some six or seven and thirty; she was a woman of robust frame, square-

shouldered and strong-limbed, not tall, and, though stout, not obese: she had a somewhat large face, the 

under jaw being much developed and very solid; her brow was low, her chin large and prominent, mouth 

and nose sufficiently regular; under her light eyebrows glimmered an eye devoid of ruth; her skin was dark 

and opaque, her hair nearly flaxen; her constitution was sound as a bell — illness never came near her; she 

was an exact, clever manager; her household and tenantry were thoroughly under her control; her children 

only at times defied her authority and laughed it to scorn; she dressed well, and had a presence and port 

calculated to set off handsome attire. 

Sitting on a low stool, a few yards from her arm-chair, I examined her figure; I perused her features. In my 

hand I held the tract containing the sudden death of the Liar, to which narrative my attention had been 

pointed as to an appropriate warning. What had just passed; what Mrs. Reed had said concerning me to Mr. 

Brocklehurst; the whole tenor of their conversation, was recent, raw, and stinging in my mind; I had felt 

every word as acutely as I had heard it plainly, and a passion of resentment fomented now within me. 

Mrs. Reed looked up from her work; her eye settled on mine, her fingers at the same time suspended their 

nimble movements. 

“Go out of the room; return to the nursery,” was her mandate. My look or something else must have struck 

her as offensive, for she spoke with extreme though suppressed irritation. I got up, I went to the door; I came 

back again; I walked to the window, across the room, then close up to her. 

SPEAK  I must: I had been trodden on severely, and MUST  turn: but how? What strength had I to dart 

retaliation at my antagonist? I gathered my energies and launched them in this blunt sentence — 

“I am not deceitful: if I were, I should say I loved you; but I declare I do not love you: I dislike you the 

worst of anybody in the world except John Reed; and this book about the liar, you may give to your girl, 

Georgiana, for it is she who tells lies, and not I.” 

Mrs. Reed’s hands still lay on her work inactive: her eye of ice continued to dwell freezingly on mine. 

“What more have you to say?” she asked, rather in the tone in which a person might address an opponent of 

adult age than such as is ordinarily used to a child. 

That eye of hers, that voice stirred every antipathy I had. Shaking from head to foot, thrilled with 

ungovernable excitement, I continued — 

“I am glad you are no relation of mine: I will never call you aunt again as long as I live. I will never come to 

see you when I am grown up; and if any one asks me how I liked you, and how you treated me, I will say the 

very thought of you makes me sick, and that you treated me with miserable cruelty.” 

“How dare you affirm that, Jane Eyre?” 

“How dare I, Mrs. Reed? How dare I? Because it is the TRUTH . You think I have no feelings, and that I can 

do without one bit of love or kindness; but I cannot live so: and you have no pity. I shall remember how you 

thrust me back — roughly and violently thrust me back — into the red-room, and locked me up there, to my 

dying day; though I was in agony; though I cried out, while suffocating with distress, ‘Have mercy! Have 

mercy, Aunt Reed!’ And that punishment you made me suffer because your wicked boy struck me — 

knocked me down for nothing. I will tell anybody who asks me questions, this exact tale. People think you a 

good woman, but you are bad, hard-hearted. YOU  are deceitful!” 
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"How dare I, Mrs. Reed? How dare I? Because it is the truth" 

Ere I had finished this reply, my soul began to expand, to exult, with the strangest sense of freedom, of 

triumph, I ever felt. It seemed as if an invisible bond had burst, and that I had struggled out into unhoped-for 

liberty. Not without cause was this sentiment: Mrs. Reed looked frightened; her work had slipped from her 

knee; she was lifting up her hands, rocking herself to and fro, and even twisting her face as if she would cry. 

“Jane, you are under a mistake: what is the matter with you? Why do you tremble so violently? Would you 

like to drink some water?” 

“No, Mrs. Reed.” 

“Is there anything else you wish for, Jane? I assure you, I desire to be your friend.” 

“Not you. You told Mr. Brocklehurst I had a bad character, a deceitful disposition; and I’ll let everybody at 

Lowood know what you are, and what you have done.” 

“Jane, you don’t understand these things: children must be corrected for their faults.” 

“Deceit is not my fault!” I cried out in a savage, high voice. 

“But you are passionate, Jane, that you must allow: and now return to the nursery — there’s a dear — and 

lie down a little.” 

“I am not your dear; I cannot lie down: send me to school soon, Mrs. Reed, for I hate to live here.” 

“I will indeed send her to school soon,” murmured Mrs. Reed sotto voce; and gathering up her work, she 

abruptly quitted the apartment. 

I was left there alone — winner of the field. It was the hardest battle I had fought, and the first victory I had 

gained: I stood awhile on the rug, where Mr. Brocklehurst had stood, and I enjoyed my conqueror’s solitude. 

First, I smiled to myself and felt elate; but this fierce pleasure subsided in me as fast as did the accelerated 

throb of my pulses. A child cannot quarrel with its elders, as I had done; cannot give its furious feelings 

uncontrolled play, as I had given mine, without experiencing afterwards the pang of remorse and the chill of 

reaction. A ridge of lighted heath, alive, glancing, devouring, would have been a meet emblem of my mind 

when I accused and menaced Mrs. Reed: the same ridge, black and blasted after the flames are dead, would 

have represented as meetly my subsequent condition, when half-an-hour’s silence and reflection had shown 

me the madness of my conduct, and the dreariness of my hated and hating position. 

 

1- Why is Jane so upset ? 

2- Describe Mrs. Reed’s reaction to Jane’s accusation. Can she measure up to the girl ? 

3- The narrator tells this anecdote several years after it took place. Can you find any suggestions that 

it had an impact on little Jane’s behavior and evolution?  
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Great Expectations  
 

Charles Dickens published Great Expectations in 1860. It is the story of Phillip Pirrip, called Pip, growing 

up from a young boy to a man. Both of Pip’s parents have died, and he lives with his adult sister. 

 

Below are two related passages from the book. In the passages, Pip is visiting his parents’ graves in 

the church cemetery when he meets an escaped convict. 

 

My father’s family name being Pirrip, and my Christian name Philip, my infant tongue could make of both 

names nothing longer or more explicit than Pip. So, I called myself Pip, and came to be called Pip. 

I give Pirrip as my father’s family name, on the authority of his tombstone and my sister — Mrs. Joe 

Gargery, who married the blacksmith. As I never saw my father or my mother, and never saw any likeness 

of either of them (for their days were long before the days of photographs), my first fancies regarding what 

they were like, were unreasonably derived from their tombstones. The shape of the letters on my father’s, 

gave me an odd idea that he was a square, stout, dark man, with curly black hair. From the character and 

turn of the inscription, “Also Georgiana Wife of the Above,” I drew a childish conclusion that my mother 

was freckled and sickly. To five little stone lozenges, each about a foot and a half long, which were arranged 

in a neat row beside their grave, and were sacred to the memory of five little brothers of mine — who gave 

up trying to get a living, exceedingly early in that universal struggle — I am indebted for a belief I 

religiously entertained that they had all been born on their backs with their hands in their trousers—pockets, 

and had never taken them out in this state of existence. 

Ours was the marsh country, down by the river, within, as the river wound, twenty miles of the sea. My first 

most vivid and broad impression of the identity of things, seems to me to have been gained on a memorable 

raw afternoon towards evening. At such a time I found out for certain, that this bleak place overgrown with 

nettles was the churchyard; and that Philip Pirrip, late of this parish, and also Georgiana wife of the above, 

were dead and buried; and that Alexander, Bartholomew, Abraham, Tobias, and Roger, infant children of 

the aforesaid, were also dead and buried; and that the dark flat wilderness beyond the churchyard, 

intersected with dykes and mounds and gates, with scattered cattle feeding on it, was the marshes; and that 

the low leaden line beyond, was the river; and that the distant savage lair from which the wind was rushing, 

was the sea; and that the small bundle of shivers growing afraid of it all and beginning to cry, was Pip. 

“Hold your noise!” cried a terrible voice, as a man started up from among the graves at the side of the 

church porch. “Keep still, you little devil, or I’ll cut your throat!” 

A fearful man, all in coarse grey, with a great iron on his leg. A man with no hat, and with broken shoes, and 

with an old rag tied round his head. A man who had been soaked in water, and smothered in mud, and lamed 

by stones, and cut by flints, and stung by nettles, and torn by briars; who limped, and shivered, and glared 

and growled; and whose teeth chattered in his head as he seized me by the chin. 

“O! Don’t cut my throat, sir,” I pleaded in terror. “Pray don’t do it, sir.” 

“Tell us your name!” said the man. “Quick!” 

“Pip, sir.” 

“Once more,” said the man, staring at me. “Give it mouth!” 

“Pip. Pip, sir.” 

“Show us where you live,” said the man. “Pint out the place!” 

I pointed to where our village lay, on the flat in—shore among the alder—trees and pollards, a mile or more 

from the church. 

 

1-   How does Pip describe his family members? What influences his imagination? 

2-   In retrospect how does he consider his behavior at the time? 

3-   Judging from this man’s behavior towards Pip, can you guess what their relationship will be? 
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Part 2  

The man, after looking at me for a moment, turned me upside down, and emptied my pockets. There was 

nothing in them but a piece of bread. When the church came to itself,—for he was so sudden and strong 

that he made it go head over heels before me, and I saw the steeple under my feet,—when the church 

came to itself, I say, I was seated on a high tombstone, trembling while he ate the bread ravenously… 

 

…“You get me a file.” He tilted me again. “And you get me wittles.” He tilted me again. “You bring ‘em 

both to me.” He tilted me again. “Or I’ll have your heart and liver out.” He tilted me again. 

 

I was dreadfully frightened, and so giddy that I clung to him with both hands, and said, “If you would 

kindly please to let me keep upright, sir, perhaps I shouldn’t be sick, and perhaps I could attend more.” 

 

He gave me a most tremendous dip and roll, so that the church jumped over its own weathercock. Then, he 

held me by the arms, in an upright position on the top of the stone, and went on in these fearful terms: 

“You bring me, to-morrow morning early, that file and them wittles. You bring the lot to me, at that old 

Battery over yonder. You do it, and you never dare to say a word or dare to make a sign concerning your 

having seen such a person as me, or any person sumever, and you shall be let to live. You fail, or you go 

from my words in any partickler, no matter how small it is, and your heart and your liver shall be tore out, 

roasted, and ate. Now, I ain’t alone, as you may think I am. There’s a young man hid with me, in 

comparison with which young man I am a Angel. That young man hears the words I speak. That young 

man has a secret way pecooliar to himself, of getting at a boy, and at his heart, and at his liver. It is in wain 

for a boy to attempt to hide himself from that young man. A boy may lock his door, may be warm in bed, 

may tuck himself up, may draw the clothes over his head, may think himself comfortable and safe, but that 

young man will softly creep and creep his way to him and tear him open. I am a keeping that young man 

from harming of you at the present moment, with great difficulty. I find it wery hard to hold that young 

man off of your inside. Now, what do you say?” 
 

 

1- In the man’s speech he says “wittles” for vittles. What are vittles? 

2- The man speaks with a specific accent, often pronouncing the letter v as w. Besides “wittles” listed 

above, what is another word he pronounces this way? 

3- What does the man want Pip to bring him? 

4- The man speaks about a young man with him. Who is more violent: the man speaking or the young 

man in hiding? 

5- Is the narrator in this passage in first person or third person? 

6- What can you say about this encounter? 

7- Does it remind you of any other relationship between odd couples ? 

 


