
 

LIT 200 Final Project Passages 
 
Charlotte Brontë, Jane Eyre (1847) 
 
Mr. Rochester explains to Jane how he ended up with an insane wife: 
 
“Well, Jane, being so, it was [my father’s] resolution to keep the property together; he could not bear 
the idea of dividing his estate and leaving me a fair portion: all, he resolved, should go to my brother, 
Rowland. Yet as little could he endure that a son of his should be a poor man. I must be provided for by 
a wealthy marriage. He sought me a partner betimes. Mr. Mason, a West India planter and merchant, 
was his old acquaintance. He was certain his possessions were real and vast: he made inquiries. Mr. 
Mason, he found, had a son and daughter; and he learned from him that he could and would give the 
latter a fortune of thirty thousand pounds: that sufficed. When I left college, I was sent out to Jamaica, 
to espouse a bride already courted for me. My father said nothing about her money; but he told me 
Miss Mason was the boast of Spanish Town for her beauty: and this was no lie. I found her a fine 
woman, in the style of Blanche Ingram: tall, dark, and majestic. Her family wished to secure me because 
I was of a good race; and so did she. They showed her to me in parties, splendidly dressed. I seldom saw 
her alone, and had very little private conversation with her. She flattered me, and lavishly displayed for 
my pleasure her charms and accomplishments. All the men in her circle seemed to admire her and envy 
me. I was dazzled, stimulated: my senses were excited; and being ignorant, raw, and inexperienced, I 
thought I loved her. There is no folly so besotted that the idiotic rivalries of society, the prurience, the 
rashness, the blindness of youth, will not hurry a man to its commission. Her relatives encouraged me; 
competitors piqued me; she allured me: a marriage was achieved almost before I knew where I was. Oh, 
I have no respect for myself when I think of that act!—an agony of inward contempt masters me. I never 
loved, I never esteemed, I did not even know her. I was not sure of the existence of one virtue in her 
nature: I had marked neither modesty, nor benevolence, nor candour, nor refinement in her mind or 
manners—and, I married her:—gross, grovelling, mole-eyed blockhead that I was!  
 
“My bride’s mother I had never seen: I understood she was dead. The honeymoon over, I learned my 
mistake; she was only mad, and shut up in a lunatic asylum. There was a younger brother, too—a 
complete dumb idiot. The elder one, whom you have seen (and whom I cannot hate, whilst I abhor all 
his kindred, because he has some grains of affection in his feeble mind, shown in the continued interest 
he takes in his wretched sister, and also in a dog-like attachment he once bore me), will probably be in 
the same state one day. My father and my brother Rowland knew all this; but they thought only of the 
thirty thousand pounds, and joined in the plot against me.” 
 
“Jane, I will not trouble you with abominable details: some strong words shall express what I have to 
say. I lived with that woman upstairs four years, and before that time she had tried me indeed: her 
character ripened and developed with frightful rapidity; her vices sprang up fast and rank: they were 
so strong, only cruelty could check them, and I would not use cruelty. What a pigmy intellect she 
had, and what giant propensities! How fearful were the curses those propensities entailed on me! 
Bertha Mason, the true daughter of an infamous mother, dragged me through all the hideous and 
degrading agonies which must attend a man bound to a wife at once intemperate and unchaste. 
 
Source: Project Gutenberg 

  

http://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/1260?msg=welcome_stranger


 
Maya Angelou, “And Still I Rise” (American, 1978)  
 
You may write me down in history 
With your bitter, twisted lies, 
You may trod me in the very dirt 
But still, like dust, I’ll rise. 
 
Does my sassiness upset you? 
Why are you beset with gloom? 
‘Cause I walk like I’ve got oil wells 
Pumping in my living room. 
 
Just like moons and like suns, 
With the certainty of tides, 
Just like hopes springing high, 
Still I’ll rise. 
 
Did you want to see me broken? 
Bowed head and lowered eyes? 
Shoulders falling down like teardrops, 
Weakened by my soulful cries? 
 
Does my haughtiness offend you? 
Don’t you take it awful hard 
‘Cause I laugh like I’ve got gold mines 
Diggin’ in my own backyard. 
 
You may shoot me with your words, 
You may cut me with your eyes, 
You may kill me with your hatefulness, 
But still, like air, I’ll rise. 
 
Does my sexiness upset you? 
Does it come as a surprise 
That I dance like I’ve got diamonds 
At the meeting of my thighs? 
 
Out of the huts of history’s shame 
I rise 
Up from a past that’s rooted in pain 
I rise 
I’m a black ocean, leaping and wide, 
Welling and swelling I bear in the tide. 
 
Leaving behind nights of terror and fear 
I rise 
Into a daybreak that’s wondrously clear 
I rise 



 
Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave, 
I am the dream and the hope of the slave. 
I rise 
I rise 
I rise. 
 
Source: Poetry Foundation 

 
From Walt Whitman’s Song of Myself (1892, American) 
 
I saw the marriage of the trapper in the open air in the far west, the bride was a red girl,  
Her father and his friends sat near cross-legged and dumbly smoking, they had moccasins to their feet 
and large thick blankets hanging from their shoulders,  
On a bank lounged the trapper, he was drest mostly in skins, his luxuriant beard and curls protected his 
neck, he held his bride by the hand,  
She had long eyelashes, her head was bare, her coarse straight locks descended upon her voluptuous 
limbs and reach’d to her feet.  
 
The runaway slave came to my house and stopt outside,  
I heard his motions crackling the twigs of the woodpile,  
Through the swung half-door of the kitchen I saw him limpsy and weak,  
And went where he sat on a log and led him in and assured him,  
And brought water and fill’d a tub for his sweated body and bruis’d feet,  
And gave him a room that enter’d from my own, and gave him some coarse clean clothes,  
And remember perfectly well his revolving eyes and his awkwardness,  
And remember putting plasters on the galls of his neck and ankles;  
He staid with me a week before he was recuperated and pass’d north,  
I had him sit next me at table, my fire-lock lean’d in the corner.  
 
11  
Twenty-eight young men bathe by the shore,  
Twenty-eight young men and all so friendly;  
Twenty-eight years of womanly life and all so lonesome.  
 
She owns the fine house by the rise of the bank,  
She hides handsome and richly drest aft the blinds of the window.  
 
Which of the young men does she like the best?  
Ah the homeliest of them is beautiful to her.  
 
Where are you off to, lady? for I see you,  
You splash in the water there, yet stay stock still in your room.  
 
Dancing and laughing along the beach came the twenty-ninth bather,  
The rest did not see her, but she saw them and loved them.  
 
The beards of the young men glisten’d with wet, it ran from their long hair,  
Little streams pass’d all over their bodies.  

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems-and-poets/poems/detail/46446


 
 
An unseen hand also pass’d over their bodies,  
It descended tremblingly from their temples and ribs.  
 
The young men float on their backs, their white bellies bulge to the sun, they do not ask who seizes fast 
to them,  
They do not know who puffs and declines with pendant and bending arch,  
They do not think whom they souse with spray.  
 
Source: Poetry Foundation  

 
From Peter Shaffer’s Equus 
 

ACT ONE  
SCENE 1 

Darkness. Faint music. Dim light up on the square. In a spotlight stands ALAN TRANG, a lean boy of 
seventeen, in sweater and jeans. In front of him, the horse Nugget. ALAN’S pose represents a 
contour of great tenderness: his head is pressed against the shoulder of the horse, his hands 

stretching up to fondle its head. The horse in turn nuzzles his neck. 
 

The flame of a cigarette lighter jumps in the dark. 
 

Lights come up slowly on the circle. On the Left 
bench, Downstage, sits MARTIN DYSART, smoking. 

A Man in his mid-forties. 
 

DYSART: With one particular horse, called Nugget, he embraces. The animal digs its sweaty brow into 
his cheek, and they stand in the dark for an hour—like a necking couple. And of all nonsensical things— 
I keep thinking about the horse! Not the boy: the horse, and what it may be trying to do. I keep seeing 
that huge head kissing him with its chained mouth. Nudging through the metal some desire absolutely 
irrelevant to filling its belly or propagating its own kind. What desire could that be? Not to stay a horse 
any longer? Not to remain reined up for ever in those particular genetic strings? Is it possible, at certain 
moments we cannot imagine, a horse can add its sufferings together—the non-stop jerks and jabs that 
are its daily life—and turn them into grief? What use is grief to a horse?...  

 
(ALAN leads Nugget out of the square and they disappear together up the tunnel, the horse’s hooves 

scraping delicately on the wood. DYsART rises, and addresses both the large audience in the theater and 
the smaller one on Stage.) You see, I’m lost. What use, I should be asking, are questions like these to an 
overworked Psychiatrist in a provincial hospital? They’re worse than useless: they are in fact, subversive. 
(He enters the square. The light grows brighter.) The thing is, I’m desperate. You see, I’m wearing that 
horse’s head myself. That’s the feeling. All reined up in old language and old assumption, straining to 
jump clean-hoofed on to a whole new track of being I only suspect is there. I can’t see it, because my 
educated, average head is being held at the wrong angle. I can’t jump because the bit forbids it, and my 
own basic force—my horsepower, if you like—is too little. The only thing I know for sure is this: a horse’s 
head is finally unknowable to me. Yet I handle children’s heads—which I must presume to be more 
complicated, at least in the area of my chief concern – In a way, it has nothing to do with this boy. The 
doubts have been there for years, piling up steadily in this dreary place. It’s only the extremity of this 
case that’s made them active. I know that. The extremity is the point! All the same, whatever the reason, 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems-and-poets/poems/detail/45477


 
they are now, these doubts, not just vaguely worrying—but intolerable . . . I’m sorry. I’m not making 
much sense. Let me start properly; in order. It began one Monday last month… 

 
Source: johndemita.com 
 

http://www.johndemita.com/www.johndemita.com/Equus_files/Equus%20Act%20One%20(Samuel%20French).pdf

