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INTRODUCTION
English classic literature of XIX century is well known and very popular in Russia. Charlotte Bronte, the coeval of Dickens and Thackeray noted for her novel «Jane Eyre» (1847). Charlotte and her sisters Emily and Anne are almost as famous for their short, tragic lives as for their books.

Charlotte Bronte is one of most talented representative of Thackeray school. Owner of very nervous and impressible character she has thing that Goethe named the genius secret in high level. She was able to understand individuality and subjective emotion of alien person. She hasn’t a big life experiences but she brightly and true described things she saw and felt.

«Jane Eyre» severely criticized the limited choices open to educated but impoverished life of women. Readers liked the novel for its heroine. Jane Eyre was not a beautiful girl. It was new for English literature of this period. But she was brave and honest woman who worked for her life and for her self-respect. Her nature protested against any oppression. She told her lamblike friend Helen Burns: “When we are struck at without a reason, we should strike back again very hard; I am sure we should – so hard as to teach the person who struck us never to do it again.” The clergyman daughter said the words which didn’t match with the Christian morality in her book.

Charlotte Bronte's reputation had risen rapidly, and feminist criticism had done much to show that she was speaking up for oppressed women of every age.

«Jane Eyre» is a romantic and fairy story. And at the same time it so real and tragic that you can’t stop to read. Sympathy for this little and weak woman wearing black come to your heart for all your life like love to England with its mists, hills, green meadows, cold lakes and castles.
The most of articles devoted «Jane Eyre» tells about its social aspects and in a first place about women rights. Much less attention goes to artistic methods which Charlotte Bronte used in the novel. Role of landscape in this book usually mentions in a few words. But the nature takes a big place in «Jane Eyre». It may say that the wildlife is a personage of this book. The nature and events in the novel are connected. This project tells about their correlation.
I. BIOGRAPHY OF CHARLOTTE BRONTE
Charlotte Bronte was born 21st of July 1816 in Thornton, Yorkshire, in the north of England, the daughter of an Anglican clergyman Patrick Bronte and his wife Mary. There were 5 children in the family except Charlotte. Their father got little benefice in Haworth amid the Yorkshire in 1820 and the Brontes moved there.

Mary Bronte died in 1821 and left children to the care of their strict, religious aunt, Elisabeth Branwell and widower. Before the wife’s death father Patrick was a merry man who liked to sing, to write poems and published two little books. After this tragedy he became sad, retired into his shell, forgot about poems, songs and smiles.

He took care about training and education of children. Four daughters: Mary, Elisabeth, Charlotte and Emily went to Clergy Daughter's School in Cowan Bridge but there were horrible conditions and soon two eldest girls weak and ill from their birth, died.

Scared father took Emily and Charlotte off institute and since then their aunt and their father’s books taught them. Patrick Bronte’s library was his treasure; sometimes he even bought expensive books from London. He let children read books but claimed discipline and silence when he worked.

In a place of forbidden games little Brontes found other interesting things. They wrote pieces for home puppet theatre, made their own literature magazine.

Girls’ loving youngest brother Branwell created decorations. He was a very good artist. First piece was named “Young people” and told about soldiers who making feats for Napoleon Bonaparte and Duke Wellington.

The children created imaginary kingdoms, which were built around Branwell's toy soldiers, and which inspired them to write continuing sagas about the fantasylands of Angria and Gondal.

However Patrick Bronte didn’t liked that children didn’t get serious education and became very shy. He decided to send one daughter to the Margaret Wooler School at Roe Head. Emily didn’t accept this suggestion and Charlotte attended the school. It was advanced school for these times where teachers didn’t use physical punishments. Later she remembered life in Roe Head with warm feelings. She got good education, developed her writer talent and got friends who helped her all her life.

She finished the school in 1832 and in 1835-1838 worked there as a teacher of French and drawing. She used all her teacher experiences and pedagogical thoughts in her books later.

Anne, youngest Charlotte’s sister, studied at school in Roe Head too and finished it in 1838. To this time she also started to apply the literature.

Charlotte tried to earn for her living as a governess, but her efforts were hindered by her disabling shyness, her ignorance of normal children, and her yearning to be with her sisters.

Charlotte with her sisters wanted to open the school. Charlotte and Emily went for new knowledge to pedagogical school at Brussels. With the material help of their old aunt they spent there two years (1842-1844).

Sisters published their first literature under pseudonym. The collection of poems, «Poems By Currer (Charlotte), Ellis (Emily) And Acton (Anne) Bell» (1846) sold only two copies.

After this they wrote the stories: «The professor» (Charlotte), «Wuthering Heights» (Emily) and «Agnes Grey» (Anne). Last two were published but «The professor» never found a publisher during her lifetime.

However Charlotte continued her writer work. She began «Jane Eyre». The heroine is a penniless orphan who becomes a teacher, obtains a post as a governess, inherits money from an uncle, and marries the Byronic hero in the end.

Charlotte determined to make her heroine plain, small, and unattractive, in defiance of the accepted canon. Elizabeth Gaskell in her «The Life of Charlotte Bronte» wrote about this: "She once told her sisters that they were wrong – even morally wrong – in making their heroines beautiful as a matter of course. They replied that it was impossible to make a heroine interesting on any other terms. Her answer was, 'I will prove to you that you are wrong; I will show you a heroine as plain and as small as myself, who shall be as interesting as any of yours.' Hence «Jane Eyre», said she in telling the anecdote: 'but she is not myself, any further than that.' As the work went on, the interest deepened to the writer. When she came to 'Thornfield' she could not stop. Being short-sighted to excess, she wrote in little square paper-books, held close to her eyes, and (the first copy) in pencil. On she went, writing incessantly for three weeks; by which time she had carried her heroine away from Thornfield, and was herself in a fever which compelled her to pause."

After finishing the book Charlotte Bronte send the manuscript (MS) to the publishers Messrs. Smith and Elder. It’s interesting to read what Elizabeth Gaskell wrote about the adventures of the MS. entitled «Jane Eyre»: “When the manuscript of «Jane Eyre» had been received by the future publishers of that remarkable novel, it fell to the share of a gentleman connected with the firm to read it first. He was so powerfully struck by the character of the tale, that he reported his impression in very strong terms to Mr. Smith, who appears to have been much amused by the admiration excited. "You seem to have been so enchanted, that I do not know how to believe you," he laughingly said. But when a second reader, in the person of a clear-headed Scotchman, not given to enthusiasm, had taken the MS. home in the evening, and became so deeply interested in it, as to sit up half the night to finish it, Mr. Smith's curiosity was sufficiently excited to prompt him to read it for himself; and great as were the praises which had been bestowed upon it, he found that they had not exceeded the truth”.
The novel appeared in 1847 and became an immediate success. Charlotte dedicated second edition of the book to William Makepeace Thackeray.
Branwell and Emily died in 1848 and Anne died the following year. Although her identity was now well known, Charlotte continued to publish as Currer Bell. «Jane Eyre» was followed by «Shirley» (1848) and «Vilette» (1853).

The title character from «Shirley» was an attempted ideal portrait of Emily. Shirley was one of the first fully developed independent, brave, outspoken heroines in English literature.

In 1854 Charlotte Bronte married her father's curate, Arthur Bell Nicholls. She died during her pregnancy on March 31, 1855 in Haworth, Yorkshire. «The Professor» was posthumously published in 1857.

There are following words written above her grave:

ADJOINING LIE THE REMAINS OF

CHARLOTTE, WIFE

OF THE

REV. ARTHUR BELL NICHOLLS, A.B.,

AND DAUGHTER OF THE REV. P. BRONTË, A.B., INCUMBENT.

SHE DIED MARCH 31ST, 1855, IN THE 39TH
YEAR OF HER AGE.

It past 150 years since her death but people still visits her little museum at Haworth. And every visitor knows that Charlotte Bronte was not only wife and daughter of clergymen but in the first place she was the famous English writer.
II. THE ROLE OF LANDSCAPE IN THE BOOK
Let us see the evolution of landscape in literature and its function. Landscape in literature is one of substantial components in work of arts; it is a description of nature or any unclosed area having different ideas and aesthetic role.

Landscape made a complicated evolution as artistic figure. Its substance and purposes changed in time with literature tendencies, methods and writers’ styles. Landscape in folklore closely depends on human, in antique eposes connected with religion. It has not independent value in picture of global world. Until XVIII century literature didn’t know the description of nature in its modern meaning as objective image of reality. The invention of landscape depends on understanding of human place in universe as part of it.

While landscape in books was only decoration authors don’t disturbed about description of nature. Sometimes cursory mention was enough. Reader could omit landscape without any loss for fiction. But literature process developed in time and writers become more attentive to wildlife. Landscape got equal rights with other personages of story. Readers saw underlying theme which author mend using the pictures of nature.

Little by little artists of words learnt not only to see, hear and understand wildlife but to show their feelings and thoughts through it. In pictures of nature writer can express the soul of people and patriotic feelings. Characters, acts and thought of heroes become more comprehensive in compare with beauty of nature.

So the role of landscape in literature is very important. There are five functions of artistic landscape:

1. impression the author’s attitude to the nature;

2. objective reflection of reality and decoration for the story, the picture of the character of any place and local coloring;
3. more impressive showing of characters of personages through contrast or match of nature events and feelings and thoughts of human;

4. landscape as a symbol of something;

5. landscape as the main hero of the work of art.

Point 3 contains the principle of psychological parallelism widespread in all literature trends. Descriptions of nature in «Jane Eyre» make almost all of these functions. But in this project I just analyzed how Charlotte Bronte used the principle of psychological parallelism.

It considered that the English writers of XIX century even the best and most famous of them were inferior to their French and Russian coevals in a showing of dialectics of a human soul with its least movements. They in a lower level analyze psychology and replace it with ability to feel the human directly, to see the meeting with him almost with physical reliability. The good man enters the room and it becomes lightly there. Remember Miss Temple’s appearance after Mr. Brocklehurst called Jane a liar. If the bad man appeared temperature would got down like Dickens wrote about the “ice gentleman” Mr. Domby. In «Jane Eyre» Mr. Brocklehurst was a one of these “cold” persons.
In another case the “burning” of feelings may bring troubles too. We almost didn’t see the secret meaning of metaphor but the author made it alive and the Thornfield Hall burned in fire of Mr. Rochester’s love to ashes. It’s also Dickens scheme.
Charlotte Bronte used nature effects to accent the consistence of Jane’s heart in every moment of her existing. Landscape in «Jane Eyre» has not only describable meaning. The writer had drawn a parallel between the wildlife and the life of heroine. Analysis of the text of «Jane Eyre» in the next part of this project illustrates this.
This bringing emotion to life is so demonstrative that makes a great impression. May be it’s one of the reasons why English classical novel is so popular.
III. THE NATURE AND EVENTS IN «JANE EYRE»
Lower in this sheet you may find parts of «Jane Eyre» text with descriptions of nature and commentary.

	JANE EYRE by Charlotte Bronte
	Commentary

	CHAPTER I

THERE was no possibility of taking a walk that day. We had been wandering, indeed, in the leafless shrubbery an hour in the morning; but since dinner (Mrs. Reed, when there was no company, dined early) the cold winter wind had brought with it clouds so sombre, and a rain so penetrating, that further outdoor exercise was now out of the question.


I was glad of it: I never liked long walks, especially on chilly afternoons: dreadful to me was the coming home in the raw twilight, with nipped fingers and toes, and a heart saddened by the chidings of Bessie, the nurse, and humbled by the consciousness of my physical inferiority to Eliza, John, and Georgiana Reed.
	From the beginning it’s the novel with the climate, with the atmosphere. The raw day seemed colder for the lonely child. So Jane’s life in Gateshead was also joyless and wintry and full of abjections and lashing.

	CHAPTER IV

I opened the glass-door in the breakfast-room: the shrubbery was quite still: the black frost reigned, unbroken by sun or breeze, through the grounds. I covered my head and arms with the skirt of my frock, and went out to walk in a part of the plantation which was quite sequestered; but I found no pleasure in the silent trees, the falling fir-cones, the congealed relics of autumn, russet leaves, swept by past winds in heaps, and now stiffened together. I leaned against a gate, and looked into an empty field where no sheep were feeding, where the short grass was nipped and blanched. It was a very grey day; a most opaque sky, 'onding on snaw,' canopied all; thence flakes fell at intervals, which settled on the hard path and on the hoary lea without melting. I stood, a wretched child enough, whispering to myself over and over again, 'What shall I do?- what shall I do?'
	The first time of her life Jane fight back to Mrs. Reed which in talking with Mr. Brocklehurst named her liar and deceitful. But fierce pleasure of revenge in her soul changes into the pricks of conscience and the chill of reaction. Jane understand the dreariness of hated and hating position. Description of the frozen garden correlate with the soul of heroine.

	CHAPTER V

I had risen half an hour before her entrance, and had washed my face, and put on my clothes by the light of a half-moon just setting, whose rays streamed through the narrow window near my crib…

The moon was set, and it was very dark; Bessie carried a lantern, whose light glanced on wet steps and gravel road sodden by a recent thaw. Raw and chill was the winter morning: my teeth chattered as I hastened down the drive.
	The frosty weather changed into the snow-break. But in place of warm it brought only mud and chilly moister. Life of Jane was changing but she didn’t know it would be better. She was going to the Lowood school alone.

	CHAPTER V

The garden was a wide enclosure, surrounded with walls so high as to exclude every glimpse of prospect; a covered verandah ran down one side, and broad walks bordered a middle space divided into scores of little beds: these beds were assigned as gardens for the pupils to cultivate, and each bed had an owner. When full of flowers they would doubtless look pretty; but now, at the latter end of January, all was wintry blight and brown decay. I shuddered as I stood and looked round me: it was an inclement day for outdoor exercise; not positively rainy, but darkened by a drizzling yellow fog; all under foot was still soaking wet with the floods of yesterday.
	The Lowood Institution made a bad impression Jane. There was low diet, ugly clothes, hard discipline and cold in the rooms. Author accents this that the institute garden look uncomfortable and abandoned.

	CHAPTER VIII

Resting my head on Helen's shoulder, I put my arms round her waist; she drew me to her, and we reposed in silence. We had not sat long thus, when another person came in. Some heavy clouds, swept from the sky by a rising wind, had left the moon bare; and her light, streaming in through a window near, shone full both on us and on the approaching figure, which we at once recognised as Miss Temple.
	This happened after Mr. Brocklehurst unfairly called Jane liar and punished her. But Miss Temple liked Jane Eyre and didn’t believe this. Having listened to Jane’s story she found the way to exonerate the girl. We may say that Miss Temple illumined the life of heroine and dispelled the clouds above her head.

	CHAPTER IX

BUT the privations, or rather the hardships, of Lowood lessened. Spring drew on: she was indeed already come; the frosts of winter had ceased; its snows were melted, its cutting winds ameliorated. My wretched feet, flayed and swollen to lameness by the sharp air of January, began to heal and subside under the gentler breathings of April; the nights and mornings no longer by their Canadian temperature froze the very blood in our veins; we could now endure the play-hour passed in the garden: sometimes on a sunny day it began even to be pleasant and genial, and a greenness grew over those brown beds, which, freshening daily, suggested the thought that Hope traversed them at night, and left each morning brighter traces of her steps. Flowers peeped out amongst the leaves; snowdrops, crocuses, purple auriculas, and golden-eyed pansies. On Thursday afternoons (half-holidays) we now took walks, and found still sweeter flowers opening by the wayside, under the hedges…

April advanced to May: a bright, serene May it was; days of blue sky, placid sunshine, and soft western or southern gales filled up its duration. And now vegetation matured with vigour; Lowood shook loose its tresses; it became all green, all flowery; its great elm, ash, and oak skeletons were restored to majestic life; woodland plants sprang up profusely in its recesses; unnumbered varieties of moss filled its hollows, and it made a strange ground-sunshine out of the wealth of its wild primrose plants: I have seen their pale gold gleam in overshadowed spots like scatterings of the sweetest lustre.
	In spite of difficulties Jane liked the Lowood. She began studying industriously, developing her abilities, teachers and girls respected her. The picture of flourishing spring accents the meaning of this period for Jane Eyre.

	CHAPTER XI
The chamber looked such a bright little place to me as the sun shone in between the gay blue chintz window curtains, showing papered walls and a carpeted floor, so unlike the bare planks and stained plaster of Lowood, that my spirits rose at the view…

It was a fine autumn morning; the early sun shone serenely on embrowned groves and still green fields…
	Changes happened in Jane Eyre’s life again. She had got the job of governess in Thornfield. There was the wonderful weather in the first morning after her arrival to this place. It foretold her calm life here.

	CHAPTER XII

It was a fine, calm day, though very cold…

The ground was hard, the air was still, my road was lonely; … the charm of the hour lay in its approaching dimness, in the low-gliding and pale-beaming sun. I was a mile from Thornfield, in a lane noted for wild roses in summer, for nuts and blackberries in autumn, and even now possessing a few coral treasures in hips and haws, but whose best winter delight lay in its utter solitude and leafless repose. If a breath of air stirred, it made no sound here; for there was not a holly, not an evergreen to rustle, and the stripped hawthorn and hazel bushes were as still as the white, worn stones which causewayed the middle of the path. Far and wide, on each side, there were only fields, where no cattle now browsed; and the little brown birds, which stirred occasionally in the hedge, looked like single russet leaves that had forgotten to drop…

On the hill-top above me sat the rising moon; pale yet as a cloud, but brightening momentarily, she looked over Hay, which, half lost in trees, sent up a blue smoke from its few chimneys: it was yet a mile distant, but in the absolute hush I could hear plainly its thin murmurs of life. My ear, too, felt the flow of currents; in what dales and depths I could not tell: but there were many hills beyond Hay, and doubtless many becks threading their passes. That evening calm betrayed alike the tinkle of the nearest streams, the sough of the most remote.


A rude noise broke on these fine ripplings and whisperings, at once so far away and so clear: a positive tramp, tramp, a metallic clatter, which effaced the soft wave-wanderings…
	Although Jane liked quiet Thornfield Hall this didn’t satisfy her. She had been dreaming about action. Mr. Rochester appearance gave the new colours in her existence. Frozen picture in pastel is a symbol of this Jane’s condition. The moon was oracle of future changes. Mr. Rochester broke this peaceful landscape with noise and metallic clatter and enlived it.

	CHAPTER XXI

It was a wet and windy afternoon…

The rain beat strongly against the panes, the wind blew tempestuously
	This bad weather accompanies the talking between the Jane and her aunt Mrs. Reed before the death of her. Candid Jane wanted to make friends, but she faced a wall of hate.

	CHAPTER XXII

It was not a bright or splendid summer evening, though fair and soft: the haymakers were at work all along the road; and the sky, though far from cloudless, was such as promised well for the future: its blue- where blue was visible- was mild and settled, and its cloud strata high and thin. The west, too, was warm: no watery gleam chilled it- it seemed as if there was a fire lit, an altar burning behind its screen of marbled vapour, and out of apertures shone a golden redness.
	Jane was returning to the sweet Thornfield Hall. She scared by possible master’s wedding because in this case she had to leave this place. It seems the nature wants to dispel this fears.

	CHAPTER XXIII

A SPLENDID Midsummer shone over England: skies so pure, suns so radiant as were then seen in long succession, seldom favour even singly, our wave-girt land. It was as if a band of Italian days had come from the South, like a flock of glorious passenger birds, and lighted to rest them on the cliffs of Albion. The hay was all got in; the fields round Thornfield were green and shorn; the roads white and baked; the trees were in their dark prime; hedge and wood, full-leaved and deeply tinted, contrasted well with the sunny hue of the cleared meadows between.
	Jane felt that she had been loved Mr. Rochester so strong. Unusual beautiful weather was impressing these new emotions.

	CHAPTER XXIII

It was now the sweetest hour of the twenty-four: - 'Day its fervid fires had wasted,' and dew fell cool on panting plain and scorched summit. Where the sun had gone down in simple state- pure of the pomp of clouds- spread a solemn purple, burning with the light of red jewel and furnace flame at one point, on one hill-peak, and extending high and wide, soft and still softer, over half heaven. The east had its own charm of fine deep blue, and its own modest gem, a rising and solitary star: soon it would boast the moon; but she was yet beneath the horizon…

A great moth goes humming by me; it alights on a plant at Mr. Rochester's foot: he sees it, and bends to examine it.

'Look at his wings,' said he, 'he reminds me rather of a West Indian insect; one does not often see so large and gay a night-rover in England; there! he is flown.'

The moth roamed away.
	The omen of important event presented in description of wonderful evening. Rare moth was a symbol of Jane; the fate brought her to the man who was looking for the girl like her very long. But the moth roamed away: in a little time heroine forced to leave her love.

	CHAPTER XXIII
A waft of wind came sweeping down the laurel-walk and trembled through the boughs of the chestnut: it wandered away- away- to an indefinite distance- it died. The nightingale's song was then the only voice of the hour: in listening to it, I again wept…

But what had befallen the night? The moon was not yet set, and we were all in shadow: I could scarcely see my master's face, near as I was. And what ailed the chestnut tree? it writhed and groaned; while wind roared in the laurel walk, and came sweeping over us…

The rain rushed down. He hurried me up the walk, through the grounds, and into the house; but we were quite wet before we could pass the threshold…

But joy soon effaced every other feeling; and loud as the wind blew, near and deep as the thunder crashed, fierce and frequent as the lightning gleamed, cataract-like as the rain fell during a storm of two hours' duration, I experienced no fear and little awe…
Before I left my bed in the morning, little Adele came running in to tell me that the great horse-chestnut at the bottom of the orchard had been struck by lightning in the night, and half of it split away.
	Mr. Rochester asked Jane to marry him and she said yes. But the nature protested against this, storm came on. Lightning broke old chestnut for two halves. This event foreshowed their parting.

	CHAPTER XXV

I sought the orchard, driven to its shelter by the wind, which all day had blown strong and full from the south, without, however, bringing a speck of rain. Instead of subsiding as night drew on, it seemed to augment its rush and deepen its roar: the trees blew steadfastly one way, never writhing round, and scarcely tossing back their boughs once in an hour; so continuous was the strain bending their branchy heads northward- the clouds drifted from pole to pole, fast following, mass on mass: no glimpse of blue sky had been visible that July day.


It was not without a certain wild pleasure I ran before the wind, delivering my trouble of mind to the measureless air-torrent thundering through space. Descending the laurel walk, I faced the wreck of the chestnut-tree; it stood up black and riven: the trunk, split down the centre, gaped ghastly. The cloven halves were not broken from each other, for the firm base and strong roots kept them unsundered below; though community of vitality was destroyed- the sap could flow no more: their great boughs on each side were dead, and next winter's tempests would be sure to fell one or both to earth: as yet, however, they might be said to form one tree- a ruin, but an entire ruin…

As I looked up at them, the moon appeared momentarily in that part of the sky which filled their fissure; her disk was blood-red and half overcast; she seemed to throw on me one bewildered, dreary glance, and buried herself again instantly in the deep drift of cloud. The wind fell, for a second, round Thornfield; but far away over wood and water, poured a wild, melancholy wail: it was sad to listen to, and I ran off again.
The wind roared high in the great trees which embowered the gates… the moon shut herself wholly within her chamber, and drew close her curtain of dense cloud: the night grew dark; rain came driving fast on the gale.
	Jane scared with happening last night. She saw strange frightful woman in her bedroom. Weather correlate with Jane’s soul. She was waiting for Mr. Rochester and feeling nervous expecting bad things. Like the parts of broken chestnut-tree are still together though they are not integrate, so Jane and Mr. Rochester still near each other but they will broken apart.

	CHAPTER XXV

Don't you hear to what soft whispers the wind has fallen? and there is no more beating of rain against the window-panes: look here' (he lifted up the curtain) - 'it is a lovely night!'

It was. Half heaven was pure and stainless: the clouds, now trooping before the wind, which had shifted to the west, were filing off eastward in long, silvered columns. The moon shone peacefully.
	With fiance appearance Jane calmed down though not quite. The wind had shifted the clouds, the moon shone.

	CHAPTER XXVII

I skirted fields, and hedges, and lanes till after sunrise. I believe it was a lovely summer morning: I know my shoes, which I had put on when I left the house, were soon wet with dew. But I looked neither to rising sun, nor smiling sky, nor wakening nature.
	Jane knew that their marriage with Mr. Rochester was impossible. She decided the only right thing and leave Thornfield Hall. Nice weather helped her.

	CHAPTER XXVIII

What a still, hot, perfect day! What a golden desert this spreading moor! Everywhere sunshine. I wished I could live in it and on it. I saw a lizard run over the crag; I saw a bee busy among the sweet bilberries. I would fain at the moment have become bee or lizard, that I might have found fitting nutriment, permanent shelter here.
	Jane found herself in strange place without food and money. Like many living things she must look for way to get a living.

	CHAPTER XXVIII

Towards morning it rained; the whole of the following day was wet…

the night-wind swept over the hill and over me, and died moaning in the distance; the rain fell fast, wetting me afresh to the skin.
	Rain and wind made Jane trouble more heavy. She was driven almost to extremity. This is the hardest misfortune in Jane’s life because she had not roof above her head.

	CHAPTER XXXIII

WHEN Mr. St. John went, it was beginning to snow; the whirling storm continued all night. The next day a keen wind brought fresh and blinding falls; by twilight the valley was drifted up and almost impassable.
	Plenty snowfall in were equal to big news. Jane became rich heir and found relatives.

	CHAPTER XXXIV

The breeze was from the west: it came over the hills, sweet with scents of heath and rush; the sky was of stainless blue; the stream descending the ravine, swelled with past spring rains, poured along plentiful and clear, catching golden gleams from the sun, and sapphire tints from the firmament. As we advanced and left the track, we trod a soft turf, mossy fine and emerald green, minutely enamelled with a tiny white flower, and spangled with a star-like yellow blossom: the hills, meantime, shut us quite in; for the glen, towards its head, wound to their very core.

'Let us rest here,' said St. John, as we reached the first stragglers of a battalion of rocks, guarding a sort of pass, beyond which the beck rushed down a waterfall; and where, still a little farther, the mountain shook off turf and flower, had only heath for raiment and crag for gem- where it exaggerated the wild to the savage, and exchanged the fresh for the frowning- where it guarded the forlorn hope of solitude, and a last refuge for silence.
	St. John suggested Jane to marry him and followed him to India as missionary's wife. The contrast of blossom meadows and naked rocks showed to the reader that it was not good for Jane.

	CHAPTER XXXV

The one candle was dying out: the room was full of moonlight.
	Like in many other cases the moon helped the main heroine to find right way. Jane understood she must know about Mr. Rochester before she agreed to St. John suggestions.

	CHAPTER XXXVII

To this house I came just ere dark on an evening marked by the characteristics of sad sky, cold gale, and continued small penetrating rain. The last mile I performed on foot, having dismissed the chaise and driver with the double remuneration I had promised. Even when within a very short distance of the manor-house, you could see nothing of it, so thick and dark grew the timber of the gloomy wood about it. Iron gates between granite pillars showed me where to enter, and passing through them, I found myself at once in the twilight of close-ranked trees. There was a grass-grown track descending the forest aisle between hoar and knotty shafts and under branched arches. I followed it, expecting soon to reach the dwelling; but it stretched on and on, it wound far and farther: no sign of habitation or grounds was visible.
	The description of sad and abandoned place accented loneliness and hopeless of Mr. Rochester.

	CHAPTER XXXVII

'It is a bright, sunny morning, sir,' I said. 'The rain is over and gone, and there is a tender shining after it: you shall have a walk soon.
	And like in many other situations the better weather accompanied happy changes in heroes’ life.


CONCLUSION
As we see Charlotte Bronte used correlation between the nature and Jane Eyre life events very often. Theoretically this device has some defects. When each emotion illustrated by any move, when each heart shock must be impressed through paleness or gritting the teeth it brings the hyperboles called melodramatic.
Charlotte Bronte overcame the stretch of this method through taking Thackeray books for example. She considered he was perfect among all English writers of this time.
Portrait accuracy without Dickens metaphors and emotional hyperboles and only little irony – this is the Thackeray scheme. Jane Eyre sees people in this way. She liked to watch and cognized many things.
In this project I analized episodes describing the nature taken them off the text of the novel. But when I read «Jane Eyre» all it was very interesting and used connection between the wildlife and storyline not looking obsessional.
This book is more than 150 years old. But until now readers like it, many movies were made in accordance with it.
In XIX century writer’s work was considered only as a male business. Charlotte Bronte and Jane Eyre proved women’s equality.

This novel let each reader to see this story in his own way. One will read it as a Cinderella tale, another – as a book about love concurs all. But both will enjoy it.
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