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~ Simplified Reading

1. Jane Eyre!

Charlotte Bronté
(Simplified by Rose Mary Border)

Chapter One
The Red Room

One November day. my aunt. Mrs Reed. was
in her sitting-room by the fire. Her children,
John, Georgiana and Eliza were with her. 1
was not allowed to sit with them.

“Jane,” said Mrs Reed. “you cannot sit
with us until you become a more lovable
child.”

I was nine years old. [ was often told
that I was not a nice child. I knew very well
that no-one loved me or wanted me at
Gateshead Hall. But I was an orphan® — my
parents were dead and I had no other home.

I went into a small room next to the
sitting-room. There I found a book with
pictures of birds in it. I drew the curtains
and sat behind them, looking at my book.

It was a cold, wet day. and the sky was
grey. But I was happy to be alone. I thought.
“I hope John Reed doesn’t find me here.”

I was afraid of John Reed. He was four
years older than me. He was fat, with an
unhealthy skin. His mother gave him far
too many sweetls. He did not seem to love
her, or his sisters very much.? He often hit
me. Mrs.Reed took no notice when her dear
son attacked me.

I was not alone with my book for long.
Soon, as I had feared, John Reed came into

the room.

“Where are you, Jane Eyre?” he shouted.

I did not want-him to pull me out. So
I came from behind the curtains.

“What do you want?” [ said.

“Say, ‘What do you want, Master
Reed? ” he replied. “Stand here, in front of
me.”

I did so. He put out his tongue at me.
I knew he was going to hit me. I thought

to myself, “How ugly he is.” He knew what
I was thinking, from the expression on my
face. Suddenly he hit me, hard.

“That is for hiding behind the curtains,”
he said, “and for the look on your face, you
rat.* What were you doing there?”

I showed him the book.

“That is not your book,” he said. It
belongs to us. You don't own anything. My
mother gives you all your food and clothes.
You ought to be a beggar, You ought not
to live here with rich children like us. Go
and stand by the door.”

I did as he told me. He threw the book
at me. It hit me and I fell, cutting my head
against the door. The cut bled and the pain
was sharp.?

All at once, 1 was not afraid of John
Reed. I was angry. ,

“‘Bad, cruel boy!" I said. “You're like a
murderer!” '

“*What?” he shouted. :

He ran at me and pulled my hair and
shook me. _

“Rat! Rat!” he screamed.

I fought him, kicking and biting. Mrs
Reed heard the noise. She and Bessie, one
of the servants, hurried into the room.

“Oh what a bad girl to attack Master
John like that!” said Bessie in a shocked
voice.

“Take her to the Red Room and lock her
in there,” said Mrs Reed.

Bessie pulled at me. By now I did not
care what I did. I fought Bessie.

“Stop it!” she said. “Shame on you,
Miss Jane, for hitting your young master.”

“Master?’ 1 said, “am I his servant,
then?”

“No,” said Bessie. “You're less than a
servant,® because you don’t work for your
food.”



By this time she had pulled me upstairs

to the Red Room. She pushed me down on '

a chair.

“Sit still,” she said,
you to the chair.”

. “Oh no, don’t, don’t tie me up, Bessie,”
I crled

Bessie looked at me.

“You ought to understand,” she said,
“that Mrs Reed keeps you. If she didn’t,
you would have to go to an orphanage.” You
should try to be a more lovable child.”

I had nothing to say. I had heard
words_ like these many many times before.

“You must learn not to be so violent and
rude,” Bessie added. “Now, I shall leave you
here. " Ask God to forgive you, and make
you a better girl.”

She went away, locking the door behind
her.

The Red Room was seldom used. It was
full of heavy furniture. The curtains, the
carpet and the bed-cover were all a deep red.
It was a cold, dark room, a long way from
the sitting-rooms and the kitchen. I knew
that Mr Reed had died there, nine years
ago.

“or I'll have to tie

At first I could only think how unfair
they all were to me.

I asked myself questions whlch I could
not answer. Why couldn’t I please the Reeds?
Why was I always suffering? I did nothing
wrong. I tried not to make them angry. Yet
none of them liked me. The two girls never
played with me. John had attacked me, but
no-one told him he was wrong. My head was
bleeding, but no-one cared.

The truth was, I was different from
them, and I was afraid of them. I was not
pretty, or playful. They did not understand
me, and they were unkind. I disliked them,
and they knew it."

It began to get dark. I could hear the
rain against the window, and the wind in
the trees. I grew as cold as a stone. I
thought,

“They say I am a bad child. Perhaps I
am. Perhaps God will punish me.”

I began to think of the dead Mr Reed.?
I couldn’t remember him, of course, but I
_ knew he had been my mother’s brother. He
had been a kind man. When my parents
died, he had taken me to live at Gateshead
Hall.

On his death-bed® my uncle had made
Mrs Reed promise to give me a home.

I had read about dead men who came
back to earth, They were called ghosts.t0
Mr Reed had died in this room. Perhaps
his ghost would come back to it.

As I thought this, I saw a moving light
on the ceiling. Probably it was someone
crossing the garden with a light. But I was
too terrified to think of that.

I rushed to the door and shook the
handle and screamed and screamed.

I heard footsteps running up the stairs.
The key turned and Bessie came in.

“Are you ill, Miss?” she said.
are you screaming for?”

“I saw a light, there’s a ghost here,” I
sobbed in terror. “Let me out, let me out!”

Mrs Reed arrived. I begged her, in
tears, to let me go downstairs. I told her I
was afraid of a ghost.

She didn’t believe me. She thought it
was a trick, to make her let me out.!t

“No,” she said. “You are telling lies,
and I don’t like liars. You will stay here one
hour longer. And I will only let you out
then, if you are quite still and quiet.”

“Oh aunt, have pity, forgive me! I can’t
stay here, I can't! I shall die if I have to
stay in this room!”

“Silence!” said Mrs Reed coldly. “I
dislike all this violent screaming and shout-
ing. Be quiet.”

She pushed me back into the room,
locked the door, and went away. I fell on
the floor.

The next thing I remember is waking
up in my own bed in the nursery. There
was a bright fire burning. A man was lean-
ing over me, and Bessie stood at the end of
the bed.

The man was not one of the Reed family,
and this gave me a feelmg of safety. Then
I recognised him. It was Mr Lloyd, a doctor.
" He smiled at me.

“You’ll soon be well,” he said.
let her sleep now.
again tomorrow.”

He left, and my heart sank when the
door closed behind him. But Bessie spoke
to me quite gently.

“Would you like something to eat or
drink, Miss?” |

“No thank you, Bessie.”

“Then I shall go to bed, because it’s past
midnight. But you may call me if you want
anything in the night.”

She was so unusually gentle and polite
that I felt brave enough to ask a question.!?

“What

‘‘Bessie,
I'l come and see her

-9 —



"~ in that room.

“What is the matter with me? Am I
ing”

“You cried and screamed too much in
the Red Room. I suppose you made your-
self ill.”

Then she went to her own bedroom,
next to the nursery. I heard her say to an-
other servant.

“I'm almost afraid to be with Miss Jane.
She might die. I wonder if she really saw
a ghost in the Red Room?”

The next day I was up and dressed by
noon. I sat by the fire in the nursery. 1
wasn't ill, but I had, had a shock.!® I felt
very weak. I couldn’t stop crying. The

Reeds didn’t come near me, and Bessie was

still unusually kind. But still the tears ran
down my cheeks.

Bessie brought me a book to look at, but
I couldn’t read. She sang me a song called
‘The Poor Orphan Child’ Usually I liked to
hear her sing, but this only made me cry
more. I was crying when Mr Lloyd arrived.

“Well, how is she?”’ he said.

“‘She’s doing quite well, sir,”’ said Bessie.

“Then she ought to look happier. Tell
me why you're ctying, Jane.”

“I'm very unhappy,” I said.

The good doctor seemed a little puzzled.
He looked at me for some time.

“What made you ill yesterday?” he said.

“I was knocked down. Then I was shut
up in a room where there is a ghost, until
after dark.”

“Ghost?” said Mr Lloyd, smiling. “Are
you afraid of ghosts?”

“I'm afraid of Mr Reed’s ghost. ‘He died
It was cruel to shut me up
there alone, without a candle. I shall never
forget it.”

“Nonsense!” said Mr Lloyd “Come now.
Tell me why you're so unhappy.”

“l am an orphan.” :

“But you have a kind aunt and cousins.”

“John Reed knocked me down, and my
aunt shut me up in the Red Room.”

“Gateshead Hall is a beautiful house.
Aren't. you thankful to live here?”’

“They say I'm less than a servant here,
because I don’t work.”

“Have you any other relations!5?”

“Mrs Reed once told me I might have
some relations called Eyre.. But she said they
were  probably very poor, and she knew
nothing about them.”

“H'm,” said Mr Lloyd.
to go to school?” i

“Would you like

I thought about it. If I went away to
school, I would leave Gateshead Hall and
the Reeds. I would have a new life. 1 might
learn painting, and music, and French.

“Yes,” I said. “I would indeed like to
go to school.” '

“Well,” said Mr Lloyd, getting up, “who
knows what may happen?’

As he left the room, I heard him say to

" himself,

“That child needs a change of air.”16

After this conversation, several weeks
passed. I got better. My aunt, and Georgiana
and Eliza, spoke to me as little as possible.
John Reed attacked me once, but I hit him
hard on the nose. He ran crying to his
mother.

“That
began.

Mrs Reed stopped him.

“I told you not to go near her, John.
She is not good enough to be with you.”

I was listening. I shouted,

“You are not good enough to be with
me.”

Mrs Reed ran up the stairs after me and
pushed me down on my bed.

“You will not move from here or speak
one word more all day,” she said.

“What would my uncle say to you, if he
were alive?”

“What?”

“My uncle is dead,” I said, “and so are
my parents. But they know you hate me.
They know you wish I were dead, too.17”

Mrs Reed looked almost frightened. She
went away without a word. Bessie said,

“Without doubt, Miss Jane, you're the
worst child that ever lived.”

I half-believed her. Certainly I had only
bad feelings.

One day in the middle of January, Mrs
Reed sent for me. I had not been inside the
sitting-room for three months. I was shaking
with fear as I stood outside the door I
could hear voices inside.

“What does she want me for?” I thought.
“Who'’s with her?”

I turned the handle and went in. I found
myself looking up at a man of the church —

horrible Jane Eyre....” he

"a tall clergyman,”® with a face as hard as

stone.

Mrs Reed sat by the fire.
the stranger,

“This is Jane Eyre, Mr Brocklehurst, the
little girl I wrote to you about.”

The stony stranger looked down at me.

l She said to

— 3 —




“*Are you a good girl, Jane Eyre?”

1 was silent.

“I'm afraid not, Mr Brocklehurst,” said
Mrs Reed.

“Oh how sad,” he said, shaking his head.
“How sad. Jane Eyre, do you know where
bad children go when they die?”

“Down to hell,” I said.

“And what must you do, to avoid going
to hell?7’?

I thought for a moment.

“I must keep in good health and not die,”
1 said.

This did not seem to be the right answer.

“Do you read the Good Book — your
Bible2'?” -

“Sometimes,” 1 said.

“I have a little boy,” said Mr Brockle-
hurst. “He is younger than you. Sometimes
I ask him, ‘Would you rather read the Bible
or have a piece of cake to eat?” And he
chooses to read the Bible. He then gets two
pieces of cake.”

“The Bible is not always interesting,” 1
said.

“Jane Eyre, you have a bad heart. You
must ask God to take away your heart dnd
give you a new one.”

1 wanted to ask how God could do this.
But Mrs Reed said,

“Mr Brocklehurst, if you take this child
into Lowood School, I would like you to
remember that she is a liar. I am sorry to
say ‘she tells lies.”

I tried to hide my tears. Mrs Reed went
on,

“Jane will have to earn her own living,!
Mr Brocklehurst. She must learn to behave
better. Of course, she will stay at Lowood
for the holidays, if you take her.”

“You are quite right, madam,” said Mr
Brocklehurst. “The. girls at Lowood are
taught to understand their low place in the
world.”

“Then you will take her?”

“1 will tell the Headmistress,?2 Miss
Temple, to be ready for a new pupil next
week.” ‘

When he had gone I looked at Mrs Reed
with hatred..

“Go out of the room,” she said.

I stayed where I was.

“I am not a liar,” I said. “If I were, I
would say I loved you. I don’t.®”

“Go on,” said Mrs Reed coldly.

“I'm glad you're not my real aunt. 1
will never come to see you when I'm grown-

up. I shall always remember how you locked
me in the Red Room. I shall remember that
till my dying day.”

Mrs Reed looked frightened. ‘I wish to
be your friend, Jane,' she said.

“No you don’t. You told Mr Brocklehurst
that I am a liar. I am not. You are a liar.”

“Go back to the nursery, my dear. and
lie down and rest.”

“I am not your dear. 1 don’t want to
rest. Send me to school soon: I hate living
here.”

*I shall indeed send you to school soon,”
said Mrs Reed, and she got up and left the
room.

Chapter Two
Lowood School

One dark night a week later, I arrived at
Lowood School in a coach. Rain, wind and
darkness filled the air. When I got out of
the coach, I could just see a house with many
windows.

I was taken up a wet path, and through
a door, into a room with a fire. There I was
left alone.

Then the door opened and a tall lady,
with dark hair and eyes, came in. Another
lady followed her.

The tall lady said,

“This child is very young to travel
seventy-five Kkilometres in a coach quite
alone. Are you tired?” she asked, putting
her hand on my shoulder. .

“A little, madam.”

“And you're hungry, too, I expect. Give
her some supper before she goes to bed, Miss
Miller.”

© “Yes, Miss Temple.”

Miss Miller, I discovered, was one of the
teachers. She took my hand and led me
through many passages to a wide, long room.
I heard voices. About eighty girls sat round
four large tables. They were all dressed
alike, in plain brown dresses. It was the
study-hour, and they were whispering their
lessons to themselves.!

Miss Miller told me to sit down near the
door. Then she raised her voice.

“Put the lesson-books away!”

. Four big girls got up and took the books
away.

“Fetch the supper trays!” commanded
Miss Miller.

——x4——



The four tall girls went out and returned
with four trays. On each tray was some
water and a cup. There were some thin pieces
of bread. Everyone had a piece of bread
and a drink of water. I was thirsty, but I
was too tired to eat.

After this meal Miss Miller read from
the Bible. Then the girls went upstairs to
bed. The bedroom was a very long room,
with forty beds. Each bed held two girls. I
found that I had to share Miss Miller’s bed.
In ten minutes everyone was in bed. The
candle was put out, and I fell asleep.

When I opened my eyes, a loud bell was
ringing, It was still dark, but the girls were
up and dressing. Shaking with cold, I washed
and put on my clothes. The bell rang again.
Two by two we went downstairs to the
schoolroom.?

We sat down at the tables. For an hour
we read the Bible. Then the bell rang again.
It was daylight now, and we marched into
another room for breakfast.

By now I was very hungry. There was
some hot porridge on the tables, but it smelt

terrible. I heard a girl say,
“How horrible. The porridge is burnt
again!®’ ‘

“Silence!” said one of the teachers.

I could not eat even one spoonful of the
burnt porridge. No-one could, but we were
not given anything else.

We gave thanks to God for the breakfast
we had not eaten. The bell rang again and
we returned to the classroom. The clock rang
out nine, and Miss Temple appeared.

I admired Miss Temple very much. The
other teachers seemed ordinary, but she was
not.

Lessons began. They continued until the
bell rang at noon. Then Miss Temple rose.

“lI have something to say to you,” she
said. “This morning you had a breakfast
which you could not eat. I have ordered
some bread and cheese for you.”

The teachers looked at her in surprise.

“No,” Miss Temple said to them; “I have
not asked Mr Brocklehurst. }J/gave the order
myself.”

We were all glad to have the bread and
cheese. Afterwards, we went.into the cold
garden. Some of the girls ran about and
played games. The others tried to find
shelter and keep warm. Many of them had
bad coughs. ’

No-one spoke to me.
on a stone seat near me.

A girl was sitting
She was reading.

She looked up from her book and I said to
her, ’

“Can you tell me something about this
school?”

“It is a place where orphans are educat-
ed,” she said. '

“But who pays for us?”

“Our friends pay fifteen pounds a year.
That is not enough, of course. So rich ladies
and gentlemen, who want to do good, pay
for us.%”

“Who is Mr Brocklehurst?”

“He is the son of the rich lady who built
Lowood. He looks after the money, and
buys our food and clothes.”

“Not Miss Temple?”

“Oh no. I wish she did. But she has to
Mr Brocklehurst about everything.”

“Is he a good man?”’

“He is a clergyman,” she said.
say he does a great deal of good.”

“Are you happy here?”’ I asked.

The girl said, “You ask too many ques-
tions.”

At that moment the bell rang, and we
went into the house for dinner. Dinner was
a mess of potatoes and smalil pieces of meat,
cooked together. It wasn’t very nice, but I
ate what I could.

After dinner we went back to the school-
room. We had lessons till five, then another
meal; a small cup of coffee and half a piece
of brown bread, without butter. Then we
had a free half-hour. We all tried to get
near the fire, but the big girls stood in front
of it.

Then the study-hour; then the supper of
bread and water, and bed. Such was my
first day at Lowood. Every day was the
same, except Sundays. Then, of course, we
went to church.

I did not find life easy. It was a very
cold, snowy winter; no-one had enough to
eat. Often the big girls forced the little ones
to give them their food. Sometimes I was
in tears because I was so hungry.’

I noticed that the girl I had spoken to
in the garden was always in trouble.8 Her
name was Helen Burns. Sometimes the
teachers hit her. This made me very angry;
but Helen never seemed angry. I said to her,

“Helen, don’t you want to leave Lo-
wood ?” ,

“No, why should I? I was sent here to

. be educated.”
“But the teachers are unkind to you.”

ask

“They
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“Not at all. They are right. I have many
faults.”
- “If a teacher hit me,” I said, “I would
take a stick and break it under her nose.”
“Then Mr Brocklehurst would send you
away. Do you want that? Besides, the Bible
says we must return good for evil.””

I listened to her in surprise. [ didn't
understand.

“If people hit us, we should hit them
back, shouldn’t we?” '

Helen smiled.

“You're only a little girl.”

“If people hate me, I hate them.”

“But the Bible says, ‘Love your ene-
mies.” ™

“Love Mrs Reed, and John?"

“Who are they?”

I explained about the Reeds. She said.

“But Jane, you’'ve remembered every
little thing.. You would be happier if you
tried to forget. Life is too short to nurse
hatred® You must learn to forgive and
forget.¥"

Three weeks later the school had a visit
from Mr Brocklehurst. I was both worried
and afraid. Would he remember what Mrs
Reed had said? Would he tell Miss Temple
I was a liar?

He came into the schoolroom, and we all
stood up. He began to speak to Miss Temple.
I listened. I was glad to find that he was not
talking about me. He was asking about the
bread and cheese she had given us, my first
day at Lowood.

" "Miss Temple explained. He said,

“Madam, you were wrong. In this school.
the girls must learn to get over little disap-
pointments.” They must learn to suffer, as
Christ suffered for us.!"

At that moment his wife, Mrs Brockle-
hurst, and his two daughters came into the
room. They wore fashionable, expensive silk
dresses. 1 did not think they ate burnt
porridge for their breakfast.

I was sitting at the back of the room. 1
hoped Mr Brocklehurst would not notice me.
Unluckily, I dropped a book.

“Who is that careless girl?’ said Mr
Brocklehurst.

Then he recognised me.

“Ah! The new pupil, Jane Eyre.
forward, Jane Eyre.”

He told me to stand on a chair, so that
everyone could see me.

My face was level with his.#? Shame
and anger filled me. 1 was not Helen Burns;

Come

I could not forgive people who made me
suffer.

Mr Brocklehurst said,

“Can you all see this girl? Even though
she is still young, she is a very bad child
indeed.”

They all looked at me.
seemed to burn me.

“Teachers,” he continued,
watch this girl carefully.
not play with her. This girl is —a liar.”

Mrs Brocklehurst and her daughters
looked shocked.

Mr Brocklehurst said,

“Jane Eyre will stand on this chair for
half an hour. No-one will speak to her for
the rest of the day.” '

They went away, and I stood there.
Helen Burns smiled at me. It was strange;
her smile made me feel brave, and 1 lifted
up my head.

I did not really mind the hardships at
Lowood School.? I wanted the teachers to
like me. I wanted to learn my lessons well,
and please them. And now, no-one would
love me.

~When the bell rang the girls and teachers
left the room. I got down from the chair. I
lay on the floor and cried.

Helen came in. She had brought my
coffee and bread.

“Helen,” I said, “why do you stay with
a girl like me? Everyone thinks I'm a liar.”

“Everyone?"

“No-one will like me now.”

“Jane,” she said smiling, “Mr Brockle-
hurst is not a god. No-one really likes him.
And Jane. . . "

“Yes?'14

“If you're not a liar, then you have one
friend — yourself.”

“I know. - But that isn’t enough.”

“You think too much of human love,
Jane.” -

Miss Temple came in. Shé looked at me
very kindly.

“Jane,” she said, “if what Mr Brockle-
hurst said about you is not true, I will in-
form the whole school. So tell me the whole
story.”

I told her about the Red Room, and I
mentioned Mr Lloyd.

“He knows the truth,” I said.

“Then I will write to him,” said Miss
Temple. “And Jane — 1 believe you. I don’t
think you're a liar.”

Their eyes

“you must
Girls, you must
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She took Helen and me to her room, and
gave us tea and cake by the fire. . I felt com-
forted.

When, a week later, Mr Lloyd replied to
Miss Temple's letter, I felt even more com-
forted. He said I had spoken the truth; and
Miss Temple sent for the whole school, and
told them.

‘After that, I began to be happier. I
worked very hard, and made good progress
in music and drawing and French. )

Spring came; it was a little warmer, and

there were flowers in the garden.

. But the Spring brought other changes to
Lowood. The school: was built in an
unhealthy place. The girls didn’t get enough
to eat, of course. First one became il}, then
another; then half the school. Many pupils
died. I was not, ill, and as there were no
lessons, I sat in the garden with my books.
1 wanted to ta}k to Helen Burns, but I was
told she too was ill.

One, mght I saw the doctor leaving the
house. With him was a nurse.

I ran up to her and said,

“What does the doctor say about Helen
Burns?? o
' “He says she won’t be here. long,‘5” said
the nurse. .

I knew Helen was in sts Temples room,

. That night, when everyone was asleep, I went

to see her,. . . ,
“Helen? Are you awake”’
“Is that you, Jane? You shouldn’t come

‘here. . It’s very late.”

“Ihwant,ed to see you.”
“You came -to say good-bye.”
R “Good.bye?” ) ) . :

“Yes Jane. Don’t cry. . Pm not in pain.
I’m;gvlad to die young. I'm going to God.”

“Where is God? What.is God?” - .

“He made us. I believe in His goodness,
and soon I shall know Him.” = . A

“Shall I pever see. you, again?” .

“Death isn't.the.end. of ;us, Jane. I'm
sure of that. One day, you will come.to the
same- happy place where'I am gomg - The
same great, Father will meet you.” .

She seemed to be falling asleep, and 1
stayed with her. Next morning Miss Temple
found us together. I was sleeping, but Helen
was dead

For f1fteen years after her death, there
was no stone over her grave.’® Now I have
put a stone there. It has her name, and the
Latin word ‘Resurgam’, which means ‘I shall
rise again.’ ;

~

After so many pupils had died there,
people began to ask questions about Lowood
School. In the end, a new school was built.
Although Mr Brocklehurst still looked after
the money he was not allowed to give the
pupils bad food. - Lowood became a good
school.

For, the next six years I was a pupil
there. Then for two years I was a teacher,
Miss Temple left us to be married. And then

‘one day I looked out.of my window, and I

suddenly  thought,

-“l want to see more of the world. I
want freedom. I want a new. JOb in a new
place, amohg new faces.” :

So I advertised in a newspaper for a job
as a teacher.!” I reccired a reply from some-
one called Mrs Fairfax. She lived at a house
called Thornfield, which was about a hundred
kilometres ‘away. She offered me a job
teaching a little girl.

I told Mr Brocklehurst, who wrote to
Mrs Reed. -Mrs Reed replied that I could do
as I liked. - She said she was no longer in-
terested in what I did.

- So I.said. good-bye, and Left Lowood to

‘begin a new life.

vCha’ptei' : Thfee :
Thornfleld Hall

It was a cold October day when I travelled
to Thornfield. I had many doubts and fears,
But I told myself that'I was independent It
Mrs Fairfax did not like me;. I could leave.
And, after all;! I'was beginning an adventure,

.The coach stopped ‘at-a hotel in Millcote,
‘a town: about nine kxlometres from Thorn-
fIE'ld cTo ! ;

A servant with a oamagie was - wamng
for me and:took nre to the Hall. It was
dark; I .could ‘see it was a large.House. There
was a light in only one of the ‘windows, -

I rang:the doorbell; the dobr opened,
and a servani-girl invited me to: come in..

.- She led me to'a comfortable sitting-room.
A bright fire <bum.ed and the room was well-
lit with candles.?

. Sitting at & round: table was a- Httle,
rather old lady. She was making a pair of
woollen stockings, and a. large cat sat at her
feet. She got up and came to- meet me with
a smile,

‘“How do-: you do,” she said
the fire and get warm.”

“Come to
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“Are you Mrs Fairfax?” I said.

“Yes. Do sit dowh. Leah, the girl who
opened the door to you, will bring you
something to eat and a hot drink. Then she
will take your boxes to your room.”

“She behaves as if she is my hostess and
not my employer,”” I thought. I said,

“Shall T have the pleasure of meeting
Miss Fairfax soon?”

“Miss Fairfax? Oh, you mean Miss
Varens.  Miss Adéle Varens is the name of
your pupil. I have no children myself.”

I thought it would not be polite to ask
more questions.

Mrs Fairfax took the cat on her knee
and. continued;

-“I 'am so glad you have come, Miss Eyre.
Thornfield is a fine old house, but in winter
it is lonely.  Little Adéle arrived here with
her nurse, only a few weeks ago. A child
makes a house alive at once. Now you are
here too, I shall feel ‘quite happy.”

" “Leah 'brouight ‘'me some cakes and hot
tea. When T'had finished them, Mrs Fairfax
took me to my room. It séemed' a’ big,
empty, lonely house, but my room’was com-
fortable. Mrs Fairfax seemed a kind and
gentle little lady. She wished me good night.
I thanked God, and asked Him to make me
worthy of such kindness.’: I went to sleep,
peaceful and happy.

"When 1 aweke,’ thé sun shone brightly
between blue curtains. I saw that there was
pretty paper on the walls, and a carpet on
the floor.

I felt.. hopeful. I -felt that somethmg
pleasarit was going  to happen to me, if not
at .once, then at some time in the future.

. I put‘oh my plain black dress with its
white neck; and brushed my hair tarefully.
Sometimes I wished I was pretty. I knew I
was - small;+ with: not enough colour in my
cheeks and.rather a large mouth and nose’
I could not be pretty, so I tried always to be
smart.

-1 went downstaxrs. The front door was
open and:1 went outside. Thornfield Hall
did seem very large. Fields afnd woods
surrounded ‘it. It was quiet and I saw no
other houses.. » o

~Just then Mrs Fairfax joined me. She
shook my hand .and kissed me.

“How do you like Thornfield?”

“It’s a beautiful old house,” I said.

“Yes, but I wish Mr Rochester would’

come here more often.”
“Mr Rochester?”

“The owner, my dear.
housekeeper.”

*“And Miss Adéle?”

“Mr Rochester sent her to live here
Look — here she is.”

A little girl of perhaps eight came. run-
ning across the grass. She was pretty, almost
like a toy. Her nurse followed her.

“Are you my governess?” said Adele to
me, in French.

I am only the

prise.

“l am so glad you can speak French, Miss
Eyre,” said Mrs Fairfax. “I -have little
French, and she has little English.® Ask her
about her parents.”

“Adeéle,” 1 said, “do you remember your
mama’ and papa?”’

“Mama has died and gone up to heaven,”
said Adéle. “I do not remember my papa.”

I translated her words for Mrs Fairfax.

“Ask Adeéle to take yoéu to the school-
room, Miss Eyre, and then come down to
breakfast.”

I liked the schoolroom
see so many books.

“Now come with me to the dining room
for breakfast,” said Adéle.

After breakfast we went back to the
schoolroom.” I found Adgle very ready to
learn, though she did not like*working hard.
But I talked to her, and we became friends.
When I had taught Rer a I;ttle English, T sent
her to hér nurse.

Then I went to my room. I wanted to
draw and paint some’ pictures for Adeéle, to
help her with her lessons. ‘T put my pencils
and paints? in the schoolroom, and then went

It pleased me to

" to find Mrs Fairfax.

“Can you tell me about Mr Rochester"”
I said. “WHhat sort of a man‘is he?”

" “Well, he ‘is a gentleman, and rich. He
has travelled a lot.- He is clever, and a good
master. - But I find him a little hard to under-
stand. Now Miss Eyre, would you llke to
see the rest of the house?” *

We visited ail the grand ~ooms of Thom-
field Hall, and then we went up to the third
floor. Hére there was a narrow passage,
with closed’ doers oni each side.

A stairéaseé led to the roof.2 From there
I could look out over the fields. I was level
with the treetops, and I could loock down
among the branches.

Mrs Fairfax stayed behmd to lock the
door. I walked slowly down the passdge.
Then I heard something.
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It was a strange laugh, not a happy one.

I stood still. The laugh came from one of
the rooms with closed doors. It became
louder, until it was a noisy shout.

“Mrs Fairfax, what is it?” I said.

“Oh, one of the servants. Probahly
Grace  Poole. I often hear her. She sits and
works in that room.”

The laugh was repeated.

“Grace!” called Mrs Fairfax.

A door opened and a woman came out,
She had a plain, hard face.

“Too much noise, Grace,” said Mrs Fair-
fax. )

Grace bent her head without a word,
and went back into the room, shutting the
door.

“By the way,” said Mrs Fairfax, “how do
you get on with Adéle?”

We talked about Adele till we were
downstairs, and Grace Poole was forgotten.

October, November and December passed
away. I was not unhappy. I liked both Mrs
Fairfax and Adéle.

But I was restless. Often I looked
through a window and wished I could see
the busy world beyond. I was safe. But I
wanted more friends, more life.

One afternoon Mrs Fairfax asked me to
take a letter to post in Hay, our nearest
village.. It was about five kilometres away.
T was glad to go. .

- When 1 had walked two kilometres. I
stopped to lean against a gate and rest.

-1t was late. The moonh was rising, and a
cold wind blew in the trees.

I heard a horse coming. Then there was
a noise among the bushes at the roadside,
and a large black and white dog appeared.
It passed me quietly, and, looking up, I saw
a tall horse and rider coming round a bend
in the road.®

Horse, and_ rider passed without seeing
me. Buta ‘moment later I heard a crash, and
a shout, and a nojsy dog. Horse and rider
were down. The horse had fallen on the icy

road. I ran to them.

“Can I get help, sir?”’

“Thank you. I can manage.” With dif-
ficulty the horse got on to its feet again. The

man made his way to the roadside, pulling a |

painful leg along the ground.

“] seem to have broken no bones,” he
said. '

The moon was shining brightly by now,
and I could see his face more clearly.

He was about thirty-five, not good-look-

-ing, but he had a strong face. I thought he

was a man who could be very angry if he

wished.!® But strangely enough I was not .

afraid. :

He waved at me to go away,“ but I did
not move.

“I cannot leave you, -sir, until I can see
you are able to get on your horse again.”

“Where do you come from?” he said.

“I live. at Thornfield Hall.”

“Whose house is that?”

“Mr Rochester’s.”

“You are not a servant.
youf’!)

“The governess, sir.” .

“Ah, the governess. Of course. I had
forgotten. You need not fetch -help, if you
can give me a little help yourself. Try to
get hold of the horse and lead him to me.”

1 tried, but it would not let me.

“Come here then,” said the rider, “and
let me lean on you.? I cannot walk without

- help.”

He put a heavy hand on my shoulder
and managed to catch and mount his horse.

“Thank you,” he said. ‘

In a moment, it seemed horse rider and
dog disappeared.t? :

1 hurried on to Hay and then back to
Thornfield. It was strange, but I found I did
not want to go inside the house.

1 stood looking up at the moon and stars.
Then 1 went in.

I went into the sitting-room. Adeéle was
sitting in front of the fire, playmg with a
big black and white dog j

“Look, Miss Eyre,” she sald' “This dog’s
name is Pilot.”

“Whose dog is it?”

“Why, Mr Rochester’s, of course.”

“Mr Rochester”'

“Yes.  Oh Miss Eyre, I_ am so happy. Mr
Rochester has come at last‘"'

Chaptef Four
- Grace Poole,

Next morning, Thornfield Hall séerried “a.

different place. :It was no longer as silent as
a church. . There were knocks at.the front
door, footsteps crossing the hall, new voices
talking: Thornfield Hall had a master, and
I liked it better now. o
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I did not see Mr Rochester all day,
though I knew the doctor had been sent for
to see to his leg.! In the evening, Mrs Fair-
fax said to me, :

“Mr Rochester would be glad if you and
Adeéle would have tea with him in the sitting-
room this evening. You must change your
dress. We always dress for the evening when
he is here:”

I went upstairs and helped Adéle to
dress. Then I put on my black silk dress and
we went down to the sitting-room.

Mr’ Rochester sat with one leg up on a
chair. I knew him at once; the dark hair,
the eyes, the strong mouth and chin.

“Sit down, Miss Eyre,” he said, without
looking at me. He was watching Adéle and
Pilot.© Adéle said,

“Haven’t ‘you brought a present for Miss
Eyre?”

“Did you expect a present Miss Eyre?”

“No sir.*

_ “I* have been talking to Adele I have
> found that you have taught her very weil.

She is not 'very clever, but in a short time
she has learned a.lot.”

‘ “Then you did bring me a present sir,2”
1 replied. “All teachers like to hear admira-
tion for their pupils. Thank you.” .

Leah brought the tea tray. We drank
in silence.

Then Mr Rochester said,

“Where dxd you live before you came
here?”

I told him.

“Lowood  School? So thats why you
the road. last night I thought 1 had met
someone from a story-book Tell me about
your parents.”

I told him I was an orphan,

“What did you learn at Lowood? Adéle
told me you made some drawings for her.
~Go and fetch thém.”

I brought them. My pictures were
‘painted in water-colour.? There was one of
a wrecked ship, with a bird on the mast,
holding a jewel in it§ -mouth. Another
showed the head of a woman, against an
evening sky. Mr - Rochester looked at them
carefully. .

“You have not been taught to draw well.
But these’ are interéesting,” ‘he said. “There
is wind in that'sky. Who taught you to paint
wind ?”

" He gave me back the pictures. Then he
said, “Go now. It is Adéle’s bedtime.”

I did not see him again for several days.
Then one evening he sent for me again, with
Mrs Fairfax and Adele. Adéle had-a big box
of presents, and she showed them all to Mrs
Fairfax. Mr Rochester talked to me. I was
watching the firelight on his face.

“Well, Miss Eyre,” he said,
think I am good-looking?”

“No sir.”

“Then am I a fool?”

“No sir.” .

“You are right. But all the same, I have
wasted my life.”

I was silent.

“There are not many school-girl gover-
nesses who would have answered me as you
do,"” he said. “But I will not try to please
you with foolish admiration. You have
faults, no doubt.” :

“And se may you,” I thought. He seemed
to read my mind.5 ’

“Tell me, Miss Eyre. I am a man who is
full .of sadness, of sorrow for past sins.® It
poisons my life. Can.such sorrow be cured?”

“Yes,” I said. “I think so. If you are
really. sorry for your wrongs.”

I stood up. The conversation made me
uncomfortable, and it was.-:Adéle’s bedtime.

. “T'll explain to you some day,” he said.
“Good night.”

“do’ you

I did not see him again for several days.
Then, one morning, I was in the garden with
Adéle and he came up to me. Adele ran off.
to play with Pilot. We looked at the house.

“I like Thornfield,” he said, “It is so old,
so lonely, so grey. And yet, for a long time
I have hated it.”

He went on, ,

“Do you know who Adéle is? I was once
the lover of a French dancer, and Adele is
her daughter Adéle may be my daughter.
I cannot beé sure.”

He told me the whole story of his life
in Paris, with Adéle’s mother She had left
him for another man,

‘That night when ‘1 Was in my own room,
I thought about what he had fold me. I
found I was pleased that he had allowed me
to know his private story.” k

After this' He was more friendly. He
even smiled at’ me when we met. I no longer
thought he was ugly. His face became the
object 1 liked best to seef

One night somethmg woke me up. It
was the strange laugh I had heard before. It
was Grace Poole. But where wds she? i
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" smoke had made him unconscious.?

“I must go to Mrs Fairfax,” 1 thought.

- I dressed quickly and opened the door.

In the passage I saw smoke coming from

-Mr Rochester’s room. I forgot Grace and ran

into the room. The curtains round his bed
were on fire. He lay without moving. The

‘“Wake up, wake up,” I cried. He did
not move.

I fetched water and poured it on the
burning curtains. At last I managed to put
out the fire. Mr Rochester opened his eyes.

“Jane Eyre?” he said. “Where am I?
What is happening?”

I told him about the laugh, and how I
had :seen smoke coming from his room,

“Jane Eyre,” he said, “stay here, please.
Pon’'t move or call anyone Lock the door
after me.”.

He went and I was left in darkness.
When he came back his face was very white.

“Did you see Grace Poole, sir?”

' “Grace Podle? Yes, I saw her. Now,
Jane, in the morning I will explain to the

servants about the fire. I will say a candle

fell ‘over.- Now return to your room. But
first, shake hands with me. You have saved
my-life. I owe you more than thanks.!”

- “You oWe me nothmg, sir.. Good’ night.”

Next day, no-one mentioried Grace Poole.
I wanted to talk to Mr Rochester but I did

not see him. -
- Mrs Fairfax and I had tea together.

“Mr Rochester has had ‘a flne day for
his journey,” ghe said.

“What journey?”’

‘“He has gone to a friend’s house, fifty
kilometres away.”

“Will he be back tonlght"”

“No. * He will probably stay a week or
more. Miss Blanche Ingram \mll be there.”

“Who is she?”

“Lord Ingram’s daughter. She is a very
fine and fashionable lady.”"

“Does Mr Rochester like her?”

“Yes, I think he does.”

That night, alone in my room, I told
myself that I was a fool. I said to myself,
“You are mad, Jane Eyre. - How. could he
love you?: You are not rich or pretty. You
must not allow yourself to hope for any-
thing.”

Later, I was glad that I had controlled
my feelings. Thanks to this,!! [ was able to
meet what happened next, quxetly and w:th-
out fear.

- Chapter Five
The Man from Jamaica'

Two weeks later, Mrs Fairfax received a
letter from Mr Rochester.

“Well,” she said, “we are going to be
busy now. Mr Rochester is coming home in

_three days, and bringing eight of his friends

with him. Miss Blanche Ingram is coming.”

I felt cold and sick. But'I told myself,
“You are here to teach Adéle. That is what
you are paid for.2 So do not give your heart
to someone who doesn’t want it.”

We were all very busy. Adéle had a
holiday, and 1 helped- Mrs Fairfax.

- Grace Poole camé downstairs for an hour
every day, to sit in the kitchen and eat with
the other servants. It was strange, though,
that no-one talked about her. Orily once I
heard Leah talkmg to another servant. :

“Doesn’t 'Miss Eyre knéw, then”’ sald
the woman.

Leah shook her head. '

So there was a mystery? at Thornfield,
but I was not allowed to know it.

Mr Rochester and his guests arrived, and
the house was full of laughter and talk. One
evening Mr Rochester sent me a message. 1
was asked to go to the ‘qtung-room, _that
night, after dinner.

I felt a little frightened, However, _I put
on my best dress, of silver-grey silk. . The
ladies and gentlemen were still at dinner
when I went to the sitting-room. So I was.
able to choose a window-seat.! I hoped no--
one would notice me.

The visitors came . in,; I stood up and
lowered my eyes. One or two smiled in
return. . The others only studied me coolly.

Blanche Ingram came in with her
mother.  Hey . mother. was; not unlike Mrs
Reed. M1ss Ingram had dark eyes, and shins
ing dark hair,-and a. most beautiful white
dress. But I thought herface was. like. h&
mother’s; hard, with cold eyes.

I listened to the talk, until Mr Rochester
came in. He did not look at me, but talked
to Blanche Ingram. They were laughmg to— ‘
gether. ‘

“He doesn’t really belong to these peo-
ple,” I thought. “I think he is one of my
sort. It will' lead to nothing, but while I
breathe and live, I will love him.”

Miss Ingram commanded him to sing
with her at the piano.” He had a fine, deep
voice. When the song was over, I went quiet-
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ly out of the room. Mr Rochester followed
me. .

“What is the matter?” he said. “You look
tired. You look sad. Why?”

“Nothing, .nothing sir. I am not sad.”

“But you are. There are tears in your
eyes. . I must go back to the others— but
remember, you must come to the sitting-room
every night. Good night, my . . . .” He bit
his lip and left me.
I still thought he might marry Blanche
Ingram. He talked to her often, and she bent
her head till it almost touched his cheek.

One day Mr Rochester was sent for to
go to Milicote on business. They believed he
would not return until late. While he was
away, a strange gentleman arrived to see
him. He said .his name was Mason, that he
was an old frlend that he lived in Jamaica,
and that he would wait.

When Mr Rochester returned, he was '

told about Mr Mason. I was watching him,
and saw the colour leave his face8 He left
the room.

“That night I was nearly asleep when I
" heard a cry.

“Help' Help’ Rochester for’ God’s sake
come"’ -

Everyone woke up. I 'saw Mr Rochester
go up to the third floor, where Grace Poole
lived.
" After a few minutes, he came down
again. He said to his visitors,

. “A servani-hdd a bad dream, thats all.
Now please, go back to your rooms.’

I Went back to my room, but I dressed,
and waited.

There was a light knock at my door It
was' Mr Rochester.

“Jane? Are you up, and dressed? Come
with me.”

We went upstairs to the third floor, and

r . Rochestér unlocked ‘a door. I heard
Grace Poole’s ‘laugh. :Mr Rochester went in,
then came out, closing the door. He took me
to another room. Mr Mason was leaning back
in a chair, His shirt, and one arm; were
covered with blood.

“Hold the candle Jane, while I wash -

this blood away.”

“Is- it a bad wound?’ whispered Mr
Mason. i

“No no, not serious. Now Jane,” said Mr

Rochester, “I want you to stay here while I

fetch a doctor.”:
He went, and I heard him lock the door.
- I sat there in silence. What mystery was

there at Thornfield — breaking out once in
fire, and now in blood?” .

After two hours Mr Rochester retumed
with the doctor. They bandaged the wound,
and then took Mr Mason downstairs and put
him into the doctor’s carriage. The carriage
soon drove away. .

It was almost morning.

“Come, Jane, and walk in the cool
garden,” said Mr Rochester. He picked a
rose. “Will you have a flower?”

- “Thank you, sir.”

“Jane, I wzsh to tell you about a problem.
Once there was a fich young man.. Thisg
young man made a mistake. The mistake
darkened his whole life. In order to be happy
again, he had to do something. Not a crime,
but something which the world might say
was wrong.? Should he do it?”

I did not know what to say. Mr Rochester
went on,

“Suppose this man was sorry for what
he had done, could he then do something
which ordinary people would think wrong?”

I replied at once.

“You must ask God for the answer to
that question.”

“My little friend,” he said, “Don’t you

think that marriage to Miss Ingram would

make her husband a new man?”’

I was s11ent

“Jane, your hands are cold. You must
go back to the house and rest, But Jane, I
know you are truly my friend. I can talk to
you agam about—Blanche Ingram

Chapter Six
The Garden of Eden!

When I was a little girl of six, I heard Bessie
say that she had dreamed of a little child.
It was a sure sign of trouble,? she said.

Every night of the week after Mr Mason
went away, I dreamt of a child.

One morning: I was told that someone in
Mrs Fairfax’s room wanted to see me. It
was a man dressed in black.

“I don’t :suppose .you remember me,
Miss,” he said: “I was a servant at Gateshead,
and I still work there.”

“Of course I remember you, Robert. How
is Bessie?”

“Very well Miss, thank you.
married and have three children.”

We are
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“And.the Reed family? Are they well?”

“No, Miss.
Mr John died a week ago.”

“] am very, very sorry.
well? Over it yet?” :

“No, Miss. You see, Mr John owed
money to so many people but he could not
pay. He was put in prison, and now they say
he killed himself.”

I was silent.

“Mrs Reed is very ill, Miss. She wants
to see you. I have come to fetch you, Miss,
if you could come with me.”

I went to find Mr Rochester. He was
talking to Blanche Ingram, who looked very
beautiful. She saw me first.

“Does this person want "you?' she said
to him, o
: He saw me, and made a strange face. 1
told him what I wanted’to. do. He did not
want me to go.

Is his mother

. “Promise me you will stay only a week,”

he said. oo -

“Yes sir. . Good-bye for the present.”

At Gateshead, Bessie was pleased to see
" me. The two daughters, Georgiana and Eliza,
looked me up and down,? but spoke no words
of welcome.

Bessie took me upstairs.

“Mrs Reed has been calling for you,
. Miss.”

I went to the bedside.

“Jane Eyre?”

“Yes, dear Aunt.”
are you?”

“Jane Eyre,” she said. “Oh I had such
trouble with that child. But, twice I did her
a great wrong.* I promised my husband to
bring her up as my own child. I did not.”

“Dear Aunt, it was -all a long time ago.
Do not be sad now.”

She seemett very weak. She looked for
something behind her head and brought out
a létter.

“Read it.” : ’

‘The letter was ddted three 'years back"
and it came from Madeira.

“Dear Madam.” I read. - “Will you have
the goodness to send me the address of my
niece Jane Eyre. ‘I wish her to come to me
.in Madeira. - I plan to leave her money when
I die.”

The letter was signed ‘John Eyre’..

“]l wrote and told him you had died at
Lowood,” said Mrs Reed. “And now in my
last hours I am ashamed. But you were such
a difficult child,”

1 kissed her. ' “How

They are in great trouble.

“Kiss me, dear Aunt. I don’t want re-
venge$ Don’t be unhappy.”

I stayed at Gateshead almost a month,
until my aunt died. During that time, I had
a letter from Mrs Fairfax. She said Mr
Rochester had gone to London, to make ar-
rangements for his wedding to Miss Ingram,
But I had never loved him so much!

Midsummer came, and the sun shone
every day. I returned to Thornfield. Mr
Rochester was there. But he did not mention
his marriage. And he did not go to see Miss
Ingram at her house.. I wondéred why.

One evening 1 was walking in the cool
garden, sweet with the smell of roses. A
voice behind me said,

“Come and walk with me.”

1 did not want to be alone with him in
the evening. We sat on a wooden seat under
a huge old tree. He began,

“I am sorry Jane, that you will be
leaving. Thornfield so soon. I am going to
send Adéle to school.”

“I think you should, sir.
when you wish.” .

“But do you want to go?”’

“I ‘don’t want to leave Thornfield, or
Adéle, or — or you, sir.” I was crying.

“Dont cry Jane. Listen, there is a bird
singihg.” ’

1 could not listen to the birdsong. T could
nhot hide my tears. When I left Thornfield,
it would be a kind of death.

“Jane,” he said “I am not gomg to marry
Miss Ingram.”

“You are not?”

“No. Jane, I offer you my hand” and my
heart and everythmg 1 own

* I could not answer."

“1 do not love Mlss Ingram, Jane, and
she does not love me. She only wants my
money. Jane, say ‘Yes’ qmckiy Say ‘Yes,
Edward, I w111 marry you’ "o

“Yes,” [ said. “Y&s, I’ wxll marry you.”

“You w:ll make' my- happmeSS and I will
make yours,”, .

He looked up at the sky and said,

“God will pardon me. I know He allows
me to marry you.”,

But what had happened to the night?
The low voice. of the wind cried in the trees.
There was a crash of thunder and the sky
was dark. .- o

We hurried indoors?® Next _morning,
Adgle came running to tell me that the huge
old tree where we.sat had fallen in the storm,

I wiil leave
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