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Part One A Child at Gateshead

1 The red room

We could not go for a walk that afternoon. There was such a freez-
ing cold wind, and such heavy rain, that we all stayed indoors. 1 was
glad of it. 1 never liked long walks, especially in winter. I used to hate
coming home when it was almost dark, with ice-cold fingers and toes,
feeling miserable because Bessie, the nursemaid!, was always scolding
me. All the time I knew I was different from my cousins, Eliza, John
and Georgiana Reed. They were taller and stronger than me, and they
were loved.

These three usually spent their time crying and quarreling, but to-
day they were sitting quietly around their mother in the sitting-room. I
wanted to join the family circle, but Mrs. Reed, my aunt, refused.
Bessie had complained about me. “No, I'm sorry, Jane. Until I hear
from Bessie, or see for myself, that you are really trying to behave? bet-
ter, you cannot be treated as a good, happy child, like my children. "

“What does Bessie say I have done?” I asked.

“Jane, it is not polite to question me in that way. If you cannot
speak pleasantly, be quiet.”

I crept out of the sitting-room and into the small room next door,
where I chose a book full of pictures from the bookcase. I climbed on to
the window-seat and drew the curtains, so that I was completely hidden.
I sat there for a while. Sometimes I looked out of the window at the grey
November afternoon, and saw the rain pouring down on the leafless gar-
den. But most of the time I studied the book and stared, fascinated®, at
the pictures. Lost in the world of imagination, I forgot my sad, lonely
existence® for a while, and was happy. I was only afraid that my secret
hiding-place might be discovered.

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

“Where are you, rat?” he shouted. He did not see me behind the
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curtain. “Eliza! Georgy! Jane isn't here! Tell Mamma she’s run out into
the rain — what a bad animal she is!”

“How lucky I drew the curtain,” I thought. He would never have
found me, beczuse he was not very intelligent. But Eliza guessed at once
where I was.

“She’s in the window-seat, John.” she called from the sitting-
room. So | came out immediately, as I did not want him to pull me out.

“What do you want?” I asked him.

“Say, ‘What do you want, Master Reed’,” he answered, sitting in
an armchair. “I want you to come here.”

John Reed was fourteen and | was only ten. He was large and rather
fat. He usually ate too much at meals, which made him ill. He should
have been at boarding school’, but his mother, who loved him very
much, had brought him home for a month or two, because she thought
his health was delicate®.

John did not love his mother or his sisters, and he hated me. He
bullied ‘and punished me, not two or three times a week, not once or
twice a day, but all the time. My whole body trembled when he came
near. Sometimes he hit me, sometimes he just threatened me, and I
lived in terrible fear of him. I had no idea about how to stop him. The
servants did not want to offend® their young master, and Mrs. Reed
could see no fault in her dear boy.

So I obeyed John's order and approached his armchair, thinking how
very ugly his face was. Perhaps he understood what I was thinking, for
he hit me hard on the face.

“That is for your rudeness to Mamma just now,” he said, “and for
your wickedness’ in hiding, and for looking at me like that, you rat!” I
was so used to his bullying that I never thought of hitting him back.

“What were you doing behind that curtain?” he asked.

“I was reading. " I answered.

“Show me the book. ” 1 gave it to him.
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“You have no right to take our books,” he continued. “You have no
money and your father left you none. You ought to beg in the streets,
not live here in comfort with a gentleman’s family. Anyway, ail these
books are mine, and so is the whole house, or will be in a few years’
time. I'll teach you not to borrow my books again. " He lifted the heavy
book and threw it hard at me.

It hit me and I fell, cutting my head on the door. I was in great
pain, and suddenly for the first time in my life, I forgot my fear of John
Reed.

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

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

He rushed to attack me, but now he was fighting with a desperate'’
girl. I really saw him as a wicked murderer. I feit the blood running
down my face, and the pain gave me strength. I fought back as hard as [
could. My resistance'* surprised him, and he shouted for help. His sis-
ters ran for Mrs. Reed, who called her maid, Miss Abbott, and Bessie.
They pulled us apart and I heard them say, “What a wicked girl! She at-
tacked Master John!”

Mrs. Reed said calmly, “Take her away to the red room and lock
her in there.” And so I was carried upstairs, arms waving and legs kick-
ing.

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

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

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

“No, Miss Eyre, vou are less than a servant, because you do not
work. " replied Miss Abbott. They both looked at me as if they strongly
disapproved of me.



“You should remember, miss,” said Bessie, “that your aunt pays
for your food and clothes, and you should be grateful. You have no other
relations or friends. "

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

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

“Anyway,” said Miss Abbott, “God will punish you, Jane Eyre, for
your wicked heart. Pray to God, and say you're sorry.” They left the
room, locking the door carefully behind them.

The red room was a cold, silent room, hardly ever used, although it
was one of the largest bedrooms in the house. Nine years ago my uncle,
Mr. Reed, had died in this room, and since then nobody had wantec to
sleep in it.

Now that I was alone I thought bitterly' of the people I lived with.
John Reed, his sisters, his mother, the servants, they all accused'® me,
scolded me, hated me. Why could I never please them? Eliza was self-
ish, but was respected. Georgiana had a bad temper, but she was popu-
lar with everybody because she was beautiful. John was rude, cruel and
violent'f, but nobody punished him. I tried to make no mistakes, but
they called me naughty every moment of the day. Now that I had turned
against John to protect myself, everybody blamed me.

And so [ spent that whole long afternoon in the red room asking my-
self why I had to suffer and why life was so unfair. Perhaps I would run
away, or starve myself to death®.

Gradually it became dark outside. The rain was still beating on the
windows, and I could hear the wind in the trees. Now [ was no longer
angry, and I began to think the Reeds might be right. Perhaps I was
wicked. Did I deserve'® to die, and be buried in the churchyard like my
Uncle Reed? I could not remember him, but knew he was my mother's
brother, who had taken me to his house when my parents both died. On
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his death bed he had made his wife, Aunt Reed, promise to look after me
like her own children. I supposed she now regretted her promise.

A strange idea came to me. [ felt sure that if Mr. Reed had lived he
would have treated me kindly, and now, as [ looked round at the dark
furniture and the walls in shadow, I began to fear that his ghost might
come back to punish his wife for not keeping her promise. He might rise
from the grave'’ in the churchyard and appear in this room! I was so
frightened by this thought that I hardly dared to breathe. Suddenly in the
darkness I saw a light moving on the ceiling'®. It may have been from a
lamp outside, but in my nervous state I did not think of that. I felt sure
it must be a ghost, a visitor from another world. My head was hot, my
heart beat fast. Was that the sound of wings in my ears? Was that some-
thing moving near me? Screaming wildly, I rushed to the door and shook
it.

“ Miss Eyre, are you ill?” asked Bessie. “Tzake me out of here!” I
screamed.

“Why? What's the matter?” she asked.

“I saw a light, and I thought it was a ghost. ” I cried, holding tight-
ly on to Bessie's hand.

“She’s not even hurt.” said Miss Abbott in disgust'. “She
screamed just to bring us here. [ know all her little tricks®.”

“What is all this?” demanded an angry voice. Mrs. Reed appeared
at the door of the room. “Abbott and Bessie, I think I told you to leave
Jane Eyre in this room till I came.”

“She screamed so loudly, ma’am. " said Bessie softly.

“Let go off her hands, Bessie.” was Mrs. Reed’s only answer.
“Jane Eyre, you need not think you can succeed in getting out of the
room like this. Your naughty tricks will not work with me. You will stay
here an hour longer as a punishment for trying to deceive?' us.”

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



“Silence! Control yourself!” She pushed me, resisting wildly, back
into the red room and locked me in. there I was in the darkness again,
with the silence and the ghosts. I must have fainted. I cannot remember

anything more. .

1. nursemaid n. 8, %Ak
2. behave v. EH

3. fascinate v. U5l
4. existence n. 4% F&
S. boarding school GRS
6. delicate adj. 55 ZHRH
7. bully v. K

8. offend v. B

9. wickedness n. RE

10. desperate adj. #8811
11. resistance n. RH

12. bitterly adv. JHEH
13. accuse v. HH

14. violent adj. BN1

15. starve somebody to death Rt

16. deserve v. B3, R
17. grave n. BE

18. ceiling n. XIEK
19. disgust n. R

20. trick n. Wit

21. deceive v. KW

2 Leaving Gateshead
I woke up to find the doctor lifting me very carefully into my own
bed. It was good to be back in my familiar bedroom, with a warm fire
and candle-light. It was also a great relief to recognize Dr. Lloyd, who
Mrs. Reed called in for her servants (she always called a specialist for
6



herself and the children). He was looking after me so kindly. I felt he
would protect me from Mrs. Reed. He talked to me 2 little, then gave
Bessie orders to take good care of me. When he left, Ifelt very lonely a-
gain.

But I was surprised to find that Bessie did not scold me at all. In
fact she was so kind to me that I became brave enough to ask a question.

“Beside, what's happened? Am I ill?”

“Yes, you became ill in the red room, but you'll get better, don't
worry, Miss Jane. ” she answered. Then she went next door to fetch an-
other servant. I could hear her whispers.

“Sarah, come in here and sleep with me and that poor child tonight.
I daren’t stay alone with her, she might die. She was so ill last night! Do
you think she saw a ghost? Mrs. Reed was too hard on her, I think.” So
the two servants slept in my room, while I lay awake all night, trem-
bling with fear, and eyes wide open in horror, imagining ghosts in every
corner.

Fortunately I suffered no serious illness as a result of my terrible
experience in the red room, although I shall never forget that night. but
the shock left me nervous and depressed® for the next few days. I cried
all day long and although Bessie tried hard to tempt® me with nice things
to eat or my favourite books, I took no pleasure in eating or even in
reading. I knew I had no one to love me and nothing to look forward to.

When the doctor came again, he seemed a little surprised to find me
looking so miserable.

“Perhaps she’s crying because she couldn’t go out with Mrs. Reed
in the carriage this morning.” suggested Bessie.

“Surely she’s more sensible than that,” said the doctor, smiling at
me. “She’s a big girl now.”

“I'm not crying about that. I hate going out in the carriage.” I said
quickly. “I'm crying because I'm miserable. ”

“Oh really, Miss!” said Bessie.



The doctor looked at me thoughtfully. He bad small, grey, intelli-
gent eyes. Just then a bell rang for the servants’ dinner.

“You can go, Bessie,” he said. “I'll stay here talking to Miss Jane
till you come back.” '

After Bessie had left, he asked, “What really made you i7" “I was
locked up in a room with a ghost, in the dark. "

“Afraid of ghosts, are you?” he smiled.

“Of Mr. Reed’s ghost, ves. He died in that room, you know. No-
body ever goes in there any more. It was cruel to lock me in there alone
without a candle. I shall never forget it!”

“But you aren’t afraid now. There must be another reason why you
are so sad. ” he said, looking kindly at me.

How could 1 tell him all the reasons for my unhappiness!

“I have no father or mother, brothers or sisters.” I began. “But
you have a kind aunt and cousins. ™

“But John Reed knocked me down and my aunt locked me in the red
room.” I cried. There was a pause.

“Don’t you like living at Gateshead, in such a beautiful house?” he
asked.

“I would be glad to leave it, but I have nowhere else to go.”

“You have no relations® apart from Mrs. Reed?”

“I think I may have some, who are very poor, but I know nothing
about them.” I answered.

“Would you like to go to school?” he asked finally. I thought for a
moment. I knew very little about school, but at least it would be a
change, the start of a new life.

“Yes, 1 would like to go.” I replied in the end.

“Well, well,” said the doctor to himself as he got up, “we’'ll see.
The child is delicate, she ought to have a change of air.”

I heard later from the servants that he had spoken to Mrs. Reed
about me, and that she had agreed immediately to send me to school.

8



Abbott said Mrs. Reed would be glad to get rid of me. In this conversa-
tion I also learned for the first time that my father had been a poor
vicar”. When he married my mother, Miss Jane Reed of Gateshead, the
Reed family were so angry that they disinherited® her. I also heard that
my parents both died of an illness only a year after their wedding.

But days and weeks passed, and Mrs. Reed still said nothing about
sending me to school. One day, as she was scolding me, I suddenly
threw a question at her. The words just came out without my planning to
say them. .

“What would uncle Reed say to you if he were alive?” I asked.

“What?” cried Mrs. Reed, her cold grey eyes full of fear, staring
at me as if I were a ghost. I had to continue.

“My uncle Reed is now in heaven, and can see all you think and do,
and so can my parents. They know how you hate me, and are cruel to
me.”

Mrs. Reed smacked”” my face and left me without a word. I was
scolded for an hour by Bessie as the most ungrateful child in the world,
and indeed with so much hate in my heart I did feel wicked.

Christmas passed by, with no presents or new clothes for me. Ev-
ery evening I watched Eliza and Georgiana putting on their new dresses
and going out to parties. Sometimes Bessie would come up to me in my
lonely bedroom, bringing a piece of cake, sometimes she would tell me a
story, and sometimes she would kiss me goodnight. When she was kind
to me I thought she was the best person in the world, but she did not al-
ways have time for me. _

On the morning of the fifteenth of January, Bessie rushed up to my
room, to tell me a visitor wanted to see me. Who could it be? I knew
Mrs. Reed would be there too and I was frightened of seeing her again.
When I nervously entered the breakfast-room I looked up at a black col-
umn! At least that was what he looked like to me. He was a tall, thin
man dressed all in black, with a cold, stony face at the top of the col-
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