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CHAPTER 1

It was impossible to take a walk that
day. Since dinner the cold winter wind
had brought with it! clouds so sombre,
and a rain so penetrating, that further
out-door exercise was out of the ques-
tion.2 Instead, we had to amuse our-
selves indoors3. I was glad of it: I never
liked long walks, especially on chilly
afternoons. My cousins, Eliza, John
and Georgiana Reed were sitting round
their mama in the drawing-room by the
fire-side, but I was not allowed* to join
the group.

“You, Jane, are excluded® from our
company until I hear from Bessie that
you can behave like a proper, sweet little
girl,” announced Mrs. Reed.

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

“Jane, Idon’t like questioners; don’t
answer me back. Be seated® somewhere;
and until you can speak pleasantly, re-
main silent.”

I went into another room, with a
bookcase in it. I took one of the books,
Bewick’s History of British Birds, and
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' B npemyioxxeHuun
ucronb3yetcs Past
Perfect st o603Have-
HWSI IeWCTBUS, TIPOU -
30MIEIIIIEro A0 OIpe-
NenEHHOTO MOMEHTA B
MPOIUTIOM (0 Havyaja
TOBECTBOBAHMS ), CM.
I'pamMaTuyeckuit
crnpaBouHuk (I'C) 42.
2 0 daavneiimeri npo-
2yaKe HA ceedHceM 603-
dyxe He Mo0210 Obimb U
peuu.

further - cpaBHUTENb-
Hasl CTeIeHb Mpuia-
raTeJIbHOTO far, CM.
IcC13.

3 Ham npuwiroce Hatimu
cebe 3anamue doma.
MonanbHBIi T1aro
have to 0603HavaeT,
YTO 0OCTOSTENIBCTBA
BBIHYXIAIOT POU3-
BOIIUTH KaKoe-JI. Aeii-
crBue, cm. I'C 22, 18.
4 dopmMa macCUBHOTO
3asiora B Past Simple,
cm. I'C 50.

> dopMa 1maccuBHOTO
3ajiora B Present Sim-
ple, cm. I'C 50.
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° ne npepexaiimeco.

Cadome

DopMBbI TOBETTUTEb-
HOT'O HAKJIOHEHUSI,
I'C 49.

7 Dmu pacckazvl 6vLau
maxumu jxce unme-
PecHbIMU, KK CKA3KU,
Kkomopute beccu unozoa
pacckasvleara

O cpaBHUTEIbHOM
KOHCTPYKLIUU as +
npunaeamenvroe/Ha-
peuue +ascm. I'C 13.
B sToM npemsioxxeHnu
MIMEETCS TaK Ha3bl-
BaeMoe Oeccol3Hoe
MPUCOETIMHEHUE TPU-
JATOYHOTO TIPeJIoXKe-
HUST — MEXIY CII0BaMU
tales n Bessie Mmornmn
CTOSITh COIO3HBIE CJIO-
Ba that wnu which, HoO
OHU YacTO OMYCKAIOT-
csl KaK B YCTHOI, TaK
U B TMCbMEHHOI peun.
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climbed into the window seat”™. I drew
the curtain, gathered up my feet, and
sat cross-legged, like a Turk. Then I im-
mersed myself into another world. I was
now discovering the shores of Lapland,
Siberia, Spitzbergen, Nova Zembla, Ice-
land, Greenland, with ‘the vast sweep
of the Arctic Zone, and that reservoir
of frost and snow. Of these death white
realms I formed an idea of my own:
shadowy, like all the half-comprehended
notions that float dim through children’s
brains, but strangely impressive.

The book contained pictures, and
each picture told a story. These stories
were as interesting as the tales Bessie
sometimes narrated’ on winter evenings
when she was in good humour and fed
our attention with passages of love and
adventure from old fairy tales and other
ballads.

With Bewick on my knee, I was
then happy: happy at least in my way.
I feared nothing but interruption, and
that came too soon. The breakfast-room
door opened.

“Boh!” cried the voice of John Reed.
Then he paused as he thought the room
was empty. “Where is she? Lizzy! Geor-
gy! Tell Mama! Jane’s run out into the
rain!”

* the window seat — cuzeHne mox OKHOM
(6 aHeauilickux domax OvlO NPUHAMO
ecmpausamv Heb6oabULOl OUBAHYUK NOO
OKHOM)
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“She’s in the window seat,” Eliza said
at once.

I came out immediately before John
could drag me out.

“What do you want?” I asked.

John Reed was a fourteen-year-old
schoolboy, four years older than I8 He
was large and stout for his age, and
he bullied me continually. I hated and
feared him, I could do nothing against
his menaces. The servants did not like
to offend their young master, and Mrs.
Reed was blind and deaf on the subject.

All at once, without speaking®, John
struck suddenly and strongly.

“That is for your rude answer to
mama, for hiding!°behind curtains and
for the look you had in your eyes, you
rat,” he said.

“What were you doing behind that
curtain?”

“I was reading.”

“Show me the book.”

I gave him the book.

“You have no right to take our books.
You have no money, your father left you
none, you should beg!!, and not live with
us. Now, I’ll teach you a lesson. Go and
stand by the door.”

I did so, then waited, flinching. He
hurled the heavy book at me. It hit me
and I fell, striking my head against the
door and cutting it.!? The cut bled, the
pain was sharp: suddenly my terror was
gone, and I was full of anger.

® © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0000 0000000000000 0C 0000000000000 000000000 0000000000000 000000000000 0

8 Ha uemoipe 200a
cmapuie MeHa

O cpaBHUTENBHO
KOHCTPYKLIUH C than
cm. I'C 13.

° Huuez0 He 2060ps
speaking 31ech SIBJIsI-
ercs repyHaueM. O0
yHoTpebIeHUN TepyH-
nus cMm. ['C 53.

1 3a mo, wmo mot nps-
maaaco

hiding 3mech sIBIIsIeTCS
repyHaueM. OO0 yno-
TpeOJIeHNU TePYHAMS
cMm. I'C 53.

' mebe 6v1 caedosaao
npocums MUAOCHbIHIO
MopnanbHbIi Taro
should 0603HauaeT co-
BeT, cM. ['C 27.

12 yoapuewucs 2010601
0 06epb u NOpaHuBULUCH.
DTO MpUYaCTHBIN 000-
pOT, 00pa30BaHHBI
MPUYACTUSIMU HACTOSI-
IIeTO BpeMeHU Striking
U cutting vl BBITIOJIHSI-
o1IMI QYHKIHIO 00-
crosiTeNbeTBa. B aTOM
cJydae TpuyacTusi,
Kak MpaBuJo, repe-
BOISITCS PYCCKUMU
JeenpUYaCTUSIMU.
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13" Hmenno 30ecs ... Ha
3moil camoii Kposamu
ymep mucmep Puo.

B nipennoxennn
HCTIOJIb3YETCST YCUIIH-
TeIbHast KOHCTPYKILIUST
itis ... that/who ... nnst
TOT0, YTOOKI TTPUBJICYb
BHUMaHME YMTATEIISI

K 00CTOSITEIbCTBY Me-
cra, cm. I'C 48.

14 Beccu u D66om
NpUMLAOC, NPOMAWUNTL
MeHs uepes 0gepb.
MopajbHbIii [J1aro
have to o003Havaer,
YTO 0OCTOSATEIbCTBA
BBIHYKIAIOT IIPOU3-
BOIUTH KaKoe-JI. JAeii-
crBue, cMm. I'C 18.

15" Ecau 6ot ne Gydeme
ce0s xopouio eecmu,
OHA MOJICem GbIKUHYNIb
eac na yauuy. U 2de 6ot
6bL mozda oxazaiucs?
YcinoBHOE Mpeaioxe-
Hue I Tuma. Bropoe
MpeaaoKeHue — Ipe-
JIOXEHUE B cociara-
TeJTbHOM HaKJIOHEHUU
¢ Ioapa3syMeBaeMbIM
ycioBueM (ecau Obt ot
OKA3AAUCh HA Yauue),
cMm. I'C 59, 60.

16 Bam 6bt ayuwme no-
Moaumscs
Koucrpykumst had
better BbIpaxaeT COBET,
cMm. I'C 19.

7 Ocmaeaennas 6
00uHoYecmee, ApOCHIHO
6UENUBUIUCH 8 KPeco,

6
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“Wicked and cruel boy! You are like
a murderer!”

“Did she say that to me? Did you hear
her, Eliza and Georgiana? Won’t I tell
mama? but first—*

He grasped my hair and my shoulder.
I don’t very well know what I did with
my hands, but he called me ‘Rat! Rat!’,
Eliza, and Georgiana ran for Mrs. Reed.

We were parted, and Mrs. Reed was
standing over me.

“Dear, dear,” said Abbott, shaking
her head. “What a fury, to fly at master
John!”

“Take her away to the red-room,” said
Mrs. Reed, “and lock her in there.”

The red-room was the biggest bed-
room in Gateshead Hall, with a red
carpet, red damask drapery, red velvet
curtains, and a dark mahogany bed in it.
Nobody slept there. Nobody wanted to. It
was here, nine years before, in that very
bed that Mr. Reed had died.!? Ever since I
had often heard the servants whispering
that it was haunted.

Iresisted all the way. Bessie and Ab-
bott had to force me through the door.!*
I only stopped struggling when they
threatened to tie me to a chair.

“What shocking conduct, Miss Eyre,
to strike a young gentleman! Your young
master.”

“Master! How is he my master? Am
I aservant?”
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“No; you are less than a servant, for
you do nothing for your keep,” said Miss
Abbot.

“Miss Eyre, you should be grateful to
Mrs. Reed for keeping you,” said Bessie,
in a kinder voice. “If you don’t behave,
she might send you away, and then
where would you be?!?”

“You’d better say your prayers'®,
Miss, and ask for forgiveness,” said
Abbott.

They left and locked the door behind
them.

Left alone, holding furiously onto
the chair I had been pushed into, I
turned the afternoon’s events over and
over in my mind!’. Why did everyone
adore selfish, rude John, Georgiana and
Eliza, and hate me, even though I tried
to be good? Why could I never please?
Was it because they were pretty, with
their golden curls and silk dresses, and
I was poor and plain? “Unjust!—unjust!”
said a voice in my head.

The room was silent as it was far from
the nursery and kitchen. It was getting
dark as'® the daylight faded and I had no
candle. It was cold too as there was no
fire'®. I thought about Mr. Reed. He had
been my uncle?® — my mother’s brother.
When my parents had died, I was a baby,
and my uncle Reed had brought me to
live at Gateshead Hall. Bessie had told
me that Mrs. Reed only continued to look
after me because, just before his death,
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6 KOnopoe meHs 6nux-
HYAU, 51 6HOBb U GHOBD
HnpOKpyMuGana 6 2o406e
co0bimus 3moeo Ous.
Left alone — mpuaact-
HbII 000pOT, 00pa30-
BaHHBII MPUYACTUEM
MPOIIEIIIero BpeMeH!
OT ry1aroia leave.
holding furiously —
TIPUYACTHBIN 060POT,
00pa30BaHHbII TIPH-
YacTHEeM HaCTOSIIIIETO
BPEMEHM OT TJiarojia
hold. O6a obopoTa sIB-
JITIOTCSI 0OCTOSITEITb-
ctBamu, cM. I'C 15, 16.
B aToM nipemioxkeHrMn
TPUTSIKATETbHBII
Majex ynorpeossieTcst
C CyIIeCTBUTENbHBIM
afternoon, cm. I'C 4.

18 BesauuHOe TIpeIo-
XEHUE, XapaKTepu3y-
folliee OCBEIIEHHOCTD;
0 OE3TMYHBIX MPETO-
xeHusix cm. I'C 57.

B npennoxennn
ucronb3yetcs Past
Continuous mist 060-
3HAUYCHUS ACHCTBUS,
KOTOPOE COBEPINAIOCH
B OTIpeneaEHHBII Tie-
pYOJI BpEMEHU B MPO-
oM (korma JIxxeiH
cujea ogHa B KOMHa-
te), cm. I'C 39.

19 B npemiokeHUU
HCITONIb3YEeTCS] KOH-
CTPYKIWMS there is / are,
cm. I'C 54.

2 B npeaioXeHUN
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ucnoibsyercst Past
Perfect st o603Ha-
YeHUs NeucTBus,
MPOMU3OUIEIIETO A0
KaKoro-JI. MOMEHTa B
MPOIUIOM (IO OTIMCHI-
BaeMbIX COOBITHI), CM.
I'C42.

2l 371ech UCIMOb3Y-
ercsl hopma BpeMeHU
Future-in-the-Past,
4TOOBI 0003HAUYUTH
JIECTBUE, KOTOPOE
MPOU3OHAET B OyIy-
1IEM 10 OTHOUIEHUIO K
CUTYallUM B TIPOLILJIOM,
cMm. I'C 45.
CMBICIIOBOIA TJ1aroJ
look after onyieH,
YTOOBI M30€XKaTh €ro
TIOBTOPEHMSI.

2 0zaa0vt6ascs Hazao,
A NOHUMAar0, Hmo, cKo-
pee 6ce20, 3mo OvL1 6ce-
20 auwo aaxeil, uoywui
¢ honapém no 2aszony.
Looking back — nipu-
YacTHBI 000pOT,
00pa3oBaHHBII MpH-
YacTUEM HACTOSIILIETO
BpPEMEHH OT IJIarojia
look v BEITTOTHSTIOIIIMIA
(YHKIIMIO 00CTOSI -
TEIbCTBA B TIPEIIO-
KEHUU

carrying a lantern —
000poT, 00pa3oBaH-
HbII TPUYACTUEM Ha-
CTOSIIIIETO BPEMEHU OT
TJIaroJia carry, siBJsio-
UICS OnpefeICHUEM
K CYILIECTBUTEIbHOMY
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Mr. Reed had made her promise that she
would?!,

He had always been kind to me. Per-
haps now his spirit was watching®, and
was angry about the way they treated
me. Perhaps — I gripped the chair more
tightly, and felt frightened — perhaps his
ghost really lived in this room.

The thought of seeing a ghost, even
kind Mr. Reed’s ghost, filled me with
terror. I was not quite sure whether
Abbott and Bessie had locked the door; I
got up and went to see. Alas! yes. I stared
into the darkness in panic, convinced a
phantom was about to appear”.

At this moment a light gleamed on
the wall and began to glide slowly across
the ceiling towards me.

Looking back, I know it was probably
nothing more than a footman carrying
a lantern across the lawn?2. But, in my
terrified state of mind, I believed it was
the ghost. My head grew hot, something
seemed near me. I rushed to the door
and shook the lock in desperate effort
screaming.

I heard footsteps, the key turned,
Bessie and Abbot entered.

“Take me out! Let me go into the
nursery!”? I cried.

“What for? Are you hurt? Have you
seen something?” demanded Bessie.

* a phantom was about to appear — mpu-
3paK BOT-BOT IOSIBUTCS
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“I saw a light, and I thought it was
a ghost...”

“What is all this?” It was Mrs. Reed.
“Bessie, I told you to leave Jane alone.”

“Miss Jane screamed so loudly,
ma’am...”

“You cannot get out by these means,
child,” Mrs. Reed said. “It is my duty to
show you that tricks will not work. You
will now stay here an hour longer.”

“0 aunt! have pity! Forgive me!”

But I was only an actress in her eyes.
Bessie and Abbot left first, Mrs. Reed
pushed me back into the room and locked
me in.

Left alone once more, I fell uncon-
scious, as that was the last thing I re-
membered?:.

CHAPTER 2

When I woke up, I was somewhere
warm and soft. There was a red glow and
muffled voices around me. Someone lift-
ed me, and then I rested my head against
a pillow or an arm, and felt easy.

When I opened my eyes, I saw that I
was in my own bed. The glow came from
the fire. It was night. Bessie stood beside
me, looking anxious, and a gentleman sat
in a chair near my pillow. I knew him. It
was Mr. Lloyd, an apothecary. Mrs. Reed

® © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0000 0000000000000 0C 0000000000000 000000000 0000000000000 000000000000 0

footman, o npuyacTun
cm. I'C 15.

2 Botnycmume mens!
Paspewuume mue noiimu
6 demckyrno!

DopMbI TOBETUTETb-
HOTO HAKJIOHEHMS, CM.
I'C 49.

24 3mo 6bL10 nocaednee,
Umo st nHOMHUAQ.

B atom npenyioxkeHUn
06eCCOI03HOE MPUCOE-
JUHEHUE IMPUAaToY-
HOTO MPEUIOKEHUS —
MEXIy ClIOBaMu thing
u I MOTJI0 CTOSITh
COIO3HOE CJIOBO that,
YaCcTO OIyCKaeMoe
Kak B YCTHOI, TaK U B
MUCbMEHHOM pevn.
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! ecau umo-nu6yow 3a-
xomume.

YcnoBHOe npenioxe-
Hue I tuma, cm. I'C 59.
2 ymo npoucxooum?
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called him sometimes when the servants
were ill.

“Who am I, Jane?” he asked.

“Mr. Lloyd,” I said, offering him at
the same time my hand. He took it and
smiled.

“I think she’ll be alright. I’ll come
back tomorrow.”

He departed, to my grief. I felt so
sheltered when he sat in the chair, and
then all the room darkened.

“Would you like to sleep, Miss Eyre?”
asked Bessie, rather softly.

“T’ll try.”

“Would you like something to eat or
drink?”

“No thank you,” I said, puzzled”.
Why was she so nice to me?

“Then I’ll go tobed myself —it’s after
midnight,” she said. “But you can call me
if you want anything!.”

“Bessie, what is going on??” I asked.
“AmIill?”

“You fainted crying in the red-room.
You’ll be better soon.”

Next day I sat wrapped in a shawl by
the fire. I felt weak and broken down.
None of the Reeds® were home, and I
could be happy. Instead, my nerves were
in such a state that no calm could soothe,
and no pleasure excite them. Even when
Bessie came in with a tart for me, I put
it away. As Bessie finished dusting and
tidying the room, she began making a

* puzzled — ozagaueHHO
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new bonnet for Georgiana’s doll and
sing. Her voice was sweet but I found its
melody sad.

“Why did they send me so far and so
lonely,

Up where the moors spread and grey
rocks are piled?

Men are hard-hearted, and kind an-
gels only

Watch o’er the steps of a poor orphan
child.”

“Miss Jane, don’t cry,’ said Bessie
as she finished the ballad. She might as
well have said to the fire, ‘don’t burn!*’

At midday, Mr. Lloyd returned, as
he had promised, and asked Bessie how
I was. Bessie answered that I was doing
very well.

“Then she should look more cheerful.
Come here, Jane. Well, you cried, didn’t
you?® Why?”

“She couldn’t go out with the others
in the carriage,” said Bessie.

“No. I hate going out in the carriage.
I cry because I am miserable.”

The good apothecary seemed puzzled.
“And what made you ill yesterday?”

“She had a fall,” said Bessie.

“T doubt that. She is no child,” said
Mr. Lloyd.

Just then the bell rang, calling the
servants to their lunch. Bessie wanted
to stay but the rules were strict and she
could not be late.
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“Now then,” said Mr. Lloyd, when she
had gone. “The fall did not make you ill;
what did, then?”

“I was locked in a room where there
was a ghost.”

“Ghost! You are a baby after all! Are
you afraid of ghosts?”

“Mr. Reed died in that room. Nobody
goes there at night. It was cruel to shut
me up alone without a candle.”

“Nonsense!”

“And I am unhappy for other things.”

“What other things?”

Iwanted to reply fully to the question
but children can feel, but they cannot
analyse their feelings.

“For one thing, I have no mother or
father...”

“But you have a kind aunt and cous-
“John Reed hit me and Mrs. Reed
shut me up in the red-room.”

“Don’t you think Gateshead Hall a
very beautiful house?”

“It is not my house, sir, and I have
less right to be here than a servant.”

“I can’t believe you want to leave such
a splendid place.”

“If I had anywhere else to go, I would
leave this second.®”

Now I could see that Mr. Lloyd be-
lieved me.

“Would you like to go to school?”

I hardly knew what school was. John
Reed hated his school. Bessie sometimes
spoke of it as a place where young ladies

ins.
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wore backboards, and were taught to be
exceedingly genteel and precise. There
girls could paint and sew, sing and play
the piano, and read books in French. If I
went to school, I would be allowed to read
all kinds of books. And it would mean
leaving Gateshead Hall behind at last’.

“I would love to go to school.”

“Well then,” he said. “I will speak to
Mrs. Reed.”

CHAPTER 3

After that day a change seemed near,
I desired and waited it in silence. Mrs.
Reed dropped no hint about sending me
to school but I felt she would no longer
endure me under the same roof.' T ate my
meals alone, and Mrs. Reed told John,
Eliza and Georgiana not to speak to me.
I spent more time with the servants than
with the Reeds. Sometimes Bessie let me
dust and tidy the rooms to keep me busy.2

November, December, and half of
January passed away. During all Christ-
mas and New Year parties I waited in
my room, listening to the sound of the
piano, the clink of glasses and the hum of
conversation below. Once or twice Bessie
brought me a cake from the feast.

It was the fifteenth of January, about
nine o’clock in the morning. Bessie came
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running into the nursery. “Miss Jane!
What are you doing there?” she said.
“Have you washed your hands and face
this morning?3” She hurried me up to
the washstand, scrubbed my face and
quickly brushed my hair. I was wanted
downstairs.

I slowly descended and stopped in
front of the breakfast-room door trem-
bling. I feared to return to the nursery,
and feared to go forward. Ten minutes I
stood in hesitation till I finally decided:
IMUST enter.

Mrs. Reed was in her usual seat by the
fireside, she made a signal to me to ap-
proach and introduced me to a tall grey-
eyed gentleman with the words: “This is
the little girl I wrote to you about.”

“Sheissosmall. Whatis her age?” he
said in a bass voice.

“Ten years.”

“So much? What is your name, little
girl?”

“Jane Eyre, sir.”

“Well, Jane Eyre, are you a good
child?”

It was impossible to answer. I
thought I was good, but I knew no one
else in the house would say so. I was
silent. Mrs. Reed answered for me by
shaking her head and adding: “The less
said about that, the better.?”

“Sorry indeed to hear! She and I must
talk. Come here.”
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I came up to him. He placed me
straight before him. What a face he had!
What a great nose! And what a mouth!

“No sight so sad as that of a naughty
child. Do you know where wicked people
go, Jane, after they die?”

“They go to hell,” was my ready an-
swer.

“Is that what you want to happen to
you?”

“No, sir,” I said.

“What must you do to avoid it?%”

I was at a loss. I knew I couldn’t try
any harder to be good. “I must take care
not to die, sir.™

“Do you say your prayers night and
morning?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you read your Bible?” continued
my interrogator.

“Sometimes.”

“Are you fond of it?”

“I like Revelations™, and the book of
Daniel.”

“And the Psalms?”

“Idon’t like them.”

“Oh, shocking! I know a little boy,
younger than you, who knows six Psalms
by heart. When asked what he would
prefer, a nut or a Psalm to learn, he
says®, ‘Oh, the verse of a Psalm, please.

* I must take care not to die, sir. — I gomx-
Ha IOCTapaThCs HE YMEPETh, CIP.

“* Revelations — Orkposenus (Omkposenue
Hoanna Bozocnosa — Haseanue noced-
Hell kHueu Hosozo 3asema)
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Angels sing Psalms. I wish to be like a
little angel.” He then gets two nuts as a
reward for his goodness.”

“Psalms are not interesting.”

“You must pray to God to change
your wicked heart and give you a new
and clean one.”

I wanted to ask him how when Mrs.
Reed broke the silence.

“Mr. Brocklehurst,” she said. “If you
admit her into Lowood schoold, I want
the superintendent and teachers to keep
astrict eye on her. Deceitis, indeed, a sad
faultin a child.” Uttered before a strang-
er, the accusation cut me to the heart.

“Deceit is, indeed, a sad fault in a
child. She will be watched, Mrs. Reed. I
will speak to Miss Temple and the teach-
ers,”” said Mr. Brocklehurst.

“I wish her to be made useful and
humble.? She will, with your permission,
spend all vacations at Lowood.”

“I approve of your decisions, mad-
am.”

“I will send her, then, as soon as pos-
sible, Mr. Brocklehurst.”

“I will send Miss Temple notice about
a new girl, so that there will be no diffi-
culty about receiving® her. Good-bye.”

“Good-bye, Mr. Brocklehurst.”

Mrs. Reed and I were left alone: some
minutes passed in silence; she was sew-
ing, I was watching her with rage in my
eyes. Mrs. Reed looked up from her work
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“Return to the nursery,” she ordered
withirritation. But first I wanted to talk
with her.

“I am not deceitful,” I said. “If I
were, I would lie and say I love you, and
I declare I do not love you. I dislike you,
and your son, and the girls. They tell
lies, not me.”

“Have you anything more to add?”
she asked coldly, as if she were speaking
to an adult, not a child!®. Her tone made
me even more furious. Shaking from
head to foot, I continued: “I am glad you
are norelation of mine!'. I will never call
you aunt again as long as I live. People
think you a good woman, but you are bad,
hard- hearted. YOU are deceitful!”

“‘Jane, you are under a mistake: what
is the matter with you? I assure you, I
desire to be your friend.”

“Not you. You told Mr. Brocklehurst
I had a bad and deceitful character; and
I’ll let everybody at Lowood know'2 what
you are, and what you have done. Send
me to school soon, Mrs. Reed, for I hate
to live here.”

“I will indeed send her to school
soon,” murmured Mrs. Reed and left the
room. I won.

“All at once I heard a clear voice
call, ‘Miss Jane! where are you? Come
to lunch!”

It was Bessie, I knew well enough,
but I did not move. She came and her
presence seemed cheerful. I put my two
arms round her.
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“You are going to school'?, I sup-
pose?” she asked.

I nodded.

“And won’t you be sorry to leave poor
Bessie?”

“Not at all, Bessie; indeed, I’m rather
sorry.”

She laughed at my words and we
embraced.

CHAPTER 4

At five o’clock in the morning Bessie
came into my room to find me already up
and dressed.” She prepared breakfast
for me, but few children can eat when
excited with the thoughts of journey!.

As we passed Mrs. Reed’s bedroom,
she said, “Will you go in and bid Missis
goodbye?” I just shook my head.

“Good-bye to Gateshead!” cried I, as
we passed through the hall and went out
at the front door.

The winter morning was raw and
chill. At the lodge house, the porter’s
wife was up; I could already hear the

* At five o’clock in the morning Bessie
came into my room to find me already
up and dressed. — B nare yrpa Beccu
BOIILZIA B MOI0O KOMHATY U OOHApY:KUJIA,
YTO 51 yiKe BCTAJA U OJeJIach.
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sound of the public coach coming towards
us in the distance.

“Is she going by herself??” asked the
porter’s wife.

“Yes, fifty miles, all on her own®,”
said Bessie.

The coach came into view, and the
horses stopped. My trunk was taken from
me and put up onto the roof. I embraced
Bessie, and she kissed me on the cheek.

“Be sure to take good care of her!”
said she, as I was put in the carriage and
the wheels began to move. I was carried
away to my new life.

I remember little of the journey.
The day seemed too long, the journey
took all day, we stopped at the inn once
but I had no appetite. I was feeling very
strange. We were getting very far from
Gateshead, to a remote and mysterious
place. The wind started to rush amongst
trees; and lulled by the sound, I at last
fell asleep.?

I woke up when the carriage stopped.
The door was opened, and I saw a servant
standing in the rain.

“Is there a little girl called Jane Eyre
here?*” she asked. I said “yes”. The guard
lifted me out, my trunk was put down,
and seconds later the coach drove away.

I was exhausted after a long journey
and chilled to the bone as rain, wind,
and darkness filled the air. I could see a
house or houses with many windows, and

* all on her own — ogna
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lights burning in some. The servant led
me inside it and left me in a silent room
by the fire.

As I looked round warming my fin-
gers and trying to make out what was
therein the room, two ladies came in. The
first one was a tall lady with dark hair,
dark eyes, a pale and large forehead, and
a figure partly enveloped in a shawl®.
She was about twenty-nine and looked
a little older than the second lady who
was, however, shorter, more ordinary,
and hurried in gait and action.

“The child looks tired,” said the first
lady. “She should be put to bed soon, Miss
Miller. And she must be hungry.’ Let her
have supper.” Then she addressed me,
“Is this the first time you have left your
parents to come to school, my little girl?”

“I have no parents.”

I told her my age, my name and
whether I could read, write, and sew.
She seemed pleased. She touched my
cheek gently and dismissed me with Miss
Miller.

Led by her, I passed from passage to
passage till we entered a wide, long room,
with great tables, two at each end, and
girls of every age, from nine up to eigh-
teen, sitting around them on benches.
Countless and similar figures, they were
whispering repetitions for tomorrow’s
classes® and their whispers grew into a
hum of voices.
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I was told to sit on a bench near the
door, and Miss Miller walked up to the
top of the long room.

“Monitors, collect the books and put
them away! Then fetch the supper-trays!”
Immediately four older girls, one from
each table, got up, gathered the books,
went out and returned, each carrying
a tray with a pitcher of water?, a mug
and portions on them. The portions were
handed round. Those who liked took the
mug and poured water. I was thirsty, but
did not touch the food as I was still too
excited and tired to eat'’.

When the meal was over, Miss Mill-
er read prayers, and the classes went
upstairs, two by two. By now I was so
exhausted, I hardly noticed what the
bedroom was like, I only saw it was very
long. I was helped to undress and put
into bed. In ten minutes the light was
switched off, and amidst complete si-
lence and darkness I fell asleep.

CHAPTER 5

The night passed rapidly. When I
opened my eyes, a loud bell was ring-
ing and girls were up and dressing all
around me.! I too rose reluctantly. It
was still dark and freezing cold in the
bedroom. I dressed shivering and waited
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3HAYEHUS IEUCTBUSI,
MMPOMCXOIMBIIIETO B
OIpeneIEHHBII MO-

MEHT B IPOILIJIOM (Koe-

da oHa npocHyaacy),
cMm. I'C 39.

2 kawa onsamo noozo-
peaa.

B npennoxenuu uc-
rosib3yeTcst hopma
BpeMmenu Past Perfect
17151 0003HaYeHUS
NENCTBUSI, TIPOMCXO-
TMBIIIETO J0 OTpere-
JIEHHOTrO MOMEHTA B
MPOIIIOM (00 3m0o2o
ympa), cm. T'C 42.

3 eKyc nodzopesuieii 06-

CAHKU 3acmaeua MensA
OCMAaHoBUmMbBCA.

3nech UCIIOJIB3YETCA
KOHCTPYKIUA «CJIOXK-
HOC NOIMOJIHCHUE»
TocJie Taroia make ¢

WH(GUHUTUBOM 0€3 ya-

ctuubl fo, cMm. I'C 55.

4 S eudeaa, umo oesou-

Ku npoyrom eoy
3nmech UCTIOb3YeTCs
KOHCTPYKIIUSI «CJIOXK-
HOE TOTIOJTHEHUE»
TIoCJIe TJ1arojia see ¢

UH(PUHUTUBOM 0€3 ya-

cruisl fo, cM. I'C 55.
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for my turn at the basin. But I had hardly
begun to wash my face when the bell rang
again. All formed in file, two and two, we
descended the stairs and entered the cold
and dimly lit schoolroom. After prayers
Miss Miller told us to form classes.

There were four classes, and Miss
Miller put me in the one with the small-
est of the children. We said prayers and
read from the Bible for an hour. As I
had not eaten since my departure from
Gateshead, I was now very hungry and
looked forward to our breakfast.

At the sound of the breakfast bell,
we formed into pairs again to go to the
refectory, a gloomy room, furnished with
two long tables. Basins of something
steaming hot stood on every table though
the odour was far from inviting. The tall
girls at the front murmured that the
porridge had been burnt again?.

“Silence,” snapped one of the teach-
ers, a short woman with a sour face. We
took our places. A long grace was said
and a hymn sung; then a servant brought
in some tea for the teachers, and the meal
began. I was so hungry that I swallowed
several mouthfuls before the revolting,
gluey taste of the burned porridge made
me stop.® I saw each girl taste her food*
and try in vain to swallow. Breakfast was
over, and none had breakfasted. I was one
of thelast to go out, and in passing the ta-
bles, I saw one teacher take a basin of the
porridge, taste it and call it ‘disgusting’.




Hexeita Iiip

We spent a quarter of an hour in a
schoolroom, where mostly all conver-
sations were held on the subject of the
breakfast. A clock in the schoolroom
struck nine. “Silence!” cried Miss Miller,
and the conversations ceased. Ranged on
benches down the sides of the room, the
eighty girls sat motionless and erect, all
in brown dresses and all with plain locks
combed from their faces, not a curl visi-
ble. Miss Miller ordered the monitors to
fetch the globes for a geography lesson.
But before we started, the dark-haired
lady, who had been so kind to me the pre-
vious day, entered the room.

She walked up and down the benches
inspecting us. I stared at her in awe ad-
miring how tall, beautiful and graceful
she was.

As she came to the middle of the
room, and stood before us to make an
announcement. “You had a breakfast
this morning which you could not eat,”
she said. “You must be hungry. I have
ordered a lunch of bread and cheese to
be served to all.>”

The teachers looked at her with sur-
prise.

“I will take full responsibility,” she
added. And so the delicious fresh bread
and cheese was brought in to the high
delight of the whole school.

The order was now given ‘To the gar-
den!’ In straw bonnets and grey cloaks we
were sent outside.

® © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0000 0000000000000 0C 0000000000000 000000000 0000000000000 000000000000 0

5 3aempax u3 xaeba ¢
CbIpoM, Komopwlil nooa-
dym ecem.

ITaccuBHBIN MHDU-
HUTUB UCTIOJIb3YETCSI

B KauecTBe OIpe/esie-
HMSI K CYIIIeCTBUTE b~
Homy lunch, cm. I'C 52.
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¢ ... cavimaaa, ymo
MHoO2ue u3 HUX Kauiis-
om.

31ech UCTIONIb3yeTCs
KOHCTPYKLIMS «CIIOXK-
HOE IOTIOJTHEHUE»
TocJie Taroa hear ¢
WH(GUHUTUBOM 0€3 ya-
ctuilsl fo, cM. I'C 55.

7 00.434cH0 Gbimb 00851C-
HeHue.

There 3nech ynorpe-
GJITeTCS ¢ MOTATBHBIM
[JIarOJIOM Must, CM.

I'C 54.

8 Xomeaa 6vt 1, ymo6vt
y MeHa Oblaa KHuza,
Komopyio 66l 5 cama
nowumaaa
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Outdoors there was a wide square gar-
den surrounded by high walls. A veran-
dah ran along it framed by broad walks.
There were also cultivation beds, where
in the summer we would grow flowers
and vegetables. But at the end of January
they were brown and bare. There was a
drizzling yellow fog and most pupils
huddled in groups to stay warm, only few
stronger girlsengaged in active games. I
saw how pale the children were and heard
many of them cough.¢

I stood lonely, as I had not spoken to
anyone. No one took notice of me, and
I was accustomed to isolation. I hardly
yet knew where I was; Gateshead and
my past life seemed long forgotten. I
looked round the garden, and then up
at the house — a large building, half of
which seemed grey and old, the other half
quite new. Isaw that it had an inscription
above the door: “‘Lowood Institution. —
‘Let your light so shine before men, that
they may see your good works, and glori-
fy your Father which is in heaven.’— St.
Matt. v. 16.”

I read these words over and over
again: there must be an explanation’. I
was still thinking about the inscription
when the sound of a cough close behind
me made me turn my head. A girl a few
years older than me was sitting on a stone
bench, reading a book. I saw that it was
called — Rasselas. It sounded exotic and
exciting, as if it might be about genies
and dragons. I wished I had a book to






