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Chapter 1
The Reeds

It was winter. The weather was very cold and it was
raining, so we could not go outside. I was glad, because
I never liked walks with my cousins, John, Eliza and
Georgiana Reed. I was not a strong child and I always got
tired before they did and then they would laugh at me.

I did not like my cousins or my aunt, their mother.
They did not like me, either. They never let me play in
their games, therefore I was very lonely at Gateshead
Hall. But I had to live there because I was an orphan, as
my mother and father had died when I was a baby.

On that cold winter afternoon my cousins were sitting
with their mother in the sitting room. As my aunt did
not allow me to be with them, I went to sit in the library.
Reading was one of my greatest pleasures. Although the
books in the library were not children’s books, I still
loved them.

Suddenly, the door opened and John Reed walked in.
Eliza and Georgiana were following him.

“Where are you?” he shouted. “What are you doing?
Come here at once!”

I stood up slowly. I was very frightened because John
Reed was a big boy. He was fourteen years old and I was
only ten. He was tall and very fat, because he ate too
much, and he was his mother’s favourite. In her eyes he
did nothing wrong. Suddenly he hit me so hard that I
almost fell.

“What were you doing?” he shouted.




— Citeam, am ngaimat eu.

— Citeai vreo carte de-a mamei?

—Da, zisei, intinzéndu-i cartea.
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—N—on voie sa citesti carfnle din famllla noastra, spuse.
Tu est oy*famé, pentru ca maica-ta si taca-tau au muvrit,
N-ai bani si stai la noi fiinc]cé n-ai alte neamuri. Dar nu
faci parte din familia noastra si nu ne p|ace de tine.

Dupé care Malta cartea si mé lovi cu ea peste cap.

Pentru prima oara n viatd, am lasat sa se vada ca
sunt fw*ioasé. Am scos la iveald toatd nefev‘iciv‘ea si toata
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singuratatea pe care le simfeam de cand locuiom la
GQateshead Hall.

— Réutate ce estil i-am strigat.

Lui John Reed nu-i venea sé-si creadd urechilor.

— Ce-ai zis? zbiera el. Ati auzit, Eliza si Georgiana?
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}\/\a duc imediat n su\fv*agewe sa te spun mamel.

Se Tnc]repfé din nou spre mine. Voia s& ma loveascd
hed o datd. Numai cd acum eram pregatita si am dat eu
prima. Nu méa batusem niciodatd cu el. L-am tras de par.

— Réule! Nu pot sa te sufér! i-am strigat,

Atunci si-au facut aparitia doamna Reed si Bessie,
una dintre slmjr/\ice, care l-au smuls pe varul meu din
mainile mele.

— Du-o ™ sala rosie si tcuie-o acolo, a decretat

matusa mea, cu voce de gheata.
*
,Du-o n sala rosiel”
Vorbele doamnei Reed m-au bagat n sperieti.

Bessie m-a dus acolo si a incuiat usa. M-am uitat prin

camerd, de jurimprejur. Era un dormitor, dar nu mai dormea
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“I was reading,” I answered quietly.

“Were you reading one of my mother’s books?”

“Yes,” I replied, and gave him the book.

“You are not allowed to read our family’s books,” he
said. “You’re an orphan, because your mother and
father died. You have no money and you live with us
because you have no other family. But you aren’t one of
our family and we don’t like you.” He lifted the book
and hit my head with it.

For the first time in my life I showed that I was angry.
All the unhappiness and loneliness of my life at
Gateshead Hall came out.

“Wicked boy!” I cried.

John Reed was very surprised. “What did you say?” he
shouted. “Did you hear that, Eliza and Georgiana? I'm
going to the sitting room immediately and tell Mother
about you.” Again he came towards me. He was going to
hit me again. But this time I was ready, and I hit him
first. I had never fought with him before. I pulled his
hair and shouted, “You wicked boy! I hate you!” Mrs
Reed and Bessie, one of the servants, appeared and
pulled me away from my cousin.

“Take her to the red room and lock the door,” my
aunt said coldly.

*

“Take her to the red room!” Mrs Reed’s words filled
me with fear.

Bessie took me to it and locked the door. I looked
round the room. It was a bedroom, but no one ever slept
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nimeni T el. Aici murise unchiul, th urmd cu noud ani.
Acum, numai servitorii intrau Tn aceastd camerd. Am
ramas Hintuitd  locul unde ma ldsase Bessie. Eram asa
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de speriatd, ca nu aveam putere s ma misc. Mi-am adus
aminte de pove$+i|e cu fan’rome pe care mi le spunea
Bessie. Zicea cé& multi morti se intorc pe la casele lor, mai
cu seamd atunci cand sunt V\efericifri. M-am gandit la cat
eram de trista si de singura n faw\ilia métusii mele si am
izbucnit n p|ans. Cat traise, unchiul fv\sese bun cu mine.
Acum nu md iubea nimeni.

Pe masurd ce camera se cufunda ™ Ttuneric, teama
mea crestea. Nu drazneam sé ma ridic de pe scaun.
Jnima imi bdtea din ce tn ce mai tare. Mi-era groaznic de
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fwca/ asa ca am scos un tipat si am fugl’r pana la usa. Am
auzit-o pe Bessie de cealalta parte.

— Ce e? Ti-e rau? m-a intrebat ea, deschizand un pic usa.

—Te rog, te rog, lasid-mé sd ies afard! am strigat. Mor
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dacd mai stau aici.

— Ce-i 95\|5\9ia asta? s-a interesat doamna Reed.

— Doamné Reed, Jane a fipat asa de tare cé am
crezut ca i s-a fécu’r rau, i-a raspuns Bessie.

A A N VA

—Du-o inapoi in camera. N-are voie s& iasa de acolo
decat peste o ord, a urlat doamna Reed, fuw*ioasé. N-am
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mai vazut asa rautate de copll.
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— O[/\, matusa, te rog, iarta-ma. O sd mor Tn camera
asta rosie, i-am spus, plangano’.

—Tacidin guw*é! mi-a strigat ea, Tmpinganclu—mé auntru,

Dmpé\ asta, nu-mi mai amintesc decat intunericul.

X

Cand m-am trezit, C{Mpé o bund bucatd de vreme, eram

la mine Tn pat. Cineva m-a vidicat in capul oaselor, cu grija.
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there now. My uncle had died there nine years before.
Only the servants came here now. I sat where Bessie had
left me. I was too frightened to move. I remembered
Bessie’s stories about ghosts. She said dead people often
returned to their homes, especially if they were unhappy.
Thinking about the unhappiness and loneliness of my
life with my aunt’s family, I began to cry. My uncle had been
kind to me while he was alive, but no one loved me now.

As the room grew darker, my fears grew too. I did not
dare to leave my chair. The noise of my heart grew
louder and louder. I was terribly afraid, so I cried out
and ran to the door of the room. I heard Bessie outside.

“What’s the matter? Are you ill?” she asked. She
opened the door a little.

“Please, please, I must come out!” I cried. “I shall die
in here.”

“What’s all this noise?” Mrs Reed wanted to know.

“Jane cried out so loudly, Mrs Reed,” Bessie
answered, “that I thought she was ill.”

“Take her back into the room. She must stay there for
another hour,” Mrs Reed cried angrily. “I have never
seen a more wicked child.”

“Oh aunt, please forgive me. I shall die in the red
room,” I cried.

“Be quiet,” she shouted, and she pushed me back
into the room.

After that I remember only darkness.

*

When I woke up, much later, I was in my own bed.
Someone lifted me carefully.




Auzeam voci, dar ele veneau pawca de foay*’re c]epav*’re
Jnce’rml cu tcetul, am mcepu’r s& vad mai bine. JV\
camera se aﬂau\ Bessie si doctorul L|oyd.

Stiam cé e un om bun la suﬂe+ si ma bucuram de fie-
care datd cand venea langa pa+u| meu. A Tnceput sa ma
Tntrebe tot felv\l de lucrun, J| ascultam atentd Si-i raspum-
deam cu usurinid. Dupé o vreme, doctorul Lloyd mi-a spus:

— Wite care-i treaba, Jane, eu zic c-o sé te faci bine
repede. Acum, trebuie s& plec, dar o sa vin si maine.
Bessie, copilv\l are nevoie de somn. Cu va zic la revedere.

Un timp, m-am simtit mai putin nefericita. Bessie Tmi
vorbea cu blandete, iar asta era ceva neobisnuit la ea.
_D*isfe)‘ea Msd continua sad ma apese. Am htrebat-o pe
Bessie de ce eram in pat.

— Ti s-a facut rau fiindca te-ai speriat cat ai stat n
odaia rosie. Acum, fii cuminte si incearca s& dormi.

A doua =i, dmpé ce Bessie m-a tmbracat, m-am
ridicat din pat. Eram slabita si trista. Bessie se purta la
fe| de fy*mmos Dar nimic nu putea alunga tristetea din
Smﬂe’rml meu. Am plans mult,

JV\ cursul zilei, doctorul .Lloycl a trecut din nou s& ma
vada. J-a spus lui Bessie sa ne lase singuni.

J-am povestit atunci doctorului Lloyd ot necazul meu:
cat de singuréd ma simfeam la Gateshead Hall; ca méatusa
si verisorii mei nu puteau s& ma sufere; ca eram necdjité din
cauzd ca sunt orfamé. Doctorul L|oyd m-a intrebat dacd mai
aveam alte rude. J-am spus ca doamna Reed imi povestise
odata despwe familia Eyre. Era vorba c]espv*e neamurile
dinspre tatd. Matusa nu stia unde locuiau. Zicea ca sunt cu
totii prea saraci ca s& aibé grija de un copil orfan.

— Ti-ar placea sa mergi la scoal&d? m-a intrebat atunci

doctorul Lloyd.
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