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Chapter One
My Story Begins

There was no chance of taking a walk that cold and rainy day. I was glad. My three cousins teased me during the walks. They didn’t like me any more than I liked them.

My name is Jane Eyre. My parents had died ten years before, when I was just a baby. Since then, I’d lived with my aunt and her three children at Gateshead Hall.

On this day, my cousins, John, Eliza, and Georgiana, were in the warm parlor with their mother. But I was not allowed in.

“Until you can behave like a good girl, you are not to come in here,” Aunt Reed told me.

“But what have I done?” I asked.

“Jane, I do not like children who question their elders,” she snapped.

I slipped into a cozy sitting room. There, I sat down to read in a window seat. But I was not safe for long.

John flung open the door. He did not see me behind the window curtains. “Lizzy! Georgy!” he called to his sisters. “Jane is not here! Tell Mama!”

Eliza was smarter than her brother. “Jane is in the window seat,” she said.

I came out from the curtains at once, afraid of being dragged out by John.

“What do you want?” I asked him.

“Say ‘What do you want, Master Reed?’ ” was his answer. “I want to know what you are doing.”

John was large and fat for a fourteen-year-old boy. He did not like his mother or sisters. But he liked to bully me.

“I was reading.” I showed him the book.

“You have no right to take our books,” John said.

He snatched the book away. “You have no money. You should go and beg, not live with rich folks like us. I’ll teach you not to touch my books. For they are mine—everything in this house will belong to me someday.”

He angrily threw the heavy book at me. I fell against the door, cutting my head.

“You are a wicked and cruel boy!” I cried. I got up and tried to fight back. I could feel blood trickling down my neck from the cut on my head.

Aunt Reed and the servants came rushing in. “Ungrateful girl!” my aunt said. “Lock her up in the red room!”

My aunt’s maid, Bessie, took me upstairs to the cold, dark room.

“You have a duty to Mrs. Reed, Miss,” Bessie said to me gently. “If not for her, you would go to the poorhouse.”

This was not news to me. I had heard it many times before.

“Try to be useful and pleasant,” Bessie went on. “Otherwise, Mrs. Reed will send you away, I’m sure.”

She left me there, sad and lonely. It was the same room where my uncle had died, nine years earlier.

Uncle Reed had been my mother’s brother. When my parents died, he had taken me in. And when he was dying, he’d made his wife promise to care for me as one of her own children.

I cried in the locked room for hours. I’d tried to behave. I’d tried to be good.

But it didn’t matter. My aunt did not love me. She only took care of me because she had to.

Left alone, I cried until I fell asleep.

*   *   *

Things got no better as the months went on. I was left out of the holiday parties. And Aunt Reed told my cousins not to spend time with me.

My only friend was a small and ragged doll. And Bessie was sometimes kind. At night she brought me a treat, and she tucked me into bed with a kiss.

One day, I was called into the parlor. A tall man stood there. He stared at me and then turned to my aunt. “She is small. What is her age?”

“Ten years,” Aunt Reed replied.

“What is your name, little girl?” the man asked me.

“Jane Eyre, sir,” I said.

“Well, Jane, are you a good child?”

Aunt Reed sniffed and shook her head. “The less said on that, the better.”

“A naughty little girl is a sad sight,” the man said with a sigh.

“Mr. Brocklehurst, Jane is a liar,” Aunt Reed said. “That is her biggest fault. If she goes to Lowood School, you will need to keep an eye on her. Train her to be useful and humble. And I wish her to spend all vacations there.”

Mr. Brocklehurst nodded. “You have made a wise choice in schools, Mrs. Reed. Our pupils are quiet and wear plain clothes. Jane will be taught her proper place in life.”

He handed me a book of prayers, then left the house. I glared at my aunt.

“I am not a liar!” I blurted out. “If I were a liar, I’d say I loved you. But I do not love you! I hate you. I will never call you aunt again!”

My aunt looked frightened. “Children’s faults must be corrected,” she said.

“Lying is not my fault!” I cried out. “Send me away to school soon—I hate living here!”

“I will indeed,” muttered my aunt.

It took only a day or two to pack my few belongings. I left Gateshead Hall on a cold January morning. Bessie packed me some biscuits for the long trip.

A coach pulled by four horses and filled with passengers drew up to the gate. I climbed on board—but not before I hugged and kissed Bessie good-bye.

That was how I left Gateshead … and headed for the unknown.
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