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The next morning, we entered

The service began.

A distinct voice cried out.

the quiet and humble temple
Just beyond the gates. The

clergyman waited in his white
surplice at the lowly altar, the

I require that if either of
you know any impediment
why ye may not lawfully be
joined together in matrimony,

clerk beside him.

ye confess it now.

W\

Hall. T am her brother.

248
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<
%/
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She is now. living at Thornfield

lives!

What this lawyer and his client say

is true. I have been married, and

the woman to whom I was married
—

The marriage cannot go
on. I declare the existence
of an impediment. Mr.
Rochester has a wife now
living. I have a witness

to the fact--Mr. Mason.

e

\
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He put out his hand.
Who is this ?
Who is it?

I came only this

The muscular hand broke from my custody. My
arm was seized, my shoulder--I was entwined

evening.

Great God! What

He groped. I arrested his
wandering hand, and
prisoned it in both of mine.

sweet madness
has seized me?

Her very fingers! If so, there
must be more of her!

outcast al

[And you are not a pining

mong strangers?

and gathered 1o him. [

Is it Jane? It is you--is it, Jane?
You are come back to me then?

No, sir.1 am an independent
woman now. My uncle in
Madeira is dead, and he
left me five thousand

pounds.
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Trajectory Comics
PRESENTS

Featuring Stories by the
World's Greatest Authors

CLASSICS /llustrated, Jane Eyre, Number 39 by Charlotte Bronte
Painted cover by unattributed and interior art by H.J. Kih, adaptation by Alfred Sundel; Bronte biography; "The London Fire";
"Suffering Humanity[Dorothy Dix]" (Spring 1962; four printings)

New digitalized artwork: Cover by Christina Choma and interior colouring by Bruce Downey.

From Classics lllustrated: A Cultural History, with lllustrations

2002 Wil &, Jores v by permission of MsEaribnd & Company. e, Box 811, Jaffesser NG 20640 swowmefriandpuioon.
Al Classics lllustrated hardcopy titles may be purchased from Jack Lake
Copyright © 2012 First Classics, Inc. Al Rights Reserved. Published with the written licensed permission of First Classics, Tne. and
Jack Lake Productions, Inc. Trajectory, Inc. is the Classics lllustrated exclusive licensee for ebooks and digital applications.
Copyright © 2012 Trajectory, Inc. additional ebook content and formatting.
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of the girls, Helen Burns.

Afterward, in the garden, I spoke to one

Lowood is partly a charity school.

this is called an institution for

Al the girls here have lost || 7/

either one or both parents, and }

\i

=

Then this house does not
belong to that tall lady who
said we were to have some
bread and cheese?
To Miss Temple? Oh,
no! She has to answer
to Mr. Brocklehurst
for all she does.

£

1)

S

Are you happy here?

You ask rather
foo many

i

o o T oo ORI e I
you are an orphan? v ‘,I\:} | | / Q>/ }/
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The summons sounded for
dinner. I found it consisted
of indifferent potatoes and
strange shreds of rusty meat.
I ate what I could.

Will every day’s fare

be like this ?
\

=
722
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=~
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Is that you, Jane Eyre?

Somebody has plotted
something. You cannot too
soon find out who it is.

Wake! Wake!

I am glad that you are the only person
besides myself acquainted with the precise
details of tonight's incident. Say nothing
about it
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CHARLOTTE BRONTE

U nlike Jane Eyre, Charlotte Bronté was not

an orphan, but many events in her own life

were mirrored in the life of her heroine.

Charlotte Bronté was born on April 21, 1816,

one of the six children of an English clergy-

man. Her mother died when the five girls

; and one boy were still very young. An aunt,

Elizabeth Branwell, came to care for them in

their home in the small village of Haworth,
England.

Aunt Branwell was not deliberately cruel,
but she was cold and severe. The children
were left to themselves most of the time.

In 1824, Reverend Mr. Bronté entered all
the girls except Anne, the youngest, in a newly opened boarding school
for the daughters of poor clergymen. The school was badly run, lacking
adequate sanitation and food. In a short time Maria and Elizabeth, the two
oldest Bronté girls, became very sick and died. The two younger girls, Char-
lotte and Emily, were brought home just before their health broke down.

Charlotte never forgot the terrible time she spent at the school, nor her
grief at the death of her oldest sister, Maria, who had been like a mother to
all the Bronté children. Helen Burns in Jane Eyre was modeled after Maria.

After their experience at the boarding school, the surviving Bronte girls
were allowed to continue their educations at home. Although Charlotte later
took several teaching positions in schools and often worked as a governess,
she did not like teaching and hated the boredom and the drudgery of boarding
school life.

For a time, the three sisters, Charlotte, Emily and Anne, thought of
opening their own school. Charlotte and Emily went to study in Brussels,
Belgium, in order to learn the foreign languages they would need to know.
But they had to give up the idea because they never could find any students.

In 1845, Charlotte accidentally discovered some poems KEmily had
written. After much persuading, she finally got her sister’s permission to
publish them in a volume with some of her own and Anne’s poems. Because
it was still considered improper for women to write, the girls wanted to keep
their identities secret. They published the poems under the pen-names
Currer, Ellis and Acton Bell, each one keeping her own initials. Only two
copies of their book were sold the first year.

Then the sisters decided to try writing novels. The books written by
Emily and Anne, Wuthering Heights and Agnes Grey, found publishers,
but Charlotte’s novel, The Professor, was not accepted. The rejection notice
from one publishing house was so kind, however, that Charlotte resolved to
finish Jane Eyre, which she was working on, and submit it. Jane Eyre was
accepted and published in 1847. It was immediately successful.

Success was followed by personal tragedy. In September, 1848, Char-
lotte’s brother Branwell died. In December, Emily died of a lung infection
brought on at Branwell’s funeral. Next May, Anne died. Alone with her
father in the drafty house at Haworth, Charlotte began writing again to
keep from thinking about her sorrows. Shirley was published in 1849 and
Villete was published in 1852.

In 1854, Charlotte married her father’s assistant, Arthur Bell Nicholls,
but she died the following year at the age of thirty-eight.
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[ Is the ager you apprehended
last night gone by now, sir ?

The vehicle drove away. Mr. Rochester
and I strayed down a walk.
>Will Grace Poole live here still, sir? k

N et O

Y

I cannot vouch for that till
Mason is out of England.

7 P 44| head about her--put the
/] [ thing out of your thoughts.

[ 1f an oath is necessary

Jane, it is you only I
to satisfy you, I swear it.

intend to marry. Will
you marry me?

Are you in earnest?
Do you sincerely
wish me to be
your wife?

We parted then. One evening, not long
after, Mr Rochester met me in the garden.
His guests had all departead, but he spoke
of his coming wedding to Miss Ingram.
Suddenly, he enclosed me in his arms,
gathered me to his breast and pressed
his lips on mine.

Then sir, I will
marry you.
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A fierce cry seemed to give the lie 1o this favourable Mr. Rochester flung me behind him as
report. The clothed hyena rose up, and stood tall the lunatic sprang. She grappled his
on its hind feet. R 7 throat; they struggled.

Ah, sir, she sees you!
You'd better not stay.

KRR
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B
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At last, he mastered her arms. Grace That night, I made up a parcel of articles and stole
Poole gave him a cord. They bound from my room. Dim dawn glimmered in the yar
her fo a chair. Through a wic

That is my wife.
Judge me.
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Classics Illustrated added Jane Eyre to the series as issue
No. 39 in July 1947, with an adaptation by Harry Miller and a
line-drawing cover and interior art by Harley M. Griffiths
(1908-1986). Miller’s adaptation eschews Bront&’s first-person
narrative voice but is faithful to the plot and thematic concerns.
Griffiths, who had provided illustrations for Max Gaines’s Picture
Stories from the Bible, supplied Gothic-tinged artwork that admirably
suited the dark mood of the adaptation. At home with the grotesque,
the artist later conjured fevered worlds for Edgar Allan Poe’s “The
Fall of the House of Usher™ in Mysteries (CI 40) and Nathaniel
Hawthorne’s The House of the Seven Gables (CI 52); he even
managed a dash of strangeness in his illustrations for Homer’s
Odyssey (CI81).

In_ Griffiths’s work for Classics Illustrated (with the
exception of The Odyssey, which was probably inked by another
hand), characters inhabit a realm of shadows in which forms
continually threaten to dissolve or mutate into other, possibly sinister
shapes. The line-drawing cover for Jane Eyre represents a
concentrated example of the artist’s unsettling” vision. With his
rendering of Rochester’s deranged wife, Griffiths depicts extreme
emotion bursting through conventional decorum. Near the end of the

e Eyre painted cover
unattributed 1958.

book, the artist presents a memorable image (omitted in the later revision) of mad Bertha leaping to her death.
Elsewhere, in the artist’s dspuuun of the relationship between Jane and Rochester, the principal characters exude
23 which 1

abarely

conveys the effect achieved by Bronté in the novel.

By 1954, the original C7 edition of Jane Eyre had gone through six printings. A striking painted cover
by an unidentified artist, showing Rochester threatened by flames, replaced the line-drawing cover in January
1958. Griffiths’s interior art, however, remained in place for another printing in January 1960. In the spring of
1962, a revised script by Alfred Sundel and new art by H.J. Kihl replaced the older adaptation and artwork. The
strongest aspect of the revised edition was Sundel’s script, which restored Bronté’s first-person narrative and

G%SS! 5

139 Jane Eyre nterio page 37
by HJ Kih in

1139 Jane Eyre pamu'd cover by
yrman Nodel 1

some rather iconic ones. In 1968, Jane Eyre received a new cover by
veteran CI artist Norman Nodel. The painting featured Rochester
looking quite Byronic in the foreground and Jane somewhat startled in
the rear. A vivid pink background gave some life to an otherwise static
image. This edition, now relatively rare, was printed only once.

When Acclaim released Jane Eyre as the fourth title in its
digest-size Study Guide series, Rebecca Guay also focused on
Rochester and Jane for what may have been the finest C7 cover done
for Bront&’s novel. In her case, however, she conveys some of the
passion of the book in her brooding portrait of the pair locked in a
desperate embrace, with the only light issuing behind them, ominously,
from a candle held by Rochester’s wife who stands watching in a
doorway with her face obscured. Series editor Madeleine Robins, who
had a special fondness for Jane Eyre, adopted the 1947 Griffiths art for
the Acclaim edition but altered some of Miller’s dialogue.

used dialogue from the novel. Kihl’s
illustrations reflected the
‘minimalism favored by early 1960s
art director Sidney Miller. With
thin-lined and restrained drawings,

pare to nonexistent backgrounds,
zmd brightly lit panels, the effect was
oddly cheerful — a species of upbeat
moroseness. The 1958 fire cover

stayed in place with the Kihl art
through 1966 for four printings.

After Patrick Frawley

purchased Classics Illustrated from
series founder Albert Kanter in 1967,
the new owner embarked on a plan
to give the line a fresh identity. New
painted covers replaced a number of
existing painted cover,

including

Jane Eyre Acclaim SG4 cover by
Rebecéa Guay in February 1997.
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You ought to have replied no such | [l /e rose from his chair,

thing. Beauty of little conse- and stooa, leaning his What about, sir?
quence, indeed! You look very arm on /{'9 marble
much puzzled, Miss Eyre, and mantlepiece.

Whatever

though you are not pretty any you like.

more than I am handsome, a
puzzled air becomes you.

Accordingly, I sat and said nothing. You must agree to receive my orders

Do you agree with me that I have a r;c:‘v:’ug: ;::r;;:h&u;:;mnﬂqued o
right to be a little masterful, abrupt, [?: .
perhaps exacting sometimes, on the [ .

grounds that I have battled through ” ‘\ T H’ ‘

a varied experience over half the |
L [Few masters would trouble
’ |
il |

I agree heartily.

)

globe? \\ |
themselves to inquire.f—
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\e A A

: 1

s





OPS/contentimages/CLASSICS_CLIG_039_JaneEyre_004.jpg
I did so, not at first aware what was his

The volume was flung. It hit me and I fell, striking Wicked and
cruel boy!

my head against the door
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.

7

| N -

.

-

A
T

- I
i=I=]s (L1

—

/\\\Q

\x\

S

&
n

& ;
\\ y j ] ‘5
LA
He ran headlong at me. I felt him grasp
my hair and my shoulder. He had closed

with a desperate thing. I don't khow
what I did with my hands.

T

=
2=

What! Did you say
that to me? Won't
I tell mama?
But first - -

==
S
i

l,\\ L

He bellowed out aloud. We were parted by
Bessie and another of the servants.

What a fury to fly
at Master John!

= ==

Take her away to the
red room, and lock
her in there.






OPS/contentimages/CLASSICS_CLIG_039_JaneEyre_013.jpg
Ere the half hour ended, school was dismissed. I
wept. I had meant to earn respect and win affection
at Lowood. Now, here I lay again, crushed and
trodden on. Helen Burns approached, bringing my
coffee and bread.

If others don't love me, I would

rather die than live. To gain some
real affection from you, or Miss
Temple, I would willingly have
the bone of my arm broken.

(Mr. Brocklehurst is little liked here. Had
he treated you as a favourite, you would
have found enemies.

Afterward, Miss Temple came We shall think you
in and invited us both up fo her what you prove your-
apartment. self to be. You have
been charged with

falsehood; defend your-
self to me as well as

Have you cried your
grief away, Jane ?

1 am afraid I shall
never do that. I have
been wrongly accused,
and everybody will
now think me wicked.

I 1old her the story of my sad
childhood. I felt as I went on
| hat she fully believed me.
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One afternoon, I volunteered to
post a letter for Mrs. Fairfax in
Hay, two miles distant. As I was

enjoying the evening calm, I heard
a rush under the hedge, from where
a great dog g//ded

My pupil was commitied
entirely fo my care.
When alone, I not
unfrequently heard
Grace Poole’s lough.
Sometimes I saw her.

A horse followed--a tall steed,
and on ifs back a rider.

It must be a traveller taking
the short cut to Millcote.

He passed, and I went on a few steps.
I heard a sliding sound, an exclamation
and a clattering tumble.

I walked down to the traveller, struggling
o free himself of his steed.

Are you injured, sir?
Can I do anything?

Man and horse are down. They
must have slipped on the ice.
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Later, awaking in the dead of night, I heard a sharp, Where the devil is Rochester? |
shrill sound that ran from end to end of Thornfield I cannot find him in his bed.
Hall. I now heard a struggle, cries for help, and 7
someone rushing along the gallery. I put on some |

clothes and issued from my room. Here: Be.composed,

all of you. I'm coming.|
What has happened ?

Miss Ingram ran to him A servant has had a In about an hour, Thornfield
and seized his arm. nightmare, that is all.

Hall was again as hushed as
What awful event Now then, I must see a desert. A cautious hand
has taken place? you all back into your

tapped low at my door. It was
rooms. Gentlemen, set Mr Rochi

the ladies an example.

Come this way and
make no noise.
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One day, Bessie hauled me fto the wash- Mr. Brocklehurst installed himself in flia armchair
stand, inflicted a merciless scrub and opposite Mrs. Reed’s and called me to him.

sent me fo the breakfast room. You have a wicked heart. You

i'Well, Jane Eyre, are must pray to God to change it,
you a good child? — ( to take away your heart of

| I - | ! stone and give you

The less said on a heart of flesh.

that subject, the
better, Mr.

Brocklehurst.
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I was about to question how this change When Mrs. Reed and I were left alone,
was to be performed when Mrs. Reed I gathered my energies.
interposed. [

I am not deceitful. If I were,
I should say I loved you.I

will never call you aunt again
as long as I live.

I should be glad if the teachers at
Lowood School were requested to
guard against her worst fault, a
tendency to deceit.

She shall be
watched.

=)
///
}

DS

A
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When I returned to

The hou;semarlb’iénfered' ]7 i

Thornfield, I dis )
sitting upright on the
rug, a great black-
and-white dog.

It is just like the

one I saw in the

lane.

What dog is this ?

He came with
master.

D), 75N
Spi ) = \(
/A‘{/W N ¢ ((
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Ay \ “:

I 7, S |
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Mr. Rochester went to bed early that night. I did not
see him until the next evening, when he invited Adele,
Mrs. Fairfax and myself to fea.

Jane, will you hand Mr.
Rochester his cup ?

N
)
(S
=

With whom ?
With master--Mr.
Rochester. He is just
arrived. He and Mrs.
Fairfax and Adele are
in the dining room.
Master has had an

) accident. His horse

fell, and master’s [ —

ankle is sprained. |—

Dl

—_—
\5/

When the tray was taken away and
Mrs. Fairfax had settled into a corner
with her knitting, Mr. Rochester
ordered Adele to amuse herself with
the dog. Then he addressed me.

You came from a charitable school.
How long were you there ?

Eight years.
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= |
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I found a home with St John Rivers,
a young parson, and his two

sisters. Through St John's help, I
began teaching in the village school
at Morton and moved fo a cottag

One evening, St John Rivers came in out of the
frozen hurricane of a winter tempest.

I have had hard work to get here.
One drift came up to my waist.

of my own by the school. I went
under the name of Jane Elliott.

M ¥

L

V|t 5 WA & N

We sat by the fire. He intimated
that he had learned of my past,
and of Mr. Rochester.

T have received a letter from

Mr. Briggs, a solicitor, who has
been seeking a Jane Eyre through
advertisements in the paper.

You own the name?

Yes. But where is Mr. [l
Briggs ? He perhaps
knows of Mr.

Rochester.

)
EI Y

r L
/

Briggs is in London. He wanted
to tell you that an uncle of
yours, Mr. Eyre of Madeira, is
dead; that he has left you all
his property, and that you
are now rich.

|| 4

~

Did no one seek me at
Thornfield Hall then?
Did no one see

Mr. Rochester ?

Mr. Briggs intimates
that the answer to
his letter there was
signed by Alice
Fairfax.
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If he has peculiarities
of temper, allowance
should be made.

Partly, because it is his nature-~
partly, he has painful thoughts,

no doubt.
What about?

He shuns the The answer was evasive. It was
evident that she wished me fo
drop the subject, which I did.

For many years he has led an
unsettled kind of life. I don‘t
think he has ever been resident
at Thornfield for a fortnight Why should
fogether, since the death of his he shun it?
brother left him master of the
estate.
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One day, Mr. Rochester was summoned
to Millcote on business. At dusk, a
newcomer entered and bowed o Lady
Ingram, deeming her the eldest lady
present. [

It appears I come at an inopportune
time, when Mr. Rochester is away. But
1 think T may presume to install
myself here till he returns.

As it chanced, it was I who later informed Mr
Rochester that a stranger had arrived.

The devil! Did he give his name?

I overheard that his name is Masoﬂ

=

sir, and he comes from the West Indies.

]
]
=

B

0

==

Jane, Ive got a blow--
Ive got a blow.

Fetch me a glass of
wine, Jane. Tell me if
Mason is with them, and
what he is doing.

Can I help you, sir?
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At Thornfield, a more reassuring introduction for a She had a servant bfi;)g
new governess could scarcely be conceived. As I me refreshments.
entered, a little elderly lady promptly came forward Shall T have the pleasure ofJ

fo meet me. seeing Miss Fairfax tonight?

Miss Fairfax? Oh, you
mean Miss Varens!

Varens is the name of
your future pupil.

Mrs. Fairfax, I suppose?

Yes. Do sit down.

She took her candls, and I
followed her upstairs.

' Then she is not
your daughter?
No-- I have
no family.

But I'll not keep you sitting up
late tonight. You have been

travelling all day; you must
feel tired. I'll show you your
bedroom.
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I came out Iimmediately. Seating himself in an armchair, he gestured for

"What do you want? me to approach him. He spent some three minutes

I want you

&_/ to come here

ﬂ%

What were you doing
behind the curtain?

You have no business
to take our books. You
have no money; your father
left you none. Go and
stand by the door.
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The day had not yet begun to dawn when we
arose. I dressed as well as I could for
shivering. Then all formed in file and descended

After prayers and reading of Scripture,
we were marched info another room for

the stairs. |
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The meal began. I perceived I had
got in hand a nauseous mess. The
spoons moved slowly.

ol @!

& \)\\\\\~ t/;/

breakfast. On two long tables smoked
basins of something hol, which sent forth
an odour far from inviting.

Disgusting! The porridge
is burnt again!

\.. = ,\\\)\)\‘ & |
= 14 /
=N

The refectory was soon d for the school-
room. Miss Temple, the superintendent of Lowood,
here commenced our lessons. The clock at last
struck twelve. |

You had this morning a breakfast
which you could not eat. I have
ordered that a lunch of bread and
cheese shall be served to all.
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I got out of the coach when we were close to Thorn- 1 could find an answer to my questions
field. How fast I walked! I ran sometimes. Bold and @l nowhere but ot the inn. I requested the
reckless, I strayed out into the meadow in front of host to sit down after he had brought
the great jon--and saw a blackened ruin! my breakfast.

What story belongs to this disaster? Has You know Thornfield
life been wrecked as well as propetty ? Hall, of course?

)
N
Thornfield Hall was burnt down last "T/zere was a lunatic kept in the house, Mr Rochester’s
| autumn. The fire broke out at dead of wife. It'’s quite certain that she set it going. She had
A N : a woman who took care of her called Mrs. Poole,
;ugh?, N(II‘II\Id :)ef:;e ;:gl;nglms arrived who now and then took a drop too much. On this
rom Milicote, the building was one night, the lunatic got out and kindled the bed in
mass of flame. the governess’ room.
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I have again and again Three other visitors now entered the mé)n, splendidly
intimated that I desire attired in velvel, silk and furs. They were received by
the hair to be arranged Miss Temple as Mrs. and Misses Brocklehurst.

\\/r’ closely, modestly, plainly.
‘/ = Miss Temple, that girl’s
= hair must be cut off entirely.
S /> 2
= 2
=, ( '/{
/ A\l
A
//////
My slate somehow happened Let the child who
to slip from my hand, and broke her slate
falling with a crash, drew every come forward!

eye upon me. I stooped 1o pick
up the two fragments.

A careless girl! It is the new
pupil, I perceive. I have a

word to say respecting her.

I
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I was paralyzed. The two
girls who sat on each side of
me set me on my legs and
pushed me toward the dread
Judge. Miss Temple gently
assisted me fo his very feel,
and I caught her whisper.

Don't be afraid, Jane. I saw
it was an accident. You shall
not be punished.
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I found Adele a docile pupil. After lessons, Mrs. Fairfox|ll Some of the servants, very likely.
proposed 1o show me the rest of the house. We were on Perhaps Grace Poole. She sews
the third story, coming down from the roof, where I had [l in one of these rooms.
surveyed the grounds, when a laugh struck my ear. BV’

Mrs. Fairfax! Did you hear
that loud laugh? Who is it?

S50\

@

The laugh was repeated, @l The door nearest me opened,
and terminated in an and a servant came out.
odd murmur —

Grace curtseyed silently
and went in.

She is a person we have to sew )
and assist the housemaid. |

[ Too much noise, Grace. |-
_| Remember directions!
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SUFFERING HUMANITY

"l come to present the strong claims
of suffering humanity. If I inflict
pain upon you, and move you to hor-
ror, it is to acquaint you with suffer-
ings which you have the power to
alleviate, and make you hasten to the
relief of the victims of legalized
barbarity.”

Thus, Dorothea Dix, former
teacher and educator, addressed the
Massachusetts State Legislature in
January, 1843. Two years before,
she had volunteered to teach women
in the East Cambridge House of Cor-
rection. There she found a few insane
persons in a room with no heat.

Suspecting that other state insti-
tutions treated their wards in the
same way, Miss Dix spent the next
two years visiting every jail and
poorhouse in Massachusetts from
Berkshire to Cape Cod. She found
insane persons confined in cages,
closets and cellars. Many of them
were hungry and cold. Some raved
and cried out. In jails, the mentally
ill and retarded were mistakenly
mixed with criminals.

It was the custom at this time to
auction off the services of paupers
who were in poorhouses, called alms-
houses. Farmers and other people
would buy the services of these peo-
ple for one year. Idiots and the insane
were often auctioned off with the
paupers. Not knowing how to treat
them, their masters lashed them into
obedience.

Dorothea Dix told of one woman
who was caged in an almshouse in
Concord. An idiot had been kept in
a stall in Medford for seventeen
years. For at least an hour, more

cases were listed for the legislature.
But Miss Dix also told the story of an
insane woman who had been bought
at an auction by an old man and his
wife. They washed her and housed
her in a decent room. Finally, her
chains were removed. Although she
wasn’t cured, she became quiet and
useful.

Since kindness and firmness had
helped some of these sick people,
Dorothea Dix pleaded for this treat-
ment in all cases. She did not accuse
the wardens of the prisons and the
keepers of the almshouses of deliber-
ate cruelty. She knew they were com-
pelled by law to accept idiots and the
insane. The law was to blame. She
asked the legislature to provide mon-
ey to build and enlarge housing for
the insane and mentally retarded.

Officials from the almshouses and
prisons claimed that Dorothea Dix
lied. But the legislature appointed a
committee to investigate her claims.
This committee found that her report
was correct. They passed a bill for
immediate relief.

Dorothea Dix then went from state
to state, and to Europe, Canada and
Japan. Due to her efforts, many in-
sane people were transferred from
stalls and chains to relative comfort
in new buildings.

Miss Dix also befriended animals.
She had a fountain built in a crowded
part of Boston where she had noticed
horses at hard labor, On this foun-
tain, John Greenleaf Whittier, the
American poet, had inscribed:

“Drink fully and bestow
A kindly thought on her
Who bade this fountain flow.”
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A month of courfship passed.
The evening before our
wedding day, Mr. Rochester
and I sat by the fire till late.
Your sorrowful look and tone
perplex me. 1 want an explanation.

%)

.
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You were not home
last night?

Yes. Something
happened in my
absence which
disturbed you.

Last night, I awoke and
found a light on my
dressing table. A form
emerged from the closet
ond surveyed my wedding
dress and veil. It was a
woman I had never seen
before, tall ond dark.

I felt Mr. Rochester
start and shudder. He
flung his arms around me.

Thank God that if any-
thing malignant did
come near you last
night, it was only the
veil that was harmed.
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A poor curate fell in love with a rich man’s daughter. She

married him ond was disowned immediately after the
wedding. Before two years passed, the rash pair both were
dead. They left a daughter--myself, Jane Eyre.

Mr. Reed was my uncle--my mother's brother--who had
taken me when a parentless infant to his house. In his last
moments, he had required a promise of Mrs. Reed that she
would rear me as one of her own children. But how could she
really like an interloper unconnected with her, after her
husband’s death, by any tie?
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To the manor house of Ferndean I came, just ere After he had re-entered the house and
dark. The last mile I performed on foot A man

I removed my bonnet and
shawl in the kifchen. At
this moment, the parlour
bell rang.

Give the tray to me, Mary.
I will carry it in.

closed the door, I drew near and
knocked. The servant started, as if she
had seen a ghost.

[Is it really you, Miss?

I took the tray from her hand. I approached him
She opened the parlour door for with the glass.
me and shut it behind me. The 1 o s

blind tenant of the room was Mory i8:jnthe kitchen:
leaning by the fire. kzzy N
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You may have never heard of a Mrs. Rochester at Thorn-
field, but I daresay you may have heard gossip about
the mysterious lunatic kept there under watch and ward.
She is my wife, whom I married fifteen years ago.

I invite you to come up to the
house and visit Mrs. Poole’s
patient, my wife. Come, follow!

Still holding me fast, he left the church. The three gentlemen
came after. At our entrance into the mansion, the servants
advanced fo greet us.

We mounted the first staircase,

passed up the gallery, proceeded

to the third storey. ———
e NN ! .

Away with your congratulations! J ., [Ej You know this place, Mason.

They are fifteen years oo late! She bit and stabbed you here. Jfj
| I\ [T IOy ot

5 iy

“ { N L A

He lifted hangings from the wall,
a second door; which he opened. LJ

Good morning, Mrs. Poole. Rather snappish, but
How is your charge today? not outrageous.

v

L
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The horse righted himself The traveller, stooping,

felt his foot and leg. He limped to the stone fence
and sat down.

If you are hurt and want help, sir,
1 can fetch someone from Thorn-
field Hall or Hay.

I should think you ought to be

You live just below - -
at home. Where do you come from?

do you mean at Thorn-

From just below. I am field Hall?

Thank you, I shall do. I have no
broken bones--only a sprain.

I cannot think of
leaving you, sir, at
so late an hour, till
I see you are fit to
mount your horse.

You are not a servant at
Thornfield, of course. You are--

going fo Hay to post
a letter.

I am the
governess.
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He glided up the stairs to the dark, low corridor of

Mr. Mason groaned.
the fateful third storey. I followed at his side, into one 1 = i
of the rooms. Inan easy chair, a man sat “With his Is there immediate d""ge@

head leaning back, his eyes closed. L] No--a mere scratch. Don't

; N be so overcome, man. I'll
It is Mr. Mason: fetch a surgeon for you
now.

I was left alone with the poor [l She bit me when Rochester Mason was assisted

man. Dawn was approaching got the knife from her. downstairs info a chaise;
when Mr. Rochester af /ast

I the surgeon followed.
entered with the surgeon. warned you to be -

on your guard when Take care of him, Carter.
This wound was not done

you go near her. It Keep him at your house
with a knife. There have was folly to attempt till he is quite well.
been teeth here. the interview tonight,
and alone.
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JANE EYRE: INTRODUCTION
©2009 by WILLIAM B. JONES, JR.
Author of Classics Illustrated: A Cultural History

Jane Eyre has been one of the most popular novels in the
English language since its publication in October 1847. Victorian
readers and critics felt passionately about it, one way or the other.
Many embraced it as, in the words of onc reviewer, “the most
extraordinary production that has issued from the press for years”
(Ieekly Chronicle), while others deplored what a more conservative
critic deemed its “coarseness of language” and “laxity of tone”
(Quarterly Review). The verdict of time has echoed the judgment of
novelist William Makepeace Thackeray, who praised Jane Eyre as
“the masterwork of a great genius.” (In response, the author dedicated
the 1848 second edition to him, unaware, however, that, like
Rochester, he had a mad wife.)

b A
Charlotte Bronté chalk drawing by
George Richmond.

Lively public speculation regarding the identity of the
book’s creator boosted the initial appeal of the book. The novel’s
author, Charlotte Bronté (1816-1855), adopted a gender-neutral pseudonym, Currer Bell, for the title page. Her
sisters Emily and Anne Bronté followed suit with their novels, Wmhermg Heights (1847, CI 59) and Agnes Grey
(1847), using the names Ellis and Acton Bell. The “ambiguous” pen names were employed because, as Charlotte
later put it, “we had a vague impression that authoresses are liable to be looked on with prejudice” (Biographical
Notice of Ellis and Acton Bell). Many readers believed Currer Bell was male because the language of Jane Eyre
did not appear to them to be sufficiently “feminine.”

Charlotte Bronté’s novel about a young woman’s struggle to achieve an independent identity was,
indeed, a challenge to 19th-century assumptions concerning the place and role of women in society. Jane Eyre
a forceful book written in a forceful manner from the poml of view of its forceful title character. From the
beginning, commentators have noted the power of Bronte’s simple style, which sweeps the reader along from the
opening sentence: “There was no
pomh:lny of taking a walk that
day.” The plain, mostly unadorned
prose not only keeps the forward
momentum going but also serves to
support the emotional authenticity
of the first-person narrative. What
Jane experiences, the reader
experiences as well, with a degree
of immediacy that is unusual in
other novels of the period.

The book traces its heroine’s
Jjourney in a sort of updated, secular
Pilgrim’s Progress through various
stages of  self-assertion and
self-definition. “Unjust! —
Unjust!”  cries the orphaned
nine-year-old Jane’s inner voice as
she endures cruel treatment at the
hands of her aunt, Mrs. Reed, and
her cousin John in Yorkshire.
Shipped off to Lowood Institution,
a charity school, Jane encounters
the moral hypocrisy of Mr. Brocklehurst and the patient example of her friend Helen Burns. Later, as a young
woman, she serves as governness at Thornfield in the household of the aristocratic Rochester, with whom she
falls in loves and from whom she insists on recognition of her equal status. Following the disruption of marital
plans, Jane finds herself with genial relatives and discovers the inner resources to resist a life-changing mistake.
Finally, her personal fulfillment arrives by means of a “mysterious summons,” and, as she says, “We entered the
wood, and wended homeward.”” (contnued on back inside cover)

% =< uee” = -
First line art cover by Harley M. Griffiths  Interior page 43 by Harley M. Griffiths
1947, 1947,
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An independe; v;oman?
A rich woman?

And you will
stay with me?

Quite rich, sir. If you
won't let me live with
you, I can build a
house of my own close
up to your door.

o
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I married him. A quiet wedding we
had--he and I, the parson and the

Certainly--unless
you object. You

shall not be left
desolate so long
as I live.

Ah, Jane! I want a wife.

/),

Mr. Rochester eventually recovered the sight of one
eye. When his first-born was put into his arms, he

clerk. \/ V

could see that the boy had inherited his own eyes.

God has tempered judgment with mercy.
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{7-‘;/’ servant hands were laid

They thrust me upon a stool in the red room.

upon me. I was borne upstairs.

For shame! What shocking

Miss Eyre, to strike your benefactress’
son! Your young master. T

conduct,

You are less than a servant, for
you do nothing for your keep.

A
You ought to be aware that you
are under obligations to Mrs.

I became ill as a result
of being locked in the red
room overlong. Days and
weeks passed until I
regained my normal state
of health. Once, John
attempted chastisement.

I levelled at his nose as
hard a blow as my
knuckles could inflict.

Reed. If she were to turn you \
off, you would have to go to
the poorhouse.

They are not fit to
associate with me!

That nasty Jane Eyre
flew at me like a
mad cat.

I told you not to go near
her. I donot choose that
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The hardships of Lowood lessened. But ere May After Mr. Bates departed, I ran
arrived, pestilence crept into the orphan asylum. up to the nurse.
Many girls went home to die; some died at the How is Helen
school and were buried quietly.
Someone must be very @

ill if Mr. Bates was
sent for at this time

Y
g |

Very poorly. Mr. Bates
says she’ll not be here

Later that night, I crept from
the dormitory and found my
way o Helen’s cribside. She
did not have the fever, but

Jane, your little feet I did so. We talked awhile,

are bare. Lie down then we both slumbered. When
and cover yourself I awoke, it was day. The nurse
with my quilt. was carrying me back to the
dormitory.

N
™

I heard you were
very ill, and I could
not sleep till I had
spoken to you.
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One night, some time later, I started
wide awake on hearing a vague
murmur. Just then, it seemed my

Né;lr/hg answered. I b;grzmita feel the return of slumber
when a demoniac laugh was uttered, it seemed, at
the very keyhole of my door.

door was I

Ere long, steps refreated
up the gallery, and all

\

Should I fasten the bolt ?

I opened the door with Wl I became aware of a strong smell of
a trembling hand. There [l burning. Mr. Rochester’s door was ajar;

was still. was a candle burning and smoke rushed in a cloud from it
outside, left on the 3
Was that Grace Poole? sl ( [~
Ts she p d with matting in the gallery. (x N\~ §
a devil? g l *N
2RV )
5 ;
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I weni, filled a wineglass,
and returned.

And Mason? :

'Whot are they doing, Jane?

He was laughing,
too.

Laughing and
talking, sir.

TEN
) . SO
.

e

~7
e

e

Then you could dare
censure for my sake?

I could dare it for
the sake of any
friend who deserved
my adherence.

=
5{'@) g
& o
= i K ==
o et /(’
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I did as I was told. I ushered
Mr. Mason into the library. I )

If all these people came

in a body and spat at me,

what would you do, Jane?
Turn them out
of the room, sir,
if I could.

Go back now. Step
quietly up to Mason
and whisper in his
ear that Mr. Rochester
is come. Show him in
here and then leave
me.
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Afterward, I learned that Miss Temple had found me
asleep with Helen Burns, and Helen was- - dead.

Several wealthy individuals sub-
scribed for the erection of a new

The typhus fever di

ppeared, but It p

duced an building. The school, thus improved,

PO 7

inquiry that was mortifying to Mr. Bi

1. in time a truly useful and

R unhealthy nature of Lowood’s location,
the poor food, the brackish water used in its
preparation, were all responsible for the

great number of victims.

5 o
=N z 2
it

2

Al this period, Miss Temple married.
From the day she left, I was no
longer the same. Now I remembered
that the real world was wide, and
that a varied field of experience
awaited those who had the courage
1o go forth into ifs expanse.

M5
=

s

noble institution. I remained an
inmate of its walls for eight years:
six as pupil, and two as teacher.

| <><><><> [ ) ,-‘W

/\\ /

S&ﬁ

I made up my mind and advertised for a situation
as governess. I received a single reply, from Mrs.
Fairfax at Thornfield, near Millcote. A testimonial
of character was sent fo her, and I was accepted

as governess at Thornfield.
-‘ | D

E

11
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Ah, the governess! Well, I cannot
commission you to fetch help, but
you may help me a little yourself.
Try to get hold of my horse’s
bridle and lead him to me.

I made an effort, though in vain. I was mortally
afraid of the horse’s trampling forefeet The traveller
called me fo his side. [

Excuse me, but necessity compels
me to make you useful.

He laid a heavy hand
on my shoulder, and
leaning on me with
some stress, limped
to his horse.

Having once caught the bridle,
he mastered it directly, and
sprang to his saddle.

The horse bounded away; the
dog rushed in his traces.

Thank you. Now make haste
with the letter to Hay, and
return as fast as you can.





OPS/contentimages/CLASSICS_CLIG_039_JaneEyre_029.jpg
Soon after, a cavalcade of visitors, The three most distinguished guests were )he Dowager
with their maids and valets, arrived

Lady Ingram and her daughters Blanche and Mary.
for a stay at Thornfield.

Will these people remain long ?

Perhaps two or
three weeks. -‘

L
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I learned from Mrs. Fairfax that Mr Rochester might

marry Blanche Ingram. He evidently preferred her to
any of the other ladies.

Mr. Rochester watched Miss Ingram
carefully. I saw he was going to
marry her because her rank and
Whenever I marry, I am resolved my husband coneclOnsiseicall Il

shall not be a rival, but a foil to me. I will

suffer no competitor.

Commands from Miss Ingram's
lips would put spirit into a mug
of milk and water.
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I remember but little of the journey to Lowood
School. We appeared o travel over hundreds
of miles of road. I at last dropped asleep.
The sudden cessation of motion .awoke me.

s there a little girl :
called Jane Eyre here? | |

I was lifted out,taken into a room
with a fire, and left alone. A tall
lady carrying a light entered;
another followed close behind.

The child is very young
to be sent alone.

I was led from passage lo passage and

presently entered a wide, long room.

Seated all round on benches was a

congregation of girls of every age.
Monitors, fetch the
supper trays!

The meal over, the classes filed off upstairs. I
glanced at the long rows of beds, each of which
was quickly filled with two occupants. The light
was extinguished and I fell asleep.






OPS/images/CLASSICS_CLIG_back_200_01.jpg
Featuring Stories by the
World's Greatest Authors

Greatest
Authors!

Over 60
Classics Illustrated
Titles!

The classics never go out of style! ﬁ

Go to trajectory.com to buy more of these cool comics!





OPS/contentimages/CLASSICS_CLIG_039_JaneEyre_025.jpg
For several days, I saw little of Mr. Rochester. Then Miss Eyre, draw your chair
one evening, he summoned us fo the dining room again. a little further forward.

ersA Fairfax, I have forbidden Adele
to talk to me about her presents. Have
the goodness to listen to her.

4

I did as I was bid. He looked
two minutes aft the fire. Turning
suddenly, he caught my gaze
fastened on him.

You examine me, Miss Eyre]

The answer somehow
slipped from my tongue
before I was aware.

When one asks you a question,
you rap out a round rejoinder
which, if not blunt, is ot least
brusque. What do you mean by it?

Sir, I was too plain. I beg
your pardon. I ought to
have replied that tastes
differ, that beauty is of
little consequence, or
something of that sort.

Do you think me handsome ?
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You must be on your guard against
her. If necessary, avoid her company,

You all see this girl? Who would fhink ';""”‘:f ”"' 'f’°"‘ your sports, and
that the Evil One has already found a SIUI her:out Trom your converse.

servant in her?

Y o2\

Teachers, you must
watch her. Keep your
| eyes on her move-
“ments, weigh well her
words, punish ner

body to save her soul.

This girl is--a liar!

This I learned from the pious
and charitable lady who adopted
her in her orphan state, and
whose kindness this unhappy
girl repaid by ingratitude.

Let her stand half an hour longer
on that stool, and let no one
speak 1o her during the remainder

) \|’
{
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. Yes, it is a pretty place, but I fear
.I it will be getting out of order unless

Mr. Rochester should take it into his
. head to reside here permanently.

I rose next morning, dressed myself with care, and
ventured forth. I was enjoying the pleasant fresh
air when Mrs. Fairfax appeared at the door.

I o =
I_ see you are an egrly @J g::‘: :‘:“dl
riser. How do you like e XX [RXXS]

Thornfield ? {

Mr. Rochester ¢
Who is he ?

The owner of Thornfield.

I thought Thorn-
field belonged to

Bless you, child. I am only the housekeeper.
The little girl, Adele, is Mr. Rochester’s ward.
He commissioned me to find a governess for
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Mr. Rochester went up fo the attic when all was
burning above and below, and got the servants
out. He went back fo get his mad wife. She was
on the roof, standing, waving her arms.

We saw him approach her, and then she
yelled, and gave a spring, and the next
minute she lay smashed on the pavement,

"As Mr: Rochester came down the

great staircase then, there was a

great crash--all fell. He was taken that the surgeon had to

out from under the ruins alive, but amputate it. The other eye

sadly hurt.” became inflamed; he lost
the sight of that also.

One eye was knocked out,

and one hand so crushed

At Ferndean,a
manor house
about thirty [ >
miles off.
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THE LONDON FIRE

In the late evening of Sunday, Sep-
tember 1, 1666, the streets of Lon-
don were almost deserted. Families
that left because of a recent plague
had still not returned to the city. Few
lights flickered in the windows. A
baker in Pudding Lane had just gone
to bed after lowering his fire. Three
hours later, in the early dawn, flames
leaped up the woodwork of his stair-
case. Before one hour passed, the fire
spread to the nearby houses.

Samuel Pepys, a writer, was awak-
ened by his maid. He looked out the
window at the flames, thought them
a usual small fire for London, and
went back to bed. The Lord Mayor
was summoned. He thought the same.

Then, a strong east wind carried
sparks in gusts across the yard to an
inn. The hay in the yard caught fire.
From there, sparks tumbled down the
streets to the wharves, where hay,
timber and coal were stored. They
fed the sparks, and the flames rose
furiously. The fire was now unman-
ageable.

Narrow streets and timbered
houses helped to spread the fire. Fire-
fighting equipment—buckets of water
and hand-squirts—could not stop the
flames. The only other fire-fighting
method the people knew at that time
was to pull the houses down and
smother the flames. But the Lord
Mayor would not give his consent. He
was afraid the owners from whom
he could not get permission would
ask for payment later.

Carts piled high with possessions
struggled down the streets close to
the burning buildings. Most people

ran from the city in terror. Only a
few tried to stop the flames.

On Monday, Charles II, King of
England, appointed the Duke of
York to lead a group of citizens in
fighting the fire. The duke and his
men formed an arc around the fire
and tried to smother the flames.
Even the King rode through the
streets unguarded, stopping to hand
buckets along. But their efforts did
not halt the destruction.

On Tuesday, after two days of
spreading the flames throughout the
town, the wind quieted. The fire came
under control.

By then, 18,200 houses had been
destroyed. Families were living north
of the city walls in tents provided by
the King. Churches and hospitals
gave food to these destitute people.
Even King Louis XIV of France,
which was at war with England at
the time, offered food and relief. He
also prohibited his subjects from re-
joicing at this disaster.

Almost all the city buildings were
destroyed. Eighty-seven parish
churches were burned down. The
final total of damage exceeded 10,-
000,000 pounds. Even this monstrous
figure must have seemed small to the
people who saw only a fragment re-
maining of their great city.

After the fire, London passed laws
controlling the type of materials to
be used for buildings. Hand-operated
fire pumps were developed. A London
businessman set up a fire insurance
company. And from almost total de-
struction, the city was rebuilt.
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her darlings about her. [ “
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The cold winter wind had brought a penetrating rain.
Mrs. Reed lay reclined on a sofa by the fireside with

o

Jane, but I really must exclude you

(1 regret to keep you at a distance,
from privileges intended only for
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I slipped into the
breakfast room,
possessed myself of
a volume and d

S
c \4

The door opened.
It was John Reed.

What does Bessie say
I have done ?

Jane, I don't like
questioners. Be seated
somewhere, and until

you can speak
pleasantly, remain |
silent.

Eliza put her head in at the door.

into the window seat.
I drew the curtain
nearly closed.

Where the dickens is she?
Lizzy! Georgy! Tell mama

Jane has run out
into the mm/ -
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She is in the window seufa
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My first quarter at Lowood seemed an age. Our
clothing was insufficient to protect us from the severe
cold. The scanty supply of food was distressing.
Sundays we had to walk two miles to church, where

One afternoon, Mr. Brocklehurst :
visited us.

I find, Miss Temple, in settling

with the h

Mr. Brocklehurst officiated. [

that a lunch, consisting of
bread and cheese, has twice
been served. Who introduced
this innovation?

Mad.

I must ber ible for the
cir tance, sir. The breakfast
was so ill-prepared that the
pupils could not possibly eat
it. I dared not allow them to
remain fasting till dinnertime.

you are aware
that my plan in bringing
up these girls is not to
accustom them to habits

Suddenly, Mr. Brocklehurst’s
eye gave a blink.

Miss Temple, what-- wha! is
that girl with curled hair ?
Tt is Julia Severn. |

Julia’s hair curls
naturally.
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I wrote to Mrs. Fairfax. Two months wore away
without a reply. I wrote again. Not a word reached |l nature intended you for a mi y's
me. One summery day, St. John and I sat on some wife. Your assistance will be invaluable

str ling rocks. [T to me.
99/1ng 'Mw 1
Jane, I goin six weeks. I have
taken my berth in an East Indiaman.
~

June, come with me to India. God and

He asks me to be his wife, and
has no more of a husband’s
heart than that rock. He prizes
me as a soldier would a good

I neither gave him any
formal promise nor entered
into any engagement. The
time of his departure grew

nearer =
Are you going fo seek (§
Mr. Rochester ? Im Af

I must find out
what has become

To Thornfield was a journey
of six-and-thirly hours. I
rode the same vehicle
whence, a year ago, I had
alighted one summer eve-
ning in my sudden flight
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Who are your parents?

I have none.

After many questions of this kind, I put Adele o bed and rejoined
Mr. Rochester looked at his watch. Mrs. Fairfax in her room.

about, Miss Eyre, to let Adele sit

very changeable and abrupt.
up so long? Take her to bed.

It is nine o'clock. What are you l I think Mr. Rochester is

And your home? Who recommended
you to come here?

I advertised,and
Mrs. Fairfax
answered my
advertisement.
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The classics never go out of style!
Go to trajectory.com to buy more of these cool comics!





