

		
CHAPTER ONE
Gateshead
It was not possible to take a walk that day. The cold winter wind brought dark clouds and heavy rain. I was glad; I never liked long walks, especially on cold afternoons.
My cousins Eliza, John and Georgiana were with their mother, Mrs. Reed, in the living room. Mrs. Reed looked perfectly happy with them. She said that she was sorry to keep me at a distance and that until I tried to develop a more friendly nature, I could not join them.
“But, what have I done?” I asked.
“Jane, I don’t like questions or objections. You shouldn’t speak to your elders like that. Sit down somewhere and stay quiet.”
Mrs. Reed and my cousins never liked me. They always teased me and never wanted to play with me. I was afraid of John. He liked to frighten me and make me unhappy.
There was a room next to the living room. It was full of bookshelves. I went into that room. I chose a book that was full of pictures. I sat down by the window and put the book on my knee. Every picture in the book told an interesting story. I felt happy and safe to be in that room by myself.
Suddenly, I heard John’s voice.
“Where is Jane?” he shouted. “Lizzy! Georgy! Jane is not here. Tell mama that she has gone out.”
I kept quiet. I didn’t want him to find me.



	


		
“She must be in the next room, John,” Eliza said.
Soon, they were at the door.
“What do you want?” I asked.
“I want you to come here,” John said.
He sat in an armchair and made a sign to me to come closer and stand in front of him.
John Reed was a schoolboy of fourteen years old, four years older than me. He was large and stout for his age. He should have been at school now but his mama brought him home for a month or two to improve
his health.
John was not very fond of his mother and sisters, and he definitely hated me. He constantly treated me badly, insulted me and punished me at least three times a week. I had no protection from him. The servants at home did not want to make their young master angry, so they couldn’t help me.
I did what he said and came up to his chair. I knew that he would hit me. Suddenly, he hit me hard.
“This is for questioning my mama,” he said.
I was used to the way John Reed treated me, so I didn’t
say anything.
“What were you doing in the room?” he asked.
“I was reading a book,” I replied.
“Show me the book!”
I brought the book and gave it to him.
“You have no right to take our books. You are dependent on us. You have no money. Your father left you. You have no one. I will punish you for taking my books. Everything in Gateshead belongs to me, or they will be mine in a few years. Go and stand by the door.”



	


		
I did what he said. When I looked at him, I saw that he had lifted the book. I knew he was going to throw it at me, and he did.
“Wicked and cruel boy!” I shouted. “You are evil!”
“How dare you!” he shouted. “Did she say that to me? Eliza, Georgiana, did you hear her? I’ll tell my mama.”
He ran across the room towards me and he began to hit me again and again. I was very frightened, so I hit him back. I felt some drops of blood running from my head to my neck. I fought him madly.
“Rat! Rat!” he shouted angrily.
Mrs. Reed heard the noises and she rushed into
the room.
“Jane Eyre! How can you do this to your Master John?” she said.
Then, she called her servants.
“Take her to the red room and lock the door!” she said to them.
Bessie and Abbot took me upstairs to the red room. I resisted all the way.
“Hold her arms, Miss Abbot, she is like a crazy cat,”
said Bessie.
“Shame on you!” said Abbot. “How can you hit
your master?”
“Master! How is he my master? Am I a servant?”
“No, you are less than a servant. Now, sit down and think over your wickedness.”
They pushed me onto a chair. I stood up again
and again.
“If you don’t sit still, you must be tied down. Miss Abbot, give me your belt, please,” said Bessie.
“No, no, don’t do that. I will not move,” I cried.
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They shut the door and left me in the room alone. That room was cold and frightening, because it was not often entered. Mr. Reed died in this room nine years ago.
Nobody said anything to John for hitting me. It was not fair. Everyone said that I was wicked, and perhaps I was.
I began to think about my uncle. He was my mother’s brother. He took me to his house and before he died he wanted Mrs. Reed to promise that she would look after me as one of her own children. If Mr. Reed were alive, he would have treated me kindly.
Suddenly, I saw a light coming from outside. I was scared. I ran to the door and started knocking loudly. I screamed in horror. I heard Bessie and Abbot came running. They entered the room.
“Miss Eyre, what’s wrong?” asked Bessie. “Are you ill?”
“What a terrible noise!” said Abbot.
“Take me out! Let me go to the nursery!” I cried.
“What for? Are you hurt?” asked Bessie.
“Oh, I saw a light and I thought it was a ghost.”
“She screamed on purpose,” said Abbot. “I know all her naughty tricks. She only wanted to bring us here.”
Then, Mrs. Reed came along the corridor.
“What is all this?” she asked angrily. “Abbot, Bessie, I gave orders that Jane Eyre should be left in the red room until I came to the room myself.”
“Miss Jane screamed so loud, madam,” said Bessie.
“You can’t succeed in getting out by doing these things. You will now stay here an hour longer. You can get out if you stay quiet.”
“Oh, aunt! Have pity! Forgive me! I can’t stay here. Please punish me in some other way. I will die if…”



	


		
“Silence!” she shouted.
Bessie and Abbot left the room first. Mrs. Reed pushed me back into my prison and locked me in. I fell to the ground.
…
The next thing I remember is waking up with a feeling as if I had had a terrible nightmare. It was night. I was in my bedroom. Bessie was standing at the foot of the bed and a gentleman was sitting in a chair near my pillow. I looked at the man carefully. It was Mr. Lloyd, an apothecary. Mrs. Reed sometimes called him when the servants were ill.
“Do you feel as if you should sleep, Miss?”
asked Bessie.
“I will try,” I said.
“Would you like to eat or drink anything?”
“No, thank you, Bessie.”
“Then I should go to bed. It is half past twelve. Call me if you need anything.”
“Bessie, what is the matter with me? Am I ill?”
“You fell sick in the red room because you cried a lot. You will be better soon.”
Bessie went into another servant’s room. It was near, so I could hear them.
“Sarah, please come and stay with me in the nursery. I don’t want to stay alone with the poor child tonight. She might die.”
Sarah came back with her. They whispered for a while and then they fell asleep. I was awake all night.
The next day, I was up and dressed by noon. I felt physically weak and broken down. However, I felt happy as none of the Reeds were in the house.



	


		
They all went out in a carriage with their mama. Abbot was sewing in another room and Bessie was tidying up the room. She was also singing a sad song about an orphan child. I couldn’t help crying.
“Come Miss Jane, don’t cry,” she said to me.
It was almost impossible for me not to cry. At that moment, Mr. Lloyd came again.
“What! You are already up?” he said as he entered the nursery. “How is she, nurse?”
“She is doing well,” said Bessie.
“Then you should look more cheerful,” he said to me.
“Come here, Miss Jane, why are you crying? Have you got any pain?”
“No, sir.”
“Oh! I think she is crying because she couldn’t go out in the carriage with the Reeds,” said Bessie.
“Surely not! She is too old for that.”
“I never cried for such a thing in my life. I hate going out in the carriage. I cry because I am miserable.”
The good apothecary looked a little puzzled.
“What made you ill yesterday?” he asked.
“She fell down,” answered Bessie.
“Fell down? Is she a baby? Can’t she manage to walk at this age?”
“I was beaten,” I said. “But it didn’t make me ill.”
“Nurse, could you please give us a minute?”
Bessie didn’t want to leave the room but she did.
“So, tell me what made you ill.”
“I was locked in a room where there is a ghost.”
“Ghost! You are acting like a baby. You are afraid
of ghosts?”



	


		
“I am afraid of Mr. Reed’s ghost. He died in that room. It was cruel to lock me in alone without a candle. I will never forget it.”
“Nonsense! Are you still afraid now in daylight?”
“No, but night will come again soon. Besides, I am unhappy, very unhappy about other things.”
“What other things?”
I wished to answer that question but it was very difficult.
“You should be happy and thankful to live in such a beautiful house.”
“Gateshead is not my house. If I had a chance, I would live in another place but I cannot leave this house until I am a woman.”
“Don’t you have any other relatives?”
“I have no idea.”
“Would you like to go to school?”
“Of course, I’d like to go to school.”
Bessie now returned to the room to say that the Reeds were back.
“I want to talk to Mrs. Reed,” said the apothecary and he left the room.
That night, I heard Bessie and Abbot talking while they were sewing in the room.
“Mrs. Reed was happy when Mr. Lloyd recommended that she send Jane to school. She’d like to get rid of
the child.”
From the same conversation, I learnt that my father was a poor clergyman and my mother married him against the wishes of her friends. My grandfather, Mr. Reed was so angry with her that he didn’t give her a shilling. After my mother and father were married for a year, they both died within a month of each other because of a disease.



	


		
CHAPTER TWO
Lowood School
It was 15 January at about nine o’clock in the morning. Bessie came to the nursery and told me that Mrs. Reed was waiting for me in the living room.
I went to the living room and waited at the door.
“Mr. Brocklehurst, she is the child whom I wrote you about,” said Mrs. Reed.
“Oh, she is small,” said the man. “How old is she?”
“Ten years old.”
Then, the man turned to me and asked, “What is your name?”
“Jane Eyre.”
“Well, Jane, are you a good child? You know God will punish the wicked children. Do you always say your prayers?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Mr. Brocklehurst,” said Mrs. Reed, “in the letter that I wrote to you three weeks ago, I told you that she doesn’t have the character that she should have. If you accept her to Lowood, I’m sure the teachers will keep an eye on her and she will be a better child.”
“She will be placed in Lowood and I trust she will show her gratefulness for the privilege.”
“I will send her as soon as possible, Mr. Brocklehurst.”
Then, Mr. Brocklehurst left and I went back to
the nursery.



	


		
Five o’clock had struck on the morning of 19 January, when Bessie came into the nursery and found me already up and nearly dressed. I was leaving Gateshead on that day. Bessie lit a fire and she prepared my breakfast. However, I couldn’t eat anything as I was nervous about my journey.
The coach came around 6 o’clock. It was time for me to leave. I didn’t say goodbye to anybody in the house. The coachman and the guard told me loudly to hurry up. I kissed Bessie and got in the coach.
“Be sure to take good care of her,” cried Bessie to
the guard.
“Yes, yes,” was the answer.
The guard closed the door, said something to the coachman and we drove into the unknown. In this way I was separated from Bessie and Gateshead.
I don’t remember much about the journey. I was asleep when we arrived at Lowood. A woman opened the door and asked if Jane Eyre were in the coach and I said yes. She took my trunk and I got off the coach. The coach immediately drove away.
The woman took me to a living room which was not as big as the one in Gateshead but it looked comfortable. A tall lady entered, followed by another.
“She is too young to be sent alone,” she said.
“Are you tired?”
“Yes, a little bit.”
“And probably hungry. Let her have some dinner before she goes to bed, Miss Miller. Is this the first time you have left your parents little girl?”



	


		
“I don’t have any parents.”
Then, she asked me more questions and told me that she hoped I would be a good child. I later learnt that she, Miss Temple, was the head teacher of Lowood School.
I followed Miss Miller and we came to a large room with big tables. There were girls of different ages sitting around them. They were all dressed in green.
“Collect the books from the tables and go get the dinner trays,” she said in a loud voice.
Four girls stood up and they brought the meals. I only drank water as I was thirsty but I was too tired to eat anything. I just wanted to sleep.
The next day, before the sunrise, we woke up and we went to class. Everyone formed groups of four and sat around a table. We started to read books. The daylight had come by the time we finished reading and then, we went to have breakfast. The rest of the day was almost the same. We read, studied, ate meals and went to bed. That was my first day at Lowood.
The next day, I met a girl called Helen Burns. I saw her in the morning with Miss Scatcherd. She was shouting
at Helen.
“You dirty girl! You have not cleaned your nails
this morning!”
Helen didn’t say anything and I was surprised. She couldn’t clean them as the water was frozen this morning. Why didn’t she say that?
I found Helen sitting by the fireplace in the afternoon.
“Is it the same book that you were reading yesterday?”
I asked.
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“Yes, I’ve just finished it,” she said and she closed
the book.
“Do you come from a long way from here?”
“I come from a place in the north, on the borders
of Scotland.”
“Do you wish to leave Lowood?”
“No! Why should I? I was sent to Lowood to get a
good education. I’m not going to leave until I complete
my studies.”
“But, Miss Scatcherd is cruel to you.”
“Cruel? Not at all! She just doesn’t like my faults.”
We talked for a while and I understood that Helen just accepted what she was forced to do. If I were in her shoes, I wouldn’t accept teachers’ shouting or beating me.
A big, rough girl appeared at the door while we
were talking.
“Helen Burns,” she exclaimed in a loud voice. “if you don’t go and put your drawer in order, I will tell Miss Scatcherd to come and look at it.”
Helen sighed and she stood up. She did what she was told to without a reply or a delay.
My first quarter at Lowood seemed like forever. It wasn’t the best times of my life. During January, February and March, there was heavy snow which made it difficult for us to walk in the streets. Our clothing was insufficient to protect us from the severe cold. We had no boots and the snow got into our shoes and melted there. The town was too far to return for dinner so they gave us cold meat and bread from the school.



	


		
One afternoon, I saw Mr. Brocklehurst talking to Miss Temple. Miss Temple’s face showed nothing of her feelings. Mr. Brocklehurst was checking the school with his hands behind his back. Suddenly, his voice raised. He pointed at
a girl.
“Miss Temple, does that girl have curls in her hair?”
“Yes, it’s Julia’s natural hair.”
“I told you all the girls’ hair should be arranged the same. Cut off that girl’s hair!”
I was so surprised that while I was going to sit down at a table, I dropped my book.
“A careless girl,” said Mr. Brocklehurst. “Oh, it’s you, Jane Eyre. Bring the child here. Put a chair in the middle of
the room.”
Two girls pushed me towards Mr. Brocklehurst and a girl put a chair in the middle of the room.
“Miss Temple, teachers and children,” he said, “you see this young girl here. She is a liar. She was also so ungrateful to the woman who raised her as her own child. Let her sit on the chair for half an hour. No one will talk to her for the rest of the day.”
I was in the middle of the room with all eyes on me. There were no words to describe my feelings.
The bell rang almost half an hour later. Helen came closer to me and brought me coffee and bread.
“Helen, why are you with a girl whom everybody hates?”



	


		
“Nobody hates you, Jane. They are all sorry for you.”
“But what about the things Mr. Brocklehurst said?”
“Mr. Brocklehurst is not liked a lot here. Teachers and students may behave coldly for a few days, but later everything will be good. You should hold your head up even if you have enemies.”
Helen calmed me. Then, Miss Temple came into the room and she talked to me. I told her about my childhood at Gateshead and she felt sorry for me.
“How about you, Helen?” she asked. “You have coughed a lot today. Are you feeling better?”
“Not so much,” Helen said.
Miss Temple brought cake and tea to us, she kissed both of us and left the room.
…
Spring came and the snow melted. We could enjoy the good weather in the garden. Helen was ill, so she couldn’t join us.
One evening, the doctor came to school, which was very unusual. That meant that somebody was seriously ill. I learnt that Helen’s situation had got worse and she was in Miss Temple’s room. I went to see my friend. She looked very pale.
“Is that you, Jane?” she asked. “Have you come to say goodbye to me?”
“Don’t say that Helen. You will be fine.”
“Will you stay with me tonight, Jane?”
I held her hand and lay down beside her. When I woke up in the morning, Helen was dead.



	


		
CHAPTER THREE
Thornfield Hall
The typhus fever that caused Helen’s death slowly disappeared during spring. People made inquiries about the disease and it drew public attention. The building was not in good condition. The quality and quantity of the students’ food and the poor conditions of living spaces were discovered. Mr. Brocklehurst had to make improvements to the school. Many rich people in the neighbourhood donated money and the orphanage became a better place.
I stayed there for eight years. I was not unhappy, because I was not inactive. I had an excellent education and in time I became the first girl of the first class and began to assist Miss Temple. She continued to be in charge of the school. Her instructions and her friendship always helped me find my way. She was like a mother to me, until she got married and moved to another city with her husband.
From the day she left I was no longer the same. Now that I had been a student here for eight years, I wanted a change. I wanted freedom, a new place, new faces and new conditions. How would I find these? I couldn’t write to my friends as I didn’t have any friends. I decided to advertise.
I woke up early in the morning and wrote my advertisement. It read as follows:
A young lady who is experienced in teaching is looking for a job in a private family whose children are under fourteen. She is qualified to teach English together with French, Art, and Music. Address: J.E. Post Office, Lowton



	


		
After tea, I got permission to go to Lowton. I visited some shops, I left my advertisement at the newspaper office and returned in an hour.
I went to Lowton the following week to check if there was a letter for me. The old lady at the post office told me that I got one letter. I hurried back to Lowood as I had to sit with the girls during their study hour. I couldn’t open the letter until late at night.
If J.E. has the experience that she mentioned in her advertisement, a post can be offered to her in a house where there is a little girl. She is less than ten years old. The salary is thirty pounds a year. J.E. is requested to reply to Mrs. Fairfax, Thornfield, near Millcote.
I immediately replied to the letter and sent it the next day. I received Mrs. Fairfax's reply in a week. She was satisfied with my reply and fixed the date when I should start my post as a governess in her house.
…
I was going to start a new chapter in my life. I left Lowood and I found a hotel in Millcote. I was supposed to be met there and taken to Thornfield. I waited for some time but I was impatient. I asked the receptionist if he knew a place called Thornfield.
“I don’t know, madam,” said the receptionist. “I’ll ask the man at the bar.”
He came back in a minute.



	


		
“Is your name Eyre, Miss?”
“Yes,” I said.
“There is someone waiting for you.”
A man was waiting at the door. I took my trunk and umbrella and went out. The driver took my trunk, and opened the door of the carriage. The roads were muddy so the horses couldn’t go fast and as a result we arrived at Thornfield after two hours.
The car stopped at the front door; it was opened by a maid-servant. I found Mrs. Fairfax knitting in a small room. She stood up when she saw me.
“How do you do, my dear?” she asked. “I’m afraid you have had a boring ride as John drives slowly. You must be cold, come sit next to the fire. You have brought your luggage with you, haven’t you, my dear?”
“Yes, madam.”
“I will send it to your room.”
She treated me like a visitor. I didn’t expect such a welcome. I guessed there would be coldness. I didn’t know that governesses could be treated this way.
“Will I see Miss Fairfax tonight?” I asked.
“Oh, you mean Miss Varens. Your student’s name is
Adèle Varens.”
“She is not your daughter then?”
“No, I have no family.”
I didn’t ask any further questions.
“I’m glad that you are here,” she said. “It will be good to live here with a companion. Thornfield is an old hall but it is still a respectable place.



	


		
We have only servants here and they are nice people but I can’t have a conversation with them. Last winter, from November till February, I sat night after night alone. Leah read to me sometimes, but I don’t think that the poor girl liked the task much. In spring and summer, sunshine and long days made a difference. This autumn, little Adèle Varens came with her nurse. A child makes a house alive. Now that you are here, I am very happy.”
My heart really warmed with the words of the old lady.
“Come with me, I will show you your room,” she said.
She took a candle and checked that the front door was locked. We went upstairs. My room was small and the furniture was ordinary and modern.
The next morning I woke up early and got dressed. My clothes were plain but they were neat. I went downstairs.
“Oh, you are an early riser, my dear,” said Mrs. Fairfax. “How do you like Thornfield?”
“I like it very much,” I said.
“It’s a pretty place but it will need some repairs unless Mr. Rochester decides to come and live here all the time.”
“Mr. Rochester? Who is he?”
“The owner of Thornfield.”
“I thought it belonged to you.”
“To me? No, I’m only a housekeeper.”
“And the little girl? Adèle Varens?”
“Mr. Rochester is her guardian. He asked me to find her a governess. Here she comes with her nurse.”
So, this little girl was not a lady and that meant that we were equal. I felt happier than ever.
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The little girl came in running. She was about seven or eight years old.
“Good morning, Miss Adèle,” said Mrs. Fairfax. “Come and meet the lady who is going to teach you.”
“Is that my governess?” she asked her nurse in French.
“Yes,” replied the nurse in French.
“Are they foreigners?” I asked Mrs. Fairfax.
“The nurse is a foreigner and Miss Adèle was born in Paris. When she first came here, she couldn’t speak English at all but now she can speak a little.”
I was glad that I knew French. I talked to Adèle in French and she soon started talking to me happily at the breakfast table.
After breakfast, we went to the library, which was designed to be used as the classroom. Adèle was an obedient girl but she wasn’t used to regular study. We studied until midday, then she returned to her nurse.
I found Mrs. Fairfax cleaning the dining room.
“What a beautiful room!” I said. “You keep the rooms in good order, Mrs. Fairfax.”
“Mr. Rochester doesn’t come often, but when he comes he wants everywhere to be tidy.”
“Is Mr. Rochester a difficult man?”
“Not very. He has good taste. The family has always been respected here. Mr. Rochester has travelled a lot and seen much of the world. I have never had long conversations with him but he is a very good master.”
That was all I learnt about Mr. Rochester, my employer.



	


		
October, November and December passed away. My life at Thornfield was pleasant. One day, while I was going to the post office, I saw a man on the ground with his horse next to him.
“Are you injured, sir?” I asked.
He didn’t reply.
“Can I do anything for you? I can get someone from Thornfield Hall.”
“No, thank you,” he said and he stood up.
He waved to me to go, but I remained there.
“I’m not going to leave you, sir,” I said.
“I think you should go home. Where do you live?”
I pointed at Thornfield Hall.
“Whose house is it?”
“Mr. Rochester’s.”
“Do you know him?”
“No, I have never seen him.”
“You are surely not a servant there.”
“I am the governess.”
“It’s getting late. You must return home now,” he said and he rode away.
I went to the post office. When I came back to Thornfield, I realized that there was a dog in the yard.
“Whose dog is it?” I asked a servant.
“He came with the master,” she said.
“You mean Mr. Rochester? Is he here?”
“Yes, he is in the living room with Miss Adèle and Mrs. Fairfax. The master has had an accident and John went to get the doctor.”



	


		
I didn’t see Mr. Rochester for a few days. One day, he decided
to see me.
“Here is Miss Eyre, sir,” said Mrs. Fairfax.
“Please sit down,” said Mr. Rochester to me.
I sat down and I felt curious to see how he would go on.
“So, you have been a resident in my house for three months?”
“Yes, sir.”
“And you come from?”
“From Lowood School.”
“How long did you stay there?”
“Eight years.”
“Eight years! Who are your parents?”
“I have none.”
“Do you remember them?”
“No.”
“I thought so. Who recommended you to come here?”
“I advertised, and Mrs. Fairfax answered.”
He asked me more questions about myself. At nine o’clock,
I moved to rise.
“You are going?”
“It is nine o’clock, sir.”
“You are right. You should take Adèle to her bed.”
Adèle went to kiss him before we left the room.
“I wish you good night,” said Mr. Rochester and we left the room.
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CHAPTER FOUR
Visitors
One afternoon, I had a chance to meet Mr. Rochester in the grounds while Adèle was playing. Mr. Rochester watched her for some time and then he came up to me.
“Adèle is the daughter of a French opera dancer, Celine Varens. I loved her once but she deceived me. She ran away to Italy with a musician and left the child behind. I was sorry for the child and I decided to become her guardian.”
The secret he shared with me was a sign of respect. His manner towards me became less changeable from that day on. There was no coldness between us. He still gave commands sometimes, but I didn’t mind this. I knew it was his way. Mrs. Fairfax had told me that Mr. Rochester rarely stayed more than two weeks, but this time he stayed for two months.
I couldn’t sleep that night. I both wished and feared to see Mr. Rochester. I wanted to hear his voice again but I feared to meet his eye.
Suddenly, I heard a noise outside in the hallway. I got dressed and went to see what was going on. I saw nothing but I realised that smoke was coming out of Mr. Rochester’s room. I went into the room and saw that the curtains were on fire. I hurried back to my room and brought a bottle of water.
“Mr. Rochester, wake up! Wake up!”
He lay still, in a deep sleep. He woke at last.



	

		
			[image: ]
		

	

		
“What’s happening?” he asked.
“There has been a fire but it is out now.”
Then I described what happened in a few words. He went out and came back in a few minutes. He said he found out what had happened but he didn’t say more.
“Did you see anything when you opened the door?” he asked me.
“No, sir, only the candle outside.”
“But you heard a strange laugh and you have heard that before?”
“Yes, sir. There is a woman called Grace Poole who sews here. She laughs in that way.”
“That’s right, Grace Poole. I will think about the matter. Keep quiet, do not say anything to anyone. Now, go to your own room.”
“Good night, sir,” I said and I left his room.
I went to bed but I couldn’t sleep. If Mr. Rochester had known that Grace was guilty, why didn’t he fire her?
In the morning, I saw that Mr. Rochester’s door was open. There was a woman sitting by the bedside, sewing rings for the curtains. As I looked carefully, I realised that it was Grace Poole.
“Good morning, Miss,” she said when she saw me.
I wanted to test her so I pretended that I didn’t
know anything.
“Good morning, Grace. What happened here?”
“The master was reading in his bed last night. He fell asleep with his candle lit, and the curtains caught fire. He woke up before the bed, clothes or anything caught fire.”



	


		
“Did Mr. Rochester not wake anybody?”
“The servants’ rooms are far away. The closest rooms are yours and Mrs. Fairfax’s. Mrs. Fairfax said she heard nothing. When people get older, they sleep heavily. But you are young Miss Jane and you should be a light sleeper perhaps you heard a noise?”
“I did. At first I thought it was the horse. But horses cannot laugh. I am certain I heard a laugh, and a
strange one.”
“It must have been a dream. No one would laugh in this situation.”
“I wasn’t dreaming.”
“Have you told the master that you heard a laugh?”
“I haven’t had the opportunity to talk to him
this morning.”
…
At dinner that evening, I learnt that Mr. Rochester had left Thornfield and he wouldn’t come back for a week or two. Mrs. Fairfax told me that he had gone to the Leas, Mr. Eshton’s house. She also told me that Mr. Eshton’s daughters liked Mr. Rochester a lot.
“How stupid you are, Jane Eyre!” I thought to myself. “Did you really think that Mr. Rochester had feelings for you? He is just your employer.”
…
Mr. Rochester didn’t come back for fifteen days. He sent a letter saying that he would be back in three days. He also wrote that some of the Leas were coming and he ordered the best bedrooms to be prepared for them.



	


		
Three days later, Mr. Rochester and his guests arrived at Thornfield. There was a lady next to Mr. Rochester in his carriage.
Mrs. Fairfax told me that Mr. Rochester was waiting for me and Adèle to introduce Adèle to the guests at dinner. I felt nervous as the hour for dinner was approaching. I put on my best dress and went to the dining room. There were eight ladies in the room.
First, there was Mrs. Eshton and her two daughters. It was obvious that she was once a beautiful woman. Her daughters Amy and Louisa were pretty, too. Lady Lynn was a large and stout woman of about forty. She was dressed in rich clothes. Mrs. Dent was lady-like. She had a pale, gentle face and fair hair. Lady Ingram and her daughters Blanche and Mary were the most distinguished as they were the tallest of the ladies. Lady Ingram might be between forty and fifty, and she looked fine. Blanche and Mary were alike. They were both tall. Mary was too slim for her height, but Blanche
looked better.
Adèle said hello to them in French and they all turned to her and started to talk to her. She replied to them both in French and English. I couldn’t help wondering if Mr. Rochester liked Miss Ingram.
When the dinner was served, the men also came into the room.
“Mr. Rochester, I thought you weren’t fond of children,” said Blanche.



	


		
“You are right,” said Mr. Rochester.
“But you picked this beautiful girl.”
“I didn’t pick her. She was left on my hands.”
“She should be sent to school.”
“I cannot afford it. Schools are expensive.”
“But you have a governess. You pay her, of course.”
“I have not thought about it.”
Then, they kept talking about it and I left the room without being seen. I went to the living room and waited there. Ten minutes later, someone opened the door. It was Mr. Rochester.
“Why didn’t you talk to me?” he asked.
“I didn’t want to interrupt you, sir.”
“You look pale. Is there something wrong?”
“Nothing at all, sir.”
“Did you catch a cold?”
“No.”
“Please return to the dining room.”
“I am tired, sir.”
“You look unhappy. Tell me why.”
“I’m not unhappy, sir.”
“Well, I will excuse you tonight. I expect to see you in the dining room as long as my guests are here. Good night, my…”
He stopped. He didn’t finish his sentence and he quickly left the room.
In the three months I had stayed there, Tornfield Hall had never before been so cheerful and busy. However, one night a loud cry was heard all through Thornfield Hall. It came from the top floor.



	


		
I put on some clothes and went out. Mr. Rochester came running. He told everyone to calm down.
“A servant has had a bad dream. That’s all. She
thought she had seen a ghost. Now, please go back to your rooms.”
I went to my room and Mr. Rochester came to my room a few minutes later. He told me to go with him and we went to a small room. Grace and a stranger were in the room. He was wounded. There was blood on his shirt.
“Jane, this is Mr. Mason. I will go get the doctor. You will stay here with them and clean his wound. Don’t be afraid. I will be back as soon as I can.”
I was left in a room with Grace Poole and a wounded man. Grace was holding a knife in her hand. Why was Grace doing these things? Mr. Rochester came back quickly as he had promised. The doctor examined Mr. Mason and Mr. Rochester told me to bring clean clothes from his wardrobe.
“Rochester, take good care of her. Treat her patiently,” said Mr. Mason as he was leaving Thornfield.
After the doctor and Mr. Mason left, we stayed in the garden for a while. I asked Mr. Rochester if Grace Poole would continue to live at Thornfield.
“Yes, she will stay here, but don’t trouble yourself about her,” was his answer.
While we were talking we saw Miss Ingram.
“Look at her,” said Mr. Rochester. “Isn’t she beautiful?”
“Yes, sir.”
“You may have noticed my feelings for her.”
I didn’t reply.



	


		
CHAPTER FIVE
Secrets Revealed
In the afternoon on the same day, Mrs. Fairfax called me downstairs as there was a visitor waiting for me. I went to Mrs. Fairfax’s room and saw the coachman that worked for Mrs. Reed. He married Bessie after I had left.
“Welcome,” I said to him. “How do you do? How is Bessie? How are the Reeds?”
“Bessie is fine but I cannot give good news from the Reeds. Mr. John Reed died last week. People say he killed himself because he was in debt and was sent to prison. The next thing we heard, he was dead.”
I was shocked by the news.
“Mrs. Reed’s health is not good,” he continued. “The debts and her son’s death made her miserable. Last week she told Bessie to bring you to Gateshead. She wants to talk to you, Miss Jane. Will you come with me tomorrow morning?”
“Yes, I will.”
I went to Mr. Rochester’s room to ask for permission.
“What for?” he asked.
“To see my uncle’s wife. She is very ill and she wants to see me.”
“You told me you didn’t have relatives.”
“I don’t. Mr. Reed, my mother’s brother, died a long time ago. Mrs. Reed had to look after me but she sent me to Lowood School to get rid of me.”
“You must have cousins. Miss Ingram knows the Reeds. She was talking about Georgiana Reed.”



	


		
“Yes, but they didn’t want me at Gateshead, either. John Reed is dead, sir. He probably committed suicide. The news shocked her mother.”
“I wouldn’t go a hundred miles to see an old lady that didn’t want you.”
“I wouldn’t feel comfortable if I ignored her last wishes. Please let me go.”
“Promise me that you won’t stay more than a week and you will come back whatever happens.”
“I will, sir. Goodbye.”
We set off early next morning and arrived at Gateshead in the afternoon. Bessie welcomed me and we went to Mrs. Reed’s room.
“Is that Jane Eyre?” she asked.
“Yes, aunt, it’s me.”
“I have had trouble with that child. She annoyed me a lot. There was a fever at Lowood, I wished she had
died there.”
“Why do you hate her so much?”
“I didn’t like her mother. My husband was very fond of his sister. When she died, he made me look after her child. I’m glad that John is not like his father. I wish he stopped asking for money. I have a lot of troubles.”
As she was becoming more confused, Bessie persuaded her to take her medicine.
Ten days passed at Gateshead and I hardly spoke to my cousins. Mrs. Reed wanted to see me again.
“Is that Jane Eyre?” she asked.
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“I am Jane Eyre.”
“I am very ill now and I want to tell you something. Open the drawer and take out the letter.”
I opened the drawer and found a letter addressed to Mrs. Reed. It was short:
Madam, will you please send me the address of my brother’s child, Jane Eyre? I am not married, and I am childless, so I wish to adopt her during my life and leave everything I have to her. - John Eyre.
It was dated three years before.
“Why didn’t I hear about this for three years?” I asked.
“Because I disliked you. You told me that you hated me more than anyone in the world. I wrote to your uncle and said that you died at Lowood. Now, do what you like.”
“Mrs. Reed, please forgive me. I was only a child then. My nature is not as bad as you think.”
She didn’t reply. She didn’t move. I waited there for half an hour, but she was dead.
…
Mr. Rochester gave me permission for one week but I returned to Gateshead after a month. I was both nervous and excited to go to Mr. Rochester’s room.
“Ah, there you are!” he said. “Come in, please.”
I told him everything and he was kind to me.
Two weeks passed quietly at Thornfield. I didn’t hear anything about Mr. Rochester’s wedding. One day, while we were walking in the grounds, I wanted to ask him.
“When are you going to marry Miss Ingram?”



	


		
“Never. I don’t love her. I made up a story and made her believe that my fortune was not as much as she expected. I received coldness from her and her mother. I just tried to make you jealous. I love you so much and I beg you to marry me.”
“Do you truly love me?”
“I do.”
“Then I will marry you.”
We were both very happy. Our wedding was planned for a month’s time. I had forgotten about my uncle and his intention of leaving me his fortune.
The day of the wedding arrived. We were excited.
The ceremony began, but all of a sudden we heard someone saying:
“This marriage cannot take place. There is something that prevents it.”
We turned to the stranger and Mr. Rochester asked who he was.
“My name is Briggs and I am a lawyer.”
He took out a paper and read it:
I state and can prove that Edward Rochester married my sister, Bertha Mason, 15 years ago in Jamaica. The details of the marriage will be found in the records there. I also have a copy of the documents. - Richard Mason.
“Mr. Mason is present. Mr. Mason will you please come here?” said the lawyer.
Richard Mason came forward. It was the man who was wounded that night.



	


		
“My sister is still living in Thornfield Hall. I saw her last April,” said Mr. Mason.
Mr. Rochester didn’t have any choice but to tell
the story.
“What these men say is true. I am married to Bertha Mason. She comes from a mad family, and she is mad, too. My father forced me to marry a wealthy girl. It’s all his fault. Bertha and I got married and I brought my wife to England. I hired Grace Poole, who had worked in a madhouse. Grace and the doctor are the only people who know my secret. Grace has a tendency to drink. When she was drunk, my wife escaped twice. Let’s all go to Thornfield Hall and I will show her to you.”
We all went to Thornfield Hall and went to the room on the top floor. We entered the room where we had found Mr. Mason wounded. There was another room hidden. Grace opened the door for us and we saw Bertha. She was a big and tall woman. She attacked Mr. Rochester as soon as we entered the room. Mr. Rochester pushed me back and they struggled. Grace calmed her down and we left the room.
The lawyer talked to me while we were going downstairs.
“Miss Eyre, Mr. Mason knows your uncle. When you sent a letter to him about your marriage, Mr. Mason happened to be with him. He learnt about the wedding that way. Your uncle is very ill now, he may be dead. You can go to Madeira with Mr. Mason if you like.”
I didn’t know what to do. Everything had changed all of
a sudden.



	


		
I went to my room and locked myself in. I took off my wedding dress. I felt weak and tired. I fell asleep.
I woke up in the afternoon and I decided to leave Thornfield immediately. I waited until midnight and left my room. I only took my money and a few things with me. I took some water and bread from the kitchen and I left Thornfield. I took the road that stretched in the opposite direction to Millcote. I walked for hours and I found a coach. The coach left me somewhere the next evening. I realised that I had left my things in the coach. I had nothing.
I went into a shop and asked if they knew anyone who was looking for a servant. They said they didn’t know anyone and I left. I had to beg for the rest of the day, but I wasn’t successful. I spent the night on the streets.
In the morning, while I was wandering around, I saw a house and looked inside. An old woman was preparing dinner and two young women were sitting. I went to the door and knocked. I asked for a place to stay and some bread but the old woman gave me a coin and told me to go away. I couldn’t move anymore. I sat down on the stairs
and began to cry.
A man came to the house. The old woman opened
the door.
“Oh, Mr. St. John,” she said. “I told this beggar to go away but she didn’t.”
“Let her come in,” said the man.
They gave me some bread and milk. Then the man started to talk to me.
“Who are you?” he asked.



	

		
			[image: ]
		

	

		
			[image: ]
		

		
“My name is Jane Elliott,” I said. I didn’t want to reveal my real identity.
“Where do you live? Do you have any family or friends?”
I didn’t say anything.
“Hannah, let her sit here for a few minutes. Diana, Mary, let’s go into the living room to talk about the matter.”
They let me stay there and gave me a small room. Hannah, the servant, always came to my room but she was still not sure about me. Diana and Mary treated me kindly. I learnt from Hannah that they were the Rivers family. Mr. St. John was Diana and Mary’s brother. Their father lost all his money and didn't leave them anything after his death, so the girls worked as governesses. They sometimes came together in this house and those were the happiest times for them.
On the fourth day, I went downstairs. I was still weak. Mr. Rivers was there and this time I told them my real story. They accepted me as a guest in their house and Mr. Rivers told me that he was going to look for a job for me.
A month passed in their house and I still didn’t have a job. Diana and Mary would soon return to their posts. One morning I asked Mr. Rivers if he had found any jobs for me.
“I found a job for you three weeks ago, but you seemed to be happy here and my sisters were happy, too. So, I decided to wait until they return to their posts. I have already started a school for poor boys, now I’m starting a school for poor girls. Would you like to be a
school teacher?”
“Thank you, Mr. Rivers. I would be very glad to be
a teacher.”
One day, Mr. Rivers came home with a letter.
“Our Uncle John is dead,” he said to Diana and Mary.



	


		
They read the letter and Mr. Rivers turned to me.
“Uncle John was my mother’s brother. He didn’t get on well with my father so we didn’t see him. He didn’t marry and he had no children.”
After this explanation, we didn’t talk about it again.
…
I started to work at Mr. Edward’s school. On a snowy day, he came to the school as he wanted to talk to me.
“Jane, there is a half-finished story. Now, I’m going to finish it. Twenty years ago, a poor clergyman married a rich man’s daughter. They both died two years after they married. They left a daughter and she was raised by Mrs. Reed at Gateshead. Then, she studied at Lowood School. After leaving the school, she started to work as a governess at Mr. Rochester’s house. I don’t know anything about him. She left there and no one knows where she has gone. There are advertisements everywhere. I received a letter from a lawyer called Mr. Briggs giving me all these details. She must be found urgently. He mentioned someone called Jane Eyre, but I know Jane Elliott. Will you admit your real name?”
“Yes, I am Jane Eyre.”
“Mr. Briggs is in London. He wants to tell you that your uncle is dead and he left you all his fortune. You are
rich now.”
“Why did Mr. Briggs write to you?”
“Only because I am a clergyman. They asked for help.”
“This answer is not enough for me.”



	


		
“Do you know my real name? It’s St. John Eyre Rivers. My mother’s name is Eyre. She had two brothers. One of them was John Eyre and the other one was a priest who married Jane Reed.”
“Your mother was my father’s sister?”
“Yes.”
“You, Diana and Mary are my cousins?”
“Yes, we are cousins.”
“Oh, I am glad. I had nobody in the world but now I have three cousins.”
I was so excited. St. John went to get me some water and I sat down.
“Will you leave the school?” he asked.
“No, I will teach until you find a new teacher.”
…
I didn’t forget Mr. Rochester during these changes. I always wondered what had happened to him. I wrote to Mrs. Fairfax twice, but I didn’t get a reply. I began to feel anxious that something bad had happened to them. I waited for almost six months, I didn’t hear a word from them.
Summer was approaching. St. John was getting ready to go to India to live and teach there. He asked me to marry him and come to India but I refused as I was still in love with Mr. Rochester.
I couldn’t sleep that night. I decided to go back to Thornfield Hall to see Mr. Rochester. The next morning I told Diana and Mary that I would be away for a few days.
I left the house. The journey took almost a day. I came to a hotel and asked the receptionist how far Thornfield Hall was.



	


		
He told me that it was two miles away. I left my trunk at the hotel and got a coach. As I came closer to Thornfield Hall, I saw a blackened ruin.
I returned to the hotel.
“Do you know Thornfield Hall?” I asked the receptionist.
“Yes, I worked for Mr. Rochester until his death.”
“Death!”
“I mean the present owner’s father.”
I was relieved.
“Is Mr. Rochester still living at Thornfield?”
“No, Thornfield Hall burnt down last autumn. Mr. Rochester’s mad wife started the fire when Grace Poole, the woman who was looking after her, was asleep. She stole the keys from her and escaped. She set the curtains on fire and then the bed sheets. The governess left two months before this event. Mr. Rochester looked for the governess everywhere but he couldn’t find her. He was deeply in love with her. He wanted to be alone, so he sent Mrs. Fairfax to one of his friends. He sent Miss Adèle to school. He has only two servants now. He doesn’t want to have more. He hasn't even left the house since then.”
“Was Mr. Rochester at home when the fire started?”
“Yes, his mad wife was on the roof. He went up to the roof to save her. We watched them. Suddenly, Miss Bertha jumped, and the next minute she was dead. Poor Mr. Rochester didn’t die but he is not living anyway.”



	


		
“What do you mean?”
“He is blind now. He made sure everyone got out during the fire. As he was going out, the roof fell in. He was trapped under the ruins. He was alive but badly hurt. He lost his sight.”
“Where does he live now?”
“At Ferndean, about 30 miles away.”
I got on a carriage and went to Ferndean immediately. It was a rainy day. As I arrived at Ferndean, I saw Mr. Rochester standing at the front door. His servant, John, wanted to help him, but he refused. Then, he went in.
I knocked on the door. John and his wife were surprised to see me. John’s wife was about take a glass of water to her master. I told her that I wanted to take it to Mr. Rochester.
As I entered the room, he asked who I was.
“I just arrived here, sir,” I said. “John and his wife
know me.”
He didn’t say anything. I put my hand on his hand.
“These fingers,” he cried. “Is it you, Jane?”
“Yes,” I said. “I am here with all my heart.”
“Is it real?”
“Yes.”
“Will you go away again?”
I didn’t want to answer that question so quickly.
“Have you had dinner?” I asked.
“I never have dinner,” he said.
“But I am hungry. We are going to eat together
this evening.”
And I left the room. I was so happy to be back and I realised that Mr. Rochester was happy, too.
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I heard him go downstairs the next morning. He asked his servants if I was still there and if they gave me a good room.
“I am still here, sir,” I said. “It’s a beautiful morning. Let’s go out to take a walk.”
We spent some time outdoors. I told him everything that happened to me after I had left Thornfield Hall. I told him about my cousins and St. John’s intention to
marry me.
“Miss Jane, you can leave me,” he said. “You can go back and marry St. John.”
“I will not marry him. I don’t love him. He is good but he doesn’t love me. He just thinks I am suitable to be a clergyman’s wife. Do you think I should leave you, sir?”
“No, I want to marry you, you know.”
“I will marry you, sir.”
“Are you sure? I am poor and blind.”
“Yes, sir.”
…
I married Mr. Rochester a few days later. I wrote to my cousins Diana and Mary and they were very happy for me. St. John wrote to me six months later. He kindly congratulated me. I visited Adèle at her school. She didn’t look happy there so I took her home with me.
One day, two years after our marriage, Mr. Rochester said that the darkness in his eye was becoming lighter. We went to the best eye doctor in London and he regained the sight of one eye in time.
He couldn’t still see clearly, but when he saw his son, he realised that he had large, black eyes like his.
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OEBPS/pt/toggle.js
(function () {
  var ACTIVE = '-epub-media-overlay-active', NS = 'http://www.w3.org/1999/xhtml';
  var T = 420, HIT = 64, TW = 52, TH = 40;
  function el(tag, cls) { var e = document.createElementNS(NS, tag); if (cls) e.setAttribute('class', cls); return e; }
  function css() {
    var st = el('style');
    st.textContent =
      '@keyframes pt-out{0%{transform:scale(1,1);opacity:1;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.55,0,.8,.3)}' +
      '48%{transform:scale(1,.05);opacity:1;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.55,0,.8,.3)}' +
      '100%{transform:scale(.03,.05);opacity:0}}' +
      '@keyframes pt-in{0%{transform:scale(.03,.05);opacity:0;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.2,.7,.35,1)}' +
      '52%{transform:scale(1,.05);opacity:1;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.2,.7,.35,1.04)}' +
      '100%{transform:scale(1,1);opacity:1}}' +
      '@keyframes pt-pop{0%{transform:scale(.2);opacity:0}65%{transform:scale(1.12);opacity:1}100%{transform:scale(1);opacity:1}}' +
      '@keyframes pt-unpop{0%{transform:scale(1);opacity:1}100%{transform:scale(.2);opacity:0}}' +
      '.pt-fold{position:absolute;left:0;top:0;width:100%;height:100%}' +
      '.pt-fold.pt-closing{animation:pt-out ' + T + 'ms both}' +
      '.pt-fold.pt-opening{animation:pt-in ' + T + 'ms both}' +
      '.pt-fold.pt-collapsed,.pt-fold.pt-collapsed *{visibility:hidden!important;opacity:0!important;pointer-events:none!important}' +
      '.pt-shade{position:absolute;left:0;top:0;width:100%;height:100%;pointer-events:none;' +
      'filter:drop-shadow(0 2px 3px rgba(0,0,0,.16))}' +
      '.pt-shade>.pt-panel{box-shadow:none}' +
      '.pt-panel.pt-dogear{-webkit-clip-path:polygon(0 0,100% 0,100% calc(100% - var(--pt-s)),calc(100% - var(--pt-s)) 100%,0 100%);' +
      'clip-path:polygon(0 0,100% 0,100% calc(100% - var(--pt-s)),calc(100% - var(--pt-s)) 100%,0 100%)}' +
      '.pt-flap{position:absolute;pointer-events:none;filter:drop-shadow(-1px -1px 1.5px rgba(0,0,0,.35))}' +
      '.pt-hit,.pt-tab{position:absolute;z-index:6;padding:0;margin:0;cursor:pointer;-webkit-tap-highlight-color:transparent;' +
      'touch-action:manipulation;background:none;border:0}' +
      '.pt-hit{width:' + HIT + 'px;height:' + HIT + 'px}' +
      '.pt-tab{width:' + TW + 'px;height:' + TH + 'px;box-sizing:border-box;border-radius:14px;background:var(--pt-fill);' +
      'border:2.5px solid var(--pt-edge);display:flex;align-items:center;justify-content:center;gap:4px;visibility:hidden;' +
      'box-shadow:0 2px 6px rgba(0,0,0,.3)}' +
      '.pt-tab::before{content:"";position:absolute;left:10px;bottom:-9px;width:12px;height:12px;background:var(--pt-fill);' +
      'border-right:2.5px solid var(--pt-edge);border-bottom:2.5px solid var(--pt-edge);border-bottom-right-radius:3px;' +
      'transform:rotate(45deg) skew(8deg,8deg)}' +
      '.pt-tab i{display:block;width:6px;height:6px;border-radius:50%;background:var(--pt-edge);pointer-events:none}' +
      '@keyframes pt-dot{0%,60%,100%{transform:translateY(0)}30%{transform:translateY(-4px)}}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-on i{animation:pt-dot 1.2s ease-in-out infinite}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-on i:nth-child(2){animation-delay:.15s}.pt-tab.pt-on i:nth-child(3){animation-delay:.3s}' +
      '.pt-tab::after{content:"";position:absolute;inset:-12px}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-on{visibility:visible;animation:pt-pop 320ms cubic-bezier(.3,.7,.4,1) both}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-off{visibility:visible;animation:pt-unpop 140ms ease-in both}' +
      '@media (prefers-reduced-motion: reduce){.pt-tab.pt-on i{animation:none}}' +
      '.pt-hit:focus-visible,.pt-tab:focus-visible{outline:3px solid #fcc128;outline-offset:2px}';
    (document.head || document.documentElement).appendChild(st);
  }
  function guard(e) {  // taps on our controls must not turn the page or reach the picture's word areas
    ['mousedown', 'mouseup', 'pointerdown', 'pointerup', 'touchstart', 'touchend'].forEach(function (t) {
      e.addEventListener(t, function (ev) { ev.stopPropagation(); }, false);
    });
  }
  function control(cls, label) {
    var b = el('button', cls);
    b.setAttribute('type', 'button');
    b.setAttribute('aria-label', label);
    guard(b);
    return b;
  }
  function after(e, cls, fn) {  // run fn when e's animation ends (or after T ms if animations are off)
    var done = false;
    function end() { if (done) return; done = true; e.classList.remove(cls); fn && fn(); }
    e.addEventListener('animationend', end, { once: true });
    setTimeout(end, T + 120);
  }
  function colours(panel) {  // the panel's colour, opaque, and a contrasting edge (a see-through panel: white)
    var m = (getComputedStyle(panel).backgroundColor.match(/[\d.]+/g) || [255, 255, 255]).map(Number);
    if (m[3] === 0) m = [255, 255, 255];
    var fill = 'rgb(' + m[0] + ',' + m[1] + ',' + m[2] + ')';
    var dark = 0.2126 * m[0] + 0.7152 * m[1] + 0.0722 * m[2] < 140;
    return { fill: fill, edge: dark ? '#f2f2f2' : '#5b6470' };
  }
  function wrap(box) {
    var fold = el('div', 'pt-fold');
    while (box.firstChild) fold.appendChild(box.firstChild);
    box.appendChild(fold);
    return fold;
  }
  function setup(box, panel) {
    // blocks sharing this panel (merged: stacked close together) fold with it, towards the same point
    var sid = panel.getAttribute('data-pt-sid'), more = [], at = [];
    var marks = sid ? document.querySelectorAll('.pt-member[data-pt-lead="' + sid + '"]') : [];
    for (var j = 0; j < marks.length; j++) at.push(marks[j].parentNode.getBoundingClientRect());
    var lead = box.getBoundingClientRect();
    for (j = 0; j < marks.length; j++) more.push(wrap(marks[j].parentNode));
    var fold = wrap(box);
    var extra = [];  // a merged group's other panels: one shadow around the whole shape
    for (var e = panel.parentNode.firstChild; e; e = e.nextSibling)
      if (e.nodeType === 1 && e.classList.contains('pt-extra')) extra.push(e);
    if (!panel.classList.contains('drawn')) {  // the shadow moves onto a layer so the cut corner keeps it
      var shade = el('div', 'pt-shade');
      panel.parentNode.insertBefore(shade, extra[0] || panel);
      for (j = 0; j < extra.length; j++) shade.appendChild(extra[j]);
      shade.appendChild(panel);
    }
    var L = panel.offsetLeft, Tp = panel.offsetTop, W = panel.offsetWidth, H = panel.offsetHeight;
    var S = Math.round(Math.min(13, H / 4));  // small: inside the padding, never over the text
    function paint() {
      var c = colours(panel);
      box.style.setProperty('--pt-fill', c.fill);
      box.style.setProperty('--pt-edge', c.edge);
    }
    paint();
    document.addEventListener('pt-theme', paint);  // the reader picked another text background (switch menu)
    panel.style.setProperty('--pt-s', S + 'px');
    panel.classList.add('pt-dogear');
    fold.style.transformOrigin = (L + W / 2) + 'px ' + (Tp + H / 2) + 'px';
    for (j = 0; j < more.length; j++)
      more[j].style.transformOrigin = (lead.left - at[j].left + L + W / 2) + 'px ' + (lead.top - at[j].top + Tp + H / 2) + 'px';
    var folds = [fold].concat(more);
    function each(fn) { for (var q = 0; q < folds.length; q++) fn(folds[q]); }
    var flap = el('span', 'pt-flap');  // the folded-over corner: paper underside, a little darker
    flap.setAttribute('aria-hidden', 'true');
    flap.style.width = flap.style.height = S + 'px';
    flap.style.left = (L + W - S) + 'px';
    flap.style.top = (Tp + H - S) + 'px';
    flap.style.background = 'linear-gradient(to bottom right, rgba(255,255,255,.95) 0%, var(--pt-fill) 30%, ' +
      'color-mix(in srgb, var(--pt-fill) 82%, #6b5a45) 49.5%, transparent 50%)';
    panel.parentNode.insertBefore(flap, panel.nextSibling);
    var hit = control('pt-hit', 'Hide text');
    var tab = control('pt-tab', 'Show text');
    for (var k = 0; k < 3; k++) tab.appendChild(el('i'));
    hit.style.left = (L + W - S / 2 - HIT / 2) + 'px';
    hit.style.top = (Tp + H - S / 2 - HIT / 2) + 'px';
    tab.style.left = (L + W / 2 - TW / 2) + 'px';
    tab.style.top = (Tp + H / 2 - TH / 2) + 'px';
    box.appendChild(hit);
    box.appendChild(tab);
    var busy = false;
    function collapse() {
      if (busy || fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) return;
      busy = true;
      hit.style.visibility = 'hidden';
      each(function (f) { f.classList.add('pt-closing'); });
      setTimeout(function () { tab.classList.add('pt-on'); }, T * 0.7);
      each(function (f) { after(f, 'pt-closing', function () { f.classList.add('pt-collapsed'); }); });
      setTimeout(function () { busy = false; }, T + 130);
    }
    function expand() {
      if (busy || !fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) return;
      busy = true;
      tab.classList.remove('pt-on');
      tab.classList.add('pt-off');
      setTimeout(function () { tab.classList.remove('pt-off'); }, 160);
      each(function (f) { f.classList.remove('pt-collapsed'); f.classList.add('pt-opening'); after(f, 'pt-opening'); });
      setTimeout(function () { busy = false; hit.style.visibility = ''; }, T + 130);
    }
    hit.addEventListener('click', function (ev) { ev.preventDefault(); ev.stopPropagation(); collapse(); });
    tab.addEventListener('click', function (ev) { ev.preventDefault(); ev.stopPropagation(); expand(); });
    // read-aloud: a box collapsed before the reading reached it opens when its first word is read;
    // a box the reader closes while it is being read stays closed (they chose to look at the picture)
    var reading = false, keepClosed = false;
    hit.addEventListener('click', function () { if (reading) keepClosed = true; });
    tab.addEventListener('click', function () { keepClosed = false; });
    if (window.MutationObserver) {
      var mo = new MutationObserver(function () {
        var now = false;
        each(function (f) { if (f.getElementsByClassName(ACTIVE).length) now = true; });
        if (now && !reading && !keepClosed && fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) expand();
        if (!now && reading) keepClosed = false;
        reading = now;
      });
      each(function (f) { mo.observe(f, { subtree: true, attributes: true, attributeFilter: ['class'] }); });
    }
  }
  function run() {
    var panels = document.querySelectorAll('.pt-panel:not(.pt-extra)');
    if (!panels.length || document.querySelector('.pt-hit')) return;
    css();
    for (var i = 0; i < panels.length; i++) setup(panels[i].parentNode, panels[i]);
  }
  if (document.readyState === 'loading') document.addEventListener('DOMContentLoaded', run); else run();
})();




OEBPS/pt/audio/page-21.mp3
null

94.068306

eng - iTunNORM
 0000038F 0000038F 00003744 00003744 00009443 00009443 00007EA3 00007EA3 00004FB1 00004FB1�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 00000978 00000000003F40F8 00000000 0016EA20 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-20.mp3
null

108.071304

eng - iTunNORM
 0000031C 0000031C 00002C14 00002C14 000184C6 000184C6 00007EAA 00007EAA 000124F5 000124F5�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 000009C0 000000000048ACB0 00000000 001A553A 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-29.mp3
null

101.56618

eng - iTunNORM
 00000316 00000316 000042BF 000042BF 00005497 00005497 000074E7 000074E7 000115C1 000115C1�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 000008FA 0000000000444CF6 00000000 0018BEB2 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/image/syf66-07y.jpg





OEBPS/pt/audio/page-28.mp3
null

116.06555

eng - iTunNORM
 000002E8 000002E8 00002C0B 00002C0B 00004E43 00004E43 00007EAE 00007EAE 000127B6 000127B6�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 000008A0 00000000004E0ED0 00000000 001C48D2 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-27.mp3
null

98.06543

eng - iTunNORM
 0000034C 0000034C 00003A7F 00003A7F 000035FA 000035FA 00007EC6 00007EC6 00014758 00014758�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 000008E8 000000000041F208 00000000 0017E3EC 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-26.mp3
null

103.577805

eng - iTunNORM
 0000033F 0000033F 00002A4C 00002A4C 00013063 00013063 00007D76 00007D76 00016692 00016692�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 00000AF2 000000000045A57E 00000000 00193C69 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-24.mp3
null

109.56043

eng - iTunNORM
 0000032E 0000032E 0000311A 0000311A 0000F772 0000F772 00007EF6 00007EF6 00013134 00013134�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 000007DA 000000000049AF16 00000000 001AB24A 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-22.mp3
null

76.56455

eng - iTunNORM
 00000306 00000306 00004D82 00004D82 00008BCB 00008BCB 00007E9F 00007E9F 00004943 00004943�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 0000091E 0000000000337A52 00000000 0012A43F 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-32.mp3
null

94.068306

eng - iTunNORM
 00000447 00000447 00003F69 00003F69 000166FA 000166FA 00007EBA 00007EBA 0001020F 0001020F�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 00000978 00000000003F40F8 00000000 0016EA20 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-31.mp3
null

103.055305

eng - iTunNORM
 00000304 00000304 000026E3 000026E3 0000E95E 0000E95E 00007ED5 00007ED5 00005034 00005034�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 00000714 0000000000454F5C 00000000 00191BC2 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-30.mp3
null

115.56918

eng - iTunNORM
 000002FF 000002FF 000041E4 000041E4 0000B278 0000B278 00007E84 00007E84 00012887 00012887�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 00000942 00000000004DB8AE 00000000 001C29CC 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-39.mp3
null

132.08017

eng - iTunNORM
 00000359 00000359 000033D1 000033D1 00008D6D 00008D6D 00007B5E 00007B5E 000199E5 000199E5�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 00000AE0 000000000058D310 00000000 002031A2 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-37.mp3
null

121.08156

eng - iTunNORM
 0000035A 0000035A 00002836 00002836 0001970A 0001970A 00007ED0 00007ED0 00005139 00005139�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 00000B4C 0000000000516C24 00000000 001D824A 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-36.mp3
null

110.57931

eng - iTunNORM
 0000039D 0000039D 000029BE 000029BE 00003B49 00003B49 00007E86 00007E86 00004549 00004549�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 00000B16 00000000004A5B5A 00000000 001AF1F6 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-35.mp3
null

91.5603

eng - iTunNORM
 000004A4 000004A4 00004587 00004587 0000B482 0000B482 0000785E 0000785E 00003AAC 00003AAC�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 00000822 00000000003D924E 00000000 00164D64 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-34.mp3
null

101.0698

eng - iTunNORM
 000003E0 000003E0 00004FED 00004FED 00000BF0 00000BF0 00007505 00007505 00014139 00014139�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 0000099C 000000000043F6D4 00000000 00189FAD 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/image/syf32-03.jpg





OEBPS/image/syf59-07.jpg





OEBPS/pt/audio/page-43.mp3
null

113.06118

eng - iTunNORM
 000003A4 000003A4 000025D9 000025D9 000176CB 000176CB 00007EF4 00007EF4 0000E324 0000E324�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 000007EC 00000000004C0A04 00000000 001B8D10 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-42.mp3
null

106.05968

eng - iTunNORM
 000003D1 000003D1 00002C1F 00002C1F 00000AD0 00000AD0 000076E2 000076E2 00005F68 00005F68�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 000007C8 0000000000475428 00000000 0019D783 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-41.mp3
null

105.06693

eng - iTunNORM
 0000035F 0000035F 00002799 00002799 00007DEB 00007DEB 00007E73 00007E73 00011214 00011214�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 0000090C 000000000046A7E4 00000000 00199979 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-40.mp3
null

105.06693

eng - iTunNORM
 00000357 00000357 00001FE5 00001FE5 0001901A 0001901A 000073E2 000073E2 00009C39 00009C39�

eng - iTunSMPB
 00000000 00000210 0000090C 000000000046A7E4 00000000 00199979 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000 00000000�



