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Familia Reed

Era iarnd. Vremea era geroasi si ploua, asa ca nu
puteam sa iesim afar[i. Ma bucuram, pentru co nu-mi
v ~ q1 . L A v ' o . i I
p|qcea SO mMa le‘M'? impreund cu verisorii mel, John,
Eliza si Gieorgiana Reed. Nu eram un copil rezistent si

oboseam ntotdeauna prima, iar ei radean de mine.
N Dl . " . C vy i
Nu-mi placeau verisorii mei, nici matusa mea, adica

mama lor. Nici ei nu ma plfnceau pe mine. Nu ma primeau
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niciodata ™ jocurile loy, prin wmare ma simteam tare

singura la Cateshead Hall. Fusesem nsd nevoita sa
N

locui ! & and i :

ocuiesc acolo, pentru ca eram or‘funm: mama st tata
. N ~ l . N

muriserd cand eram micuta,

A
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JH Cl 2 ph—a mlaza aceea ge roasa At‘. 1arnG, verisorn
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meil sedeaun cu mama lor n SLA"’VU\C)GVI&‘. Matusa mi-a
mterzis sa stan cu el. M—am dus atunci Tn bibliotecd.

Cititul era una dintre marile mele plc\iceri. Cartile din

biblioteca nu erau carti pentru copii, dar tot le inbeam.

eschise brusc si Th camerd intra John Reed,

Usa se d
wemat de Eliza si Georgiana.
— Unde esti¢ ur

ime.c!itl‘l'[
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G el Ce {’GCI acolo? Vino Tncoace

Me-am ridicat cu greutate. Ervam tare speriatd, pentru

cé John Reed era mare. Avea paisprezece ani, iar eu

doar zece. Crescuse inalt si gras, fiinc{cé manca prea

mult, si era pre{el*n’rul mamei lui. ])up[i parerea ei, tot ce |

ijceo John era bine.

Pe nepregatite, ma lovi cu atéta putere, c& aproape |

md dobo.
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—Ce fbce,al aicie urla,

Chapter 1
The Reeds

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What were you doing?” he shouted.
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ﬁl — Citeam, am ingaimat eu,
I“i — Citeai vreo carte de-a mamei?

— Da, zisei, intinzandu-i cartea,

— N-ai voie sa citesti cartile din fami|ia noastird, spuse,
Tu esh orfa.n?:i, pentiu cd maica—ta s taca-tan au murit,
- N-ai bani si stai la noi fiim:!cii n-ai alte neamuri. Dar hu
faci parte din familia noastra si nu ne: place de tine.

Dupé care malta cartea si ma lovi cu ea peste cap.

Pentru prima cara n viata, am lasat sa se vada ca
sunt {m‘ioasfi. Am scos la ivealé foata he’[—evicilﬂea si toata
! singuratatea pe care le simteam de cand locuiam la

Gateshead Hall,
— Réautate ce estil i-am strigat,
Lui John Reed nu-i venea sa-si creada urechilor,
i _ Ce-ai zis? zbierd el, At auzit, Eliza si Georgiana?

Ma due imediat n sufwagerie sa te spun mamei.

Se Tndrepfc‘i din nou spre mine. Voia sa ma loveasca
e o data, Numai ca acum evam pregatita si am dat eu
prima. Nu mé batusem niciodata cu el, L-am tras de pan

— Raule! Nu pot sa fe SL-\f?,w! i-am strigat,

At si-au {Emcui aparitia doamna Reed si Bessie,
una dintre slujnice, care l-an smuls pe varul meu din
mainile mele.

— Du-o in sala resie si incuie-o acolo, a decretat

matusa mea, cu voce de ghem’fd.

it #

g JDu-o0 in sala rosie!”

i Vorbele doamnei Reed m-au bagat in sperieti.

ﬂ Bessie m-a dus acolo si a incuiat usa. M-am uitat prin
4

j‘ camerd, de jur-Tmpreju Era un dormitor, dar nu mai dormea
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“I was reading,” I answered quietly.

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

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

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

For the first time in my life I showed that I was angry.

 All the unhappiness and loneliness of my life at

Gateshead Iall came out.

“Wicked boy!” I cried.

John Reed was very surprised. “What did you say?” he |
shouted. “Did you hear that, Eliza and Georgianaz I'm |

- going to the sitting room immediately and tell Mother
. about you.” Again he came towards me. He was going to
- hit me again. But this time I was ready, and I hit him |

- Reed and Bessie, one of the servants, appeared and

first. I had never fought with him before. I pulled his
hair and shouted, “You wicked boy! T hate vou!” Mrs

pulled me away from my cousin.
“Take her to the red room and lock the door,” my |
aunt said coldly.

“Take her to the red room!” Mrs Reed’s words filled |
me with fear. &
Bessie took me to it and locked the door. T looked |
round the room. It was a bedroom, but no one ever slept |
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e el
0 nimeni in el Aici murise unchiul, Th urma cu noua ani
U Acum, numai sewvitorii intraun Tn aceasta camera. Am
ramas fintuita n locul unde ma lasase Bessie. Evam asa
| de speriata, ca nu aveam putere sa ma misc. Mi-am adus
| aminte de pova,s’r'r]e cu fan’rome pe care mi le spunea
Bessie. Zicea ca mulfi morti se tntore pe la casele loy, mai
L cu seama atunci cand sunt neferici{ri. Meam gc"mdh‘ la cat
eram de tista st de 5im9ur£‘1 n f'qmi!ic: matusti mele si am
izbucnit in plans. Cat traise, unchiul fusese bun cu mine.
Acum nu ma iubea nimeni,
E Pe masurd ce camera se Cufmndu h Tntuneric, teama
. mea crestea, Nu indrézneam sa ma vidic de pe scaun,
L TJnima imi batea din ce tn ce mai tare. Mi-era groaznic de
i fric:E\, asa ci am scos un tipat si am fu.gH pana la usd. Am
| auzit-o pe Dessie de cealalta parte.
— Ce e? Ti-e réu? m-a trebat ea, deschizénd un pic usa.
, — Te rog, te rog, lasa-ma sa ies afar[i! am strigat, Mo
:I; daci mai stau aici.
— Ce-i galagia asta? s-a interesat doamna Reed.
— Doamnd Reed, Jane a fipat asa de tare cd am
I crezut ca i s-a f?:icui Faw, i-a raspuns Bessie,

—~Du-o Thapol in camerd, N-are voie sa iasa de acolo
decat peste o ora, a urlat doamna Reead, fm-‘ioasa. N-am
mai vazut asa rautate de copi”

(! — Oh, métusd, te rog, iartd-ma. O s& mor Th camera

| asta rosie, i-am spus, p1&n9&r\d.
\ —Taci din gural mi-a strigatea, ?mping&ndu—m&'\ Thauntru,

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

*

Cand m-am trezit, dupa o buna bucatd de vreme, eram

“g |a rnme n pat, Cineva m-a ridicat in capul oase

ory cu qma.
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there now. My uncle had died there nine years before. |
Only the servants came here now. I sat where Bessie had
left me. I was too frightened to move. I remembered
Bessie’s stories about ghosts. She said dead people often
returned to their homes, especially if they were unhappy.
Thinking about the unhappiness and loneliness of my }
life with my aunt’s family, I began to cry. My uncle had been
kind to me while he was alive, but no one loved me now. !

As the room grew darker, my fears grew too. I did not
dare to leave my chair. The noise of my heart grew 1'
louder and louder. I was terribly afraid, so I cried out §
and ran to the door of the room. I heard Bessie outside.

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

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

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

“Jane cried out so loudly, Mrs Reed,” Bessie 5P
answered, “that I thought she was ill.”

“Take her back into the room. She must stay there for 1»
another hour,” Mrs Reed cried angrily. “I have never
seen a more wicked child.” ,

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

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

After that I remember only darkness.
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When I woke up, much later, I was in my own bed.
Someone lifted me carefully.
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;‘)-\MZ(_am wJCI, CIOI‘ ele. Venaan I'IL“-lP‘Ca L,|E' foﬂr’rt_ C[EP(‘IP"l‘(’
jnce+u| cu Tcetul, am nceput sa vad mai bine. Jn
camerd se oflau Bessie si doctorul Lloyd.

Sticun ca e un om bun la suﬂe’r st ma bucuram de fie—
care data cand venea |nnqa pa’ru'| meu, A Thceput sa ma
Tntrebe tot iL,ILlI de lucruwi, -_” ascultam atenta si-i FaspUn-
deam cu usurinta, Dur:rcl o VIreme, doctorul L|oyd mi-a spus:

— Uite care-i treaba, Jane, eu zic c-o sa te ](L'-‘lC.i bine
repec]e. Acum, trebuie sa plec, dar o s& vin si maine.
Bessie, ::copﬂul are hevoie de somn, Eu va zic la revedere.

Un fimp, m-am simtit mai putin ne.few*ici’ri’u. Bessie imi
vorbea cu blandete, iar asta era ceva necbisnuit la ea.
Tristetea insé continua s ma apese. Am ntrebat-o pe
Bessie de ce eram in pat,

= T s=eu fb’u:.u’r rau fiir\dc.fﬁ te-al speriat cat ai stat n
odaia rosie, Acum, ‘f_ii cuminte si ncearca sa dormi.

A doua =zi, du pfi ce Bessie m-a imbracat, m-am
ridicat din pat Eram slabita si trista. Bessie se purta la
f -] de frmmo%. Dar nimic nu putea qhmga tristetea din

suﬂu‘ul e LA 7Z\m olans mult,

Jn cursul zilei, doctorul .LlOVL] a hrecut din nou sa& ma
vada, J-a spus lui Bessie sa ne lase singuri,

J-am poveSJriJr atunci doctorulul J.Joyd tot necazul meut
cat de singura ma simfeam la Gateshead Hall; ca matusa
si verisorii mei nu putean s& mMa SL\](EVG.} co eram necajitt din

cauzd ci sunt orfand, Doctorul Lloyd m-a intrebat dacd mai

aveam alte rude. J-am spus c& doamna Reed tmi povestise |

odata despre familia Cyre. Era vorba despre neamurile
dinspre tatd. Matusa nu stia unde locuiau. Zicea cé sunt cu
totii prea saraci ca sa aiba grija de un c.opil orfan.

— Li-ar plécea sa mergi la scoald? m-a ntrebat atunci

'gr:’rov*ml L|oyd.
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I felt very strange. I heard voices, but they were. a.

thousand miles away. Slowly, I began to see more clearly.
Bessie was in the room, and Dr Lloyd.

I knew he was a kind man, and I was glad when he sat
down by my bed. He began to ask me a lot of questions. I

listened carefully and I answered easily. After a time Dr §

Lloyd said, “Well, Jane, I think you’ll be better soon. I
must go now, but I'll come back tomorrow. Bessie, the
child must sleep now. Goodbye to you both.”

For some time I felt happier. Bessie spoke kindly to
me, which was unusual. But the sadness remained. I
asked Bessie why I was in bed.

“You're ill because you were so frightened in the red
room. Now, be a good girl and try to sleep.”

The next day Bessie dressed me and I got up. I felt
very weak and sad. Bessie was still very kind to me. But
nothing stopped the sadness in my heart. I cried a lot.

Dr Lloyd came to see me later in the day. He sent
Bessie away.

Then I told Dr Lloyd about my troubles: about my |

loneliness at Gateshead Hall; about my aunt and cousins
who hated me; about my sadness because I was an
orphan. Dr Lloyd asked me if I had any other relatives. I

replied that Mrs Reed had once told me about the Eyres. |

They were my father’s family. She did not know where §

they lived. She said they were too poor to look after an

orphan.

“Would you like to go to school?” Dr Lloyd asked me |

next.
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- Da, cred ca mi-ar plicea tare mult sa merg la

scoald, i-am raspuns.

- Dacéa-i asa — mi-a zis doctorul Lloyd — am sa discut
cu matusa ta !egﬁfur& cu asta, La revedeve, Jane.

Mai tarziu, Bessie mi-a spus ca matusa fusese de
acord cu ideea doctorului l.!oy_cf. Tot atunci, Dessie mi-a
povestit cite ceva (-{espv*e. mama si tata. Lata {u\Se_se un
preot fémvx avere, jlf\ familio mamei, Reed, erau cu totii
J(‘oav"re bogaﬁ Si nu vroiau ca ea sa ia de barbat un preot
sarac. Dovinta lor era ca ea sa se mévite cu cineva bogat
si de vaza, Ea wsa se casatorise cu tata. Al el s—au

?nfmr‘ia’r si n-au viut s mai stie de ea. Un an mai tarziy,

tata a murit, cu putin Thainte s ma nasc eu. La scurt |

tHimp, s-a py*(vxpédi’r si mama.
— Jane, saracuta de tine, mi-a zis Bessie, la starsit. € o
poveste trista. Da’ si shi cé trebuie sa incerci sé te porti

mai fmmos cu ]‘ami“a matusit tale. Au fosf tare buni cu tine.

. frf”'.f

“Yes, I think that I would like to go to school very |
much,” I answered.

“Well,” Dr Lloyd said, “I'll speak to your aunt about it.
Goodbye, Jane.”

Bessie told me later that my aunt had agreed with Dr
Lloyd’s idea. At the same time, Bessie told me about my
mother and father. My father had been a poor clergyman. |
My mother’s family, the Reeds, were very rich and they |
did not want her to marry a poor clergyman. They wanted
her to marry someone rich and important. Nevertheless, |
she had married my father. Her family were very angry
and they never spoke to her again. My father died a year |
later, just before I was born. Soon after, my mother died too.

“Poor Jane,” said Bessie when she had finished. “It’s a }
sad story. But you know, you must try to be more polite §
to your aunt’s family. They’ve been very good to you.”




