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STORY OF THE PLAY

Ovzr one hundred years ago Charlotte Bronté suddenly sent this silvery
little figurine, Jane Eyre, out into the astonished world between the pages
of an extraordinary novel, with its lyrically lovely singing prose and its
strange, violent romantic theme.

As for the story—here is Thornficld Hall, with its bitter skies above
and the wild clouds racing over them—and here is the gailant little
figure of the eighteen-year-old girl with the indomitable soul ““so
frail yet so inflexible ”” who has planned her way out of the dreadful
orphanage, at Lowood, and found herself “ a new situation” as she
gravely terms it, when Rochester asks her *“ Have you descended from
a moonbeam.”

Literature has not duplicated such a love story as follows between the
embittered tragically lonely Rochester, landed proprietor and Jane’s
employer (as governess for his young ward, Adele Varens, who is his
illegitimate daughter) and Jane, untouched and innocent but intellec-
tually his equal.

Rochester’s tragedy is the existence of an insane wife whom he has as
compassionately as possible kept in the west wing of his mansion in the
care of an attendant, Grace Poole, who is the only person in his house-
hold aware of the maniac’s identity. He does not commit her to an
asylum because, at that period, the insane were shockingly ill-treated by
inhuman attendants in institutions.

Jane remains in ignorance of his terrible secret, even as the love
between them grows. Feeling that he cannot give up his dream of a
new life with this girl whom he has now learned to love with all the
thwarted tenderness of his violent and passionate nature, Rochester
decides to go through the marriage ceremony with the unsuspecting
Jane.

Grace Poole secretly sends for the maniac’s brother, hoping for a
reward and Richard Mason, the brother, brings with him an attorney,
Briggs, to whom he gives a copy of his sister’s marriage certificate. The
marriage ceremony is summarily stopped and the proof of Rochester’s
wife’s existence given to the horrified clergyman.

Jane, without reproaching Rochester, and understanding and for-
giving him, neveriheless refuses to remain with him and with agony in
her heart because of * the laws and principles *’ that are part of her
character, leaves him-—running out of his clinging arms and out of his
house.

She wanders over the moors for three nights and finally reaches the
home of her cousins, the Rev. St. Jobn Rivers and his sister, who un-
conscious of her kinship to them, take her in and give her a home for
a year,
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Meantime, Rochester, after madly searching for her, gives her up as
lost and settles down to the life of a brooding savage recluse, made more
so because of the loss of his eyesight a few months later, due to his heroic
attempt to save his mad wife from death when, escaping from her keeper,
she sets the west wing on fire. His wife was killed.

One evening at dusk, Jane, in another county, is just about to yield to
a proposal from her cousin, St. John, to go with him to India, where he
intends to become a missionary, only as he is careful to tell her, because
she will be a great help to him in his work. She is hesitating, although
now only anxious to fill her life with some useful work—when in the
wild, sad cry of the wind across the moors she seems to hear her lover’s
voice. So certain is she that Rochester is in trouble and calling her,
that she catches up her shawl and flees—returning to Thornfield.

There, she is grief-stricken to find him blind, but is welcomed with
such wild joy, both by Mrs. Fairfax, his faithful housekeeper, and with,
at first, incredulous rapture by Rochester—that she refuses to leave him
again, and when he hesitates to ask her to marry him on account of his
blindness, she perches herself on his knee and declines to budge. He
then understands her true quality and when he finally asks her to kiss
him she thanks him with charming humility, and does so, as she quaintly
tells him, * with all her heart.”



DESCRIPTION OF CHARACTERS

Jane Evre (who Rochester says) looks like “an elf in a fairy tale,”
quaint, grave and arrestingly ** different.”

She is disconcertingly honest, incapable of flattery and with an
enormous capacity for fecling. She is too intelligent not to be witty,
but is so at the most unexpected moments.

She is probably the most highly individualized feminine character
ever put upon the stage, and can as easily fit into her own time . . .
1847 as into the present day, because she is of the stuff of which
Immortality is made.

Her age is between eighteen and nineteen, but her wisdom is so
striking that one is inclined to think her a product of Reincarnation . . .
an old Soul.

RocHEsSTER is the first genuine caveman of literature, the epitome of
manly virility, yet because of the inescapable tragedy of his life, hidden
from everybody except his mad wife’s attendant, he has become bitter,
morose, ironical and difficult to approach. The excitement and
passion between him and Jane is understandable from the very
contrast between them added to the constantly alighting spark from
their unusually brilliant minds.

The sudden unexpected flashes of tenderness in him build him into
a figure that approaches the hidden ideal in most women, whether
from 1840 or 1942.

As Jane enters his great dark house, where her destiny is waiting,
demure in her dove-grey gown, her little pelisse and bonnet, and sits
sedately with her little hands folded, she, whose young heart could be
winged with rapture by a scrap of bird-song or a waft of honeysuckle
from a moon-drenched garden, Rochester, that connoisseur of human
beings, instantly recognizes in her a *“ clipped young eagle.”

Rochester is under forty, and in his romantic clothes, his riding
breeches at first entry, high stock, and black cloak, which he unclasps
from his neck and throws on to a chair, it is small wonder that Jane
Eyre does not recognize in him such a prosaic entity as her future
employer.

MRs. Fairrax, housekeeper and distant relative of Rochester, whom she
always thinks of as ‘“ The Master of Thornfield,” to whom she is
grateful for her pleasant situation, and anxious to please and make
comfortable. She is merely aware that there is some relative of Mr.
Rochester’s who is insane and kindly protected by him in the west
wing and looked after by Grace Poole.

She is a simple, well bred, gentle old lady, who senses Jane’s
exquisite quality as a human being.
vii
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She is an aristocratic old-world figure from whose hands one
instinctively expects (and receives) courtesy, kindness and who
possesses the long-lost art of making a house into a sheltered, hallowed
spot.

Although elderly she is alert and tireless and nothing is done in this
aristocratic household without her authority, supervision and interest,

She is usually dressed in black silk, very stiff and elegant, white lace
cap and black lace mittens. Eighteenth-century voluminous skirt
and fitted bodice.

In the wedding scene she wears pale grey and bonnet.

ADELE VARENs, Rochester’s ward, is an extremely charming, spoiled,
doll-like French child, who can be from five to seven. She is
interested in Rochester for his gifts and because he represents un-
expected delights to her. The theatre and the dance are in her
blood as they are her heritage, and she is completely bored with any-
thing in the nature of books or study.

She looks like a lovely doll in her billowing skirts with lace-edged
drawers visible from beneath them.

In the ballet scene she wears the pale pink, petalled ballet dress and
the wreath of pink roses, pink satin pumps and pink socks that
Rochester has ordered to be sent her from Paris.

Lean, the parlourmaid at Thornfield. A pert, but sweet Yorkshire lass
with her eyes and ears always on the alert, and sometimes (to Mrs.
Fairfax) embarrassingly aware of the mysterious goings-on in the west
wing, though quite unconscious of their true significance.

Her age is twenty or so, and her dress a voluminous black, tight
bodice, white muslin apron and pretty white cap. She speaks with a
Yorkshire accent and never uses the article ** the *’ in her speech.

THe Maniac is only glimpsed once in The Mad Scene when she creeps
in stealthily in the half light, in her white nightgown, her long black
hair streaming and her pale disfigured face lit up by maniacal dark
eyes. Her hands are long-fingered and clawlike. She is in her early
thirties.

Grace PooLe, a grim middle-aged woman of terrific force with tightly
screwed back hair, and gives the suggestion that she has a secret
hankering after alcohol.

(It was because of this that she later neglects her charge long enough
to enable the poor mad creature to escape and set the house afire.)

There is something medieval about Grace Poole. Her voice is
harsh and raasculine, she exudes cruelty and has a manner that varies
between cringing and truculence. She wears a dark woollen stuff
dress, an apron and a scrt of helmet cap that seems to turn her into
a gaoler.
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Mason, the Maniac’s brother, is in his twenties, a pale, psychopathic-
looking individual, frightened of his own shadow, but passionately
determined to defend his sister’s rights.

He wears a grey suit, high stock and high grey hat.

BrLancHE INGRAM, a spoiled, snobbish young woman of the period,
determined to marry Rochester; haughty and overbearing and
innately cruel.  She fails to penetrate the studied insolence of Roches-
ter’s ironical compliments. She is in her twenties and is always
exquisitely dressed in the silks and satins of the times. Her evening
gown is cut off her shoulders although decorously high above the
breast. It is of pale blue with silver lace outlining the shoulders and
top of tight bodice. The skirt is full and long, and is covered from
the knees down with little rows of silver lace and pink velvet bows.

She carries a fan with charming grace. Her hair falls in curls to her
neck.

LaAby INGrAM, a worldly middle-aged dowager of the old school. She
is only interested in achieving a suitable marriage for Blanche and has
a private and not tco successfully concealed contempt for her rather
inept husband, whose title and estate are his chief claims to her
attention. .
Her evening gown is dark purple, she wears jewels, and presents
an overwhelming appearance of wealth and Position.
One would think twice before beginning an argument with her.
Lord Ingram usually thinks three times.

Lorp INGrAM, a very ctiolated, slender old gentleman, subdued in
manner, as one would expect after having met his wife. He is very
exquisitely turned out in his black dinner clothes, black velvet collar
and snowy white lace trimmed shirt and high white stock. His
military moustache is snow white.

He is always bored and invariably wants to go home where he is
still more bored, but he recognizes the necessity of marrying off his
rather terrifying young daughter and puts up with the visits to Thorn-
field, although he finds *‘ the beds less satisfying than the dinners.”

BrigGs, a somewhat sanctimonious attorney from London, hired by
-Mason, and determined to prevent the bigamous marriage. It
shocks his conventional mind and because of his sincerity he compels
respect. He wears the usual black broadcloth of his profession, and
carries an impeccable high black hat.

Tue Rev. Woop, a rather lovable, shocked, bewildered little clergyman
who finds the goings-on completely incredible. Everything he says
he seems to be saying to himself. He is definitely not to be played as
the stage clergyman, shocked and pompous, intoning his lines and
uttering pious platitudes.
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If he is played as indicated, it will soften the melodrama of the
scene and make it more credible, also it will offer a distinct contrast
to the attorney.

Diana Rivers, a completely charming, human and unexpectedly witty
figure in the somewhat humourless household at Moor House.
Diana is in her twenties and has a slightly ironical attitude towards
her serious, fanatic, Appollonian brother which is completely un-
suspected by him, who is the lord of creation in the household of
women . . . of that period in England.

St. Joun Rivers, a very handsome, severe, but sincerely good, young
clergyman, whose flaming mission is to become a missionary to India.
He possesses no humour whatever and so regards his outrageous
proposal to Jane to marry him in order to help his work as a perfectly
natural one.

He is in his early twenties, and wears the clerical black of the period.

HanNAH, an elderly Yorkshire faithful and loving character, who has
spent her life serving the Rivers family, the parents of her present
employers. She is devoted and tyrannical, managing her two young
charges, feeding and cooking for them and never dreaming of any
other existence. She has all the Yorkshire suspicion and so regards
even a Jane Eyre as a dangerous character on first acquaintance.

She pretends to despise the male sex, knowing something of its
frailties, but deep down in her is the old idea of its superiority or at
least its claim to be spared badly cooked food and any other dis-
comforts incidental to a domestic life. * You know how gentlemen
dislike their food spoilt,” she tells Diana reproachfully.

She wears grey in the first scene, with cap tied with black ribbon,
and apron. In the second she wears a printed cotton dress and apron
and cap.



JANE EYRE
ACT 1
ScenE 1

Thornfield Hall at Milcote.

The library at Thornfield. Afternoon.  Winter. Dim, firelit, puw ple-curtained
room. At R. in the back wall is a locked door leading to the west wing; a fire-
place a little R.C. at back with bookshelves on either side; double doors L.c. at
back; windows in upper v.. wall; double doors down L.

There is a console table against the R. wall; tables before the bookshelves at back ;
a spinet with chair in front of the windows L.; a console table below the
windows with chairs in front and below it; a hassock or stool in front of the
fireplace; a sofa at R.c.; a table with two chairs at c.

AT Rise: MRs. FAIRFAX sealed in chair R. of table c. LEAH enters L.C.,
curtsies.  Crosses to spinet—puts vase and flowers down and goes to window.
MRs. Faikrax. Why, Leah, I didn’t ring.

Lean. I know, ma’am, but I'm that excited I can hardly wait for
the new governess to arrive.

MRs. FAirFax.  You had better defer your excitement, until we find
out if it is the right one at last.

Lean. (Turns—Crosses a step to table c.) Oh, but this one is English.
That means she’ll be respectable at any rate.

MRs. FairFax. Yes, one certainly can expect that.

Lean. I never did ’old with them French people, ma’am. Of
course Miss Adele bein’ French an’ all—Naturally ’ad to have someone
who could talk that unfortunate language. (Over MRs. FAIRFAX’s
shoulder.) All the same I knew that first governess was no good from
start, a right down French hussy, that’s what she was !

MRs. Fairrax. Hush, Leah, not everyone can expect to be born in
England.

Lean. (Picks up books on table c. Crosses to console R. and puts books
down.) More’s the pity. And that second one! Ooh my gracious
she was a one!

Mgs. Farrax. 1 have never discovered why she left so hurriedly.
She only gave me two days’ notice. I expect it is too quiet here for
French people—they are so upsetting.

Lean. (Darkly. Crosses to fireplace; picks up brush.) That wasn’t the
reason. (Turns and looks at MRs. FAIRFAX.)

Mgs. Fairrax. (Uneasily.) Now, Leah, I hope you are not going to
start that nonsense again.

Lean. (Brushing up hearth.) Nonsense, is it? I'm only saying,

1



2 JANE EYRE [Act 1

ma’am, as there’s things happening here, noises and such like, going on
in this house, as no one likes to live with. The master never stays long.
He don’t have to stand it.  (Brush down.) If it weren’t for you, ma’am,
bein’ so kind an’ all, I'd ’a’ been off long ago myself. (Crossing to above
table.) You know as well as I do what drove them other two away;
governesses ave ears, same as rest of us. But bein’ as she’s English,
belike she’ll ’ave a bit o’ spunk to ’er.
(From off R. Door to west wing—MANIAC—short laugh.)

Mgrs. FalrRrax. (With dignity.) They were not * driven ” away—
unless you mean by John—in the carriage.

(MANIAcC slightly louder laugh. Door slam R.)

GRACE PooLe. (Off stage.) Quiet, quiet.

(MRs. FAIRFAX rises and goes to door R., tries to see if locked.)

Lean. (Turns.) What be ye doin’ that for, ma’am ?

Mgrs. Fairrax.  Grace Poole makes far too much noise. I sometimes
hear doors banging after everyone is aslecp. (Crosses to chair and sits.)
I'm glad I put Miss Eyre in the room next to Miss Adele’s. It’s on this
side of the house.

Lean. (Meaningly.) Belike, she’ll sleep more soundly, ma’am.

MRs. FaiRrax.  (Reprovingly.) That will be all, Leah.

(Doorbell rings off L.)

Lean. Ab, this will be Miss Eyre, now.

MRs. Fairrax. Go and see, my girl.

(LEAH exits L.c. MRs. FAIRFAX rises.)

Jane. (Of upr.) I'm Miss Eyre—the new governess.

Lean. (Excitedly. Off.) Help the coachman with the trunk, John
This way, Miss Eyre. Mrs. Fairfax is expecting you.

(LEAH and JANE enter.  JANE crosses down to R. of spinet and is met there by
Mgs. Farrax.) -

Mgrs. Fairrax. How do you do, my dear ?

JANE. Mrs. Fairfax ?

Mgrs. FarRFax. (Leading JANE below console L.) Yes. I'm afraid
you've had a tedious ride, John drives so slowly. Come near the fire,
you must be cold.

JANE.  (Grateful and shy.) Thank you, ma’am.

Mgs. FAIRFAX. You can’t imagine what a relief it is that you’ve
arrived safely in this terrible weather. (Untying JANE’s bonnet.) Let me
take your bonnet. I dare say your fingers are numb from the cold.
(Hands bonnet to LEAH.)

(LEAH puts bonne: on spinet and exits down L.)

JANE. (With a laugh.) I don’t mind the cold. I was used to it at
Lowood.

MRs. FaiRFAX. Some nice hot tea and scones will warm you. (Seats
JANE R. of c. table and crosses to sofa.  Sits.) Sit here, I think you'll be
more comfortable, my dear.

JaNe.  (With a s1izh.) Thank you.

Mgs. Fairrax. You’ll find life here very different from a big
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institution like Lowood. How did you happen to take a situation in an
orphan asylum ?  (With curiosity.)

Jane. (Simply.) I had no choice. I was one of the orphans. That
is, until three years ago;—then, I began to teach.

MRs. FarRrax. (Sympathetically.) I don’t suppose you were very
happy there?

Jane. No, ma’am. (Pause. There is one of those funny silences, They
eye each other with shy interest.) Shall I see Miss Fairfax soon ?

Mrs. FAIRrax. (Surprised.) Who?

Jane. My pupil.

MRrs. Fairrax. (Laughs.) Oh, you mean Adele. Adele Varens is
her name,

Jane.  (Puzzled) Then she’s not vour own daughter ?

Mgrs. Fairrax. (With quaint inconsequence.) No, I've no family.

Jane. Oh! (Dying to know who AUELE really is.)

Mpgs. Fairrax. But we shall try to make you happy here. (Rises as
does JAME. JANE is very puzzled.) Thornfield is lovely in spring and
summer. (Crosses to hassock at fireplace and sits.) If only Mr. Rochester
would take it into his head to reside here permanently. Great houses
require the presence of their owners. They seem to go into mourning
without them.

Jane. (Stll more puzzled.) Mr. Rochester ?

MRs. Fairrax. The owner of Thornficld.

Jane. I thought it belonged to you.

Mrs. Farrax. Bless you, child, I'm only the housekeeper. I'm
distantly related to Mr. Rochester; but I never presume on it. Adele
is Mr. Rochester’s ward. (In a slightly shocked undertone that makes JANE
smile.) She’s French. (Pause.) He practically never comes here; he
hates the place.

Jane. (Looking around the whole room.) Hates—this ?—

Mprs. Fairrax. He’s a strange man, my dear—travels around the
world most of the time. And when he speaks to you, it’s hard to know
whether—he’s in jest or earnest.

JANE.  (Smiling with pleasure.) Oh, ironical ?

MRrs. Fairrax. I don’t know what that word means, my dear; but
if it means peculiar—he is not exactly that! (JANE indicales a willingness
to have this explained. NRs FAIRFAX hurries on.) But he'’s a gentleman,
a landowner—and you know what they’re like. The last letter I received
was from Sicily—a place called Taormma. Hesaid it was peaceful there.

Jane. Deaceful ? But I should think that this house was the most
peaceful place on earth. (Sighs. Looks around.) After Lowood it seems
too good to be true.

Mgrs. Fairrax. (Intently examining JANE. Pauses.  Surveys JANE with
pleasuze.) You are just as I expected you to be.

Jane. (Laughs.) Was my advertisement such a confession ?

Mgrs. Fairrax. It appeared to be written by a serious girl who
really wanted a situation.
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Jane. Do I look as dull as that?

Mgrs. FAIRFAX. (Puzzled.) But my dear, your references were all
that could be desired. (Pause.) It will be quite pleasant now with an
English companion. (MRrs. FAIRFAX rises. R. door lock rattles once.
After a short pause—repeats. Speaking through business—slightly louder.
Trying to drown the sound.)—Thornfield is a fine old hall—

JANE. (Thinking MRs. FAIRFAX doesn’t hear. Politely.) Isn’t there
someone at that door ?

MRs. FAIRFAX. (Quickly. Rushes words into each other nervously.) Oh,
no, that leads to the unused west wing. It has been closed up for some
time. Except for one room, Grace Poole uses for her sewing. Perhaps
you're not accustomed to living in great houses. One is likely to be
nervous—

Jane. No. I've dreamed of such a place as this.

Mgs. FAIrRFax. It was brave of you to plunge into an entirely new
environment.

JaNE. There’s nothing brave in trying to escape from dullness, Mrs,
Fairfax.

MRs. FairFax. Perhaps I’m old-fashioned. I've never felt the need
of anything more exciting than my knitting or listening to some good
sacred music.

Jane. The world is so wide—so many sensations are awaiting those
who have the courage—Perhaps some of us are born to go and find them.

MRgrs. Falrrax. And others like me to sit still—

JANE. (Smiling.) And—give out the music ?

Mgs. Farrax. (Crosses to c. table, picks up lace and turns to JANE.)
Well, I'm thankful I never had the call, my dear. But I do hope you
do not need excitement. We’re so very quiet here. (Anxiously surveying
JANE's eager face.)

JANE. I can be peaceful too. I have plenty of excitement in my
own mind. .

MRs. FAlrFax. Well, I’ll run upstairs and see to your room. If I
don’t, damp sheets will be on your bed and no warmer put into it.

JANE. No one has cver been like this to me—

Mgs. Fairrax. (Crossing down to door L.) Take off your wrap and
rest here until tea arrives. You won't be nervous, dear? (Gives an
involuntary glance at R. door.)

(JANE shakes her head, smiles, hotds L. door open for MRs. FAIRFAX, who exits,
Crosses to chair R. of L. table and puts coat down. Crosses to hassock, sits—
looks around. Holds foot out o fire. Stares into fire.)

ROCHESTER. (Enters L.C.; crosses to spinet, puts riding crop down and sees
JANE.  Stands surveying her, slightly amused, after the first surprise.) And
who might you be? Where did you come from? (Crosses to up of
table c.) Have you descended on a moonbeam ? Or are you a dis-
contented hamadryad escaped from your oakey prison ?

JANE.  (Turns on hassock.) I'm Jane Eyre. (Pause. In an explanatory
addition.)—the new governess.
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RocHEeSTER.  (Surveys her.) Deucc take me! The new governess !
Well, aren’t you dying to know who / am ? -

Jane. (Calmly.) No, not at all, except to wonder at your form of
address, and what you are doing here ?

RocHesTER.  (Crosses to spinet, taking coat off; throws it on stool.) Well—
that’sa famoussting forme ! Whatindeed am I doing here, near the casket
of my treasure? (Turns, crosses back a step. Ironically.) With its ivy-covered
battlements, its smoothly shaven lawns, isn’t it an earthly paradise ?

Jane.  (Judicially.) D'veseen little of it as yet, but, it certainly seems
so externally.

ROCHESTER. (Amused. Crossing to table c.) * Certainly seems so
externally ! You are very precise in your form of expression,

Jane. It's my opinion that houses cannot be judged by externals,
any more than human beings. (Looking dead front.) There are secret
chambers in all of us.

ROCHESTER.  (With quick suspicion of possible implications—of which she is
totally innocent.) Secret chambers ?

Jane. The heart has many compartments—some for others, one for
oneself. :

ROCHESTER. (Stares at her incredulously.) God bless my soul! And
all these years I have wandered round the world in scarch of distraction !

JaNe.  (Nods—decidedly.) You must be unhappy.

RocuHester. Unhappy ?
© Jane. People who wander round the world all the time are usually
running away from something.

ROCHESTER. (After a pause, spent in contemplating her with a quizzical
puzzlement.) How old are you?

JANE. (Turns away.) 1 should have to learn your right to know as
well as the reason for your curiosity.

RoOCHESTER.  (Crosses down to face JANE. With sudden abruptness.
Rudely.) The right of your employer—and the owner of the house io
which you seem to be so much at home.

JANE. (Rises, hurriedly; curtsies.) You must excuse me, sir. I didn’t
even know you were in England.

RoCHESTER. (Brusquely; with one of his sudden changes of mood.) Well,
you know now.

Jane.  (Crosses front to get coat from L. chair.) Yes, sir.

(ROCHESTER fo mantel shelf; picks up snuff box.)

ApeLe, (Enters L. on finish of JANE’s cross. Runs to JANE and curtsies.)
Voici, my new governess at last! Chere Mamzelle: I ’ave been waiting
longtemps to see you. ’Ow gentille you are. Les autres comme ils
sont disagreeables. Oui, toutes les deux! (Sees RocHester.) Oh,
Monsieur, excuse me. I did not know you were chez nous. (Crosses
above table to ROCHESTER ; throws her arms around him.) Have you a present
for me ?  (Pauses, tries to kiss him.) 1 wish to be embraced.

RocHESTER. (Crossing to middle of sofa.) Which do you want most ?
The embrace or a peep in my travelling bag.
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Apere. (Coaxingly.) Cher Monsicur, you always ’ave sooch ver
interesting things in it.

KocHrESTER. Adele, you're young yet to exhibit the faults of your sex.

Apere. (Pouts.) Oh, but Monsieur—

MRrs. Fairrax. (Enters L; crosses below console L. Excitedly.) Obh,
Mr. Rochester, why didn’t you let me know you were coming? I
should have sent John with the carriage—to meet you on the road. Is
your horse taken care of, sir >—Can I get you anything ?

ROCHESTER. {Goes to lower end of sofa; sits. ADELE kneels up stage of
him.) Madam, I should like some tea.

Mgrs. Farrax. It's coming at once—Miss Eyre was just going to
have some—this is Miss Eyre, the new governess for Adele.

ROCHESTER. (Ignoring JANE.) Are you being a good girl, Adele ?

ADELE. (Crossing vL; kissing JANE'Ss hand. Charmingly.) 1 shall be
now, 1 have sooch a gentille new gouvernante—

Mgrs. FArRraXx. (Anxiously.) But Miss Eyre, sir—

RocHEsTER. (Indifferently.) Let Miss Eyre be seated.

(JAre sits down L. and LEAH enlers L. with tea things. Mrs. Fairrax
arvanges chair L. of C. table and sits to pour tea. ADELE crosses up to hassock,
sits.  They form a typical Victorian picture, the lordly male, the three respectful
Semales.)

Mgrs. Falrrax.  We are so glad you are home again, sir. The house
is lonely without a gentleman. And now with Miss Eyre here—We
shall be quite gay—

(JANE smiles.)

RocHESTER. (Very bored.) Madam, I should like some tea.

Mgs, FAIRPAX. Yes, sir. (ADELE rises, crosses to table c.) Miss Fyre,
will you hand Mr. Rochester his tea; Adele might spill it.

(JANE rises and is just crossing to ROCHESTER, as )

ApELE. N’est-ce pas, Monsieur, qu’il ya un cadcau pour Mamzelle
Eyre dans votre petit coffre ?

Rocuester. Cadeaux? Who talks of cadeaux ? Did you expect a
present, Miss Eyre? Are you fond of presents ?

Jane. They are generally thought of as pleasant things.

Rocuester. Generally thought?  But what do you think ?  (Takes
tsa.)

Jane.  (Judicially.) 1 should have to think before answering that; a
present has many facets; the giver, the motive—

RocHesTER. Miss Eyre, you are not so unsophisticated as Adele.
She demands a cadeau clamorously the moment she sees me—You—
beat about the bush.

Jane. Because I have less confidence in my deserts than Adele. She
can claim old acquaintance and custom, I am a stranger and have done
nothing to entitle me to—

RocHesTer. Oh, don't fall back on over-modsty I can see you
will be a good teacher for this French monkey. She is not over-bright
and will need one.
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Jane. (Rises.) Sir, you have now given me my * cadeau.” (Trace

of curtsey.} 1 thank you. (Crosses L. to below chair R. of table and is stopped
by ROCHESTER.)

RocHEsTER. Where are your parents ?

Jane. I have none.

RocHEesTER. Never had any, I suppose. You were brought hither
by the men in green, I daresay.

Jane. The men in green forsook England a hundred years ago. 1
don’t think summer or harvest or winter moon will ever shine on their
revels again.

(MRs. Fairrax listens to them, perplexed at such talk.)

RocHEesTER.  (Studying JANE.) No wonder you have rather the look
of another world—I marvelled where you got that sort of face—You
make me think of fairy tales.

Jane.  Fairy tales are diverting things, sir, but I have had no part in
any. (Crosses, sits in chair L.)

(ADELE goes to JANE with tea.)

MRs. FArrAX. (Fearing he is not pleased with Jane.) I'm thankful
that Providence sent Miss Eyre to us.

Rocuester. Oh, don’t trouble yourself to give her a character;
culogizing will not bias me. She began by questioning my right of
entry into my own house. (Chuckles.) You have never lived in a town,
have you, Miss Eyre ?

JANE. (Nearly choking, as she was just swallowing some tea. Rises.) No, sir.

RocHesTEr. Nor mixed with intelligent people ?

Jane. (With a slightly enigmatic smile.) Never, sir. There have only
been the pupils and teachers of Lowood and now the inmates at Thorn-
field.

ROCHESTER.  (Starts at the word ** inmates.””  Looks at her quickly. Pause.)
Have you no fear of being overwhelmed by such continued gaiety and
excitement ?

Jane. (With a secret smile.) 1 don’t think I shall find Thornfield dull,
sir. I am quite content.

Rocuester. Humph, you are evidently not exacting. See that you
remain so.

Mgs. Fairrax.  Adele and I will try to make Miss Eyre happy—even
though we cannot promise her much in the way of excitement.

ApeLE. (Quickly.) Oh, but Madame, you forget, it is sometime very
exciting here. Leah says there is a ghost in ze west wing—

(ROCHESTER makes a gesture of angry surprise.)

Jane. (Smiles) Do you believe in ghosts, Adele ?

ApeLe. (Crossing to JANE.) Leah says—

RoCHESTER.  (Angrily. Rises.) Nonsense, if Leah says that aguin,
she’ll be discharged—(He adds hastily to account for his anger.) 1 won't
have her frightening a child like you.

ApeLe. Oh, but I have heard myself, many times—

RocHEesTER  (Furiously.) Miss Eyre, take your charge to the school
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room. Isn't it time you bLegan your duties? (Crosses to c. table, puts
down cup. JANE takes ADELE by the hand and they follow MRs. FAIRFAX out
L., both curtseying.  Thetr simultaneous curtsey will be fuany. Calls.) Go on,
be off, both of you. Mrs. Fairfax too. Miss Eyre ! —(JANE returns to
leave her cup on c. table) Miss Eyre—(He severely indicates her belongings
left behind. JANE gets her bonnet and cloak from chair L.) 1 hope you will
not allow this French monkey to fill your head with nonsense about
ghosts. You don’t look like a fool—but you’re a woman.

Jane. (Demurely.) 1 don’t believe I am more so than the average.

RocHesTER. Well, the average will be quite foolish enough.

JANE. (With an inscrutable face.) Yes, sir. 1 agree. (Curtsies.
Exits v.)

RocHESTER. (Crosses to door R., unlocks it and calls.) Grace—Grace
Poole. (GRACE enters R.) Lock that door. (She lucks it, then moves down
C. He goes to below console 1.) Can’t you do anything at all about that
infernal noise ? I thought you had managed to stop it.

Grace. Have you ever tried to stop her doing anything she sets her
mind to, sir ?

Rocuester. I have a new governess in the house and I don’t want
her frigthened away.

GCrace. Last night she tried to set the house afire and laughed when
I caught her at it. Unless I punish her, I can’t stop her making that
noise.

RocHESTER. ‘‘ Laughed,” did you say ? It sounds more like revelry
in Hell. The servants? What do you tell them ?

(Warn CurTAIN.)

Grace. That it’s the owls hooting, but I can see that John the new
groom doesna swallow it.

RocHesTER. Well, those who don’t can go! Mrs. Fairfax is the only
one who knows the sounds come from a human being. By the way,
what have you told her ? Has she discussed it with you ?

GRrace. No, sir, Mrs. Fairfax accepts what you’ve told her.

RochesTer. Yes, one is safe with a gentlewoman. (Starts to chair L.
of c. table.) You're a good girl, Grace. Keep her quiet, for God’s sake
and keep your part of the west wing locked securely.

Grace. Yes, and you keep vours. When you hear her, she has
managed to outwit me and get into this part. I can’t always be with
her. 1 have to prepare her food and do other things. I can’t keep her
chained, though it might be better. She was mumblin’ about you again.
She’ll do something terrible one of these nights.

RocHESTER. You can’t chain her; she is human, though God knows
there’s little sign of it left. Don’t hurt her, treat her gently, but keep
her quict—and don’t let her out of your sight.—And remember—none
of the servants are to enter that wing.

GRAcE. (With a sly look at_.him.) It fair wears me out—so it does

RocHEsTER. I am raising your wages from to-morrow. (GRACE
surisies.) And Grace, none of the servants are to—
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