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Gateshead - Life with
Mrs Reed’s Family

There was no possibility of taking a walk that day. It was cold, very
windy and occasional heavy showers made it impossible for us to
stretch out in the garden in the afternoon. We were there in the
morning and I could still feel the cold against my face.

I was glad of it. I never liked long walks or the company I was in.
They called me a sad child. My parents died and I suddenly became
somebody who was only mildly tolerated.

Mrs Reed did not want me to infect her happy children with my
sadness so I usually walked far behind them.

They teased me a lot and every time they misbehaved I was the
only one to blame.

‘Don't you ever forget how generous I am to you. You are so lucky
to live in such a beautiful house and to have this life. I should have
sent you to the orphanage instead of opening my door to you’

I could repeat those mean words back to her. I knew them by
heart. That’s how often I heard them.

Mrs Reed used to tell me how well her children were raised and
that they started to misbehave right after I arrived, so it must have
been my fault.

I loved books. I found them in the small breakfast room that was
located next to the living room. I did not care that I couldn’t read.
The pictures told me the stories and I got lost in them. I longed for
a different life. A happy life. Far from the fat and ugly John Reed who
always scared me to death, far from Mrs Reed who never caressed
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Gateshead - Zivot v rodiné
pani Reedové

Ten den jsme viibec nemohli jit na prochazku. Byla zima, foukal vitr
a obcasné chladné sprsky zaprticinily, Ze nebylo mozné si vyrazit od-
poledne na zahradu a protdhnout se. Rdno jsme sice nakratko byli,
ale ja stale citila na tvarich chlad.

Potésilo mé to. Nikdy jsem neméla rada dlouhé prochazky nebo
spolecnost, ve které jsem byla. Rikali mi totiz smutné dité. Moji rodice
zemfreli a ze mé stal nékdo, koho lidé ve své spole¢nosti pouze strpéli.

Pani Reedova si vyslovné neprala, abych jeji stastné déti nakazila
svym smutkem, proto jsem se vzdy musela drzet par krokt za nimi.

Hodné mé trapily, a pokazdé kdyz zazlobily, na viné jsem byla
ja.

»-Nezapomen, jak moc jsem k tobé velkorysa. Mas obrovské $tésti, ze
miuize$ prozivat svij Zivot v tak krasném domé. Radéji jsem té méla po-
slat do sirotcince, nez té pfijmout s otevienou naruci pod svoji sttechu.”

Vsechna ta jeji zla slova jsem uméla zpaméti a mohla jsem ji je
kdykoliv do o¢i zopakovat. Tak ¢asto jsem je totiz slychavala.

Pani Reedova mi vzdy nezapomnéla pfipomenout, Ze jeji déti byly
skvéle vychované a od té doby, co jsem pfijela ja, tak se neumi chovat.
Takze to jednozna¢né musela byt moje chyba.

Zamilovala jsem se do knih. Nasla jsem je v malém rannim pokoji,
ktery byl hned vedle pfijimaciho. Bylo mi jedno, Ze jsem neumeéla cist.
Obrazky mi dokazaly prevypravét cely pribéh, ve kterém jsem se rada
ztratila. Zoufale jsem touzila po jiném Zivoté. Stastném Zivoté. Daleko
od tlustého a osklivého Johna Reeda, ktery mé vzdy dokazal vystrasit
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me, far from Eliza and Georgiana who paraded their beautiful

clothes before my eyes and told me over and over how dull-looking
I was.
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k smrti, daleko od pani Reedové, kterda mé nikdy nepohladila, daleko
od Elizy a Georgiany, které se rady pfede mnou predvadély ve svych

prekrasnych $atech a neustale mi opakovaly, jak nudné vypadam.
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One day, after I was unjustly accused of hitting John Reed,
which wasn't true, he knocked me down. Nobody listened to me.
Instead, I was sent to the most horrifying room in the house. It
was the bedroom where Mrs Reed’s husband had died. I always
thought that his ghost was waiting there to scare me. I was para-
lyzed with fear and after hours of crying everything went black
and I fainted.

When I opened my eyes I saw a doctor. He immediately realized
how miserable I was. So, he asked me:

‘Why were you crying so much, Jane?’

‘Because I was scared and unhappy;, I said and I tried not to look
around to see who was listening.

The doctor looked at me like he understood. Like he knew what
I was going through. And he said:

‘Would you like to go away to school and leave this whole family
behind?’

‘Oh yes I would! I think I could be happy there.

I couldn’t catch my breath. The sudden rush of excitement almost
stopped my heart.

The doctor looked at me for a long time and then went to speak
with Mrs Reed.

My misery ended when I was sent to Lowood School. At least
that was what I thought. It was five days after I spoke with the
doctor.

That last morning at my aunt’s house wasn't sad at all. Although
I lived there as long as I could remember I knew I would not miss
a thing.
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Jednoho dne, poté, co jsem byla neopravnéné obvinéna z toho, ze
jsem udefila Johna Reeda, coz nebyla pravda, mé srazil ranou k zemi. Ni-
kdo mé ale neposlouchal. Misto toho mé odvedli do toho nejdésivéjsiho
pokoje v celém domé. Byla to loznice, kde zemtel manzel pani Reedové.
Vzdycky jsem si fikala, Ze tam jeho duch vyckava, aby mé pti nejblizsi
ptileZitosti mohl vystrasit. Byla jsem paralyzovana strachy a po dlouhych
hodinach, které jsem proplakala, v§e najednou z¢ernalo a ja omdlela.

Kdy?z jsem pak otevfela oci, uvidéla jsem lékare. Okamzité poznal,
jak moc jsem utrapend, a tak se mé zeptal:

»Proc¢ jsi tak moc plakala, Jano?“

»ProtoZe jsem nestastna a také jsem se moc bdla,” odpovédéla
jsem a snazila jsem se nevnimat, kdo je okolo a posloucha.

Lékar se na mé podival a ja védéla, Ze mé chape. Jako by tusil, co
prozivam. Zeptal se mé:

»Co bys fekla tomu, kdyby tu pro tebe byla moznost, abys vyrazila
do jedné daleké skoly a na tuhle rodinu zapomnéla?“

,O... to se mi libi! Myslim, Ze bych tam byla $tastna!*

Nemohla jsem popadnout dech. Nahla vlna vzru$eni mi méalem
zastavila srdce.

Lékar se na mé dlouze zadival a pak si odesel promluvit s pani
Reedovou.

Moje trapeni skoncilo, kdyz jsem byla poslana do Lowoodské
$koly. Aspon jsem si to myslela. Pravé ubéhlo pét dni od chvile, co
jsem mluvila s 1ékafem.

To posledni rano v domé mé tety Reedové nebylo vitbec smutné.
I kdyz tu ziji uz tak dlouho, Ze si to nepamatuji jinak, nebude se mi
styskat po nicem.
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My aunt felt offended that I didn’t ask her for permission
to stay. I stepped up to the carriage and I heard her say to my
cousins:

T am glad that I won’t have to look at this ungrateful child
anymore.

The door closed behind me and as the carriage started rolling
I deliberately looked the other way.
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Moje teta se citila dotcené, Ze jsem ji neprosila o to, abych tu moh-
la zistat. Kdyz jsem nastupovala do kocaru, zaslechla jsem ji fikat
mym sestfenicim:

»Jsem opravdu $tastna, Ze uz se nemusim divat do toho jejtho ne-
vdécného obliceje.”

Dvirka se za mnou zavtela, a kdyz se kocar rozjel, schvalné jsem
se divala na druhou stranu.
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