JANE AUDITION READING 1
Mrs. Reed 	Enough. Take her to the red-room. Lock her in.
(They grab Jane and drag her. Bessie and Miss Abbot shove Jane onto a stool.)
Bessie		If you don’t stay still, we’ll tie you.
JANE		Don’t tie me! I won’t move.
Bessie	You should keep your tongue still. 
(They leave and Jane is left alone. Move. The lights dim red. Lights.)
JANE	The Red Room—cold as the grave, silent as stone. Mr. Reed died here. Since then, it has never been empty. (She touches the door.) Locked. No prison could hold me tighter.  (She catches sight of herself in the mirror. Stops. Stares.) A ghost… pale, slight—eyes wide with terror. Was it me? Or some spirit trapped behind the glass? Half imp, half fairy—some changeling thing.  Superstition whispered, but I smothered it. I burned with rage—rage, not fear.  Why always punished? Always blamed? John strikes. Eliza and Georgiana sneer. Aunt Reed sees through me like glass. Unloved. Unwanted. It is unjust. Unjust! If Mr. Reed lived… he might have loved me. Might he… still? Could grief call him? Could longing summon the dead? (A narrow, shifting light creeps along the wall.) There! Do you see it? Not moonlight. It moves. A lantern? No… something older. A signal. A veil lifting. Then.  A sound… like the beating of wings. It is too close! The heat rose in my skull - my hands turned to ice.
I couldn’t breathe. Let me out! Please - let me out! 
[Bessie and Miss Abbot rush in. Lights.]
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ROCHESTER 	We’ve been good friends, haven’t we?
JANE 	We have.
ROCHESTER 	When you’re near, it is as if I have a string somewhere under my left ribs,
tightly and inextricably knotted to a similar string situated in the same part of your gentle frame. And if you were to leave, I fear it would snap. And I would bleed inside. I believe you would move on. Forget me.
JANE 	Sir: you know I grieve to leave Thornfield. I’ve lived a full and joyful life here. I have not been crushed or silenced. I’ve spoken face to face with a mind I admire. I’ve known you, Mr. Rochester. And it terrifies me to be torn from you. But I see now, I must.
ROCHESTER 	Must you?
JANE 		Your bride stands between us.
ROCHESTER 	I have no bride.
JANE 	But you will.
ROCHESTER 	Yes. Things must change. (urgently) But Jane/
JANE 	Do you think I can stay to become nothing to you? Do you think I’m some machine without feelings? Because I am poor, obscure, plain—do you think I’m soulless and heartless? If God had gifted me beauty and wealth, I would make it as hard for you to leave me as it is for me to leave you.
It is not custom or status that speaks to you now - it is my spirit that addresses your spirit, as if we stood here equal - as we are!
ROCHESTER (grabs her) As we are!
JANE 	No, sir. You are promised to someone else, and I would scorn such a union. Let me go.
ROCHESTER 	To Ireland?
JANE	Yes, if it must be Ireland. I’ve said what I feel. I can go anywhere now.
ROCHESTER	Jane, be still. Don’t tremble like some frantic little bird tearing at her feathers.
JANE	I am no bird. And no net ensnares me. I am a free human being, with an independent will - and I use it now to leave you.
