


MIA WASIKOWSKA AND  
MICHAEL FASSBENDER 
BRING ONE OF LITERATURE’S MOST 
PASSIONATE LOVE STORIES TO LIFE
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o Although the story is now over one hundred years old, the world cannot seem to get 
enough of the titular heronie and her torturated true love. So what made Director 
Cary Fukunaga decide to try his hand at the familar tale? He believed there was still 
some life in this worn weary text, and surprisingly, he was right. Thanks in large 
part to the acting prowless of MIA WASIKOWSKA and MICHAEL FASSBENDER, 
this take captures all of the best parts of the gothic romance and brings them 
to live. Critics and audiences alike agree, when it comes to Jane Eyre, we want 

MOAR, MOAR, MOAR. 
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Perhaps I missed it, but I didn’t hear 
the world crying out for yet another 
Brontë adaptation—surely, the first 
30 were enough. So I must confess 
that I was very pleasantly surprised 
by Cary Joji Fukunaga’s new version 
of Jane Eyre. Moody and elegant, if a 
bit too muted, it captures what makes 
Charlotte Brontë’s novel such a witch’s 
brew—its seductive blend of loneliness 
and romance, gothic horror and proto-
feminism.

Mia Wasikowska stars as the 19-year-
old Jane, a smart, proud woman who’s 
endured a hard childhood: Abused by 
her loveless aunt (Sally Hawkins), she 
was sent off to a cruel Christian girls’ 
school, where she learned both the 
skills required of a governess and, more 
important, the necessity of remaining 
her own woman. Needing work, she 
becomes a governess at Thornfield Hall, 
a huge, forlorn, wind-buffeted estate run 
by a doughty housekeeper (Judi Dench, 
nicely restrained) but dominated by 
its owner, Edward Rochester (Michael 
Fassbender) whose endlessly shifting 
temperament makes mercury seem 
positively stable. Although Rochester 
would seem able to have any woman 
he wants, including social butterfly 
Blanche Ingram (Imogen Poots), he’s 
attracted to plain Jane’s intelligence 
and clear-eyed integrity. Naturally, she’s 
drawn to him, too, even though he 
mocks her as often as he woos her. But 
loving him is dangerous. He’s a man 
with dark secrets.

From the beginning, audiences have 
been drawn to Jane Eyre because it’s a 
potboiler complete with things that go 
shriek in the night. Yet Fukunaga and 
screenwriter Moira Buffini know that 
the story’s power lies in the precise way 
it takes us inside Jane’s emotional life—
her sense of isolation and entrapment, 
her fierce desire for independence, her 
passion for Rochester, who shows her 
new horizons yet threatens to make 

her his captive. Working in a restrained 
style that recalls Jane Campion’s 
The Portrait of a Lady, Fukunaga 
plays down the gothic flourishes that, 
nowadays, threaten to reduce Jane’s 
story to camp. Yes, we get the forbidding 
moors. Yes, we get Thornfield Hall’s 
gloomy lighting. And yes, we even get 
those scary shrieks. But the film doesn’t 
overstate anything. As in his beautifully 
made first feature, Sin Nombre, where 
he rode the rails with poor Honduran 
immigrants, Fukunaga directs with 
the placid confidence of a filmmaking 
natural. 

While I’m not yet sure whether 
Wasikowska (Alice in Wonderland) has 

the pop vividness to become a full-
fledged movie star, there’s no doubt 
that, at 21, she’s something better: a 
wonderfully mature actress. It’s not 
just that she’s unafraid to seem almost 
depressingly unglamorous as Jane; it’s 
that she doesn’t reveal her character’s 
heroism too easily. (Like Rochester, we 
need some time to discover her true 
beauty.) For the movie to succeed, we 
must see everything through Jane’s eyes, 
and because Wasikowska’s eyes are so 
intently watchful and expressive, we do.

It helps that she’s looking at Fassbender. 
If you haven’t yet seen him—he had 
an amusing little role in Inglourious 
Basterds and was flat-out great in Fish 
Tank and Hunger—this is an ideal 
introduction to the most interesting 
actor to have emerged from Britain in 
the last decade. Here, Fassbender gives 
us the most modern (and original) 
Rochester I’ve seen, at once choleric 
and funny, sympathetic and selfish, 
slippery and very sexy.  He’s so fun to 
watch, it’s almost a waste to have him 
play a country gentleman. He’d make 
an irresistible vampire.
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that, at 21, she’s something better: a 
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just that she’s unafraid to seem almost 
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must see everything through Jane’s eyes, 
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need some time to discover her true 
beauty.) For the movie to succeed, we 
must see everything through Jane’s eyes, 
and because Wasikowska’s eyes are so 
intently watchful and expressive, we do.

It helps that she’s looking at Fassbender. 
If you haven’t yet seen him—he had 
an amusing little role in Inglourious 
Basterds and was flat-out great in Fish 
Tank and Hunger—this is an ideal 
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Rochester I’ve seen, at once choleric and 
funny, sympathetic and selfish, slippery 
and very sexy.  He’s so fun to watch, 
it’s almost a waste to have him play 
a country gentleman. He’d make an 
irresistible vampire.

Mia Wasikowska stars as the 19-year-
old Jane, a smart, proud woman who’s 
endured a hard childhood: Abused by 
her loveless aunt (Sally Hawkins), she 
was sent off to a cruel Christian girls’ 
school, where she learned both the 
skills required of a governess and, more 
important, the necessity of remaining 
her own woman. Needing work, she 
becomes a governess at Thornfield Hall, 
a huge, forlorn, wind-buffeted estate run 
by a doughty housekeeper (Judi Dench, 
nicely restrained) but dominated by 
its owner, Edward Rochester (Michael 
Fassbender) whose endlessly shifting 
temperament makes mercury seem 
positively stable. Although Rochester 
would seem able to have any woman 
he wants, including social butterfly 
Blanche Ingram (Imogen Poots), he’s 
attracted to plain Jane’s intelligence 
and clear-eyed integrity. Naturally, she’s 
drawn to him, too, even though he 
mocks her as often as he woos her. But 
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From the beginning, audiences have 
been drawn to Jane Eyre because it’s a 
potboiler complete with things that go 
shriek in the night. Yet Fukunaga and 
screenwriter Moira Buffini know that 
the story’s power lies in the precise way 
it takes us inside Jane’s emotional life—
her sense of isolation and entrapment, 
her fierce desire for independence, her 
passion for Rochester, who shows her 
new horizons yet threatens to make her 
his captive. Working in a restrained style 
that recalls Jane Campion’s The Portrait 
of a Lady, Fukunaga plays down the 
gothic flourishes that, nowadays, 
threaten to reduce Jane’s story to camp. 
Yes, we get the forbidding moors. 
Yes, we get Thornfield Hall’s gloomy 
lighting. And yes, we even get those 
scary shrieks. 

But the film doesn’t overstate anything. 
As in his beautifully made first feature, 
Sin Nombre, where he rode the rails 
with poor Honduran immigrants, 
Fukunaga directs with the placid 
confidence of a filmmaking natural. 

While I’m not yet sure whether 
Wasikowska (Alice in Wonderland) has 
the pop vividness to become a full-
fledged movie star, there’s no doubt 
that, at 21, she’s something better: a 
wonderfully mature actress. It’s not 
just that she’s unafraid to seem almost 
depressingly unglamorous as Jane; it’s 
that she doesn’t reveal her character’s 
heroism too easily. (Like Rochester, we 
need some time to discover her true 
beauty.) For the movie to succeed, we 
must see everything through Jane’s eyes, 
and because Wasikowska’s eyes are so 
intently watchful and expressive, we do.

It helps that she’s looking at Fassbender. 
If you haven’t yet seen him—he had 
an amusing little role in Inglourious 
Basterds and was flat-out great in 

Fish Tank and Hunger—this is an ideal 
introduction to the most interesting actor 
to have emerged from Britain in the last 
decade. Here, Fassbender gives us the most 
modern (and original) Rochester I’ve seen, 
at once choleric and funny, sympathetic and 
selfish, slippery and very sexy.  He’s so fun 
to watch, it’s almost a waste to have him 
play a country gentleman. 

Perhaps I missed it, but I didn’t hear the 
world crying out for yet another Brontë 
adaptation—surely, the first 30 were 
enough. So I must confess that I was 
very pleasantly surprised by Cary Joji 
Fukunaga’s new version of Jane Eyre. 
Moody and elegant, if a bit too muted, it 
captures what makes Charlotte Brontë’s 
novel such a witch’s brew—its seductive 
blend of loneliness and romance, gothic 
horror and proto-feminism.

Mia Wasikowska stars as the 19-year-
old Jane, a smart, proud woman who’s 
endured a hard childhood: Abused by her 
loveless aunt (Sally Hawkins), she was 
sent off to a cruel Christian girls’ school, 
where she learned both the skills required 
of a governess and, more important, the 
necessity of remaining her own woman. 
Needing work, she becomes a governess 
at Thornfield Hall, a huge, forlorn, 
wind-buffeted estate run by a doughty 
housekeeper (Judi Dench, nicely restrained) 
but dominated by its owner, Edward 
Rochester (Michael Fassbender) whose 
endlessly shifting temperament makes 
mercury seem positively stable. Although 
Rochester would seem able to have any 
woman he wants, including social butterfly 
Blanche Ingram (Imogen Poots), he’s 
attracted to plain Jane’s intelligence and 
clear-eyed integrity. Naturally, she’s drawn 
to him, too, even though he mocks her as 
often as he woos her. But loving him is 
dangerous. He’s a man with dark secrets.
From the beginning, audiences have been 
drawn to Jane Eyre because it’s a potboiler 
complete with things that go shriek in 
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