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CHarPTER 1

| was the youngest of several daughters of a

poor country parson. At the age of twenty, I an-
swered an advertisement for a governess!. I had
to present myself for judgement at a house in
Harley Street, that was vast and imposingZ. The
owner of the house was a gentleman, a bachelor
in the prime of life, handsome, bold and pleas-
ant. What struck me most of all, and gave me
the courage that I afterwards showed, was that
he put the whole thing to me as a favour that I
should do him. I could tell he was rich, in a
glow of high fashion, of good looks, of expen-
sive habits, and of charming ways with women.
His was a big house, full of the spoils3 of trav-
el; but it was to his country house, an old family

1 governess: U FEHN(19 HLEEA —BTIEFLRPSK, T
BEREHID) 2 imposing: (RAMBATRI) 828, 4
8, SALGRAM 3 spoils: YF, R, BRNGHF. SR
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place in Essex!, that he wished me to go.

He was guardian to a small nephew and
small niece, children of a younger brother who
had died two years before. They had been a great
worry to him but he had done all he could. He
felt the proper place for them was the country,
and he kept them there from the first, with the
best people he could find to look after them. The
awkward thing was that they had no other rela-
tions, and his own affairs took up all his time.
He had placed at the head of the house at Bly, an
excellent woman, Mrs Grose, whom he was sure
his visitor would like. She was house keeper,
and looked after the little girl. There were plenty
of people to help ,but of course the young lady
who would go down as governess would be in su-
preme authority. In the holidays, she would also
have to look after the small boy. He had been at
school for a term, but as the holidays were about
to begin, he would soon return. There had been
a young lady for the two children, but they had
had the misfortune to lose her. She had been very
good to them; but when she died, there was no
alternative but the school for little Miles. Mrs
Grose had done what she could for Flora, since
then, in the way of manners and things; and

1 Essex: UERAT(RERRZREHNE)
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there were also a cook, a housemaid, a dairy-
woman, an old pony, an old groom?, and an old
gardener, all of them thoroughly respectable.

The prospect? struck me as slightly grim. I
was young, untried, nervous: I had a vision of
serious duties and little company—of really great
loneliness. I hesitated—took a couple of days to
consult and consider; but the salary was much
greater than I could otherwise dream of , so, I ac-
cepted the position. Then my new employer laid
down his main condition; this was that I should
never trouble him. Never—neither appeal, nor
complain, nor write about anything. I was to re-
ceive all moneys from his solicitor3 , take the
whole thing over, and let him alone. I promised
to do this; and when, for a moment, he held my
hand, and thanked me for the sacrifice, 1 already
felt rewarded.

I never saw the gentleman again.

I felt sure I had made a mistake; but in a
carriage, towards the end of a June afternoon,
through country whose summer sweetness seemed
like a friendly welcome, my courage revived. I
suppose I had expected a dreary house; so what

1 groom: B3k 2 prospect: A&, BIR| 3 solicitor: SIALE
RESIHNEEBBOURID
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greeted me was a good surprise. I remember be-
ing impressed by the broad, clear front, by open
windows and fresh curtains, and a pair of maids
looking out. I remember the lawn, and the bright
flowers, and the crunch of my wheels on the
gravell. Then there immediately appeared at the
door, with a little girl in her hand, a person who
curtsied? to me as if I had been the mistress or a
distinguished visitor.

The little girl who accompanied Mrs Grose
affected me on the spot as a charming creature.
She was the most beautiful child I had ever seen,
and I afterwards wondered why my employer
hadn’t made more of a point to me of this. I slept
little that night—I was too much excited. The
large, impressive room, one of the best in the
house, the great bed, the full draperies3 , the
long mirrors in which, for the first time, I could
see myself from head to foot, all struck me as so
many added extras. It was obvious as well, from
the first moment, that I should get on with Mrs
Grose. I felt that she was so glad—stout, sim-
ple, plain, clean, wholesome woman—that she
was actually on her guard against showing it too
much.

1 gravel: MiF 2 curtsy: fIEERRL 3 draperies: ({3515
B LR Il TR



The radiant image of my little girl, the vi-
sion of her angelic! beauty, made me restless, so
that I several times rose before morning and wan-
dered about my room to take in the whole pros-
pect. I watched from my open window the faint
summer dawn, and listened as the first birds be-
gan to twitter?. There were moments when I be-
lieved I recognised, faint and far, the cry of a
child; and when I started at what 1 thought, in
the passage beyond my door, was the sound of a
light footstep. But I dismissed these fancies. To
waich, teach, ‘form’ little Flora would so obvi-
ously be the making of a happy and useful life. It
had been agreed that after this first occasion, she
would sleep in my room. I had undertaken the
whole care of her. She had remained just this last
time with Mrs Grose out of consideration for my
strangeness and her natural timidity. In spite of
this timidity—which the child herself had been
perfectly frank about—TI felt quite sure she would
presently like me.

I had asked Mrs Grose at supper: ‘ And the
little boy—does he look like her? Is he, too, so
very remarkable?’

‘Oh, Miss, most remarkable. If you think
well of this one!” —and she stood there with a

1 angelic: RIEME 2 twitter: 20,0}
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plate in her hand, beaming at Flora.

‘Yes; if T do—’

‘You will be carried away by the little gen-
tleman!’

‘I'm rather easily carried away,’ Isaid. ‘I
was carried away in London!’

I can see Mrs Grose’s broad face as she took
this in. ‘In Harley Street?’

‘In Harley Street. ’

‘Well, Miss, you’re not the first—and you
won’t be the last. ’

‘And my other pupil, as I understand,
comes back tomorrow?’

‘Not tomorrow—Friday, Miss. He arrives
as you did, by the coach, and is to be met by the
same carriage. ’

I spent the next day with the little girl out of
doors. I arranged with her, to her great satisfac-
tion, that it should be she, and she only, who
would show me the place. She showed it step by
step, and room by room, and secret by secret.
Her talking about it was delightful, and childish,
so that, in half an hour, we had become tremen-
dous friends. Young as she was, I was struck,
throughout our little tour, with her confidence
and courage. As my little conductress, with her
hair of gold and her frock of blue, danced before
me round corners, I had a vision of a castle of

-6_
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romance—a castle that outdid story-books and
fairy-tales. Yet, it was a big, ugly, antiquel but
convenient house—parts of it unused—in which I
had the fancy of our being almost as lost as a
handful of passengers in a drifting ship. And I—
strangely—was at the helm? !

This first day was, on the whole, reassur-
ing; but I was to see it end on a different note.
The post-bag that evening—it came late—con-
tained a letter for me from my employer. Howev-
er, I found this to be composed of a few words,
enclosing another, addressed to himself, with a
seal still unbroken. °‘This, I recognise, is from
the headmaster, who is an awful bore. Read
him, please; deal with him; but mind you don’t
report. Not a word. I'm off!’ I borke the seal
with a great effort, took the unopened letter up to
my room, and only read it just before going to
bed. I should have let it wait till morning, for it
gave me a second sleepless night. The next day,
I was determined to open myself at least to Mrs
Grose.

‘ What does it mean? The child’s been dis-
missed from school. ’

1 antique: BRIFFVAME) BI-SFN, 5Z0 2 helm: %,
RS R H
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She gave me a blank look: ‘But aren’t they
all—7’

“ Sent home—yes. But only for the holi-
days. Miles may never go back at all. ’

At this she raised her eyes, which she had
turned from me; I saw them fill with good tears.
‘ What has he done?’

I gave her the letter, then realised that my
friend could not read. I put it back in my pocket,
hating myself for my clumsiness.

‘Is it really bad?’ The tears were still in her
eyes. ‘Do the gentlemen say so?’

‘ They go into no particulars! . They simply
express their regret that it is impossible to keep
him. That can have only one meaning.’ Mrs
Grose listened with dumb emotion. She did not
ask what this meaning might be, so I added.
‘That he’s an injury to others. ’

At this, with one of the quick turns of sim-
ple folk, she simply flamed up. ‘Master Miles!
Him an injury?’

There was such a flood of good faith in it
that, though I had not yet seen the child, I knew
the idea was absurd.

"It’s too dreadful,’ cried Mrs Grose, ‘to
say such cruel things! Why, he’s scarcely ten

1 go into no particulars: JSEMLIEE
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years old. ’

‘Of course. It’s incredible. ’

‘See him first, Miss. Then believe it!’

I felt straight away a new impatience to see
him. It was the beginning of a curiosity that, in
the next hours, was to deepen almost to pain.
Mrs Grose was aware of the feeling she had pro-
duced in me: ‘ You might as well believe it of
the little lady. Bless her,’ she added the next
moment, ‘look at her!’

I had left Flora in the schoolroom with a
sheet of white paper, copying nice ‘round O’s’.
Now she presented herself at the open door, as if
she sought my company. I needed nothing more
than this to feel the full force of Mrs Grose’s
comparison. I caught my pupil in my arms, and
covered her with kisses.

Nevertheless, the rest of the day, I watched
for a further opportunity to speak to Mrs Grose.
Then towards evening I overtook her on the
stairs, and held her by the arm. ‘ From what you
said earlier, I take it that you've never known
him to be bad. ’

She threw back her head: ¢ Oh, never
known him—TI don’t pretend that!’

I was upset again. ‘ Then you have known
him—7?’

‘Yes, indeed, Miss, thank God!’
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