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Chapter1
Bretton.

My godmother lived in a handsome house in the clean and ancient town
of Bretton. Her husbandÕsfamily had been residents there for genera-
tions, and bore, indeed, the name of their birthplaceÑ Bretton of Bretton:
whether by coincidence, or becausesome remote ancestor had been a
personage of sufficient importance to leave his name to his neighbour-
hood, I know not.

When I was a girl I went to Bretton about twice a year, and well I liked
the visit. The house and its inmates specially suited me. The large peace-
ful rooms, the well-arranged furniture, the clear wide windows, the bal-
cony outside, looking down on a fine antique street, where Sundays and
holidays seemedalways to abideÑ so quiet was its atmosphere, so clean
its pavementÑ these things pleased me well.

One child in a household of grown people is usually made very much
of, and in a quiet way I was a good deal taken notice of by Mrs. Bretton,
who had been left a widow, with one son, before I knew her; her hus-
band, a physician, having died while shewas yet a young and handsome
woman.

She was not young, as I remember her, but she was still handsome,
tall, well-made, and though dark for an Englishwoman, yet wearing al-
ways the clearnessof health in her brunette cheek, and its vivacity in a
pair of fine, cheerful black eyes.People esteemedit a grievous pity that
she had not conferred her complexion on her son, whose eyes were
blueÑ though, even in boyhood, very piercingÑ and the colour of his
long hair such as friends did not venture to specify, except as the sun
shone on it, when they called it golden. He inherited the lines of his
motherÕsfeatures, however; also her good teeth, her stature (or the
promise of her stature, for he was not yet full-grown), and, what was
better, her health without flaw, and her spirits of that tone and equality
which are better than a fortune to the possessor.
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In the autumn of the year ÑÑ I was staying at Bretton; my godmoth-
er having come in person to claim me of the kinsfolk with whom was at
that time fixed my permanent residence. I believe she then plainly saw
events coming, whose very shadow I scarce guessed; yet of which the
faint suspicion sufficed to impart unsettled sadness,and made me glad
to change scene and society.

Time always flowed smoothly for me at my godmotherÕsside; not
with tumultuous swiftness, but blandly, like the gliding of a full river
through a plain. My visits to her resembled the sojourn of Christian and
Hopeful beside a certain pleasant stream, with Ògreen trees on each
bank, and meadows beautified with lilies all the year round.Ó The charm
of variety there was not, nor the excitement of incident; but I liked peace
so well, and sought stimulus so little, that when the latter came I almost
felt it a disturbance, and wished rather it had still held aloof.

One day a letter was received of which the contents evidently caused
Mrs. Bretton surprise and some concern. I thought at first it was from
home, and trembled, expecting I know not what disastrous communica-
tion: to me, however, no reference was made, and the cloud seemed to
pass.

The next day, on my return from a long walk, I found, as I entered my
bedroom, an unexpected change. In, addition to my own French bed in
its shady recess,appeared in a corner a small crib, draped with white;
and in addition to my mahogany chestof drawers, I saw a tiny rosewood
chest. I stood still, gazed, and considered.

ÒOfwhat are these things the signs and tokens?ÓI asked. The answer
was obvious. ÒA second guest is coming: Mrs. Bretton expects other
visitors.Ó

On descending to dinner, explanations ensued. A little girl, I was told,
would shortly be my companion: the daughter of a friend and distant re-
lation of the late Dr. BrettonÕs.This little girl, it was added, had recently
lost her mother; though, indeed, Mrs. Bretton ere long subjoined, the loss
was not so great asmight at first appear. Mrs. Home (Home it seemswas
the name) had beena very pretty, but a giddy, carelesswoman, who had
neglected her child, and disappointed and disheartened her husband. So
far from congenial had the union proved, that separation at last en-
suedÑ separation by mutual consent, not after any legal process. Soon
after this event, the lady having over-exerted herself at a ball, caught
cold, took a fever, and died after a very brief illness. Her husband, natur-
ally a man of very sensitive feelings, and shocked inexpressibly by too
sudden communication of the news, could hardly, it seems, now be
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persuaded but that some over-severity on his partÑ some deficiency in
patience and indulgenceÑ had contributed to hasten her end. He had
brooded over this idea till his spirits were seriously affected; the medical
men insisted on travelling being tried as a remedy, and meanwhile Mrs.
Bretton had offered to take charge of his little girl. ÒAnd I hope,Óadded
my godmother in conclusion, Òthechild will not be like her mamma; as
silly and frivolous a little flirt as ever sensible man was weak enough to
marry. For,Ósaid she, ÒMr. Home is a sensible man in his way, though
not very practical: he is fond of science,and lives half his life in a laborat-
ory trying experimentsÑ a thing his butterfly wife could neither com-
prehend nor endure; and indeedÓ confessed my godmother, ÒI should
not have liked it myself.Ó

In answer to a question of mine, she further informed me that her late
husband used to say, Mr. Home had derived this scientific turn from a
maternal uncle, a French savant; for he came, it seems;of mixed French
and Scottish origin, and had connections now living in France,of whom
more than one wrote debefore his name, and called himself noble.

That same evening at nine oÕclock,a servant was despatched to meet
the coachby which our little visitor was expected.Mrs. Bretton and I sat
alone in the drawing-room waiting her coming; JohnGraham Bretton be-
ing absenton a visit to one of his schoolfellows who lived in the country.
My godmother read the evening paper while she waited; I sewed. It was
a wet night; the rain lashed the panes,and the wind sounded angry and
restless.

ÒPoorchild!Ó said Mrs. Bretton from time to time. ÒWhatweather for
her journey! I wish she were safe here.Ó

A little before ten the door-bell announced WarrenÕsreturn. No sooner
was the door opened than I ran down into the hall; there lay a trunk and
someband-boxes,beside them stood a person like a nurse-girl, and at the
foot of the staircase was Warren with a shawled bundle in his arms.

ÒIs that the child?Ó I asked.
ÒYes, miss.Ó
I would have opened the shawl, and tried to get a peep at the face,but

it was hastily turned from me to WarrenÕs shoulder.
ÒPutme down, please,Ósaid a small voice when Warren opened the

drawing-room door, Òand take off this shawl,Ó continued the speaker,
extracting with its minute hand the pin, and with a sort of fastidious
haste doffing the clumsy wrapping. The creature which now appeared
made a deft attempt to fold the shawl; but the drapery was much too
heavy and large to be sustained or wielded by those hands and arms.
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ÒGive it to Harriet, please,Ówas then the direction, Òandshe can put it
away.Ó This said, it turned and fixed its eyes on Mrs. Bretton.

ÒComehere, little dear,Ósaid that lady. ÒComeand let me see if you
are cold and damp: come and let me warm you at the fire.Ó

The child advanced promptly. Relieved of her wrapping, sheappeared
exceedingly tiny; but was a neat, completely-fashioned little figure, light,
slight, and straight. Seatedon my godmotherÕsample lap, she looked a
mere doll; her neck, delicate as wax, her head of silky curls, increased, I
thought, the resemblance.

Mrs. Bretton talked in little fond phrases as she chafed the childÕs
hands, arms, and feet; first she was considered with a wistful gaze, but
soon a smile answered her. Mrs. Bretton was not generally a caressing
woman: even with her deeply-cherished son, her manner was rarely sen-
timental, often the reverse; but when the small stranger smiled at her,
she kissed it, asking, ÒWhat is my little oneÕs name?Ó

ÒMissy.Ó
ÒBut besides Missy?Ó
ÒPolly, papa calls her.Ó
ÒWill Polly be content to live with me?Ó
ÒNotalways; but till papa comeshome. Papa is gone away.ÓSheshook

her head expressively.
ÒHe will return to Polly, or send for her.Ó
ÒWill he, maÕam? Do you know he will?Ó
ÒI think so.Ó
ÒBut Harriet thinks not: at least not for a long while. He is ill.Ó
Her eyes filled. She drew her hand from Mrs. BrettonÕsand made a

movement to leave her lap; it was at first resisted, but she saidÑ
ÒPlease, I wish to go: I can sit on a stool.Ó

She was allowed to slip down from the knee, and taking a footstool,
she carried it to a corner where the shade was deep, and there seated
herself. Mrs. Bretton, though a commanding, and in grave matters even a
peremptory woman, was often passive in trifles: she allowed the child
her way. Shesaid to me, ÒTakeno notice at present.ÓBut I did take no-
tice: I watched Polly rest her small elbow on her small knee, her head on
her hand; I observed her draw a square inch or two of pocket-handker-
chief from the doll-pocket of her doll-skirt, and then I heard her weep.
Other children in grief or pain cry aloud, without shame or restraint; but
this being wept: the tiniest occasional sniff testified to her emotion. Mrs.
Bretton did not hear it: which was quite aswell. Ere long, a voice, issuing
from the corner, demandedÑ ÒMay the bell be rung for Harriet!Ó
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I rang; the nurse was summoned and came.
ÒHarriet, I must be put to bed,Ósaid her little mistress. ÒYoumust ask

where my bed is.Ó
Harriet signified that she had already made that inquiry.
ÒAsk if you sleep with me, Harriet.Ó
ÒNo, Missy,Ó said the nurse: Òyou are to share this young ladyÕs

room,Ó designating me.
Missy did not leave her seat, but I saw her eyes seek me. After some

minutesÕ silent scrutiny, she emerged from her corner.
ÒI wish you, maÕam,good night,Ó said she to Mrs. Bretton; but she

passed me mute.
ÒGood-night, Polly,Ó I said.
ÒNoneed to say good-night, since we sleep in the samechamber,Ówas

the reply, with which she vanished from the drawing-room. We heard
Harriet propose to carry her up-stairs. ÒNo need,Ówas again her an-
swerÑ Òno need, no need:Óand her small step toiled wearily up the
staircase.

On going to bed an hour afterwards, I found her still wide awake. She
had arranged her pillows so as to support her little person in a sitting
posture: her hands, placed one within the other, rested quietly on the
sheet, with an old-fashioned calm most unchildlike. I abstained from
speaking to her for some time, but just before extinguishing the light, I
recommended her to lie down.

ÒBy and by,Ó was the answer.
ÒBut you will take cold, Missy.Ó
She took some tiny article of raiment from the chair at her crib side,

and with it covered her shoulders. I suffered her to do as she pleased.
Listening awhile in the darkness, I was aware that she still wept,Ñ wept
under restraint, quietly and cautiously.

On awaking with daylight, a trickling of water caught my ear. Behold!
there she was risen and mounted on a stool near the washstand, with
pains and difficulty inclining the ewer (which she could not lift) so as to
pour its contents into the basin. It was curious to watch her as she
washed and dressed, so small, busy, and noiseless. Evidently she was
little accustomed to perform her own toilet; and the buttons, strings,
hooks and eyes, offered difficulties which she encountered with a per-
severancegood to witness. Shefolded her night-dress, she smoothed the
drapery of her couch quite neatly; withdrawing into a corner, where the
sweep of the white curtain concealed her, she became still. I half rose,
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and advanced my, head to see how she was occupied. On her knees,
with her forehead bent on her hands, I perceived that she was praying.

Her nurse tapped at the door. She started up.
ÒIam dressed, Harriet,Ó said she; ÒIhave dressed myself, but I do not

feel neat. Make me neat!Ó
ÒWhy did you dress yourself, Missy?Ó
ÒHush! speak low, Harriet, for fear of waking the girlÓ(meaning me,

who now lay with my eyesshut). ÒIdressed myself to learn, against the
time you leave me.Ó

ÒDo you want me to go?Ó
ÒWhenyou are cross, I have many a time wanted you to go, but not

now. Tie my sash straight; make my hair smooth, please.Ó
ÒYour sash is straight enough. What a particular little body you are!Ó
ÒIt must be tied again. Please to tie it.Ó
ÒThere,then. When I am gone you must get that young lady to dress

you.Ó
ÒOn no account.Ó
ÒWhy?Sheis a very nice young lady. I hope you mean to behave pret-

tily to her, Missy, and not show your airs.Ó
ÒShe shall dress me on no account.Ó
ÒComical little thing!Ó
ÒYouare not passing the comb straight through my hair, Harriet; the

line will be crooked.Ó
ÒAy, you are ill to please. Does that suit?Ó
ÒPretty well. Where should I go now that I am dressed?Ó
ÒI will take you into the breakfast-room.Ó
ÒCome, then.Ó
They proceeded to the door. She stopped.
ÒOh! Harriet, I wish this was papaÕshouse! I donÕt know these

people.Ó
ÒBe a good child, Missy.Ó
ÒIam good, but I achehere;Óputting her hand to her heart, and moan-

ing while she reiterated, ÒPapa! papa!Ó
I roused myself and started up, to check this scene while it was yet

within bounds.
ÒSaygood-morning to the young lady,Ó dictated Harriet. She said,

ÒGood-morning,Óand then followed her nurse from the room. Harriet
temporarily left that sameday, to go to her own friends, who lived in the
neighbourhood.
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On descending, I found Paulina (the child called herself Polly, but her
full name was Paulina Mary) seated at the breakfast-table, by Mrs.
BrettonÕsside; a mug of milk stood before her, a morsel of bread filled
her hand, which lay passive on the table-cloth: she was not eating.

ÒHow we shall conciliate this little creature,Ósaid Mrs. Bretton to me,
ÒI donÕt know: she tastes nothing, and by her looks, she has not slept.Ó

I expressed my confidence in the effects of time and kindness.
ÒIf she were to take a fancy to anybody in the house, she would soon

settle; but not till then,Ó replied Mrs. Bretton.
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Chapter2
Paulina.

Somedays elapsed, and it appeared she was not likely to take much of a
fancy to anybody in the house. She was not exactly naughty or wilful:
she was far from disobedient; but an object less conducive to comfortÑ
to tranquillity evenÑ than shepresented, it was scarcelypossible to have
before oneÕseyes. She moped: no grown person could have performed
that uncheering business better; no furrowed face of adult exile, longing
for Europe at EuropeÕsantipodes, ever bore more legibly the signs of
home sickness than did her infant visage. She seemed growing old and
unearthly. I, Lucy Snowe, plead guiltless of that curse, an overheated
and discursive imagination; but whenever, opening a room-door, I found
her seated in a corner alone, her head in her pigmy hand, that room
seemed to me not inhabited, but haunted.

And again, when of moonlight nights, on waking, I beheld her figure,
white and conspicuous in its night-dress, kneeling upright in bed, and
praying like some Catholic or Methodist enthusiastÑ some precocious
fanatic or untimely saintÑ I scarcelyknow what thoughts I had; but they
ran risk of being hardly more rational and healthy than that childÕsmind
must have been.

I seldom caught a word of her prayers, for they were whispered low:
sometimes, indeed, they were not whispered at all, but put up unuttered;
such rare sentencesas reached my ear still bore the burden, ÒPapa;my
dear papa!ÓThis, I perceived, was a one-ideaÕdnature; betraying that
monomaniac tendency I have ever thought the most unfortunate with
which man or woman can be cursed.

What might have been the end of this fretting, had it continued un-
checked, can only be conjectured: it received, however, a sudden turn.

One afternoon, Mrs. Bretton, coaxing her from her usual station in a
corner, had lifted her into the window-seat, and, by way of occupying
her attention, told her to watch the passengers and count how many
ladies should go down the street in a given time. She had sat listlessly,
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hardly looking, and not counting, whenÑ my eye being fixed on hersÑ I
witnessed in its iris and pupil a startling transfiguration. Thesesudden,
dangerous naturesÑ sensitiveas they are calledÑ offer many a curious
spectacle to those whom a cooler temperament has secured from parti-
cipation in their angular vagaries. The fixed and heavy gaze swum,
trembled, then glittered in fire; the small, overcast brow cleared; the
trivial and dejected features lit up; the sad countenancevanished, and in
its place appeared a sudden eagerness,an intense expectancy. ÒItis!Ó
were her words.

Like a bird or a shaft, or any other swift thing, she was gone from the
room, How she got the house-door open I cannot tell; probably it might
be ajar; perhaps Warren was in the way and obeyed her behest, which
would be impetuous enough. IÑ watching calmly from the windowÑ
saw her, in her black frock and tiny braided apron (to pinafores she had
an antipathy), dart half the length of the street; and, as I was on the point
of turning, and quietly announcing to Mrs. Bretton that the child was run
out mad, and ought instantly to be pursued, I saw her caught up, and
rapt at once from my cool observation, and from the wondering stare of
the passengers.A gentleman had done this good turn, and now, cover-
ing her with his cloak, advanced to restore her to the house whence he
had seen her issue.

I concluded he would leave her in a servantÕscharge and withdraw;
but he entered: having tarried a little while below, he came up-stairs.

His reception immediately explained that he was known to Mrs.
Bretton. Sherecognised him; she greeted him, and yet she was fluttered,
surprised, taken unawares. Her look and manner were even expostulat-
ory; and in reply to these,rather than her words, he said, Ñ ÒIcould not
help it, madam: I found it impossible to leave the country without seeing
with my own eyes how she settled.Ó

ÒBut you will unsettle her.Ó
ÒI hope not. And how is papaÕs little Polly?Ó
This question he addressed to Paulina, as he sat down and placed her

gently on the ground before him.
ÒHow is PollyÕspapa?Ówas the reply, as she leaned on his knee, and

gazed up into his face.
It was not a noisy, not a wordy scene:for that I was thankful; but it

was a sceneof feeling too brimful, and which, becausethe cup did not
foam up high or furiously overflow, only oppressed one the more. On all
occasionsof vehement, unrestrained expansion, a senseof disdain or ri-
dicule comes to the weary spectatorÕsrelief; whereas I have ever felt

11



most burdensome that sort of sensibility which bends of its own will, a
giant slave under the sway of good sense.

Mr. Home was a stern-featuredÑ perhaps I should rather say, a hard-
featured man: his forehead was knotty, and his cheekboneswere marked
and prominent. The character of his face was quite Scotch;but there was
feeling in his eye, and emotion in his now agitated countenance. His
northern accent in speaking harmonised with his physiognomy. He was
at once proud-looking and homely-looking. He laid his hand on the
childÕs uplifted head. She saidÑ ÒKiss Polly.Ó

He kissed her. I wished she would utter some hysterical cry, so that I
might get relief and be at ease.She made wonderfully little noise: she
seemed to have got what she wantedÑ all she wanted, and to be in a
trance of content. Neither in mien nor in features was this creature like
her sire, and yet she was of his strain: her mind had been filled from his,
as the cup from the flagon.

Indisputably, Mr. Home owned manly self-control, however he might
secretly feel on some matters. ÒPolly,Óhe said, looking down on his little
girl, Ògointo the hall; you will seepapaÕsgreat-coat lying on a chair; put
your hand into the pockets, you will find a pocket-handkerchief there;
bring it to me.Ó

She obeyed; went and returned deftly and nimbly. He was talking to
Mrs. Bretton when she came back, and she waited with the handkerchief
in her hand. It was a picture, in its way, to seeher, with her tiny stature,
and trim, neat shape, standing at his knee. Seeing that he continued to
talk, apparently unconscious of her return, she took his hand, opened the
unresisting fingers, insinuated into them the handkerchief, and closed
them upon it one by one. He still seemednot to seeor to feel her; but by-
and-by, he lifted her to his knee; she nestled against him, and though
neither looked at nor spoke to the other for an hour following, I suppose
both were satisfied.

During tea, the minute thingÕsmovements and behaviour gave, as
usual, full occupation to the eye. First she directed Warren, as he placed
the chairs.

ÒPut papaÕschair here, and mine near it, between papa and Mrs.
Bretton: I must hand his tea.Ó

She took her own seat, and beckoned with her hand to her father.
ÒBe near me, as if we were at home, papa.Ó
And again, as she intercepted his cup in passing, and would stir the

sugar, and put in the cream herself, ÒI always did it for you at home;
papa: nobody could do it as well, not even your own self.Ó
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Throughout the meal she continued her attentions: rather absurd they
were. The sugar-tongs were too wide for one of her hands, and she had
to use both in wielding them; the weight of the silver cream-ewer, the
bread-and-butter plates, the very cup and saucer, tasked her insufficient
strength and dexterity; but she would lift this, hand that, and luckily
contrived through it all to break nothing. Candidly speaking, I thought
her a little busy-body; but her father, blind like other parents, seemed
perfectly content to let her wait on him, and even wonderfully soothed
by her offices.

ÒSheis my comfort!Ó he could not help saying to Mrs. Bretton. That
lady had her own ÒcomfortÓand nonpareil on a much larger scale,and,
for the moment, absent; so she sympathised with his foible.

This secondÒcomfortÓcameon the stagein the course of the evening. I
knew this day had been fixed for his return, and was aware that Mrs.
Bretton had been expecting him through all its hours. We were seated
round the fire, after tea, when Graham joined our circle: I should rather
say, broke it upÑ for, of course, his arrival made a bustle; and then, as
Mr. Graham was fasting, there was refreshment to be provided. He and
Mr. Home met as old acquaintance;of the little girl he took no notice for
a time.

His meal over, and numerous questions from his mother answered, he
turned from the table to the hearth. Opposite where he had placed him-
self was seatedMr. Home, and at his elbow, the child. When I say child I
use an inappropriate and undescriptive termÑ a term suggesting any
picture rather than that of the demure little person in a mourning frock
and white chemisette, that might just have fitted a good-sized dollÑ
perched now on a high chair beside a stand, whereon was her toy work-
box of white varnished wood, and holding in her hands a shred of a
handkerchief, which she was professing to hem, and at which she bored
perseveringly with a needle, that in her fingers seemedalmost a skewer,
pricking herself ever and anon, marking the cambric with a track of
minute red dots; occasionally starting when the perverse weaponÑ
swerving from her controlÑ inflicted a deeper stab than usual; but still
silent, diligent, absorbed, womanly.

Graham was at that time a handsome, faithless-looking youth of six-
teen. I say faithless-looking, not becausehe was really of a very perfidi-
ous disposition, but becausethe epithet strikes me as proper to describe
the fair, Celtic (not Saxon) character of his good looks; his waved light
auburn hair, his supple symmetry, his smile frequent, and destitute
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neither of fascination nor of subtlety (in no bad sense).A spoiled, whim-
sical boy he was in those days.

ÒMother,Óhe said, after eyeing the little figure before him in silence for
some time, and when the temporary absenceof Mr. Home from the room
relieved him from the half-laughing bashfulness,which was all he knew
of timidityÑÐ ÒMother, I see a young lady in the present society to
whom I have not been introduced.Ó

ÒMr. HomeÕs little girl, I suppose you mean,Ó said his mother.
ÒIndeed,maÕam,Óreplied her son, ÒI consider your expression of the

least ceremonious: Miss Home I should certainly have said, in venturing
to speak of the gentlewoman to whom I allude.Ó

ÒNow, Graham, I will not have that child teased.DonÕtflatter yourself
that I shall suffer you to make her your butt.Ó

ÒMiss Home,Ó pursued Graham, undeterred by his motherÕsremon-
strance, Òmight I have the honour to introduce myself, since no one else
seemswilling to render you and me that service?Your slave, John Gra-
ham Bretton.Ó

She looked at him; he rose and bowed quite gravely. Shedeliberately
put down thimble, scissors,work; descended with precaution from her
perch, and curtsying with unspeakable seriousness,said, ÒHow do you
do?Ó

ÒIhave the honour to be in fair health, only in some measure fatigued
with a hurried journey. I hope, maÕam, I see you well?Ó

ÒTor-rer-ably well,Ó was the ambitious reply of the little woman and
she now essayed to regain her former elevation, but finding this could
not be done without some climbing and strainingÑ a sacrifice of decor-
um not to be thought ofÑ and being utterly disdainful of aid in the pres-
enceof a strange young gentleman, she relinquished the high chair for a
low stool: towards that low stool Graham drew in his chair.

ÒIhope, maÕam,the present residence,my motherÕshouse, appears to
you a convenient place of abode?Ó

ÒNot par-tic-er-er-ly; I want to go home.Ó
ÒA natural and laudable desire, maÕam;but one which, notwithstand-

ing, I shall do my best to oppose. I reckon on being able to get out of you
a little of that precious commodity called amusement, which mamma
and Mistress Snowe there fail to yield me.Ó

ÒIshall have to go with papa soon: I shall not stay long at your moth-
erÕs.Ó

ÒYes,yes; you will stay with me, I am sure. I have a pony on which
you shall ride, and no end of books with pictures to show you.Ó

14



ÒAreyougoing to live here now?Ó
ÒI am. Does that please you? Do you like me?Ó
ÒNo.Ó
ÒWhy?Ó
ÒI think you queer.Ó
ÒMy face, maÕam?Ó
ÒYour face and all about you: You have long red hair.Ó
ÒAuburn hair, if you please:mamma, calls it auburn, or golden, and so

do all her friends. But even with my Ôlongred hairÕÓ(and he waved his
mane with a sort of triumphÑ tawny he himself well knew that it was,
and he was proud of the leonine hue), ÒIcannot possibly be queerer than
is your ladyship.Ó

ÒYou call me queer?Ó
ÒCertainly.Ó
(After a pause), ÒI think I shall go to bed.Ó
ÒA little thing like you ought to have been in bed many hours since;

but you probably sat up in the expectation of seeing me?Ó
ÒNo, indeed.Ó
ÒYoucertainly wished to enjoy the pleasure of my society. You knew I

was coming home, and would wait to have a look at me.Ó
ÒI sat up for papa, and not for you.Ó
ÒVerygood, Miss Home. I am going to be a favourite: preferred before

papa soon, I daresay.Ó
Shewished Mrs. Bretton and myself good-night; sheseemedhesitating

whether GrahamÕsdeserts entitled him to the same attention, when he
caught her up with one hand, and with that one hand held her poised
aloft above his head. Shesaw herself thus lifted up on high, in the glass
over the fireplace. The suddenness,the freedom, the disrespect of the ac-
tion were too much.

ÒForshame, Mr. Graham!Ówas her indignant cry, Òput me down!ÓÑ
and when again on her feet, ÒIwonder what you would think of me if I
were to treat you in that way, lifting you with my handÓ (raising that
mighty member) Òas Warren lifts the little cat.Ó

So saying, she departed.
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Chapter3
The playmates.

Mr. Home stayed two days. During his visit he could not be prevailed on
to go out: he sat all day long by the fireside, sometimes silent, sometimes
receiving and answering Mrs. BrettonÕschat, which was just of the prop-
er sort for a man in his morbid moodÑ not over-sympathetic, yet not too
uncongenial, sensible; and even with a touch of the motherlyÑ she was
sufficiently his senior to be permitted this touch.

As to Paulina, the child was at once happy and mute, busy and watch-
ful. Her father frequently lifted her to his knee; she would sit there till
she felt or fancied he grew restless;then it wasÑ ÒPapa,put me down; I
shall tire you with my weight.Ó

And the mighty burden slid to the rug, and establishing itself on car-
pet or stool just at ÒpapaÕsÓfeet, the white work-box and the scarlet-
speckled handkerchief came into play. This handkerchief, it seems,was
intended as a keepsake for Òpapa,Óand must be finished before his de-
parture; consequently the demand on the sempstressÕsindustry (she ac-
complished about a score of stitches in half-an-hour) was stringent.

The evening, by restoring Graham to the maternal roof (his days were
passed at school), brought us an accessionof animationÑ a quality not
diminished by the nature of the scenespretty sure to be enactedbetween
him and Miss Paulina.

A distant and haughty demeanour had been the result of the indignity
put upon her the first evening of his arrival: her usual answer, when he
addressed her, wasÑ ÒIcanÕtattend to you; I have other things to think
about.Ó Being implored to statewhat things:

ÒBusiness.Ó
Graham would endeavour to seduceher attention by opening his desk

and displaying its multifarious contents: seals,bright sticks of wax, pen-
knives, with a miscellany of engravingsÑ some of them gaily colouredÑ
which he had amassedfrom time to time. Nor was this powerful tempta-
tion wholly unavailing: her eyes, furtively raised from her work, cast
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many a peep towards the writing-table, rich in scattered pictures. An
etching of a child playing with a Blenheim spaniel happened to flutter to
the floor.

ÒPretty little dog!Ó said she, delighted.
Graham prudently took no notice. Ere long, stealing from her corner,

she approached to examine the treasure more closely. The dogÕsgreat
eyes and long ears, and the childÕs hat and feathers, were irresistible.

ÒNice picture!Ó was her favourable criticism.
ÒWellÑ you may have it,Ó said Graham.
Sheseemedto hesitate. The wish to possesswas strong, but to accept

would be a compromise of dignity. No. She put it down and turned
away.

ÒYou wonÕt have it, then, Polly?Ó
ÒI would rather not, thank you.Ó
ÒShall I tell you what I will do with the picture if you refuse it?Ó
She half turned to listen.
ÒCut it into strips for lighting the taper.Ó
ÒNo!Ó
ÒBut I shall.Ó
ÒPleaseÑ donÕt.Ó
Graham waxed inexorable on hearing the pleading tone; he took the

scissors from his motherÕs work-basket.
ÒHere goes!Ósaid he, making a menacing flourish. ÒRight through

FidoÕs head, and splitting little HarryÕs nose.Ó
ÒNo!No! NO!Ó
ÒThen come to me. Come quickly, or it is done.Ó
She hesitated, lingered, but complied.
ÒNow, will you have it?Ó he asked, as she stood before him.
ÒPlease.Ó
ÒBut I shall want payment.Ó
ÒHow much?Ó
ÒA kiss.Ó
ÒGive the picture first into my hand.Ó
Polly, asshesaid this, looked rather faithless in her turn. Graham gave

it. She absconded a debtor, darted to her father, and took refuge on his
knee. Graham rose in mimic wrath and followed. Sheburied her face in
Mr. HomeÕs waistcoat.

ÒPapaÑ papaÑ send him away!Ó
ÒIÕll not be sent away,Ó said Graham.
With face still averted, she held out her hand to keep him off
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ÒThen,I shall kiss the hand,Ó said he; but that moment it became a
miniature fist, and dealt him payment in a small coin that was not kisses.

GrahamÑ not failing in his way to be as wily as his little playmateÑ
retreated apparently quite discomfited; he flung himself on a sofa, and
resting his head against the cushion, lay like one in pain. Polly, finding
him silent, presently peeped at him. His eyesand facewere covered with
his hands. She turned on her fatherÕsknee, and gazed at her foe
anxiously and long. Graham groaned.

ÒPapa, what is the matter?Ó she whispered.
ÒYou had better ask him, Polly.Ó
ÒIs he hurt?Ó (groan second.)
ÒHe makes a noise as if he were,Ó said Mr. Home.
ÒMother,Ósuggested Graham, feebly, ÒIthink you had better send for

the doctor. Oh my eye!Ó(renewed silence, broken only by sighs from
Graham.)

ÒIf I were to become blindÑÑ?Ó suggested this last.
His chastiser could not bear the suggestion. She was beside him

directly.
ÒLetme seeyour eye: I did not mean to touch it, only your mouth; and

I did not think I hit so veryhard.Ó
Silence answered her. Her features worked,Ñ ÒI am sorry; I am sorry!Ó
Then succeeded emotion, faltering; weeping.
ÒHave done trying that child, Graham,Ó said Mrs. Bretton.
ÒIt is all nonsense, my pet,Ó cried Mr. Home.
And Graham once more snatched her aloft, and she again punished

him; and while she pulled his lionÕslocks, termed himÑ ÒThenaughti-
est, rudest, worst, untruest person that ever was.Ó

* * * * *
On the morning of Mr. HomeÕsdeparture, he and his daughter had

some conversation in a window-recess by themselves; I heard part of it.
ÒCouldnÕtI pack my box and go with you, papa?Óshe whispered

earnestly.
He shook his head.
ÒShould I be a trouble to you?Ó
ÒYes, Polly.Ó
ÒBecause I am little?Ó
ÒBecauseyou are little and tender. It is only great, strong people that

should travel. But donÕtlook sad, my little girl; it breaks my heart. Papa,
will soon come back to his Polly.Ó

ÒIndeed, indeed, I am not sad, scarcely at all.Ó
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ÒPolly would be sorry to give papa pain; would she not?Ó
ÒSorrier than sorry.Ó
ÒThen Polly must be cheerful: not cry at parting; not fret afterwards.

She must look forward to meeting again, and try to be happy mean-
while.
Can she do this?Ó

ÒShe will try.Ó
ÒI see she will. Farewell, then. It is time to go.Ó
ÒNow?Ñ just now?
ÒJust now.Ó
Sheheld up quivering lips. Her father sobbed,but she, I remarked, did

not. Having put her down, he shook hands with the rest present, and
departed.

When the street-door closed, she dropped on her knees at a chair with
a cryÑ ÒPapa!Ó

It was low and long; a sort of ÒWhy hast thou forsaken me?ÓDuring
an ensuing spaceof some minutes, I perceived she endured agony. She
went through, in that brief interval of her infant life, emotions such as
some never feel; it was in her constitution: she would have more of such
instants if she lived. Nobody spoke. Mrs. Bretton, being a mother, shed a
tear or two. Graham, who was writing, lifted up his eyes and gazed at
her. I, Lucy Snowe, was calm.

The little creature, thus left unharassed,did for herself what none oth-
er could doÑ contended with an intolerable feeling; and, ere long, in
some degree, repressed it. That day she would accept solacefrom none;
nor the next day: she grew more passive afterwards.

On the third evening, as she sat on the floor, worn and quiet, Graham,
coming in, took her up gently, without a word. She did not resist: she
rather nestled in his arms, as if weary. When he sat down, she laid her
head against him; in a few minutes she slept; he carried her upstairs to
bed. I was not surprised that, the next morning, the first thing she de-
manded was, ÒWhere is Mr. Graham?Ó

It happened that Graham was not coming to the breakfast-table; he
had some exercisesto write for that morningÕsclass,and had requested
his mother to send a cup of tea into the study. Polly volunteered to carry
it: she must be busy about something, look after somebody. The cup was
entrusted to her; for, if restless, she was also careful. As the study was
opposite the breakfast-room, the doors facing acrossthe passage,my eye
followed her.

ÒWhat are you doing?Ó she asked, pausing on the threshold.
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ÒWriting,Ó said Graham.
ÒWhy donÕt you come to take breakfast with your mamma?Ó
ÒToo busy.Ó
ÒDo you want any breakfast?Ó
ÒOf course.Ó
ÒThere, then.Ó
And she deposited the cup on the carpet, like a jailor putting a prison-

erÕspitcher of water through his cell-door, and retreated. Presently she
returned.

ÒWhat will you have besides teaÑ what to eat?Ó
ÒAnything good. Bring me something particularly nice; thatÕsa kind

little woman.Ó
She came back to Mrs. Bretton.
ÒPlease, maÕam, send your boy something good.Ó
ÒYou shall choose for him, Polly; what shall my boy have?Ó
Sheselecteda portion of whatever was best on the table; and, ere long,

came back with a whispered request for some marmalade, which was
not there. Having got it, however, (for Mrs. Bretton refused the pair
nothing), Graham was shortly after heard lauding her to the skies;prom-
ising that, when he had a house of his own, sheshould be his housekeep-
er, and perhapsÑ if she showed any culinary geniusÑ his cook; and, as
she did not return, and I went to look after her, I found Graham and her
breakfasting t•te-ˆ-t•teÑ she standing at his elbow, and sharing his fare:
excepting the marmalade, which she delicately refused to touch, lest, I
suppose, it should appear that she had procured it as much on her own
account as his. She constantly evinced these nice perceptions and delic-
ate instincts.

The league of acquaintanceship thus struck up was not hastily dis-
solved; on the contrary, it appeared that time and circumstances served
rather to cement than loosen it. Ill-assimilated as the two were in age,
sex,pursuits, &c., they somehow found a great deal to say to eachother.
As to Paulina, I observed that her little character never properly came
out, except with young Bretton. As she got settled, and accustomed to
the house, sheproved tractable enough with Mrs. Bretton; but shewould
sit on a stool at that ladyÕsfeet all day long, learning her task, or sewing,
or drawing figures with a pencil on a slate, and never kindling once to
originality, or showing a single gleam of the peculiarities of her nature. I
ceasedto watch her under such circumstances: she was not interesting.
But the moment GrahamÕsknock sounded of an evening, a change
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occurred; she was instantly at the head of the staircase.Usually her wel-
come was a reprimand or a threat.

ÒYouhave not wiped your shoesproperly on the mat. I shall tell your
mamma.Ó

ÒLittle busybody! Are you there?Ó
ÒYesÑ and you canÕtreach me: I am higher up than youÓ (peeping

between the rails of the banister; she could not look over them).
ÒPolly!Ó
ÒMy dear boy!Ó(such was one of her terms for him, adopted in imita-

tion of his mother.)
ÒIam fit to faint with fatigue,Ódeclared Graham, leaning against the

passage-wall in seeming exhaustion. ÒDr.DigbyÓ (the headmaster) Òhas
quite knocked me up with overwork. Just come down and help me to
carry up my books.Ó

ÒAh! youÕre cunning!Ó
ÒNot at all, PollyÑ it is positive fact. IÕmas weak as a rush. Come

down.Ó
ÒYour eyes are quiet like the catÕs, but youÕll spring.Ó
ÒSpring? Nothing of the kind: it isnÕt in me. Come down.Ó
ÒPerhapsI mayÑ if youÕllpromise not to touchÑ not to snatch me up,

and not to whirl me round.Ó
ÒI? I couldnÕt do it!Ó (sinking into a chair.)
ÒThen put the books down on the first step, and go three yards offÓ
This being done, she descended warily, and not taking her eyes from

the feeble Graham. Of course her approach always galvanized him to
new and spasmodic life: the game of romps was sure to be exacted. So-
metimes she would be angry; sometimes the matter was allowed to pass
smoothly, and we could hear her say asshe led him up-stairs: ÒNow, my
dear boy, come and take your teaÑ I am sure you must want
something.Ó

It was sufficiently comical to observe her as she sat beside Graham,
while he took that meal. In his absenceshe was a still personage, but
with him the most officious, fidgety little body possible. I often wished
she would mind herself and be tranquil; but noÑ herself was forgotten
in him: he could not be sufficiently well waited on, nor carefully enough
looked after; he was more than the Grand Turk in her estimation. She
would gradually assemblethe various plates before him, and, when one
would suppose all he could possibly desire was within his reach, she
would find out something else: ÒMaÕam,Óshe would whisper to Mrs.
Bretton,Ñ Òperhapsyour son would like a little cakeÑ sweet cake, you
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knowÑ there is some in thereÓ(pointing to the sideboard cupboard).
Mrs. Bretton, as a rule, disapproved of sweet cake at tea, but still the re-
quest was urged,Ñ ÒOne little pieceÑ only for himÑ as he goes to
school: girlsÑ such as me and Miss SnoweÑ donÕt need treats,
but hewould like it.Ó

Graham did like it very well, and almost always got it. To do him
justice, he would have shared his prize with her to whom he owed it; but
that was never allowed: to insist, was to ruffle her for the evening. To
stand by his knee, and monopolize his talk and notice, was the reward
she wantedÑ not a share of the cake.

With curious readiness did she adapt herself to such themes as inter-
ested him. One would have thought the child had no mind or life of her
own, but must necessarily live, move, and have her being in another:
now that her father was taken from her, she nestled to Graham, and
seemed to feel by his feelings: to exist in his existence. She learned the
names of all his schoolfellows in a trice: she got by heart their characters
as given from his lips: a single description of an individual seemed to
suffice. Shenever forgot, or confused identities: she would talk with him
the whole evening about people she had never seen, and appear com-
pletely to realise their aspect, manners, and dispositions. Some she
learned to mimic: an under-master, who was an aversion of young
BrettonÕs,had, it seems,some peculiarities, which shecaught up in a mo-
ment from GrahamÕsrepresentation, and rehearsed for his amusement;
this, however, Mrs. Bretton disapproved and forbade.

The pair seldom quarrelled; yet once a rupture occurred, in which her
feelings received a severe shock.

One day Graham, on the occasionof his birthday, had some friendsÑ
lads of his own ageÑ to dine with him. Paulina took much interest in the
coming of these friends; she had frequently heard of them; they were
amongst those of whom Graham oftenest spoke. After dinner, the young
gentlemen were left by themselves in the dining-room, where they soon
became very merry and made a good deal of noise. Chancing to pass
through the hall, I found Paulina sitting alone on the lowest step of the
staircase, her eyes fixed on the glossy panels of the dining-room door,
where the reflection of the hall-lamp was shining; her little brow knit in
anxious, meditation.

ÒWhat are you thinking about, Polly?Ó
ÒNothing particular; only I wish that door was clear glassÑ that I

might see through it. The boys seem very cheerful, and I want to go to
them: I want to be with Graham, and watch his friends.Ó
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ÒWhat hinders you from going?Ó
ÒI feel afraid: but may I try, do you think? May I knock at the door,

and ask to be let in?Ó
I thought perhaps they might not object to have her asa playmate, and

therefore encouraged the attempt.
She knockedÑ too faintly at first to be heard, but on a second essay

the door unclosed; GrahamÕshead appeared; he looked in high spirits,
but impatient.

ÒWhat do you want, you little monkey?Ó
ÒTo come to you.Ó
ÒDoyou indeed? As if I would be troubled with you! Away to mamma

and Mistress Snowe, and tell them to put you to bed.ÓThe auburn head
and bright flushed face vanished,Ñ the door shut peremptorily. Shewas
stunned.

ÒWhy does he speak so? He never spoke so before,Óshe said in con-
sternation. ÒWhat have I done?Ó

ÒNothing, Polly; but Graham is busy with his school-friends.Ó
ÒAnd he likes them better than me! He turns me away now they are

here!Ó
I had some thoughts of consoling her, and of improving the occasion

by inculcating some of those maxims of philosophy whereof I had ever a
tolerable stock ready for application. Shestopped me, however, by put-
ting her fingers in her ears at the first words I uttered, and then lying
down on the mat with her faceagainst the flags; nor could either Warren
or the cook root her from that position: she was allowed to lie, therefore,
till she chose to rise of her own accord.

Graham forgot his impatience the same evening, and would have ac-
costed her as usual when his friends were gone, but she wrenched her-
self from his hand; her eye quite flashed; she would not bid him good-
night; shewould not look in his face.The next day he treated her with in-
difference, and she grew like a bit of marble. The day after, he teasedher
to know what was the matter; her lips would not unclose. Of course he
could not feel real anger on his side: the match was too unequal in every
way; he tried soothing and coaxing. ÒWhy was she so angry? What had
he done?ÓBy-and-by tears answered him; he petted her, and they were
friends. But she was one on whom such incidents were not lost: I re-
marked that never after this rebuff did she seekhim, or follow him, or in
any way solicit his notice. I told her once to carry a book or some other
article to Graham when he was shut up in his study.
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ÒI shall wait till he comes out,Ó said she, proudly; ÒI donÕtchoose to
give him the trouble of rising to open the door.Ó

Young Bretton had a favourite pony on which he often rode out; from
the window she always watched his departure and return. It was her
ambition to be permitted to have a ride round the courtyard on this
pony; but far be it from her to ask such a favour. One day she descended
to the yard to watch him dismount; as she leaned against the gate, the
longing wish for the indulgence of a ride glittered in her eye.

ÒCome, Polly, will you have a canter?Ó asked Graham, half carelessly.
I suppose she thought he wastoocareless.
ÒNo, thank you,Ó said she, turning away with the utmost coolness.
ÒYouÕd better,Ó pursued he. ÒYou will like it, I am sure.Ó
ÒDonÕt think I should care a fig about it,Ó was the response.
ÒThat is not true. You told Lucy Snowe you longed to have a ride.Ó
ÒLucy Snowe is a tatter-box,ÓI heard her say (her imperfect articula-

tion was the least precocious thing she had about her); and with this; she
walked into the house.

Graham, coming in soon after, observed to his mother,Ñ ÒMamma, I
believe that creature is a changeling: she is a perfect cabinet of oddities;
but I should be dull without her: she amusesme a great deal more than
you or Lucy Snowe.Ó

* * * * *
ÒMissSnowe,Ósaid Paulina to me (she had now got into the habit of

occasionally chatting with me when we were alone in our room at night),
Òdo you know on what day in the week I like Graham best?Ó

ÒHow can I possibly know anything so strange?Is there one day out of
the seven when he is otherwise than on the other six?Ó

ÒTobe sure! CanÕtyou see?DonÕtyou know? I find him the most ex-
cellent on a Sunday; then we have him the whole day, and he is quiet,
and, in the evening, sokind.Ó

This observation was not altogether groundless: going to church, &c.,
kept Graham quiet on the Sunday, and the evening he generally dedic-
ated to a serene,though rather indolent sort of enjoyment by the parlour
fireside. He would take possessionof the couch, and then he would call
Polly.

Graham was a boy not quite as other boys are; all his delight did not
lie in action: he was capableof some intervals of contemplation; he could
take a pleasure too in reading, nor was his selection of books wholly in-
discriminate: there were glimmerings of characteristic preference, and
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even of instinctive taste in the choice. He rarely, it is true, remarked on
what he read, but I have seen him sit and think of it.

Polly, being near him, kneeling on a little cushion or the carpet, a con-
versation would begin in murmurs, not inaudible, though subdued. I
caught a snatch of their tenor now and then; and, in truth, some influ-
encebetter and finer than that of every day, seemedto soothe Graham at
such times into no ungentle mood.

ÒHave you learned any hymns this week, Polly?Ó
ÒI have learned a very pretty one, four verses long. Shall I say it?Ó
ÒSpeak nicely, then: donÕt be in a hurry.Ó
The hymn being rehearsed, or rather half-chanted, in a little singing

voice, Graham would take exceptions at the manner, and proceed to give
a lessonin recitation. Shewas quick in learning, apt in imitating; and, be-
sides,her pleasure was to pleaseGraham: sheproved a ready scholar. To
the hymn would succeedsome readingÑ perhaps a chapter in the Bible;
correction was seldom required here, for the child could read any simple
narrative chapter very well; and, when the subject was such as she could
understand and take an interest in, her expression and emphasis were
something remarkable. Joseph cast into the pit; the calling of Samuel;
Daniel in the lionsÕden;Ñ these were favourite passages:of the first es-
pecially she seemed perfectly to feel the pathos.

ÒPoorJacob!Óshe would sometimes say, with quivering lips. ÒHow he
loved his son Joseph!As much,ÓsheonceaddedÑ Òasmuch, Graham, as
I love you: if you were to dieÓ(and she re-opened the book, sought the
verse, and read), ÒIshould refuse to be comforted, and go down into the
grave to you mourning.Ó

With thesewords she gathered Graham in her little arms, drawing his
long-tressed head towards her. The action, I remember, struck me as
strangely rash; exciting the feeling one might experienceon seeingan an-
imal dangerous by nature, and but half-tamed by art, too heedlessly
fondled. Not that I feared Graham would hurt, or very roughly check
her; but I thought she ran risk of incurring such a careless,impatient re-
pulse, as would be worse almost to her than a blow. On: the whole,
however, these demonstrations were borne passively: sometimes even a
sort of complacent wonder at her earnest partiality would smile not un-
kindly in his eyes.Once he said:Ñ ÒYoulike me almost as well as if you
were my little sister, Polly.Ó

ÒOh! Idolike you,Ó said she; ÒIdolike you very much.Ó
I was not long allowed the amusement of this study of character. She

had scarcely been at Bretton two months, when a letter came from Mr.
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Home, signifying that he was now settled amongst his maternal kinsfolk
on the Continent; that, asEngland was becomewholly distasteful to him,
he had no thoughts of returning hither, perhaps, for years; and that he
wished his little girl to join him immediately.

ÒIwonder how she will take this news?Ósaid Mrs. Bretton, when she
had read the letter. I wondered, too, and I took upon myself to commu-
nicate it.

Repairing to the drawing-roomÑ in which calm and decorated apart-
ment she was fond of being alone, and where she could be implicitly
trusted, for she fingered nothing, or rather soiled nothing she fingeredÑ
I found her seated,like a little Odalisque, on a couch, half shaded by the
drooping draperies of the window near. She seemed happy; all her ap-
pliances for occupation were about her; the white wood workbox, a
shred or two of muslin, an end or two of ribbon collected for conversion
into doll-millinery. The doll, duly night-capped and night-gowned, lay
in its cradle; she was rocking it to sleep, with an air of the most perfect
faith in its possessionof sentient and somnolent faculties; her eyes,at the
same time, being engaged with a picture-book, which lay open on her
lap.

ÒMissSnowe,Ósaid she in a whisper, Òthis is a wonderful book. Can-
daceÓ(the doll, christened by Graham; for, indeed, its begrimed com-
plexion gave it much of an Ethiopian aspect)Ñ ÒCandaceis asleep now,
and I may tell you about it; only we must both speak low, lest sheshould
waken. This book was given me by Graham; it tells about distant coun-
tries, a long, long way from England, which no traveller can reach
without sailing thousands of miles over the sea.Wild men live in these
countries, Miss Snowe, who wear clothes different from ours: indeed,
some of them wear scarcely any clothes, for the sake of being cool, you
know; for they have very hot weather. Here is a picture of thousands
gathered in a desolate placeÑ a plain, spread with sandÑ round a man
in black,Ñ a good, goodEnglishmanÑ a missionary, who is preaching to
them under a palm-tree.Ó(Sheshowed a little coloured cut to that effect.)
ÒAnd here are picturesÓ (she went on) ÒmorestrangerÓ(grammar was
occasionally forgotten) Òthanthat. There is the wonderful Great Wall of
China; here is a Chinese lady, with a foot littler than mine. There is a
wild horse of Tartary; and here, most strange of allÑ is a land of ice and
snow, without green fields, woods, or gardens. In this land, they found
some mammoth bones: there are no mammoths now. You donÕtknow
what it was; but I can tell you, becauseGraham told me. A mighty, gob-
lin creature, ashigh as this room, and as long as the hall; but not a fierce,
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flesh-eating thing, Graham thinks. He believes, if I met one in a forest, it
would not kill me, unless I camequite in its way; when it would trample
me down amongst the bushes, as I might tread on a grasshopper in a
hayfield without knowing it.Ó

Thus she rambled on.
ÒPolly,Ó I interrupted, Òshould you like to travel?Ó
ÒNot just yet,Ówas the prudent answer; Òbutperhaps in twenty years,

when I am grown a woman, as tall as Mrs. Bretton, I may travel with
Graham. We intend going to Switzerland, and climbing Mount Blanck;
and some day we shall sail over to South America, and walk to the top of
Kim-kim-borazo.Ó

ÒBut how would you like to travel now, if your papa was with you?Ó
Her replyÑ not given till after a pauseÑ evinced one of those unex-

pected turns of temper peculiar to her.
ÒWhereis the good of talking in that silly way?Ósaid she. ÒWhy do

you mention papa? What is papa to you? I was just beginning to be
happy, and not think about him so much; and there it will be all to do
over again!Ó

Her lip trembled. I hastened to disclose the fact of a letter having been
received, and to mention the directions given that she and Harriet
should immediately rejoin this dear papa. ÒNow, Polly, are you not
glad?Ó I added.

She made no answer. She dropped her book and ceasedto rock her
doll; she gazed at me with gravity and earnestness.

ÒShall not you like to go to papa?Ó
ÒOfcourse,Óshe said at last in that trenchant manner she usually em-

ployed in speaking to me; and which was quite different from that she
used with Mrs. Bretton, and different again from the one dedicated to
Graham. I wished to ascertain more of what she thought but no: she
would converse no more. Hastening to Mrs. Bretton, she questioned her,
and received the confirmation of my news. The weight and importance
of these tidings kept her perfectly serious the whole day. In the evening,
at the moment GrahamÕsentrance was heard below, I found her at my
side. Shebegan to arrange a locket-ribbon about my neck, she displaced
and replaced the comb in my hair; while thus busied, Graham entered.

ÒTell him by-and-by,Ó she whispered; Òtell him I am going.Ó
In the course of tea-time I made the desired communication. Graham,

it chanced, was at that time greatly preoccupied about some school-
prize, for which he was competing. The news had to be told twice before

27



it took proper hold of his attention, and even then he dwelt on it but
momently.

ÒPolly going? What a pity! Dear little Mousie, I shall be sorry to lose
her: she must come to us again, mamma.Ó

And hastily swallowing his tea, he took a candle and a small table to
himself and his books, and was soon buried in study.

ÒLittle MousieÓ crept to his side, and lay down on the carpet at his
feet, her face to the floor; mute and motionless shekept that post and po-
sition till bed-time. Once I saw GrahamÑ wholly unconscious of her
proximityÑ push her with his restlessfoot. Shereceded an inch or two.
A minute after one little hand stole out from beneath her face,to which it
had been pressed, and softly caressed the heedless foot. When
summoned by her nurse she rose and departed very obediently, having
bid us all a subdued good-night.

I will not say that I dreaded going to bed, an hour later; yet I certainly
went with an unquiet anticipation that I should find that child in no
peaceful sleep. The forewarning of my instinct was but fulfilled, when I
discovered her, all cold and vigilant, perched like a white bird on the
outside of the bed. I scarcely knew how to accosther; she was not to be
managed like another child. She,however, accostedme. As I closed the
door, and put the light on the dressing-table, she turned tome with these
words:Ñ ÒI cannotÑ cannotsleep; and in this way I cannotÑ cannotlive!Ó

I asked what ailed her.
ÒDedful miz-er-y!Ó said she, with her piteous lisp.
ÒShall I call Mrs. Bretton?Ó
ÒThatis downright silly,Ó was her impatient reply; and, indeed, I well

knew that if she had heard Mrs. BrettonÕsfoot approach, she would have
nestled quiet as a mouse under the bedclothes. Whilst lavishing her ec-
centricities regardlessly before meÑ for whom sheprofessed scarcely the
semblance of affectionÑ she never showed my godmother one glimpse
of her inner self: for her, she was nothing but a docile, somewhat quaint
little maiden. I examined her; her cheekwas crimson; her dilated eye was
both troubled and glowing, and painfully restless:in this state it was ob-
vious she must not be left till morning. I guessed how the case stood.

ÒWould you like to bid Graham good-night again?ÓI asked.ÒHeis not
gone to his room yet.Ó

She at once stretched out her little arms to be lifted. Folding a shawl
round her, I carried her back to the drawing-room. Graham was just
coming out.
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ÒShecannot sleep without seeing and speaking to you once more,ÓI
said. ÒShe does not like the thought of leaving you.Ó

ÒIÕvespoilt her,Ósaid he, taking her from me with good humour, and
kissing her little hot face and burning lips. ÒPolly,you care for me more
than for papa, nowÑ Ó

ÒIdocare for you, but you care nothing for me,Ó was her whisper.
She was assured to the contrary, again kissed, restored to me, and I

carried her away; but, alas! not soothed.
When I thought she could listen to me, I saidÑ ÒPaulina,you should

not grieve that Graham does not care for you so much as you care for
him. It must be so.Ó

Her lifted and questioning eyes asked why.
ÒBecausehe is a boy and you are a girl; he is sixteen and you are only

six; his nature is strong and gay, and yours is otherwise.Ó
ÒBut I love him so much; heshouldlove me a little.Ó
ÒHe does. He is fond of you. You are his favourite.Ó
ÒAm I GrahamÕs favourite?Ó
ÒYes, more than any little child I know.Ó
The assurance soothed her; she smiled in her anguish.
ÒBut,ÓI continued, ÒdonÕtfret, and donÕtexpect too much of him, or

else he will feel you to be troublesome, and then it is all over.Ó
ÒAll over!Ó she echoed softly; Òthen IÕllbe good. IÕll try to be good,

Lucy Snowe.Ó
I put her to bed.
ÒWill he forgive me this one time?Óshe asked, as I undressed myself. I

assuredher that he would; that asyet he was by no meansalienated; that
she had only to be careful for the future.

ÒThereis no future,Ó said she: ÒI am going. Shall I everÑ everÑ see
him again, after I leave England?Ó

I returned an encouraging response.The candle being extinguished, a
still half-hour elapsed. I thought her asleep,when the little white shape
once more lifted itself in the crib, and the small voice askedÑ ÒDoyou
like Graham, Miss Snowe?Ó

ÒLike him! Yes, a little.Ó
ÒOnly a little! Do you like him as I do?Ó
ÒI think not. No: not as you do.Ó
ÒDo you like him much?Ó
ÒI told you I liked him a little. Where is the use of caring for him so

very much: he is full of faults.Ó
ÒIs he?Ó
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ÒAll boys are.Ó
ÒMore than girls?Ó
ÒVery likely. Wise people say it is folly to think anybody perfect; and

as to likes and dislikes, we should be friendly to all, and worship none.Ó
ÒAre you a wise person?Ó
ÒI mean to try to be so. Go to sleep.Ó
ÒIcannotgo to sleep. Have you no pain just hereÓ(laying her elfish

hand on her elfish breast,) Òwhenyou think youshall have to leave Gra-
ham; for your home is not here?Ó

ÒSurely,Polly,Ó said I, Òyou should not feel so much pain when you
are very soon going to rejoin your father. Have you forgotten him? Do
you no longer wish to be his little companion?Ó

Dead silence succeeded this question.
ÒChild, lie down and sleep,Ó I urged.
ÒMy bed is cold,Ó said she. ÒI canÕt warm it.Ó
I saw the little thing shiver. ÒCometo me,ÓI said, wishing, yet scarcely

hoping, that she would comply: for she was a most strange, capricious,
little creature, and especially whimsical with me. Shecame,however, in-
stantly, like a small ghost gliding over the carpet. I took her in. Shewas
chill: I warmed her in my arms. She trembled nervously; I soothed her.
Thus tranquillized and cherished she at last slumbered.

ÒA very unique child,Ó thought I, as I viewed her sleeping counten-
anceby the fitful moonlight, and cautiously and softly wiped her glitter-
ing eyelids and her wet cheekswith my handkerchief. ÒHow will she get
through this world, or battle with this life? How will she bear the shocks
and repulses, the humiliations and desolations, which books, and my
own reason, tell me are prepared for all flesh?Ó

She departed the next day; trembling like a leaf when she took leave,
but exercising self-command.
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Chapter4
Miss Marchmont.

On quitting Bretton, which I did a few weeks after PaulinaÕsdepartureÑ
little thinking then I was never again to visit it; never more to tread its
calm old streetsÑ I betook myself home, having been absent six months.
It will be conjectured that I was of course glad to return to the bosom of
my kindred. Well! the amiable conjecture does no harm, and may there-
fore be safely left uncontradicted. Far from saying nay, indeed, I will per-
mit the reader to picture me, for the next eight years, as a bark slumber-
ing through halcyon weather, in a harbour still as glassÑ the steersman
stretched on the little deck, his faceup to heaven, his eyesclosed: buried,
if you will, in a long prayer. A great many women and girls are sup-
posed to pass their lives something in that fashion; why not I with the
rest?

Picture me then idle, basking, plump, and happy, stretched on a cush-
ioned deck, warmed with constant sunshine, rocked by breezes indol-
ently soft. However, it cannot be concealed that, in that case, I must
somehow have fallen overboard, or that there must have been wreck at
last. I too well remember a timeÑ a long timeÑ of cold, of danger, of
contention. To this hour, when I have the nightmare, it repeats the rush
and saltnessof briny waves in my throat, and their icy pressure on my
lungs. I even know there was a storm, and that not of one hour nor one
day. For many days and nights neither sun nor stars appeared; we cast
with our own hands the tackling out of the ship; a heavy tempest lay on
us; all hope that we should be saved was taken away. In fine, the ship
was lost, the crew perished.

As far as I recollect, I complained to no one about these troubles.
Indeed, to whom could I complain? Of Mrs. Bretton I had long lost sight.
Impediments, raised by others, had, years ago, come in the way of our
intercourse, and cut it off. Besides,time had brought changesfor her, too:
the handsome property of which she was left guardian for her son, and
which had been chiefly invested in some joint-stock undertaking, had
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melted, it was said, to a fraction of its original amount. Graham, I
learned from incidental rumours, had adopted a profession; both he and
his mother were gone from Bretton, and were understood to be now in
London. Thus, there remained no possibility of dependenceon others; to
myself alone could I look. I know not that I was of a self-reliant or active
nature; but self-reliance and exertion were forced upon me by circum-
stances,as they are upon thousands besides;and when Miss Marchmont,
a maiden lady of our neighbourhood, sent for me, I obeyed her behest,in
the hope that she might assign me some task I could undertake.

Miss Marchmont was a woman of fortune, and lived in a handsome
residence;but she was a rheumatic cripple, impotent, foot and hand, and
had been so for twenty years. Shealways sat upstairs: her drawing-room
adjoined her bed-room. I had often heard of Miss Marchmont, and of her
peculiarities (she had the character of being very eccentric), but till now
had never seen her. I found her a furrowed, grey-haired woman, grave
with solitude, stern with long affliction, irritable also, and perhaps exact-
ing. It seemedthat a maid, or rather companion, who had waited on her
for some years, was about to be married; and she, hearing of my be-
reaved lot, had sent for me, with the idea that I might supply this per-
sonÕsplace. Shemade the proposal to me after tea, as she and I sat alone
by her fireside.

ÒIt will not be an easy life;Ó said she candidly, Òfor I require a good
deal of attention, and you will be much confined; yet, perhaps, contras-
ted with the existence you have lately led, it may appear tolerable.Ó

I reflected. Of course it ought to appear tolerable, I argued inwardly;
but somehow, by some strange fatality, it would not. To live here, in this
close room, the watcher of sufferingÑ sometimes, perhaps, the butt of
temperÑ through all that was to come of my youth; while all that was
gone had passed, to say the least, not blissfully! My heart sunk one mo-
ment, then it revived; for though I forced myself to realiseevils, I think I
was too prosaic to idealise, and consequently to exaggerate them.

ÒMy doubt is whether I should have strength for the undertaking,Ó I
observed.

ÒThat is my own scruple,Ó said she; Òfor you look a worn-out
creature.Ó

So I did. I saw myself in the glass, in my mourning-dress, a faded,
hollow-eyed vision. Yet I thought little of the wan spectacle.The blight, I
believed, was chiefly external: I still felt life at lifeÕs sources.

ÒWhat else have you in viewÑ anything?Ó
ÒNothing clear as yet: but I may find something.Ó

32



ÒSoyou imagine: perhaps you are right. Try your own method, then;
and if it does not succeed,test mine. The chance I have offered shall be
left open to you for three months.Ó

This was kind. I told her so, and expressedmy gratitude. While I was
speaking, a paroxysm of pain came on. I ministered to her; made the ne-
cessary applications, according to her directions, and, by the time she
was relieved, a sort of intimacy was already formed between us. I, for
my part, had learned from the manner in which she bore this attack, that
she was a firm, patient woman (patient under physical pain, though
sometimes perhaps excitable under long mental canker); and she, from
the good-will with which I succoured her, discovered that she could in-
fluence my sympathies (such as they were). Shesent for me the next day;
for five or six successivedays sheclaimed my company. Closer acquaint-
ance, while it developed both faults and eccentricities, opened, at the
same time, a view of a character I could respect. Stern and even morose
as she sometimes was, I could wait on her and sit beside her with that
calm which always blessesus when we are sensible that our manners,
presence, contact, please and soothe the persons we serve. Even when
she scolded meÑ which she did, now and then, very tartlyÑ it was in
such a way as did not humiliate, and left no sting; it was rather like an
irascible mother rating her daughter, than a harsh mistress lecturing a
dependant: lecture, indeed, she could not, though she could occasionally
storm. Moreover, a vein of reason ever ran through her passion: she was
logical even when fierce. Ere long a growing senseof attachment began
to present the thought of staying with her as companion in quite a new
light; in another week I had agreed to remain.

Two hot, close rooms thus becamemy world; and a crippled old wo-
man, my mistress, my friend, my all. Her service was my dutyÑ her
pain, my sufferingÑ her relief, my hopeÑ her anger, my punishmentÑ
her regard, my reward. I forgot that there were fields, woods, rivers,
seas,an ever-changing sky outside the steam-dimmed lattice of this sick
chamber; I was almost content to forget it. All within me became nar-
rowed to my lot. Tame and still by habit, disciplined by destiny, I de-
manded no walks in the fresh air; my appetite needed no more than the
tiny messesserved for the invalid. In addition, she gave me the original-
ity of her character to study: the steadinessof her virtues, I will add, the
power of her passions, to admire; the truth of her feelings to trust. All
these things she had, and for these things I clung to her.

For these things I would have crawled on with her for twenty years, if
for twenty years longer her life of endurance had been protracted. But
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another decreewas written. It seemedI must be stimulated into action. I
must be goaded, driven, stung, forced to energy. My little morsel of hu-
man affection, which I prized as if it were a solid pearl, must melt in my
fingers and slip thence like a dissolving hailstone. My small adopted
duty must be snatched from my easily contented conscience. I had
wanted to compromise with Fate: to escapeoccasional great agonies by
submitting to a whole life of privation and small pains. Fate would not
so be pacified; nor would Providence sanction this shrinking sloth and
cowardly indolence.

One February nightÑ I remember it wellÑ there came a voice near
Miss MarchmontÕshouse, heard by every inmate, but translated, per-
haps, only by one. After a calm winter, storms were ushering in the
spring. I had put Miss Marchmont to bed; I sat at the fireside sewing.
The wind was wailing at the windows; it had wailed all day; but, as
night deepened, it took a new toneÑ an accentkeen, piercing, almost ar-
ticulate to the ear; a plaint, piteous and disconsolate to the nerves, trilled
in every gust.

ÒOh,hush! hush!Ó I said in my disturbed mind, dropping my work,
and making a vain effort to stop my ears against that subtle, searching
cry. I had heard that very voice ere this, and compulsory observation
had forced on me a theory as to what it boded. Three times in the course
of my life, events had taught me that thesestrange accentsin the stormÑ
this restless,hopelesscryÑ denote a coming state of the atmosphere un-
propitious to life. Epidemic diseases,I believed, were often heralded by a
gasping, sobbing, tormented, long-lamenting east wind. Hence, I in-
ferred, arosethe legend of the Banshee.I fancied, too, I had noticedÑ but
was not philosopher enough to know whether there was any connection
between the circumstancesÑ that we often at the same time hear of dis-
turbed volcanic action in distant parts of the world; of rivers suddenly
rushing above their banks; and of strange high tides flowing furiously in
on low sea-coasts.ÒOurglobe,ÓI had said to myself, Òseemsat such peri-
ods torn and disordered; the feeble amongst us wither in her dis-
tempered breath, rushing hot from steaming volcanoes.Ó

I listened and trembled; Miss Marchmont slept.
About midnight, the storm in one half-hour fell to a dead calm. The

fire, which had been burning dead, glowed up vividly. I felt the air
change, and become keen. Raising blind and curtain, I looked out, and
saw in the stars the keen sparkle of a sharp frost.
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Turning away, the object that met my eyes was Miss Marchmont
awake, lifting her head from the pillow, and regarding me with unusual
earnestness.

ÒIs it a fine night?Ó she asked.
I replied in the affirmative.
ÒI thought so,Óshe said; Òfor I feel so strong, so well. Raise me. I feel

young to-night,Ó she continued: Òyoung, light-hearted, and happy. What
if my complaint be about to take a turn, and I am yet destined to enjoy
health? It would be a miracle!Ó

ÒAnd these are not the days of miracles,ÓI thought to myself, and
wondered to hear her talk so. Shewent on directing her conversation to
the past, and seeming to recall its incidents, scenes,and personages,with
singular vividness.Ó

ÒIlove Memory to-night,Ó she said: ÒIprize her as my best friend. She
is just now giving me a deep delight: she is bringing back to my heart, in
warm and beautiful life, realitiesÑ not mere empty ideas, but what were
once realities, and that I long have thought decayed, dissolved, mixed in
with grave-mould. I possessjust now the hours, the thoughts, the hopes
of my youth. I renew the love of my lifeÑ its only loveÑ almost its only
affection; for I am not a particularly good woman: I am not amiable. Yet I
have had my feelings, strong and concentrated; and these feelings had
their object; which, in its single self, was dear to me, as to the majority of
men and women, are all the unnumbered points on which they dissipate
their regard. While I loved, and while I was loved, what an existence I
enjoyed! What a glorious year I can recallÑ how bright it comesback to
me! What a living springÑ what a warm, glad summerÑ what soft
moonlight, silvering the autumn eveningsÑ what strength of hope un-
der the ice-bound waters and frost-hoar fields of that yearÕswinter!
Through that year my heart lived with FrankÕsheart. O my noble
FrankÑ my faithful FrankÑ my goodFrank! so much better than my-
selfÑ his standard in all things so much higher! This I can now seeand
say: if few women have suffered as I did in his loss, few have enjoyed
what I did in his love. It was a far better kind of love than common; I had
no doubts about it or him: it was such a love ashonoured, protected, and
elevated, no less than it gladdened her to whom it was given. Let me
now ask, just at this moment, when my mind is so strangely clear,Ñ let
me reflect why it was taken from me? For what crime was I condemned,
after twelve months of bliss, to undergo thirty years of sorrow?

ÒIdo not know,Óshecontinued after a pause:ÒIcannotÑ cannotseethe
reason;yet at this hour I can say with sincerity, what I never tried to say
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before, Inscrutable God, Thy will be done! And at this moment I can be-
lieve that death will restore me to Frank. I never believed it till now.Ó

ÒHe is dead, then?Ó I inquired in a low voice.
ÒMy dear girl,Ó shesaid, Òonehappy Christmas Eve I dressedand dec-

orated myself, expecting my lover, very soon to be my husband, would
come that night to visit me. I sat down to wait. Once more I seethat mo-
mentÑ I seethe snow twilight stealing through the window over which
the curtain was not dropped, for I designed to watch him ride up the
white walk; I seeand feel the soft firelight warming me, playing on my
silk dress, and fitfully showing me my own young figure in a glass. I see
the moon of a calm winter night, float full, clear, and cold, over the inky
mass of shrubbery, and the silvered turf of my grounds. I wait, with
some impatience in my pulse, but no doubt in my breast.The flames had
died in the fire, but it was a bright mass yet; the moon was mounting
high, but she was still visible from the lattice; the clock neared ten; he
rarely tarried later than this, but once or twice he had been delayed so
long.

ÒWould he for once fail me? NoÑ not even for once; and now he was
comingÑ and coming fast-to atone for lost time. ÕFrank!you furious
rider,ÕI said inwardly, listening gladly, yet anxiously, to his approaching
gallop, Õyoushall be rebuked for this: I will tell you it is my neck you are
putting in peril; for whatever is yours is, in a dearer and tenderer sense,
mine.ÕThere he was: I saw him; but I think tears were in my eyes, my
sight was so confused. I saw the horse; I heard it stampÑ I saw at least a
mass; I heard a clamour. Wasit a horse? or what heavy, dragging thing
was it, crossing, strangely dark, the lawn. How could I name that thing
in the moonlight before me? or how could I utter the feeling which rose
in my soul?

ÒI could only run out. A great animalÑ truly, FrankÕsblack horseÑ
stood trembling, panting, snorting before the door; a man held it Frank,
as I thought.

ÒÔWhatis the matter?Õ I demanded. Thomas, my own servant,
answered by saying sharply, ÔGointo the house, madam.ÕAnd then call-
ing to another servant, who came hurrying from the kitchen as if
summoned by some instinct, ÔRuth,take missis into the house directly.Õ
But I was kneeling down in the snow, beside something that lay thereÑ
something that I had seen dragged along the groundÑ something that
sighed, that groaned on my breast, as I lifted and drew it to ms. He was
not dead; he was not quite unconscious. I had him carried in; I refused to
be ordered about and thrust from him. I was quite collected enough, not
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only to be my own mistress but the mistress of others. They had begun
by trying to treat me like a child, as they always do with people struck
by GodÕshand; but I gave place to none except the surgeon; and when he
had done what he could, I took my dying Frank to myself. He had
strength to fold me in his arms; he had power to speak my name; he
heard me as I prayed over him very softly; he felt me as I tenderly and
fondly comforted him.

ÒÔMaria,Õhe said, ÔIam dying in Paradise.ÕHe spent his last breath in
faithful words for me. When the dawn of Christmas morning broke, my
Frank was with God.

ÒAnd that,Óshe went on, Òhappenedthirty years ago. I have suffered
since. I doubt if I have made the best use of all my calamities. Soft, ami-
able natures they would have refined to saintliness; of strong, evil spirits
they would have made demons; as for me, I have only beena woe-struck
and selfish woman.Ó

ÒYouhave done much good,ÓI said; for she was noted for her liberal
almsgiving.

ÒIhave not withheld money, you mean, where it could assuageafflic-
tion. What of that? It cost me no effort or pang to give. But I think from
this day I am about to enter a better frame of mind, to prepare myself for
reunion with Frank. You seeI still think of Frank more than of God; and
unless it be counted that in thus loving the creature so much, so long,
and so exclusively, I have not at least blasphemed the Creator, small is
my chanceof salvation. What do you think, Lucy, of thesethings? Be my
chaplain, and tell me.Ó

This question I could not answer: I had no words. It seemedas if she
thought I hadanswered it.

ÒVery right, my child. We should acknowledge God merciful, but not
always for us comprehensible. We should accept our own lot, whatever
it be, and try to render happy that of others. Should we not? Well, to-
morrow I will begin by trying to make you happy. I will endeavour to do
something for you, Lucy: something that will benefit you when I am
dead. My head achesnow with talking too much; still I am happy. Go to
bed. The clock strikes two. How late you sit up; or rather how late I, in
my selfishness,keep you up. But go now; have no more anxiety for me; I
feel I shall rest well.Ó

She composed herself as if to slumber. I, too, retired to my crib in a
closet within her room. The night passed in quietness; quietly her doom
must at last have come: peacefully and painlessly: in the morning she
was found without life, nearly cold, but all calm and undisturbed. Her
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previous excitement of spirits and change of mood had been the prelude
of a fit; one stroke sufficed to sever the thread of an existence so long
fretted by affliction.
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Chapter5
Turning a New Leaf.

My mistress being dead, and I once more alone, I had to look out for a
new place. About this time I might be a littleÑ a very littleÑ shaken in
nerves. I grant I was not looking well, but, on the contrary, thin, hag-
gard, and hollow-eyed; like a sitter-up at night, like an overwrought ser-
vant, or a placelessperson in debt. In debt, however, I was not; nor quite
poor; for though Miss Marchmont had not had time to benefit me, as,on
that last night, she said she intended, yet, after the funeral, my wages
were duly paid by her second cousin, the heir, an avaricious-looking
man, with pinched nose and narrow temples, who, indeed, I heard long
afterwards, turned out a thorough miser: a direct contrast to his gener-
ous kinswoman, and a foil to her memory, blessed to this day by the
poor and needy. The possessor,then, of fifteen pounds; of health, though
worn, not broken, and of a spirit in similar condition; I might still; in
comparison with many people, be regarded as occupying an enviable
position. An embarrassing one it was, however, at the sametime; as I felt
with some acutenesson a certain day, of which the corresponding one in
the next week was to see my departure from my present abode, while
with another I was not provided.

In this dilemma I went, as a last and sole resource, to seeand consult
an old servant of our family; oncemy nurse, now housekeeperat a grand
mansion not far from Miss MarchmontÕs.I spent some hours with her;
shecomforted, but knew not how to advise me. Still all inward darkness,
I left her about twilight; a walk of two miles lay before me; it was a clear,
frosty night. In spite of my solitude, my poverty, and my perplexity, my
heart, nourished and nerved with the vigour of a youth that had not yet
counted twenty-three summers, beat light and not feebly. Not feebly, I
am sure, or I should have trembled in that lonely walk, which lay
through still fields, and passed neither village nor farmhouse, nor cot-
tage: I should have quailed in the absenceof moonlight, for it was by the
leading of stars only I traced the dim path; I should have quailed still
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more in the unwonted presence of that which to-night shone in the
north, a moving mysteryÑ the Aurora Borealis. But this solemn stranger
influenced me otherwise than through my fears. Some new power it
seemedto bring. I drew in energy with the keen, low breezethat blew on
its path. A bold thought was sent to my mind; my mind was made
strong to receive it.

ÒLeave this wilderness,Ó it was said to me, Òand go out hence.Ó
ÒWhere?Ó was the query.
I had not very far to look; gazing from this country parish in that flat,

rich middle of EnglandÑ I mentally saw within reach what I had never
yet beheld with my bodily eyes: I saw London.

The next day I returned to the hall, and asking once more to see the
housekeeper, I communicated to her my plan.

Mrs. Barrett was a grave, judicious woman, though she knew little
more of the world than myself; but grave and judicious as she was, she
did not charge me with being out of my senses;and, indeed, I had a staid
manner of my own which ere now had been as good to me as cloak and
hood of hodden grey, since under its favour I had been enabled to
achieve with impunity, and even approbation, deeds that, if attempted
with an excited and unsettled air, would in some minds have stamped
me as a dreamer and zealot.

The housekeeperwas slowly propounding some difficulties, while she
prepared orange-rind for marmalade, when a child ran past the window
and camebounding into the room. It was a pretty child, and as it danced,
laughing, up to meÑ for we were not strangers (nor, indeed, was its
motherÑ a young married daughter of the houseÑ a stranger)Ñ I took
it on my knee.

Different as were our social positions now, this childÕsmother and I
had been schoolfellows, when I was a girl of ten and she a young lady of
sixteen; and I remembered her, good-looking, but dull, in a lower class
than mine.

I was admiring the boyÕshandsome dark eyes, when the mother,
young Mrs. Leigh, entered. What a beautiful and kind-looking woman
was the good-natured and comely, but unintellectual, girl become!Wife-
hood and maternity had changed her thus, as I have since seen them
change others even lesspromising than she.Me she had forgotten. I was
changed too, though not, I fear, for the better. I made no attempt to recall
myself to her memory; why should I? She came for her son to accom-
pany her in a walk, and behind her followed a nurse, carrying an infant.
I only mention the incident because,in addressing the nurse, Mrs. Leigh
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spoke French (very bad French, by the way, and with an incorrigibly bad
accent,again forcibly reminding me of our school-days): and I found the
woman was a foreigner. The little boy chattered volubly in French too.
When the whole party were withdrawn, Mrs. Barrett remarked that her
young lady had brought that foreign nurse home with her two years ago,
on her return from a Continental excursion; that she was treated almost
aswell asa governess,and had nothing to do but walk out with the baby
and chatter French with Master Charles; Òand,Óadded Mrs. Barrett, Òshe
says there are many Englishwomen in foreign families as well placed as
she.Ó

I stored up this piece of casual information, as careful housewives
store seemingly worthless shreds and fragments for which their presci-
ent minds anticipate a possible use some day. Before I left my old friend,
she gave me the address of a respectable old-fashioned inn in the City,
which, she said, my uncles used to frequent in former days.

In going to London, I ran lessrisk and evinced lessenterprise than the
reader may think. In fact, the distance was only fifty miles. My means
would suffice both to take me there, to keep me a few days, and also to
bring me back if I found no inducement to stay. I regarded it as a brief
holiday, permitted for once to work-weary faculties, rather than as an
adventure of life and death. There is nothing like taking all you do at a
moderate estimate: it keeps mind and body tranquil; whereas grandi-
loquent notions are apt to hurry both into fever.

Fifty miles were then a dayÕsjourney (for I speak of a time gone by:
my hair, which, till a late period, withstood the frosts of time, lies now, at
last white, under a white cap, like snow beneath snow). About nine
oÕclock of a wet February night I reached London.

My reader, I know, is one who would not thank me for an elaborate re-
production of poetic first impressions; and it is well, inasmuch as I had
neither time nor mood to cherish such; arriving as I did late, on a dark,
raw, and rainy evening, in a Babylon and a wilderness, of which the
vastness and the strangeness tried to the utmost any powers of clear
thought and steady self-possessionwith which, in the absenceof more
brilliant faculties, Nature might have gifted me.

When I left the coach, the strange speech of the cabmen and others
waiting round, seemedto me odd asa foreign tongue. I had never before
heard the English language chopped up in that way. However, I man-
aged to understand and to be understood, so far as to get myself and
trunk safely conveyed to the old inn whereof I had the address.How dif-
ficult, how oppressive, how puzzling seemed my flight! In London for
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the first time; at an inn for the first time; tired with travelling; confused
with darkness; palsied with cold; unfurnished with either experience or
advice to tell me how to act, and yetÑ to act obliged.

Into the hands of common senseI confided the matter. Common sense,
however, was as chilled and bewildered as all my other faculties, and it
was only under the spur of an inexorable necessity that she spasmodic-
ally executed her trust. Thus urged, she paid the porter: considering the
crisis, I did not blame her too much that she was hugely cheated; she
asked the waiter for a room; she timorously called for the chambermaid;
what is far more, she bore, without being wholly overcome, a highly su-
percilious style of demeanour from that young lady, when she appeared.

I recollect this same chambermaid was a pattern of town prettiness
and smartness.So trim her waist, her cap, her dressÑ I wondered how
they had all been manufactured. Her speechhad an accent which in its
mincing glibness seemed to rebuke mine as by authority; her spruce at-
tire flaunted an easy scorn to my plain country garb.

ÒWell, it canÕtbe helped,ÓI thought, Òandthen the sceneis new, and
the circumstances; I shall gain good.Ó

Maintaining a very quiet manner towards this arrogant little maid,
and subsequently observing the same towards the parsonic-looking,
black-coated, white-neckclothed waiter, I got civility from them ere long.
I believe at first they thought I was a servant; but in a little while they
changed their minds, and hovered in a doubtful state between patronage
and politeness.

I kept up well till I had partaken of some refreshment, warmed myself
by a fire, and was fairly shut into my own room; but, as I sat down by
the bed and rested my head and arms on the pillow, a terrible oppres-
sion overcame me. All at once my position rose on me like a ghost.
Anomalous, desolate, almost blank of hope it stood. What was I doing
here alone in great London? What should I do on the morrow? What
prospects had I in life? What friends had I on, earth? Whence did I come?
Whither should I go? What should I do?

I wet the pillow, my arms, and my hair, with rushing tears. A dark in-
terval of most bitter thought followed this burst; but I did not regret the
step taken, nor wish to retract it A strong, vague persuasion that it was
better to go forward than backward, and that I couldgo forwardÑ that a
way, however narrow and difficult, would in time openÑ predominated
over other feelings: its influence hushed them so far, that at last I became
sufficiently tranquil to be able to say my prayers and seek my couch. I
had just extinguished my candle and lain down, when a deep, low,
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mighty tone swung through the night. At first I knew it not; but it was
uttered twelve times, and at the twelfth colossal hum and trembling
knell, I said: ÒI lie in the shadow of St. PaulÕs.Ó

43



Chapter6
London.

The next day was the first of March, and when I awoke, rose, and
opened my curtain, I saw the risen sun struggling through fog. Above
my head, above the house-tops, co-elevatealmost with the clouds, I saw
a solemn, orbed mass,dark blue and dimÑ THE DOME. While I looked,
my inner self moved; my spirit shook its always-fettered wings half
loose; I had a sudden feeling as if I, who never yet truly lived, were at
last about to taste life. In that morning my soul grew as fast as JonahÕs
gourd.

ÒIdid well to come,ÓI said, proceeding to dress with speed and care.
ÒIlike the spirit of this great London which I feel around me. Who but a
coward would pass his whole life in hamlets; and for ever abandon his
faculties to the eating rust of obscurity?Ó

Being dressed, I went down; not travel-worn and exhausted, but tidy
and refreshed. When the waiter camein with my breakfast, I managed to
accosthim sedately, yet cheerfully; we had ten minutesÕdiscourse, in the
course of which we became usefully known to each other.

He was a grey-haired, elderly man; and, it seemed, had lived in his
present place twenty years. Having ascertained this, I was sure he must
remember my two uncles, Charles and Wilmot, who, fifteen, years ago,
were frequent visitors here. I mentioned their names; he recalled them
perfectly, and with respect. Having intimated my connection, my posi-
tion in his eyes was henceforth clear, and on a right footing. He said I
was like my uncle Charles: I suppose he spoke truth, becauseMrs. Bar-
rett was accustomed to say the same thing. A ready and obliging cour-
tesy now replaced his former uncomfortably doubtful manner; hence-
forth I need no longer be at a loss for a civil answer to a sensible
question.

The street on which my little sitting-room window looked was narrow,
perfectly quiet, and not dirty: the few passengerswere just such as one
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seesin provincial towns: here was nothing formidable; I felt sure I might
venture out alone.

Having breakfasted, out I went. Elation and pleasure were in my
heart: to walk alone in London seemedof itself an adventure. Presently I
found myself in Paternoster RowÑ classicground this. I entered a book-
sellerÕsshop, kept by one Jones:I bought a little bookÑ a piece of extra-
vagance I could ill afford; but I thought I would one day give or send it
to Mrs. Barrett. Mr. Jones,a dried-in man of business, stood behind his
desk: he seemed one of the greatest, and I one of the happiest of beings.

Prodigious was the amount of life I lived that morning. Finding myself
before St. PaulÕs,I went in; I mounted to the dome: I saw thence London,
with its river, and its bridges, and its churches; I saw antique Westmin-
ster, and the green Temple Gardens, with sun upon them, and a glad,
blue sky, of early spring above; and between them and it, not too dense,
a cloud of haze.

Descending, I went wandering whither chancemight lead, in a still ec-
stasy of freedom and enjoyment; and I gotÑ I know not howÑ I got into
the heart of city life. I saw and felt London at last: I got into the Strand; I
went up Cornhill; I mixed with the life passing along; I dared the perils
of crossings. To do this, and to do it utterly alone, gave me, perhaps an
irrational, but a real pleasure. Since those days, I have seen the West
End, the parks, the fine squares; but I love the city far better. The city
seemsso much more in earnest: its business, its rush, its roar, are such
serious things, sights, and sounds. The city is getting its livingÑ the
West End but enjoying its pleasure. At the West End you may be
amused, but in the city you are deeply excited.

Faint, at last, and hungry (it was years since I had felt such healthy
hunger), I returned, about two oÕclock,to my dark, old, and quiet inn. I
dined on two dishesÑ a plain joint and vegetables; both seemed excel-
lent: how much better than the small, dainty messesMiss MarchmontÕs
cook used to send up to my kind, dead mistress and me, and to the dis-
cussion of which we could not bring half an appetite between us! De-
lightfully tired, I lay down, on three chairs for an hour (the room did not
boast a sofa). I slept, then I woke and thought for two hours.

My state of mind, and all accompanying circumstances,were just now
such as most to favour the adoption of a new, resolute, and daringÑ
perhaps desperateÑ line of action. I had nothing to lose. Unutterable
loathing of a desolate existencepast, forbade return. If I failed in what I
now designed to undertake, who, savemyself, would suffer? If I died far
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away fromÑ home, I was going to say, but I had no homeÑ from Eng-
land, then, who would weep?

I might suffer; I was inured to suffering: death itself had not, I thought,
those terrors for me which it has for the softly reared. I had, ere this,
looked on the thought of death with a quiet eye. Prepared, then, for any
consequences, I formed a project.

That same evening I obtained from my friend, the waiter, information
respecting, the sailing of vesselsfor a certain continental port, Boue-Mar-
ine. No time, I found, was to be lost: that very night I must take my
berth. I might, indeed, have waited till the morning before going on
board, but would not run the risk of being too late.

ÒBetter take your berth at once, maÕam,Ócounselled the waiter. I
agreed with him, and having discharged my bill, and acknowledged my
friendÕsservices at a rate which I now know was princely, and which in
his eyes must have seemed absurdÑ and indeed, while pocketing the
cash, he smiled a faint smile which intimated his opinion of the
donorÕssavoir-faireÑ he proceeded to call a coach. To the driver he also
recommended me, giving at the same time an injunction about taking
me, I think, to the wharf, and not leaving me to the watermen; which
that functionary promised to observe, but failed in keeping his promise:
on the contrary, he offered me up asan oblation, served me asa dripping
roast, making me alight in the midst of a throng of watermen.

This was an uncomfortable crisis. It was a dark night. The coachman
instantly drove off as soon as he had got his fare: the watermen com-
menced a struggle for me and my trunk. Their oaths I hear at this mo-
ment: they shook my philosophy more than did the night, or the isola-
tion, or the strangeness of the scene. One laid hands on my trunk. I
looked on and waited quietly; but when another laid hands on me, I
spoke up, shook off his touch, stepped at once into a boat, desired aus-
terely that the trunk should be placed beside meÑ ÒJustthere,ÓÑ which
was instantly done; for the owner of the boat I had chosen becamenow
an ally: I was rowed off.

Black was the river as a torrent of ink; lights glanced on it from the
piles of building round, ships rocked on its bosom. They rowed me up to
several vessels;I read by lantern-light their namespainted in great white
letters on a dark ground. ÒTheOcean,ÓÒThePhoenix,ÓÒTheConsort,Ó
ÒTheDolphin,Ó were passedin turns; but ÒTheVividÓ was my ship, and
it seemed she lay further down.

Down the sable flood we glided, I thought of the Styx, and of Charon
rowing some solitary soul to the Land of Shades. Amidst the strange
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scene,with a chilly wind blowing in my face and midnight clouds drop-
ping rain above my head; with two rude rowers for companions, whose
insane oaths still tortured my ear, I asked myself if I was wretched or ter-
rified. I was neither. Often in my life have I been far more so under com-
paratively safe circumstances.ÒHow is this?Ósaid I. ÒMethinks I am an-
imated and alert, instead of being depressedand apprehensive?ÓI could
not tell how it was.

ÒTHE VIVIDÓ started out, white and glaring, from the black night at
last.Ñ ÒHereyou are!Ósaid the waterman, and instantly demanded six
shillings.

ÒYouask too much,ÓI said. He drew off from the vesseland swore he
would not embark me till I paid it. A young man, the steward as I found
afterwards, was looking over the shipÕsside; he grinned a smile in anti-
cipation of the coming contest; to disappoint him, I paid the money.
Three times that afternoon I had given crowns where I should have giv-
en shillings; but I consoled myself with the reflection, ÒIt is the price of
experience.Ó

ÒTheyÕvecheated you!Ó said the steward exultingly when I got on
board. I answered phlegmatically that ÒI knew it,Ó and went below.

A stout, handsome, and showy woman was in the ladiesÕcabin. I
asked to be shown my berth; she looked hard at me, muttered something
about its being unusual for passengersto come on board at that hour,
and seemed disposed to be less than civil. What a face she hadÑ so
comely Ñ so insolent and so selfish!

ÒNow that I am on board, I shall certainly stay here,Ówas my answer.
ÒI will trouble you to show me my berth.Ó

Shecomplied, but sullenly. I took off my bonnet, arranged my things,
and lay down. Some difficulties had been passed through; a sort of vic-
tory was won: my homeless, anchorless, unsupported mind had again
leisure for a brief repose. Till the ÒVividÓarrived in harbour, no further
action would be required of me; but thenÉ . Oh! I could not look for-
ward. Harassed, exhausted, I lay in a half-trance.

The stewardess talked all night; not to me but to the young steward,
her son and her very picture. He passedin and out of the cabin continu-
ally: they disputed, they quarrelled, they made it up again twenty times
in the course of the night. Sheprofessed to be writing a letter homeÑ she
said to her father; she read passagesof it aloud, heeding me no more
than a stockÑ perhaps she believed me asleep.Severalof thesepassages
appeared to comprise family secrets,and bore special reference to one
ÒCharlotte,Óa younger sister who, from the bearing of the epistle,
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seemed to be on the brink of perpetrating a romantic and imprudent
match; loud was the protest of this elder lady against the distasteful uni-
on. The dutiful son laughed his motherÕscorrespondence to scorn. She
defended it, and raved at him. They were a strange pair. She might be
thirty-nine or forty, and was buxom and blooming as a girl of twenty.
Hard, loud, vain and vulgar, her mind and body alike seemed brazen
and imperishable. I should think, from her childhood, she must have
lived in public stations; and in her youth might very likely have been a
barmaid.

Towards morning her discourse ran on a new theme: ÒtheWatsons,Óa
certain expected family-party of passengers,known to her, it appeared,
and by her much esteemedon account of the handsome profit realized in
their fees. She said, ÒIt was as good as a little fortune to her whenever
this family crossed.Ó

At dawn all were astir, and by sunrise the passengerscame on board.
Boisterous was the welcome given by the stewardess to the ÒWatsons,Ó
and great was the bustle made in their honour. They were four in num-
ber, two males and two females. Besidesthem, there was but one other
passengerÑ a young lady, whom a gentlemanly, though languid-look-
ing man escorted. The two groups offered a marked contrast. The Wat-
sons were doubtless rich people, for they had the confidence of con-
scious wealth in their bearing; the womenÑ youthful both of them, and
one perfectly handsome, as far as physical beauty wentÑ were dressed
richly, gaily, and absurdly out of character for the circumstances. Their
bonnets with bright flowers, their velvet cloaks and silk dresses,seemed
better suited for park or promenade than for a damp packet deck. The
men were of low stature, plain, fat, and vulgar; the oldest, plainest,
greasiest, broadest, I soon found was the husbandÑ the bridegroom I
suppose, for she was very youngÑ of the beautiful girl. Deep was my
amazement at this discovery; and deeper still when I perceived that, in-
stead of being desperately wretched in such a union, shewas gay even to
giddiness. ÒHer laughter,Ó I reflected, Òmustbe the mere frenzy of des-
pair.Ó And even while this thought was crossing my mind, as I stood
leaning quiet and solitary against the shipÕsside, shecametripping up to
me, an utter stranger, with a camp-stool in her hand, and smiling a smile
of which the levity puzzled and startled me, though it showed a perfect
set of perfect teeth, she offered me the accommodation of this piece of
furniture. I declined it of course,with all the courtesy I could put into my
manner; she danced off heedless and lightsome. She must have been
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good-natured; but what had made her marry that individual, who was at
least as much like an oil-barrel as a man?

The other lady passenger,with the gentleman-companion, was quite a
girl, pretty and fair: her simple print dress,untrimmed straw-bonnet and
large shawl, gracefully worn, formed a costume plain to quakerism: yet,
for her, becoming enough. Before the gentleman quitted her, I observed
him throwing a glance of scrutiny over all the passengers,as if to ascer-
tain in what company his charge would be left. With a most dissatisfied
air did his eye turn from the ladies with the gay flowers; he looked at
me, and then he spoke to his daughter, niece, or whatever she was: she
also glanced in my direction, and slightly curled her short, pretty lip. It
might be myself, or it might be my homely mourning habit, that elicited
this mark of contempt; more likely, both. A bell rang; her father (I after-
wards knew that it was her father) kissed her, and returned to land. The
packet sailed.

Foreigners say that it is only English girls who can thus be trusted to
travel alone, and deep is their wonder at the daring confidence of Eng-
lish parents and guardians. As for the ÒjeunesMeess,Óby some their in-
trepidity is pronounced masculine and Òinconvenant,Óothers regard
them as the passive victims of an educational and theological system
which wantonly dispenseswith proper Òsurveillance.ÓWhether this par-
ticular young lady was of the sort that can the most safely be left un-
watched, I do not know: or, rather did not thenknow; but it soon ap-
peared that the dignity of solitude was not to her taste. She paced the
deck once or twice backwards and forwards; she looked with a little sour
air of disdain at the flaunting silks and velvets, and the bears which
thereon danced attendance, and eventually she approached me and
spoke.

ÒAre you fond of a sea-voyage?Ó was her question.
I explained that my fondnessfor a sea-voyage had yet to undergo the

test of experience; I had never made one.
ÒOh,how charming!Ócried she.ÒIquite envy you the novelty: first im-

pressions, you know, are so pleasant. Now I have made so many, I quite
forget the first: I am quite blasŽeabout the sea and all that.Ó

I could not help smiling.
ÒWhy do you laugh at me?Óshe inquired, with a frank testiness that

pleased me better than her other talk.
ÒBecause you are so young to beblasŽeabout anything.Ó
ÒI am seventeenÓ (a little piqued).
ÒYou hardly look sixteen. Do you like travelling alone?Ó
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ÒBah!I care nothing about it. I have crossed the Channel ten times,
alone; but then I take care never to be long alone: I always make friends.Ó

ÒYouwill scarcely make many friends this voyage, I thinkÓ (glancing
at the Watson-group, who were now laughing and making a great deal
of noise on deck).

ÒNot of those odious men and women,Ósaid she:Òsuchpeople should
be steerage passengers. Are you going to school?Ó

ÒNo.Ó
ÒWhere are you going?Ó
ÒI have not the least ideaÑ beyond, at least, the port of Boue-Marine.Ó
She stared, then carelessly ran on:
ÒIam going to school. Oh, the number of foreign schools I have been

at in my life! And yet I am quite an ignoramus. I know nothingÑ noth-
ing in the worldÑ I assure you; except that I play and dance beauti-
fully,Ñ and French and German of course I know, to speak; but I canÕt
read or write them very well. Do you know they wanted me to translate
a page of an easyGerman book into English the other day, and I couldnÕt
do it. Papa was so mortified: he says it looks as if M. de BassompierreÑ
my godpapa, who pays all my school-billsÑ had thrown away all his
money. And then, in matters of informationÑ in history, geography,
arithmetic, and so on, I am quite a baby; and I write English so badlyÑ
such spelling and grammar, they tell me. Into the bargain I have quite
forgotten my religion; they call me a Protestant, you know, but really I
am not sure whether I am one or not: I donÕtwell know the difference
between Romanism and Protestantism. However, I donÕtin the least care
for that. I was a Lutheran once at BonnÑ dear Bonn!Ñ charming
Bonn!Ñ where there were so many handsome students. Every nice girl
in our school had an admirer; they knew our hours for walking out, and
almost always passed us on the promenade: ÔSchšnesMŠdchen,Õwe
used to hear them say. I was excessively happy at Bonn!Ó

ÒAnd where are you now?Ó I inquired.
ÒOh! atÑchose,Ó said she.
Now, Miss Ginevra Fanshawe (such was this young personÕsname)

only substituted this word ÒchoseÓ in temporary oblivion of the real
name. It was a habit shehad: ÒchoseÓcamein at every turn in her conver-
sationÑ the convenient substitute for any missing word in any language
she might chance at the time to be speaking. French girls often do the
like; from them she had caught the custom. ÒChose,Óhowever, I found in
this instance, stood for VilletteÑ the great capital of the great kingdom
of Labassecour.
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ÒDo you like Villette?Ó I asked.
ÒPrettywell. The natives, you know, are intensely stupid and vulgar;

but there are some nice English families.Ó
ÒAre you in a school?Ó
ÒYes.Ó
ÒA good one?Ó
ÒOh,no! horrid: but I go out every Sunday, and care nothing about

the ma”tressesor the professeurs, or the Žl•ves, and send lessonsau di-
able(one darenÕtsay that in English, you know, but it sounds quite right
in French); and thus I get on charminglyÉ . You are laughing at me
again?Ó

ÒNoÑ I am only smiling at my own thoughts.Ó
ÒWhatare they?Ó(Without waiting for an answer)Ñ ÒNow, dotell me

where you are going.Ó
ÒWhereFate may lead me. My business is to earn a living where I can

find it.Ó
ÒTo earn!Ó (in consternation) Òare you poor, then?Ó
ÒAs poor as Job.Ó
(After a pause)Ñ ÒBah!how unpleasant! But I know what it is to be

poor: they are poor enough at homeÑ papa and mamma, and all of
them. Papa is called Captain Fanshawe; he is an officer on half-pay, but
well-descended, and some of our connections are great enough; but my
uncle and godpapa De Bassompierre,who lives in France,is the only one
that helps us: he educatesus girls. I have five sisters and three brothers.
By-and-by we are to marryÑ rather elderly gentlemen, I suppose, with
cash:papa and mamma manage that. My sister Augusta is married now
to a man much older-looking than papa. Augusta is very beautifulÑ not
in my styleÑ but dark; her husband, Mr. Davies, had the yellow fever in
India, and he is still the colour of a guinea; but then he is rich, and
Augusta has her carriage and establishment, and we all think she has
done perfectly well. Now, this is better than Ôearninga living,Õ as you
say. By the way, are you clever?Ó

ÒNoÑ not at all.Ó
ÒYou can play, sing, speak three or four languages?Ó
ÒBy no means.Ó
ÒStill I think you are cleverÓ (a pause and a yawn).
ÒShall you be sea-sick?Ó
ÒShall you?Ó
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ÒOh,immensely! as soon as ever we get in sight of the sea:I begin, in-
deed, to feel it already. I shall go below; and wonÕtI order about that fat
odious stewardess! Heureusement je sa•s faire aller mon monde.Ó

Down she went.
It was not long before the other passengersfollowed her: throughout

the afternoon I remained on deck alone. When I recall the tranquil, and
even happy mood in which I passed those hours, and remember, at the
same time, the position in which I was placed; its hazardousÑ some
would have said its hopelessÑ character; I feel that, asÑ

Stone walls do not a prison make,
Nor iron barsÑ a cage,
so peril, loneliness, an uncertain future, are not oppressive evils, so

long as the frame is healthy and the faculties are employed; so long, es-
pecially, as Liberty lends us her wings, and Hope guides us by her star.

I was not sick till long after we passed Margate, and deep was the
pleasure I drank in with the sea-breeze;divine the delight I drew from
the heaving Channel waves, from the sea-birds on their ridges, from the
white sails on their dark distance, from the quiet yet beclouded sky,
overhanging all. In my reverie, methought I saw the continent of Europe,
like a wide dream-land, far away. Sunshine lay on it, making the long
coast one line of gold; tiniest tracery of clustered town and snow-gleam-
ing tower, of woods deep massed,of heights serrated, of smooth pastur-
age and veiny stream, embossed the metal-bright prospect. For back-
ground, spread a sky, solemn and dark blue, andÑ grand with imperial
promise, soft with tints of enchantmentÑ strode from north to south a
God-bent bow, an arch of hope.

Cancel the whole of that, if you please, readerÑ or rather let it stand,
and draw thence a moralÑ an alliterative, text-hand copyÑ

Day-dreams are delusions of the demon.
Becoming excessively sick, I faltered down into the cabin.

Miss FanshaweÕsberth chancedto be next mine; and, I am sorry to say,
she tormented me with an unsparing selfishnessduring the whole time
of our mutual distress. Nothing could exceedher impatience and fretful-
ness.The Watsons,who were very sick too, and on whom the stewardess
attended with shameless partiality, were stoics compared with her.
Many a time since have I noticed, in persons of Ginevra FanshaweÕs
light, carelesstemperament, and fair, fragile style of beauty, an entire in-
capacity to endure: they seem to sour in adversity, like small beer in
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thunder. The man who takes such a woman for his wife, ought to be pre-
pared to guarantee her an existence all sunshine. Indignant at last with
her teasing peevishness,I curtly requested her Òtohold her tongue.ÓThe
rebuff did her good, and it was observable that she liked me no worse
for it.

As dark night drew on, the sea roughened: larger waves swayed
strong against the vesselÕsside. It was strange to reflect that blackness
and water were round us, and to feel the ship ploughing straight on her
pathless way, despite noise, billow, and rising gale. Articles of furniture
began to fall about, and it became needful to lash them to their places;
the passengers grew sicker than ever; Miss Fanshawe declared, with
groans, that she must die.

ÒNot just yet, honey,Ósaid the stewardess. ÒWeÕrejust in port.Ó Ac-
cordingly, in another quarter of an hour, a calm fell upon us all; and
about midnight the voyage ended.

I was sorry: yes, I was sorry. My resting-time was past; my diffi-
cultiesÑ my stringent difficultiesÑ recommenced.When I went on deck,
the cold air and black scowl of the night seemed to rebuke me for my
presumption in being where I was: the lights of the foreign sea-port
town, glimmering round the foreign harbour, met me like unnumbered
threatening eyes. Friends came on board to welcome the Watsons; a
whole family of friends surrounded and bore away Miss Fanshawe; IÑ
but I dared not for one moment dwell on a comparison of positions.

Yet where should I go? I must go somewhere. Necessity dare not be
nice. As I gave the stewardessher feeÑ and she seemedsurprised at re-
ceiving a coin of more value than, from such a quarter, her coarsecalcu-
lations had probably reckoned onÑ I said, ÒBekind enough to direct me
to some quiet, respectable inn, where I can go for the night.Ó

Shenot only gave me the required direction, but called a commission-
aire, and bid him take charge of me, andÑ not my trunk, for that was
gone to the custom-house.

I followed this man along a rudely-paved street, lit now by a fitful
gleam of moonlight; he brought me to the inn. I offered him sixpence,
which he refused to take; supposing it not enough, I changed it for a shil-
ling; but this also he declined, speaking rather sharply, in a language to
me unknown. A waiter, coming forward into the lamp-lit inn-passage,
reminded me, in broken English, that my money was foreign money, not
current here. I gave him a sovereign to change.This little matter settled, I
asked for a bedroom; supper I could not take: I was still sea-sickand un-
nerved, and trembling all over. How deeply glad I was when the door of
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a very small chamber at length closed on me and my exhaustion. Again I
might rest: though the cloud of doubt would be as thick to-morrow as
ever; the necessity for exertion more urgent, the peril (of destitution)
nearer, the conflict (for existence) more severe.
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Chapter7
Villette.

I awoke next morning with courage revived and spirits refreshed: phys-
ical debility no longer enervated my judgment; my mind felt prompt and
clear.

Just as I finished dressing, a tap came to the door: I said, ÒComein,Ó
expecting the chambermaid, whereas a rough man walked in and said,Ñ

ÒGif me your keys, Meess.Ó
ÒWhy?Ó I asked.
ÒGif!Ósaid he impatiently; and as he half-snatched them from my

hand, he added, ÒAll right! haf your tronc soon.Ó
Fortunately it did turn out all right: he was from the custom-house.

Where to go to get some breakfast I could not tell; but I proceeded, not
without hesitation, to descend.

I now observed, what I had not noticed in my extreme weariness last
night, viz. that this inn was, in fact, a large hotel; and as I slowly descen-
ded the broad staircase,halting on each step (for I was in wonderfully
little haste to get down), I gazed at the high ceiling above me, at the
painted walls around, at the wide windows which filled the house with
light, at the veined marble I trod (for the stepswere all of marble, though
uncarpeted and not very clean), and contrasting all this with the dimen-
sions of the closet assigned to me as a chamber, with the extreme mod-
esty of its appointments, I fell into a philosophizing mood.

Much I marvelled at the sagacity evinced by waiters and chamber-
maids in proportioning the accommodation to the guest. How could inn-
servants and ship-stewardesseseverywhere tell at a glance that I, for in-
stance,was an individual of no social significance, and little burdened by
cash?They did know it evidently: I saw quite well that they all, in a mo-
mentÕscalculation, estimated me at about the same fractional value. The
fact seemedto me curious and pregnant: I would not disguise from my-
self what it indicated, yet managed to keep up my spirits pretty well un-
der its pressure.
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Having at last landed in a great hall, full of skylight glare, I made my
way somehow to what proved to be the coffee-room. It cannot be denied
that on entering this room I trembled somewhat; felt uncertain, solitary,
wretched; wished to Heaven I knew whether I was doing right or wrong;
felt convinced that it was the last, but could not help myself. Acting in
the spirit and with the calm of a fatalist, I sat down at a small table, to
which a waiter presently brought me some breakfast; and I partook of
that meal in a frame of mind not greatly calculated to favour digestion.
There were many other people breakfasting at other tables in the room; I
should have felt rather more happy if amongst them all I could have
seen any women; however, there was not oneÑ all present were men.
But nobody seemed to think I was doing anything strange; one or two
gentlemen glanced at me occasionally, but none stared obtrusively: I
suppose if there was anything eccentric in the business, they accounted
for it by this word ÒAnglaise!Ó

Breakfast over, I must again moveÑ in what direction? ÒGoto Vil-
lette,Ósaid an inward voice; prompted doubtless by the recollection of
this slight sentenceuttered carelessly and at random by Miss Fanshawe,
as she bid me good-by: ÒIwish you would come to Madame BeckÕs;she
has some marmots whom you might look after; she wants an English
gouvernante, or was wanting one two months ago.Ó

Who Madame Beck was, where she lived, I knew not; I had asked, but
the question passed unheard: Miss Fanshawe, hurried away by her
friends, left it unanswered. I presumed Villette to be her residenceÑ to
Villette I would go. The distance was forty miles. I knew I was catching
at straws; but in the wide and weltering deep where I found myself, I
would have caught at cobwebs. Having inquired about the means of
travelling to Villette, and secured a seat in the diligence, I departed on
the strength of this outlineÑ this shadow of a project. Before you pro-
nounce on the rashnessof the proceeding, reader, look back to the point
whence I started; consider the desert I had left, note how little I perilled:
mine was the game where the player cannot lose and may win.

Of an artistic temperament, I deny that I am; yet I must possess
something of the artistÕsfaculty of making the most of present pleasure:
that is to say, when it is of the kind to my taste. I enjoyed that day,
though we travelled slowly, though it was cold, though it rained. Some-
what bare, flat, and treelesswas the route along which our journey lay;
and slimy canals crept, like half-torpid green snakes, beside the road;
and formal pollard willows edged level fields, tilled like kitchen-garden
beds. The sky, too, was monotonously gray; the atmosphere was
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stagnant and humid; yet amidst all thesedeadening influences, my fancy
budded fresh and my heart basked in sunshine. Thesefeelings, however,
were well kept in check by the secretbut ceaselessconsciousnessof anxi-
ety lying in wait on enjoyment, like a tiger crouched in a jungle. The
breathing of that beast of prey was in my ear always; his fierce heart
panted close against mine; he never stirred in his lair but I felt him: I
knew he waited only for sun-down to bound ravenous from his ambush.

I had hoped we might reach Villette ere night set in, and that thus I
might escapethe deeper embarrassment which obscurity seemsto throw
round a first arrival at an unknown bourne; but, what with our slow pro-
gress and long stoppagesÑ what with a thick fog and small, dense
rainÑ darkness, that might almost be felt, had settled on the city by the
time we gained its suburbs.

I know we passed through a gate where soldiers were stationedÑ so
much I could see by lamplight; then, having left behind us the miry
ChaussŽe,we rattled over a pavement of strangely rough and flinty sur-
face.At a bureau, the diligence stopped, and the passengersalighted. My
first businesswas to get my trunk; a small matter enough, but important
to me. Understanding that it was best not to be importunate or over-
eager about luggage, but to wait and watch quietly the delivery of other
boxes till I saw my own, and then promptly claim and secure it, I stood
apart; my eye fixed on that part of the vehicle in which I had seen my
little portmanteau safely stowed, and upon which piles of additional
bags and boxes were now heaped. One by one, I saw these removed,
lowered, and seized on.

I was sure mine ought to be by this time visible: it was not. I had tied
on the direction-card with a piece of green ribbon, that I might know it at
a glance: not a fringe or fragment of green was perceptible. Every pack-
age was removed; every tin-case and brown-paper parcel; the oilcloth
cover was lifted; I saw with distinct vision that not an umbrella, cloak,
cane, hat-box or band-box remained.

And my portmanteau, with my few clothes and little pocket-book en-
clasping the remnant of my fifteen pounds, where were they?

I ask this question now, but I could not ask it then. I could say nothing
whatever; not possessinga phrase of speakingFrench: and it was French,
and French only, the whole world seemed now gabbling around
me. Whatshould I do? Approaching the conductor, I just laid my hand
on his arm, pointed to a trunk, thence to the diligence-roof, and tried to
expressa question with my eyes.He misunderstood me, seized the trunk
indicated, and was about to hoist it on the vehicle.
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ÒLetthat aloneÑ will you?Ósaid a voice in good English; then, in cor-
rection, ÒQuÕest-ce que vous fa”tes donc? Cette malle est ˆ moi.Ó

But I had heard the Fatherland accents; they rejoiced my heart; I
turned: ÒSir,Ósaid I, appealing to the stranger, without, in my distress,
noticing what he was like, ÒIcannot speak French. May I entreat you to
ask this man what he has done with my trunk?Ó

Without discriminating, for the moment, what sort of face it was to
which my eyes were raised and on which they were fixed, I felt in its
expression half-surprise at my appeal and half-doubt of the wisdom of
interference.

ÒDo ask him; I would do as much for you,Ó said I.
I donÕtknow whether he smiled, but he said in a gentlemanly toneÑ

that is to say, a tone not hard nor terrifying,Ñ ÒWhatsort of trunk was
yours?Ó

I described it, including in my description the green ribbon. And forth-
with he took the conductor under hand, and I felt, through all the storm
of French which followed, that he raked him fore and aft. Presently he
returned to me.

ÒThefellow avers he was overloaded, and confessesthat he removed
your trunk after you saw it put on, and has left it behind at Boue-Marine
with other parcels; he has promised, however, to forward it to-morrow;
the day after, therefore, you will find it safe at this bureau.Ó

ÒThank you,Ó said I: but my heart sank.
Meantime what should I do? Perhaps this English gentleman saw the

failure of courage in my face;he inquired kindly, ÒHaveyou any friends
in this city?Ó

ÒNo, and I donÕt know where to go.Ó
There was a little pause, in the course of which, as he turned more

fully to the light of a lamp above him, I saw that he was a young, distin-
guished, and handsome man; he might be a lord, for anything I knew:
nature had made him good enough for a prince, I thought. His face was
very pleasant; he looked high but not arrogant, manly but not overbear-
ing. I was turning away, in the deep consciousnessof all absenceof claim
to look for further help from such a one as he.

ÒWas all your money in your trunk?Ó he asked, stopping me.
How thankful was I to be able to answer with truthÑ ÒNo. I have

enough in my purseÓ (for I had near twenty francs) Òto keep me at a
quiet inn till the day after to-morrow; but I am quite a stranger in Vil-
lette, and donÕt know the streets and the inns.Ó
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ÒIcan give you the address of such an inn as you want,Ósaid he; Òand
it is not far off: with my direction you will easily find it.Ó

He tore a leaf from his pocket-book, wrote a few words and gave it to
me. I did think him kind; and as to distrusting him, or his advice, or his
address, I should almost as soon have thought of distrusting the Bible.
There was goodness in his countenance, and honour in his bright eyes.

ÒYour shortest way will be to follow the Boulevard and cross the
park,Ó he continued; Òbut it is too late and too dark for a woman to go
through the park alone; I will step with you thus far.Ó

He moved on, and I followed him, through the darkness and the small
soaking rain. The Boulevard was all deserted, its path miry, the water
dripping from its trees; the park was black as midnight. In the double
gloom of trees and fog, I could not seemy guide; I could only follow his
tread. Not the least fear had I: I believe I would have followed that frank
tread, through continual night, to the worldÕs end.

ÒNow,Ósaid he, when the park was traversed, Òyouwill go along this
broad street till you come to steps; two lamps will show you where they
are: thesesteps you will descend:a narrower street lies below; following
that, at the bottom you will find your inn. They speak English there, so
your difficulties are now pretty well over. Good-night.Ó

ÒGood-night, sir,Ó said I: Òaccept my sincerest thanks.Ó And we
parted.

The remembrance of his countenance,which I am sure wore a light not
unbenignant to the friendlessÑ the sound in my ear of his voice, which
spoke a nature chivalric to the needy and feeble, as well as the youthful
and fairÑ were a sort of cordial to me long after. He was a true young
English gentleman.

On I went, hurrying fast through a magnificent street and square, with
the grandest houses round, and amidst them the huge outline of more
than one overbearing pile; which might be palaceor churchÑ I could not
tell. Just as I passed a portico, two mustachioed men came suddenly
from behind the pillars; they were smoking cigars: their dress implied
pretensions to the rank of gentlemen, but, poor things! they were very
plebeian in soul. They spoke with insolence, and, fast as I walked, they
kept pace with me a long way. At last I met a sort of patrol, and my
dreaded hunters were turned from the pursuit; but they had driven me
beyond my reckoning: when I could collect my faculties, I no longer
knew where I was; the staircaseI must long since have passed.Puzzled,
out of breath, all my pulses throbbing in inevitable agitation, I knew not
where to turn. It was terrible to think of again encountering those
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bearded, sneering simpletons; yet the ground must be retraced, and the
steps sought out.

I came at last to an old and worn flight, and, taking it for granted that
this must be the one indicated, I descended them. The street into which
they led was indeed narrow, but it contained no inn. On I wandered. In a
very quiet and comparatively clean and well-paved street, I saw a light
burning over the door of a rather large house, loftier by a story than
those round it. Thismight be the inn at last. I hastenedon: my kneesnow
trembled under me: I was getting quite exhausted.

No inn was this. A brass-plate embellished the great porte-coch•re:
ÒPensionnatde DemoisellesÓwas the inscription; and beneath, a name,
ÒMadame Beck.Ó

I started. About a hundred thoughts volleyed through my mind in a
moment. Yet I planned nothing, and considered nothing: I had not time.
Providence said, ÒStophere; this is your inn.ÓFate took me in her strong
hand; mastered my will; directed my actions: I rang the door-bell.

While I waited, I would not reflect. I fixedly looked at the street-stones,
where the door-lamp shone, and counted them and noted their shapes,
and the glitter of wet on their angles. I rang again. They opened at last. A
bonne in a smart cap stood before me.

ÒMay I see Madame Beck?Ó I inquired.
I believe if I had spoken French she would not have admitted me; but,

as I spoke English, she concluded I was a foreign teacher come on busi-
ness connected with the pensionnat, and, even at that late hour, she let
me in, without a word of reluctance, or a moment of hesitation.

The next moment I sat in a cold, glittering salon, with porcelain stove,
unlit, and gilded ornaments, and polished floor. A pendule on the
mantel-piece struck nine oÕclock.

A quarter of an hour passed.How fast beat every pulse in my frame!
How I turned cold and hot by turns! I sat with my eyes fixed on the
doorÑ a great white folding-door, with gilt mouldings: I watched to see
a leaf move and open. All had been quiet: not a mouse had stirred; the
white doors were closed and motionless.

ÒYou ayre Engliss?Ósaid a voice at my elbow. I almost bounded, so
unexpected was the sound; so certain had I been of solitude.

No ghost stood beside me, nor anything of spectral aspect; merely a
motherly, dumpy little woman, in a large shawl, a wrapping-gown, and
a clean, trim nightcap.

I said I was English, and immediately, without further prelude, we fell
to a most remarkable conversation. Madame Beck (for Madame Beck it
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wasÑ she had entered by a little door behind me, and, being shod with
the shoes of silence, I had heard neither her entrance nor approach)Ñ
Madame Beck had exhausted her command of insular speechwhen she
said, ÒYouayre Engliss,Óand she now proceeded to work away volubly
in her own tongue. I answered in mine. Shepartly understood me, but as
I did not at all understand herÑ though we made together an awful
clamour (anything like MadameÕsgift of utterance I had not hitherto
heard or imagined)Ñ we achieved little progress. Sherang, ere long, for
aid; which arrived in the shape of a Òma”tresse,Ówho had been partly
educated in an Irish convent, and was esteemed a perfect adept in the
English language. A bluff little personage this ma”tresse wasÑ La-
bassecouriennefrom top to toe: and how she did slaughter the speechof
Albion! However, I told her a plain tale, which she translated. I told her
how I had left my own country, intent on extending my knowledge, and
gaining my bread; how I was ready to turn my hand to any useful thing,
provided it was not wrong or degrading; how I would be a childÕs-nurse,
or a ladyÕs-maid,and would not refuse even housework adapted to my
strength. Madame heard this; and, questioning her countenance,I almost
thought the tale won her ear:

ÒIl nÕya que les Anglaises pour ces sortes dÕentreprises,Ósaid she:
Òsont-elles donc intrŽpides ces femmes lˆ!Ó

Sheasked my name, my age;she sat and looked at meÑ not pityingly,
not with interest: never a gleam of sympathy, or a shade of compassion,
crossed her countenance during the interview. I felt she was not one to
be led an inch by her feelings: grave and considerate, she gazed, consult-
ing her judgment and studying my narrative. A bell rang.

ÒVoilˆ pour la pri•re du soir!Ósaid she, and rose. Through her inter-
preter, shedesired me to depart now, and come back on the morrow; but
this did not suit me: I could not bear to return to the perils of darkness
and the street. With energy, yet with a collected and controlled manner, I
said, addressing herself personally, and not the ma”tresse:ÒBeassured,
madame, that by instantly securing my services, your interests will be
served and not injured: you will find me one who will wish to give, in
her labour, a full equivalent for her wages; and if you hire me, it will be
better that I should stay here this night: having no acquaintance in Vil-
lette, and not possessingthe language of the country, how can I securea
lodging?Ó

ÒIt is true,Ó said she; Òbut at least you can give a reference?Ó
ÒNone.Ó
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She inquired after my luggage: I told her when it would arrive. She
mused. At that moment a manÕsstep was heard in the vestibule, hastily
proceeding to the outer door. (I shall go on with this part of my tale as if
I had understood all that passed; for though it was then scarce intelli-
gible to me, I heard it translated afterwards).

ÒWho goes out now?Ó demanded Madame Beck, listening to the tread.
ÒM.Paul,Óreplied the teacher.ÒHecamethis evening to give a reading

to the first class.Ó
ÒThe very man I should at this moment most wish to see. Call him.Ó
The teacher ran to the salon door. M. Paul was summoned. He

entered: a small, dark and spare man, in spectacles.
ÒMon cousin,Óbegan Madame, ÒIwant your opinion. We know your

skill in physiognomy; use it now. Read that countenance.Ó
The little man fixed on me his spectacles:A resolute compression of

the lips, and gathering of the brow, seemed to say that he meant to see
through me, and that a veil would be no veil for him.

ÒI read it,Ó he pronounced.
ÒEt quÕen dites vous?Ó
ÒMaisÑ bien des choses,Ó was the oracular answer.
ÒBad or good?Ó
ÒOf each kind, without doubt,Ó pursued the diviner.
ÒMay one trust her word?Ó
ÒAre you negotiating a matter of importance?Ó
ÒShewishes me to engageher as bonne or gouvernante; tells a tale full

of integrity, but gives no reference.Ó
ÒShe is a stranger?Ó
ÒAn Englishwoman, as one may see.Ó
ÒShe speaks French?Ó
ÒNot a word.Ó
ÒShe understands it?Ó
ÒNo.Ó
ÒOne may then speak plainly in her presence?Ó
ÒDoubtless.Ó
He gazed steadily. ÒDo you need her services?Ó
ÒI could do with them. You know I am disgusted with Madame Svini.Ó
Still he scrutinized. The judgment, when it at last came,was as indefin-

ite as what had gone before it.
ÒEngageher. If good predominates in that nature, the action will bring

its own reward; if evilÑ eh bien! ma cousine, ce sera toujours une bonne

62



oeuvre.ÓAnd with a bow and a Òbonsoir,Óthis vague arbiter of my des-
tiny vanished.

And Madame did engage me that very nightÑ by GodÕsblessing I
was spared the necessity of passing forth again into the lonesome,
dreary, hostile street.
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Chapter8
Madame Beck.

Being delivered into the charge of the ma”tresse,I was led through a long
narrow passage into a foreign kitchen, very clean but very strange. It
seemed to contain no means of cookingÑ neither fireplace nor oven; I
did not understand that the great black furnace which filled one corner,
was an efficient substitute for these.Surely pride was not already begin-
ning its whispers in my heart; yet I felt a senseof relief when, instead of
being left in the kitchen, as I half anticipated, I was led forward to a
small inner room termed a Òcabinet.ÓA cook in a jacket, a short petticoat
and sabots, brought my supper: to witÑ some meat, nature unknown,
served in an odd and acid, but pleasant sauce;some chopped potatoes,
made savoury with, I know not what: vinegar and sugar, I think: a
tartine, or slice of bread and butter, and a baked pear. Being hungry, I ate
and was grateful.

After the Òpri•re du soir,ÓMadame herself came to have another look
at me. She desired me to follow her up-stairs. Through a series of the
queerest little dormitoriesÑ which, I heard afterwards, had once been
nunsÕcells: for the premises were in part of ancient dateÑ and through
the oratoryÑ a long, low, gloomy room, where a crucifix hung, pale,
against the wall, and two tapers kept dim vigilsÑ she conducted me to
an apartment where three children were asleep in three tiny beds. A
heated stove made the air of this room oppressive; and, to mend matters,
it was scented with an odour rather strong than delicate: a perfume, in-
deed, altogether surprising and unexpected under the circumstances,be-
ing like the combination of smoke with some spirituous essenceÑ a
smell, in short, of whisky.

Beside a table, on which flared the remnant of a candle guttering to
waste in the socket, a coarse woman, heterogeneously clad in a broad
striped showy silk dress, and a stuff apron, sat in a chair fast asleep.To
complete the picture, and leave no doubt as to the state of matters, a
bottle and an empty glass stood at the sleeping beautyÕs elbow.
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Madame contemplated this remarkable tableau with great calm; she
neither smiled nor scowled; no impress of anger, disgust, or surprise,
ruffled the equality of her grave aspect; she did not even wake the wo-
man! Serenely pointing to a fourth bed, she intimated that it was to be
mine; then, having extinguished the candle and substituted for it a night-
lamp, she glided through an inner door, which she left ajarÑ the en-
trance to her own chamber, a large, well-furnished apartment; as was
discernible through the aperture.

My devotions that night were all thanksgiving. Strangely had I been
led since morningÑ unexpectedly had I been provided for. Scarcely
could I believe that not forty-eight hours had elapsed since I left London,
under no other guardianship than that which protects the passenger-
birdÑ with no prospect but the dubious cloud-tracery of hope.

I was a light sleeper; in the dead of night I suddenly awoke. All was
hushed, but a white figure stood in the roomÑ Madame in her night-
dress. Moving without perceptible sound, she visited the three children
in the three beds; she approached me: I feigned sleep, and she studied
me long. A small pantomime ensued,curious enough. I daresay shesat a
quarter of an hour on the edge of my bed, gazing at my face. She then
drew nearer, bent closeover me; slightly raised my cap, and turned back
the border so as to expose my hair; she looked at my hand lying on the
bedclothes. This done, she turned to the chair where my clothes lay: it
was at the foot of the bed. Hearing her touch and lift them, I opened my
eyeswith precaution, for I own I felt curious to seehow far her taste for
researchwould lead her. It led her a good way: every article did she in-
spect. I divined her motive for this proceeding, viz. the wish to form from
the garments a judgment respecting the wearer, her station, means,neat-
ness,&c. The end was not bad, but the means were hardly fair or justifi-
able. In my dress was a pocket; she fairly turned it inside out: she coun-
ted the money in my purse; she opened a little memorandum-book,
coolly perused its contents, and took from between the leaves a small
plaited lock of Miss MarchmontÕsgrey hair. To a bunch of three keys, be-
ing those of my trunk, desk, and work-box, she accorded special atten-
tion: with these, indeed, she withdrew a moment to her own room. I
softly rose in my bed and followed her with my eye: these keys, reader,
were not brought back till they had left on the toilet of the adjoining
room the impress of their wards in wax. All being thus done decently
and in order, my property was returned to its place, my clothes were
carefully refolded. Of what nature were the conclusions deduced from
this scrutiny? Were they favourable or otherwise? Vain question.
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MadameÕsface of stone (for of stone in its present night aspect it looked:
it had beenhuman, and, as I said before, motherly, in the salon) betrayed
no response.

Her duty doneÑ I felt that in her eyes this business was a dutyÑ she
rose, noiselessas a shadow: she moved towards her own chamber; at the
door, she turned, fixing her eye on the heroine of the bottle, who still
slept and loudly snored. Mrs. Svini (I presume this was Mrs. Svini,
AnglicŽ or HibernicŽ, Sweeny)Ñ Mrs. SweenyÕsdoom was in Madame
BeckÕseyeÑ an immutable purpose that eye spoke: MadameÕsvisitations
for shortcomings might be slow, but they were sure. All this was very
un-English: truly I was in a foreign land.

The morrow made me further acquainted with Mrs. Sweeny. It seems
she had introduced herself to her present employer as an English lady in
reduced circumstances: a native, indeed, of Middlesex, professing to
speak the English tongue with the purest metropolitan accent. Ma-
dameÑ reliant on her own infallible expedients for finding out the truth
in timeÑ had a singular intrepidity in hiring service off-hand (as indeed
seemedabundantly proved in my own case).Shereceived Mrs. Sweeny
as nursery-governess to her three children. I need hardly explain to the
reader that this lady was in effect a native of Ireland; her station I do not
pretend to fix: she boldly declared that she had Òhadthe bringing-up of
the son and daughter of a marquis.Ó I think myself, she might possibly
have been a hanger-on, nurse, fosterer, or washerwoman, in some Irish
family: she spoke a smothered tongue, curiously overlaid with mincing
cockney inflections. By some means or other she had acquired, and now
held in possession,a wardrobe of rather suspicious splendourÑ gowns
of stiff and costly silk, fitting her indifferently, and apparently made for
other proportions than those they now adorned; caps with real lace bor-
ders, andÑ the chief item in the inventory, the spell by which she struck
a certain awe through the household, quelling the otherwise scornfully
disposed teachers and servants, and, so long as her broad
shoulders worethe folds of that majestic drapery, even influencing Ma-
dame herselfÑ a real Indian shawlÑ Òun vŽritable cachemire,Óas Ma-
dame Beck said, with unmixed reverence and amaze. I feel quite sure
that without this ÒcachemireÓshe would not have kept her footing in the
pensionnat for two days: by virtue of it, and it only, she maintained the
same a month.

But when Mrs. Sweeny knew that I was come to fill her shoes,then it
was that she declared herselfÑ then did she rise on Madame Beck in her
full powerÑ then come down on me with her concentrated weight.
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Madame bore this revelation and visitation so well, so stoically, that I for
very shamecould not support it otherwise than with composure. For one
little moment Madame Beckabsentedherself from the room; ten minutes
after, an agent of the police stood in the midst of us. Mrs. Sweeny and
her effects were removed. MadameÕsbrow had not been ruffled during
the sceneÑ her lips had not dropped one sharply-accented word.

This brisk little affair of the dismissal was all settled before breakfast:
order to march given, policeman called, mutineer expelled; Òchambre
dÕenfansÓfumigated and cleansed, windows thrown open, and every
trace of the accomplished Mrs. SweenyÑ even to the fine essenceand
spiritual fragrance which gave token so subtle and so fatal of the head
and front of her offendingÑ was annihilated from the Rue Fossette:all
this, I say, was done between the moment of Madame BeckÕsissuing like
Aurora from her chamber, and that in which shecoolly sat down to pour
out her first cup of coffee.

About noon, I was summoned to dress Madame. (It appeared my
place was to be a hybrid between gouvernante and ladyÕs-maid.)Till
noon, she haunted the house in her wrapping-gown, shawl, and sound-
less slippers. How would the lady-chief of an English school approve
this custom?

The dressing of her hair puzzled me; she had plenty of it: auburn, un-
mixed with grey: though she was forty years old. Seeingmy embarrass-
ment, she said, ÒYou have not been a femme-de-chambre in your own
country?ÓAnd taking the brush from my hand, and setting me aside, not
ungently or disrespectfully, she arranged it herself. In performing other
offices of the toilet, she half-directed, half-aided me, without the least
display of temper or impatience. N.B.Ñ That was the first and last time I
was required to dress her. Henceforth, on Rosine, the portress, devolved
that duty.

When attired, Madame Beck appeared a personage of a figure rather
short and stout, yet still graceful in its own peculiar way; that is, with the
grace resulting from proportion of parts. Her complexion was fresh and
sanguine, not too rubicund; her eye, blue and serene;her dark silk dress
fitted her as a French sempstressalone can make a dress fit; she looked
well, though a little bourgeoise; as bourgeoise, indeed, she was. I know
not what of harmony pervaded her whole person; and yet her face
offered contrast, too: its features were by no means such as are usually
seenin conjunction with a complexion of such blended freshnessand re-
pose: their outline was stern: her forehead was high but narrow; it ex-
pressed capacity and some benevolence, but no expanse; nor did her
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peaceful yet watchful eye ever know the fire which is kindled in the
heart or the softness which flows thence. Her mouth was hard: it could
be a little grim; her lips were thin. For sensibility and genius, with all
their tendernessand temerity, I felt somehow that Madame would be the
right sort of Minos in petticoats.

In the long run, I found she was something else in petticoats too. Her
name was Modeste Maria Beck, nŽe Kint: it ought to have been Ignacia.
She was a charitable woman, and did a great deal of good. There never
was a mistress whose rule was milder. I was told that she never once re-
monstrated with the intolerable Mrs. Sweeny, despite her tipsiness, dis-
order, and general neglect; yet Mrs. Sweeny had to go the moment her
departure became convenient. I was told, too, that neither masters nor
teachers were found fault with in that establishment; yet both masters
and teachers were often changed: they vanished and others filled their
places, none could well explain how.

The establishment was both a pensionnat and an externat: the externes
or day-pupils exceeded one hundred in number; the boarders were
about a score. Madame must have possessed high administrative
powers: sheruled all these,together with four teachers,eight masters,six
servants, and three children, managing at the sametime to perfection the
pupilsÕparents and friends; and that without apparent effort; without
bustle, fatigue, fever, or any symptom of undue, excitement: occupied
she always wasÑ busy, rarely. It is true that Madame had her own sys-
tem for managing and regulating this mass of machinery; and a very
pretty system it was: the reader has seen a specimen of it, in that small
affair of turning my pocket inside out, and reading my private memor-
anda. ÒSurveillance,Ó Òespionage,ÓÑ these were her watchwords.

Still, Madame knew what honesty was, and liked itÑ that is, when it
did not obtrude its clumsy scruples in the way of her will and interest.
Shehad a respect for ÒAngleterre;Óand as to ÒlesAnglaises,Óshe would
have the women of no other country about her own children, if shecould
help it.

Often in the evening, after she had been plotting and counter-plotting,
spying and receiving the reports of spies all day, she would come up to
my roomÑ a trace of real weariness on her browÑ and she would sit
down and listen while the children said their little prayers to me in Eng-
lish: the LordÕsPrayer, and the hymn beginning ÒGentleJesus,Óthese
little Catholics were permitted to repeat at my knee; and, when I had put
them to bed, she would talk to me (I soon gained enough French to be
able to understand, and even answer her) about England and
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Englishwomen, and the reasons for what she was pleased to term their
superior intelligence, and more real and reliable probity. Very good
sense she often showed; very sound opinions she often broached: she
seemedto know that keeping girls in distrustful restraint, in blind ignor-
ance, and under a surveillance that left them no moment and no corner
for retirement, was not the best way to make them grow up honest and
modest women; but she averred that ruinous consequenceswould ensue
if any other method were tried with continental children: they were so
accustomed to restraint, that relaxation, however guarded, would be
misunderstood and fatally presumed on. She was sick, she would de-
clare, of the means she had to use, but use them she must; and after dis-
coursing, often with dignity and delicacy, to me, she would move away
on her Òsouliers de silence,Óand glide ghost-like through the house,
watching and spying everywhere, peering through every keyhole, listen-
ing behind every door.

After all, MadameÕssystem was not badÑ let me do her justice. Noth-
ing could be better than all her arrangements for the physical well-being
of her scholars.No minds were overtasked: the lessonswere well distrib-
uted and made incomparably easy to the learner; there was a liberty of
amusement, and a provision for exercisewhich kept the girls healthy; the
food was abundant and good: neither pale nor puny faces were any-
where to be seen in the Rue Fossette.She never grudged a holiday; she
allowed plenty of time for sleeping, dressing, washing, eating; her meth-
od in all these matters was easy, liberal, salutary, and rational: many an
austere English school-mistress would do vastly well to imitate herÑ
and I believe many would be glad to do so, if exacting English parents
would let them.

As Madame Beck ruled by espionage, she of course had her staff of
spies: she perfectly knew the quality of the tools she used, and while she
would not scruple to handle the dirtiest for a dirty occasionÑ flinging
this sort from her like refuse rind, after the orange has been duly
squeezedÑ I have known her fastidious in seeking pure metal for clean
uses;and when once a bloodless and rustless instrument was found, she
was careful of the prize, keeping it in silk and cotton-wool. Yet, woe be
to that man or woman who relied on her one inch beyond the point
where it was her interest to be trustworthy: interest was the master-key
of MadameÕsnatureÑ the mainspring of her motivesÑ the alpha and
omega of her life. I have seenher feelingsappealed to, and I have smiled
in half-pity, half-scorn at the appellants. None ever gained her ear
through that channel, or swayed her purpose by that means. On the
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contrary, to attempt to touch her heart was the surest way to rouse her
antipathy, and to make of her a secret foe. It proved to her that she had
no heart to be touched: it reminded her where she was impotent and
dead. Never was the distinction between charity and mercy better exem-
plified than in her. While devoid of sympathy, she had a sufficiency of
rational benevolence: she would give in the readiest manner to people
she had never seenÑ rather, however, to classes than to individuals.
ÒPour les pauvres,Óshe opened her purse freelyÑ against the poorman,
as a rule, she kept it closed. In philanthropic schemesfor the benefit of
society at large she took a cheerful part; no private sorrow touched her:
no force or mass of suffering concentrated in one heart had power to
pierce hers. Not the agony in Gethsemane, not the death on Calvary,
could have wrung from her eyes one tear.

I say again, Madame was a very great and a very capablewoman. That
school offered her for her powers too limited a sphere; she ought to have
swayed a nation: she should have been the leader of a turbulent legislat-
ive assembly. Nobody could have browbeaten her, none irritated her
nerves, exhausted her patience, or over-reached her astuteness. In her
own single person, she could have comprised the duties of a first minis-
ter and a superintendent of police. Wise, firm, faithless; secret, crafty,
passionless;watchful and inscrutable; acute and insensateÑ withal per-
fectly decorousÑ what more could be desired?

The sensible reader will not suppose that I gained all the knowledge
here condensed for his benefit in one month, or in one half-year. No!
what I saw at first was the thriving outside of a large and flourishing
educational establishment. Here was a great house, full of healthy, lively
girls, all well-dressed and many of them handsome, gaining knowledge
by a marvellously easy method, without painful exertion or useless
waste of spirits; not, perhaps, making very rapid progress in anything;
taking it easy,but still always employed, and never oppressed.Here was
a corps of teachers and masters, more stringently tasked, as all the real
head-labour was to be done by them, in order to savethe pupils, yet hav-
ing their duties so arranged that they relieved eachother in quick succes-
sion whenever the work was severe:here, in short, was a foreign school;
of which the life, movement, and variety made it a complete and most
charming contrast to many English institutions of the same kind.

Behind the house was a large garden, and, in summer, the pupils al-
most lived out of doors amongst the rose-bushes and the fruit-trees.
Under the vast and vine-draped berceau, Madame would take her seat
on summer afternoons, and send for the classes,in turns, to sit round her
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and sew and read. Meantime, masters came and went, delivering short
and lively lectures, rather than lessons, and the pupils made notes of
their instructions, or did not make themÑ just as inclination prompted;
securethat, in caseof neglect, they could copy the notes of their compan-
ions. Besides the regular monthly jours de sortie, the Catholic f•te-days
brought a successionof holidays all the year round; and sometimes on a
bright summer morning, or soft summer evening; the boarders were
taken out for a long walk into the country, regaled with gaufresand vin
blanc, or new milk and pain bis, or pistoletsau beurre(rolls) and coffee. All
this seemed very pleasant, and Madame appeared goodness itself; and
the teachersnot so bad but they might be worse; and the pupils, perhaps,
a little noisy and rough, but types of health and glee.

Thus did the view appear, seen through the enchantment of distance;
but there camea time when distance was to melt for meÑ when I was to
be called down from my watch-tower of the nursery, whence I had
hitherto made my observations, and was to be compelled into closer in-
tercourse with this little world of the Rue Fossette.

I was one day sitting up-stairs, as usual, hearing the children their
English lessons,and at the same time turning a silk dress for Madame,
when she came sauntering into the room with that absorbed air and
brow of hard thought she sometimes wore, and which made her look so
little genial. Dropping into a seat opposite mine, she remained some
minutes silent. DŽsirŽe,the eldest girl, was reading to me some little es-
say of Mrs. BarbauldÕs,and I was making her translate currently from
English to French assheproceeded, by way of ascertaining that shecom-
prehended what she read: Madame listened.

Presently, without preface or prelude, she said, almost in the tone of
one making an accusation, ÒMeess, in England you were a governess?Ó

ÒNo, Madame,Ó said I smiling, Òyou are mistaken.Ó
ÒIs this your first essay at teachingÑ this attempt with my children?Ó
I assured her it was. Again she becamesilent; but looking up, as I took

a pin from the cushion, I found myself an object of study: she held me
under her eye; she seemedturning me round in her thoughtsÑ measur-
ing my fitness for a purpose, weighing my value in a plan. Madame had,
ere this, scrutinized all I had, and I believe she esteemedherself cogniz-
ant of much that I was; but from that day, for the spaceof about a fort-
night, she tried me by new tests.Shelistened at the nursery door when I
was shut in with the children; she followed me at a cautious distance
when I walked out with them, stealing within ear-shot whenever the
trees of park or boulevard afforded a sufficient screen: a strict
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preliminary process having thus been observed, she made a move
forward.

One morning, coming on me abruptly, and with the semblance of
hurry, she said she found herself placed in a little dilemma. Mr. Wilson,
the English master, had failed to come at his hour, she feared he was ill;
the pupils were waiting in classe; there was no one to give a lesson;
should I, for once, object to giving a short dictation exercise,just that the
pupils might not have it to say they had missed their English lesson?

ÒIn classe, Madame?Ó I asked.
ÒYes, in classe: in the second division.Ó
ÒWherethere are sixty pupils,Ó said I; for I knew the number, and with

my usual basehabit of cowardice, I shrank into my sloth like a snail into
its shell, and alleged incapacity and impracticability as a pretext to es-
cape action. If left to myself, I should infallibly have let this chanceslip.
Inadventurous, unstirred by impulses of practical ambition, I was cap-
able of sitting twenty years teaching infants the hornbook, turning silk
dressesand making childrenÕsfrocks. Not that true contentment digni-
fied this infatuated resignation: my work had neither charm for my taste,
nor hold on my interest; but it seemedto me a great thing to be without
heavy anxiety, and relieved from intimate trial: the negation of severe
suffering was the nearest approach to happiness I expected to know.
Besides,I seemedto hold two livesÑ the life of thought, and that of real-
ity; and, provided the former was nourished with a sufficiency of the
strange necromantic joys of fancy, the privileges of the latter might re-
main limited to daily bread, hourly work, and a roof of shelter.

ÒCome,Ósaid Madame, as I stooped more busily than ever over the
cutting-out of a childÕs pinafore, Òleave that work.Ó

ÒBut Fifine wants it, Madame.Ó
ÒFifine must want it, then, for I want you.Ó
And as Madame Beck did really want and was resolved to have meÑ

as she had long been dissatisfied with the English master, with his short-
comings in punctuality, and his careless method of tuitionÑ as,
too, shedid not lack resolution and practical activity, whether I lacked
them or notÑ she, without more ado, made me relinquish thimble and
needle; my hand was taken into hers, and I was conducted down-stairs.
When we reached the carrŽ, a large square hall between the dwelling-
house and the pensionnat, she paused, dropped my hand, faced, and
scrutinized me. I was flushed, and tremulous from head to foot: tell it not
in Gath, I believe I was crying. In fact, the difficulties before me were far
from being wholly imaginary; some of them were real enough; and not
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the least substantial lay in my want of mastery over the medium through
which I should be obliged to teach. I had, indeed, studied French closely
since my arrival in Villette; learning its practice by day, and its theory in
every leisure moment at night, to as late an hour as the rule of the house
would allow candle-light; but I was far from yet being able to trust my
powers of correct oral expression.

ÒD”tesdonc,Ósaid Madame sternly, Òvoussentezvous rŽellement trop
faible?Ó

I might have said ÒYes,Óand gone back to nursery obscurity, and
there, perhaps, mouldered for the rest of my life; but looking up at Ma-
dame, I saw in her countenance a something that made me think twice
ere I decided. At that instant she did not wear a womanÕsaspect, but
rather a manÕs.Power of a particular kind strongly limned itself in all her
traits, and that power was not my kind of power: neither sympathy, nor
congeniality, nor submission, were the emotions it awakened. I stoodÑ
not soothed, nor won, nor overwhelmed. It seemed as if a challenge of
strength between opposing gifts was given, and I suddenly felt all the
dishonour of my diffidenceÑ all the pusillanimity of my slackness to
aspire.

ÒWill you,Ó she said, Ògobackward or forward?Ó indicating with her
hand, first, the small door of communication with the dwelling-house,
and then the great double portals of the classes or schoolrooms.

ÒEn avant,Ó I said.
ÒBut,Ópursued she, cooling as I warmed, and continuing the hard

look, from very antipathy to which I drew strength and determination,
Òcan you face the classes, or are you over-excited?Ó

Shesneered slightly in saying this: nervous excitability was not much
to MadameÕs taste.

ÒI am no more excited than this stone,ÓI said, tapping the flag with
my toe: Òor than you,Ó I added, returning her look.

ÒBon!But let me tell you these are not quiet, decorous, English girls
you are going to encounter. Ce sont des Labassecouriennes,rondes, fran-
ches, brusques, et tant soit peu rebelles.Ó

I said: ÒI know; and I know, too, that though I have studied French
hard since I came here, yet I still speak it with far too much hesitationÑ
too little accuracy to be able to command their respect I shall make blun-
ders that will lay me open to the scorn of the most ignorant. Still I mean
to give the lesson.Ó

ÒThey always throw over timid teachers,Ó said she.
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ÒIknow that too, Madame; I have heard how they rebelled against and
persecuted Miss TurnerÓÑ a poor friendless English teacher,whom Ma-
dame had employed, and lightly discarded; and to whose piteous history
I was no stranger.

ÒCÕestvrai,Ó said she, coolly. ÒMiss Turner had no more command
over them than a servant from the kitchen would have had. She was
weak and wavering; she had neither tact nor intelligence, decision nor
dignity. Miss Turner would not do for these girls at all.Ó

I made no reply, but advanced to the closed schoolroom door.
ÒYou will not expect aid from me, or from any one,Ósaid Madame.

ÒThat would at once set you down as incompetent for your office.Ó
I opened the door, let her passwith courtesy, and followed her. There

were three schoolrooms, all large. That dedicated to the second division,
where I was to figure, was considerably the largest, and accommodated
an assemblagemore numerous, more turbulent, and infinitely more un-
manageable than the other two. In after days, when I knew the ground
better, I used to think sometimes (if such a comparison may be permit-
ted), that the quiet, polished, tame first division was to the robust, riot-
ous, demonstrative second division, what the English House of Lords is
to the House of Commons.

The first glance informed me that many of the pupils were more than
girlsÑ quite young women; I knew that some of them were of noble
family (as nobility goes in Labassecour),and I was well convinced that
not one amongst them was ignorant of my position in MadameÕshouse-
hold. As I mounted the estrˆde (a low platform, raised a step above the
flooring), where stood the teacherÕschair and desk, I beheld opposite to
me a row of eyes and brows that threatened stormy weatherÑ eyes full
of an insolent light, and brows hard and unblushing as marble. The con-
tinental ÒfemaleÓis quite a different being to the insular ÒfemaleÓof the
same age and class: I never saw such eyes and brows in England. Ma-
dame Beck introduced me in one cool phrase, sailed from the room, and
left me alone in my glory.

I shall never forget that first lesson, nor all the under-current of life
and character it opened up to me. Then first did I begin rightly to seethe
wide difference that lies between the novelistÕsand poetÕsideal Òjeune
filleÓ and the said Òjeune filleÓ as she really is.

It seemsthat three titled belles in the first row had sat down predeter-
mined that a bonnedÕenfantsshould not give them lessons in English.
They knew they had succeeded in expelling obnoxious teachers before
now; they knew that Madame would at any time throw overboard a
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professeur or ma”tresse who became unpopular with the schoolÑ that
she never assisteda weak official to retain his placeÑ that if he had not
strength to fight, or tact to win his way, down he went: looking at ÒMiss
Snowe,Ó they promised themselves an easy victory.

Mesdemoiselles Blanche, Virginie, and AngŽlique opened the cam-
paign by a series of titterings and whisperings; these soon swelled into
murmurs and short laughs, which the remoter benches caught up and
echoed more loudly. This growing revolt of sixty against one, soon be-
came oppressive enough; my command of French being so limited, and
exercised under such cruel constraint.

Could I but have spoken in my own tongue, I felt as if I might have
gained a hearing; for, in the first place, though I knew I looked a poor
creature, and in many respectsactually was so, yet nature had given me
a voice that could make itself heard, if lifted in excitement or deepened
by emotion. In the second place, while I had no flow, only a hesitating
trickle of language, in ordinary circumstances, yetÑ under stimulus
such as was now rife through the mutinous massÑ I could, in English,
have rolled out readily phrases stigmatizing their proceedings as such
proceedings deserved to be stigmatized; and then with some sarcasm,
flavoured with contemptuous bitterness for the ringleaders, and relieved
with easy banter for the weaker but less knavish followers, it seemedto
me that one might possibly get command over this wild herd, and bring
them into training, at least. All I could now do was to walk up to
BlancheÑ Mademoiselle de Melcy, a young baronneÑ the eldest, tallest,
handsomest, and most viciousÑ stand before her desk, take from under
her hand her exercise-book, remount the estrade, deliberately read the
composition, which I found very stupid, and, as deliberately, and in the
face of the whole school, tear the blotted page in two.

This action availed to draw attention and check noise. One girl alone,
quite in the background, persevered in the riot with undiminished en-
ergy. I looked at her attentively. She had a pale face, hair like night,
broad strong eyebrows, decided features, and a dark, mutinous, sinister
eye: I noted that she sat close by a little door, which door, I was well
aware, opened into a small closet where books were kept. Shewas stand-
ing up for the purpose of conducting her clamour with freer energies. I
measured her stature and calculated her strength She seemed both tall
and wiry; but, so the conflict were brief and the attack unexpected, I
thought I might manage her.

Advancing up the room, looking as cool and careless as I possibly
could, in short, ayant lÕairderien, I slightly pushed the door and found it
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was ajar. In an instant, and with sharpness, I had turned on her. In an-
other instant she occupied the closet, the door was shut, and the key in
my pocket.

It so happened that this girl, Dolores by name, and a Catalonian by
race,was the sort of character at once dreaded and hated by all her asso-
ciates;the act of summary justice above noted proved popular: there was
not one present but, in her heart, liked to seeit done. They were stilled
for a moment; then a smileÑ not a laughÑ passed from desk to desk:
thenÑ when I had gravely and tranquilly returned to the estrade, cour-
teously requested silence, and commenced a dictation as if nothing at all
had happenedÑ the pens travelled peacefully over the pages,and the re-
mainder of the lesson passed in order and industry.

ÒCÕestbien,Ósaid Madame Beck, when I came out of class,hot and a
little exhausted. ÒCa ira.Ó

She had been listening and peeping through a spy-hole the whole
time.

From that day I ceasedto be nursery governess, and becameEnglish
teacher.Madame raised my salary; but she got thrice the work out of me
she had extracted from Mr. Wilson, at half the expense.
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Chapter9
Isidore.

My time was now well and profitably filled up. What with teaching oth-
ers and studying closely myself, I had hardly a spare moment. It was
pleasant. I felt I was getting, on; not lying the stagnant prey of mould
and rust, but polishing my faculties and whetting them to a keen edge
with constant use. Experience of a certain kind lay before me, on no nar-
row scale.Villette is a cosmopolitan city, and in this school were girls of
almost every European nation, and likewise of very varied rank in life.
Equality is much practised in Labassecour; though not republican in
form, it is nearly so in substance,and at the desks of Madame BeckÕses-
tablishment the young countess and the young bourgeoise sat side by
side. Nor could you always by outward indications decide which was
noble and which plebeian; except that, indeed, the latter had often
franker and more courteous manners, while the former bore away the
bell for a delicately-balanced combination of insolence and deceit. In the
former there was often quick French blood mixed with the marsh-
phlegm: I regret to say that the effect of this vivacious fluid chiefly ap-
peared in the oilier glibness with which flattery and fiction ran from the
tongue, and in a manner lighter and livelier, but quite heartless and
insincere.

To do all parties justice, the honest aboriginal Labassecourienneshad
an hypocrisy of their own, too; but it was of a coarseorder, such ascould
deceive few. Whenever a lie was necessary for their occasions, they
brought it out with a carelesseaseand breadth altogether untroubled by
the rebuke of conscience.Not a soul in Madame BeckÕshouse, from the
scullion to the directress herself, but was above being ashamed of a lie;
they thought nothing of it: to invent might not be precisely a virtue, but
it was the most venial of faults. ÒJÕaimenti plusieurs fois,Ó formed an
item of every girlÕsand womanÕsmonthly confession: the priest heard
unshocked, and absolved unreluctant. If they had missed going to mass,
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or read a chapter of a novel, that was another thing: these were crimes
whereof rebuke and penance were the unfailing weed.

While yet but half-conscious of this state of things, and unlearned in
its results, I got on in my new sphere very well. After the first few diffi-
cult lessons,given amidst peril and on the edge of a moral volcano that
rumbled under my feet and sent sparks and hot fumes into my eyes,the
eruptive spirit seemed to subside, as far as I was concerned. My mind
was a good deal bent on success:I could not bear the thought of being
baffled by mere undisciplined disaffection and wanton indocility, in this
first attempt to get on in life. Many hours of the night I used to lie awake,
thinking what plan I had best adopt to get a reliable hold on thesemutin-
eers, to bring this stiff-necked tribe under permanent influence. In, the
first place, I saw plainly that aid in no shape was to be expected from
Madame: her righteous plan was to maintain an unbroken popularity
with the pupils, at any and every cost of justice or comfort to the teach-
ers. For a teacher to seekher alliance in any crisis of insubordination was
equivalent to securing her own expulsion. In intercourse with her pupils,
Madame only took to herself what was pleasant, amiable, and recom-
mendatory; rigidly requiring of her lieutenants sufficiency for every an-
noying crisis, where to act with adequate promptitude was to be unpop-
ular. Thus, I must look only to myself.

ImprimisÑ it was clear as the day that this swinish multitude were
not to be driven by force. They were to be humoured, borne with very
patiently: a courteous though sedatemanner impressed them; a very rare
flash of raillery did good. Severeor continuous mental application they
could not, or would not, bear: heavy demand on the memory, the reason,
the attention, they rejected point-blank. Where an English girl of not
more than average capacity and docility would quietly take a theme and
bind herself to the task of comprehension and mastery, a Labassecouri-
enne would laugh in your face, and throw it back to you with the
phrase,Ñ ÒDieu, que cÕestdifficile! Je nÕenveux pas. Cela mÕennuie
trop.Ó

A teacher who understood her business would take it back at once,
without hesitation, contest, or expostulationÑ proceed with even exag-
gerated care to smoothe every difficulty, to reduce it to the level of their
understandings, return it to them thus modified, and lay on the lash of
sarcasmwith unsparing hand. They would feel the sting, perhaps wince
a little under it; but they bore no malice against this sort of attack,
provided the sneer was not sour, but hearty, and that it held well up to
them, in a clear, light, and bold type, so that she who ran might read,
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their incapacity, ignorance, and sloth. They would riot for three addition-
al lines to a lesson; but I never knew them rebel against a wound given
to their self-respect: the little they had of that quality was trained to be
crushed, and it rather liked the pressure of a firm heel than otherwise.

By degrees,as I acquired fluency and freedom in their language, and
could make such application of its more nervous idioms as suited their
case,the elder and more intelligent girls began rather to like me in their
way: I noticed that whenever a pupil had been roused to feel in her soul
the stirring of worthy emulation, or the quickening of honest shame,
from that date she was won. If I could but once make their (usually
large) earsburn under their thick glossy hair, all was comparatively well.
By-and-by bouquets began to be laid on my desk in the morning; by way
of acknowledgment for this little foreign attention, I used sometimes to
walk with a select few during recreation. In the course of conversation it
befel once or twice that I made an unpremeditated attempt to rectify
some of their singularly distorted notions of principle; especially I ex-
pressed my ideas of the evil and basenessof a lie. In an unguarded mo-
ment, I chanced to say that, of the two errors; I considered falsehood
worse than an occasional lapse in church-attendance. The poor girls were
tutored to report in Catholic ears whatever the Protestant teacher said.
An edifying consequenceensued. SomethingÑ an unseen, an indefinite,
a namelessÑ something stole between myself and these my best pupils:
the bouquets continued to be offered, but conversation thenceforth be-
cameimpracticable. As I paced the alleys or sat in the berceau,a girl nev-
er came to my right hand but a teacher, as if by magic, appeared at my
left. Also, wonderful to relate, MadameÕsshoes of silence brought her
continually to my back, as quick, as noiselessand unexpected, as some
wandering zephyr.

The opinion of my Catholic acquaintance concerning my spiritual pro-
spects was somewhat na•vely expressed to me on one occasion. A pen-
sionnaire, to whom I had rendered some little service, exclaimed one day
as she sat beside me: ÒMademoiselle, what a pity you are a Protestant!Ó

ÒWhy, Isabelle?Ó
ÒParceque,quand vous serezmorteÑ vous bržlerez tout de suite dans

lÕEnfer.Ó
ÒCroyez-vous?Ó
ÒCertainementque jÕycrois: tout lŽ monde lŽ sait; et dÕailleurslŽ pr•tre

me lÕa dit.Ó
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Isabelle was an odd, blunt little creature. She added, sottovoce: ÒPour
assurer v™tresalut lˆ-haut, on ferait bien de vous bržler toute vive ici-
bas.Ó

I laughed, as, indeed, it was impossible to do otherwise.
* * * * *

Has the reader forgotten Miss Ginevra Fanshawe?If so, I must be al-
lowed to re-introduce that young lady as a thriving pupil of Madame
BeckÕs;for such she was. On her arrival in the Rue Fossette,two or three
days after my sudden settlement there, she encountered me with very
little surprise. Shemust have had good blood in her veins, for never was
any duchess more perfectly, radically, unaffectedly nonchalantethan she:
a weak, transient amaze was all she knew of the sensation of wonder.
Most of her other faculties seemedto be in the sameflimsy condition: her
liking and disliking, her love and hate, were mere cobweb and gossamer;
but shehad one thing about her that seemedstrong and durable enough,
and that wasÑ her selfishness.

She was not proud; andÑ bonnedÕenfantsas I wasÑ she would forth-
with have made of me a sort of friend and confidant. Sheteasedme with
a thousand vapid complaints about school-quarrels and household eco-
nomy: the cookery was not to her taste; the people about her, teachers
and pupils, she held to be despicable, because they were foreigners. I
bore with her abuseof the FridayÕssalt fish and hard eggsÑ with her in-
vective against the soup, the bread, the coffeeÑ with some patience for a
time; but at last, wearied by iteration, I turned crusty, and put her to
rights: a thing I ought to have done in the very beginning, for a salutary
setting down always agreed with her.

Much longer had I to endure her demands on me in the way of work.
Her wardrobe, so far asconcerned articles of external wear, was well and
elegantly supplied; but there were other habiliments not so carefully
provided: what she had, needed frequent repair. She hated needle-
drudgery herself, and she would bring her hose, &c. to me in heaps, to
be mended. A compliance of some weeks threatening to result in the es-
tablishment of an intolerable boreÑ I at last distinctly told her she must
make up her mind to mend her own garments. She cried on receiving
this information, and accusedme of having ceasedto be her friend; but I
held by my decision, and let the hysterics pass as they could.

Notwithstanding these foibles, and various others needlessto mention
Ñ but by no means of a refined or elevating characterÑ how pretty she
was! How charming she looked, when she came down on a sunny
Sunday morning, well-dressed and well-humoured, robed in pale lilac
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silk, and with her fair long curls reposing on her white shoulders.
Sunday was a holiday which she always passedwith friends resident in
town; and amongst these friends she speedily gave me to understand
was one who would fain becomesomething more. By glimpses and hints
it was shown me, and by the general buoyancy of her look and manner it
was ere long proved, that ardent admirationÑ perhaps genuine loveÑ
was at her command. Shecalled her suitor ÒIsidore:Óthis, however, she
intimated was not his real name, but one by which it pleased her to bap-
tize him Ñ his own, she hinted, not being Òverypretty.Ó Once, when she
had been bragging about the vehemence of ÒIsidoreÕsÓattachment, I
asked if she loved him in return.

ÒCommecela,Ósaid she: Òheis handsome, and he loves me to distrac-
tion, so that I am well amused. Ca suffit.Ó

Finding that she carried the thing on longer than, from her very fickle
tastes, I had anticipated, I one day took it upon me to make serious in-
quiries as to whether the gentleman was such as her parents, and espe-
cially her uncleÑ on whom, it appeared, shewas dependentÑ would be
likely to approve. Sheallowed that this was very doubtful, asshedid not
believe ÒIsidoreÓ had much money.

ÒDo you encourage him?Ó I asked.
ÒFurieusement sometimes,Ó said she.
ÒWithout being certain that you will be permitted to marry him?Ó
ÒOh, how dowdyish you are! I donÕtwant to be married. I am too

young.Ó
ÒButif he loves you asmuch asyou say, and yet it comesto nothing in

the end, he will be made miserable.Ó
ÒOfcourse he will break his heart. I should be shocked and, disappoin-

ted if he didnÕt.Ó
ÒI wonder whether this M. Isidore is a fool?Ó said I.
ÒHeis, about me; but he is wise in other things, ˆ ce quÕondit. Mrs.

Cholmondeley considers him extremely clever: she says he will push his
way by his talents; all I know is, that he does little more than sigh in my
presence, and that I can wind him round my little finger.Ó

Wishing to get a more definite idea of this love-stricken M. Isidore;
whose position seemed to me of the least secure, I requested her to fa-
vour me with a personal description; but she could not describe: she had
neither words nor the power of putting them together so as to make
graphic phrases. She even seemed not properly to have noticed him:
nothing of his looks, of the changesin his countenance,had touched her
heart or dwelt in her memoryÑ that he was Òbeau,ma•s plut™t bel
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homme que joli gar•on,Ówas all she could assert.My patience would of-
ten have failed, and my interest flagged, in listening to her, but for one
thing. All the hints she dropped, all the details she gave, went uncon-
sciously to prove, to my thinking, that M. IsidoreÕshomage was offered
with great delicacy and respect. I informed her very plainly that I be-
lieved him much too good for her, and intimated with equal plainness
my impression that she was but a vain coquette. Shelaughed, shook her
curls from her eyes, and danced away as if I had paid her a compliment.

Miss GinevraÕsschool-studies were little better than nominal; there
were but three things she practised in earnest,viz. music, singing, and
dancing; also embroidering the fine cambric handkerchiefs which she
could not afford to buy ready worked: such mere trifles as lessonsin his-
tory, geography, grammar, and arithmetic, she left undone, or got others
to do for her. Very much of her time was spent in visiting. Madame,
aware that her stay at school was now limited to a certain period, which
would not be extended whether she made progress or not, allowed her
great licence in this particular. Mrs. CholmondeleyÑ her chaperonÑ a
gay, fashionable lady, invited her whenever she had company at her
own house, and sometimes took her to evening-parties at the houses of
her acquaintance.Ginevra perfectly approved this mode of procedure: it
had but one inconvenience; she was obliged to be well dressed, and she
had not money to buy variety of dresses.All her thoughts turned on this
difficulty; her whole soul was occupied with expedients for effecting its
solution. It was wonderful to witness the activity of her otherwise indol-
ent mind on this point, and to seethe much-daring intrepidity to which
she was spurred by a sense of necessity, and the wish to shine.

Shebegged boldly of Mrs. CholmondeleyÑ boldly, I say: not with an
air of reluctant shame, but in this strain:Ñ

ÒMy darling Mrs. C., I have nothing in the world fit to wear for your
party next week; you mustgive me a book-muslin dress, and then
a ceinture bleu cŽleste:doÑ thereÕs an angel! will you?Ó

The Òdarling Mrs. C.Óyielded at first; but finding that applications in-
creasedas they were complied with, she was soon obliged, like all Miss
FanshaweÕsfriends, to oppose resistanceto encroachment. After a while
I heard no more of Mrs. CholmondeleyÕspresents;but still, visiting went
on, and the absolutely necessarydressescontinued to be supplied: also
many little expensive etceteraÑ gloves, bouquets, even trinkets. These
things, contrary to her custom, and even natureÑ for she was not secret-
iveÑ were most sedulously kept out of sight for a time; but one evening,
when she was going to a large party for which particular care and
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eleganceof costume were demanded, she could not resist coming to my
chamber to show herself in all her splendour.

Beautiful she looked: so young, so fresh, and with a delicacy of skin
and flexibility of shape altogether English, and not found in the list of
continental female charms. Her dress was new, costly, and perfect. I saw
at a glance that it lacked none of those finishing details which cost so
much, and give to the general effect such an air of tasteful completeness.

I viewed her from top to toe. Sheturned airily round that I might sur-
vey her on all sides. Conscious of her charms, she was in her best hu-
mour: her rather small blue eyessparkled gleefully. Shewas going to be-
stow on me a kiss, in her school-girl fashion of showing her delights but I
said, ÒSteady!Let us be Steady, and know what we are about, and find
out the meaning of our magnificenceÓÑ and so put her off at armÕs
length, to undergo cooler inspection.

ÒShall I do?Ó was her question.
ÒDo?Ósaid I. ÒThereare different ways of doing; and, by my word, I

donÕt understand yours.Ó
ÒBut how do I look?Ó
ÒYou look well dressed.Ó
She thought the praise not warm enough, and proceeded to direct at-

tention to the various decorative points of her attire. ÒLook at
this parure,Ósaid she. ÒThebrooch, the ear-rings, the bracelets:no one in
the school has such a setÑ not Madame herselfÓ

ÒI see them all.Ó (Pause.) ÒDid M. de Bassompierre give you those
jewels?Ó

ÒMy uncle knows nothing about them.Ó
ÒWere they presents from Mrs. Cholmondeley?Ó
ÒNot they, indeed. Mrs. Cholmondeley is a mean, stingy creature; she

never gives me anything now.Ó
I did not choose to ask any further questions, but turned abruptly

away.
ÒNow, old CrustyÑ old DiogenesÓ(these were her familiar terms for

me when we disagreed), Òwhat is the matter now?Ó
ÒTake yourself away. I have no pleasure in looking at you or

your parure.Ó
For an instant, she seemed taken by surprise.
ÒWhatnow, Mother Wisdom? I have not got into debt for itÑ that is,

not for the jewels, nor the gloves, nor the bouquet. My dress is certainly
not paid for, but uncle de Bassompierre will pay it in the bill: he never
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notices items, but just looks at the total; and he is so rich, one need not
care about a few guineas more or less.Ó

ÒWill you go? I want to shut the doorÉ . Ginevra, people may tell you
you are very handsome in that ball-attire; but, in my eyes,you will never
look so pretty as you did in the gingham gown and plain straw bonnet
you wore when I first saw you.Ó

ÒOtherpeople have not your puritanical tastes,Ówas her angry reply.
ÒAnd, besides, I see no right you have to sermonize me.Ó

ÒCertainly! I have little right; and you, perhaps, have still less to come
flourishing and fluttering into my chamberÑ a mere jay in borrowed
plumes. I have not the least respect for your feathers, Miss Fanshawe;
and especially the peacockÕseyes you call a parure: very pretty things, if
you had bought them with money which was your own, and which you
could well spare, but not at all pretty under present circumstances.Ó

ÒOnest lˆ pour Mademoiselle Fanshawe!Ówas announced by the port-
ress, and away she tripped.

This semi-mystery of the parurewas not solved till two or three days
afterwards, when she came to make a voluntary confession.

ÒYou need not be sulky with me,Óshe began, Òin the idea that I am
running somebody, papa or M. de Bassompierre, deeply into debt. I as-
sure you nothing remains unpaid for, but the few dressesI have lately
had: all the rest is settled.Ó

ÒThere,ÓI thought, Òliesthe mystery; considering that they were not
given you by Mrs. Cholmondeley, and that your own means are limited
to a few shillings, of which I know you to be excessively careful.Ó

ÒEcoutez!Óshe went on, drawing near and speaking in her most con-
fidential and coaxing tone; for my ÒsulkinessÓwas inconvenient to her:
she liked me to be in a talking and listening mood, even if I only talked
to chide and listened to rail. ÒEcoutez,ch•re grogneuse! I will tell you all
how and about it; and you will then see,not only how right the whole
thing is, but how cleverly managed. In the first place, I mustgo out. Papa
himself said that he wished me to seesomething of the world; he partic-
ularly remarked to Mrs. Cholmondeley, that, though I was a sweet
creature enough, I had rather a bread-and-butter-eating, school-girl air;
of which it was his special desire that I should get rid, by an introduction
to society here, before I make my regular dŽbut in England. Well, then, if
I go out, I must dress.Mrs. Cholmondeley is turned shabby, and will give
nothing more; it would be too hard upon uncle to make him pay
for all the things I need: that you canÕtdenyÑ thatagrees with your own
preachments. Well, but SOMEBODY who heard me (quite by chance, I
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assureyou) complaining to Mrs. Cholmondeley of my distressed circum-
stances,and what straits I was put to for an ornament or twoÑ somebody,
far from grudging one a present, was quite delighted at the idea of being
permitted to offer some trifle. You should have seenwhat a blanc-beche
looked when he first spoke of it: how he hesitated and blushed, and pos-
itively trembled from fear of a repulse.Ó

ÒThatwill do, Miss Fanshawe. I suppose I am to understand that M.
Isidore is the benefactor: that it is from him you have accepted that
costly parure; that he supplies your bouquets and your gloves?Ó

ÒYouexpress yourself so disagreeably,Ósaid she, Òonehardly knows
how to answer; what I mean to say is, that I occasionally allow Isidore
the pleasure and honour of expressing his homage by the offer of a
trifle.Ó

ÒItcomesto the samethingÉ . Now, Ginevra, to speak the plain truth,
I donÕtvery well understand these matters; but I believe you are doing
very wrongÑ seriously wrong. Perhaps, however, you now feel certain
that you will be able to marry M. Isidore; your parents and uncle have
given their consent, and, for your part, you love him entirely?Ó

ÒMaispas du tout!Ó(she always had recourse to French when about to
say something specially heartlessand perverse). ÒJesuis sa reine, ma•s il
nÕest pas mon roi.Ó

ÒExcuseme, I must believe this language is mere nonsense and
coquetry. There is nothing great about you, yet you are above profiting
by the good nature and purse of a man to whom you feel absolute indif-
ference. You love M. Isidore far more than you think, or will avow.Ó

ÒNo. I danced with a young officer the other night, whom I love a
thousand times more than he. I often wonder why I feel so very cold to
Isidore, for everybody says he is handsome, and other ladies admire
him; but, somehow, he bores me: let me see now how it isÉ .Ó

And she seemed to make an effort to reflect. In this I encouraged her.
ÒYes!ÓI said, Òtry to get a clear idea of the state of your mind. To me it

seems in a great messÑ chaotic as a rag-bag.Ó
ÒItis something in this fashion,Óshecried out ere long: Òtheman is too

romantic and devoted, and he expectssomething more of me than I find
it convenient to be. He thinks I am perfect: furnished with all sorts of
sterling qualities and solid virtues, such as I never had, nor intend to
have. Now, one canÕthelp, in his presence, rather trying to justify his
good opinion; and it does so tire one to be goody, and to talk sense,Ñ for
he really thinks I am sensible. I am far more at my easewith you, old
ladyÑ you, you dear crosspatchÑ who take me at my lowest, and know
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me to be coquettish, and ignorant, and flirting, and fickle, and silly, and
selfish, and all the other sweet things you and I have agreed to be a part
of my character.Ó

ÒThis is all very well,Ó I said, making a strenuous effort to preserve
that gravity and severity which ran risk of being shaken by this whimsic-
al candour, Òbut it does not alter that wretched business of the presents.
Pack them up, Ginevra, like a good, honest girl, and send them back.Ó

ÒIndeed, I wonÕt,Ó said she, stoutly.
ÒThenyou are deceiving M. Isidore. It stands to reason that by accept-

ing his presents you give him to understand he will one day receive an
equivalent, in your regardÉ Ó

ÒBut he wonÕt,Óshe interrupted: Òhehas his equivalent now, in the
pleasure of seeing me wear themÑ quite enough for him: he is only
bourgeois.Ó

This phrase, in its senselessarrogance, quite cured me of the tempor-
ary weaknesswhich had made me relax my tone and aspect.Sherattled
on:

ÒMy present business is to enjoy youth, and not to think of fettering
myself, by promise or vow, to this man or that. When first I saw Isidore, I
believed he would help me to enjoy it I believed he would be content
with my being a pretty girl; and that we should meet and part and flutter
about like two butterflies, and be happy. Lo, and behold! I find him at
times asgrave asa judge, and deep-feeling and thoughtful. Bah! Les pen-
seurs, les hommes profonds et passionnŽsne sont pas ˆ mon gožt. Le
Colonel Alfred de Hamal suits me far better. Va pour les beaux fats et les
jolis fripons! Vive les joies et les plaisirs! A bas les grandes passionset les
sŽv•res vertus!Ó

She looked for an answer to this tirade. I gave none.
ÒJÕaimemon beau Colonel,Ó she went on: Òje nÕaimeraijamais son

rival. Je ne serai jamais femme de bourgeois, moi!Ó
I now signified that it was imperatively necessary my apartment

should be relieved of the honour of her presence: she went away
laughing.
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Chapter10
Dr. John

Madame Beck was a most consistent character; forbearing with all the
world, and tender to no part of it. Her own children drew her into no de-
viation from the even tenor of her stoic calm. She was solicitous about
her family, vigilant for their interests and physical well-being; but she
never seemed to know the wish to take her little children upon her lap,
to press their rosy lips with her own, to gather them in a genial embrace,
to shower on them softly the benignant caress, the loving word.

I have watched her sometimes sitting in the garden, viewing the little
beesafar off, as they walked in a distant alley with Trinette, their bonne;
in her mien spoke care and prudence. I know she often pondered
anxiously what she called Òleuravenir;Óbut if the youngest, a puny and
delicate but engaging child, chancing to spy her, broke from its nurse,
and toddling down the walk, cameall eagerand laughing and panting to
clasp her knee, Madame would just calmly put out one hand, so as to
prevent inconvenient concussion from the childÕssudden onset: ÒPrends
garde, mon enfant!Óshewould say unmoved, patiently permit it to stand
near her a few moments, and then, without smile or kiss, or endearing
syllable, rise and lead it back to Trinette.

Her demeanour to the eldest girl was equally characteristic in another
way. This was a vicious child. ÒQuellepesteque cette DŽsirŽe!Quel pois-
on que cet enfant lˆ!Ó were the expressionsdedicated to her, alike in kit-
chen and in schoolroom. Amongst her other endowments sheboasted an
exquisite skill in the art, of provocation, sometimes driving her bonneand
the servants almost wild. Shewould steal to their attics, open their draw-
ers and boxes, wantonly tear their best caps and soil their best shawls;
she would watch her opportunity to get at the buffet of the salle-ˆ-
manger, where she would smash articles of porcelain or glassÑ or to the
cupboard of the storeroom, where she would plunder the preserves,
drink the sweet wine, break jars and bottles, and so contrive as to throw
the onus of suspicion on the cook and the kitchen-maid. All this when
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Madame saw, and of which when she received report, her sole observa-
tion, uttered with matchless serenity, was:

ÒDŽsirŽea besoin dÕunesurveillance toute particuli•re.Ó Accordingly
shekept this promising olive-branch a good deal at her side. Never once,
I believe, did she tell her faithfully of her faults, explain the evil of such
habits, and show the results which must thence ensue.Surveillance must
work the whole cure. It failed of course. DŽsirŽewas kept in some meas-
ure from the servants, but she teased and pillaged her mamma instead.
Whatever belonging to MadameÕswork-table or toilet she could lay her
hands on, she stole and hid. Madame saw all this, but she still pretended
not to see:she had not rectitude of soul to confront the child with her
vices. When an article disappeared whose value rendered restitution ne-
cessary, she would profess to think that DŽsirŽe had taken it away in
play, and beg her to restore it. DŽsirŽewas not to be so cheated:she had
learned to bring falsehood to the aid of theft, and would deny having
touched the brooch, ring, or scissors.Carrying on the hollow system, the
mother would calmly assumean air of belief, and afterwards ceaselessly
watch and dog the child till she tracked her: to her hiding-placesÑ some
hole in the garden-wallÑ some chink or cranny in garret or out-house.
This done, Madame would send DŽsirŽeout for a walk with her bonne,
and profit by her absenceto rob the robber. DŽsirŽeproved herself the
true daughter of her astute parent, by never suffering either her counten-
ance or manner to betray the least sign of mortification on discovering
the loss.

The second child, Fifine, was said to be like its dead father. Certainly,
though the mother had given it her healthy frame, her blue eye and
ruddy cheek,not from her was derived its moral being. It was an honest,
gleeful little soul: a passionate,warm-tempered, bustling creature it was
too, and of the sort likely to blunder often into perils and difficulties.
One day it bethought itself to fall from top to bottom of a steep flight of
stone steps; and when Madame, hearing the noise (she always heard
every noise), issued from the salle-ˆ- manger and picked it up, she said
quietly,Ñ ÒCet enfant a un os cassŽ.Ó

At first we hoped this was not the case.It was, however, but too true:
one little plump arm hung powerless.

ÒLet MeessÓ(meaning me) Òtakeher,Ósaid Madame; ÒetquÕonaille
tout de suite chercher un fiacre.Ó

In a fiacreshe promptly, but with admirable coolness and self-posses-
sion, departed to fetch a surgeon.

88



It appeared she did not find the family-surgeon at home; but that
mattered not: she sought until she laid her hand on a substitute to her
mind, and brought him back with her. Meantime I had cut the childÕs
sleeve from its arm, undressed and put it to bed.

We none of us, I suppose (by weI mean the bonne, the cook, the port-
ress, and myself, all which personageswere now gathered in the small
and heated chamber), looked very scrutinizingly at the new doctor when
he came into the room. I, at least, was taken up with endeavouring to
soothe Fifine; whose cries (for she had good lungs) were appalling to
hear. These cries redoubled in intensity as the stranger approached her
bed; when he took her up, ÒLet alone!Óshe cried passionately, in her
broken English (for she spoke English as did the other children). ÒIwill
not you: I will Dr. Pillule!Ó

ÒAnd Dr. Pillule is my very good friend,Ó was the answer, in perfect
English; Òbuthe is busy at a place three leaguesoff, and I am come in his
stead. Sonow, when we get a little calmer, we must commencebusiness;
and we will soon have that unlucky little arm bandaged and in right
order.Ó

Hereupon he called for a glass of eau sucrŽe, fed her with some tea-
spoonfuls of the sweet liquid (Fifine was a frank gourmande; anybody
could win her heart through her palate), promised her more when the
operation should be over, and promptly went to work. Some assistance
being needed, he demanded it of the cook, a robust, strong-armed wo-
man; but she, the portress, and the nurse instantly fled. I did not like to
touch that small, tortured limb, but thinking there was no alternative, my
hand was already extended to do what was requisite. I was anticipated;
Madame Beck had put out her own hand: hers was steady while mine
trembled.

ÒCa vaudra mieux,Ó said the doctor, turning from me to her.
He showed wisdom in his choice. Mine would have been feigned

stoicism, forced fortitude. Hers was neither forced nor feigned.
ÒMerci,Madame; tr•s bien, fort bien!Ósaid the operator when he had

finished. ÒVoilˆ un sang-froid bien opportun, et qui vaut mille Žlans de
sensibilitŽ dŽplacŽe.Ó

He was pleased with her firmness, she with his compliment. It was
likely, too, that his whole general appearance,his voice, mien, and man-
ner, wrought impressions in his favour. Indeed, when you looked well at
him, and when a lamp was brought inÑ for it was evening and now
waxing duskÑ you saw that, unless Madame Beck had been less than
woman, it could not well be otherwise. This young doctor

89



(he wasyoung) had no common aspect. His stature looked imposingly
tall in that little chamber, and amidst that group of Dutch-made women;
his profile was clear, fine and expressive: perhaps his eye glanced from
face to face rather too vividly, too quickly, and too often; but it had a
most pleasant character, and so had his mouth; his chin was full, cleft,
Grecian, and perfect. As to his smile, one could not in a hurry make up
oneÕsmind as to the descriptive epithet it merited; there was something
in it that pleased, but something too that brought surging up into the
mind all oneÕsfoibles and weak points: all that could lay one open to a
laugh. Yet Fifine liked this doubtful smile, and thought the owner genial:
much as he had hurt her, she held out her hand to bid him a friendly
good-night. He patted the little hand kindly, and then he and Madame
went down-stairs together; she talking in her highest tide of spirits and
volubility, he listening with an air of good-natured amenity, dashed with
that unconscious roguish archness I find it difficult to describe.

I noticed that though he spoke French well, he spoke English better; he
had, too, an English complexion, eyes, and form. I noticed more. As he
passedme in leaving the room, turning his face in my direction one mo-
mentÑ not to address me, but to speak to Madame, yet so standing, that
I almost necessarily looked up at himÑ a recollection which had been
struggling to form in my memory, since the first moment I heard his
voice, started up perfected. This was the very gentleman to whom I had
spoken at the bureau; who had helped me in the matter of the trunk;
who had been my guide through the dark, wet park. Listening, as he
passeddown the long vestibule out into the street, I recognised his very
tread: it was the same firm and equal stride I had followed under the
dripping trees.

* * * * *
It was, to be concluded that this young surgeon-physicianÕsfirst visit

to the Rue Fossettewould be the last. The respectable Dr. Pillule being
expected home the next day, there appeared no reason why his tempor-
ary substitute should again represent him; but the Fateshad written their
decree to the contrary.

Dr. Pillule had been summoned to seea rich old hypochondriac at the
antique university town of Bouquin-Moisi, and upon his prescribing
change of air and travel as remedies, he was retained to accompany the
timid patient on a tour of some weeks; it but remained, therefore, for the
new doctor to continue his attendance at the Rue Fossette.

I often saw him when he came; for Madame would not trust the little
invalid to Trinette, but required me to spend much of my time in the
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nursery. I think he was skilful. Fifine recovered rapidly under his care,
yet even her convalescencedid not hasten his dismissal. Destiny and Ma-
dame Beck seemed in league, and both had ruled that he should make
deliberate acquaintance with the vestibule, the private staircaseand up-
per chambers of the Rue Fossette.

No sooner did Fifine emerge from his hands than DŽsirŽe declared
herself ill. That possessedchild had a genius for simulation, and captiv-
ated by the attentions and indulgences of a sick-room, she came to the
conclusion that an illness would perfectly accommodate her tastes, and
took her bed accordingly. Sheacted well, and her mother still better; for
while the whole casewas transparent to Madame Beck as the day, she
treated it with an astonishingly well-assured air of gravity and good
faith.

What surprised me was, that Dr. John (so the young Englishman had
taught Fifine to call him, and we all took from her the habit of addressing
him by this name, till it became an established custom, and he was
known by no other in the Rue Fossette)Ñ that Dr. John consented tacitly
to adopt MadameÕstactics, and to fall in with her manoeuvres. He be-
trayed, indeed, a period of comic doubt, cast one or two rapid glances
from the child to the mother, indulged in an interval of self-consultation,
but finally resigned himself with a good grace to play his part in the
farce. DŽsirŽe eat like a raven, gambolled day and night in her bed,
pitched tents with the sheets and blankets, lounged like a Turk amidst
pillows and bolsters, diverted herself with throwing her shoes at her
bonne and grimacing at her sistersÑ over-flowed, in short, with unmer-
ited health and evil spirits; only languishing when her mamma and the
physician paid their diurnal visit. Madame Beck, I knew, was glad, at
any price, to have her daughter in bed out of the way of mischief; but I
wondered that Dr. John did not tire of the business.

Every day, on this mere pretext of a motive, he gave punctual attend-
ance; Madame always received him with the same empressement, the
same sunshine for himself, the same admirably counterfeited air of con-
cern for her child. Dr. John wrote harmless prescriptions for the patient,
and viewed her mother with a shrewdly sparkling eye. Madame caught
his rallying looks without resenting themÑ she had too much good
sensefor that. Supple as the young doctor seemed,one could not despise
himÑ this pliant part was evidently not adopted in the design to curry
favour with his employer: while he liked his office at the pensionnat, and
lingered strangely about the Rue Fossette,he was independent, almost
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carelessin his carriage there; and yet, too, he was often thoughtful and
preoccupied.

It was not perhaps my business to observe the mystery of his bearing,
or searchout its origin or aim; but, placed as I was, I could hardly help it.
He laid himself open to my observation, according to my presencein the
room just that degree of notice and consequencea person of my exterior
habitually expects:that is to say, about what is given to unobtrusive art-
icles of furniture, chairs of ordinary joinerÕswork, and carpets of no
striking pattern. Often, while waiting for Madame, he would muse,
smile, watch, or listen like a man who thinks himself alone. I, meantime,
was free to puzzle over his countenance and movements, and wonder
what could be the meaning of that peculiar interest and attachmentÑ all
mixed up with doubt and strangeness,and inexplicably ruled by some
presiding spellÑ which wedded him to this demi-convent, secluded in
the built-up core of a capital. He, I believe, never remembered that I had
eyes in my head, much less a brain behind them.

Nor would he ever have found this out, but that one day, while he sat
in the sunshine and I was observing the colouring of his hair, whiskers,
and complexionÑ the whole being of such a tone asa strong light brings
out with somewhat perilous force (indeed I recollect I was driven to
compare his beamy head in my thoughts to that of the Ògolden imageÓ
which Nebuchadnezzar the king had set up), an idea new, sudden, and
startling, riveted my attention with an over-mastering strength and
power of attraction. I know not to this day how I looked at him: the force
of surprise, and also of conviction, made me forget myself; and I only re-
covered wonted consciousnesswhen I saw that his notice was arrested,
and that it had caught my movement in a clear little oval mirror fixed in
the side of the window recessÑ by the aid of which reflector Madame of-
ten secretly spied persons walking in the garden below. Though of so
gay and sanguine a temperament, he was not without a certain nervous
sensitivenesswhich made him ill at easeunder a direct, inquiring gaze.
On surprising me thus, he turned and said, in a tone which, though cour-
teous, had just so much dryness in it as to mark a shadeof annoyance,as
well as to give to what was said the character of rebuke, ÒMademoiselle
does not spare me: I am not vain enough to fancy that it is my merits
which attract her attention; it must then be some defect. Dare I askÑ
what?Ó

I was confounded, as the reader may suppose, yet not with an irrecov-
erable confusion; being conscious that it was from no emotion of incau-
tious admiration, nor yet in a spirit of unjustifiable inquisitiveness, that I
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had incurred this reproof. I might have cleared myself on the spot, but
would not. I did not speak. I was not in the habit of speaking to him.
Suffering him, then, to think what he chose and accuseme of what he
would, I resumed some work I had dropped, and kept my head bent
over it during the remainder of his stay. There is a perverse mood of the
mind which is rather soothed than irritated by misconstruction; and in
quarters where we can never be rightly known, we take pleasure, I think,
in being consummately ignored. What honest man, on being casually
taken for a housebreaker, does not feel rather tickled than vexed at the
mistake?
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Chapter11
The Portress's Cabinet.

It was summer and very hot. Georgette, the youngest of Madame BeckÕs
children, took a fever. DŽsirŽe,suddenly cured of her ailments, was, to-
gether with Fifine, packed off to Bonne-Maman, in the country, by way
of precaution against infection. Medical aid was now really needed, and
Madame, choosing to ignore the return of Dr. Pillule, who had been at
home a week, conjured his English rival to continue his visits. One or
two of the pensionnaires complained of headache,and in other respects
seemed slightly to participate in GeorgetteÕsailment. ÒNow, at last,ÓI
thought, ÒDr. Pillule must be recalled: the prudent directress will never
venture to permit the attendance of so young a man on the pupils.Ó

The directress was very prudent, but she could also be intrepidly ven-
turous. She actually introduced Dr. John to the school-division of the
premises, and established him in attendance on the proud and hand-
some Blanche de Melcy, and the vain, flirting AngŽlique, her friend. Dr.
John, I thought, testified a certain gratification at this mark of confidence;
and if discretion of bearing could have justified the step, it would by him
have been amply justified. Here, however, in this land of convents and
confessionals,such a presenceas his was not to be suffered with impun-
ity in a Òpensionnat de demoiselles.ÓThe school gossiped, the kitchen
whispered, the town caught the rumour, parents wrote letters and paid
visits of remonstrance. Madame, had she been weak, would now have
been lost: a dozen rival educational houses were ready to improve this
false stepÑ if false step it wereÑ to her ruin; but Madame was not weak,
and little Jesuit though she might be, yet I clapped the hands of my
heart, and with its voice cried Òbrava!Óas I watched her able bearing, her
skilled management, her temper and her firmness on this occasion.

She met the alarmed parents with a good-humoured, easy grace for
nobody matched her in, I know not whether to say the possessionor the
assumption of a certain Òrondeur et franchise de bonne femme;Ówhich
on various occasions gained the point aimed at with instant and
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complete success,where severe gravity and serious reasoning would
probably have failed.

ÒCepauvre Docteur Jean!Óshe would say, chuckling and rubbing joy-
ously her fat little white hands; Òce cher jeune homme! lŽ meilleur
crŽature du monde!Óand go on to explain how she happened to be em-
ploying him for her own children, who were so fond of him they would
screamthemselves into fits at the thought of another doctor; how, where
she had confidence for her own, she thought it natural to repose trust for
others, and au reste, it was only the most temporary expedient in the
world; Blanche and AngŽlique had the migraine; Dr. John had written a
prescription; voilˆ tout!

The parentsÕmouths were closed. Blancheand AngŽlique saved her all
remaining trouble by chanting loud duets in their physicianÕspraise; the
other pupils echoed them, unanimously declaring that when they were
ill they would have Dr. John and nobody else; and Madame laughed,
and the parents laughed too. The Labassecouriensmust have a large or-
gan of philoprogenitiveness: at least the indulgence of offspring is car-
ried by them to excessivelengths; the law of most households being the
childrenÕswill. Madame now got credit for having acted on this occasion
in a spirit of motherly partiality: she cameoff with flying colours; people
liked her as a directress better than ever.

To this day I never fully understood why she thus risked her interest
for the sake of Dr. John. What people said, of course I know well: the
whole houseÑ pupils, teachers, servants includedÑ affirmed that she
was going to marry him. So they had settled it; difference of age seemed
to make no obstacle in their eyes: it was to be so.

It must be admitted that appearancesdid not wholly discountenance
this idea; Madame seemedso bent on retaining his services,so oblivious
of her former protŽgŽ, Pillule. Shemade, too, such a point of personally
receiving his visits, and was so unfailingly cheerful, blithe, and benig-
nant in her manner to him. Moreover, she paid, about this time, marked
attention to dress: the morning dishabille, the nightcap and shawl, were
discarded; Dr. JohnÕsearly visits always found her with auburn braids
all nicely arranged, silk dress trimly fitted on, neat laced brodequins in
lieu of slippers: in short the whole toilette complete asa model, and fresh
as a flower. I scarcely think, however, that her intention in this went fur-
ther than just to show a very handsome man that she was not quite a
plain woman; and plain she was not. Without beauty of feature or eleg-
anceof form, shepleased.Without youth and its gay graces,shecheered.
One never tired of seeing her: she was never monotonous, or insipid, or
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colourless, or flat. Her unfaded hair, her eye with its temperate blue
light, her cheek with its wholesome fruit-like bloomÑ these things
pleased in moderation, but with constancy.

Had she, indeed, floating visions of adopting Dr. John as a husband,
taking him to her well-furnished home, endowing him with her savings,
which were said to amount to a moderate competency, and making him
comfortable for the rest of his life? Did Dr. John suspect her of such vis-
ions? I have met him coming out of her presence with a mischievous
half-smile about his lips, and in his eyes a look as of masculine vanity
elate and tickled. With all his good looks and good-nature, he was not
perfect; he must have been very imperfect if he roguishly encouraged
aims he never intended to be successful.But did he not intend them to be
successful?People said he had no money, that he was wholly dependent
upon his profession. MadameÑ though perhaps some fourteen years his
seniorÑ was yet the sort of woman never to grow old, never to wither,
never to break down. They certainly were on good terms. Heperhaps
was not in love; but how many people ever dolove, or at least marry for
love, in this world. We waited the end.

For what hewaited, I do not know, nor for what he watched; but the
peculiarity of his manner, his expectant, vigilant, absorbed, eager look,
never wore off: it rather intensified. He had never been quite within the
compass of my penetration, and I think he ranged farther and farther
beyond it.

One morning little Georgette had been more feverish and con-
sequently more peevish; she was crying, and would not be pacified. I
thought a particular draught ordered, disagreed with her, and I doubted
whether it ought to be continued; I waited impatiently for the doctorÕs
coming in order to consult him.

The door-bell rang, he was admitted; I felt sure of this, for I heard his
voice addressing the portress. It was his custom to mount straight to the
nursery, taking about three degreesof the staircaseat once, and coming
upon us like a cheerful surprise. Five minutes elapsedÑ tenÑ and I saw
and heard nothing of him. What could he be doing? Possibly waiting in
the corridor below. Little Georgette still piped her plaintive wail, appeal-
ing to me by her familiar term, ÒMinnie, Minnie, me very poorly!Ó till my
heart ached. I descendedto ascertain why he did not come. The corridor
was empty. Whither was he vanished? Was he with Madame in the salle-
ˆ-manger?Impossible: I had left her but a short time since,dressing in her
own chamber. I listened. Three pupils were just then hard at work prac-
tising in three proximate roomsÑ the dining-room and the greater and
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lesserdrawing-rooms, between which and the corridor there was but the
portressÕscabinet communicating with the salons, and intended origin-
ally for a boudoir. Farther off, at a fourth instrument in the oratory, a
whole class of a dozen or more were taking a singing lesson, and just
then joining in a ÒbarcaroleÓ(I think they called it), whereof I yet remem-
ber these words Òfra”ch‘,ÓÒbris‘,Ó and ÒVenis‘.ÓUnder these circum-
stances,what could I hear?A great deal, certainly; had it only been to the
purpose.

Yes;I heard a giddy treble laugh in the above-mentioned little cabinet,
close by the door of which I stoodÑ that door half-unclosed; a manÕs
voice in a soft, deep, pleading tone, uttered some, words, whereof I only
caught the adjuration, ÒForGodÕssake!ÓThen, after a secondÕspause,
forth issued Dr. John, his eye full shining, but not with either joy or tri-
umph; his fair English cheek high-coloured; a baffled, tortured, anxious,
and yet a tender meaning on his brow.

The open door served me as a screen;but had I been full in his way, I
believe he would have passed without seeing me. Some mortification,
some strong vexation had hold of his soul: or rather, to write my impres-
sions now as I received them at the time I should say some sorrow, some
senseof injustice. I did not so much think his pride was hurt, as that his
affections had been woundedÑ cruelly wounded, it seemed to me. But
who was the torturer? What being in that house had him so much in her
power? Madame I believed to be in her chamber; the room whence he
had stepped was dedicated to the portressÕssole use; and she, Rosine
Matou, an unprincipled though pretty little French grisette, airy, fickle,
dressy, vain, and mercenaryÑ it was not, surely, to herhand he owed
the ordeal through which he seemed to have passed?

But while I pondered, her voice, clear, though somewhat sharp, broke
out in a lightsome French song, trilling through the door still ajar: I
glanced in, doubting my senses.There at the table she sat in a smart
dress of Òjaconasrose,Ótrimming a tiny blond cap: not a living thing
save herself was in the room, except indeed some gold fish in a glass
globe, some flowers in pots, and a broad July sunbeam.

Here was a problem: but I must go up-stairs to ask about the medicine.
Dr. John sat in a chair at GeorgetteÕsbedside; Madame stood before

him; the little patient had beenexamined and soothed, and now lay com-
posed in her crib. Madame Beck, as I entered, was discussing the physi-
cianÕsown health, remarking on some real or fancied changein his looks,
charging him with over-work, and recommending rest and changeof air.
He listened good-naturedly, but with laughing indifference, telling her
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that she was Òtrop bonne,Óand that he felt perfectly well. Madame ap-
pealed to meÑ Dr. John following her movement with a slow glance
which seemed to express languid surprise at reference being made to a
quarter so insignificant.

ÒWhatdo you think, Miss Lucie?Óasked Madame. ÒIshe not paler and
thinner?Ó

It was very seldom that I uttered more than monosyllables in Dr.
JohnÕspresence;he was the kind of person with whom I was likely ever
to remain the neutral, passive thing he thought me. Now, however, I
took licence to answer in a phrase: and a phrase I purposely made quite
significant.

ÒHelooks ill at this moment; but perhaps it is owing to some tempor-
ary cause:Dr. John may have been vexed or harassed.ÓI cannot tell how
he took this speech,as I never sought his face for information. Georgette
here began to ask me in her broken English if she might have a glass
of eausucrŽe. I answered her in English. For the first time, I fancy, he no-
ticed that I spoke his language; hitherto he had always taken me for a
foreigner, addressing me as ÒMademoiselle,Óand giving in French the
requisite directions about the childrenÕstreatment. He seemed on the
point of making a remark; but thinking better of it, held his tongue.

Madame recommenced advising him; he shook his head, laughing,
rose and bid her good-morning, with courtesy, but still with the regard-
less air of one whom too much unsolicited attention was surfeiting and
spoiling.

When he was gone, Madame dropped into the chair he had just left;
she rested her chin in her hand; all that was animated and amiable van-
ished from her face: she looked stony and stern, almost mortified and
morose. She sighed; a single, but a deep sigh. A loud bell rang for
morning-school. She got up; as she passed a dressing-table with a glass
upon it, she looked at her reflected image. One single white hair streaked
her nut-brown tresses;sheplucked it out with a shudder. In the full sum-
mer daylight, her face, though it still had the colour, could plainly be
seento have lost the texture of youth; and then, where were youthÕscon-
tours? Ah, Madame! wise as you were, even youknew weakness.Never
had I pitied Madame before, but my heart softened towards her, when
she turned darkly from the glass. A calamity had come upon her. That
hag Disappointment was greeting her with a grisly ÒAll-hail,Ó and her
soul rejected the intimacy.

But Rosine! My bewilderment there surpassesdescription. I embraced
five opportunities of passing her cabinet that day, with a view to
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contemplating her charms, and finding out the secret of their influence.
She was pretty, young, and wore a well-made dress. All very good
points, and, I suppose, amply sufficient to account, in any philosophic
mind, for any amount of agony and distraction in a young man, like Dr.
John.Still, I could not help forming half a wish that the said doctor were
my brother; or at least that he had a sister or a mother who would kindly
sermonize him. I say half a wish; I broke it, and flung it away before it be-
came a whole one, discovering in good time its exquisite folly.
ÒSomebody,ÓI argued, Òmight as well sermonize Madame about her
young physician: and what good would that do?Ó

I believe Madame sermonized herself. She did not behave weakly, or
make herself in any shape ridiculous. It is true she had neither strong
feelings to overcome, nor tender feelings by which to be miserably
pained. It is true likewise that she had an important avocation, a real
businessto fill her time, divert her thoughts, and divide her interest. It is
especially true that she possesseda genuine good sensewhich is not giv-
en to all women nor to all men; and by dint of these combined advant-
agesshebehaved wiselyÑ shebehaved well. Brava! oncemore, Madame
Beck. I saw you matched against an Apollyon of a predilection; you
fought a good fight, and you overcame!
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Chapter12
The Casket.

Behind the house at the Rue Fossettethere was a gardenÑ large, consid-
ering that it lay in the heart of a city, and to my recollection at this day it
seemspleasant: but time, like distance, lends to certain scenesan influ-
ence so softening; and where all is stone around, blank wall and hot
pavement, how precious seemsone shrub, how lovely an enclosed and
planted spot of ground!

There went a tradition that Madame BeckÕshouse had in old days
been a convent. That in years gone byÑ how long gone by I cannot tell,
but I think some centuriesÑ before the city had over-spread this quarter,
and when it was tilled ground and avenue, and such deep and leafy se-
clusion as ought to embosom a religious house-that something had
happened on this site which, rousing fear and inflicting horror, had left
to the place the inheritance of a ghost-story. A vague tale went of a black
and white nun, sometimes, on some night or nights of the year, seen in
some part of this vicinage. The ghost must have beenbuilt out some ages
ago, for there were houses all round now; but certain convent-relics, in
the shapeof old and huge fruit-trees, yet consecratedthe spot; and, at the
foot of oneÑ a Methuselah of a pear-tree, dead, all but a few boughs
which still faithfully renewed their perfumed snow in spring, and their
honey-sweet pendants in autumnÑ you saw, in scraping away the
mossy earth between the half-bared roots, a glimpse of slab, smooth,
hard, and black. The legend went, unconfirmed and unaccredited, but
still propagated, that this was the portal of a vault, imprisoning deep be-
neath that ground, on whose surface grass grew and flowers bloomed,
the bones of a girl whom a monkish conclave of the drear middle ages
had here buried alive for some sin against her vow. Her shadow it was
that tremblers had feared, through long generations after her poor frame
was dust; her black robe and white veil that, for timid eyes, moonlight
and shade had mocked, as they fluctuated in the night-wind through the
garden-thicket.
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Independently of romantic rubbish, however, that old garden had its
charms. On summer mornings I used to rise early, to enjoy them alone;
on summer evenings, to linger solitary, to keep tryste with the rising
moon, or taste one kiss of the evening breeze, or fancy rather than feel
the freshness of dew descending. The turf was verdant, the gravelled
walks were white; sun-bright nasturtiums clustered beautiful about the
roots of the doddered orchard giants. There was a large berceau, above
which spread the shade of an acacia; there was a smaller, more se-
questered bower, nestled in the vines which ran all along a high and
grey wall, and gathered their tendrils in a knot of beauty, and hung their
clusters in loving profusion about the favoured spot where jasmine and
ivy met and married them.

Doubtless at high noon, in the broad, vulgar middle of the day, when
Madame BeckÕslarge school turned out rampant, and externes and pen-
sionnaires were spread abroad, vying with the denizens of the boysÕcol-
lege close at hand, in the brazen exercise of their lungs and limbsÑ
doubtless thenthe garden was a trite, trodden-down place enough. But at
sunset or the hour of salut, when the externes were gone home, and the
boarders quiet at their studies; pleasant was it then to stray down the
peaceful alleys, and hear the bells of St. JeanBaptiste peal out with their
sweet, soft, exalted sound.

I was walking thus one evening, and had been detained farther within
the verge of twilight than usual, by the still-deepening calm, the mellow
coolness, the fragrant breathing with which flowers no sunshine could
win now answered the persuasion of the dew. I saw by a light in the
oratory window that the Catholic household were then gathered to even-
ing prayerÑ a rite, from attendance on which, I now and then, as a Prot-
estant, exempted myself.

ÒOne moment longer,Ó whispered solitude and the summer moon,
Òstaywith us: all is truly quiet now; for another quarter of an hour your
presencewill not be missed: the dayÕsheat and bustle have tired you; en-
joy these precious minutes.Ó

The windowless backs of housesbuilt in this garden, and in particular
the whole of one side, was skirted by the rear of a long line of premisesÑ
being the boarding-houses of the neighbouring college. This rear,
however, was all blank stone, with the exception of certain attic loop-
holes high up, opening from the sleeping-rooms of the women-servants,
and also one casement in a lower story said to mark the chamber or
study of a master. But, though thus secure, an alley, which ran parallel
with the very high wall on that side the garden, was forbidden to be
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entered by the pupils. It was called indeed ÒlÕallŽedŽfendue,Óand any
girl setting foot there would have rendered herself liable to as severe a
penalty as the mild rules of Madame BeckÕsestablishment permitted.
Teachersmight indeed go there with impunity; but as the walk was nar-
row, and the neglected shrubs were grown very thick and close on each
side, weaving overhead a roof of branch and leaf which the sunÕsrays
penetrated but in rare chequers, this alley was seldom entered even dur-
ing day, and after dusk was carefully shunned.

From the first I was tempted to make an exception to this rule of
avoidance: the seclusion, the very gloom of the walk attracted me. For a
long time the fear of seeming singular scared me away; but by degrees,
as people becameaccustomed to me and my habits, and to such shades
of peculiarity as were engrained in my natureÑ shades, certainly not
striking enough to interest, and perhaps not prominent enough to of-
fend, but born in and with me, and no more to be parted with than my
identityÑ by slow degrees I becamea frequenter of this strait and nar-
row path. I made myself gardener of some tintless flowers that grew
between its closely-ranked shrubs; I cleared away the relics of past au-
tumns, choking up a rustic seat at the far end. Borrowing of Goton, the
cuisini•re, a pail of water and a scrubbing-brush, I made this seat clean.
Madame saw me at work and smiled approbation: whether sincerely or
not I donÕt know; but sheseemedsincere.

ÒVoyez-vous,Ócried she, Òcomme elle est propre, cette demoiselle
Lucie? Vous aimez done cette allŽe,Meess?ÓÒYes,ÓI said, Òit is quiet and
shady.Ó

ÒCÕestjuste,Ócried shewith an air of bontŽ; and shekindly recommen-
ded me to confine myself to it as much as I chose,saying, that as I was
not charged with the surveillance, I need not trouble myself to walk with
the pupils: only I might permit her children to come there, to talk English
with me.

On the night in question, I was sitting on the hidden seat reclaimed
from fungi and mould, listening to what seemedthe far-off sounds of the
city. Far off, in truth, they were not: this school was in the cityÕscentre;
hence, it was but five minutesÕwalk to the park, scarceten to buildings
of palatial splendour. Quite near were wide streets brightly lit, teeming
at this moment with life: carriages were rolling through them to balls or
to the opera. The same hour which tolled curfew for our convent, which
extinguished each lamp, and dropped the curtain round each couch,
rang for the gay city about us the summons to festal enjoyment. Of this
contrast I thought not, however: gay instincts my nature had few; ball or
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opera I had never seen; and though often I had heard them described,
and even wished to see them, it was not the wish of one who hopes to
partake a pleasure if she could only reach itÑ who feels fitted to shine in
some bright distant sphere, could she but thither win her way; it was no
yearning to attain, no hunger to taste; only the calm desire to look on a
new thing.

A moon was in the sky, not a full moon, but a young crescent. I saw
her through a space in the boughs overhead. She and the stars, visible
beside her, were no strangers where all else was strange: my childhood
knew them. I had seenthat golden sign with the dark globe in its curve
leaning back on azure, beside an old thorn at the top of an old field, in
Old England, in long past days, just as it now leaned back beside a
stately spire in this continental capital.

Oh, my childhood! I had feelings: passive as I lived, little as I spoke,
cold as I looked, when I thought of past days, I couldfeel. About the
present, it was better to be stoical; about the futureÑ such a future as
mineÑ to be dead. And in catalepsy and a dead trance, I studiously held
the quick of my nature.

At that time, I well remember whatever could exciteÑ certain acci-
dents of the weather, for instance, were almost dreaded by me, because
they woke the being I was always lulling, and stirred up a craving cry I
could not satisfy. One night a thunder-storm broke; a sort of hurricane
shook us in our beds: the Catholics rose in panic and prayed to their
saints. As for me, the tempest took hold of me with tyranny: I was
roughly roused and obliged to live. I got up and dressed myself, and
creeping outside the casementcloseby my bed, sat on its ledge, with my
feet on the roof of a lower adjoining building. It was wet, it was wild, it
was pitch-dark. Within the dormitory they gathered round the night-
lamp in consternation, praying loud. I could not go in: too resistlesswas
the delight of staying with the wild hour, black and full of thunder, peal-
ing out such an ode as language never delivered to manÑ too terribly
glorious, the spectacleof clouds, split and pierced by white and blinding
bolts.

I did long, achingly, then and for four and twenty hours afterwards,
for something to fetch me out of my present existence,and lead me up-
wards and onwards. This longing, and all of a similar kind, it was neces-
sary to knock on the head; which I did, figuratively, after the manner of
Jael to Sisera, driving a nail through their temples. Unlike Sisera, they
did not die: they were but transiently stunned, and at intervals would
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turn on the nail with a rebellious wrench: then did the temples bleed,
and the brain thrill to its core.

To-night, I was not so mutinous, nor so miserable. My Siseralay quiet
in the tent, slumbering; and if his pain ached through his slumbers,
something like an angelÑ the idealÑ knelt near, dropping balm on the
soothed temples, holding before the sealed eyes a magic glass, of which
the sweet, solemn visions were repeated in dreams, and shedding a re-
flex from her moonlight wings and robe over the transfixed sleeper,over
the tent threshold, over all the landscape lying without. Jael, the stern
woman; sat apart, relenting somewhat over her captive; but more prone
to dwell on the faithful expectation of Heber coming home. By which
words I mean that the cool peaceand dewy sweetnessof the night filled
me with a mood of hope: not hope on any definite point, but a general
sense of encouragement and heart-ease.

Should not such a mood, so sweet, so tranquil, so unwonted, have
been the harbinger of good? Alas, no good came of it! I Presently the
rude Real burst coarsely inÑ all evil grovelling and repellent as she too
often is.

Amid the intense stillness of that pile of stone overlooking the walk,
the trees, the high wall, I heard a sound; a casement [all the windows
here are casements,opening on hinges] creaked. Ere I had time to look
up and mark where, in which story, or by whom unclosed, a tree over-
head shook, as if struck by a missile; some object dropped prone at my
feet.

Nine was striking by St. JeanBaptisteÕsclock; day was fading, but it
was not dark: the crescentmoon aided little, but the deep gilding of that
point in heaven where the sun beamed last, and the crystalline clearness
of a wide spaceabove, sustained the summer twilight; even in my dark
walk I could, by approaching an opening, have managed to read print of
a small type. Easy was it to seethen that the missile was a box, a small
box of white and coloured ivory; its loose lid opened in my hand; violets
lay within, violets smothering a closely folded bit of pink paper, a note,
superscribed, ÒPour la robe grise.Ó I wore indeed a dress of French grey.

Good. Was this a billet-doux? A thing I had heard of, but hitherto had
not had the honour of seeingor handling. Was it this sort of commodity I
held between my finger and thumb at this moment?

Scarcely: I did not dream it for a moment. Suitor or admirer my very
thoughts had not conceived. All the teachershad dreams of some lover;
one (but she was naturally of a credulous turn) believed in a future hus-
band. All the pupils above fourteen knew of some prospective
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bridegroom; two or three were already affianced by their parents, and
had been so from childhood: but into the realm of feelings and hopes
which such prospects open, my speculations, far less my presumptions,
had never once had warrant to intrude. If the other teachers went into
town, or took a walk on the boulevards, or only attended mass, they
were very certain (according to the accounts brought back) to meet with
some individual of the Òoppositesex,Ówhose rapt, earnest gaze assured
them of their power to strike and to attract. I canÕtsay that my experi-
encetallied with theirs, in this respect. I went to church and I took walks,
and am very well convinced that nobody minded me. There was not a
girl or woman in the Rue Fossettewho could not, and did not testify to
having received an admiring beam from our young doctorÕsblue eyesat
one time or other. I am obliged, however humbling it may sound, to ex-
cept myself: as far as I was concerned, those blue eyeswere guiltless, and
calm asthe sky, to whose tint theirs seemedakin. Soit cameto passthat I
heard the others talk, wondered often at their gaiety, security, and self-
satisfaction, but did not trouble myself to look up and gaze along the
path they seemed so certain of treading. This then was no billet-doux;
and it was in settled conviction to the contrary that I quietly opened it.
Thus it ranÑ I translate:Ñ

ÒAngel of my dreams! A thousand, thousand thanks for the promise
kept: scarcelydid I venture to hope its fulfilment. I believed you, indeed,
to be half in jest; and then you seemedto think the enterprise besetwith
such dangerÑ the hour so untimely, the alley so strictly secludedÑ of-
ten, you said, haunted by that dragon, the English teacherÑ une vŽrit-
able bŽgueule Britannique ˆ ce que vous ditesÑ esp•ce de monstre,
brusque et rude comme un vieux caporal de grenadiers, et rev•che
comme une religieuseÓ(the reader will excusemy modesty in allowing
this flattering sketch of my amiable self to retain the slight veil of the ori-
ginal tongue). ÒYou are aware,Ówent on this precious effusion, Òthat
little Gustave, on account of his illness, has been removed to a masterÕs
chamberÑ that favoured chamber, whose lattice overlooks your prison-
ground. There, I, the best uncle in the world, am admitted to visit him.
How tremblingly I approached the window and glanced into your
EdenÑ an Eden for me, though a desert for you!Ñ how I feared to be-
hold vacancy, or the dragon aforesaid! How my heart palpitated with
delight when, through apertures in the envious boughs, I at once caught
the gleam of your graceful straw-hat, and the waving of your grey
dressÑ dress that I should recognise amongst a thousand. But why, my
angel, will you not look up? Cruel, to deny me one ray of those adorable
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eyes!Ñ how a single glance would have revived me! I write this in fiery
haste; while the physician examines Gustave, I snatch an opportunity to
enclose it in a small casket, together with a bouquet of flowers, the
sweetest that blowÑ yet less sweet than thee, my PeriÑ my all-charm-
ing! ever thine-thou well knowest whom!Ó

ÒIwish I did know whom,Ó was my comment; and the wish bore even
closer referenceto the person addressed in this choice document, than to
the writer thereof. Perhaps it was from the fiancŽ of one of the engaged
pupils; and, in that case, there was no great harm done or intendedÑ
only a small irregularity. Several of the girls, the majority, indeed, had
brothers or cousins at the neighbouring college. But Òla robe grise, lŽ
chapeau de paille,Ó here surely was a clueÑ a very confusing one. The
straw-hat was an ordinary garden head-screen,common to a score be-
sides myself. The grey dress hardly gave more definite indication. Ma-
dame Beck herself ordinarily wore a grey dress just now; another teach-
er, and three of the pensionnaires, had had grey dressespurchased of the
same shade and fabric as mine: it was a sort of every-day wear which
happened at that time to be in vogue.

Meanwhile, as I pondered, I knew I must go in. Lights, moving in the
dormitory, announced that prayers were over, and the pupils going to
bed. Another half-hour and all doors would be lockedÑ all lights extin-
guished. The front door yet stood open, to admit into the heated house
the coolness of the summer night; from the portressÕscabinet close by
shone a lamp, showing the long vestibule with the two-leaved drawing-
room doors on one side, the great street-door closing the vista.

All at once, quick rang the bellÑ quick, but not loudÑ a cautious
tinkleÑ a sort of warning metal whisper. Rosine darted from her cabinet
and ran to open. The person she admitted stood with her two minutes in
parley: there seemeda demur, a delay. Rosine came to the garden door,
lamp in hand; she stood on the steps, lifting her lamp, looking round
vaguely.

ÒQuel conte!Ó she cried, with a coquettish laugh. ÒPersonne nÕy a ŽtŽ.Ó
ÒLetme pass,Ópleaded a voice I knew: ÒIask but five minutes;Óand a

familiar shape, tall and grand (as we of the Rue Fossetteall thought it),
issued from the house, and strode down amongst the beds and walks. It
was sacrilegeÑ the intrusion of a man into that spot, at that hour; but he
knew himself privileged, and perhaps he trusted to the friendly night.
He wandered down the alleys, looking on this side and on thatÑ he was
lost in the shrubs, trampling flowers and breaking branches in his
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searchÑ he penetrated at last the Òforbidden walk.Ó There I met him,
like some ghost, I suppose.

ÒDr. John! it is found.Ó
He did not ask by whom, for with his quick eye he perceived that I

held it in my hand.
ÒDo not betray her,Ó he said, looking at me as if I were indeed a

dragon.
ÒWereI ever so disposed to treachery, I cannot betray what I do not

know,Ó was my answer. ÒReadthe note, and you will see how little it
reveals.Ó

ÒPerhapsyou have read it,Ó I thought to myself; and yet I could not
believe he wrote it: that could hardly be his style: besides, I was fool
enough to think there would be a degree of hardship in his calling me
such names.His own look vindicated him; he grew hot, and coloured as
he read.

ÒThis is indeed too much: this is cruel, this is humiliating,Ó were the
words that fell from him.

I thought it wascruel, when I saw his countenanceso moved. No mat-
ter whether he was to blame or not; somebody, it seemedto me, must be
more to blame.

ÒWhat shall you do about it?Óhe inquired of me. ÒShallyou tell Ma-
dame Beck what you have found, and cause a stirÑ an esclandre?Ó

I thought I ought to tell, and said so;adding that I did not believe there
would be either stir or esclandre: Madame was much too prudent to
make a noise about an affair of that sort connected with her
establishment.

He stood looking down and meditating. He was both too proud and
too honourable to entreat my secresy on a point which duty evidently
commanded me to communicate. I wished to do right, yet loathed to
grieve or injure him. Just then Rosine glanced out through the open
door; she could not seeus, though between the trees I could plainly see
her: her dress was grey, like mine. This circumstance, taken in connec-
tion with prior transactions, suggested to me that perhaps the case,
however deplorable, was one in which I was under no obligation
whatever to concern myself. Accordingly, I said,Ñ ÒIfyou can assureme
that none of Madame BeckÕspupils are implicated in this business,I shall
be very happy to stand aloof from all interference. Take the casket, the
bouquet, and the billet; for my part, I gladly forget the whole affair.Ó

ÒLook there!Óhe whispered suddenly, as his hand closed on what I
offered, and at the same time he pointed through the boughs.
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I looked. Behold Madame, in shawl, wrapping-gown, and slippers,
softly descending the steps, and stealing like a cat round the garden: in
two minutes she would have been upon Dr. John. If shewere like a cat,
however, he, quite as much, resembled a leopard: nothing could be light-
er than his tread when he chose.He watched, and asshe turned a corner,
he took the garden at two noiselessbounds. Shereappeared, and he was
gone. Rosine helped him, instantly interposing the door between him
and his huntress. I, too, might have got, away, but I preferred to meet
Madame openly.

Though it was my frequent and well-known custom to spend twilight
in the garden, yet, never till now, had I remained so late. Full sure was I
that Madame had missedÑ was come in search of me, and designed
now to pounce on the defaulter unawares. I expected a reprimand. No.
Madame was all goodness. She tendered not even a remonstrance; she
testified no shade of surprise. With that consummate tact of hers, in
which I believe she was never surpassed by living thing, she even pro-
fessed merely to have issued forth to taste Òla brise du soir.Ó

ÒQuellebelle nuit!Ó cried she, looking up at the starsÑ the moon was
now gone down behind the broad tower of JeanBaptiste. ÒQuÕilfait bon?
que lÕair est frais!Ó

And, instead of sending me in, she detained me to take a few turns
with her down the principal alley. When at last we both re-entered, she
leaned affably on my shoulder by way of support in mounting the front-
door steps;at parting, her cheekwas presented to my lips, and ÒBonsoir,
my bonne amie; dormez bien!Ó was her kindly adieu for the night.

I caught myself smiling as I lay awake and thoughtful on my couchÑ
smiling at Madame. The unction, the suavity of her behaviour offered,
for one who knew her, a sure token that suspicion of some kind was
busy in her brain. From some aperture or summit of observation,
through parted bough or open window, she had doubtless caught a
glimpse, remote or near, deceptive or instructive, of that nightÕstransac-
tions. Finely accomplished as she was in the art of surveillance, it was
next to impossible that a casket could be thrown into her garden, or an
interloper could cross her walks to seek it, without that she, in shaken
branch, passing shade, unwonted footfall, or stilly murmur (and though
Dr. John had spoken very low in the few words he dropped me, yet the
hum of his manÕsvoice pervaded, I thought, the whole conventual
ground)Ñ without, I say, that she should have caught intimation of
things extraordinary transpiring on her premises. What things, she might
by no means see,or at that time be able to discover; but a delicious little
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ravelled plot lay tempting her to disentanglement; and in the midst, fol-
ded round and round in cobwebs, had she not secured ÒMeessLucieÓ
clumsily involved, like the foolish fly she was?
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Chapter13
A Sneeze Out of Season.

I had occasion to smileÑ nay, to laugh, at Madame again, within the
spaceof four and twenty hours after the little scenetreated of in the last
chapter.

Villette owns a climate asvariable, though not so humid, as that of any
English town. A night of high wind followed upon that soft sunset, and
all the next day was one of dry stormÑ dark, beclouded, yet rainless,Ñ
the streets were dim with sand and dust, whirled from the boulevards. I
know not that even lovely weather would have tempted me to spend the
evening-time of study and recreation where I had spent it yesterday. My
alley, and, indeed, all the walks and shrubs in the garden, had acquired a
new, but not a pleasant interest; their seclusion was now becomeprecari-
ous; their calmÑ insecure. That casementwhich rained billets, had vul-
garized the once dear nook it overlooked; and elsewhere, the eyesof the
flowers had gained vision, and the knots in the tree-boles listened like
secretears.Someplants there were, indeed, trodden down by Dr. John in
his search,and his hasty and heedlessprogress, which I wished to prop
up, water, and revive; some footmarks, too, he had left on the beds: but
these, in spite of the strong wind, I found a momentÕsleisure to efface
very early in the morning, ere common eyeshad discovered them. With
a pensive sort of content, I sat down to my desk and my German, while
the pupils settled to their evening lessons;and the other teacherstook up
their needlework.

The scene of the Òetude du soirÓ was always the refectory, a much
smaller apartment than any of the three classesor schoolrooms; for here
none, save the boarders, were ever admitted, and thesenumbered only a
score. Two lamps hung from the ceiling over the two tables; these were
lit at dusk, and their kindling was the signal for school-books being set
aside, a grave demeanour assumed, general silence enforced, and then
commenced Òla lecture pieuse.ÓThis said Òlecture pieuseÓwas, I soon
found, mainly designed as a wholesome mortification of the Intellect, a
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useful humiliation of the Reason;and such a dose for Common Senseas
she might digest at her leisure, and thrive on as she best could.

The book brought out (it was never changed, but when finished, re-
commenced) was a venerable volume, old as the hillsÑ grey as the H™tel
de Ville.

I would have given two francs for the chanceof getting that book once
into my bands, turning over the sacred yellow leaves, ascertaining the
title, and perusing with my own eyes the enormous figments which, as
an unworthy heretic, it was only permitted me to drink in with my be-
wildered ears. This book contained legends of the saints. Good God! (I
speak the words reverently) what legends they were. What gasconading
rascalsthose saints must have been, if they first boasted theseexploits or
invented these miracles. These legends, however, were no more than
monkish extravagances,over which one laughed inwardly; there were,
besides, priestly matters, and the priestcraft of the book was far worse
than its monkery. The earsburned on eachside of my head as I listened,
perforce, to tales of moral martyrdom inflicted by Rome; the dread
boastsof confessors,who had wickedly abused their office, trampling to
deep degradation high-born ladies, making of countessesand princesses
the most tormented slavesunder the sun. Stories like that of Conrad and
Elizabeth of Hungary, recurred again and again, with all its dreadful vi-
ciousness, sickening tyranny and black impiety: tales that were night-
mares of oppression, privation, and agony.

I sat out this ÒlecturepieuseÓfor some nights aswell as I could, and as
quietly too; only once breaking off the points of my scissorsby involun-
tarily sticking them somewhat deep in the worm-eaten board of the table
before me. But, at last, it made me so burning hot, and my temples, and
my heart, and my wrist throbbed so fast, and my sleep afterwards was
so broken with excitement, that I could sit no longer. Prudence recom-
mended henceforward a swift clearanceof my person from the place, the
moment that guilty old book was brought out. No MŠuseHeadrigg ever
felt a stronger call to take up her testimony against Sergeant Bothwell,
than IÑ to speak my mind in this matter of the popish Òlecturepieuse.Ó
However, I did manage somehow to curb and rein in; and though al-
ways, as soon as Rosine came to light the lamps, I shot from the room
quickly, yet also I did it quietly; seizing that vantage moment given by
the little bustle before the dead silence, and vanishing whilst the
boarders put their books away.

When I vanishedÑ it was into darkness; candles were not allowed to
be carried about, and the teacher who forsook the refectory, had only the
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unlit hall, schoolroom, or bedroom, as a refuge. In winter I sought the
long classes,and paced them fast to keep myself warmÑ fortunate if the
moon shone, and if there were only stars, soon reconciled to their dim
gleam, or even to the total eclipse of their absence.In summer it was nev-
er quite dark, and then I went up-stairs to my own quarter of the long
dormitory, opened my own casement(that chamber was lit by five case-
ments large as great doors), and leaning out, looked forth upon the city
beyond the garden, and listened to band-music from the park or the
palace-square,thinking meantime my own thoughts, living my own life,
in my own still, shadow-world.

This evening, fugitive asusual before the Pope and his works, I moun-
ted the staircase, approached the dormitory, and quietly opened the
door, which was always kept carefully shut, and which, like every other
door in this house, revolved noiselessly on well-oiled hinges. Before
I saw, I felt that life was in the great room, usually void: not that there
was either stir or breath, or rustle of sound, but Vacuum lacked, Solitude
was not at home. All the white bedsÑ the ÒlitsdÕange,Óas they were po-
etically termedÑ lay visible at a glance; all were empty: no sleeper re-
posed therein. The sound of a drawer cautiously slid out struck my ear;
stepping a little to one side, my vision took a free range, unimpeded by
falling curtains. I now commanded my own bed and my own toilet, with
a locked work-box upon it, and locked drawers underneath.

Very good. A dumpy, motherly little body, in decent shawl and the
cleanest of possible nightcaps, stood before this toilet, hard at work ap-
parently doing me the kindness of Òtidying outÓ the Òmeuble.ÓOpen
stood the lid of the work-box, open the top drawer; duly and impartially
was each succeeding drawer opened in turn: not an article of their con-
tents but was lifted and unfolded, not a paper but was glanced over, not
a little box but was unlidded; and beautiful was the adroitness, exem-
plary the care with which the search was accomplished. Madame
wrought at it like a true star, Òunhasting yet unresting.Ó I will not deny
that it was with a secretglee I watched her. Had I been a gentleman I be-
lieve Madame would have found favour in my eyes,she was so handy,
neat, thorough in all shedid: some peopleÕsmovements provoke the soul
by their loose awkwardness, hersÑ satisfied by their trim compactness.I
stood, in short, fascinated; but it was necessaryto make an effort to break
this spell a retreat must be beaten. The searcher might have turned and
caught me; there would have been nothing for it then but a scene,and
she and I would have had to come all at once, with a sudden clash, to a
thorough knowledge of each other: down would have gone
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conventionalities, away swept disguises, and I should have looked into
her eyes, and she into mineÑ we should have known that we could
work together no more, and parted in this life for ever.

Where was the use of tempting such a catastrophe? I was not angry,
and had no wish in the world to leave her. I could hardly get another
employer whose yoke would be so light and so, easy of carriage; and
truly I liked Madame for her capital sense,whatever I might think of her
principles: as to her system, it did me no harm; she might work me with
it to her heartÕscontent: nothing would come of the operation. Loverless
and inexpectant of love, I was as safe from spies in my heart-poverty, as
the beggar from thieves in his destitution of purse. I turned, then, and
fled; descending the stairs with progress asswift and soundlessas that of
the spider, which at the same instant ran down the bannister.

How I laughed when I reached the schoolroom. I knew now she had
certainly seen Dr. John in the garden; I knew what her thoughts were.
The spectacleof a suspicious nature so far misled by its own inventions,
tickled me much. Yet as the laugh died, a kind of wrath smote me, and
then bitterness followed: it was the rock struck, and MeribahÕswaters
gushing out. I never had felt so strange and contradictory an inward tu-
mult as I felt for an hour that evening: sorenessand laughter, and fire,
and grief, shared my heart between them. I cried hot tears: not because
Madame mistrusted meÑ I did not care twopence for her mistrustÑ but
for other reasons.Complicated, disquieting thoughts broke up the whole
repose of my nature. However, that turmoil subsided: next day I was
again Lucy Snowe.

On revisiting my drawers, I found them all securely locked; the closest
subsequent examination could not discover change or apparent disturb-
ance in the position of one object. My few dresseswere folded as I had
left them; a certain little bunch of white violets that had once been si-
lently presented to me by a stranger (a stranger to me, for we had never
exchangedwords), and which I had dried and kept for its sweet perfume
between the folds of my best dress, lay there unstirred; my black silk
scarf, my lace chemisette and collars, were unrumpled. Had she creased
one solitary article, I own I should have felt much greater difficulty in
forgiving her; but finding all straight and orderly, I said, ÒLetbygones be
bygones. I am unharmed: why should I bear malice?Ó

* * * * *
A thing there was which puzzled myself, and I sought in my brain a

key to that riddle almost assedulously asMadame had sought a guide to
useful knowledge in my toilet drawers. How was it that Dr. John, if he
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had not been accessoryto the dropping of that casket into the garden,
should have known that it wasdropped, and appeared so promptly on
the spot to seek it? So strong was the wish to clear up this point that I
began to entertain this daring suggestion: ÒWhy may I not, in case I
should ever have the opportunity, ask Dr. John himself to explain this
coincidence?Ó

And so long as Dr. John was absent, I really believed I had courage to
test him with such a question.

Little Georgette was now convalescent;and her physician accordingly
made his visits very rare: indeed, he would have ceasedthem altogether,
had not Madame insisted on his giving an occasional call till the child
should be quite well.

Shecameinto the nursery one evening just after I had listened to Geor-
getteÕslisped and broken prayer, and had put her to bed. Taking the
little oneÕshand, she said, ÒCetteenfant a toujours un peu de fi•vre.Ó
And presently afterwards, looking at me with a quicker glance than was
habitual to her quiet eye, ÒLe Docteur John lÕa-t-il vue derni•rement?
Non, nÕest-ce pas?Ó

Of course she knew this better than any other person in the house.
ÒWell,Óshe continued, ÒIam going out, pour faire quelques courses en
fiacre. I shall call on Dr. John, and send him to the child. I will that he
seesher this evening; her cheeksare flushed, her pulse is quick; youwill
receive himÑ for my part, I shall be from home.Ó

Now the child was well enough, only warm with the warmth of July; it
was scarcely less needful to send for a priest to administer extreme unc-
tion than for a doctor to prescribe a dose; also Madame rarely made
Òcourses,Óasshecalled them, in the evening: moreover, this was the first
time she had chosen to absent herself on the occasion of a visit from Dr.
John. The whole arrangement indicated some plan; this I saw, but
without the least anxiety. ÒHa! ha! Madame,Ó laughed Light-heart the
Beggar, Òyour crafty wits are on the wrong tack.Ó

She departed, attired very smartly, in a shawl of price, and a cer-
tain chapeauvert tendreÑ hazardous, as to its tint, for any complexion less
fresh than her own, but, to her, not unbecoming. I wondered what she
intended: whether she really would send Dr. John or not; or whether in-
deed he would come: he might be engaged.

Madame had charged me not to let Georgette sleep till the doctor
came; I had therefore sufficient occupation in telling her nursery tales
and palavering the little language for her benefit. I affected Georgette;
she was a sensitive and a loving child: to hold her in my lap, or carry her
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in my arms, was to me a treat. To-night she would have me lay my head
on the pillow of her crib; sheeven put her little arms round my neck. Her
clasp, and the nestling action with which she pressed her cheek to mine,
made me almost cry with a tender pain. Feeling of no kind abounded in
that house; this pure little drop from a pure little source was too sweet: it
penetrated deep, and subdued the heart, and sent a gush to the eyes.
Half an hour or an hour passed;Georgette murmured in her soft lisp that
she was growing sleepy. ÒAnd you shallsleep,Óthought I, ÒmalgrŽma-
man and mŽdecin, if they are not here in ten minutes.Ó

Hark! There was the ring, and there the tread, astonishing the staircase
by the fleetness with which it left the steps behind. Rosine introduced
Dr. John, and, with a freedom of manner not altogether peculiar to her-
self, but characteristic of the domestics of Villette generally, shestayed to
hear what he had to say. MadameÕspresencewould have awed her back
to her own realm of the vestibule and the cabinetÑ for mine, or that of
any other teacher or pupil, she cared not a jot. Smart, trim and pert, she
stood, a hand in each pocket of her gay grisette apron, eyeing Dr. John
with no more fear or shyness than if he had been a picture instead of a
living gentleman.

ÒLemarmot nÕarien, nest-cepas?Ósaid she, indicating Georgette with
a jerk of her chin.

ÒPasbeaucoup,Ówas the answer, as the doctor hastily scribbled with
his pencil some harmless prescription.

ÒEhbien!Ópursued Rosine, approaching him quite near, while he put
up his pencil. ÒAnd the boxÑ did you get it? Monsieur went off like a
coup-de-vent the other night; I had not time to ask him.Ó

ÒI found it: yes.Ó
ÒAnd who threw it, then?Ócontinued Rosine,speaking quite freely the

very words I should so much have wished to say, but had no address or
courage to bring it out: how short some people make the road to a point
which, for others, seems unattainable!

ÒThatmay be my secret,Órejoined Dr. John briefly, but with no, sort of
hauteur: he seemed quite to understand the Rosine or grisette character.

ÒMaisenfin,Ócontinued she,nothing abashed,Òmonsieurknew it was
thrown, since be came to seek itÑ how did he know?Ó

ÒIwas attending a little patient in the college near,Ósaid he, Òandsaw
it dropped out of his chamber window, and so came to pick it up.Ó

How simple the whole explanation! The note had alluded to a physi-
cian as then examining ÒGustave.Ó
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ÒAh •a!Ópursued Rosine; Òil nÕya donc rien lˆ-dessous: pas de mys-
t•re, pas dÕamourette, par exemple?Ó

ÒPas plus que sur ma main,Ó responded the doctor, showing his palm.
ÒQuel dommage!Ó responded the grisette: ÒetmoiÑ ˆ qui tout cela

commen•ait ˆ donner des idŽes.Ó
ÒVraiment! vous en •tes pour vos frais,Ó was the doctorÕs cool

rejoinder.
Shepouted. The doctor could not help laughing at the sort of ÒmoueÓ

she made: when he laughed, he had something peculiarly good-natured
and genial in his look. I saw his hand incline to his pocket.

ÒHow many times have you opened the door for me within this last
month?Ó he asked.

ÒMonsieur ought to have kept count of that,Ó said Rosine, quite
readily.

ÒAs if I had not something better to do!Ó rejoined he; but I saw him
give her a piece of gold, which she took unscrupulously, and then
danced off to answer the door-bell, ringing just now every five minutes,
as the various servants came to fetch the half-boarders.

The reader must not think too hardly of Rosine;on the whole, she was
not a bad sort of person, and had no idea there could be any disgrace in
grasping at whatever she could get, or any effrontery in chattering like a
pie to the best gentleman in Christendom.

I had learnt something from the above scenebesides what concerned
the ivory box: viz., that not on the robe de jaconas,pink or grey, nor yet
on the frilled and pocketed apron, lay the blame of breaking Dr. JohnÕs
heart: these items of array were obviously guiltless as GeorgetteÕslittle
blue tunic. So much the better. But who then was the culprit? What was
the groundÑ what the originÑ what the perfect explanation of the
whole business?Some points had been cleared, but how many yet re-
mained obscure as night!

ÒHowever,ÓI said to myself, Òit is no affair of yours;Ó and turning
from the face on which I had been unconsciously dwelling with a ques-
tioning gaze, I looked through the window which commanded the
garden below. Dr. John,meantime, standing by the bed-side, was slowly
drawing on his gloves and watching his little patient, as her eyes closed
and her rosy lips parted in coming sleep. I waited till he should depart as
usual, with a quick bow and scarcearticulate Ògood-night.Ó.Just as he
took his hat, my eyes,fixed on the tall housesbounding the garden, saw
the one lattice, already commemorated, cautiously open; forth from the
aperture projected a hand and a white handkerchief; both waved. I know
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not whether the signal was answered from some viewless quarter of our
own dwelling; but immediately after there fluttered from, the lattice a
falling object, white and light Ñ billet the second, of course.

ÒThere!Ó I ejaculated involuntarily.
ÒWhere?Ó,asked Dr. John with energy, making direct for the window.

ÒWhat, is it?Ó
ÒTheyhave gone and done it again,Ówas my reply. ÒA handkerchief

waved and something fell:Óand I pointed to the lattice, now closed and
looking hypocritically blank.

ÒGo,at once; pick it up and bring it here,Ówas his prompt direction;
adding, ÒNobody will take notice of you: I should be seen.Ó

Straight I went. After some little search,I found a folded paper, lodged
on the lower branch of a shrub; I seized and brought it direct to Dr. John.
This time, I believe not even Rosine saw me.

He instantly tore the billet into small pieces, without reading it. ÒIt is
not in the least herfault, you must remember,Ó he said, looking at me.

ÒWhosefault?Ó I asked. ÒWhois it?Ó
ÒYou donÕt yet know, then?Ó
ÒNot in the least.Ó
ÒHave you no guess?Ó
ÒNone.Ó
ÒIf I knew you better, I might be tempted to risk some confidence, and

thus secure you as guardian over a most innocent and excellent, but
somewhat inexperienced being.Ó

ÒAs a duenna?Ó I asked.
ÒYes,Ósaid he abstractedly. ÒWhat snares are round her!Óhe added,

musingly: and now, certainly for the first time, he examined my face,
anxious, doubtless, to seeif any kindly expression there, would warrant
him in recommending to my careand indulgence some ethereal creature,
against whom powers of darkness were plotting. I felt no particular vo-
cation to undertake the surveillance of ethereal creatures; but recalling
the sceneat the bureau, it seemed to me that I owed him a good turn: if
Icouldhelp him then I would, and it lay not with me to decide how. With
as little reluctance asmight be, I intimated that ÒIwas willing to do what
I could towards taking care of any person in whom he might be
interested.Ó.

ÒIam no farther interested than as a spectator,Ósaid he, with a mod-
esty, admirable, as I thought, to witness. ÒIhappen to be acquainted with
the rather worthless character of the person, who, from the house oppos-
ite, has now twice invaded the, sanctity of this place; I have also met in
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society the object at whom these vulgar attempts are aimed. Her exquis-
ite superiority and innate refinement ought, one would think, to scare
impertinence from her very idea. It is not so, however; and innocent, un-
suspicious as she is, I would guard her from evil if I could. In person,
however, I can do nothing I cannot come near herÓÑ he paused.

ÒWell, I am willing to help you,Ó said I, Òonly tell me how.Ó And
busily, in my own mind, I ran over the list of our inmates, seeking this
paragon, this pearl of great price, this gem without flaw. ÒItmust be Ma-
dame,Ó I concluded. ÒSheonly, amongst us all, has the art even
to seemsuperior: but as to being unsuspicious, inexperienced, &c., Dr.
John need not distract himself about that. However, this is just his whim,
and I will not contradict him; he shall be humoured: his angel shall be an
angel.

ÒJustnotify the quarter to which my care is to be directed,ÓI continued
gravely: chuckling, however, to myself over the thought of being set to
chaperon Madame Beckor any of her pupils. Now Dr. Johnhad a fine set
of nerves, and he at once felt by instinct, what no more coarsely consti-
tuted mind would have detected; namely, that I was a little amused at
him. The colour rose to his cheek; with half a smile he turned and took
his hatÑ he was going. My heart smote me.

ÒIwillÑ I will help you,Ó said I eagerly. ÒIwill do what you wish. I
will watch over your angel; I will take care of her, only tell me who she
is.Ó

ÒBut you must know,Ó said he then with earnestness, yet speaking
very low. ÒSospotless, so good, so unspeakably beautiful! impossible
that one house should contain two like her. I allude, of courseÑ Ó

Here the latch of Madame BeckÕschamber-door (opening into the
nursery) gave a sudden click, as if the hand holding it had been slightly
convulsed; there was the suppressed explosion of an irrepressible
sneeze.Theselittle accidentswill happen to the best of us. MadameÑ ex-
cellent woman! was then on duty. Shehad come home quietly, stolen up-
stairs on tip-toe; she was in her chamber. If she had not sneezed, she
would have heard all, and so should I; but that unlucky sternutation
routed Dr. John. While he stood aghast, she came forward alert, com-
posed, in the best yet most tranquil spirits: no novice to her habits but
would have thought shehad just come in, and scouted the idea of her ear
having beenglued to the key-hole for at least ten minutes. Sheaffected to
sneezeagain, declared shewas ÒenrhumŽe,Óand then proceeded volubly
to recount her Òcoursesen fiacre.ÓThe prayer-bell rang, and I left her
with the doctor.
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