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The Turn of the Screw

THE story had held us, roundthe fire, sufficiently breahless
but except the obvious remark that it was gruesome, as, on
Christmas Eve in an dd howe, a strange tale shoud
esentialy be, | remember no comment uttered till somebody
happened to say that it was the only case he had met in
which such avisitation had fallen ona child. The cae, | may
mention, was that of an apparition in just such an dd hotse
as had gathered us for the occasion—an appeaance of a
dreadful kind, to a little boy sleeping in the room with his
mother and waking her up in the terror of it; waking her not
to disgpate his dread and soothe him to sleg again, bu to
encourter also, herself, before she had succeeded in dang
so, the same sight that had shaken him. It was this
observation that drew from Douglas—not immediately, bu
later in the evening—a reply that had the interesting
consequence to which | cdl attention. Someone dse told a
story not particularly effedive, which | saw he was nat
following. This | took for a sign that he had himself
something to produce and that we shoud orly have to wait.
We waited in fact till two nights later; but that same evening,
before we scattered, he brought out what was in his mind.

“l quite agree—in regard to Griffin’s ghost, or whatever
it was—that its appeaing first to the little boy, at so tender
an age, adds a particular touch. But it's not the first
occurrence of its charming kind that | know to have involved
a child. If the child gives the eff ect ancother turn of the screw,
what do you say to two chil dren—?"
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“We say, of course,” somebody exclaimed, “that they
give two turns! Also that we want to hear abou them.”

I can see Douglas there before the fire, to which he had
got up to present his back, looking down at his interlocutor
with hishandsin his pockets. “Nobady but me, till now, has
ever heard. It's quite too harible” This, naturaly, was
dedared by severa voices to give the thing the utmost price,
and ou friend, with quet art, prepared his triumph by
turning his eyes over the rest of us and going on: “It's
beyond everything. Nothing at al that | know touchesit.”

“For shea terror?’ | remember asking.

He seamed to say it was not so simple & that; to be
redly at alosshow to qualify it. He passed his hand ower his
eyes, made a little wincing grimace “For dreadful—
dreadfulnesd”

“Oh, how delicious!” cried ore of the women.

He took no ndice of her; he looked at me, bu as if,
instead of me, he saw what he spoke of. “For generd
uncanny uglinessand haror and pain.”

“Well then,” | said, “just sit right down and bkegin.”

He turned round to the fire, gave a kick to a log,
watched it an instant. Then as he faced us again: “I can't
begin. | shall have to send to town.” There was a unanimous
groan at this, and much reproach; after which, in hs
preoccupied way, he explained. “ The story’ swritten. It'sin a
locked drawer—it has not been out for years. | could write to
my man and enclose the key; he auld send down the padket
as hefindsit.” It was to me in particular that he gopeaed to
propound this—appeaed amost to apped for aid nad to
hesitate. He had broken a thickness of ice the formation o
many a winter; had had his reasons for a long silence The
others resented postporement, bu it was just his sruples
that charmed me. | adjured him to write by the first post and
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to agreewith us for an early heaing; then | asked him if the
experiencein guestion had been his own. To this his answer
was prompt. “Oh, thank God, nd”

“And s the record yours? Y ou took the thing down?’

“Nothing but the impresson. | took that here’—he
tapped his heat. “I’ve never lost it.”

“Then your manuscript—7?’

“Isin dd, faded ink, and in the most beautiful hand”
He hung fire again. “A woman’s. She has been deal these
twenty yeas. She sent me the pages in question kefore she
died.” They were dl li stening now, and of course there was
somebody to be ach, o at any rate to draw the inference
But if he put the inference by withou a smile it was also
withou irritation. “ She was a most charming person, bu she
was ten years older than |. She was my sister’s governess”
he quietly said. “She was the most agreeable woman I've
ever known in her position; she would have been worthy of
any whatever. It was long ago, and this episode was long
before. | was at Trinity, and | found ker a home on my
coming down the second summer. | was much there that
yea—it was a beautiful one; and we had, in her off-hours,
some strolls and talks in the garden—talks in which she
struck me & awfully clever and nice. Oh yes; don't grin: |
liked her extremely and am glad to this day to think she liked
me too. If she hadn't she wouldn't have told me. She had
never told anyone. It wasn’'t simply that she said so, bu that
| knew she hadn't. | was aure; | coud see. Youll easly
judge why when you hea.”

“Because the thing had been such a scae?”’

He ontinued to fix me. “Youll easly judge,” he
repeaed: “you will .”

| fixed im, too.“| see. Shewasin love.”
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He laughed for the first time. “You are aaute. Yes, she
was in love. That is, she had been. That came out—she
coudn't tell her story withou its coming out. | saw it, and
she saw | saw it; but neither of us oke of it. | remember the
time and the place—the crner of the lawn, the shade of the
gred beedes and the long, ha summer afternoon. It wasn’t
a scene for a shudder; but oh—!” He quitted the fire and
dropped bad into his chair.

“Youll receve the padket Thursday morning?’ |
inquired.

“Probably nat till the second pat.”

“Well then; after dinner—”

“Youll all med me here?” He looked us rourd again.
“lsn’t anybody going?’ It was amost the tone of hope.

“Everybody will stay!”

“l will—and | will!” cried the ladies whose departure
had been fixed. Mrs. Griffin, hovever, expressed the neal
for alittl e more light. “Who was it she wasin love with?”

“The story will tell,” 1 took uponmyself to reply.

“Oh, | can’'t wait for the story!”

“The story won't tell,” said Douglas; “nat in any literal,
vulgar way.”

“More's the pity, then. That's the only way | ever
understand.”

“Won't youtell, Douglas?” somebody elseinquired.

He sprang to his feet again. “Yes—tomorrow. Now |
must go to bed. Good-night.” And quckly caching up a
candestick, he left us dightly bewildered. From our end o
the great brown hall we heard his step on the sair;
whereupon Mrs. Griffin spoke. “Waell, if | dont know who
shewasin love with, | know who he was.”

“She was ten years older,” said her husband.
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“Raison e plus—at that age! But it’s rather nice his
long reticence.”

“Forty years!” Griffin put in.

“With this outbre& at last.”

“The outbreak,” | returned, “will make atremendous
occasion d Thursday night;” and everyone so agreed with
me that, in the light of it, we lost all attention for everything
else. The last story, however incomplete and like the mere
opening of a serial, had been told;, we handshook and
“cand estuck,” as smebody said, and went to bed.

| knew the next day that a letter containing the key had,
by the first post, gone off to his Londonapartments; but in
spite of—or perhaps just on acount of—the eventual
diffusion d this knowledge we quite let him alone till after
dinner, till such an hou of the evening, in fad, as might best
acord with the kind d emotion onwhich ou hopes were
fixed. Then he becane as communicéive & we oould desire
and indeal gave us his best reason for being so. We had it
from him again before the fire in the hall, as we had had our
mild wonders of the previous night. It appeared that the
narrative he had promised to read us redly required for a
proper intelligence afew words of prologue. Let me say here
distinctly, to have dore with it, that this narrative, from an
exad transcript of my own made much later, is what | shall
presently give. Poor Douglas, before his deah—when it was
in sight—committed to me the manuscript that reaced hm
on the third of these days and that, on the same spat, with
immense dfed, he began to read to ou hushed little drcle
onthe night of the fourth. The departing ladies who hed said
they would stay didn't, of course, thank heaven, stay: they
departed, in consequence of arrangements made, in a rage of
curiosity, as they professed, produced by the touches with
which he had aready worked us up. But that only made his
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littl e final auditory more compad and seled, kept it, round
the heath, subject to a common thrill .

The first of these touches conweyed that the written
statement took upthe tale & a point after it had, in a manner,
begun. The fad to be in pessesson d was therefore that his
old friend, the youngest of several daughters of a poa
country parson, hed, at the aye of twenty, ontaking service
for the first time in the schodroom, come up to London,in
trepidation, to answer in person an advertisement that had
dready placed her in brief correspondence with the
advertiser. This person proved, an her presenting herself, for
judgment, at a house in Harley Street, that impressd her as
vast and impaosing—this prospedive patron proved a
gentleman, a badchelor in the prime of life, such a figure &
had never risen, save in a dream or an old novel, before a
fluttered, anxious girl out of a Hampshire vicarage. One
could easily fix his type; it never, happily, dies out. He was
handsome and bold and deasant, off-hand and gay and kind.
He struck her, inevitably, as gallant and splendid, bu what
took her most of all and gave her the wurage she afterwards
showed was that he put the whae thing to her as a kind of
favour, an oMigation he shoud gratefully incur. She
conceived him asrich, but as fearfully extravagant—saw him
al in a glow of high fashion, d good looks, of expensive
habits, of charming ways with women. He had for his own
town residence a big hause fill ed with the spail s of travel and
the trophies of the chase; but it was to his courtry home, an
old family placein Essx, that he wished her immediately to
procee.

He had been left, by the deah of their parentsin India,
guardian to a small nephew and a small niece children of a
younger, a military brother, whom he had lost two years
before. These dhildren were, by the strangest of chances for a
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man in his position—a lone man withou the right sort of
experienceor agrain o patience—very heavily on his hands.
It had all been a grea worry and, on s own part doultless
a series of blunders, bu he immensely pitied the poar chicks
and had dane dl he oould: had in particular sent them down
to his other house, the proper placefor them being of course
the wuntry, and kept them there, from the first, with the best
people he could find to look after them, parting even with his
own servants to wait on them and going down himself,
whenever he might, to see how they were doing. The
awkward thing was that they had practicdly no aher
relations and that his own affairs took upall histime. He had
put them in passesson of Bly, which was hedthy and secure,
and hed placal at the head of their littl e establi shment—but
below stairs only—an excdlent woman, Mrs. Grose, whom
he was aire his visitor would like and who haed formerly
been maid to his mother. She was now housekegoer and was
also ading for the time & superintendent to the little girl, of
whom, withou children of her own, she was, by good luck,
extremely fond. There were plenty of people to help, bu of
course the young lady who shoud go down as governess
would be in supreme authority. She would aso have, in
hdidays, to look after the small boy, who had been for a
term at schod—young as he was to be sent, but what else
coud be dorne?—and who, as the hdidays were @dou to
begin, would be bad from one day to the other. There had
been for the two children at first a young lady whom they
had had the misfortune to lose. She had dore for them quite
beautifully—she was a most respectable person—till her
deah, the grea awkwardnessof which had, precisely, left no
aternative but the school for little Miles. Mrs. Grose, since
then, in the way of manners and things, had done & e
could for Flora; and there were, further, a ok, a housemaid,
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a dairywoman, an dd pay, an dd groom, and an dd
gardener, all li kewise thoroughly respectable.

So far had Douglas presented his picture when someone
put a question. “And what did the former gowverness die
of 7—of so much respedabili ty?’

Our friend' s answer was prompt. “That will come out. |
don't anticipate.”

“Excuse me—I thought that was just what you are
doing.”

“In her succesor’'s place,” | suggested, “I shoud have
wished to lean if the office brought with it—"

“Necessry danger to life?” Douglas completed my
thought. “ She did wish to lean, and she did learn. Y ou shall
hea tomorrow what she learnt. Meaawhile, of course, the
prosped struck her as dightly grim. She was young, urtried,
nervous. it was avision d serious duties and littl e company,
of really great loneliness. She hesitated—took a coupe of
days to consult and consider. But the salary offered much
excealed her modest measure, and ona second interview she
facal the music, she engaged.” And Douglas, with this, made
a pause that, for the benefit of the mmpany, moved me to
throw in—

“The moral of which was of course the seduction
exercised by the splendid young man. She succumbed to it.”

He got up and, as he had dore the night before, went to
the fire, gave a dtir to a log with his foot, then stood a
moment with hisbadk to us. “ She saw him only twice”

“Yes, bu that’ s just the beauty of her passon.”

A littl e to my surprise, on this, Douglas turned roundto
me. “It was the beauty of it. There were others,” he went on,
“who haedn't succumbed. He told her frankly al his
difficulty—that for several applicants the nditions had
been prohibitive. They were, somehow, smply afraid. It
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sounced dul—it sounded strange; and al the more so
because of his main condition.”

“Which was—?"

“That she shoud never troudde him—but never, never:
neither apped nor complain na write éou anything; only
med al questions herself, recaeve dl moneys from his
solicitor, take the whale thing over and let him aone. She
promised to dothis, and she mentioned to me that when, for
a moment, disburdened, ddighted, he held her hand,
thanking her for the saaifice, she dready felt rewarded.”

“But was that al her reward?’ one of the ladies asked.

“She never saw him again.”

“Oh!” said the lady; which, as our friend immediately
left us again, was the only other word o importance
contributed to the subject till, the next night, by the rner of
the hearth, in the best chair, he opened the faded red cover of
athin dd-fashioned gilt-edged album. The whale thing took
indeed more nights than ore, bu on the first occasion the
same lady put ancther question. “What is your title?’

“l haven't one.”

“Oh, | have!” | said. But Douglas, without heeling me,
had begun to read with a fine deaness that was like a
rendering to the ea of the beauty of hisauthor’s hand.



| REMEMBER the whaole beginning as a successon o flights
and dops, alittl e seesaw of the right throbs and the wrong.
After rising, in town, to med his apped, | had at al events a
coupe of very bad days—found myself doultful again, felt
indeed sure | had made a mistake. In this gate of mind |
spent the long houis of bumping, swinging coach that carried
me to the stoppng-place & which | was to be met by a
vehicle from the house. This convenience | was told, had
been odered, and | found, toward the dose of the June
afternoon a commodious fly in waiting for me. Driving at
that hour, on a lovely day, through a @unry to which the
summer sweedness seaned to offer me afriendly welcome,
my fortitude mounted afresh and, as we turned into the
avenue, encourtered areprieve that was probably but a proof
of the point to which it had sunk. | suppcse | had expeded,
or had dreaded, something so melanchdy that what greged
me was a good surprise. | remember as a most pleasant
impresson the broad, clear front, its open windows and fresh
curtains and the pair of maids looking out; | remember the
lawn and the bright flowers and the crunch of my wheds on
the gravel and the dustered tredops over which the rooks
circled and cawed in the golden sky. The scene had a
greanessthat made it a different affair from my own scant
home, and there immediately appeared at the doar, with a
little girl in her hand, a avil person who dopped me &
decet a artsey as if | had been the mistress or a
distinguished visitor. | had receved in Harley Street a
narrower nation d the place and that, as | recalled it, made

12
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me think the proprietor still more of a gentleman, suggested
that what | was to enjoy might be something beyond his
promise.

| had no drop again till the next day, for | was caried
triumphantly through the foll owing hours by my introduction
to the younger of my pupil s. The littl e girl who accompanied
Mrs. Grose gpeared to me on the spat a aedure so
charming as to make it a grea fortune to have to do with her.
She was the most beautiful child | had ever seen, and |
afterwards wondered that my employer had nd told me more
of her. | slept little that night—I was too much excited; and
this astonished me too, | remlled, remained with me, adding
to my sense of the liberality with which | was treaed. The
large, impressve room, one of the best in the house, the
gred state bed, as | amost felt it, the full, figured draperies,
the long glasses in which, for the first time, | could see
myself from head to foot, al struck me—like the
extraordinary charm of my small charge—as $ many things
thrown in. It was thrown in as well, from the first moment,
that | shoud get onwith Mrs. Grose in arelation owver which,
on my way, in the mad, | fear | had rather brooded. The
only thing indeed that in this ealy outlook might have made
me shrink again was the clea circumstance of her being so
glad to seeme. | perceived within half an haur that she was
so glad—stout, simple, plain, clean, whoesome woman—as
to be positively on her guard against showing it too much. |
wondered even then alittl e why she shoud wish not to show
it, and that, with reflection, with suspicion, might of course
have made me uneasy.

But it was a comfort that there could be no ureasiness
in a onredion with anything so bedific as the radiant image
of my little girl, the vision d whose agelic beauty had
probably more than anything else to dowith the restlessiess
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that, before morning, made me several times rise and wander
abou my room to take in the whaole picture and prosped; to
watch, from my open window, the faint summer dawn, to
look at such pations of therest of the house & | could cach,
and to listen, while, in the fading dusk, the first birds began
to twitter, for the passble recurrence of a sound @ two, less
natura and nd withou, bu within, that | had fancied |
head. There had been a moment when | believed |
reagnised, faint and far, the cry of a dild; there had been
another when | found myself just consciously starting as at
the passage, before my doar, of a light footstep. But these
fancies were not marked enough na to be thrown off, and it
isonly in thelight, or the gloom, | shoud rather say, of other
and subsequent matters that they now come badk to me. To
watch, teach, “form” little Flora would too evidently be the
making of a happy and useful life. It had been agreed
between us downstairs that after this first occasion | shoud
have her as a matter of course & night, her small white bed
being arealy arranged, to that end, in my room. What | had
undertaken was the whole are of her, and she had remained,
just this last time, with Mrs. Grose only as an effed of our
consideration for my inevitable strangeness and her natura
timidity. In spite of this timidity—which the dild herself, in
the oddest way in the world, had been perfectly frank and
brave @&ou, alowing it, withou a sign of uncomfortable
consciousness with the deep, sweet serenity indeed of one of
Raphad’s hdly infants, to be discussed, to be imputed to her
and to determine us—I felt quite sure she would presently
like me. It was part of what | already liked Mrs. Grose
herself for, the pleasure | could seeher fed in my admiration
and wonder as | sat at supper with four tall candles and with
my pupil, in a high chair and a bib, krightly faang me,
between them, over bread and milk. There were naturally
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things that in Flora' s presence ould passbetween us only as
prodigious and gatified looks, obscure and roundibou
alusions.

“And the littl e boy—does he look like her? Is he too so
very remarkable?’

One wouldn't flatter a dild. “Oh, Miss most
remarkable. If you think well of this one!”—and she stood
there with a plate in her hand, beaming at our companion,
who looked from one of us to the other with padd heavenly
eyes that contained nahing to ched us.

“Yes; if | do—7

“Youwill be caried away by the littl e gentleman!”

“Well, that, | think, is what | came for—to be caried
away. I'm afraid, havever,” | remember feeling the impulse
to add, “I’m rather easily carried away. | was carried away in
London”

| can dtill seeMrs. Grose's broad face & dhe took this
in.“In Harley Stre¢?”

“In Harley Stred.”

“Well, Miss you re not the first—and you won't be the
last.”

“Oh, I've no pretension,” | could laugh, “to being the
only one. My other pugl, at any rate, as | understand, comes
badk tomorrow?’

“Not tomorrow—Friday, Miss He arives, as you dd,
by the aach, undr care of the guard, andisto be met by the
same arriage.”

| forthwith expressed that the proper as well as the
pleassant and friendly thing would be therefore that on the
arrival of the pubic conveyance | shoud be in waiting for
him with hs little sister; an idea in which Mrs. Grose
concurred so heatily that | somehow took her manner as a
kind d comforting pledge—never fasified, thank heaven!'—
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that we shoud on every question ke quite & one. Oh, she
was glad | was therel

What | felt the next day was, | suppcse, nahing that
coud befairly called areadionfrom the deer of my arrival,
it was probably at the most only aslight oppresson produced
by a fuller measure of the scde, as | waked round them,
gazed up at them, took them in, of my new circumstances.
They had, as it were, an extent and massfor which | had na
been prepared and in the presence of which | found myself,
freshly, a little scared as well as a little proud. Lessons, in
this agitation, certainly suffered some delay; | refleded that
my first duty was, by the gentlest arts | could contrive, to
win the dild into the sense of knowing me. | spent the day
with her out of doas; | arranged with her, to her grea
satisfadion, that it shoud be she, she only, who might show
me the place She showed it step by step and room by room
and seaet by seaet, with droll, delightful, childish talk about
it and with the result, in half an hou, of our beaming
immense friends. Young as e was, | was gruck, throughou
our littl e tour, with her confidence and courage with the way,
in empty chambers and dul corridors, on crooked staircases
that made me pause and even on the summit of an dd
madhicolated square tower that made me dizzy, her morning
music, her dispasition to tell me so many more things than
she aked, rang out and led me on. | have not seen Bly since
the day | left it, and | dare say that to my older and more
informed eyes it would now appear sufficiently contraded.
But as my little cnduwtress with her hair of gold and her
frock of blue, danced before me round corners and pettered
down passges, | had the view of a catle of romance
inhabited by a rosy sprite, such a place as would somehow,
for diverson d the yourg idea, take al colour out of
storybooks and fairy-tales. Wasn't it just a storybook ower
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which | had falen a-doze and a-drean? No; it was a big,
ugly, antique, bu convenient house, embodying a few
feaures of a building still older, half replaced and half
utili sed, in which | had the fancy of our being almost as lost
as a handful of passengers in a grea drifting ship. Well, |
was, strangely, at the helm!



THIS came home to me when, two days later, | drove over
with Flora to med, as Mrs. Grose said, the littl e gentleman;
and all the more for an incident that, presenting itself the
seaond evening, had deeply disconcerted me. The first day
had been, onthe whale, as | have expressed, reassuring; but |
was to see it wind upin keen apprehension. The postbag, that
evening,—it came late—contained a letter for me, which,
however, in the hand d my employer, | found to be
composed bu of a few words enclosing ancther, addressed
to himself, with a sed still unkroken. “This, | recognise, is
from the head-master, and the head-master’s an awful bore.
Real him, please; deal with him; but mind you dorit report.
Not aword. I’'m off!” | broke the sea with a gred eff ort—so
greda a one that | was a long time coming to it; took the
unopened missve & last up to my room and orly attadked it
just before going to bed. | had better have let it wait till
morning, for it gave me a seond slegoless night. With no
coursel to take, the next day, | was full of distress and it
finaly got so the better of me that | determined to open
myself at least to Mrs. Grose.

“What does it mean? The child’ s dismissd his shod.”

She gave me alook that | remarked at the moment;
then, visibly, with a quick blankness seamed to try to take it
bad. “But aren’t they all—?”

“Sent home—yes. But only for the hdlidays. Miles may
never go back at all.”

Consciously, under my attention, she reddened. “They
won't take him?’

18
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“They absolutely decline.”

At this de raised her eyes, which she had turned from
me; | saw them fill with goodtears. “What has he done?’

| hesitated; then | judged best simply to hand her my
letter—which, however, had the dfect of making rer,
withou taking it, simply put her hands behind her. She
shook her head sadly. “ Such things are not for me, Miss”

My coursellor couldn't read! | winced at my mistake,
which | attenuated as | could, and opened my letter again to
reped it to her; then, faltering in the ad¢ and folding it up
oncemore, | put it badk in my pocket. “Is he redly bad?

The tears were still in her eyes. “Do the gentlemen say
so?’

“They go into no rticulars. They simply express their
regret that it shoud be impossble to kegp hm. That can
have only one meaning.” Mrs. Grose listened with dumb
emotion; she forbore to ask me what this meaning might be;
so that, presently, to pu the thing with some @herence and
with the mere ad o her presence to my own mind, | went
on: “That he’san injury to the others.”

At this, with ore of the quick turns of simple folk, she
suddenly flamed up.“Master Miles! himan injury?’

There was uch aflood of goodfaith in it that, though |
had na yet seen the dild, my very fears made me jump to
the asurdity of the idea | fourd myself, to med my friend
the better, offering it, on the spat, sarcastically. “To his poa
littl e innocent mates!”

“It'stoo dreadful,” cried Mrs. Grose, “to say such cruel
things! Why, he's sarce ten years old.”

“Yes, yes; it would be incredible.”

She was evidently grateful for such a professon. “See
him, Miss first. Then believe it!” | felt forthwith a new
impatience to see him; it was the beginning of a airiosity
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that, for all the next hours, was to degen amost to pain.
Mrs. Grose was aware, | could judge, of what she had
produced in me, and she foll owed it up with assurance “You
might as well believe it of the little lady. Bless her,” she
added the next moment—"look at her!”

| turned and saw that Flora, whom, ten minutes before, |
had established in the schodroom with a shed of white
paper, a pencil, and a copy of nice ‘round O’'S,” now
presented herself to view at the open doa. She expressed in
her littl e way an extraordinary detachment from disagreeable
duties, looking to me, however, with a grea childish light
that seemed to dffer it as a mere result of the dfedion she
had conceived for my person, which had rendered necessary
that she shoud follow me. | needed nahing more than thisto
fed the full force of Mrs. Grose's comparison, and, caching
my pugl in my arms, covered her with kisses in which there
was asob d atonement.

None the less the rest of the day | watched for further
occasion to approach my colleague, especially as, toward
evening, | began to fancy she rather sought to avoid me. |
overtook her, | remember, on the staircase; we went down
together, and at the bottom | detained her, hdding her there
with ahand on ter arm. “1 take what you said to me & nom
as adedaration that you’ ve never known him to be bad.”

She threw badk her heal; she had clealy, by this time,
and very honestly, adopted an attitude. “Oh, never known
him—I dorit pretend that!”

| was upset again. “ Then you have knovn hm—?"

“Yesindedal, Miss thank God!”

On refledion | accepted this. *Y ou mean that a boy who
never is—?”

“Isno oy for me!”
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| held her tighter. “You like them with the spirit to be
naughty?’ Then, kegoing pacewith her answer, “So dol!” |
eagerly brought out. “But nat to the degreeto contaminate—"

“To contaminate?’—my big word left her at a loss |
explained it. “To corrupt.”

She stared, taking my meaning in; but it produced in her
an oddlaugh. “Are you afraid he'll corrupt you?' She put the
guestion with such a fine bald humour that, with a laugh, a
littl e silly doultless to match her own, | gave way for the
timeto the gprehension d ridicule.

But the next day, as the hou for my drive gproached, |
cropped upin another place “What was the lady who was
here before?”

“The last governess? She was also young and pretty—
amost as young and aimost as pretty, Miss even as you.”

“Ah, then, | hope her youth and her beauty helped her!”
| recollea throwing df. “He seams to like us young and
pretty!”

“Oh, he did,” Mrs. Grose assnted: “it was the way he
liked everyone!” She had no soorer spoken indeed than she
caught herself up.“l mean that’s his way—the master’s.”

| was gruck. “But of whom did you spe& first?”

She looked bank, bu she wloured. “Why, of him.”

“Of the master?’

“Of who else?’

There was so obvously no one else that the next
moment | had lost my impresson d her having acadentally
said more than she meant; and | merely asked what | wanted
to know. “Did she see aything in the boy—?"

“That wasn't right? She never told me.”

| had a scruple, but | overcame it. “Was e careful—
particular?’
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Mrs. Grose gpeared to try to be conscientious. “Abou
some things—yes.”

“But not abou all 7’

Again she nsidered. “Well, Miss—she's gore. |
won't tell tales.”

“l quite understand your feding,” | hastened to reply;
but | thought it, after an instant, na oppoed to this
concessonto pusue: “Did she die here?’

“No—she went off.”

| don't know what there was in this brevity of Mrs.
Grose's that struck me & ambiguous. “Went off to de?”
Mrs. Grose looked straight out of the window, but | felt that,
hypothetically, 1 had a right to knov what young persons
engaged for Bly were expeded to do." She was taken ill , you
mean, and went home?’

“She was not taken ill, so far as appeared, in this house.
She left it, at the end d the year, to go home, as she said, for
a short hdiday, to which the time she had pu in had
certainly given her aright. We had then a young woman—a
nursemaid who hed stayed onand who was a good girl and
clever; and she took the children altogether for the interval.
But our young lady never came badk, and a the very
moment | was expeding her | heard from the master that she
was deal.”

| turned this over. “But of what?’

“He never told me! But please, Miss” said Mrs. Grose,
“1 must get to my work.”



HER thus turning her back on me was fortunately not, for my
just preoccupations, a snub that could ched the growth of
our mutual esteem. We met, after | had brought home little
Miles, more intimately than ever on the ground d my
stupefadion, my general emotion: so monstrous was | then
ready to pronource it that such a dild as had now been
reveded to me shoud be under an interdict. | was alittl e late
on the scene, and | felt, as he stood wistfully looking out for
me before the doar of the inn a which the coach had pu him
down, that | had seen him, onthe instant, without and within,
in the grea glow of freshness the same paositi ve fragrance of
purity, in which | had, from the first moment, seen his little
sister. He was incredibly beautiful, and Mrs. Grose had pu
her finger on it: everything but a sort of passon d
tenderness for him was swvept away by his presence What |
then and there took hm to my heat for was something
divine that | have never found to the same degree in any
child—nhis indescribable little ar of knowing nothing in the
world bu love. It would have been impossble to cary a bad
name with a greater sweetnessof innacence, and by the time
| had got bak to Bly with hm | remained merely
bewildered—so far, that is, as | was not outraged—by the
sense of the horrible letter locked up in my room, in a
drawer. As oonas | could compassa private word with Mrs.
Grose | dedared to her that it was grotesque.

She promptly understood me. “You mean the auel
charge—?"

23
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“It doesn’'t live an instant. My dear woman, look at
him!”

She smiled at my pretension to have discovered his
charm. “I asaure you, Miss | do nothing else! What will you
say, then?’ sheimmediately added.

“In answer to the letter?” | had made up my mind.
“Nothing.”

“Andto hisuncle?’

| wasincisive. “Nothing.”

“Andto the boy himself?’

| was wonderful. “Nothing.”

She gave with her apron a grea wipe to her mouth.
“Then I'll stand by you.We'll seeit out.”

“We'll seeit out!” | ardently echoed, giving her my
hand to make it avow.

She held me there amoment, then whisked up her apron
again with her detached hand. “Would you mind, Miss if |
used the freedom—"

“To kissme? No!” | took the good creaure in my arms
and, after we had embracel like sisters, felt still more
fortified and indignant.

This, at al events, was for the time: atime so full that,
as | recdl the way it went, it reminds me of all the art | now
need to make it a littl e distinct. What | look back at with
amazement is the situation | accepted. | had undertaken, with
my companion, to see it out, and | was under a darm,
apparently, that could smooth away the extent and the far
and dfficult conrections of such an effort. | was lifted aoft
on agrea wave of infatuation and dty. | foundit simple, in
my ignorance, my confusion, and perhaps my concet, to
asume that | could deal with a boy whaose alucation for the
world was al onthe point of beginning. | am unable even to
remember at this day what propaosal | framed for the end d
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his hdlidays and the resumption d his studies. Lessons with
me, indedd, that charming summer, we dl had a theory that
he was to have; but | now fed that, for weeks, the lessons
must have been rather my own. | learnt something—at first
ceatainly—that had not been one of the teachings of my
small, smothered life; leant to be amused, and even
amusing, and nd to think for the morrow. It was the first
time, in a manner, that | had knowvn space and air and
freedom, all the music of summer and all the mystery of
nature. And then there was consideration—and consideration
was swveet. Oh, it was atrap—na designed, but degp—to my
imagination, to my delicacy, perhaps to my vanity; to
whatever, in me, was most excitable. The best way to picture
it all isto say that | was off my guard. They gave me so little
troude—they were of a gentleness ® extraordinary. | used
to speaulate—but even this with a dim disconnededness—as
to how the rough future (for all futures are rough!) would
hand e them and might bruise them. They had the bloom of
hedth and heppiness and yet, asif | had been in charge of a
pair of little grandees, of princes of the blood for whom
everything, to be right, would have to be enclosed and
proteded, the only form that, in my fancy, the after-yeas
could take for them was that of a romantic, a redly roya
extension d the garden and the park. It may be, of course,
abowe dl, that what suddenly broke into this gives the
previous time a darm of dillness—that hush in which
something gathers or crouches. The dhange was actually like
the spring of a beast.

In the first weeks the days were long; they often, at their
finest, gave me what | used to cdl my own hour, the hour
when, for my pupls, tea-time and bed-time having come and
gone, | had, before my final retirement, a small interval
aone. Much as | liked my companions, this hou was the
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thing in the day | liked most; and | liked it best of all when,
as the light faded—or rather, |1 shoud say, the day lingered
and the last cdls of the last birds sounded, in a flushed sky,
from the old trees—I could take a turn into the grounds and
enjoy, amost with a sense of property that amused and
flattered me, the beauty and dgnity of the place. It was a
plessure & these moments to fed mysef tranqul and
justified; doultless perhaps, aso to refled that by my
discretion, my quiet good sense and general high propriety, |
was giving pleasure—if he ever thought of it!—to the person
to whose presaure | had respondced. What | was doing was
what he had earnestly hoped and drectly asked of me, and
that | could, after al, doit proved even a greder joy than |
had expeded. | dare say | fancied myself, in short, a
remarkable young woman and took comfort in the faith that
this would more pulicly appear. Well, | needed to be
remarkable to dffer a front to the remarkable things that
presently gave their first sign.

It was plump, ane dternoon, in the midde of my very
hou: the dildren were tucked away, and | had come out for
my stroll. One of the thoughts that, as | dorit in the least
shrink nav from nating, used to be with me in these
wanderings was that it would be & charming as a darming
story suddenly to meet someone. Someone would appea
there & the turn of a path and would stand kefore me and
smile and approve. | didn't ask more than that—I only asked
that he shodd know; and the only way to be sure he knew
would be to seeit, and the kind light of it, in his handsome
face That was exadly present to me—by which | mean the
face was—when, onthe first of these occasions, at the end o
along June day, | stopped short on emerging from one of the
plantations and coming into view of the house. What arrested
me on the spot—and with a shock much greater than any
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vision hed allowed for—was the sense that my imagination
had, in aflash, turned real. He did stand therel—but high up
beyond the lawn and at the very top of the tower to which,
on that first morning, little Flora had condwcted me. This
tower was one of a pair—square, incongruous, crenelated
structures—that were distinguished, for some reason, though
| could see little difference as the new and the old. They
flanked oppaite ends of the house axd were probably
architedura absurdities, redeaned in a measure indeed by
not being wholly disengaged nor of a height too pretentious,
dating, in their gingerbread antiquity, from a romantic
revival that was arealy a respedable past. | admired them,
had fancies abou them, for we @uld all profit in a degree,
espedaly when they loomed through the dusk, by the
grandeur of their actual battlements; yet it was nat at such an
elevation that the figure | had so often invoked seaned most
in pace

It produced in me, this figure, in the dear twilight, I
remember, two dstinct gasps of emotion, which were,
sharply, the shock of my first and that of my second surprise.
My sewmnd was a violent perception d the mistake of my
first: the man who met my eyes was not the person | had
predpitately supposed. There cane to me thus a
bewilderment of vision o which, after these years, there is
noliving view that | can hope to give. An unknavn manin a
lonely place is a permitted ojed of fea to a young woman
privately bred; and the figure that faced me was—a few
more sends asaured me—as little anyone dse | knew as it
was the image that had been in my mind. | had not seen it in
Harley Stred—I| had na seen it anywhere. The place
moreover, in the strangest way in the world, had, on the
instant, and by the very fad of its appeaance bemme a
solitude. To me & least, making my statement here with a
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deliberation with which | have never made it, the whole
feding of the moment returns. It was as if, while | took in—
what | did take in—all the rest of the scene had been stricken
with deah. | can hear again, as | write, the intense hush in
which the sounds of evening dropped. The rooks gopped
cawing in the golden sky and the friendly hour lost, for the
minute, all itsvoice But there was no other change in nature,
unless indeed it were a change that | saw with a stranger
sharpness The gold was dill i n the sky, the cleanessin the
air, and the man who looked at me over the battlements was
as definite as apicturein aframe. That’s how | thought, with
extraordinary quickness of ead person that he might have
been and that he was not. We were cnfronted across our
distance quite long enough for me to ask mysef with
intensity who then he was and to fedl, as an effect of my
inabili ty to say, awonder that in afew instants more became
intense.

The grea question, a one of these, is, afterwards, |
know, with regard to certain matters, the question d how
long they have lasted. Well, this matter of mine, think what
you will of it, lasted while | caught at a dozen posshiliti es,
nore of which made a difference for the better, that | could
seg in there having been in the house—and for how long,
abowve dl?—a person d whom | was in ignorance. It lasted
while | just bridled a little with the sense that my office
demanded that there shoud be no such ignorance and no
such person. It lasted while this visitant, at all events,—and
there was a touch of the strange freedom, as | remember, in
the sign of familiarity of his weaing no hat,—seemed to fix
me, from his paosition, with just the question, just the scrutiny
through the fading light, that his own presence provoked. We
were too far apart to cdl to eah aher, bu there was a
moment at which, at shorter range, some call enge between
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us, bre&ing the hush, would have been the right result of our
straight mutual stare. He was in one of the angles, the one
away from the houwse, very erect, as it struck me, and with
both hands on the ledge. So | saw him as | seethe letters |
form on this page; then, exadly, after a minute, as if to add
to the spedade, he sowly changed his place—passd,
looking at me hard all the whil e, to the oppasite corner of the
platform. Yes, | had the sharpest sense that during this transit
he never took his eyesfrom me, and | can see at this moment
the way his hand, as he went, passed from one of the
crenelations to the next. He stopped at the other corner, but
lesslong, and even as he turned away still markedly fixed
me. He turned away; that was all | knew.
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IT was not that | didn't wait, onthis occasion, for more, for |
was rooted as degoly as | was daken. Wasthere a“seaet” at
Bly—a mystery of Uddpho @ an insane, an urmentionable
relative kept in ursuspected confinement? | can’t say how
long | turned it over, or how long, in a mnfusion d curiosity
and dea, | remained where | had my collision; | only recdl
that when | re-entered the house darkness had quite dosed
in. Agitation, in the interval, certainly had held me and
driven me, for | must, in circling abou the place have
walked three miles; but | was to be, later on, so much more
overwhelmed that this mere dawn o aam was a
comparatively human chill. The most singular part of it in
fad—singular as the rest had been—was the part | became,
in the hall, aware of in meding Mrs. Grose. This picture
comes badk to me in the general train—the impresson, as |
recaved it on my return, of the wide white panelled space
bright in the lamplight and with its portraits and red carpet,
and d the good surprised look d my friend, which
immediately told me she had missd me. It came to me
straightway, under her contad, that, with pain heatiness
mere relieved anxiety at my appearance, she knew nothing
whatever that could bea uponthe incident | had there realy
for her. | had na suspeded in advance that her comfortable
face would pul me up, and | somehow measured the
importance of what | had seen by my thus finding myself
hesitate to mention it. Scarce aything in the whaole history
seans to me so odd as this fad that my real beginning of fear
was one, as | may say, with the instinct of sparing my

30
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companion. On the spat, acordingly, in the pleasant hall and
with her eyes on me, I, for areasonthat | couldn’t then have
phrased, adhieved an inward resolution—dfered a vague
pretext for my latenessand, with the pleaof the beauty of the
night and of the heary dew and wet fed, went as on as
possbleto my room.

Here it was ancther affair; here, for many days after, it
was a quega affair enough. There were hous, from day to
day,—or at least there were moments, snatched even from
clea duties—when | had to shut myself up to think. It was
not so much yet that | was more nervous than | could bea to
be & that | was remarkably afraid of becoming so; for the
truth | had now to turn over was, simply and clealy, the
truth that | could arrive at no account whatever of the visitor
with whom | had been so inexplicably and yet, as it seaned
to me, so intimately concerned. It took littl e time to seethat |
coud sound withou forms of inquiry and without exciting
remark any domestic complicaion. The shock | had suffered
must have sharpened all my senses; | felt sure, at the end d
three days and as the result of mere doser attention, that |
had na been pradised uponby the servants nor made the
objed of any “game.” Of whatever it was that | knew
nothing was known around me. There was but one sane
inference someone had taken a liberty rather gross. That was
what, repeaedly, | dipped into my room and locked the doar
to say to myself. We had been, colledively, subjed to an
intrusion; some unscrupulous travell er, curiousin dd houses,
had made his way in unobserved, enjoyed the prosped from
the best paint of view, and then stolen ou as he cane. If he
had given me such a bold herd stare, that was but a part of
hisindiscretion. The good thing, after all, was that we shoud
surely seeno more of him.
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Thiswas not so goodathing, | admit, as not to leave me
to judge that what, essentialy, made nothing else much
signify was smply my charming work. My charming work
was just my life with Miles and Flora, and through nahing
could | so like it asthrough feding that | could throw myself
into it in troude. The dtradion d my small charges was a
constant joy, leading me to wonder afresh at the vanity of my
origina feas, the distaste | had begun by entertaining for the
probable grey prose of my office There was to be no grey
prose, it appeared, and no long grind; so haw could work nat
be dharming that presented itself as daily beauty? It was all
the romance of the nursery and the poetry of the schodroom.
| donit mean by this, of course, that we studied only fiction
and verse; | mean | can express no adherwise the sort of
interest my companions inspired. How can | describe that
except by saying that instead of growing used to them—and
it's a marvel for a govarness | cdl the sisterhood to
witnesd—I made mnstant fresh dscoveries. There was one
diredion, asauredly, in which these discoveries gopped:
deep obscurity continued to cover the region of the boy’s
conduwct at schod. It had been promptly given me, | have
noted, to facethat mystery withou a pang. Perhaps even it
would be nearer the truth to say that—withou a word—he
himself had cleaed it up. He had made the whole darge
absurd. My conclusion Hoomed there with the red rose-
flush of hisinnocence he was only too fine and fair for the
littl e horrid, urclean schodl-world, and he had paid a price
for it. | refleded acutely that the sense of such dfferences,
such superiorities of quality, aways, on the part of the
majority—which could include even stupid, sordid head-
masters—turns infalli bly to the vindictive.

Both the dildren had a gentleness (it was their only
fault, and it never made Miles a muff) that kept them—how
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shall | express it?>—amost impersonal and cetainly quite
unpunshable. They were like the derubs of the aneadate,
who had—morally, at any rate—nothing to whadk! |
remember feding with Miles in espedal asif he had hed, as
it were, no hstory. We eped of a small child a scant one,
but there was in this beautiful litttle boy something
extraordinarily sensitive, yet extraordinarily happy, that,
more than in any creaure of his age | have seen, struck me
as beginning anew each day. He had never for a second
suffered. | took this as a dired disproof of his having redly
been chastised. If he had been wicked he would have
“caught” it, and | shodd have caight it by the rebound—I
shoud have foundthe trace | found ndhing at al, and he
was therefore an angel. He never spoke of his shod, never
mentioned a mmrade or a master; and |, for my part, was
quite too much disgusted to alude to them. Of course | was
under the spell, and the wonderful part is that, even at the
time, | perfedly knew | was. But | gave mysalf up to it; it
was an antidote to any pain, and | had more pains than ore. |
was in recept in these days of disturbing letters from home,
where things were not going well. But with my children,
what things in the world mattered? That was the question |
used to pu to my scrappy retirements. | was dazzled by their
loveliness

There was a Sunday—to get on—when it rained with
such force and for so many hous that there could be no
processon to church; in consequence of which, as the day
dedined, | had arranged with Mrs. Grose that, shoud the
evening show improvement, we would attend together the
late service. The rain happily stopped, and | prepared for our
walk, which, through the park and by the good road to the
village, would be a matter of twenty minutes. Coming
downstairs to med my colleague in the hall, | remembered a
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pair of gloves that had required three stitches and that had
recaved them—with a pubicity perhaps not edifying—
while | sat with the children at their tea, served on Sundays,
by exception, in that cold, clean temple of mahogany and
brass the “grown-up” dining-room. The gloves had been
dropped there, and | turned in to recover them. The day was
grey enough, but the dternoon light still |i ngered, and it
enabled me, oncrossng the threshdd, nd only to recognise,
on a dar near the wide window, then closed, the aticles |
wanted, bu to become aware of a person onthe other side of
the windowv and looking straight in. One step into the room
had sufficed; my vision was instantaneous; it was al there.
The person looking straight in was the person who hed
arealy appeaed to me. He gpeared thus again with | won't
say greater distinctness for that was impossble, but with a
neaness that represented a forward stride in our intercourse
and made me, as | met him, cach my breath and turn cold.
He was the same—he was the same, and see, this time, as
he had been seen before, from the waist up, the window,
though the dining-room was on the groundfloor, not going
down to the terrace on which he stood His face was close to
the glass yet the dfed of this better view was, strangely,
only to show me how intense the former had been. He
remained bu a few seconds—Ilong enough to convince me
he dso saw and reagnised; but it was as if | had been
looking a him for years and had known him aways.
Something, however, happened this time that had na
happened before; his gare into my face, through the glass
and across the room, was as deep and hard as then, bu it
quitted me for a moment during which I could still watch it,
seeit fix successvely severa other things. On the spot there
came to me the alded shock of a cetitude that it was not for
me he had come there. He had come for someone dse.
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The flash of this knowledge—for it was knowledge in
the midst of dread—produced in me the most extraordinary
effect, started, as | stood there, a sudden vibration d duty
and courage. | say courage because | was beyond all doult
drealy far gone. | bounded straight out of the doa again,
reated that of the house, got, in an instant, upon the drive,
and, passng along the terrace afast as| could rush, turned a
corner and came full in sight. But it was in sight of nothing
now—my visitor had vanished. | stopped, | amost dropped,
with the red relief of this, but | took in the whole scene—I
gave him time to reappear. | cdl it time, bu how long was
it? | can't spe&k to the purpase today of the duration d these
things. That kind o measure must have left me they
couldn't have lasted as they adually appeaed to me to last.
The terrace and the whole place the lawn and the garden
beyond it, al | could seeof the park, were empty with a great
emptiness There were shrubberies and big trees, bu |
remember the dea assurance | felt that nore of them
concealed him. He was there or was nat there: not there if |
didn't see him. | got haold o this; then, instinctively, instead
of returning as | had come, went to the window. It was
confusedly present to me that | ought to pacemyself where
he had stood. | did so; | applied my face to the pane and
looked, as he had looked, into the room. As if, a this
moment, to show me eadly what his range had been, Mrs.
Grose, as | had dae for himself just before, came in from
the hall. With this | had the full image of arepetition d what
had already occurred. She saw me & | had seen my own
visitant; she pulled up short as | had dore; | gave her
something of the shock that | had received. She turned white,
and this made me ask myself if | had blanched as much. She
stared, in short, and retreaed onjust my lines, and | knew
she had then passd ou and come roundto me and that |
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shoud presently meet her. | remained where | was, and
while | waited | thought of more things than one. But there's
only one | take spaceto mention. | wondered why she shoud
be scared.
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OH, she let me know as on as, rourd the corner of the
house, she loomed again into view. “What in the name of
goodressis the matter—?" She was now flushed and ou of
breah.

| said nahing till she cane quite nea. “With me?’ |
must have made awonderful face. “Do | show it?’

“You're awhite & asheet. Youlookawful.”

| considered; | could meet on this, withou scruple, any
innocence My neeal to resped the bloom of Mrs. Grose's
had dropped, withou a rustle, from my shouders, and if |
wavered for the instant it was not with what | kept badk. |
put out my hand to her and she took it; | held her hard a
little, liking to fed her close to me. There was a kind o
suppat in the shy heave of her surprise. “You came for me
for church, o course, bu | can’t go.”

“Has anything happened?’

“Yes. Youmust know now. Did | look very queer?’

“Through this window? Dreadful!”

“Well,” | said, “I’ve been frightened.” Mrs. Grose's
eyes expressed painly that she had nowish to be, yet also
that she knew too well her placenat to be ready to share with
me any marked inconvenience Oh, it was quite settled that
she must share! “Just what you saw from the dining-room a
minute ayo was the dfect of that. What | saw—;just before—
was much worse.”

Her hand tightened. “What was it?”

“An extraordinary man. Looking in.”

“What extraordinary man?”’

37
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“1 haven't the least idea.”

Mrs. Grose gazed rourd us in vain. “Then where is he
gone?’

“1 know till | ess”

“Have you seen him before?”

“Y es—once. On the old tower.”

She ould orly look a me harder. “Do youmean he's a
Stranger?”’

“Oh, very much!”

“Yet you ddn't tell me?’

“No—for reasons. But now that you’ ve guessed—"

Mrs. Grose' s roundeyes encourtered this charge. “Ah, |
haven't guessed!” she said very simply. “How can | if you
dort imagine?’

“l don't in the very least.”

“You ve sean m nowhere but on the tower?’

“And onthis ot just now.”

Mrs. Grose looked round again. “What was he doing on
the tower?”

“Only standing there and looking down at me.”

She thought aminute. “W as he agentleman?’

| found | had no neeal to think. “No.” She gazed in
degoer wonder. “No.”

“Then nobaly abou the place? Nobady from the
vill age?’

“Nobady—nobdly. | didn't tell you, bu | made sure.”

She breahed a vague relief: this was, oddy, so much to
the good. It only went inded a little way. “But if heisn’'t a
gentleman—"

“What is he? He' sahorror.”

“A horror?’

“He's—God help meif | know what heis!”
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Mrs. Grose looked rournd once more; she fixed her eyes
on the duskier distance then, puling herself together, turned
to me with abrupt inconsequence. “It’s time we shoud be &
church.”

“Oh, I’'m nat fit for church!”

“Won't it do you good?”’

“It won't dothem—!" | nodded at the house.

“The children?’

“l can’'t leave them now.”

“You're drad—?

| spoke badly. “I’'m afraid of him.”

Mrs. Grose's large face showed me, at this, for the first
time, the far-away faint gimmer of a @nsciousness more
aaute: | somehow made out in it the delayed dawn o an idea
I myself had na given her and that was as yet quite obscure
to me. It comes badk to me that | thought instantly of this as
something | could get from her; and | felt it to be cnrected
with the desire she presently showed to knov more. “When
was it—on the tower?’

“Abou the midde of the month. At this same hou.”

“Almost at dark,” said Mrs. Grose.

“Oh, no, nd nearly. | saw him as| seeyou.”

“Then how did he get in?”

“And hov did he get out? | laughed. “I had no
oppatunity to ask him! This evening, you see” | pursued,
“he has not been ableto get in.”

“He only peeps?’

“l hope it will be mnfined to that!” She had now let go
my hand; she turned away a littl e. | waited an instant; then |
brought out: “Go to church. Good-bye. | must watch.”

Slowly she faced me again. “Do you fear for them?’

We met in ancther long look. “Don’'t you?' Instead of
answering she cane neaer to the window and, for a minute,
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applied her faceto the glass “You seehow he could see” |
meanwhil e went on.

Shedidn't move. “How long was he here?’

“Till | came out. | came to med him.”

Mrs. Grose & last turned round,and there was gill more
in her face “I couldn’'t have mme out.”

“Neither could I'” | laughed again. “But | did come. |
have my duty.”

“So have | mine,” she replied; after which she alded:
“What is he like?’

“I’ve been dying to tell you. But he'slike nobaly.”

“Nobady?” she echoed.

“He has no hat.” Then sedang in her face that she
drealy, in this, with a deger dismay, found a touch of
picture, | quickly added stroke to stroke. “He has red hair,
very red, close-curling, and a pale face, long in shape, with
straight, good feaures and littl e, rather queer whiskers that
are & red as his hair. His eyebrows are, somehow, darker;
they look particularly arched and as if they might move a
good ded. His eyes are sharp, strange—awfully; but | only
know clearly that they're rather small and very fixed. His
mouth’s wide, and his lips are thin, and except for his little
whiskers he's quite dean-shaven. He gives me a sort of
sense of looking like an actor.”

“An actor!” It was impossble to resemble one less at
least, than Mrs. Grose & that moment.

“I’ve never seen ore, bu so | suppcse them. He's tall,
adive, ered,” | corntinued, “but never—no, neverl—a
gentleman.”

My companion's facehad blanched as | went on; her
round eyes started and her mild mouth gaped. “A
gentleman?’ she gasped, confounced, stupefied: “a
gentleman he?”
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“You knav him then?”’

Shevisibly tried to hdd herself. “But he is handsome?’

| saw the way to help her. “Remarkably!”

“And dressed—?’

“In somebody’ s clothes. “ They’re smart, but they’re not
hisown.”

She broke into a breahless affirmative groan: “They're
the master’ s!”

| caught it up.“Youdoknow him?”

Shefatered bu aseomnd. “Quint!” she aied.

“Quint?’

“Peter Quint—his own man, hs vaet, when he was
here!”

“When the master was?’

Gaping till, but meding me, she piecal it all together.
“He never wore his hat, bu he did wea—well, there were
waistcoats missed! They were both here—last yea. Then the
master went, and Quint was alone.”

| followed, bu halting alittle. “Alone?”’

“Alone with us.” Then, as from a deeoer depth, “In
charge,” she alded.

“And what became of him?’

She hurg fire so long that 1 was gill more mystified.
“He went too,” she brought out at last.

“Went where?”

Her expresson, at this, becane etraordinary. “God
knows where! He died.”

“Died?’ | dmost shrieked.

She seaned fairly to square herself, plant herself more
firmly to uter the wonder of it. “Yes. Mr. Quint is dead.”



VI

IT took o course more than that particular passage to pace
us together in presence of what we had now to live with as
we @ould—my dreadful liability to impressons of the order
so vividly exemplified, and my companion's knowledge,
henceforth,—a knowledge haf consternation and Helf
compasson,—d that liability. There had been, this evening,
after the revelation that left me, for an hou, so prostrate—
there had been, for either of us, no attendance on any service
but a little service of teas and vows, of prayers and
promises, a dimax to the series of mutua challenges and
pledges that had straightway ensued on aur retreging
together to the schodroom and shutting ouselves up there to
have everything out. The result of our having everything out
was smply to reduce our situation to the last rigour of its
elements. She herself had seen nahing, na the shadow of a
shadow, and nobaly in the house but the governesswas in
the governesss plight; yet she accepted without diredly
impugning my sanity the truth as | gave it to her, and ended
by showing me, onthis ground,an awe-stricken tenderness
an expresson d the sense of my more than questionable
privilege, of which the very breah has remained with me &
that of the swedest of human charities.

What was ttled between us, accordingly, that night,
was that we thought we might bear things together; and | was
not even sure that, in spite of her exemption, it was e who
had the best of the burden. | knew at this hour, | think, as
well as | knew later what | was capable of meding to shelter
my pugls; but it took me some time to be whally sure of
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what my horest ally was prepared for to keep terms with so
compromising a @ntrad. | was quea company enough—
guite & qued as the company | receved; but as | trace over
what we went through | see how much common groundwe
must have foundin the one ideathat, by good fortune, could
steady us. It was the ideg the second movement, that led me
straight out, as | may say, of the inner chamber of my dread.
| could take the air in the court, at least, and there Mrs. Grose
coud join me. Perfedly can | recall now the particular way
strength came to me before we separated for the night. We
had gone over and ower every feature of what | had seen.

“He was looking for someone dse, you say—someone
who was not you?”

“He was looking for little Miles” A portentous
cleanessnow possessed me. “That's whom he was looking
for.”

“But how do you knaw?”

“lI know, | know, | know!” My exdtation grew. “And
you know, my dear!”

She didn't deny this, bu | required, | felt, na even so
much telling as that. She resumed in a moment, at any rate:
“What if he shoudd seehim?’

“Little Miles? That's what he wants!”

She looked immensely scared again. “ The child?”’

“Heaven forbid! The man. He wants to appear to them.”
That he might was an awful conception, and yet, somehow, |
coud keep it a bay; which, moreover, as we lingered there,
was what | succeeded in pradicdly proving. | had an
absolute cetainty that | could seeagain what | had already
sea, bu something within me said that by offering myself
bravely as the sole subject of such experience, by accepting,
by inviting, by surmounting it al, |1 shodd serve & an
expiatory victim and guard the tranqullity of my
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companions. The dildren, in espedal, | shoud thus fence
abou and absolutely save. | recdl one of the last things |
said that night to Mrs. Grose.

“It does drike me that my pupls have never
mentioned—"

She looked at me hard as | musingly puled up.“His
having been here and the time they were with im?”’

“The time they were with hm, and hs name, his
presence, his history, in any way.”

“Oh, the littl e lady doesn’t remember. She never head
or knew.”

“The drcumstances of his deadh?’ | thought with some
intensity. “Perhaps not. But Miles would remember—Miles
would know.”

“Ah, dorit try him!” broke from Mrs. Grose.

| returned her the look she had given me. “Don’'t be
afraid.” | continued to think. “It is rather odd”

“That he has never spoken of him?’

“Never by the least allusion. And you tell me they were
‘gred friends' ?’

“Oh, it wasn't him!” Mrs. Grose with emphasis
dedared. “It was Quint’s own fancy. To play with him, |
mean—to spail him.” She paused a moment; then she alded:
“Quint was much too free.”

This gave me, straight from my vision d his face—such
a face—a sudden sickness of disgust. “Too free with my
boy?’

“Too free with everyone!”

| forbore, for the moment, to analyse this description
further than by the refledion that a part of it applied to
severa of the members of the househdd, o the half-dozen
maids and men who were still of our small colony. But there
was everything, for our apprehension, in the lucky fact that
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no dscomfortable legend, no gerturbation o scullions, had
ever, within anyone’'s memory, attached to the kind dd
place It had neither bad name nor ill fame, and Mrs. Grose,
most apparently, only desired to cling to me and to queke in
silence | even pu her, the very last thing of all, to the test. It
was when, at midnight, she had her hand onthe schodroom
doa to take leave. “I have it from you then—for it’s of grea
importance—that he was definitely and admittedly bad?”’

“Oh, nd admittedly. | knew it—but the master didn’t.”

“Andyou rever told hm?’

“Well, he didn't like tale-beaing—he hated complaints.
He was terribly short with anything of that kind, and if
people were dl right to him—"

“He wouldn't be bothered with more?’ This squared
well enough with my impressons of him: he was not a
troude-loving gentleman, na so very particular perhaps
abou some of the cmmpany he kept. All the same, | pressed
my interlocutress “1 promise you | would have told!”

She felt my discrimination. “1 dare say | was wrong.
But, redly, | was afraid.”

“Afraid of what?’

“Of things that man could do.Quint was  clever—he
was 0 deep.”

| took thisin still more than, probably, | showed. “You
weren't afraid of anything else? Not of his eff ect—?"

“His effed?’ she repeated with a face of anguish and
waiting while | faltered.

“On innccent little precious lives. They were in your
charge.”

“No, they were not in mine!” she roundy and
distresdully returned. “The master believed in him and
placed hm here because he was suppcsed na to be well and
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the cuntry air so goodfor him. So he had everything to say.
Y es’—she let me have it—"even abou them.”

“Them—that creaure?’ | had to smother a kind o
howl. “And you could bear it!”

“No. | coudnt—and | can't now!” And the poa
woman burst into teas.

A rigid control, from the next day, was, as | have said,
to follow them; yet how often and hav passonately, for a
week, we cane bad together to the subjed! Much as we had
discussd it that Sunday night, | was, in the immediate later
hous in espedal—for it may be imagined whether | slept—
till haunted with the shadow of something she had na told
me. | myself had kept badk nathing, bu there was a word
Mrs. Grose had kept back. | was sure, moreover, by morning,
that this was not from a failure of frankness bu becaise on
every side there were feas. It seems to me indedl, in
retrosped, that by the time the morrow’s sun was high | had
restlesdy read into the facts before us amost al the meaning
they were to recelve from subsequent and more cruel
occurrences. What they gave me abowe al was just the
sinister figure of the living man—the dead one would keep
awhilel—and of the months he had continuowsly passed at
Bly, which, added up, made aformidable stretch. The limit
of this evil time had arrived orly when, onthe dawn o a
winter’'s morning, Peter Quint was found by a labourer
going to early work, stone dead onthe road from the vill age:
a cdastrophe explained—superficidly at lesst—by a visible
wound to his head; such a wound as might have been
produced—and as, on the final evidence, had been—by a
fatal dip, in the dark and after leaving the puldic house, on
the stegpish icy slope, a wrong path, altogether, at the bottom
of which helay. Theicy slope, the turn mistaken at night and
in liquar, acounted for much—practicdly, in the end and
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after the inquest and boundless chatter, for everything; but
there had been matters in his life—strange passages and
perils, seaet disorders, vices more than suspeded—that
would have accourted for agood ded more.

| scarce know how to put my story into words that shall
be a cedible picture of my state of mind; but | was in these
days literally able to find a joy in the etraordinary flight of
heroism the occasion demanded of me. | now saw that | had
been asked for a service admirable and difficult; and there
would be agreatnessin letting it be seen—oh, in the right
guarter'—that | could succeal where many ancther girl
might have failed. It was an immense help to me—I confess
| rather applaud myself as | look badk!—that | saw my
service so strongly and so simply. | was there to proted and
defend the littl e aedures in the world the most bereared and
the most loveable, the gped of whose helplessess had
suddenly beaome only too explicit, a deg, constant ade of
one's own committed heat. We were cut off, redly,
together; we were united in ou danger. They had nahing but
me, and I—well, | had them. It was in short a magnificent
chance. This chance presented itself to mein an imagerichly
material. | was a screen—I was to stand before them. The
more | saw, the lessthey would. | began to watch them in a
stifled suspense, a disguised excitement that might well, had
it continued too long, have turned to something like
madness What saved me, as | now seg was that it turned to
something else altogether. It didn't last as suspense—it was
superseded by horrible proafs. Prodfs, | say, yes—from the
moment | redly took hdd.

This moment dated from an afternoon hou that |
happened to spend in the grounds with the younger of my
pupls aone. We had left Miles indoas, on the red cushion
of a deg window-sed; he had wished to finish a book,and |
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had been glad to encourage a purpaose so laudable in a young
man whaose only defed was an occasional excess of the
restless His gsster, onthe @ntrary, had been aert to come
out, and | strolled with her half an hou, seeking the shade,
for the sun was gill high and the day exceptionally warm. |
was aware afresh, with her, as we went, of how, like her
brother, she ontrived—it was the charming thing in both
children—to let me done withou appearing to drop me and
to acaompany me without appeaing to surround They were
never importunate and yet never listtess My attention to
them al redly went to seeang them amuse themselves
immensely withou me: this was a spedade they seemed
adively to prepare and that engaged me as an adive almirer.
| walked in aworld o their invention—they had nooccasion
whatever to draw uponmine; so that my time was taken only
with being, for them, some remarkable person or thing that
the game of the moment required and that was merely,
thanks to my superior, my exalted stamp, a happy and highly
distinguished sineaure. | forget what | was on the present
occasion; | only remember that | was mething very
important and very quiet and that Flora was playing very
hard. We were on the alge of the lake, and, as we had lately
begun geography, the lake was the Seaof Azof.

Suddenly, in these drcumstances, | became aware that,
on the other side of the Seaof Azof, we had an interested
spedator. The way this knowledge gathered in me was the
strangest thing in the world—the strangest, that is, except the
very much stranger in which it quickly merged itself. | had
sat down with a pieceof work—for | was smething or other
that could sit—on the old stone bench which owerlooked the
pond and in this position | began to take in with certitude,
and yet withou direa vision, the presence, at adistance, of a
third person. The old trees, the thick shrubbery, made a grea
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and fdeasant shade, but it was al suffused with the
brightness of the hat, still hour. There was no ambiguity in
anything; nore whatever, at least, in the conviction | from
one moment to another found myself forming as to what |
shoud see straight before me and across the lake & a
consequence of raising my eyes. They were dtached at this
juncture to the stitching in which | was engaged, and | can
fed once more the spasm of my effort not to move them till |
shoud so have steadied myself as to be &le to make up my
mindwhat to da There was an alien objed in view—afigure
whose right of presence | instantly, passonately questioned.
| reollect courting over pefedly the possbilities,
reminding myself that nothing was more natural, for
instance, then the gopearance of one of the men abou the
place or even of a messenger, a postman, o a tradesman’s
boy, from the village. That reminder had as little dfed on
my pradical certitude & | was conscious—still even withou
looking—of its having uponthe dharacter and attitude of our
visitor. Nothing was more natural than that these things
shoud be the other things that they absolutely were not.

Of the positive identity of the goparition | would assure
myself as ©onas the small clock of my courage shoud have
ticked ou the right second;, meanwhile, with an effort that
was aready sharp enough, | transferred my eyes straight to
littl e Flora, who, a the moment, was abou ten yards away.
My heat had stood till for an instant with the wonder and
terror of the question whether she too would see; and | held
my breah while | waited for what a a'y from her, what some
sudden innacent sign either of interest or of alarm, would tell
me. | waited, bu nothing came; then, in the first place—and
thereis omething more direin this, | fed, than in anything |
have to relate—I was determined by a sense that, within a
minute, all sounds from her had previously dropped; and, in
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the seaond, by the drcumstance that, also within the minute,
she had, in her play, turned her badk to the water. This was
her attitude when | at last looked at her—Ilooked with the
confirmed conwviction that we were still, together, under
dired persona natice She had picked up a small flat piece
of wood, which happened to have in it a little hde that had
evidently suggested to her the idea of sticking in another
fragment that might figure @& a mast and make the thing a
boat. This oond morsel, as | watched her, she was very
markedly and intently attempting to tighten in its place My
apprehension of what she was doing sustained me so that
after some seconds | felt | was ready for more. Then | again
shifted my eyes—I facead what | had to face



VIl

| ot hdd of Mrs. Grose & on after this as | could; and |
can give no intelligible acount of how | fought out the
interval. Yet | still hear myself cry as | fairly threw myself
into her arms. “They know—it’s too monstrous: they know,
they know!”

“And what on earth—?" | felt her incredulity as se
held me.

“Why, al that we knov—and heaven knows what else
besides!” Then, as $e released me, | made it out to her,
made it out perhaps only now with full coherency even to
myself. “Two hous ago, in the garden”—I could scarce
articulate—" Flora saw!”

Mrs. Grose took it as she might have taken ablow in the
stomadh. “ She hastold you?’ she panted.

“Not a word—that’s the horror. She kept it to herself!
The dhild of eight, that child!” Unutterable still, for me, was
the stupefadion d it.

Mrs. Grose, of course, could orly gape the wider. “Then
how doyou knav?’

“l was there—I| saw with my eyes. saw that she was
perfectly aware.”

“Do you mean aware of him?”

“No—af her.” | was conscious as | spoke that | looked
prodigious things, for | got the slow reflection d them in my
companion's face “Another person—this time; but a figure
of quite & unmistakeable horror and evil: awoman in blad,
pale and dreadful—with such an air also, and such a face!—
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on the other side of the lake. | was there with the dild—
quiet for the hour; andin the midst of it she cane.”

“Came how—from where?’

“From where they come from! She just appeared and
stoodthere—but not so nea.”

“Andwithou coming nearer?’

“Oh, for the effect and the feding, she might have been
asclose s you!”

My friend, with an oddimpulse, fell badk a step. “Was
she someone you' ve never seen?”’

“Yes. But someone the dild has. Someone you have.”
Then, to show how | had thought it al out: “My
predecessor—the one who died.”

“MissJes=l?”

“MissJessl. You dorit believe me?’ | pressed.

She turned right and left in her distress “How can you
be sure?’

This drew from me, in the state of my nerves, aflash of
impatience. “Then ask Flora—she's sure!” But | had no
soorer spoken than | caught myself up. “No, for God's ske,
dont!” She'll say sheisn’t—she'll liel”

Mrs. Grose was nat too bewildered instinctively to
protest. “Ah, hav can you?’

“Because I’m clea. Floradoesn’t want meto know.”

“It’s only then to spare you.”

“No, nc—there are depths, depths! The more | go ower
it, the more | see in it, and the more | seein it, the more |
fea. | dont know what | don't see—what | don't fea!”

Mrs. Grose tried to kegy upwith me. “Y ou mean you' re
afraid of seang her again?’

“Oh, ng that’s nothing—now!” Then | explained. “It’s
of not seang her.”
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But my companion orly looked wan. “l dont
understand you”

“Why, it’s that the dhild may keep it up—and that the
child asauredly will —withou my knowing it.”

At the image of this posshility Mrs. Grose for a
moment collapsed, yet presently to pul herself together
again, as if from the positive force of the sense of what,
shoud we yield an inch, there would redly be to give way
to. “Dea, dear—we must keg ou heals! And after al, if
she doesn’'t mind it—!” She even tried a grim joke. “Perhaps
shelikesit!”

“Likes such things—a scrap of an infant!”

“lsn’t it just a proof of her blessd innocence?” my
friend bravely inquired.

She brought me, for the instant, almost round.“Oh, we
must clutch at that—we must cling to it! If it isn't a proof of
what you say, it’s a proof of—God krows what! For the
woman’s a horror of horrors.”

Mrs. Grose, at this, fixed her eyes a minute on the
ground then at last raising them, “Tell me how you know,”
shesaid.

“Then you admit it’swhat shewas?’ | cried.

“Tell me how you knaw,” my friend simply repeded.

“Know! By seeing her! By the way she looked.”

“At you, doyou mear—so wickedly?’

“Dear me, no—I| could have borne that. She gave me
never aglance Sheonly fixed the cild.”

Mrs. Grose tried to seeit. “Fixed her?’

“Ah, with such awful eyes!”

She stared a mine as if they might redly have
resembled them. “Do you mean of dislike?’

“God help us, no.Of something much worse.”

“Worse than dslike?’—thisleft her indeed at aloss
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“With a determination—indescribable. With a kind o
fury of intention.”

| made her turn pale. “Intention?”

“To get had o her” Mrs. Grose—her eyes just
lingering on mine—gave a shudder and walked to the
window; and while she stood there looking ou | completed
my statement. “That’s what Flora knows.”

After a little she turned round. “The person was in
black, you say?’

“In mourning—rather poar, amost shabby. But—yes—
with extraordinary beauty.” | now recognised to what | had
a last, stroke by stroke, brought the victim of my
corfidence, for she quite visibly weighed this. “Oh,
handsome—very, very,” | insisted; “wonderfully handsome.
But infamous.”

She dowly came badk to me. “Miss Jessl—was
infamous.” She once more took my hand in both her own,
holding it as tight as if to fortify me against the increase of
aarm | might draw from this disclosure. “They were both
infamous,” shefinally said.

So, for a littl e, we faced it once more together; and |
found absolutely a degree of help in seeéng it now so
straight. “1 appredate,” | said, “the great decency of your not
having hitherto spoken; but the time has cetainly come to
give me the whae thing.” She gpeaed to assent to this, bu
gtill only in silence; seeing which | went on: “1 must have it
now. Of what did she die? Come, there was something
between them.”

“There was everything.”

“In spite of the difference—?’

“Oh, o their rank, their condtion’—she brought it
woefully out. “She was alady.”

| turned it over; | again saw. “Y es—she was alady.”
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“And he so dreadfully below,” said Mrs. Grose.

| felt that | doultless needn’'t presstoo hard, in such
company, onthe placeof aservant in the scae; but there was
nothing to prevent an acceptance of my companion's own
measure of my predecessor’ s abasement. There was away to
ded with that, and | dedt; the more readily for my full
vision—on the esidence—of our employer’'s late dever,
goodlooking “own” man; impudent, asaured, spoiled,
depraved. “The fell ow was ahound”

Mrs. Grose considered as if it were perhaps a little a
case for a sense of shades. “I’ve never seen ore like him. He
did what he wished.”

“With her?”

“With them all .”

It was as if now in my friend's own eyes Miss Jess
had again appeared. | seemed at any rate, for an instant, to
seetheir evocaion d her as distinctly as | had seen her by
the pond and | brought out with deasion: “It must have been
also what she wished!”

Mrs. Grose's face signified that it had been indeed, bu
she said at the same time: “Poor woman—she paid for it!”

“Then you do knev what she died of?” | asked.

“No—I know nothing. | wanted na to know; | was glad
enowgh | didn't; and | thanked hearen she was well out of
this!”

“Yet you hed, then, your idea—"

“Of her rea reason for learing? Oh, yes—as to that.
She muldn't have stayed. Fancy it here—for a governesd
And afterwards | imagined—and | still im agine. And what |
imagine is dreadful .”

“Not so dreadful as what | do, | replied; on which |
must have shown her—as | was indead but too conscious—a
front of miserable defed. It brought out again al her
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compasson for me, and at the renewed touch of her kindness
my power to resist broke down. | burst, as | had, the other
time, made her burst, into teas; she took me to her motherly
breest, and my lamentation owerflowed. “I don't do it!” |
sobbed in despair; “1 don’t save or shield them! It’s far worse

than | dreamed—they’ re lost!”



VIl

WHAT | had said to Mrs. Grose was true enough: there were
in the matter | had pu before her depths and passbiliti es that
I lacked resolution to sound so that when we met once more
in the wonder of it we were of a common mind abou the
duty of resistance to extravagant fancies. We were to kee
our heals if we shoud kegy nahing else—difficult indeal as
that might be in the face of what, in ou prodigious
experience, was least to be questioned. Late that night, while
the house slept, we had ancther talk in my room, when she
went all the way with me &s to its being beyond doulb that |
had seen exadly what | had seen. To hdd her perfedly in the
pinch of that, | found| had ory to ask her how, if | had
“made it up,” | came to be ale to give, of eathh o the
persons appeaing to me, a picture disclosing, to the last
detail, their speda marks—a portrait on the echibition o
which she had instantly reagnised and remed them. She
wished, d course,—small blame to her!'—to sink the whole
subjed; and | was quick to asaure her that my own interest in
it had now violently taken the form of a seach for the way to
escgpe from it. | encountered her on the ground d a
probabili ty that with recurrence—for reaurrence we took for
granted—I| shoud get used to my danger, distinctly
professgng that my persona exposure had suddenly beaome
the least of my discomforts. It was my new suspicion that
was intolerable; and yet even to this complicaion the later
hours of the day had brought alittl e eae.

On leaving her, after my first outbre&k, | had of course
returned to my pupls, asociating the right remedy for my
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dismay with that sense of their charm which | had already
foundto be athing | could pasitively cultivate and which had
never failed me yet. | had simply, in aher words, plunged
afresh into Flora's gedal society and there become avare—
it was amost a luxury!l—that she ould pu her little
conscious hand straight upon the spat that ached. She had
looked at me in swed speaulation and then had acaised me
to my face of having “cried.” | had suppased | had brushed
away the ugly signs: but | could literally—for the time, at all
events—rejoice, under this fathomless charity, that they had
not entirely disappeared. To gaze into the depths of blue of
the diild's eyes and pronource their loveliness a trick of
premature cunnng was to be guilty of a oynicism in
preference to which | naturally preferred to abjure my
judgment and, so far as might be, my agitation. | couldn’t
abjure for merely wanting to, but 1 could repeat to Mrs.
Grose—as | did there, over and owr, in the small hous—
that with their voices in the ar, their presaure on ore's heart
and their fragrant faces against one's cheek, everything fell
to the ground bu their incgpacity and their beauty. It was a
pity that, somehow, to settle this oncefor all, | had equally to
re-enumerate the signs of subtlety that, in the dternoon, by
the lake, had made amirade of my show of self-possesson.
It was a pity to be obliged to re-investigate the cetitude of
the moment itself and reped how it had come to me & a
revelation that the inconceivable communion | then surprised
was a matter, for either party, of habit. It was a pity that |
shoud have had to quaver out again the reasons for my not
having, in my delusion, so much as questioned that the littl e
girl saw our visitant even as | adualy saw Mrs. Grose
herself, and that she wanted, by just so much as she did thus
see to make me suppase she didn't, and at the same time,
withou showing anything, arrive at a guess as to whether |
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myself did! It was a pity that | neaded orce more to describe
the portentous little adivity by which she sought to dvert
my attention—the perceptible incresse of movement, the
greder intensity of play, the singing, the gabbling of
norsense, and the invitation to romp.

Yet if | had nd induged, to prove there was nothing in
it, in this review, | shoud have missed the two or threedim
elements of comfort that still remained to me. | shoudd na
for instance have been able to assverate to my friend that |
was certain—which was © much to the good—that | at least
had na betrayed myself. | shodd na have been prompted,
by stress of need, by desperation d mind—I scarce know
what to cdl it,—to invoke such further aid to intelligence &
might spring from pushing my coll eague fairly to the wall.
She had told me, bit by bit, under presaure, agreat ded; but a
small shifty spot on the wrong side of it all still sometimes
brushed my brow like the wing of abat; and | remember how
on this occasion—for the deeging howe and the
concentration alike of our danger and ou watch seemed to
help—I felt the importance of giving the last jerk to the
curtain. “1 dorit believe anything so horrible,” | recolled
saying; “no, let us put it definitely, my dear, that | don't. But
if 1 did, you knaw, there’s athing | shoud require now, just
withou sparing you the least bit more—oh, not a scrap,
comel—to get out of you. What was it you had in mind
when, in ou distress before Miles came badk, over the letter
from his <hod, you said, undx my insistence, that you
didn't pretend for him that he had na literally eve been
‘bad’? He has nat literally ‘ever,’ in these weeks that |
myself have lived with him and so closely watched him; he
has been an imperturbable little prodigy of delightful,
loveable goodhess Therefore you might perfectly have made
the daim for him if you had nd, as it happened, seen an
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exception to take. What was your exception, and to what
passage in your personal observation d him did you refer?”’

It was a dreadfully austere inquiry, bu levity was not
our note, and, at any rate, before the grey dawn admonished
us to separate | had got my answer. What my friend had had
in mind proved to be immensely to the purpose. It was
neither more nor lessthan the drcumstance that for a period
of several months Quint and the boy had been perpetually
together. It was in fad the very appropriate truth that she had
ventured to criticise the propriety, to hint a the inconguity,
of so close an dli ance, and even to go so far onthe subjed as
afrank owverture to MissJessl. Miss Jes=l had, with a most
strange manner, requested her to mind her business and the
good woman had, onthis, diredly approached littl e Miles.
Wheat she had said to him, since | pressed, was that she liked
to seeyoung gentlemen not forget their station.

| presed again, d course, at this. “You reminded him
that Quint was only a base menial?’

“As you might say! And it was his answer, for one
thing, that was bad.”

“And for another thing?’ | waited. “He repeaed your
words to Quint?’

“No, nd that. It’sjust what he wouldn't!” she aould still
impressuponme. “1 was sure, a any rate,” she added, “that
he didn't. But he denied certain occasions.”

“What occasions?”’

“When they had been abou together quite & if Quint
were his tutor—and a very grand cne—and MissJessl only
for the little lady. When he had gone off with the fellow, |
mean, and spent hours with him.”

“He then prevaricaed about it—he said he hadn't?’ Her
assent was clear enough to cause me to add in a moment: “I
see Helied.”
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“Oh!” Mrs. Grose mumbled. This was a suggestion that
it didn't matter; which indeed she badked up ly a further
remark. “You seg after al, Miss Jes=l didn't mind. She
didn't forbid him.”

| considered. “Did he put that to you as ajustification?’

At this $ve dropped again. “No, he never spoke of it.”

“Never mentioned her in connedion with Quint?”

She saw, visibly flushing, where | was coming out.
“Well, he didn't show anything. He denied,” she repeded,;
“he denied.”

Lord, how | pressed her now! “So that you could seehe
knew what was between the two wretches?”’

“l donit know—I don’'t know!” the poa woman
groaned.

“You do knaev, you dear thing,” | replied; “only you
haven't my dreadful baldness of mind, and you keep badk,
out of timidity and modesty and delicacy, even the
impresson that, in the past, when you had, withou my aid,
to flounder abou in silence, most of all made you miserable.
But | shall get it out of you yet! There was something in the
boy that suggested to you,” | continued, “that he covered and
concealed their relation.”

“Oh, he oouldn’t prevent—"

“Your learning the truth? | dare say! But, heavens,” |
fell, with vehemence a-thinking, “what it shows that they
must, to that extent, have succeealed in making of him!”

“Ah, nahing that's not nice now!” Mrs. Grose
lugubriously pleaded.

“l don’t wonder you looked quee,” | persisted, “when |
mentioned to you the letter from his shod!”

“l doul if | looked as quee as you!” she retorted with
homely force “And if he was 2 bad then as that comes to,
how is he such an angel now?’
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“Yes, indeed—and if he was a fiend at schod! How,
how, hov? Well,” | said in my torment, “you must put it to
me aain, bu | shall not be ale to tell you for some days.
Only, pu it to me ajain!” | cried in a way that made my
friend stare. “There ae diredionsin which | must nat for the
present let myself go.” Meawhile | returned to her first
example—the one to which she had just previously
referred—of the boy’ s happy capadty for an occasiona dlip.
“If Quint—on your remonstrance d the time you spe& of—
was a base menial, ore of the things Miles said to you, | find
myself guessng, was that you were ancther.” Again her
admisdon was  adequate that | continued: “And you
forgave him that?’

“Wouldn't you?

“Oh, yes!” And we exchanged there, in the stillness a
sound d the oddest amusement. Then | went on: “At all
events, whil e he was with the man—"

“MissFlorawas with the woman. It suited them all!”

It suited me, too, | felt, ony too well; by which | mean
that it suited exadly the particularly deadly view | wasin the
very ad of forbidding myself to entertain. But | so far
succealed in checking the expresson d this view that | will
throw, just here, nofurther light on it than may be off ered by
the mention d my final observation to Mrs. Grose. “His
having lied and been impudent are, | confess lessengaging
spedmens than | had hoped to have from you of the outbregk
in him of the littl e natural man. Still,” | mused, “they must
do, for they make me fed more than ever that | must watch.”

It made me blush, the next minute, to seein my friend's
facehow much more unreservedly she had forgiven him than
her aneaote struck me & presenting to my own tenderness
an occasion for doing. This came out when, a the
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schodroom doar, she quitted me. “Surely you don't acaise
him—"

“Of carying on an intercourse that he @nceds from
me? Ah, remember that, urtil further evidence | now acase
nobaly.” Then, before shutting her out to go, by another
passage, to her own place, “1 must just wait,” | wound up.



I X

I waITED and waited, and the days, as they elapsed, took
something from my consternation. A very few of them, in
fad, passng, in constant sight of my pupls, without a fresh
incident, sufficed to give to grievous fancies and even to
odious memories a kind of brush of the sponge. | have
spoken of the surrender to their extraordinary childish grace
as athing | could adively cultivate, and it may be imagined
if 1 negleded nov to address myself to this urce for
whatever it would yield. Stranger than | can express
certainly, was the dfort to struggle against my new lights; it
would douliless have been, havever, a greater tension still
had it not been so frequently successful. | used to wonder
how my little charges could help guessng that | thought
strange things abou them; and the drcumstance that these
things only made them more interesting was not by itself a
dired aid to keeping them in the dark. | trembled lest they
shoud see that they were so immensely more interesting.
Putting things at the worst, at all events, asin meditation | so
often dd, any cloudng of their innccence @muld only be—
blameless and foredoamed as they were—a reason the more
for taking risks. There were moments when, by an irresistible
impulse, | foundmyself caching them up and pressng them
to my heat. As osonas| had dore so | used to say to myself:
“What will they think of that? Doesn't it betray too much?’
It would have been easy to get into a sad, wild tangle &ou
how much | might betray; but the real accoun, | fed, of the
hous of peace that | could still enjoy was that the immediate
charm of my companions was a beguilement still effedive
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even uncer the shadow of the posshility that it was dudied.
For if it occurred to me that | might occasionally excite
suspicion by the little outbregks of my sharper passon for
them, so too | remember wondering if | mightn't see a
queaness in the tracedle incresse of ther own
demonstrations.

They were & this period extravagantly and
preternaturaly fond d me; which, after al, | could refled,
was no more than a graceful resporse in children perpetualy
bowed over and hugged. The homage of which they were so
lavish succealed, in truth, for my nerves, quite aswell asif |
never appeared to myself, as | may say, literaly to catch
them at a purposein it. They had never, | think, wanted to do
so many things for their poa protedress | mean—though
they got their lesns better and ketter, which was naturally
what would pleasse her most—in the way of diverting,
entertaining, surprising her; reading her passages, telling her
stories, ading her charades, pourting out at her, in dsguises,
as animas and hstoricd charaders, and abowe dl
astonishing her by the “pieces’ they had secretly got by heart
and could interminably redte. | shoud rever get to the
bottom—were | to let myself go even now—of the
prodigious private mmmentary, al under still more private
correction, with which, in these days, | overscored their full
hous. They had shown me from the first a fadlity for
everything, a general faaulty which, taking a fresh start,
achieved remarkable flights. They got their littl e tasks as if
they loved them, and induged, from the mere exuberance of
the gift, in the most unimpaosed little mirades of memory.
They not only popped out at me astigers and as Romans, but
as Shakespeareans, astronomers, and ravigators. Thiswas ©
singularly the case that it had presumably much to do with
the fact as to which, at the present day, | am at a lossfor a
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different explanation: | allude to my unretural compasure on
the subjed of another schod for Miles. What | remember is
that | was content nat, for the time, to open the question, and
that contentment must have sprung from the sense of his
perpetually striking show of cleverness He was too clever
for abad governess for a parson’s daughter, to spoil; andthe
strangest if nat the brightest thread in the pensive embroidery
| just spoke of was the impresson | might have got, if | had
dared to work it out, that he was under some influence
operating in his gmal intelledua life as a tremendows
incitement.

If it was easy to reflect, however, that such a boy could
postpore schod, it was at least as marked that for such a boy
to have been “kicked out” by a schod-master was a
mystificaion withou end. Let me ald that in their company
now—and | was careful almost never to be out of it—I could
follow no scent very far. We lived in a doud d music and
love and success and private thedricals. The musicd sense
in eah of the children was of the quickest, bu the dder in
espeda had a marvellous knadk of caching and repeding.
The schodroom piano broke into all gruesome fancies, and
when that fail ed there were mnfabulations in corners, with a
sequel of one of them going out in the highest spiritsin order
to “come in” as osmething new. | had had brothers myself,
and it was no revelation to me that little girls could be
davish iddaters of little boys. What surpassed everything
was that there was a littl e boy in the world who could have
for the inferior age, sex, and intelligence so fine a
consideration. They were extraordinarily at one, and to say
that they never either quarrelled or complained is to make
the note of praise marse for their quality of swedness
Sometimes, indead, when | dropped into coarseness |
perhaps came acosstraces of littl e understandings between
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them by which ore of them shoud keg me occupied while
the other dlipped away. There is a naif side, | suppacse, in all
diplomacy; but if my pupils pradised uponme, it was surely
with the minimum of grossess It was al in the other
quarter that, after alull, the grossessbroke out.

I find that | really hang back; but | must take my
plunge. In going on with the record of what was hideous at
Bly, | not only challenge the most liberal faith—for which |
little cae; bu—and this is another matter—I renew what |
myself suffered, | again push my way through it to the end.
There came suddenly an hou after which, as | look bad, the
affair seems to me to have been al pure suffering; but | have
at least reached the heart of it, and the straightest road ou is
doultlessto advance One evening—with nahing to lead up
or to prepare it—I felt the a@ld touch of the impresson that
had bregthed onme the night of my arrival and which, much
lighter then, as | have mentioned, | shoud probably have
made little of in memory had my subsequent sojourn been
lessagitated. | had na gore to bed; | sat reading by a cougde
of candes. There was a roomful of old bools a Bly—Iast-
century fiction, some of it, which, to the extent of adistinctly
deprecated renown, bu never to so much as that of a stray
spedmen, had reached the sequestered hane and appeded to
the unavowed curiosity of my youth. | remember that the
book! had in my handwas Fielding’'s Amelia; also that | was
wholly awake. | recdl further both a general conviction that
it was horribly late and a particular objection to looking at
my watch. | figure, finaly, that the white aurtain draping, in
the fashion d those days, the head of Floras little bed,
shrouded, as | had assured myself long before, the perfection
of childish rest. | recollect in short that, though | was deeply
interested in my author, | foundmyself, at the turn of a page
and with his gell all scatered, looking straight up from him
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and hard at the door of my room. There was a moment
during which 1 listened, reminded of the faint sense | had
had, the first night, of there being something undefineadly
adtir in the houwse, and nded the soft breah of the open
casement just move the haf-drawn bind. Then, with all the
marks of a deliberation that must have seemed magnificent
had there been anyone to admire it, | laidd down my book,
rose to my fed, and, taking a cande, went straight out of the
room and, from the passage, on which my light made little
impresson, naselesdy closed and locked the door.

| can say now neither what determined na what guided
me, bu | went straight along the lobby, hdding my cande
high, till 1 came within sight of the tall window that presided
over the grea turn of the staircase. At this point |
predpitately found myself aware of three things. They were
pradicdly smultaneous, yet they had flashes of successon.
My cande, uncer a bad flourish, went out, and | perceived,
by the uncovered window, that the yielding dusk of ealiest
morning rendered it unnecessary. Withou it, the next instant,
| saw that there was omeone on the stair. | speak of
sequences, but | required no lapse of seconds to stiffen
myself for a third encounter with Quint. The gparition had
readed the landing halfway up and was therefore on the spot
neaest the window, where & sight of me, it stopped short
and fixed me eadly as it had fixed me from the tower and
from the garden. He knew me as well as | knew him; and so,
in the oold, faint twili ght, with a glimmer in the high glass
and another on the pdish of the oak stair below, we facead
ead ather in o common intensity. He was absolutely, on
this occasion, a living, detestable, dangerous presence But
that was not the wonder of wonders; | reserve this distinction
for quite another circumstance the drcumstance that dread
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had urmistakably quitted me and that there was nothing in
me there that didn't med and measure him.

| had plenty of anguish after that extraordinary moment,
but |1 had, thank God, no terror. And he knew | had na—I
foundmyself at the end d an instant magnificently aware of
this. | felt, in afierce rigou of confidence, that if | stood my
ground a minute | shoud cease—for the time, at least—to
have him to redkon with; and duing the minute, accordingly,
the thing was as human and hdeous as a red interview:
hideous just because it was human, as human as to have met
alone, in the small hous, in a slegping house, some enemy,
some aventurer, some aiminal. It was the dead silence of
our long gaze & such close quarters that gave the whoe
horror, huge & it was, its only note of the unretural. If | had
met a murderer in such a place ad at such an hour, we still
at least would have spoken. Something would have passed,
in life, between us; if nothing had passed, ore of us would
have moved. The moment was © prolonged that it would
have taken bu little more to make me doult if even | werein
life. | can’t expresswhat followed it save by saying that the
silence itself—which was indeal in a manner an attestation
of my strength—became the dement into which | saw the
figure disappear; in which | definitely saw it turn as | might
have seen the low wretch to which it had once belonged turn
on receipt of an oder, and pass with my eyes on the
villainous badk that no hurch could have more disfigured,
straight down the staircase and into the darknessin which the
next bend was lost.



X

| REMAINED awhile & the top d the stair, but with the dfed
presently of understanding that when my visitor had gone, he
had gone: then | returned to my room. The foremost thing |
saw there by the light of the candle | had left burning was
that Flora's little bed was empty; and onthis | caught my
breah with all the terror that, five minutes before, | had been
able to resist. | dashed at the placein which | had left her
lying and owver which (for the small silk counterpane and the
sheds were disarranged) the white curtains had been
decevingly pulled forward; then my step, to my unuterable
relief, produced an answering sound | perceved an agitation
of the window-blind, and the dild, ducking down, emerged
rosily from the other side of it. She stoodthere in so much of
her candou and so little of her nightgown, with her pink
bare feet and the golden glow of her curls. She looked
intensely grave, and | had never had such a sense of losing
an advantage aquired (the thrill of which had just been so
prodigious) as on my consciousness that she addressed me
with a reproadh. “You raughty: where have you been?’—
instead o challenging her own irregularity | found myself
arraigned and explaining. She herself explained, for that
matter, with the loveliest, eagerest simplicity. She had
known suddenly, as dhe lay there, that | was out of the room,
and hed jumped up to see what had become of me. | had
dropped, with the joy of her reappearance, back into my
chair—feding then, and then ony, allittl e faint; and she had
pattered straight over to me, thrown herself upon my knee,
given herself to be held with the flame of the ande full in
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the wonderful littl e face that was 4gill flushed with sleep. |
remember closing my eyes an instant, yielding, conscioudly,
as before the excessof something beautiful that shore out of
the blue of her own. “You were looking for me out of the
windonv?’ | said. “You thought | might be walking in the
grounds?’

“Well, you knaw, | thought someone was’—she never
blanched as e smiled ou that at me.

Oh, how | looked a her now! “And dd you see
anyone?’

“Ah, nd” she returned, amost with the full privilege of
childish inconsequence, resentfully, though with a long
swednessin her littl e drawl of the negative.

At that moment, in the state of my nerves, | absolutely
believed she lied; and if | once more dosed my eyes it was
before the dazzle of the threeor four possble ways in which
I might take this up. One of these, for a moment, tempted me
with such singular intensity that, to withstand it, | must have
gripped my little girl with a spasm that, wonderfully, she
submitted to withou a cry or asign of fright. Why nat break
out at her on the spot and have it al over?—qgive it to her
straight in her lovely little lighted face? “You see you seg
you know that you b and that you arealy quite susped |
believe it; therefore, why not frankly confessit to me, so that
we may at least live with it together and learn perhaps, in the
strangeness of our fate, where we ae and what it means?”’
This licitation dopped, aas, as it came if | could
immediately have succumbed to it | might have spared
myself—well, you'll see what. Instead of succumbing |
sprang again to my feet, looked at her bed, and took a
helplessmiddie way. “Why did you pul the artain owver the
placeto make me think you were still there?”
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Floraluminouwsly considered; after which, with her littl e
divine smile: “Because | dorit like to frighten you!”

“But if | had, by your idea, gone out—?"

She asolutely dedined to be puzzled; she turned her
eyes to the flame of the cande & if the question were as
irrdlevant, or at any rate as impersonal, as Mrs. Marcet or
nine-times-nine. “Oh, but you knawv,” she quite adequately
answered, “that you might come bad, you cea, and that you
have” And after a little, when she had got into bed, | had,
for alongtime, by amost sitting on her to hold her hand, to
prove that | recognised the pertinence of my return.

You may imagine the genera complexion, from that
moment, of my nights. | repededly sat up till | didn't know
when; | seleded moments when my room-mate
unmistakeably slept, and, steding out, took naselessturnsin
the passage and even pushed as far asto where | had last met
Quint. But | never met him there again; and | may as well
say at oncethat | on no daher occasion saw him in the house.
| just missed, onthe staircase, onthe other hand, a diff erent
adventure. Looking down it from the top | once recognised
the presence of a woman seaed on ore of the lower steps
with her badk presented to me, her body half bowed and her
head, in an attitude of woe, in her hands. | had been there but
an instant, however, when she vanished withou looking
round at me. | knew, none the less exadly what dreadful
face she had to show; and | wondered whether, if instead of
being above | had been below, | shoud have had, for going
up, the same nerve | had lately shown Quint. Well, there
continued to be plenty of chance for nerve. On the deventh
night after my last encounter with that gentleman—they
were dl numbered now—I had an alarm that perilously
skirted it and that indeed, from the particular quality of its
unexpededness proved quite my sharpest shock. It was
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predsely the first night during this series that, weay with
watching, | had felt that | might again withou laxity lay
myself down at my old hou. | slept immediately and, as |
afterwards know, till about one o’clock; but when | woke it
was to sit straight up, as completely roused as if a hand hed
shookme. | had left alight burning, bu it was now out, and |
felt an instant certainty that Flora had extinguished it. This
brought me to my fed and straight, in the darkness to her
bed, which | found she had left. A glance a the window
enlightened me further, and the striking of a match
completed the picture.

The dild had again got up—this time blowing out the
taper, and had again, for some purpose of observation o
resporse, squeezed in behind the blind and was peeaing out
into the night. That she now saw—as $e had na, | had
satisfied myself, the previous time—was proved to me by the
fad that she was disturbed neither by my re-ill umination na
by the haste | made to get into dlippers and into a wrap.
Hidden, proteded, absorbed, she evidently rested on the
sill—the caement opened forward—and gave herself up.
There was a gred still moon to help her, and this fad had
counted in my quick decision. She was face to face with the
apparition we had met a the lake, and could now
communicae with it as she had na then been able to do.
What I, onmy side, had to care for was, withou disturbing
her, to read, from the crridor, some other window in the
same quarter. | got to the doa withou her heaiing me; | got
out of it, closed it and listened, from the other side, for some
soundfrom her. While | stoodin the passage | had my eyes
on her brother’ s doar, which was but ten steps off and which,
indescribably, produced in me a renewal of the strange
impulse that | lately spoke of as my temptation. What if |
shoud go straight in and march to his window?—what if, by
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risking to his boyish bewilderment a revelation d my
motive, | shoud throw acrossthe rest of the mystery the long
halter of my boldness?

This thowght held me sufficiently to make me aossto
his threshold and pause ajain. | preternaturaly listened; |
figured to myself what might portentously be; | wondered if
his bed were dso empty and he too were secretly at watch. It
was a deep, soundess minute, a the ead o which my
impulse failed. He was quiet; he might be innacent; the risk
was hideous; | turned away. There was a figure in the
grounds—a figure prowling for a sight, the visitor with
whom Flora was engaged; but it was not the visitor most
concerned with my boy. | hesitated afresh, but on aher
grounds and orly afew seamnds; then | had made my choice.
There were empty rooms at Bly, and it was only a question
of choasing the right one. The right one suddenly presented
itself to me & the lower one—though high abowe the
gardens—in the solid corner of the house that | have spoken
of as the old tower. This was a large, square damber,
arranged with some state & a bedroom, the extravagant size
of which made it so inconvenient that it had not for years,
though kept by Mrs. Grose in exemplary order, been
occupied. | had often admired it and | knew my way abou in
it; | had ony, after just faltering at the first chill gloom of its
disuse, to passaaossit and unbdt as quietly as | could ore
of the shutters. Achieving this transit, | uncovered the glass
withou a soundand, applying my face to the pane, was able,
the darknesswithou being much lessthan within, to seethat
| commanded the right diredion. Then | saw something
more. The moon made the night extraordinarily penetrable
and showed me on the lawn a person, dminished by
distance, who stood there motionless and as if fascinated,
looking up to where | had appeared— ooking, that is, na so
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much straight at me & at something that was apparently
above me. There was clealy another person above me—
there was a person on the tower; but the presence on the
lawn was naot in the least what | had conceved and had
confidently hurried to med. The presence on the lawn—I felt
sick as | made it out—was poar littl e Mil es himself.



Xl

IT was nat till | ate next day that | spoke to Mrs. Grose; the
rigour with which | kept my pupls in sight making it often
difficult to med her privately, and the more & we eab felt
the importance of not provoking—on the part of the servants
quite a much as on that of the dildren—any suspicion d a
seaet flurry or of a discusson d mysteries. | drew a grea
seaurity in this particular from her mere smooth asped.
There was nathing in her fresh faceto passon to athers my
horrible mnfidences. She believed me, | was sire
absolutely: if she hadn't | don't know what would have
become of me, for | couldn't have borne the businessaone.
But she was a magnificent monument to the blessng of a
want of imagination, and if she could seein our littl e charges
nothing but their beauty and amiabili ty, their happiness and
cleverness she had no dred communication with the
sources of my troulde. If they had been at all visibly blighted
or battered, she would doultless have grown, on tradng it
badk, haggard enough to match them; as matters dood,
however, | could fed her, when she surveyed them, with her
large white ams folded and the habit of serenity in all her
look, thank the Lord’s mercy that if they were ruined the
pieces would still serve. Flights of fancy gave place in her
mind, to a stealy fireside glow, and | had already begun to
perceive how, with the development of the conviction that—
as time went on withou a pulic accident—our yourg things
could, after al, look ou for themselves, she addressed her
greaest solicitude to the sad case presented by their
instructress That, for myself, was a sound simplification: |
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could engage that, to the world, my face shoud tell no tales,
but it would have been, in the condtions, an immense alded
strain to find myself anxious abou hers.

At the hou | now speak of she had joined me, under
presaure, onthe terrace, where, with the lapse of the season,
the dternoon sun was now agreedle; and we sat there
together while, before us, at a distance, but within cdl if we
wished, the dildren strolled to and fro in one of their most
manageable moods. They moved slowly, in unson, below
us, over the lawn, the boy, as they went, reading aloud from
a storybook and passng his arm round hs sster to keep her
quite in touch. Mrs. Grose watched them with pasitive
pladdity; then | caught the suppressed intell edual creak with
which she cnscientiously turned to take from me aview of
the bad of the tapestry. | had made her a receptacle of lurid
things, bu there was an oddrecognition d my superiority—
my accomplishments and my function—in her patience
under my pain. She offered her mind to my disclosures as,
had | wished to mix a witch’s broth and proposed it with
asaurance, she would have held ou a large clean saucepan.
This had become thoroughly her attitude by the time that, in
my recital of the events of the night, | reached the paint of
what Miles had said to me when, after seeing him, at such a
monstrous hour, almost on the very spat where he happened
now to be, 1 had gone down to bring him in; choasing then,
at the window, with a oncentrated need o not alarming the
house, rather that method than a signal more resonant. | had
left her meanwhile in little doult of my small hope of
representing with success even to her adua sympathy my
sense of the real splendou of the little inspiration with
which, after | had got him into the house, the boy met my
final articulate dalenge. As on as | appeaed in the
mooright on the terrace, he had come to me & draight as
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possble; on which | had taken his hand withou a word and
led him, through the dark spaces, up the staircase where
Quint had so hungily hovered for him, along the lobby
where | had listened and trembled, and so to his forsaken
room.

Not a sound, onthe way, had passd between us, and |
had wondered—oh, how | had wondered!—if he were
groping abou in his little mind for something plausible and
not too grotesque. It would tax his invention, certainly, and |
felt, thistime, over his real embarrassment, a arious thrill of
triumph. It was a sharp trap for the inscrutable! He muldn’t
play any longer at innocence so how the deuce would he get
out of it? There bed in me indeead, with the passionate throb
of this question, an equal dumb apped as to haw the deucell
shoud. | was confronted at last, as never yet, with all the risk
attached even nowv to soundng my own harid nde. |
remember in fad that as we pushed into his little dhamber,
where the bed had not been dept in at all and the window,
uncovered to the moorlight, made the place so clea that
there was no neal of striking a match—I remember how |
suddenly dropped, sank uponthe edge of the bed from the
force of the ideathat he must know how he redlly, as they
say, “had” me. He wuld do what he liked, with al his
clevernessto help him, so long as | shoud continue to defer
to the old tradition d the aiminality of those cretakers of
the young who minister to superstitions and feas. He “had”
me indeal, and in a deft stick; for who would ever absolve
me, who would consent that | shodd go unhum, if, by the
faintest tremor of an owerture, | were the first to introduce
into ou perfed intercourse an element so dre? No, na it
was uselessto attempt to conwey to Mrs. Grose, just asiit is
scacely less ® to attempt to suggest here, how, in ou short,
stiff brush in the dark, he fairly shodk me with admiration. |
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was of course thoroughly kind and merciful; never, never yet
had | placed on hs little shouders hands of such tenderness
as thase with which, while | rested against the bed, | held
him there well under fire. | had nodternative but, in form at
least, to put it to him.

“Y oumust tell me now—and al the truth. What did you
go ou for? What were you dang there?”’

| can still see his wonderful smile, the whites of his
beautiful eyes, and the uncovering of his littl e teeth shine to
mein the dusk. “If | tell you why, will you undrstand?” My
heat, a this, legoed into my mouth. Would he tell me why? |
found nosound onmy lips to pressit, and | was aware of
replying only with avague, repeaed, grimacing nod. He was
gentleness itself, and while | wagged my head a him he
stood there more than ever a little fairy prince. It was his
brightness indead that gave me arespite. Would it be so
gred if he were really going to tell me? “Waell,” he said at
last, “just exadly in order that you shoud dothis.”

“Do what?”’

“Think me—for a dhange—bad” | shall never forget
the sweetness and gaiety with which he brought out the
word, na how, ontop o it, he bent forward and kissed me.
It was pradicdly the end of everything. | met his kissand |
had to make, while | folded hm for a minute in my arms, the
most stupendous effort not to cry. He had given exadly the
acourt of himself that permitted least of my going behindiit,
and it was only with the dfect of confirming my aaceptance
of it that, as | presently glanced abou the room, | could
Say_

“Then you ddn't undress at all 7’
He fairly glittered in the gloom. “Not at al. | sat up and
read.”

“Andwhen dd you go down?’
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“At midnight. When I’'m bad | am bad!”

“l see | see—it’s charming. But how could you be sure
| would know it?”

“Oh, | arranged that with Flora.” His answers rang out
with arealiness! “She was to get up and look ou.”

“Which is what she did do” It was | who fell into the
trap!

“So she disturbed you, and, to seewhat she was looking
at, you also looked—you saw.”

“While you,” | concurred, “caught your deah in the
night air!”

He literaly bloomed so from this exploit that he could
afford radiantly to asent. “How otherwise shoud | have
been bad enough?’ he asked. Then, after another embrace,
the incident and ou interview closed on my recognition o
al the reserves of goodnessthat, for his joke, he had been
able to draw upon.



X1

THE particular impresson | had receved proved in the
morning light, | repeat, na quite succesfully presentable to
Mrs. Grose, though | reinforced it with the mention d still
another remark that he had made before we separated. “ It all
lies in half-a-dozen words,” | said to her, “words that really
settle the matter. ‘' Think, you know, what | might do’ He
threw that off to show me how good he is. He knows down
to the groundwhat he ‘might’ do. That’s what he gave them
ataste of at schod.”

“Lord, you dochange!” cried my friend.

“l don't change—I simply make it out. The four,
depend uponit, perpetualy med. If on ether of these last
nights you hed been with either child, you would clealy
have understood. The more I've watched and waited the
more |’ ve felt that if there were nothing else to make it sure
it would be made so by the systematic silence of each. Never,
by a dip o the tongue, have they so much as aluded to
either of their old friends, any more than Mil es has all uded to
his expulsion. Oh, yes, we may sit here and look at them, and
they may show off to us there to their fill; but even while
they pretend to be lost in their fairy-tale they're stegoed in
their vision d the dead restored. He's not reading to her,” |
dedared; “they’re talking of them—they’re talking horrors! |
go on | know, as if | were crazy; and it’s awonder I’'m nat.
What I've seen would have made you so; but it has only
made me more lucid, made me get hald o still other things.”

My lucidity must have seaned awful, bu the dharming
credures who were victims of it, passng and repassng in
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their interlocked swedness gave my coll eague something to
haod onby; and | felt how tight she held as, without stirring
in the breah of my passion, she mvered them still with her
eyes. “Of what other things have you got had?”’

“Why, of the very things that have delighted, fascinated,
and yet, at bottom, as | now so strangely see mystified and
troubded me. Their more than eathly beauty, their absolutely
unretural goodress It's a game,” | went on; “it’s a padlicy
and afraud!”

“On the part of littl e darlings—?”

“As yet mere lovely babies? Yes, mad as that seems!”
The very ad of bringing it out redly helped me to traceit—
follow it al up and gdece it al together. “They haven't been
good—they’ve only been absent. It has been easy to live
with them, because they're simply leading a life of their
own. They're not mine—they’'re nat ours. They're his and
they’re hers!”

“Quint’s and that woman’s?’

“Quint’s and that woman’s. They want to get to them.”

Oh, how, a this, poa Mrs. Grose gpeared to study
them! “But for what?”

“For the love of al the evil that, in thase dreadful days,
the pair put into them. Andto py them with that evil still, to
keg upthe work of demons, is what brings the others bad.”

“Laws!” sad my friend undx her breah. The
exclamation was homely, bu it reveded ared acceptance of
my further proof of what, in the bad time—for there had
been a worse even than thisl—must have occurred. There
coud have been no such justification for me as the plain
asent of her experience to whatever depth of depravity |
foundcredible in ou braceof scoundels. It was in obvious
submisson d memory that she brought out after a moment:
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“They were rascals! But what can they now do?’ she
pursued.

“Do?" | edhoed so loud that Miles and Flora, as they
passed at their distance, paused an instant in their walk and
looked at us. “Don't they do enough?’ | demanded in a
lower tone, while the dildren, having smiled and noded
and kised hands to us, resumed their exhibition. We were
held by it a minute; then | answered: “They can destroy
them!” At this my companion dd turn, bu the inquiry she
launched was a silent one, the dfect of which was to make
me more eplicit. “They dor't know, as yet, qute how—but
they’re trying hard. They're seen only aaoss as it were, and
beyond—in strange places and on hgh paces, the top o
towers, the roof of houses, the outside of windows, the
further edge of pods; but there's a deg design, on either
side, to shorten the distance and owercome the obstade; and
the success of the tempters is only a question o time.
They’ve only to keep to their suggestions of danger.”

“For the dildren to come?”

“And perish in the atempt!” Mrs. Grose slowly got up,
and | scrupdously added: “Unless of course, we can
prevent!”

Standing there before me while | kept my seat, she
visibly turned things over. “Their uncle must do the
preventing. He must take them away.”

“And who sto make him?’

She had been scanning the distance bu she now
dropped onme afodlish face “You, Miss”

“By writing to him that his house is poisoned and hs
littl e nephew and nece mad?’

“But if they are, Miss?’
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“Andif I am mysdf, you mean? That's charming news
to be sent him by a governesswhose prime undertaking was
to give him noworry.”

Mrs. Grose considered, following the dildren again.
“Yes, hedo hate worry. That was the grea reason—"

“Why those fiends took hm in so long? No douhl,
though his indifference must have been awful. As I’'m nat a
fiend, a any rate, | shoudn't take him in.”

My companion, after an instant and for all answer, sat
down again and gasped my arm. “Make him at any rate
come to you.”

| stared. “To me?” | had a sudden fear of what she
might do.“ ‘Him’?”

“He ought to be here—he ought to help.”

| quickly rose, and | think I must have shown her a
queeer face than ever yet. “You see me aking him for a
visit?” No, with her eyes on my face she evidently couldn’t.
Instead of it even—as a woman reads another—she could see
what | myself saw: his derision, hs amusement, his contempt
for the break-down of my resignation at being left alone and
for the fine machinery | had set in motion to attrad his
attention to my dlighted charms. She didn't know—no ore
knew—how proud| had been to serve him and to stick to our
terms; yet she nore the lesstook the measure, | think, o the
warning | now gave her. “If you shoud so lose your heal as
to apped to hm for me—"

She wasreally frightened. “ Y es, Miss?’

“l would leave, onthe spot, bah him and you.”



XII

IT was al very well to join them, bu spe&king to them
proved qute & much as ever an effort beyond my strength—
offered, in close quarters, difficulties as insurmourtable &
before. This stuation continued a month, and with new
aggravations and particular notes, the note dove dl, sharper
and sharper, of the small ironic consciousnesson the part of
my pugls. It was nat, | am as sure today as | was aure then,
my mere infernal imagination: it was absolutely traceeble
that they were aware of my predicament and that this drange
relation made, in a manner, for along time, the air in which
we moved. | don’'t mean that they had their tongues in their
cheeks or did anything vulgar, for that was not one of their
dangers: | domean, an the other hand, that the element of the
unnamed and urtouched becane, between us, greder than
any other, and that so much avoidance ould na have been
so succesdully effected withou a grea deal of tadt
arrangement. It was as if, a moments, we were perpetually
coming into sight of subjeds before which we must stop
short, turning suddenly out of alleys that we perceived to be
blind, closing with a littl e bang that made us look at each
other—for, like dl bangs, it was smething louder than we
had intended—the doors we had indiscredly opened. All
roads lead to Rome, and there were times when it might have
struck us that amost every branch o study or subjed of
conversation skirted forbidden ground. Forbidden grourd
was the question d the return of the dead in general and o
whatever, in especial, might survive, in memory, of the
friends littl e children had lost. There were days when | could
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have sworn that one of them had, with a small invisible
nudge, said to the other: “She thinks she'll do it this time—
but she won't!” To “do it” would have been to induge for
instance—and for oncein away—in some dired reference to
the lady who hed prepared them for my discipline. They had
a delightful endlessappetite for passages in my own history,
to which | had again and again treaed them; they were in
possesson d everything that had ever happened to me, had
had, with every circumstance the story of my smallest
adventures and d thase of my brothers and sisters and o the
ca and the dog at home, as well as many particulars of the
ecentric nature of my father, of the furniture and
arrangement of our house, and d the conversation o the old
women of our vill age. There were things enough, taking one
with anather, to chatter abou, if one went very fast and krew
by instinct when to go round. They pulled with an art of their
own the strings of my invention and my memory; and
nothing else perhaps, when | thought of such occasions
afterwards, gave me so the suspicion d being watched from
under cover. It was in any case over my life, my past, and my
friends adone that we wuld take aything like our esse—a
state of affairs that led them sometimes without the least
pertinence to kre&k out into sociable reminders. | was
invited—with no vsible cnredion—to repeat afresh Goody
Godling's cdebrated mot or to confirm the details already
suppied asto the devernessof the vicarage pony.

It was partly at such junctures as these and partly at
quite different ones that, with the turn my matters had now
taken, my predicament, as | have caled it, grew most
sensible. The fad that the days passed for me withou
another encounter ought, it would have gpeaed, to have
dore something toward soothing my nerves. Since the light
brush, that second nght on the upper landing, of the
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presence of a woman at the foot of the stair, | had seen
nothing, whether in or out of the house, that one had better
not have seen. There was many a rner round which |
expeded to come uponQuint, and many a situation that, in a
merely sinister way, would have favoured the gppeaance of
MissJes=l. The summer had turned, the summer had gone;
the autumn had dropped upon Bly and hed bown ou half
our lights. The place, with its grey sky and withered
garlands, its bared spaces and scatered dead leaves, was like
a thedre dter the performance—all strewn with crumpled
playbill s. There were exadly states of the air, conditions of
soundand d still ness urspedkable impressons of the kind
of ministering moment, that brought badk to me, long
enouwgh to catch it, the feding d the medium in which, that
June erening ou-of-doors, | had had my first sight of Quint,
and in which, too, at those other instants, | had, after seeng
him through the window, looked for him in vain in the drcle
of shrubbery. | remgnised the signs, the portents—I
recognised the moment, the spot. But they remained
unaceompanied and empty, and | continued urmolested; if
unmolested ore could cdl a young woman whose sensibili ty
had, in the most extraordinary fashion, nd dedined bu
degoened. | had said in my tak with Mrs. Grose on that
horrid scene of Flord's by the lake—and had perplexed her
by so saying—that it would from that moment distress me
much more to lose my power than to keep it. | had then
expressed what was vividly in my mind: the truth that,
whether the dildren redly saw or not—since, that is, it was
not yet definitely proved—I gredly preferred, as a safeguard,
the fulness of my own exposure. | was realy to know the
very worst that was to be known. What | had then had an
ugly glimpse of was that my eyes might be sealed just while
theirs were most opened. Well, my eyes were seded, it
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appeaed, at present—a @mnsummation for which it seemed
blasphemous nat to thank God. There was, alas, a difficulty
abou that: | would have thanked him with all my soul had |
not had in a propationate measure this conviction d the
seaet of my pupls.

How can | retrace today the strange steps of my
obsesson? There were times of our being together when |
would have been ready to swear that, literaly, in my
presence, but with my dired sense of it closed, they had
visitors who were known and were welcome. Then it was
that, had | not been deterred by the very chance that such an
injury might prove greaer than the injury to be averted, my
exultation would have broken ou. “They’'re here, they're
here, you littl e wretches,” | would have aied, “and you can’t
deny it now!” The littl e wretches denied it with all the alded
volume of their sociability and their tenderness in just the
crystal depths of which—like the flash o a fish in a
strean—the mockery of their advantage peeped up. The
shock, in truth, had sunkinto me still degper than | knew on
the night when, looking out to see @her Quint or MissJessl
under the stars, | had beheld the boy over whose rest |
watched and who had immediately brought in with hm—
had straightway, there, turned it on me—the lovely upward
look with which, from the battlements above me, the hideous
apparition d Quint had played. If it was a question d a
scae, my discovery on this occasion had scared me more
than any other, and it was in the ndtion of nerves
produwced by it that | made my adua induwctions. They
harassed me so that sometimes, at odd moments, | shut
myself up audibly to rehease—it was at once afantastic
relief and a renewed despair—the manner in which | might
come to the point. | approached it from one side and the
other while, in my room, | flung myself abou, but | always
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broke down in the monstrous utterance of names. As they
died away on my lips, | said to myself that |1 should indeal
help them to represent something infamous if, by
pronourting them, | shoud violate & rare alittle cae of
instinctive delicecy as any schodroom, probably, had ever
known. When | said to myself: “They have the manners to be
silent, and you, trusted as you are, the basenessto spe&k!” |
felt myself crimson and | covered my face with my hands.
After these secret scenes | chattered more than ever, going
on vdubly enough ’til one of our prodigious, papable
hushes occurred—I can cdl them nothing else—the strange,
dizzy lift or swim (I try for terms!) into a still ness a pause of
al life, that had nothing to do with the more or less noise
that at the moment we might be engaged in making and that |
could hear through any deepened exhilaration a quickened
redtation a louder strum of the piano. Then it was that the
others, the outsiders, were there. Though they were not
angels, they “passd,” as the French say, causing me, while
they stayed, to tremble with the fea of their addressng to
their younger victims me yet more inferna message or
more vivid image than they had thought good enough for
myself.

What it was most impaossble to get rid of was the auel
ideathat, whatever |1 had seen, Miles and Flora saw more—
things terrible and unguessable and that sprang from dreadful
passages of intercourse in the past. Such things naturally left
on the surface, for the time, a dill which we vociferously
denied that we felt; and we had, all three, with repetition, got
into such splendid training that we went, each time, aimost
automaticdly, to mark the dose of the incident, through the
very same movements. It was griking of the dildren, at all
events, to kiss me inveterately with a kind of wild
irrelevance and rever to fal—one or the other—of the
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predous question that had helped us through many a peril .
“When doyouthink he will come? Don't you think we ought
to write?’—there was nothing like that inquiry, we foundby
experience, for carrying off an awkwardness “He” of course
was their uncle in Harley Stred; and we lived in much
profusion d theory that he might at any moment arrive to
mingle in ou circle. It was impaossble to have given less
encouragement than he had dore to such adoctrine, but if we
had na had the doctrine to fall back upan we shoud have
deprived each ather of some of our finest exhibitions. He
never wrote to them—that may have been selfish, but it was
apart of the flattery of histrust of me; for the way in which a
man pays his highest tribute to a woman is apt to be but by
the more festal cdebration d one of the sacred laws of his
comfort; and | held that | carried out the spirit of the pledge
given na to apped to hm when | let my charges understand
that their own letters were but charming literary exercises.
They were too keautiful to be posted; | kept them myself; |
have them all to this hour. Thiswas arule indeed which only
added to the satiric dfed of my being plied with the
suppasition that he might at any moment be among us. It was
exadly as if my charges knew how amost more avkward
than anything else that might be for me. There gopeasto me,
moreover, as | look badk, no note in al this more
extraordinary than the mere fact that, in spite of my tension
and d their triumph, I never lost patience with them.
Adorable they must in truth have been, | now refled, that |
didn't in these days hate them! Would exasperation,
however, if relief had longer been pastpored, finally have
betrayed me? It littl e matters, for relief arrived. | call it relief,
though it was only the relief that a snap brings to a strain o
the burst of athunderstorm to a day of suffocation. It was at
least change, and it came with arush.
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WALKING to church a certain Sunday morning, | had little
Miles at my side and his sister, in advance of us and at Mrs.
Grose's, well in sight. It was a aisp, clea day, thefirst of its
order for some time; the night had brought a touch of frost,
and the autumn air, bright and sharp, made the church-bells
amost gay. It was an odd acadent of thought that | shoud
have happened at such a moment to be particularly and very
gratefully struck with the obedience of my little darges.
Why did they never resent my inexorable, my perpetual
society? Something a other had brought nearer home to me
that | had all but pinned the boy to my shawl and that, in the
way our companions were marshalled before me, | might
have gpeared to provide against some danger of rebellion. |
was like a gaoler with an eye to possble surprises and
escgpes. But al this belonged—I mean their magnificent
littl e surrender—just to the spedal array of the fads that
were most abysmal. Turned ou for Sunday by his uncle's
tallor, who had had a free hand and a notion d pretty
waistcoats and d his grand little ar, Miles's whale title to
independence, the rights of his ®x and situation, were so
stamped upon m that if he had suddenly struck for freedom
| shoud have had nahing to say. | was by the strangest of
chances wondering how | shodd med him when the
revolution ummistakeably occurred. | cdl it a revolution
because | now see how, with the word he spoke, the aurtain
rose on the last act of my dreadful drama, and the
caastrophe was predpitated. “Look here, my dea, you
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know,” he charmingly said, “when in the world, please, am |
going back to schod?’

Transcribed here the speet sounds harmless enowgh,
particularly as uttered in the swed, high, casual pipe with
which, at al interlocutors, bu abowve al at his eterna
governess he threw off intonations as if he were tossng
roses. There was omething in them that always made one
“catch,” and | caught, at any rate, nowv so effedually that |
stopped as dhort as if one of the trees of the park had fallen
aaoss the road. There was omething new, on the spat,
between us, and he was perfectly aware that | recognised it,
though, to enable me to doso, he had no need to look a whit
lesscandid and charming than usual. | could fed in him how
he drealy, from my a first finding nothing to reply,
perceved the alvantage he had gained. | was s slow to find
anything that he had plenty of time, after a minute, to
continue with his suggestive but inconclusive smile: “You
know, my dear, that for a fellow to be with a lady always—
I” His “my dea” was constantly on hs lips for me, and
nothing could have expressed more the exad shade of the
sentiment with which | desired to inspire my pupil s than its
fondfamiliarity. It was so respedfully easy.

But, oh, hav | felt that at present | must pick my own
phrases! | remember that, to gain time, | tried to laugh, and |
seamed to seein the beautiful face with which he watched
me how ugly and queer | looked. “ And aways with the same
lady?’ | returned.

He neither blenched nor winked. The whale thing was
virtually out between us. “Ah, o course, she's a jally,
‘perfed’ lady; but, after all, I'm a fellow, dorit you see?
that’ s—well, getting on.”

| lingered there with him an instant ever so kindly.
“Yes, you're getting on.” Oh, bu | felt helplesd
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I have kept to this day the heartbreaking littl e idea of
how he seemed to knaw that and to play with it. “And you
can't say I’ ve nat been awfully good, can you?’

| laid my hand on hs shouder, for, though | felt how
much better it would have been to walk on, | was not yet
quite ale. “No, | can’'t say that, Miles.”

“Except just that one night, you knav—!"

“That one night?’ | couldn’t look as graight as he.

“Why, when | went down—went out of the house.”

“Oh, yes. But | forget what you dd it for.”

“You forget?”—he spoke with the swed extravagance
of childish reproach. “Why, it wasto show you | could!”

“Oh, yes, you could.”

“And| can again.”

| felt that | might, perhaps, after all succeeal in keegping
my wits abou me. “Certainly. But youwon't.”

“No, nd that again. It was nothing.”

“It was nothing,” | said. “But we must go on”

He resumed ou walk with me, passng his hand into my
arm. “Then when am | going back?’

| wore, in turning it over, my most resporsible ar.
“Were you \ery happy at schod?”’

He just considered. “Oh, I'm happy enough anywhere!”

“Well, then,” | quavered, “if youre just as happy
here—!”

“Ah, bu that isn't everything! Of course you know a
lot—"

“But you hint that you know amost as much?’ | risked
as he paused.

“Not half | want to!” Miles horestly professed. “But it
isn’t so much that.”

“What isit, then?”

“Well—I want to seemore life.”
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“l see | see” We had arrived within sight of the dhurch
and d various persons, including several of the household of
Bly, ontheir way to it and clustered abou the door to seeus
go in. | quickened ou step; | wanted to get there before the
question ketween us opened up much further; | reflected
hurgrily that, for more than an haur, he would have to be
silent; and | thought with envy of the comparative dusk of
the pew and of the dmost spiritual help o the hassock on
which 1 might bend my knees. | seemed literally to be
runnng aracewith some confusion to which he was abou to
reduce me, but | felt that he had got in first when, before we
had even entered the churchyard, he threw out—

“I want my own sort!”

It literally made me bound forward. “There ae nat
many of your own sort, Miles!” | laughed. “Unless perhaps
dea little Floral”

“Youredly compare me to ababy girl?’

This found me singularly weé&. “Don’t you, then, love
our swed Fora?’

“If 1 didn't—and you, too; if | didn't—!" he repeated as
if retreaing for ajump, yet leaving his thought so urfinished
that, after we had come into the gate, another stop, which he
impased on me by the presaure of his arm, had become
inevitable. Mrs. Grose and Flora had passed into the church,
the other worshippers had followed, and we were, for the
minute, adone among the old, thick graves. We had paused,
onthe path from the gate, by alow, oldong, table-like tomb.

“Yes. If you ddn't—7?"

He looked, while | waited, abou at the graves. “Waell,
you knov what!” But he didn't move, and he presently
produced something that made me drop straight down onthe
stone slab, as if suddenly to rest. “Does my uncle think what
you think?”
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| markedly rested. “How do you knav what | think?’

“Ah, well, of course | don't; for it strikes me you rever
tell me. But | mean does he know?”’

“Know what, Miles?’

“Why, the way I’'m going on.”

| percaved quickly enough that | could make, to this
inqury, no answer that would nd involve something of a
saaifice of my employer. Yet it appeaed to me that we were
al, a Bly, sufficiently saaificed to make that venial. “I
don't think your uncle much cares.”

Miles, on this, stood looking a me. “Then dan't you
think he can be madeto?’

“In what way?”’

“Why, by his coming down.”

“But who'll get him to come down?’

“1 will!'” the boy said with extraordinary brightnessand
emphasis. He gave me another look charged with that
expresson and then marched doff alone into church.



XV

THE business was pradicdly settled from the moment |
never followed him. It was a pitiful surrender to agitation,
but my being aware of this had somehow no power to restore
me. | only sat there on my tomb and read into what my littl e
friend hed said to me the fulnessof its meaning; by thetime
had grasped the whole of which | had also embracel, for
absence, the pretext that | was ashamed to offer my pupls
and the rest of the congregation such an example of delay.
What | said to myself abowve dl was that Miles had got
something out of me and that the proof of it, for him, would
be just this awkward collapse. He had got out of me that
there was omething | was much afraid of and that he shoud
probably be able to make use of my fear to gain, for his own
purpose, more freedom. My fear was of having to ded with
the intolerable question d the grounds of his dismissal from
schod, for that was redly but the question d the horrors
gathered behind. That his uncle shoud arrive to trea with
me of these things was a solution that, strictly spe&king, |
ought now to have desired to bring on; but | could so little
face the ugliness and the pain o it that | smply
procrastinated and lived from hand to mouth. The boy, to my
deg dscomposure, was immensely in the right, was in a
pasition to say to me: “Either you clear up with my guardian
the mystery of this interruption d my studies, or you cease
to exped me to lead with you alife that’s  unretural for a
boy.” What was © umatura for the particular boy | was
concened with was this sudden revelation d a
consciousnessand a plan.
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That was what redly overcame me, what prevented my
going in. | walked round the durch, hesitating, hovering; |
reflected that | had already, with him, hut myself beyond
repair. Therefore | could patch up ndhing, and it was too
extreme an effort to squeeze beside him into the pew: he
would be so much more sure than ever to passhis arm into
mine and make me sit there for an hou in close, silent
contad with his commentary on aur talk. For the first minute
since his arrival | wanted to get away from him. As | paused
beneah the high east window and listened to the sounds of
worship, | was taken with an impulse that might master me, |
felt, completely shoud | give it the least encouragement. |
might easily put an end to my predicament by getting away
atogether. Here was my chance there was no ore to stop
me; | could give the whoe thing up—turn my badk and
retreat. It was only a question d hurrying again, for a few
preparations, to the house which the dtendance at church of
so many of the servants would pradicdly have left
uncccupied. No one, in short, could blame meif | shoud just
drive desperately off. What was it to get away if | got away
only till dinner? That would be in a wugde of hous, at the
end d which—I had the aate previson—my little pupls
would play at innacent wonder about my nonappeaancein
their train.

“What did you do,you naughty, bad thing? Why in the
world, to worry us —and take our thoughts off too, dornt
you knowv?—did you cesert us at the very doa?’ | couldn’t
med such questions nor, as they asked them, their false littl e
lovely eyes; yet it was al so exadly what | should have to
med that, as the prosped grew sharp to me, | at last let
myself go.

| got, so far as the immediate moment was concerned,
away; | came straight out of the churchyard and, thinking
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hard, retraced my steps through the park. It seemed to me
that by the time | readched the house | had made up my mind
I would fly. The Sunday still nessbaoth of the gproadces and
of the interior, in which | met no ore, fairly excited me with
a sense of oppatunity. Were | to get off quickly, this way, |
shodd get off without a scene, withou a word. My
guickness would have to be remarkable, however, and the
guestion d a wnveyance was the great one to settle.
Tormented, in the hal, with dfficulties and olstades, |
remember sinking down at the foot of the staircase—
suddenly coll apsing there on the lowest step and then, with a
revulsion, recalling that it was exadly where more than a
month before, in the darkness of night and just so baved
with evil things, | had seen the spectre of the most horrible of
women. At this | was able to straighten myself; | went the
rest of the way up; | made, in my bewilderment, for the
schodroom, where there were objeds belonging to me that |
shoud have to take. But | opened the doar to find again, in a
flash, my eyes unseded. In the presence of what | saw |
reded straight badk upan my resistance

Seaed at my own table in clea noondyy light | saw a
person whom, withou my previous experience, | shoud
have taken at the first blush for some housemaid who might
have stayed at home to look after the place ad who, availing
herself of rare relief from observation and d the schodroom
table and my pens, ink, and paper, had applied herself to the
considerable dfort of aletter to her sweetheat. There was an
effort in the way that, while her arms rested onthe table, her
hands with evident weariness sippated her head; but at the
moment | took this in | had arealy becme aware that, in
spite of my entrance, her attitude strangely persisted. Then it
was—with the very act of its annourting itself—that her
identity flared up in a dhange of posture. She rose, na as if
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she had head me, bu with an indescribable grand
melanchaly of indifference and detachment, and, within a
dozen fed of me, stood there & my vile predecessor.
Dishonoued and tragic, she was all before me; but even as |
fixed and, for memory, seaured it, the avful image passd
away. Dark as midnight in her blak dress her haggard
beauty and her unuterable woe, she had looked at me long
enough to appear to say that her right to sit at my table was
as good as mine to sit at hers. While these instants lasted,
indeed, | had the extraordinary chill of feding that it was |
who was the intruder. It was as awild protest against it that,
adualy addressng her—“You terrible, miserable
woman!”—I head myself bre&k into a sound that, by the
open doa, rang through the long passage and the empty
house. She looked at me & if she head me, bu | had
reavered myself and cleaed the ar. There was nothing in
the room the next minute but the sunshine and a sense that |
must stay.



XVI

| HAD so perfedly expeded that the return of my pupls
would be marked by a demonstration that | was freshly upset
at having to take into accourt that they were dumb abou my
absence Instead of gaily denourting and caressng me, they
made no alusion to my having failed them, and | was left,
for the time, onperceiving that she too said nahing, to study
Mrs. Grose's oddface | did thisto such pupose that | made
sure they had in some way bribed her to silence; a silence
that, however, | would engage to break down on the first
private oppatunity. This oppatunity came before tea: |
seaured five minutes with her in the housekeeper’s room,
where, in the twilight, amid a smell of lately-baked bread,
but with the place # swept and garnished, | found her sitting
in pained pladdity before the fire. So | see her still, so | see
her best: fadng the flame from her straight chair in the
dusky, shining room, a large dean image of the “put
away”’—of drawers closed and locked and rest withou a
remedy.

“Oh, yes, they asked me to say nathing; and to pease
them—so long as they were there—of course | promised.
But what had happened to you?”

“1 only went with you for the walk,” | said. “1 had then
to come badk to meet afriend.”

She showed her surprise. “A friend—you?’

“Oh, yes, | have a ouple!” | laughed. “But did the
children give you areason?’

“For naot aluding to your leaving us? Yes, they said you
would likeit better. Do youlike it better?”
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My face had made her rueful. “No, | like it worse!” But
after an instant | added: “Did they say why | should like it
better?”

“No; Master Miles only said, ‘We must do ndhing but
what shelikes'!”

“l wish indeed he would! Andwhat did Flora say?’

“MissFlorawas too sweet. She said, ‘Oh, of course, of
coursel’—and | said the same.”

| thought a moment. “Y ou were too swed too—I can
hea you al. But nore the less between Miles and me, it’s
now al out.”

“All out?” My companion stared. “ But what, Miss?’

“Everything. It doesn’t matter. I’ ve made up my mind. |
cane home, my dear,” | went on, “for a talk with Miss
Jessl .

| had by this time formed the habit of having Mrs.
Grose literally well in hand in advance of my soundng that
note; so that even now, as $e bravely blinked under the
signal of my word, | could keg her comparatively firm. “A
talk! Do you mean she spoke?’

“It came to that. | found her, on my return, in the
schodroom.”

“And what did she say?’ | can hea the good woman
gtill, and the candou of her stupefaction.

“That she suffers the torments—!”

It was this, of atruth, that made her, as e filled ou my
picture, gape. “Do you mean,” she fatered, “—of the lost?’

“Of the lost. Of the damned. And that’s why, to share
them—" | fatered myself with the horror of it.

But my companion, with lessimagination, kept me up.
“To share them—?"

“Shewants Flora.” Mrs. Grose might, as | gave it to her,
fairly have fallen away from me had | not been prepared. |
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still held her there, to show | was. “As I've told you,
however, it doesn’t matter.”

“Because you ve made up your mind? But to what?’

“To everything.”

“Andwhat do you call ‘everything' ?’

“Why, sending for their uncle.”

“Oh, Miss in pity do,” my friend kroke odi.

“Ah, but 1 will, I will! | seeit’s the only way. What's
‘out,’ as | told you, with Milesis that if he thinks I'm afraid
to—and hes ideas of what he gains by that—he shall seehe’'s
mistaken. Yes, yes; his uncle shall have it here from me on
the spat (and kefore the boy himsdlf if necessary) that if I'm
to be reproadhed with having dore nothing again abou more
schod—"

“Yes, Miss—" my companion pressed me.

“Well, there' s that awful reason.”

There were now clealy so many of these for my poa
coll eague that she was excusable for being vague. “ But—a—
which?’

“Why, the letter from his old place”

“You'll show it to the master?”

“1 ought to have dore so onthe instant.”

“Oh, nd” said Mrs. Grose with dedsion.

“I"ll put it before him,” 1 went on inexorably, “that |
can't undertake to work the question an behaf of a dild
who hes been expelled—"

“For we've never in the least known what!” Mrs. Grose
dedared.

“For wickedness For what else—when he's © clever
and beautiful and perfed? Is he stupid? Is he untidy? Is he
infirm? Is he ill -natured? He's exquisite—so it can be only
that; and that would open up the whae thing. After all,” |
said, “it’stheir uncle’ s fault. If heleft here such people—!”
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“He didn’t redly in the least know them. The fault’s
mine.” She had turned quite pale.

“Well, you shan’'t suffer,” | answered.

“The dhildren shan’'t!” she emphaticdly returned.

| was slent awhile; we looked at each aher. “Then
what am | to tell him?’

“You rean’t tell him anything. I'll tell him.”

| measured this. “Do you mean you'll write—?"
Remembering she ocouldn’t, 1 caught myself up. “How do
you communicate?”’

“1 tell the balili ff. He writes.”

“And shoud you like him to write our story?’

My question hed a sarcastic force that | had not fully
intended, and it made her, after a moment, inconsequently
brek down. The tears were again in her eyes. “Ah, Miss
you write!”

“Well—tonight,” | at last answered; and on this we
separated.



XVII

| WENT so far, in the evening, as to make abeginning. The
weaher had changed bad, a great wind was abroad, and
beneah the lamp, in my room, with Flora & peace beside
me, | sat for a long time before ablank shed of paper and
listened to the lash of the rain and the batter of the gusts.
Finally I went out, taking a candle; | crossed the passage and
listened a minute at Miles's doar. What, under my endess
obsesson, | had been impelled to listen for was me
betrayal of his not being at rest, and | presently caught one,
but nat in the form | had expeded. His voicetinkled ou. “I
say, youthere—comein.” It was agaiety in the gloom!

| went in with my light and found hm, in bed, very
wide avake, bu very much at his ease. “Well, what are you
up to?’ he aked with a grace of sociability in which it
occurred to me that Mrs. Grose, had she been present, might
have looked in vain for proof that anything was “out.”

| stood ower him with my cande. “How did you know |
was there?’

“Why, of course | heard you. Did you fancy you made
no nase? Youre like atroop d cavary!” he beautifully
laughed.

“Then you weren't asleep?’

“Not much! | lie avake and think.”

| had pu my cande, designedly, a short way off, and
then, as he held ou hisfriendy old hand to me, had sat down
on the alge of hisbed. “What isit,” | asked, “that you think
of ?’

“What in the world, my dea, bu you?”
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“Ah, the pride | take in your appredation daesn’t insist
onthat! | had so far rather you slept.”

“Well, | think also, you knaw, of this queer business of
ours.”

I marked the wanessof his firm little hand. “Of what
queed business Miles?’

“Why, the way you kring me up. And al the rest!”

| fairly held my breah a minute, and even from my
glimmering taper there was light enough to show how he
smiled upat me from his pill ow. “What do you mean by all
therest?’

“Oh, you knaw, you krow!”

| could say nothing for a minute, though | felt, as | held
his hand and our eyes continued to med, that my sil ence had
al the ar of admitting his charge and that nothing in the
whole world of reality was perhaps at that moment so
fabulous as our adual relation. “Certainly you shall go back
to schod,” | said, “if it be that that troubdes you. But not to
the old pace—we must find another, a better. How could |
know it did troulde you, this question, when you never told
me so, rever spoke of it at al?’ His clea, listening face,
framed in its snoath whiteness made him for the minute &
appeding as ome wistful patient in a dildren’s haospital;
and | would have given, as the resemblance came to me, al |
posessd on eath redly to be the nurse or the sister of
charity who might have helped to cure him. Well, even as it
was, | perhaps might help! “Do you knav you ve never said
aword to me &ou your schod—I mean the old ore; never
mentioned it in any way?’

He seemed to wonder; he smiled with the same
loveliness But he dearly gained time; he waited, he cdled
for guidance “Haven't 1?7’ It wasn’t for me to help him—it
was for the thing | had met!
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Something in histone and the expresson d his face as
| got this from him, set my heart aching with such a pang as
it had never yet known; so unuterably touching was it to see
his littl e brain puzzled and his littl e resources taxed to pay,
under the spell laid on hm, a part of innacence and
consistency. “No, rnever—from the hour you came back.
You've never mentioned to me one of your masters, ore of
your comrades, nar the least littl e thing that ever happened to
you at schod. Never, little Miles—no, rever—have you
given me an inkling of anything that may have happened
there. Therefore you can fancy how much I’'m in the dark.
Until you came out, that way, this morning, you had, since
the first hour | saw you, scace e/en made areference to
anything in your previous life. You seemed so perfectly to
aaept the present.” It was extraordinary how my absolute
conviction d his saet preacity (or whatever | might cdl
the poison d an influence that | dared bu half to phrase)
made him, in spite of the faint breah o his inward troube,
appea as accessble as an dder person—impaosed him
amost as an intelledual equal. “1 thought you wanted to go
onasyouare.”

It struck me that at this he just faintly coloured. He
gave, a any rate, like a convalescent slightly fatigued, a
languid shake of his head. “I dont—I don't. | want to get
away.”

“You'retired of Bly?

“Oh, no,l like Bly.”

“Well, then—7?"

“Oh, you know what a boy wants!”

| felt that | didn't know so well as Miles, and | took
temporary refuge. “Y ou want to go to your uncle?’

Again, at this, with his swed ironic face he made a
movement on the pill ow. “Ah, you can’'t get off with that!”
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| was dlent a little, and it was I, now, | think, who
changed colour. “My dea, | don't want to get off!”

“You can't, even if you do.You can't, you can’'t!”—he
lay beautifully staring. “My uncle must come down, and you
must completely settle things.”

“If we do,” | returned with some spirit, “you may be
sureit will beto take you quite avay.”

“Well, dorit you undxrstand that that’'s exadly what
I’'m working for? You'll have to tell him—about the way
you've let it al drop: you'll have to tell him a tremendous
lot!”

The exultation with which he uttered this helped me
somehow, for the instant, to med him rather more. “And
how much will you, Miles, have to tell him? There ae things
he'll ask you!”

Heturned it over. “Very likely. But what things?’

“The things you ve never told me. To make up hs mind
what to dowith you.He can’'t send you badk—"

“Oh, | don't want to go bad!” he broke in. “I want a
new field.”

He said it with admirable serenity, with positive
unimpeadable gaiety; and doultless it was that very note
that most evoked for me the poignancy, the unretura
childish tragedy, of his probable regppearance a the end o
three months with all this bravado and still more dishonou.
It overwhelmed me now that | shoud never be able to bear
that, and it made me let myself go. | threw myself upon hm
and in the tendernessof my pity | embraced him. “Dear littl e
Miles, dea littl e Mil es—!"

My face was close to his, and he let me kisshim, simply
taking it with indugent good humour. “Well, old lady?’

“Is there nothing—nothing at all that you want to tell
me?’
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He turned off a littl e, facing roundtoward the wall and
holding up hs hand to look at as one had seen sick children
look.“I’vetold you—I told you this morning.”

Oh, | was srry for him! “That you just want me not to
worry you?’

He looked roundat me now, as if in recognition d my
understanding him; then ever so gently, “To let me done,”
he replied.

There was even a singular littl e dignity in it, something
that made me release him, yet, when | had slowly risen,
linger beside him. God knows | never wished to harasshim,
but | felt that merely, at this, to turn my badk on im was to
abandon @, to pu it more truly, to lose him. “I’ve just begun
aletter to your uncle,” | said.

“Waell, then, finish it!”

| waited aminute. “What happened before?’

He gazed upat me again. “Before what?”

“Before you came badck. And lefore you went away.”

For some time he was slent, bu he continued to med
my eyes. “What happened?”’

It made me, the sound d the words, in which it seemed
to methat | caught for the very first time asmall faint quaver
of consenting consciousness—it made me drop on my knees
beside the bed and seize once more the dhance of possessng
him. “Dea little Miles, dea little Miles, if you knew how |
want to help you! It’s only that, it’s nothing bu that, and I'd
rather die than give youapain o do youawrong—I’d rather
die than hut a hair of you. Dea littl e Miles’—oh, | brought
it out now even if | should go too far—*I just want you to
help me to save you!” But | knew in a moment after this that
| had gone too far. The awsswer to my apped was
instantaneous, bu it came in the form of an extraordinary
blast and chill, a gust of frozen air, and a shake of the room
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as grea asif, in the wild wind, the casement had crashed in.
The boy gave aloud, hgh shriek, which, lost in the rest of
the shock of sound might have seemed, indistinctly, though
| was  closeto him, anote ather of jubilation a of terror. |
jumped to my feet again and was conscious of darkness So
for a moment we remained, while | stared abou me and saw
that the drawn curtains were unstirred and the window tight.
“Why, the candl€’ sout!” | then cried.
“It was | who Hew it, dear!” said Miles.



XVIII

THE next day, after lessons, Mrs. Grose found a moment to
say to me quietly: “Have you written, Miss?”’

“Yes—I've written.” But | didn't add—for the hou—
that my letter, seded and dreded, was gill in my pocket.
There would be time enough to send it before the messenger
shoud go to the village. Meanwhil e there had been, onthe
part of my pupls, no more brilliant, more eemplary
morning. It was exadly as if they had both hed at heat to
gloss over any recent little friction. They performed the
dizziest fedas of arithmetic, soaring quite out of my feeble
range, and perpetrated, in higher spirits than ever,
geographical and hstoricd jokes. It was conspicuouws of
course in Miles in particular that he gpeared to wish to
show how easily he oould let me down. This child, to my
memory, realy livesin a setting d beauty and misery that no
words can trandate; there was a distinction all his own in
every impulse he revealed; never was a smal naturd
credure, to the uninitiated eye all franknessand freedom, a
more ingenious, a more extraordinary littl e gentleman. | had
perpetually to guard against the wonder of contemplation
into which my initiated view betrayed me; to ched the
irrelevant gaze and dscouraged sigh in which | constantly
both attaded and renounced the enigma of what such alittl e
gentleman could have done that deserved a penalty. Say that,
by the dark prodigy | knew, the imagination o al evil had
been gpened wp to him: al the justice within me ached for
the proof that it could ever have flowered into an ad.
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He had never, at any rate, been such a littl e gentleman
as when, after our early dinner on this dreadful day, he cane
round to me and asked if | shoddn't like him, for half an
hour, to pay to me. David playing to Saul could rever have
shown a finer sense of the occasion. It was literally a
charming exhibition d tad, of magnanimity, and qute
tantamourt to his saying ouright: “The true knights we love
to read abou never push an advantage too far. | know what
you mean now: you mean that—to be let alone yourself and
not followed up—you'll ceae to worry and spy upon me,
won't kegp me so close to you, will 1et me go and come.
Well, | ‘come,’ you see—but | don't go! There'll be plenty
of time for that. | do redly delight in your society, and | only
want to show you that | contended for a principle.” It may be
imagined whether | resisted this apped or faled to
acompany him again, hand in hand, to the schodroom. He
sat down at the old piano and dayed as he had never played,
and if there are those who think he had better have been
kicking a football | can only say that | wholly agree with
them. For at the end of a time that under his influence | had
guite ceaed to measure, | started upwith a strange sense of
having literally slept at my post. It was after luncheon, and
by the schodroom fire, and yet | hadn’t really, in the least,
dept: | had oy done something much worse—I| had
forgotten. Where, al this time, was Flora? When | put the
guestion to Miles, he played on a minute before answering
and then could ony say: “Why, my dear, how do | know?’—
bres&king moreover into a happy laugh which, immediately
after, asif it were avocd aceompaniment, he prolonged into
incoherent, extravagant song.

| went straight to my room, but his gster was not there;
then, before going davnstairs, | looked into several others.
As de was nowhere a&out she would surely be with Mrs.
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Grose, whom, in the comfort of that theory, | acerdingly
procealed in quest of. | found her where | had found her the
evening before, bu she met my quick challenge with bank,
scared ignorance She had orly supposed that, after the
repast, | had carried off both the children; as to which she
was quite in her right, for it was the very first time | had
alowed the little girl out of my sight withou some speaadl
provision. Of course now indeel she might be with the
maids, so that the immediate thing was to look for her
withou an air of alarm. This we promptly arranged between
us, but when, ten minutes later and in pursuance of our
arrangement, we met in the hal, it was only to report on
either side that after guarded inquiries we had altogether
faled to trace her. For a minute there, apart from
observation, we exchanged mute darms, and | could fed
with what high interest my friend returned me dl those | had
from thefirst given her.

“She'll be @owe,” she presently said—"in ore of the
rooms you haven'’t searched.”

“No; she's a adistance” | had made up my mind. “She
has gone out.”

Mrs. Grose stared. “Withou a hat?’

| naturally also looked volumes. “lsn’t that woman
aways withou one?’

“She' swith her?”

“She' swith her!” | declared. “We must find them.”

My hand was on my friend' s arm, but she failed for the
moment, confronted with such an accourt of the matter, to
respondto my presaure. She ommmuned, onthe contrary, on
the spat, with her uneasiness “Andwhere' s Master Mil es?’

“Oh, he' swith Quint. They’rein the schodroom.”



HENRY JAMES 11c

“Lord, Misd” My view, | was myself aware—and
therefore | suppcse my tone—had never yet reached so cam
an asarance

“The trick’s played,” | went on; “they’ve succesdully
worked their plan. He found the most divine little way to
kegp me quiet whil e she went off.”

“ ‘Divine’ ?" Mrs. Grose bewil deredly echoed.

“Infernal, then!” | amost cheafully regoined. “He has
provided for himself as well. But come!”

She had helplesdy gloomed at the upper regions. “You
leave him—7?"

“So long with Quint? Y es—I don’t mind that now.”

She dways ended, a these moments, by getting
possesson d my hand, and in this manner she oud at
present still stay me. But after gasping an instant at my
sudden resignation, “Because of your letter?” she eagerly
brought out.

| quickly, by way of answer, felt for my letter, drew it
forth, held it up, and then, freang myself, went and laid it on
the grea hall-table. “Luke will takeit,” | said as| came badk.
| reached the house-doar and opened it; | was arealy on the
steps.

My companion still demurred: the storm of the night
and the erly morning had dropped, bu the afternoon was
damp and grey. | came down to the drive while she stoodin
the doaway. “Y ou go with nahing on?’

“What do | care when the cild has nothing? | can't
wait to dress” | cried, “and if you must do so, | leave you.
Try meanwhil e, yourself, upstairs.”

“With them?” Oh, onthis, the poa woman promptly
joined me!



XIX

WE went straight to the lake, as it was cdled at Bly, and |
dare say rightly cdled, though | refled that it may in faa
have been a shed of water lessremarkable than it appeaed
to my untravelled eyes. My acquaintance with sheds of
water was small, and the pod of Bly, at al events onthe few
occasions of my consenting, under the protection d my
pupls, to affront its surfacein the old flat-bottomed becat
moored there for our use, had impressed me both with its
extent and its agitation. The usual placeof embarkation was
half a mile from the house, but | had an intimate conviction
that, wherever Flora might be, she was not near home. She
had na given me the dlip for any small adventure, and, since
the day of the very great one that | had shared with her by
the pond, | had been aware, in our walks, of the quarter to
which she most inclined. This was why | had now given to
Mrs. Grose's geps © marked a diredion—a diredion that
made her, when she percaved it, oppse a resistance that
showed me she was freshly mystified. “You're going to the
water, Miss?—you think she'sin—7?’

“She may be, though the depth is, | believe, nowhere
very great. But what | judge most likely is that she's on the
spot from which, the other day, we saw together what | told
you.”

“When she pretended na to see—?"

“With that astoundng self-possesson? I've dways
been sure she wanted to go badk alone. And nawv her brother
has managed it for her.”
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Mrs. Grose still stood where she had stopped. “You
suppase they really talk of them?’

“l could med this with a confidence! “They say things
that, if we heard them, would simply appall us.”

“Andif sheisthere—"

“Yes?

“Then MissJessl is?

“Beyondadoul. Youshall see”

“Oh, thank you!” my friend cried, panted so firm that,
taking it in, | went straight on withou her. By the time |
readed the pod, howvever, she was close behind me, and |
knew that, whatever, to her apprehension, might befall me,
the exposure of my society struck her as her least danger.
She exhaled a moan of relief as we at last came in sight of
the greaer part of the water withou a sight of the dild.
There was no trace of Flora on that nearer side of the bank
where my observation d her had been most startling, and
nore on the oppdasite alge, where, save for amargin o some
twenty yards, a thick copse cane down to the water. The
pond, olbong in shape, had a width so scant compared to its
length that, with its ends out of view, it might have been
taken for a scant river. We looked at the enpty expanse, and
then | felt the suggestion d my friend's eyes. | knew what
she meant and | repli ed with a negative headshake.

“No, ng wait! She has taken the boat.”

My companion stared at the vacant mooring-place and
then again acrossthe lake. “Then whereisit?’

“Our nat seang it is the strongest of proofs. She has
used it to go ower, and then has managed to hideit.”

“All done—that child?’

“She’s not alone, and at such times de's not a dild:
she's an dd, dd woman.” | scanned all the visible shore
while Mrs. Grose took again, into the quee element | offered
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her, ore of her plunges of submisson; then | painted ou that
the boat might perfedly be in a small refuge formed by one
of the recesses of the pod, an indentation masked, for the
hither side, by a projedion d the bank and by a dump of
trees growing close to the water.

“But if the boat’s there, where on eath’s she?” my
colleague anxiously asked.

“That's exadly what we must lean.” And | started to
walk further.

“By going al the way round?’

“Certainly, far as it is. It will take us but ten minutes,
but it’s far enough to have made the dild prefer not to walk.
She went straight over.”

“Laws!” cried my friend again; the chain of my logic
was ever too much for her. It dragged her a my heds even
now, and when we had got hafway round—a devious,
tiresome process on gound much broken and by a path
choked with overgrowth—I paused to give her breath. |
sustained her with a grateful arm, assuring her that she might
hugely help me; and this darted us afresh, so that in the
course of but few minutes more we reached a point from
which we foundthe boat to be where | had supposed it. It
had been intentionally left as much as possble out of sight
and was tied to ore of the stakes of a fence that came, just
there, down to the brink and that had been an assstance to
disembarking. | recognised, as | looked at the pair of short,
thick oars, quite safely drawn up the prodigious character of
the fed for alittle girl; but | had lived, by this time, toolong
among wonders and had panted to too many livelier
measures. There was a gate in the fence through which we
passed, and that brought us, after atrifling interval, more into
the open. Then, “There sheis!” we both exclaimed at once
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Fora, a short way off, stood kefore us on the grassand
smiled as if her performance was now complete. The next
thing she did, hovever, was to stoop straight down and
pluck—quite as if it were dl she was there for—a big, ugly
spray of withered fern. | instantly became sure she had just
come out of the apse. She waited for us, na herself taking a
step, and | was conscious of the rare solemnity with which
we presently approached her. She smiled and smiled, and we
met; but it was al dore in a silence by this time flagrantly
ominows. Mrs. Grose was the first to bre&k the spell: she
threw herself on her knees and, dawing the child to her
breast, clasped in a long embrace the littl e tender, yielding
body. Whil e this dumb convusion lasted | could only watch
it—which | did the more intently when | saw Flora's face
pee a me over our companion's ouder. It was rious
now—the flicker had left it; but it strengthened the pang with
which | at that moment envied Mrs. Grose the simplicity of
her relation. Still, al this while, nahing more passed
between us save that Florahad let her fodlish fern again drop
to the ground.What she and | had virtually said to ead ather
was that pretexts were uselessnow. When Mrs. Grose finaly
got up she kept the dild’s hand, so that the two were till
before me; and the singular reticence of our communion was
even more marked in the frank look she launched me. “I’ll
be hanged,” it said, “if I'll spe&k!”

It was Florawho, gazing all over me in candid wondkr,
was the first. She was druck with ou bareheaded aspect.
“Why, where are your things?’

“Where yours are, my dear!” | promptly returned.

She had already got back her gaiety, and appeared to
take this as an answer quite sufficient. “And where’'s Miles?’
she went on.



11¢ THE TURN OF THE SCREW

There was osmething in the small valour of it that quite
finished me: these three words from her were, in aflash like
the glitter of a drawn blade, the jostle of the aip that my
hand, for weeks and weeks, had held high and full to the
brim and that now, even before speaking, | felt overflow in a
deluge. “I'll tell you if you'll tell me—" | heard myself say,
then head the tremor in which it broke.

“Well, what?’

Mrs. Grose's suspense blazed at me, bu it was too late
now, and | brought the thing out handsomely. “W here, my
pet, is MissJes=l?’



XX

JusTt as in the dwrchyard with Miles, the whaoe thing was
upon . Much as | had made of the fad that this name had
never once, between us, been sounced, the quick, smitten
glare with which the child’s face now received it fairly
likened my breach of the silence to the smash of a pane of
glass It added to the interposing cry, as if to stay the blow,
that Mrs. Grose, a the same instant, uttered over my
violence—the shriek of a creature scared, o rather wounced,
which, in turn, within a few secmnds, was completed by a
gasp of my own. | seized my colleague’'s arm. “ She's there,
she' s there!”

MissJessdl stood kefore us on the oppasite bank exadly
as de had stood the other time, and | remember, strangely,
as the first feding now produced in me, my thrill of joy at
having brought on a proof. She was there, and | was
justified; she was there, and | was neither cruel nor mad. She
was there for poa scared Mrs. Grose, but she was there most
for Flora; and nomoment of my monstrous time was perhaps
so extraordinary as that in which | consciously threw out to
her—with the sense that, pale and ravenous demon as dhe
was, she would cach and urderstand it—an inarticulate
message of gratitude. She rose e@ect on the spot my friend
and | had lately quitted, and there was nat, in al the long
reat of her desire, an inch of her evil that fell short. This
first vividness of vision and emotion were things of a few
sends, duing which Mrs. Grose's dazed bink adoss to
where | pointed struck me & a sovereign sign that she too at
last saw, just as it caried my own eyes predpitately to the
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child. The revelation then of the manner in which Flora was
affected startled me, in truth, far more than it would have
dore to find her aso merely agitated, for direct dismay was
of course not what | had expeded. Prepared and on her guard
as our pursuit had adually made her, she would repress
every betrayal; and | was therefore shaken, onthe spat, by
my first glimpse of the particular one for which | had not
alowed. To seeher, withou a cnvusion d her small pink
face not even feign to glancein the direction d the prodigy |
annourced, bu only, instead o that, turn at me an expresson
of hard, still gravity, an expresson absolutely new and
unprecadented and that appeared to read and acaise and
judge me—this was a stroke that somehow converted the
littl e girl herself into the very presence that could make me
quail . I quailed even though my certitude that she thoroughly
saw was never gredaer than at that instant, and in the
immediate neead to defend myself | cdled it passionately to
witness “She's there, you littl e unhappy thing—there, there,
there, and you see her as well as you seeme!” | had said
shortly before to Mrs. Grose that she was not at these times a
child, bu an dd, dd woman, and that description d her
coud na have been more strikingly confirmed than in the
way in which, for al answer to this, she simply showed me,
withou a @ncesson, an admisson, d her eyes, a
countenance of deeper and deeper, of indeed suddenly quite
fixed, reprobation. | was by this time—if | can pu the whole
thing at all together—more gpalled at what | may properly
cdl her manner than a anything else, though it was
simultaneously with this that | became avare of having Mrs.
Grose dso, and very formidably, to reckon with. My elder
companion, the next moment, a any rate, blotted ou
everything but her own flushed face and her loud, shocked
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protest, a burst of high dsapproval. “What a dreadful turn, to
be sure, Misd Where on eath doyou see anything?”’

| could orly grasp her more quickly yet, for even while
she spoke the hideous plain presence stood undmmed and
undaunted. It had already lasted a minute, and it lasted while
| continued, seizing my colleague, qute thrusting her at it
and presenting her to it, to insist with my pointing hand.
“You dorit seeher exadly as we se€?—you mean to say you
don't nowv—now? She's as big as a blazing fire! Only 100k,
deaest woman, look—!” She looked, even as | did, and gave
me, with her deg groan o negation, repulsion,
compasson—the mixture with her pity of her relief at her
exemption—a sense, touching to me even then, that she
would have badked me up if she muld. | might well have
needed that, for with this hard blow of the proof that her eyes
were hopelesdy seded | felt my own situation haribly
crumble, | felt—I saw—my livid predecesor press from her
position, onmy defed, and | was conscious, more than al, of
what | shoud have from this instant to ded with in the
astoundng little atitude of Flora. Into this attitude Mrs.
Grose immediately and violently entered, kreaking, even
whil e there pierced through my sense of ruin a prodigious
private triumph, into breathlessreasaurance

“She isn't there, little lady, and nobaly’s there—and
you never see nothing, my swed! How can poa Miss
Jessl—when poa MissJessl’s dead and buried? We know,
don't we, love?’—and she gpealed, Hundering in, to the
child. “It’s all a mere mistake and a worry and a joke—and
we'll go hane asfast aswe can!”

Our companion, onthis, had responded with a strange,
quick primnessof propriety, and they were again, with Mrs.
Grose on her feet, united, as it were, in pained oppasition to
me. Flora ontinued to fix me with her small mask of
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reprobation, and even at that minute | prayed God to forgive
me for seaming to seethat, as she stoodthere halding tight to
our friend’s dress her incomparable dildish beauty had
suddenly failed, had quite vanished. I’ ve said it already—she
was literally, she was hideously, hard; she had turned
common and amost ugly. “I don't know what you mean. |
seenobdaly. | see nothing. | never have | think youre auel.
| don’t like you!” Then, after this deliverance which might
have been that of a vulgarly pert little girl in the stred, she
hugged Mrs. Grose more closely and buied in her skirts the
dreadful littl e face. In this position she produced an amost
furious wail. “Take me away, take me away—oh, take me
away from her!”

“From me?’ | panted.

“From you—from you!” she aied.

Even Mrs. Grose looked aadossat me dismayed, while |
had nahing to do b communicate again with the figure
that, on the oppasite bank, withou a movement, as rigidly
still as if caching, beyond the interval, our voices, was as
vividly there for my disaster as it was not there for my
service The wretched child had spoken exadly as if she had
got from some outside source ech of her stabbing little
words, and | could therefore, in the full despair of al | had to
acept, bu sadly shake my head a her. “If | had ever
doubied, all my doult would at present have gone. I’ ve been
living with the miserable truth, and now it has only too much
closed roundme. Of course I’ve lost you: I’ ve interfered, and
you've seen—urder her dictation’—with which | faced,
over the pod again, aur infernal withess—“the easy and
perfect way to med it. I’ ve done my best, but I’ve lost you.
Goodbye.” For Mrs. Grose | had an imperative, an almost
frantic “Go, go!” before which, in infinite distress bu
mutely paossessed o the little girl and clealy convinced, in
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spite of her blindness that something awful had occurred
and some mllapse engulfed us, she retreded, by the way we
had come, asfast as $ie culd move.

Of what first happened when | was left alone | had no
subsequent memory. | only knew that a the end d, |
suppase, a quarter of an hour, an odaous dampness and
roughness chilling and gercing my troubde, had made me
understand that | must have thrown myself, on my face, on
the groundand given way to awildnessof grief. | must have
lain there long and cried and sobbed, for when | raised my
heal the day was amost dore. | got up and looked a
moment, through the twili ght, at the grey pod and its blank,
haunted edge, and then | took, kadk to the house, my dreay
and dfficult course. When | reached the gate in the fencethe
boat, to my surprise, was gone, so that | had a fresh
reflection to make on Flora's extraordinary command d the
situation. She passd that night, by the most taat, and |
shoud add, were nat the word so grotesque afalse note, the
happiest of arrangements, with Mrs. Grose. | saw neither of
them on my return, but, on the other hand, as by an
ambiguous compensation, | saw a grea ded of Miles. |
saw—I can use no aher phrase—so much of him that it was
as if it were more than it had ever been. No evening | had
passd at Bly had the portentous quality of this one; in spite
of which—and in spite dso of the deeer depths of
consternation that had opened beneah my feet—there was
literally, in the ébing adual, an extraordinarily swed
sadness On reaching the house | had never so much as
looked for the boy; | had simply gone straight to my room to
change what | was weaing and to take in, at a glance, much
material testimony to Flora's rupture. Her littl e belongings
had all been removed. When later, by the schoolroom fire, |
was srved with teaby the usual maid, | induged, onthe
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article of my other pugl, in noinquiry whatever. He had his
freedom now—he might have it to the end! Well, he did
haveit; and it consisted—in part at least—of his coming in at
abou eight o’ clock and sitting down with me in silence On
the removal of the teathings | had blown ou the candes and
drawn my chair closer: | was conscious of a mortal coldness
and felt as if | shodd never again be warm. So, when he
appeaed, | was stting in the glow with my thoughts. He
paused a moment by the doar asif to look at me; then—as if
to share them—came to the other side of the hearth and sank
into a dhair. We sat there in absolute stillness yet he wanted,
| felt, to be with me.



XXl

BEFORE a new day, in my room, had fully broken, my eyes
opened to Mrs. Grose, who hed come to my bedside with
worse news. Flora was © markedly feverish that an ill ness
was perhaps at hand; she had passed a night of extreme
unrest, a night agitated above dl by feas that had for their
subjed nat in the least her former, but whaly her present,
governess It was not against the possible re-entrance of Miss
Jes=l on the scene that she protested—it was conspicuouwsly
and passonately against mine. | was promptly on my fed of
course, and with an immense ded to ask; the more that my
friend had discernibly now girded her loins to meet me once
more. This | felt as oon as | had pu to her the question o
her sense of the dild's sincerity as against my own. “She
persists in denying to you that she saw, or has ever seen,
anything?”’

My visitor’ stroulde, truly, was grea. “Ah, Miss it isn't
a matter on which | can push her! Yet it isn’t either, | must
say, as if | much needed to. It has made her, every inch of
her, qute old.”

“Oh, | see her perfectly from here. She resents, for all
the world like some high littl e personage, the imputation on
her truthfulness and, as it were, her respectability. ‘Miss
Jes=l indead—shel” Ah, she's ‘respedable,’ the dit! The
impresson she gave me there yesterday was, | asaure you,
the very strangest of all; it was quite beyond any of the
others. | did put my foot in it! She'll never spe&k to me

agan.”
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Hideous and olscure & it al was, it held Mrs. Grose
briefly silent; then she granted my point with a frankness
which, | made sure, had more behind it. “I think indeed,
Miss she never will . She do have agrand manner abou it!”

“And that manner”—I summed it up—"is practicdly
what’ s the matter with her now!”

Oh, that manner, | could seein my visitor’'s face and
not alittl e dse besides! “She aks me every three minutes if
| think you' re comingin.”

“l see—I see” 1, too, onmy side, had so much more
than worked it out. “Has $e said to you since yesterday—
except to repudate her familiarity with anything so
dreadful—a single other word abou MissJessl?’

“Not one, Miss And d course you krow,” my friend
added, “I took it from her, by the lake, that, just then and
there & least, there was nobady.”

“Rather! And, naturally, you take it from her still .”

“l don't contradict her. What else can | do?”

“Nothing in the world! Youve the deverest little
personto deal with. They’ ve made them—their two friends, |
mean—still cleverer even than nature did; for it was
wondrous material to play on! Flora has now her grievance,
and she'll work it to theend”

“Yes, Miss but to what end?’

“Why, that of deding with meto her uncle. She'll make
me out to him the lowest creaure—!”

| winced at the fair show of the scene in Mrs. Grose's
face she looked for a minute & if she sharply saw them
together. “And hm who thinks © well of you!”

“He has an odd way—it comes over me now,” |
laughed, “—of proving it! But that doesn’'t matter. What
FHorawants, of course, isto get rid of me.”
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My companion lravely concurred. “Never again to so
much aslook at you.”

“So that what you' ve come to me now for,” | asked, “is
to speed me on my way?’ Before she had time to reply,
however, | had her in check. “I’ve abetter idea—the result of
my reflections. My going would seem the right thing, and on
Sunday | was terribly near it. Yet that won't do. It's you who
must go. You must take Flora.”

My visitor, at this, did speaulate. “But where in the
world—?"

“Away from here. Away from them. Away, even most
of al, now, from me. Straight to her uncle.”

“Only to tell onyou—?"

“No, nd ‘only’! To leave me, in addition, with my
remedy.”

Shewas 4gill vague. “And what is your remedy?’

“Your loyalty, to begin with. And then Miles's.”

Shelooked at me hard. “Do you think he—7?"

“Won't, if he has the dhance turn onme? Yes, | venture
still to think it. At al events, | want to try. Get off with his
sister as o0n as possble and leave me with hm aone.” |
was amazed, myself, at the spirit | had still in reserve, and
therefore perhaps a trifle the more disconcerted at the way in
which, in spite of this fine example of it, she hesitated.
“There's one thing, of course,” | went on: “they mustn't,
before she goes, see each other for threeseconds.”

Then it came over me that, in spite of Flora's
presumable sequestration from the instant of her return from
the pod, it might already be too late. “Do you mean,” |
anxiously asked, “that they have met?”

At this dhe quite flushed. “Ah, Miss I’'m not such afoal
as that! If I’ve been oHdiged to leare her three or four times,
it has been each time with ore of the maids, and at present,
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though she's aone, she's locked in safe. And yet—and yet!”
There were too many things.

“And yet what?’

“Well, are you so sure of the littl e gentleman?”

“I"'m nat sure of anything but you. But | have, sincelast
evening, anew hope. | think he wants to give me an opening.
| do kelieve that—poar little exquisite wretch!—he wants to
spek. Last evening, in the firelight and the silence he sat
with me for two housasif it were just coming.”

Mrs. Grose looked hard, through the window, at the
grey, gathering day. “And dd it come?’

“No, though | waited and waited, | confessit didn't, and
it was withou a breach o the silence or so much as a faint
allusion to his sster’s condtion and absence that we & last
kissed for good-night. All the same,” | continued, “I can't, if
her uncle sees her, consent to his ®ang her brother withou
my having dgven the boy—and most of al becaise things
have got so bad—allittl e more time.”

My friend appeared onthis groundmore reluctant than |
could qute understand. “W hat do you mean by more time?’

“Well, aday or two—redly to bring it out. HE' Il then be
on my side—of which you see the importance. If nothing
comes, | shal only fail, and you will, a the worst, have
helped me by doing, onyour arrival in town, whatever you
may have found pesble.” So | put it before her, bu she
continued for a littl e so inscrutably embarrassed that | came
again to her aid. “Unless, indeed,” | wound up,“you realy
want not to go.”

| could seeit, in her face, at last clea itself; she put out
her hand to me & a pledge. “I'll go—I'll go. I'll go this
morning.”

| wanted to be very just. “If you shoud wish still to
wait, | would engage she shoudn't seeme.”
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“No, na it’s the place itself. She must leave it.” She
held me amoment with heavy eyes, then brought out the
rest. “Your idedstheright one. | myself, Miss—"

“Well?’

“l can’t stay.”

The look she gave me with it made me jump a
posshilities. “You mean that, since yesterday, you have
seen—7?"

She shook rer head with dgnity. “I’ve heard—!"

“Heard?

“From that child—harors! There!” she sighed with
tragic relief. “On my honou, Miss she says things—!” But
at this evocdion she broke down; she dropped, with a sudden
sob, upommy sofa and, as | had seen her do before, gave way
to all the grief of it.

It was quite in another manner that I, for my part, let
myself go. “Oh, thank God!”

She sprang up again at this, drying her eyes with a
groan. “ ‘Thank God ?’

“It so justifies me!”

“It does that, Misd”

| coudn't have desired more emphasis, bu | just
hesitated. “She's © harible?’

| saw my coll eague scarce knew how to pu it. “Redly
shocking.”

“And abou me?’

“Abou you, Miss—since you must have it. It's beyond
everything, for ayoung lady; and | can’'t think wherever she
must have picked up—

“The gpaling language she agplied to me? | can,
then!” | broke in with a laugh that was doultless significant
enough.



13C THE TURN OF THE SCREW

It only, in truth, left my friend still more grave. “Wll,
perhaps | ought to also—since I’ ve heard some of it before!
Yet | can’t bear it,” the poa woman went on while, with the
same movement, she glanced, on my dressng-table, at the
faceof my watch. “But | must go bac.”

| kept her, however. “Ah, if you can't bear it—!”

“How can | stop with her, you mean? Why, just for that:
to get her away. Far from this,” she pursued, “far from
them—"

“She may be different? she may be free?’ | seized her
amost with joy. “Then, in spite of yesterday, you believe—"

“In such ddngs? Her smple description o them
required, in the light of her expresson, to be caried no
further, and she gave me the whae thing as e had rever
dore. “I believe.”

Yes, it was a joy, and we were still shodder to
shodder: if I might continue sure of that | should care but
little what else happened. My suppat in the presence of
disaster would be the same as it had beenin my ealy neal o
confidence, and if my friend would answer for my horesty, |
would answer for all the rest. On the paint of taking leave of
her, nore the less | was to some etent embarrassed.
“There's one thing, of course—it occurs to me—to
remember. My letter, giving the darm, will have reached
town before you.”

| now perceived still more how she had been beaing
abou the bush and hav weay at last it had made her. “Y our
letter won't have got there. Your letter never went.”

“What then becane of it?’

“Goodressknows! Master Miles—"

“Do you mean hetookit?’ | gasped.

She hung fire, bu she overcame her reluctance “1 mean
that | saw yesterday, when | came back with MissFora, that
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it wasn’t where you had pu it. Later in the evening | had the
chance to question Luke, and he dedared that he had neither
noticed na touched it.” We @uld ony exchange, on this,
one of our degyer mutual soundngs, and it was Mrs. Grose
who first brought up the plumb with an amost elate “You
sed”

“Yes, | seethat if Milestook it instead he probably will
have read it and destroyed it.”

“And dorit you see anything else?’

| faced her a moment with a sad smile. “It strikes me
that by this time your eyes are open even wider than mine.”

They proved to be so indead, bu she @uld still blush,
amogt, to show it. “1 make out now what he must have done
at schod.” And she gave, in her simple sharpness an amost
droll disill usioned nod.“He stole!”

| turned it over—I tried to be more judicial. “Well—
perhaps.”

She looked as if she found me unexpededly cdm. “He
stole letters!”

She @muldn't know my reasons for a camness after all
pretty shallow; so | showed them off as | might. “I hope then
it was to more purpose than in this case! The note, at any
rate, that | put on the table yesterday,” | pursued, “will have
given him so scant an advantage—for it contained ony the
bare demand for an interview—that he is aready much
ashamed of having gone so far for so littl e, and that what he
had on hs mind last evening was predsely the neel of
confesson.” | seemed to myself, for the instant, to have
mastered it, to seeit all. “Leave us, leave us’—I was aready,
at the doa, hurying her off. “I'll get it out of him. He'll
med me—he'll confess If he mnfesses, he's saaved. And if
he's sved—"
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“Then you are?” The dea woman kissed me on this,
and | took her farewell. “I’ll save you withou him!” she
cried as she went.
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YET it was when she had got off—and | missed her on the
spot—that the grea pinch really came. If | had courted on
what it would give me to find myself alone with Miles, |
spedlily perceived, at least, that it would give me ameasure.
No hou of my stay in fad was o assailed with
apprehensions as that of my coming down to learn that the
cariage containing Mrs. Grose and my younger pupl had
arealy rolled ou of the gates. Now | was, | said to myself,
face to face with the elements, and for much of the rest of the
day, while | fought my we&kness | could consider that | had
been supremely rash. It was atighter placestill than | had yet
turned roundin; al the more that, for the first time, | could
seein the aped of others a mnfused refledion of the aisis.
What had happened naturally caused them all to stare; there
was too littl e of the explained, throw out whatever we might,
in the suddenness of my colleague’s ad. The maids and the
men looked bank; the dfed of which onmy nerves was an
aggravation urtil | saw the necesdgty of making it a paositive
aid. It was precisaly, in short, by just clutching the helm that
| avoided total wredk; and | dare say that, to bea up at all, |
becane, that morning, very grand and very dry. | welcomed
the consciousnessthat | was charged with much to do,and |
caused it to be known as well that, left thus to myself, | was
quite remarkably firm. | wandered with that manner, for the
next hou or two, al over the place and looked, | have no
doult, asif | were ready for any onset. So, for the benefit of
whom it might concern, | paraded with asick heart.
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The person it appeared least to concern proved to be, till
dinner, little Miles himself. My perambulations had given
me, meanwhile, no glimpse of him, bu they had tended to
make more pulic the dange taking placein our relationasa
consequence of his having at the piano, the day before, kept
me, in Flora' s interest, so beguiled and kefoded. The stamp
of pubdicity had of course been fully given by her
confinement and departure, and the dange itself was now
ushered in by our non-observance of the regular custom of
the schodroom. He had already disappeared when, on my
way down, | pushed open his doar, and | learned below that
he had bre&fasted—in the presence of a wuple of the
maids—with Mrs. Grose and hs sster. He had then gone
out, as he said, for a stroll; than which nahing, | refleaed,
coud better have expressed his frank view of the arupt
transformation d my office What he would now permit this
office to consist of was yet to be settled: there was a quea
relief, at all events—I mean for myself in especia—in the
renourcement of one pretension. If so much had sprung to
the surface, | scarce put it too strongly in saying that what
had perhaps gprung highest was the asurdity of our
prolonging the fiction that |1 had anything more to tead him.
It sufficiently stuck ou that, by tacit littl e tricks in which
even more than myself he carried out the care for my dignity,
| had hed to apped to him to let me off straining to med him
on the ground of his true capadty. He had at any rate his
freedom now; | was never to touch it again; as | had amply
shown, moreover, when, onhisjoining me in the schodroom
the previous night, 1 had utered, on the subjed of the
interval just concluded, reither challenge nor hint. | had too
much, from this moment, my other ideas. Yet when he & last
arrived, the difficulty of applying them, the acamulations of
my problem, were brought straight home to me by the
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beautiful littl e presence on which what had occurred had as
yet, for the eye, dropped neither stain na shadow.

To mark, for the house, the high state | cultivated |
deaeed that my meds with the boy shoud be served, as we
cdled it, downstairs; so that | had been awaiting hm in the
poncderous pomp of the room outside of the window of which
| had had from Mrs. Grose, that first scared Sunday, my flash
of something it would scarce have dore to cdl light. Here &
present | felt afresh—for | had felt it again and again—how
my equili brium depended onthe successof my rigid will, the
will to shut my eyes astight as possble to the truth that what
| had to ded with was, revoltingly, against nature. | could
only get on at al by taking “nature” into my confidence and
my ac@un, by treaing my monstrous ordeal as a push in a
diredion unwual, of course, and ungeasant, but demanding,
after all, for a fair front, ony ancther turn of the screw of
ordinary human virtue. No attempt, nore the less, could well
require more tad than just this attempt to supdy, one's sif,
all the nature. How could | put even a little of that article
into a suppresson d reference to what had occurred? How,
on the other hand, could | make areference withou a new
plunge into the hideous obscure? Well, a sort of answer, after
atime, had come to me, and it was 9 far confirmed as that |
was met, incontestably, by the quickened vision d what was
rare in my little companion. It was inded as if he had found
even nov—as he had so often fourd at lesoons—still some
other delicate way to ease me off. Wasn't there light in the
faad which, as we shared ou solitude, broke out with a
spedous glitter it had never yet quite worn?—the fact that
(oppatunity aiding, precious oppatunity which had now
come) it would be preposterous, with a child so endowed, to
forego the help ore might wrest from absolute intelli gence?
What had his intelligence been given hm for but to save
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him? Mightn’t one, to reach his mind, risk the stretch of an
angular arm over his charader? It was as if, when we were
face to face in the dining-room, he had literally shown me
the way. The roast mutton was on the table, and | had
dispensed with attendance. Miles, before he sat down, stood
a moment with his hands in his pockets and looked at the
joint, on which he seemed on the point of passng some
humorous judgment. But what he presently produced was: “I
say, my dea, is deredly very awfully ill 7’

“Little Flora? Not so bad bu that she'll presently be
better. Londonwill set her up. Bly had ceased to agreewith
her. Come here and take your mutton.”

He dertly obeyed me, carried the plate arefully to his
sed, and, when he was established, went on. “Did Bly
disagreewith her so terribly suddenly?”’

“Not so suddenly as you might think. One had seen it
coming on”

“Then why didn't you get her off before?”

“Before what?”

“Before she became tooill to travel.”

| found myself prompt. “She’s nat too ill to travel: she
only might have become so if she had stayed. This was just
the moment to seize. The journey will disspate the
influence™oh, | was grand!'—"“and carry it off.”

“l see, | see™—Miles, for that matter, was grand, too.
He settled to his repast with the darming little *table
manner” that, from the day of his arrival, had relieved me of
al grossess of admonition. Whatever he had been driven
from schod for, it was not for ugly feeling. He was
irreproachable, as always, today; but he was unmistakealy
more onscious. He was discernibly trying to take for
granted more things than he found,withou assstance, qute
easy; and he dropped into peaceful silence while he felt his
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situation. Our med was of the briefest—mine a van
pretence, and | had the things immediately removed. While
this was dore Miles good again with his hands in his little
pockets and hs badk to me—stood and looked ou of the
wide window through which, that other day, | had seen what
pulled me up. We ontinued silent while the maid was with
us—as slent, it whimsically occurred to me, as some young
coude who, ontheir wedding-journey, at the inn, fed shy in
the presence of the waiter. He turned round oty when the
waiter had left us. “Well—so we're donel”
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“OH, more or less” | fancy my smile was pale. “Not
absolutely. We shoddn't like that!” | went on.

“No—I suppcse we shoddn’'t. Of course we have the
others.”

“We have the others—we have indedd the others,” |
concurred.

“Y et even though we have them,” he returned, still with
his hands in his pockets and danted there in front of me,
“they doni't much court, dothey?”

| made the best of it, but | felt wan. “It depends on what
you call “much’!”

“Yes’—with al accommodation—*everything depends!”
On this, however, he faced to the windov again and
presently reached it with his vague, restless cogitating step.
He remained there awhile, with his forehead against the
glass in contemplation d the stupid shrubs | knew and the
dull things of November. | had always my hypocrisy of
“work,” behind which, nav, | gained the sofa. Stealying
myself with it there as | had repededly done & those
moments of torment that | have described as the moments of
my knowing the dildren to be given to something from
which | was barred, | sufficiently obeyed my habit of being
prepared for the worst. But an extraordinary impresson
dropped on me as | extraded a meaning from the boy’s
embarrassed back—none other than the impresson that |
was not barred naov. This inference grew in afew minutes to
sharp intensity and seemed bound upwith the dired
perception that it was positively he who was. The frames and
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squares of the grea window were akind d image, for him,
of akind d falure. | felt that | saw him, at any rate, shut in
or shut out. He was admirable, but not comfortable: | took it
in with a throb d hope. Wasn't he looking, through the
haunted pane, for something he couldn't see€?>—and wasn't it
the first time in the whole businessthat he had known such a
lapse? Thefirst, the very first: | fourd it asplendid patent. It
made him anxious, though he watched himself; he had been
anxious al day and, even while in his usual swed little
manner he sat at table, had neaded al his snall strange
genius to give it a gloss When he & last turned round to
med me, it was amost as if this genius had succumbed.
“Well, | think I’'m glad Bly agrees with me!”

“You would certainly seem to have seen, these twenty-
four hous, agood ded more of it than for some time before.
| hope,” | went on kravely, “that youve been enjoying
yourself.”

“Oh, yes, I've been ever so far; al roundabou—miles
and miles away. I’ ve never been so free.”

He had redly a manner of his own, and | could only try
to kegp upwith hm. “Well, doyoulikeit?”’

He stood there smiling; then at last he put into two
words—"“Do you?”—more discrimination than | had ever
head two words contain. Before | had time to ded with that,
however, he @ntinued as if with the sense that this was an
impertinence to be softened. “Nothing could be more
charming than the way you take it, for of course if were
alone together now it’s you that are done most. But | hope,”
he threw in, “you da't particularly mind”

“Having to dowith you?’ | asked. “My dear child, how
can | help minding? Though I’ ve renourced al claim to your
company,—Yyou re so beyond me,—I at least greatly enjoy it.
What else shoud | stay on for?’
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He looked at me more diredly, and the expresson
his face, graver now, struck me & the most beautiful 1 had
ever foundinit. “Youstay onjust for that?”

“Certainly. | stay on as your friend and from the
tremendous interest | take in you till something can be dore
for you that may be more worth your while. That neealn’t
surprise you.” My voice trembled so that | felt it impossble
to suppressthe shake. “Don't you remember how | told you,
when | came and sat on your bed the night of the storm, that
there was nothing in the world | wouldn’'t do for you?”

“Yes, yes!” He, on his sde, more aaxd more visibly
nervous, had a tone to master; but he was © much more
succesdul than | that, laughing out through his gravity, he
could pretend we were pleasantly jesting. “Only that, | think,
was to get meto dosomething for you!”

“It was partly to get you to do something,” | conceded.
“But, you knaowv, you ddn’t doit.”

“Oh, yes” he said with the brightest superficia
eagerness “youwanted meto tell you something.”

“That’s it. Out, straight out. What you have on your
mind, you know.”

“Ah, then, isthat what you ve stayed over for?”

He spoke with a gaiety through which | could still cach
the finest little quiver of resentful passon; but | can’'t begin
to expressthe dfed uponme of an implicaion of surrender
even so faint. It was as if what | had yearned for had come &
last only to astonish me. “Well, yes—I may as well make a
clean breast of it. It was predsely for that.”

He waited so long that | suppased it for the purpose of
repudating the asssumption on which my adion had been
founced; but what he finally said was: “Do you mean nov—
here?’
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“There wmuldn't be abetter place or time.” He looked
round hm ureasily, and | had the rare—oh, the quea!—
impresson d the very first symptom | had seen in him of the
approach of immediate fea. It was as if he were suddenly
afraid of me—which struck me indeed as perhaps the best
thing to make him. Yet in the very pang of the dfort | felt it
vain to try sternness and | head myself the next instant so
gentle & to be dmost grotesque. “You want so to go ou
agan?’

“Awfully!” He smiled a me heroicdly, and the
touching little bravery of it was enhanced by his adualy
flushing with pain. He had picked up hs hat, which he had
brought in, and stood twirling it in a way that gave me, even
as | was just nealy reaching port, a perverse horror of what |
was doing. To doit in any way was an ad of violence, for
what did it consist of but the obtrusion d the idea of
grossness and guilt on a small helpless creaure who had
been for me arevelation d the posshilities of beautiful
intercourse? Wasn't it base to create for a being so exquisite
a mere dien awkwardness? | suppcse | now read into our
situation a deanessit couldn't have had at the time, for |
sean to seeour poa eyes arealy lighted with some spark of
a prevision d the anguish that was to come. So we drcled
abou, with terrors and scruples, like fighters not daring to
close. But it was for each ather we feared! That kept us a
little longer suspended and unbuised. “I'll tell you
everything,” Miles sid—"1 mean I'll tell you anything you
like. You'll stay on with me, and we shall both be dl right
and | will tell you—I will . But nat now.”

“Why not now?’

My insistence turned hm from me axd kept him once
more & his window in a silence during which, between us,
you might have heard a pin drop. Then he was before me
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again with the ar of a person for whom, ouside, someone
who hed frankly to be reckoned with was waiting. “| have to
seelLuke.”

| had na yet reduced him to qute so vugar alie, and |
felt propationately ashamed. But, horrible as it was, hislies
made up my truth. | achieved thoughtfully a few loops of my
knitting. “Well, then, go to Luke, and I'll wait for what you
promise. Only, in return for that, satisfy, before you leave
me, ore very much smaller request.”

He looked as if he felt he had succeeded enough to be
able till alittl eto bargain. “Very much smaller—?’

“Yes, a mere fraction d the whoe. Tell me’—oh, my
work preoccupied me, and | was off-hand!'—"if, yesterday
afternoon,from the table in the hal, you took, you knav, my
letter.”
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My sense of how he received this suffered for a minute from
something that |1 can describe only as a fierce split of my
attention—a stroke that at first, as | sprang straight up,
reduced me to the mere blind movement of getting hold of
him, drawing him close, and, while | just fell for suppat
against the neaest piece of furniture, instinctively keeping
him with his back to the window. The gpearance was full
upon s that | had already had to ded with here: Peter Quint
had come into view like asentinel before aprison. The next
thing | saw was that, from ouside, he had readed the
window, and then | knew that, close to the glassand glaring
in through it, he offered once more to the room his white
faceof damnation. It represents but grosdy what took dace
within me & the sight to say that on the second my decision
was made; yet | believe that no woman so overwhelmed ever
in so short atime remvered her grasp of the act. It came to
me in the very horror of the immediate presence that the act
would be, sedng and facing what | saw and faced, to keep
the boy himself unaware. The inspiration—I can call it by no
other name—was that | felt how voluntarily, how
transcendently, | might. It was like fighting with a demon for
a human soul, and when | had fairly so appraised it | saw
how the human sou—held ou, in the tremor of my hands, at
arm’s length—had a perfect dew of sweat on a lovely
childish forehead. The facethat was close to mine was as
white & the face against the glass and ou of it presently
came asound, no low nor wedk, bu as if from much further
away, that | drank like awaft of fragrance
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“Yes—I tookit.”

At this, with a moan of joy, | enfolded, | drew him
close; and while | held him to my breast, where | could fed
in the sudden fever of hislittl e body the tremendous pulse of
hislittle heat, | kept my eyes on the thing at the window and
saw it move and shift its posture. | have likened it to a
sentinel, bu its dow whed, for a moment, was rather the
prowl of a baffled beast. My present quickened courage,
however, was such that, not too much to let it through, | had
to shade, as it were, my flame. Meanwhile the glare of the
face was again a the window, the scounde fixed as if to
watch and wait. It was the very confidence that | might now
defy him, as well as the paositive cetitude, by this time, of
the dild’s unconsciousness that made me go on “What did
you takeit for?’

“To seewhat you said about me.”

“Y ou opened the letter?”

“1 opened it.”

My eyes were now, as | held him off alittle again, on
Miles's own face in which the @llapse of mockery showed
me how complete was the ravage of uneasiness What was
prodigious was that at last, by my success his ®nse was
seded and h's communication stopped: he knew that he was
in presence, bu knew not of what, and knew still lessthat |
also was and that | did knov. And what did this grain of
troubde matter when my eyes went bad to the window only
to see that the ar was clea again and—by my personal
triumph—the influence quenched? There was nothing there.
| felt that the cause was mine and that | shoud surely get all.

“And youfound nahing!”—I let my elation od.
He gave the most mournful, thoughtful littl e headshake.
“Nothing.”

“Nothing, nahing!” | amost shoued in my joy.
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“Nothing, nathing,” he sadly repeated.

| kissd his forehead; it was drenched. “So what have
you dore with it?”’

“I've burnt it.”

“Burnt it?’ It was now or never. “Isthat what you dd at
schod?”’

Oh, what this brought up! “At schod?’

“Did you take letters?—or other things?’

“Other things?” He gpeaed now to be thinking of
something far off and that reached him only through the
presaure of hisanxiety. Yet it did ready hm. “Did | steal ?”

| felt myself redden to the roots of my hair as well as
wonder if it were more strange to pu to a gentleman such a
guestion a to see him take it with allowances that gave the
very distance of his fall in the world. “Was it for that you
mightn’t go badk?’

The only thing he felt was rather a dreary littl e surprise.
“Did you krow | mightn’t go back?”

“I know everything.”

He gave me & this the longest and strangest look
“Everything?’

“Everything. Therefore did you—?" But | couldn't say
it again.

Miles could, very smply. “No. | didn't sted.”

My face must have shown him | believed him utterly;
yet my hands—but it was for pure tenderness—shook hm as
if to ask him why, if it was al for nothing, he had
condemned me to months of torment. “What then dd you
do?

He looked in vague pain al roundthe top d the room
and dew his breah, two or three times over, as if with
difficulty. He might have been standing at the bottom of the
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sea ad raising his eyes to some faint green twilight. “Well—
| said things.”

“Only that?’

“They thought it was enough!”

“To turn you ou for?’

Never, truly, had a person “turned ou” shown so little
to explain it as this littl e person! He gpeaed to weigh my
guestion, bu in amanner quite detached and amost helpless
“Well, | suppcse | oughtn’t.”

“But to whom did you say them?’

He evidently tried to remember, but it dropped—he had
lost it. “I dori't know!”

He dmost smiled a me in the desolation d his
surrender, which was indead practicdly, by this time, so
complete that | ought to have left it there. But | was
infatuated—I was blind with victory, though even then the
very effect that was to have brought him so much neaer was
drealy that of added separation. “Was it to everyone?’ |
asked.

“No; it was only to—" But he gave a sick little
headshake. “1 don’t remember their names.”

“Were they then so many?’

“No—orly afew. Those| liked.”

Thaose he liked? | seemed to float not into cleaness bu
into a darker obscure, and within a minute there had come to
me out of my very pity the gpalling alarm of his being
perhaps innccent. It was for the instant confoundng and
bottomless for if he were innocent, what then on eath was
|? Paralysed, while it lasted, by the mere brush o the
guestion, | let him go alittl e, so that, with a deep-drawn sigh,
he turned away from me again; which, as he faced toward
the dea window, | suffered, feding that | had nothing now
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there to ke hm from. “And dd they repea what you
said?’ | went on after amoment.

He was on a some distance from me, still breathing
hard and again with the ar, though now withou anger for it,
of being confined against his will. Once more, as he had
dore before, he looked up at the dim day as if, of what had
hitherto sustained him, nothing was left but an urspedkable
anxiety. “Oh, yes,” he neverthelessreplied—"they must have
repeaed them. To those theyliked,” he added.

There was, somehow, less of it than | had expeded; but
| turned it over. “ And these things came round—2?’

“To the masters? Oh, yes!” he answered very simply.
“But | didn't know they’ d tell .”

“The masters? They didn’t—they’ve never told. That's
why | ask you.”

He turned to me again his littl e beautiful fevered face.
“Yes, it wastoo ad.”

“Too ad?’

“What | suppase | sometimes said. To write home.”

| can’t name the exquisite pathos of the contradiction
given to such a speech by such a speer; | only know that
the next instant | heard myself throw off with hamely force
“Stuff and norsense!” But the next after that | must have
sounced stern enough. “W hat were these things?”’

My sternnesswas all for hisjudge, his exeautioner; yet
it made him avert himself again, and that movement made
me, with a single bound and an irrepressble ay, spring
straight upon hm. For there again, against the glass asif to
blight his confesson and stay his answer, was the hideous
author of our woe—the white face of damnation. | felt a sick
swim at the drop of my victory and al the return of my
battle, so that the wildness of my veritable leap ony served
asagreat betrayal. | saw him, from the midst of my act, med
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it with a divination, and onthe perception that even now he
only guessd, and that the windowv was dill to his own eyes
free | let the impulse flame up to convert the dimax of his
dismay into the very proof of his liberation. “No more, no
more, no more!” | shrieked, as | tried to press him against
me, to my visitant.

“Is dhe here?” Miles panted as he caight with his seded
eyes the diredion d my words. Then as his drange “she”
staggered me and, with a gasp, | echoed it, “Miss Jes=,
MissJessl!” he with asudden fury gave me back.

| seized, stupefied, his suppaition—some sequel to
what we had dae to Flora, bu this made me only want to
show him that it was better dtill than that. “It's not Miss
Jesel! But it's at the window—straight before us. It's
there—the coward haror, there for the last time!”

At this, after a second in which his head made the
movement of a baffled day's on a scent and then gave a
frantic littl e shake for air and light, he was a me in a white
rage, bewildered, glaring vainly over the place and missng
whally, though it now, to my sense, fill ed the room like the
taste of poison, the wide, overwhelming presence “It’s he?”

| was 9 determined to have dl my proof that | flashed
into iceto chalenge him. “Whom do you mean by ‘he’ ?’

“Peter Quint—you cevil!” His face gave again, round
the room, its convused supgicaion. “Where?”

They are in my ears dill, his supreme surrender of the
name and hs tribute to my devotion. “What does he matter
now, my own?—what will he eve matter? | have you,” |
launched at the beast, “but he has lost you for ever!” Then,
for the demonstration o my work, “There, there!” | said to
Miles.

But he had alrealy jerked straight round, stared, glared
again, and seen bu the quiet day. With the stroke of the loss
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| was © proud d he uttered the ay of a aeature hurled owver
an abyss and the grasp with which | recovered hm might
have been that of caching him in hisfall. | caught him, yes, |
held hm—it may be imagined with what a passion; but at
the end of a minute | began to fed what it truly was that |
held. We were done with the quiet day, and his littl e heat,
dispossessd, had stopped.
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