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Before Douglas read the story to us, he told us about die 
young woman. She was twenty yearr old; she came from a poor, 
church family, and she decided to work as a governess. She heard 
about a mail who wanted to eniploy a governess for two 

children. She went to London and met him at his Iarge house in 
Harley Street. They were his brother's children; his brother w a s  
dead, and now he had to look after them. 

The man was handsome, rich, and unmarried, and the young 
woman was immediately in love with him. 

'I'll be so pleased if you can take the job!' he told her.'London 
isn't a good place for children. I've taken them to my family 
home in Essex* - it's a large house with big gardens and a park. I 
have no time to look after them. I've sent my best servants there, 
and the housekeeper, Mrs Grose, is a very good w0rnan .Y~~  will 
like her, I'm sure.' 

He was very worried about the children. a little girl and her 
older brother. Not long ago, their first governess died suddenly, 
and now their uncle had to employ a new governess quickly. Me 

had to find the right person-The boy was away at school, but he 
came back in the holidays, and the little girl was home all the 
time. 

'HOW did the first governess die?' a listener asked Douglas. 
'Was the job danserous?' 

'You will hear everything,' he answered. 
The young lady did not give her answer a t  once. It was her 

first job; and the house was big, and almost empty. The money 
was good, but could she be happy there. alone? She wanted to 

help this wonderful man, but could she look after the children 
well enough? 

She returned to the house in Harley Street two days later. 
'I have decided to take the job,' she said. 

* Essex: a part oCEndand in the eart of the country. 7'11 bc so pleased jf you can rake the job!' lze told her. 



'Her love for her new master -' somebody said. 
'Yes, of course.This love helped her Iater - it helped her to be 

brave,' Douglas continued. 'But her employer said, "There's one 
thing that you must promise me. You must never bring any 
problem to me.You must never write to me.You must decide 
everything."' 

She promised. He took her hand; he w a s  so pleased with her. 
She never saw him again. 

Douglas opened the red book on his knee, and began re read 
the gaverness's.story to us. 

Chapter 2 T h e  Tivo Children 

I was very worried during the journey. Was I making a mistake? I 
was going alone to a strange house, to teach two children that 
I did not know. But it was a beautiful day, and when I arrived, the 
house w a s  a pleasant surprise. It was large, but light, with open 
windms and bright flowers in the gardens. And Flora was the 
most beautiful child that I have ever seen. Her hair was gold in 
cotour, and her dress w a s  blue. She and Mrs Grose, the 
housekeeper, were there to meet me. 

Mrs Grose seemed to be a h d ,  good woman, and at  supper 
that evening, I asked her about Miles, the boy. 

'If you like this little girl, you will like the boy, too,'she said. 
She smiled at Flora, and Flora smilld at us both-'He's so clever.' 

'When will I see him? Tomorrow?' 
'No, the day afier.* 
I was very excited chat night, and did not sleep much. I heard 

some small sounds in the house; perhaps someone was awake. My 
room w a s  large and comfortable.There was a little bed in it for 
Flora, but on my first night she slept with Mrs Grose. I woke up 
with the birds, and looked forward to my first full day with her. kVhen I arrived, the house was a pleasant surprise. 



Flora showed me everything in the house and garden. She 
showed me the secret places, the old sairs, the empty rooms. 
After half an hour we were good friends. 

'Perhaps,' 1 thought,'l'm in some wonderful story. But, no, it's 
real, and it will be an adventure for me.' 

I rtrnembered my promise to my en~ployer that evening. A 
letter came from Miles's school. I was not excited now, but 
worried.The head at the school wrote that Miles could not go 
back there again. 

'They won't rake him back!' I told Mrs Grose. 
'Never?' she asked, surprised. 
'Never. Here, you can read the Ieaer.' 
I gave it to her but she shook her head sadly. 
'I cannot read,' she said. 'What has he done?' she was almost 

crymg. 
'They don't say, But they think that he's dangerous to the 

other children.' 
'Dangerous?' Mrs Grose was angry now. 
'Is he a bad chiId?' 
'He's only ten years old! How can he be bad? Is she bad?' She 

pointed at Flora, who was sitting quietly at the table. The little 
girl w a s  writing, practising her letter '0's. 

'Naughty, then?' I asked her. 
'Oh yes, of course, he is sometimes naughty! But-' 
'Every boy must be naughty sometimes.' 
'Yes! A boy who is not naughty is not a boy for me!' 
Later, before Miles arrived, I asked her about the last cgoverness. 
'What kind of lady w a s  she?' 
'She was young and pretty Iike you ." 
'Was she careful with the boy?' 
'With some things -yes. But perhaps not with everything. But 

she's dead now, so I mustn't speak badly of her.' 
'Yes, of course,' I said, quickly. 'Was she ill? Did she die here?' 

Tlw /lend nt tltc scJlaol wrote that Miles co~rld not $11 back there again. 

Th~hey won't take him back!' I told Mxr Grose. 



'He can't be bad! it's not possible! Look at him!' 

'No, she went for a holiday-Then she died - the master told me.' 
'How &d she die?' 
'He didn't say.'And she would not tell me any more. 
Miles w a s  as beautiful as his sister. I loved him too, as soon as I 

saw him. He had a sweet innocence, and 1 could not understand 
the school's letter. 

'He can't be bad! It's not possible!' I said to Mrs Grose later. 
'Look at him!' 

'Yes, I look at him all the time,' she smiled. 'What will you do?' 
'I won't answer the letter. I can't write to his uncle. And I 

wonst speak to Miles about it.' 
'Good!' Mrs Gmse said. 'Then together we'll be friends to the 

two children.' She kissed me like a sister. 

Chapter 3 A Frightening Face 

I did not give the children many lessons during those first weeks. 
Perhaps t l z q  were teaching me now - they were teaching me to 
laugh, to play, to be free. I was more innocent than the children. I 
know that now. 

In the evenings, when they were in bed, I liked to walk among 
the summer flawers in the gardens, and under the old trees in the 
park. Sometimes I could see the face of my employer in fiont of 
my eyes. 'He's smiling at me,' I thought. 'He5 pleased with me - 
I h  loohng afcer the children well for him.' 

One evening in June, I walked about three d e s  through the 
park. When I came back to the house, 1 looked up and saw a 
face. Was it my employer's face which 1 thought about so much? 
No, it was not - I realised that very quickly A man stood on the 
roof of the towetThere were two towers, one at each end of the 
roof. Each tower had a room inside, and you could climb out 
onto the roof from them; Flora took me there on my first day. I 



did not know this man. I saw him very clearly, and he was  

watching me. He stood still and stared a t  me for a minute, then 
turned away. 

I was frightened. Was there a secret in this old house? I wanted 
to ask Mrs Grose, but when I came back into the house, 
everything seemed quite ordinary again. I did not say anything to 

her, but for many days I thought about it. FinaIly I decided, 'It 
w a s  a stranger who found a way into the house. But he's gone 
now, so I can forget him. I won't worry about it.' 

I preferred to enjoy my days with che children. I was never 
bored with them. They were happy, and they made me happy 
too. I did not think about my family a t  home now; Flora and 
Miles were my family, and this w a s  my home. 

One Sunday, in the early evening, Mrs Grose and I decided to 
go to church together. My bag w a s  in the dining-room, and I 
went in there to get it. Suddenly, I looked up and saw a face a t  

the window. It w a s  staring at me through the glass. I t  was the 
man who I saw on the roof. I mred at him; he stared a t  me. I did 
not know him, but I felt, strangely, that I knew him very well. 
Then he looked round the room. 

'He's loohng for someone, but net for me!' I realised. 
Then I felt brave. I ran outside and looked for him. But he w a s  

not there.The garden w a s  empty. I went back to the window, put 
my face against the glass, and stared in. Mrs Grose walked into 
the dining-room, and saw me. She turned white, and came 
outside to meet me. 

'Why is she frightened?' I asked myself. 
'What's the rnatttr?\he asked me.'Your face is whitc.You Ioek 

terrible.' 
'My face?' I said. 'I was frightened. You saw my face at the 

window, but when I was in the dining-room, I saw a man's face 
in the same place.' 

'Who is he? Where has he gone?' 

S ~ d d e ~ J y ,  I looked up and saw aJace at the urivrdotv. It was sfnrinf at 

me flrrough tile glass. 



'I have no idea.' 
'Have you seen him before?' 
'Yes - once. He was standing on the roof ofthe tower.' 
'And you didn't tell me? What was he doing there? 
'He looked a t  me - that's A. He was  a stranger, a dread&! 

man.' 
Mrs Grose looked our m r  the gardens once more, then said, 

'Well, it's time for church now' 
'No, I can't go to church. Not now. I can't kave the children. 

It's not safe.' 
'It isn't safe?' she asked. 
'He's dangerous!' I replied. 
She redised something then. I could see it in her face. 
'What did he look like?' she asked. 
'He is like nobody!' 
' W h a t  do you mean?' 
'He has no hat!' She looked worried, so I continued quickly, 

'He bas red hair, and a long face, with strange eyes.' 
Mrs Grose's mouth was  open, and she stared at me. Is he 

handsome? How is he dressed?' 
'Oh, yes, he's handsome. And he's wearing another person's 

clothes.' 
'The master's!' she said. 
'You know this man?' 
She did not reply for a second, then she answered, 'Quint. 

Peter Quint. He was the master's servant. He took some of his 
clothes - but never his bat.When the master left, Quint looked ' 

after everything in the house. He w a s  only 3 servant, but he gave 
the orders.' 

'Then where did he go? 
'Go? she said.'Oh no, he died.' 
'Died?' I almost screamed. 
'Yes,'she said-'Peter Quint is dead.' 

Chapter 4 Tbo People Who Died 

Mrs Grow and I talked a lot abuut Quint's ghost. 
'I have never seen anything,' she said. But she knew my story 

was me. 'Who w a s  he looking kr?' she asked me. 
We was looking for little Miles,' I said, because suddenly I 

knew that it was  hue. 

Mrs Grose looked frightened. 'The child?' she asked. 
'His ghost wants m find the children.' 
'How do you know?" 
'I know, 1 know! And yau know too, don't you?' She did not 

answer, so I continued,'Miles never speaks about Quint. Isn't that 
strange? H e  says nothing to me. "They were great friends, Miles 
and Quint," you told me.' 

'It was Quint's idea: Mrs Grose said. 'He wanted to play with 
Miles alf the time. We was too free with him.' 

'Too free!' He was too free with my boy! - this w a s  terrible. 
'He w a s  too fke with tvewne.' 
30 he w a s  truly a bad man?' 
'I knew it, but the master didnt. He didn't like to hear about 

any sort of trouble. I couldn't tell him. I was afraid.' 
'What were you afraid of?' 
'Quint was so clever - he could do terrible things.' 
'A dreadful man, with those innocent little children - couldn't 

you do something?' 
'I couldn't say anything. Peter Quint gave the orders.' She 

began to cry. 
Did Mrs Grose tell me everything? No - there was sometlung 

that she didn't say. I had to be brave. J had to watch ca&lly.The 
children must not meet this ghost! 

And then, one afternoon, I took Flora out into the garden. 
Mdes was reading inside, so Flora and I walked down to the lake 
together. It was hot, and we wdked under the trees for much of 



the time.When we arrived at the lake, I sat down with a book, and 
for an hour everything was quiet. S~lddenly 1 thought,'Sorneone is 
watching us.' But I did not look up at once. I looked at Flora first. 
She had stopped playing and was very still. 'She can see the person 
too!' I thou&t.Then she turned away quickly from the lake. 

Now I had to look up. A woman was standing on the other 
side of the lake - a dreadful woman, dressed in black. She was 
smring at Flora. I knew that she w a s  the ghost of Miss Jessel, the 
children; old governeqs. 

'Flora saw her too!' I told Mrs Gmse later. 
'Did she tell you?' Mrs Grose asked. 
"No - and that makes it more terrible! The woman has come 

for FIora.The way she look at her -' 
Mrs Grose turned white.'She was dressed in black?' 
'Yes, and she was handsome. She was a beautiful woman, but a 

bad one.' 
'They were both bad,'she said at last. 
You must tell me about thcin now: T  aid. 
'They were - together,' she said. 'They were lovers. But she 

paid a terrible price for it.Yes, she suffered, poor woman! He did 
what he wanred.' 

'With her?' 
'With them all." 
'How did she die?' 
'I  don't know. I didn't want to know. But she couldn't stay in 

the house after that. She had to leave. She was a lady, and he was 

only a servant.' 
'And Ptter Quint? How did he die?' 
'He drank too much one night, He came out of the bar in the 

village and fell down on the ice. He cut his head on a sconc.We11, 
that's what people say. Nobody really knows.' 

'It? all so tersible!'And now I began to cry, and Mrs Gmse cook 
me in her arms.We can't save the children! They're lost! Lost!' 

A woman tvar startding on the other side of the lake - a drradful 
womnrr, dressed in black. 



But I st i l l  wanted to be with rhe children most of d, specially 
with Flora. She hoked into my face carefitUy with her big, blue 
eyes, and said, 'You were crying.' She was so sweet, so innocent - 
how could she know about these dreadful things? 

And Milw? I asked h&s Grose about Miles.'"He was sometimes 

bad," you said to me. How was he bad?" 
'Naughty,' she replied 'I said naughty, not bad' 
'Please tell me!' I continued. 'He's aiways so good with me. So 

when he was bad - or naughty - it was  unuswl.What happened? 
W e  were talking late into the night, and now the grey light of 

morning was corning. Mrs Gmse was siIent for a minute, then she 
answered me. 

'Quint and the boy were together all the hme. I didn't like it. I 
spoke to MissJesse1 about it. She was angry with me.'"It's none of 
your business," she said. So I spoke to Miles.' 
'You told him that Peter Quint was only a servant?' 
'Yes. "You're only a servant too," he answered me. And there 

were times when he and Peter Quint were together for hours, 
but he said, "I haven't seen Peter t-" ' 

'He lied to you?' 

Mrs Gmse seemed surprised by this wtlrd. 'Yes - perhaps he 
did.' 

'And he knew about Quint, and Miss Jessel?' 
'I don't know - I don't know!' 
'Yes, you do know! And we need to h o w  more!" 

Chapter 5 The Children in Danger 

I waited and watched carefully for some days.The children were 
so lovable and happy that I nearly forgot my worries sometimes. 
They enjoyed studying, and were clever and funny in our lessons 
together. Sometimes they seemed to have a plan: one of them 
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talked to me, whik the other disappeared outside. But this did 
not redly worry me. 

Then, one evening, I stayed up very late in my bedroom. I was 
readrng a book by the light of a candle. Flora was asleep in her 
Iittle bed in the corner. Suddenly, I looked up and listened. 
Something was moving in the house. I remembered my first 
night, when I heard sounds like this. 

I took my candle and ldt  the mom. I locked the door behind 
me, and walked to the top of the stairs. My candle went out, but 1 
noticed that it w a s  already quite light, and I could see without it. I 
realised that there was someone on the stairs below. It was Peter 
Quint again.There was a big window by the stairs, he stood by it 
and scared up at me. I knew then that he was both wicked and 
dangerous. But I was not ahid. We stood and stared silently, and 
that was the strangest thing. A murderer can talk, but a ghost 
cannot.The-n he turned, and &appeared at the bottom of the smia. 

I returned to my ro0m.A candle was still burning there, and 1 
saw that Flora's bed was empty. I ran to her bed, frightened-Then 
I heard a sound. She was hiding by the window. She looked very 
serious. 
'You naughty person! Where did you go?" 
I sat down, and she climbed onto my knee. 
'Were you looking for me out of the window?' I asked her. 

'Did you think I was in the garden?' 
'Well, someone was out there,' she said, and smiled at me. Her 

face was innocent and beautiful in the candlelight. 
'And did you see anybody?' 
'Oh, no!' 
I knew that she was lying. But I did not say anything. 
Each night now J sat up late. Sometimes I went out of my 

room to look, and listen. Once I saw a woman on the stairs. She 
sat here in sadness, with her head in her hands. She did not show 
me her face, but I knew that it was dreadful and that she was 



Flora was rta~tditq by the tw'ndou~ ... There  titas a full moon, and I 
could see hex-face in its l[qld. 

suffering. I only saw her for a second, and then she disappeared. 
After eleven nights, I could not stay awake late, and I went to 

sleep quite early. I woke up at about one oklock in the morning. 
Flora was sranding by the window,  taring out. She did not notice 
me.There was a full moon, and I could see her face in its light. 
She was giving herself to soillezhing out there, to the ghost that 
we saw by the lake. I got up - I wanted to find another room 
with windows that looked out onto the gasden. 

The room in the tower w a s  the best one. It w a s  a big, cold 
bedroom, nobody eves slept there. I put my face against the glass 
of the window. The garden w a s  very bright in the moonlight. 
Somebody w a s  standing on the grass and staring up above me - 
at the tower. So there was another person out there, on the roof 
of the tower. But the person in the garden was not the ghost of 
the woman. It w a s  little Miles. 

When E went down into the garden, Miles came in quietly 
with me, back to his bedroom. 

'Tell me now, Miles,' I said. 'Why did you go out? What were 
you doing in the garden?' 

'Will you understand?' he asked me, with his wonderful smile. 
I felt almost sick while I waited to hear. He planned to tell me 
everything! 

'Well,' he said. 'I wanted to be bad!' He kissed rne.'l didn't ga 

to bed! I went out at midnight! When I'm bad, I'm really bad!" 
He spoke Iike a naughty, happy child.'I planned it with Flora.' 

'She stood at  the window-' 
'To wake you up!' 
'And you stood outside in the cold. Well, you murt go to bed 

now.' I w a g  the governess again, and Miles was just a naughty boy. 
He was too clever for me. 

I told Mrs Gmse everything. 'We think that the children are 

good, but they're not.They live with then1 - not with us-They 
want to be with Quint and that woman!' 



' l l e y  'rc still here! l7zeir ghosts are hokittgfor our children .' 

'But why?' Mrs Grose asked, 
'Because Peter Quint and Miss Jessel are wicked, and they 

taught Flora and Miles to love wickedness.They're bad!' 
'Yes, they were a wicked pair,' Mrs Grose said. 'But what can 

they do now? They're dead.' 
'They're still here! Their ghosts are looking for our children. 

They can still take Miles and Flora from us!' 
'Oh, my goodness!' 
'They wait in high, strange or dangerous places - the roof of 

the tower, the other side of the lake. It's dangerous but 
exciting, for Flora and Miles. They'll try to get to those wicked 
people.' 

'And a terrible accident can happen - I see,' said Mn Grose. 
'We must stop this-Their uncle must take them away from here. I 
can't write, so you must mite  to him.' 

'What can E say? How will he know that it's true?' CMy 
employer win be angry with me,' I thought. 'I wanted so much to 

be brave and to help him.') 
Mrs Grose took my arm. 'He must come!' she said-'He must 

come back and help us!" 

Chapter 6 A Jktter to Miles's Uncle 

The summer changed into the autumn. I didn't see any more 
ghosts, and I &d nothing-The sky w a s  grey, and dead leaves Mew 
onto the grass. Did the children see thing? Sometimes 
everything suddenly went quiet in the schoolroom. I think that 

wicked pair were with us then. I think, too, that the children 
could see them. But usually, they were happy and worked hard. 
They were very interested in their uncle. 

'Will he come soon?' they asked me. They wrote beautiful 
letters to him. 



'We can't send them to him,' I explained. 'He's too busy. 
Perhaps he'll come later in the year.' 

I wanted to speak to the children about the ghosts, but I 
couldn't find a way. They smyed silent about them, and so did E. 
Sometimes, alone, I thought about it all night, but my thoughts 
stayed secret. Everything felt heavy, like a storm was coming. 

Then the storm came. I was walking to church one Stlnday 
morning with Miles. Flora and Mss Gmse were in front. It was 

bright, cold autumn weather now. 
'Can you teil nze,'Miles said,'when I'm going back to school?' 
His voice was sweet, but the words surprised me. I stopped 

suddenly. He smiled at  me. 'I'm a boy, you know. And I'm 
getting older now. I'm with a lady all the time - is it a good 
idea? She's a wonderful lady, of course - but a boy needs other 
boys and men.' 

We walked on now 'Were you happy at school?' I asked him. 
He thought for a second. 'Oh, I'm happy enough anywhere.' 
'Then you must be happy here too!" 
'Yes, but 1 want - I want more interesting things to see and 

do.' 
'I see,' 1 said. 
'Does nly uncle know about me, about everything?' 
'I don't think he's interested, Miles,' I answered. 
'Then he must come and visit us!' 
'Who will ask him?' 
'I will!' Miles said. 
We were at the church now, but I did not go in. I stayed 

outside. For the first time, I did not want to be with Miles. Of 
course, he was right - it was unnatural for a boy to spend all his 
time with a governess, every day. And I w a s  doing nothing about 
it. Could I speak to his uncle? Miles knew now that I did nor 
want to do this. 

'He'll use it in his phn!' I thought. He and Flora looked 'Can you sell me,' Miles said, 'lajhen I'm ping hdck to sc11001' 



innocent, but they were not. 'I must leave this house! I'll go back 
and get ready. I can leave today!' 

En the house, I went up to the school room for my books. I 
opened the door. But there, sitting at my table, was that dreadful 
woman - Miss Jessel. She w a s  writing - I knew it - to her Iover, 
Quint. Her tired face was full of suffering. She w a s  using my pen, 
my paper. She stood up, and for a few seconds she looked at  me. I 
stared at her, then I screamed,'You're a wicked, terrible woman!' 
She seemed to hear me. But the next minute the room was 

empty-And I knew now that I must stay in the house. I could not 
leave. 

"'ve e k e d  to Missjessel,' I said to Mrs Gmse later, by the fire. 
Mrs Gmse was  surprised, but she stayed calm. 'And what did 

she say?' 
'She's suffering. She wants Flora. I've decided to write to she 

children? uncle.' 
'Oh yes!' Mrs Gmse said. 'You must.' 
'I'll tell him this,' E said. ' "I cannot teach a boy who i s  wicked. 

The school have sent hirn honte because af his wickedness."' 
'But - we don't know -' 
'Yes, we do,' I said. 'He seems to be so good, that he must be 

wicked, really wicked. I'll wiite tonight!' 

I began the letter that evening. There was a strong wind and 
heavy rain outside. But it w a s  quiet in my room, and Flora was 

asleep in her little bed. I stood up, took my candle and went to 

Miles's bedroom door. I liseened. He called out,'Come in! I can 
hear you outside!' 

He was awake but in bed. 
'Aren't you sleeping?' I asked him. 
'No,' he answered, quite happily. 'I like to Iie and think.' 
'What do you think about?' 
'About you, of course! And about a11 these strange things -' 
'What strange things?' 

.* 
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She stood up, arzd for afew seconds slze looked at me. Istared at her, 
then iscreamed. 



'Oh, you know!' 
I held his hand, and he smiled up a t  me.'Of course you can go 

back to school,' I said. 'But we must find a new one for you,' He 
looked so young, and innocent in his bed. 'You didn't say 

anything before,' I continued. 'What do you really want?" 
He shook his head.'[ want to go away! O h  - you know what 

a boy wants!' 
Do 11 'You want to go to your uncle?' I asked him. 
'He must come here.' 
'Yes, but he'll take you away, Miles.' 
'That's what 1 want!You ]nust tell hrm everything.' 
"Fell h ~ m  what?' I asked.'He'li ask you questions.You must tell 

him things, too.' 
'What things?' 
'The thinp that you don't telI me. He must decide on his 

plans for you.You can't go back to your oId school, you know.' 
I looked at this brave, calm, young boy, and I kissed him with 

love. 
"I'm writing to your uncle,' I said. 'I've already started the 

letter.' 
Well then, finish it!' 
'Tell me something first, MiIes.What happened? He looked at 

me, surprised. What happened here in this house? What 
happened at school?' He was still looking at  me. I held my arms 
out to him. 

'Oh Miles!'I said.'Dear little Miles, I want to help you! F don't 
want to hurt you. I want to help you so much!' But I knew a t  

once that this was a mistake. Suddenly, ehere was a loud and 
terrible noise, a crash against the window. The coId wind blew 
into the room. Miles screamed. 

I jumped up. Everything was dark. 
'The candle has gone out?' I said. 
'I blew it out, my dear,' Miles said. I looked at this brave, calm, y o u q  boy, and I kissed him with love. 





I shook Mrs Grose's arm and said, 'She's there, she's there!* 

I pointed across the lake. Mrs Grose looked, but Flora did not. 
She watched my face calmly and seriously. 

'She's there, you poor unhappy chdd! You can see her very well!' 
But Mrs Gmse was angry, 'What terrible things you say! 

Where can you see someoneTThere3 nobody there!' 
She could not see anythng! And now I was losing everything! 

That wicked governess was winning! 
"he's not there: Mrs Grose continued, tallung to Flora now. 

You can't see anyone! That poor lady - poor Miss Jessel's dead - 
we know that, don't we? It's all a mistake, and we're going home 
new, quickly.' 

Flora was hoIding on to Mrs Grose's dress. Her face w a s  

suddenly ugly 'l  can't see anybody! I never see anythng! I don't 
like yod  She turned towards Mrl; Grose. 'Take me away from her!' 
'From me?' 1 asked. 
'From you - from you!' 
I stared at the ghost, which w a s  still there-Then I shook my 

head and said sadly to Flora,'I've lost you. I'm sorry. She's won. I 
tried to help you. Goodbye-'And to Mrs Grose I said,'Go! Go at 

once!' 
1 don't remember anything after that. I w a s  on the ground, 

crying, for a very long time. It was nearly evening when 1 got 

up. I went back to the house and up to my room. Flora's things 
weren't there now. Later, Miles came and sat silently with me. He 
w a s  not unfriendly. I was very cold, but felt warm when he 
was there. 

Chapter 8 Trying to Save Miles 

Mrs Grose came into my room the next morning. Flora w a s  ilI. 
'What does she say?' I asked. 'What has she seen? 
'I can't ask her,' Mrs Grose said sadly. 'But she seems so old now.' 



'Does she talk about Miss Jessel?' 
'Not a word.' 
'They're so clever, that woman and Flora! Flora will never 

speak to me again. And she'll tell her uncle about me. "What a 
terrible governess!" he'll think. Shall I leave now?' I continued. 
'That's what Flora wants, isn't it?' 

She agreed.SShe doesn't want to see you again.' 
'Well then: J said, 'you must go.You must take Flora away, to 

her uncle's. I'll stay here with Miles. But the two children must 
not meet alone together! Not for three seconds!' 
'Yes, you're right. Flora must leave this house. We'll go this 

rnorning.And - I can't stay! Flora is saying such terrible things. 
Dreadful words, dreadful thing.Where did she learn them?' 

/ She was crying now.'You believe me, then?' l asked her, 
'Oh, yes, I do! I must take Flora far away, far from them!' she 

said. 
'My letter - it will arrive in town first,' I said. 
She shook her head.'No, it won't. It's disappeared.' 
'What do you mean?' 
'It disappeared from the table by the front door. The other 

servants haven't seen it. Miles -' 
'Miles took it7'This was  terrible. 'Then he's read it! So h e h  

thief - he w a s  stealing letters at school, then! Y must talk to him. 
If he talks to me, we can save him!' 

The servants were surprised when Flora left with Mrs Grose. 
They stared at me silently when I walked through the house. But 
Miles did not seem worried.We ate lunch together in the Iarge 
dining-room. 

'Is Flora very iIl?' he asked me. 
'She'll get better in London.Take some meat, Miles,' I said. 
He filled his plate, and we ate quickly. Miles got up, and stood 

with his back to me and his hands in his little pockets.We did not 
speak while the servant took the plates away. 'Flora is sayir?q such terrible t h f ~ p .  Dreadful wds, drea(fi l  filings.' 



'Well,' Miles said. 'We're alone now!" 
'Not quite alone,' I answered. 
'Of course, there are the others,' he said. 'But they're not 

important, are they?' He walked to the window and put his face 
against the glass.Was he loohng for somethirag, or somebody? 

'Have you enjoyed yourself today?' I asked. 
'Oh, yes! I'm so free now. I waIked miles and miles. I went 

everywhere.' 
'And d o  you like it?' 
'Do you?' he replied. ' Y o l i r  are more alone now.' 
'It doesn't matter,' I said. 'I'm happy to be here. And why am I 

still here? For you, of course.' 
He stared at me, and his little face w a s  both handsome and 

,/ serious. 
'You're staying here just for me?' 
'Yes. I'm your friend, and I want to help you - I told you so, 

that night, in your bedroom. Do you remember?' 
'Yes, but you wanted something from me, too!' 
'Yes. TelE me everything, Miles. That's what I want!' 

'Ah!You're staying here so chat I can tell you everything?" 
"ell, yes, it's true.' 

'Nw? '  he asked. 
'It's a p o d  time. Or do you want to go out again?' 
'Yes, I want to go out very much!' W e  picked up his hat, and 

was ready to leave. 7'11 tell you everything - I promise. But later - 
not now.' 

'Why not now?' 
He turned to the window again and was silent. "I have to see 

the gardener,' he said. H e  w a s  lying, I knew it. Someone was 
waiting for him outside. 

'Well, then,' I said.'Tell me just one little thing before you go. 

Did you take my letter from the table by the door?' 'Well,'Milcs said. 'We're alone faow!' 



Then, in that same second, I saw the terrible face of Peter 
Quint at  the window again.The room changed, and everything 
felt bad. But Miles saw nothing. 

'Yes, I took it: he said. 
I took him in my arms. He could not see the ghost, and he 

was not lying now! These were two goad, good thing! The face 
still stared at us through the glass. 

'Why did you take it?' 
'I  wanted to know what you wrote about me: he said. 
'And d ~ d  you open the letter?' I asked. 
'I opened it, and then I burnt: it,' he said. 
'And &d you do this at schooI? Did you steal letters, and burn 

them? Did you steal other thing, Miles?' 
'Me?' he asked.'SteaP' His voice told me that this was a terrible 

question. 
My face was red. 'Well, why can't you go back? What did you 

do, then?' 
'I - 1 said things,' the boy replied,'to a few people. And then all 

the masters heard about it.That's all.' 
'What things?' I asked. But he didn't say. Perhaps he really was 

innocent! 
'Didn't they tell you? Well, there were some bad things. Perhaps 

they were too bad for a letter.' 
But the face at the window came closer. It wanted to stop 

Miles, to stop his true answers. I screamed and held Miles again. 
'No more, no more!' I shouted to the ghost. 

'Is she here?' Miles asked, and turned his eye< to the window. 
But he could still see nothing. 

'She?' I asked. 
'Miss Jessel, MissJessel!' he shouted in anger. 
I understood then; he was thinlung about Flora's story. 
'No, it's not Mixi Jessel. But ehac other dreadful face - that 

wicked man - he's at the window-fir the Iasr time!' 

I saur the terrible face Of Peter Quint at the window again . . . 
But Mifes saw raetliinf. 



He got ang-rier then, and the room felt worse. 'HP is here 
then?' he asked. 

'Who?' I had to ask him. 
'Peter Quint, of course! Where is h'e?' He looked routld t h i  

m o p .  'Where?' 
'It doesn't'rnatter!' I said. 'I have you now! You are mine, not 

his! He has lost you for ever! There, there!' I pointed. But Miles 
saw nothing. He screamed like an animal, like a person who has 
lost everything. 'He's falling!' I thought. 'I must catch him and 
save him!' I held him hard, very hard. And then Miles and I were 
alone, alone together in a quiet afternoon. But suddenly, his little 
heart stopped, and 1 realised what I was holding. I was holding a 
dead child, not a living one. 

I redlised whar I was holding. I was holding a dead child, not a 

living one. 



&kKe yolr read 
1 Do you think that this story will be happy, sad or frightening? Why 

do you think so? 
2 Find these words in your dictionary. They are all in this part of the 
story. 
alone dmdhtI employ ghost govwrness inno08m 
lady master naughty servant stare tower 
a Which wards mean the same as the following: 

to took at something for a long time 
a tall, narrow building ' 

without other people 
a woman who teaches ywng children in their home 

r a person who comes back after he or she is dead 
b C W  the right words from the list above and put them in 

these sentences: 
The factory now . . . . . more than 200 workers. 
O n e c h i l d i s g o o d b u t ~ ~ r i s ~  ry...... 

a The man was not a criminal: he was able to prwe his . . .. . . 
n The dog always comes when its . . . . . calls its name. 
n This beautiful . . . . . is married to a very rich man. 

Rich p-le usually have . . . . .to cook their meals. 
There has been a . . . . . accident in Oxford Road. 

Afteryou read 
3 What are the names of these people? 

a Jhe housekeeper at the big house 
b the child with gold hair 
c the beautiful boy 
d the man with the strange eyes 

4 Answer these questions: 
a Who shows the goYerness m n d  Ithe house and garden? 
b Why does the head at Miles's school want Mites to ieaW the 

whoor7 

c Where b the strange man when governess first sees him? 
d What is he doing the second time she sees him? 
e How do we know that he is a ghost? 

Chapters 4-6 

&fore you read 
5 Find these words in your dictionary. They are all in this part a f  the 

story. 
candle suffer wi&d + 

Which word means: 
a to feel great pain 
b a simple kind of light 
c very, very bad 

6 Answer these qudons: 
a What do you think that Peter Quint wants? 
b Can you name all the people in the pictures for these three 

chapters? 

Affer you read 
7 Who says these words? Who are they talking to? 
s 'She was a lady and he was only a servant! 
b 'You were crying: 
c 'F wanted to be bad: 
d 'You're a wicked, terrible woman!' 
e 't crtnnot teach a boy who is wicked.' 

Chapters 7-8 

Before you read 
B In these last two chapters one person dies. Who do you think it will 

be? 
9 Who will win in the end: the good people or the ghosts? 

After you read 
10 The governess writes a letter. What happens to it? 
I 1  At the end of Chapter 7, the governess cries for a long time. Wtq( is 

she crying? 



12 At the end of the story, Peter Quint returns. He wants to stop 
Miles - from doing what? 

Writing 
13 Write five things you know about Flora: what she looks like etc. 
14 In Chapter 6, the governess writes a letter to her employer. What 

do you think she says? Write the latter. 
15 Think of a ghost story you know, Write a paragraph telling the story. 
16 You are a scientist: you don't believe in ghasts. Explain that the 

governess imagined everything. Give another reason why Miles 
dies at the end of the story. 
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