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THE WOLVES OF W LLOUGHBY CHASE

it was dusk - winter dusk. Snow | ay white and shining over the pleated
hills, and icicles hung fromthe forest trees. Snow lay piled on the
dark road across W I | oughby Wod, but from dawn nmen had been clearing it
wi th brooms and shovels. There were hundreds of them at work, wapped in
sacki ng because of the bitter cold, and keeping together in groups for
fear of the wolves, grown savage and reckl ess from hunger

Snow | ay thick, too, upon the roof of WIIoughby Chase, the great house
that stood on an open em nence in the heart of the wood. But for al

that, the Chase | ooked an inviting home - a warm and wel coni ng
stronghol d. Its rosy herring-bone brick was bright and well-cared-for
its numerous turrets and battlements stood up sharp agai nst the sky, and
the crenell ated bal conies, corniced with snow, each held a gol den square
of wi ndow. The house was all alight within, and the joyous hubbub of its
activity contrasted with the sonbre sighing of the wind and the hideous
how i ng of the wolves without.

In the nursery a little girl was inpatiently dancing up and down before
the great wi ndow, fourteen feet high, which faced out over the park and
conmanded t he | ong bl ack expanse of road.



"WIl she be here soon, Pattern? WIIl she?" was her continual cry.

"We shall hear soon enough, | dare say, Mss Bonnie," was the inevitable
reply fromher maid, who, on hands and knees in front of the fire, was
folding and goffering the frills of twenty |ace petticoats.
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The little girl turned again to her inpatient vigil. She had clinmbed up
on to the wi ndow seat, the better to survey the snowy park, and was
junping on its well-sprung cushions, covered in crinson satin. Each tine
she bounced, she nearly hit the ceiling.

"G ve over, Mss Bonnie, do," said Pattern after a while. "Look at the
dust you're raising. | can hardly see ny tongs. Cone and sit by the
fire. W shall hear soon enough when the train's due."

Bonni e |l eft her perch reluctantly enough and came to sit by the fire.
She was a slender creature, small for her age, but rosycheeked, with a
mass of tunbled black | ocks falling to her shoulders, and two brilliant
bl ue eyes, equally ready to dance with laughter or flash with

i ndi gnation. Her square chin al so gave prom se of a powerful and
obstinate tenper, not always perfectly controlled. But her nmouth was
sweet, and she could be very thoughtful on occasion - as now, when she
sat gazing into the fire, piled high on its two carved al abaster

wol f hounds.

"I hope the train hasn't been del ayed by wol ves," she said presently.
"Nonsense, M ss Bonnie dear - don't worry your pretty head with thoughts
like that," replied Pattern. "You know the porters and station-master
have been practising with their nuskets and fow ing-pieces all the
week. "

At that noment there was a commotion from downstairs, and Bonni e turned,
her face alight with expectancy. As the noi se of dogs barking, mnen
shouting, and the doorbell clanging continued, she flew recklessly al ong
t he huge expanse of nursery floor, gleaning and polished as gl ass, and

down the main staircase to the entrance hall. Her inpetuosity brought
her in a heap to the feet of an imensely tall, thin |ady, clad from
neck to toe in a travelling dress of swathed grey twill, with a stiff

col lar, dark glasses, and dull green buttoned boots. Bonnie's headl ong
rush nearly sent this person flying, and
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she recovered her balance with an exclamati on of annoyance.

"Who is guilty of this unmannerly irruption?" she said, settling her
gl asses once nore upon her nose. "Can this hoydeni sh creature be ny new

pupi | ?"
"I --1 beg your pardon!" Bonnie exclainmed, picking herself up

"So | should hope! Am1 right in supposing that you are Mss G een? | am
M ss Slighcarp, your new governess. | amalso your fourth cousin, once
renoved, " the |ady added haughtily, as if she found the renoval hardly
suf ficient.



"Ch," Bonnie stamered, "I didn't know - that is, |I thought you were not
expected until tonorrow. | was |ooking for my cousin Sylvia, who is
arriving this evening."
"I amaware of the fact," Mss Slighcarp replied coldly, "but that does
not excuse bad manners. \Were, pray, is your curtsy?"

Rat her flustered, Bonnie performed this fornmality with | ess than her
usual grace*

"Lessons in deportnent, | see, will need priority on our tinme-table,"

M ss Slighcarp remarked, and she turned to | ook after the disposition of
her |uggage. "You, sir! Do not stand there smirking and dawdling, but
see that ny valises are carried at once to ny apartnments, and that ny
maid is imMediately in attendance to help ne."

James, the footman, who had been exchanging grinmaces with the butler
over the fact that he had received no tip, at once sprang to attention
and sai d:

"Your maid, mss? Did you bring a maid with you?"

"No, bl ockhead. The nmaid whom Lady Green will have appointed to wait on
ne."

"Well, | suppose Mss Pattern will be hel ping you," said Janes,
scrat ching his head, and he shoul dered one of the nine walrus-hide
port mant eaux and staggered off to the service stairs.
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"I will show you the way to your room" said Bonnie eagerly, "and when
you are ready | will take you to see Papa and Mamma. | hope we shal

| ove each other," she continued, |eading the way up the nagnifi cent

mar bl e staircase, and along the portrait gallery. "I shall have so nuch
to show you - ny collection of flint arrowheads and ny sem precious
stones."

M ss Slighcarp thinned her |ips disapprovingly and Bonnie, fearing that
she had been forward, said no nore of her pursuits.

"Here is your apartnent,"” she expl ai ned presently, opening a door and
exhi biting a conmodi ous set of roons, cheerful with fires and furnished
with el egant taste in gilt and mahogany. "And here is ny naid Pattern to
hel p you."

M ss Slighcarp drew down her brows at this, but acknow edged the remark
by an inclination of her head. Pattern was already kneeling at the
dressi ng- case and drawi ng out such articles as the governess m ght

i medi at el y need.

"I shall |eave you, then, for the nonent," said Bonnie, preparing to go.
She turned to add, "Shall | come back in half an hour?" but was arrested
by the sight of Mss Slighcarp snatching a heavy marbl e hairbrush from
its rest and striking a savage blow at the maid, who had taken out a
little case apparently containing letters and papers.

"Prying wetch! Wi gave you permssion to neddle with ny letters?" she



cried.

Bonni e sprang back in an instant, all her violent tenper roused, and
sei zed the brush fromMss Slighcarp's hand, hurling it recklessly

t hrough the pl ate-glass wi ndow. She picked up a jug of warm water which
a housemai d had just brought, and dashed it full in the face of her new
i nstructress.

M ss Slighcarp reeled under the inpact - her bonnet cane off, so did her
grey hair, which, apparently, was a wi g, |eaving her bald, dripping, and
livid with rage.

"Ch dear -- | amso sorry!" said Bonnie in consternation
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"I did not mean to do that. My tenper is a dreadful fault. But you mnust
not strike Pattern. She is one of ny best friends. Ch Pattern-help her!"

The maid assisted Mss Slighcarp to replace the danp wig and repair the
damage done by the water, but her conpressed lips and nostrils showed
how little she relished the task. An angry red weal was rising on her
cheek where the brush had struck her

"Go!" said Mss Slighcarp to Bonnie, pointing at the door

Bonnie was glad to do so. Half an hour later, though, she returned,
havi ng done her best in the nmeantine to westle with her rebellious
t enper.

"Shall | escort you to Mamma and Papa now?" she said, when the governess
bade her enter. Mss Slighcarp had changed into another grey twill dress
with a high white collar, and had |l aid aside her nerino

travel | i ng-cl oak

She pernmitted Bonnie to | ead her towards the apartnents of her parents,
having first |ocked up several drawers in which she had deposited
papers, and placed the keys in a chatel aine at her belt.

Bonni e, whose indignation never |asted |ong, danced ahead cheerfully
enough, pointing out to her conpanion the oubliette where Cousin Roger
had slipped, the panel which concealed a secret staircase, the haunted
portico, the priests' hole, and other features of her bel oved hone. M ss
Sli ghcarp, however, as she followed, wore on her face an expression that
boded little good towards her charge.

At length they paused before a pair of doors grander than any they had
yet passed, and Bonnie inquired of the attendant who stood before them
if her parents were within. Receiving an affirmative answer, she
joyfully entered and, running towards an el egant-I| ooking | ady and
gent| eman who were seated on an ottoman near the fireplace, exclained:

"Papa! Mamma! Such a surprise! Here is Mss Slighcarp, cone a day
earlier than expected!"
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M ss Slighcarp advanced and made her salutations to her enpl oyers.

"I regret not having cone up to London to nake arrange nents with you



nmysel f," said Sir WIIloughby, bowing easily to her, "but my good friend
and man of business M Gipe will have told you how we are situated - on
the eve of a departure, with so nmuch to attend to. | had been aware that
we had a distant cousin - yourself, ma'am- living in London, and
entrusted M Gipe with the task of seeking you out and aski ng whet her
you would be willing to undertake the care of ny estates and ny child
while we are abroad. My only other relative, ny sister Jane, is, as

per haps you know, too frail and elderly for such a responsibility. |
hope you and Bonnie will get on together fanobusly."

Here Mss Slighcarp, in a low and grating tone, told himthe story of

t he hairbrush and the jug of water, omitting, however, her unprovoked
assault in the first place upon poor Pattern. Sir WIIoughby burst into
| aught er.

"Did she do that, the minx? Eh, you hussy!" and he | ovingly pinched his

daughter's cheek. "Grls will be girls, Mss Slighcarp, and you mnust

al l ow something for the natural high spirits and excitenent attendant on
your own arrival and the expected one of her cousin. | shall look to you
toinstil, intime, a nore |adylike deportnment into our wild sprite.”

Lady G een, who was dark-haired and sad-eyed, and who | ooked very ill,
here rai sed her voice wearily and asked her husband if that were not a
knock on the door. He called a sumons inpatiently, and the
station-master entered - a black, dingy figure, twisting his cap in his
hands.

"The down train is signalled, Squire," he said, after bobbing his head
in reverence to each of the persons present in the room "Is it your
pl easure to let it proceed?"

"Surely, surely,” said Sir WIIloughby. "My little niece is aboard it -
let it approach with all speed. How did you come fromthe station, ny
man? \Wal ked? Let orders be given for
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Solly to drive you back in the chaise - with a suitable escort, of
course - then he can wait there and bring back Mss Sylvia at the sane
tinme."

"Ch, thank you indeed, sir," said the man with heartfelt gratitude.
"Bl ess your noble heart! It would have taken me a weary while to wal k
those ten miles back, and it is freezing fast."

"That's all right," said Sir WIIoughby heartily. "Miustn't let Mss
Sylvia die of cold on the train. Besides, the wolves night get you, and
then the poor child would be held up on the train all night for want of
the signal. Never do, eh? Well, Bonnie, what is it, niss?"

"Ch, Papa," said Bonnie, who had been plucking at his sleeve, "may | go
with Solly in the chaise to neet Sylvia? May |?"

"No indul gence should be permitted a child who has behaved as she has
done," remarked M ss Slighcarp

"Ch, cone, come, Mss Slighcarp, come, come, ma'am" said Sir WII oughby
good-naturedly. "Young bl ood, you know. Besides, nmy Bonnie's as good a
shot at a wolf as any of them Run along, then, miss, but wap up snug —
renmenmber you'll be several hours on the road."



"Ch, thank you, Papa! CGoodbye! Goodbye, Manma dear, goodbye, M ss
Slighcarp!" and she fondly kissed her parents and ran fromthe roomto
find her warnest bonnet and pelisse.

"Reckl ess, foolish indulgence," muttered the governess, directing after
Bonni e a | ook of the purest spite.

"But hey!" exclaimed Sir WIIoughby, recalled to memory of M ss
Slighcarp's presence by the sound though he m ssed the sense, of her
words. "If the train's only just signalled, how did you cone, then,
ma' an? You can't have flown here, hey?"

For the first tine the governess showed signs of confusion

"I - er - that is to say, a friend who was driving over from Bl astburn
kindly offered to bring ne here with ny baggage," she at | ength replied.
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A bell clanged through the apartnent at that noment.

"The dressing-bell,"” said Sir WIIoughby, |ooking at a handsone gold
wat ch, slung on a chain across his anple waistcoat. "I apprehend, M ss
Slighcarp, that you are fatigued fromyour journey and will not wish to
dine with us. A nmeal will be served in your own apartnents."

He inclined his head in a dignified gesture of dismssal, which the
governess had no option but to obey.
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Two days before these events a very different scene had been enacted far
away i n London, where Bonnie's cousin Sylvia was being prepared for her
j our ney.

Syl via was an orphan, both her parents having been carried off by a
fever when she was only an infant. She lived with her Aunt Jane, who was
now beconing very aged and frail and had witten to Sir WIIoughby to
suggest that he took on the care of the little girl. He had agreed at
once to this proposal, for Sylvia, he knew, was delicate, and the
country air would do her good. Besides, he wel conmed the idea of her
gentl e conpani onship for his rather harum scarum Bonni e.

Aunt Jane and Sylvia shared a roomat the top of a house. It was in Park
Lane, this being the only street in which Aunt Jane coul d consi der
[iving. Unfortunately, as she was very poor, she could afford to rent
only a tiny attic in such a genteel district. The roomwas divided into
two by a very beautiful, but old, curtain of white Chinese brocade. She
and Sylvia each had half the roomat night, Aunt Jane sl eeping on the
divan and Sylvia on the ottoman. During the daytime the curtain was
drawn back and hung el egantly | ooped agai nst the wall. They cooked their
nmeal s over the gas jet, and had baths in a | arge enanell ed Chi nese bow,
covered with dragons, an heirl oomof Aunt Jane's. At other tinmes it
stood on a little occasional table by the door and was used for visiting
cards.



They were maki ng Sylvia's cl ot hes.

Aunt Jane, with tears running down her face, had taken down the white
curtain (which would no | onger be needed) and
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was cutting it up. Fortunately it was |arge enough to afford materi al
for several chem ses, petticoats, pantalettes, dresses, and even a
bonnet. Aunt Jane, nopping her eyes with a tiny shred of the materi al
nmur mur ed:

"I dolike to see a little girl dressed all in white." "I w sh we
needn't cut up your curtain, Auntie," said Sylvia, who hated to see her
aunt so distressed. "Wien I'mthirty-five and cone into ny noney, |
shal | buy you a whole set of white brocade curtains.”

"There's ny angel," her aunt replied, enbracing her. "But when you are
thirty-five I shall be a hundred and three," and she set to work naking
the tucks in a petticoat with thousands
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of tiny stitches. Sylvia sighed, and bent her fair head over anot her
with stitches alnost equally tiny. She was a little depressed - though
she woul d not dream of saying so - at the idea of wearing nothing but
white, especially at her cousin Bonnie's, where everything was sure to
be grand and handsone.

"Now |l et me think," nuttered Aunt Jane, sewi ng away like |ightning.
"What can we use to make you a travellingcl oak?"

She paused for a monment and gl anced round the room at the lovingly
tended pi eces of Sheraton and Heppl ewhite furniture, the antinmacassars,
t he Persian screen across the gas-jet kitchen. The wi ndow curtains were
too threadbare to use - and in any case one nust have w ndow curt ains.
At | ast she recollected an ol d green velvet shaw which they sonetines
used as an extra bed-cover when it was very cold and they slept together
on the ottoman

"I can use ny jet-trinmred nantle instead," she said reassuringly to
Sylvia. "After all, one person cannot be so cold as two."

By the day of departure, all the clothes had been finished. Nothing nuch
could be done about Sylvia's shoes, which were deplorably shabby, but
Aunt Jane bl acked themw th a nmixture of soot and candl e grease, and
Sylvia's bonnet was trinmed with a white plune fromthe ostrich-feather
fan which her aunt had carried at her coming-out ball. Al Sylvia's

bel ongi ngs were neatly packed into an old carpetbag, and Aunt Jane had
made her up a little packet of provisions for the journey, though with
strict injunctions not to eat themif there were anyone else in the
conpart ment.

"For | adies never eat in public.”
They were too poor to take a hackney-carriage to the station, and Aunt

Jane al ways refused to travel in omibuses, so they wal ked, carrying the
bag between them Fortunately the station was not far, nor the bag



heavy.
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Aunt Jane secured a corner seat for her charge, and put her under the
care of the guard

"Now renenber, ny dear child," she said, kissing Sylvia and | ooking
suspi ciously round the enpty compartnent, "never speak to strangers, tip
all the servants immediately (I have put all the farthings from ny
reticule at the bottom of your valise); do not nodel yourself on your
cousin Bonnie, who | believe is a dear good child but alittle wild;
give my fond regards to my brother WIIloughby and tell himthat I amin
the pink of health and anply provided for; and if anyone except the
guard speaks to you, pull the communication cord."

"Yes, Auntie," replied Sylvia dutifully, enbracing her. She felt a pang
as she saw the frail old figure struggling away through the crowd, and
wonder ed how her Aunt Jane woul d manage that evening w thout her little
ni ece to adjust her curl-papers and read al oud a page of Dr Johnson's
Di ctionary.

Then all Sylvia's fears were aroused, for a strange nan entered the
conpartnent and sat down. He did not speak, however, and took no notice
of her, and, the train shortly afterwards departing, her thoughts were
diverted into a | ess apprehensive vein as she watched the unfamliar
houses with their |ighted wi ndows flying past.

It was to be a long journey - a night and a day. The hour of departure
was six o' clock in the evening, and Sylvia knew that she did not arrive
at her destination until about eight of the follow ng evening. \Wat
strange forests, towns, nountains, and stretches of countryside woul d

t hey not have passed by then, as the train proceeded at its steady
fifteen miles an hour! She had never been out of London before, and

wat ched eagerly from her wi ndow until they had |left the houses behind,
and she was driven to study the toes of her own shoes, so |ovingly
pol i shed by Aunt Jane.

The thought of the old |ady, carefully preparing for her solitary
slunbers, was too nmuch for Sylvia, and tears began to run silently down
her cheeks, which she endeavoured to nop

21

with her tiny handkerchief (made froma spare two inches of white
br ocade) .

"Here, this won't do," said a voice in her ear suddenly, and she | ooked
up in alarmto see that the man at the' other end of the conpartnent had
noved al ong and was sitting opposite and staring at her. Sylvia gave her
eyes a final dab and haughtily concentrated on her reflection in the
dark wi ndow, but her heart was racing. Should she pull the conmunication
cord? She stole a cautious glance at the man's reflection and saw that
he was standi ng up, apparently extracting sonething froma |arge |eather
portmant eau. Then he turned towards her, holding sonething out: she

| ooked round enough to see that it was a box of chocol ates about a foot
square by six inches deep, swathed around with violet ribbons.

"No, thank you," said Sylvia, in as |ladylike a tone as she could nuster
"I never touch chocolate.” Al the same, she had to swallow rapidly a



couple of tines, for the tea which she had shared with Aunt Jane before
t he journey, although very refined, had not been substantial - two

pi eces of thin bread-andbutter, a cinnanon wafer, and a sliver of
caraway cake.

She knew better, however, than to accept food fromstrangers, and as to
opening her own little packet while he was in the carriage - that was
out of the question. She shook her head agai n.

"Now cone along - do," said the man coaxingly. "All little girls like
sweeties, / know "

"Sir," said Sylvia coldly, "if you speak to ne again | shall be obliged
to pull the comunication cord."

He sighed and put away the box. Her relief over this was premature,
however, for he turned round next minute with a confectioners

past eboard carton filled with every inmaginable variety of little cakes -
there were jamtarts, maids of honour, |enbn cheese cakes, Chel sea buns,
and nurmerous little iced confections in brilliant and enticing col ours.

"I always put up a bit of tiffin for a journey,"” he murnured
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as if to hinself, and, placing the box on the seat directly opposite
Sylvia, he selected a cake covered with violet icing and bit into it. It
appeared to be filled with jam Sylvia | ooked straight ahead and ignored
him but again she had to swall ow.

"Now my dear, how about one of these little odds and ends?" said the
man. "l can't possibly eat themall by nyself can |?"

Sylvia stood up and | ooked for the communication cord. It was out of her
reach.

"Shall | pull it for you?" inquired her fellowtraveller politely,
following the direction of her eyes upwards. Sylvia did not reply to
him She did not feel, though, that it would be ladylike to clinb up on
the seat or armrest to pull the cord herself, so she sat down again,
biting her lip with anxiety. To her inexpressible relief the stranger
after eating three or four nore cakes with every appearance of

enj oynment, put the box back in his portnmanteau, w apped hinself in a
richly furred cloak, retired to his own corner, and shut his eyes. A
subdued but regul ar snore soon issuing fromhis partly-opened nmouth
presently convinced Sylvia that he was asl eep, and she began to breathe
nore freely. At length she brought out from conceal nent under her mantle
her nost treasured possession, and held it lovingly in her arns.

This was a doll named Annabelle, nade of wood, not much larger than a
candl e, and plainly dressed, but extrenely dear to Sylvia. She and
Annabel Il e had no secrets fromone another, and it was a great confort to
her to have this conpanion as the train rocked on through the unfamliar
dar k.

Presently she grew drowsy and fell into uneasy slunber, but not for
long; it was bitterly cold and her feet in their thin shoes felt |ike

| unps of ice. She huddled into her corner and w apped herself in the
green cl oak, envying her companion his thick furs and undi sturbed
repose, and wishing it were ladylike to curl her feet up beneath her on



the seat. Unfortunately she knew better than that.
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She dreamed, without being really asleep, of arctic seas, of nobnstrous
tunnel s through hillsides fringed with icicles. Her travelling
conpani on, who had grown a long tail and a pair of horns, offered her
cakes the size of grand pianos and col oured scarlet, blue, and green
when she bit into them she found they were nmade of snow.

She woke suddenly from one of these dreanms to find that the train had
stopped with a jerk

"Ch! What is it? Where are we?" she excl ai ned before she could stop
hersel f.

"No need to alarmyourself, mss," said her companion, | ooking
unavailingly out of the black square of w ndow. "Wlves on the line,
nmost likely - they often have trouble of that kind hereabouts."

"Wl ves!" Sylvia stared at himin terror

"They don't often get into the train, though," he added reassuringly.
"Two years ago they nmanaged to clinb into the guard's van and eat a pig,
and once they got the engine-driver - another had to be sent in a
relief-engine - but they don't often eat a passenger, | pronise you."

As if in contradiction of his words a sad and sinister howing now arose
beyond the wi ndows, and Syl via, pressing her face against the dark pane,
saw t hat they were passing through a thickly wooded regi on where snow

| ay deep on the ground. Across this white carpet she could just discern
a ragged nmul titude pouring, out of which arose, fromtine to tine, this
terrible cry. She was al nost petrified with fear and sat cl utching
Annabelle in a cold and trenbling hand. At |ength she sumoned up
strength to whisper:

"Why don't we go on?"

"Ch, | expect there are too many of 'emon the |line ahead,"” the man
answered carelessly. "Can't just push through them you see - the engine
woul d be derailed in no time, and then we should be in a bad way. No,
expect we'll have to wait here till daylight now - the wol ves get scared
t hen, you know, and
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make for home. Al that matters is that the driver shan't get eaten in
the neantime - he'll keep '"emoff by throwi ng |unmps of coal at them|l
dare say."

"Ch!" Sylvia exclainmed in irrepressible alarm as a heavy body thudded
suddenl y agai nst the wi ndow, and she had a nonmentary view of a pointed
grey head, red slavering jaws, and pale eyes gleanming with ferocity.



"Ch, don't worry about that," soothed her conpanion. "They'll keep up

t hat jumping agai nst the wi ndows for hours. They're not rmuch danger, you
know, singly; it's only in the whol e pack you' ve got to watch out for
Cem "

Sylvia was not nuch conforted by this. She noved along to the m ddl e of
the seat and huddl ed there, glancing fearfully first to one side and
then to the other. The strange man seened quite undi sturbed by the
repeat ed onsl aught of the wol ves which foll owed. He took a pinch of
snuff, remarked that it was all a great nuisance and they would be | ate,
and conposed hinself to sleep again.

He had just begun to snore when a di sconposing incident occurred. The
wi ndow besi de him which nust have been insecurely fastened, was not

proof against the continuous inpact of the frenzied and ravenous

ani mal s. The catch suddenly slipped, and the wi ndow fell open with a
crash, its glass shivering into fragments.

Syl via screaned. Another instant, and a wolf precipitated itself through
the aperture thus formed. It turned snarling on the sl eeping stranger
who started awake with an oath, and very adroitly flung his cl oak over
the animal. He then seized one of the shattered pieces of glass |lying on
the floor and stabbed the inprisoned beast through the cloak. It fel
dead.

"Tush," said Sylvia's compani on, breathing heavily and passing his hand
over his face. "Unexpected - nost."

He extracted the dead wol f fromthe folds of the cloak and tipped its
body, with sone exertion, out through the .broken
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wi ndow. There was a chorus of snarling and yel pi ng outside, and then the
wol ves seened to take fright at the appearance of their dead conrade,
for Sylvia saw t hem coursi ng away over the snow.

"Come, that's capital," said the man. "We'd better shift before they
cone back."

"Shift?"

"Into anot her conpartment," he explained. "Can't stay in this one now -
too cold for one thing, and for another, have wol ves popping in the
whol e tine - nuisance. No, come along, nows the tine to do it."

Sylvia was nost reluctant, and indeed alnpost too terrified to acconpany
him but she saw the force of his proposal and
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wat ched anxi ously as he opened the door and gl anced this way and that.

"Right! Just pass ne out those bags, will you?" He had placed both his
and hers ready on the seat. She passed themout. Hol ding themin one
hand, he made his way sideways al ong the footboard to the next carriage
door, which he opened. He tossed in the bags, returned for his cloak and
rug, and finally reappeared and held out his hand to Sylvia.



"Come al ong now, ny dear, if you don't want to be nade into

wol f-porridge," he exclainmed with frightening joviality, and Sylvia
tinmorously permitted himto assist her along the narrow | edge and into
the next carriage. It was with a sense of unbounded relief and

t hankf ul ness that she heard himslamthe door and nmake sure that the
wi ndows were securely fastened.

"Excellent," he remarked with a smle at Sylvia which bared every tooth
in his head. "Now we can have another forty w nks," and he w apped
hinsel f up again in his cloak, careless of any wolf gore that m ght
remain on its folds, and shut his eyes.

Sylvia was too cold and terrified to sleep. She crouched, as before, in
the mddle of the seat - icy, shivering, and expecting at any mnute to
hear the wol ves recommence their attack against the w ndow

"Here, we can't have this," said a disapproving voice, and she turned to
see the man awake again and scrutinizing her closely. "Not warm enough
eh? Here..." and then as he saw her wi nce away from his cl oak, he
unstrapped a warmplaid travelling rug and insisted on wapping her in
it. Tired, frozen, and frightened, Sylvia was unable to resist him any

| onger.

"Put your feet up and lie down," he ordered. "That's right. Now shut
your eyes. No nore wolves for the time being - they've been scared away.
Of to sleep with you."

Sylvia was beginning to be deliciously warm Her |ast recollection was
of hearing his snores begin again.
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when Syl via woke, it was broad daylight and the train was runni ng

t hrough a mnount ai nous regi on, wooded here and there, and with but few
and scattered dwel lings. Her conpani on was al ready awake, and runchi ng
away at an enornous piece of cold sausage.

Sylvia felt herself to be nearly dead of hunger. She renenbered Aunt
Jane's precept, "Never eat in front of strangers," but surely Aunt Jane
had not intended her to go for a whole night and a day wi thout taking
some refreshnment? And noreover, the good soul could not have antici pated
the dreadful perils that her niece was to encounter, perils which had
left Sylvia so weak and faint that she felt she m ght never reach

W | oughby Chase alive unless she could open her little packet and
consume sone of its contents. Perhaps, she thought, the shared adventure
of the wolves fornmed sonme sort of an introduction to her
fellowtraveller.

She pondered over this matter for sone time and at |ength, driven by her
ravenous appetite, and with many tinorous gl ances at the strange man,
she opened her carpet-bag and took from her parcel of food one or two of
the little dry rolls her aunt had provided - rolls that contained in
each a tiny sliver of ham frail and thin as pink tissue paper. The
remai nder she put back for later in the day. After this frugal neal she
felt greatly restored, and was not too di sconposed when she saw that the
man, havi ng devoured his sausage down to the twi sted end, was now



smling at her in a manner that was evidently intended to be the height
of amability.
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"There! Now we both feel better," he remarked.
"I't was nmost kind of you, sir, to lend ne your rug," Sylvia faltered.

"Couldn't let you freeze to death, midear, could I? Not after you'd
shown such pluck and spirit over the wolves. Sonme little gels would have
screanmed and cried, |I can tell youl"

"WIl they come back agai n?" inquired Sylvia, glancing anxiously out.
The train was now running across a wi de snowy plain, dazzlingly bright
under the sun of a clear blue norning.

"Not till this evening," he told her. "Wen we get to the wolds at dusk
you can depend on it there'll be wolves there to neet us. No need to
worry, though."

Syl via | ooked her doubt of this statenment, and he excl ai med, "Pshaw
Wl ves are cowardly brutes! They won't hurt you unl ess they outnunber
you by nore than ten to one. If you feel anxious about it I'Il get ny
gun, though I don't generally use it for small fry."

And to Sylvia's alarmhe pulled down a canvas-w apped bundl e that she
had taken for fishing-rods and took fromit a |Iong, heavy, glinting blue
gun. Opening a smaller bag he brought out a few cartridges and cl apped
theminto the breech. Then, turning to Sylvia - she winced away in al arm

he said, "Now, ny dear, shall | give you a proof of my marksmanshi p?
Shall I, eh?"
"Ch, no, sir, please don't! Please do not! |ndeed, indeed, | am sure you

can shoot extrenmely well!"

"Can't be sure till you have seen ne! And it will pass the tine for us
bot h. "

So saying, he opened the wi ndow at one end of the conpartnent while
Sylvia, with her hands to her ears, pressed herself as far as possible
into a corner at the other end.

"Now then, what's there to shoot? Can't very well shoot cattle, though
it would be a rare joke, ha ha! There's a bunny, bang! Got him- did you
see him go head over heel s?" Sylvia
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had seen no such thing, for her hands were over her eyes, and her nose
buried in the red-and-bl ack patterned uphol stery.

"Now a rook - he's flapping along slowy, I'll wait till we catch him
up-there! Tunbl ed down |ike a stone. The farnmer'|| wonder where he cane
from™

He fired one or two nore shots and then remarked, "But | nustn't waste
all ny cartridges, nust keep sone for the wol ves, what?" and put the gun



back in its case, carefully cleaning it before he did so. The
conpartnent was reeking with acrid blue snoke and Sylvia was nearly
choki ng.

"There, | never asked if you'd like to try a shot," the man said, "but |
fancy the gun would be a bit heavy for you, as you're on the small side
- alighter fowing-piece would be the thing for you."

"Indeed, | hope | shall never need to shoot at all,"” said Sylvia,
horrified at the very possibility of such an idea.
"Never know when it might cone in useful - my old nother used to say

that every little girl should be able to cook, play the piano, sing, and
shoot . "

Sylvia thought of Aunt Jane's very different catal ogue of

acconplishnments for little girls, in which crewel-work, purse netting,
and naki ng paper doilies took high place, and could not agree with him
The t hought of Aunt Jane nade her sad once, nore and she sighed deeply.

"Are you going far?" the man asked. "Let's get acquainted. My nane's
Ginshaw - Josiah Ginshaw "

Sylvia did not nuch wish to confide in him but she felt that if she did
not talk to himhe mght get bored and recommence shooting out of the

wi ndow. Anything was preferable to that. Accordingly she told him her
nane, and that she was travelling to the house of her uncle, Sir

W11 oughby G een.

He expressed great interest in this.

"Ah yes, yes indeed. |'ve heard of Sir WIIoughby. R chest man in five
counties, isn't he?"

Syl via knew not hing of that.
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"And you'll have a fine tine there, eh? Shall you be staying there
| ong?"

"Ch yes. You see, ny dear manma and papa are dead, and so | amto live
there now with ny cousin Bonnie."

"And your uncle and aunt will |ook after you," he said, nodding.

"Ch, not for very long," she told him "M/ poor aunt Sophia is very
delicate, and it is necessary for ny uncle to take her on a voyage south
for her health, so they will be leaving very soon after | get there. My
poor cousin Bonnie, how she will mss them But we shall have a
governess who is related to us, and of course there are many servants
there to |l ook after us. And | hope that Aunt Sophy will soon be better
and come back to England - Aunt Jane says that she is so pretty and

ki nd! "

He nodded agai n.

Afternoon was now come upon them- grey, with pronise of nore snow The



train had left the levels and was running into nore upland country -
waste, wide, and lonely, with not a living thing stirring across its
bare and open expanses. It was bl eak and forbidding, and Sylvia shivered
alittle, thinking what a long way there was yet to go before she
reached her unknown destination

The day dragged on. To her relief M Ginshaw presently fell asleep
again and sat snoring in his corner. Sylvia took out Annabelle once nore
and showed her the |landscape - it seened to her that the poor dol

| ooked somewhat startled and di smayed at the dreary prospect, which was
not surprising, since her painted eyes had never before surveyed

anyt hing wi l der than Hyde Park on a sunny norning.

"Never mnd, Annabelle," Sylvia said, conforting her, "we'll be there
soon, and there will be warmfires and many beautiful things to | ook at.
| expect Bonnie will have many doll-friends for you to play with. Ch
dear, | only hope they won't laugh at you in your funny little old
pel i sse!"
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She felt rather self-reproachful .tbout Annabelle's old clothes, but
there really had not bEEn a scrap of the white curtain left by the tine
her own outfit had been conpl eted. She consol ed herself and the doll as
best she could, and presently sang sone quiet songs in an undertone when
it seemed fairly sure, judging by the | oudness of M Ginshaw s snores,
that she woul d not wake himw th her singing.

At | ength darkness cane, and poor Sylvia was di smayed by the sight,
while it was yet dusk, of many ani mal shapes streaming in a broken
formati on across the snow. She heard again that |onely, heart-shaking
cry of the wolves and wondered whether to waken M Gi mshaw and tel
hi m

But the train chugged on its way w thout slow ng, and the wol ves cane
and went in the shadows of the trees, never approaching very near, SO
that she felt it would be cowardly to disturb him and as |long as there
was no i mredi ate danger she greatly preferred to |l et himsleep on

It was now quite dark, and Sylvia w shed very nuch that she had sone
means of knowing the time. M Ginmshaw had a great gold watch in his
wai st coat, but this was covered up, and she could not tell whether she
was |ikely soon to reach her journey's end. She had been in readiness
since twilight, with the last little hard roll eaten and the carpet-bag
buckl ed up, and Annabell e safely tucked away under her cloak once nore.

Al at once there was a grinding jerk and the train cane with viol ent
abruptness to a halt, the wheels screeching in protest and the w ndows
al nost starting fromtheir franes.

"Ch, what has happened? What can it be?" cried Sylvia.

M Ginshaw |l eapt to his feet and reached upwards to pull down his
portmanteau fromthe rack. But either from clunsiness or on account of
the jolt with which the next coach struck theirs as it slid to a halt,
he gave the case too vigorous a tug. It topped forward and fell with a
nost appal ling crash directly upon his head, felling himto the fl oor
He | ay apparently stunned.

82



Sylvia was terrified. She sat utterly fixed for two or three seconds,
and then rushed to the wi ndow, which had fallen open when the train
stopped, and thrust out her head to see if there was anyone to whom she
m ght appeal for help.

Geatly to her relief and joy, she discovered that they had actually
stopped at a little forest station. Her portion of the train was at the
extreme end of the platform and the wildly swi nging and flickering

| anps did not enable her to read the name upon the notice-board, but she
saw that a little group of persons carrying |anps and bundl es were

rapi dly approaching down the length of the station, appearing to glance
into each conpartnment in turn as they proceeded. She coul d not

di stingui sh individuals of the group, but gathered an inpression of
urgency fromtheir manner, an inpression which was intensified by sone

i ndi stingui shable shouts fromthe engine driver, borne back on the w nd.

"Hel p!" called Sylvia, |eaning fromher wi ndow "Help, pleasel"

She was afraid that her faint cry would not be heard, but at |east one
menber of the group responded to it, for there was an answering hall oo,
and a small figure detached itself fromthe rest and darted forward.

"Sylvial Is it you?"

Sylvia had hardly tine to register nore' than a pair of bright, dark
eyes, rosy cheeks, black |ocks escaping fromunder a little fur cap
before with a cry of "Mnd, now, Mss Bonnie, don't get so far ahead!" a
man had cone up and was busy undoi ng the fastening of the conpartnent
door.

"Mss Sylvia, is it, mss? W'Ill soon have you out of there," he called
cheerily, westling with the frozen and snow covered handl e, while
Bonni e somewhat inpeded his activities, dancing up and down, bl ow ng

ki sses to Sylvia, and crying, "Poor dear Sylvia, you nmust be frozen
Never nmind, you'll soon be warm and snug, we have a foot-warner and ever
S0 many
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bl ankets in the carriage. Ch, how | amgoing to | ove you! What fun we
shal | have!"

Syl via responded heartily to these overtures, and then excl ai ned
urgently to the man, who had now undone the door, "There is a gentleman
here in need of assistance. | greatly fear that he has been stunned by
his suitcase. Pray, pray, can you hel p hin®"

"Let's have a look at him then, mss," the man said. "You pop out with
M ss Bonnie and | et Janes take you back to the carriage. That will be
safest for you."

But Bonni e exclainmed, all interest, "A man hurt? GCh, the poor fellow W
must help him Solly. W had better take himhone."

The ot her menbers of the group had come up by now, and there was cl anour
and di scussi on.

"What's to be done? Can't |eave the poor gentleman in the train |ike
that, 'tis another two hours to Blastburn and |ike as not he'd freeze to



deat h."

"Well, whatever you do," said a whiskered man in a flat cap who appeared
to be the station-master, "do it quick, or the wolves'|| settle the
matter. Hark, | hear them now W' ve not a nonent to spare.” And an

anxi ous toot fromthe engine driver's whistle seemed to indicate that he
was |ikew se of this opinion

"Take himout, then," cried Bonnie, "put himin the carriage! | amsure
my father would wish it." And Janes and Solly agreeing, M Ginshaw and
his luggage were lifted forth, together with Sylvia's carpet-bag, the
door was slammed, and the guard waved his green | anp. Snoke and sparks
puffed back on the wind as the engi ne heaved itself under way and the
train slowy ground forward, the guard ninbly swng hinmself on board as
the rear of the train passed them and Sylvia, glancing back as she was
hurried along the platformby Bonnie's eager hand, saw its serpent-Iline
of lights di sappear wi nding through the trees. Now the grinding and

hi ssing of the
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engi ne was gone, Sylvia could hear the how s of wolves, distinct and
frightening, and she understood the haste of the party to be gone.

She received a confused inpression of the small station building, with
its fringed canopy and scarl et-painted seats, as she was hustl ed

t hrough, and then they cane to the neat little carriage in front of

whi ch six black horses were steam ng, stanping, and shivering under
their rugs, as inpatient as the humans to be off.

"Lay himon the seat!" cried Bonnie. "That's it, James! Now wap a rug
over him so - is his luggage all there? Capital. Now Sylvia, spring
inl" But poor Sylvia was too exhausted and cold to manage it, and Janes
the footman lifted her carefully up and deposited her on the opposite
seat, wapping her in a beautiful soft blue nerino rug and pl aci ng her
feet upon a foot warner. Bonnie snuggled in beside her and cried, "Now
we can go!"

And indeed, it was only just in time. As Janes and Solly swing

t hensel ves up and the station staff dashed inside their little edifice,
there was a chorus of yelps and hows, and the first of a considerable
pack of wolves canme loping into the station yard. There was a flash and
a deafening report as Janmes fired his nmusket anmong them Solly whipped
up the horses, who needed no whi pping, and the carriage seened al nost to
spring off the ground, so rapid was the notion with which it left the
bui I ding and |ights behi nd.

There had been a new fall of snow and their progress was silent as they
fl ew over the carpeted ground, save for the nuffled hoof-beats and the
cry of the wol ves behind them

"Those poor nen in the station!" exclained Sylvia. "WI| they be safe?"

"Ch yes," Bonnie told her reassuringly. "They have plenty of amunition
W al ways bring them sonme when we cone, and food too - and the wol ves
can't get in. It's only troubl esome when a train has to stop and peopl e
get out. But tell ne
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about that poor man - what is the matter with hin? Was he taken ill?"

"No, it was his portmanteau that fell on him and knocked him
unconsci ous," Sylvia explained. "The train stopped with such a jerk."

"Yes, the drivers always do that. You see, if the wolves notice a train
sl owi ng down, they are on the alert at once, and all start to run
towards the station, so as to be there when the passengers get out.
Consequently, if a train has to stop here, the driver goes as fast as he
can till the very last nonent, in order to deceive theminto thinking
that he is going straight through. But now tell me about yourself," said
Bonni e, affectionately passing an armround Sylvia and maki ng sure that
she was well wapped up. "Did you have a pl easant journey? Are you
hungry? Or thirsty?"

"Ch no, thank you. | had some provisions with me for the train. W had
quite a pleasant journey. A wolf junped into our compartment |ast night,
but M Ginshaw -- that gentleman - stabbed it to death and we noved

i nto anot her conpartnent."
"I's he a friend of yours?" Bonnie said, nodding over this incident.

"Ch dear no! | had never seen himbefore. Indeed, |I did not like him
very much," Sylvia confessed. "He seemed so strange, although I believe
he nmeant to be kind."

The two children were silent for a monent or two, as the carriage
gal l oped on its way. The soft rugs were delicious to Sylvia, and the
grateful warnth of the foot-warner as it struck upwards, gradually

t hawi ng her nunbed and chilled feet, but the sweetest thing of all was
the friendly pressure of Bonnie's hand and the | oving brightness of her
snmle as she turned, every now and then, to scan her cousin.

"I can't believe you are really here at last!" she said. "I wonder which
of us is the taller? Wat delightful tines we shall have! Ch, | can't
wait to show you everything - the ponies --
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nmy father has bought a new little quiet one for you, in case you are not
used to riding - and the hot-house flowers, and ny collections, and the
wol f - hounds. We shall have such ganmes! And in the sumrer we can go for
excursions on the wolds with the pony-trap. If only Mamma and Papa did
not have to go away it would be quite perfect.”

She si ghed.

"Poor Bonnie," said Sylvia inpulsively, squeezing her cousin's hand.
"Perhaps it will not have to be for very long." She received a grateful
pressure in return, and they were silent again, listening to the crunch
of the wheels on the snow and the cry of the wol f-pack, now beconing
fainter behind themin the distance.

There was sonet hi ng magi cal about this ride which Sylvia was to remenber
for the rest of her Iife -- the dark, snow scented air bl ow ng
constantly past them the boundl ess wood and forest stretching away in
all directions before and behind, the tranp and jingle of the horses,

t he snugness and security of the carriage, and above all Bonnie's happy



wel com ng presence besi de her

After a time Bonnie said, "I wonder how that poor man is. Wat did you
say was his nanme?"

"M Ginshaw '

Bonni e | eaned across and plucked gently at his hand. "M Ginshaw? M
Gimshaw? Are you any better?" But there was no reply. "He must be

unconscious still,"” she said. "I wish we had sonme restoratives to give
him- however, we shall be at honme in another hour. Pattern and Ms
Shubunkin will know what to do for him Pattern is my maid - and oh

such a dear and M's Shubunkin is the housekeeper."

Presently Sylvia began to nod, and found her eyelids closing despite al
her efforts to keep awake. But she had hardly nmore than dozed of f when
the carriage stopped with a clattering and a barking of dogs, and nany
shouts of greeting. Looking eagerly out of the wi ndow, she saw the
great, rosy, glittering
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facade of WI I oughby Chase, with every wi ndow shi ning a gol den wel cone.
They had arrived.

Bonnie did not wait for James to open the carriage door. She had it

unl atched in a nonment and | eaped out into the snow, turning to help her
cousin with affectionate care. Sylvia was stiff and dazed with fatigue,
and as Bonnie led her tenderly up the great curving flight of steps and
into the hall she received only a vague inpression of many |lights and
much warnt h, people rushing hither and thither, and a kindly voice (that
of Pattern, the maid) saying, "Poor little dear, she is wearied to
death. Janes, do you carry her upstairs while | ask Ms Shubunkin for a
posset. "

The posset cane, steamnming, sweet, and delicious, and Pattern's gentle
hands renoved Sylvia's travelling clothes. Sylvia was too sleepy to
study her surroundi ngs before she was placed between soft, snooth sheets
and sank deep into dreanl ess sl unber.

Later in the night she awdke, and saw stars shining beyond the white
curtain at her bed's foot. Suddenly she recalled Aunt Jane's voice,
teaching her astronony: "There is Oion, Sylvia dear, and the
constellation resenbling a Wis Cassiopeia." Ch, poor Aunt Jane! Wuld
she be lying awake too, watching the stars? Wuld she be warm enough
under the jettrinmed nantl e? What woul d she do at breakfast-time with no
niece to warmthe teapot, brew the Bohea, and nmake the toast-gruel?

Tears began to run down Sylvia's cheeks and she drew a | ong breath,
trying to suppress her silent sobs.

The next nonent she heard feet patter across the carpet, and two small,
conforting arnms cane round her neck. A cheek was rubbed | ovingly agai nst
her wet one.

"What is it, Sylvia dear? Are you honesick? Shall | come into bed with
you?"

Sylvia was on the point of revealing her worries about Aunt Jane. Then
she realized that she must not. Aunt Jane's pride
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woul d not let her accept help fromher brother, and so Sylvia nust not
di scl ose that she was lonely and cold and poor. But oh, sonehow she mnust
find a means of hel ping her aunt -- she must! She nust!

"Don't cry," Bonnie whispered. "This is your hone now, and we shall do
such delightful things together. I amsure | can make you happy." She
hugged Syl via again, and, slipping into the bed, began telling her of
all the plans she had, for sledging and skating, and picking prinroses
in spring, and days on the mpbors in sumrer. Sylvia could not help being
cheered by this happy prospect, and soon both children fell asleep, the
dark head and the fair on one pill ow

40

next norning the children had breakfast together in the nursery, which
was gay with the sunshine that sparkled on crystal and silver and found
golden lights in the honey and qui nce preserve.

Mss Slighcarp, it seened, was to take her neals in her own apartnents,
and of this Sylvia was glad, for when she net the governess after

br eakfast she found her a somewhat frightening |ady, cold and severe and
forbi ddi ng. However, Aunt Jane had taught Sylvia well, and in many
respects it was found that she was ahead of Bonni e.

"You will have to work, miss," said Mss Slighcarp curtly to Bonnie.
"You will have to work hard to catch up with your cousin."
"I amglad," said Bonnie, hugging Sylvia. "I want to work hard. It is

delightful that you are so clever, we shall study all sorts of
i nteresting things, botany and Greek and the use of the gl obes."

They did not do many | essons that nmorning. After they had lain on their
backboards while M ss Slighcarp read them a short chapter of Egyptian
history, they were dismissed to their own devices. Sir WII|oughby and
Lady Green would be departing at m dday, and he wanted to instruct M ss
Slighcarp in various matters relating to the running of the estate and
househol d, of which she was to be in charge while he was away.

"Let us go and see how poor M Ginshaw is this nmorning," Bonnie

proposed. "I amlonging to take you to Mamma and
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Papa, but Mss Slighcarp is with themnow W wll wait until she cones
back. "

They ran along to the chanber where the unfortunate traveller had been
pl aced, and found there an elderly whiskered gentleman, Dr Mrne, in
consultation with round, rosy Ms Shubunkin, the housekeeper. They
curtsied to the doctor, who patted their heads absently.

"It is a nost unusual case," he was saying to Ms Shubunkin. "The poor



gent| eman has recovered consci ousness, but he has clean | ost al

recol l ection of his name and address and who he is. | have ordered him
some medi ci nes, and he must be kept very quiet and remain in bed unti
his menmory returns. | will go and speak to Sir WIIoughby on the
matter."
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"Perhaps if he were to see Sylvia he would renmenber the train journey,"
Bonni e suggested. "He told you his nanme, did he not, Sylvia?"

"Yes - M Ginshaw, Josiah Ginmshaw "
"It would be worth a trial," the doctor agreed, and, a footman just then
arriving to informhimthat Sir WIIloughby was at liberty, he left them
while the children ventured unescorted into M Ginmshaw s chanber.

What was their surprise to discover that the patient was not in bed but
up and standing by the fire, wapped in a crinson plush dressing-gown!
Mor eover, he seened to have been burning papers, for the fireplace was
full of black ash, and the room of blue snpoke. He started violently as
they entered, slanmmed shut the Iid of a small dispatch-box, and flung
hi msel f back into bed.

"What the deuce are you doing here?" he growl ed. "Who are you?"

"Don't you remenber Sylvia, M Ginshaw?" said Bonnie. "I am Bonnie
Green, and Sylvia is nmy cousin who travelled with you on the train
yesterday."

"Never seen her in ny life before. And nane's not Ginshaw," he snapped
"Don't know what it is, but not Ginshaw "

"He's wandering, poor fellow " whispered Bonnie. "He nust have got out
of bed in delirium W had best send Ms Shubunkin to sit with him and
see he does not do hinself a m schief."

M Ginmshaw was plainly nost displeased at their presence in his room
so they went off to tell the housekeeper that the invalid should not be
| eft al one.

"Now cone," said Bonnie then, taking her cousin's hand, "Papa and Mama
nmust be free now, for | saw M ss Slighcarp downstairs as we crossed the
stairhead. "

When they reached Lady Green's sitting-room they found the doctor there
speaking with Sir WI I oughby.
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"And so you will let this poor nman remain here so long as he is in need

of attention?" the doctor was saying. "That is nost kind of you, Sir
W I | oughby, and like your liberality."

"Eh, well," Sir WIIloughby said, "couldn't turn the poor fellow out into
the snow, what? Plenty of roomhere. He can remain till he gets his wits
back - till we return, if need be. Looking after himwll give the
servants sonething to do while we are away. You'll conme in and see him

fromtine to tinme, Mrne?"



The doctor departed, prom sing careful attendance on the stranger and
wi shing Lady Green a speedy return to health.

"Nothing like a sea voyage, dear lady, to bring roses back to the
cheeks. "

"And so this is Sylvia," said Lady Green very kindly, when the doctor
had gone. "I hope that you and Bonnie are going to be dear friends and
| ook after one another when we are away."

"Ch yes, Mamma!" Bonnie exclaimed. "I love her already. W are going to
be so happy together..."

Then her face fell and her bright colour faded, for at that nonent Lady
Green's maid entered the roomwith waps and a travelling-nmantle

"Are you | eavi ng now, Manma? So soon?"

"I't wants but five minutes to mdday, ny child," said Lady Green as she
wearily allowed herself to be swathed in her cloak. Sylvia observed how
thin her aunt's wists were, how | anguid her beautiful dark eyes.

Silently the children foll owed downstairs in the bustle of departure.
Servants darted here and there, mound upon nound of boxes went out to
the chaise, Sir WIIloughby tenderly supported his wife to the hall door
There she envel oped Bonnie in a long and | oving enbrace, had a warm
kiss, too, for Sylvia, and, pale as death, allowed, herself to be lifted
into the carriage. They saw her face at the window, with her eyes fixed
yearni ngly on Bonni e.
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"It won't be Iong, Manma," Bonnie called. Her voice was strained and
dry.

"Not long, my darling."

"Be good children," said Sir WIIoughby hurriedly. "M nd what M ss
Slighcarp tells you, now " He pressed a gol den sovereign into each of
their hands, and junped quickly into the carriage after his wife.
"Ready, Janes!"

The whip cracked, the nettl esone horses blew great clouds of steaminto
the frosty air, and they were off. The carriage whirled over the packed
snow of the driveway, passed beyond a grove of |eafless trees, and was
lost to view

Wthout a word, Bonnie turned on her heel and nmarched up the stairs and
al ong the passages to the nursery. Sylvia foll owed, her heart swollen
wi th conpassi on. She | onged to say sonme conforting words, but could

t hi nk of none.

"I't may not be long, Bonnie," she ventured at |ength.

Bonni e sat at the table, her hands tightly clenched together. "I wll
not, I will not cry," she was saying to herself.

At Sylvia's anxious, |oving, conmpassionate voice she took heart a
little, and gave her cousin a smile. "After all," she thought, "I am
lucky to have Papa and Mamma even if they have gone away; poor Sylvia



has no one at all."

"Come," she said, junping up, "the sun is shining. I will show you sone
of the grounds. Let us go skating."

"But Bonni e dear, | have no skates, and | do not know how. "

"Ch, it is the easiest thing in the world, I will soon show you; and as
for skates, Papa thought of that already, |ook..." Bonnie pulled open a
cupboard door and showed six pairs of white kid skating-boots, al
different sizes. "W knew your feet nust be sonmewhere near the sane size
as mine, since we are the sane age, so Papa had several different pairs
made and we thought one of themwas certain to fit."

Sure enough, one of the pairs of boots fitted exactly. Sylvia was nuch
struck by this thought on the part of her uncle, and

45

ast oni shed at the I avishness of having six pairs made for one to be
chosen.

Li kewi se, Pattern pulled out a whole series of white fur caps and
pelisses, and tried them against Sylvia until she found ones t hat
fitted. "I've hung your green velvet in the closet, mss," she said.
"Green velvet's all very well for London, but you want somethi ng warner
in the country."”

Sylvia could not help a pang as she renenbered the cutting of the green
vel vet shawl and saw the sunptuous pile of white fur; how she w shed she
m ght send one of the pelisses to Aunt Jane. But next nonent Bonnie
caught her hand and pulled her to the door

"Don't go outside the park now, Mss Bonnie," Pattern said.
"W won't," Bonnie pronised.

Snug in their furs, the two children ran out across the great

snow- covered slope in front of the house, through the grove, and down to
where a frozen river meandered across the park, after falling over two
or three artificial cascades, now stiff and gleam ng with icicles.

The children sat on a garden bench to put on their skates. Then, with
much | aughter and encouragenent, Bonni e began to show Syl via how to keep
her bal ance on the ice.

"Why, Sylvia, you night have been born to it, you are a thousand tines
better than I was when | began."

"Perhaps it is because Aunt Jane took such pains teaching ne to curtsy
and dance the gavotte bal ancing Dr Johnson's Dictionary on mny head, "
Syl vi a suggested, as she cautiously glided across to the opposite
snow- pi |l ed bank and then hurriedly returned to the safety of Bonnie's
hel pi ng hand.

"\What ever the reason, it is perfectly splendid! W can go right down the
river to the end of the park, much farther skating than we can wal ki ng.
The wol ves, you see, cannot catch us on the ice."

"I's the river frozen all the way down?"
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"Yes, all the way to the sea. Ch, | can't wait for you to see this
countryside in sumer," Bonnie said, as they skated carefully
downstream "The river is not nearly so full then, it is just a shallow,
rocky stream and we bathe, and paddl e, and the banks are covered with
heat her and rockrose, it is so pretty."”

"Isit far to the sea?"

"Ch, far —far. Fifty mles. First you come to Blastburn, which is a

hi deous town, all coal tips and ugly mlls. Papa goes there sonetimes on
busi ness. And then at the sea itself there is R vernouth, where Papa and
Mamma will go on board their ship the Thessaly." Bonni e sighed and
skated a few yards in silence. "Wy!" she exclai med suddenly, "is not
that M ss Slighcarp over there? It is not very safe to go wal ki ng so
near the park's boundary. The wol ves have nore than once been known to
get in. I wonder if she knows, or if we should warn her?"

"Are you sure it is Mss Slighcarp?" said Sylvia, straining her eyes to
study the grey figure wal king beside a di stant coppi ce.

"I think it is. Are you tired, Sylvia? Can you nanage another half-nmle?
If we continue down the river it will curve round and bring us near to
her. | think we should rem nd her about the wolves."

Sylvia protested that she was not at all tired, that she could easily
skate for another hour, two hours if necessary, and, increasing their
speed, the children hastened on down the frozen stream The bank soon
hid Mss Slighcarp fromtheir sight.

"It is very inprudent of her," Bonnie comrented. "I suppose, com ng from
London, she does not realize about the wolves."

Sylvia, secretly, began to be a little anxious. They seenmed to have cone
a very long way, the house was nearly out of sight across the rolling
par kl and, and when they rounded the curve of the river they saw that

M ss Slighcarp had cut across another ridge and was al nost as far from
them as ever.
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Sylvia's |l egs and back, unused to this form of exercise, began to fee
tired and to ache, but she valiantly strove to keep up with the sturdier
Bonni e.

"Just round this next bend," Bonni e encouraged her, "and then we nust
meet her. If not, I do not know what we can do we shall have reached the
park boundary, and noreover, the river runs into woods here, and the ice
is treacherous and full of broken branches."

They passed the bend and saw a figure - but not the figure they
expected. A stout wonman in a red velvet jacket was wal ki ng away from
thembriskly into the wood. She was not M ss Slighcarp, nor in the |east
l'i ke her.

"It isn't she!" exclainmed Sylvia.

At the sound of her voice the woman swung round sharply and seened to



gi ve them an angry | ook. Then she hurried on into the wood and
di sappeared. A nonent later they heard the sound of horses' hoofs and
the runbling of carriage wheels.

"How peculiar! Can we have been m staken? But no, we could not have
confused a grey dress with a red one," Sylvia said.

Bonni e was frowning. "I do not understand it! \Wat can a strange wonman
in a carriage have been doing in our woods? The road runs through there,
but it goes nowhere save to the house."

"Per haps when we get back we shall find her. Perhaps she is a nei ghbour
cone calling,"” Sylvia suggested.

Bonni e shook her head. "There are no nei ghbours." Then she seized
Sylvia's arm "Look! There is Mss Slighcarp!" Sure enough, the grey
figure they had first observed was now to be seen, far away behind them
wal king swiftly in the direction of the house.

"She must have turned back when we were between the high banks," Bonnie
said repentantly. "And | have brought you so far! Poor Sylvia, | am
afraid that you are dreadfully tired."

48

"Nonsense!" Sylvia said stoutly. "W had to come. And | shall manage
very well."

But she was really well-nigh exhausted, and could not help skating nore
and nore slowy. Bonnie bit her lip and | ooked anxi ous. The sky was
becom ng overcast with the prom se of nore snow, and, worse, it would
not be long until dusk

"I have done very wong," Bonnie said renorsefully. "I should have made
you turn back, and cone on nyself."

"I should not have let you."

A sudden wi nd got up, and sent |oose snow fromthe banks in a scurry
across the grey ice. One or two large flakes fell fromthe sky.

"Can you go a little faster?" Bonnie could not conceal the anxiety in
her tone. "Try, Sylvial"

Sylvia exerted herself valiantly, but she was really so tired that she
could hardly force her linbs to obey her

"I amso stupid!" she said, half-laughing, half-crying. "Suppose | sit
here on the bank, Bonnie, while you go home for assistance?"

Bonni e | ooked as if she were half-considering this proposal when a | ow
nmoani ng sound rose in the distance, a sound fanmiliar to Bonnie, and,
since yesterday, full of terrible significance for Sylvia. It was the
far-off cry of wolves.

"No, that is not to be thought of," Bonnie said decisively. "I have a
better plan. W nust take off our skates. Can you manage? Make haste,



t hen!"

They sat on a clunp of rush by the river's edge, and with chilled
fingers tugged at the knots in their bootlaces. Sylvia shivered as once
again the wolf-cry stole over the frozen parkland ; it had been bad
enough heard fromthe train, but now, when there was nothi ng between
them and those pitiless |egions, how dread it sounded!

The children stood up, slinging their skates round their necks.
"Now we must clinb this little hill,"” Bonnie said. "Here,
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['"lIl take your hand. Can you run? Famous! Sylvia, you are the bravest
creature in the world, and when we get honme | shall give you ny little
i vory wor kbox to show how sorry | amfor having |led you into such a
scrape.”

Sylvia did her best to smile at her cousin, having no breath to answer,
and tried to stifle all doubts that they ever would get hone.

Arrived at the top of the hill, Bonnie stood still and, as it seened to
Sylvia, wasted precious monents whil e she glanced keenly about her
t hrough the rapidly thickening snowstorm

"Ah!" she cried presently. "The tenple of Hernmes! W nust go this way."
She tugged Sylvia at a run down the slope and across a w de intervening
stretch of open ground towards a little pillared pavilion that stood on
an artificial knoll against some dark trees. They had now put the river
bet ween them and the cry of the wol ves, which was conforting, but Sylvia
was di smayed to see that Bonnie was once nore | eading her away fromthe
house.

"Where are we goi ng, Bonni e?" she panted, fighting bravely to keep vip.

"I have a friend who lives in the woods," Bonnie returned. "I only hope
he is not away. Let us rest a nonent here."

They stood struggling to get their breath in the tenple of Hernes, which
was no nore than a roof supported on slender col umms.

"Ch, Bonnie, |ook, look!"™ Sylvia cried in uncontrollable alarm pointing
back the way they had cone. Through the dusk they could just distinguish
two small black dots at the top of the slope, which were soon joined by
several others. After a noment all these dots began coursing swiftly
down the hillside in their direction

"There is not a nonent to be lost," Bonnie said urgently. "Mke haste,
make haste!" Hal f-1|eadi ng, hal f-supporting the exhausted Sylvia, she
urged her on through the deepeni ng wood. Here Bonni e seened to know her
way al nost by
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instinct. She passed fromtree to tree, scanning them apparently, for
signs invisible to her cousin.

"Here we are!" she exclained in a tone of unutterabl e thankful ness, and,



to Sylvia's astonishnent, she put her fingers to her |ips and gave vent
to a long, clear whistle. More surprising still, she was instantly
answered by anot her whistle which seemed to come fromthe very ground
beneath their feet.

A clear, ringing voice called, "Here, Mss Bonnie! Here, quick!"

Sylvia found a lithe, bright-eyed boy beside her, helping her on. Taller
t han Bonnie, he was dressed entirely in skins. He wore a fur cap
carried a bow, and had a sheaf of arrows slung over his shoul der

As the first of the wolf-pack found their track in the tenple of Hernes

and came raging after, along the clear scent, the boy turned, fitted an

arrow to his bow, and sent it unerringly into the mdst of the pursuers.
One wol f fell, and his conpanions i medi ately hurl ed thensel ves upon him
with starving ferocity.

"That gives us a breathing-space!” the boy exclaimed. "Inside, Mss
Bonnie! Don't |ose a nonent."

Wth Bonnie tugging at her hand, and the boy guarding the rear
threatening the wolves with his bow, Sylvia found herself whisked down a
| ong narrow path, or passage-way, snowlined at first, then floored with
dead | eaves. It was dark, she was in a cave! And nore curious still, she
could feel a nunber of live creatures pushing agai nst her |egs, alnopst
over bal anci ng her. They were soft and snooth, and she could hear an
angry hissing coming fromthem which al nost drowned the cl anmour of the
wol ves outside. She would have cried out in fright if she had had any
breath left - and then she and Bonni e rounded a corner in the passage
and saw before themthe confortable glow of a fire burning on a sandy
heart h.

Heaped-up piles of ferns and dead | eaves, covered with furs,
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| ay agai nst the cave walls, and on these Bonnie and Sylvia flung
t hensel ves, for even Bonnie could now acknow edge that she was nearly
fainting fromweariness.

"There!" said the boy, following themin. "I've shut the gate. They'l
not catch you this tine! But what was you doing, Mss Bonnie, so far
fromthe house on a night like this? It's not |like you to take such a
foolish risk."

As Bonni e began explaining how it had cone about, Sylvia was anazed to
see a nunmber of |large white geese waddl e after the boy into the cave.
They | ooked rather threateningly out of their flat, black, beady eyes at
Sylvia and Bonnie. One or two of themthrust out their necks and hissed,
but the boy waved them back into the passage and flung them a handful of
corn to keep them quiet.

Lulled by the flickering firelight and the | ong white necks weavi ng up
and down in the entrance as the geese pecked their corn, Sylvia, who was
hal f - stupefied by exhaustion, fell fast asleep

When she awoke it was to the sound of voices. Bonnie was sayi ng
anxi ousl y:

"But Sinobn, we cannot stay here all night! My dear Pattern will be so



worried! She will be certain the wol ves have got us. And M ss Slighcarp
too, will be concerned. Perhaps they have already sent the nmen out
searching for us."

"I"ll have a look in a nonent," the boy returned. "Now, if you'll wake
your cousin, mss, the cakes are ready, and you'll both feel better on
full stomachs than enpty."

He spoke with a pleasant country burr. Sylvia, |ying drowsy on her heap
of |eaves, thought that his voice had a confortable, brown, furry sound
toit.

"Sylvia! Wake up!" Bonnie said. "Here's Sinon made us some delicious
cakes. And if you are like me you are ravenous with hunger."

"Indeed I am " Rubbing her eyes and sniling, Sylvia brushed off the
| eaves and sat up.
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The boy had separated the fire into two glowi ng hillocks. From between
these he now pulled a flat stone on which were baking a nunmber of little
cakes. The two children ate them hungrily as soon as they were coo
enough to hold. They were brown on the outside, white and floury wthin,
and sweet to the taste.

"Your cakes are splendid, Sinon," Bonnie said. "How do you nmake then®"

"From chestnut flour, Mss Bonnie. | gather up the chestnuts in the
aut um and pound themto flour between two stones.”

Wil e they were eating he went along the entrance-passage. In a mnute
he cane back to say, "Wlves have gone, and it's a fine, sharp night,
all spiky with stars. No signs of nen out searching, Mss Bonnie. It's
nmy belief we'd best be of f now
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while the way's clear. Do you think you can wal k as far as the house
now, M ss Sylvia?"

"Ch yes, yes! | feel perfectly rested,"” declared Sylvia. But she was
obliged to acknow edge when she stood up that she still found herself
stiff and tired, and would be unable to keep up a very fast pace.

"I have badly overtaxed your strength this first day," exclai med Bonnie
self-reproachfully. "Still, if you can walk, Sylvia, | think we should
be of f now and save our poor Pattern sonme hours of dreadful worry."

"Certainly I can walk," Sylvia said stoutly, "let us start at once,"
t hough i nwardly her heart quail ed sonewhat at the thought of the wolves
very likely still in the nei ghbourhood.

"A nmoment before we start." The boy Sinon dug in shallow sand at the
side of the cave and brought out a large |eather bottle and a horn
dri nki ng-cup. He gave the girls each a small drink fromthe bottle. It



was strong, heady stuff, tasting of honey.

"That will hearten you for the walk," he said.

"What is it, Sinmon?"

"Metheglin, mss. | make it in the summer fromthe heather honey."

He picked up his bow and flung a few logs on the fire. The children
resurmed their furs, which they had taken off at their first entry into
t he warm cave

"I do love your hone, Sinmon!" Bonnie exclainmed. "I hate to leave it!"

"You, mss?" he said, grinning, "with your grand house and a different
room for each day in the year?"

"Well, yes, of course | love that too, but this is so snug I"

Si mon qui eted the geese, who raised their necks and hissed as the
children passed them

"I wish | had another weapon to defend you with," he nuttered. "One bow
is hardly sufficient for three. I will cut you a cudgel when we are
outside, Mss Bonnie."
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"I know, Sinmon!" Bonnie cried. "My old fowing-piece that | left here
that rainy day |ast autum! | have never thought of it since. Have you
it still?"

"OfF course | have," he said, his face lighting up. "And carefully oiled

too, with neat's-foot oil. It is in good order, Mss Bonnie. I amglad
you renminded ne of it - what a fool | was not to think of it beforel™
He took it down fromwhere it hung on the passage wall in a |eather

sack. Bonnie, somewhat to her cousin's alarmand amazenent, handl ed the
gun confidently and soon satisfied herself of its being in excellent
order and ready to fire.

"Now | et us be off," she said gaily. "I can keep the villains at a
di stance with this."

They went out into the clear, sparkling night. The new snow, which had
obliterated both their footprints and those of the wolves, made a crisp
carpet beneath their feet. Bonnie and Sinmon kept a vigilant |ook-out for
wol ves, and Sylvia did too, though secretly she felt she was al nost | ess
afraid of the wolves than of her cousin Bonnie's gun. However, there was
no occasion to use the fowing-piece, as the wol ves appeared to have
left that region for the nmonent, drawn away, doubtless, by sone new
quarry.

Their journey back to the house was qui et and uninterrupted.

"It is strange," remarked Bonnie in a puzzled voice, "that we do not see
men out everywhere with [anterns searching for us. Wiy, the tinme | was

| ate back frompicking wild strawberries, ny father had every man on the
estate out with pitchforks and rmuskets!"



"Aye," said Sinmon, "but your father's from honme now, isn't he, Mss
Bonni e?"

"Yes he is," answered Bonnie sighing. "I suppose that is the reason."

And she fell into rather a sad silence.
When they reached the great terrace, Bonnie suggested that
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they should go in by a side entrance, and thus avoid infornmng Mss
Slighcarp of their return

"For it is possible that Pattern, fearing her anger, has left her in
i gnorance that we were out," she suggested thoughtfully. "I believe
Pattern is a little frightened of Mss Slighcarp.”

"I amsure | am" Sylvia agreed. "There is sonething so cold and
glittering about her eyes, and then her voice is so disagreeable. | dare
say that is the reason, Bonnie."

As they passed a large, |lighted wi ndow, Bonnie murrmured, "That is the
great library, Sylvia, where my father keeps all his books and papers.
will show you over it tonorrow. .. Wiy, what a curious thing!" she

excl aimed. For, glancing in as they wal ked by, they saw M ss Slighcarp
under the illum nation of numerous candl es, apparently hard at work
searching through a mass of papers. There were papers on chairs, on
tables, on the floor. Beyond her, at the far end of the room simlarly
engaged, was a gentl eman who | ooked amazingly like M Ginmshaw. Could it
be he? But at the slight noise made by their feet on the snow, M ss
Slighcarp turned. She could not see the watchers, who were beyond the
lighted area near the wi ndow, but she crossed with a decisive step and
flung-to the heavy velvet curtains, shutting off the scene wthin.

"What can she be doi ng?" Bonnie exclainmed. "And was not that M
G i mshaw? Dr Morne said he should not get out of bed!"

"Perhaps she is fanmliarizing herself with the contents of your father's
papers, " Sylvia suggested. "Did you not say she was to | ook after the
estate? And I amnot sure that was M Ginshaw. W had hardly time to
see. "

Arrived at the little postern door, they had scarcely knocked before it
was flung open and Pattern had envel oped themin her arns.

"Ch, you naughty, naughty, precious children! How could
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you? How coul d you? Here's ny poor heart been nearly broke in half with
fright at thinking you was eaten by the wolves, and M ss Slighcarp
sayi ng no such thing, you' d cone home soon, and me sayi ng 'Beggi ng your
pardon, niss, but you don't know this park and these wolves as | do,’
and beggi ng, begging her to tell the men and sound the alarm but no, ny
| ady knows best what's to be done and it's ny belief nothing ever would

have been done till we found some boots and buttons of you in the snow
and the rest all ate up by wolves if you hadn't cone hone all by
your sel ves, you good, w cked, precious, naughty lanbs -- OH" and the

faithful Pattern relieved herself by a burst of tears.



"Not by ourselves, Pattern," said Bonnie, hugging her tightly. "Sinon
brought us hone. W were chased by wolves -- though it wasn't exactly
our fault - and he hid us in his cave till they were gone."

"Never will | hear a word said against that boy. Some say he's a wi cked,
vagabond gi psy, but | say he's the best-hearted, trustiest... Ask him
in, Mss Bonnie, and I'll give himthe Christnmas pudding that was too
big to go in ny lady's valise."

But the silent Sinon, overwhel ned, perhaps, by Pattern's flow of words,
had nmelted away into the night without waiting to be thanked.

"WIl he be all right?" breathed Sylvia, big-eyed with horror. "Wn't
t he wol ves get himon the way hone?"

"I don't believe they could ever catch him" Bonnie reassured her. "He
can run so fast! Besides he has his bow, and then, too, he can clinb
trees and swing frombranch to branch if they get near him"

"Never mnd about him nothing ever hurts Sinon," bustled Pattern
hal f - pushing, half-pulling themup the little back stairs. "Conme on with
you now till | get a posset inside you."

Cold in spite of their furs, the children were glad to be sat down
before a glowing fire in the night nursery, while Pattern scol ded and
cl ucked, and brushed the tangles out of their hair,

57

brought in with her own hands the big silver bathtub filled with
steanm ng water, in which bunches of Ienon mint had been steeped, giving
a deliciously fragrant scent, and bathed themeach in turn, afterwards
wr appi ng themin vol um nous warm white flannel gowns.

Next she fetched little pipkins of hot, savoury soup, sternly saw every
nmout hful swal | owed, and finally hustled them both into Bonnie's big,
confortable bed with the blue swans flying on its curtains.

"For if there's any nightmares about wol ves, at |east that way you'll be
able to confort each other," she nmuttered. "And as for Mss Slighcarp
et her rest in uncertainty till the norning, for I'mnot going to her

agai n. Com ng home soon, indeed! As if such a thing were likely!"

And of f she tiptoed, |eaving a rose-scented nightlight burning and the
peaceful crackle of the fire to lull themto sleep
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t he next norning dawned grey and | ouring. Snow was falling fast out of

t he heavy sky, the flakes hurrying down like dirty feathers froma

| eaking mattress. Pattern let the children sleep |late, and t hough when
t hey woke she cosseted them by giving them breakfast in front of the
nursery fire, it was not a happy nmeal. Sylvia felt stiff and tired from
her unusual exertions the day before, while poor Bonnie was thinking
every mnute of her parents' absence: wondering how they had fared on



their journey so far, noticing the sad, unaccustoned qui etness of the
house, which was generally filled with bustle -- servants running to and
fro, stamp of horses, and her father shouting his orders because he was
too inpatient to ring the bell

Sylvia kindly tried to distract her by asking questions about Sinon, the
boy in the woods.

"Has he always lived in that cave, Bonnie? It seems so strange! Has he
no father or nother?"

Bonni e shook her head. "None that he knows of. He canme to my father four
or five years ago, one autumm day, and asked if he might live in that
cave in the park; he said that he had been working for a farner but the
man ill-treated himand he had wal ked half across Engl and to get away
fromhim M father asked what he proposed to live on. He said,
chestnuts and goose-eggs. He had a goose and a gander that he had reared
from chi cks. Papa took a fancy to himand told himthat he mght try it
- there are hundreds of chestnut trees in the park - but he said Sinon
wasn't to come whining to himif he got
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hungry, he'd have to turn to and work for his living as a garden-boy."
"And did he?"

"Wrk as a garden-boy? No, he lived on chestnuts and reared a great many
geese. M's Shubunkin buys eggs fromhim and every spring Sinmon drives
his geese up to London and sells themat the Easter Fair. He gets on
famously. Father often says he wi shes he had as few worries." Bonnie

si ghed.

"I wonder if he will always continue to live in the cave," Sylvia was
begi nni ng, when Pattern canme in to clear away the breakfast things.

"Now then, M ss Bonnie and Mss Sylvia, nearly lesson time, ny dearies,
so make haste and get dressed."” They had been breakfasting in warm
wadded satin dressing- gowns.

"This is not my frock, Pattern," said Sylvia, |ooking admringly at the
clothes the maid had brought her. There was a soft, thick woollen dress
in a beautiful deep shade of blue that exactly matched her eyes. "It is
a great deal prettier than anything of mne."

"It's one | ran up for you yesterday, Mss Sylvia," Pattern said kindly.
"My lady Geen, bless her good heart, thought you ni ght be needing sone
war ner dresses for the country, but didn't |like to have anythi ng nade
for you until she knew what col ours suited you best. Before she left
yest erday she bade ne nake up one out of this cloth, which she had ready
with a nunmber of others. There!" she added, fastening Sylvia's dress at
t he back and turning her round. "If that doesn't bring out the col our of
your eyes! And here's sone ribbons to match for your hair."



Sylvia's eyes none the less filled with tears at the thought that her
aunt, so ill and grief-stricken at the idea of parting fromher hone,
could still spare time for such thoughtful ness.

"Conme al ong," said Bonnie, who neanwhile had been hurriedly putting on a
dark-red cashnere with a white lace collar, "we shall be late for our
| essons. "
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The two children ran to the schoolroomwhile Pattern carefully fol ded
and put away Sylvia's white dress.

M ss Slighcarp had not yet arrived, and the children beguiled the tine
by wandering round the room and | ooking at the many beautiful pictures
that hung on its walls; then, as the governess still did not appear
Bonni e took Sylvia through a door |eading out of the schoolroominto her
t oyroom

This was a |l arge and beautiful apartnment, carpeted in blue, its walls
white, its ceiling all a-sparkle with gilt stars. In it was every

i magi nabl e toy, and many that Sylvia never had i magi ned even in her nost
wi stful dreams. Cccupying the place of honour in the mddle of the floor
was a stately rocking-horse covered with real grey horsehair, and so
cunningly carved that he seened alive. H s crystal eyes shone wth
intelligence.

"That's ' Dol phus," said Bonnie, giving a hima carel ess hug as she
passed. "Then those are all the dolls, in that rowof little chairs. The
|argest is Mranda, the smallest, at this end (she's ny favourite) is
Conchita."

Sylvia's hand curled I ovingly round Annabell e, hidden in her pocket, but
she resolved not to introduce her to this gal axy of beauties until the
kind Pattern had acconplished her prom se and made a new dress for her
froma | eftover piece of the blue material. Then, Sylvia thought,
Annabel l e woul d be quite presentable, and sonme of the smaller dolls did
not | ook at all proud.

"This is the dolls' house," Bonnie said. "G own-ups aren't allowed
i nside, but you can come in, of course, Sylvia, whenever you like."

The dolls' house, |arge enough to get into, was a cottage with rea
thatch (and real canaries nesting in it). There was a bal cony, stairs,
two storeys, a cooking-stove that really worked, and a | ot of genuine
Queen Anne furniture, including a beautiful wal nut chest full of Queen
Anne clothes that fitted the children.
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Sylvia was trying a blue velvet cloak agai nst her, and Bonni e was

sayi ng, "Come and | ook at the other toys, you haven't seen half yet..."
when they were interrupted by a cough fromthe school room and hurriedly
bundl ed the clothes back into the chest.

"I"ll show you the rest this afternoon,” whispered Bonni e, waving her
hand towards a |l arge cupboard in the wall with double glass doors.
Sylvia had a tantalizing glinpse of numerous variously-shaped
brightly-coloured toys on its shelves as they ran back into the
school r oom



"I"'mso sorry we were not in the roomto wel come you, Mss Slighcarp,"
Bonni e began in her inpul sive way, and then she stopped abruptly. Sylvia
noticed her turn extrenely pale.

The governess, who had been exani ning sonme books on the shelves, swung
round with equal abruptness. She seened astoni shed to see them

"\Where have you been?" she demanded angrily, after an instant's pause.
"Why," Sylvia faltered, "merely in the next room Mss Slighcarp."

But Bonnie, with choking utterance, demanded, "Wy are you wearing ny
not her's dress?"

Syl via had observed that Mss Slighcarp had on a draped gown of old gold
vel vet with ruby buttons, far grander than the grey twill she had worn
t he day before.

"Don't speak to me in that way, miss!" retorted Mss Slighcarp in a
rage. "You have been spoiled all your life, but we shall soon see who is
going to be mstress now Go to your place and sit down. Do not speak
until you are spoken to."

Bonni e paid not the slightest attention. "Wo said you could wear ny

not her' s best gown?" she repeated. Sylvia, alarmed, had slipped into her
pl ace at the table, but Bonnie, reckless with indignation, stood in
front of the governess, glaring at her
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"Everything in this house was left entirely to ny personal disposition,"”
M ss Slighcarp said coldly.

"But not her clothes! Not to wear! How dare you? Take it off at oncel
It's no better than stealing!"

Two white dents had appeared on either side of Mss Slighcarp's
nostrils.

"Anot her word and it's the dark cupboard and bread-andwater for you,
mss," she said fiercely.

"I don't care what you say!" Bonnie stanped her foot. "Take off ny
not her's dress!”

M ss Slighcarp boxed Bonnie's ears, Bonnie seized Mss Slighcarp's
wists. In the confusion a bottle of ink was knocked off the table,
spilling a long blue trail down the gold velvet skirt. Mss Slighcarp
uttered an exclamation of fury.

"I nsol ent, ungovernable child! You shall suffer for this!" Wth iron
strength she thrust Bonnie into a closet containing crayons, globes, and
exerci se books, and turned the key on her. Then she swept fromthe room

Syl via remai ned seated, aghast, for half a second. Then she ran to the
cupboard door - but alas! Mss Slighcarp had taken the key wth her

"Bonni e! Bonnie! Are you all right? It's I, Sylvia."



She coul d hear bitter sobs.

"Don't cry, Bonnie, please don't cry. I'll run after her and beg her to
et you out. | dare say she will, once she has reflected. She can't have
known it was your nother's favourite gown."

Bonni e seermed not to have heard her. "Mamma, Mamma!" Sylvia coul d hear
her sobbing. "Oh, why did you have to go away?"

How Sylvia longed to be able to batter down the cupboard door and get
her arms round poor Bonnie! But the door was thick and massive, with a
strong | ock, quite beyond her power to nove. Since she could not attract
Bonni e's attention, she ran after Mss Slighcarp
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After vainly knocking at the governess's bedroom door she went in

wi thout waiting for a sunmmons (a deed of exceptional bravery for the
timd Sylvia). Nobody was there. The ink stained velvet dress lay flung
carelessly on the floor, crushed and torn, so great had Mss Slighcarp's
haste been to renove it.

Sylvia hurried out again and began to search through the huge house,
wandering up this passage and down that, through galleries, into golden
drawi ng-roons, satin-hung boudoirs, billiard-rooms, ballroons,
croquet-roons. At last she found the governess in the Geat Hall
surrounded by servants.

M ss Slighcarp did not see Sylvia. She had changed into what was very
pl ai nly another of Lady Green's gowns, a rose coloured crepe with
aiguillettes of dianonds on the shoulders. It did not fit her very
exactly.

She seened to be giving the servants their wages. Sylvia wondered why
many of the maids were crying, and why the nen | ooked in general angry
and rebellious, until she realized that Mss Slighcarp was payi ng t hem
of f and di smissing them When the |ast one had been given his little
packet of money, she announced:

"Now, let but a glinpse of your faces be seen within ten mles of this
house, and | shall send for the constables!" Then she added to a nman who
stood beside her, "Ridiculous, quite ridiculous, to keep such a |large
establ i shment of idle good-for nothings, kicking their heels, eating
their heads off."

"Just so, ma'am just so," he assented. Sylvia was anmazed to recognize
M Ginshaw, apparently quite restored to health, and in full possession
of his faculties. He held a small blunderbuss, and was waving it
threateningly, to urge the departing servants out of the great doors and
on their way into the snowstorm

"What a strange thing!" thought Sylvia in astonishnent. "Can he be
recovered? O was he never really ill? Can he have known M ss Slighcarp
before? He seenmed so different on the train."”
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At that noment she heard a familiar voice beside her, in the
rapi dl y-thinning cromd of servants, and found Pattern at her el bow

"M ss Sylvia, dear! Thank the good Lord | saw you. That w cked Jezebe

is paying us all off and sending us away, but she needn't think I'm
going to go and |l eave ny darling Mss Bonnie. Do you and she cone al ong
to the little blue powder room Mss Sylvia, this afternoon at five, and

we'll talk over what's best to be done.”

"But Bonnie can't! She's |ocked up!" gasped Sylvia. "In the school room
cupboard!"

"She never has...! Ch, what wouldn't | give to get my hands round that

she-devil's throat," nuttered Pattern. "That's because she knew M ss
Bonni e woul d never stand tanely by and let her father's old servants be
packed off into the snow. Let her out, Mss Sylvial Let her out of it
qui ck! She never could endure to be shut up."

"But | can't! Mss Slighcarp has the key."

"There's another - in the little nother-of-pearl cabinet in the
ant e-room where the javelins hang."

Sylvia did not wait. She remenbered how to find her way to the little
ante-room and she flew on winged feet to the nother-of-pearl cabinet.
She found the key, ran to the schoolroom opened the door, and in no

time had her cheek pressed |ovingly against Bonnie's tear-stained one.

"Ch, you poor precious! On, Bonnie, she's w cked, Mss Slighcarp's
really wi cked! She's disnmissing all the servants.™

"What ?" Bonni e was distracted fromher own grief and indignation by the
tal e Sylvia poured out.

"Let us go at once," she exclained, "at once, and stop it!" But when
t hey passed the big school room wi ndow they saw the | onely procession of
servants, far away, toiling across a snow covered ridge in the park

"W are too late," said Sylvia in despair. Bonnie gazed after the tiny,
distant figures, biting her lips.
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"I's Pattern gone too?" she asked, turning to Sylvia.

"l believe not. | believe she neans to hi de sonewhere about the house."
Sylvia told Bonnie of Pattern's wish to neet themthat afternoon.

"Ch, she is good! She is faithful!" exclai ned Bonni e.

"But will it not be very dangerous for her?" Sylvia said doubtfully.
"Mss Slighcarp threatened to send for the constables if she saw any of
the servants near the house. She m ght have Pattern sent to prison!"

"I do riot believe Pattern would |l et herself be caught. There are so
many secret hiding-places about the house. And in any case all the
officers are our friends round here."

At that noment the children were startled by the sound of approaching
voi ces. One of themwas Mss Slighcarp's. Sylvia turned pale



"She must not find you out of the cupboard. Hide, quickly, Bonnie!"

She re-1ocked the cupboard door, and pocketed the key. As there was no
time to lose, the two children slipped behind the wi ndowcurtain. Mss
Slighcarp entered with the footnman, Janes.

"Al " have done you the favour of keeping you on when all the others
were dism ssed, sirrah," she was saying, "you will have to work for your
wages as never before."

The bl ue vel vet curtains behind which the children stood were pounced
all over with tiny crystal disks, encircled with seed-pearls. The little
di sks formed mniature wi ndows, and, setting her eye to one, Bonnie
could see that Janes's goodnatured face wore a sullen expression, which
he was attenpting to twist into an evil |eer

"First, you nust take out and crate all these toys. Put theminto
packi ng-cases. They are to be sent away and sold. It is quite ridicul ous
to keep this anount of gaudy rubbish for the anusement of two children.”

"Yes, ma'am"”
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"At dinner-time bring some bread-and-water on a tray for Mss Geen, who
is locked up in that cupboard.”

"Shall | let her out, m' an?"

"Certainly not. She is a badly-behaved, ill-conditioned child, and mnust
be disciplined. She may be let out this evening at half past eight. Here
is the key."

"Yes, ma'am"”

"The other child, Mss Sylvia Green, may lunch in the school room as
usual . Plain food, mnd. Nothing fancy. From now on the children are to
make their own beds, sweep their own roons, and wash their own pl ates
and cl othes."

"Yes, ma'am"”

"After dinner | wish you to see to the groom ng of the horses and
poni es. They are all to be sold save four carriage horses."

"The children's ponies as well, ma' anP"

"Certainly! | shall find nmore suitable occupations for the children than
such idle and extravagant pursuits! Now | am going to be busy in the
Estate Room You may bring ne a light luncheon at one o'clock: chicken
oyster patties, trifle, and a half-bottle of chanpagne."

She swept out of the room The nonment she had gone Janes went quickly to
the closet and unlocked it, saying in a |l ow voice, "She's gone now, M ss
Bonni e, you can cone out."

He seened greatly astonished to find the cupboard enpty, but next mnute
the children ran out from behind the curtain.



"Janes, "James!" cried Bonnie, "what does it all nean? How dare she sel
nmy toys, and Papa's horses? What is she doing it for?"

"Why, she's wicked!" Sylvia exclained indignantly. "She's a fiend!"

"You're right, mss, she's a thorough wong 'un," said James gl oom |y,
when he had got over the surprise of Bonnie's not being in the cupboard
after all. "How your pa cane to be so deceived in her I'll never know. "

"But he had never net her! It was arranged that she should
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cone here to | ook after us by his lawer in London, M Gipe. And after
all, she is arelative."”

"Ah, | see," said Janes, scratching his head. "Even so, it's a puzzle to
me why Sir W1 oughby didn't runmble her when he saw her. One | ook at her
face woul d be enough to show the sort she is, you'd think. But | suppose
he was worried over her |adyship."

"But Janes, why is she disnissing the servants, and why has she kept you
on?"

"Why, mss, | suppose she neans to nmake hay while the sun shines - save
the servants' wages and pop as much of your pa's noney into her own
pocket as she can while he's away. Then before he conmes back, | suppose
she'l'l be off. She's kept on three or four servants, just to | ook after
her, like. The worst of it is, she's kept on all the untrustworthy ones,
Groach, the keeper, and Marl, the steward that Sir WI I oughby was giving
anot her chance to after he was caught pilfering, and Prout, the
under-groomthat drinks -1 dare say she |liked the | ooks of their knavish
faces. | saw how it was going, so | tried to make myself | ook as hangdog
and sullen as | could, and the trick worked: she kept me on too. |
couldn't abear to think of you, Mss Bonnie, and Mss Sylvia, being |eft
all alone in the house with that harpy and such a pack of thieves. Poor
Pattern had to go; in a mghty taking she was."

"But she hasn't gone far," Bonnie told him and expl ai ned about the
schene to nmeet in the little blue powder-room Janes's face broke into a
sl ow grin.

"I mght ha'" known she wouldn't be driven off so easily,"” he said.

"Well, we'll have a proper old council then and decide what to do. In
the neantime |'d better be getting on with packing up these things, Mss
Bonnie, or | shall |ose ny place and not be able to help you."

"Pack up ny toys? But you CAN T!" exclainmed Bonnie in grief and horror
| ooking at her treasured things. "Couldn't you hide them away in one of
the attics?"
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"Can't be, M ss Bonnie dear. She's going to go through 'emwhen they're
in the boxes. | could save out a few, though, | dare say," Janes said
pityingly.

Hal f - di stracted. Bonni e | ooked anong her toys, trying to decide which
she could bear to part with - 'Dol phus nmust go, for he would be missed,
and so nust the dolls' house and the bigger dolls, but she saved



Conchita, her favourite, and an ivory paint-box as big as a tea-tray,
and the skates, and sone of the beautiful clothes fromthe dolls' house,
while Sylvia mournfully sorted out the nost interesting-looking and
beautifully illustrated books froma | arge bookcase.

"Ch, and | rnust keep nmy little witing-desk, Janes, for | nean to wite
to Papa this very day and tell himhow wi cked Mss Slighcarp is. Then
he'll soon cone hone."

"I"ll put the desk in the attic for you, mss," prom sed Janes, "but
it's no use witing to your papa. Rather wite to M Gipe."

"Wy, Janes?"

"Why, your papa's at sea now. Hi s ship won't reach a port for three
nmont hs. "

"Ch dear —nor it will,"” said Bonnie sadly. "And | don't know M Gipe's
direction in London. Wat shall | do? For we can't, can't endure this
dreadful ness for three nonths —and then it would be another three
nont hs before Papa coul d cone hone, even supposi ng Mama was wel |

again."

Just then they heard M ss Slighcarp's step approachi ng once nore, and
her voice calling, "James, cone here. | need your help to nove a heavy
deed- box. "

"I must go, mss," whispered Janes hurriedly. "Don't |et yourself be
seen. I'Il bring your |uncheon up by and by."

He hastened fromthe room

The day passed unhappily. As Bonni e was supposed to be shut in the
cupboard, she could not |eave the schoolroom for fear of neeting M ss
Sli ghcarp, and Sylvia would go nowhere wi thout her. They tried various
occupations, readi ng, sew ng,
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drawi ng, but had not the heart to pursue themfor |long. At noon they
heard M ss Slighcarp's voice in the passage outside. Bonnie whisked
behi nd the curtain, but the governess did not cone in. She was speaking
to James again.

"I's that the young | adies' |uncheon?"

"This is the bread-and-water for Mss Geen, MA AM" he answered
respectfully. "I'lIl fetch Mss Sylvia's tray when |'ve taken this in."

"She's not to come out of the cupboard to eat it, mnd
“No, ma' am "

He appeared, grinning broadly, planked a dry-1ooking |oaf and a jug of
water on the table, and then whispered, "Don't touch it, Mss Bonnie
Just as soon as the old cat's out of the way I'Il bring sonethi ng
better!" And, sure enough, ten minutes later, he returned carrying a
tray covered with a cloth which, when taken off, reveal ed two dear
little roast partridges with bread sauce, red-currant jelly, and
veget abl es.



"You'll not starve while I'mhere to see after you," he whispered.

The children ate hungrily, and | ater Janmes came back with a dish of
trifle and took away the neat dishes, carefully covering themagain wth
the cloth before venturing into the corridor

"I wish | knew where the secret passage cane out," he rmurmured. "Person
the old steward, always USED to say there was a sliding panel in this
room and a passage that led down to the dairy. Wth that she-dragon on
the prow it would be rare and useful to have a secret way into here.
You m ght have a bit of a search for it, Mss Bonnie."

"We' || begin at once!" exclained Bonnie. "It will be sonething to pass
the tine."

The nonent Janmes had taken away the puddi ng-pl ates they began testing
the walls for hidden springs.

"You start by the door, Sylvia, and I'Il begin at the fireplace, and
we'll each do two sides of the room™ Bonni e suggested.
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It was a big room its walls covered in white linenfold panelling,
decorated with carved garl ands of roses painted blue. The children
careful ly pushed, pulled, and pressed each wooden rose, wthout result.
An hour, two hours went by, and they were beconi ng di sheartened and
beginning to feel that the story of the secret passage nmust have been
nmerely an idle tale, when Sylvia suggested:

"We haven't tried the fireplace, Bonnie. Do you suppose it possible that
part of the mantel pi ece shoul d be fal se?"

"Clever girl!" said Bonnie, giving her a hug. "Let us try it at once."

The mantel was | arge, and beautifully carved from sone foreign stone
with a grey, satiny surface. It extended for several feet on either side
of the fireplace to formtwo w de panels on which were carved deer with
el aborately branching antlers. The children ran to these and began
fingering the antlers and trying to nove them Suddenly Sylvia gave an
excl amati on —as she pushed the deer's head to one side the whol e pane
slid away into the wall, leaving a dark aperture like a |low, narrow

door way.

"You've found it!" breathed Bonnie. "Ch, what fun this is! Let us go in
at once and see where it |leads. Sylvia, you are the cleverest creature

in the world, and I do not know what | should have done if you had not

been here to keep ne conmpany. | could not have borne it!"

She was about to dart into the hole when the nore prudent Sylvia said,
"Shoul d we not take lighted candl es? | have heard that the air in this
ki nd of disused passage is sonetimes very foul and will put out a flane.
If we had candles we should be warned in tine."

"Very true! | did not think." Bonnie ran to a cupboard whi ch held wax
tapers in long silver holders and brought two each, which they kindled
at the fire. Then they slipped cautiously through the narrow opening,
Bonni e | eadi ng t he way.
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"W had better shut the panel behind us," she said. "Only imagine if
M ss Slighcarp should cone into the schoolroomand find it open!"

"What if we cannot open it again fromthe inside?"
"Perhaps it will be possible to | eave just a crack

Unfortunately the panel proved to be on sone sort of spring. As soon as
Sylvia touched it, it rolled smoothly shut. A small plaster knob seened
intended to open it fromthe inside, but when Bonnie rather inpatiently
pressed this, it crunbled away in her hand.

"How vexatious!" she said.

Sylvia was al arned at the thought that they m ght have inmured
t hensel ves for life, but Bonnie whispered stoutly:

"Never mnd! The passage nust come out sonewhere, and if we are shut up
at least it is no worse than being shut up by Mss Slighcarp.”

They tiptoed al ong, through thick, shuffling dust.

The passage was exceedingly narrow, and presently led them down a flight
of steep steps. It was not pitch dark; here and there a tiny hole let in
a glimrer of daylight, and, placing her eye to these hol es, Bonnie was
able to discover their whereabouts.

"Now we are behind the Geat Hall, | can see the coats of arms. This is
the silver-gilt ante-room Now we are |ooking into the arnoury, those
are gun-barrels. Imagine this passage having been here all this tine and
nmy never knowing of it! GCh, how | w sh Papa and Manmma were at hone! What
famous tines we should have, junping out and surprising them And we
shoul d di scover a whole | ot of secrets by overhearing people's private
conversations. "

"Wul d that be honourabl e?" Sylvia doubtfully whispered.

"Perhaps not with Papa and Mamma, but it would be quite another matter
with Mss Slighcarp. | mean to listen to her all | can!"
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They soon had an opportunity to do so, for the next peephol e | ooked into
the Iibrary, and when Bonnie put her eye to it she saw the governess in
cl ose consultation with M Ginmshaw. They were at the far end of the
|arge room and at first out of earshot, but they soon noved nearer to

t he unseen wat chers.

"Poke up the fire, Josiah," said Mss Slighcarp, who was studying a

| arge parchment. "This must be burnt at once, now that we have succeeded
in finding it." The children heard M Ginmshaw stirring up the |logs, and
realizing that they nmust be standing beside the fireplace and that their
spyhol e was probably conceal ed in the chi meypiece. It was possible that
t here was anot her opening panel, simlar to that in the school room but
they were careful not to try pressing any projections, having no wish to
be brought suddenly face to face with their enem es.



"Take the bellows and blow it into a blaze," Mss Slighcarp said. She
was reading the docunment carefully. "What a good thing Sir WI I oughby
was carel ess enough to leave his will at hone instead of keeping it with
M Gipe. It has saved us a deal of trouble.”

"I ndeed, yes," said M Ginshaw confortably. "And is it as you thought -
does he | eave everything to the child?"

"Al nost everything," said Mss Slighcarp. She read on with conpressed
lips. "There is a |l egacy of twenty thousand pounds a year to his niece,
a few hundred to me in gratitude for ny services —pah! - and sone
trifling bequests to servants. Mention, too, of his sister Jane, ny

di stant cousin. |Is she likely to conme poking her nose and bei ng

troubl esome?"

"Not a fear of it," M Ginshaw answered. "I nade inquiries about her
when | was in London. She is extrenely elderly and unworldly; noreover,
she is frail and unlikely to last long. She will never interfere with

our managenent of the estate.”
"Excellent. | will burn this will then - there, on the fire it
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goes - and you nust set to work at once to forge another, |eaving
everything to me. Have you practised the signature sufficiently?"

"I could do it with ny left hand,” M Ginmshaw said. "I have copied it
fromevery docunent in this room" He drew a chair to a table at a
little distance, pulled a piece of parchnent towards him and began
slowy and carefully witing on it.

M ss Slighcarp, neanwhile, was tearing up and burning a great nmany ot her
docunents. "The nore confusion his affairs are found to be in, the

better," she observed. "It will give us the nore tine to make our
pl ans. "

"You sound very certain that he —that the event will take place.
Suppose he should, after all, return?”

"My dear Josiah," said Mss Slighcarp neaningfully, "the master to whom
| spoke was very certain about the state of the vessel. He said she
could not | ast another voyage. But even if that plan should m scarry,
what then? Sir W cannot be back before a year is up. W shall have
anpl e warning of his return and can be cl ear away and enbarked for the
col oni es before he arrives. W shall never be caught.”

"What of the children? You will not keep them here?"

"Not for long. They can go to Certrude," said Mss Slighcarp om nously,
"She will soon knock the nonsense out of them Now, do not disturb ne. |
must naster the details of this deed." She picked up another docunent
and began studying it absorbedly.

The children tiptoed on

"Bonnie," said Sylvia rather fearfully after a few nmonents, when she
judged that they were well out of earshot of the library and its

i nmates, "what did Mss Slighcarp nean when she referred to the event!
And why was she burning ny uncle's will?"



"I amnot certain," confessed Bonnie, who was pal e and frowni ng over
this new evidence of Mss Slighcarp's knavery, "but it is plain that she
means not hi ng but w ckedness."
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Sylvia glanced in a troubled way at her cousin. It was evident that
Bonni e did not wish to pursue the matter, and they went on in silence
for a while. They cane to another spyhole, which | ooked on to a passage,
and then they found thensel ves up against a blank wall. The secret
corridor appeared to have conme to a dead end.

Even Bonnie's heart sank, for the candles were perilously |ow, when they
heard the clink of dishes, and a famliar voice, that of Janes, broke
into song so cl ose beside themthat they m ght have been touching him

"As | was a wal king one norning for pleasure,

| spied a young --

"Knock on the wall!" Bonnie whispered to Sylvia, and both children began
bangi ng on the panel as hard as they could. The song broke off abruptly.

"James! Janmes! It's us, in here behind the panel! Can you let us out?"

"Laws, miss, you gave nme a fright," Janes's voice said. "I thought it
was the hobgoblin for sure.”

They heard him funbling on the wall, and tapped again, to show hi mwhere
they were. Suddenly there cane a click, and bright cold light and icy
air rushed into their hiding place.

"I al ways wondered why that great knob was there on the wall," Janes
said. "Well, laws, mss! To think of your really finding the secret
passage. That's chanpion, that is!"

They stepped out, and found thenselves in the dairy, a brick-floored,

sl ate-shel ved roomwith several sinks, where sone of the dish-washing
was done. An outside door led fromit to the stable-yard, and they could
see the whiteness of the newfallen snow.

Since this entrance, too, appeared to have no nmeans of opening it from
the inside, Janes arranged to |leave it open, artfully nmoving a tal
cupboard so that it partly obscured the
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doorway, and hanging a quantity of horse-blankets and other draperies to
hi de the remai nder.

"Now at | east no one need get shut up inside," said Bonnie. "The bother
of it is that we can do nothing of the sort in the schoolroom It would
| ook too queer. The person in the passage will sinmply have to knock on



t he panel until somebody in the roomlets themout."
"But supposing it was Mss Slighcarp in the room"

"Goose! O course we should have to nmake sure before knocking that she
was not in the room | dare say there is a spyhole."

"Do you go back al ong the passage now and | ook," suggested Syl vi a,
I will return to the school roomby the back stairs and |let you out.

This was agreed to, and Sylvia hastened away, gl ancing, as she passed

t he open door, at the stable clock to make sure that they would not be
late for their nmeeting with Pattern. But it still |acked half an hour of
five o' clock, the tine appointed for the neeting.

Most unfortunately, as she neared the school room door, she saw the
gaunt, bony form of Mss Slighcarp approaching fromthe other direction
carrying in her arms a pile of linen. Sylvia was greatly al arnmed when

t he governess swept before her into the school room and deposited her
burden on the table. Wat if Bonnie, not realizing that the governess
was in the room should have the inprudence to knock on the panel and
ask to be let out of the secret passage?

"Now, mss," said Mss Slighcarp coldly - since the departure of her
enpl oyers she had nmade no slightest pretence of being pleasant to either
of the two children - "since | amat present too busy to occupy nyself
wi th teaching you, | have brought you a task so you shan't be idle. Al

t hese sheets and pill ow cases require nending. To work at once, please!
If they are not finished by tonorrow you will cone under ny severe

di spl easure. Small stitches, mnd."

77

"Yes, ma'am" said Sylvia, trenbling, trying to keep her eyes from
wandering towards the fireplace.

"I have a good mind to set that insolent child in the cupboard to this
work too ..." Mss Slighcarp muttered. She noved to the cupboard door
feeling in the reticule attached to the sash of her dress. Sylvia gasped
with fright. "How very provoking! | gave the key to Janes." .Sylvia let
out a long, quivering breath of relief. "Mss Geen!" the governess
said, rapping on the door of the cupboard. "I trust you are repenting of
your outrageous behavi our ?"

There was no reply fromw thin the cupboard.

"Spirit not broken yet?" Mss Slighcarp nmoved away fromthe door. "Well
it will be bread-and-water for you until it is. On thinking the matter
over, the light in that cupboard would not be sufficient to permt her
to mend the l[inen."

This was no nore than the truth, Sylvia reflected, for it must be pitch
dark inside the cupboard.

Just as Mss Slighcarp was about to | eave the school rooma | oud,

unm st akabl e rap sounded frominside the fireplace. Sylvia, pale with
fright, sprang to the fender and began rattling the poker and tongs
noisily, pretending to poke up the fire and put a few nore pieces of



coal on it. The governess paused suspiciously.
"What was that noise?"

"Noi se, ma'anP" said Sylvia innocently.

"Somet hing that sounded like a tap on the wall."

"It was this piece of coal, Mss Slighcarp, that fell into the grate."
Syl via spoke as loudly as she could, and rattled the fire-irons nore
than ever. Mss Slighcarp seemed convinced, and left, after a sharp

gl ance round to make sure that Janmes had obeyed her command to pack up
all the children's toys. Fortunately this had been done. The school room
and toyroom | ooked bl eak and bare enough with all the gaily-col oured
ganes and pl aythi ngs renoved, but Sylvia conforted herself by
recol l ecting the hidden store up in the attic.
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As soon as Mss Slighcarp was safely gone, Sylvia ran to the secret
panel and with trenbling hands pressed the carved deer's head, praying
that she had renmenbered the correct prong on the antlers. To her
unbounded relief the stone panel slid back as before, and Bonnie, black
dusty, laughing, and triunphant, fell out into her arns.

"Ch, is not this fun? Ch, what a narrow squeak! | had quite thought you
were alone in the room for neither of you had spoken for severa
nmonents before | tapped. Is it not provoking, there is no spyhole in
this roon? The first one | ooks out on the upstairs landing. But it is
possi ble to hear voices frominside the passage, so |long as sonebody is
speaki ng. What a nercy that you were so clever with the poker and tongs,

Sylvial"
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at five o'clock the two children stole cautiously to the little blue
powder -room which, luckily, was in a renote wing of the great house,
where M ss Slighcarp was not likely to make her way. Pattern was there
al ready, and greeted themw th tears and enbraces.

"Ch, Mss Bonnie, Mss Sylvia, ny dears! What's to becone of us, that's
what | should like to know, with that w cked woman in charge of the
house?"

"We shall be all right," said Bonnie stoutly. "She can't do anything
very dreadful to us, but oh, Pattern, what about YOU' I She will have you
sent to prison if she catches you here.”

"She won't catch nme," said Pattern confidently. "I crept in by the

appl e-room door when the other servants left, and I've fixed nyself up
inthe little south attic on the fourth floor as snug as you pl ease. Wy
fine lady will never set foot up there, you may be certain. And I'Il be
able to creep down fromthere and help you with your dressing and put
you to bed and | ook after your things, my poor |anbs! Ch that | should
live to see such a wi cked day!"



"But Pattern, how wll you live?" Bonnie was begi nni ng, when Janes cane
qui ckly and quietly into the room

"What a lark!" he said. "The old cat nearly caught me met ne in the |ong
gallery -- and asked what | was doing. | said, going to see all the

wi ndows were shut for the night, and she said, 'Yes, that's right, we
want no thieving servants creepi ng back under cover of dark.' Thieving!
I"d like to know what she thinks she is!"
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The children told himPattern's plan and he approved it heartily.

"For | don't trust Mss Slighcarp not to starve these young ones or do
somet hing underhand if we're not there to keep an eye on them" he said.
"I"ll look after their neals, Mss Pattern, if you see they're snug and
mended and cared for. But, Mss Bonnie dear, you' d best wite off to
your papa's lawyer the very first thing, and tell himwhat's afoot
here.”

"But | don't know his address, Janes!"

"Eh, that's awkward," said Janes, scratching his head. "Wo can you
wite to, then?"

"How about Aunt Jane?" Bonni e suggested to Sylvia. "She will surely know
M Gipe' s address, for |I have heard Papa say that M Gipe is in charge
of her noney."

"Ye-es," said Sylvia doubtfully, "but Aunt Jane is so old, and so very
frail, that | amafraid the news woul d be a dreadful, dreadful shock to
her. It might make her ill, and then she is all on her own..."

"No, you are right," said Bonnie decisively. "It is not to be thought
of. I know W& will wite to Dr Morne. He prom sed that he would cone
fromtime to time, in any case, so there would be nothing odd about
asking himover. And very likely he will know M Gipe's direction in
London. "

"Or perhaps he can get the magistrates to commit Mss Slighcarp to
prison,"” said Janmes. "That is a chanpion notion of yours, Mss Bonnie.

Do you wite the letter and | will ride over with it as soon as | get a
chance. "

"I will wait for a few days," suggested Bonnie, "just so that M ss
Slighcarp shan't be suspicious, and then will pretend to have the

t oot hache. "

A distant bell sounded, and Janes sprang up. "There! The old cat wants
me for something and I must run. 1'Il be up to the school room by and by
wi th your suppers.” And he hastened away.

Left with Pattern, the children told her how they had
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di scovered the secret passage |eading to the school room and she was



del i ght ed.

"I can conme up that way to dress and undress you, and take your things
away for washing," she said. "What a nercy of providence!"

"Only you nmust take care never to tan on the panel unless you are sure
Mss Slighcarp is not in THE room" Bonnie said chuckling.

"In any case, let us hope it neEd not be for long. Dr Morne will soon
settle her when you tell himwhat's going on here.”

"Har k! There's the stable clock chinmng the hour, Sylvia," said Bonnie.
"I believe we should go back to the schoolroomso that presently James
can corme and let nme out of the cupboard. It would be terrible if Mss
Slighcarp were to acconpany himand find me not therel™

During the next few weeks the children becane hal f accustoned to their
strange new life. They hardly saw M ss Slighcarp and M Ginshaw, who
were too busy discovering what they could make away with from Sir

W | oughby's property to have nuch time for the children. Janes and
Pattern cared for them bringing their nmeals and protecting them from
contact with the other servants, who were a rough, untrustworthy |ot.
Several times the secret panel proved exceedingly useful when M ss

Sl i ghcarp approached the schoolroomon her daily visit of inspection
and Pattern, busy perform ng sone service for the children, hastily
darted through it.

There was little enough to do. They dared not be seen skating, and the
snowy weat her kept them near the house. But one day Prout, the
under-groom finding Bonnie crying for her pony in the enpty stable,

whi spered to her that he had not sold the ponies, only taken themto one
of the farnms on the estate, and that when the weather was better they

m ght go over there and have a ride. This news cheered Bonnie a good
deal; to |l ose her pony, Feathers, and the new one that had
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been bought for Sylvia, on top of everything el se, had been al nbost nore
than she coul d bear.

At | ast she decided that she could wite to Dr Morne wi thout incurring
suspi cion. For a whole day she went about with her face tied up in a
shawl, conplaining that it ached, and that evening she crept up to the
attic where her little desk was hi dden and conposed a note in her best
handwiting, with advice from Syl via.

Dear Doctor,

W1l you please come to see us, as we don't think Papa would Iike the

t hi ngs that are happening here and we can't wite to himfor he is on
board Ship. Mss Slycarp, our wi cked Governess, has dism ssed all the
good old Servants and is making herself into a Tyrant. She wears Manma's
dresses and M Grinshaw is in League with her and they drink chanmpagne
every Day.

Yours respectfully,



BONNI E GREEN and SYLVI A GREEN

Al as! next norning when Bonni e gave Janes this carefully witten note a
dreadful thing happened. James had the note in his hand when he net M ss
Slighcarp - who seened to have the knack of appearing al ways just where
she was not wanted - and her sharp eyes inmedi ately fastened upon it.

"What is that, Janes?"

"M ss Bonnie has the toothache, ma'am She wote a note asking Dr Mrne
if he would be so kind as to send her a poultice for it."

"I see. There is a heavy deed-box in the library | want noved, Janes.
Cone and attend to it, please, before you deliver the note."

Unwi | I'ingly James foll owed.

"Put that note on the table," she said, giving M Ginshaw, who was in
the library, a significant |ook as she did so.

Whil e James was struggling to put the heavy box exactly
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where M ss Slighcarp required it, under a confusing rain of
contradictory instructions, M Ginshaw quickly glanced at the direction
on the note, and then, with his gift for inmtating handwiting, copied
the address on to a simlar envelope with a blank sheet of paper inside.
When James's back was turned for an instant he very adroitly exchanged
one note for the other

"There, then," said Mss Slighcarp. "Be off with you, sirrah, and don't
loiter on the way or stop to drink porter in the doctor's kitchen."

The instant Janes was out of the room she opened the letter, and her
brow darkened as she read it.

"This must be dealt with," she nuttered. "I nust dispose of these
children without delay!" And she showed the letter to M Ginshaw

"Artful little mnxes!" he exclaimed. "You are right! The children
cannot be allowed to stay here."

"When can we nove then? Toni ght ?"
He nodded.

James hurriedly saddl ed one of the carriage horses that remained in the
stable, armed hinmself with a pair of pistols in the saddl e-hol sters and
one stuck in his belt, and nmade off at a gallop for the residence of Dr
Morne, who |ived sone five mles beyond the park boundary.

Unfortunately when he reached his destination it was only to di scover
that the doctor had been called fromhonme on an urgent case - a fire in
the town of Blastburn in which several people had been injured - and was
not expected hone that evening. Janes dared not |inger, though he had
been intending to reinforce Bonnie's note by hinmself telling the doctor



how bad things were at the Chase. He could only deliver the letter and
cone away, |eaving a nmessage with the doctor's housekeeper inploring Dr
Morne to visit Mss Bonnie as soon as possible. Then he made his way
honewar ds. A wol f-pack picked up his trail and followed him but his
horse, its hoofs
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wi nged by fear, kept well ahead, and Janes di scouraged the pursuit by
sending a couple of balls into the mdst of the wolves, who fell back
and decided to | ook for easier prey.

The dull, dark afternoon passed slowy by. The children worked fitfully
at their tasks of nending. Bonnie was no |onger |ocked up, but M ss
Slighcarp made it plain that she was still in disgrace, never speaking
to her, and giving her cold and sinister |ooks.

The sound of a horse's hoofs had drawn both children to the w ndow on
one occasi on, when M ss Slighcarp came suddenly into the room

"Back to your work, young | adies,"”
expect to see, pray?"

she said angrily. "Whomdid you

"I thought - that is, we did not expect - " Sylvia faltered. "It is
James, returning fromhis errand.”

"So!" Mss Slighcarp gave them again that strange glance, and then left
them after conmmenting unfavourably upon their needl ework. She returned
to the library, where she rang for James and gave hi m orders that
utterly puzzled him

"The carriage?" he nmuttered, scratching his head. "Wat can she want the
carriage for, at such a tine?"

Dusk, and then dark, came, and bedtime drew near. The children had | ong
si nce abandoned their sewing and were sitting on the hearthrug, wth
arms entw ned, in a somewhat sorrowful silence, gazing at the gl ow ng

coals which cast their dimillumnation over the bare room
"It istoo late, | fear. Dr Morne will never cone today," Bonnie said
si ghi ng.

There was a gentle tap on the secret panel

"Pattern! It is Pattern!" said Sylvia, junping up, and she made haste to
press the spring. Pattern came bustling out with a tray on which were
two silver bow s of steaming bread-andm |k, besides little dishes of
candi ed qui nce and pl um

"Here's your supper, mny |lanbs! Now eat that while it's hot, and I'll be
war m ng your beds and ni ght-things. Thank the
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good providence old Pattern's here to see you don't go to bed cold and
starving."

When the | ast spoonful was eaten she hustled theminto their warm bl ue
fl annel ni ghtgowns, and saw them tucked up in bed. "There, ny ducks!
Sweet dreans guard your rest," she said, and gave each a good-ni ght hug.



At this noment they hard Mss Slighcarp's brisk heavy steps com ng al ong
t he passage.

"Lawks-a-ne!" gasped Pattern. She snatched up the tray and was through
the secret door in a flash. Just as it clicked behind her Mss Slighcarp
entered through the other door, carrying a | anp.

"I'n bed al ready?" she said. She sounded di spl eased. The children |ay
wonderi ng what fault she could find with such praisewdrthy punctuality.

"Well, you rnust just get up again!" she snapped, dumping the lanp on the
dressing-table. "Get up, dress yourselves, and pack a valise with a
change of clothing. You are going on a journey."

A journey? The children stared at each other, aghast. They coul d not
di scuss the matter, however, as Mss Slighcarp remained in the room
sorting through their clothes and deciding what they were to take with
them Sylvia noticed that she put out only their ol dest and pl ai nest
t hi ngs. She herself was given none of the new clothes that Pattern had
been nmaki ng her, but only those nmade from Aunt Jane's white curtain.

"Wh-where are we going, Mss Slighcarp?" she presently ventured. Bonnie
had such a vehenent dislike of the governess that she woul d never
address M ss Slighcarp unless obliged to do so.

"To school . "

"To school ? But are you not then going to teach us, ma'an®?"

"I have not the leisure,” Mss Slighcarp said sharply. "The estate
affairs are in such a sad tangle that it will take nme al
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my tine to straighten them You are to go to the school of a friend of
mne in Blastburn.”

"But Manma and Papa woul d never agree to such a thing!" Bonnie burst out
i ndi gnantly.

"\Whet her they would or whether they would not is of no inportance, young
[ ady. "

"Why do you say that?" asked Bonnie, filled with a nanel ess dread.

"Because | had a nessage this afternoon to say that the Thessaly, the

ship on which your mamma and papa set sail, has been sunk off the coast
of Spain. You are an orphan, Mss Geen, like your cousin, and from now
onit is | who have the sole say in your affairs. | amyour guardian."
Bonni e gave one sharp cry —"Papa! Mamua!" —and t hen sank down,

trenbling, on the sofa, burying her face in her hands.

M ss Slighcarp | ooked at her with a strange sort of triunph, and then
left the room carrying the valise, and bidding them both be ready in
five mnutes.

As soon as she was gone, Bonnie sprang upright again. "It is not true!
It can't be! She said it just to tornment ne! But oh," she cried, "what
if it is true, Sylvia? Could it be true?"



How coul d poor Sylvia tell? She tried to confort Bonnie, tried to assure
her that it nmust be lies, but all the tine a dreadful doubt and fear |ay
in her own heart. If Bonnie's parents were no nore, then their only
protectors were gone. She thought with grief of cheerful, good-hearted
Sir WIIloughby and kind, gentle Lady G een. To whom now, could they
turn?

Before the five mnutes were nore than half gone Mss Slighcarp had cone
back to hasten them Wth a vigilant eye she escorted them down the
stairs and through a postern door to the stable-yard, where the carriage
was waiting, with the horses harnessed and steaming in the frosty night
air.
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Sl eepy and shivering, they hardly had strength to protest when M
Gri mshaw, who was there, hoisted each into the carriage, and then handed
up Mss Slighcarp, who sat grinly between them

"Well, a pleasant journey, ma'am"” he cried gaily. "M nd the wol ves
don't get you, ha ha!"

"I"'d like to see the wolf that would tackle ne," snapped Mss Slighcarp
and then, to Janes on the box, "You may start, sirrah!" They rattled out
of the yard and were soon crossing the dark and snowy expanses of the
par K.

They had gone about a mile when they spied the |ights of another
carriage coming towards them It drewto a halt as it came abreast of
t hem

"Tis the doctor, mrn'am" said Janes.

"Young | adies!" said Mss Slighcarp sharply. They caught sight of her
face by the swaying carriage light; the look on it was so forbidding
that it made them shiver. "One word fromeither of you, and you'll have
me to reckon with! Renenber that you are now going to a place where M ss
Green of WI Il oughby Chase is not of the slightest consequence. You can
cry all day in a coal-cellar and no one will take notice of you, if |
choose that it shall be so. Hold your tongues, therefore! Not a sound
fromyou while | speak to the doctor."

"I's that Mss Slighcarp?" the doctor called.

"Dr Morne? What brings you out at this tinme of night?" She spoke with
fal se cordiality.

"I received a strange nmessage, nmm'am - nobst strange, a bl ank sheet of

paper, and an urgent sumons to the Chase. |s everybody ill? Can nobody
wite?"

"Ch Doctor," she said, sweet as syrup, "lI'mafraid it nmust be some prank
of those dreadful children. They are so naughty and high-spirited.”
(Here she gave both children a fierce pinch.) "There is nobody ill at

t he Chase, Doctor. | nost deeply regret that you should have been called

out for nothing. Let nme give you ten guineas instead of your usua
five."
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There was a chink of coins as she | eaned out of the di mcoach and
obscured the doctor's view of its interior

He runbl ed, dissatisfied. "Very odd, very. Can't say it's like Bonnie to
do such a thing. Must be the other little minx. Don't care for being
called out on fal se errands. However, very kind of you, ma'am Say no
nore about it."

Still grunbling to hinmself, he turned his horses. Mss Slighcarp gave
hima few mnutes' start and then told Janmes to nake all possible speed
t owar ds Bl ast burn.

The rest of the journey passed in silence. Both children were utterly
cast down at this failure of their plan, and Bonnie was al nbst numb with
grief and despair over the news about her parents. Try as she would to
control herself, tear after tear slipped fromunder her eyelids, and the
ut nost that she could achi eve was that she wept in silence. She was too
proud to let Mss Slighcarp guess her misery. Sylvia guessed it, and

| onged to confort her, but the bony bul k of the governess was between

t hem

Long before the end of the trip they were al nbost dead of cold, and their
feet were like lunps of ice, for Mss Slighcarp had all the fur carriage
rugs wrapped round herself, and the children had to make do wi t hout.
They were too cold for sleep, and could al nost have wi shed for an attack
by wol ves, but, save for an occasional distant how, their passage was
undi sturbed. It seenmed that M ss Slighcarp was right when she said that
the wol ves feared to attack her

At last they drew near the great snoky lights and fearsonme fiery glare
of Bl astburn, where the huge sl ag-heaps stood outlined |ike black
pyram ds agai nst the red sky.

They clattered through a black and cobbl ed town where the peopl e seened
to work all night, for the streets were thronged, although it was so
|ate, and presently drew up in a dark street on the farthest outskirts.

Mss Slighcarp alighted first, and Sylvia had just time to breathe

hurriedly to James, as he lifted her down, "You'll tel
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Pattern where we are gone, Janmes? She'll be so worried," and to receive

his nod, before the governess pushed them al ong a narrow gravel path
towards the front door of a high, dark house.

She rang a bell whose echoes they heard far within, harsh and jangling.
Al nmost at once the door flew open
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t he door was opened by a thin, dirty child in a brown pinafore with one
white front pocket on which was stitched a | arge nunber six. Bonnie and
Sylvia were not certain if the child was a boy or a girl until Mss
Slighcarp said, "It's you, is it, Lucy? Wiere is Ms Brisket?"



"I'n here, please, nmiss," Lucy said with a frightened gasp, and opened a
door on one side of the entrance hall. Mss Slighcarp swept through
turning her head to say to Bonnie and Sylvia, "Wait there. Don't speak
or fidget." Then they heard her voice beyond the door

"Certrude. It is |I. Qur plans are going excellently." Somebody shut the
door and they could hear nothing further. The little girl, Lucy,
regarded the new arrivals for a nonent, her finger in her nmouth, before
pi cking up a broom several inches taller than herself and beginning to
sweep the floor.

"Are you a pupil here?" Bonnie asked her curiously.

The brown pinafore | ooked |ike sone kind of uniform- but why was her
hair cut so short, even shorter than a boy's? And why was she doi ng
housewor k?

"Hush!" whi spered Lucy. Her eyes nicked in terror towards the closed
door. "She'll half kill me if she hears me speak!"

"Who?" breat hed Bonni e.
"Her. Ms Brisket."

Bonni e |1 ooked as if she was on the point of asking nore questions, but
Syl via hushed her, not wishing to get Lucy into trouble, and Lucy
hersel f resolutely turned her back and went
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on with her work, stirring up a cloud of dust in the dimand stuffy
hal I .

Suddenly Sylvia had the feeling that they were bei ng watched. She raised
her eyes and saw soneone standing by the banister rail at the top of the
ill-l1it stairs, staring down at them Meeting Sylvia's eyes, this person
sl owl y descended towards them

She was a girl of about fifteen, tall and thin, with a pale, handsone,
sharp-featured face. She wal ked with a slouch, and was very richly
dressed in velvet, with a band of fur round her jacket and severa
bracel ets. She carried a pair of silver skates.

She wal ked up to Bonnie and Sylvia, surveying themcoolly and

i nsolently. She made no remark or friendly gesture of greeting; nerely
| ooked them up and down, and then, with a sudden qui ck novenent, tugged
off Sylvia's white fur cap and tried it on herself. It was too small.
"Hm" she said coldly. "Wat a nuisance you're not bigger." She dropped
the cap disdainfully on the floor. Sylvia's lips parted in indignation
even she, nmild and good-tenpered as she was, woul d have protested had
she not noticed Lucy's face behind the girl's el bow, grimacing at her in
an agony of alarm evidently warning her not to object to this
treatment.

Wordl essly, she picked up the beautiful white cap, its fur dusty from
t he heap of sweepings on to which it had fallen, and stood stroking it
while the girl said carelessly to Lucy:

"I's ny nother in there?"



"Yes, Mss Diana. Talking to Mss Slighcarp."

"Ch, that old harridan." She pushed open the door and they heard her

say, "Ma, I'mgoing out. There's a fair, and allnight skating on the
river. Gve nme five guineas." She reappeared in the doorway jingling
coins in her hand, turned her head to say, "If either of the newgirls

is good at mendi ng, rmake her sew up ny satin petticoat. It's split.”
Then she pushed haughtily past them and went out, slamming the front
door.
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M ss Slighcarp sumoned Bonnie and Sylvia to be inspected by their new
instructress. As soon as they saw her they recogni zed the | ady whom t hey
had seen driving her carriage near the boundaries of WII|oughby Chase.
She was a tall, massive, smartly-dressed woman, her big-knuckl ed hands

| oaded with rings flashing red and yell ow, rubies and topazes. She

gl anced at the children irritably. Her eyes were yellow as the stones in
her rings, yellow as the eyes of a tiger, and she | ooked as if she could
be bad-tenpered.

"These are the children, Gertrude," Mss Slighcarp said. "That one --

pointing to Sylvia -- "is tractable enough, though [azy and whining and
di sposed to nmalinger. This one" indicating Bonnie - "is thoroughly

i nsol ent and ungovernabl e, and will need constant checki ng and keeping
down." "I'mnot!"

"She's not!" burst from Bonnie and Sylvia simltaneously, but Ms
Bri sket checked themwith a glare fromher yell ow eyes.

"Speak before you're spoken to in this house, young | adies, and you'l
get a touch of the strap and | ose your supper. So let's have no nore of
it."

They were silent, but Bonnie's eyes flashed dangerously. "Both, as you
can see,"” continued Mss Slighcarp as if there had been no interruption
"have been grossly spoilt and overindul ged. "

"They'l|l soon have that nonsense knocked out of themhere," said Ms

Bri sket.

M ss Slighcarp rose. "I amleaving themin good hands, Gertrude," she
said. "I amvery busy just at present, as you know, but when next we

meet | hope you will be coming to visit ne. You have hel ped nme in the

past, Gertrude, and soon | shall be in a position to help you."

She said this last very significantly. Bonnie's and Sylvia's eyes net.
Was M ss Slighcarp intending to take conpl ete possession of WI I oughby
Chase? Sylvia felt sonething like
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despair cone over her, but Bonnie clenched her hands indomitably.



Ms Brisket ushered M ss Slighcarp out and saw her to the carriage. Wen
it had gone, with a clattering of hoofs and a flashing of |anps, she
returned to the children.

"W have no names here," she said sternly. "You," to Sylvia, "will be
nunber ninety-eight, you nunber ninety nine. Conme, nake haste, the
others are in bed | ong ago except for the night-workers."

She led themthrough the hall - where the little girl Lucy swept
frenziedly as soon as Ms Brisket appeared, though it was plain she was
dropping with sleepiness - and up flight after flight of steep
uncarpeted stairs. On the fourth floor she pushed Bonnie through a
doorway, hissing, "The bed near the door," and raised the candl e she
carried | ong enough to showr a |large, bare room cramed with small iron
cots, on which children lay sleeping, sonetines two to a cot. One bed,
by the door, was still vacant.

Sylvia had just tinme to whisper "Good night!" before she was hustled up
to the floor above and thrust into a sinilar bedroom She undressed in
the pitch dark and funbled her way into the bed, which was narrow, hard,

and i nadequately covered. "I'Il never get to sleep,” she thought, as she
lay shivering miserably, trying to summon up courage to thrust her feet
into the chilly depths of the bed. She could hear the ml|l hooters wail,

and iron wheels clang on the cobbl es; somewhere a church clock struck
m dni ght. The whol e of her short stay anong the riches and spl endours of
W | oughby Chase seened |ike a dream

"Ch how !l wish | was still with Aunt Jane," she thought unhappily. "But
then | should not have net Bonnie, dear Bonnie!" She turned over,
huggi ng the too-thin, too-narrow bl anket round her. Suddenly a hand
touched her cheek and a voice whispered, "Sylvia, is that you?"

"Bonni e! "
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"I had to cone and make sure you were all right."

Syl via thought renorsefully how selfish she had been, |ying and pitying
hersel f whil e Bonni e had courageously dared the perils of the dark house
to conme and see her.

"Yes, I'mall right, quite all right!" she whispered. She reached out
and hugged Bonnie. "Run back to bed quickly, soneone may catch you!" She
felt sure that in this place the punishment for getting out of bed would
be dire.

"Just came to make sure,"” said Bonnie. "Don't worry, Sylvia, we'll keep
each other company, it won't be too bad. And if we don't like it, well

then we'll run away."

Though she said this so stoutly, her heart sank. \Were could they run
to, with Mss Slighcarp in occupation at WI | oughby Chase?

"See you in the norning!"
"See you in the norning!"

Wth the nenory of Bonnie's conforting presence, Sylvia at |last found



t he courage to push her feet down to the cold bottomof the bed and go
to sleep. But Bonnie |lay awake for hour after hour, hearing the city
cl ocks strike, and the wail of the factory hooters, and the runble of
wheel s.

"What shall we do?" she thought again and again. "What shall we do?"

In the norning they di scovered why the beds near the door were the | ast
to be occupied. Wiile the sky outside was still black as m dni ght and
the frosty stars still shone, a tall girl thrust a great bell through

t he door and clanged it deafeningly up and down until every shivering

i nmate of the room had thrown back her covers, junped to the floor, and
begun dressing.

Dazed and startled, Sylvia nearly fell out of bed.

"Where do we wash?" she whispered to the girl by the next bed.
"Hush! You nustn't speak," the girl said, and pointed.

Sylvia saw a tin basin in one corner of the room with a
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bucket beneath it. The biggest girl in the roombroke the ice in the
basin by giving it a sharp crack with her hairbrush, then they al

washed in order of size. Sylvia was last. Wen it cane to her turn there
was no nore than a trickle of dirty, icy water left in the basin. She
could not bring herself to touch it. She was about to start plaiting her
hair when the big girl who had washed first said:

"Wait, you! Julia, fetch the shears."

"Yes, Alice." The child who had told Sylvia not to talk ran fromthe
room and canme back in a nmonent with an enornous pair of garden shears.
Before Sylvia realized what was to happen, or had tine to protest, Alice
had sei zed hold of her pretty fair plaits and | opped them off, one after
the other. Then she chopped the remainder of Sylvia's hair off as short
as possible, leaving it in a ragged, uneven fringe round her head. There
was no mirror in the room so Sylvia could not see quite how bad it

| ooked.

"What do you nmean by cutting off mnmy hair?" she gasped.

"Hush! I1t's the rule. Ms Brisket doesn't allow |long hair. Now get into
line."

The ot her crop-haired, overalled children were in Iine already. Alice
pushed Sylvia into place at the back, took up her own position at the
front, and |l ed them downstairs. Sylvia caught a glinpse of Bonnie at the
end of another line which joined theirs. Bonnie's hair, too, had been
cut, and she, like Sylvia, had been given a brown overall to wear, wth
a nunber on the pocket. She | ooked al nost unrecognizable, like a thin
dar k- hai red boy. She gave Sylvia a wy grin.

The files had assenbled round tables in a |l arge, cold, stonefl oored
room They stood waiting while three or four weary, griny,

exhaust ed- | ooki ng chil dren, ambng whom was Lucy, brought round bow s
whi ch proved to contain thin, grey, steam ng porridge. It was eaten
without mlk or sugar. After it they each had a small chunk of stale



bread, with the nerest scrape of dripping, and that was the end of
br eakf ast .
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At this noment Ms Brisket entered the room and the whol e school stood
up. Ms Brisket said grace, and then | ooked sharply round.

"Where are the new girls?" she demanded. Bonnie and Sylvia were pushed
forward fromtheir places at different tables towards the rear of the
room

She scowed at them "I amtold that you |l eft your beds and comuni cat ed
last night. For that you will both m ss your dinners."

Who coul d have heard them Sylvia wondered. Then she caught sight of the
big girl, Alice, who had cut off her hair. On Alice's rather |unpish
stupid face was a smug expression

"Sylvia didn't do a thing! It was | who went to talk to her!" Bonnie
excl ai med.

"Silence, miss! I will not have this insolence! You can niss your tea
too. Perhaps that will teach you respect.

"Now, tasks. Nunber ninety-eight will work in the |aundry. Eighteen

show her what to do. Ninety-nine, you will be in the kitchen, under

cook. She will see that you don't give any trouble.

"There will be an inspection by the Education O ficer this afternoon, so
I want you all in the classroomat two o' clock sharp. Eighteen and

ni nety-eight, you nust see that the nightworkers are waked in tine."

She left the hall, and the children dispersed quickly and silently to
their various tasks. Sylvia was led off by a thin, wiry, but quite
friendly-looking girl of fifteen or so, who whi spered that her nane was
Emma.

"Don't we do any |lessons?" murmured Sylvia.

"Hush! Wait till we're in the laundry, then we can talk."

The laundry was a |large external room stone-floored and bitterly cold,
built out fromthe back of the house. It contai ned many | arge zinc

washt ubs, scrubbi ng-boards, two huge iron wingers, and a great nound of
coarse calico sheets and house-linen waiting to be washed. Ei ght or nine

other children
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cane with themand set to work doggedly, sorting the Iinen and filling
the tubs at an outside punp, the handl e of which creaked so |oudly that
conversation could be pursued under cover of its noise.

"Don't, whatever you do, let her hear you tal king," warned Emma. "W're
only allowed to say necessary things to each other."

Her obviously referred to Ms Brisket.



Emma gave Sylvia a tub, a pile of sheets, and a bar of rough yellow
soap.

"But do the parents allow their children to be nade to work like this?"
Syl via asked in bew | dernent.

"They are all orphans. This is a charity school, and Ms Brisket gets
some nmoney for running it. But as well she makes us do all the work, and
take in outside work too. We do the washing for half Blastburn. Then
when the Education O ficer comes round we go into the classroons and
pretend to be learning | essons.™

"Do you like it here?" asked Sylvia, struggling to drag a bunch of heavy
dripping cloth out of the cold water.

Emma gl anced round cautiously, but no one el se was very near, and the
punp handl e was going full blast. Leaning nearer she whi spered:

"It's a horrible place! But don't |et anyone hear you say so! The schoo
is full of tale-bearers. Everyone is always hungry and Ms Brisket
rewards anyone who carries her a tal e agai nst another person. She gives
thema bit of cheese. She has a big | aundry-backet in her roomfull of
bits of cheese, ready cut up."

So that was why Alice had reported on Bonnie's mdnight visit. Sylvia
hersel f, who was still just as hungry after breakfast as before it, felt
her mouth watering at the thought of those bits of cheese.

When the sheets had been painfully scrubbed and rinsed three tines by
hands that were red and sore fromthe harsh
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soap and icy water, Emma showed Sylvia how to use the wi nger.

"Never touch it with your hands. One girl lost her fingers in it. Now we
al ways poke the sheets through with a stick."

She dunped the wrung-out sheets into a basket and carried themout to
t he yard behind the house, where there were |ong rows of henhouses and
many washi ng-1ines. When the sheets were hung up, she and Sylvia
returned to the central heap for a new |ot.

The norni ng seened endl ess. Syl via was soon al nost exhausted fromthe
heavy work, and soaked through with icy water fromthe winger, which
sprayed anybody who was using it.

Presently the bell went for dinner. Sylvia had hoped that as she and
Bonnie were both to miss their meal, they might at |east neet and tal k
somewhere. But she | earned that people , punished in this way were
obliged to stand at the back of the dining-roomand watch everybody el se
eat. Ms Brisket sat at the head table eating grilled trout and plum
puddi ng, and there was no chance to nove a finger without being seen by
her.

Bonni e | ooked tired and rebellious. She had a snear of coal dust on one
cheek, a cut finger, and grease-spots on her overall, but she grinned at
Syl via encouragingly. At the end of the nmeal she seized the nonment when
all the benches were noisily pushed back to whisper



"I't wasn't rmuch of a neal to nmiss, anyway!"

Nor had it been. One thin slice of cold fat pork, a piece of beetroot,
and a small withered apple.

After dinner Bonnie was sumoned back to the scullery to help with the
washi ng-up, while Sylvia and Enma went round with a bell to wake the

ni ght -workers. Then Sylvia realized that, as the beds were insufficient
for the number of children in the school, half of them slept by night
and hal f by day. The night-workers were always dropping with fatigue, as
t hey
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were liable to be roused for duties in the daytine too, but just the
same they were envied, as they perfornmed their tasks "without the fierce
supervi sion of Ms Brisket.

It was a hard job to waken them One by one they were clanged out of
their slunbers and dragged fromtheir beds. At two o' clock sharp the
whol e school, yawni ng and shivering, stood lined up in the heatl ess

cl assroons.

At hal f past two Ms Brisket came round with the Inspector. The children
were well trained. As the door opened into each classroomthey burst out
in chorus:

"Al Bl C D E FI @d" and so on, until the visitors had |eft
In the next roomit would be, "One! Two! Three! Four! Five!"

"Ah, | see they are getting on with their reading and arithnetic,
ma'am " said M Friendshipp, the Inspector, confortably.

"Yes, M Friendshipp. As you see."

"As | mght have expected, in such a well-run establishnent as yours,
ma' am "

"And now, M Friendshipp," said Ms Brisket, when they had passed
t hrough the I ast room where Bonnie and Sylvia were standing, "cone and
have a small glass of port wine to keep out the chill."

After tea, which Bonnie m ssed, the children were set to nending. The
nmeal had consisted of another small wedge of bread, dry this time, and a
cup of water. Sylvia had contrived to save a half of her norsel of bread
for Bonnie, and she pushed it into Bonnie's hand later, as they sat

wor ki ng in the biggest classroom huddled together for warnmth. This was
the only tinme of day when they were allowed to talk to each other a
little.

"The cook's a tartar!"™ whispered Bonnie. "If you say a word she hits you
with the frying-pan, or anything that's handy. And the kitchen is filthy
- 1'd sooner work in a pigsty. W can't stay here, Sylvia."
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"No, we can't," breathed Sylvia in heartfelt agreenent. "But how can we
possi bly get away? And where would we go?"



"I'"l'l think of sone plan," said Bonnie with invincible optimsm "And
you think too, Sylvia. Think, for all you are worth."

Syl vi a nodded. Then she whi spered, "Hush, Diana Brisket's |ooking at
us," and bent her head over the enornous rent in the satin petticoat
whi ch she was endeavouring to repair.

They had already | earned that Di ana Brisket was soneone to dread. Her
sharp eyes were everywhere, ready to catch the slightest fault, which
she woul d then shrilly report to her mother, and her bony fingers were
clever to prod or pinch or twi st as she passed on stairs or |anding. She
was cordially hated by the whol e school

After they had sewed or nended for two hours they were put to sorting
bristles for broom making, while Ms Brisket read aloud a chapter of the
Bible to them Then there was supper - a choice of bluish skimmlk or a
cup of thin potato soup - and then they were sent to bed, nobst of them
so bone weary that in spite of hunger and the thin coverings they fel
into bed and sl ept at once the dreanl ess sleep of exhaustion
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bonnie did not last long in the kitchen. The second time that the cook
hit her with the frying-pan, Bonnie picked up a sauceboat full of rancid
gravy and dashed it in the cook's face.

There was a fierce struggle, but the cook, one Ms Ml eskin, a |arge,
stout worman with a savage tenper, at last thrust Bonnie into the broom
cupboard and reported her to Ms Brisket.

Ms Mol eskin was used to having a dozen terrified small slaves running
hither and thither at her beck and call, and announced that she would
not have Bonni e working under her. Accordingly, after a punishnment which
consisted of losing all her neals for two days, Bonnie was put on to
doi ng the outside work, which was considered a terrible degradation

In fact, she did not mind it half so nmuch as being in the squalid
ki tchen. CQutside work nmeant fetching in coal and kindling, lighting
fires, sweeping the front and back steps, cleaning w ndows and

door knobs, digging the front garden, and |ooking after the poultry.

Bonni e, who was as strong as a pony, bore her two days' starvation with
stoical fortitude. Twice Sylvia slipped her a piece of bread, but the
second tine she was caught by Alice, who snatched the bread and ate it
hersel f, subsequently reporting the affair to Ms Brisket. Sylvia then
had to forgo her own supper, and after that Bonnie would not |et her
sacrifice herself.

One dark, foggy afternoon when Bonnie, shivering in her thin overall,
was sweepi ng snow of f the front path, she suddenly
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heard a fam liar whisper fromthe other side of the front railings.
"M ss Bonnie! Mss Bonnie!"

"Sinmon!" she cried out joyfully, alnost dropping the broomin her
surprise

"M ss Bonnie, why ever are you doing work |ike that?"

"Hushl" breathed Bonnie, |ooking back at the house to make sure that Ms
Bri sket was not watching fromone of the wi ndows. "They've sent us to
school here, Sinmon, but it's nore like a prison. W can't stand it,

we're going to run away."

"I should think so, too," said Sinmon with indignation. "Sweeping paths,
i ndeed! And in that thin apron! It's downright w cked."

"But Sinon, what are you doing in Bl astburn?"

"Came in to sell ny geese of course,” he said w nking cheerfully. "But

to tell the truth, I was |ooking for you, Mss | Bonni e. Janmes and
Pattern asked ne to cone. W was all uneasy about you and M ss Syl via.
VWhat' Il | tell then?" | At that nonment a coal -cart appeared and stopped
out si de

t he house. The coal - man banged on the front door, shouting, "Coal up
Coal wup! Coal up!"

Ms Brisket cane out and ordered thirty sacks.

"Here, you," she said sharply to Bonnie. "Help the man carry themto the
coal -cellar. W is that boy?"

She eyed Sinmon suspiciously.

"Ceese for sale, geese for sale. Anybody want my fine fat geese?" he
cal l ed, displaying the two geese he was carrying under his arns.

Ms Brisket's eyes |it up. She strode down the garden to the gate and
prodded the two geese with a knowi ng finger

"Il give you five shillings each for them boy."

"Ten! "said Sinon

"Ri di cul ous! Not a penny nore than seven shillings!"
"Fifteen shillings the pair, ma'am- and it's a special price
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for you because | never can resist a handsone |ady," said Sinon
i mpudently.

"Quttersnipe!" said Ms Brisket.

But she paid over the fifteen shillings and told Bonnie to put the two



geese in the fow -run. In fact, the price was a ridicul ously | ow one, as
she wel | knew.

"I'"ll carry in your coal for a brown, ma'am" Sinmon suggested.
"Very well." She dug in her purse for another coin. "You can help the
girl - the School Inspector is comng to dinner in half an hour, and
don't want children running to and fro and getting in the way when he
arrives."

Si nron pi cked up one of the sacks wi thout nore ado and hunped it across
the garden to the coal-cellar entrance, a flap-door directly under Ms
Brisket's draw ng-room w ndow. Ms Brisket unlocked the door and he

ti pped the coal down the chute and ran back for another |oad. By the
time he returned Ms Brisket had gone indoors, |eaving the key in the
| ock.

Si non gl anced round to nake sure that he was unobserved. The coal - nan,
considering that his hel p was not necessary, had clinbed back on to the
seat of his cart and gone to sleep. Sinon scooped a handful of snow
aside and, pulling a knife out of his pocket, carved fromthe ground a
hunk of yell ow clay which he warned and rubbed in his hands until it was
soft. Taking the large key fromthe cellar |ock, he pressed it
vigorously into the clay, first on one side, then on the other, until he
had two clear inpressions of it. Then he put the key back in the | ock
whi pped off his nuffler, danped it with snow, and wapped it carefully
round the lunmp of clay, which he placed under sone bushes.

By the time Bonnie canme running back fromshutting up the geese, he was
hard at work carrying his fifth sack of coal

"Don't you try to carry one, Mss Bonnie!" he said with
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horror, as she went matter-of-factly to the cart. "They' re far and away
too heavy for you."

"I'I'l take themin the wheel barrow,” Bonnie said, and fetched it from
the shed. "Ms Brisket would dock me of my supper if she | ooked out and
saw that | was letting you do all the work."

"Does she do that?" Sinon was horrified. "Does she starve you?"

"Not me," Bonnie said cheerfully. "I soon found out what to do. Wen she
cuts one of ny neals | nake up on raw eggs. | didn't nmuch |ike them at
first, but when you're really hungry it's surprising what you enjoy."
"You mustn't stay here!" Sinon exclained.

"WIl you help us to run away, Sinon?"

"That | will!"

"But, Simon, if we're to escape we shall need sonme cl othes. That's what
has been worrying ne. She has taken our own things, and our purses with
our noney, so that we can't buy other things, and if we wal ked about in

t hese overalls everyone woul d know that we were escaped fromthe
or phan- school . "



"Il bring you clothes,"” he pron sed.

"Boys' things would be best. | go to feed the hens every evening at six.
You could neet ne then, by the henhouses, as soon as you've got the
clothes. If you went to Pattern, |'msure she could give you sonethi ng.

"The difficulty will be to get Sylvia out of the house, for she never
has an excuse to conme outside except in the norning when she's hangi ng
up washing, and it would be too dangerous then."

"Wait till next week and I'Il have a key made to get you out. Can you
get into the coal-cellar frominside?"

Bonni e nodded. "All too easily. She locks us into it as punishnent quite
often.”

"Then | will give you a key to the outside door, and you will only have
to contrive to be |ocked in."
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Bonni e flung her arns round his neck. "Sinon, you are wonderful! Now I
must fly back or | shall be punished for loitering."

Si ron wat ched until she had run indoors. Then he shied the |last |unp of
coal to wake the driver of the cart fromhis beery slunbers, carefully
took his piece of clay fromits hiding-place in the |aurel bushes and,
holding it as if it were the nost precious gold, walked swiftly away to
find the nearest |ocksnmith.

Sylvia was obliged to miss her tea. She had been given a dress of Diana
Brisket's to nend, and the task had taxed even her skilful needle, so

di sgracefully torn were its delicate flounces. Her head ached, and her
cold fingers were less ninble than usual: consequently the dress was not
fini shed when Diana wanted it. She flew into a passion, slapped Sylvia,
and told her mother that number ninety-eight was |azy and refused to
wor k. I n consequence, Sylvia had to stand at the back of the diningroom
with the other wongdoers at tea-tine, while Bonnie burned with

sympat hetic fury.

During sewing-tine after tea, Bonnie chose a monment when M's Brisket was
out of the room crept round to Sylvia, and pressed something into her
hand.

"Eat it, quick, before she cones back!"

Syl via | ooked at what was in her hand and saw with amazenent that it was
alittle cake, crisp and hot fromthe bakery.

"Where did you get it, Bonnie?"

"I't nust be fromSinon! | found two of themin the nestingboxes when
went to collect the eggs. If I'd known that horrid wetch D ana woul d
make you miss your tea, |'d have saved mine for you, too."

And she whispered to Sylvia the news of Sinon's plan for them
Sylvia was pal e already, but she becane paler still with excitenment.

"Escape? Ch, Bonnie, how wonderful! Here, you finish this cake. | think



I"'mtoo excited to eat it." And she coughed.
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"No, you nust eat it, Sylvia. You had no tea."

"I can't, ny throat is too sore. \Were shall we go, Bonnie?"

"Well," Bonnie whispered, frowning, "we can't very well go back to

W | oughby Chase, for they'd search for us there at once. And if Janes
an.d Pattern tried to help us they'd get into trouble. Wat do you say
to trying to get to London to see Aunt Jane?"

"Ch, Bonnie, YES! Dearest Aunt Jane, how | long to know if she is al
right." Sylvia spoke with such enthusiasmthat she coughed again. "But
how shall we get there, Bonnie? It is such a |ong way, and we have no
money for train tickets."

"I have thought of that. Very soon Sinmon will be driving his geese up to
London for the Easter Fair at Smithfield Market. Easter falls at the end
of April this year, and he will want at |east two nonths to get there -

" - And we could go with him"

"Hush," whispered Bonnie, for at this noment the door opened and Ms
Bri sket re-entered the room

She cast her usual suspicious glance round the assenbl ed chil dren before
begi nning to read al oud froma volume of sernons, and they bent their
heads and pretended to busy thensel ves over their work.

Every ni ght that week, when Bonnie went to feed the hens and collect the
eggs, her pleasantest task of the day, she felt a trenor of excitenent.
Wul d the key and cl othes be there? But Tuesday, Wdnesday, Thursday,
and Friday evenings went by wi thout her discovering anythi ng unexpected
in the henhouse.

On Saturday there was anot her inspection by the Education Oficer, this
time in the norning. He had really come to invite Ms Brisket to dine
wi th himnext day, but she always seized the opportunity of showi ng him
how wel | - behaved and bi ddabl e her pupils were, and she had t hem al
standing in rows for an hour before his arrival. The strain of this was
too much for poor Sylvia. Drenched through every day with cold

109

water in the icy, draughty |aundry, she had taken a bad cold and was
flushed, heavy-eyed, and feverish. Just as the Inspector entered the
room where she stood, she fainted quietly away.

"That child, ma'am is ill,"
hi s cane.

said M Friendshipp, pointing to her with

"Very likely it is all a pretence!" exclained Ms Brisket, |ooking at
Sylvia with dislike. But on inspection it was plain that Sylvia's

ill ness was genui ne enough, and Ms Brisket angrily directed two of the
big girls to put her to bed in a small roomon the ground floor, where



sick children were kept so that they should not give the infection to
others. A basin of cold porridge was dunped in her room and, as she was
much too ill to eat it, she would have fared badly had Bonnie not cone
to her aid.

Bonni e, discovering at dinner-tinme that Sylvia was m ssing, whispered to
the friendly Emma to ask where she was.

"I'll, inthe little | ocker-room"

"111?" Bonnie turned pale. She had suspected for several days that
Sylvia was ailing, though Sylvia always stoutly denied it.

If she was ill, how could they escape? On the other hand, if they did
not escape, what woul d beconme of Sylvia? It was not inpossible, Bonnie
t hought, that she might die of neglect and ill-attention in this

horri bl e pl ace.

Wth great daring Bonnie took a chance when M's Brisket was inspecting
the dormtories upstairs, and ran in to visit Sylvia, whom she found
consci ous, but dreadfully weak, flushed, and coughing. A cup of cold
wat er stood by her bedsi de.

"Here!" whispered Bonnie, "here, Sylvia, swallow this down. It's not
much, but at least it's nourishing and warm " And she pulled from her
pocket an egg, only five mnutes laid, tossed the water fromthe cup out
of the wi ndow, broke the egg into it, and beat it up with her finger
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"I"'msorry, Sylvia, that it's so disgusting, but it will do you good."

Sylvia gazed with horror at the nauseous nmess, but Bonnie's bright,

pl eadi ng eyes conpelled her to swallowit, and it slipped nore easily
than she had expected down her sore throat. Then, hearing Ms Brisket
descendi ng the upper stairs, Bonnie covered Sylvia as warmy as she
coul d, gave her a quick hug, and dashed silently away.

That eveni ng, when Bonnie fed the hens and searched for eggs, she put
her hand beneath one warm protesting, feathery body and Felt sonething
hard and | ong anong the eggs - a key! She pulled it out and found
attached to it a label, which said, in Pattern's printed script:

"Tormorrow night at ten. Look under the straw bales.™

Bonnie ran to the bales of straw which were kept for the nesting-boxes
and found behind themtw warm suits of clothes, a boy's, with breeches
and wai stcoat, and a girl's, with a thick woollen skirt and petticoat.
Both were of coarse material such as tinker children wear, but well and
stoutly made, and both had beautiful thick sheepskin jackets, lined with
their own wool. In the pocket of each jacket was a gol den gui nea.

Bonni e guessed that the boy's was for her and the girl's for Sylvia.
"For Sylvia could never be got to look like a boy. Ch, how cl ever and
good Sinon is! He nust have got Pattern to help him But will Sylvia be

able to travel ? W nust manage it somehow "

She bit her lips with worry.



Snat ching the opportunity while it was dark and there was nobody about,
Bonnie carried the two bundl es of clothes indoors and hid themin the
coal -cell ar behind a | arge nmound of coal while she was supposed to be
filling Ms Brisket's evening coal -scuttle and nmaki ng up her fire.

During the evening she seized anot her chance to take a fresh
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egg to Sylvia and whi sper the news to her. Poor Sylvia dutifully
swal | owed the egg and tried to be excited by the plan, but she felt so
weak and ill that she was sure she would never manage the escape, though
she dared not tell Bonnie this. Bonnie could see for herself, though
how frail Sylvia |ooked, and she becane nore worried than ever.

Sunday passed in the usual tasks.

Ms Brisket departed after ten to the party at M Friend shipp's,

| eavi ng the school in charge of her daughter Di ana, who, as her custom
was, inmediately began to bully and harry the children, making them
fetch and carry for her, iron her clothes, curl her hair, and polish her
shoes. M's Brisket had forbidden her to | eave the house, but she had no
intention of staying in, and was proposing to visit a bazaar on the
other side of the town, having calmy taken sonme noney from her nother's
pur se.

"Here! You!" she called, seeing Bonnie hurrying past. "\Were are you
going with that hangdog | ook? Cone here!"

Bonni e cane, as if unwillingly.
"\What have you got in your pocket?"
Bonni e made no reply.

Diana thrust in her hand and |l et out a shriek of disgust. She w thdrew
it and stared at her fingers, which were dripping with egg-yol k.

"Thief! Mserable little thief! Stealing the eggs fromny nother's
henhouse!" She raised the dripping hand and sl apped Bonnie's face with
it.

Si x nonths ago Bonni e woul d have sl apped her back, and heartily, but she
was | earning patience and sel f-comrand. To be enbroiled in a struggle

wi th Diana was not part of her plan, though she |longed to box the girl's
ears.

"I was taking it to Sylvia," she said steadily. "Your nother is starving
her to death. She has had nothing to eat all day but two raw onions."

"I's that any business of yours? Very well," said D ana,

112
white with tenper, "since you think you can | ook after Sylvia so well,

you shall | ook after her. You can | ook after each other in the
coal -cellar. Alice, help me shut themin."



Alice, and a couple of the larger, worse-natured girls, willingly did
so. O hers renonstrated, as Bonnie was pushed, and Sylvia, still in her
ni ght-cl othes, half-carried into the dark, dirty place.
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"You shouldn't do it, Mss Diana. Sylvia's ill - it will make her
wor se, " excl ai ned Enma.

"Hol d your tongue! Wio asked you to interfere?" shouted Diana, and

sl apped her. The door was | ocked, and the key put in its accustoned

pl ace on Ms Brisket's parlour mantel pi ece. Then, after making sure that
everyone was in a properly cowed frane of nind, D ana wapped herself in
a velvet cloak and went out to the bazaar, |ocking the front door and
taking the key with her.

Meanwhi |l e Bonnie, in the coal-cellar, was congratul ating herself on the
success of her idea as she swiftly helped to dress the trenbling,
shivering Sylvia in her new warm cl ot hes.

"There, Sylvia! Now don't cry, there's a lanb, for | feel sure Sinon
wi || have some good plan and will be able to take us to a place where
you can be properly cared for. Don't cry!"

But Sylvia was too weak to hold back her tears. She sat obediently on a
| arge lunp of coal while Bonnie prepared to change her own cl ot hes. But
bef ore she could do so there was a creaking of the | ock and the door
softly opened —not the door to the garden, but the one through which

t hey had been thrust in. A head poked round it - Enma's.

"Bonnie! Sylvia! Are you all right? You can conme out and get warm
Diana's out and Alice has gone to bed."

Bonnie felt the tears prick her eyes at this courageous kindness on the
part of Emma. But how ill-timed it was! At any mnute Sinon m ght
arrive, and she did not want anyone to know that he was hel ping with
their escape.

She whi spered to Sylvia, "Wait there, Sylvia, for two mnutes, only two
m nutes, and then I'lIl be back," and ran swiftly to the cellar door

Qut si de stood Enma and a | arge nunmber of children, all deathly silent,
in the passage that led fromthe kitchen. One of them pointed upwards,
meani ng that they nust make no sound for fear of Alice.

Bonni e was amazed and touched. She had had no i dea how
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popul ar her bright face and friendly ways had made her with the other
children, in the fairly short time she had been at Ms Brisket's.

| mpul sively she hugged Ema.

"Enmma, | won't forget this! If ever | get away fromthis hateful place"
(and oh, | pray it will be tonight, she said to herself), "I'll send
back sonehow and get you out too. But Sylvia and | nmustn't |eave the
cellar. If Ms Brisket or Diana cane back you woul d get into dreadful
trouble.”



She | ooked at the children's anxious, eager faces and w shed that she

could do sonething for them Suddenly she had an idea. She ran to Ms

Brisket's parlour and brought out the |arge hanper of cheese which the
headm stress kept for rewardi ng tal ebearers.

"Here! Quick, girls! Eat this up!" She tossed out the chunks of cheese
i n doubl e handfuls to the ravenous children

" Cheese! "

"Ch, Bonnie!"

" Cheese! "
"Wonder ful cheese!™"

They had gobbl ed up nost of the savoury |lunps before Emma suddenly
excl ai med, "But what will Ms Brisket say?"

"I"ll take care of that," said Bonnie grandly. She had been scribbling
on a sheet of paper, "This is to pay for the cheese,” and she now si gned
it with her name, fetched the guinea piece fromher jacket pocket and
put it with the paper on Ms Brisket's witing-desk

"There! She'll be angry, but she will see that | amthe one to bl ane.
Now, Enma, you rnust lock us up in the cellar again and put back the key.
Yes!" as Emma protested, "I promise that will be best in the end," and

she nodded vigorously to show that she nmeant it, and went back into the
cel lar.

Wth great reluctance Emma | ocked the door again. Instantly Bonnie flung
of f her brown overall and hustled on her
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boy's clothes, which felt very thick and strange, but confortable.

"Ch, how funny | nust look! I wi sh we could see ourselves. Here, Sylvia,
| saved a piece of cheese for you. Try to eat it. It will give you sone
strength. We nust take our aprons with us. It won't do to | eave them

behi nd, or they will guess that we have got other clothes and may be in
di sgui se.” She bundl ed them up and tucked themin her capaci ous pockets.

"Now for the key!"

Just for one awful nonment it seemed as if the somewhat roughly-made key
woul d not open the outer door. However, wapping a fold of her jacket
over it and wenching it with both hands, Bonnie got it round, and

rai sed the flap. A gust of snowflakes blew into her face. "Good, it's
snowi ng, so nuch the better. We shan't |eave any footprints. Now,
Sylvia, you had better have ny coat as well as your own." She buttoned
it on to her cousin, who was really too ill and weak to nake any

obj ection, and hal f-pulled, half-hoisted her up the slope down which the
coal was poured. Then, swiftly, she re-locked the door, put the key in
her pocket, and urged Sylvia towards the gate with an armround her
shoul ders.

"We can hide in a laurel bush," she whispered. "There's a thick one



beside the front railings. Then if Ms Brisket or Diana should cone
back, they won't see us. | can hear the town clock striking ten -- Sinon
shoul d be here at any nonent."

And i ndeed, as they reached the railings, they heard his voice
whi spering, "Mss Bonnie? Mss Sylvia? |Is that you?"

"Yes, it's us!" Bonnie called back quietly, and ran to open the gate.
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"Sylvia's ill!" Bonnie nuttered to Sinmon as soon as they were outside
the gate. "She can hardly wal k! | think we shall have to carry her."

"No, she can go in the cart,” Sinmon whispered back, and then Bonnie saw
that he had with hima beautiful little cart, drawn by a donkey.

Her eyes |it up with delight. "Wy, it's the very thing! Isn't it the
one from W 1| oughby that we use for picnics -- "

"Hush. Yes!" whispered Sinmon. "Let's get away quick, and then |'lI
explain."

Between themthey lifted the trenbling, shivering Sylvia into the cart.
She gave a little protesting nmoan as she came into contact with
somet hing soft that seened alive.

"What is it?" breathed Bonnie.

"The geese! They won't hurt her. There are quilts and mattresses
under neat h. "

Swiftly and skilfully Sinmon disposed Sylvia in the cart, on a warm
mattress, covered with several quilts. Thirty sleepy, grunmbling geese
wer e pushed uncerenoni ously to one side and then, when Sylvia was
settled, allowed to perch all over and round her until only her face was
show ng.

"There! They'll keep her fampusly warm"

And in fact the warnth of the mattress and quilts and the soft feathery
bodi es on top was such that in two mnutes Sylvia was in a deep sleep
and never even felt the cart begin to nove.
"WIl you ride too, Mss Bonnie?"

"No, I'll walk at the head with you, Sinon.
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"Let's be off, then." i

They hastened away. Sinon had tied rags round the wheel s and they went
silently over the cobbled road. The only sound was the tippety-tap of

t he donkey's feet.

When they had turned several corners, and put several streets between



themand Ms Brisket's school, both Sinon and Bonni e breathed nore
freely.

"No one will remark us now," said Bonnie, as they passed into a w de,
napht ha-lighted street in the mddle of the town, where, although it was
nearly mdnight, trams still clanged up and down, and pit and factory
wor kers trudged to and fro in their clogs.

"Certainly no one would take you for Mss Bonnie Green," said Sinon,
chuckl ing. "You make a proper boy in those things, haircut and all

Here, | brought these for you." He turned, sank an arminto the cart and
runmmaged anong the geese, and brought out two sheep's-wool -1ined caps,
one of which he carefully placed over Sylvia's sleeping head. The ot her
he gave to Bonnie, who gratefully pulled it on, for the snow was now
falling thick and fast.

"M ss Pattern made them for you; they weren't finished in tine to | eave
with the other things."

"Pattern? Ch, did she nmake the cl ot hes?"

"Yes, she did, when she heard | was going to help you, and Janmes found
t he donkey and cart - Mss Slighcarp was going to have sold them but
James told her they bel onged to parson and hid them away. | reckoned it
woul d be just the thing for our journey. And Mss Pattern gave ne a
saucepan and a fry-pan and some cups and plates and a great pie -
they're all in the back, under the seat. W'll have a bite to eat
presently | dare say you're clemmed, Mss Bonnie -- but not till we're
out of the town."

"Where is Pattern?" asked Bonnie.

"She's gone back to live with her nother at the | odge. She sent her dear
| ove but didn't dare ask you to call in, for Mss
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Slighcarp passes there every day and there's only the one room as you
know. If there's a search for you they'd be bound to go there. It's best
Pattern shoul d not have seen you."

"And is Janes still at the house?"

"Yes. He gave nme the guineas to put in your pockets out of his wages -
and graci ous knows they're little enough now "

"I've spent mne already, Sinon," confessed Bonnie, and told what she
had done.

Si mron shook his head at her, but all he said was, "'Twas |ike you, Mss
Bonni e. "

"Sinmon, it's ridiculous to go on calling me mss. Just call me plain
Bonni e. "

Si mon grinned, but answered indirectly, "Have you got that coal-cellar
key with you? Here's a good place to get rid of it."

They were crossing the bridge over the wide river, with its busy traffic
of coal barges and wool wherries. When Bonni e produced the key and the



two overalls, he nade theminto a bundle with a bit of string, weighted
it with a cobble, and threw the whole thing into the river. Then they
went on with light hearts.

The town presently gave way to country. Not nuch could oe seen in the
dark, but Bonni e caught dimglinpses of snow covered sl ag-heaps, with
here and there a great pit-wheel or chimey. Then they passed fields,
enclosed in dry-stone walls. After a while they were clinbing up a | ong,
sl ow ascent, the begi nning of the wolds.

"You' d best have a bit of a sleep now," Sinon suggested to Bonnie after
a couple of hours had passed. "W're safe away, and 'twi |l be norning by
and by."

"What about the wolves, though?" Bonnie said. "Shan't we be in danger
fromthen? |'d better help you keep a | ookout. Have you brought a gun?"

"Ay, |I've ny bow, and James gave me your fow ing-piece. It's in the
cart. But | doubt we'll not be troubled by wolves; it's turned March
now, and with spring comng they'll be
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nmovi ng farther north. We're not likely to see any of themonce we're
over G eat Winside."

"What shall we do about Sylvia, Sinobn? She ought to stop somewhere til
she's well enough for the journey."

"I"ve been thinking that, and | know the very place. W'll reach it
about six in the nmorning. You get in the cart and have a nap now. "

"All right, I will," said Bonnie, who was begi nning to be very sl eepy,
"if you' re sure the donkey can stand the |load." She patted the donkey's
nose.

"Caroline's pulled heavier |oads than that."

So the cart was halted, and Bonnie, carefully, so as not to wake Sylvia,
scranbled in and nade a nest for herself anmpng the feather quilts and
the warm drowsy geese. Soon she, too, was asl eep

When Bonni e woke she |ay wondering for a noment where she was. There was
no cl angi ng bell, no conplaining voices, and instead of shivering under
her one thin bl anket she was deliciously confortable and warm

A cool breeze blew over her face, the cart jolted, and then she
renenber ed what had been happening and said softly, "Sinmon?"

Hi s voice cane from sonewhere in front. "Yes?"

"Stop the cart a nmoment, | want to get out."

"Not worth it," he said. "We're nearly there."

Bonnie wiggled to a sitting position and | ooked about her. The sky was
still nostly dark, but daylight was slowy growing in the east. Thin
fronds of green and | enon-yell ow were begi nning to uncurl anong nmasses

of inky cloud. Wen Bonni e | ooked back she could see that they had cone
over a great ridge of hills, whose tops were still lost in the blackness



of the sky to the north. Ahead of themwas a little dale, and | oops of
the white road were visible | eading down to it over rolling fol ds of
nmoor. A tremendous hush lay over the whol e countryside. Even the birds
were not awake yet.
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"That's where we'll have our breakfast." Sinmon pointed ahead. "That's
Herondale. W're way off the main road now. No one's likely to cone
| ooking for us here."

He began to whistle a soft tune as he wal ked, and Bonnie, curling up
even nmore snugly, watched in great contentnent as

t he | enon-yel |l ow sky changed to orange and then to red, and presently
the sun burst up in a blaze of gold.

"Si non. "
"What is it?"
"There's no snow here."

"Often it's like that," he said nodding. "W've |left snow t'other side
of Whinside. Down in Herondale it'll be warm?"

Presently they came to the | ast steep descent into the valley, and Sinon
then all owed Bonnie to get out of the cart while he adjusted the drag on
the wheels to stop it running downhil
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too fast. Al this time Sylvia slept. She stirred a little as they
reached the foot of the hill and wal ked through a fringe of rowan trees
into a tiny village consisting of three or four cottages round a green
with a couple of outlying farns.

"We'll go to the forge," said Sinmon, and | ed the donkey across the green
to a | ow building under a great wal nut tree.

Bonni e fell back and wal ked beside the cart, sniling at Sylvia's

puzzl ed, sleepy face. The geese were beginning to stir and stretch their
| ong necks, and at first sight of them Sylvia | ooked slightly al arnmed,
but when she saw Bonnie she smled too, and shut her eyes again.

"Smith's up," said Sinon. A thread of snoke dribbled fromthe forge

chi mey, and they could see a red gl ow over the stable-door in front,
whil e the noise of bellows came in a regul ar wheezing roar.

Sinon call ed over the forge door

"M W] derness!"

The roaring stopped and there was a clink. Then a face appeared over the

hal f door and the smith cane out. He was an inmmensely tall man, wearing
a bl ackened | eat her apron. Bonnie couldn't help smling, he | ooked so



like a large, gentle, white-haired lion, with a pair of dark eyes like
those of a. collie dog, half-hidden by the |ocks of white hair that fel
over his forehead.

"Eh, it's you, Sinmon ne boy? Wat road can | help you?"

"Caroline's | oosed a shoe," said Sinon, patting the donkey, "and as well
as that we'd |like your advice about the little | ass here. She's not
well."

"Chil der come afore donkeys," M W]l derness said. He noved over beside
the cart and | ooked down at Sylvia's face anong the geese. "Eh, a pretty
little fair lass she be. What's anmiss with her?"

"She's GOT A cough and a sore throat and a fever," explained Bonnie.

The smith gazed at Bonni e w de-eyed.
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"And th'art another of 'em bless nel Wio'd ha' thought it? | took thee
for a boy in that rig. Well, she's sleeping fair in a goosefeather bed,
tha can't better that. Are they goose feathers?" he said to Sinon.

"Stuffed the quilts and mattresses nyself," said Sinmon nodding, "My own
geese. "

" Chanpi on! Goose grease for chil blains, goosefeathers for a chill. W'l
| eave her in the cart.”

"Shoul dn't she be put to bed?" Bonnie said doubtfully.

"Nay, where, lass? |I've only the forge and the kitchen, where | sleep
nmysen. Nay, we'll put her, cart and all, in the shippen, she'll be
gradely there."

He | ed themround the corner of the forge and showed them how to back
the cart into a big barn wi th double doors on each side. Wen he opened
t hese, sunlight poured into the place and revealed that it was hal f-ful
of hay, and lined along the walls with | anbi ng pens made from hurdles. A
trenmendous baai ng and bl eating cane fromthese and, wal ki ng al ong,

Bonni e saw wi th delight that each pen contained a sheep and one, two, or
three | anbs.

"There's nought like lying w' sheep two-three days for a chesty cough,”
pronounced M W/ derness. "The breath of sheep has a powerful virtue in
it. That and a brew of ny cherry-bark syrup with maybe a spoonful of
honey in it, and a plateful or two of good porridge, will set her to
rights better than the grandest doctor in the kingdom Put her in the
sun there, lad. When sun gets round we can open t'other doors and | et
himin that side. Now for a bite o' breakfast. |I'mfair clemed, and
happen you'll be the same, if you' ve wal ked all the way fro' Blastburn."

"W've a pie and some victuals,” Sinon said.

"Nay, lad, save thy pie for later. Porridge is on the forge fire this
m nute, and what's better nor that?"

The geese had clinbed and fluttered out of the cart, and were busy



foraging in the hay. Bonnie, after making sure that
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Sylvia was well covered and had gone back to sleep, was glad to cone
into the smth's clean little kitchen, which opened off the smthy and
was as warm as an oven. They sat down at a table covered with a checked
red-and-white cloth.

M W/ derness's porridge was very different fromthat served in Ms
Brisket's school. It was eaten with brown sugar froma big blue bag, and
wi th dollops of thick yell ow cream provided by M Wl derness's two red
cows, who stood sociably outside the kitchen door while breakfast was
goi ng on, and licked the nose of Caroline the donkey.

After the porridge they had great slices of sizzling bacon and cups of
scal ding brown tea

Then the smith prepared a draught of his cherry-bark medicine, syrupy
gol den stuff with a wonderful aromatic scent, and took it out to Sylvia,
who was stirring drowsily. She swallowed it down, smiled a sleepy

no-t hank-you to an offer of porridge and cream and cl osed her eyes

agai n.

"Ay, sleep's the best cure of all," said M WIlderness. "You look as if
you could do wi' a bit too, ny lass.”

Bonni e did begin to feel that she could do nothing but yawn, and so
Si ron made her a nest in the hay and covered her with one of his
goosefeather quilts. Here in the sun amid the confortabl e creaking of
t he geese and the baai ng chorus of the sheep she too fell into a |long
and dreanl ess sl eep.

They stayed with M W/ derness for three days, until he pronounced
Sylvia better and fit to travel

In the nmeantime Sinon hel ped the smith by blowing the fire and carving
wooden handl es for the farminpl ements he made. Bonni e washed all his
curtains, tablecloths, and sheets, and, aided by Sinmon, did a grand
spring-clean of the cottage.

"Two months ago | shouldn't have known how to do this," she said
cheerfully, beating mats on the village green. "Going to Ms Brisket's
at | east taught me housework and how to | ook after hens."

M W/ derness was sorry to | ose them when they went. "If
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tha'd ha' stayed another two-three weeks th' birds would ha' been
nesting, and th' prinroses all showing their little pink faces.
Herondal e's a gradely place i' springtine."

"Pink faces?" said Bonnie disbelievingly. "Don't you nean yel | ow?"

"Nay, they're pink round here, |ass, and the geraniuns is blue."

But even with this inducenent they wanted to press on to London. They
left with many farewells, prom sing that they would call in on the



return journey, or cone over as soon as they were safely back at
W1 | oughby Chase.

The journey to London took themnnearly two nonths. They had to go at
goose-pace, for in the daytine the geese flew out of the cart and
wander ed al ong as they chose, pecking any edible thing by the roadside,
and, as Sinon explained, "There's no sense in hurrying the geese or by
the tine we reach Smithfield they'Il be thin and scrawny, and nobody
will buy '"em™

"Anyway, " said Bonnie, "supposing Ms Brisket and Mss Slighcarp have
set people searching for us, the search will surely have died down by
the end of two nonths."”

So they made their leisurely way, picking flowers, of which they found
nore and nore as spring advanced and they travelled farther south,
wat chi ng birds, and stopping to bathe and splash in nmoorl and brooks.

At night they usually canped near a farm sleeping in or under the cart
in their warm goosefeather quilts. If it rained, farmers offered them
shelter in barn or haynow. Often a kindly farmer's wife invited themin
for a plate of stew and sped themon their way with a baking of pasties
and apple dunplings. In return, Sylvia did exquisite darning, Bonnie
hel ped with housework, and Sinon, who could turn his hand to anyt hing,
pl oughed, or mlked, or sawed wood, or nended broken tools.

Pattern had snuggl ed one or two books and Bonnie's paintbox fromthe
attic out to the cart with the food and cl ot hes,
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and these were a great resource on rainy evenings in the hay. They read
al oud to each other, and Sinmon, who had never bothered about reading
before, | earned how, and even pronounced it quite a handy
acconpl i shnment. He al so took a keen pleasure in making use of Bonnie's
box of colours, and sonetinmes could hardly be torn away from sone vi ew
of a crag or waterfall that he was busy sketching. The girls would
wander slowy on with Caroline, the cart, and the geese, until Sinon,
finished at last, caught themup at a run with the col our-box under his
armand the painting held out at arms length to dry.

Syl via and Bonni e thought his pictures very beautiful, but Sinon was

Al ways dissatisfied with them and would give themaway to any passer-by
who adnired them Several times people pressed noney on himfor them
and once, when they were stopping overnight in alittle village naned
Beckside, the landlord of the inn, the Snake and Ladder, who had seen
one of the sketches, asked if Simon would repaint his faded inn-sign. So
they spent a pleasant day at the village, feeding |ike ganecocks at the
i nnkeeper's table on roast duck and appl e cheesecake, while Sinon

pai nted a gorgeous green-and gold serpent twined in the rungs of a
pruni ng- | adder .

"Shoul d you like to be a painter, do you think, Sinon?" Sylvia asked.

"I mght," he confessed. "I'd never thought of such a trade before. Eh,
t hough, but There's a lot to learn! And | doubt |I'd never have the noney



for a teacher."”
Bonni e opened her lips to speak, and then checked herself, sighing.

Late in April they came to the top of Hanpstead Hill, among the grey old
houses and t he young green trees.

At the foot of the hill they could see the village of Chalk Farm and,
far away, the great city of London spread out, with its blue veil of
snoke and its nyriads of spires and chimeys. Sylvia felt a quickening
of her heart to think she
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was so close to her dear Aunt Jane again. How pl eased the old | ady woul d
be to see her beloved little niecel

They camped that night on Hanpstead Heath near a tribe of gipsies —and
i ndeed they | ooked Iike gipsies thenselves. Bonnie and Sinmon were as
brown as berries and their black | ocks were decidedly in want of
cutting, while even Sylvia would hardly have been recogni zed for the
thin, pale, fair child who had set out to WII oughby Chase so many
nont hs ago. Her cheeks were pink, and her hair, though not its origina
| ength yet, was thick and shining and reached to her shoul ders.

They found an obliging dairyman in Hanpstead Village who was willing to
keep Caroline and the cart for themin his stable, and next day they
drove the geese down into London

"You girls had best not cone to Smithfield Market," said Sinmon. "It's a

rough, wild place, not fit for little nmaids."

"I"ve been thinking," suggested Bonnie, "how would it be if we tried to
find M Gipe's office while you are at the Market? Sylvia, can you tel
us where lawers' offices in London are usually to be found?"

Syl via said she thought they were in the region of Chancery Lane. Having
inquired the way of a constable, therefore, the girls acconpani ed Sinon
as far as Lincoln's Inn Fields, and there he left themw th Goosey and
Gandey, the two parent geese, who were never sold, while he went on to
di spose of the rest of the flock.

Bonni e and Syl vi a wandered al ong outside the houses that surrounded the
Fi el ds and saw on brass door-plates the names of nany attorneys,
barristers, and Conm ssioners for Oaths, but nowhere that of M Gipe.
At about m dday when, tired, they were |ying sunning thenmsel ves on the
grass, and eating sliced beef and | enon tarts procured at a near-by
cookshop, Bonni e suddenly excl ai ned:

"Look, Sylvia, look! Isn't that M Ginmshaw?"
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A portly, mddle-aged nman was wal ki ng across the grass towards a near-by
archway. Sylvia scrutinized himclosely and whi spered:



"Yes! | amalnost sure it is hel If he would but turn his head this
way! "

"We nust follow himand find out,” Bonnie said decisively. "If he, too,
is in London we shall have to be on our guard."

The two children got up and, calling their geese, wal ked fast, but not
so as to attract his attention, after the gentleman in question. He
passed through the archway, descended sone steps, and turned into a
smal | street, where he stopped outside one of the houses.

"Perhaps it is his residence," whispered Syl via.

They approached slowy. Unfortunately a large black cat was seated on

t he paverent, and if there was one ani mal that Goosey abomi nated, it was
a cat. He set up a vociferous honking and cackling, and the gentl enan,
in the act of ringing the doorbell, turned his head and | ooked at the
two girls. H s eyes passed over Bonnie, but he stared very sharply at
Sylvia for an instant - then the door opened and he was admtted.

"Ch nercy!" exclained Sylvia, "do you think he recognized ne? For it was
undoubtedly M Ginshaw | could not have sat so | ong opposite himin
the train and been ni staken."

"I amnot certain if he knew you," said Bonnie uneasily. "It is
possi bl e. You are not so sunburned as Sinon or |I. W had better not
remain in this vicinity."

They were turning to go when Bonnie's qui ck eyes caught sight of the
brass plate by the door that M Ginshaw had entered

"Look Sylvial Abednego Gipe, Attorney. Father's man of business! Is not
that a lucky chance!"

"Is it so lucky?" said Sylvia doubtfully, as they retraced their steps
along the street. "I do not like the fact that M Ginshaw has gone to
see him Wy can he have done so, do you suppose?"
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"No, you are right," Bonnie answered thoughtfully. "It is very queer. At
all events, we nust not go to see M Gipe while M Ginshaw is there.

We had best wait until we have seen Aunt Jane and asked her advice."

They remounted the steps and saw Sinmon crossing Lincoln's Inn Fields. He
waved to them triunphantly.

"Twenty-two pounds, girls! They fetched fourteen and ei ght pence each!"
he called as soon as he cane within earshot. "W are rich!"

"Heavens, what a | ot of noney!" breathed Syl via.

"Let us be off to Aunt Jane at once," said Bonnie.
"Shall you want nme to come?" asked Sinon diffidently.
"Gracious, yes! Wiy ever not?"

"I"monly poor and rough -



"Ch, what nonsense," said Bonnie, seizing his hand. "You can't cone al
this way with us and then desert us now, just when things mght turn out
better! Sylvia, tell us howto get fromhere to Park Lane."

They finished their four-hundred-mle journey riding on the open upper
deck of one of the new horse-drawn omi buses, geese and all, though
Sylvia did rather shudder to think what Aunt Jane would say to this,
shoul d she chance to be | ooking out of her w ndow when they arrived.
Aunt Jane had many times told Sylvia that no | ady ever rode in an

omi bus, and nore particularly not on the upstairs deck

"I feel half-afraid,” confessed Sylvia, |aughing, |ooking up at the
fam liar tall house with its Gecian colums on either side of the door
and white w ndow boxes filled with lobelia. "Look, Bonnie, that is our
wi ndow - the attic one, right up in the roof."

"The wi ndow box flowers are withered," comrented Sinon.

"So they are. That is not |ike Aunt Jane," said Sylvia, puzzled. "She
usual ly waters them so carefully.”

The main door to the house stood open, and they went in silence up the
stairs - up, up again, and still up. As they
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passed a door on the fourth-floor landing, it flew open and a young
man' s head popped out exclaiming, "ls that the grocer? Have you brought
nmy pies and turpentine? Ch - " in disappointnment, as he saw Si non and

Bonni e and the geese. Sylvia had inpatiently gone on ahead. The young
man eyed themin surprise a nmoment, then shut his door again.

They caught up with Sylvia on the top | anding. She was already tapping
at Aunt Jane's attic door

"It is strange! She does not answer!"

"Perhaps she's out shoppi ng?" suggested Sinon.

"But she always takes tea at this tine of day." (It was five o' clock.)
"She coul d not have noved away?" Bonnie said with a sinking heart.

"No," exclainmed Sylvia in relief, "here is the spare door key that she
al ways keeps under the oilcloth in case by sone
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m schance she should | ose her other one. She nust be out, after all. W
will go in and surprise her on her return.”

She opened the door with the key, and, cautioning them by |aying her
finger on her lips, tiptoed in. Bonnie and Sinmon rather shyly foll owed
and stood hesitating in the tiny hallway, while Sylvia went on into the
one room whi ch served Aunt Jane for kitchen, parlour, and bedroom

Suddenly they heard Sylvia give a faint cry, and she cane back to them



white and frightened.
"What is it, Sylvia?" said Bonnie anxiously.

"It is Aunt Jane! Ch, | think she nust be dreadfully ill, or in a faint
-- she is there, and so thin and pale and hardly breathing! Cone, cone
qui ckl y!"

They hastened after her, Sinmon pausing but a nmonent to shut the geese
out on the landing. They saw the poor old | ady stretched on her bed
under the jet-trimed mantle. Her eyes were closed, and her breathing
was rapid and shallow. "Aunt Jane?" whispered Sylvia. "It is I, Sylvial"
There was no reply.
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all three children retreated on to the | anding once nore. It seened

dreadful to stay in the little close roomand tal k about Aunt Jane wth
her quite unconscious of their presence. Sylvia noticed that the w ndow
was shut, the dishes unwashed. A thick |layer of dust covered everything.

"What do you think is the matter with her?" Sylvia said, her voice
guaveri ng.

"I don't know," said Bonnie decidedly, "but whatever it is, we nust get
a doctor to her at once."

"Yes, Bonnie, how sensible of you! But where shall we find one?"
"Has Aunt Jane no regul ar doctor?"

"She always said she could not afford one," said Sylvia, dissolving into
tears. "She always said all her ailments could be cured by P-Parkinson's
Penny Pink Pills."

"Now cone, Sylvia, don't get into those crying ways again," Bonnie
began, soundi ng cross because she was so worried, when Sinon interposed:

"I think | saw a doctor's plate on the floor below Wit a nonent and
['ll go down and nake certain."

He pushed past the geese, who were roosting on the stairs, and ran down
to the | andi ng bel ow. Sure enough, by the door out of which the head had
popped was a notice: GABRIEL FIELD - physician and chirurgeon

Si non knocked. A voice shouted, "Conme in, it's not |ocked,"” and so he
pushed open the door and | ooked into a roomwhich was in a considerable
degree of confusion. Several shelves
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along the walls bore a clutter of bottles, phials, and surgical

i npl enents; a large table was covered with brushes, jars, and tubes of
paint, while the floor was alnost equally littered with stacks of
canvases and piles of nedical books.



The young man who had | ooked out before stood with a paint-brush in his
hand, considering a half-finished painting on a | arge easel

"Ch, it's you again, is it?" he said, seeing Sinon's perplexed face cone
round the door. "Wat d'you want?"

Si nron found sonet hing reassuring in his rather brusque manner

"Pl ease, are you Doctor Field, sir?"

"Yes, | am
"The old lady upstairs is very ill. Could you cone and | ook at her?"
"Certainly. Just a monent while | wash ny hands."

Whi |l e Doctor Field was washing, and fetching a bl ack bag of nedicines
fromhis bedroom Sinon stared at the picture on the easel

"Like it?" said the doctor, com ng back
"Yes," said Sinmon. "I do, very nuch. But |'mnot sure about this bottom
right-hand corner. It seenms a bit too dark."

The doctor gave hima surprised | ook before waving himout of the door
and hurrying upstairs. He brushed past the two girls and the geese

wi t hout comment, and made his way in to Aunt Jane's bedside. "One of you
two girls cone and help nme," he said, so Sylvia went, while the other
two remained on the landing in a silence of anxiety and suspense.

They had to wait some tinme, while Dr Field made a t horough exami nation
of Aunt Jane. Then he and Sylvia came out on to the |anding again.

"She's your aunt, is she?" he said sharply. "Wll, you've been

negl ecting her. She's suffering frommalnutrition.”" As none of them
appeared to understand this word he added inpatiently,
"Under - nouri shment. She's been starving herself."
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Sylvia began to cry quietly.
"Ch, poor, poor Aunt Jane! | should never have |eft her."

"I"'mto blame, too," said the doctor angrily. "I saw her com ng
upstairs, a couple of weeks ago, with her shopping one egg and an appl e.
| shoul d have guessed."

"\What does she need, sir?" said Sinon quietly. "I'Il go out and get it."

"Firstly, chanmpagne. She's too weak to take anything else at the noment.
You needn't bother about that, |'ve a bottle in my room Then beef-tea,
eggs, mlk, butter, honey."

"We'll go and get them" said Bonnie. "Come on, Sinon. | saw a basket in
Aunt Jane's parlour. Sylvia, you stay with the doctor and see to the
chanpagne. Can you direct us to the nearest nmarket, sir? W have only
just cone to London and don't know our way about."



Dr Field told themhow to find the nearest market, and they ran off wth
their basket, while Sylvia hel ped adninister a few teaspoonfuls of
chanpagne to Aunt Jane, tipping it between her notionless |ips.

"You're the old lady's niece, are you?" the doctor said. "I've only been
in this house a nonth. | thought she had no kin at all. It's high tine
she was properly | ooked after."

Syl via considered the doctor. He had a kind, sensible face, and she was
inclined to confide the whole story to himand ask his advice, but
t hought she had better wait till the others returned.

Si ron and Bonni e soon came back. They were | oaded, for, as well as the
food, Sinmon was carrying a small sack of coal, and Bonnie had a bl anket
and a fl eecy shaw .

Wil e they were out they had had a short, brisk argunent.

"sIMON, this is your nmoney we're spending - your year's noney. W
shouldn't be doing it."

"Ch, fiddlesticks!" he said unconfortably. "Anybody would do all they
could to help that poor old |ady."
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"Well, | shall pay you back as soon as | possibly can, Sinmon, if | ever
get ny own home and noney back, but otherw se you do understand you'l
have to wait till | can earn sonme noney, and graci ous knows how nany
nonths that will be!"

"Ch, get along with you, girl, you're wasting time," said Sinon
good- nat uredl y.

Dr Field suggested that they should do their cooking downstairs in his
roomin order not to disturb the invalid, so Bonnie, first borrow ng
Aunt Jane's cookery book, set about scraping some beef and putting it to
simer with carrots and a teaspoonful of brandy. Sinmon lit a fire in
Aunt Jane's room and Sylvia tiptoed about cleaning the place and
setting it to rights. Every now and then Dr Field cane and adni ni st ered
anot her teaspoonful of chanpagne, and presently he reported with
satisfaction an inprovenent in the patient's breathing and a tinge of

col our in her cheeks.

"Your cousin's cooked you a neal," he said to Sylvia and Sinmon after a
while. "Better cone down and eat it in my room"™

They realized they had not eaten all day, and were glad to come down.
Bonni e had cooked a great panful of bacon and eggs, which she cordially
invited the doctor to share.

"Are you all cousins?" said he, when they were eating, anong the paints
and bottles of medicine.

"Ch no. Sylvia and | are, but Sinmobn's no relation.”

"Where are all your parents?"



They | ooked at each other, and, w thout the need for discussion, decided
that they could trust the doctor. Bonnie told himthe whole story,
ending with the sight of M Ginshaw at the | awer's office that

nmorni ng. "And oh, sir," she ended, with tears in her eyes, "can you tel
me if the ship ny parents sailed in truly sank? Truly?"

"What was its name/"
"The Thessaly."
"Yes, my poor child," he said sadly. "I wish | could tell you
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otherwise, but | read the report in The Tines nyself. It was said that
t he captain should never have set sail, know ng the dangerous state of
the ship's hull. It was said that soneone nust have paid hi m handsonely
to do so, and it was runoured that he hinself had escaped in a small
boat, sone hours before the weck."

Bonni e coul d not speak for a moment. She turned away to the w ndow and
bit her lip.

Dr Field went on hastily to break the unhappy silence:

"The whol e busi ness sounds to nme |like a plot, hatched up beforehand
between this Mss Slighcarp of yours, who's evidently a thorough w ong
"un, and her precious friends Gimshaw and Ms Brisket. Whether Gipe
the awer has a hand in it too we can't be sure, but I've a friend
who's a | awer, and as soon as old Mss Geen's fit to be left 1'll go
and see him and ask hi mwhat he knows about Gipe."

"Ch, could you, sir? Thank you indeed."

Their faces of gratitude evidently touched his heart, for he said
gruffly, "A couple of you can bed down here if you like. |I've plenty of
cushions. Just shift sone of those books and pictures and the skel eton
off the sofa."” (Sylvia gave a faint scream She had not noticed the
skel eton before.) "One of you should sleep upstairs with the old | ady.
And you' d better all get yourselves a wash and brush-up. You look as if
you can do with it."

The beef-tea was ready now, and Sylvia, with the doctor's help, fed sone
of it to Aunt Jane through a straw. She opened her eyes once or twice,
but seenmed hardly conscious of her surroundings yet.

Wth the aid of a couple of the doctor's blankets Sylvia nade hersel f up
a couch for the night by the side of Aunt's Jane's bed. They were al
tired, and went to sleep as soon as they |ay down.

In the middle of the night Sylvia awoke. She had left a nightlight
burning, and by its faint glimer she saw t hat
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Aunt Jane had rai sed herself on her pillow and was | ooki ng wonderingly
about her.



"Mnd, Auntie," said Sylvia, springing up. "You'll uncover yourself!"

Carefully she arranged the woolly shawl round her aunt's shoul ders
agai n.

"It is Sylvia! But no," said Aunt Jane nournfully. "I have so often
dreaned that she came back. This nust be just another dream"

"No it isn"t!" said Sylvia, forgetting to be careful in her joy and
gi ving her aunt an inpetuous hug, "it really is me, come back to | ook
after you. And |I've brought Bonnie too."

"Sylvia, ny precious child," Aunt Jane nurnured, and two tears slipped
down her cheeks.

"Now, Aunt dear, you MJISTN T! You nust get strong quickly. Please try to
sip sone of this," said Sylvia, who had been hastily heating up the
beef-tea over the nightlight.

Aunt Jane sipped it, and soon, for she was still very weak, she slipped
off to sleep, holding Sylvia's hand. Sylvia, too, began to doze, |eaning
agai nst her aunt's bed, half-awake and hal f-dreani ng

She dreamed that she was on top of a mountain, the black ridge that they
had crossed before they reached Herondal e. She saw M ss Slighcarp com ng
up fromBlastburn at the head of a pack of wolves. Sylvia was dunb with
fright. She was unable to nmove. Nearer and nearer Mss Slighcarp cane,

tranp, tramp, tranp..

Suddenly Sylvia was awake. And listening. And there were footsteps
com ng up the stairs.

She lay palpitating, with her heart hot against her ribs. Wwo could it

be? The night was still black dark. No light showed under the door. If

it was the doctor, surely he would be carrying a light? The steps were

very slow, very cautious, as if whoever it was wanted to nake as little
sound as possible. Sylvia knew that she nmust nove -- she nust --
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A frantic cackling, hissing, and honki ng broke out on the stairs. There
was a yell, a thud, more cackling, pandenoni um

"What is it?" said Aunt Jane drowsily.

"Ch, what can it be?" cried Sylvia, pale with terror. But the noise had
shaken her out of her paralysis, and she seized a candle, lit it at the
nightlight, and ran to the door

The scene that nmet her eyes when she held the door open was a strange
one. At the top of the stairs were two indignant geese, still hissing
and arching their necks for battle. Prone on the stairs, head down, and
cursing volubly, was M Gimshaw. Sinmon held one of his arms and Bonnie
t he ot her.

Dr Field, in a dressing-gown, |ooking sleepy and considerably annoyed,
was energing fromhis front door holding a piece of rope, with which he
proceeded to tie M Ginmshaw s hands and ankl es.



"Breaking into people's houses at three in the norning," he nuttered.
"That's really a bit high! It's bad enough having children and geese
canped all over the place."

"It was lucky the geese sounded the alarm" said Bonnie, pale, but
clutching M Ginmshaw ganely.

"True," Dr Field agreed. "Now, lock himin the broomcloset. Good. |'Il
just run down and bolt the outside door, then perhaps we can have a bit
nore sleep. W'll get to the bottomof all this in the norning."

Yawni ng, they all went back to bed, but Sylvia declared she was too
scared to sleep without Bonnie, and so they brought up nore of the
doctor's cushions and made a doubl e pallet beside Aunt Ja, ne's bed.
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Dr field s face at breakfast next nmorning was grim and the children
were all rather silent. The unseen presence of M Gimshaw in the
broom cupboard put a danper on their spirits.

"What do you suppose he was trying to do?" whispered Bonnie.

"Ch, very likely just see if you were there,"” said Dr Field doubtfully.
"Or try to frighten the old lady into handing you over if you should
turn up later. At all events, you and the geese between you put an
effective stop to him | shall take himstraight to Bow Street after
breakfast and put himin charge of the constables."

Luckily Aunt Jane was a great deal better this nmorning. After the doctor
had i nspected her, he pronounced that she mght be given a little warm
gruel and sone tea and dry toast, which Bonnie and Sylvia prepared. Aunt
Jane greeted Bonnie kindly and decl ared that she woul d never have
recogni zed her - which was very probable, as the last tine she had seen
Bonni e had been at her christening. Then Syl via announced that she woul d
remain with the old lady while the rest of the party went off with the
prisoner; the very sight of M Gimshaw, she said, rmade her feel sick
with fright. Dr Field considered this to be a sensible plan, and he told
Sinon to go out and whistle for a hackney-cab.

M Ginmshaw was rel eased fromhis closet, but his bonds were not untied.
He was sul ky, threatening, and |lachrynose by turns; in the same breath
he begged for mercy and then swore he woul d get even with them
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"That's enough, nmy man. You can spare your breath," said Dr Field, and
showed hi m a bl underbuss, ready prinmed, which he had taken out of his
desk drawer. At sight of this weapon M Ginshaw rel apsed into a cowed
si | ence.

"Shall | get my fowing-piece?" exclaimd Bonnie, and then renmenbered
that it was with the cart in Hanpstead.

Dr Field | ooked slightly startled but said he thought one weapon shoul d
be sufficient to keep the scoundrel in order.

At this noment Sinon canme back to report that a cab was waiting bel ow,
and after a solicitous farewell to Aunt Jane and Sylvia, bidding the



| atter keep the door |ocked and admit nobody, they took their departure.

At Bow Street they waited only a very few minutes while the doctor haled
his prisoner into the Constabulary Ofice; he soon reappeared,
acconpani ed by a couple of burly, sharp | ooking individuals who marched
Gi nrshaw between them and they all piled into the cab again.

"Where is he to be taken now?" said Bonnie.

"We shall goto M Gipe's office for some explanation of Ginshaw s
behaviour,"” Dr Field told her. "He has said that he worked for M
Gipe."

They were soon back in the region of Lincoln's Inn Fields, and drove up
to the house that Bonnie and Sylvia had seen the day before. A

scared-1 ooking clerk, hardly nmore than a boy, admitted theminto a

wai ti ng-room and next nonent a thin, agitated, grey-haired man hurried
into the room exclainng, "Wat can | do for you gentlenen? I am
Abednego Gipe."

He appeared excessively surprised to see the children and the nanacl ed
M Ginmshaw. Bonni e soon decided that he coul d not have hatched a dark
pl ot to obtain possession of WIIoughby Chase - he | ooked too kind and
har m ess.

One of the Bow Street officers spoke up.

"I am Sam Cardi gan, sir, an officer of the constabulary. Here is ny
card. Can you identify this person here?" indicating M Gi nmshaw.
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"Why yes," said M Gipe, looking at M Ginshaw with distaste. "Hi s
nane is Ginmhaw. He was a clerk in ny office until he was disni ssed for
forgery."

"Aha!" said the other Bow Street officer, whose nane was Spock.

"Have you ever seen him since you disnissed hin?" said Dr Field.

"No indeed. He would have a very cold reception in this office.”

"And yet he was seen entering here yesterday," snapped Cardi gan.

M Gipe seenmed surprised. "Not to ny know edge."

Car di gan | ooked t hunderously disbelieving and was about to burst out
with his suspicions of M Gipe, when the little clerk who had let the
party in, and who had been standing in the doorway with eyes |ike
saucers, piped up:

"Pl ease, sir, I saw him"

M Ginshaw darted a furious |ook at this speaker.

"Who are you?" said Cardigan.



"Please sir, Marnot, a clerk. Yesterday while M Gipe was out having
di nner, th-that gentleman as is tied up there came and asked ne to give
hi mthe address of M ss Jane Green, sister to Sir WII oughby."

"And you gave it hinP"
"Yes, sir. He said he wished to take her sone dividends."

"Di vidends, indeed!" growmed Dr Field. "Wanted to nurder her nore
probably."
"Certainly not," said Grinshaw, pale with fright. "I merely wi shed to
ascertain fromher if these children, who are the runaway wards of a
friend of mine, had taken shelter with her."

"At three o' clock in the norning? A fine story! Mre likely you wanted
to terrify her into signing sone docunment giving you power over the
children. And what about this Letitia Slighcarp?" continued Dr Field
glaring at the | awer.
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"Were you responsible for sending that female fiend to feather her nest
at WI I oughby Chase?"

M Gipe | ooked very much alarned. "She is a distant relation of Sir

W | oughby. She came with the highest references,” he began. "Fromthe
Duchess of Kensington. | have themstill." He pulled out a drawer in a
cabi net and produced a paper. Cardigan scanned it.

"A patent forgery," he said at once. "I have seen the Duchess's
signature on many docunents and it is utterly unlike this."

"Then | have been duped!" cried M Gipe, growing paler still. "But what
can have been the object of this deceit?"

"Why, " said Bonnie indignantly, "M ss Slighcarp has taken our whole
house for her own, dismissed all the servants, sent nme and ny cousin to
live in a school that is no better than a workhouse or prison, and
treated us with miserable cruelty! And | believe, too, she and M

Gi mrshaw had sone hand in seeing that Papa and Mamma set sail on a ship
that was known to be likely to sink!"

"This is a bad business, a very bad business,"” said M Gi pe.

"No, no!" cried M Ginmshaw, now nearly dead of terror. "W were not
responsi ble for that! The ship was sunk by an unscrupul ous owner to
obtain the insurance. It was when | learned - through a friend who was a
shipping clerk - that they were to sail on the Thessaly, that the plan
took shape. | had seen Sir WIloughby's letter to M Gipe, asking him
to seek out his cousin, Letitia Slighcarp, as an instructress for his
daughter and so - and so - "

"And so you conspired with Mss Slighcarp and forged her credentials,"
said M Gipe angrily. "It is all very plain, sir! Take hi maway,

gentl emren! Take hi m away and keep himfast until he can appear before a
magi strate."

"After that it was very dull," said Bonnie, reporting the scene to
Sylvia later. "I had to tell the Bow Street officers
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every single thing | could remenber that Mss Slighcarp had done, and
the clerk wote it all down, and M Gipe | ooked nore and nore shocked,
especially when | told what | had seen when we | ooked through the hole
in the secret panel and watched themtearing up Papa's will and all the
ot her docunents.

"And the end of it all is, Sylvia, that M Ginmshawis commtted to
prison until the Assizes, when he will stand his trial for fraud, and
the Bow Street officers are to go to WIIloughby tomorrow to seize Mss
Sli ghcarp!"

"How surprised she will be!" exclaimed Sylvia with lively pleasure. "I
al nost wish | could be there to see!”

"But, Sylvia, you are to be there! They npbst particularly requested that
you and | should be taken too, to act as w tnesses."

"But who will look after Aunt Jane?" inquired Sylvia anxiously.

"Dr Field has said that he would procure a nurse for a few days. And it
need be for only two - you can return directly Mss Slighcarp is
apprehended. And Sylvia, as soon as Aunt Jane is well enough to travel,
I have asked M Gipe to arrange that she shall come and live at

W | oughby, and be our guardian."

"Ch yes\" exclainmed Sylvia, her face brightening, "what a splendid plan
Bonni el "

It was a gay and lively party that assenbled in the train next day -
very different fromthat earlier and sorrowful departure when Sylvia had
t aken | eave of Aunt Jane. A special coupe conpartnment had been
chartered, and the Bow Street officers had no objection to Sinbn and his
geese travelling init as well. Dr Field was renmaining to keep an eye on
Aunt Jane, but he bade the children a cordial farewell and invited them
to come and sleep in his apartnent again when they returned to take Aunt
Jane to WIIloughby. M Gipe the | awer was with them and had given his
clerk instructions
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to procure a luncheon hanper from which canme the nost savoury snells.
Sylvia smled faintly as she thought of the other tiny food-packet and

M Ginshaw s sunptuous jamfilled cakes.

"I suppose he only pretended to have forgotten who he was when the
portmanteau fell on him" she said to Bonnie.

"So that he would be taken to WI I oughby," said Bonnie, nodding. "How
wi sh that we had left himin the train!"

"Still, he did save ne fromthe wol ves."

There were no wolves to be seen on this journey. The packs had al
retreated to the bleak north country, and the train ran through smling



pasture-lands, all astir with sheep and | anbs, or through green and
gol den woods carpeted wth bl uebells.

The day passed gaily, with songs and story-telling -- even the dry M
Gi pe proved to know a number of anusing tales and in between the

| aught er and chat Cardi gan and Spock, the Bow Street officers, busily
wote down in their notebooks nore and nore of the dreadful deeds of

M ss Slighcarp recounted to them by Bonni e and Syl vi a.

They reached WI Il oughby Station at dawmm. M Gipe had witten to one of
the inns at Blastburn for a chaise and it was there to neet them

"How di fferent this road seens," said Sylvia, as they set off at a
gallop. "Last time | travelled along it there were wol ves and snow and
it was cold and dark -- now | can see prinroses everywhere and | am so
hot in these clothes that | can hardly breathe."

They were still wearing the tinker children's clothes Pattern had nade
them for there had been no tine in London to get any others made. M

Gipe's eye winced when it encountered them for he liked children to

| ook neat and nicely dressed.

"Let us hope that Mss Slighcarp has not got rid of all our own
cl othes," said Bonnie.

When t hey reached the boundary of WI I oughby Park they saw an enornous
notice, new since they had left. It said:
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W LLOUGHBY CHASE SCHOOL
A select Semi nary for the Daughters of Gentl emen and
the Nobility

Boarders and Parl our Boarders Principals: Mss L. slighcarp and Ms
bri sket

"\What inpertinence!" gasped Bonnie. "Can she really have made our hone
into a school ?"

"This is worse even than | had feared," said M Gipe grimy, as the
chai se turned into the gateway.

They took the | onger and nore roundabout road that led to the back of
t he house, for the Bow Street officers wanted to surprise Mss
Sl i ghcar p.

"Didn't you say there was a secret passage, m ss?" Sam Cardigan said to
Bonni e.

"Yes, and a priests' hole and an oubliette -

"Very good. Couldn't be better. We'Il put some ginger in the good | ady's
gravy."

He explained his plan to M Gipe and the children, and then they



knocked at the back door. It was opened by Janes.

"M ss Bonniel Mss Sylvial" he exclainmed, scarlet with joy and surprise.
They both flung thenmsel ves on hi mand hugged hi m

"James, dear Janes! Are you all right? Is Pattern all right? Wat is
goi ng on here?"

"Terribl e doings, mss -

"Now, now," said Sam Cardi gan. "Pleasure at seeing old acquai ntance al
very well, but business is business. W nust get under cover. My nan,
where can this carriage be conceal ed?"

"It can go in the coach-house, sir," Janes told him "There's only Mss
Slighcarp's | andau now. "

The carriage was hastily put away, and the conspirators took refuge in
the dairy.

"Now Janes," said Bonnie, dancing with excitenent, "you
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must go and tell Mss Slighcarp that Sylvia and | have come back, and
that we are very sad and sorry for having run away. Don't say anything
about these gentlenen.”

"Yes, mss," said Janes, his eyes beginning to twi nkle. "She's teaching
just now, up in the schoolroom The pupils study for an hour before
br eakf ast."

"I's the entrance to the secret passage still open, James? Has M ss
Sl i ghcarp ever discovered it?"

"No to the second and yes to the first, Mss Bonnie," said Janes, and
pul | ed aside the cupboard and horse-bl ankets which he had arranged to
conceal the opening.

"Capital! Go to her quickly, then, Janmes! Tell her we are starving!"
"You don't look it, begging your pardon, mss," said Janes, grinning,
and left the room M Gipe and the two Bow Street officers squeezed
their way into the secret passage. Sinon, who had left his geese in the
stabl e-yard, hesitated, but M Gipe said, "Come on, cone on, boy. The
nore witnesses, the better,"” so he followed.

Bonni e and Syl via spent the tine while they waited for Janes's return in
artistically dirtying and untidyi ng each ot her, rubbing dust and coal on
their faces, runmpling their hair, and naking thensel ves | ook as dejected
and or phanly as possible.

James cane back with a long face

"You're to conme up to the schoolroom young | adies. At once."

He led the way, and they followed in silence. The house bore traces
everywhere of its new use as a school. On the crystal chandelier in the

bal | room ropes had been slung for clinbing, and the billiards-table had
been exchanged for backboards. The portraits of ancestors in the |ong



gal l ery had been replaced by notice-boards and the gol d-leaf and ornolu
tabl es were covered wi th chal k- powder and i nkst ai ns.
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Even though they knew t hey had good friends close at hand, the children
could not control a certain swelled and breathless feeling in the region
of their midriffs as they approached the school room door

James tapped at the door and in response to Mss Sligh carp's "Cone in"
opened it and stood aside to let the children through

A qui ck gl ance showed themthat all the furniture had been renoved and
that the roomwas filled with desks. The nore senior children fromMs
Brisket's school were sitting at them wth expressions varying from
nervous excitement to petrifaction on their faces.

M ss Slighcarp stood on a raised platformby a bl ackboard. She had a

| ong wooden pointer in her hand. Ms Brisket was there, too, sitting at
the instructress's desk. She wore a stern and forbiddi ng expression, but
on Mss Slighcarp's face there was a | ook of triunph.

"So!" she said-a long, hissing exhalation. "So, you have returned! -
Cone here.”

They advanced, slowy and trenmbling, until they stood bel ow the
platform Mss Slighcarp was so tall that they had al nost to | ean back
to l ook up at her.

"P-pl ease take us back into your school, Mss Slighcarp," faltered

Bonnie. "We're so cold and tired and hungry."

Into Sylvia's nmind came a sudden recol |l ection of the grouse pies and
apricots they had eaten on the train. She bit her lip, and tried to | ook
sorrow ul

Behi nd them Janes quietly poked the fire, but no one noticed him All
eyes were on the returning truants.

"Hungry!" said Mss Slighcarp. "You'll be hungrier still before I've
done with you. Do you think you can run away, spend two nmonths idling
and playing on the noors, return when it suits you, and then expect to
be gi ven roast beef and pudding? You'll have no food for three days!

Per haps that will teach you sonething. And you shall both be beaten, and
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we'll see what a taste of the dungeons will do for your spirit. James,
go and get the dungeon keys."

"No, mss," said Janes firmy. "I obey some of your orders because |'ve
got no alternative, but help to put children in those dungeons | can't
and won't. It's not Christian." And he left the room shutting the door
sharply behind him

"I"lIl get the keys, Letitia," said Ms Brisket, rising ponderously. "You
can be admi ni stering chastisenent, nmeanwhile."

M ss Slighcarp canme down fromher platform "Mss Geen," she said, and



her eyes were so glittering with fury that even Bonnie quail ed, "put out
your hand."

Bonni e took a step backward. M ss Slighcarp foll owed her, and raised the
poi nter nenacingly. The children at the desks drew a trenul ous breath.
But just as the pointer came swi shing down, the chi meypi ece panel flew
open, and M Gipe, stepping out, seized hold of Mss Slighcarp's arm

For a nonent she was utterly dumbfounded. Then, in wath she exclai med:
"Who are you, sir? Let ne go at once! What are you doing in ny house?"

"I'n your house, ma'an? In your house? Don't you renenber nme, M ss

Sli ghcarp?" said M Gipe. "I was the attorney instructed by your
distant relative, Sir WIIloughby Geen, to seek you out and offer you
the position of instructress to his daughter. You brought with you a
testinmonial fromthe Duchess of Kensington. Don't you remenber?"

M ss Slighcarp turned pale.

"And who gave you perm ssion, woman," suddenly thundered M Gipe, "to
turn this house into a boarding school ? Wio said you could use these
children with villainous cruelty, beat them starve them and |ock them
i n dungeons? Ch, it's of no use to protest, |'ve been behind that pane

and heard every word you've uttered."
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"It was only a joke," faltered Mss Slighcarp. "I had no intention of
really shutting themin the dungeons."

At this noment Ms Brisket re-entered the room hol ding a bunch of
enormous rusty keys.

"W can't use the upper dungeons, Letitia," she began briskly, "
and Emma are occupying them | have brought the lower..."

for Lucy

Then she saw M Gipe, and behind himthe two Bow Street officers. Her
j aw dropped, and she was stricken to silence.

"Only a joke, indeed?" said M Gipe harshly. "M Cardigan, place these
two fenmal es under arrest, if you please. Until it is convenient to
renove themto jail, you may as well avail yourself of the dungeon keys
so obligingly put at your disposal."

"You can't do this! You' ve no right!" shrieked the enraged M ss
Slighcarp, struggling in the grip of Cardigan. "I have papers signed by
Sir WIIloughby enmpowering ne to do as | please with this property in the
event of his death, and appointing nme guardi an of the children - "

"Papers signed by Sir WIIloughby. Pish!" said M Gipe scornfully. "You
may as well know, ma'am that your acconplice Ginmshaw, who is already
in prison, has confessed to the whole plot."

At this news all the fight went out of Ms Brisket, and she all owed
herself to be manacl ed by Spock, only nmuttering, "Ginmshaw s a fool, a
paltry, whining fool."

But Mss Slighcarp still gave battle.



"I tell you," she shouted, "I saw Sir WI I oughby before he departed and
he hinself left ne full powers - "

At this noment a heavy tread resounded al ong the passage, and they heard
a voi ce exclaimng

"What the devil's all this? Desks, blackboards, carpet taken up - has
m house been turned into a reformtory?"

The door burst open and in marched - Sir WI | oughby G een! Behind him
stood Janes, grinning for joy.
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Bonni e turned absolutely pale with incredulity, stood so for a nonent,
noti onl ess and wi de-eyed, then, uttering one cry '''' Papa!" she flung
herself into her father's arnmns.

"Well, mnx? Have you m ssed us, eh? Have you been a good girl and

m nded your book? | can see you haven't," he said, surveying her
lovingly. "Rosy as a pippin and brown as a berry. | can see you' ve been
out of doors all day long instead of sewing your sanpler and | earning
your je ne sais quoi. And Sylvia too - eh, ny word, what a change from
the little white nouse we left here! Wll, well, well, girls will be
girls! But what's all this, ma'am" he continued, addressing Mss Sligh
carp threateningly, "what's all this hugger-nugger? | never gave you
perm ssion to turn WI I oughby Chase into a school, no, dame | didn't!
Being ny fourth cousin doesn't give you such rights as that."

"But sir," interjected M Gipe, who, at first silent with amazenent,
had now got his breath back, "Sir WII|oughby! This is joyful indeed!' W
had all supposed you drowned when the Thessaly sank."

Sir WIloughby burst into a fit of |aughter

"Ay, so they told ne at your office! W have been travelling close

behi nd you, M Gipe - | visited your place of business yesterday,

| earned you had just departed for WIIoughby, and, since Lady G een was
anxi ous to get back as soon as may be, and relieve the children's
anxiety, we hired a special train and came post-haste after you."

"But were you not in the shipweck then, Sir WII oughby?"

The reply to this question was lost in Bonnie's rapturous cry - "Is
Mammae here too? |Is she?”

"Why yes, niss, and ettling to see you, 1'll be bound!"

Before the words had left his nouth Bonnie was out of the door. Sylvia,
froma nice sense of delicacy, did not follow her cousin. She thought
that Bonni e and her nother should be allowed those first few blissful
nmonent s of reunion al one together
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Sir WIloughby and M Gipe had retired to a corner of the school room
and M Gipe was talking hard, while Sir WIIloughby listened with his
bl ue eyes bul gi ng, occasionally exclaimng, "Wy danme! For sheer, cool
calm inpertinent effrontery - why, bless ny soul!" Once he wheel ed



round to his niece and said, "lIs it really true, Sylvia? Did M ss
Sli ghcarp do these things?"

"Yes, sir, indeed she did," said Sylvia.

"Then hanging's too good for you, nma'am" he growed at Mss Slighcarp
"Have her taken to the dungeons, Gipe. Wen these two excellent fellows
have breakfasted they can take her and the other harpy off to prison.”

"Ch sir... "said Sylvia.
"Well, mss puss?"

"May | go with themto the dungeons, sir? | believe there are tw
chil dren who have been put down there by Mss Slighcarp, and they will
be so cold and unhappy and frightened!"

"Are there, by Joshua! We'll all go," said Sir WII oughby.

Syl via had never visited the dungeons at W1 I oughby Chase. They were a
di smal and frightening quarter, never entered by the present owner and
his famly, though in days gone by they had been extensively enpl oyed by
ancestors of Sir WI I oughby.

Down dark, dank, weed-encrusted steps they trod, and al ong narrow,
rock- hewn passages, where the only sound beside the echo of their own
footfalls was the drip of water. Sylvia shuddered when she renenbered
M ss Slighcarp's expressed intention of inprisoning herself and Bonnie
down here.

"Ch, do let us hasten," she inplored. "Poor Lucy and Emma nust be nearly
frozen with cold and fear."

"Upon ny soul ," muttered M Gipe. "This passes everything. Fancy
putting children in a place like this!"

M ss Slighcarp and Ms Brisket trod along in the rear of their captors,
silent and sullen, |ooking neither to right nor to left.
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The plight of Lucy and Emma was not quite so bad as it m ght have been
This was owi ng to the kind-hearted James, who, though he coul d not

rel ease them had contrived to pass through their bars a nunber of warm
bl ankets and a quantity of kindling and sone tapers, to enable themto
light a fire, and he had al so kept them supplied with food out of his
own neagre rations.

But they were cold and m serabl e enough, and their astoni shnent and joy
at the sight of Sylvia was touching to behol d.

Syl via danced up and down outside the bars with inpatience while Janes
found the right key, and then she hurried them off upstairs, w thout
waiting to see Mss Slighcarp |ocked in their place.

154 "Cone, cone quickly, and get warmby a fire. Pattern shall make you
a posset - or no, | forget, Pattern is probably not here yet, but I
think I know how it is done."



However, they had no nore than reached the Great Hall when they were
greeted with an ecstatic cry from Bonnie.

"Sylvia! Enmma! Lucy! Cone and see Mamma! Ch, she is so different! So
much better!"”

They went rather shyly into the salon, where Pattern, who had been
sumoned by Sinon at full gallop on one of the coach-horses, bustled
about in joyful tears and served everybody with cups of frothing hot
chocol at e.

"Well," a gay voice exclained, "where's nmy second daughter?" And in
swept someone whom Syl via woul d hardly have recogni zed for the frail,
| angui d Lady Green, so blooning, beautiful, and bright-eyed did she
appear. She enbraced Sylvia, cordially nade wel come the two poor
prisoners, and decl ared:

"Now | want to hear all your story, every word, fromthe very begi nni ng!
I am proud of you both - and as for that Mss Slighcarp, cousin of your
father's though she be, | hope she is sent to Botany Bay!"

"But Aunt Sophy," said Sylvia, "your tale nust be so nuch nore
adventurous than ours! Were you not shi pw ecked?"

"Yes, indeed we were!" said Lady G een |aughing, "and your uncle and
spent six very tedious days drifting in a row ng-boat, our only fare
bei ng a nonot onous choi ce of grapes or oranges, of which there happened
to be a large crate in the dinghy, fortunately for us. W were then

pi cked up by a small and nost insanitary fishing-boat, manned by a set
of fellows as picturesque as they were unwashed, who none of them spoke
a word of English. They would carry us nowhere but to their hone port,
which turned out to be the Canary Islands. On this boat we received
nothing to eat but sardines in olive oil. | amsurprised these shocks
and privations did not carry me off, but Sir WII oughby maintains they
were the saving of ne, for fromthe tine of the weck ny health began to
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pi ck up. On reaching the Canaries we determ ned to cone hone by the next
mai | -ship, but they only visit these islands every three months or so,
and one had just left. W had to wait a weary time, but the peace and
t he sunshine during our enforced stay conpleted nmy cure, as you see."

"Ch, howglad | amyou came honme and didn't go on round the world!"
cried Bonni e.

Sir WIIloughby marched in, beaming. "Well, well,"” he said, "has Madam
Hen found her chicks, eh? But as for the state your house is in, ny
lady, | hardly dare describe it to you. W shall have to have it

conpl etely redecorated. And what's to be done with all these poor
or phans?"

"Ch Papa,"” said Bonnie, bursting with excitement. "I have a plan for
them "

"You have, have you, hussy? What is it, then?"

"Don't you think Aunt Jane could come and live in the Dower House, just
across the park, and run a school for then? Aunt Jane |oves children!"



"What, Aunt Jane run a school ? At her age?"
"Aunt Jane is very independent," Bonnie said. "She wouldn't want to feel
she was living on charity. But she could have people to help her - kind
peopl e. And she could teach the girls beautiful enbroidery!"

Lucy and Emma | ooked so wistful at the thought of this bliss that Sir
W | oughby prom sed to consider it.

A happy party sat down to dine in the Great Hall that night. Spock and
Cardi gan, the Bow Street officials, had already left to conmt their
prisoners to the nearest jail, and the ruffianly gang of servants kept
on by Mss Slighcarp had been summarily di sm ssed. Sinon, riding about
the countryside, had taken the news of Sir WIIloughby's return to al
the old servants, Solly and Tinon and John Groom and Ms Shubunkin, and
t hey had come hasteni ng back.

The orphans, still dazed at their good fortune, sat at a table of their
own, eating roast turkey and kindly averting their
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gaze fromthe pale cheeks and red eyes of Diana Brisket, who, having
been in a position to bully and hector as much as she pl eased, was now
reduced to a state where she had not a friend to stand by her. Ms

Bri sket had sold the school in Blastburn and so Di ana had nowhere to go
and was forced, willy-nilly, to stay with the orphans (where, it may be
said in passing, whol esonme discipline and the exanple of Aunt Jane's
unsel fi sh nature soon wought an inprovenent in her character). Some of
t he parl our boarders and daughters of the nobility and gentry had been
fetched away by their parents, such as |lived near enough, and the rest
were awaiting renoval .

Si nron sat between Bonnie and Sylvia. Sir WII|oughby gave hi msone very
kindly | ooks. He had heard by now of Sinmon's brave part in rescuing the
girls both fromthe wol ves and fromMs Brisket's dreadfu
establ i shnent, and of his help with Aunt Jane's illness. The noney he
had spent had been returned to himw th interest.

"It looks as if we're going to have an adopted son as well as an adopted
daughter,” said Sir WIIloughby. "Hey, ny boy? Wiat shall we do with you,
t hen? Put you through school ?"

"No thank you, Sir WIIoughby," said Sinon gratefully but firmy.
"School wouldn't suit me at all."

"What then? Can't just run wild."
"I"'mgoing to be a painter," Sinon explained. "Dr Field said | showed
great promise, and he told me | could stay with himand go to one of the
fanous London art schools. "

"Ch Sinmon," said Bonnie, dismyed, "and | eave WI I oughby?"
"I"ll come back every holidays," he told her. "Remenber we promised to
go and see M Wlderness? | want to paint a picture of G eat Winside

fromthe dale -- oh, and a hundred ot her places round here."

"Sensible lad," approved Sir WI I oughby. "Well, always renmenber,
whenever you come back, there's a warm wel come for you at WI I oughby



Chase. "
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"Thank you, Sir WIIoughby," said Sinmon beam ng. "And now if you'l
excuse ne, | think | ought to be returning to nmy cave. | want to see how
nmy bees are getting on."

"Good night, Sinon," cried Bonnie and Sylvia, "we shall cone and see you
t onmor r ow. "

Bonni e yawned.

"It's long past these children's bedtine," said Sir WIIoughby, "and
they were travelling all night. Of with you now - | dare say your
nmother will be up by and by to say good night to you in bed."

Their own room had been hastily prepared for themand they were glad to
tunmbl e between the fine silken sheets. "And oh, Bonnie," called Sylvia,
"have you seen the pretty dresses Pattern has been making for us?"

"I"ve grown accustomed to boys' clothes," grunbled Bonnie.

"Ch, what nonsense, miss!" said Pattern scoldingly, and ruined the

ef fect by giving Bonnie a hug. "There now, go to sleep, you bl essed
pair, and don't let either of you nmove a muscle till you're called.

W' ve had quite enough to worry about today, with everything at sixes
and sevens, and no servants to speak of, and a hundred orphans to feed.
M nd! You're not to speak a word till eight o' clock. You re not even to
dream "

"Dream " murnured Bonnie sleepily, "we can't help dream ng, Pattern

W' ve so nuch to dream about -- the wolves, and Mss Slighcarp, and
wal ki ng to London, and hel pi ng poor Aunt Jane, and Mamma and Papa adrift
in a boat full of oranges and grapes..." Her voice trailed away into

sl eep.

Light after light in the windows of the great house was extingui shed,
until at length it stood dark and silent. And though the house had

wi t nessed many strange scenes, wolf hunts and w ne-drinki ng and weddi ngs
and wars, it is doubtful whether during its whole history any of its

i nmates had had such adventures as those of Sylvia and Bonnie G een
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