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    At its heart, this is a tale about how the names we give to places—and the whispers that cling to them—can magnify dread or kindle courage, guiding children from first misgivings toward clearer sight, patient kindness, and the steady discovery that home is shaped as much by character as by bricks and beams.

Mrs. Molesworth, a leading figure in late nineteenth-century British children’s fiction, wrote The Grim House within the milieu that valued domestic realism, moral tact, and an attentive rendering of childhood thought. Her readers encountered familiar parlors, schoolrooms, and gardens, yet often with a shimmer of mystery that asked them to look again. Situated in the Victorian period, the book belongs to a tradition that treats the household as both a social setting and a moral landscape, inviting young audiences to explore comfort, discipline, imagination, and responsibility without departing from recognizable, everyday scenes.

Without disclosing more than its quiet premise, the story gathers around a dwelling that exerts a strong pull on the imaginations of its youthful observers, who must interpret what they hear and what they see. The experience it offers is not one of shocks but of steadily unfolding curiosity, small discoveries, and the kind of suspense that grows from wondering whether appearances mislead. Readers encounter a close, child-centered perspective that favors observation over spectacle, and a plot that moves by domestic incident and conversation, inviting reflection as much as anticipation.

The narrative voice for which Mrs. Molesworth is well known is gentle, conversational, and exact in tracing how children think, misread, and learn; the prose is clear and quietly musical, favoring the cadences of family talk over melodrama. Mood takes precedence over machinery: rooms, corridors, and the rhythms of the day shape feeling and suggest meaning. Rather than lecture, the book guides with tact, letting questions arise from the situations at hand and allowing emotion to settle into insight. The result is a reading experience at once intimate, measured, and steadily warming.

The themes are those that mark much of Mrs. Molesworth’s work: perception versus reality, the play of imagination within the boundaries of duty, and the making of home through patience, fairness, and goodwill. A house may appear forbidding, but the story asks how names, rumors, and first impressions gain power—and how they may be revised by attention, empathy, and shared experience. Children’s courage is presented not as bravado but as perseverance in understanding. Memory and rumor, solitude and sociability, fear and trust: these paired ideas are weighed with the calm balance of a moral tale.

For contemporary readers, the book’s questions remain fresh: How do we decide what is safe, trustworthy, or “true” when much of what we know comes secondhand? What obligations do community and family impose when a place carries a difficult reputation? The story offers an antidote to haste and sensationalism, modeling careful noticing and the refusal to let labels do our thinking. It also honors children’s interior lives, showing how they test adult explanations against their own observations, and how kindness can be a form of discernment when evidence is incomplete.

Approached today, The Grim House promises atmosphere rather than alarm, insight rather than spectacle, and the quiet satisfactions of a plot that grows from the textures of daily life. It stands as part of a broader Victorian conversation about childhood—neither sentimental nor cynical—that sees intelligence and sympathy as habits to be practiced. Readers who relish reflective pacing, nuanced domestic scenes, and understated mystery will find themselves well served. And those newly encountering Mrs. Molesworth may discover how durable her methods are: tender without softness, curious without credulity, and wise about how places shape people.
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    The Grim House opens with a young narrator whose family circumstances change, leading to a quiet removal from a lively, familiar home to a far older, stricter household known locally as the Grim House. The move is arranged by well-meaning elders who believe steadiness and order will benefit the child. The house, imposing in name and aspect, stands in a remote district where neighbors speak of it with a mixture of respect and reserve. The narrator arrives anxious but observant, noting the formal routines, the long corridors, and the portrait-lined rooms that suggest a family history both dignified and difficult.

Early chapters establish the household’s composition and rules. A reserved guardian oversees matters with an emphasis on propriety, assisted by faithful servants who remember earlier generations. One or two cousins, slightly older, model the decorum expected indoors but reveal flashes of warmth beyond formal hours. The narrator learns that the house’s grim reputation is less about any single catastrophe than a set of incidents that hardened tempers and habits. Local tales are mentioned without detail, and the child’s curiosity is balanced by an instinct not to offend. Lessons begin; the rhythm of meals, calls, and walks takes hold.

Daily life unfolds with small adjustments and subtle tests. The narrator, unused to strict silence and dim rooms, discovers more freedom in the garden and on supervised excursions beyond the gates. A chance friendship with a quietly independent companion, either a cousin or a neighbor, helps translate the household’s unspoken codes. Rumors about closed rooms and disused stairways feed the narrator’s imagination, but practical duties and a growing sense of loyalty restrain impulse. A kindly older servant, mindful of the past, offers hints rather than answers. The Grim House, once forbidding, begins to feel legible in its customs.

A series of minor mishaps reveal both tensions and kindnesses. A misplaced object prompts sharp words; a rain-soaked outing leads to concern rather than scolding. The guardian’s severity appears motivated by caution rather than unkindness, and the cousins, though bound by expectations, quietly encourage the narrator’s better judgment. The narrator notices patterns: certain dates are observed with unusual formality, certain rooms avoided without explanation. A fragmentary clue emerges in a letter or inscription that links the family’s present restraint to an earlier disappointment. The narrator resolves to understand the house’s story without disregarding boundaries or adult authority.

A turning point arrives with an unexpected visitor or letter that stirs the household. Old ties are recalled, and assumptions about loyalty and blame are tested. The change unsettles the narrator, who has only recently found a balance between curiosity and compliance. Weather and season play a part: an autumn gale, an early dusk, or an illness subtly intensifies the atmosphere. In this heightened mood, a new clue surfaces in a forgotten album or a passing remark, suggesting that the house’s somber reputation grew from misunderstandings compounded over time. Affection begins to compete with habit in the adults’ decisions.

Encouraged by a deepening trust, the children adopt a more deliberate approach to their questions. They compare recollections, examine portraits, and notice correspondences between names and dates. A small expedition, carefully within the rules, brings them to a threshold long ignored. They do not break taboos; rather, they wait, listen, and recognize that certain answers must be given, not seized. This period enlarges the narrator’s sympathies, especially toward the guardian, whose firmness now seems protective. The house, once an adversary, appears as a keeper of memory, its gravity a response to hurts neither forgotten nor fully understood.

The story’s crisis arises from an accident or sudden need that calls for prompt action. A lost path, a misread signal, or a threatened traveler places responsibility on the narrator and companions. The event itself is not sensational but urgent enough to draw every household member into cooperation. In meeting the moment, the narrator exercises judgment learned in quieter chapters. The emergency also exposes the costs of long-kept silence, and the first plain admissions are spoken afterward. Without detailing the outcome, the episode proves a catalyst: the Grim House’s reputation begins to shift from warning to witness.

In the aftermath, explanations are offered with measured frankness. The household’s elders trace the chain of choices and accidents that hardened into a legend, acknowledging both fault and fidelity. Practical changes follow: rooms are opened, arrangements adjusted, correspondences renewed. The narrator, now at home in the rhythms once feared, understands the difference between sternness and unkindness. Relationships gain nuance, and the cousins move from careful politeness to trustworthy companionship. While some sorrow remains, it is named and placed in context. The Grim House is neither excused nor condemned; it is recognized as the setting of lives honestly lived.

The novel closes by reaffirming everyday virtues over dramatic revelations. Patience, consideration, and accurate listening prove stronger than fancy or suspicion. What begins as a tale of a daunting dwelling becomes a record of education in sympathy and self-command. The narrator does not claim triumph but gratitude for a widened sense of duty and belonging. Without unveiling private details, the final pages imply continuity rather than disruption: the house retains its dignity, the family its commitments, and the children a surer footing. The message is plain: appearances yield to understanding, and homes grow kinder when truth is spoken carefully.
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    Set in late Victorian England, the story unfolds against the domestic routines of a substantial provincial household and the nearby town, a milieu defined by gas-lit interiors, regimented servants’ hierarchies, and the growing reach of the railway. The “grim” aura of an older country house—damp rooms, echoing corridors, and shut-up wings—reflects a period that prized respectability yet feared social slippage and moral decline. Everyday detail implies the 1870s–1880s: reliable rail services, board schools in the background, and newspapers stitching provincial life to national debates. The house functions as both shelter and social instrument, revealing how authority, inheritance, and reputation governed family relations.

Industrialization and the railway age reshaped Britain between the 1830s and 1870s, culminating in a dense network by the 1880s. The Great Western Railway (chartered 1835, engineered by I. K. Brunel) and the London and North Western Railway (formed 1846) stitched rural counties to London, enabling seasonal retreats to country houses and swift guardians’ visits. Railway Mania (c. 1844–47) left a permanent geography of stations and timetables that underpinned Victorian mobility and punctuality. The book’s movements between town and “grim” house echo this infrastructure: journeys by train convey transitions in guardianship, schooling, and social oversight, contrasting urban bustle with secluded, tradition-laden estates.

Victorian custody, guardianship, and property law framed children’s lives. The Custody of Infants Act 1839 first allowed mothers to petition for custody; the 1873 Act extended maternal access to older children; and the Guardianship of Infants Act 1886 recognized mothers as guardians on a stronger footing. Married Women’s Property Acts (1870, 1882) gradually enabled wives to control earnings and property, complicating settlements. The Settled Land Act 1882 facilitated sales of entailed estates, while no statutory adoption existed until the Adoption of Children Act 1926. The narrative’s tensions around authority—who decides a child’s residence, education, or inheritance—mirror these legal crosscurrents, evoking Chancery-style anxieties over wards and settlements.

The Elementary Education Act 1870 created elected school boards to provide elementary schooling; the 1880 Education Act made attendance compulsory for most children up to roughly age ten; and by 1891, fee grants rendered elementary education effectively free. Simultaneously, middle-class families retained governesses and tutors, especially for girls, to ensure moral supervision and social polish beyond board-school curricula. Debates over girls’ schooling and examinations (e.g., at the Girls’ Public Day School Trust after 1872) sharpened expectations for discipline and domestic accomplishment. References to lessons, the authority of tutors, and the weighing of “improving” books in the story exemplify these reforms’ reach into household routine and children’s aspirations.

Philanthropy and child protection intensified from the 1840s. The Ragged School Union (founded 1844 under Lord Shaftesbury) championed free education for destitute children; Thomas Barnardo opened his first home in 1867 in London’s East End; and the London Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children (1884) evolved into the National Society (NSPCC) by 1889. The Charity Organization Society (1869), associated with Octavia Hill, systematized casework, insisting on investigation before relief. These movements publicized neglect, discipline, and domestic cruelty as national concerns. The book’s preoccupation with lonely, ethically scrutinized childhood mirrors the era’s ethos, in which “visiting” and supervision—by relatives or reformers—policed the moral climate of the home.

Public health reform reshaped perceptions of housing and illness. After cholera waves in 1832, 1848–49, 1853–54, and 1866, John Snow’s 1854 Broad Street pump investigation and Joseph Bazalgette’s London sewers (major works 1859–1865) undercut miasma theories. The Public Health Acts of 1848 and especially 1875 consolidated local powers over drainage, water, and sanitation. Damp, ill-ventilated mansions became suspect, associated with fevers and “ague.” Descriptions of chill corridors, shuttered chambers, and the dread of winter ailments in the narrative accord with contemporary medical advice, while contrasts between town sanitation and rural neglect underline how even substantial houses could be medically hazardous without modern works.

Empire and class hierarchies pervaded domestic organization. The Indian Rebellion of 1857 and the Indian Civil Service thereafter structured patterns of absentee fathers, uncles, or guardians on colonial postings; the Suez Canal (opened 1869) shortened routes, yet long separations remained routine. At home, domestic service was Britain’s largest female occupation—by the 1891 census, over 1.3 million servants were recorded—sustaining rigid household ranks. The story’s reliance on stewards, housekeepers, and maids to regulate access and information, and the occasional guardian whose authority is exercised by letter from abroad, reflect imperial and class systems that concentrated power in distant hands while embedding obedience in daily ritual.

As social critique, the book exposes how legal authority and class privilege could confine children within austere, morally surveilled spaces. The house’s architecture—locked rooms, delegated oversight by servants, formal visiting—embodies governance that privileges property and reputation over affection. By foregrounding the vulnerability of wards to absent or distracted guardians, the narrative questions inequities preserved by settlement law and the slow pace of custody reform. Its attention to schooling and philanthropic rhetoric highlights gaps between public moralism and private neglect. In tracing fear of illness and the burdens of propriety, it indicts a culture that naturalized hierarchy and discipline as the price of security and respectability.
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“Such Nice-Looking People.”

“Yes,” said my father, “there is no doubt about it; it is the best thing to do. So that is decided.”

The “yes” was no expression of agreement with any one but himself. It was simply the emphatic reiteration of the decision he had already arrived at.

He folded up the letter he had been reading, and replaced it carefully and methodically in its envelope, then glanced round the breakfast-table with the slightly defiant, slightly deprecating, yet nevertheless wholly good-tempered air which we all knew well—so well that not one of us would have dreamt of wasting time or energy by beating his or her wings against the bars of the dear man’s resolute determination[2].

Some faces fell a little, others expressed philosophic resignation, one or two, perhaps, a kind of subdued exhilaration; but no one said anything except mother, who replied quietly, as was her wont—

“Very well; I daresay you are right.”

Then ensued a little talk as to the details of the proposal, or rather decision, just announced, and five minutes later the family group had dispersed.

The one face on which something more than resignation had been distinctly legible was that of my youngest brother, Moore.

He was only fourteen, an age at which—for boy nature especially—it does not take much provocation to get up one’s spirits to some pitch of agreeable excitement and expectancy. He ran after me as I left the dining-room, and followed me down the long cold stone passage leading to what he and my other brothers and I myself considered our own quarters. Then, as he overtook me, he slipped his hand through my arm.

“Do you mind, Reggie?” he said in a tone of some deprecation of his own satisfaction. “I think you might be a little pleased—any way for my sake. It’s awfully jolly for me.”

“Then I will be pleased, really pleased, my poor old Othello[3],” I replied, heartily, I think. For Moore was our baby and pet, and we thought him irresistible. He was so pretty—everybody said that he, and not I, should have been the girl, if only one girl there was to be among us. He was fair-haired and fair-complexioned, yet not insipid looking, for his eyes were deeply blue, or at least appeared so, thanks to their bordering of dark eyelashes. “Irish eyes,” though in other respects Moore’s beauty was decidedly of the Saxon type. He had a right to his Irish eyes, as the rest of us to our Irish locks and browner skin. For Irish we were, really so as to ancestry, and in many particulars as to inherited character, though none of us, not even my parents since their childhood, had ever been in Ireland.

Moore’s face beamed, and lost its half-apologetic expression.

“Good old Reggie,” he said. “Then I’ll let myself be jolly right out, however Terry and Horry and Ger grumble at mother and you going away before the holidays are over,” and he showed signs of whooping or hurrahing or something of the kind, which I hastened to nip in the bud.

“You had better be quiet about it, however you feel,” I said warningly, “or father will begin to think you don’t need change and rest, and all that kind of thing, after all.”

“No, he won’t,” the boy replied confidently. “He never goes back once he’s settled a thing. You know he never does, Reggie. Sometimes,” and here certain reminiscences momentarily sobered his expression, “sometimes I wish he would[1q]—”

“And,” I continued, “you’d better not let Terence and Gerald hear you talk of holidays. They don’t own to anything but vacations now.”

“That’s just because they’re not really grown-up,” said Moore shrewdly; “at least not out in the world. Look at Jocelyn now—he might give himself airs. But he always talks of his holidays when he comes home. He very seldom even calls it ‘leave,’ though he is—how old is he now, Rex? Twenty-five? Yes—eleven years older than I.”

“We’re all getting very old,” I said. “I shall be eighteen next spring. Can you believe it? And there’s only Horace between you and me. We shall all be grown-up before we know where we are, Moore.” And I sighed as I said it. I did not want to be grown-up or to come out. Life suited me very well indeed just as it was, especially since we had left off going abroad every winter, and part of the summer too, sometimes, for mother’s health. She had been so much stronger of late years, that we had been able to settle down in our own home, which I loved better than any place in the world, both for its own sake and because here I could enjoy to the full the society of my five brothers whenever “holidays” or vacations or leaves allowed them to be with us. So perhaps it is not to be wondered at that my father’s breakfast-table fiat was something of a disappointment to me, though to many girls of my age it would have been received with delight. For it was the announcement of his decision that we were to set out on our travels again, to spend the next few months at least, out of England, at some German baths in the first place, and later on at one of the usual winter resorts for invalids.

Mother had flagged of late, or at least father thought so, and Moore, on the eve of public school life and always delicate, had not mended matters by catching whooping-cough[1] at his preparatory school and having it badly. It would never do for him to start on his new career “below par,” said my father; better delay it for a few months than have him break down and be sent home again with everything interrupted; in which argument no doubt there was great common-sense.

“Yes,” I went on, “we shall all be grown-up in no time, and then dreadful things will happen. You and Horry will go off goodness knows where, and I shall be left alone. You are my last rose of summer[2q], Moore. Not that I ever cared as much for Terence and Gerald as for you and Horace as companions. Terry has always been a bit of a prig, and Gerald too mad about soldiering, even though he doesn’t find it easy to pass his examinations. Horace and you are my special brothers, aren’t you, Othello?”

Moore squeezed my arm in token of affection. He was like a girl in many of his ways as well as in his looks—demonstrative and caressing, yet brave as a lion and essentially manly.

“You’ll have me for ages yet,” he said consolingly, “at least for holidays; and perhaps the dreadful things won’t all be on the side of us boys. You’ll be going and getting married, Reggie, once you’re grown-up. Oh, how I shall hate your husband!”

I could not help laughing at his vehemence.

“Wait till he exists to be hated,” I said. “You really needn’t trouble about him. Perhaps there will never be such a person. Anyway, girls don’t often marry as young as I am, so you can count upon me quite as securely as I can count upon you.”

How lightly we spoke!

“And we shall have a longer time together now, thanks to going to these baths and places, than since I first went to school, four years ago. So after all you should count it a compliment to yourself, Rex, that I am so pleased about it.”

Once my father decided upon anything, there was no danger of his letting the grass grow under his feet, or any one else’s, till it was accomplished. We were then in early autumn; there was no time to be lost if we were to benefit by the waters of Weissbad. So within a very few days of the morning which had brought the great doctor’s letter of advice, we found ourselves there—my parents, Moore, and myself, though father only stayed to see us comfortably installed, promising to return when the time came for our further move to winter quarters.

I have no intention of describing the quaint little watering-place. It had its own peculiarities, of course, as every place, no less than every individual, has, but in a general way it was like scores of others. And these general characteristics are now-a-days too familiar to be interesting—now-a-days, when an intimate acquaintance with Western Europe by no means gives one a right to rank as having travelled to any noticeable extent.

It was a nice little place, cheery and homely[5]. We liked it better than we had expected, partly, no doubt, because we were specially favoured as to weather; partly, or greatly, perhaps I should say, because the beneficial effects of the place on my mother and brother became quickly and most satisfactorily visible.

But my peculiar interest in Weissbad, looking back upon it through a vista of many years as I now do, dates from a certain day, the precursor of a friendship which has taken rank as one of the great influences on my life.

It was mother who first drew our attention to certain newcomers into our little world for the time being. Any arrival was promptly noticed by that time, as many of the visitors had already left, and but for the unusually lovely weather, Weissbad would already have been almost deserted. I remember that day so well.

Moore and I had been a long walk—it was delightful to see how the boy’s strength was returning—and when we came in, we found mother seated as usual at the wide window of our cheerful little sitting-room overlooking the “square,” with its gardens in the centre, which was the great feature of the little town. She looked up brightly as we came in—not that that was in any way remarkable—when did mother not greet us brightly?—her face full of interest as if she had something pleasant to tell, which set at rest my fears that our long absence might have made her anxious.

“I have been amusing myself,” she said, “by watching some new arrivals at this hotel. I saw them first in the courtyard when I was coming in from my walk, and something about them struck me at once. They looked so much more interesting than the other people here.”

“Are they English?” I asked. “Certainly, the other English here still are the stupidest of the stupid. Not one young person among them.”

I sat down as I spoke, for I was feeling rather tired, and quite ready for a little gossip.

“Oh, but,” said mother, “you won’t have to complain of that any more. Two, at least, are quite young,—sisters evidently, both very pretty, the younger one especially—she doesn’t look much older than you, Regina—an elderly father, and another man, about thirty I should say, the brother, or possibly the husband, of the elder girl. I had only a glimpse of them at first, but since then I have been watching them from the window. They have been strolling all over the place, peering in at all the little shops in the square, so delighted with the novelty of everything evidently, as if they had never been abroad before. The one that took my fancy so specially was the younger one. I never saw a sweeter face!”

“We must find out who they are,” I said; “but you know, mamma, I never care much about making friends with other girls; I understand boys so much better.”

“And they’re so much nicer,” added Moore; “girls are so—so affected and stuck-up, except, of course, Reggie.”

We laughed.

“What do you know about them?” I said. “Less even than I!”

“I know what the fellows at school say about their sisters. Of course they are very fond of them—lots of them, at least—and some of them are very jolly about games and things like that. But they do sit upon their brothers all the same. Lots do!”

“Perhaps it is not a very bad thing for the brothers sometimes,” said mother. “I often wish you had had a sister, Regina, or failing that, a few really nice girl friends. Even one would be a great advantage to you.”

I felt just a little nettled. Dear mother sometimes took up an idea too enthusiastically, and I did not in those days perhaps sufficiently appreciate the steady good judgment underlying her apparent impulsiveness.

“Oh, mamma,” I said, “things are all right as they are. I don’t want a sister, and I never have wanted one. And if we make friends with these people who have struck you so, please let it be in a general way. I don’t want any girl friend?”

“You are certainly very premature?” said mother, smiling. “Probably enough they are only here for a night on their way somewhere else; and even if they were staying here, it by no means follows that we should become acquainted at all, though I own to being unusually attracted by their faces and general look. There was something pretty about the whole group.”

Mother’s gentleness disarmed me, as it always did. I felt a little ashamed of myself. Nor was I, to tell the truth, devoid of curiosity as to these newcomers. It is almost laughable to find how, in a temporarily restricted life, such as one leads at a quiet watering-place, one’s dormant love of gossip and inquisitiveness about one’s neighbours assert themselves!

Yes, there they were! I “spotted” them at once, as Moore would have said, when we entered the long dining-room, where supper was served at separate tables to each little party, and in my heart I at once endorsed mother’s opinion. They were all so nice-looking and so happy. The elder of the two girls—for a girl she looked—I almost immediately decided must be the wife of the younger man; something indefinable in his attitude and tone towards her suggesting a husband rather than a brother. The father, an elderly man, with grey hair, and delicate, somewhat wasted features, whose expression told of much sorrow, past rather than present, was not the least attractive of the quartette; his face lighted up with a charming smile when he spoke to or glanced at his daughters, both of whom, as mother had said, were decidedly pretty.

No, that is not the word for the younger one; “lovely,” suits her far better, and before I had been five minutes in the same room with her, I more than endorsed mother’s opinion.

“She is perfectly sweet,” I thought to myself. “I wonder what her name is, and I wonder if we shall get to know them. I don’t know that I wish it; I am perfectly sure she would not care for me. I would just seem a sort of tomboy to her. She looks so dreadfully—just what she should look! Such dear little white hands!” and I glanced at my own brown fingers and thought of my sunburnt face, with, for almost the first time in my life, a touch of shame. After all, perhaps mamma was in the right in her advocacy of parasols and veils, and above all, gloves!

Then the sound of the voices which reached us from the newcomers’ table struck me with a sense of contrast, not altogether flattering to myself. The tones were so soft though clear, the slight laughter breaking out from time to time so gentle though gay, and entirely unaffected.

“Yes,” I replied in answer to mother’s—“Well, what do you think of them?”—as we were slowly making our way upstairs again to our own quarters, “Yes, you were quite right, mamma; they are most attractive-looking people, and the little one is the prettiest person I have ever seen. But I don’t want to get to know them! They wouldn’t care for us, at least not for me. Of course they would like you, and they would feel bound to be polite to me, which I should hate.”

Mother only smiled. She very often only smiled when I began what she called “working myself up” for no cause at all. But in her heart I think—indeed she owned to it afterwards—she was not a little pleased at the impression which she saw had already been made upon me.

“I daresay they’ll be gone by to-morrow; I hope they will,” said Moore consolingly. He was always so extraordinarily quick in perceiving any little thing that annoyed me. “I don’t see anything so wonderful about that girl,” he went on; “she is just a dressed-up sort of young lady. I am perfectly certain she can’t play cricket or ride a pony bare-back like you, Reggie.”

“I daresay not,” I said. “And I almost wish I couldn’t!” I added to myself rather ruefully.

But to-morrow came and they were not gone, nor apparently had they any intention of leaving, for we overheard them talking about excursions they were proposing to make in the neighbourhood, and the words “next week” occurred more than once.

I felt rather cross and dissatisfied that day, I remember. Perhaps I had over-walked myself—very probably so; and now and then I caught mamma’s eyes glancing at me with a somewhat perturbed expression.

“Are you not feeling well, Regina?” she said at last, when I had answered some little question rather snappishly, I fear.
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