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PART I.—STUART PLAID.
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When I was small and teachable my mother was compelled to much travel
and change of scene by the illness of my elder sister; and as she liked
to have me more or less within reach, I changed schools as a place-hunter
changes his politics.

The first school I went to was a Mrs. Arthur's—at Brighton. I
remember very little about the lessons, because I was only seven years
old, but I remember—to my inmost fibre I remember the play. There
was a yard behind the house—no garden and there I used to play with
another small child whose name I have forgotten. But 1 know that she wore
a Stuart plaid frock, and that I detested her.

On the first day of my arrival we were sent into the "playground" with
our toys. Stuart plaid, as I must call her, having no other name, had a
battered doll and three scallop-shells I had a very complete little set
of pewter tea-things in a cardboard box.

"Let's change for a bit," said Stuart plaid.

Mingled politeness and shyness compelled my acquiescence. She took my
new tea-things, and I disconsolately nursed the battered torso of her
doll. But this grew very wearisome, and I, feeling satisfied that the
claims of courtesy had been fully met, protested mildly.

"Now then," said Stuart plaid, looking up from the tea-things, "don't
be so selfish; besides, they're horrid little stupid tin things. I
wouldn't give twopence for them."

"But I don't want you to give twopence for them; I want them
back."

"Oh, no you don't!"

"Yes I do," said I, roused by her depreciation of my property-, "and
I'll have them too, so there!"

I advanced towards her—I am afraid with some half-formed
determination of pulling her hair.

"A11 right," she said, "you stand there and I'll put them in the box
and give them to you."

"Promise!"

"Yes, if you don't move."

She turned her back on me. It took her a very long time to put them in
the box. I stood tingling with indignation, and a growing desire to slap
her face. Presently she turned.

"You would have them back," she said, grinning unpleasantly, "and here
they are."

She put them into my hands. She had bitten every single cup, saucer,
and plate into a formless lump!

While I stood speechless with anger and misery, she came close to me
and said tauntingly

"There, now! aren't you sorry you didn't let me have them?"

"I'll go home," I said, struggling between pride and tears.

"Oh, no you won't," said Stuart plaid, thrusting her mocking face
close to mine; "and if you say a word about it I'll say you did it and
pinched me as well. And Mrs. Arthur'll believe me, because I'm not a new
girl, and you are!"

I turned away without a word, and I never did tell—till now. But
I never said another word to Stuart plaid out of school. She tortured me
unremittingly. When I had been at school a week or two my paint-box
suffered at her hands, but I bore it meekly and in silence, only seeking
to replace my Vandyke brown by mud from the garden. Chinese white I
sought to manufacture by a mixture of chalk picked up on the sea-shore,
and milk from my mug at tea-time. It was never a successful industry. I
remember the hot white streets, and the flies, and Brill's baths, and the
Western Road, and the bitter pang of passing, at the end of a long
procession, our own house, where always some one might be at the window,
and never any one was. I used to go home on Saturdays, and then all
bitterness was so swallowed up in the bliss of the homereturning, that I
actually forgot the miseries of my school-life; but I was very unhappy
there. Mrs. Arthur and the big girls were kind enough to me, but Stuart
plaid was enough to blight any lot. She blighted mine, and I suppose no
prisoner ever hailed the falling of his fetters with the joy I felt when
at last, after three or four days of headache and tears, I was wrapped in
a blanket and taken home with the measles.

When I got better we went for the midsummer holidays to a lovely
cottage among the beech-woods of Buckinghamshire. I shall never forget
the sense of rest and delight that filled my small heart when I slipped
out under the rustic porch at five o'clock the first morning, and felt
the cool velvet turf under my feet. Brighton pavement had been so hard
and hot. Then, instead of the long rows of dazzling houses with their bow
windows and green-painted balconies, there were lovely trees acacias and
elms, and a big copper beech. In the school walks we never had found any
flowers but little pink bind-weed, by the dusty roadside. Here there were
royal red roses, and jasmine, and tall white lilies, and in the hedge by
the gate, sweet-brier and deep-cupped white convolvulus. I think I saw
then for the first time how lovely God's good world is, and ever since
then, thank God, I have been seeing it more and more. That was a happy
morning.

The boys—whom I had not seen for ever so long, because of the
measles—were up already. Alfred had a rabbit for me—a white
rabbit with pink eyes—in a hutch he had made himself. And Harry led
me to a nook among the roots of the copper beech, where he showed me two
dormice in an old tea-caddy.

"You shall go shares in them if you like," he said.

There was honey in the comb for breakfast, and new-laid eggs, and my
mother was there in a cool cotton gown pouring out tea, and purring with
pleasure at having all her kittens together again. There were cool
raspberries on the table too, trimmed with fresh green leaves, and
through the window we saw the fruit garden and its promise. That was
summer indeed.

After breakfast my mother called me to her -she had some patterns in
her hand.

"You must be measured for some new frocks, Daisy," she said.

"Oh, how nice. What colour?"

"Well, some nice white ones, and this pretty plaid." She held up a
pattern as she spoke. It was a Stuart plaid.

"Oh, not that!" I cried.

"Not this pretty plaid, darling? Why not?"

If you'll believe me, I could not say why not. And the frock was made,
and I wore it, loathing it, till the day when I fell out of the
apple-tree, and it broke my fall by catching on a branch. But it saved my
life at the expense of its own; and I gave a feast to all the dolls to
celebrate its interment in the rag-bag.

I have often wondered what it is that keeps children from telling
their mothers these things-and even now I don't know. I only know I might
have been saved many of these little-big troubles if I had only been able
to explain. But I wasn't; and to this day my mother does not know how and
why I hated that Stuart plaid frock.
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I spent a year in the select boarding establishment for young ladies
and gentlemen at Stamford, and I venture to think that I should have
preferred a penal settlement. Miss Fairfield, whose school it was was
tall and pale and dark, and I thought her as good and beautiful as an
angel. I don't know now whether she was really beautiful, but I know she
was good. And her mother—dear soul—had a sympathy with small
folly in disgrace, which has written her name in gold letters on my
heart.

But there was another person in the house, whose name I will not put
down. She came continually between me and my adored Miss Fairfield. She
had a sort of influence over me which made it impossible for me ever to
do anything well while she was near me. Miss Fairfield's health compelled
her to leave much to Miss ——, and I was, in consequence, as
gloomy a cynic as any child of my age in Lincolnshire. My chief troubles
were three—my hair, my bands, and my arithmetic.

My hair was never tidy—I don't know why. Perhaps it runs in the
family—for my little daughter's head is just as rough as mine used
to be. This got me into continual disgrace. I am sure I tried hard enough
to keep it tidy—I brushed it for fruitless hours till my little
head was so sore that it hurt me to put my hat on. But it never would
look smooth and shiny, like Katie Martin's, nor would it curl prettily
like the red locks of Cissy Thomas. It was always a rough, impossible
brown mop. I got into a terrible scrape for trying to soften it by an
invention of my own. As we all know, Burleigh House is by Stamford Town,
and in Burleigh Park we children took our daily constitutional. We played
under the big oaks there, and were bored to extinction, not because we
disliked the park, but because we went there every day at the same
hour.

Now Harry Martin (he wore striped stockings and was always losing his
handkerchief) suffered from his hair almost as much as I did; so when I
unfolded my plan to him one day in the park, he joyfully agreed to help
me.

We each gathered a pocketful of acorns, and when we went to wash our
hands before dinner, we cut up some of the acorns into little bits, and
put them into the doll's bath with some cold water and a little scent
that Cissy Thomas gave us, out of a bottle she had bought for twopence at
the fair at home.

"This," I said, "will be acorn oil—scented acorn oil."

" Will it?" said Harry doubtfully.

"Yes," I replied, adding confidently, "and there is nothing better for
the hair."

But we never had a chance of even seeing whether acorns and water
would turn to oil—a miracle which I entirely believed in. The
dinner-bell rang, and I only had time hastily to conceal the doll's bath
at the back of the cupboard where Miss —— kept her dresses.
That was Saturday.

Next day we found that Miss ——'s best dress (the blue silk with the
Bismarck brown gimp) had slipped from its peg and fallen on to the doll's
bath. The dress was ruined, and when Harry Martin and I owned up, as in
honour bound—Miss Fairfield was away in London—we were
deprived of dinner, and had a long Psalm to learn. I don't know whether
punishment affects the hair, but I thought, next morning at prayers, that
Harry's tow-crop looked more like bay than ever.

My hands were more compromising to me than anyone would have believed
who had ever seen their size, for, in the winter especially, they were
never clean. I can see now the little willow-patterned basin of hard cold
water, and smell the unpleasant little square of mottled soap with which
I was expected to wash them. I don't know how the others managed, but for
me the result was always the same -failure; and when I presented myself
at breakfast, trying to hide my red and grubby little paws in my
pinafore, Miss—used to say:

"Show your hands, Daisy—yes as I thought. Not fit to sit down
with young ladies and gentlemen. Breakfast in the schoolroom for Miss
Daisy."

Then little Miss Daisy would shiveringly betake herself to the cold
bare schoolroom, where the fire had but just been kindled.
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