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Foreword

In 1843, a 16-year-old Canadian housemaid named Grace Marks was tried for the murder of her
employer and hismigtress. The sensationdigtic trid made headlines throughout the world, and the jury
delivered aguilty verdict. Y et opinion remained fiercely divided about Marks—was she a spurned
woman who had taken out her rage on two innocent victims, or was she an unwilling victim hersdlf,
caught up in a crime she was too young to understand? Such doubts persuaded the judges to commute
her sentence to life imprisonment, and Marks spent the next 30 yearsin an assortment of jallsand
asylums, where she was often exhibited as astar attraction. In Alias Grace, Margaret Atwood
recongtructs Marks s story infictiona form. Her portraits of 19th-century prison and asylum life are
chillingintheir detail. The author aso introduces Dr. Simon Jordan, who listens to the prisoner’ stale with
amixture of sympathy and disbelief. In hiseffort to uncover the truth, Jordan uses the tools of the then
rudimentary science of psychology. But the last word belongs to the book’ s narrator—Grace hersdlf.

For the past twenty-five years, Margaret Atwood has written works of striking origindity and
imagination. Alias Grace proves once again that Atwood is one of the most talented, daring, and exciting
writersof our time,

Born in Canadain 1939, Margaret Atwood livesin Toronto.

Whatever may have happened through these years, God knows | speak truth, saying that you lie.
— WILLIAM MORRIS,

“The Defence of Guenevere.”

| have no Tribundl.

— EMILY DICKINSON,

Letters.

| cannot tell you what thelight is, but | can tell you what itisnot.... What isthe motive of thelight? What
isthelight?

— EUGENE MARAIS,
The Soul of the White Ant.
One- Jagged Edge
Chapter 1

Out of the gravel there are peonies growing. They come up through the loose grey pebbles, their buds
tesing theair like snails' eyes, then swelling and opening, huge dark-red flowers dl shining and glossy
like satin. Then they burst and fall to the ground.

In the one instant before they come apart they are like the peoniesin the front garden at Mr. Kinnear's,
that first day, only those were white. Nancy was cutting them. She wore a pale dress with pink rosebuds
and atriple-flounced skirt, and astraw bonnet that hid her face. She carried aflat basket, to put the



flowersin; she bent from the hipslike alady, holding her waist straight. When she heard us and turned to
look, she put her hand up to her throat asif Sartled.

| tuck my head down while | walk, keeping step with the rest, eyeslowered, slently two by two around
the yard, insde the square made by the high stonewalls. My hands are clasped in front of me; they’re
chapped, the knuckles reddened. | can’t remember atime when they were not like that. The toes of my
shoes go in and out under the hem of my skirt, blue and white, blue and white, crunching on the pathway.
These shoes fit me better than any I’ ve ever had before.

It's1851. I'll be twenty-four years old next birthday. I’ ve been shut up in here since the age of sixteen. |
am amodd prisoner, and give no trouble. That’swhat the Governor’ swife says, | have overheard her
sayingit. I'mskilled at overhearing. If | am good enough and quiet enough, perhaps after dl they will let
me go; but it's not easy being quiet and good, it’ s like hanging on to the edge of a bridge when you've
dready falen over; you don't seem to be moving, just dangling there, and yet it istaking al your strength.

| watch the peonies out of the corners of my eyes. | know they shouldn’t be here: it' s April, and peonies
don’t bloomin April. There are three more now, right in front of me, growing out of the path itsdlf.
Furtively | reach out my hand to touch one. It hasadry fed, and | redize it's made of cloth.

Then up ahead | see Nancy, on her knees, with her hair falen over and the blood running down into her
eyes. Around her neck isawhite cotton kerchief printed with blue flowers, love-inramig, it smine.

She' slifting up her face, she' sholding out her handsto mefor mercy; in her earsare thelittle gold
earrings| used to envy, but | no longer begrudge them, Nancy can keep them, because thistimeit will all
be different, thistime | will runto help, I will lift her up and wipe away the blood with my skirt, | will tear
abandage from my petticoat and none of it will have happened. Mr. Kinnear will come homeinthe
afternoon, he will ride up the driveway and McDermott will take the horse, and Mr. Kinnear will gointo
the parlour and | will make him some coffee, and Nancy will takeit in to him on atray the way shelikes
to do, and he will say What good coffee; and at night the fireflieswill come out in the orchard, and there
will be music, by lamplight. Jamie Walsh. The boy with theflute.

| am amost up to Nancy, to where she’ sknedling. But | do not break step, | do not run, | keep on
walking two by two; and then Nancy smiles, only the mouth, her eyes are hidden by the blood and hair,
and then she scatters into patches of colour, adrift of red cloth petal s across the stones.

| put my hands over my eyesbecauseit’s dark suddenly, and aman is standing there with acandle,
blocking the stairs that go up; and the cellar wallsare al around me, and | know | will never get out.

Thisiswhat | told Dr. Jordan, when we cameto that part of the story.
Two - Rocky Road
Chapter 2

THE MURDERS OF THOMAS KINNEAR, ESQ.

AND OF HISHOUSEKEEPER NANCY MONTGOMERY

AT RICHMOND HILL

AND THE TRIALS OF GRACE MARKS AND JAMES MCDERMOTT
AND THE HANGING OF JAMES MCDERMOTT

AT THE NEW GAOL IN TORONTO, NOVEMBER 21st, 1843.

Grace Marks shewas a serving maid,
Her age was sixteen years,
McDermott was the stable hand,



They worked a Thomas Kinnear’s.

Now Thomas Kinnear was a gentleman,
And alifeof easeled he,

And he did love his housekeeper,
Cadled Nancy Montgomery.

O Nancy dear, do not despair,
Totown | now must go,

To bring some money homefor you,
From the Bank in Toronto.

O Nancy’ sno well-born lady,

O Nancy sheisno queen,

And yet shegoesin satinand slK,
The finest was ever seen.

O Nancy’sno well-born lady,
Y et shetreats melikeadave,
She works me so hard from dawn to dark,
She'll work meinto my grave.

Now Grace, she loved good Thomas Kinnear,
McDermott he loved Grace,

And ‘twastheselovesas| dotell

That brought them to disgrace.

O Grace, please be my own true love,
Ono it cannot be,

Unlessyou kill for my dear sake,
Nancy Montgomery.

He struck ablow al with hisaxe,
On the head of Nancy fair,

He dragged her to the cellar door
And threw her down the sairs.

O sparemy life McDermott,

O sparemy life, said she,

O sparemy life, Grace Marks she said,
And I'll giveyou my dressesthree.

O ‘tisnot for my own sake,

Nor yet my babe unborn,

But for my truelove, Thomas Kinnesr,
I"d live to seethe morn.

McDermott held her by the hair,
And Grace Marks by the head,
And these two mongtrous criminals,
They strangled her till dead.

What have | done, my soul islogt,



Andfor my lifel fear!
Then to save oursalves, when he returns.
We must murder Thomas Kinnear.

O no, O no, | beg not so,

| plead for hislifefull sorel

No he must die, for you have sworn
Y ou’ d be my paramour.

Now Thomas Kinnear came riding home,
And on the kitchen floor

McDermott shot him through the heart
And hewetered in hisgore.

The peddler came up to the house,
Will you buy adress of me;

O go away Mr. Peddler,

I’ve dresses enough for three.

The butcher came up to the house,
He came there every week;

O go away Mr. Butcher,

We ve got enough fresh meat!

They robbed Kinnear of hissilver,
They robbed him of hisgold,
They stole hishorse and wagon,
And to Toronto they rode.

All inthe middle of the night,

To Toronto they did flee,

Then across the Lake to the United States,
Thinking they would scape free.

She took McDermott by the hand,
Asbold asbold could be,

And stopped at the Lewiston Hotel,
Under the name of Mary Whitney.

The corpses were found in the cellar,
Her faceit wasdl black,

And shewas under the washtub,
And hewaslaid out on his back.

Then Bailiff Kingamill in pursuit,

A Charter he did take,

Which salled asfast asit could go
To Lewiston, acrossthe Lake.

They had not been in bed six hours,
Six hours or maybe more,

When to the Lewiston Hotel he came,
And knocked upon the door.



Owhoisthere, said Grace so fair,

What business have you with me?

O you have murdered good Thomas Kinnear,
And Nancy Montgomery.

Grace Marks she stood up in the dock,
And shedeniedit dl.

| did not see her strangled,

| did not hear him fall.

Heforced meto accompany him,
Hesadif | didtel,

That with one shot of histrusty gun,
He'd send mestraight toH_I.

McDermott stood up in the dock,
| did not do it alone,

But for the sake of her person fair,
Grace Marks, sheled meon.

Y oung Jamie Walsh stood up in court,
Thetruth he sworeto tell;

O Grace iswearing Nancy' s dress,
And Nancy’ s bonnet aswdll!

McDermott by the neck they hanged,
Upon the Gdllows high,

And Grace in Prison drear they cad,
Where she must pine and sigh.

They hanged him for an hour or two,
Then took down the body,

And cut it into pieces

Atthe Universty.

From Nancy's grave there grew arose,
And from Thomas Kinnear’ savine,
They grew so high they intertwined,
And thus these two were joined.

But dl her weary life Grace Marks
Must in Prison locked up be,
Because of her foul snand crime,
In the Kingston Penitentiary.

But if Grace Marks repent at last,

And for her Snsatone,

Then when she comesto die, she'll sand
At her Redeemer’ sthrone.

At her Redeemer’ sthrone she'll stand,
And she'll be cured of woe,
And He her bloodied hands will wash,



And she'll bewhite as snow.

And shewill be aswhite as snow,
And into Heaven will pass,

And shewill dwell in Paradise,

In Paradise at last.

Three- Pussin the Corner
Chapter3
1859.

| am gitting on the purple velvet settee in the Governor’ s parlour, the Governor’ swife' s parlour; it has
aways been the Governor’ swife s parlour athough it is not dways the same wife, asthey change them
around according to the palitics. | have my hands folded in my lap the proper way athough | have no
gloves. The gloves | would wish to have would be smooth and white, and would fit without awrinkle,

| am often in this parlour, clearing away the tea things and dusting the small tables and the long mirror
with the frame of grapes and leaves around it, and the pianoforte; and thetall clock that came from
Europe, with the orange-gold sun and the silver moon, that go in and out according to the time of day and
the week of the month. | like the clock best of anything in the parlour, dthough it measurestime and |
have too much of that on my hands aready.

But | have never sat down on the settee before, asit isfor the guests. Mrs. Alderman Parkinson said a
lady must never Sit in achair agentleman hasjust vacated, though she would not say why; but Mary
Whitney said, Because, you silly goosg, it's till warm from his bum; which was acoarse thing to say. So
| cannot St here without thinking of the ladylike bumsthat have sat on this very settee, al ddicate and
white, like wobbly soft-boiled eggs.

The vistors wear afternoon dresses with rows of buttons up their fronts, and tiff wire crinolines beneath.
It sawonder they can St down at al, and when they walk, nothing touches their legs under the billowing
skirts, except their shifts and stockings. They are like swans, drifting along on unseen feet; or eselikethe
jdlyfishin the waters of the rocky harbour near our house, when | wasllittle, before | ever made the long
sad journey across the ocean. They were bell-shaped and ruffled, gracefully waving and lovely under the
seg; but if they washed up on the beach and dried out in the sun there was nothing left of them. And that
iswhat the ladies are like: mostly water.

There were no wire crinolines when | wasfirst brought here. They were horsehair then, asthe wire ones
were not thought of . | have looked at them hanging in the wardrobes, when | go into tidy and empty the
dops. They arelike birdcages; but what is being caged in? Legs, the legs of ladies; legs penned in so they
cannot get out and go rubbing up against the gentlemen’ strousers. The Governor’ swife never sayslegs,
athough the newspapers said legs when they were talking about Nancy, with her dead legs sticking out
from under the washtub.

Itisv't only thejelyfish ladiesthat come. On Tuesdays we have the Woman Question, and the
emancipation of thisor that, with reform-minded persons of both sexes; and on Thursdays the Spiritualist
Circle, for teaand conversing with the dead, which isacomfort to the Governor’ swife because of her
departed infant son. But mainly it istheladies. They sit Spping from the thin cups, and the Governor’s
wiferingsalittle chinabell. She does not like being the Governor’ swife, she would prefer the Governor
to be the governor of something other than a prison. The Governor had good enough friendsto get him
made the Governor, but not for anything else.



S0 here sheis, and she must make the most of her socid position and accomplishments, and athough an
object of fear, like aspider, and of charity aswdll, | am aso one of the accomplishments. | comeinto the
room and curtsy and move about, mouth straight, head bent, and | pick up the cups or set them down,
depending; and they stare without appearing to, out from under their bonnets.

The reason they want to see meisthat | am a celebrated murderess. Or that iswhat has been written
down. When | first saw it | was surprised, because they say Celebrated Singer and Celebrated Poetess
and Celebrated Spiritualist and Celebrated Actress, but what is there to celebrate about murder? All the
same, Murderess is astrong word to have attached to you. It hasasmell to it, that word — musky and
oppressive, like dead flowersin avase. Sometimes at night | whisper it over to mysdlf: Murderess,
Murderess. It rustles, like ataffeta skirt acrossthefloor.

Murderer ismerely brutdl. It slike ahammer, or alump of metd. | would rather be amurderessthan a
murderer, if those are the only choices.

Sometimeswhen | am dusting the mirror with the grapes | look a mysdlf in it, although | know it isvanity.
In the afternoon light of the parlour my skin isapae mauve, like afaded bruise, and my teeth are
greenish. | think of al the things that have been written about me— that | am an inhuman femae demon,
that | am an innocent victim of ablackguard forced against my will and in danger of my own life, that |
was too ignorant to know how to act and that to hang me would be judicid murder, that | am fond of
animds, that | am very handsome with a brilliant complexion, that | have blue eyes, that | have green
eyes, that | have auburn and also brown hair, that | am tall and aso not above the average height, that |
amwell and decently dressed, that | robbed a dead woman to appear so, that | am brisk and smart
about my work, that | am of a sullen disposition with aquarrelsome temper, that | have the appearance
of aperson rather above my humble station, that | am agood girl with apliable nature and no harmis
told of me, that | am cunning and devious, that | am soft in the head and little better than anidiot. And |
wonder, how can | bedl of these different things at once?

It was my own lawyer, Mr. Kenneth MacKenzie, Esq., who told them | was next door to anidiot. | was
angry with him over that, but he said it was by far my best chance and | should not appear to be too
intelligent. He said he would plead my case to the utmost of his ability, because whatever the truth of the
matter | waslittle more than achild at the time, and he supposed it came down to free will and whether
or not one hed with it. He was akind gentleman athough | could not make head nor tail of much of what
he said, but it must have been good pleading. The newspapers wrote that he performed heroically against
overwhelming odds. Though | don’t know why they called it pleading, as he was not pleading but trying
to make dl of the witnesses appear immora or maicious, or else mistaken.

| wonder if he ever bdieved aword | said.

When | have gone out of the room with the tray, the ladies |ook at the Governor’ swife' s scrapbook. Oh
imagine, | fed quitefaint, they say, and Y ou let that woman walk around loose in your house, you must
have nerves of iron, my own would never stand it. Oh well one must get used to such thingsin our
gtuation, we are virtualy prisoners ourselves you know, athough one must fed pity for these poor
benighted creatures, and after dl shewastrained asa servant, and it’ saswell to keep them employed,
sheisawonderful seamstress, quite deft and accomplished, sheisagrest help in that way especialy with
thegirls frocks, she has an eye for trimmings, and under happier circumstances she could have made an
excdlent milliner’ sassgant.

Although naturally she can be here only during the day, | would not have her in the house a night. Y ou
are aware that she has spent time in the Lunatic Asylum in Toronto, seven or eight years ago it was, and
athough she appearsto be perfectly recovered you never know when they may get carried away again,
sometimes she talks to hersaf and sings out loud in amost peculiar manner. One cannot take chances,



the keepers conduct her back in the evenings and lock her up properly, otherwise | wouldn't be able to
deep awink. Oh | don’t blame you, thereis only so far one can go in Christian charity, aleopard cannot
change its spots and no one could say you have not done your duty and shown a proper fedling.

The Governor’ swife' s scrapbook is kept on the round table with the silk shawl covering it, brancheslike
vinesintertwined, with flowers and red fruit and blue birds, it isredly onelarge treeand if you Sare at it
long enough the vines begin to twist asif awind isblowing them. It was sent from Indiaby her eldest
daughter who ismarried to amissionary, which isnot athing | would care to do myself. Y ou would be
sureto die early, if not from the rioting natives as at Cawnpore with horrid outrages committed on the
persons of respectable gentlewomen, and amercy they were all daughtered and put out of their misery,
for only think of the shame; then from the maaria, which turnsyou entirely yellow, and you expirein
raving fits; in any case before you could turn around, there you would be, buried under apamtreeina
foreign clime. | have seen pictures of them in the book of Eastern engravings the Governor’ swife takes
out when she wishesto shed atear.

On the same round table is the stack of Godey’s Ladies Books with the fashions that come up from the
States, and aso the Keegpsake Albums of the two younger daughters. MissLydiatellsmel ana
romantic figure; but then, the two of them are so young they hardly know what they are saying.
Sometimes they pry and tease; they say, Grace, why don’t you ever smile or laugh, we never seeyou
amiling, and | say | suppose Miss | have gotten out of the way of it, my facewon't bend in that direction
any more. But if | laughed out loud | might not be able to stop; and aso it would spoil their romantic
notion of me. Romantic people are not supposed to laugh, | know that much from looking at the pictures.

The daughters put dl kinds of thingsinto their abums, little scraps of cloth from their dresses, little
snippets of ribbon, pictures cut from magazines— the Ruins of Ancient Rome, the Picturesque
Monagteries of the French Alps, Old London Bridge, Niagara Falsin summer and in winter, whichisa
thing | would liketo seeasdl say itisvery impressve, and portraits of Lady Thisand Lord That from
England. And their friendswrite thingsin their graceful handwriting, To Dearest Lydia from your
Eternal Friend, Clara Richards; To Dearest Marianne In Memory of Our Splendid Picnic on the
Shores of Bluest Lake Ontario. And aso poems:

Asround about the sturdy Oak

Entwinestheloving lvy Vine,

My Faith so true, | pledgeto You,

“Twill evermore be none but Thine, Y our Faithful Laura.

Ords

Although fromyou | far must roam,
Do not be broken hearted,
Wetwo who in the Soul are One
Arenever truly parted. Your Lucy.

Thisyoung lady was shortly afterwards drowned in the L ake when her ship went downinagae, and
nothing was ever found but her box with her initidsdonein slver nalls; it was ill locked, so dthough
damp, nothing spilt out, and Miss Lydiawas given ascarf out of it as a keegpsake.

When | am dead and in my grave
And al my bones arerotten,
When thisyou see, remember me,
Lest | should be forgotten.



That oneissigned, | will always be with you in Spirit, Your loving “ Nancy,” Hannah Edmonds, and
| must say thefirgt time | saw that, it gave meafright, although of courseit was adifferent Nancy. Still,
the rotten bones. They would be, by now. Her facewas al black by the time they found her, there must
have been adreadful smell. It was so hot then, it was July, still shewent off surprisingly soon, you'd think
shewould have kept longer inthe dairy, it isusualy cool down there. | am certainly glad | was not
present, asit would have been very distressing.

| don’t know why they are al so eager to be remembered. What good will it do them? There are some
things that should be forgotten by everyone, and never spoken of again.

The Governor’ swife s scrapbook is quite different. Of course sheisagrown woman and not ayoung
girl, so dthough sheisjust asfond of remembering, what she wants to remember isnot violetsor a
picnic. No Dearest and Love and Beauty, no Eternd Friends, none of those things for her; what it has
ingtead isdl the famous criminalsin it — the ones that have been hanged, or else brought hereto be
penitent, because thisis a Penitentiary and you are supposed to repent whilein it, and you will do better if
you say you have done so, whether you have anything to repent of or not.

The Governor’ swife cuts these crimes out of the newspapers and pastes them in; she will even write
away for old newspapers with crimesthat were done before her time. It is her collection, sheisalady
and they are all collecting things these days, and so she must collect something, and she does thisinstead
of pulling up ferns or pressing flowers, and in any case she likesto horrify her acquaintances.

So | have read what they put in about me. She showed the scrapbook to me hersalf, | suppose she
wanted to see what | would do; but I’ ve learnt how to keep my face ill, | made my eyeswide and flat,
likean owl’sintorchlight, and | said | had repented in bitter tears, and was now a changed person, and
would she wish me to remove the tea things now; but I’ ve looked in there Snce, many times, when I've
been in the parlour by mysdlf.

A lot of itislies. They said in the newspaper that | wasilliterate, but | could read some even then. | was
taught early by my mother, before she got too tired for it, and | did my sampler with leftover thread, A is
for Apple, B isfor Bee; and d'so Mary Whitney used to read with me, at Mrs. Alderman Parkinson's,
when we were doing the mending; and I’ ve learnt alot more since being here, asthey teach you on
purpose. They want you to be able to read the Bible, and also tracts, asreligion and thrashing are the
only remedies for adepraved nature and our immorta souls must be considered. It is shocking how many
crimes the Bible contains. The Governor’ swife should cut them dl out and paste them into her
scrapbook.

They did say sometruethings. They said | had agood character; and that was so, because nobody had
ever taken advantage of me, although they tried. But they caled James McDermott my paramour. They
wroteit down, right in the newspaper. | think it is disgusting to write such things down.

That iswhat redlly interests thern — the gentlemen and the ladies both. They don't careif | killed anyone,
| could have cut dozens of throats, it’s only what they admirein asoldier, they’ d scarcely blink. No: was
| redly aparamour, istheir chief concern, and they don’t even know themselves whether they want the
answer to be no or yes.

I’m not looking at the scrapbook now, because they may comein at any moment. | sit with my rough
hands folded, eyes down, staring at the flowersin the Turkey carpet. Or they are supposed to be
flowers. They have petds the shape of the diamonds on aplaying card; like the cards spread out on the
table a Mr. Kinnear’s, after the gentlemen had been playing the night before. Hard and angular. But red,
adeep thick red. Thick strangled tongues.



It s not the |adies expected today, it's adoctor. He swriting a book; the Governor’ swife likes to know
people who are writing books, books with forward-looking aims, it showsthat sheisalibera-minded
person with advanced views, and science is making such progress, and what with modern inventions and
the Crystal Palace and world knowledge assembled, who knows where we will dl bein ahundred years.

Wherethere sadoctor it'sdways abad sgn. Even when they are not doing the killing themsdvesiit
means adeath isclose, and in that way they are like ravens or crows. But this doctor will not hurt me, the
Governor’ swife promised it. All hewantsisto measure my head. Heis measuring the heeds of al the
criminadsin the Penitentiary, to seeif he can tell from the bumps on their skullswhat sort of crimindsthey
are, whether they are pickpockets or swindlers or embezzlers or crimina lunatics or murderers, shedid
not say Like you, Grace. And then they could lock those people up before they had a chance to commit
any crimes, and think how that would improve the world.

After James McDermott was hanged they made a plaster cast of hishead. | read that in the scrapbook
too. | suppose that’ swhat they wanted it for — to improve the world.

Also his body was dissected. When | firgt read that | did not know what dissected was, but | found it out
soon enough. It was done by the doctors. They cut him into pieceslike apig to be sated down, he might
aswell have been bacon asfar asthey were concerned. His body that | listened to breathing, and the
heart beating, the knife dicing through it — | can't bear to think of it.

| wonder what they did with his shirt. Wasit one of the four sold to him by Jeremiah the peddler? It
should have been three, or esefive, as odd numbers are luckier. Jeremiah awayswished me luck, but he
did not wish any to James McDermott.

| did not see the hanging. They hanged him in front of thejail in Toronto, and Y ou should have been there
Grace, say the keepers, it would have been alesson to you. I’ ve pictured it many times, poor James
standing with his handstied and his neck bare, while they put the hood over hishead like akitten to be
drowned. At least he had a priest with him, hewas not al done. If it had not been for Grace Marks, he
told them, none of it would have happened.

It was raining, and ahuge crowd standing in the mud, some of them come from milesaway. If my own
death sentence had not been commuted at the last minute, they would have watched me hang with the
same greedy pleasure. There were many women and ladies there; everyone wanted to stare, they wanted
to breathe degth in like fine perfume, and when | read of it | thought, If thisisalesson to me, what isit |
am supposed to be learning?

| can hear their footsteps now, and | stand up quickly and brush my agpron smooth. Then there sthe
voice of astrange man, Thisismost kind of you Ma am, and the Governor’ swife saying | am so happy
to be of help, and he says again, Most kind.

Then he comes through the doorway, big ssomach, black coat, tight waistcoat, silver buttons, precisely
tied stock, | am only looking up asfar asthe chin, and he says Thiswill not take long but I’ d appreciate it
Ma am if you'd remain in the room, one must not only be virtuous, one must give the appearance of
virtue. Helaughsasif itisajoke, and | can hear in hisvoicethat heisafrad of me. A woman likemeis
aways atemptation, if possibleto arrange it unobserved; aswhatever we may say about it later, we will
not be believed.

And then | see hishand, ahand like aglove, aglove stuffed with raw meet, his hand plunging into the
open mouth of hislesther bag. It comes out glinting, and | know | have seen ahand like that before; and
then | lift my head and stare him straight in the eye, and my heart clenches and kicks out inside me, and
then | begin to scream.



Becauseit' sthe same doctor, the same one, the very same black-coated doctor with his bagful of shining
knives.

Chapter 4

| was brought round with aglass of cold water dashed in the face, but continued screaming, dthough the
doctor was no longer in sight; so was restrained by two kitchen maids and the gardener’ s boy, who sat
on my legs. The Governor’swife had sent for the Matron from the Penitentiary, who arrived with two of
the keepers; and she gave me abrisk dap acrossthe face, at which | stopped. It was not the same
doctor in any case, it only looked like him. The same cold and greedy |ook, and the hate.

It sthe only way with the hysterics, you may be sure Ma am, said the Matron, we have had a great dedl
of experience with that kind of afit, this one used to be prone to them but we never indulged her, we
worked to correct it and we thought she had given it up, it might be her old trouble coming back, for
despite what they said about it up there at Toronto she was araving lunatic that time seven years ago,
and you are lucky there was no scissors nor sharp thingslying about.

Then the keepers haf-dragged me back to the main prison building, and locked me into this room, until |
was mysdlf again iswhat they said, even though | told them | was better now that the doctor was no
longer therewith hisknives. | said | had afear of doctors, that was dl; of being cut open by them, as
some might have afear of snakes; but they said, That's enough of your tricks Grace, you just wanted the
attention, he was not going to cut you open, he had no knives at al, it was only a calipersyou saw, to
measure the heads with. Y ou’ ve given the Governor’ swife ared fright now but it serves her right, she's
been spoiling you too much for your own good, she’' s made quite a pet out of you hasn’t she, our
company is hardly good enough for you any more. Well so much the worse, you will haveto endureiit
because now you will have adifferent sort of attention for atime. Until they have decided what isto be
donewith you.

Thisroom has only alittle window high up with bars on the insde, and a straw-filled mattress. There sa
crust of bread on atin plate, and astone crock of water, and awooden bucket with nothing init whichis
there for achamber pot. | was put in aroom like this before they sent me away to the Asylum. | told
them | wasn't mad, that | wasn't the one, but they wouldn’t listen.

They wouldn’t know mad when they saw it in any case, because agood portion of thewomen in the
Asylum were no madder than the Queen of England. Many were sane enough when sober, astheir
madness came out of abottle, whichisakind | knew very well. One of them wasin there to get away
from her husband, who besat her black and blue, he was the mad one but nobody would lock him up; and
another said she went mad in the autumns, as she had no house and it was warm in the Asylum, and if she
didn’t do afair job of running mad she would freeze to death; but then in the spring she would become
sane again because it was good wesather and she could go off and tramp in the woods and fish, and as
shewas part Red Indian she was handy at such things. | would like to do that mysdif if | knew how, and
if not afraid of the bears.

But some were not pretending. One poor Irishwoman had dl her family deed, half of them of starving in
the great famine and the other half of the cholera on the boat coming over; and she would wander about
cdling their names. | anglad | left Ireland before that time, as the sufferings she told of were dreadful,
and the corpses piled everywhere with none to bury them. Another woman had killed her child, and it
followed her around everywhere, tugging at her skirt; and sometimes shewould pick it up and hug and
kissit, and at other times she would shriek at it, and hit it away with her hands. | was afraid of that one.

Another was very rdigious, aways praying and snging, and when she found out what they said | had
done, she would plague me whenever she could. Down on your knees, she would say, Thou shat not



kill, but thereisaways God' s grace for Snners, repent, repent while thereisyet time or damnation
awaits. Shewasjust like apreacher in church, and once shetried to baptize me with soup, thin soup it
was and with cabbagein it, and she poured a spoonful of it over my head. When | complained of it, the
Matron gave me adry look with her mouth al tight and straight across like abox lid, and she said, Well
Grace perhaps you should listen to her, | have never heard of you doing any true repenting, much though
your hard heart standsin need of it; and then | was suddenly very angry and | screamed, | did nothing, |
did nothing! It was her, it was her fault!

Who do you mean, Grace, she said, compose yoursdlf or it’s the cold baths and the strait-waistcoat for
you, and she gave the other matron aglance: There. What did | tell you. Mad asasnake.

The matrons at the Asylum were dl fat and strong, with big thick arms and chins that went straight down
into their necks and prim white collars, and their hair twisted up like faded rope. Y ou have to be strong
to be amatron there in case some madwoman jumps on your back and startsto tear out your hair, but
none of it improved their tempers any. Sometimes they would provoke us, especidly right before the
visitors were to come. They wanted to show how dangerous we were, but aso how well they could
control us, asit made them gppear more valuable and skilled.

So | stopped telling them anything. Not Dr. Bannerling, who would come into the room when | wastied
up in the dark with mufflers on my hands, Keep gill | am hereto examineyou, it isno uselying to me.
Nor the other doctorswho would vist there, Oh indeed, what afascinating case, asif | wasa
two-headed calf. At last | stopped talking atogether, except very civilly when spoken to, YesMa am

No Maam, Yesand No Sir. And then | was sent back to the Penitentiary, after they had al met together
intheir black coats, Ahem, aha, in my opinion, and My respected colleague, Sir | beg to differ. Of course
they could not admit for an instant that they had been mistaken when they first put mein.

People dressed in acertain kind of clothing are never wrong. Also they never fart. What Mary Whitney
used to say was, If there sfarting in aroom where they are, you may be sure you doneit yoursdalf. And
evenif you never did, you better not say so or it'sall Damn your insolence, and aboot in the backside

and out on the street with you.

She often had a crude way of speaking. She said You done and not You did. No one had taught her
otherwise. | used to speak that way aswell, but | have learnt better mannersin prison.

| St down on the straw mattress. It makes a sound like shushing. Like water on the shore. | shift from
sdeto sde, toligentoit. | could close my eyes and think I'm by the sea, on adry day without much
wind. Outside the window far away there’ s someone chopping wood, the axe coming down, the unseen
flash and then the dull sound, but how do | know it’s even wood?

It'schilly in thisroom. | have no shawl, | hug my arms around mysdlf because who eseisthereto doit?
When | wasyounger | used to think that if | could hug mysdlf tight enough | could make mysdf smaller,
because there was never enough room for me, at home or anywhere, but if | was smdler then | would fit
in.

My hair iscoming out from under my cap. Red hair of an ogre. A wild beast, the newspaper said. A
mongter. When they come with my dinner | will put the dop bucket over my head and hide behind the
door, and that will give them afright. If they want amonster so badly they ought to be provided with one.

| never do such things, however. | only consider them. If | did them, they would be sure | had gone mad
agan. Gone mad iswhat they say, and sometimes Run mad, asif mad isadirection, likewest; asif mad
isadifferent house you could step into, or a separate country entirely. But when you go mad you don’t
go any other place, you stay where you are. And somebody else comesin.



| don’'t want to be left by myself in thisroom. The walls are too empty, there are no pictures on them nor
curtains on the little high-up window, nothing to look at and so you look at the wall, and after you do that
for atime, there are pictureson it after dl, and red flowers growing.

| think | deep.

It'smorning now, but which one? The second or the third. There' sfresh light outside the window, that's
what woke me. | struggle upright, pinch mysdlf and blink my eyes, and get up stiff-limbed from the
rustling mattress. Then | Sng asong, just to hear avoice and keep myself company:

Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty,
Early inthe morning our song shdl riseto thee,
Haly, haly, holy, merciful and mighty,
God in three persons, Blessed Trinity.

They can hardly object if it sahymn. A hymn to the morning. | have ways been fond of sunrise.

Then | drink thelast of the water; then | walk around the room; then [ lift my petticoats and pissin the
bucket. A few more hoursand it will reek in here like a cesspoal.

Seeping in your clothes makes you tired. The clothes are crumpled, and aso your body underneath
them. | fed asif I've been rolled into a bundle and thrown on the floor.

| wish | had a clean apron.

Nobody comes. I'm being | eft to reflect on my sins and misdemeanours, and one does that best in
solitude, or such is our expert and considered opinion, Grace, after long experience with these matters. In
solitary confinement, and sometimesin the dark. There are prisons where they keep you in there for
years, without aglimpse of atree or horse or human face. Some say it refines the complexion.

I”ve been shut up aone before. Incorrigible, said Dr. Bannerling, adevious dissembler. Remain quiet, |
am here to examine your cerebral configuration, and first | shall measure your heartbeat and respiration,
but | knew what he was up to. Take your hand off my tit, you filthy bastard, Mary Whitney would have
said, but al | could say was Oh no, oh no, and no way to twist and turn, not how they’ d fixed me,
trussed up to the chair with the deeves crossed over in front and tied behind; so nothing to do but sink
my teeth into hisfingers, and then over we went, backwards onto the floor, yowling together like two
catsin asack. Hetasted of raw sausages and damp woollen underclothes. He' d of been much better for
agood scading, and then put in the sun to bleach.

No supper last night or the night before that, nothing except the bread, not even abit of cabbage; well
that isto be expected. Starvation is calming to the nerves. Today it will be more bread and water, as
mest is exciting to criminas and maniacs, they get thesmdl of it in their nodrilsjust like wolves and then
you have only yoursdlf to blame. But yesterday’ swater isdl goneand I’ m very thirsty, | am dying of
thirst, my mouth tastes bruised, my tongueis swelling. That' s what happensto castaways, I’ ve read
about them in legdl trids, lost at seaand drinking each other’ sblood. They draw straws for it. Cannibal
atrocities pasted into the scrapbook. I'm sure | would never do such athing, however hungry.

Havethey forgotten I’'min here? They’ll have to bring more food, or at least more weter, or else | will
garve, | will shrivel, my skinwill dry out, dl yelow like old linen; | will turninto askeleton, | will be
found months, years, centuries from now, and they will say Who isthis, she must have dipped our mind,
Wl sweep al those bones and rubbish into the corner, but save the buttons, no sensein having them go
to waste, there’ sno help for it now.



Onceyou start feding sorry for yoursdlf they’ ve got you where they want you. Then they send for the
Chaplain.

Oh come to my arms, poor wandering soul. Thereis morejoy in Heaven over the one lost lamb. Ease
your troubled mind. Knedl a my feet. Wring your handsin anguish. Describe how conscience tortures
you day and night, and how the eyes of your victimsfollow you around the room, burning like red-hot
coals. Shed tears of remorse. Confess, confess. Let me forgive and pity. Let me get up a Petition for you.
Tdl medl.

And then what did he do? Oh shocking. And then what?
Theleft hand or theright?

How far up, exactly?

Show mewhere.

Possibly | hear awhispering. Now there' san eye, looking in at me through the dit cut in the door. | can’t
seeit but | know it’ sthere. Then aknocking.

And | think, Who could that be? The Matron? The Warden, cometo give me ascolding? But it can’t be
any of them, because nobody here does you the courtesy of knocking, they look at you through the little
dit and then they just walk in. Always knock first, said Mary Whitney. Then wait until they give you
leave. Y ou never know what they may be up to, and haf of it's nothing they want you to see, they could
have their fingers up their nose or some other place, as even agentlewoman feels the need to scratch
whereit itches, and if you seeapair of hedls sticking out from under the bed it' s best to take no notice.
They may besilk pursesin the daytime, but they’re al sows earsat night.

Mary was a person of democratic views.
The knock again. Asif | have achoice.

| push my hair back under my cap, and get up off the straw mattress and smooth down my dress and
apron, and then | move asfar back into the corner of theroom as| can, and then | say, quite firmly
becauseit’saswdl to keep hold of your dignity if at al possible,

Please comein.
Chapter 5

The door opens and aman enters. HE' sayoung man, my own age or alittle older, which isyoung for a
man athough not for awoman, as a my age awoman isan old maid but aman is not an old bachelor
until he' sfifty, and even then there' s till hope for the ladies, as Mary Whitney used to say. He stdl, with
long legs and arms, but not what the Governor’ s daughterswould call handsome; they inclineto the
languid onesin the magazines, very degant and butter wouldn’t melt in their mouths, with narrow feet in
pointed boots. This man has a briskness about him which is not fashionable, and also rather large fest,
athough heisagentleman, or next door toiit. | don't think heis English, and soitishard to tell.

Hishair isbrown, and wavy by nature— unruly it might be called, asif he can't makeit lieflat by
brushing. His coat isgood, agood cut; but not new, as there are shiny patches on the elbows. He hasa
tartan vedt, tartan has been popular ever since the Queen took up with Scotland and built a castle there,
full of deer’ sheads or so they say; but now | seeitisn't red tartan, only checked. Y dlow and brown. He
has a gold watch-chain, so athough rumpled and untended, he is not poor.



He doesn't have the side-whiskers, asthey have begun to wear them now; | don’t much like them
myself, give me amoustache or abeard, or ese nothing at dl. James McDermott and Mr. Kinnear were
both clean-shaven, and Jamie Walsh too, not that he had anything much to shave; except that Mr.
Kinnear had amoustache. When | used to empty his shaving basin in the mornings, | would take some of
the wet sogp — he used a good soap, from London — and | would rub it on my skin, on the skin of my
wrigts, and then | would have the smdll of it with me all day, at least until it wastime to scrub the floors.

The young man closes the door behind him. He does't lock it, but someone eselocksit from the
outside. We are locked into this room together.

Good morning, Grace, he says. | understand that you are afraid of doctors. | must tell you right away that
| myself am adoctor. My nameis Dr. Jordan, Dr. Simon Jordan.

| look at him quickly, then look down. | say, Isthe other doctor coming back?
The onethat frightened you? he says. No, heis not.
| say, Then | suppose you are here to measure my head.

| would not dream of it, he says, smiling; but till, he glances at my head with ameasuring look. However
| have my cap on, so there' s nothing he can see. Now that he has spoken | think he must be an
American. He has white teeth and is not missing any of them, at least at the front, and hisfaceis quite
long and bony. | like hissmile, dthough it ishigher on one Sde than the other, which giveshim the air of

joking.
| look at hishands. They are empty. There' snothing at dl in them. No rings on hisfingers. Do you have a
bag with knivesinit?| say. A leather satchdl.

No, he says, | am not the usual kind of doctor. | do no cutting open. Areyou afraid of me, Grace?

| can’t say that | am afraid of him yet. It'stoo early to tell; too early to tell what he wants. No one comes
to see me here unlessthey want something.

| would like him to say what kind of adoctor heisif he'snot the usual kind, but instead he says, | am
from Massachusetts. Or that iswhere | was born. | have travelled agood dea sincethen. | have been
going to and fro in the earth, and walking up and down in it. And helooks at me, to seeif | understand.

| know it isthe Book of Job, before Job gets the boils and running sores, and the whirlwinds. It' swhat
Satan saysto God. He must mean that he has come to test me, athough he' stoo late for that, as God
has done a great dedl of testing of me already, and you would think hewould betired of it by now.

But | don't say this. | look at him stupidly. | have agood stupid ook which | have practised.
| say, Have you been to France? That iswhere dl the fashions come from.

| see | have disappointed him. Y es, he says. And to England, and also to Italy, and to Germany and
Switzerland aswell.

It isvery odd to be standing in alocked room in the Penitentiary, speaking with a strange man about
France and Itay and Germany. A travelling man. He must be awanderer, like Jeremiah the peddier. But
Jeremiah travelled to earn his bread, and these other sorts of men are rich enough aready. They go on
voyages because they are curious. They amble around the world and stare at things, they sail acrossthe
ocean asif thereé snothing to it at dl, and if it goesill with them in one place they smply pick up and
move aong to another.



But now it'smy turn to say something. | say, | don’t know how you manage, Sir, amongst al the
foreigners, you never know what they are saying. When the poor things first come here they gabble avay
like geese, dthough the children can soon spesk well enough.

Thisistrue, as children of any kind are very quick to learn.

He amiles, and then he does a strange thing. He puts hisleft hand into his pocket and pulls out an gpple.
Hewaks over to me dowly, holding the gpple out in front of him like someone holding out aboneto a
dangerous dog, in order towin it over.

Thisisfor you, he says.

| am so thirsty the apple looks to melike abig round drop of water, cool and red. | could drink it down
inone gulp. | hesitate; but then | think, There' s nothing bad in an apple, and so | takeit. | haven’t had an
apple of my own for along time. This gpple must be from last autumn, kept in abarrd inthe cdlar, but it
seemsfresh enough.

| am not adog, | say to him.

Most people would ask mewhat | mean by saying that, but he laughs. Hislaugh is just one breath, Hah,
asif he'sfound athing he haslost; and he says, No, Grace, | can see you are not adog.

What ishethinking?1 stand holding the apple in both hands. It fedls precious, like aheavy treasure. | lift
it up and smdll it. It has such an odour of outdoorsonit | want to cry.

Aren't you going to et it, he says.
No, not yet, | say.

Why not, he says.

Becausethen it would be gone, | say.

Thetruthis| don’'t want him watching mewhile| egt. | don’t want him to see my hunger. If you have a
need and they find it out, they will useit againgt you. The best way isto stop from wanting anything.

Hegives hisonelaugh. Canyoutdl mewhat it is, he says.

| look at him, then look away. An apple, | say. He must think | am smple; or elseit’satrick of some
sort; or else heis mad and that iswhy they locked the door — they’ ve locked me into thisroom with a
madman. But men who are dressed in clothes like his cannot be mad, especialy the gold watch-chain —
hisrelatives or ese hiskeeperswould haveit off himinatriceif so.

He smiles hislopsided smile. What does Apple make you think of? he says.
| beg your pardon, Sir, | say. | do not understand you.

It must beariddle. | think of Mary Whitney, and the apple pedings we threw over our shouldersthat
night, to see who wewould marry. But | will not tell him that.

| think you understand well enough, he says.
My sampler, | say.

Now it ishisturn to know nothing. Y our what? he says.



My sampler that | gtitched asachild, | say. A isfor Apple, B isfor Bee.
Ohyes, he says. But what else?

| give my stupid look. Applepie, | say.

Ah, he says. Something you edt.

Wil | should hope you would, Sir, | say. That’' swhat an apple pieisfor.
And isthere any kind of gpple you should not eat? he says.

A rotten one, | suppose, | say.

He splaying aguessing game, like Dr. Bannerling at the Asylum. Thereisawaysaright answer, whichis
right because it is the one they want, and you can tell by their faces whether you have guessed what it is;
athough with Dr. Bannerling dl of the answerswere wrong. Or perhgps heisaDoctor of Divinity; they
arethe other ones proneto thiskind of questioning. | have had enough of them to last me for along
while

The apple of the Tree of Knowledge, iswhat he means. Good and evil. Any child could guessit. But |
will not oblige.

| go back to my stupid look. Are you a preacher?| say.

No, he says, | am not apreacher. | am adoctor who works not with bodies, but with minds. Diseases of
the mind and brain, and the nerves.

| put my hands with the apple behind my back. | do not trust him at al. No, | say. | won't go back there.
Not to the Asylum. Flesh and blood cannot stand it.

Don't be afraid, he says. You aren’'t mad, redlly, are you Grace?
No Sir I amnot, | say.

Then there is no reason for you to go back to the Asylum, isthere?
They don't listen to reason there, Sir, | say.

Wl that iswhat | am herefor, he says. | am hereto listen to reason. But if | am to listen to you, you will
haveto talk to me.

| seewhat he s after. Heisacollector. He thinks al he hasto do is give me an apple, and then he can
collect me. Perhaps he isfrom anewspaper. Or dse heisatraveling man, making atour. They comein
and they stare, and when they look at you, you fed as smdl as an ant, and they pick you up between
finger and thumb and turn you around. And then they set you down and go away.

Youwon't believeme, Sir, | say. Anyway it' sall been decided, thetria islong over and done with and
what | say will not change anything. Y ou should ask the lawyers and the judges, and the newspaper men,
they seem to know my story better than | do mysdlf. In any case | can’t remember, | can remember other
things but | havelogt that part of my memory entirely. They must havetold you that.

| would like to help you, Grace, he says.

That ishow they get in through the door. Help iswhat they offer but gratitude iswhat they want, they roll



around init like catsin the catnip. He wishes to go home and say to himself, | stuck in my thumb and
pulled out the plum, what agood boy am . But | will not be anybody’ s plum. | say nothing.

If you will try to talk, he continues, | will try to listen. My interest is purdly scientific. It isnot only the
murders that should concern us. He susing akind voice, kind on the surface but with other desires
hidden benegth it.

Perhaps| will tdl you lies, | say.

He doesn't say, Grace what awicked suggestion, you have asinful imagination. He says, Perhaps you
will. Perhgps you will tell lieswithout meaning to, and perhaps you will dso tell them ddliberately.
Perhapsyou arealiar.

| look at him. There are those who have said | am one, | say.
Wewill just have to take that chance, he says.

| look down at the floor. Will they take me back to the Asylum?1 say. Or will they put mein solitary
confinement, with nothing to eat but bread?

Hesays, | give you my word that as long as you continue to talk with me, and do not lose control of
yoursdlf and become violent, you shal remain asyou were. | have the Governor’s promise,

| look at him. | look away. | look at him again. | hold the apple in my two hands. He waits.
Finaly | lift the apple up and pressit to my forehead.

Four - Young Man’s Fancy

Chapter 6

To Dr. Smon Jordan, M.D., Laburnum House, Loomisville, Massachusetts, The United Sates of
America; from Dr. Joseph Workman, Medical Superintendent, The Provincial Lunatic Asylum,
Toronto, Canada West.

April 15th, 1859.
Dear Dr. Jordan:

| beg to acknowledge receipt of your letter of 2nd Inst. and to thank you for the Letter of
Introduction from my esteemed colleague, Dr. Binswanger of Switzerland; the establishment of
whose new Clinic | have followed with great interest. Permit me to say, that as an acquaintance
of Dr. Binswanger, you would be most welcome to inspect the Institution of which | amthe
Superintendent, at any time. | would be most pleased to show you over the premises myself, and to
explain our methods to you.

As you intend to establish an institution of your own, | should emphasi ze that sanitation and good
drainage are of the first importance, asit is of no use to attempt to minister to a mind diseased,
whilst the body is afflicted by infections. This side of thingsis too often neglected. At the time of
my advent here, we had many Cholera outbreaks, perforating Dysentries, intractable Diarrhoeas,
and the whole deadly Typhoid family, which were plaguing the Asylum. In the course of my
investigations asto their source, | discovered a large and exceedingly noxious cesspool underlying
every part of the cellars, in some places the consistency of a strong infusion of black tea, and in
others like viscid soft soap, which was undrained due to the failure of the buildersto connect the



drains to the main sewer; in addition to which, the water supply for both drinking and washing
was drawn through an intake pipe fromthe lake, in a stagnant bay, close by the pipe through
which the main sewer discharged its putrid flow. It is no wonder that the inmates often
complained that their drinking water tasted of a substance which few among them had ever
experienced any great longing to consume!

The inmates here are pretty evenly divided asto sex; asto symptoms, thereisa great variety.
Religious fanaticism| find to be fully as prolific an exciting cause of insanity as intemperance —
but I aminclined to believe that neither religion nor intemperance will induce insanity in a truly
sound mind — | think there is always a predisposing cause which rendersthe individual liable to
the malady, when exposed to any disturbing agency, whether mental or physical.

However, for information regarding the chief object of your enquiry, | regret that you must seek
elsewhere. The female prisoner, Grace Marks, whose crime was murder, was returned to the
Penitentiary at Kingston in August of 1853, after a stay of fifteen months. As | myself was
appointed only some three weeks prior to her departure, | had little chance of making a thorough
study of her case. | have therefore referred your letter to Dr. Samuel Bannerling, who attended
her under my predecessor. Asto the degree of insanity by which she was primarily affected, | am
unable to speak. It was my impression that for a considerable time past she had been sufficiently
sane to warrant her removal from the Asylum. | strongly recommended that in her discipline,
gentle treatment should be adopted; and | believe she presently spends a part of each day asa
servant in the Governor’s family. She had, towards the latter end of her stay, conducted herself
with much propriety; whilst by her industry and general kindness towards the patients, she was
found a profitable and useful inmate of the house. She suffers occasionally under nervous
excitement, and a painful overaction of the heart.

One of the chief problems facing the superintendent of a publicly funded institution such asthis, is
the tendency on the part of prison authorities to refer to us many troublesome criminals, among
them atrocious murderers, burglars and thieves, who do not belong among the innocent and
uncontaminated insane, simply to have them out of the prison. It isimpossible that a building
constructed with a proper reference to the comfort and the recovery of the insane, can be a place
of confinement for criminal lunatics, and certainly much less so for criminal impostors; and | am
strongly inclined to suspect that the latter class are more numerous than may generally be
supposed. Besides the evil consequences inevitably resulting to the patients from the commingling
of innocent with criminal lunatics, there is reason to apprehend a deteriorating influence on the
tempers and habits of the Keepers and Officers of the Asylum, unfitting them for the humane and
proper treatment of the former.

But as you propose to establish a private institution, you will, I trust, incur fewer difficulties of this
nature, and will suffer lessfromtheirritating political interference that frequently prevents their
rectification; and in this, asin general matters, | wish you every successin your endeavours.
Enterprises such as yours are unfortunately much required at present, both in our own country
and in yours, as, due to the increased anxieties of modern life and the consequent stresses upon
the nerves, the rate of construction can scarcely keep pace with the numbers of applicants; and |
beg to proffer any small assistance, which it may lie within my power to bestow.

Yoursvery truly,
Joseph Workman, M.D.

From Mrs. William P. Jordan, Laburnum House, Loomisville, Massachusetts, The United Sates of
America; to Dr. Smon Jordan, care of Major C.D. Humphrey, Lower Union Street, Kingston,



Canada West.
April 29th, 1859.
My Dearest Son:

Your long-awaited note containing your present address and the instructions for the Rheumatism
Salve arrived today. It was a joy to see your dear handwriting again, even so little of it, and it is
good of you to take an interest in your poor Mother’ s failing constitution.

| take this opportunity to write you a few lines, while enclosing the letter which arrived here for
you the day after your departure. Your recent visit to us was all too brief —when may we expect
to see you among your family and friends once more? So much travelling cannot be salutary,
either for your peace of mind, or for your health. | long for the day when you choose to settle
down among us, and to establish yourself properly, in a manner fitting to you.

| could not help but observe, that the enclosed letter is from the Lunatic Asylumin Toronto. |
suppose you intend to visit it, although surely you must have seen every such establishment in the
world by now and cannot possibly benefit from seeing another. Your description of those in
France and England, and even of the one in Switzerland, which is so much cleaner, filled me with
horror. We must all pray to have our sanity preserved; but | have grave doubts concerning your
future prospects, should your proposed course of action be pursued. You must forgive me for
saying, dear Son, that | have never been able to understand the interest you take in such things.
No one in the Family has ever concerned himself with Lunatics before, although your
Grandfather was a Quaker clergyman. It is commendable to wish to relieve human suffering, but
surely the insane, like idiots and cripples, owe their state to Almighty Providence, and one should
not attempt to reverse decisions which are certainly just, although inscrutable to us.

In addition, I cannot believe a private Asylum could possibly be made to pay, as the relatives of
Lunatics are notoriously neglectful once the afflicted person has been put away, and wish to hear
or see nothing more of them; and this neglect extends to the settlement of their bills; and then
thereisthe cost of food and fuel, and of the persons who must be put in charge of them. There are
so many considerations to attend to, and surely the daily consorting with the insane would be far
from conductive to a tranquil existence. You must think too of your future wife and children, who
ought not to be placed in such close proximity to a pack of dangerous madmen.

| know it is not my place to determine your pathin life, but | strongly urge that a manufactury
would be far preferable, and although the textile mills are not what they were, due to the
mismanagement of the politicians, who abuse the public trust unmercifully and become worse
with every passing year; yet there are many other opportunities at present, and some men have
done very well at them, as you hear of new fortunes being made every day; and | am sure you
have as much energy and sagacity as they. There istalk of a new Sewing Machine for use in the
home, which would do exceedingly well if it might be cheaply produced; for every woman would
wish to own such an item, which would save many hours of monotonous toil and unceasing
drudgery, and would also be of great assistance to the poor seam-stresses. Could you not invest
the small inheritance remaining to you after the sale of your poor Father’s business, in some such
admirable but dependable venture? | am certain that a Sewing Machine would relieve as much
human suffering as a hundred Lunatic Asylums, and possibly a good deal more.

Of course you have always been an idealist, and filled with optimistic dreams; but reality must at
some time obtrude, and you are now turned thirty.



| say these things, not from any wish to meddle or interfere, but out of a Mother’ s anxious care
for the future of her only and beloved Son. | do so hope to see you well-established before | die —
it would have been your dear Father’swish, aswell —you know | live only for your welfare.

My health took a turn for the worse after your departure — your presence always has an
improving effect upon my spirits. | was coughing so much yesterday that my faithful Maureen
could scarcely get me up the stairs—sheisalmost as old and feeble as | am, and we must have
looked like two old witches hobbling up a hill. Despite the concoctions | am dosed with several
times a day, brewed by my good Samantha in the kitchen — which taste as vile as all medicines
ought to, and which she swears cured her own Mother — I continue much the same; although |
was well enough today to receive as usual in the parlour. | had several visitors, who had heard of
my indisposition, among them Mrs. Henry Cartwright, who has a good heart although not always
a very polished manner, asis often the case with those whose fortunes have been of recent
acquisition; but that will comein time. Accompanying her was her daughter Faith, whom you will
recall asan awkward girl of thirteen, but who is now grown up and recently returned from
Boston, where she was staying with her Aunt, to broaden her education. She has turned out a
charming young woman, everything one might wish for, and displayed a courtesy and gentle
kindness many would admire, and which is worth so much more than flamboyant good looks.
They brought with them a basket of delicacies— 1 am thoroughly spoiled by dear Mrs. Cartwright
—for which | expressed much gratitude, although | could barely taste anything, as | have no
appetite at present.

Itisasad thing to be aninvalid, and | pray every night that you may be spared, and will take care
not to overtire yourself with too much study and nervous strain, and with staying up all night by
lamplight, ruining your eyes and puzzling your brain to pieces, and to wear wool next the skin
until the warm weather is fully here. Our first lettuces have appeared, and the appletreeis
budded; | suppose whereyou areit is still covered with snow. | do not think that Kingston, being
so far north and on the lakeshore, can be at all good for the lungs, as it must be very chill and
damp. Are your rooms well-heated? | do hope you are eating strengthening food, and that they
have a good butcher there.

| send you all my love, dear Son, and Maureen and Samantha beg to be remembered to you; and
all of us await the news, which we hope will come very soon, of your next Visit to us, until which |
remain as always,

Your very loving,
Mother.

From Dr. Smon Jordan, care of Major C. D. Humphrey, Lower Union Street, Kingston, Canada
West; to Dr. Edward Murchie, Dorchester, Massachusetts, The United Sates of America.

May 1st, 1859.
My dear Edward:

| was sorry not to have been able to make a visit to Dorchester, to see how you are getting on,
now that you have hung your shingle up, and have been busy ministering to the local halt and the
blind, while | have been gypsying about Europe, seeking how to cast out devils; which, between
us, | have not learned the secret of as yet; but as you may suppose, the time between my arrival at
Loomisville, and my departure fromit, was much taken up with preparations, and the afternoons
wer e perforce consecrated to my mother. But upon my return, we must arrange to meet, and to



lift a glass or two together “ for auld lang syne” ; and to talk over past adventures, and current
prospects.

After a moderately smooth journey across the Lake, | have arrived safely at my destination. |
have not yet met my correspondent and, asit were, employer, the Reverend Verringer, asheis
away on a visit to Toronto, and so | till have that pleasure to anticipate; although if hislettersto
me are any indication, he suffers like many clergymen from a punishable lack of wit and a desire
to treat us all as straying sheep, of which he is to be the shepherd. However, it isto him—and to
the good Dr. Binswanger, who proposed me to him as the best man for the purpose on the western
side of the Atlantic —for the price, which is not high, the Methodists being notoriously frugal —
that | owe this splendid opportunity; an opportunity which I hope to be able to exploit in the
interests of the advancement of knowledge, the mind and its workings being still, despite
considerable progress, a terraincognita.

Asto my situation — Kingston is not a very prepossessing town, as it was burned to the ground
some two decades ago and has been rebuilt with charmless dispatch. The new buildings are of
stone or brick, which will, one hopes, make them less prone to conflagrations. The Penitentiary
itself isin the style of a Greek temple, and they are very proud of it here; though which pagan god
isintended to be worshipped therein, | have yet to discover.

| have secured rooms in the residence of a Major C. D. Humphrey, which although not [uxurious,
will be commodious enough for my purposes. | fear however that my landlord is a dipsomaniac;
on the two occasions upon which | have encountered him, he was having difficulty putting on his
gloves, or else taking them off, he seemed uncertain which; and gave me a red-eyed glare, asif to
demand what the Devil | was doing in his house. | predict that he will end as an inhabitant of the
private Asylum | still dream of establishing; although | must curb my propensity to view each new
acquaintance as a future paying inmate. It is remarkable how frequently military men, when
retired on half-pay, go to the bad; it is asif, having become habituated to strong excitements and
violent emotions, they must duplicate themin civilian life. However, my arrangements were made,
not with the Major — who would doubtless not have been able to recall having made them — but
with hislong-suffering wife.

| take my meals — with the exception of the breakfasts, which have thus far been even more
deplorable than the breakfasts we shared as medical studentsin London —at a squalid inn
located in the vicinity, where every meal is a burnt offering, and nothing is thought the wor se for
the addition of a little dirt and grime, and a seasoning of insects. That | remain here despite these
travesties of the culinary art, | trust you will recognize as a measure of my true devotion to the
cause of science.

Asfor society, | must report that there are pretty girls here as elsewhere, albeit dressed in the
Paris fashions of three years ago, which is to say the New York fashions of two. Despite the
reforming tendencies of the country’s present gover nment, the town abounds both in disgruntled
Tories, and also in petty provincial snobberies; and | anticipate that your bearish and carelessly
dressed, and what is more to the purpose, your Yankee democrat friend, will be viewed with some
suspicion by its more partisan inhabitants.

Nonetheless, the Governor —art the urging of Reverend Verringer, | suppose — has gone out of
his way to be accommodating, and has arranged to have Grace Marks placed at my disposal for
several hours every afternoon. She appears to act in the household as a sort of unpaid servant,
though whether this serviceis viewed by her as a favour or a penance, | have yet to ascertain; nor
will it be an easy task, as the gentle Grace, having been hardened in the fire now for some fifteen



years, will be a very hard nut to crack. Enquiries such as mine are ineffective, unless the trust of
the subject may be gained; but judging from my knowledge of penal institutions, | suspect Grace
has had scant reason to trust anyone at all for a very long period of time.

| have had only one opportunity thus far of viewing the object of my investigations, and so it is
too soon to convey my impressions. Let me say only that | am hopeful; and, as you have so kindly
expressed a desire to have news of my progress, | will take painsto keep you informed of it; and
until then, | remain, my dear Edward,

Your old friend and er stwhile companion,
Smon.
Chapter 7

Simon stsat hiswriting table, gnawing the end of his pen and looking out the window at the grey and
choppy waters of Lake Ontario. Acrossthe bay is Wolfe Idand, named after the famous poetic generd,
he supposes. It'saview he does not admire— it is o0 relentlesdy horizontal — but visua monotony can
sometimes be conducive to thought.

A gust of rain patters against the windowpane; low tattered clouds are scudding above thelake. Thelake
itself heaves and surges, waves are pulled in agains the shore, recoil, are pulled in again; and the willow
trees below him toss themsaves like heads of long green hair, and bend and thrash. Something pale
blows padt: it looks like awoman’ swhite scarf or vell, but then he seesit isonly agull, fighting thewind.
The mindlessturmoail of Nature, he thinks; Tennyson’ steeth and claws.

Hefed s none of the jaunty hopefulness he hasjust expressed. Instead heis uneasy, and more than alittle
dispirited. His reason for being here seems precarious; but it's his best chance at the moment. When he
entered upon hismedical studies, it was out of ayoung man’s perversity. Hisfather was awedthy mill
owner then, and fully expected Simon to take over the businessin time; and Simon himself expected the
samething. First, however, hewould rebd alittle; hewould dip the traces, travel, study, test himsdlf in
theworld, and aso in the world of science and medicine, which had aways gppeded to him. Then he
would return home with a hobby-horse to ride, and the comfortable assurance that he need not ride it for
money. Most of the best scientists, he knows, have private incomes, which alows them the possibility of
disinterested research.

He hadn't expected the collgpse of hisfather, and dso of hisfather’ stextile mills— which camefirst he's
never been sure. Instead of an amusing row down a quiet stream, he's been overtaken by a catastrophe
at sea, and has been | eft clinging to abroken spar. In other words he has been thrown back on hisown
resources, which was what, during his adolescent arguments with hisfather, he clamed to most desire.

Themillswere sold, and theimposing house of his childhood, with itslarge staff of domestics— the
chambermaids, the kitchen maids, the parlour maids, that ever-changing chorus of smiling girls or women
with nameslike Alice and Effie, who cosseted and d so dominated his childhood and youth, and whom he
thinks of as having somehow been sold aong with the house. They smdlled like strawberries and sdlt;
they had long rippling hair, when it was down, or one of them did; it was Effie, perhaps. Asfor his
inheritance, it's smaller than his mother thinks, and much of the income from it goesto her. She sees
hersdf asliving in reduced circumstances, which istrue, considering what they have been reduced from.
She believes sheis making sacrifices for Smon, and he doesn’'t want to disillusion her. Hisfather was
self-made, but his mother was constructed by others, and such edifices are notorioudy fragile,

Thusthe private asylum isfar beyond hisreach at present. In order to raise the money for it hewould
have to be able to offer something novel, some new discovery or cure, in afield that is already crowded



and aso very contentious. Perhaps, when he has established his name, he will be ableto sdll sharesiniit.
But without losing control: he must be free, absolutely free, to follow his own methods, once he has
decided exactly what they are to be. He will write a prospectus: large and cheerful rooms, proper
ventilation and drainage, and extensve grounds, with ariver flowing through them, asthe sound of water
issoothing to the nerves. He Il draw the line a machinery and fads, however: no eectrica devices,
nothing with magnets. It’ strue that the American public is unduly impressed by such notions— they
favour curesthat can be had by pulling alever or pressing a button — but Simon has no belief in their
efficacy. Despite the temptation, he must refuse to compromise hisintegrity.

It'sal apipedream at present. But he hasto have a project of some sort, to wave in front of his mother.
She needsto believe that he' sworking towards some goad or other, however much she may disapprove
of it. Of course he could dways marry money, as she hersdlf did. She traded her family name and
connections for ahegp of coin fresh from the mint, and she is more than willing to arrange something of
the sort for him: the horse-trading that’ s becoming increasingly common between impoverished European
aigocrats and upstart American millionairesis not unknown, on amuch smaller scae, in Loomisville,
Massachusetts. He thinks of the prominent front teeth and duck-like neck of Miss Faith Cartwright, and
shivers.

He consults hiswatch: hisbreskfast islate again. Hetakesit in hisrooms, whereit arrives every morning,
carried in on awooden tray by Dora, his landlady’ s maid-of-all-work. She setsthe tray with athump and
ardtle on the small table at the far end of the sitting room, where, once she has gone, he seats himself to
devour it, or whatever parts of it he guessesto be edible. He has adopted the habit of writing before
breakfast at the other and larger table so he may be seen bent over hiswork, and will not haveto look at
her.

Dorais stout and pudding-faced, with a smal downturned mouth like that of a disappointed baby. Her
large black eyebrows meet over her nose, giving her a permanent scowl that expresses a sense of
disapproving outrage. It’ s obvious that she detests being a maid-of-all-work; he wondersif thereis
anything else she might prefer. He hastried imagining her as a prostitute— he often playsthis private
mental game with various women he encounters— but he can't picture any man actudly paying for her
sarvices. It would be like paying to be run over by awagon, and would be, like that experience, adigtinct
threet to the hedlth. Dorais ahefty creature, and could snap aman’s spinein two with her thighs, which
Simon envisonsas greyish, like boiled sausages, and stubbled like asinged turkey; and enormous, each
oneaslargeasapiglet.

Dorareturns hislack of esteem. She appearsto fed that he has rented these rooms with the sole object
of causing trouble for her. She fricassees his handkerchiefs and overstarches his shirts, and loses the
buttons from them, which she no doubt pulls off routindy. He' s even suspected her of burning his toast
and overcooking his egg on purpose. After plumping down histray, she bellows, “Here’ syour food,” as
if calling ahog; then she sumps out, closing the door behind her just one note short of adam.

Simon has been spoiled by European servants, who are born knowing their places; he has not yet
reaccustomed himself to the resentful demonstrations of equaity so frequently practised on thisside of the
ocean. Except in the South, of course; but he does not go there.

There are better lodgings than these to be had in Kingston, but he doesn’t wish to pay for them. These
are suitable enough for the short time he intendsto stay. Also there are no other lodgers, and he values
his privacy, and the quiet in which to think. The houseis astone one, and chilly and damp; but by
temperament — it must be the old New Englander in him — Simon fegls a certain contempt for materia
s f-indulgence; and as amedical student he became habituated to a monkish austerity, and to working
long hours under difficult conditions.



Heturns again to hisdesk. Dearest Mother, he begins. Thank you for your long and informative
letter. | am very well, and making considerable headway here, in my study of nervous and
cerebral diseases among the criminal element, which, if the key to them may be found, would go a
long way towards alleviating...

He can’'t go on; he fedlstoo fraudulent. But he has to write something, or she will assume he has
drowned, or died suddenly of consumption, or been waylaid by thieves. The weather is awaysagood
subject; but he can't write about the westher on an empty stomach.

From the drawer of hisdesk he takes out asmall pamphlet that dates from the time of the murders, and
which was sent to him by Reverend Veringer. It contains the confessions of Grace Marks and James
McDermott, aswell as an abridged version of thetrial. At the front is an engraved portrait of Grace,
which could easily pass for the heroine of a sentimental novel; she' d been just Sixteen at thetime, but the
woman pictured looks agood five years older. Her shoulders are swathed in atippet; the brim of a
bonnet encircles her head like adark aureole. The noseis straight, the mouth dainty, the expression
conventionally soulful — the vapid pensveness of aMagddene, with the large eyes gazing at nothing.

Besdethisisamatching engraving of James McDermott, shown in the overblown collar of those days,
with his hair in aforward-swept arrangement reminiscent of Napoleon's, and meant to suggest
tempestuousness. He is scowling in abrooding, Byronic way; the artist must have admired him.

Beneath the double portrait iswritten, in copperplate: Grace Marks, alias Mary Whitney; James
McDermott. As they appeared at the Court House. Accused of Murdering Mr. Thos. Kinnear &
Nancy Montgomery. The whole thing bears adisturbing resemblance to awedding invitation; or it
would, without the pictures.

Preparing himsdlf for hisfirst interview with Grace, Smon had disregarded this portrait entirely. She must
be quite different by now, he' d thought; more dishevelled; less salf-contained; more like asuppliant; quite
possibly insane. He was conducted to her temporary cell by akeeper, who' d locked him in with her,
after warning him that she was stronger than she looked and could give aman adevilish bite, and advising
himto cdl for hdpif she becameviolent.

As soon as he saw her, he knew that thiswouldn’t happen. The morning light fell dantingly in through the
small window high up onthewall, illuminating the corner where she stood. It was an image dmost
mediaeva initsplainlines, itsangular clarity: anunin acloister, amaiden in atowered dungeon, awaiting
the next day’ s burning at the stake, or e se the last-minute champion come to rescue her. The cornered
woman; the penitential dressfalling straight down, concedling feet that were surdly bare; the straw
mattress on the floor; the timorous hunch of the shoulders; the arms hugged close to the thin body, the
long wisps of auburn hair escaping from what appeared at first glance to be achaplet of white flowers—
especidly the eyes, enormousin the pale face and dilated with fear, or with mute pleading— dl was asit
should be. He d seen many hydterics at the Sapétriere in Pariswho' d looked very much like this.

He approached her with acam and amiling face, presenting an image of goodwill — which wasatrue
image, after al, because goodwill waswhat hefdt. It wasimportant to convince such patientsthat you, at
leadt, did not believe them to be mad, since they never believed it themsdlves.

But then Grace stepped forward, out of the light, and the woman he' d seen the instant before was
suddenly no longer there. Instead there was a different woman — straighter, taller, more self-possessed,
wearing the conventiona dress of the Penitentiary, with astriped blue and white skirt beneath which were
two feet, not naked at dl but enclosed in ordinary shoes. There was even less escaped hair than he'd
thought: most of it was tucked up under awhite cap.



Her eyeswere unusudly large, it wastrue, but they werefar from insane. Instead they were frankly
ng him. It was asif she were contemplating the subject of some unexplained experiment; asif it
were he, and not she, who was under scrutiny.

Remembering the scene, Simon winces. | wasindulging mysdlf, he thinks. Imagination and fancy. | must
gtick to observation, | must proceed with caution. A valid experiment must have verifiable results. | must
resst melodrama, and an overhested brain.

There' sascuffling outside the door, then athumping. It must be his breakfast. He turns his back, and can
fed hisneck retracting down into hiscallar like aturtle sinto its shell. “Comein,” he calls, and the door
flies open.

“Here syour food,” bawls Dora. The tray bumps down; she marches out, and the door bangs shut
behind her. Simon has a fleeting and unbidden image of her, strung up by the anklesin abutcher-shop
window, with cloves stuck into her and arind on her like asugared ham. The association of ideasistruly
remarkable, he thinks, once one beginsto observe its operationsin one’s own mind. Dora— Pig—
Ham, for instance. In order to get from the first term to the third, the second term is essentia; though
from thefirgt to the second, and from the second to the third, isno greet leap.

He must make anote of it: Middle term essential. Perhaps amaniac issimply one for whom these
associativetricks of the brain crosstheline that separatesthe literal from the merdy fanciful, as may
happen under the influence of fevers, and of somnambulistic trances, and of certain drugs. But what isthe
mechanism? For there must be one. Isthe clueto befound in the nerves, or inthe brainitsalf? To
produce insanity, what must first be damaged, and how?

His breakfast must be getting cold, if Dorahas not deliberately chilled it in advance. Helevers himsdlf out
of hischair, disentangling hislong legs, stretches himsalf and yawns, and goes over to the other table, the
onewith thetray onit. Yesterday his egg waslike india-rubber; he'd mentioned it to hislandlady, the
wan Mrs. Humphrey, and she must have admonished Dora, because today the egg is so undercooked as
to be scarcely jdlied, with ablueish tingetoiit like an eyeball.

Curse the woman, he thinks. Sullen, brutish, vengeful; amind that exists a asub-rationd leve, yet
cunning, dippery and evasive. There'sno way to corner her. She'sagreased pig.

A piece of toast cracks like date between histeeth. Dearest Mother, he composesin hishead. The
weather hereisvery good; the snow is almost gone, spring isin the air, the sun iswarming the
lake, and already the vigorous green tips of —

Of what? He has never known much about flowers.
Chapter 8

| am gitting in the sewing room, at the head of the sairsin the Governor’ swife shouse, inthe usua chair
at the usua table with the sawing things in the basket as usual, except for the scissors. They insst on
removing those from within my reach, so if | want to cut athread or trim aseam | haveto ask Dr.

Jordan, who takes them out of hisvest pocket and returnsthem to it when | have finished. He sayshe
does not fed any such rigmarole is necessary, as he consders me to be entirely harmless and in control of
mysalf. He gppearsto be atrusting man.

Although sometimes | just bite the thread off with my teeth.

Dr. Jordan hastold them that what he wishes is an atmosphere of relaxation and cam, it ismore
conducive to his purposes whatever they may be, and so he recommended that | wasto be kept in the



same daily routine as much as possible. | continueto deep in my alotted cdl, and | wear the same
clothing and eat the same breakfagt, in sllenceif you can call it silence, forty women, most of them in here
for nothing worse than stealing, who sit chewing their bread with their mouths open and durping their tea
in order to make anoise of some sort even if not speech, with an edifying Bible passage read out loud.

Y ou can have your own thoughts then, but if you laugh you must pretend you are coughing or choking;
choking is better, if choking they hit you on the back, but if coughing they have the doctor. A hunk of
bread, amug of wesk tea, mest at dinner but not much of it, because overfeeding on rich foods
stimulates the criminal organs of the brain, or so say the doctors, and the guards and keepers then repesat
ittous. Inthat case, why are their own criminal organs not more stimulated, as they eat meat and
chickens and bacon and eggs and cheese, and as much asthey can get. That iswhy they aresofat. Itis
my opinion that they sometimes take what isintended for us, which would not surprise mein theleadt, as
it isdog eat dog around here and they are the bigger dogs.

After breakfast | am brought over to the Governor’ s mansion as usua, by two of the keeperswho are
men and not above making ajoke amongst themsalves when out of hearing of the higher authorities. Well
Grace saysthe one, | see you have anew sweetheart, a doctor no less, has he gone down on hisknees
yet or have you lifted your own up for him, he' d better keep asharp eye out or you'll have him flat on his
back. Y es saysthe other, flat on hisback in the cdllar with his boots off and a bullet through his heart.
Then they laugh; they consider thisvery comical.

| try to think of what Mary Whitney would say, and sometimes | can say it. If you redlly thought that of
me you should hold your dirty tongues, | said to them, or one dark night I'll have them out of your
mouthsrootsand al, | won't need aknife, I'll just take hold with my teeth and pull, and not only that I'll
thank you to keep your filthy screw’ s handsto yoursdlf.

Now can't you take a bit of fun, I’d welcomeit if | was you says the one, we' re the only men that’ s ever
going to lay ahand on you for the rest of your life, you' re shut up in there like anun, come now, confess
you' relonging for atumble, you was ready enough with that runty little James McDermott before they
stretched his crooked neck for him, the murdering bastard, and That’ s the way Grace, saysthe other, up
on your high horse, just like aspotless maiden, no legson you at dl, you're as pure as an angdl you are,
inapig sear asif you' d never seen the insde of aman’s bedroom in the tavern in Lewiston, we heard
about that, putting on your stays and stockings you was when you was nabbed, but I’ m glad to see
there’ sgtill atouch of the old hellfireleft, they ain't worked it out of you yet. | likeabit of spiritina
woman, says the one, Or awhole bottleful saysthe other, ginleadsto sin, God blessit, there' snothing
likealittlefuel to make the fire burn. Drunker the better saysthe one, and out stone cold isthe best, then
you don't haveto listen to them, there’ s nothing worse than a squalling whore. Were you noisy Grace,
saysthe other, Did you squed and moan, did you wiggle undernesath that swarthy little rat, looking at me
to seewhat I'll say. Sometimes| say | won't have that kind of talk, which makes them laugh heartily; but
asarulel say nothing.

And that isthe way we passthetime, out to the prison gateway, Who goesthere oh it’ s only you, Good
day Grace, got your two young men with you have you, tied to your gpron strings, awink and anod and
then aong the street, each holding fast to an arm, they don’t need to do that but they likeit, they leanin
on me closer and closer until | am squeezed between them, through the mud, over the puddles, around
the piles of horse dung, past the treesin bloom in the fenced yards, their tassdls, their flowerslike pae
yellow-green caterpillars dangling, and the dogs barking and the carriages and wagons passing, splashing
through the water in the road, and the people staring because it’ s obvious where we have come from,
they can tell by my clothing, until we go up the long drive with herbaceous borders and around to the
servants entrance, and Here sheisdl safe and sound, shetried to escape didn’t you Grace, tried to give
usthedip, she'sacunning onefor dl her big blue eyes, well better luck next time my girl, you should' ve



hitched up your petticoats higher and shown aclean pair of hed's and some ankle whileyou was ét it,
says the one. Oh no, higher ill, saysthe other, hoisted them up around your neck, you should’ ve gone
off likeashipin full sall, arseto the wind, we would ve been smitten by your dazzling charms, knocked
on the head like lambs at daughter, struck by lightning we would’ ve been, you would' ve got clean away.
They grin a each other and laugh, they have been showing off. They have been talking to each other dl
thistime, and not to me.

They arealow class of person.

| do not have the run of the house as before. The Governor’ swifeis till frightened of me; she' safraid |
will have another fit, and she doesn’t want any of her best teacups broken; you would think she never
heard anyone scream before. So | do not dust these days, or carry in the teatray or empty the chamber
pots or make up the beds. Instead | am set to work in the back kitchen, cleaning the pots and pansin the
scullery, or esel work in the laundry. | do not mind that so much as| dwaysliked doing thelaundry, it is
hard work and roughens the hands, but | like the clean smell afterwards.

| help the regular laundress, old Clarrie, who is part coloured and used to be adave once, before they
did away with it here. Sheisnot afraid of me, she doesn’'t mind me or care what | may have done, even if
| killed a gentleman; she only nods, asif to say, So that’s one less of them. She says| am asteady
worker and pull my share and don’t waste the sogp, and | know the trestment of finelinen, | have the
way of it, and also how to get out the stains, even from the blonde lace, which is not easy to come by;
and agood clear starcher too, and can be trusted not to burn the thingsin ironing, and that is enough for
her.

At noon we go into the kitchen and Cook gives uswhat isleft over, from the larder; at the very least
some bread and cheese and meat broth but usualy something more, as Clarrieisafavourite of hersand
isknown to have atemper if crossed, and the Governor’ s wife swears by her, especialy for lacesand
ruffles, and says sheisatreasure and has no equal, and would be annoyed to lose her, so sheisnot
dtinted; and because | am with her neither am 1.

It s better food than I’ d get on the inside of the walls. Y esterday we had the chicken carcass and dl that
wasonit. Therewe sat at the table like two foxes in the henhouse gnawing the bones. They make such a
fuss about the scissors updtairs, but the whole kitchen is bristling with knives and skewers dl over likea
porcupine, | could dip oneinto my apron pocket as easy asrolling off alog, but of course they never
even think about that. Out of sight out of mind istheir motto, and below stairsislike below ground asfar
asthey are concerned, and little do they know that the servants carry away more out the back door with
aspoon than the master can bring in the front door with ashovd; thetrick of it isto do it little by little.
One smdl knife would never be missed, and the best place to hide it would be in my hair, under my cap,
well pinned in, asit would be anasty surpriseif it fell out at the wrong time.

We cut up the chicken carcass with one of the knives, and Clarrie ate the two little oysters off the
bottom, near the ssomach you might say, she likesto get thoseif they areleft, and she being the senior
has first choice. We did not say much to each other but we grinned, because eating this chicken was so
good. | atethefat off the back and the skin, | sucked therib bones, then | licked my fingerslike acat;
and after we were done, Clarrie had a quick smoke of her pipe on the step, and then it was back to
work. Miss Lydiaand Miss Marianne between them dirty alot of washing, athough much of it isnot
what | would cdl dirty at dl; | believe they try things on in the morning and change their minds, and then
take the things off and drop them carelesdy on the floor and step on them, and then into the wash they
must go.

After the hours have gone by and the sun on the clock upstairs has moved around to the middle of the
afternoon, Dr. Jordan arrives at the front door. | listen for the knocking and the ringing and the claiter of



the maid’ s footsteps, and then | am taken up the back stairs, my hands washed as white as snow with the
sogp from the laundry and my fingersal wrinkled from the hot water like someone newly drowned, but
red and rough al the same, and then it istimeto sew.

Dr. Jordan sitsdown in the chair across from me; he has a notebook which he puts on the table. He
aways brings something with him; the first day it was adried flower of some sort, blueit was, the second
day awinter pear, the third an onion, you never know what he will bring, dthough heinclinesto the fruits
and vegetables; and at the beginning of each talk he asks mewhat | think about this thing he has brought,
and | say something about it just to keep him happy, and he writesit down. The door must be kept open
at al times because there cannot be even asuspicion, no impropriety behind closed doors, how comical
if they only knew what goes on every day during my wak here. Miss Lydiaand Miss Marianne pass by
on the stairs and peep in, they want to have alook at the Doctor, they are as curious as birds. Oh |
believe | left my thimblein here, Good day Grace, | hope you arefedling yoursalf again, Do excuse us
please Dr. Jordan, we do not mean to disturb you. They give him ravishing smiles, the word has gone
around that heis unmarried and with money of hisown, dthough | do not think either of them would
settle for a'Yankee doctor if they could get something better; however they like to practise their charms
and attractions on him. But after he has smiled a them with his uneven amile, hefrowns. He doesn't pay
much attention to them, they are only silly young girlsand not the reason heis here.

| am the reason. So he does not wish our talk to be interrupted.

On thefirst two days there was not much talk to interrupt. | kept my head down, | did not look at him, |
worked away a my quilt blocks, for the quilt | am making for the Governor’ swife, there are only five
blocks Ieft to be finished. | watched my needle go in and out, dthough | believel could sew in my deep,
I’ve been doing it since | wasfour yearsold, small stitches asif made by mice. Y ou need to start very
young to be able to do that, otherwise you can never get the hang of it. Themain coloursarea
double-pink print with abranch and flower in the lighter pink, and an indigo with white doves and grapes.

Or esel looked over thetop of Dr. Jordan's head, at the wall behind him. There’ saframed picture
there, flowersin avasg, fruitsin abowl, in cross-gtitch, done by the Governor’ swife, clumsily too asthe
apples and peaches ook square and hard, asif they’re carved out of wood. Not one of her best efforts,
which must be why she' shung it in here and not in a spare bedchamber. | could do better myself with my
eyes closed.

It was difficult to begin talking. | had not talked very much for the past fifteen years, not redly talking the
way | once talked with Mary Whitney, and Jeremiah the peddler, and with Jamie Walsh too before he
became so treacherous towards me; and in away | had forgotten how. | told Dr. Jordan that | did not
know what he wanted meto say. He said it wasn't what he wanted me to say, but what | wanted to say
myself, that was of interest to him. | said | had no wants of that kind, asit was not my place to want to

say anything.
Now Grace, he said, you must do better than that, we made abargain.
YesSir, | said. But | cannot think of anything.

Then let us discuss the weether, he said; you must have some observationsto make on it, Sncethat isthe
way everyone else begins.

| smiled at that, but | was just as shy. | was not used to having my opinions asked, even about the
westher and especially by aman with anotebook. The only men of that kind | ever encountered were
Mr. Kenneth MacKenzie, Esg., the lawyer, and | was afraid of him; and those in the courtroom at the
trid, and in thejall; and they were from the newspapers, and made up lies about me.



Sincel could not talk at first, Dr. Jordan talked himsdlf. He told me about how they were building
railroads everywhere now, and how they laid down the tracks, and how the engines worked, with the
boiler and the steam. This had the effect of setting memore at my ease, and | said | would liketoridein
aralway train like that; and he said that perhaps someday | would. | said | did not think so, being
sentenced to be herefor life, but then you never can tel what time will havein storefor you.

Then he told me about the town where he lives, which is called Loomisville, in the United States of
America, and he said it was amill town athough not as prosperous as before the chegp cloth from India
camein. He said hisfather once owned amill, and the girlswho worked in it came from the country, and
were kept very tidy and lived in boarding houses provided, with respectable and sober landladies and no
drink allowed and sometimes a parlour piano, and only twelve hours of work per day and Sunday
mornings off for church; and by the moist and reminiscing look in hiseye, | would not be surprised to
learn that he once had a sweetheart among them.

Then he said these girls were taught to read, and had their own magazine which they published, with
literary offerings. And | said what did he mean by literary offerings, and he said they wrote stories and
poemswhich they put into it, and | said under their own names? He said yes, which | said was bold of
them, and didn’t it scare away the young men, as who would want awife like that, writing things down
for everyone to see, and made-up things at that, and | would never be so brazen. And he smiled, and
said it did not appear to trouble the young men, asthe girls saved up their wagesfor their dowries, and a
dowry was aways acceptable. And | said that at |east after they got married, they would be too busy to
make up any more stories, because of dl the children.

Then | was sad, as| remembered that | would never be married now, or have any babies of my own;
though there can be too much of agood thing you could say, and | would not like to have nine or ten and
then die of it, as happensto many. But dtill itisaregret.

When you are sad it is best to change the subject. | asked if he had amother living, and he said yes,
athough her health was not good; and | said that he was fortunate to have a mother living, as mine was
not. And then | changed the subject again, and said | was very fond of horses, and he told me about his
horse Bess, that he had asaboy. And after atime, | don’t know how it was, but little by little | found |
could talk to him more easily, and think up thingsto say.

And that is how we go on. He asksaquestion, and | say an answer, and he writesit down. In the
courtroom, every word that came out of my mouth was asif burnt into the paper they were writing it on,
and once | said athing | knew | could never get the words back; only they were the wrong words,
because whatever | said would be twisted around, even if it wasthe plain truth in the first place. And it
was the same with Dr. Bannerling at the Asylum. But now | fed asif everything | say isright. Aslong as|
say something, anything at dl, Dr. Jordan smiles and writesit down, and tellsme | am doing well.

While hewrites, | fed asif heisdrawing me; or not drawing me, drawing on me— drawing on my skin
— not with the pencil heisusing, but with an old-fashioned goose pen, and not with the quill end but with
the feather end. Asif hundreds of butterflies have settled al over my face, and are softly opening and
closing thelr wings.

But underneeth that is another feding, afedling of being wide-eyed awake and watchful. It'slike being
wakened suddenly in the middie of the night, by ahand over your face, and you sit up with your heart
going fast, and no oneisthere. And underneeth that is another feding till, afeding like being torn open;
not like abody of flesh, it isnot painful as such, but like a peach; and not even torn open, but too ripe
and splitting open of its own accord.

And insde the peach there sa stone.



Chapter 9

From Dr. Samuel Bannerling, M.D., The Maples, Front Street, Toronto, Canada West; to Dr.
Smon Jordan, M.D., care of Mrs. William P. Jordan, Laburnum House, Loomisville,
Massachusetts, The United States of America. Redirected, care of Major C.D. Humphrey, Lower
Union Street, Kingston, Canada West.

April 20th, 1859.
Dear Dr. Jordan:

| amin receipt of your request to Dr. Workman of April 2nd, concerning the convict Grace Marks,
and of a note from him asking that | supply you with any further information at my disposal.

| must inform you at once that Dr. Workman and | have not always seen eye to eye. In my
estimation —and | was at the Asylum for more years than he has yet been there — his policies of
leniency have led himto undertake a fool’ s errand, namely the transforming of sows' earsinto
silk purses. Most who suffer from the more severe nervous and cerebral disorders cannot be
cured, but merely controlled; for which purposes, physical restraint and correction, a restricted
diet, and cupping and bleeding to reduce excessive animal spirits, have in the past proven
efficacious enough. Although Dr. Workman claims to have obtained positive results in several
cases previously considered hopel ess, these supposed cures will no doubt in time prove to have
been superficial and temporary. The taint of insanity isin the blood, and cannot be removed with
a little soft soap and flannel.

Dr. Workman had the opportunity of examining Grace Marks for a few weeks only, whereas | had
her under my care for over a year; and therefore his opinions on the subject of her character
cannot be worth a great deal. He was, however, perspicacious enough to discover one pertinent
fact — namely that, as a lunatic, Grace Marks was a sham—a view previously arrived at by
myself, although the authorities of that time refused to act upon it. Continuous observation of her,
and of her contrived antics, led me to deduce that she was not in fact insane, as she pretended,
but was attempting to pull the wool over my eyesin a studied and flagrant manner. To speak
plainly, her madness was a fraud and an imposture, adopted by her in order that she might
indulge herself and be indulged, the strict regimen of the Penitentiary, where she had been placed
as a just punishment for her atrocious crimes, not having been to her liking.

She is an accomplished actress and a most practised liar. While among us, she amused her self
with a number of supposed fits, hallucinations, caperings, warblings and the like, nothing being
lacking to the impersonation but Ophelia’ s wildflowers entwined in her hair; but she did well
enough without them, as she managed to deceive, not only the worthy Mrs. Moodie, who like
many high-minded females of her type, isinclined to believe any piece of theatrical twaddle served
up to her, provided it is pathetic enough, and whose inaccurate and hysterical account of the
whole sad affair you have no doubt read; but also several of my own colleagues, this latter being
an outstanding example of the old rule of thumb, that when a handsome woman walks in through
the door, good judgment flies out through the window.

Should you nonethel ess decide to examine Grace Marks at her current place of abode, be pleased
to consider yourself amply warned. Many older and wiser heads have been enmeshed in her tails,
and you would do well to stop your ears with wax, as Ulysses made his sailors do, to escape the
Srens. Sheisasdevoid of morals as sheis of scruples, and will use any unwitting tool that comes
to hand.



| should alert you also to the possibility that, once having involved yourself in her case, you will be
besieged by a crowd of well-meaning but feeble-minded persons of both sexes, aswell as
clergymen, who have busied themselves on her behalf. They pester the Government with petitions
for her release, and will attempt in the name of charity to waylay and conscript you. | have had
repeatedly to beat them away from my door, whilst informing them that Grace Marks has been
incarcerated for a very good reason, namely the vicious acts which she has committed, and which
were inspired by her degenerate character and morbid imagination. To let her loose upon an
unsuspecting public would be irresponsible to the last degree, asit would merely afford her the
opportunity of gratifying her bloodthirsty tastes.

| am confident that, should you choose to explore the matter further, you will arrive at the same
conclusions as have already been arrived at, by,

Your obedient servant,
(Dr.) Samuel Bannerling, M.D.
Chapter 10

Thismorning Simon isto meet with Reverend Verringer. He' s not looking forward to it: the man has
studied in England, and is bound to give himsdf airs. Thereisno fool like an educated fool, and Simon
will haveto trot out his own European credentids, and flourish his erudition, and justify himsdf. 1t will be
atrying interview, and Simon will be tempted to start drawling, and saying | reckon, and acting the
British Colonia verson of the wooden-nutmeg-peddling Y ankee, just to annoy. He must restrain himsdlf,
however; too much depends on his good behaviour. He keeps forgetting heisno longer rich, and
therefore no longer entirely his own man.

He standsin front of hislooking glass, attempting to tie his stock. He hates cravats and stocks, and
wishesthem & the Devil; heresents histrousersaswell, and al stiff and proper clothing generdly. Why
does civilized man seefit to torture his body by cramming it into the strait-jacket of gentlemanly dress?
Perhapsit isamortification of theflesh, likeahair shirt. Men ought to be born in little woollen suitswhich
would grow with them over the years, thus avoiding the whole business of tailors, with their endless
fussng and snobberies.

At least heisn't awoman, and thus not obliged to wear corsets, and to deform himself with tight lacing.
For the widdly held view that women are weak-spined and jelly-like by nature, and would dump to the
floor like melted cheeseif not roped in, he has nothing but contempt. While amedical student, he
dissected agood many women — from the labouring classes, naturaly — and their spines and
musculature were on the average no feebler than those of men, athough many suffered from rickets.

He swrestled his stock into the semblance of abow. It’slopsided, but the best he can do; he can no
longer afford avalet. He brushes down hisunruly hair, which rebounds ingtantly. Then he takesup his
topcoet, and on second thought hisumbrella. There sweak sunlight making itsway in through the
windows, but it’ stoo much to hope that it won't rain. Kingston in the spring isawatery place.

He makes hisway stedthily down the front stairs, but not stealthily enough: hislandlady hastaken to
waylaying him on sometrivia matter or another, and she glides out from the parlour now, in her faded
black sk and lace collar, clutching her customary handkerchief in onethin hand, asif tearsare never far
off. She was obvioudy abeauty not so long ago, and could still be oneif shewould take the trouble to be
30, and if the centre parting in her fair hair were not quite so severe. Her faceis heart-shaped, her skin
milky, her eyeslarge and compelling; but dthough her waist is dender, there is something metalic about
it, asif sheisusing ashort length of stove-pipeinstead of stays. Today she wears her habitua expression



of strained anxiety; she smells of violets, and aso of camphor — she is doubtless prone to headaches—
and of something else he can't quite place. A hot dry smell. A white linen sheet being ironed?

Asarule, Smon avoids her type of attenuated and quietly distraught female, athough doctors attract
such women like magnets. Still, there' s a severe and unadorned elegance about her — like a Quaker
meeting house — which hasits apped; an appeal which, for him, is aesthetic only. One does not make
loveto aminor religious edifice.

“Dr. Jordan,” she says. “I wanted to ask you...” She hesitates. Smon smiles, prompting her to get on
withit. “ Y our egg thismorning— was it satisfactory? Thistime | cooked it mysdif.”

Simon lies. To do otherwise would be unpardonably rude. “ Ddlicious, thank you,” he says. In redlity the
egg had the consistency of the excised tumour afelow medica student once dipped into his pocket for a
joke— both hard and spongy at the sametime. It takes a perverse talent to maltreat an egg so
completely.

“l ansoglad,” shesays. “Itisso difficult to get good help. Y ou are going out?’
Thefact isso obvious that Smon merdy inclines his head.

“Thereisanother letter for you,” she says. “ The servant midaid it, but | have found it again. | have placed
itonthe hal table.” She saysthistremuloudy, asif any letter for Smon must be tragic in content. Her lips
arefull, but fragile, like arose on the verge of collapse.

Simon thanks her, says goodbye, picks up hisletter — it's from his mother — and leaves. He doesn't
wish to encourage long conversations with Mrs. Humphrey. She' slonely — aswell she might be,
married to the sodden and straying Mgor — and lonelinessin awoman islike hunger in adog. He has
no wish to be the recipient of dolorous afternoon confidences, behind drawn curtains, in the parlour.

Nonetheless she' san interesting study. Her ideaof hersdlf, for instance, is much more exalted than her
present circumstances warrant. Surely there was agovernessin her childhood: the set of her shoulders
proclamsit. So fastidious and stern was she when he was arranging for the rooms, that he' d found it
embarrassing to ask whether washing was included. Her manner had implied that she was not in the habit
of discussing the state of men’ s persond items with them, such painful matters being best Ift to the
servants.

She' d madeit clear, athough indirectly, that it was much againgt her will that she' d been forced to let
lodgings. Thiswasthefirgt time she' d done so; it was due to an encumbrance which would surely prove
temporary. Moreover, she was very particular — A gentleman of quiet habits, if willing to take
meals elsawhere, her notice had read. When, after an ingpection of the rooms, Simon had said he
wished to take them, she' d hesitated, and then asked for two months' rent in advance.

Simon had seen the other lodgings on offer, which were either too expensive for him or much dirtier, so
he' d agreed. He' d had the sum with him in ready cash. He' d noted with interest the blend of reluctance
and eagerness she' d displayed, and the nervous flush this conflict had brought to her cheeks. The subject
was distasteful to her, dmost indecent; she hadn’t wanted to touch his money in anaked state, and would
have preferred it to be enclosed in an envelope; yet she' d had to restrain herself from snatching at it.

It was much the same attitude — the coyness about fiscal exchange, the pretencethat it hadn’t redly
taken place, the underlying avidity — that characterized the better class of French whore, dthough the
whores were |ess gauche about it. Smon doesn't consider himsalf an authority in thisarea, but he would
havefailed in hisduty to hisvocation if he'd refused to profit by the opportunities Europe afforded —
opportunities which were by no means so available, nor so various, in New England. To hed humanity



one must know it, and one cannot know it from a distance; one must rub elbowswith it, so to speak. He
considersit the duty of thosein his profession to probelife' s uttermost depths, and athough he has not
probed very many of them asyet, he has at least made a beginning. He' d taken, of course, al proper
precautions againgt disease.

Outside the house he encounters the Mgor, who stares at him asif through adensefog. Hiseyesare
pink, his stock is askew, and heis missing aglove. Simon triesto imagine what sort of debauch he' sbeen
on, and how long it has lasted. There must be a certain freedom in not having agood nameto lose. He
nods, and lifts his hat. The Mg or looks affronted.

Simon sets out to walk to Reverend Verringer’ s resdence, which ison Sydenham Street. He has't hired
acariage or even ahorse; the expense would not be not justified, as Kingston is not alarge place. The
streets are muddy and cluttered with horse dung, but he has good boots.

The door of Reverend Verringer’ simpressve manse is opened by an elderly femae with aface likea
pine plank; the Reverend is unmarried, and has need of an irreproachable housekeeper. Smon is ushered
into thelibrary. It is so sdf-conscioudy the right sort of library that he has an urgeto st firetoit.

Reverend Verringer rises from aleather-covered wing chair, and offers him ahand to shake. Although his
hair and his skin are equadly thin and palid, his handshake is surprisingly firm; and despite his
unfortunately small and pouting mouth — like atadpol€' s, thinks Smon — his Roman noseindicates a
strong character, his high-domed forehead a developed intellect, and his somewhat bulging eyesare
bright and keen. He cannot be over thirty-five; he must be well connected, thinks Simon, to have risen so
fast in the Methodist establishment, and to have procured such an affluent congregation. Considering the
books, he must have money of hisown. Simon’sfather used to have books like that.

“I am glad you could come, Dr. Jordan,” he says, hisvoiceisless affected than Smon hasfeared. “It is
kind of you to oblige us. Y our time must be valuable indeed.” They sit, and coffee appears, brought in by
the dab-faced housekeeper on atray whichisplainin design, but nonetheless of silver. A Methodist tray:
not flamboyant, but quietly affirmative of its own worth.

“It isamatter of great professiona interest to me,” says Simon. “It is not often that such a case presents
itsdlf, with so many intriguing features.” He speaks asif he persondly has trested hundreds of cases. The
thing isto look interested, but not too eager, asif the favour isbeing conferred by him. He hopes he' s not
blushing.

“A report from you would be a considerable help to our Committee,” says Reverend Verringer, “should
such areport favour the theory of innocence. Wewould attach it to our Petition; Government authorities
are much more inclined nowadays to take expert opinion into consideration. Of course,” he adds, with a
shrewd glance, “you will be paid the sum agreed on, no matter what your conclusions.”

“I fully undergtand,” says Simon with what he hopesis an urbane smile. *Y ou studied in England, |
think?’

“I began the pursuit of my vocation asamember of the Established Church,” says Reverend Verringer,
“but then had a crisis of conscience. Surely thelight of God’ sword and grace is available to those
outsde the Church of England, and through more direct means than the Liturgy.”

“I would certainly hope s0,” says Smon politely.

“The eminent Reverend Egerton Ryerson, of Toronto, followed much the same course. Heisaleader in
the crusade for free schooling, and for the abolition of acoholic beverages. Y ou have heard of him,
naturdly.”



Simon has nat; he emits an ambiguous h'm, which he hopeswill pass for agreement.
“Youyoursdf are...?
Simon dodges. “My father’ sfamily was Quaker,” he says. “For many years. My mother isaUnitarian.”

“Ahyes” says Reverend Verringer. “ Of course, everything is so different in the United States.” Thereis
apause, while they both consder this. “But you do believe in theimmortdity of the soul?”

Thisisthetrick question; thisisthe trap that might put paid to his chances. “ Oh yes, of course,” says
Simon. “It isnot to be doubted.”

Verringer seemsrelieved. “ So many scientific men are casting doubts. Leave the body to the doctors, |
say, and the soul to God. Render unto Caesar, you might say.”

“Of course, of course.”

“Dr. Binswanger spoke very highly of you. | had the pleasure of meeting him while travelling on the
Continent — Switzerland is of great interest to me, for historica reasons— and | talked with him of his
work; and therefore it was natura for meto consult him, when seeking an authority on thisside of the
Atlantic. An authority” — he hesitates— “who would be within our means. He said you arewell up on
cerebral diseases and nervous &flictions, and that in matters concerning amnesiayou are on your way to
becoming aleading expert. He claims you are one of the up-and-coming men.”

“Itiskind of himto say s0,” Simon murmurs. “Itisabaffling area. But | have published two or threelittle
papers.”

“Let us hope that, at the conclusion of your investigations, you will be able to add to their number, and to
shed light on apuzzling obscurity; for which society will give you due recognition, | am sure. Especidly in
such afamous case.”

Simon notesto himself that, athough tadpole-mouthed, Reverend Verringer isno fool. Certainly hehasa
sharp nose for other men’sambitions. Could it be that his switch from the Church of England to the
Methodists had coincided with the faling political star of the former in this country, and the rising one of
the latter?

“Y ou have read the accounts | sent you?’

Simon nods. “1 can seeyour dilemma,” he says. “It isdifficult to know what to believe. Grace gppearsto
have told one story at theinquest, another one at the trial, and, after her death sentence had been
commuted, yet athird. In dl three, however, she denied ever having laid afinger on Nancy Montgomery.
But then, some years later, we have Mrs. Moodi€' s account, which amounts to a confession by Grace,
of having actuadly done the deed; and this story isin accordance with James McDermott’ s dying words,
just before he was hanged. Since her return from the Asylum, however, you say she deniesit.”

Reverend Verringer Spsat his coffee. “ She deniesthe memory of it,” he says.
“Ahyes Thememory of it,” says Smon. “A proper distinction.”

“She could well have been convinced by othersthat she had done something of which sheisinnocent,”
says Reverend Verringer. “ It has happened before. The so-called confession in the Penitentiary, of which
Mrs. Moodie has given such acolourful description, took place after severa years of incarceration, and
during thelong regime of Warden Smith. The man was notorioudy corrupt, and most unfit for his
position. He was accused of behaviour of the most shocking and brutal kind; his son, for instance, was



permitted to use the convicts for target practice, and on one occasion actualy put out an eye. There was
talk of hisabusing the female prisoners aso, in ways you may well imagine, and | am afraid thereisno
doubt about it; afull enquiry washeld. Itisto Grace Marks mistreatment at his handsthat | attribute her
interlude of insanity.”

“There are some who deny that shewasin fact insane,” says Simon.

Reverend Verringer amiles. “Y ou have heard from Dr. Bannerling, | suppose. He has been againgt her
from the beginning. We on the Committee have gppealed to him — afavourable report from him would
have been invaluable to our cause— but heisintransigent. A Tory, of course, of the degpest dye— he
would have dl the poor lunatics chained up in straw, if he had hisway; and al hanged who look
sdeways. | am sorry to say that | consider him to have been a part of the same corrupt system that was
responsible for the appointment of a coarse and profane man such as Warden Smith. | understand that
there wereirregularities a the Asylum aswell — so much so that Grace Marks, upon her return fromiit,
was suspected of being in addlicate condition. Happily these rumours were unfounded; but how craven
— how calous! — to attempt to take advantage of those who are not in control of themselves! | have
gpent much timein prayer with Grace Marks, attempting to heal the wounds caused to her by these
unfaithful and blameworthy betrayers of the public trust.”

“Deplorable,” says Simon. It might be considered prurient to ask for more detalls.

A sudden and illuminating thought strikes him — Reverend Verringer isin love with Grace Marksl Hence
hisindignation, hisfervour, his assduousness, his|aborious petitions and committees; and above dl, his
desireto believe her innocent. Does he wish to winkle her out of jail, vindicated as a spotless innocent,
and then marry her himsdf? She' s fill a good-looking woman, and would no doubt be touchingly grateful
to her rescuer. Abjectly grateful; abject gratitude in awife being, no doubt, a prime commodity on
Verringer’ sspiritud exchange.

“Fortunately there was a change of government,” says Reverend Verringer. “ But even so, we do not wish
to proceed with our present Petition, until we know ourselvesto be on absolutely firm ground; whichis
why we have taken the step of calling upon you. | must tell you frankly that not al the members of our
Committee werein favour of it, but | succeeded in convincing them of the need for an informed and
objective viewpoint. A diagnosis of latent insanity at the time of the murders, for instance— however, the
utmost caution and rectitude must be observed. Thereis still awidespread feding againgt Grace Marks;
and thisisamost partisan country. The Tories gppear to have confused Grace with the Irish Question,
athough sheisaProtestant; and to consider the murder of asingle Tory gentleman — however worthy
the gentleman, and however regrettable the murder — to be the same thing as the insurrection of an
entirerace”

“Every country is plagued by factiondism,” says Smon tactfully.

“Even gpart from that,” says Reverend Verringer, “we are caught between the notion of apossibly
innocent woman, whom many believe to be guilty, and apossibly guilty woman, whom some believeto
be innocent. We would not want the opponents of reform to be given an opportunity of crowing over us.
But, asour Lord says, ” The truth shal make you free.”

“The truth may well turn out to be stranger than we think,” says Simon. “It may be that much of what we
are accustomed to describe as evil, and evil fredy chosen, isinstead an illness due to some lesion of the
nervous system, and that the Devil himsdf issmply amaformation of the cerebrum.”

Reverend Verringer smiles. “Oh, | doubt it will go so far asthat,” he says. “No matter what science may
accomplishin the future, the Devil will dwaysbe at large. | believe you have been invited to the



Governor’s house on Sunday afternoon?’
“I have had that honour,” says Simon politely. He has been intending to make his excuses.

“I look forward to seeing you there,” says Reverend Verringer. “1 mysdf arranged the invitation for you.
The Governor’' s excellent wifeis an invaluable member of our Committee.”

Chapter 11

At the Governor’ sresidence, Smon is directed to the parlour, which isamost large enough to be called
adrawing room. All possible surfaces of it are upholstered; the colours are those of the inside of the
body — the maroon of kidneys, the reddish purple of hearts, the opague blue of veins, theivory of teeth
and bones. Heimagines the sensation it would produce if he were to announce this apergu out loud.

Heis greeted by the Governor’ swife. She is ahandsome woman of forty-five or so, of an obvious
respectability, but dressed in the hectic manner of the provinces, where the ladies gppear to fed that if
onerow of lace and ruching is good, three must be better. She hasthe darmed, dightly pop-eyed look
that sgnas either an overly nervous disposition or adisease of the thyroid.

“| am so glad you could honour us,” she says. Shetells him that the Governor is regrettably away on
business, but that she hersalf is deeply interested in the work heis doing; she has such arespect for
modern science, and especidly for modern medicine; such anumber of advances have been made.
Especidly the ether, which has spared so much distress. She fixes him with adeep and meaningful gaze,
and Smon sghsinwardly. Heisfamiliar with that expression: sheis about to make him an unsolicited gift
of her symptoms.

When hefirst received hismedica degree, he was unprepared for the effect it would have on women;
women of the better classes, married ladies especialy, with blameless reputations. They seemed drawn
to him asif he possessed some priceless but inferna treasure. Thelr interest was innocent enough — they
had no intention of sacrificing their virtue to him — yet they longed to entice him into shadowy corners, to
converse with himin lowered voices, to confide in him — timoroudly, and with quavers, because he aso
inspired fear. What was the secret of hisdlure? The face he saw in the mirror, which was neither ugly nor
handsome, could scarcely account for it.

After atime he thought he knew. 1t was knowledge they craved; yet they could not admit to craving it,
because it was forbidden knowledge — knowledge with alurid glare to it; knowledge gained through a
descent into the pit. He has been where they could never go, seen what they could never see; he has
opened up women'’ s bodies, and peered inside. In his hand, which hasjust raised their own hands
towards hislips, he may once have held a beating femae heart.

Thus heisone of the dark trio — the doctor, the judge, the executioner — and shares with them the
powers of life and death. To be rendered unconscious; to lie exposed, without shame, at the mercy of
others; to be touched, incised, plundered, remade — thisiswhat they are thinking of when they look at
him, with their widening eyes and dightly parted lips.

“I suffer so terribly,” the Governor’ swife svoice begins. Coyly, asif displaying an ankle, sherdatesa
symptom — agitated breathing, a constriction around the ribs— with a hint of more and richer onesto
follow. She hasapain— well, she doesn’t like to say exactly where. Whatever could be the cause of it?

Simon amiles, and says heisno longer practiang generd medicine.

After amomentary thwarted frown, the Governor’ swife smiles too, and says she would like him to meet
Mrs. Quennell, the celebrated Spiritualist and advocate of an enlarged sphere for women, and the leading



light of our Tuesday discussion circle, aswel as of the spiritual Thursdays; such an accomplished person,
and so widdly travelled, in Boston and elsewhere. Mrs. Quenndl, in her huge crinoline-supported skirt,
resembles alavender-coloured Bavarian cream; her head appears to be topped with asmall grey poodle.
In her turn she presents Simon to Dr. Jerome DuPont, of New Y ork, who isvisiting just now, and who
has promised to give ademongtration of his remarkable powers. Heiswel known, says Mrs. Quenndll,
and has stayed with Royalty in England. Or not exactly Royadlty; but aristocratic families, al the same.

“Remarkable powers?” says Simon politely. He would like to know what they are. Possibly the fellow
clamsto levitate, or personifies adead Indian, or produces spirit rappings, like the cel ebrated Fox
ggers Spiritualism isthe craze of the middle classes, the women especidly; they gather in darkened
roomsand play at table-tilting the way their grandmothers played at whit, or they emit voluminous
automatic writings, dictated to them by Mozart or Shakespeare; in which case being dead, thinks Simon,
has aremarkably debilitating effect on one' s prose style. If these people were not so well-to-do, their
behaviour would get them committed. Worse, they populate their drawing roomswith fakirs and
mountebanks, al of them swathed in the grubby vestments of a salf-proclaimed quasi-holiness, and the
rules of society dictate that one must be polite to them.

Dr. Jerome DuPont has the deep liquid eyes and intense gaze of aprofessona charlatan; but he smiles
ruefully, and givesadismissive shrug. “Not very remarkable, I'm afraid,” he says. He hasatrace of a
foreign accent. “ Such things are merely another language; if one speaksit, onetakesit smply for granted.
Itisotherswho find it remarkable.”

“Y ou converse with the dead?’ asks Simon, his mouth twitching.

Dr. DuPont smiles. “Not I,” he says. “1 am what you might call amedica practitioner. Or an investigative
scientis, like yoursdlf. | am atrained Neuro-hypnotist, of the school of JamesBraid.”

“I have heard of him,” says Simon. “ A Scotsman, isn't he? A noted authority on clubfoot and strabismus,
| believe. But surely professiona medicine does not recognize these other claims of his. Isnot this
Neuro-hypnotism smply the reanimated corpse of Mesmer’ s discredited Anima Magnetism?’

“Mesmer posited amagnetic fluid encircling the body, which was certainly erroneous,” says Dr. DuPortt.
“Brad's procedures involve the nervous system aone. | might add that those who dispute his methods
have not tried them. They are more accepted in France, where the doctors are less prone to craven
orthodoxies. They are more useful in hysterical cases, than in others, of course; they cannot do much for
abroken leg. But in cases of annesid’ — he givesafaint smile— “they have frequently produced
astounding, and, | may say, very rapid results.”

Simon feds a adisadvantage, and changes the subject. “ DuPont — isit a French name?’

“The family was French Protestant,” says Dr. DuPont. “But only on the father’ s Sde. He was an amateur
of chemigtry. | mysdf am an American. | have visited France professionaly, of course.”

“Perhaps Dr. Jordan would like to make one of our party,” says Mrs. Quennéll, breaking in. “On our
gpiritual Thursdays. Our dear Governor’ swife finds them such acomfort, to know that her little one, now
on the other side, is so well and happy. | am sure Dr. Jordan is a sceptic — but we always welcome
scepticd” Thetiny bright eyes beneath the doggy coiffure twinkle roguishly a him.

“Not asceptic,” says Simon, “only amedica doctor.” He has no intention of being lured into some
compromising and preposterous rigmarole. He wonders what Verringer isthinking of, to include such a
woman on his Committee. But evidently sheiswedthy.

“Physician, hed thysdlf,” says Dr. DuPont. He seemsto be making ajoke.



“Where do you stand on the Abolitionist question, Dr. Jordan?’ says Mrs. Quenndll. Now thewoman is
turning intellectua, and will indst on abd ligerent discussion of palitics, and will doubtless order him to
abolish davery in the South at once. Smon findsit tiresome to be constantly accused, in hisindividua
person, of al the snsof his country, and especialy by these Britishers, who seem to think that a
conscience recently discovered excuses them for not having had any conscience a dl at an earlier period.
On what was their present weal th founded, but on the dave trade; and where would their great mill towns
be without Southern cotton?

“My grandfather was a Quaker,” he says. “Asaboy, | was taught never to open cupboard doors, in
case some poor fugitive might be concealed within. He always felt that to put hisown safety at risk was
worth agood deal more than barking at others from behind the protection of afence.”

“Stonewalls do not a prison make,” says Mrs. Quennell gaily.

“But al scientists must keep an open mind,” says Dr. DuPont. He appears to be back in their previous
conversation.

“I am sure Dr. Jordan‘smind is as open asabook,” says Mrs. Quennell. “Y ou are looking into our
Grace, we are told. From the spiritua point of view.”

Simon can seethat if he triesto explain the difference between the spirit, in her sense of the word, and
the unconscious mind, in his, hewill get hopelessly tangled; so he merdly smilesand nods.

“What approach are you taking?’ says Dr. DuPont. “To restore her vanished memory.”

“I have begun,” says Simon, “with a method based on suggestion, and the association of ideas. | am
attempting, gently and by degrees, to reestablish the chain of thought, which was broken, perhaps, by the
shock of the violent eventsin which shewasinvolved.”

“Ah,” says Dr. DuPont, with asuperior smile. “Sow but steady winstheracel” Simon would like to kick
him.

“Weare sure sheisinnocent,” says Mrs. Quenndl. “All of us on the Committee! We are convinced of it!
Reverend Verringer is getting up a Petition. It is not the first, but we are in hopesthat thistime we will be
successful. ” Once more unto the breach’ isour motto.” She givesagirlishwiggle. ”Do say you are on our
SM “

“If a first you don’t succeed,” says Dr. DuPont solemnly.

“I have not drawn any conclusions, asyet,” says Smon. “In any case, | am lessinterested in her guilt or
innocence, thanin...”

“Than in the mechanisms at work,” says Dr. DuPont.

“That isnot quite how | would put it,” says Simon.

“It isnot the tune played by the musical box, but the little cogs and whed s within it, that concern you.”
“Andyou?’ says Smon, who isbeginning to find Dr. DuPont more interesting.

“Ah,” says DuPont. “For meit is not even the box, with its pretty pictures on the outsde. For me, it is
only themusic. Themusic is played by aphysica object; and yet the music is not that object. As
Scripture says, ” The wind bloweth where it listeth.”



“St. John,” says Mrs. Quenndl. “” That which isborn of the Spirit is spirit.”

“” And that which isborn of thefleshisflesh,*” says DuPont. Thetwo of them peer a him with an air of
gentle but unanswerable triumph, and Smon fedsasif heis suffocating under amattress.

“Dr. Jordan,” saysasoft voice at hiselbow. It isMiss Lydia, one of the Governor’ swife' stwo
daughters. “Mama sent meto ask if you have yet seen her scrapbook.”

Simon inwardly blesses his hostess, and says he has not had that pleasure. The prospect of murky
engravings of the beauty spots of Europe, their borders decorated with paper fern fronds, is not usualy
aluring to him, but at the moment it beckons like an escape. He smiles and nods, and isled away.

Miss Lydia places him on atongue-coloured settee, then fetches aheavy book from the adjacent table
and arranges hersdf beside him. “ She thought you might find it of interest, because of whatever it isyou
are doing with Grace.”

“Oh?’ says Simon.

“It hasgot dl of thefamous murdersinit,” MissLydiaexplains. “My mother cutsthem out and pastes
them in, and the hangings, too.”

“Does sheindeed?’ asks Simon. The woman must be aghoul aswell asahypochondriac.

“It helps her to make up her mind, as to which among the prisoners may be worthy objects of charity,”
saysMissLydia “Hereis Grace.” She opensthe book acrosstheir knees and leansin hisdirection,
gravely ingtructive. “| take an interest in her; she has remarkable abilities”

“Like Dr. DuPont?” Simon says.

MissLydiagares. “Oh, no. | do not goin for any of that. | would never let mysalf be hypnotized, itisso
immodest! | mean that Grace has remarkable abilities as a dressmaker.”

There is a subdued recklessness about her, thinks Simon; when she smiles, both bottom and top teeth
show. But a least sheis hedthy-minded, unlike the mother. A hedthy young anima. Smon is conscious
of her white throat, encircled with amodest ribbon ornamented with arosebud, as befits an unmarried
girl. Through layers of delicate fabric, her arm presses againgt his. Heis not an insensible block, and
athough MissLydia s character, like that of al such girls, must be unformed and childish, she hasavery
amal wast. A cloud of scent risesfrom her, lily of the valey, enveloping himin olfactory gauze.

But Miss Lydiamust be unconscious of the effect sheis producing on him, being necessarily ignorant of
the nature of such effects. He crosses hislegs.

“Hereisthe execution,” saysMissLydia “Of James McDermott. It wasin severd of the newspapers.
Thisoneis The Examiner.”

Simon reads;

What amorbid appetite for such sights, must exist in society, when so large an assemblage, in the present
state of our roads, had collected, to witness the dying agony, of an unfortunate but crimina fellow being!
Can it be supposed that public moras are improved, or the tendency to the commission of flagrant crimes
repressed, by such public sights as these.

“I aminclined to agree,” says Smon.



“I would have atended it if | had been there,” saysMissLydia. “Wouldn't you?’

Simon istaken aback by such directness. He disapproves of public executions, which are unhealthily
exciting and produce bloodthirsty fancies in the weaker-minded part of the population. But he knows
himself; and, given the opportunity, his curiosity would have overcome his scruples. “In my professond
capacity, perhaps,” he says cautioudy. “But | wouldn't have alowed my sister to attend, supposing | had
one”

Miss Lydiawidens her eyes. “But why not?’ she says.

“Women should not attend such gridy spectacles,” he says. “ They pose adanger to their refined
natures.” He' s conscious of sounding pompous.

In the course of histravels, he’ s encountered many women who could scarcely be accused of refined
natures. He has seen madwomen tearing off their clothes and displaying their naked bodies; he has seen
progtitutes of the lowest sort do the same. He's seen women drunk and swearing, struggling together like
wrestlers, pulling the hair from each other’ s heads. The streets of Paris and London swarm with them;

he' s known them to make away with their own infants, and to sall their young daughters to wedlthy men
who hope that by raping children they will avoid disease. So heisunder noillusonsasto theinnate
refinement of women; but al the more reason to safeguard the purity of those till pure. In such acause,
hypocrisy issurely judtified: one must present what ought to betrue asif it redly is.

“Doyou think | have arefined nature?’ saysMissLydia

“| am certain of it,” says Smon. He wondersif that is her thigh he can fed againg his, or only part of her
dress.

“I am sometimes not so sure,” says MissLydia “ There are people who say that Miss Florence
Nightingal e does not have arefined nature, or she would not have been able to witness such degrading
gpectacles without impairing her hedth. But sheisaheroine”

“Thereisno doubt of that,” says Simon.

He suspects she' sflirting with him. It sfar from disagreeable, but, perversdly, it makes him think of his
mother. How many acceptable young girls has she trailed discreetly before him, like feathered fishing
lures? She arranges them, aways, next to avase of white flowers. Their morals have been
irreproachable, their manners candid as spring water; their minds have been presented to him as unbaked
pieces of dough which it would be his prerogative to mould and form. As one season’s crop of girls
proceeds into engagement and marriage, younger ones keep sprouting up, liketulipsin May. They are
now o young in relaion to Simon that he has trouble conversing with them; it’ slike talking to a basketful
of kittens.

But his mother has aways confused youth with malegbility. What she redly wantsis a daughter-in-law
who can be moulded, not by Simon, but by hersdlf; and so the girls continue to be floated past him, and
he continuesto turn away indifferently, and to be gently accused by his mother of laziness and ingratitude.
He rebukes himsdlf for it — he'sa sad dog and a cold fish — and takes care to thank his mother for her
pains, and to reassure her: hewill marry eventualy, but heisn't reedy for it yet. First he must pursue his
researches; he must accomplish something of value, discover something of note; he has his nameto
make.

He aready has aname, she sighs reproachfully; a perfectly good name, which he seems determined to
exterminate by refusing to passit on. At this point she dways coughsalittle, to Sgnify that hiswasa
difficult birth, which dmogt killed her, and fatally weskened her lungs— amedicaly implausble effect



which, during his boyhood, used to reduce him to ajelly of guilt. If he would only produce ason, she
continues— having, of course, married first — she would die happy. He teases her by saying that in that
caseit would be sinful of him to marry at dl, since to do so would amount to matricide; and he adds—
to soften the acerbity — that he can do much better without awife than without a mother, and especialy
such aperfect mother as hersdf; a which she gives him asharp look which tells him she knows severd
tricks worth two of that, and is not deceived. He' stoo clever for his own good, she says; he needn’t
think he can get round her by flattery. But she smoallified.

Sometimes he' stempted to succumb. He could choose one of her proffered young ladies, the richest
one. Hisdaily lifewould be orderly, his breskfasts would be edible, his children would be respectful. The
act of procreation would be undergone unseen, prudently veiled in white cotton — she, dutiful but
properly averse, he within hisrights— but need never be mentioned. His home would have dl the
modern comforts, and he himself would be sheltered in velvet. There are worse fates.

“Do you think that Grace has one?’ saysMissLydia. “A refined nature. | am sure she did not do the
murders; dthough sheis sorry for not having told anyone about them, afterwards. James McDermott
must have been lying about her. But they say she was his paramour. Isit true?’

Simon fedshimsdlf blushing. If she' sflirting, sheisn't conscious of it. Sheistoo innocent to understand
her lack of innocence. “I couldn’'t say,” he murmurs.

“Perhaps she was abducted,” says Miss Lydiadreamily. “In books, woman are dways being abducted.
But | have not personally known anyone that was. Have you?’

Simon says he has never had such an experience.

“They cut off hishead,” saysMissLydiain alower voice. “McDermott’s. They haveit in abottle, at the
University in Toronto.”

“Surdly not,” says Simon, disconcerted afresh. “The skull may have been preserved, but surely not the
entire head!”

“Likeabig pickle,” saysMiss Lydiawith satisfaction. “Oh, look, Mamawants me to go and talk to
Reverend Verringer. | would rather talk to you — heis so pedagogica. She thinks heisgood for my
mora improvement.”

Reverend Verringer hasindeed just come into the room, and is smiling at Simon with annoying
benevolence, asif Smonishisprotégé. Or perhagpsheissmiling at Lydia.

Simon watches Lydia as she glides across the room; she hasthat oiled walk they cultivate. Left to himself
on the settee, he finds himsalf thinking of Grace, as he sees her every weekday, seated opposite himin
the sewing room. In her portrait she looks older than she was, but now she looks younger. Her
complexion is pae, the skin smooth and unwrinkled and remarkably fine in texture, perhaps because

she’ sbeen kept indoors; or it may be the sparse prison diet. She' sthinner now, lessfull in the face; and
whereas the picture shows a pretty woman, she is now more than pretty. Or other than pretty. Theline of
her cheek hasamarble, aclassic, amplicity; to look at her isto believe that suffering does indeed purify.

But in the closeness of the sewing room, Simon can smell her aswell aslook at her. Hetriesto pay no
attention, but her scent isadistracting undercurrent. She smells like smoke; smoke, and laundry soap,
and the At from her skin; and she smdlls of the skin itsdlf, with its undertone of dampness, fullness,
ripeness — what? Ferns and mushrooms, fruits crushed and fermenting. He wonders how often the
femae prisoners are dlowed to bathe. Although her hair is braided and coiled up under her cap, it too
gives off an odour, astrong musky odour of scap. Heisin the presence of afemae animad; something



fox-like and dert. He senses an answering dertness along his own skin, asensation as of brigtleslifting.
Sometimes he feds asif he' swalking on quicksand.

Every day he has set some small object in front of her, and has asked her to tell him what it causes her to
imagine. Thisweek he' s attempted various root vegetables, hoping for a connection that will lead
downwards. Beet — Root Cellar — Corpses, for instance; or even Turnip — Underground — Grave.
According to histheories, theright object ought to evoke achain of disturbing associationsin her;
athough so far she' streated his offerings smply at their face value, and al he'sgot out of her hasbeen a
series of cookery methods.

On Friday he tried amore direct approach. “Y ou may be perfectly frank with me, Grace,” he had said.
“Y ou need hold nothing back.”

“I have no reason not to be frank with you, Sir,” she said. “A lady might conced things, as she has her
reputation to lose; but | am beyond that.”

“What do you mean, Grace?’ he said.

“Only, | wasnever alady, Sir, and I’ ve dready lost whatever reputation | ever had. | can say anything |
like; or if | don'twishto, | needn’t say anything at all.”

“Y ou don’t care about my good opinion of you, Grace?’

She gave him aquick sharp look, then continued her titching. “1 have aready been judged, Sir.
Whatever you may think of me, it'sal the same.”

“Judged rightly, Grace?’ He could not resist asking.

“Rightly or wrongly does not matter,” she said. “ People want aguilty person. If there has been acrime,
they want to know who did it. They don’t like not knowing.”

“Then you have given up hope?’
“Hope of what, Sir?’ she asked mildly.
Simon fdt foolish, asif he'd committed a breach of etiquette. “Well — hope of being set free.”

“Now why would they want to do that, Sir?’ she said. “A murderessis not an everyday thing. Asfor my
hopes, | save that for smaler matters. | livein hopes of having a better breakfast tomorrow than | had
today.” Shesmiled alittle. “They said a the time that they were making an example of me. That’ swhy it
was the death sentence, and then the life sentence.”

But what does an example do, afterwards? thought Simon. Her story isover. The main story, that is; the
thing that has defined her. How is she supposed to fill in the rest of thetime?*“ Do you not fed you have
been treated unjustly?” he said.

“I don’t know what you mean, Sir.” She was threading the needle now; she wet the end of the thread in
her mouth, to makeit easer, and this gesture seemed to him all a once both completely natural and
unbearably intimate. Hefelt asif he was watching her undress, through achink inthe wall; asif shewas
washing hersdlf with her tongue, like acat.

Five - Broken Dishes
Chapter 12



Thisistheninth day | have sat with Dr. Jordan in thisroom. The days haven't been al in arow, asthere
are the Sundays, and on some other days he did not come. | used to count from my birthdays, and then |
counted from my first day in this country, and then from Mary Whitney’ slast day on earth, and after that
from the day in July when the worst things happened, and after that | counted from my first day in prison.
But now | am counting from the first day | spent in the sewing room with Dr. Jordan, because you can't
aways count from the same thing, it gets too tedious and the time stretches out longer and longer, and
you can scarcely bear it.

Dr. Jordan sits across from me. He smells of shaving soap, the English kind, and of ears; and of the
leather of hisboots. It isareassuring smell and | dwayslook forward to it, men that wash being
preferable in this respect to those that do not. What he has put on the table today is a potato, but he has
not yet asked me about it, so it isjust Sitting there between us. | don’t know what he expects meto say
about it, except that | have peeled agood many of them in my time, and eaten them too, afresh new
potato isajoy with alittle butter and sdt, and pardey if available, and even the big old ones can bake up
very beautiful; but they are nothing to have along conversation about. Some potatoes |ook like babies
faces, or dselikeanimas, and | once saw onethat looked like a cat. But thisonelooksjust like a
potato, no more and no less. Sometimes | think that Dr. Jordan isalittle off in the head. But | would
rather talk with him about potatoes, if that iswhat he fancies, than not talk to him at all.

He has adifferent cravat on today, it is red with blue spots or blue with red spots, alittle bit loud for my
taste but | cannot ook at him steady enough to tell. | need the scissors and so | ask for them, and then he
wants meto begintaking, so | say, Today | will finish thelast block for this quilt, after thisthe blockswill
al be sawn together and it will be quilted, it is meant for one of the Governor’ syoung ladies. ItisalLog
Cabin.

A Log Cabin quilt isathing every young woman should have before marriage, as it means the home; and
thereisaways ared square at the centre, which meansthe hearth fire. Mary Whitney told methat. But |
don't say this, as| don't think it will interest him, being too common. Though no more common than a
potato.

And he says, What will you sew after this? And | say, | don’t know, | suppose | will betold, they don’t
use mefor the quilting, only for the blocks becauseit is such fine work, and the Governor’ swife said |
was thrown away on the plain sawing such asthey do at the Penitentiary, the postbags and uniforms and
so forth; but in any casethe quilting isin the evening, and it isaparty, and | am not invited to parties.

And he says, If you could make aquilt al for yoursdlf, which pattern would you make?

Well thereis no doubt about that, | know the answer. 1t would be a Tree of Paradise like the onein the
quilt chest at Mrs. Alderman Parkinson’s, | used to get it out on the pretence of seeing if it needed
mending, just to admireit, it was alovely thing, made dl of triangles, dark for the leaves and light for the
apples, thework very fine, the stitches dmost as smdl as| can do mysdlf, only on mine | would make the
border different. Hersis aWild Goose Chase border, but mine would be an intertwined border, one light
colour, one dark, the vine border they cal it, vines twisted together like the vines on the mirror in the
parlour. It would be agreat dedl of work and would take along time, but if it were mine and just for me
to have, | would bewilling to doiit.

But what | say to himisdifferent. | say, | don’t know, Sir. Perhapsit would be aJob’s Tears, or aTree
of Paradise, or a Snake Fence; or else an Old Maid' s Puzzle, because | am an old maid, wouldn’t you
say, Sir, and | have certainly been very puzzled. | said thislast thing to be mischievous. | did not give him
agraight answer, because saying what you really want out loud brings bad luck, and then the good thing
will never happen. It might not happen anyway, but just to make sure, you should be careful about saying
what you want or even wanting anything, asyou may be punished for it. Thisiswhat happened to Mary



Whitney.
He writes down the names of the quilts. He says, Trees of Paradise, or Tree?

Tree, Sir, | say. Y ou can have aquilt with more than one of them on it, | have seen four with their tops
pointed into themiddle, but it is<till called Tree.

Why isthat, do you suppose, Grace? he says. Sometimes heislike achild, heis aways asking why.

Because that isthe name of the paitern, Sir, | say. Thereisaso the Tree of Life, but that isadifferent
pattern. Y ou can aso have a Tree of Temptation, and thereisthe Pine Tree, that isvery nice aswell.

He writes that down. Then he picks up the potato and looks at it. He says, Isit not wonderful that such a
thing grows under the ground, you might say it isgrowing inits deep, out of ght in the darkness, hidden
fromview.

Wédll, | don’t know where he expects a potato to grow, | have never seen them dangling about on the
bushes. | say nothing, and he says, What elseisunderground, Grace?

Therewould be the beets, | say. And the carrots are the sasme way, Sir, | say. It istheir nature.

He seems disappointed in this answer, and does not write it down. He looks a me and thinks. Then he
says, Have you had any dreams, Grace?

And | say, What do you mean, Sir?

| think he meansdo | dream of thefuture, do | have any plansfor what | may do in my life, and | think it
isacrud question; seeing as| amin hereuntil | die, | do not have many bright prospectsto think about.
Or perhaps hemeans do | daydream, do | have fancies about some man or other, like ayoung girl, and
that notion isjust as crud if not more so; and | say, alittle angry and reproachful, What would | be doing
with dreams; it isnot very kind of you to ask.

And he says, No, | see you mistake my meaning. What | am asking is, do you have dreamswhen you
areadeep a night?

| say, alittletartly becauseit ismore of his gentleman’ snonsenseand dso | am ill angry, Everybody
does, Sir, or | suppose they do.

Y es, Grace, but do you? he says. He has not noticed my tone or else he has chosen not to noticeit. | can
say anything to him and he would not be put out or shocked, or even very surprised, he would only write
it down. | suppose heisinterested in my dreams because a dream can mean something, or so it saysin
the Bible, such as Pharaoh and the fat kine and the lean kine, and Jacob with the angels going up and
down the ladder. Thereisaquilt called after that, it isthe Jacob’s Ladder.

| do, Sir, | say.
He says, What did you dream last night?

| dreamt that | was standing at the door of the kitchen at Mr. Kinnear’ s. It was the summer kitchen; | had
just been scrubbing the floor, | know that because my skirts were gtill tucked up and my feet were bare
and wet, and | had not yet put my clogs back on. A man was there, just outside on the step, hewasa
peddier of some sort, like Jeremiah the peddler who | once bought the buttons from, for my new dress,
and McDermott bought the four shirts.



But this was not Jeremiah, it was adifferent man. He had his pack open and the things spread out on the
ground, the ribbons and buttons and combs and pieces of cloth, very bright they were in the dream, silks
and cashmere shawls and cotton prints gleaming in the sun, because it was broad daylight and full
summer.

| felt he was someone | had once known, but he kept his face turned away so | could not seewho it was.
| could sense that he was looking down, looking at my bare legs, bare from the knee and none too clean
from scrubbing thefloor, but alegisaleg, dirty or clean, and | did not pull down my skirts. | thought, Let
him look, poor man, there' s nothing like that where he's come from. He must have been aforeigner of
some sort, he' d walked along way, and he had adarkish and a starved look to him, or so | thought in
the dream.

But then he was't looking any more, he wastrying to sell me something. He had athing of mineand |
needed it back, but | had no money so | could not buy it from him. We will trade then, he said, we will
bargain. Come, what will you give me, he said in ateasing way.

What he had was one of my hands. | could seeit now, it was white and shrivelled up, he was dangling it
by itswrist like aglove. But then | looked down a my own hands, and | saw that there were two of
them, on their wrists, coming out of the deavesasusud, and | knew that thisthird hand must belong to
some other woman. She was bound to come around looking for it, and if | had it in my possession she
would say | had stolen it; but | did not want it any more, because it must have been cut off. And sure
enough, there was the blood now, dripping and thick like syrup; but | was not horrified by it at al, as|
would have been by real blood if awake; instead | was anxious about something else. Behind me | could
hear the music of aflute, and this made me very nervous.

Go away, | said to the peddler man, you must go away right now. But he kept his head turned aside and
would not move, and | suspected he might be laughing at me.

Andwhat | thought was. It will get on the clean floor.

| say, | can't remember, Sir. | can’'t remember what | dreamt last night. 1t was something confusing. And
he writesthat down.

| have little enough of my own, no belongings, no possessions, o privacy to speak of, and | need to
keep something for myself; and in any case, what use would he have for my dreams, after al?

Then he says, Wdll, there is more than oneway to skin acat.
| find that an odd choice of words, and | say, | am not acat, Sir.

And he says, Oh | remember, nor are you adog, and he smiles. He says, The question is, Grace, what
areyou? Fish or flesh or good red herring?

And | say, | beg your pardon, Sir?

| do not take well to being called afish, | would leave the room except that | don’t dare to.
And he says, Let usbegin at the beginning.

And | say, The beginning of what, Sir?

And he says, The beginning of your life.

| wasborn, Sir, likeanyonedse, | say, till annoyed with him.



| have your Confession here, he says, let meread you what you said in it.

That isnot redly my Confession, | say, it was only what the lawyer told me to say, and things made up
by the men from the newspapers, you might aswell believe the rubbishy broadsheet they were peddling
about, asthat. Thefirst timel set eyes on anewspaper man | thought, Well then, does your mother know
you' re out? He was almost as young as | was, he had no business writing for the papers as he was barely
old enough to shave. They were dl like that, wet behind the ears, and would not know the truth if they fell
over it. They said | was eighteen or nineteen or not more than twenty, when | was only just turned
sixteen, and they couldn’t even get the names right, they spelled Jamie Wash' s name three different
ways, Walsh, Welch, Walch, and McDermott’ stoo, with aMc and aMac, and one't and two, and they
wrote down Nancy’ s name as Ann, shewas never called that in her life, so how could you expect them
to get anything dseright? They will make up any old thing to suit themsdlves.

Grace, he saysthen, who is Mary Whitney?
| give him aquick look. Mary Whitney, Sir? Now where would you get such aname asthat? | say.

It iswritten underneath your portrait, he says. At thefront of your Confession. Grace Marks, Alias
Mary Whitney.

Ohyes, | say. Itisnot agood likeness of me.
And Mary Whitney? he says.

Oh, that wasjust the name | gave, Sir, at the tavern in Lewiston when James McDermott was running
away with me. He said | should not give my own name, in case they came looking for us. Hewas
gripping my arm very tight at thetime, as| recal. To make sure | would do as hetold me.

And did you give any name that came into your head? he says.

Ohno, Sir, | say. Mary Whitney was once a particular friend of mine. She was dead by that time, Sir,
and | did not think shewould mind it if | used her name. She sometimeslent me her clothing, too.

| stop for aminute, thinking of the right way to explainit.

She was aways kind to me, | say; and without her, it would have been adifferent story entirely.
Chapter 13

Thereisalittle verse | remember from achild:

Needles and pins, needles and pins,
When aman marries histrouble begins.

It doesn’'t say when awoman'’ s trouble begins. Perhaps mine began when | was born, for asthey say,
Sir, you cannot choose your own parents, and of my own free will | would not have chosen the ones
God gave me.

What it says at the beginning of my Confession istrue enough. | did indeed come from the North of
Ireland; though | thought it very unjust when they wrote down that both of the accused were from
Ireland by their own admission. That made it sound likeacrime, and | don't know that being from
Irdland isacrime; athough | have often seen it treated as such. But of course our family were
Protestants, and that is different.



What | remember isasmal rocky harbour by the sea, the land green and grey in colour, with not muchin
the way of trees; and for that reason | was quite frightened when | first saw large trees of the kind they
have here, as| did not see how any tree could bethat tall. | don’t recall the place very well, as| wasa
childwhen | left it; only in scraps, like aplate that’ s been broken. There are dways some pieces that
would seem to belong to another plate altogether; and then there are the empty spaces, where you
cannot fit anything in.

Welived in acottage with alesky roof and two small rooms, on the edge of avillage near atown that |
did not namefor the newspapers, as my Aunt Pauline might still beliving and | would not wish to bring
disgrace upon her. She dways thought well of me, dthough | heard her telling my mother what could be
expected of meredly, with so few prospects and with afather like that. She thought my mother had
married benegath her; she sad it was the way in our family, and she supposed | would end up the same;
but to me she said that | should strive againgt it, and set ahigh price on mysdlf, and not take up with the
firat Hail-fellow-well-met that should happen aong, the way my mother had, without looking into his
family or background, and that | should be wary of strangers. At the age of eight | did not have much
idea of what she was talking about, although it was good advice dl the same. My mother said Aunt
Pauline meant kindly but had standards, which were dl very well for those that could afford them.

Aunt Pauline and her husband, who was my Uncle Roy, a dope-shouldered and outspoken man, kept a
shop in the nearby town; along with general goods they sold dress materials and pieces of lace, and some
linensfrom Belfast, and they did well enough. My mother was Aunt Paulin€ s younger sister, and prettier
than Aunt Pauline, who had a complexion like sandpaper and was dl bone, with knuckles on her asbig
aschickens knees, but my mother had long auburn hair, it was her | got it from, and round blue eyeslike
adoll, and before her marriage she had lived with Aunt Pauline and Uncle Roy and helped them with the
shop.

My mother and Aunt Pauline were a dead clergyman’ s daughters — a Methodist, he was— and it was
sad their father had done something unexpected with the church money, and after that could not get a
position; and when he died they were penniless, and were turned out to fend for themsalves. But both
had an education, and could embroider and play the piano; so that Aunt Pauline felt she too had married
beneath her, as keeping ashop was not how alady should live; but Uncle Roy was awell-meaning man
athough unpolished, and respected her, and that counted for something; and every time she looked into
her linen closet, or counted over her two sets of dishes, onefor everyday and onered chinafor best, she
blessed her lucky stars and was thankful, because awoman could do worse; and what she meant was
that my mother had.

| don’'t think she said such thingsto hurt my mother’ sfedlings, athough it had that effect, and she would
cry afterwards. She d begun life under Aunt Pauline' s thumb and continued the same way, only my
father’ sthumb was added to it. Aunt Pauline was aways telling her to stand up to my father, and my
father would tell her to stand up to Aunt Pauline, and between the two of them they squashed her flat.
Shewas atimid creature, hesitating and weak and ddlicate, which used to anger me. | wanted her to be
stronger, o | would not have to be so strong myself.

Asfor my father, he was not even Irish. He was an Englishman from the north of it, and why he had
cometo Ireland was never clear, as most who wereinclined to travel went in the other direction. Aunt
Pauline said he must have been in sometrouble in England, and had come acrossto get himsdlf out of the
way in ahurry. Marks may not even have been hisred name, she said; it should have been Mark, for the
Mark of Cain, as he had a murderous look about him. But she only said that |ater, when things had gone
SO wrong.

At firgt, said my mother, he seemed awell-enough young man, and steedy, and even Aunt Pauline had to



admit that he was handsome, being tall and yelow-haired and having kept most of histeeth; and at the
time they married, he had money in his pocket, aswell as good prospects, for he wasindeed a
stone-mason, as the newspapers wrote down. Even so, Aunt Pauline said my mother would not have
married him unless she' d had to, and it was covered up, athough therewastalk of my eldest Sster
Marthabeing very large for a seventh-month child; and that came from my mother’ s being too obliging,
and too many young women were caught in that fashion; and she was only telling methisso | would not
do the same. She said my mother was very fortunate in that my father did agree to marry her, she would
give him that, as most would have been on the next boat out of Belfast when they heard the news, leaving
her high and dry on the shore, and what could Aunt Pauline have done for her then, as she had her own
reputation and the shop to consider.

So my mother and my father each felt trapped by the other.

| do not believe my father was a bad man to begin with; but he was easily led astray, and circumstances
were againgt him. Being an Englishman, he was none too welcome even among the Protestants, asthey
were not fond of outsiders. Also he claimed my uncle said he' d tricked my mother into marriage so he
could have afinetime, living a ease and dipping into their money from the shop; which wastruein part,
asthey could not refuse him because of my mother and the children.

| learnt dl thisat an early age. The doorsin our house were none too thick, and | was alittle pitcher with
big ears, and my father’ s voice was loud when drunk; and once he would get going, he did not notice
who might be standing just around the corner or outside the window, as quiet asamouse.

Onething he said wasthat his children were too many in number, and would have been even for aricher
man. Asthey wrote in the papers, there ended by being nine of us, nineliving that is. They did not put in
the dead ones, which were three, not counting the baby that was lost before being born, and never had a
name. My mother and Aunt Pauline called it the lost baby, and when | waslittle | wondered where it had
been logt, because | thought it waslost the way you would lose a penny; and if it had been logt, then
perhaps it might someday be found.

The other three dead ones were buried in the churchyard. Although my mother prayed more and more,
we went to church less and less, because she said she was not going to have her poor tattery children
paraded in front of everyone like scarecrows, with no shoes. It was only a parish church but despite her
feeble nature she had her pride, and being a clergyman’ s daughter she knew what was decentin a
church. She did so long to be decent again, and for usto be decent aswell. But it isvery hard, Sir, to be
decent, without proper clothes.

| used to go to the churchyard though. The church was only the size of a cowshed, and the churchyard
mostly overgrown. Our village was once larger, but many had moved away, to Befast to the mills, or
across the ocean; and often there was no one left from afamily to tend the graves. The graveyard was
one of the places| would take the younger children when my mother said | wasto get them out of the
house; so we would go and look at the three dead ones, and the other graves aswell. Some were very
old, and had gravestones with the heads of angdl's on them, though they looked more like flat cakes with
two staring eyes, and awing coming out on either side where the ears should have been. | did not see
how a head could fly around without a body attached; and aso | did not see how a person could bein
Heaven, and in the churchyard too; but al agreed that it was 0.

Our three dead children did not have stones but only wooden crosses. They must be al overgrown by
now.

When | reached the age of nine, my older Sster Martha left to go into service, and so al the work that
Martha used to do around the house was now on me; and then two years after that, my brother Robert



went to sea on amerchant ship, and was never heard from again; but as we ourselves moved away
shortly theresfter, even if he had sent word it would not have reached us.

Then there werefivelittle ones and mysdlf remaining a home, with another on theway. | cannot
remember my mother when shewasn't in what they cal adelicate condition; athough thereis nothing
delicate about it that | can see. They dso cal it an unhappy condition, and that is closer to the truth— an
unhappy condition followed by ahappy event, dthough the event is by no means aways happy.

Our father by thistime was fed up with it. He would say, What are you bringing another brat into this
world for, haven’t you had enough of that by now, but no you can’'t stop, another mouth to feed, asif he
himself had nothing to do with it a al. When | was quite young, Six or seven, | put my hand on my
mother’ sbelly, which was dl round and tight, and | said What isin there, another mouth to feed, and my
mother smiled sadly and said Yes| fear o, and | had a picture of an enormous mouth, on ahead like the
flying angdl heads on the gravestones, but with teeth and dl, eating away a my mother from theinsde,
and | began to cry because | thought it would kill her.

Our father used to go away, even asfar as Belfast, to work for the buildersthat had hired him; and then
when the job was over he would come home for afew days, and then be out seeking another piece of
work. When he was home he would go to the tavern, to get away from the squaling. He said aman
could not hear himself think in al that racket, and he had to look about him, with such alarge family, and
how he was to keep their bodies and souls together was beyond him. But most of the looking about he
did was a the bottom of a glass, and there were lways those willing to help him look; but when hewas
drunk he would become angry and begin cursing the Irish, and abusing them as a pack of low useless
thieving scoundrels, and there would be afight. But he had astrong arm, and soon not many friends | eft,
as dthough they were happy enough to drink with him they did not want to be at the wrong end of hisfist
when thetime camefor it. And so he would drink by himself, more and more, and asthe drink got
stronger the nights got longer, and he began to missjobs of work in the daytime.

And s0 he got areputation for not being reliable, and the jobs of work became few and far between. It
was worse when he was home than when he was not, as by thistime he was not confining hisragesto the
tavern. Hewould say he did not know why God had saddled him with such alitter, the world did not
need any more of us, we should al have been drowned like kittensin asack, and then the younger ones
would be frightened. So | would take the four that were old enough to walk that far, and we would hold
handsin arow, and go to the graveyard and pick weeds, or down to the harbour, and scramble among
the rocks on the shore and poke at stranded jellyfish with sticks, or ook in the tide pools for whatever
we could find.

Or we would go out on the little dock where the fishing boats tied up. We were not supposed to go there
because our mother feared we might dip over and drown, but | would lead the children there anyway,
because the fishermen would sometimes give us afish, anice herring or amackerel, and any sort of food
was badly needed at home; sometimeswe did not know what we were going to eat from one day to the
next. We were forbidden by our mother to beg, and we would not, or not in so many words; but five
ragged little children with hungry eyesisahard sght to resist, or it wasin our village then. And so we
would get our fish more often than not, and go off home with it as proud asif we had caught it ourselves.

| will confessto having awicked thought, when | had the young ones dl lined up on the dock, with their
little bare legs dangling down. | thought, | might just push one or two of them over, and then there would
not be so many to feed, nor so many clothes to wash. For by thistime | was the one who had to do most
of thewashing. But it was only athought, put into my head by the Devil, no doubt. Or more likely by my
father, for at that age | was still trying to please him.

After atime he got into doubtful company, and was seen about with some Orangemen of bad reputation,



and there was a house burnt down twenty miles away, of a Protestant gentleman that had taken the side
of the Catholics, and another one found with his head bashed in. There were words about it between my
mother and father, and he said how the Devil did she expect him to turn apenny, and the least she could
do wasto keep it asecret, not that you could ever trust awoman asfar as you could throw her, as
they’ d betray any man as soon aslook at him, and Hell wastoo good for the lot. And when | asked my
mother what the secret was, she brought out the Bible, and said | must swear on it to keep the secret
too, and that God would punish meif | broke such a sacred promise; which terrified me very much, as|
was in danger of letting it out unawares, because | had noideaat dl of what it was. And being punished
by God must be aterrible thing, as he was so much larger than my father; and after that | was dways
very careful about keeping the secrets of others, no matter what they might be.

For atime there was money, but things did not improve, and words came to blows, athough my poor
mother did little enough to provoke them; and when my Aunt Pauline cameto visit, my mother would
whisper to her, and show the bruises on her arms, and cry, and say He was not aways thisway; and
Aunt Paulinewould say, But ook a him now, he’ s nothing more than aboot with aholein it, the more
you pour in at the top, the more it runs out at the bottom, it’s ashame and a disgrace.

My Uncle Roy came with her in their one-horse gig, bringing some eggs from their hens and adab of
bacon, for our own hens and pig were long gone; and they sat in the front room, which was hung about
with drying clothes, because no sooner would you get your wash done and spread out on asunny day in
that climate, than it would cloud over and begin to drizzle; and Uncle Roy, who was a very plain-spoken
man, said he didn’t know aman who could turn good money into horse piss faster than my father could.
And Aunt Pauline made him say Pardon me, because of the language; though my mother had heard much
worse than that, as when our father was drinking he had amouth on him asfoul asarunning sewer.

By now it was no longer the little money our father brought into the house that was keeping usdive.
Instead it was my mother and her shirt sewing, a which | helped her, and my younger sister Katey too;
and it was Aunt Pauline who got her the work, and brought it and took it away again, which must have
been an expense to her because of the horse, and the extratime and trouble. But she would aways bring
some food with her, for although we had our little potato patch and our own cabbages, it was by no
means enough; and she would bring |eftover pieces of cloth from the shop, out of which our own clothes
were made, such asthey were.

Our father waslong since past asking where such things came from. In those days, Sir, it was amatter of
pride for aman to support hisown family, whatever he might think of that family itsdlf; and my mother,
athough wesk-spirited, was too wise awoman to tell him anything about it. And the other person who
did not know as much about it as there was to know was Uncle Roy, athough he must have guessed i,
and seen that certain items vanished from his own house, only to reappear in ours. But my Aunt Pauline
was a strong-minded woman.

The new baby came, and there was more washing for me to do, as was aways the case with a baby, and
our mother wasill for alonger timethan usud; and | had to get the dinners, aswell asthe bregkfasts,
which | had been doing aready; and our father said we should just knock the new baby on the head and
shoveit into aholein the cabbage patch, asit would be agood deal happier under the sod than aboveit.
And then he said it made him hungry just to look at it, it would look very nice on aplatter with roast
potatoes al round and an gpplein its mouth. And then he said why werewe dl staring at him.

At thistime asurprising thing happened. Aunt Pauline had despaired of ever having children, and so had
regarded all of us as her own; but now there were sgnsthat she wasin the family way. And she wasvery
happy about it, and my mother was happy for her. But Uncle Roy said to Aunt Pauline that there had to
be a change, as he could not go on supporting our family now, with hisown to think of, and some other



plan would have to be made. Aunt Pauline said we could not be |eft to starve, no matter how bad my
father might be, as her sister was her own flesh and blood and the children were innocent; and Uncle Roy
said who ever said anything about starving, what he had in mind was emigration. Many were doing it, and
there was free land to be had in the Canadas, and what my father needed was to wipe the date clean.
Stone-masons were in great demand over there because of al the building and works that were going
forward, and he had it on good authority that soon there would be many railway stationsto be
congtructed; and an industrious man could do well for himsdif.

Aunt Pauline said that was all very well, but who would pay for the passages? And Uncle Roy said he
had some put by and would reach very deep into his pocket, and it would be enough to pay not only for
our passages but for the food we would need on the journey; and he had his eye on aman who would
arrange everything, for afee. He had it all planned out before he brought it up for discussion, my Uncle
Roy being aman who liked to have his duckslined up in arow before shooting them.

And 0 it was decided, and my Aunt Pauline came specially in her gig despite her condition, to repest all
of thisto my mother, and my mother said she would have to talk to my father and obtain his agreement,
but thiswas only for show. Beggars cannot be choosers, and they did not have any other road open to
them; and aswell, there had been some strange men about the village, talking about the house that was
burnt and the man that was killed, and asking questions; and after that my father wasin ahurry to get
himsdf out of theway.

So he put agood front on it, and said it was anew start in life, and it was generous of my Uncle Roy, and
he would regard the passage money as aloan and would pay it back as soon as he began to prosper;

and Uncle Roy pretended to believe him. He had no wish to humiliate my father, only to seethelast of
him. Asfor his generosity, | suppose he thought it would be best to bite the bullet and pay out one large
sum of money, rather than to be bled to death over the years penny by penny; and in his shoes | would
have done the same.

And so dl was set in motion. It was decided that we would sail at the end of April, as that way we would
arrive in the Canadas at the beginning of summer, and have the warm weather while we got ourselves
well settled. Much planning went on between Aunt Pauline and my mother, and agood ded of sorting
and packing; and both tried to be cheerful, but both were downheartened. After all they were ssters, and
had been through thick and thin, and they knew that once the ship set sall it was not likely they would
ever ;e each other againin thislife.

My Aunt Pauline brought a good linen sheet, only alittle flawed, from the shop; and athick warm shawl,
as she'd heard it was cold on the other side of the ocean; and allittle wicker hamper, and inside it,
packed in straw, achinategpot, and two cups and saucers, with roses on them. And my mother thanked
her very much, and said how good she had been to her dways, and that she would treasure the teapot
forever, in remembrance of her.

And there was agreat dedl of quiet weeping.
Chapter 14

Wewent up to Belfast in acart hired by my uncle, which was along journey and very jolting, but it did
not rain much. Belfast was alarge and stony city, the biggest place | had ever been in, and clattering with
wagons and carriages. It had some grand buildings, but aso many poor people, who worked in the linen
millsday and night. The gaslampswerelit aswe arrived in the evening, which were thefirst | ever saw;
and they were just like moonlight, only greener in colour.

We dept at an inn which was so thick with fleas you would have thought it was adog kennd; and we



took al of the boxesinto the room with us so as not to be robbed of our earthly goods. | didn’t have the
chance to see much more, asin the morning we had to get on board the ship at once, and so | hustled the
children dong. They did not understand where we were going, and to tel you the truth, Sir, | don't
believe any of usdid.

The ship waslying dongside the dock; it was a heavy hulking brute that had come across from Liverpooal,
and later | wastold that it brought logs of wood eastward from the Canadas, and emigrants westward
the other way, and both were viewed in much the same light, as cargo to be ferried. The people were
aready going aboard with al their bundles and boxes, and some of the women were wailing agood dedl;
but | did not do so, as| did not see the use of it, and our father was looking grim and in need of silence,
and not in any mood to spare the back of hishand.

The ship wasrocking to and for with the swell, and | did not trust it at al. The younger children were
excited, the boysin particular, but my heart sank within me because | had never been on a ship, not even
the small fishing boatsin our harbour, and | knew we were to sail across the ocean, out of sight of land,
and if wewereto be in ashipwreck or fal overboard, not one of us could swim.

| saw three crows ditting in arow on the crossbeam of the mast, and my mother saw them too, and she
said it was bad luck, for three crowsin arow meant adeath. | was surprised at her saying this, as she
was not a superstitious woman; but | suppose she was melanchaly, for as| have noticed, those who are
depressed in spirits are more likely to consider bad omens. But | was badly frightened by it, although |
did not show it because of the young children: if they saw me taking on, they would do so aswell, and
there was enough noise and tumult aready.

Our father put on a brave gppearance and strode ahead up the gangplank, carrying the largest bundle of
clothing and bedding, and gazing around him asif he knew al about it and was not afraid; but our mother
came up very sadly, with her shawl drawn around her, shedding furtive tears, and she wrung her hands
and said to me, Oh what has driven usto this, and as we stepped on board the ship she said, My foot
will never touch land again. And | said, Mother, why do you say that? And she said, | fed it in my bones.

And s0 it turned ouit.

Our father paid to have our larger boxes carried aboard and stowed away; it was a shame to waste the
money but it was the only way to do it, as he could not carry al the things on by himself, asthe porters
were coarse and importunate, and would have hindered him. The deck was very crowded, with many
comings and goings, and the men shouting to usto get out of their way. The boxes we would not need on
board were taken to a special room, which was to be kept locked to prevent thievery, and the store of
food which we had brought with usfor the voyage had its own place too; but the blankets and sheets
went below into our beds; and our mother ingsted on keeping Aunt Pauling steapot with her, asshe did
not want to let it out of her sight; and shetied the wicker hamper to the upright post of the bed with a
piece of twine.

Where we were to deep was below the deck, down agreasy ladder into what they called the hold,
which was built al through with beds. Hard rough wooden dabs they were, poorly nailed together and
sx feet long and six feet wide, with two personsto each, and three or four if children; and two layers of
them, one on top of the other, with scarcely the room to squeeze in between. When you werein the
bottom bed there was no space to sit up fully, asif you tried it you banged your head on the bed above;
and if you were in the top one you stood more chance of tumbling out, and farther to fal if you did. It
was everyone together, crammed in like herringsin abox, and no windows or any way of letting in the
air, except the hatchways that led down. Already the air was close enough, but nothing like how it got
later on. We had to snatch our beds and put our things on them at once, there was such a shove and
scramble, and | did not want us to be separated, with the children done and frightened in astrange place



a night.

We st sail at noon, when al was stowed aboard. Once they had raised the gangplank and there was no
way back to land, we were summoned by bell for an address from the Captain, who was
leathery-skinned and a Scot from the south. He told us we must obey the rules of the ship, and that there
must be no cooking firesmade, asal our food would be cooked by the ship’s cook if brought promptly
at the bell; and no smoking of pipes, especidly below decks, asit could lead to fires, and those who
could not do without tobacco could always chew and spit. And there was to be no washing of clothes,
except on the days when the weather was right, and he would be the judge of that; for if it wastoo
blustery we would lose our possessions overboard, and if it rained the hold would be full of wet steamy
cloth at night, and he gave us hisword for it that this was not athing we would enjoy.

Also there was to be no bringing of bedding up on deck to air it without permission, and al were to obey
the orders of himself and the First Mate, and any of the other officers, asthe ship’s safety depended on
it; and in case of breach of discipline we would have to be locked up in a cubby-hole, so he hoped no
one would be tempted to try his patience. Furthermore, he said, drunkenness would not be tolerated, as
it led to faling down; we could get as drunk as alord once ashore, but not on his ship; and for our own
safety we were not alowed up on deck at night, asthen we might be lost overboard. His sailors were not
to beinterfered with in their duties, nor bribed for favours, and he had eyesin the back of his head, and
would know it immediately if attempted. As hismen could testify, he ran atight ship, and on the open
seas the Captain’ sword was law.

In case of illness there was adoctor on board, but most could expect to fed unwell until they got their
sealegs, and the doctor was not to be pestered with trifles such as alittle seasickness; and if all went well
wewould be on land again in six or eight weeks' time. In conclusion, he wished to say that every ship
afloat had arat or two aboard, and thiswas asign of luck because it was the rats who knew first when a
ship wasfated to sink, so he did not want to be bothered about it, should some well-bred lady happen to
catch sight of one. He supposed none of us had ever seen arat before— at this there was laughter —
but in case we were curious, he had one fresh killed, and very appetizing too should we be hungry. There
was more laughter, asit was ajoke he wastelling, to set us more at ease.

When the laughter had stopped he said that to sum it up, his ship was not Buckingham Palace, and we
were not the Queen of France, and like everything dsein thislife you got what you paid for. And he
wished us a pleasant voyage. Then heretired to his cabin, and left usto sort oursalves out as best we
could. In hisheart he most likely wished usdl at the bottom of the sea, so long as he could keep the
money for our transport. But at least he seemed to know what he was about, and that made me fed
easer. | needn’t tell you that many of hisingtructions were not followed, especially asto the smoking and
drinking; but those indulging had to be dy about it.

At firg things did not go too badly. The clouds thinned and there was fitful sunlight, and | stayed on deck
and watched them tacking the boat out of the harbour, and aslong aswe werein the shelter of theland |
did not mind the motion. But as soon as we were out upon the Irish Seaand they ran up more of the
sails, | began to fed strange and sick, and soon lost my breakfast into the scuppers, holding alittle one by
each hand who was doing the same. | was by no means aone, as many otherswere lined up like pigs at
atrough. Our mother was prostrated, and our father was sicker than | was, so neither of them was any
use with the children. It was fortunate we had eaten no dinner, or things would have been much worse
with us. The sailorswere ready for this, having seen it before, and they hauled up many buckets of salt
water to wash al away.

After awhile| was better; it may have been the fresh sea air, or that | was getting accustomed to the
rolling and heaving of the ship, and aso, if you' Il excuse mefor putting it thisway, Sr, there was nothing



left to be sick with; and aslong as | was above on the deck | did not fed soill. There was no question of
any supper for our family, asal were too indisposed; but a sailor told methat if we could drink some
water and nibble on apiece of ship’s biscuit it would be better for us;, and aswe had laid in asupply of
biscuit on my uncl€ singtructions, we did this as best we could.

Thusthingswerealittleimproved until nightfall, and then we had to go below, when they became much
worse. As| have said, dl the passengers were stuffed in together, with no walls between, and most as
sck asdogs; and so not only could you hear the retchings and groanings of your neighbours, which made
you sick just to listen to them, but hardly any air got in, and so the hold became fouler and fouler and the
stench was enough to turn your ssomach inside out.

Andif you'll forgive me for mentioning this, Sir, there were no proper waysto relieve yoursdlf. There
were buckets provided, but in plain view of dl, or they would have been if there had been any light; but
asit was, there were gropings in the dark, and curses, and buckets being overturned by mistake, and
even if the bucket remained upright, what didn’t go into it went onto the floor. Happily it was none too
solid afloor, so at least some went below into the bilge. It did make mereflect, Sir, that there are times
when women with their skirts are better off than men with their trousers, for a least we carry around with
usasort of natura tent, whereas the poor men had to stagger about with their trousers down around their
ankles. But as| say, there was not much light.

What with the pitching and surging of the ship, and the creaking it made, and the doshing of the waves,
and the noise and the stink, and the rats running to and for as bold aslords and ladies, it waslike being a
suffering soul in Hell. | thought of Jonah in the belly of the whae, but &t least he only had to stay there
three days, and we had eight weeks of it ahead of us, and hewasin the belly dl by himself, and did not
haveto ligten to the moaning and vomiting of others.

After severad daysit did improve, asthe seasickness of many subsided; but the air was alwaysfoul at
night, and there were dways noises. Less retching, to be sure, but more coughing and snores; and dso a
good dedl of crying and praying, which can be understood under the circumstances.

But | did not mean to offend your sengbilities, Sir. The ship was after dl only asort of dumin motion,
though without the gin shops; and | hear they have got better ships now.

Perhaps you would like to open the window.

There was one good effect of dl the suffering. The passengers were Catholic and Protestant mixed, with
some English and Scots come over from Liverpool thrown into the bargain; and if in agtate of hedth,
they would have squabbled and fought, asthereisno lovelost. But there is nothing like a strong bout of
seasickness to remove the desire for a scrap; and those who would cheerfully have cut each other’s
throats on land, were often to be seen holding each other’ s heads over the scuppers, like the tenderest of
mothers; and | have sometimes noted the same thing in prison, as necessity does make strange
bedfellows. A seavoyage and a prison may be God’ sreminder to usthat we are dl flesh, and that all
fleshisgrass, and al fleshisweak. Or s0 | chooseto believe.

After severa days| had my sealegs, and so | could fetch and carry up and down the ladder to the deck,
and see about the meals. Each family supplied its own food, which was brought to the ship’s cook and
put into a net bag, and plunged into a cauldron of boiling water and boiled a ong with the meds of the
others; and so you got not only your own dinner, but ataste of what the others were eating aswell. Salt
pork we had, and salt beef; we had some onions and potatoes, though not many of these because of the
weight; and dried peas, and a cabbage which was soon gone, as | felt we should ezt it beforeit wilted.
The oatmeal we had could not be boiled in the main cauldron, but was mixed up with hot water and |eft
to steep, and the teaaswell. And we had biscuit, as| said before.



My Aunt Pauline had given my mother three lemons, worth their weight in gold, as she said it was well
known they were good againgt the scurvy; and these | carefully preserved in case of need. All indl we
had enough to keep strength in our bodies, which was more than some, who had spent their main money
for the passage; and we had allittle to spare, or so | felt, Since our parents were not in a condition to eat
their share of thefood. So | gave severd biscuitsto our next neighbour, who was an elderly woman by
the name of Mrs. Phelan, and she thanked me very much and said God bless you. She was a Cathalic,
and travelling with her daughter’ stwo children, who had been | eft behind when the family emigrated; and
now she was taking them to Montred, as her son-in-law had paid their passage; and | helped her with
the children, and later | was glad | did so. Bread cast upon the waters comes back to you tenfold, as|
am sure you have often heard, Sir.

And when we were told we might do awashing, asthe weather wasfair, with agood drying wind — it
was much needed by then, because of al the sickness— | did acoverlet of hersaswell asour own
things. It was not much of awashing, asdl we could use were the buckets of seawater provided, but at
least it got off the worst of the mess, dthough the things smdlled of sdt after.

A week and ahalf out we were overtaken by aferocious gale, and the ship wastossed around like a
cork inatub, and the praying and shrieking became ferocious. There was no question of cooking
anything, and at night it wasimpossible to deep, as you would be rolled out of your bed unlessyou held
on, and the Captain sent the First Mateto tell usto stay calm, asit was merely an ordinary gde and
nothing to become worked up over, and aso it was blowing usin the direction we wanted to go. But
water was coming down the hatchways, and so they closed them; and we were dl shut up in the pitch
darknesswith even less air than we had before, and | thought we would al be smothered. But the
Captain must have known this, because the hatches were opened from time to time. Those near them
became very wet, however; it wastheir turn to pay for the better supply of air they had enjoyed until
then.

The gdeblew itsdf out after two days, and there was agenera thanksgiving service held for the
Protestants, and there was a priest on board who said aMass for the Catholics; and it wasimpossible to
avoid attending both, in amanner of speaking, due to the cramped conditions; but nobody objected toiit,
for as| have said, the two sorts tolerated each other better than they did on land. | myself had become
very friendly with old Mrs. Phelan; and shewas brisker on her feet by thistime than my own mother,
who continued wesk.

After the gaeit grew colder. We began to meet fog, and then icebergs, which were said to be more
numerous than usud for the season; and we went more dowly for fear of running into them; for the sailors
said that the biggest part of them was under the water, and invisible, and it was lucky there was not ahigh
wind, or we might be driven onto one, and the boat crushed; but | was never tired of looking at them.
Great mountains of ice they were, with peaks and turrets, white and sparkling when the sun lit on them,
with blue lightsin the centres of them; and | thought, this must be what the walls of Heaven are made of,
only not so cold.

But it was amongst the icebergsthat our mother fell gravely ill. She had been in her bed most of thetime
because of the seasickness, and had not eaten anything except biscuit and water, and alittle gruel made
from oatmeal. Our father had not been much better, and if you had measured by the size of the groans,
he was worse; and things werein asorry state, as during the storm we had not been able to do any
washing or airing of the bedding. So | did not notice at first what abad turn my mother had taken. But
she said she had such aviolent headache she could scarcely see, and | brought wet cloths and laid them
on her forehead; and | saw she had afever. Then she began to complain that her ssomach hurt very
much, and | fdt it. Therewas ahard swelling, and | thought it was another little mouth to feed, dthough |
did not know how it could have come on so quickly.



So| told old Mrs. Phelan, who' d told me she' d delivered sixteen babies, nine of her own included; and
she came at once, and fdt the thing, poking and prodding, and my mother screamed; and Mrs. Phelan
said | ought to send for the ship’ sdoctor. | did not like to, because the Captain said he should not be
pestered over trifles; but Mrs. Phelan said thiswas no trifle, and no baby neither.

| asked our father, but he said | should do whatever the Devil | liked, as he wastoo sick to have any
thoughts about it; so at last | did send. But the doctor did not come, and my poor mother was getting
worse by the hour. By thistime she could scarcely speak, and what she did say made no sense at all.

Mrs. Phelan said it was a shame, and they would treat a cow better, and she said the best way to get the
doctor wasto say it might be the typhus, or else the cholera, as there was nothing on earth they were
more afraid of, on board aship. And so | did say that, and the doctor came straight away.

But he was of no more use— if you' Il excuse me, Sir — than tits on arooster, as Mary Whitney liked to
say, because after taking my mother’ s pulse and fedling her forehead, and asking questions to which there
were no answers, al he could tell uswasthat she did not have cholera, which | knew aready, having
madeit up mysdf. Asto what she did have, he couldn’t say; it was most likely atumour, or acyst, or
else aburst gppendix; and hewould give her something for the pain. And he did do that; | think it was
laudanum, and a great dose of it, because my mother soon became quiet, which was no doubt his object.
He said we must just hope she would pull through the crisis; but there was no way of telling what it was,
without cutting her open, and that would kill her for certain.

| asked if she might be carried up on deck, for the air, but he said it would be a mistake to move her.
And then he went away as quickly as possible, while remarking to no onein particular that the air was so
foul down here hewas haf choked. And that was another thing | knew aready.

My mother died that night. | wish | could tell you that she had visions of angels at thelast, and made usa
fine deathbed speech, asin books; but if she did have any visons she kept them to hersdlf, for she did
not say aword, about them or anything else. | fell adeep, though | had meant to wake and watch, and
when | woke up in the morning she was dead as amackerdl, with her eyes open and fixed. And Mrs.
Phelan put her arm around me, and folded me in her shawl, and gave me adrink from alittle bottle of
spirits she had by her for medicine; and said it would do me good to cry, and at least the poor thing was
out of her sufferings, and in Heaven now with the blessed saints, even though she was a Protestant.

Mrs. Phelan also said that we had not opened the window to let out the soul, as was the custom; but
perhaps it would not be counted against my poor mother, as there were no windows in the bottom of the
ship and therefore none to be opened. And | had never heard of a custom like that.

| did not cry. | felt asif it was me and not my mother that had died; and | sat asif pardyzed, and did not
know what to do next. But Mrs. Phelan said we could not leave her lying there, and did | have awhite
sheet for her to be buried in. And then | began to worry terribly, because all we had was the three shesets.
There were two old ones that had been worn through and then cut in two and turned, and aso the one
new sheet given to usby Aunt Pauline; and | did not know which to use. It seemed like disrespect to use
anold one, but if | used the new oneit would go to waste asfar asthe living were concerned; and al my
grief became concentrated, so to speak, on the matter of the sheets. And finally | asked mysdlf what my
mother would prefer, and since she’ d dways placed herself second best in life, | decided on the old one;
and at least it was more or less clean.

The Captain having been natified, two sailors came to carry my mother up onto the deck; and Mrs.
Phelan came up with me, and we arranged her, with her eyes closed and her pretty hair down, because
Mrs. Phelan said abody should not be buried with the hair knotted. | |eft her in the same clothes she had
on, except for the shoes. | kept back the shoes, and her shawl as well which she would have no need of.



She looked pale and ddlicate, like aspring flower, and the children stood around crying; and | had each
one of them kiss her on the forehead, which | wouldn’'t have doneif | thought she' d died of anything
catching. And one of the sailors, who was an expert at such things, tucked the sheet around her very
neetly, and sewed it up tight, with alength of old iron chain at the fet, to make her sink. | had forgotten
to cut off alock of her hair to keep, as| should have done; but | wastoo confused to remember it.

As soon asthe sheet was over her face| had the notion that it was not really my mother under there, it
was some other woman; or that my mother had changed, and if | wasto take away the sheet now, she
would be someone else entirely. It must have been the shock of it that put such thingsinto my head.

Fortunately there was a clergyman on board, who was making the crossing in one of the cabins, the same
that had done the thanksgiving service after the gale; and he read a short prayer, and my father managed
to totter up the ladder from the hold, and he stood there with his head bowed, looking rumpled and
unshaven, but at least he was there. And then with the icebergs floating around us and the fog ralling in,
my poor mother was tipped into the sea. | hadn’t thought about where she was going until this moment,
and there was something dreadful about it, to picture her floating down in awhite sheet among al the
garing fish. It was worse than being put into the earth, because if apersonisin the earth at least you
know wherethey are.

And then dl was over, so quickly, and the next day went on as before, only without my mother.

That night | took one of the lemons and cut it up, and made each of the children eat apiece of it, and |
ateapieceof it mysdf. It was so sour that you fdt it must be doing you good. It wasthe only thing |
could think of, to do.

And now | have only one more thing to tell you about this voyage. When we were till becamed, and in
the thickest of the fog, the wicker basket with Aunt Pauline stegpot fell off onto the floor, and the tegpot
broke. Now, that basket had stayed where it was al during the storm, through the tumbling and the
pitching and tossing; and it had been tied to the bedpost.

Mrs. Phelan said that no doubt it had come untied when someone wastrying to sted it, but they’d
stopped when in danger of being seen, and it wouldn't have been the first thing to change handsin that
way. But thisisnot what | thought. | thought it was my mother’ s spirit, trapped in the bottom of the ship
because we could not open awindow, and angry at me because of the second-best sheet. And now she
would be caught in there for ever and ever, down below in the hold like amoth in a bottle, sailing back
and forth across the hideous dark ocean, with the emigrants going one way and the logs of wood the
other. And that made me very unhappy.

Y ou see what queer ideas a person can get. But | was only ayoung girl at thetime, and very ignorant.
Chapter 15

It was fortunate that we were not becalmed any longer, or else our food and water would have run out;
but awind sprang up and the fog cleared, and they said we had passed Newfoundland safely, dthough |
never got aglimpse of it and was not sure whether it was a city or a country; and soon we werein the St.
Lawrence River, dthough it was agood while before there was any land. And when we did seeit, on the
north side of the ship, it was dl rocks and trees, and looked dark and forbidding, and not fit for human
habitation at all; and there were clouds of birdsthat screamed likelost souls, and | hoped that we would
not be compelled to livein such aplace.

But after atime there were farms and houses visible on the shore, and the land had the appearance of
being more placid, or tamer as you might say. We were required to stop at an idand and to undergo an
inspection for cholera, as many before us had brought it into the country on the ships; but as the dead



people on our ship had died of other things— four besides my mother, two from consumption and one
from apoplexy, and one jumped overboard — we were alowed to proceed. | did have the chance to
give the children agood scrubbing-off in the river weter, athough it was very cold — at least their faces
and arms, which they were very much in need of.

The next day we saw the city of Quebec, on a steep cliff overlooking the river. The houses were of
stone, and there were peddlers and hawkers at the dock in the harbour, selling their wares, and | was
able to buy some fresh onions from one of them. She spoke nothing but French, but we conducted the
business with our fingers; and | believe she made me a better price because of the children and their thin
little faces. We were so thirsty for these onions that we ate them raw, like apples, which gave uswind
afterwards, but | have never known an onion to taste so good.

Some of the passengers got off the ship at Quebec, to take their chances there, but we continued on.

| cannot think of anything else | need mention about the rest of the journey. It was more travelling and
most of it uncomfortable, sometimes overland to avoid the rapids, and then in another ship on Lake
Ontario, which was more like a seathan alake. There were hordes of small biting flies, and mosguitoes
as big asmice; and the children were in danger of scratching themsalves to death. Our father wasina
bleak and melancholy mood, and often said that he did not know how he would manage, with our mother
dead. At thesetimesit was best to say nothing.

At last we reached Toronto, which was where they said the free land could be obtained. The city was
not in agood Stuation, being flat and damp; it was raining that day, and there were many wagons and
men hurrying, and quantities of mud, except for the main streets which were paved. The rain was soft and
warm, and the air had athick and swampy fed toit, like ail clinging to the skin, which | waslater to learn
was usud for that season of the year, and productive of many fevers and summer illnesses. Therewas
some gaslighting but not as grand as Belfadt.

The people appeared to be very mixed asto the kinds of them, with many Scots and some Irish, and of
course the English, and many Americans, and afew French; and Red Indians, although they had no
feathers;, and some Germans, with skins of al hues, which was very new to me; and you never could tell
what sort of speech you were going to hear. There were many taverns, and much drunkenness around
the harbour, because of the sailors, and dtogether it wasjust like the Tower of Babel.

But we did not see much of the town that first day, as we needed to get aroof over our heads with as
little expense as possible. Our father had struck up acquai ntance with a man from the ship, who was able
to give us some information; and so he left uswith amug of cider anongst us, crammed with our boxes
into one room of atavern which wasfilthier than apig wallow, and went off to make further enquiries.

He came back in the morning and told us he had found lodgings, and so we went there. They were east
of the harbour, off Lot Street, at the — back of ahouse which had seen better days. The landlady’s
name was Mrs. Burt, a respectable widow of a seafaring man, or so shetold us, and quite stout and red
inthe face, with asméll like that of asmoked edl; and some years older than my father. Shelived inthe
front part of the house, which was badly in need of acoat of paint, and welived in thetwo roomsin the
back part, which was more like an outbuilding. Therewas no cellar under it, and | wasglad it wasn't
winter, as the wind would have blown right through it. The floors were of wide boards, set too closeto
the ground, and beetles and other small creatures would make their way up through the cracks between
them, worse after arain, and one morning | found alive worm.

Theroomswere not let furnished, but Mrs. Burt lent us two bedsteads with corn-shuck mattresses, until
my father should get on hisfeet again, she said, after the sad blow he had suffered. For water we had a
pump outside in the yard; asfor cooking, we had the use of an iron stove that was in the passageway



between the two parts of the house. It was not redlly a cookstove, it was meant for heating, but | did the
best | could with it, and after atime of struggle | learnt itsways, and could forceit to boil akettle. It was
thefirgt iron stove | ever had to dedl with, so as you may imagine there were some anxious moments, not
to mention the smoke. But the fud for it was plentiful, as the whole country was covered with trees,
which they were doing their best to chop down and clear away. Also there were scraps of board | eft
over from al the building which was being done, and you could have the board-ends from the workmen
for asmile and thetrouble of carrying them off.

But to tell you the truth, Sir, there was not much to cook, as our father said he needed to save the little
money we had, so he could set himsalf up properly once he’ d had a chance to look around him; and so
at first we lived mostly on porridge. But Mrs. Burt had agoat in ashed at the back of her yard, and gave
usfresh milk fromit, and asit was now late June, some onions from her kitchen garden in return for
having us hoe the weeds for her, and there were plenty of those; and when she was making bread she
would make an extraloaf for us.

She said she was sorry for us because our mother had died. She had no children of her own, her only
one having died of the cholera at the same time as her dear departed husband, and she missed the sound
of littlefeet, or so shetold our father. She would gaze at us wistfully and call us poor motherless lambs or
little angel's, though we were ragged enough and none too clean either. | believe she had the idea of
making amatch with my father; he was putting forth his best qualities, and taking some care with himsdlf;
and such aman, so recently bereaved and with so many children, must have seemed to Mrs. Burt like a
fruit ready to fal from thetree.

She used to have him into the front part of the house to console him; she said that none knew better than
awidow like hersdlf, what it wasto lose a spouse, it knocked abody down, and such were in need of a
true and sympathizing friend, one who could share in his sorrows; and she let on that she was just the one
for the job; and she may have been right abouit that, as there were no others applying for it.

Asfor our father, hetook the hint and played up, and went around like aman haf-stunned, with a
handkerchief dways at the ready; and he said his heart had been torn dive out of hisbody, and whatever
was he going to do without his beloved helpmeet by his side, now in Heaven, having been too good for
thisearth, and al these innocent little mouthsto feed. | used to listen to him going onin Mrs. Burt's
parlour, the wall between the two parts of the house being none too thick, and if you put atumbler to a
wall and your ear against the other end of it, you can hear even better. We did have three tumblers, as
Mrs. Burt had lent them to us, and | tried them @l in turn, and soon picked out the best one for the

purpose.

I’d found it hard enough when our mother died, but attempted to keep mysdlf together throughiit al, and
to put my shoulder to the whed; and to hear my father snivelling away in that fashion was enough to turn
the ssomach. | believe it was only then that | truly began to hate him, especialy consdering how he had
treated our mother in life, no better than if she had been arag for cleaning hisboots. And | knew —
athough Mrs. Burt did not — that it was al put on, and that he was working on her fedlings because he
was behind in the rent, having taken the money for it to the nearest tavern; and then he sold my mother’s
china cups with the roses, and although | begged for the broken tegpot he sold that too, ashe said it was
aclean break and could be mended. And our mother’ s shoes went the same way; and our best shest;
and | might aswell have used it to bury my poor mother, aswould have been right.

Hewould go out of the house asjaunty as arooster, pretending to look for work, but | knew where he
was off to, | could tell by the smell of him when he came back. | would watch him swaggering down the
lane and tucking his handkerchief back into his pocket; and soon enough Mrs. Burt gave up on her plan
of consolation, and there were no more tea partiesin the parlour; and she stopped the supply of milk and



bread to us, and asked for her tumblers back, and for the rent to be paid, or she would have usal turned
out, bag and baggage.

Thiswas when our father began to tell methat | was amost agrown woman now and | was eating him
out of house and home, it wastime | went out into the world to earn my own bread, as my sister had
done before me, dthough she had never sent enough of her wages back, the ungrateful dut. And when |
asked who would look after the little ones, he said my next sster Katey would do it. Shewas nine years
old, dthough hafway to ten. And | saw therewas no help for it.

| did not have any notion about how to get aposition, but | asked Mrs. Burt, she being the only personin
the town that | knew. She now wanted to berid of us, and who was to blame her; but she saw inmea
hope of being repaid. She had afriend who knew the housekeeper at Mrs. Alderman Parkinson's, and
she' d heard that they were short apair of hands; so shetold meto tidy mysdlf up, and lent meaclean
cap of her own, and took me there herself, and presented me to the housekeeper. She said | wasavery
willing and hard worker of good character, and she would vouch for it herself. Then shetold about my
mother having died on board ship and being buried at sea, and the housekeeper agreed that it was a
shame, and looked a me more closdly. | have noticed thereis nothing like a death to get your foot in the
door.

The housekeeper was called Mrs. Honey, athough she was sweet only in name, being a dried-up woman
with apointed nose like a candle snuffer. She looked asif shelived on stde crusts and cheese parings,
which shemost likely had donein her life, being an English gentlewoman in distresswho was only a
housekeeper through the death of her husband, and being stranded in this country, and having no money
of her own. Mrs. Burt told her | wasthirteen, and | did not contradict her — she’d warned me
beforehand that it would be best that way, as | would stand a better chance of being hired; and it was not
entirely alie, as| would be thirteen indeed in under amonth’stime.

Mrs. Honey looked at me with a pinched mouth, and said | was very scrawny, and she hoped | was not
ill with anything, and what had my mother died of; but Mrs. Burt said nothing catching, and | wasjust a
triflesmall for my age and hadn’t yet got my full growth, but | was very wiry, and she' d seen me carrying
stacks of wood around just like aman.

Mrs. Honey took this for what it was worth, and sniffed, and asked if | was bad-tempered, as redheaded
people frequently were; and Mrs. Burt said | had the sweetest temper in the world and had borne al my
troubleswith Christian resgnation like asaint. Thisreminded Mrs. Honey to ask if | wasa Cathalic, as
those from Ireland generaly were; and if so she would have nothing to do with me, asthe Catholicswere
superdtitious and rebellious Papists who were ruining the country; but she was relieved to hear that | was
not. And Mrs. Honey asked if | could sew, and Mrs. Burt said | could sew like thewind, and Mrs.
Honey asked me directly if thiswastrue; and | spoke up for myself, although nervous, and said I'd

hel ped my mother make shirts from an early age, and could do the best buttonholes, and mend stockings,
and | remembered to say Ma am.

Then Mrs. Honey hesitated, asif adding up sumsin her head; and then she asked to look a my hands.
Perhaps she wished to see if they were the hands of a person who had been working hard; but she
needn’t have bothered her head, as they were as red and rough as could be desired, and she appeared
satisfied. Y ou would have thought she was trading a horse; | was surprised she did not ask to look at my
teeth, but | supposeif you pay out wages you want to get agood return on them.

The upshot was that Mrs. Honey consulted with Mrs. Alderman Parkinson, and sent word the next day
that | wasto come. My wages were to be board and adollar a month, which wasthe lowest she could in
conscience pay; but Mrs. Burt said | could command more once | had some training and had grown
older. And adollar bought more at that time than it does now. Asfor me, | was ddlighted to be earning



money of my own, and thought it afortune.

My father had the ideathat | would go back and forth between the two houses, and deep at home,
which waswhat he called our two rickety rooms, and continue to get up first thing every morning and
light the brute of a stove, and boil the kettle, and then tidy up at the end of the day and wash the laundry
into the bargain, what laundry we were able to do, there not being any sort of copper and it was usdless
asking my father to spend money on even the worst kind of soap. But at Mrs. Alderman Parkinson's
they wanted meto livein; and | wasto come at the beginning of the week.

And athough | was sorry to part with my brothers and sisters, | was thankful that | had to go away,
becauseif not, it would soon have come to bones broken between mysdlf and my father. The older |
became, theless | was ableto please him, and | myself had lost al of achild’snaturd faithin aparent, as
he was drinking up the bread out of his own children’s mouths, and soon he would force usto begging or
thieving, or worse. Also hisrages had returned, stronger than before my mother died. Already my arms
were black and blue, and then one night he threw me againgt thewall, as he’ d sometimes done with my
mother, shouting that | wasadut and awhore, and | fainted; and after that | feared that he might
someday break my spine, and make a cripple out of me. But after these rages he would wake up in the
morning and say he couldn’t remember athing about it, and he hadn’t been himself, and he didn’t know
what had got into him.

Although | was dog tired at the end of each day, | would lie awake at night brooding over it. It wasthe
never knowing when he would go off his head like that and start rampaging about, and threaten to kill this
or that person, including his own children, for no reason that anybody could see at dl, gpart from the
drink.

| had begun to have thoughts about the iron cooking pot, and how heavy it was; and if it should happen
to drop on him while he was adegp, it could smash his skull open, and kill him dead, and | would say it
was an accident; and | did not want to be led into agrave sin of that kind, though | was afraid that the
fiery red anger that wasin my heart against him would drive metoit.

So as| made ready to go to Mrs. Alderman Parkinson's, | thanked God for taking me out of the path of
temptation, and prayed that he would keep me out of it in the times ahead.

Mrs. Burt kissed me goodbye, and wished me wdll, and despite her fat mottled face and her smell of
smoked fish | was glad of it, because in thisworld you have to take your bits and ends of kindnesswhere
you can find them, asthey do not grow on trees. The little ones cried as| went away, carrying my small
bundle including my mother’s shawl, and | said | would come back and vigit them; and at thetime

meant it.

My father was not at homewhen | left. It wasjust aswell, as| am sorry to say it would mogt likely have
been curses both ways, dthough silent on my part. It isaways a mistake to curse back openly at those
who are stronger than you unlessthere is afence between.

Chapter 16

From Dr. Smon Jordan, care of Major C. D. Humphrey, Lower Union Street, Kingston, Canada
West; to Dr. Edward Murchie, Dorchester, Massachusetts, The United States of America.

May 15th, 1859.
My dear Edward:

| amwriting this by the light of the midnight oil, which we have so often burned together, in this



damnably chilly house, which is fully equal to our London lodgingsin that respect. But soon it will
grow too hot, and the dank miasmas and summer diseases will be upon us, and | will complain
about those in their turn.

| thank you for your letter, and for the welcome news it contains. So you have proposed your self
to the lovely Cornelia, and have been accepted! You will forgive an old friend for not expressing
any great surprise, asthe matter was writ large enough between the lines of your letters, and
could easily be divined, without any great perspicacity on the reader’ s part. Please accept my
earnest congratulations. From what | know of Miss Rutherford, you are a lucky dog. At moments
like this | envy those who have found a safe haven, in which to bestow their hearts; or perhaps|
envy them for having a heart to bestow. | often feel that | myself am without one, and possessin
its stead merely a heart-shaped stone; and am therefore doomed to “ wander lonely as a cloud,”
as Wordsworth has put it.

The news of your engagement will no doubt invigorate my dear mother, and spur her on to even
greater matrimonial efforts on my behalf; and | have no doubt but that you will be used against
me, as a prime example of rectitude, and as a stick to beat me with, at every opportunity. Well, no
doubt sheisintheright. Sooner or later | must set aside my scruples and obey the Biblical
command to “ be fruitful and multiply.” | must give my stony heart into the keeping of some
kindly damsel who will not mind too much that it isnot a real heart of flesh, and who will also
have the material means necessary to care for it; for hearts of stone are notoriously more
demanding of their comforts than the other kind.

Degspite this deficiency of mine, my dear mother continues her matrimonial scheming. Sheis
currently singing the praises of Miss Faith Cartwright, whom you will remember encountering
several years ago during one of your visits to us. She is supposed to have been much improved by
a sojourn in Boston, which to my certain knowledge — and to yours too, my dear Edward, for you
were with me as an undergraduate at Harvard — has never improved anyone else; but from the
way my mother hymns the young lady’ s mord virtues, | fear that the rectification of the deficienciesin
her other charms has not been among the improvements. Alas, it isatype of maiden other than the
worthy and spotless Faith, who would have the power to transform your cynicd old friend into the
semblance of alover.

But enough of my grumblings and repinings. | am heartily glad for you, my dear fellow, and will
dance at your wedding with the greatest goodwill in the world, provided that | amin your vicinity
when the nuptials take place.

You have been kind enough —in the midst of your raptures —to enquire asto my progress with
Grace Marks. | have as yet little to report, but as the methods | am employing are gradual and
cumulative in their effects, | did not expect rapid results. My object is to wake the part of her
mind that lies dormant —to probe down below the threshold of her consciousness, and to
discover the memories that must perforce lie buried there. | approach her mind asif it isalocked
box, to which I must find the right key; but so far, | must admit, | have not got very far with it.

It would be helpful to me, if she wereindeed mad, or at least a little madder than she appearsto
be; but thus far she has manifested a composure that a duchess might envy. | have never known
any woman to be so thoroughly self-contained. Apart from the incident at the time of my arrival
—which | was unfortunately too late to witness —there have been no outbursts. Her voiceislow
and melodious, and more cultivated than is usual in a servant —a trick she has learned no doubt
through her long service in the house of her social superiors; and she retains barely a trace of the
Northern Irish accent with which she must have arrived, although that is not so remarkable, as



she was only a child at the time and has now spent more than half her life on this continent.

She “ sits on a cushion and sews a fine seam,” cool as a cucumber and with her mouth primmed
up like a governess's, and | lean my elbows on the table across from her, cudgelling my brains,
and trying in vain to open her up like an oyster. Although she converses in what seems a frank
enough manner, she managesto tell me aslittle as possible, or as little as possible of what | want
to learn; although | have managed to ascertain a good deal about her family situation as a child,
and about her crossing of the Atlantic, as an emigrant; but none of it is very far out of the
ordinary — only the usual poverty and hardships, etc. Those who believe in the hereditary nature
of insanity might take some comfort in the fact that her father was an inebriate, and possibly an
arsonist as well; but despite several theoriesto the contrary, | am far from being convinced that
such tendencies are necessarily inherited.

Asfor myself, if it were not for the fascination her case affords, I might run mad myself, out of
sheer boredom; there islittle enough society here, and none who share my sentiments and
interests, with the possible exception of one Dr. DuPont, who is a visitor here like myself; but heis
a devotee of the Scottish crackpot Braid, and a queer duck himself. As for amusements and
recreations, there are few to be had; and | have decided to ask my landlady if | may dig in her
back garden —which has been let go sadly to waste — and plant a few cabbages and so forth,
just for the distraction and the exercise. You see what | am driven to, who have scarcely lifted a
spade beforein my lifel

But it is now past midnight, and | must close thisletter to you, and go to my cold and lonely bed. |
send you my best thoughts and wishes, and trust that you are living more profitably, and are less
perplexed, thanis,

Your old friend,
Smon.

Six - Secret Drawer
Chapter 17

Simon isdreaming of acorridor. It' sthe attic passageway of his house, his old house, the house of his
childhood; the big house they had before hisfather’ sfailure and death. The maids dept up here. It wasa
secret world, one as aboy he wasn't supposed to explore, but did, creeping sllent asaspy in his
stocking feet. Listening at half-open doors. What did they talk about when they thought no one could
hear?

When he was feding very brave he would venture into their rooms, knowing they were downdtairs. With
ashiver of excitement he' d examine their things, their forbidden things; he' d dide open the drawers,
touch the wooden comb with two broken teeth, the carefully rolled ribbon; he' d rummage in the corners,
behind the door: the crumpled petticoat, the cotton stocking, only one. He d touched it; it felt warm.

In his dream the passageway isthe same, only bigger. Thewadlsaretdler, and yellower: glowing, asif the
sunitsaf is shining through them. But the doors are closed, and aso locked. He tries door after door,
lifting the latch, pushing gently, but nothing yields. There are people in there though, he can sense them.
Women, the maids. Sitting on the edges of their narrow beds, in their white cotton shifts, their hair
unbound and rippling down over their shoulders, their lips parted, their eyes gleaming. Waiting for him.

The door at the end opens. Insdeit isthe sea. Before he can stop himself, down he goes, the water
closing over his head, astream of slvery bubblesrising from him. In hisearshe hearsaringing, afant



and shivery laughter; then many hands caress him. It sthe maids; only they can swim. But now they are
swimming away from him, abandoning him. He cdls out to them, Help me, but they are gone.

He' s dlinging onto something: abroken chair. The waves arerising and fdling. Despite this turbulence
thereisno wind, and theair ispiercingly clear. Past him, just out of reach, various objects arefloating: a
slver tray; apair of candlesticks, amirror; an engraved snuffbox; agold watch, which ismaking a
chirping noise, like acricket. Thingsthat were hisfather’ sonce, but sold after his death. They’rerisng up
from the depths like bubbles, more and more of them; asthey reach the surface they roll dowly over, like
bloating fish. They aren’t hard, like metd, but soft; they have ascaly skin onthem, likean ed’s. He
watchesin horror, because now they’ re gathering, twining together, re-forming. Tentaclesare growing. A
dead hand. Hisfather, in the sinuous process of coming back to life. He has an overwhelming sense of
having transgressed.

Hewakes, his heart is pounding; the sheets and comforter are tangled around him, the pillows are on the
floor. He's soaked with sweet. After he’ slain quietly for atime, reflecting, he thinks he understands the
train of association that must have led to such adream. It was Grace' s story, with its Atlantic crossing, its
burid at ses, its catalogue of household objects; and the overbearing father, of course. One father leads
to another.

He checksthe time by his pocket-watch, which is on the small bedside table: for once, he' sdeptin.
Luckily hisbreskfast islate; but the surly Dora should be arriving at any moment, and he doesn’t want to
be surprised by her in hisnightshirt, caught out in doth. He throws on his dressing-gown and seets himself
quickly at hiswriting table, turning his back to the door.

Hewill record the dream he' sjust had in the journd he keegps for such purposes. One school of French
aliénistes recommend the recording of dreams as adiagnostic tool; their own dreams, aswell as those of
their patients, for the sake of comparison. They hold dreams, like somnambulism, to be a manifestation of
the animd life that continues below consciousness, out of sight, beyond reach of the will. Perhapsthe
hooks— the hinges, asit were— in the chain of memory, are located there?

He must reread Thomas Brown’swork on association and suggestion, and Herbart’ s theory of the
threshold of consciousness— thelinethat divides those ideas that are gpprehended in full daylight from
those othersthat lurk forgotten in the shadows below. Moreau de Tours considers the dream to be the
key to the knowledge of mentad illness, and Maine de Biran held that conscious life was only asort of
idand, floating upon amuch vaster subconscious, and drawing thoughts up from it likefish. What is
perceived as being known isonly asmal part of what may be stored in this dark repository. Lost
memories lie down there like sunken treasure, to be retrieved piecemed, if at al; and annesaitsaf may
bein effect asort of dreaming in reverse; adrowning of recollection, aplunging under....

Behind his back the door opens: his bregkfast is making its entrance. Assiduousy he dips his pen. He
waits for the thump of thetray, the clatter of earthenware on wood, but he does not hear it.

“Jugt st it onthetable, will you?’ he says, without turning.

Thereisasound likeair going out of asmall bellows, followed by a shattering crash. Smon'’ sfirst thought
isthat Dora has hurled the tray at him — she has dways suggested, to his mind, abarely repressed and
potentialy crimind violence. He shoutsinvoluntarily, leaps up, and whirls around. Lying full-length upon
thefloor ishislandlady, Mrs. Humphrey, in ashambles of broken crockery and ruined food.

He hurries over to her, knedls, and takes her pulse. At least sheis till dive. Herolls open an eydlid, sees
the opague white. Swiftly he undoes the none-too-clean bibbed apron which she is wearing, and which
he recognizes as the one habitudly worn by dovenly Dora; then he unbuttons the front of her dress,



noticing as he does so thet there isabutton missing, with the threads till hanging in place. He rummages
around insde the layers of cloth, and at last succeedsin cutting her stay-laces with his pocket-knife,
releasing an odour of violet-water, autumn leaves, and humid flesh. Thereismoreto her than hewould
have supposed, athough sheisfar from plump.

He carries her into his bedroom — the settee in his sitting room istoo small for the purpose — and
extends her upon the bed, placing apillow beneath her feet to cause the blood to run back into her head.
He considers removing her boots — which haven’t been cleaned yet today — but decides that this
would be an unwarranted familiarity.

Mrs. Humphrey has neat ankles, from which he avertshiseyes, her hair isdisheveled from thefal. Seen
thisway sheisyounger than he’ sthought; and, with her habitua expression of strained anxiety wiped
away by unconsciousness, much more attractive. He sets his ear againgt her breast, listening: the
heartbest isregular. A smple case of fainting, then. He moistens atowe with water from the jug and
appliesit to her face and neck. Her eydidstwitch.

Simon pours haf aglass of water from the bottle on his nightstand, adds twenty drops of sd volaile— a
medication he dways carrieswith him on his afternoon vidits, in case of any smilar flimsiness on the part
of Grace Marks, who is said to be prone to fainting — and, supporting Mrs. Humphrey with one arm,
holds the glassto her lips.

“Qudlow this”

She gulps awkwardly, then liftsahand to her head. Thereisared mark, he notices now, on the side of
her face. Perhaps her scoundrel of ahusband isa brute aswell asasot. Though thislooks more like a
hard dap, and surely such aman asthe Mg or would employ a closed fist. Simon fedsawave of
protective pity for her that he cannot really afford. The woman isonly hislandlady; apart from that she's
acomplete stranger to him. He has no wish to dter this Stuation, despite an image that legpsinto his
mind, unbidden — aroused no doubt by the sight of a helpless woman extended upon his tumbled bed
— of Mrs. Humphrey, semi-conscious and with her handsfluttering helplesdy in the air, minus her stays
and with her chemise hdf torn off, her feet — curioudy, il in their boots— kicking spasmodicaly,
making faint mewing noises while being savaged by a hulking figure that bears no resemblance a dl to
himsdlf; athough — from above, and from the back, which ishis point of view during this sordid scene
— the quilted dressing-gown looksidentical.

He has aways been curious about these manifestations of the imagination as he has been able to observe
them in himself. Where do they come from?If they occur in him, they must occur aswell in the mgority
of men. Heisboth sane and normal, and he has devel oped the rationa faculties of hismind to ahigh
degree; and yet he cannot aways control such pictures. The difference between acivilized manand a
barbarous fiend — amadman, say — lies, perhaps, merely in athin veneer of willed sdlf-restraint.

“You arequite safe,” he saysto her kindly. “Y ou have had afal. Y ou must rest quietly until you fed
better.”

“But— | am on abed.” She gazes around her.
“Itismy bed, Mrs. Humphrey. | wasforced to carry you to it in the absence of any other suitable place.”
The skin of her faceis now flushed. She has noticed his dressng-gown. “1 must leave a once.”

“I beg you to remember that | am adoctor, and, for the time being, you are my patient. If you wereto
attempt to get up now, there might be arecurrence.”



“Recurrence?”’

“Y ou collapsed, while carrying in” — it ssemsindelicate to mention it — “my breskfast tray. May | ask
you — what has become of Dora?’

To his congternation, but not to his surprise, she beginsto cry. “I could not pay her. | owed her three
months back wages; | had succeeded in selling some— someitems of apersond nature, but my
husband took the money from me, two days ago. He has not been back since. | do not know where he
has gone.” She makes avisible effort to control her tears.

“And thismorning?’

“We had — words. Sheinsisted on payment. | told her | could not, that it was not possible. Shesaid in
that case she would pay herself. She began to go through my bureau drawers, in search of jewellery, |
suppose. Not finding any, she said she would have my wedding ring. It was gold, but very plain. |
attempted to defend it from her. She said | was not honest. She...struck me. Then shetook it, and said
shewould not be an unpaid dave to me any longer, and then sheleft the house. After that | prepared
your breakfast mysdlf, and carried it up. What elsewas| to do?’

So it was not the husband then, thinks Simon. It was that sow of a Dora. Mrs. Humphrey beginsto cry
again, gently, effortlesdy, asif the sobsare akind of birdsong.

“Y ou must have some good woman friend you can go to. Or who can cometo you.” Simon isanxiousto
transfer Mrs. Humphrey from his own shoulders to those of someone else. Women help each other;
caring for the efflicted istheir sphere. They make beef teaand jdlies. They knit comforting shawls. They
pat and soothe.

“I have no friendsin this place. We have only recently cometo this city, having suffered — having
undergone somefinancia difficultiesin our previous abode. My husband discouraged visits. He did not
want me going out.”

A useful thought comesto Smon. “Y ou must eat something. Y ou will fed stronger.”

At thisshe smileswanly a him. “Thereis nothing in the house to egt, Dr. Jordan. Y our breskfast wasthe
last of it. | have not eaten for two days, ever since my husband left. What little there was, Dora ate up
hersdf. | have had nothing but water.”

And so Smon finds himsdlf at the market, purchasing storesfor the physica maintenance of hislandlady,
with hisown money. He d helped Mrs. Humphrey down the stairs to her own part of the house; she'd
ingsted onit, saying she could not afford to be found in the bedroom of her lodger in the event of her
husband' s return. He wasn't surprised to find that the rooms were essentialy bare of furniture: atable
and two chairswere dl that remained in the parlour. But there was still abed in the back bedroom, and
onto it he had placed Mrs. Humphrey, in a state of nervous exhaustion. And starvation, too: no wonder
she was s0 bony. He turned his mind away from the bed, and from the scenes of conjugal misery that
must have been enacted upon it.

Then he went back upstairs to his own rooms, with adop pail he' d located; the kitchen had been a
shambles. He cleaned up the spilled breakfast and the broken dishes from hisfloor, noting that for once
the now-ruined egg had been perfectly cooked.

He supposes he will haveto give notice to Mrs. Humphrey, and change his lodgings, which will be an
inconvenience; dthough preferable to the disruption of hislife and work that would surdly be the
consequenceif he wereto stay. Disorder, chaos, the Bailiff’ s men coming for the furniturein hisown



chambers, no doubt. But if he leaves, what will become of the wretched woman? He does not want her
on his conscience, which iswhere she will beif she sarves to death on a street corner.

He buys some eggs, and some bacon and cheese, and some dirty-looking butter from an old farm
woman at one of the stals; and, at a shop, some tea twisted up in apaper. He would like bread, but
there is none to be seen. He doesn't really know how to go about this. He' s visited the market before,
but only fleetingly, to obtain the vegetables with which he has been hoping to prod Grace' s memory.
Now he' son adifferent footing entirely. Where can he purchase milk? Why are there no gpples? Thisis
auniverse he has never explored, having had no curiosity about where hisfood came from, aslong asit
did come. The other shoppers at the market are servants, their mistresses' shopping baskets over their
arms, or ese women of the poorer classes, in limp bonnets and bedraggled shawls. Hefedsthey are
laughing at him behind his back.

When hereturns, Mrs. Humphrey isup. Shel swrapped hersdlf in aquilt and tidied her hair, and is Sitting
bes de the stove, which isluckily dight — he himsalf would not know how to manage it — rubbing her
hands together and shivering. He succeeds in making her sometea, and in frying some eggs and bacon,
and in toasting a stale bun which he eventually found at the market. They eat these together, at the one
remaining table. He wishes there were some marmal ade.

“Thisisso good of you, Dr. Jordan.”

“Think nothing of it. | could not let you starve.” Hisvoiceis heartier than he intends, the voice of ajolly
and insincere uncle who can scarcely wait to bestow the expected quarter-dollar on the grovelling
poor-relation niece, pinch her cheek, and then make his getaway to the opera. Simon wonders what the
bad Mg or Humphrey isdoing right now, and curses him silently, and envies him. Whatever it may be, it
ismore enjoyablethan this.

Mrs. Humphrey sighs. “I am afraid it will cometo that. | am at the end of my resources.” Sheisnow
quite calm, and islooking at her Situation objectively. “ The rent of the house must be paid, and thereisno
money. Soon they will come like vulturesto pick over the bones, and | will be turned out. Perhaps| will
even be arrested for debt. | would rather die”

“Surely there must be something you can do,” says Simon. “To earn aliving.” Sheisclutching for her
self-respect, and he admires her for it.

She gazes a him. Her eyes, inthislight, are an odd shade of sea-green. “What do you suggest, Dr.
Jordan? Fancy needlework? Women like me have few skillsthey can sell.” There sahint of mdicious
irony in her voice. Does she know what he was thinking as she lay unconscious on his unmade bed?

“I will advance you another two months' rent,” he finds himsdlf saying. He' safool, asoft-hearted idiot; if
he had any sense he would be out of here asif the Devil himsdf werein pursuit. “That should be sufficient
to hold thewolves at bay, at least until you’ ve had time to consider your prospects.”

Her eyesfill with tears. Without aword, shelifts his hand from the table and pressesit gently to her lips.
The effect isonly dightly dampened by the trace of butter that remains upon her mouth.

Chapter 18

Today Dr. Jordan looks more disarranged than usud, and asif he has something on his mind; he does not
seem to know quite how to begin. So | continue with my sewing until he’ s had time to gather himself
together; and then he says, Isthat anew quilt you are working on, Grace?

And| say, Yesitis, Sir, itisaPandora sBox for Miss Lydia



Thisputs him in an ingtructive mood, and | can see heis going to teach me something, which gentlemen
arefond of doing. Mr. Kinnear was like that aswell. And he says, And do you know who Pandora was,
Grace?

And | say, Yes, shewas aGreek person from days of old, who looked into abox she had been told not
to, and alot of diseases came out, and wars, and other human ills; for | had learnt it along time ago, at
Mrs. Alderman Parkinson’s. Mary Whitney had alow opinion of the story, and said why did they leave
such abox lying around, if they didn’t want it opened.

Heissurprised to find | know that, and says, But do you know what was at the bottom of the box?

YesSir, | say, it was hope. And you could make ajoke of it, and say that hope was what you got when
you scraped the bottom of the barrel, as some do who have to marry at last out of desperation. Or you
could say it was ahope chest. Butin any caseitisal just afable; dthough a pretty quilt pattern.

Wéll, | suppose we dl need alittle hope now and then, he says.

| am on the point of saying that | have been getting along without it for sometime, but | refrain; and then |
say, You do not look yoursdlf today, Sir, | trust you are not ill.

And he smiles hisone-sided smile, and saysheisn'till, only preoccupied; but that if | would continue with
my story, it would be ahelp to him, asit would distract him from hisworries; but he does not say what
these worries might be.

Andsol goon.

Now, Sir, | say, | will cometo ahappier part of my story; and in thispart | will tell you about Mary
Whitney; and then you will understand why it was her name | borrowed, when | wasin need of it; for she
was never oneto refuse afriend in need, and | hope | stood by her aswell, when the time camefor it.

The house of my new employment was very grand, and was known as one of the finest housesin
Toronto. It was Stuated on Front Street, overlooking the Lake, where there were many other big houses;
and it had a curved portico with white pillars a the front. The dining room was ova in shape, aswas the
drawing room, and amarve to behold, athough drafty. And there was alibrary asbig asabalroom,
with shelves up to the ceiling al stuffed full of booksin leather covers, with more wordsin them than you
would ever want to read in your life. And the bedchambers had high tester bedsteads with hangings, and
a 5o netting to keep out the fliesin summer, and dressing tables with looking glasses, and mahogany
commodes, and chests of drawers al complete. They were Church of England, as all the best people
were in those days, and a so those who wanted to be the best, asit was Established.

Thefamily conssted, firgt, of Mr. Alderman Parkinson, who was seldom visible, as he was much
engaged in business and politics; he was the shape of an apple with two sticks stuck into it for legs. He
had so many gold watch-chains and gold pins and gold snuffboxes and other trinkets, you could have got
five necklaces out of him if he was melted down, with the earrings to match. Then there was Mrs.
Alderman Parkinson, and Mary Whitney said she ought to have been the Alderman hersdlf, as shewas
the better man. She was an imposing figure of awoman, and avery different shape out of her corsets
than in them; but when she wasfirmly laced in, her bosom jutted out like a shelf, and she could have
carried awhole tea service around on it and never spilt adrop. She came from the United States of
America, and had been awell-to-do widow before being, as she said, swept off her feet by Mr.
Alderman Parkinson; which must have been asight to behold; and Mary Whitney said it was awonder
Mr. Alderman Parkinson had escaped with hislife.

She had two grown sons who were away at college in the States; and also a spaniel dog named Beveling,



which I include asfamily because it was treated as such. | am fond of animals asarule but this one took
an effort.

Then there were the servants, which were many in number; and some left and others came while | was
there, so | will not mention them al. There was Mrs. Alderman Parkinson’ slady’ s maid, who clamed to
be French athough we had our doubts, and kept to hersdlf; and Mrs. Honey the housekeeper, who had
quite alarge room at the back of the main floor, and so did the butler; and the cook and laundress lived
next the kitchen. The gardener and stablemen lived in the outbuildings, as did the two kitchen maids, near
the stable with the horses and three cows, where | went sometimes to help with the milking.

| was put in the attic, at the very top of the back stairs, and shared a bed with Mary Whitney, who
helped in thelaundry. Our room was not large, and hot in summer and cold in winter, asit was next the
roof and without afireplace or stove; and in it was the bedstead, which had a pallet mattressfilled with
sraw, and asmall chest, and a plain washstand with a chipped basin, and a chamber pot; and also a
straight-backed chair, painted alight green, where we folded our clothes at night.

Down the passageway from uswere Agnes and Effie, who were the chambermaids. Agneswas of a
religious temperament, athough kind-hearted and hel pful. In her youth she had tried a preparation for
taking the yellow off the teeth, but it took the white off aswell, which may have been why she smiled so
seldom, and took careto do it with her lips closed. Mary Whitney said she prayed so much because she
was praying to God to get her white teeth back again, but so far no results. Effie had become very
melancholic when her young man was transported to Austrdiafor being in the Rebellion three years
before; and when she got aletter saying he had died there, she attempted to hang herself by her apron
strings; but they broke, and she was found on the floor half-choked and out of her mind, and had to be
put away.

| knew nothing about the Rebellion, not having been in the country at thetime, so Mary Whitney told me.
It was againgt the gentry, who ran everything, and kept al the money and land for themselves; and it was
led by Mr. William Lyon Mackenzie, who was a Radica, and after the Rebellion failed he escaped
through ice and snow in women'’ s clothing, and over the Lake to the States, and he could have been
betrayed many times over but was not, because he was a fine man who aways stood up for the ordinary
farmers, but many of the Radicals had been caught and transported or hanged, and had lost their
property; or else had gone south; and most of those left here were Tories, or said they were; so it was
best not to mention palitics, except among friends.

| said | understood nothing about politics, so would not think of mentioning it in any case; and | asked
Mary if shewasaRadicd. And shesaid | was not to tell the Parkinsons, who had heard a different story,
but her own father had lost hisfarm that way, which he had cleared himself with much labour; and they
had burnt the log house he d built with his own two hands, while fighting off the bears and other wild
animas, and then he'd logt hislifetoo, through illness caused by hiding in the winter woods; and her
mother had died of grief. But their timewould come, they would be revenged; and she looked very fierce
asshesadthis.

| was pleased to be with Mary Whitney, as| liked her at once. Next to me she was the youngest one
there, being sixteen; and she was a pretty and cheerful girl, with atidy figure and dark hair and sparkling
black eyes, and rosy cheekswith dimples; and she smelled like nutmegs or carnations. She asked all
about me, and | told her about the journey in the ship, and about my mother dying, and sinking down into
the seaamong the icebergs. And Mary said that was very sad. And then | told her about my father,
athough keeping back the worst parts, because it isnot right to speak ill of a parent; and how | feared he
would want al of my wages; and she said | should not give him my money as he had not worked for it,
and it would not benefit my sisters and brothers, as he would spend dl on himsdlf and most likely on the



drink. | said | was afraid of him, and she said he could not get at me here, and if hetried, she would
speak to Jm in the stables, who was alarge man with friends. And | began to fed easier.

Mary said | might be very young, and asignorant as an egg, but | was bright as anew penny, and the
difference between stupid and ignorant was that ignorant could learn. And she said | looked like agood
worker who would pull my weight, and we would get aong fine together; and she’ d had two other
stuations, and if you had to hire yoursdlf out asa servant, it wasaswell a Parkinsons as anywhere, as
they did not stint on the meals. And thiswas true, as| soon began to fill out and grow taler. Food was
certainly easier to come by in the Canadas than on the other side of the ocean, and there was a greater
variety of it; and even the servants ate meat every day, if only sat pork or bacon; and there was good
bread, of wheat and aso of Indian corn; and the house had its own three cows, and kitchen garden, and
fruit trees, and strawberries, currants, and grapes; and flower beds as well.

Mary Whitney was afun-loving girl, and very mischievous and bold in her speech when we were done.
But towards her elders and betters her manner was respectful and demure; and because of that, and the
brisk way she did her work, she was ageneral favourite. But behind their backs she made jokes about
them, and imitated their faces and walks and ways. | was often astonished at the words that came out of
her mouth, as many of them were quite coarse; it wasn't that I d never heard such language before, as
there was a sufficient store of it a home when my father was drunk, and on the ship coming over, and
down by the harbour near the taverns and inns; but | was surprised to hear it from agirl, and one so
young and pretty, and so neatly and cleanly dressed. But | soon got used to it, and put it down to her
being a native-born Canadian, as she did not have much respect for degree. And sometimeswhen |
would be shocked at her, she would say that | would soon be singing mournful hymns like Agnes, and
going around with amouth pulled down al glum and saggy like an old maid’ s backside; and | would
protest, and we would end by laughing.

But it angered her that some people had so much and others so little, as she could not see any divine plan
init. She claimed that her grandmother had been a Red Indian, which was why her hair was S0 black;
and that if she had half a chance she would run away to the woods, and go about with abow and arrow,
and not haveto pin up her hair or wear stays; and | could come with her. And then we would fal to
planning about how we would hide in the forest, and legp out upon travellers, and sca p them, which she
had read about in books; and she said she would like to scalp Mrs. Alderman Parkinson, except it would
not be worth the trouble as her hair was not her own, there were hanks and swatches of it kept in her
dressing room; and she' d once seen the French maid brushing aheap of it, and thought it was the spaniel.
But it was just our way of talking, and no harm was mearnt.

Mary took me under her wing from the very first. She soon guessed that | wasn't asold as| said | was,
and she swore not to tell; and then she looked over my clothes, and said most of them were too small for
me, and fit only for the scrap bag, and that | would never make it through the winter with only my

mother’ s shawl, as the wind would go right through it like asieve; and she would help me get the clothes

| needed, as Mrs. Honey had told her | looked like aragamuffin and | was to be made presentable, snce
Mrs. Alderman Parkinson had her name to keep up in the neighbourhood. But first | must be scrubbed
like apotato, | wasthat filthy.

She said she would get the loan of Mrs. Honey’ s hip bath; and | was darmed, as| had never beenina
bath of any sort, and dso | was afraid of Mrs. Honey; but Mary said her bark was worse than her bite,
and in any case you could always hear her coming, as she clanked like awagonful of old kettles because
of dl her keys, and if there was any argument she would threaten to bathe me outside, stark naked, under
the pump in the back courtyard. | was shocked by this, and said | would not alow it; and she said of
course shewould never do such athing, but the mere mention of it would obtain Mrs. Honey’ s consent.



Back she came quite soon, and said we could have the hip bath as long as we scoured it well out
afterwards; and we took it to the laundry room, and pumped the water, and took the chill off it on the
stove, and poured it in. | made Mary stand at the door to prevent anyone from coming in, and with her
back turned, as | had never taken off al my clothes at once before, though | kept my shift on out of
modesty. The water was not very warm, and by thetime I’ d finished | was shivering, and it was agood
thing it was summertime or | would have caught my degth of cold. Mary said | had to wash my hair as
well; and though it was true that washing it too much would take al the strength out of your body, and
she had known a girl who had faded away and died from too much hair washing, still it needed to be
done every three or four months; and she looked at my head, and said at least | did not have any lice, but
if any appeared | would need sulphur and turpentine put on, and she had this done once and smelled like
rotten eggs for days afterwards.

Mary lent me anightdress until mine should be dry, because she’ d washed adl my clothes; and she
wrapped me up in asheet so | could go out of the laundry and climb up the back stairs; and she said |
looked very comicd, just like a madwoman.

Mary asked Mrs. Honey to give me an advance on my wages, for a decent dress; and we got leave to
go into the town the very next day. Mrs. Honey preached us a sermon before we set off, and said we
were to behave modestly, and go and come back straight away, and not speak to any strangers,
especialy men; and we promised to do as she said.

| am afraid however that we went the long way round, and looked at the flowersin the fenced gardens of
the houses, and at the shops, which were not nearly so many or so grand asin Belfast, from what | had
briefly seen there. Then Mary said would | like to see the street where the whores lived; and | was
frightened, but she said there was no danger. | was indeed curious to see the women who made aliving
by sdling their bodies, because | thought if worst cameto worst and if starving, | would still have
something to sell; and | wanted to see what they looked like. So we went to Lombard Street, but asit
was the morning there was not much to be seen. Mary said that there were severa bawdy-houses there,
athough you couldn’t tell them from the outside; but inside they were said to be very fancy, with Turkey
carpetsand crysta chandeliers and velvet curtains, and the whores lived in them with their own
bedchambers, and with maids to bring them their breakfasts and clean their floors and make their beds
and take out their dops, and al they had to do was put on their clothes and take them off again, and lie
around on their backs, and it was easier work than acoa mine or amill.

The onesin these houses were the better class of whore, and the more expensive, and the men were
gentlemen, or at least good paying customers. But the cheaper sort had to walk about outside, and make
use of roomsrented by the hour; and many of them got diseases, and were old by the time they were
twenty, and had to cover their faceswith paint, so asto deceive the poor drunken sailors. And athough
they might look very elegant from adistance, with feathers and satins, up close you could seethat their
dresses were soiled and ill-fitting, as every gtitch on their backs was rented by the day, and they scarcely
had enough |eft over for their bread; and it was adisma sort of life, and she wondered they did not throw
themsalvesinto the lake; which some did, and were often found floating about in the harbour.

| wondered how Mary knew so much about it; but she laughed, and said that | would hear alot if |
would keep my ears open, especidly in the kitchen; but dso agirl she’ d known from the country had
goneto the bad, and she used to meet her on the street; but what had become of her since she didn’t
know, and feared it was nothing good.

After that we went to King Street, to a dry-goods shop where ends of bales were sold cheaply; and
there were silks and cottons and broadcloths and flannel s, and satins and tartans, and everything you
could desire; but we had to consider the price, and the use it wasto be put to. In the end we bought a



serviceable blue and white gingham, and Mary said she would help me make it up; though she was
surprised, when the time came, to find | could sew so well and with such tiny titches, and said | was
wasted as a servant, and ought to set up as adressmaker.

We bought the thread for the dress, and aso the buttons, from a peddier who came round the next day,
and was well known to al there. He was agreat favourite with Cook, who made him a cup of teaand
cut him adice of cake while he opened up his pack and spread out hiswares. His name was Jeremiah,
and when he came up the drive to the back door he was followed by aband of five or Six raggedy
urchins, like a parade, and one was banging on a pot with a spoon; and dl were singing,

Jeremiah, blow thefire,

Puff, puff puff;
First you blow it gently,
Then you blow it rough!

The racket brought us al to the window; and when they’ d reached the back door, he gave them a penny
to spend, and they ran off; and when Cook asked him what dl that was about, he said he would rather
have them following under his command, than pelting him with clots of mud and horse dung, which was
their habit with peddiers, who could not chase them away without abandoning their packs, which if they
did, would swiftly be pillaged by thelittle ruffians, so he'd chosen the wiser course, and employed them,
and taught them the song himsdif.

This Jeremiah was a deft and nimble man, with along nose and legs and a skin dl browned by the sun,
and acurling black beard, and Mary said that athough he looked like a Jew or agypsy, as many
peddlers were, he was a'Y ankee with an Itaian father who' d come over to work inthe mills, in
Massachusetts, and hislast name was Pontelli, but he waswell liked. He spoke good English, yet with
something foreign in hisvoice; and he had piercing black eyes and awide and handsome smile, and
flattered the women shameesdy.

He had agreat many things | wanted to buy, but could not afford to, even though he said he would take
half the money now and leave the rest until the next time he came; but | do not like being in debt. He had
ribbons and laces, aswell as the thread and buttons, which were metal or mother-of-pearl or wood or
bone, and | chose the bone; and white cotton stockings, and collars and cuffs, and cravats and
handkerchiefs, and severa petticoats, and two pairs of stays, used, but well washed and admost as good
as new; and summer glovesin pae shades, most beautifully made. And earrings, Slver and gold in colour,
athough Mary said they would rub off; and ared slver snuffbox; and bottles of scent that smelled like
roses, very strong. Cook bought some, and Jeremiah said she scarcely needed it, asshe smelled likea
princess dready; and she blushed and giggled even though she was nearing fifty and not of agraceful
figure, and she said Onions, more like; and he said she smelled good enough to eat, and the way to a
man’s heart was through his ssomach, and then he smiled with hislarge white teeth, which looked dl the
larger and whiter dueto his dark beard, and gave Cook a hungry stare, and licked hislips, asif she
herself was a ddlicious cake he longed to devour; a which she blushed even more.

Then he asked usif we had anything to sdll, for as we knew, he gave good prices; and Agnes sold her
coral earringsthat she had from an aunt, as being vanity, but we knew she needed the money for her
sgter, who wasin difficulties; and Jim from the stables camein, and said he would trade a shirt he had,
and dso alarge coloured handkerchief, for another and finer shirt he liked better; and with a
wooden-handled pocket-knife thrown into the bargain, it was done.

While Jeremiah wasin the kitchen it was like a party, and Mrs. Honey cameto find out what was making



al the commotion. And she said, Wl Jeremiah, | see you are up to your old pranks, taking advantage of
the women again. But she smiled while saying it, which was arare sight. And he said yes, that was what
he was doing, there were so many pretty ones he could not resist, but none so pretty as her; and she
bought two lawn handkerchiefs from him, athough she did say he had to be brisk about it, and not take
al day, asthe girls had their work to do. And then she clanked away out of the kitchen.

Some wanted him to tdll their fortunes by looking into their hands; but Agnes said it was meddling with
the Devil, and that Mrs. Alderman Parkinson would not want word to get round of such gypsy doingsin
her kitchen. So he did not. But after much pleading, he did an imitation of a gentleman, with the voice and
manners and al, at which we clapped our hands with joy, it was so lifelike; and he made asilver coin
appear out of Cook’s ear, and showed us how he could swallow afork, or appear to. He said these
were conjuring tricks he had learnt in the days of hiswicked youth, when he was awild lad and worked
at fairs, before he' d become an honest tradesman and had his pocket picked and his heart broken fifty
times over by crud and pretty girls such aswe were; and all present laughed.

But when he’ d stowed everything away in his pack again, and had drunk his cup of teaand eaten hisdice
of cake, and said nobody made such good cakes as Cook did, and was going away, he motioned me
over to him, and gave me an extra bone button, to go with the four I’ d bought. He put it into my hand

and folded my fingers over it, and his own fingerswere hard and dry, like sand; but he peered into my
hand swiftly first; and then he said, Five for luck; for people of that kind consider four an unlucky

number, and odd numbers luckier than even ones. And he gave me aquick and intelligent ook with his
shining black eyes, and he said, quite low so that the others did not heer it, There are sharp rocks ahead.
Which | suppose there aways are, Sir, and there had certainly been enough of them behind, and | had
survived them; so | was not too daunted by that.

But then he said the strangest thing of al to me. He said, Y ou are one of us.

And then he shouldered his pack and took up his staff, and walked away; and | was left wondering what
he’ d meant. But after | had mulled it over, | decided he meant that | too was homeless, and awanderer,
like the peddlers and those who worked at fairs; for | couldn’t imagine what else he might have had in
mind.

Weadl felt alittle e and flat after he had gone; for it wasn't often that those of usin the back rooms
and officeswere dlowed atrest like that, and agood look at such pretty things, and a chance to laugh
and funinthe middle of the day.

But the dress came out very well, and because there were five buttons and not four, we used three a the
neck and one on each of the deeve cuffs; and even Mrs. Honey said what adifferenceit madein my
appearance, and how trim and respectable | looked, now that | was decently dressed.

Chapter 19

My father came round at the end of the first month, and wanted all my wages; but | could only givehima
quarter, having spent the rest. And then he began to curse and swear, and seized me by the arm; but
Mary set the stablehands onto him. And he came back at the end of the second month, and | gavehim a
quarter again, and Mary told him he wasn’t to come any more. And he caled her hard names, and she
caled him worse, and whistled for the men; and so he was chased off. | was of two minds about this, as|
felt sorry for thelittle ones; and | tried to send them some money afterwards, through Mrs. Burt; but | do
not think they received it.

| was set to work at first as a scullery maid, scouring out the pots and pans, but it was soon observed
that theiron cauldrons were too heavy for me; and then our laundress | eft for anew position, and another



one came who was not so brisk, and Mrs. Honey said | wasto assst Mary with therinsng and the
wringing out, and the hanging up and the folding and the mangling and mending, and we were both very
pleased. Mary said she would teach me what | needed to know, and as | was bright enough | would
learnit quickly.

When | would make amistake and become anxious about it, Mary would comfort me and say | should
not take things so serioudy, and if you never made amistake you would never learn; and when Mrs.
Honey spoke sharply to me and | was on the verge of tears, Mary would say | should not mind her, as
that was her way, it was because she had swallowed a bottle of vinegar and it came out on her tongue.
And aso | should remember that we were not daves, and being a servant was not a thing we were born
to, nor would we be forced to continue at it forever; it was just ajob of work. She said it was the custom
for young girlsin this country to hire themselves out, in order to earn the money for their dowries; and
then they would marry, and if their husbands prospered they would soon be hiring their own servantsin
their turn, at the very least amaid-of-al-work; and that one day | would be the mistress of atidy
farmhouse, and independent, and | would look back on my trials and tribulations at the hands of Mrs.
Honey asafinejoke. And one person was as good as the next, and on this side of the ocean folksrose
inthe world by hard work, not by who their grandfather was, and that was the way it should be.

She said that being a servant was like anything €l se, there was aknack to it which many never learnt, and
itwasal intheway of looking at it. For instance, we' d been told alwaysto use the back stairs, in order
to keep out of the way of the family, but in truth it was the other way around: the front stairs were there
S0 that the family would keep out of our way. They could go traipsing up and down the front gairsin
their fancy clothes and trinkets, while the red work of the place went on behind their backs, without them
getting dl snarled up init, and interfering, and making a nuisance of themselves. They were feeble and
ignorant crestures, although rich, and most of them could not light afireif their toes were freezing off,
because they didn’t know how, and it was awonder they could blow their own noses or wipe their own
backsides, they were by their nature as usdessasaprick on apriest — if you' [l excuse me, Sir, but that
was how she put it — and if they wereto lose dl their money tomorrow and be thrown out on the
streets, they would not even be able to make aliving by honest whoring, asthey would not know which
part wasto go in where, and they would end up getting— | won't say the word — in the ear; and most
of them did not know their own arse from aholein the ground. And she said something el se about the
women, which was so coarse | will not repeet it, Sir, but it made us laugh very much.

She said that the trick to it was to have the work done without it ever being seen to be done; and if any
of them wasto surprise you at atask, you should smply remove yoursdlf a once. In the end, she said,
we had the better of them, because we washed their dirty linen and therefore we knew a good dedl about
them; but they did not wash ours, and knew nothing about us & al. There were few secretsthey could
keep from the servants; and if | was ever to be achambermaid, | would haveto learn to carry a bucket
full of filth asif it was abowl of roses, for the thing these people hated the most was to be reminded that
they too had bodies, and their shit stank as much asanyone's, if not worse. And then shewould say a
poem: When Adam delved and Eve span, Who was then the gentleman?

Asl’'vesad, Sir, Mary was an outspoken young woman, and did not mince words, and she had very
democratic ideas, which it took me some getting used to.

At the very top of the house was alarge attic, divided up; and if you climbed the stairs, and then went
along past the room where we dept, and down some other stairs, you were in the drying room. It was
strung with lines, and had several smdl windows that opened out under the eaves. And the chimney from
the kitchen ran up through thisroom. It was used to dry the clothesin winter, and when it was raining
outsde.



Asarulewedid not do awash if the wesather threatened; but especialy in the summer, the day could
gart fair and then cloud over al of a sudden, and thunder and rain; and the thunderstorms were very
violent, with loud cracks of thunder and fiery flashes of lightning, so much that you would think the end of
the world was come. | wasterrified the first time it happened, and got under atable and began to cry,
and Mary said it was nothing, only athunderstorm; but then she told me severd stories of men who had
been out in their fields or even in their barns, and were struck dead by lightning, and aso a cow standing
under atree.

When we had awash hanging out and the first drops began to fall, we would rush out with the baskets
and gather dl in as quickly aswe could, and then haul it up the stairs and hang it out anew in the drying
room, asit could not be alowed to St in the baskets for long because of mildew. | did lovethe smdll of a
laundry dried outside, it was agood fresh smdll; and the shirts and the nightgowns flgpping in the breeze
on asunny day were like large white birds, or angels rgoicing, athough without any heeds.

But when we hung the same things up ingde, in the grey twilight of the drying room, they looked different,
like pale ghogts of themsalves hovering and shimmering there in the gloom; and the look of them, so silent
and bodiless, made me afraid. And Mary, who was very quick in such matters, soon found this out, and
would hide behind the sheets, and press up againgt them so there was the outline of her face, and give out
amoaning sound; or she would get behind the nightshirts and make their arms move. Her object wasto
frighten me, and she would succeed, and | would shriek; and then we would chase up and down
between the rows of washing, laughing and screaming, but trying not to laugh and scream too loud, and if
| would catch her | would dart in and tickle her, for she was very ticklish; and sometimeswe would try
on Mrs. Alderman Parkinson' s corsets, over top of our clothes, and walk around with our chests sticking
out and looking down our noses, and we would be so overcome that we would fall backwardsinto the
baskets of linens, and lie there gasping like fish until we had recovered our straight faces again.

These werejust the high spirits of youth, which do not alwaystake avery dignified form, as| am sure
you have had cause to observe, Sir.

Mrs. Alderman Parkinson had more pieced quiltsthan I’ d ever seen beforein my life, asit was not so
much the fashion on the other side of the ocean, and printed cottons were not so cheap and plentiful.
Mary said that agirl did not consider hersdlf ready for marriage here until she had three such quilts, made
by her own hands; and the fanciest ones were the marriage quilts, such asthe Tree of Paradise and the
Flower Basket. Others, such as the Wild Goose Chase and the Pandora s Box, had a good many
pieces, and took skill; and those such asthe Log Cabin and the Nine Patch were for everyday, and were
much faster to make. Mary had not begun on her own marriage quilt yet, as she did not have thetime,
being a servant; but she' d dready finished aNine Patch.

On afine day in mid-September, Mrs. Honey said that it wastime to take out the winter quiltsand
blankets, and to air them, in preparation for the cold wesather; and to mend the rents and tears; and she
gavethistask to Mary and mysdlf. The quiltswere stored in the attic, away from the drying room, to
avoid the damp, in a cedar chest, with a sheet of mudin in between each one and enough camphor to kil
acat, and the smell of it made me quite light-headed. We wereto carry them downstairs and hang them
out on the lines, and brush them down and see if the moths had been at them; for sometimes, despite
cedar chests and camphor, the mothswill get in, and the winter quilts had wool battsinside them instead
of the cotton onesin the summer quilts.

Thewinter quiltswere of deeper colours than the summer ones, with reds and oranges and bluesand
purples; and some of them had silks and velvets and brocade pieces in them. Over the yearsin prison,
when | have been by mysdlf, as| am agood ded of thetime, | have closed my eyes and turned my head
towardsthe sun, and | have seen ared and an orange that were like the brightness of those quilts; and



when we' d hung ahaf-dozen of them up ontheline, al in arow, | thought that they looked likeflags,
hung out by an army asit goesto war.

And sincethat time | have thought, why isit that women have chosen to sew such flags, and thento lay
them on the tops of beds? For they make the bed the most noticeable thing in aroom. And then | have
thought, it’ sfor awarning. Because you may think abed isapeaceful thing, Sir, and to you it may mean
rest and comfort and agood night'sdeep. But it isn't so for everyone; and there are many dangerous
things that may take placein abed. It iswherewe are born, and that is our first peril inlife; and it is
where the women give birth, which is often their last. And it iswhere the act takes place between men
and women that | will not mention to you, Sir, but | suppose you know what it is; and somecal it love,
and others despair, or ese merdly an indignity which they must suffer through. And finaly beds are what
we deegp in, and where we dream, and often where we die.

But | did not have these fancies about the quilts until after | was aready in prison. It isaplace where you
have alot of timeto think, and no oneto tell your thoughtsto; and so you tell them to yoursdif.

Here Dr. Jordan asks meto pause alittle so he can catch up with hiswriting; for he says heismuch
interested in what | have just related. | am glad of this, as| have enjoyed telling about those days, and if |
had my own wish | would stay inthem aslong as| could. So | wait, and watch his hand moving over the
paper, and think it must be pleasant to have the knack of writing so quickly, which can only be done by
practice, like playing the piano. And | wonder if he has agood Singing voice, and Sngs duets with young
ladiesin the evenings, when | am shut up aonein my cell. Mot likely he does, as heis ahandsome
enough and friendly, and unmarried.

And 0, Grace, he says, looking up, you consider abed to be a dangerous place?

Thereisadifferent notein hisvoice; perhaps heislaughing at me up hisdeeve. | should not spesk to him
s0 fredly, and decide | will not, if that isthe tone heis going to take.

Wl of course not every time you get intoit, Sir, | say, only on those occasions which | have mentioned.
Then | keep sllent, and continue to sew.

Have| offended you somehow, Grace? he says. | did not intend to.

| saw in glence for afew moments more. Then | say, | will believeyou, Sir, and take you at your word,;
and hope such will bereturned in future,

Of course, of course, he sayswarmly. Please do go on with your story. | should not have interrupted.
Surely you do not want to hear about such ordinary things, and daily life, | say.

| want to hear anything you may tell me, Grace, he says. The smdl details of life often hide agresat
sgnificance

| am not certain what he means by that, but | continue.

At last we had dl of the quilts carried down and hung out in the sun, and brushed; and we took two of
them insde again, to mend them. We stayed in the laundry, where there was no washing going forward,
S0 it was cooler than the attic; and there was alarge table where we could spread the quilts out.

One of them was quite strange-looking; it had four grey urnswith four green willow trees growing out of
them, and awhite dove in each corner, or | believe they wereintended for doves, dthough they looked
more like chickens,; and in the middle was awoman’ s name embroidered in black: Flora. And Mary sad
it wasaMemoria Quilt, done by Mrs. Alderman Parkinson in the memory of adear departed friend, as



was then becoming the fashion.

And the other quilt was called Attic Windows, it had a great many pieces, and if you looked at it one
way it was closed boxes, and when you looked at it another way the boxes were open, and | suppose
the closed boxes were the attics and the open ones were the windows, and that isthe same with all quilts,
you can see them two different ways, by looking at the dark pieces, or e sethelight. But when Mary said
the name| did not hear it right, and | thought she said Attic Widows, and | said, Attic Widows, that isa
very odd namefor abed quilt. And then Mary told me what the right name was, and we had afit of
laughing, because we pictured an attic al full of widows, intheir black dresseswith their widow’ s caps
and the weepers hanging down, pulling mournful faces and wringing their hands, and writing letterson
their black-bordered writing paper, and dabbing at their eyeswith their black-bordered handkerchiefs.
And Mary said, And the boxes and chests in the attic would be stuffed to the brim with their dear
deceased husbands' cut-off hair; and | said, And perhaps the dear deceased husbands are in the chests
too.

And that set us off again. We could not stop laughing, even when we heard Mrs. Honey and her keys
clanking dong the hall. We buried our faces againgt the quilts, and by the time she' d opened the door
Mary was composed again, but | was face down with my shoulders heaving, and Mrs. Honey said, What
isthe matter, girls, and Mary stood up and said, Please Mrs. Honey, it' sjust that Graceis crying about
her dead mother, and Mrs. Honey said Very well then, you may take her down to the kitchen for acup
of tea, but don’t be too long about it, and she said that young girls were often weepy but Mary must not
indulge me and let it get out of control. And when she’ d gone out we held onto each other, and laughed
so much | thought we should die.

Now you may think it very thoughtlessin us, Sir, to have made light of widows, and with the desthsin my
own family, | should have known it was not athing to joke over. And if there had been any widows
nearby we would never have doneit, asit iswrong to make fun of another’ s suffering. But there were no
widowsto hear us, and al | can say, Sir, isthat we were young girls, and young girls are often sllly in that
way; and it is better to laugh than to burst.

Then | thought about widows— about widow’ s humps, and widow’ swalks, and the widow’ s mitein the
Bible, which we servants were dways being urged to give to the poor out of our wages, and dso |
thought about how the men would wink and nod when ayoung and rich widow was mentioned, and how
awidow was arespectable thing to beif old and poor, but not otherwise; which is quite strange when
you come to consider it.

In September the weather was beautiful, with daysjust like summer, and then in October many of the
treesturned red and yellow and orange, asif they were onfire, and | could never stop looking at them.
And one afternoon towards evening | was outside with Mary gathering in the sheetsfrom the lines, and
we heard a sound like many hoarse voices caling together, and Mary said, Look up, it’ sthewild geese
flying south for the winter. The sky above was dark with them, and Mary said, The hunterswill be out
tomorrow morning. And it was sad to think that these wild creatures were about to be shot.

One night in late October afrightening thing happened to me. | would not tell you about this, Sir, except
that you are adoctor and doctors know about it dready, so you will not be shocked. | had been using
the chamber pot, as| was aready in my nightdress and ready to go to bed, so did not want to go outside
to the privy in the dark; and when | happened to look down, there was blood, and some on my
nightdress also. | was bleeding from between the legs, and | thought | was dying, and burst into tears.

Mary coming into the room found mein this state, and said What has happened? and | said that | had a
dreadful illness, and would surdly die; and | had apain in my ssomach aswell, which I’ d ignored, thinking
it was only from eating too much new breed, asit was abaking day. But now | remembered my mother,



and how her desth had begun with astomach pain, and | cried harder.

Mary looked, and to do her credit she did not laugh at me; but explained al. Y ou will wonder thet | did
not know this, considering how many children my mother had given birth to; but thefact isthat | knew
about babies and how they got out, and even how they got in, having seen dogsin the street; but not this
other thing. I’d had no friends my own age, or | suppose | would have learnt it.

And Mary said, Y ou are awoman now, which made me cry again. But she put her arms around me, and
comforted me, better than my own mother could have done, for she was alwaystoo busy or tired or ill.
Then she lent me her red flannel petticoat until | should get one of my own, and showed me how to fold
and pin the cloths, and said that some called it Eve's curse but she thought that was stupid, and thered
curse of Eve was having to put up with the nonsense of Adam, who as soon as there was any trouble,
blamed it dl on her. She dso said that if the pain got too bad she would get me some willow bark to
chew, and that would help; and she would hegat a brick for me on the kitchen stove, and wrapitina
towel, for the ache. And | was very grateful to her, for she wasindeed agood and kind friend.

And then she sat me down and combed out my hair, which was gentle and soothing, and she said, Grace,
you will be abeauty, soon you will turn the men’ s heads. The worst ones are the gentlemen, who think
they are entitled to anything they want; and when you go out to the privy at night, they’ re drunk then, they
lieinwait for you and then it is snatch and grab, there’ s no reasoning with them, and if you must, you
should give them akick between the legswherethey’ll fed it; and it isaways better to lock your door,
and to use the chamber pot. But any kind of man will try the same; and they’ |l start promising things,
they’ll say they will do whatever you want; but you must be very careful what you ask, and you must
never do anything for them until they have performed what they promised; and if there' saring, there must
be a parsonto go withit.

| asked her innocently, Why was that, and she said it was because men were liars by nature, and would
say anything to get what they wanted of you, and then they would think better of it and be off on the next
boat. And now | saw that we were in the same story as the one Aunt Pauline used to tell about my
mother, and | nodded wisdly and said that she wasright, although till not atogether certain what she
meant. And she gave me ahug, and said | wasagood girl.

On the night of October the 314, which asyou know, Sir, is All Hallows Eve, when they say the spirits
of the dead come back from the grave, athough it is only a superstition — on that night, Mary cameto
our room with something hidden in her gpron, and she said, Look, | have got usfour apples, | begged
them from Cook. Appleswere plentiful at that time of year and there were barrels of them aready stored
inthecdlar. Oh, | said, arethey for usto eat, and she said Wewill eat them after, but thisisthe night
when you can find out who you will marry. She said she had got four, so that we would each have two
chancesat it.

She showed me alittle knife she' d got from Cook also, or o she said. Thetruth isthat she sometimes
took things without asking, which made me nervous, though she said it was not stedling as long as you put
the things back after. But sometimes she didn’t do that either. She' d taken acopy of The Lady of the
Lake by Sir Walter Scott out of the library where they had five of them, and she was reading it out loud
to me; and she had astore of candle-ends which she’ d taken one by one from the dining room, and she
kept them hidden under aloose floorboard; and if she'd had them by permission, she wouldn’t have
done so. We were alowed our own candle, to undress by at night, but Mrs. Honey said we weren't to
burnit up in aprofligate way, each candle wasto last us aweek, and that wasless light than Mary
wanted to have. She had some Lucifer matches which she also kept hidden, so that when our officia
candle was blown out to save it, she could light another whenever she wanted; and shellit two of her
candle-ends now.



Hereisthe knife and the apple, she said, and you must take the ped off in onelong piece; and then
without looking behind you, you must throw it over your left shoulder. And it will spdll out theinitia of the
man you will marry, and tonight you will dream about him.

| was too young to be thinking of husbands, but Mary talked about them a great dedl. When she' d saved
up enough of her wages, she was going to marry a nice young farmer whose land was aready cleared
and agood house built; and if she could not get one of those, she would settle for one with alog house,
and they would build a better house later. She even knew what kind of hens and cow they would have
— she wanted white and red Leghorns, and a Jersey cow for the cream and cheese, which she said there
was nothing better.

So | took the gpple and pared it, and | got the pedl off in one piece. Then | threw it behind me, and we
looked a how it had fallen. There was no telling which way was up, but at last we decided that it wasa
J. And Mary began to tease, and to tell over the names of the men she knew whose names began with a
J; and she said | would marry Jm from the stables, who had asquint, and stank horribly; or else Jeremiah
the peddler, who was much handsomer, though | would have to tramp the country, and would have no
house but the pack | carried on my back, like asnail. And she said | would crosswater threetimes
before it happened, and | said she wasinventing it; and she smiled, because I’ d guessed she wastricking
me

Then it was her turn, and she began to pedl. But the pedl on her first apple broke, and also on the
second; and | gave her my extra one, but she was so nervousthat she cut it in two almost as soon as

she’ d begun. And then shelaughed, and said it was only afoolish old wives' tale, and she ate the third
apple, and et the other two on the window ledge to keep until the morning, and | ate my own apple; and
we turned to making fun of Mrs. Alderman Parkinson’s corsets, but underneath al the funning she was

upset.

And when we went to bed, | could tell that she hadn’t gone to deep, but waslying on her back beside
me, staring up at the ceiling; and when | did go to deep mysdlf, | did not dream of husbands at all.
Instead | dreamt of my mother in her winding shest, drifting down through the cold water, which was
blue-green in colour; and the sheet began to come undone at the top, and it waved asif in the wind, and
her hair floated out, rippling like seaweed; but the hair was over her face so | could not seeit, and it was
darker than my mother’ s hair had been; and then | knew that thiswas not my mother at all, but some
other woman, and she was not dead inside the sheet at dl, but ill dive.

And | was afraid; and | woke up with my heart beating very fast, and the cold sweet on me. But Mary
was ad egp now, breathing deeply, and the grey and pink light of the dawn was beginning; and outside the
cocks had begun to crow, and al wasasusua. And so | felt better.

Chapter 20

And so things went on through November, when the leavesfdll from the trees and it became dark early,
and the weether was grim and grey, with ahard driving rain; and then December came, and the ground
froze up solid asrock, and there were flurries of snow. Our attic room was now very cold, especidly in
the mornings, when we had to get up in the dark and put our bare feet on theicy floorboards; and Mary
said that when she had ahouse of her own, she would have a braided rag rug beside every bed, and she
hersaf would have apair of warm felt dippers. Wetook our clothesinto the bed with us, to warm them
up before putting them on, and dressed underneath the bedcl othes; and at night we would heat bricks on
the stove and wrap them in flanndl and put them in the bed, to keep our toes from turning to icicles. And
the water in our basin was so cold that it would send the pain shooting up my arms when washing my
hands; and | was glad we were two in abed.



But Mary said thiswas nothing, as the real winter was not here and it would get much colder yet; and the
only good of it was that they would have to build up the firesin the house, and burn them longer. And it
was better to be a servant, in the daytime at least, because we could aways warm oursalvesin the
kitchen, whereas the drawing room was as drafty as a barn and you could get no heat from the fireplace
unless you stood right next to it, and Mrs. Alderman Parkinson lifted her skirtsin front of it when donein
the room, to warm her backside; and last winter she' d set her petticoats alight, and Agnesthe
chambermaid heard the shouting, and rushed in and was frightened into hysterics, and Mrs. Alderman
Parkinson had a blanket thrown over her, and wasrolled on thefloor like abarrel, by Jm from the
gtables. Luckily shewas not burnt, but merely singed alittle.

In the middle of December, my father sent my poor sister Katey to beg more of my wages; he would not
come himsdlf. | felt sorry for Katey, asthe burden that had once been on me was now on her; and |
brought her into the kitchen and warmed her by the stove, and asked a piece of bread from Cook, who
said it was not her job to feed dl of the starving orphansin the town, but gave it nevertheless, and Katey
cried, and said she wished | was at home again. And | gave her aquarter of adollar, and said shewasto
tell our father it wasdl | had, which | am sorry to say wasalie; but | had cometo fed that the truth was
not athing | owed him. And | gave her ten centsfor herself, and said she wasto keep it safe in case of
need, though she wasin need enough aready. Also | gave her a petticoat of mine, that was grown too
gmdl.

She said that our father had found no steady work, only odd jobs, but had the prospect of going north
that winter, to cut trees; and had news of some freeland further west, and would go there once the spring
had come. Which he did, and suddenly too, for Mrs. Burt came around and said my father had gone off
without paying anywhere near al he owed. At first she wanted me to make it good, but Mary told her
she could not force agirl of thirteen to pay a debt incurred by agrown man; and Mrs. Burt was not a
bad woman at heart, and at the end she said it was not my faullt.

| do not know what became of my father and the children. | never had aletter, and also heard nothing
from them at thetime of thetridl.

As Christmastime came around, spirits rose; and the fireswere built up larger, and hampers were
ddivered from the grocer, and great wedges of beef, and the carcass of a pig from the butcher, which
was to be roasted whole; and bustling preparations were made in the kitchen; and Mary and | were
called away from the laundry, to give ahand, and we stirred and mixed for Cook, and pedled and diced
the apples, and picked through the raisins and currants, and grated the nutmegs, and beat up the eggs as
required; and we liked this very much, as there was a chance for ataste here and anibble there, and
whenever we could we scraped off alittle sugar for ourselves; and Cook did not notice or say anything,
as she had agreat dedl on her mind.

It was Mary and me who made the bottom crustsfor all of the mince pies, though Cook did the top
ones, as she said therewas an art to it which we were too young to know; and she cut out stars for them,
and other fancy designs. And shelet us unwrap the Christmas cakes from the layers of mudin round
them, and pour on the brandy and whisky, and wrap them up again; and the smell of it was one of the
best things | can remember.

There were many pies and cakes needed, as it was the season of visiting, and of dinners and parties and
balls. The two sons of the household came home from school, at Harvard in Boston; their names were
Mr. George and Mr. Richard, and both seemed pleasant enough and fairly tal. | did not pay much
attention to them, asto my mind they only made for more washing, and agreast many more shirtsto be
starched and ironed; but Mary was aways peeping out the upstairs window into the yard, to seeif she
could catch aglimpse of them asthey rode away on their horses, or eselistening in the passageway,



while they sang duets with the ladiesinvited; and what she liked especidly was The Rose of Tralee,
because her namewasin it — whereit says, Oh no, “ twas the truth in her eye ever dawning, That
made me love Mary, the Rose of Tralee. She had agood singing voice hersdlf, too, and knew many of
the songs off by heart; which the two of them would sometimes come into the kitchen and tease her to
sing. And she called them young scamps, dthough both of them were some years older than shewas.

On Chrigtmas Day itsdlf, Mary gave meapair of warm mittenswhich she' d knitted. I’ d seen her doing it,
but she had been very dy, and had told me they were for ayoung friend of hers; and | never thought that
the young friend she meant was mysdf. They were a beautiful dark blue, with red flowers embroidered
on them. And | gave her aneedle-case I’ d made from five squares of red flannel, sewn together aong the
top; and it tied shut with two bits of ribbon. And Mary thanked me, and gave me ahug and akiss, and
said it was the best needle-case in the world, you could never buy such athing in astore, and she'd
never seen onelikeit, and shewould tressure it dways.

The snow had falen heavily that day, and the people were out in their deighs, with bells on the horses,
and it sounded very pretty. And after the family had eaten their Christmas dinner the servants ate theirs,
and had their own turkey and mince pies, and we sang some carols together, and were glad.

Thiswas the happiest Christmasthat | ever spent, either before or after.

Mr. Richard went back to school after the holidays, but Mr. George stayed at home. He' d caught a chill
which had goneto hislungs, and was coughing agreat dedl; and Mr. and Mrs. Alderman Parkinson went
about with long faces, and the doctor came, which alarmed me. But it was said he did not have
consumption, only afeverish cold, and the lumbago, and must be kept quiet, and given hot drinks; and
these he had in plentiful supply, ashe was agreat favourite with the servants. And Mary heated aniron
button on the stove, which she said was the best thing for the lumbago, if you put it on the spot; and she
took it up to him.

By the time he was better it was the middle of February, and he' d missed so much of the collegeterm he
said hewould stay away until the next one; and Mrs. Alderman Parkinson agreed, and said he needed to
build up his strength. And so there he was, being fussed over by al, and with time on his hands and not
much he needed to do, which isabad stuation for ayoung man full of spirits. And there was no shortage
of partiesto go to, and girlsto dance with, and their mothersto plan hiswedding for him without his
knowledge. | am afraid he was very much indulged, not least by himsdlf. For if the world trests you well,
Sir, you cometo believe you are deserving of it.

Mary had told the truth about the winter. The snow at Christmastime had been heavy, but it waslikea
blanket of feathers, and the air appeared warmer after it had fallen; and the stablehands joked, and threw
snowbadls; but as they were soft, they broke when they hit.

But soon the red winter set in, and the snow began to come down in earnest. Thistimeit was not soft but
hard, liketiny stinging pellets of ice; and it was driven dong by akeen and bitter wind, and piled upin
thick drifts, and | feared we would al be buried alive. Icicles grew on the roof, and you had to be careful
when passing undernegath, asthey could fall off, and were sharp and pointed; and Mary had heard of a
woman who' d been killed by one, that went right through her body like a skewer. One day there was
deet, which covered dl the tree branches with a coating of ice, and the next day they sparkled inthe sun
like athousand diamonds; but the trees were weighted down by it, and many branches broke. And the
entire world was hard and white, and when the sun shone it was so blinding that you had to shield your
eyes, and not look at it too long.

We kept indoors as much as possible, asthere was a danger of frosthite, especidly in the fingersand
toes, and the men went about with scarvestied over their ears and noses, and their breasth came out in



clouds. Thefamily had their fur rugsin the deigh, and their wraps and cloaks, and went visiting; but we
did not have such warm garments. At night Mary and | put our shawls on top of the bedcovers, and
wore our stockings and an extra petticoat to bed; though even so we were not warm. By morning the
fires had died down, and our hot bricks had cooled, and we were shivering like rabhbits.

Onthelast day of February the weather improved somewhat; and we ventured out on errands, having
wrapped our feet up well in flannd cloths, insde the boots which we begged from the stablehands; and
we wound oursalvesin as many shawls as we could find or borrow, and walked down asfar asthe
harbour. It was frozen solid, with great blocks and dices of ice piled against the shore; and therewas a
place cleared of snow, where the |adies and gentlemen were skating. It was agraceful motion, asif the
ladies were running on wheels undernegath their dresses, and | said to Mary that it must be ddlightful. Mr.
George wasthere, gliding over theice hand in hand with ayoung lady in afur scarf, and he saw us, and
gave us acheerful wave. | asked Mary if she had ever skated, and she said no.

About thistime | began to notice achangein Mary. She was often late coming to bed; and when she did
come, she no longer wanted to talk. She did not hear what | said to her, but appeared to be listening to
something e se; and she was constantly looking out through doorways, or windows, or over my shoulder.
One night when she thought | was adeep, | saw her hiding something away in ahandkerchief, under the
floorboard where she kept her candle-ends and matches; and when | looked the next day, she being out
of theroom, | found that it wasagold ring. My first thought was that she had stolen it, which would be
more than she' d ever stolen before, and very bad for her if she was caught; though therewas no talk in
the house of amissing ring.

But she did not laugh and fun as before, nor did she attend to her work in her usual brisk manner; and |
became worried. But when | questioned her, and asked if there was some trouble, she would laugh, and
say she did not know where | was getting such ideas. But her smell had changed, from nutmegsto salt
fish.

The snow and ice began to melt, and afew birds returned, and they began to sing and call; so | knew it
would soon be spring. And one day in late March, as we were carrying the clean wash up the back stairs
in baskets, to hang it in the drying room, Mary said shewasill; and she ran downstairs and out into the
back yard, behind the outbuildings. | set down my basket and followed her, just as| was, without my
shawl; and | found her on her kneesin the wet snow near the privy, which she had not had time to reach,
as she had been overcome by aviolent sickness.

| helped her up, and her forehead was damp and clammy, and | said she should be put to bed; but at that
she became angry, and said it was something she' d eaten, it must have been yesterday’ s mutton stew,
and now shewasrid of it. But I d eeten the very same thing mysdlf, and felt perfectly well. She made me
promise not to speak of it, and | said | would not. But when the same thing happened afew days later,
and then again the next morning, | wastruly darmed; for | had seen my own mother in that condition very
often, and | knew the milky smdll of it; and | waswell aware of what waswrong with Mary.

| thought it over, and turned it thisway and that in my mind; and towardsthe end of April | taxed her with
it, and swore very solemnly that if she would confidein me, | would not tell; for | believed shewasin
great need of confiding in someone, as she was restless at night, and had dark circles benesth her eyes,
and was oppressed by the burden of her secret. Then she broke down and cried, and said my suspicions
were dl too true; and the man had promised to marry her, and had given her aring, and for onceina
way she' d believed him, as she’ d thought he was not like other men; but he’ d gone back on his promise,
and now would not speak with her; and she wasin despair and did not know what to do.

| asked her who the man was, but she would not tell me; and she said that as soon as it was known what
sort of trouble she wasin, she would be turned away, as Mrs. Alderman Parkinson held very strict



views, and then what would happen to her? Some girlsin her place would have gone back to their
families, but she had none; and now no decent man would marry her, and she would have to go on the
Streets, and become asailors drab, as she would have no other way of feeding hersalf and the baby.
And such alife would soon be the end of her.

| was very distressed on her behadf, and aso on mine, for she was the truest and indeed the only friend |
had in theworld. | comforted her the best way | could, but | did not know what to say.

Throughout the month of May, Mary and | frequently talked about what she should do. | said there must
be aworkhouse or something of the sort that would take her in, and she said she knew of none, but even
S0, if young girlswent to any such place they dways died, asthey got fever as soon asthey were
ddivered; and she believed the babies in such places were secretly smothered, so asnot to be acharge
on the public purse; and she would sooner take her chances of dying elsewhere. We talked about some
way of delivering the baby oursaves, and keeping it quiet, and giving it away as an orphan; but she said
her condition would soon begin to show; and Mrs. Honey had very sharp eyes, and had dready
remarked that Mary was putting on flesh, and she could not hope to go long undetected.

| said she should try onelast time to speak with the man in question, and gpped to his better nature. And
she did so; but when she returned from the interview — which must have taken place nearby, as she was
not gone long — she was angrier than she had ever been. She said he' d given her five dollars, and she'd
sadwasthat dl his child wasworth to him? And he said she would not catch him that way, and he
doubted that it was even his own child, since she' d been so obliging with him, that he suspected she had
been so for others; and if she threatened him with a scandd, or went to hisfamily, he would deny it, and
ruin whatever reputation she had left; and if she wanted aquick end to her troubles she could aways
drown hersdif.

She said she had once truly loved him, but did so no longer; and she threw the five dollars on the floor,
and cried passionately for an hour; but | noticed her putting the money carefully away, under the loose
board, afterwards.

The next Sunday she said she would not go to church, but for awalk by hersdlf; and when she came
back, she said she' d gone down to the harbour with the idea of throwing hersdf into the lake, and putting
an end to her life. And | begged her with tears not to do such awicked thing.

Two days later she said she' d been over to Lombard Street, and had heard there of adoctor who could
help her; he was the doctor that the whores went to, when they needed it. | asked her in what way he
might help, and she said | shouldn’t ask; and | did not know what she meant, having never heard of such
doctors. And she asked if | would lend her my savings, which amounted &t that time to three dollars,
which I’ d been intending for anew summer dress. And | said | would lend it to her with al my heart.

She then brought out a piece of writing paper, which she’ d obtained from the library downgtairs, and a
pen and ink, and shewrote; If die, my things are to go to Grace Marks. And shesgned it with her
name. And then she said, Soon | may be dead. But you will till be dive. And she gave me acold and
resentful look, such as 1’ d seen her giveto others behind their backs, but never to me.

| was much adarmed at this, and clutched her hand, and begged her not to go to this doctor, whoever he
might be; but she said she must, and | was not to carry on, but | must put the pen and ink back secretly
on thewriting desk in the library, and go about my duties; and tomorrow she would steal away after the
midday mesdl, and | wasto say if asked that she'd just gone out to the privy, or that shewas up inthe
drying room, or any excuse that came into my head; and then | wasto dip away and join her, asshe
might bein difficulties coming home.



Neither one of us dept well that night; and the next day she did as she said she would, and managed to
leave the house without detection, with the money knotted up in her handkerchief; and | followed soon
after, and joined her. The doctor lived in alarge-enough house, in agood neighbourhood. We went in by
the servants entrance; and the doctor himsdlf met us. The first thing he did was to count the money. He
was abig manin ablack coat, and looked a us very severdly; and he told meto wait in the scullery, and
then said that if | told anything abouit it, he would deny ever having seen me. Then hetook off hisfrock
coat and hung it on ahook, and began ralling up his shirtdeeves, asif for afight.

Helooked very smilar, Sir, to the head-measuring doctor that frightened meinto afit, just before you
came here.

Mary went with him out of the room, her face aswhite as a sheet; and then | heard screams, and crying,
and after atime the doctor pushed her in through the scullery door. Her dresswas al damp, and clinging
to her like awet bandage, and she could scarcely walk; and | put my arms around her, and assisted her

away from that place asbest | could.

When we reached the house she was bent nearly double and holding her hands to her somach; and said
would | help her upstairs. Which | did, and she seemed very weak. | put her into her nightdress and into
the bed, and she kept her petticoat on, crumpled up between her legs. And | asked her what had
happened, and she said the doctor took aknife to her, and cut something inside; and he said there would
be pain and bleeding, and it would last some hours, but that after this she would be al right again. And
she'd given afdse name.

It began to dawn on me that what the doctor had cut out of her was the baby, which | thought amost
wicked thing; but | also thought it was either one corpse that way or two the other, because if not, she
would certainly have drowned hersdlf; so | could not find it within my heart to reproach her.

Shewasin great pain, and in the evening | warmed a brick and carried it upstairs; but shewould not let
me fetch anyone. And | said | would deep on the floor, as she would be more comfortable that way; and
shesaid | wasthe best friend she ever had, and that whatever happened she would never forget me. |
rolled mysdf up in my shawl, with my goron for apillow, and lay down on the floor, which was very
hard; and what with that, and with Mary’ sgroans of agony, | could not deep at first. But after atimeit
grew quieter, and | fell adeep, and did not wake up until daybreak. And when | did, there was Mary,
dead in the bed, with her eyes wide open and staring.

| touched her, but she was cold. | stood stock-still with fear; but then | roused mysdlf, and went along the
hall, and woke Agnes the chambermaid, and fell into her arms weeping; and she said, Whatever isthe
matter? | could not speak, but took her by the hand, and led her into our room, to where Mary was.
Agneslaid hold of her, and shook her by the shoulder; and then she said, Good heavens, sheis dead.

And | said, Oh Agnes, what shall | do?1 did not know she was going to die, and now they will blame
me, for not telling sooner that she was taken ill; but she made me promise not to. And | was sobbing, and
wringing my hands.

Agneslifted the bedcovers and |ooked beneath. The nightdress and petticoat were soaked through with
blood, and the sheet was dl red with it, and brown where it had dried. She said, Thisisabad business,
and shetold meto stay there, and she went at once to fetch Mrs. Honey. | heard her footsteps going
away, and it seemed to me shewas gone along time.

| sat on the chair in our room and looked at Mary’ sface; her eyeswere open, and | could fedl her
looking back at me out of the corners of her eyes. | thought | saw her move, and | said, Mary, areyou
pretending? For she sometimes pretended she was dead, behind the sheetsin the drying room, to frighten



me. But she was not pretending.

Then | heard two sets of footsteps hurrying along the passage, and | wasfilled with dread. But | stood
up. And Mrs. Honey cameinto the room; she did not look sad, she looked angry, and aso disgusted, as
if she could smdll abad smell. And there wasindeed asmdll in the room; it wasthe smell of wet straw,
from the mattress, and aso the sdty smell of blood; you can smell something very smilar in abutcher’s
shop.

And Mrs. Honey said, Thisisan outrage and adisgrace, | must go and tell Mrs. Parkinson. And we
waited, and Mrs. Alderman Parkinson came, and said, Under my own roof, what a deceitful girl. And
shelooked straight at me, although she was talking about Mary. Then she said, Why did you not inform
me of this, Grace? And | said, Please Ma am, Mary told me not to. She said she would be better in the
morning. And | started to cry, and | said, | did not know she was going to die!

Agnes, who was very pious as | havetold you, said The wages of sin is degth.

Mrs. Alderman Parkinson said, That waswicked of you, Grace, and Agnes said, Sheisonly achild, she
isvery obedient, shewasjust doing as shewastold.

| thought Mrs. Alderman Parkinson would scold her for interfering, but she did not. She took hold of my
arm gently, and looked into my eyes, and said, Who was the man? The scoundrel should be exposed,
and madeto pay for hiscrime. | supposeit was some sailor, down at the harbour, they have no more
conscience than aflea. Do you know, Grace?

| said, Mary did not know any sailors. She was seeing a gentleman, and they were engaged. Only he
broke his promise, and would not marry her.

And Mrs. Alderman Parkinson said sharply, What gentleman?

| said, Please Ma am, | don’t know. Only she said you would not likeit at all, if you found out who it
was.

Mary had not said this, but | had my own suspicions.

At that Mrs. Alderman Parkinson |ooked thoughtful, and paced to and for the length of the room; and

then she said, Agnes and Grace, we will not discussthisfurther, asit will only lead to unhappiness and

added misery, and thereis no sensein crying over spilt milk; and out of respect to the dead we will not
say what Mary died of. Wewill say it wasalow fever. That will be best for dll.

And shelooked at both of usvery hard, and we curtsed. And all the time Mary was there on the bed,
listening to us, and hearing about our plansto tell theselies about her; and | thought, She will not be easy
in her mind about it.

| didn’t say anything about the doctor, and they did not ask. Perhapsthey didn’t even consider such a
thing. They must have thought it was only alost baby, as women frequently have; and that Mary had died
of it, aswomen frequently did. And you are the first person | have told about the doctor, Sir; but it ismy
true belief that it was the doctor that killed her with hisknife; him and the gentleman between them. For it
isnot awaysthe one that strikes the blow, that is the actua murderer; and Mary was done to death by
that unknown gentleman, as surdly asif he' d taken the knife and plunged it into her body himsdlf.

Mrs. Alderman Parkinson left the room, and after awhile Mrs. Honey came, and said we were to take
the sheet from the bed, and her nightdress and petticoat, and wash the blood out of them; and wash the
body, and take the mattress to be burnt, and seeto it ourselves, and there was another mattress cover



bes de where the quilts were stored, and we could stuff that with straw; and we were to fetch aclean
sheet. She asked if there was another nightdressfor Mary to be dressed in, and | said there was,

because Mary had two; but the other one was in the wash. Then | said | would give her one of mine. She
said we were not to tell anyone of Mary’ s death until we' d got her looking presentable, with the quilt
pulled up over her and her eyes closed, and her hair combed down and tidy. Then she went out of the
room, and Agnes and mysdlf did as she said; and Mary waslight to lift, but heavy to arrange.

Then Agnes said, Thereis more to thisthan meetsthe eye, and | wonder who the man was. And she
looked at me. And | said, Whoever heis, heisill aive and well, and most likely enjoying his breskfast
at thisvery moment, and not having any thoughtsin his head about poor Mary, no more than if shewasa
carcass hung up at the butcher’s.

Agnessaid, It isthe curse of Eve which we must dl bear, and | knew Mary would have laughed at that.
And then | heard her voice, as clear as anything, right in my ear, saying Let mein. | was quite startled,
and looked hard at Mary, who by that time was lying on the floor, as we were making up the bed. But
she gave no sign of having said anything; and her eyes were till open, and staring up at the celling.

Then | thought with arush of fear, But | did not open the window. And | ran across the room and
opened it, because | must have heard wrong and she was saying Let me out. Agnes said, What are you
doing, it'scold asanicicle out there, and | said The smell ismaking me sick. And she agreed that the
room should be aired. | was hoping Mary’ s soul would fly out the window now, and not stay inside,
whispering thingsinto my ear. But | wondered whether | wastoo late.

Findly we had al done, and | bundled the sheet and the nightdress together and took them down to the
laundry, and pumped atub full of cold water, becauseit’ s the cold water you need to get out the blood,
asthehot will st it. By good fortune the laundress was not in the laundry but in the main kitchen, heating
theironsfor theironing, and gossiping with Cook. And | scrubbed, and much of the blood came out,
making the water all red; and | ran that down the drain and pumped another tubful, and |eft the things to
s0ak, with some vinegar poured in to help with the smell. Whether from the cold or the shock, my teeth
by now were chattering; and as | ran back up the stairs| felt quite dizzy.

Agnes had been waiting in the room with Mary, dl nicdy laid out now with her eyes closed asif deegping,
and her hands crossed on her breast. | told Agneswhat I" d done, and she sent meto tell Mrs. Alderman
Parkinson that all was ready. And | did, and went back upstairs, and pretty soon here came the servants
to see, crying some of them, and sad-faced, as wasfitting; but still there is always a strange excitement
around adegth, and | could see that the blood was flowing more strongly through their veinsthan on
ordinary days.

Agnesdid thetalking, and said it was a sudden fever, and for awoman as pious as she was, she lied very
well; and | stood by Mary’ sfeet, keeping silent. And one said, Poor Grace, to wake up in the morning
and find her cold and stark in the bed beside you, with no warning at al. And another said, It makes your
flesh cregp to think of it, my own nerveswould never sandiit.

Thenit wasasif that had redlly happened; | could pictureit, the waking up with Mary in the bed right
beside me, and touching her, and finding she would not speak to me, and the horror and distress| would
fed; and at that moment | fell to thefloor in adead faint.

They said | lay like that for ten hours, and no one could wake me, dthough they tried pinching and
dapping, and cold water, and burning feathers under my nose; and that when | did wake up | did not
seem to know where | was, or what had happened; and | kept asking where Grace had gone. And when
they told methat | mysalf was Grace, | would not believe them, but cried, and tried to run out of the
house, because | said that Grace was lost, and had gone into the lake, and | needed to search for her.



They told melater they’ d feared for my reason, which must have been unsettled by the shock of it all;
and it was no wonder, considering.

Then | fell again into adeep deep. When | woke, it wasaday later, and | knew again that | was Grace,
and that Mary was dead. And | remembered the night we' d thrown the gpple peslings over our
shoulders, and Mary’ s had broken three times; and it had dl come true, as she had not married anyone at
al, and now never would.

But | had no memory of anything | said or did during the time | was awake, between the two long deeps,
and thisworried me.

And 0 the happiest time of my life was over and gone.
Seven - Snake Fence
Chapter 21

Simon takes his hat and stick from the Governor’ swife' smaid, and staggers out into the sunlight. It' stoo
bright for him, too harsh, asif he's been closed up in adark room for along time, athough the sawing
room isfar from dark. It's Grace' s story that isdark; hefedsasif he' sjust come from an abattoir. Why
has this account of a degth affected him so strongly? Of course he' s known that such things happen; such
doctorsdo exist, and it isn't asif he’ s never seen adead woman. HE' s seen agreat many of them; but
they have been so thoroughly dead. They have been specimens. He has never caught them, asit were, in
the act. ThisMary Whitney, not yet — what? Seventeen? A young girl. Deplorable! Hewould like to
wash his hands.

No doubt about it, the turn of events has caught him off guard. He d been following her story with, he has
to admit, acertain persona pleasure — he has his own happier days and the memories of them, and they
too contain pictures of clean sheets and joyful holidays, and cheerful young maidservants— and then, a
the centre of it, thisdire surprise. She' d lost her memory, too; though only for some hours, and during a
normal-enough fit of hysterics— but dill, it may prove sgnificant. It isthe only memory she seemsto
have forgotten, so far; otherwise, every button and candle-end seems accounted for. But on second
thought, he has no way of knowing that; and he has an uneasy sense that the very plenitude of her
recollections may be a sort of distraction, away of drawing the mind away from some hidden but
essentid fact, like the dainty flowers planted over agrave. Also, he reminds himsdlf, the only withesswho
could corroborate her testimony — if thiswere acourt of law — would be Mary Whitney herself, and
sheisnot available.

Down the driveway to the left comes Grace hersdf, walking with her head lowered, flanked by two
unsavoury-looking men he supposes to be prison guards. They’ re leaning very closeto her, asif she sno
murderess, but a precious treasure to be kept safe. He doesn't like the way they press up againgt her; but
of coursethelr liveswould be very difficult if she wereto escape. Although he' saways known that she's
taken back every evening and locked into anarrow cell, today it strikes him asincongruous. They've
been talking together all afternoon asif in aparlour; and now heisfree asair and may do whatever he
likes, while she must be bolted and barred. Caged in adreary prison. Deliberately dreary, for if aprison
were not dreary, where would be the punishment?

Even theword punishment grates on him today. He can't get Mary Whitney out of hismind. Lyingin her
winding sheet of blood.

He has stayed longer than usud this afternoon. In haf an hour heis due at the Reverend Verringer’s, for
an early supper. He does not fedl hungry in the least. He decidesto walk aong by the lakeshore; the
breeze there will do him good, and possibly restore his appetite.



It'sjust aswell, hereflects, that he didn’t continue as a surgeon. The most fearsome of hisingtructors at
Guy’ s Hospital in London, the celebrated Dr. Bransby Cooper, used to say that for agood surgeon, as
for agood sculptor, the ability to detach oneself from the business at hand was a prerequisite. A sculptor
should not alow himself to be distracted by the transient charms of hismodel, but should regard her
objectively, asmerdy the base materid or clay from which hiswork of art wasto be formed. Smilarly, a
surgeon was a scul ptor of flesh; he should be able to diceinto ahuman body as ddliberately and
ddicately asif carving acameo. A cold hand and a steady eye were what was required. Those who felt
too deeply for the patient’ s suffering were the ones in whaose fingers the knife dipped. The fflicted did
not need your compassion, but your skill.

All very wdll, thinks Simon; but men and women are not statues, not lifelesslike marble, although they
often become so in the hospital surgery, after aharrowing period of noisy and leaky distress. He' d
quickly discovered a Guy’ sthat he was not fond of blood.

But he! d learned some worthwhile |essons nonethel ess. How easily people die, for one; how frequently,
for another. And how cunningly spirit and body are knit together. A dip of the knife and you create an
idiot. If thisis so, why not the reverse? Could you sew and snip, and patch together a genius? What
mysteries remain to be revealed in the nervous system, that web of structures both material and etheredl,
that network of threads that runs throughout the body, composed of athousand Ariadne' s clues, all
leading to the brain, that shadowy central den where the human bones lie scattered and the monsters
lurk....

The angelsdso, hereminds himsdf. Also theangels.

In the distance he sees awoman walking. She' sdressed in black; her skirt isasoft rippling bell, her vell
blows out behind her like dark smoke. She turns, looks back briefly: it's Mrs. Humphrey, his sombre
landlady. Fortunately she’ swaking away from him; or she may be deliberately avoiding him. Just aswell,
asheisnot in the mood for conversation, and especialy not for gratitude. He wonders why sheinsstson
dressing quite so much like awidow. Wisghful thinking, perhaps. So far there' s been no news of the
Magjor. Simon paces along the shore, picturing to himsalf what the Major must be doing — aracecourse,
abawdy-house, atavern; one of the three.

Then hethinks, inconsequentialy, about taking off his shoes and wading into the lake. He has a sudden
memory of dabbling in the creek at the back of the property, as ayoung boy, in the company of his
nursemaid — one of the young millhands turned servant, as were most of their maids then — and getting
himsdlf dirty, and being scolded by hismother, and the nursemaid too, for alowing it.

What was her name? Alice? Or wasthat later, when he was dready at school, and in long trousers, and
had gone up to the attic on one of hisfurtive escapades, and had been caught by the girl in her room?
White-handed, asit were— he' d been fondling one of her shifts. She’ d been angry with him, but
couldn’'t express her anger, of course, as she' d wanted to keep her position; so she' d done the womanly
thing, and burst into tears. He' d put hisarms around her to console her, and they’ d ended by kissing. Her
cap had fallen off, and her hair came tumbling down; long dark-blonde hair, voluptuous, none too clean,
smelling of curdled milk. Her hands were red, as she' d been hulling strawberries; and her mouth tasted of
them.

There were red smears afterwards, on his shirt, from where she d started to undo his buttons; but it was
thefirst time he' d ever kissed awoman, and he' d been embarrassed, and then dlarmed, and hadn’t
known whét to do next. Probably she' d laughed at him.

What araw boy he' d been then; what a smpleton. He smiles at the memory. It'sapicture of more
innocent days, and by the time the half-hour is up he feels much better.



Reverend Verringer' s housekeeper greets him with adisapproving nod. If shewereto smile, her face
would crack like an eggshdl. There must be aschoal for ugliness, thinks Simon, where such women are
sent to be trained. She shows him into the library, where afire has been lit and two glasses of some
unknown cordia set ready. What he would redly likeisagood stiff whisky, but there's no hope of that
among the tegtotaling Methodists.

Reverend Verringer has been standing among hisleather bindings, but moves forward to welcome
Simon. They st and sip; the brew in the glass tastes like waterweed, with an undertone of raspberry
beetles. “It is purifying to the blood. My housekeeper makesit hersdf, from an old recipe,” says
Reverend Verringer. Very old, thinks Simon; witches come to mind.

“Has there been any progress with — our mutua project?’ asks Verringer.

Simon has known this question would be asked; neverthdess, he sumbles alittle over the answer. “|
have been proceeding with the utmost caution,” he says. “ Certainly there are severa threadsthat are
worth pursuing. | first needed to establish the groundsfor trust, which | believe | have done. After that, |
have sought to dicit afamily history. Our subject gppears to remember her life before arriving at Mr.
Kinnear’s, with avividness, and amass of circumstantid detall, that indicates the problem is not with her
memory in generd. | have learned about her journey to this country, and aso thefirst year of her
domestic service, which was not marked by any untoward episodes, with one exception.”

“Whichwas?’ asks Reverend Verringer, lifting his sparse eyebrows.
“Areyou acquainted with afamily cdled Parkinson, in Toronto?’

“I seem to remember them,” saysVerringer, “from my youth. He was an Alderman, as| recdl. But he
died some years ago; and the widow, | believe, returned to her native land. She was an American, like
yourself. Shefound the winterstoo cold.”

“That isunfortunate,” says Simon. “I had hoped to speak with them, in order to corroborate certain
supposed facts. Grace sfirst stuation was with thisfamily. She had afriend — afellow-servant there—
cdled Mary Whitney; which was, you may recall, the false name she hersdf gave, when escaping to the
United States, with her — with James McDermott; if indeed it was an escape, and not aforced
emigration of sorts. In any case this young woman died, under what | must term abrupt circumstances,
and while gtting in the room with the body, our subject thought she heard her dead friend speek to her.
An auditory hallucination, of course.”

“Itisnot at al uncommon,” says Verringer. “I mysdf have attended a grest many deathbeds, and
especidly among the sentimentd and the superdtitious, it is counted amark of dishonour not to have
heard the deceased speak. If an angel choir isaso audible, so much the better.” Histoneisdry, and
possibly evenironic.

Simonisalittle surprised: surdly it isthe duty of the clergy to encourage pious eyewash. “ Thiswas
followed,” he continues, “by an episode of fainting, and then by hysterics, mixed with what would appear
to have been somnambulism; after which there was a deegp and prolonged deep, and subsequent
amnesa”

“Ah,” saysVerringer, leaning forward. “ So she has a history of such lapses!”

“We must not legp to conclusions,” Simon saysjudicioudy. “ She hersdlf isat present my only informant.”
He pauses; he does not wish to appear lacking in tact. “ It would be exceedingly useful to me, inthe

formation of my professional opinion, if | were able to speak with those who knew Grace at the time of
the— of the eventsin question, and who afterwards witnessed her comportment and behaviour in the



Penitentiary, during thefirst years of her incarceration, and also in the Asylum.”
“I mysdlf was not present upon those occasions,” says Reverend Verringer.

“I have read Mrs. Moodi€ s account,” says Simon. “ She has a great ded to say that interests me.
According to her, Kenneth MacKenzie, the lawyer, visited Grace in the Penitentiary some six or seven
years after she was imprisoned, and wastold by Grace that Nancy Montgomery was haunting her —
that her two bloodshot and blazing eyes were following her around, and appearing in such locations as
her [ap and her soup plate. Mrs. Moodie hersalf saw Gracein the Asylum — the violent ward, | believe
— and portrays a gibbering madwoman, shrieking like aphantom and running about like asinged
monkey. Of course, her account was written before she could know that in less than ayear Grace would
be discharged from the Asylum as, if not perfectly sane, then sane enough to be returned to the
Penitentiary.”

“One does not have to be entirely sanefor that,” says Verringer, with ashort laugh like a hinge creaking.

“I have thought of paying avistto Mrs. Moodie,” says Smon. “But | seek your advice. | am not sure
how to question her, without casting aspersions on the veracity of what she has set down.”

“Veracity?' saysVeringer blandly. He doesn’t sound surprised.

“There are discrepancies that are beyond dispute,” says Simon. “For instance, Mrs. Moodie is unclear
about the location of Richmond Hill, sheisinaccurate on the subject of names and dates, she calls severd
of the actorsin thistragedy by namesthat are not their own, and she has conferred amilitary rank on Mr.
Kinnear that he appears not to have merited.”

“A post-mortem medal, perhaps,” Verringer murmurs.

Simon smiles. “Also, she has the cul prits cutting Nancy Montgomery’ s body up into quarters before
hiding it under the washtub, which surely was not done. The newspaperswould hardly have failed to
mention adetail so sensationd. | am afraid the good woman did not redlize how difficult itistocut up a
body, never having done so hersdlf. It makes one wonder, in short, about other things. The motive for the
murders, for example — she putsit down to wild jealousy on the part of Grace, who envied Nancy her
possession of Mr. Kinnear, and lechery on the part of McDermott, who was promised aquid pro quo
for his services as butcher, in the form of Grace' sfavours.”

“That was the popular view & thetime.”

“No doubt,” says Simon. “The public will dways prefer asaacious melodramato abad tale of mere
thievery. But you can see that one might have one' s reservations a so about the bloodshot eyes.”

“Mrs. Moodie,” says Reverend Verringer, “has stated publicly that sheisvery fond of Charles Dickens,
and in especid of Oliver Twist. | seemto recal asmilar pair of eyesin that work, also belonging to a
dead female called Nancy. How shdl | put it? Mrs. Moodieis subject to influences. Y ou might liketo
read Mrs. Moodi€ spoem ” The Maniac,” if you are an aficionado of Sir Walter Scott. Her poem
contains dl the requirements— acliff, amoon, araging sea, a betrayed maiden chanting awild melody
and clad in unhedlthily damp garments, with— as| recal — her streaming hair festooned with botanical
specimens. | believe she ends by legping off the picturesque cliff so thoughtfully provided for her. Let me
see—" And closing his eyes, and begting time with hisright hand, he recites:

“"Thewind wav'd her garments, and April’ srash showers
Hung like gemsin her dark locks, enwreath’ d with wild flowers;
Her bosom was bared to the cold midnight storm,



That ungparingly beeat on her thin fragileform;

Her black eyesflash’d sternly whence reason had fled,
And she glanc’d on my sight like some ghost of the deed,
As she sang aloud strain to the hoarse dashing surge,
That rang on my earslikethe plaint of adirge.

“And he who had |eft her to madness and shame,
Who had robb’d her of honour, and blasted her fame —
Did hethink in that hour of the heart he had riven,

The vows he had broken, the anguish he'd given?

And where was the infant whaose birth gave the blow
To the peace of his mother, and madden’ d her woe?...

He openshiseyes again. “Whereindeed?’ he says.
“You astonishme,” says Smon. “Y ou must have an extraordinary memory.”

“For verse of acertain type, unfortunatdly yes, it comesfrom too much hymn-singing,” says Reverend
Verringer. “ Though God himself chose to write agood dedl of the Bible in poetry, which demonstrates
his approva of the form as such, however indifferently it may be practised. Nevertheless, one cannot
quibble with Mrs. Moodi€ s morals. But | am sure you take my meaning. Mrs. Moodieisaliterary lady,
and like dl such, and indeed like the sex in generd, sheisinclined to—"

“Embroider,” says Smon.

“Precisdly,” says Reverend Verringer. “ Everything | say hereis gtrictly confidentia, of course. Although
Toriesa the time of the Rebellion, the Moodies have since seen the error of their ways, and are now
staunchly Reform; for which they have been made to suffer, by certain mdicious personswho areina
position to torment them with lawsuits and the like. | would not say aword against the lady. But | would
aso not advise avist. | understand, by the by, that the Spiritudists have got hold of her.”

“Indeed?’ says Smon.

“So | hear. She wasfor along time a sceptic, and her husband was the first convert of the two. No
doubt she becametired of spending the evenings aone, while hewas off listening to phantom trumpets,
and conversing with the spirits of Goethe and Shakespeare.”

“| takeit you do not approve.”

“Minigters of my denomination have been expelled from the Church for dabbling in these, to my mind,
unholy proceedings,” says Reverend Verringer. “It istrue that some members of our Committee have
partaken; are devotees, in fact; but | must bear with them, until this madness has run its course and they
have cometo their senses. As Mr. Nathanid Hawthorne has said, the thing isahumbug, and if it isnot,
so much the worse for us; for the spirits who present themsalves at table-turnings and the like, must be
those who have failed to get into the eternal world, and are ill cluttering up ours, like akind of spiritua
dust. It isunlikely that they wish uswell, and the less we have to say to them the better.”

“Hawthorne?’ says Simon. Heis surprised to find a clergyman reading Hawthorne: the man has been
accused of sensudism, and — especialy after The Scarlet Letter — of alaxity in moras.

“One must keep up with one sflock. But asto Grace Marks and her earlier behaviour, you would be
better to consult Mr. Kenneth MacKenzie, who acted for her at thetria, and who, | understand, hasa
sound head on his shoulders. Heis currently a partner in a Toronto law firm, having made arapid



professond rise. | shal addressaletter of introduction to him; | am sure he will accommodate you.”
“Thank you,” says Simon.

“| am pleased to have had this chance to talk with you in private, before the advent of the ladies. But |
hear them arriving now.”

“Theladies?’ says Smon.

“The Governor’ swife and her daughters are favouring us with their company thisevening,” says
Verringer. “The Governor himsdlf isunfortunately away on business. Did | not inform you?’ Two spots of
colour appear, one on each of his pale cheeks. “Let us go to welcome them, shal we?’

Only one daughter is present. Marianne, says her mother, has been kept to her bed with acold. Smonis
derted: heisfamiliar with such ruses, he knows the cabas of mothers. The Governor’ swife has decided
to give Lydiaan unimpeded shot a him, without any distraction from Marianne. Perhaps he should reved
the smalness of hisincomeimmediately, so asto forestd| her. But Lydiais aconfection, and he doesn't
wish to deprive himself of such an aesthetic pleasure too soon. Aslong as no declarations are made, no
harm will be done; and he enjoys being gazed at by eyes asluminousas hers.

The season has now officidly changed: Lydiahas burst into spring bloom. Layers of paeflord ruffling
have sprouted al over her, and wave from her shoulderslike digphanous wings. Simon eats hisfish—
overdone, but no one on this continent can poach afish properly — and admires the smooth white
contours of her throat, and what can be seen of her bosom. It' sasif sheis sculpted of whipped cream.
She should be on the platter, instead of the fish. He' s heard stories of afamous Parisian courtesan who
had hersdf presented at a banquet in thisway; naked, of course. He occupies himsdlf with undressing
and then garnishing Lydia: she should be garlanded with flowers— ivory-coloured, shell pink — and
with perhaps a border of hothouse grapes and peaches.

Her pop-eyed mother isasfinely strung as ever; shefingersthe jet beads at her throat, and digsamost at
onceinto the serious business of the evening. The Tuesday circle fervently longsto have Dr. Jordan
addressit. Nothing too forma — an earnest discussion among friends— friends of histoo, she hopes
she may assume — who areinterested in the same important causes. Perhaps he could say afew words
on the Abalition question? It isof such concernto them al.

Simon says he’ snot an expert on it — indeed, heisn’'t well informed at dl, having been in Europefor the
past few years. In that case, suggests Reverend Verringer, perhaps Dr. Jordan would be so kind asto
share with them the latest theories concerning nervousillnesses and insanity? That too would be most
welcome, as one of their long-standing projects, as agroup, isthe reform of public asylums.

“Dr. DuPont says he would be especidly interested,” saysthe Governor’ swife. “Dr. Jerome DuPont,
whose acquaintance you have aready made. He has such breadth of, he has such awiderange of ... of
thingsthat interest him.”

“Oh, | would find that fascinating,” says Lydia, looking at Simon from under her long dark lashes. “1 hope
you will!” She hasn't said much this evening; but then, she hasn’t had much chance, except to refuse the
offers of more fish that have been pressed upon her by Reverend Verringer. “| have always wondered
what it would belike, to go mad. Gracewon't tell me.”

Simon has apicture of himself in ashadowy corner with Lydia. Behind adrapery; aheavy mauve
brocade. If he wereto encircle her waist with hisarm — gently, so as not to darm her — would she
sgh?Would sheyidd, or push him away? Or both.



Back in hislodgings, he pours himsdf alarge glass of sherry, from the bottle he kegpsin the armoire. He
hasn’t had adrink al evening— the beverage at Verringer’ s supper party was water — but somehow
he' s as fuzzy-headed asif he had. Why did he agree to address the devilish Tuesday circle? What are
they to him, or he to them? What can he say to them that would make any senseto them at dll,
congdering their lack of expertise? It was Lydia, her admiration, her gpped. Hefedsasif he'sbeen
ambushed by aflowering shrub.

He' stoo exhausted to stay up late, and read and work as usua. He goes to bed, and leeps at once.
Then he' sdreaming; an uneasy dream. He' sin afenced yard where laundry flapson aline. No one else
isthere, which gives him a sensation of clandestine pleasure. The sheetsand linensmovein thewind, asif
worn by invisble swdling hips, asif dive. Ashe watches— he must be aboy, he' s short enough to be
looking upwards— ascarf or vell of white mudin is blown from the line and undulates gracefully through
theair like along bandage unralling, or like paint in water. He runsto catch it, out of the yard, down the
road — he' sin the country, then — and into afield. An orchard. The cloth has tangled in the branches of
asmdl tree covered with green apples. He tugs it down and it falls across his face; and then he
understandsthat it isn't cloth at al but hair, the long fragrant hair of an unseen woman, which istwining
around his neck. He struggles; heisbeing closely embraced; he can scarcely breathe. The sensationis
painful and amost unbearably erctic, and he wakes with ajolt.

Chapter 22

Today | am in the sawing room before Dr. Jordan. Ther€’ sno sense in wondering what has delayed him,
as gentlemen keep their own hours; so | continue to sew, while singing alittle to mysdlf.

Rock of ages, cleft for me,

Let me hide mysdf in thee;

Let the water and the blood,

From thy riven sde which flowed,
Beof snthedouble cure,

Cleanse mefrom itsguilt and power.

| likethis song, asit makes methink of rocks, and water, and the seashore, which are outside; and
thinking of athing isnext best to being there.

| did not know you could sing so well, Grace, says Dr. Jordan, coming into the room. Y ou havea
beautiful voice. He has dark circles under hiseyes, and looks asif he hasn't dept awink.

Thank you, Sir, | say. | used to have more occasion for it than | do now.

He sts down, and takes out his notebook and pencil, and aso a parsnip, which he places on the table. It
isnot one | would have selected, having an orange tint, which meansthey are old.

Oh, aparsnip, | say.

Doesit bring anything to mind? he asks.

Wéll, thereis Fine words butter no parsnips, | say. Also they are very hard to ped.
They arekept in cdlars, | believe, he says.

Ohno, Sir, | reply. Outsde, in aholein the ground with straw, asthey are much improved by being
frozen.

Helooksat mein atired fashion, and | wonder what has been causing hisloss of deep. Perhapsit is



some young lady which ison hismind, and not returning his affection; or € se he has not been eating
regular medls.

Shdll we continue with your story where we left off? he says.

I’ve forgotten just where that was, | say. Thisisnot quite true, but | wish to seeif he hasredly been
listening to me, or just pretending to.

With Mary’ s desth, he says. Y our poor friend Mary Whitney.
Ahyes, | say. With Mary.

Wédll, Sir, the way in which Mary died was hushed up as much as possible. That she had died of afever
may or may not have been believed, but nobody said no to it out loud. Nor did anyone deny that she'd
left her thingsto me, in view of what she had written down; though there were some raised eyebrows at
her writing it, asif she'd known ahead of time that she was going to die. But | said rich people made their
wills beforehand, so why not Mary; and then they said no more. Nor was anything said about the writing
paper, and how she had got hold of it.

| sold her box, which was good quality, and aso her best dress, to Jeremiah the peddier, who came
around again just after her death; and | aso sold him the gold ring which she kept hidden under the floor.
| told him it wasto pay for adecent burial, and he gave me afair price and more. He said he' d seen
death in Mary’ sface, but then, hindsight is always accurate. He so said he was sorry for her death, and
would say aprayer for her, athough what sort of aprayer | could not imagine, as he was a heathenish
sort of man, with al histricks and fortune-telling. But surely the form of aprayer does not matter, and the
only distinction God makesis between good will and ill; or so | have cometo believe.

It was Agnes who helped mewith the burial. We put flowers from Mrs. Alderman Parkinson’ s garden
into the coffin, having asked permission; and it being June, there were long-stemmed roses and peonies,
and we chose only the white ones. | scattered the petal's of them over her aswdll, and | dippedinthe
needle-case|’d made for her, but out of sight, asit might look wrong otherwise, being red; and | cut a
piece off the back of her hair to remember her by, and tied it together with athread.

She was buried in her best nightdress, and she didn’t look dead in the least, but only adeep and very
pae and laid out dl in white like that, shewasjust likeabride.

The coffin was pine boards and very plain, as| wanted a stone grave marker too for the money; but |
had only enough for her name. | would have liked a poem, such as From Earth’s dark shadows
though you flee, When in Heaven, remember me, but it was greetly beyond my means. She was put
with the Methodists on Adelaide Street, off in acorner right next to the paupers, but till within the
churchyard, so | felt | had done al for her that | could. Agnes and two of the other servants were the
only ones present, as a suspicion must have gone around that Mary had died under ashadow; and when
they shovdled thedirt in on top of the coffin and the young minister said Dust to dugt, | cried asif my
heart would bresk. | was thinking of my poor mother aswell, who'd had no proper burid with dirt on
top the way it should be, but was just tossed into the sea.

It was very hard for meto believe that Mary wastruly dead. | kept expecting her to come into the room,
and when | lay in bed at night | sometimes thought | could hear her breathing; or she would be laughing
just outside the door. Every Sunday | would lay flowers on her grave, not from Mrs. Alderman
Parkinson’ s garden, asthat was just the one specia occasion, but wildflowersthat | would pick in waste
lots or beside the lakeshore or wherever | could find them growing.

Soon after Mary’sdeath | left Mrs. Alderman Parkinson's. | didn’t like to stay, as ever since Mary had



died, Mrs. Alderman Parkinson and Mrs. Honey were not friendly towards me. They must have thought
I’d helped Mary in her relations with the gentleman, whose name they believed | knew; and dthough |
had nat, it is hard to put an end to suspicion once it has begun. When | said | wished to leave my
Stuation, Mrs. Alderman Parkinson did not protest, but instead had me into the library and asked very
earnestly once moreif | knew the man; and when | said | did not, she asked me to swear on the Bible
that evenif | did, | would never divulgeit, and she would write me agood reference. | did not like being
mistrusted in this manner, but | did as required, and Mrs. Alderman Parkinson wrote the reference, and
sad kindly that she never had any fault to find with my work, and gave me a present of two dollars upon
leaving, which was generous, and found me another situation, with Mr. Dixon, who wasaso an
Alderman.

At Dixon's| was paid more, as| was now trained and with areference. Dependable servants were
scarce, as many had left for the States after the Rebellion, and athough there were new immigrants
arriving dl the time, the deficiency was not yet made up, and help was much in demand; and because of
this, | knew that | did not haveto stay in any placeif | did not likeit.

| found | did not likeit a Mr. Dixon's, as| felt they knew too much of the story, and trested me
strangely; so after half ayear | gave notice, and went to Mr. McManus's; but | was not well suited there,
as| was only one of two servants, the other being a hired man who talked a great dedl about the end of
the world, and the tribulation and the gnashing of teeth, and was not much company at medls. | stayed
only three months, and was hired away by Mr. Coates, and stayed until some months after my fifteenth
birthday; but there was another servant who was jealous of me, as| was more careful in my work than
shewas, so when | heard of the opportunity | went to Mr. Haraghy, at the same wages as a Coates's.

That went on well enough for atime, but | began to be uneasy, as Mr. Haraghy attempted libertiesin the
back passage while | was carrying out the dishes from the dining room; and dthough | remembered
Mary’ s advice about kicking between thelegs, | thought it would not be right to kick my employer, and
might also lead to dismissal without a reference. But then one night | heard him outside the door of my
attic chamber; | recognized hiswheezy cough. He was fumbling with the latch of the door. | dways
locked mysdlf in at night, but | knew that lock or no lock, sooner or later he would find away of getting
in, with aladder if nothing else, and | couldn’t deep easy for thinking of it; and | needed my deep, as|
was very tired from the day’ s work; and once you are found with aman in your room you are the guilty
one, no matter how they get in. AsMary used to say, there are some of the masters who think you owe
them service twenty-four hours aday, and should do the main work flat on your back.

| believe Mrs. Haraghy suspected something of the sort. She was from agood family fallen upon hard
times, and she' d had to take pot luck in the way of a husband; and Mr. Haraghy had made hisfortunein
hog butchering. | doubt it was the first time Mr. Haraghy had behaved in thisway, because when | gave
notice, Mrs. Haraghy did not even ask me why, but sighed, and said | wasagood girl, and wrote me a
reference right away on her best writing paper.

| went to Mr. Watson’s. | could have done better if I’d had the time to ook about me, but I’ d felt speed
was necessary, as Mr. Haraghy had come wheezing and panting into the scullery while | was scouring the
pots, with my hands all covered with grease and smuts, and had attempted to seize hold of me despiteit,
and that was the sign of a desperate man. Mr. Watson was a shoemaker and in great need of help, with a
wife and three children and afourth on the way, and he had only one servant who was not up to al the
washing, athough agood plain cook; and so he waswilling to pay me two dollars and fifty centsamonth
and apair of shoesinto the bargain. | needed shoes, asthe ones| had from Mary’ sthings did not fit
properly and my own were almost worn through, and new shoes were very expensive.

| was there only a short time before | made the acquaintance of Nancy Montgomery, who cameto visit,



having grown up in the country with Mrs. Watson's cook Sally. Nancy wasin Toronto to make some
purchases a a dry-goods auction down at Clarkson’ s stores; she showed us some very pretty crimson
slk which she' d bought for awinter dress, and | wondered what a housekeeper would be wanting with a
dresslikethat; and somefine gloves, and an Irish linen tablecloth on behaf of her employer. She said it
was better to buy at auction than from a store, as the prices were cheaper, and her master liked to
stretch apenny. She had not taken the coach into town, but had been driven in by her master, which she
said was much more comfortable, as you did not have to be jostled by strangers.

Nancy Montgomery was very handsome, dark-haired, and of about twenty-four years of age; she had
beautiful brown eyes, and she laughed and joked much as Mary Whitney had done, and seemed very
good-natured. She sat in the kitchen and took a cup of tea, and she and Sally talked over old times.
They’ d goneto school together north of the city, it being the first school in the district and conducted by
theloca minister on Saturday mornings, when the children could be spared from their work. It was held
inalog house, more like astable, said Nancy; and they had to walk to it through the forest, and were
always afraid of bears, which were more numerous then; and one day they did see abear, and Nancy
ran away screaming, and climbed atree. Sdly said the bear was more frightened than Nancy was, and
Nancy said it was probably agentleman bear and it was running away from something dangerousthet it
had never seen before, but might have caught a glimpse of as she climbed the tree; and they laughed very
much. They told about how the boys pushed over the privy at the back of the school while one of the
girlswasinit, and they hadn’'t warned the girl, but watched dong with dl of the others, and then they felt
wrong about it afterwards. Sadly said it was aways the shy oneslike that who got picked on, and Nancy
said yes but you had to learn to stand up for yoursdlf in thislife; and | thought that wastrue.

While gathering her shawl and things together — she had alovely parasol, pink in colour, athoughin
need of cleaning — Nancy told me she was housekeeper to Mr. Thomas Kinnear, Esq., who lived in
Richmond Hill, up Y onge Street past Gallow’ s Hill and Hogg' s Hollow. She said she wasin want of
another servant to hel p her with the work, the house being large and the girl who was there before having
left to get married. Mr. Kinnear was agentleman of afine Scottish family, and easygoing in his habits, and
was not married; so there waslesswork, and no mistress of the household to carp and criticize, and
would | beinterested in the position?

She claimed to belonely for some femae company, as Mr. Kinnear’ s farm was a distance from the
town; dso shedidn’t like being there dl by hersdf, asingle woman aone with a gentlemen, as people
would talk; and | thought this showed aright feding. She said that Mr. Kinnear was aliberal master, and
showed it when he was pleased; and that if | accepted, I’ d be making agood bargain and taking a step
up in the world. Then she asked what my wages were at present, and said she would pay three dollarsa
month; and | found thismore than fair.

Nancy said she had businessin the city in aweek’ stime, and could wait until then to hear my decision;
and | spent the week turning the matter over in my mind, | did worry about being out in the country,
rather than in town, as| was now used to Toronto life— there was so much to see while waking out on
errands, and sometimes there were shows and fairs, although you had to watch for thieves there; and
outdoor preachers, and aways aboy or awoman singing on the street for pennies. I’d seen aman eat
fire, and another that could throw hisvoice, and apig that could count, and a dancing bear with amuzzle
on, only it was more like lurching, and the ragamuffins poked it with sticks. Also it would be muddier in
the country, without the fine raised sdewalks, and no gaslighting at night, nor grand shops, and so many
church spires, and smart carriages, and new brick banks, with pillars. But | reflected that if | did not like
it in the country | could aways come back.

When | asked Sdly’ sopinion, she said she didn’t know if it was a suitable position for ayoung girl like
me; and when | asked her why not, she said Nancy had always been kind to her, and she didn’t like to



talk, and a person had to take her own chances, and least said soonest mended, and as she did not know
anything for certain it would not be right for her to say any more; but she felt she’ d done her duty by me
in saying as much as she had, because | had no mother to advise me. And | didn’t have the least idea of
what she wastalking about.

| asked her if she'd heard any harm spoken of Mr. Kinnear, and she said, Nothing that theworld at large
would cal harm.

It waslikeapuzzle | could not guess, and it would have been better for al if she had spoken out more
plainly. But the pay was higher than what | ever had before, which weighed heavily with me; and what
weighed even more heavily was Nancy Montgomery herself. She resembled Mary Whitney, or so | then
thought; and I’ d been depressed in spirits ever since Mary’ s death. And so | decided to go.

Chapter 23

Nancy had given methe fare, and so on the day agreed | took the early coach. It wasalong journey, as
Richmond Hill was sixteen miles up Y onge Street. Directly north of the city the road was not too bad,
athough there was more than one steep hill where we had to get out and walk, otherwise the horses
could not pull us up. Beside the ditches there were many flowers growing, daisies and such, with
butterflies flying about, and these parts of the road were very pretty. | thought of picking a bouquet, but
then, it would be sure to wilt along the way.

After atime the road was worse, with deep ruts and stones, and jolting and bumping enough to unhinge
your bones, and dust fit to choke you on the tops of the hills, and mud in the low places, and logslaid
crossways over the bogs. They said that when it rained the road was no better than a swamp, andin
March, during the spring runoff, you could barely travel at al. The best time wasthe winter, when al was
frozen hard and a deigh could make good headway; but then there was the risk of blizzards, and of
freezing to death if the deigh overturned, and sometimes there were snowdrifts as high as a house, and
your only chance was alittle prayer and agreat ded of whisky. All of this and more wastold me by the
man who sat squeezed beside me, who said he was adedler in farm implements and seed grains, and
claimed to know the road well.

Some of the houses we passed dong the way were large and fine, but others were just log houses, low
and poor-looking. The fences around the fields were of different kinds, snake fences of split rails, and
others made of the tree roots pulled out of the ground, which looked like giant hanks of wooden hair.
Every now and then there was a crossroads with afew houses close together and an inn, where the
horses could be rested or changed and a glass of whisky taken. Some of the men hanging about had
taken a good many more than one glass, and were shabbily dressed and impertinent, and came up to the
coach where | sat, and tried to look under the rim of my bonnet. When we stopped at midday, the dedler
infarm implements said would | care to go insde and take aglass with him and some refreshments, but |
said no, as arespectable woman should not go into such placeswith a stranger. | had bread and cheese
with me and could get adrink of water from the well in the courtyard, and that was enough for me.

For the journey | had put on my good summer things. | had astraw bonnet, trimmed with a blue ribbon
bow from Mary’ s box, and my cap under it; and a cotton print dress with the drop-shouldered deeves
which were going out of stylethen, but I’ d had no time to make it over; it was once red dots, but had
washed to pink, and | had it as part wages from Coates's. Two petticoats, one torn but neatly mended,
the other now too short, but who was there to seeit? A cotton chemise and a pair of stays, used, from
Jeremiah the peddler, and white cotton stockings, mended but still with good wear in them. The pair of
shoesfrom Mr. Watson the shoemaker, which were not the best quality and did not fit, as the best shoes
came from England. A summer shawl of green mudin, and akerchief |eft to me by Mary, which had been
her mother’ s— awhite ground printed with smal blue flowers, love-in-a-mi<, folded into atriangle and



worn around the neck to keep the sun off and prevent freckles. It was comforting to have such a
remembrance of her. But | had no gloves. No one had ever given me any, and they were too dear for me
to buy.

My winter things, my red flannel petticoat and my heavy dress, my wool stockingsand my flannel
nightdress, aswell as two cotton for summer, and my summer working dress and clogs and two caps and
an gpron, and my other shift, weretied in abundle with my mother’ s shawl and carried on top of the
coach. It waswell strapped down but | was anxious about it the entire journey, as| wasworried that it
would fall off and belost intheroad, and | kept looking behind.

Never ook behind you, said the deder in farm implements. Why not, said . | knew you were not
supposed to talk with strange men, but it was hard to avoid as we were crammed in so close together.
Because the past isthe past, he said, and regret isvain, let bygones be bygones. Y ou know what became
of Lot 'swife, hewent on. Turned to apillar of sdt she was, awaste of agood woman, not that they
aren't al the better for atouch of salt, and he laughed. | was not sure what he meant but suspected it was
nothing good, and thought | would not talk with him any further.

The mosguitoes were very bad, especidly in the marshy places and at the edges of the forests, because
athough some of the land next the road had been cleared, there were till big stands of trees, and very
tall and dark. Theair in theforest had adifferent smell to it; it was cool and damp, and smelled of moss
and of earth and old leaves. | did not trust the forest, asit wasfull of wild animals such as bears and
wolves; and | remembered Nancy' s story about the bear.

The deder in farm implements said, Would you be afraid to go into the forest, Miss, and | said No |
would not be afraid, but | would not go in there unless| had to. And he said Just aswell, young women
should not go into the forest by themselves, you never know what may happen to them; there was one
found recently with her clothes torn off and her head a some distance from her body, and | said, Oh,
was it the bears, and he said, The bears or the Red Indians, you know these woods are full of them, they
could swoop out at any minute and have your bonnet off you in atrice and then your scap, you know
they liketo cut off ladies hair, they can sdl it for agood pricein the States. And then he said, | expect
you have agood head of hair on you, underneath your cap; and dl thistime he was pressing up against
meinaway | wasfinding offensve.

| knew hewaslying, if not about the bears, then surely about the Indians, and he was only trying to
horrify me. So | said, quite pert, I’d trust my head to the Red Indians sooner than I’d trust it to you, and
he laughed; but | wasin earnest. I’ d seen Red Indiansin Toronto, as they would sometimes go thereto
collect their treaty money; and others would come to the back door a Mrs. Alderman Parkinson’ swith
basketsto sdll, and fish. They kept their faces still and you could not tell what they were thinking, but they
went away when told to. Still | was glad when we would come out of the forest again, and see the fences
and houses and the washing hanging out, and smell the smoke from the cooking fires, and the trees being
burnt for their ashes.

After atime we passed the remains of abuilding, just the foundations al blackened, and the dealer
pointed it out, and told me it was the cel ebrated Montgomery‘ s Tavern, which was where Mackenzie
and hisband of ragtags held their seditious meetings, and set out to march down Y onge Street, during the
Rebdlion. A man was shot in front of it, going to warn the Government troops, and it was burnt down
afterwards. They hanged some of those traitors but not enough, said the dedler, and that cowardly rasca
Mackenzie should be dragged back from the States, which was where he ran off to, leaving hisfriendsto
swing at the rope’ send for him. The dedler had aflask in his pocket and by thistime astrong dose of
bottle courage, as| could tell by the smdll of hisbreath, and when they arein that state it isjust aswell
not to provoke them; and so | said nothing.



We reached Richmond Hill in the late afternoon. It did not look like much of atown; it was morelikea
village, with the houses strung out in aline dong Y onge Street. | descended at the coaching inn there,
which was the place agreed on with Nancy, and the coachman lifted my bundle down for me. The dedler
in farm implements got down too, and asked where | was staying, and | said what he didn’t know
wouldn’t hurt him. At that he took hold of my arm, and said I must come into theinn with him, and have a
drink or two of whisky for old times' sake, as we had become so well acquainted in the coach; and |

tried to pull my arm away, but he would not let go, and was becoming familiar, and wastrying to encircle
my waist; and severd idle men were cheering him on. | looked around for Nancy, but she was nowhere
to be seen. What abad impression it would make, | thought, to be found struggling with adrunken man
aaninn.

The door to the inn was standing open, and out of it at that moment came Jeremiah the peddier, with his
pack on his back and hislong waking-stick in hishand. | was very glad to see him, and called out his
name; and he looked over in a puzzled way, and then hurried over.

Why, it is Grace Marks, he said. | did not expect to see you here.

Nor | you, | said, and | smiled; but was somewhat flustered because of the deder in farm implements,
who was gl hanging onto my arm.

Isthisman afriend of yours? said Jeremiah.
No heisnot, | said.

The lady does not desire your company, said Jeremiah, in his pretend voice of an elegant gentleman; and
the dedler in farm implements said | was no lady, and added some things which were not compliments,
and also some hard words about Jeremiah’s mother.

Jeremiah took his gtick, and brought it down on the man’sarm, and helet go of me; and then Jeremiah
pushed him, and he staggered backwards against the wall of theinn, and sat down in a pat of horse dung;
at which the others now jeered at him, asthat sort will always jeer a those who are getting the worst of
it.

Do you have asituation in the neighbourhood? asked Jeremiah, when I’ d thanked him. | said | did, and
he said he would come round and see what he could sell me; and just then a third man came up. Would
your name be Grace Marks? he said, or something of the sort; | cannot remember his exact words. | said
it was, and he said he was Mr. Thomas Kinnear, my new employer, and he'd come to fetch me. He had
alight wagon with one horse— | found out later that his name was Charley, for Charley Horse; hewasa
bay gelding and very handsome, with such a beautiful mane and tail and large brown eyes, and | loved
him dearly a first Sght.

Mr. Kinnear had the ostler put my bundlein the back of the wagon — there were some packagesin it
aready — and he said, Well you have not been in town five minutes and you have managed to attract

two gentleman admirers; and | said they were not, and he said, Not gentlemen, or not admirers? And |
was confused, and did not know what he wanted meto say.

Then he said, Up you go, Grace, and | said, Oh do you mean meto st at the front, and he said, Well we
can hardly have you in the back like a piece of luggage, and he handed me up to sit beside him. | was
quite embarrassed, as| was not used to Sitting beside a gentleman like him, and especialy one who was
my employer, but he didn’t seem to give it a second thought, and got up on the other sde and clicked to
the horse, and there we were, driving up Yonge Street just asif | wasafinelady, and | thought that any
of those looking out of their windows at us would have had something to gossip about. But as| later
found, Mr. Kinnear was hever aman to pay any attention to gossip, as he didn’t care a pin what other



people said about him. He had his own money and was not running for political office, and could afford
to ignore such things.

What did Mr. Kinnear look like? asks Dr. Jordan.
He had a gentlemanly bearing, Sir, | say, and amoustache.
Isthat all”? says Dr. Jordan. Y ou did not observe him very particularly!

| did not wish to gape at him, | say, and oncein the wagon of course| did not look at him. | would have
needed to turn my whole head, because of my bonnet. | suppose you have never worn abonnet, have
you Sir?

No | have not, says Dr. Jordan. Heis smiling with hislopsided smile. | expect it is confining, he says.

Itisthat, Sir, | say. | did see hisglovesthough, on his hands holding the reins, pae-ydlow glovesthey
were, soft leather and so well made they fit with scarcely awrinkle, you' d think they were hisown skin. |
wasal the more sorry that | did not have any gloves mysdlf, and kept my hands tucked well in under the
folds of my shawl.

| supposeyou are very tired, Grace, he said, and | said Yes Sir, and he said, The wesather isvery warm,
and | said Yes Sir, and so we went dong, and to tell you the truth it was harder than riding in the
bumping coach beside the farm implements dedler; | can’t say why, as Mr. Kinnear was much more
kind. But Richmond Hill was not avery big place and we were soon through it. He lived past the edge of
the village, more than amileto the north of it.

At last we were going past his orchard and up his driveway, which was curved and about a hundred
yardslong, and ran between two lines of maple trees of medium size. There was the house at the end of
the drive, with averandah aong the front of it and white pillars, abig house but not asbig as Mrs.
Alderman Parkinson's.

From the back of the house came the sound of chopping. There was aboy sitting on the fence— hewas
perhaps fourteen years old — and when we drove up he jJumped down and came to hold the horse; he
hed red hair, raggedly cut, and the frecklesto go with it. Mr. Kinnear said to him, Hello Jamie hereis
Grace Marks come dl the way from Toronto, | found her at the inn, and the boy looked up at me and
grinned, asif he thought there was something funny about me; but he was only shy and awkward.

There were flowers planted in front of the verandah, white peonies and pink roses, and agracefully
dressed lady with atriple flounce was cutting them; she had aflat basket over her arm to put themiin.
When she heard our whedls and the horse’ s hooves on the gravel, she straightened up and shaded her
eyeswith her hand, and | saw she was wearing gloves; and then | recognized that this woman was Nancy
Montgomery. She was wearing abonnet the same pae colour as her dress, it was asif she’d put on her
best clothesto go out front and cut the flowers. She waved ahand daintily in my direction, but she made
no move to come over to me; and something squeezed tight about my heart.

Getting up into the wagon was one thing but getting down was another, because Mr. Kinnear did not
help me down, he swung out by himsdlf and hurried up the walk towards the front of the house and bent
his head down towards Nancy’ s bonnet, leaving me to Sit in the wagon like a sack of potatoes, or else
scramble down unaided, whichiiswhat | did. A man had come out from the back; he was holding an axe,
S0 it must have been him doing the chopping. He had a thick-woven jacket over one shoulder and his
shirt had the deevesrolled up and was open at the neck with ared bandannatied around, and he had
loose trousers tucked into his boot-tops. He was dark-haired and dender and not very tall, and did not
appear to be more than one-and-twenty. He said nothing, but stared at me, suspicious and frowning a



little, dmogt asif | was an enemy of his; yet he did not seem to belooking at me at dl, but at someone
eseright behind me.

Theboy Jamie said to him, Thisis Grace Marks, but he till didn’t say anything; and then Nancy cdled,
McDermott, take the horse in, won't you, and Grace' s things, take them to her room and you can show
her whereit is. At that he flushed up asif in anger, and jerked his head curtly for me to come with him.

| stood there for an ingtant with the late sunlight in my eyes, looking at Nancy and Mr. Kinnear beside the
peonies; they were surrounded by agolden haze, asif gold dust had fallen down out of the sky all over
them, and | heard her laughing. | was hot and tired and hungry, and covered with dust from the road, and
she had not given me one word of greeting.

Then | followed the horse and wagon towards the back of the house. The boy Jamie walked along
besde me, and he said shyly, Isit big, Toronto, isit very grand, | have never been there, but | only said
Grand enough. | could not find it in me to answer him about Toronto, because right then | was bitterly
sorry | had ever left it.

When | close my eyes| can remember every detail of that house as clear as a picture— the verandah
with the flowers, the windows and the white pillars, in the bright sunlight — and | could walk every room
of it blindfolded, though at that moment | had no particular feeling about it and only wanted adrink of
water. It isstrangeto reflect that of al the peoplein that house, | was the only one of them |eft livein Six
months’ time.

Except for Jamie Wash, of course; but he was not living there.
Chapter 24

McDermott showed me to the room that was to be mine, which was off the winter kitchen. He was not
very civil about it, dl he said was Y ou' reto deep in here. While | was untying my bundle Nancy camein,
and now shewas dl smiles. Shesaid | am very glad to see you Grace, | am glad you have come. She sat
me down at the table in the winter kitchen, which was cooler than the summer kitchen asthe sove was
not lit, and she showed mewhere | could wash my face and hands at the sink, and then she gave mea
glass of small beer and some cold beef from the larder, and said Y ou must betired after your journey, it
isvery fatiguing, and sat with mewhile| ate, asgracious as could be.

She had on avery handsome pair of earrings, which | could tell werered gold, and | wondered how she
could afford them, on the sdlary of a housekeeper.

After I’d finished refreshing mysalf she showed me over the house and outbuildings. The summer kitchen
was entirely separate from the main house, so as not to hest it up, a sensible arrangement which ought to
be adopted by al. Each of the kitchens had a flagged floor and a good-sized iron stove with aflat apron
in thefront for keeping things warm, which was the latest model then; and each kitchen had its own sink
with a pipe running out to the cesspool, and its own scullery and larder. The pump for the water wasin
the courtyard between the two kitchens; | was pleased it was not an open well, as such wells are more
dangerous, things can fal down into them and they often harbour rats.

Behind the summer kitchen was the stable, adjoining the carriage house, where the wagon was kept.
There was enough room in the carriage house for two carriages but Mr. Kinnear had only the one light
wagon, | suppose ared carriage would have been useless on those roads. In the stable there were four
galls, but Mr. Kinnear kept only one cow and two horses, Charley Horse and a colt who wasto bea
riding horse when grown. The harness room was off the winter kitchen, which was unusua, and dso
inconvenient.



There was aloft room over the stable, and that was where McDermott dept. Nancy told me he'd been
there only aweek or so, and athough he was prompt enough when Mr. Kinnear was giving the orders he
appeared to have agrudge againgt her, and wasimpertinent; and | said that possibly his grudge was
againgt the world, because he had been short with me aswell. Nancy said asfar as she was concerned
he could mend hisways or be off out of it, because there was |ots more where he came from, as
out-of-work soldiers were to be had for the asking.

| have dways liked the smell of astable. | patted the colt’ s nose and said Good day to Charley, and |
greeted the cow as well because it would be my job to milk her and | hoped we would start off on good
terms. McDermott was setting out straw for the animals; he did not speak to us much more than agrunt,
and he gave Nancy a scowling look and | could see there was no love lost, and when we were going out
of the stable Nancy said, Heis more surly than ever, well he can suit himself and welcome, it'sasmile or
the open road for him, or more likely the bottom of aditch, and then she laughed; and | hoped he had not
overheard it.

After that we saw the henhouse and the henyard, which had awoven willow fence around it to keep the
chickensin, although it was not much good at keeping the foxes and the weasdl's out, and the raccoons
too, which were known to be great stealers of eggs, and the kitchen garden, which was well planted but
needed hoeing; and quite far back aong a path wasthe privy.

Mr. Kinnear had agood ded of land, a pasture field which was kept for the cow and horses, and alittle
orchard down by Y onge Street, and severa other fields which were worked or in the midst of being
cleared of trees. It was Jamie Walsh' sfather who looked after that, said Nancy; they had a cottage on
the grounds about a quarter of amile away. From where we were standing we could just see the rooftop
and chimney gticking up abovethe trees. Jamie himsdf was a bright and promising boy, who ran errands
for Mr. Kinnear; and he could play theflute; or he caled it aflute, but it was more like afife. Nancy said
he would come over some evening and play for us, asheliked to doit, and she did enjoy alittlemusic
hersdf, and was learning to play the piano. That surprised me, asit was not the usua thing for a
housekeeper. But | said nothing.

In the courtyard between the two kitchens there were three lines strung up for the washing. Therewas no
separate laundry room, but the things for the washing, the coppers and the washtub and scrubbing board,
were at present in the summer kitchen beside the stove, dl good quality; and | was pleased to see they
did not make their own soap but used bought soap, which isfar easier on the hands.

They did not keep apig and | wasjust as glad, for pigs are too clever for their own good, and fond of
escaping from their pens, aswell as having asmell that isnot at al agreeable. There were two cats which
lived in the stable, to keep down the mice and rats, but no dog, Mr. Kinnear’ s old dog Fancy having
died. Nancy said shewould fed easier with adog about the place to bark at strangers, and Mr. Kinnear
was looking for agood dog to go hunting with him; he was not agreat sportsman in that way but liked to
shoot aduck or two in the autumn, or else awild goose, which were very numerous although too stringy
for her taste.

We went back into the winter kitchen, and along the passageway that led from it to the entrance hall,
which was large, with afireplace and stag’ s horns over it, and agood green wallpaper, and afine Turkey
carpet. Thetrgpdoor to the cellar wasin this hall, and you had to lift up a corner of the carpet to get to it,
which I thought was an odd place as the kitchen would have been more convenient; but the kitchen did
not have acellar under it. The cellar stairs were too steep for comfort, and the cellar below was divided
into two parts by ahaf-wall, the dairy on one side, which was where they kept the butter and the
cheeses, and on the other side the place where they stored the wine and beer in barrels, and the apples,
and the carrots and cabbages and beets and potatoes in boxes of sand in the winter, and the empty wine



barrels aswell. There was awindow, but Nancy said | should awaystake acandle or alantern asit was
quite dark below and you could trip and fall down the stairs and break your neck.

Wedid not go down into the cellar at that time.

Off the hal wasthe front parlour, with its own stove and two pictures, one afamily group, | suppose they
were ancestors as their faces were iff and their dress was ol d-fashioned, the other alarge fat bull with
short legs; aso the piano, which was not a pianoforte but only a straight-backed parlour piano, and the
globe lamp which took the best whae ail, brought up from the States; they did not have kerosene for
lamps then. Behind that was the dining room, also with afireplace, with silver candlesticks and the good
chinaand plate in alocked cabinet, and a picture of dead pheasants over the mantelpiece, which | did
not think would be agreeable while eating. This room connected with the parlour through a set of double
doors and was a so reached by asingle door from the passageway, for carrying in the food from the
kitchen. On the other side of the passageway was Mr. Kinnear’ slibrary, but we did not gointo it at that
time ashewasreading in it, and behind that was asmal study or office with adesk, which was where he
wrote hisletters and transacted any business he might have.

There was afine staircase from the front hal, with a polished bannister; we went up it, and on the second
floor there was Mr. Kinnear’ s bedchamber with alarge bedstead, and his dressing room adjoining, and
dressing table with an ova mirror, and a carved wardrobe, and in the bedchamber, a picture of awoman
without any clothes on, on a sofa, seen from the back and looking over her shoulder, with asort of
turban on her head and holding a peacock-feather fan. Peacock feathersinside the house are bad luck,
aseveryone knows. These were only in apicture, but | would never have dlowed them in any house of
mine. There was another picture, also of anaked woman taking abath, but | did not have the chance to
examineit. | wasalittle taken aback a Mr. Kinnear having two naked women in his bedchamber, as a
Mrs. Alderman Parkinson’ sit was mostly landscapes or flowers.

Down the hall towards the back there was Nancy* s own bedchamber, which was not aslarge; and each
room had a carpet. By rights these carpets should have been besaten and cleaned and stored for the
summer, but Nancy had not got around to it, being short of help. | did wonder at her chamber being on
the samefloor as Mr. Kinnear's, but there was no third floor to the house, nor attic, not like Mrs.
Alderman Parkinson’ s house, which was much grander. There was aso achamber for guestsif any. At
the end of the passageway was a closet, for such things aswinter clothing, and awell-stocked linen
cupboard with agood many shelves, and beside Nancy’ s bedchamber was atiny room which she caled
her sewing room, and it had in it atable and achair.

After we had seen the upstairs of the house, we went back downstairs and discussed my duties; and |
thought to mysdlf it was amercy it was the summer, as otherwise | would have dl thosefiresto lay and
light, aswell asthe grates and stovesto clean and polish; and Nancy said of course | would not begin
that very day, but the next one, and | would no doubt wish to retire early, as| must be wearied out. As
thiswas indeed the case, and as the sun was setting, | did so.

And then everything went on very quietly for afortnight, says Dr. Jordan. Heisreading aloud from my
Confession.

YesSir, itdid, | say. Moreor lessquietly.
What is everything? How did it go on?

| beg your pardon, Sir?

Wheat did you do every day?



Oh, theusud, Sir, | say. | performed my duties.
Y ou will forgive me, says Dr. Jordan. Of what did those duties consst?

| look at him. Heiswearing ayellow cravat with smal white squares. Heis not making ajoke. Heredly
does not know. Men such as him do not have to clean up the messes they make, but we have to clean up
our own messes, and theirsinto the bargain. In that way they are like children, they do not have to think
ahead, or worry about the consequences of what they do. But it isnot their fault, it isonly how they are
brought up.

Chapter 25

The next morning | woke at dawn. My little bedchamber was close and hot, as the summer wegther had
begun; and it was dim aso, as the shutters were kept closed at night in case of intruders. The windows
were closed too, because of the mosquitoes and flies; and | thought that | must get a piece of mudin to
put over the window, or else over my bed, and would speak to Nancy about it. | dept only in my shift,
because of the hedt.

| got out of bed and opened the window and the shutters to get some light, and turned back the
bedclothesto air them, and then | put on my work dress and apron, and pinned up my hair, and set my
cap in place. | intended to do a better job with my hair later, when | could use the mirror over the kitchen
gk, there being no mirror in my room. | turned up my deeves, dipped on my clogs, and unlatched the
bedroom door. | dways kept it locked, for if anyone wasto break into the house, my bedchamber
would bethefirgt they would arrive a.

| liked being early to rise; that way | could pretend for alittle while that the house was my own. Thefirst
thing | did was, | emptied my chamber pot into the dop pail; and then with the pail | went out by the door
of the winter kitchen, noting in my mind that the floor wasin need of agood scrubbing, as Nancy had let
things get behind and there was congiderable mud that had been tracked in and not dedlt with. Theair
outside in the courtyard was fresh; there was a pink glow in the east, and apearly grey mist risng from
thefields. Somewhere nearby abird was snging — | thought it was awren — and farther off therewere
crowscdling. Inthe early dawn, itisasif everything isbeginning anew.

The horses must have heard the kitchen door open, because they whinnied; but it was not my duty to
feed them or let them out to pasture, athough | would have been glad to do it. The cow mooed aswell,
as her udder was no doubt full, but she would have to wait because | could not do everything at once.

| went aong the path, past the henyard and the kitchen garden and back through the dew-sprinkled
weeds, pushing aside the gauzy spiderwebs that were woven in the night. | would never kill aspider.
Mary Whitney said it would bring bad luck, and she was not the only one to say so. When | found one
insde the house | would pick it up on the end of the broom and shake it off outside, but | must have
killed some of them by accident, because | got the bad luck anyway.

| reached the privy and emptied the dop pail, and so forth.
And o forth, Grace? asks Dr. Jordan.
| look at him. Redlly if he does not know what you do in aprivy thereis no hope for him.

What | did was, | hoisted my skirts and sat down above the buzzing flies, on the same seat everyonein
the house sat on, lady or lady’ s maid, they both pissand it smellsthe same, and not like lilacs neither, as
Mary Whitney used to say. What was in there for wiping was an old copy of the Godey’s Ladies Book;
| lways |looked at the pictures before using them. Most were of the latest fashions, but some were of



duchesses from England and high-society ladiesin New Y ork and the like. Y ou should never let your
picture be in amagazine or newspaper if you can help it, as you never know what ends your face may be
made to serve, by others, onceit has got out of your control.

But | do not say any of thisto Dr. Jordan. And so forth, | say firmly, because And soforthisal heis
entitled to. Just because he pesters me to know everything is no reason for meto tell him.

Then | carried the dop bucket to the pump in the courtyard, | say, and | primed the pump with water
from the bucket that was kept there for the purpose, aswith a pump you have to pour somein before
you can get any out, and Mary Whitney used to say that was exactly how men viewed the flattering of a
woman, when they had low endsin view. Once | had the pump going | rinsed out the dop pail, and
washed my face, then cupped my handsto drink. The water from Mr. Kinnear’ swell was good, with no
taste of iron or sulphur. By thistime the sun was coming up, and burning off the mist, and | could tell it
was going to be afar morning.

Next | went into the summer kitchen and started the fire in the stove. | cleaned out the ashes from the day
before and saved them for sprinkling into the privy, or esefor the kitchen garden, where they help to
keep off the snailsand dugs. The stove was anew one but it had its own opinions, and when firgt lit, it
threw black smoke out at me likeawitch on fire. | had to coax it, | fed it bits of old newspapers— Mr.
Kinnear liked his papers, and took severa — and dso diversof kindling; and it coughed, and | blew in
through the grate, and finally the fire caught and began blazing away. The firewood was split in piecestoo
big for the stove and | had to cram them in with the poker. | would have to speak to Nancy about it later,
and she would speak to McDermott, who was the one responsible.

Then | went out into the yard and pumped a bucketful of water and lugged it back to the kitchen and
filled the kettle from it with the dipper, and st it on the stove to boail.

Then | got two carrots from the bin in the harness room off the winter kitchen, old carrots they were, and
put them in my pocket and headed out to the barn with the milking pail. The carrots were for the horses,
and | gave them furtively; they were only horse carrots but | hadn’t asked permission about them. | kept
an ear out for sounds of McDermott stirring his bones up above in theloft, but there wasn't arustle out
of him, he was dead to the world or acting it.

Then | milked the cow. She was agood cow, and took to me right away. There are some cows very
bad-tempered that will hook you with ahorn or give you agood kick, but this was not one of them, and
once | had my forehead into her flank she settled right down to the business. The barn cats came mewing
around for milk, and | gave them some. Then | said goodbye to the horses, and Charley put his head
down towards my apron pocket. He knew where the carrots were kept, al right.

Ontheway out | heard a strange noise coming from up above. It was asif someone was hammering
furioudy with two hammers, or beating on awooden drum. At first | could not makeit out at al; but as|
listened, | realized it must be McDermott, step-dancing on the bare boards of the loft. He sounded skilful
enough; but why was he dancing dl by himsalf up there, and so early in the morning? Perhapsit wasfrom
sheer joy, and the overflow of anima spirits; but somehow | did not think so.

| carried the milk back to the summer kitchen and took off some fresh milk for the tea; then | covered the
milk pail with acloth because of theflies, and let it stand so the cream would rise. | wished to make
butter from it later in the day if there were no thunderstorms about, as butter will not comewhen there's
thunder. Then | took amoment to tidy my own room.

It was not much of aroom to speak of, not papered and no picturesin it nor even any curtains. | gaveit a
quick sweep with the broom, and rinsed out the chamber pot and did it under the bed. There wererolls



of dut’swool under there, enough for awhole sheep, and you could see it hadn’t been swept out for a
long time. | shook up the mattress and straightened the sheets and plumped the pillow, and pulled the
quilt up over. 1t was an old threadbare quilt, though afine one when first made, a Wild Goose Chase it
was, and | thought of the quilts | would make for mysdf, after I’ d saved up enough wages and was
married, and with ahouse of my own.

It gave me satisfaction to have atidied room. When | cameinto it later, at the end of the day, it would be
nest and trim, just asif a servant had made it up for me.

Then | took the egg basket and half apail of water and went out to the henhouse. James McDermott was
intheyard, sousing his dark head under the pump, but he must have heard me behind him; and ashis
face came up out of the water, for amoment he had alost 1ook to him, wild and frantic, likea
half-drowned child, and | wondered who he thought wasin pursuit of him. But then he saw who it was,
and gave ajaunty wave, which was at least afriendly sign and the first one he' d given me. | had both
hands full, so merely nodded.

| poured out the water for the hens, into their trough, and let them out of the henhouse, and while they
were drinking and fighting over who wasto go first, | went in and gathered their eggs— big eggs they
were, it being thetime of year for it. Then | scattered grain for them and the kitchen waste from the day
before. | was not that fond of hens, as| have dways preferred an animal with fur to agaggle of frowsy,
cackling birds scratching in the dirt; but if you want their eggs you have to put up with their unruly ways.

Therooster hacked at my ankles with his spurs, to chase me away from hiswives, but | gave him akick
and dmost lost the clog off my foot while doing it. One rooster aflock keeps the hens happy, they say,
but one wastoo many asfar as| was concerned. Mind your mannersor I'll wring your neck, | told him;
athoughinfact | could never bear to do anything of the sort.

By thistime McDermott was watching over the fence, with abig grin on hisface. He was better looking
when smiling, | had to give him that, although he was so dark and had arogu€e stwist to the mouth. But
perhaps, Sir, | amimagining that in view of what came | ater.

Would that be me you' re addressing? said McDermott. No it would not, | said with acool manner as|
walked by him. | thought | could tell what he had in mind, and it was not origindl. | did not want any of
that kind of trouble, and to keep a cordid distance would be best.

Thekettlewasbailing at last. | set the porridge pot on the stove, with the porridge in it that was aready
soaking; then | made the teaand | ft it to steep while | went out into the yard and pumped another pail of
water and carried it back in, and lifted the big copper pot onto the back of the stove and filled it up, as|
needed agood supply of it heated, for the dirty dishes and such.

At thistime Nancy camein, wearing a cotton gingham dress and an gpron, not afancy dressasshe'd
worn the afternoon before. She said Good morning and | gaveit in return. Isthe teamade, she said, and
| said it was. Oh | fed | am scarcely divein the morning until I’ ve had my cup of tea, shesaid, and 0|
poured it out for her.

Mr. Kinnear will take histeaupstairs, she said, but | aready knew this as she'd laid out the teatray the
night before with asmall tegpot and the cup and saucer; not the silver tray with the family crest, but one
of painted wood. And, she added, he will want a second cup when he comes down, before his
breekfadt, asthat is his custom.

| put on the fresh milk in alittle jug, and the sugar, and picked up thetray. | will take it up, said Nancy. |
was surprised, and said that at Mrs. Alderman Parkinson’s, the housekeeper would never have thought
of carrying ateatray up the stairs, asit was beneath her position and ajob for the maids. Nancy stared



at me for amoment and was not pleased; but then she said that of course she only took the tray up when
short of help and there was no one elseto do it, and she' d got into the habit of it lately. So | proceeded.

The door to Mr. Kinnear’ s bedchamber was at the top of the stairs. There was nowhere near it where |
could set down thetray, so | balanced it with one arm while knocking. Y our tea, Sir, | said. Therewasa
mumbling from insde and | went in. It was dark in the room, so | set the tray down on the round low
table beside the bed and went over to the window and opened the curtains just alittle. Those curtains
were dark-brown brocade with asatiny fedl to them and afringe, and they were soft to the touch; but in
my opinion it is better to have awhite curtain, a cotton or amudin, in summer, as white does not absorb
the heat and bring it into the house as much, and also looks agood deal cooler.

| could not see Mr. Kinnear, as he wasin the darkest corner of the room with hisface in shadow. His
bed did not have a patchwork quilt but adark bedspread that matched the curtains; it was thrown back,
and he had only the sheet over him. His voice came to me as you might say from undernegth it. Thank
you, Grace, he said. He was aways one to say please and thank you. | must say he knew how to speak.

You' rewelcome, Sir, | said, and he wasindeed welcome from my heart. | never begrudged doing things
for him, and even though he paid me for doing them, it was asif | did them freely. There' sbeautiful eggs
thismorning, Sir, | said. Would you want one of them for your breskfast?

Y es, he says, in ahestating way. Thank you, Grace. I’ m sure it will do me good.

| did not like the way he said this, ashewastaking asif hewasill. But Nancy hadn’t mentioned anything
about it.

When | went back downstairs| said to Nancy, Mr. Kinnear wants an egg for his breakfast. And she
said, | will take one dso. Hewill have hisfried, with bacon, but | cannot egt afried egg, mine should be
boiled. We will have breakfast together, in the dining room, as he requires me to keep him company, he
doesnot like to eat alone.

| found thisalittle curious, dthough not unheard of. Then | said, IsMr. Kinneer ill at dl?

Nancy laughed alittle, and said, Sometimes hefanciesheis. But it'sdl just in his head. He wantsto be
fussed over.

| wonder why he never married, | said, afine man like him. | was getting out the frying pan, for the eggs,
and it wasjust an idle question, | did not mean anything by it; but she replied in an angry tone, or it
sounded angry to me. Some gentlemen do not have an inclination for the married state, she said. They are
very pleased with themselves the way they are, and think they can get dong well enough without it.

| supposethey can at that, | said.

Certainly they can, if rich enough, she said. If they want athing, al they haveto doispay for it. It' sl
oneto them.

Now hereisthefira faling-out that | had with Nancy. It was when | was doing up Mr. Kinnear’ sroom,
onthefirst day, and | had my bed apron on, to keep the dirt and smuts from the stove away from the
white sheets. Nancy was hovering about, and telling me where the things were to be put, and how to tuck
in the corners of the sheets, and how to air out Mr. Kinnear’ s nightshirt, and how his brushes and
dressing things were to be laid out on the dressing table, and how often the silver backs of them should
be polished, and which of the shelves he liked to have hisfolded shirts and hislinens put on, ready for
wearing; and shewas acting asif | had never done any of these things before.



And | reflected then, as| have done since, that it is harder to work for awoman who has once been a
servant herslf, than one who has not; because those who have been servants will have their own ways of
doing things, and they will aso know the shortcuts, such asthe dropping of afew dead flies down behind
the bedstead, or the sweeping of alittle sand or dust under the carpet, which would never be noticed
unless those places were closdly inspected; and they will have sharper eyes, and will be morelikely to
find you out in such matters. Not that | was such adattern asarule, but we al have dayswhen wearein
ahurry.

And when | would say about athing, that this was not the way it was done at Mrs. Alderman
Parkinson's, Nancy replied sharply that she did not care, as| was not at Mrs. Alderman Parkinson's
now. Shedidn’t like to be reminded that I’ d once worked in such a grand house, and mixed with better
than her. But | have thought since that the reason for al her fussing wasthat she did not wish to leave me
by mysdlf in Mr. Kinnear’ sroom aone, in case he should comeinto it.

To take her mind off her fidgeting, | asked her about the picture on the wall; not the one with the
peacock-feather fan, but the other one, of ayoung lady taking a bath, in agarden, which was an odd
placefor it, with her hair tied up, and amaid holding alarge towd ready for her, and severa old men
with beards peering at her from behind the bushes. | could tell by the clothing that it wasin ancient times.
Nancy said it was an engraving, and that the colouring was done by hand, and it was acopy of afamous
painting about Susannah and the Elders, which was a Bible subject. And she was very proud of knowing
S0 much.

But | was annoyed with her because of al the picking and carping she had been doing, and | said that |
knew my Bible backwards and forwards— which was not far from the truth — and that thiswas not
one of the gtoriesinit. So it could not be a Bible subject.

And shesadit was, and | said it wasn't, and | waswilling to haveit put to the test; and she said | was
not there to argue about pictures, but to make the bed. And at that moment Mr. Kinnear came into the
room. He must have been listening in the passageway, as he seemed amused. What, he said, are you
discussing theology, and so early in the morning too? And he wanted to betold all about it.

Nancy said it was nothing for him to be bothered about, but he still desired to know, and said, Well,
Grace, | see Nancy wishesto keep it asecret from me, but you must tell me; and | was shy, but at length
| asked him whether the picture was of aBiblical subject, as Nancy had said. And he laughed, and said
that strictly speaking it was not, as the story was in the Apocrypha. And | was surprised, and asked what
that might be; and | could tell that Nancy had never heard the word before either. But she was put out
because she' d been wrong, and was frowning in asulky manner.

Mr. Kinnear said | was very inquisitive for such ayoung person, and soon he would have the most
learned maidservant in Richmond Hill, and he would have to put me on display, and charge money for
me, like the mathematica pigin Toronto. Then he said the Apocryphawas a book wherethey’d put all
the stories from Biblical timesthat they’ d decided should not go into the Bible. | was most astonished to
hear this, and | said, Who decided? Because I’ d dways thought that the Bible was written by God, asit
was called the Word of God, and everyone termed it so.

And he smiled, and said that though perhaps God wrote it, it was men who wrote it down; which wasa
little different. But those men were said to have been inspired; which meant that God had spoken to
them, and told them what to do.

So | asked did they hear voices, and he said yes. And | was glad that someone €l se had done so,
athough | said nothing about it, and in any casethevoice | had heard, that one time, had not been God's
but Mary Whitney's.



He asked if | knew the story of Susannah, and | said no; and he said she was a young lady who had been
fasdy accused of snning with ayoung man, by some old men, because she refused to commit the very
same sin with them; and she would have been executed by being stoned to degth; but luckily she had a
clever lawyer, who was able to prove that the old men had been lying, by inducing them to give
contradictory evidence. Then he said what did | think the mora of it was? And | said the mora was, that
you should not take baths outside in the garden; and he laughed, and said he thought the moral was that
you needed aclever lawyer. And he said to Nancy, Thisgirl isno simpleton after al; by which | guessed
she had been telling him that | was one. And Nancy looked daggersat me.

Then he said that he' d found ashirt ironed and put away with a button missing; and that it was very
aggravating to put on aclean shirt, only to find you couldn’t do it up properly because of alack of
buttons, and would we please mind that it did not happen again. And hetook up his gold snuffbox, which
was what he’ d come for, and went out of the room.

But now Nancy had been in the wrong twice, for that shirt must have been washed and ironed by her,
before | was ever anywhere near; and so she gave me alist of chores aslong as your arm, and went
flouncing out of the room and down the stairs, and out into the yard, and began scolding McDermott for
not cleaning her shoes properly that morning.

| said to myself that there was trouble ahead, and | would have to guard my tongue; because Nancy did
not like being crossed, and most of al she did not like being put in the wrong by Mr. Kinnear.

When she hired me away from Watson's, | thought we would be like sisters or at least good friends, the
two of usworking together side by side, as| had done with Mary Whitney. Now | knew that thiswas
not the way things were going to be.

Chapter 26

| had now been a servant for three years, and could act the part well enough by that time. But Nancy
was very changeable, two-faced you might call her, and it wasn't easy to tell what she wanted from one
hour to the next. One minute she would be up on her high horse and ordering me about and finding faullt,
and the next minute she would be my best friend, or pretend to be, and would put her arm through mine,
and say | looked tired, and should sit down with her, and have a cup of tea. It is much harder to work for
such aperson, asjust when you are curtsying and Ma am-ing them, they turn around and upbraid you for
being so iff and formal, and want to confide in you, and expect the samein return. Y ou cannot ever do
the correct thing with them.

The next day was afinefair day with abreeze, and so | did the wash, and high time too as clean things
were running short. It was hot work, as | had to keep the fire in the summer kitchen stovegoing at a
brisk rate; and I’ d had no chance to sort and soak the things the night before; but | could not risk waiting,
as at that time of year there could be aquick change in the weather. So | scrubbed and rubbed, and got
it al hung up nicely at last, with the napkins and the white pocket-handkerchiefs nestly spread out on the
grassto bleach. There were snuff tains, and ink stains, and grass stains on a petticoat of Nancy’s— |
wondered how she had got them, but she had most likely dipped and fallen down — and several spots
of mildew, on thingsthat had been in the dampness at the bottom of the pile; and wine stainson the
tablecloth, from a supper party, which had not been covered with sdt at thetime, asthey should have
been; but by dint of agood bleaching fluid made from lye and chloride of lime, which I’ d learnt from the
laundress at Mrs. Alderman Parkinson’s, | got them out mostly, and trusted to the sunlight to do the rest.

| stood for amoment admiring my handiwork; for thereisagreat ded of pleasureto be had in awash al
clean, and blowing in the wind, like pennants at arace, or the sails of a ship; and the sound of it islike the
hands of the Heavenly Hosts applauding, though heard from far away. And they do say that cleanlinessis



next to Godliness, and sometimes, when | have seen the pure white clouds billowing in the sky after a
rain, | used to think that it was asif the angels themsel ves were hanging out their washing; for | reasoned
that someone must do it, as everything in Heaven must be very clean and fresh. But these were childish
fancies, as children liketo tell themselves stories about thingsthat are not visible; and | was scarcely more
than achild a thetime, dthough | thought mysalf a grown woman, having my own money thet | earned

mysdif.

While | was standing there, Jamie Walsh came around the corner of the house, and asked if there were
any errandsto berun; and he said to me, quite shyly, that if he was sent into the village by Nancy or Mr.
Kinnear, and if therewas any little thing | should want, he would be glad to buy the same for me, and
fetchit back, if | would give him the money. Although awvkward, he was as polite as he knew how to be,
and even removed his hat, which was an old straw one and had been hisfather’ smogt likely, asit was
too big for him. | said it was thoughtful of him, but that | did not need anything at the moment. But then |
remembered that there was no ox gal in the house, for setting the dyesin the wash, and | would need
someto do the dark colours; for the things | had done that morning had al been white. | went with him to
Nancy, and she had severa other itemsfor him to buy, and Mr. Kinnear had a message to be delivered
nearby to one of his gentleman friends, and so off he went.

Nancy told him to come back in the afternoon, and bring hisflute with him; and when he was gone, she
said that he played so beautiful it was a pleasure to hear it. She wasin agood temper again by thistime,
and helped me get the dinner, which was a cold one, with ham and pickles, and asaad from the kitchen
garden; for there were | ettuces and chivesto be had. But she ate in the dining room with Mr. Kinnear, as
before, and | had to make do with McDermott for my own company.

It is uncomfortable watching another person eat, and listening to them aswell, especidly if they have a
tendency to guzzle; but McDermott did not seem inclined to conversation, having reverted to asullen
mood; so | asked him whether he enjoyed dancing.

What makes you ask that, he said suspicioudy; and not wanting to et on that I’ d been overhearing him at
hispractice, | said it was known of him that he was a good dancer.

He said maybe he was and maybe he wasn't, but he seemed pleased; and so then | set to work to draw
him out, and asked him about his own life, before he cameto work a Mr. Kinnear’s. He said, Who
would careto hear about that? | said that | would, as al such stories were of interest to me; and he soon
beganto tell.

He said hisfamily was respectable enough, being from Waterford in the south of Ireland, and hisfather
had been a steward; but he himself had been a scapegrace, and never oneto lick the boots of therich,
and was dway's getting into mischief, which he appeared rather proud of than otherwise. | asked if he
had amother living, and he said whether hedid or didn't it was dll the sameto him, as she'd had abad
opinion of him, and told him he was going straight to the Devil; and she could be dead for al he knew or
cared about it. But his voice was not so sturdy as hiswords.

He d run away from home at ayoung age, and joined the army in England, claiming he was severd years
older than hewas; but it being too hard alife to hismind, and too much discipline and hard trestment,

he’ d deserted, and stowed away on a ship bound for America; and when discovered, he' d worked out
the rest of his passage; but had landed in Canada East rather than the United States. And then he'd got a
job on the boats that plied up and down the St. Lawrence River, and then on the Lake boats, which
were glad to have him, as he was very strong, with agrand lot of endurance, and could work without
stopping, just like a steam engine; and that was well enough for atime. But it became too monotonous,
and ashe had alove of variety, he' d enlisted again for asoldier, with the Glengarry Light Infantry, which
had got such abad reputation among the farmers, as| knew from Mary Whitney, having burnt agood



many farmhouses during the Rebdllion, and turned women and children out into the snow, and done
worse to them besides, that was never printed in the papers. So they were an unruly bunch of men, and
given to disspation, and to gaming and drink and the like; which he accounted manly virtues.

But the Rebellion was over by then, and there was not much to be done; and McDermott was not a
regular soldier, but acted as persond servant to Captain Alexander Macdonald. It was a soft life with
decent pay, and he was sorry when that regiment was disbanded, and he was thrown on his own
resources. He went to Toronto and lived idly on the money he had saved; but then hisfunds dwindled,
and he knew he would have to look about him; and it wasin search of aposition that he’ d gone north up
Y onge Street, and had come asfar as Richmond Hill. He heard in one of the tavernsthat Mr. Kinnear
wasin need of aman, and had presented himsdlf, and it was Nancy that hired him; but he thought he
would be working for the gentleman himsdlf, and doing for him in person as he had for Captain
Macdonald; but was annoyed to find that awoman was set over him instead, and one who never gave
him amoment’ s rest from her tongue, and found fault congtantly.

| believed dl he said; but afterwards, when | had added up the timesin my head, | felt he must be severd
years older than the twenty-one he gave himsdlf; ether that, or he’ d been lying. And when | heard later
from othersin the neighbourhood, including Jamie Wa sh, that McDermott had astrong reputation asa
liar and braggart, | wasnot at all surprised.

Then | began to think I’ d been wrong to show such an interest in his story; as he had mistaken thisfor an
interest in his person. Having had several glasses of beer, he now began to make sheep’seyesa me, and
asked if | had asweetheart, asapretty girl like me might be expected to have one. | should have replied
that my sweetheart was Six feet tall and an expert at boxing; but | was too young to know any better, so
instead | told thetruth. | said | did not have asweetheart, and furthermore | had no inclinations that way.

He said that was a pity, but there was afirst time for everything, and | only needed breakingin, likea
colt, and then | would go as good as the rest of them, and he was the man for the job. | was very
annoyed by this, and got up at once and began to clear the disheswith agrest clattering, and said |
would thank him to keep such offensive remarksto himsdf, as| was not amare. Then he said hedidn’t
mean it, and it was dl in fun, and he' d just wanted to see what sort of agirl | might be. | said that what
sort of agirl I might be was not any business of his, at which he became quite sulky, asif | wasthe one
who had insulted him, and went out into the courtyard, and began to chop the firewood.

After I'd washed up the dishes, which had to be done carefully because of dl the flies about, which
would walk on the clean dishesif not covered up by acloth, and leave their dirty flyspecks; and after I'd
been outside to see how my laundry was drying, and had sprinkled the pocket-handkerchiefs and table
napkins with water, to make them bleach out better; then it wastime to skim the cream off the milk, and
to make the buitter.

| did this outside, in the shade cast by the house, to get some air; and as the churn was the kind that was
worked by afoot pedd, | was ableto st in achair while doing it, and attend to some of the mending at
the same time. Some people have churnsthat are worked by a dog, which is penned up in acage and
made to run on atreadmill with ahot coa under itstail; but | consider thisto be crudl. While | was sitting
there waiting for the butter to come, and sewing a button onto one of Mr. Kinnear’ s shirts, Mr. Kinnear
himself came past me on hisway to the stable. | made to get up, but he told me to remain where | was,
as he would rather have good butter than a curtsy.

Alwaysbusy | see, Grace, hesaid. Yes Sir, | said, the Devil findswork for idle hands to do. He laughed,
and said, | trust you do not mean me, as my hands areidle enough, but not nearly devilish enough for my
liking; and | was confused, and said Oh no Sir, | did not mean you. And he smiled, and said it was
becoming for ayoung woman to blush.



There was no reply to that, so | said nothing; and he went on past; and shortly he came by on Charley,
and rode down the drive. Nancy had come out to see how | was getting on with the butter, and | asked
where Mr. Kinnear was going. To Toronto, she said; he goes there every Thursday, and stays overnight,
to do some business at the bank and a so some errands; but first he will go to Colonel Bridgeford's,
whose wifeis away from home, and the two daughters aswell, so he can vist safdly, but when sheis
there heis not received.

| was surprised at this, and asked why; and Nancy said that Mr. Kinnear was considered a bad influence
by Mrs. Bridgeford, who thought she was the Queen of France, and that nobody else wasfit to lick her
shoes; and shelaughed. But she did not sound very amused.

Why, what has he done? | asked. But just then | could fedl the butter coming — thereisathick fed to it
— 0| did not pursueit.

Nancy helped me with the butter, and we salted the most of it, covered it in cold water to Sore, and
pressed some fresh into the moulds; two had a thistle design, and the third had the Kinnear crest, with the
motto | Live In Hope. Nancy said that if Mr. Kinnear’ s elder brother in Scotland wasto die, who was
redly only a hdf-brother, then Mr. Kinnear would come into abig house and lands there; but she said he
was not expecting it, and claimed to be happy enough as he was, or that iswhat he said when fedling in
good hedlth. But there was no love lost between him and the half-brother, which isusua in such cases;
and | guessed that Mr. Kinnear had been packed off to the Colonies, to get him out of the way.

When we had the butter done, we carried it down the cdllar stairsinto the dairy; but we left some of the
buttermilk above, to makeinto biscuitslater. Nancy said she didn’t much likethe cdllar, asit dways
smelled of earth, and of mice and old vegetables, and | said that perhapsit could be given agood
aring-out someday, if we could get the window open. And we went back upstairs, and after I’ d gathered
in my washing we sat outside on the verandah, mending away together like the best friendsin the world.
Later | came to notice that she was aways affability itself when Mr. Kinnear was not present, but jumpy
asacat when hewas, and when | wasin the same room with him; but | was not aware of it then.

Aswe sat there, dlong came McDermott, running along the top of the snake fence, agile asa squirre,
and zigging and zagging. | was amazed, and said, What on earth is he doing, and Nancy said, Oh, he
doesthat sometimes, he saysit isfor the exercise but really he just wantsto be admired, you should not
pay any attention. And so | pretended not to; but secretly | watched, ashe wasin redity very nimble;
and after he had run back and forth, he jumped down, and then leapt entirely over the fence, using only
one hand on it to steedy himsdlf.

So there | was, pretending not to watch, and there he was, pretending not to be watched; and you may
seethe very samething, Sir, at any polite gathering of society ladies and gentlemen. Thereisagood ded
that can be seen dantwise, especidly by the ladies, who do not wish to be caught staring. They can dso
see through vells, and window curtains, and over the tops of fans; and it isagood thing they can seein
thisway, or they would never see much of anything. But those of uswho do not have to be bothered with
al the veils and fans manage to see agood deal more.

In alittle time Jamie Wal sh appeared; he' d come through the fields, and had brought hisflute with him as
requested. Nancy greeted him warmly, and thanked him for coming. She sent me to fetch Jamie amug of
beer; and while | was drawing it, McDermott camein, and said he would have onetoo. Then | could not
ress, and said, | did not know you had monkey blood in you, you was leaping about like one. And he
did not know whether to be pleased that | had seen him, or angry at being called amonkey.

He said that when the cat was away the mice would play, and when Kinnear wasin town, then Nancy
awaysliked her little parties, and he supposed the Walsh boy would now be screeching on histin



whigtle; and | said that was quite right, and | would give mysdlf the pleasure of hearing it; and he said that
to hismind it was no pleasure; and | said he could suit himself. At that he caught hold of my arm, and
looked at me very earnestly, and said he hadn’t meant to offend me, before; but having been solong
among rough men, whose manners were not of the best, he wasinclined to forget himsalf, and did not
know how to speak; and he hoped | would forgive him, and that we could be friends. | said | was always
ready to be friends, with any who were sincere; and asfor forgiveness, wasit not ordained in the Bible?
And | certainly hoped that | could forgive, as| mysdf hoped to beforgivenin future. Which | said very
cam.

After that | took the beer to the front verandah, and some bread and cheese for our supper to have with
it, and | sat out there with Nancy and Jamie Walsh while the sun declined, and it became too dark to
sew. It was alovely and windless evening, and the birds were twittering, and the treesin the orchard near
the road were golden in the late sunlight, and the purple milkweed flowers that grew beside the drive
smelled very sweetly; and aso the last few peonies beside the verandah, and the climbing roses; and the
coolness came down out of thear, while Jamie sat and played on hisflute, so plaintively it did your heart
good. After awhile McDermott came skulking around the side of the house like atamed wolf, and leant
againg the side of the house, and listened also. And there we were, in akind of harmony; and the evening
was S0 beautiful, that it made apain in my heart, aswhen you cannot tell whether you are happy or sad;
and | thought that if | could have awish, it would be that nothing would ever change, and we could Stay
that way forever.

But the sun cannot be stopped in its path, except by God, and he has done that only once, and will not
do it again until the end of theworld; and on this night it went down as usud, leaving behind it a deep-red
sunset; and for afew moments the front of the house was dl pink with it. Then in the dusk thefireflies
cameout, for it wasther time of year; and they shone in the low bushes and grasses, on and then off, like
stars glimpsed through cloud. Jamie Walsh caught onein aglasstumbler, and held his hand over the top,
s0 | could seeit up close; it flashed dowly, with acool greenish fire; and | thought, if | could have two
fireflieson my ears, for earrings, | would not care at al about Nancy* s gold ones.

Then the darkness degpened, and came out from behind the trees and bushes, and up through thefields,
and the shadows lengthened and joined together; and | thought it looked like water, coming up through
the ground, and risng dowly up likethe seg; and | fell into areverie, and was remembering back to the
time| crossed the great ocean, and how at that time of day the sea and the sky were the same indigo, so
you could not tel where the one left off and the other one began. And into my memory there floated an
iceberg, aswhite aswhite could be; and despite the warmth of the evening | felt achill.

But then Jamie Wa sh said he must be getting home, as hisfather would be looking for him; and |
remembered | had not milked the cow or shut up the hensfor the night, and hurried to do both by last
light. When | came back into the kitchen, Nancy was till there, and had lighted a candle. | asked why
she hadn’t gone to bed, and she said she was afraid to deep alone when Mr. Kinnear was not at home,
and would | deep upstairswith her.

| said | would, but asked what she was afraid of. Wasit robbers? Or perhaps, | said, she was afraid of
James McDermott? But | meant it asajoke.

She said archly that from what she could make out from the look in hiseyes, | had more causeto be
afraid of him than she did, unless| wasin need of anew beau. And | said | was more afraid of the old
roogter in the henyard, than | was of him; and asfor beaus, | had no more use for them than themanin
the moon.

And s0 shelaughed, and the two of uswent up to bed in avery companionable fashion; but | made sure
that all waslocked up firgt.



Eight - Fox and Geese
Chapter 27

Today when | woke up there was a beautiful pink sunrise, with the mist lying over the fieldslike awhite
soft cloud of mudin, and the sun shining through the layers of it dl blurred and rosy like a peach gently on
fire

Infact | have no ideaof what kind of a sunrise there was. In prison they make the windows high up, so
you cannot climb out of them | suppose, but also so you cannot see out of them either, or at least not
onto the outside world. They do not want you looking out, they do not want you thinking the word out,
they do not want you looking at the horizon and thinking you might someday drop below it yoursdf, like
the sail of aship departing or ahorse and rider vanishing down afar hillsde. And so thismorning | saw
only the usud form of light, alight without shape, coming in through the high-up and dirty grey windows,
asif cast by no sun and no moon and no lamp or candle. Just a swathe of daylight the same dl the way
through, likelard.

| took off my prison nightdress, which was coarse-woven and of ayellowed colour; | should not say it
was mine, because we own nothing here and share al in common, like the early Chrigtians, and the
nightdress you wear one week, next to your skin while you deep, may two weeks previous have been
lying closeto the heart of your worst enemy, and washed and mended by others who do not wish you
well.

As| dressed mysdf and tidied back my hair there was atune going through my head, alittle song that
Jamie Walsh used to play sometimes upon hisflute:

Tom, Tom, the piper’sson,
Stoleapig and away herun,

And al the tune that he could play
Was over the hillsand far away.

| knew I’ d remembered it wrong, and the real song said the pig was eat and Tom was beat, and then
went howling down the street; but | didn’t see why | shouldn’t make it come out in a better way; and as
long as| told no one of what was in my mind, there was no one to hold me to account, or correct me,
just astherewas no oneto say that the real sunrise was nothing likethe one I’d invented for mysdlf, but
wasingtead only asoiled yellowish white, like adead fish floating in the harbour.

At least in the Lunatic Asylum you could see out better. When you were not muffled up in adarkened
room.

Before breskfast there was awhipping, out in the courtyard; they do it before breskfast, asif those being
whipped have eaten first, they are likely to spew up their food, and that makes amess, aswell asbeing a
waste of good nourishment; and the keepers and guards say they like the exercise at that time of day, as
it givesthem an appetite. It was only aroutine whipping, and nothing unusua, so we were not summoned
to watch it; two or three only, and dl of them men; the women do not get whipped so frequently. The
first was young, by the tenor of hisscreaming; | can tell these things, having had agood dedl of practice. |
tried not to listen, and thought instead about the pig that was stolen by Tom the thief, and how it got
eaten; but the song did not say who ateit, whether it was Tom himself or those who caught him. Set a
thief to catch athief, as Mary Whitney used to say. | wondered, wasit adead pig to begin with? Most
likely not; most likely it had arope around its neck or aring through its nose, and was forced to run away
with Tom. That would make the most sense, asit would save the carrying of it. In the whole song, the
poor pig was the only one who did no wrong, but it was aso the only one who died. Many songs, | have



noticed, areunfair in thisway.

At breakfast, dl was silent except for the munching of bread and the durping of tea, and the shuffling of
feet and the snuffling of noses, and the drone of the Bible being read out, which today was Jacob and
Esau and the mess of pottage, and the lies that were told and the blessing and birthright that was sold,
and the deceptions and disguises that were practised, which God did not mind at al but the contrary. Just
asold Isaac wasfeding hishairy son, which was not hisson at al but askinned goat, Annie Little gave
me a hard pinch on the thigh, under the table where it could not be seen. | knew what she was about, she
wanted to make me scream so | would be punished or e se thought to be having another attack of
insanity, but | was ready for her, as| was expecting something of the sort.

In the washhouse yesterday, as we stood at the sink, she leant over and whispered to me, Doctor’ s pet,
spoiled whore; because the word has gone round, and al know about the visits of Dr. Jordan, and some
think I am having too much attention paid to me, and have grown proud with it. If they think that here,
they will take you down a peg or two; and it would not be the first time, asthey resent my servicein the
Governor’ s house as well; but they’ re afraid to act too openly, thinking | might have the ear of somein
power. Thereisno place like aprison for small jeslousies, and I’ ve seen some come to blows, and even
close to murder, over nothing more than a piece of cheese.

But I knew better than to complain of her to the matrons. Not only do they view such tale-telerswith
disgugt, preferring aquiet lifefor themsdves, but aso they might not believe me, or might say they did
not, as the Warden says a convict' sword is not sufficient evidence; and then too, Annie Littlewould be
sure to be revenged on me in some other way. One ought to bear dl patiently, as part of the correction
we are subject to; unlessaway can be found, of tripping up your enemy without detection. Hair pulling is
not advisable, asthe racket brings the keepers, and then both sides are punished for creating a
disturbance. Dirt dipped into the food by means of the deeve, aswith magicians, may be accomplished
without much fuss, and may bring some satisfaction. But Annie Little wasin the Asylum with me, her
crime being mandaughter, having struck and killed astableboy with alog of wood; and shewas said to
suffer from nervous excitement, and was sent back here at the same time as me; but should not have
been, as| do not think sheisright in the head; so | resolved to forgive her thistime, unless she did worse.
And the pinch appeared to have rdieved her fedings.

Then it wastime for the keepers, and our wak out through the gate, Ah Grace, out for your promenade
with your two beaus, ain’t you the lucky one. Oh no, we're the lucky ones, we' re the lucky boys
ourselves, with such amorsel on our arms, says the one. What do you say Grace, saysthe other, let's
just nip up aside dley, into aback stable, down on the hay, it won't takelong if you lie till, and quicker
yet if you wriggle about. Or why lie down at all, saysthe one, back her up against the wall and heave-ho
and hoigt the petticoats, it’saquick jump standing up, as long as your knees don't give out on you; come
Grace, just give usthe word and we' re your lads, one as good as the other and why settle for one when
there’ stwo standing ready? Standing ready all the time, here, give usahand and you can test the truth of
it. Nor wewon't charge you a penny neither, saysthe other, what’'s agood time between old friends?

You'reno friends of mine, | say, with your filthy talk, you were born in the gutter and you'll diein it too.
Oh ho, saysthe one, that’swhat | like, alittle high spiritsin awoman, alittlefire, they say it comeswith
the redness of the hair. But isit red where it most counts, saysthe other, afirein atreetopisno useat al,
it must bein afireplace to cast enough hest, in alittle cookstove, you know why God made women with
skirts, it's S0 they can be pulled up over their heads and tied at the top, that way you don’t get so much
noise out of them, | hate ascreeching dut, women should be born without mouths on them, the only thing
of useinthemisbdow thewas.

Shame on you, says |, aswewalk around a puddle and across the street, to talk that way, your own



mother was awoman or at least | suppose she was. And bad cessto her, says the one, the whoring old
witch, the only part of me she ever liked to see was my bare bum covered with stripes, she’ sburning in
Hell thismoment and I’ m only sorry it wasn't me put her there, but a drunken sailor whose pocket she
tried to pick, and who knocked her on the head with abottle. Well, says the other, my own mother was
an ange to be sure, asaint on earth according to her own reckoning, and would never let meforget it;
and | don’'t know which isthe worse.

I’'m a philosopher, saysthe one, it's moderation for me, not too thin and not too fat, and best not to
waste God' s giftsto us, speaking of which Grace, you' re ripe enough to be picked, why stay on the tree
untasted, you' Il just fall off and rot at the foot of it in any case. True enough, saysthe other, why let the
milk go sour in the bowl, a sweet nut should be cracked while there' s still some goodnessiniit, asthere's
nothing worse than afusty old nut. Come, you' re making my mouth water for you aready, you' re enough
to turn an honest man into acanniba, I’ d like to get astrong grip on you with my teeth, just what you
might cal anibble, asmal bite out of the ham end, you’ d not missit, you’ ve enough on you and to spare.
Right you are, saysthe one, ook, she' sgot awaist like awillow but she staking on fat below, it' sal the
fine cooking they do at the prison, cream-fed sheis, would you just take afed of it, that’sahaunch fit for
the Pope' s own table. And he took to kneading and prodding, with the one hand that was hidden by the
folds of my gown.

I"ll thank you not to take liberties, | say, pulling away. I'm dl for liberties mysdif, saysthe one, being a
republican a heart, having no use for the Queen of England except what Nature intended, and though
she' sgot afine pair of bosomson her and I’ d pay her the compliment of giving them a squeeze at any
time she might request it, she’ sgot no chinto her a al, no more than aduck; and what | say is, nomanis
better than the next, and it's share and share aike and none preferred; and once you' ve given it out to
one of us, why then, the others must all take their turnslike true democrats, and why should that little runt
McDermott be allowed to enjoy what is denied to his betters?

Y es, said the other, you gave him liberties enough, afine time you had of it I’ ve no doubt, with him
swegting away a it dl night in the tavern in Lewiston with barely a pause to refresh himsdf, for they say
he was a prime athlete, and a dab hand with the axe aswell, and could climb up arope like amonkey.
Right you are, said the other, and at last the cunning fellow tried to climb into Heaven, and ended by
making such ahigh legp into the air that he stayed up there for two hours, and could not be made to
come down of his own accord, no matter how they caled, but had to be fetched. And he danced while
he was up there, a spry jig with the rope-maker’ s daughter, aslively asarooster with its neck fresh
wrung, so it did your heart good to seeit.

And stiff asaboard he was afterwards too, I'm told, said the one; but that’ sjust what the ladieslike.
And here they laughed very much, and thought they’ d made the finest joke in the world; but it was crue
in them, to laugh a aman smply for being dead; and bad luck aso, for the dead don't like being laughed
at; and | assured mysdlf that they had their own ways of protecting against injury, and would dedl with the
keepersin good time, either above the ground or beneath it.

| spent the morning mending some blonde lace of MissLydia's, that she' d torn a a party; she doestend
to be careless about her clothes, and ought to be told that such fine clothes as hers are do not grow on
trees. It was delicate work and astrain on the eyes, but | got it done at last.

Dr. Jordan came as usud in the afternoon, and seemed fatigued, and aso troubled in mind. He hadn’t
brought any vegetable with him, to ask mewhat | might think of it; and | was alittle taken aback, as| had
become used to this part of the afternoon, and had enjoyed wondering what he would bring next, and
what it was he wanted me to say about it.

So| sad, Sir, you are without any item today.



And hesad, Item, Grace?

Any potato or carrot, | said. Or onion. Or best, | added.

And hesad, Yes, Grace, | have determined upon adifferent plan.

What isthat, Sir?| said.

| have decided to ask you, what it isthat you yoursdlf would like meto bring.
Wedl Sir, | said. That isindeed adifferent plan. | would have to consider it.

So he said | was welcome to do that; and meanwhile, had | had any dreams? As he was |ooking forlorn,
and asit were at aloss, and as | suspected that not al was going well with him, | did not say that | could
not remember. Instead | said that | had indeed had adream. And what was it about, said he, brightening
up considerably, and fiddling with his pencil. | told him I’ d dreamt about flowers; and he wrote that down
busily, and asked what sort of flowers. | said that they were red flowers, and quite large, with glossy
leaveslike apeony. But | did not say that they were made of cloth, nor did | say when | had seen them
last; nor did | say that they were not adream.

And where were they growing, said he.

Here, | said.

Here, in thisroom? said he, looking very dert.

No, | sad, outsde in the yard, where we take our walks for exercise. And he wrote that down aswell.

Or | suppose hewroteit down. | cannot be certain, because | never see what he writes down; and
sometimes | imagine that whatever heiswriting down, it cannot possibly be anything that has come out of
my mouth, as he does not understand much of what | say, athough | try to put thingsasclearly as | can.
It sasif heisdeaf, and has not yet learnt to read lips. But at other times he appears to understand quite
well, dthough like most gentlemen he often wants athing to mean more than it does.

When he'd finished writing | said, | have thought of what | would like you to bring next time, Sir.
And what isthat, Grace, said he.
A radish, | said.

A radish, hereplied. A red radish? And why have you chosen aradish? And he frowned, asif it wasa
matter for weighty thought.

Wl Sir, said I, the other things you have brought have not been for eating, or so it seemed; because
most of them would need to be cooked first; and you took them away again with you, except for the
apple you brought thefirst day, and very niceit wastoo. But | thought that if you brought aradish, it
could be eaten with no preparation; and they are now in season; and it is very seldom we get anything
fresh in the Penitentiary, and even when | eat in the kitchen of this house, | do not get such garden stuff,
asitisreserved for thefamily. So it would be araretreat; and | would take it very kindly inyou, if you
would bring alittle salt aswdll.

He gave asort of Sgh, and then he said, Did they have radishes a Mr. Kinnear’ s?

Ohyes, Sir, | sad, they did; but by thetime | reached that place they were past their prime; asaradishis
best early in the season, for when the hot weather comes they will go soft and maggoty, and go to seed.



He did not write this down.

Ashewas preparing to leave, he said, Thank you for telling me your dream, Grace. Perhaps you will tell
me another one soon. And | said, Perhaps| will, Sir. And then | said, | will try hard to remember them, if
itwill helpyou, Sir, with the trouble you arein; for | wasfeding pity towards him, helooked so out of
sorts. And he said, What makesyou think | am in trouble, Grace? And | said, Those who have beenin
troublethemselvesare dert toit in others, Sir.

Hesad it was akind thought in me; then he hesitated a moment, asif to tell me more; but he thought
better of it, and nodded goodbye. He dways gives the same small nod when he goes out.

| had not finished my quilting block for the day, as he had not been in the room with me aslong as usud;
and s0 | remained seated, and continued to sew. After ashort while MissLydiacamein.

Dr. Jordan hasleft? she said. | said that he had. She was wearing anew dresswhich | helped sew, of a
violet ground, with awhite design of smal birds and flowers, very becoming to her, and askirt onit likea
half apumpkin; and | thought she had most likely meant to have more of an audiencefor it than just

mysdif.

She sat down in the chair opposite me, where Dr. Jordan had been sitting, and began to sort through the
sewing basket. | cannot find my thimble, | believel put it in here, she said. Then, Oh, he has forgotten
about the scissors; | thought he was not supposed to leave them within your reach.

We do not bother much about that, | said. He knows | would not hurt him.
She sat for alittle with the sewing basket in her 1ap. Did you know you have an admirer, Grace? she said.

Oh, whoisthat, | said, thinking it would be astableboy or some such young lad, who might have heard
my story and found it romantic.

Dr. Jerome DuPont, she said. He is staying at present with Mrs. Quennell. He saysyou havelived a
remarkablelife, and hefinds you of consderableinterest.

| do not know any such gentleman. | expect he reads the newspapers, and is on atour, and views me as
adght that must be seen, | said alittle sharply, for | suspected her of making fun of me. Sheisof a
fun-loving nature, and sometimes goestoo far withiit.

Heisaman of serious pursuits, said she. Heis studying Neuro-hypnotism.
What isthat? | said.

Oh, it islike Mesmerism, but much more scientific, said she, it isal to do with the nerves. But he must
know you, or at least he has seen you, as he saysyou are still quite handsome. Perhaps he passed you in
the street, as you are on your way herein the mornings.

Perhaps, | said; thinking what a spectacle | made, with asmirking ruffian to either sde.

He has such dark eyes, she said, they burn right into you, asif he could seeinside. But I’'m not sure like
him. Of course he' sold. He' s like Mamaand the rest of them, | suppose he goesto their table-rappings
and’ séances. | don't believein it, and neither does Dr. Jordan.

Did he say 50?1 said. Heisaman of sensethen. It'snot athing that should be meddled with.

A man of sense, that is so cold, she said; and sighed. A man of sense makes him sound like a banker.



Then she said, Grace, he talks with you more than any of us put together. What sort of man is hereally?
A gentleman, | said.
Weéll, | knew that much, she said shortly. But whet is he like?

An American, | said, which was another thing she knew. Then | relented, and said, He seemslike a
proper enough young man.

Oh I would not want him to be too proper, she said. Reverend Verringer istoo prope.

Privately | agreed that thiswas so, but as Reverend Verringer istrying to get apardon for me, | said,
Reverend Verringer isaman of religion, and it isrequired of them to be proper.

| think Dr. Jordan isvery sarcastic, said MissLydia. Is he very sarcastic with you aswell, Grace?
| don't suppose | would know it if hewas, Miss, | said.

She sighed again, and said, Heis going to address one of Mama s Tuesdays. | do not usudly attend them
asitissotedious, dthough Mamasays| should take more interest in serious matters concerning the
welfare of society, and Reverend Verringer saysthe same; but thistime | will go, asI’m sureit will be
thrilling to hear Dr. Jordan talk about asylums. Though | would prefer him to invite meto teain his
chambers. With Mama, and Marianne, of course, as| must have a chaperone.

Itisawaysadvisable, | said, for ayoung girl.

Grace, sometimesyou are an old gtick, shesaid. And | am no longer ayoung girl redly, | am nineteen. |
supposeit’ s nothing to you, you' ve done al sorts of things, but | have never beentoteainaman's
chambers before.

Just because you' ve never done athing before, Miss, | said, isno good reason to do it. But if your
mother would be going, | am sure it would be respectable enough.

She stood up, and trailed her hand aong the top of the sewing table. Yes, she said. It would be
respectable enough. She appeared discouraged by this thought. Then she said, Will you help me with my
new dress? For the Tuesday circle; as| would like to make an impression with it.

| said | would help her gladly; and she said | was atreasure, and she hoped they would never let me out
of prison, as shewould like me aways to be there, to help her with her dresses. Which | supposewasa
compliment of asort.

But | did not like the drifting look in her eyes, or thefaling notein her voice; and | thought, there will be
trouble ahead; asis aways the case, when one loves, and the other does not.

Chapter 28

On the next day, Dr. Jordan brings me the promised radish. It iswashed, with the leaves cut off, and
quite fresh and crigp, not rubbery the way they go when left to St about. He' s forgotten the salt, but | do
not mention this, asit isnot right to look agift horsein the mouth. | egt the radish quickly — I’ ve learnt
the habit of bolting my food in prison, asit must be eaten before it is snatiched away — and | relish the
sharpness of it, which islike the peppery smdll of anasturtium. | ask him how he came by it; and he says
itisfrom the market; dthough he hasit in mind to make asmal kitchen garden himsdf at the house where
he lodges, asthereisthe placefor it, and he has dready begun the digging. Now that isathing | envy.



Then | say, | thank you from the bottom of my heart, Sir, this radish was like the nectar of the Gods. He
looks surprised to hear me use such an expression; but that’ s only because he doesn’'t remember that |
have read the poetry of Sir Walter Scott.

Because he was s0 thoughtful asto bring methisradish, | set to work willingly to tell my story, and to
makeit asinteresting as| can, and rich in incident, asa sort of return gift to him; for | have dways
believed that one good turn deserves another.

When | |€ft off last time, Sir, | believe Mr. Kinnear had rode away to Toronto, and then Jamie Walsh
came over and played hisflute, and there was alovely sunset, and then | went off to deep with Nancy, as
shewas afraid of robberswith no man in the house. She did not count McDermott, ashe did not degpin
the houseitslf; or perhaps she did not account him aman; or perhaps she thought he was more likely to
side with the robbers, and not against them. She did not say.

So there we were, going up the staircase with our candles. Nancy' s bedchamber, as| have said, was a
the back of the house, and was much larger and finer than mine, dthough she had no separate dressing
room like Mr. Kinnear’ s. But she had acommodious bedstead, with afine quilt on it, asummer onein
light pinks and blues on awhite ground; it was a Broken Staircase. She had awardrobe, with her dresses
init, and | wondered how she could have saved up enough money to buy so many; but she said Mr.
Kinnear was a generous master when the mood took him. Also she had a dressing table with an
embroidered runner on it, roses and lilieswith the buds of each, and a sasndalwood box with her earrings
and abrooch, and a'so her pots of creams and potions were kept there; for before going to bed she
greased the skin of her face like aboot. She had a bottle of rose-water too, and let me try some, which
smelled most delicious; for on thisevening shewas dl sociability; and asaucerful of hair pomade, of
which sherubbed in alittle, and said it gave the hair ashine; and she asked meto brush out her hair for
her, just likealady’ smaid, which | did with pleasure. She had lovely long hair, adark brown, and wavy.
Oh Grace, she said, that feels most luxurious, you have agood touch; and | wasflattered. But |
remembered Mary Whitney, and how she used to brush out my own hair; for indeed | had never
forgotten her for long.

There we are, snug astwo peasin apod, she said, very friendly, when we were once in bed. But as she
blew out the candle she sighed, and it was not the sigh of a happy woman, but of onewho istrying to
make the best of things.

Mr. Kinnear came back on the morning of the Saturday. He' d meant to return on the Friday, but had
been delayed by businessin Toronto, or so he said; and had stopped part of the way back, at aninn
which was not far north of the first toll gate; and Nancy was none too pleased to hear that, as the place
had a bad reputation and was said to countenance loose women, or so she told me in the kitchen.

| replied that a gentleman can stay at such places without any risk to hisreputation, as| wastrying to
cam her. Shewas very agitated, because Mr. Kinnear had met with two of his acquaintances on the way
home, Colone Bridgeford and Captain Boyd, and had invited them to dine; and it was Jefferson the
butcher’ s day to come, but he had not yet done so, and there was no fresh mest in the house.

Oh Grace, said Nancy, we will have to kill achicken, just step out and request McDermott to doit. |
said that surely we would need two chickens, asthere would be six to dine, with the ladies; but shewas
annoyed, and said there would be no ladies, asthe wives of these gentlemen never condescended to
darken the door of the house, and she herself would not be taking dinner with them in the dining room, as
all they would do was drink and smoke and tell stories about what fine deedsthey’ d donein the
Rebdllion, and they would stay too long and play cards after, and it was bad for Mr. Kinnear’ s health,
and he would catch a cough, as was dways the case when these men cameto visit. Shedlowed him a
poor congtitution when it suited her.



When | went out to look for James McDermott, he was nowhere to be found. | called, and | even went
so far asto go up the ladder into the loft over the stables where he dept. He was not there; but he had
not run off, ashisthingswere ill intheloft, such ashehad; and | didn’t think he would go away without
the pay that was owed him. As| came down the steps there was Jamie Walsh, and he looked at me
curioudly, thinking | supposethat I’ d been visiting McDermott; but when | asked where McDermott
could have gone, as he was needed, Jamie Wa sh smiled at me again, and was friendly, and said he did
not know, but that he might have gone across the road to Harvey’ s, who was a coarse fellow who lived
in alog house, more like ashack, with awoman not hiswife— I knew her by sght, her namewas
Hannah Upton, and she had arough look to her and was generdly avoided. But Harvey was an
acquaintance of McDermott’s— | won't say friend — and the two of them werein the habit of drinking
together; and Jamie then said was there any errands to be run.

| went back into the kitchen and said McDermott could not be found, and Nancy said she'd had enough
of hislazy ways, he was dways going off when required and leaving her in the lurch, and | would haveto
kill the chicken mysdlf. | said, Oh no, | could not do that, I’ ve never done it before and don’t know how;
as | had an aversion to shedding the blood of any living thing, athough I could pluck abird well enough
once killed; and she said not to be asilly goose, it was easy enough, just take the axe and knock it on the
head, and then giveit a strong whack right through the neck.

But | could not bear the thought of it, and began to cry; and | am sorry to say — for it iswrong to speak
ill of the dead — that she gave me a shake and adap, and pushed me out the kitchen door into the
courtyard, and told me not to come back without adead bird, and in ahurry too, aswe did not have
much timeto prepare, and Mr. Kinnear liked hismealson time.

| went into the henyard and caught a plump young fowl, awhite one, crying al thetime, and tucked it
securely under my arm, and went towards the woodpile and the chopping block, wiping my tearswith
my gpron; for | did not see how | could bring mysdlf to do such athing. But Jamie Walsh followed me,
and asked kindly what was the matter; and | said could he please just kill the chicken for me; and he said
there was nothing easier, and he would be glad to do so as | was so squeamish and tender-hearted. So
he took the bird from me and neatly chopped off its head, and it ran about with only aneck for a
moment, and then lay kicking inthedirt; and | thought it was very pathetic. And then we plucked it
together, ditting Sde by sde on arail of thefence, and making the feathersfly; and then | thanked him
sncerely for hishelp, and said | did not have anything to give him for it, but would remember it for the
future. And he grinned avkwardly and said he would help me willingly at any other timel might need it.

Nancy had come out at the last part of this, and was standing at the kitchen door with her hand up to
shade her eyes, waiting impatiently for the bird to be readied for cooking; so | cleaned it asfast as|
could, holding my breeth against the smell and keeping the giblets in case wanted for gravy, and rinsed it
under the pump, and brought it in. And she said in the kitchen, aswe were stuffing it, Well | see you have
made a conquest, and | said what did she mean, and she said, Jamie Walsh, he has a bad case of puppy
love, it iswritten dl over hisface, he used to be my admirer but now | see heisyours. And | saw she
was trying to be friends with me again, after having lost her temper; so | laughed, and said he was not
much of a catch for me, as he was only aboy, and with red hair like acarrot and freckled as an egg too,
dthough tal for hisage. And she said, Well, aworm will dwaysturn; which | thought mysterious; but did
not ask her what she meant, in case she should think meignorant.

We had to get the stove good and hot in the summer kitchen, to roast the chicken; so we did the rest of
thework in the winter one. To be served with the chicken we prepared a dish of creamed onionsand
carrots, and for the dessert there were strawberries, with our own cream, and our own cheese after. Mr.
Kinnear kept thewinein the cellar, somein abarrel and somein bottles; and Nancy sent me down to
bring up five bottles of it. She never did like going down there; she said there were too many spiders.



Inthe midst of al our bustling, James McDermott sauntered in, as cool as you please; and when Nancy
asked him where he' d got himsdlf off to, using awarm tone of voice, he said that since he’ d finished the
morning's chores before heleft, it was none of her damned business; and if she must know, he' d been on
aspecia errand of Mr. Kinnear’s, entrusted to him before Mr. Kinnear |eft for Toronto; and Nancy said
shewould see about that, and he had no right to come and go, and to vanish off the face of the earth, just
when he might be wanted most; and he said how was he to know, he could not read the future; and she
said that if he could, he would see that he would not spend much more of it in this house. But as she was
occupied at the moment, she would spesk to him later, and just now he might look after Mr. Kinnear's
horse, which wasin need of grooming &fter thelong ride, if he didn’t consider such athing too far
beneath His Roya Highness. And he went off to the stables with a scowling face.

Colone Bridgeford and Captain Boyd arrived as promised, and behaved as Nancy said they would; and
there were loud voices from the dining room, and much laughter; and Nancy had me wait on table. She
did not wish to do it hersdlf, but sat in the kitchen, and had a glass of wine, and poured one for me as
wdll; and | thought she was resentful of these gentlemen. She said she did not think Captain Boyd wasa
real Captain, as some of them had taken up such titlesjust for having got their two legs around ahorse on
the day of the Rebellion; and | asked, what about Mr. Kinnear, as somein the neighbourhood called him
Captain aswdl; and she said she did not know about it, as he never styled himsdlf in that manner, and his
vigting card said plain Mr.; however, if he had been a Captain, it would certainly have been on the
Government side. And this was another thing she appeared to resent.

She poured hersaf a second glass of wine, and said that Mr. Kinnear sometimes teased her about her
name, and called her afiery little Rebel, because her last name was Montgomery, which was the same as
John Montgomery who' d owned the tavern where the rebels met together, and which was now aruin;
and he' d boasted that when his enemies were burning in Hell, he would be keeping atavern again on

Y onge Street; which afterwards turned out to be true, Sir, at least asto the tavern; but at that time he
was dtill in the United States, having escaped in adaring manner from the Kingston Penitentiary. Soitisa
possible thing to be done.

Nancy poured hersalf athird glass of wine, and said that she was getting too fat, and whatever would she
do, and put her head down on her arms; but it wastime for meto carry in the coffee, so | could not ask
her why she had become so melancholy al of asudden. In the dining room they were very merry, having
consumed al five bottles and caled for more; and Captain Boyd said where had Mr. Kinnear found me,
and were there any more growing on thetree that | came from, and if so were they ripe yet; and Colone
Bridgeford said what had Tom Kinnear done with Nancy, was she locked up in a cupboard somewhere
with the rest of his Turkish harem; and Captain Boyd said | should ook to my fine blue eyes, or Nancy
might scratch them out, if old Tom so much aswinked at me sideways. It wasdl in fun, but still | hoped
that Nancy had not heard.

On the Sunday morning, Nancy said | should go to church with her. | said that | didn’t havea
good-enough dress, though this was an excuse— | did not much want to go, among strangers, where |
would be sureto be stared at. But she said shewould lend me adress of hers, which she did, though she
took carethat it was one of her second best, and not so fine as what she herself put on. And she lent me
abonnet aswell, and said | looked very proper; and also she let me wear apair of her gloves, which did
not however fit asthey should, as Nancy had large hands. Also we each wore alight shawl of patterned
glk.

Mr. Kinnear was nursing a headache, and said he would not go — he was never much of achurch man
in any case— but said McDermott could drive usin the wagon, and fetch us again later, it being
understood that he would not attend the service, as he was a Catholic and the church was Presbyterian.
It was the only church built there so far, and many who were not by rights members of that church



attended it, as being better than nothing; and it had the only graveyard in town aswell, so held a
monopoly of the dead aswell as of theliving.

We sat up in the wagon asfine as anything, and the day was bright and fair, with the birdssinging, and |
felt at peace with the world, as much as| ever did, which wasfitting for the day. Aswe waked into the
church Nancy put her arm through mine, out of friendship | believed. Some heads were turned, but |
thought it was because | was new to them. There were dl different sorts of people there, the poorer
farmersand their wives, and servants, and the tradesmen of the town, as well asthose who from their
dress and from their positionsin the front pews thought themselves gentry, or next door to it. We sat on
the benches at the back, which was the proper thing.

The minister looked like a heron, with a pointed beak of anose and along skinny neck, and atuft of hair
sticking up from the top of his head. The sermon was on the subject of Divine Grace, and how we could
be saved by it done, and not through any efforts on our own part, or any good works we might do. But
this did not mean we should stop making efforts, or doing good works; but we could not count on them,
or be certain that we had been saved, just because we were respected for our efforts and good works;
because Divine Grace was amystery, and the recipients of it were known to God aone; and athough
Scripture said that by their fruits you would know them, the fruits meant were spiritud fruits, and not
vigbleto any but God done; and athough we must and should pray for Divine Grace, we should not be
50 puffed up with vanity asto believe that our prayers might have any effect, because man proposes but
God digposes, and it was not up to our puny sinful and mortal soulsto determine the course of events.
Thefirst would be last and the last would be first, and some that had been warming themsalves by
worldly firesfor many years would soon find themsalves roagting in something agood ded hotter, much
to their indignation and surprise; and there were many whited sepulchreswalking around in our midst, fair
on the outside but filled with rot and corruption within; and we should beware of the woman Sitting &t the
door of her house, which Proverbs 9 warns of, or of any such who might tempt us by saying that stolen
waters are sweet, and bread eaten in secret is pleasant; because as Scripture tells, the dead are there,
and her guests are in the depths of Hell; and above al we should guard against complacency, likethe
Foolish Virgins, and should not let our lamps go out; because no man knew the day and the hour thereof;
and we must await in fear and trembling.

Hewent on inthisway for sometime, and | found myself examining the bonnets of the ladies present, as
much as | could see of them from the back; and the flowers on their shawls; and | said to myself that if
you could not get Divine Grace by praying for it, or any other way, or ever know if you had it or not,
then you might aswell forget about the whole matter, and go about your own business, because whether
you would be damned or saved was no concern of yours. Thereisno use crying over spilt milk if you
don’t know whether the milk is spilt or not, and if God alone knew, then God aone could tidy it up if
necessary. But thinking about such matters makes me drowsy, and the minister had adroning voice; and
| was on the verge of nodding off, when wewere dl on our feet snging Abide With Me; which was not
very well sung by the congregation, but at least it was music, which is dways a consolation.

Nancy and | were not greeted warmly by any as we went out, but rather avoided; athough some of the
poorer sort nodded; and there were whisperings as we went past; which | found odd, as dthough | was
an unknown, Nancy hersef must have been familiar to them; and though the gentry or those who fancied
themsalves such need not notice her, she did not deserve such trestment from the farmers and their
wives, and from the others there who hired out as servants. Nancy held her head up high, and did not
look to left or right; and | thought, These are cold and proud people, and not good neighbours. They are
hypocrites, they think the church isacage to keep God in, so he will stay locked up there and not go
wandering about the earth during the week, poking his noseinto their business, and looking into the
depths and darkness and doubleness of their hearts, and their lack of true charity; and they believe they
need only be bothered about him on Sundays when they have their best clothes on and their faces



straight, and their hands washed and their gloves on, and their stories all prepared. But God is
everywhere, and cannot be caged in, as men can.

Nancy thanked me for going to church with her, and said she' d been glad of the company. But she
wanted me to give the dress and bonnet back that very day, as she was concerned that they might get
Soiled.

Later that week, McDermott came into the kitchen for the midday dinner with along and sullen face.
Nancy had given him his notice, and he wasto leave at the end of the month. He said hewasjust as glad,
ashedid not like being ordered about by awoman, and had never been thuswhile in the army or on the
boats, but when he’' d complained about it, Mr. Kinnear only said that Nancy was the mistress of the
house, and was paid to arrange things, and McDermott should take his orders from her, as Mr. Kinnear
could not bother himself about trifling details. So that was bad; but it was much worse, considering what
type of awoman shewas. And he did not care to stay any longer with such aparcel of whores.

| was shocked by this, and thought it was just McDermott’ s fashion, and the way he talked, and
exaggerated, and lied; and | asked him indignantly what he meant by that. And he said did | not know
that Nancy and Mr. Kinnear dept together, as bold as brass, and lived in secret as man and wife, though
they were no more married than he was, although it was no secret, asall the neighbourhood knew of it. |
was much surprised, and said so; and McDermott said | was anidiot, and despite my Mrs. Alderman
Parkinson this and Mrs. Alderman Parkinson that, and my city notions, | was not so knowing as| thought
myself, and could scarcely see the nose before my own face; and as for the whorishness of Nancy,
anyone but asmpleton such as mewould have found it out at once, asit was only the common
knowledge that Nancy had a baby when she wasworking over at Wrights', by ayoung layabout who
ran off and left her, only the baby died. But Mr. Kinnear hired her and took her in anyway, which no
respectable man would have done; and it was clear from the first what he' d had in mind, because once
the horse was out of the stable it was no good shutting the barn door, and awoman once on her back
was likeaturtlein the same plight, she could scarcdly turn herself right Side up again, and wasfar game
fordl.

Although | still protested, it came to methat for once he wastelling thetruth; and | saw in aflash the
meaning of the averted heads at church, and the whisperings, and also many other smal things | had not
taken much notice of ; as well asthe fine dresses and the gold earrings, which were the wages of sin, you
might say; and even thewarning of Mrs. Watson's cook Sally, which was given to me before | had ever
consented to be hired. After that | kept my eyes and ears open, and went about the house like a spy, and
made sure that Nancy’ s bed was never dept in, when Mr. Kinnear was at home. And | was ashamed of
mysdlf for letting myself be tricked and imposed on in thisfashion, and for being so blind and foolish.

Chapter 29

| am sorry to say that after this| lost much of the respect I’ d once felt for Nancy, as being older, and the
mistress of the house; and | let my scorn show, and answered her back more than was wise, and there
were arguments between us which came to raised voices, and on her sideto adap or two; for shehad a
quick temper and aflat hand. But | so far remembered my place as not to strike her back; and if I’d held
my tongue, my earswould have rung less often. So | take some of the blame upon myself.

Mr. Kinnear did not seem to notice the discord. If anything he became kinder to me than before, and
would stop beside me when | was at my various chores, and ask me how | was getting on, and | would
adwaystdl him, Very wel Sir, because there is nothing such agentleman would wish to get rid of sooner
than a discontented servant — you are paid to smile, and it doeswell to remember it. And he would tell
me | wasagood girl and abrisk worker. And once when | was lugging abucket of water up the sairs,
for Mr. Kinnear’ s bath which he’ d asked to befilled in his dressing room, he said why was McDermott



not doing that, asit was too heavy for me. | said it was my task to do; and he wanted to take the bucket
from me, and carry it up himsdlf, and put his hand over mine on the handle. Oh no Sir, said I, | cannot
alow it; and helaughed, and said it was up to him what would be allowed or not, for he was master of
the house, was he not? Which | had to say yes. And as we were standing thus, close together on the
gairswith his hand on mine, Nancy cameinto the downgairs hdl, and saw us, which did nothing to
improve her digpogtion towards me.

| have often thought that all would have gone better if there had been a separate staircase for the servants
at the back of the house, as was usud; but there was none. And that meant we were al obliged to live
too close together, and in one another’ s pockets, which was not adesirable thing; as you could scarcely
cough or laugh in that house without it being heard, especidly from the downgtairs hall.

Asfor McDermott, he became more brooding and vengeful by the day; and he said that Nancy planned
to turn him off before the month was up, and to withhold his wages, but that he would not stand for it;
and if shetreated him so, she would soon trest me the same way, and that we should join together and
demand our rights. And when Mr. Kinnear was away, and Nancy was visiting with her friendsthe
Wrights— for they were among the neighbours who were il friendly towards her — he dipped more
frequently into Mr. Kinnear’ swhisky, which was bought by the keg and thusin plentiful supply, and none
to take account if some went missing. At these times he would say that he hated dl Englishmen, and
though Kinnear was alowland Scot it was the same thing, they were dl thieves and whores, and Seders
of land, and ground down the poor wherever they went; and both Mr. Kinnear and Nancy deserved to
be knocked on the head and thrown down into the cellar, and he was the man for the deed.

But I thought thiswas just away of talking, as he was aways a boaster, and saying what grest things he
would do; and my own father when drunk had often threatened to serve my mother in thisway, but had
never in fact done so. The best thing at such timeswasjust to nod and agree with him, and to take no
further notice.

Dr. Jordan looks up from the notes he is making. So you did not believe him, at first? he says.
Not at dl, Sir, | say. Nor would you, if you yourself had been listening. | took it dl for idle threats.

Before he was hanged, McDermott said that you were the one who put him up to it, says Dr. Jordan. He
claimed you intended to murder Nancy and Mr. Kinnear by putting poison into their porridge, and that
you repeatedly urged him to help you; which he very pioudy refused to do.

Who told you such alie?| say.

It iswritten in McDermott’ s Confession, says Dr. Jordan; which | knew very well, having read the
selfsame thing mysdlf, in the Governor’ swife' s scrapbook.

Just because athing has been written down, Sir, does not mean it is God' struth, | say.

Helaughs hisbark of alaugh, Hah, and tellsme | am quite right about that. All the same, Grace, he says,
what do you say to it?

Wedl Sir, | say, | think it isone of the silliest things | have ever heard.
Why isthat, Grace? sayshe.

| allow mysdf to smile. If | wanted to put poison into abowl of porridge, Sr, why would | have needed
any help from such ashim?1 could have doneit al by myself, and put somein his own porridge too, into
the bargain. It would not take any more strength than the adding of a spoonful of sugar.



Y ou are very cool about it, Grace, says Dr. Jordan. Why do you think he said that about you, if it was
fase?

| suppose he wanted to shift the blame, | say dowly. He never did like being put in the wrong. And
perhaps he wanted me to keep him company on the journey. The road to deeth isalonely highway, and
longer than it appears, even when it leads straight down from the scaffold, by way of arope; andit'sa
dark road, with never any moon shining on it, to light your way.

Y ou seem to know agood deal about it, Grace, for one who has never been there, says he, with his
unevengmile

| have not been there, | say, except in dreams; but | have looked aong it many anight. | too was
condemned to be hanged, and thought | would be; and it was only by luck, and the skill of Mr.
MacKenzie, who pleaded my extreme youth, that | was got off. When you believe that you yoursdlf are
soon to go the same road, you must take your bearings of it.

True enough, says hein athoughtful voice.

Nor do | blame poor James McDermott, | say. Not for such awish. | would never blame a human
creaturefor feding londly.

The next Wednesday was my birthday. Asthings had cooled between Nancy and mysdif, | did not
expect her to acknowledge it, dthough she knew the date well enough, as |’ d told her my age when
hired, and when | would turn sixteen; but to my surprise, when she came into the kitchen in the morning
shewas very friendly, and wished me a happy birthday, and went around to the front of the house herself
and picked alittle bouquet of roses, from the trellises there, and put them into aglassfor meto havein
my room. And | was so grateful for the kindness from her, which was rare enough by that time, what with
our quarrdling, that | amost cried.

Then shesaid | could have the afternoon free, asit was my birthday. And | thanked her very much. But |
said | wouldn’'t know what to do with mysdlf, as| had no friendsin the neighbourhood to vist, and there
were no real shops, and nothing to see; and perhaps | should just stay at home, and sew, or clean the
dlver, as1’d been planning to do. And she said | could stroll into the villageif | liked, or go for a pleasant
walk in the countryside around; and | could borrow her straw hat.

But later | learnt that Mr. Kinnear intended to be at home dl that afternoon; and | suspected that Nancy
wanted me out of the way so she could spend time with him aone, without worrying about whether |
would come suddenly into the room or up the stairs, or whether Mr. Kinnear would wander back into
the kitchen where | was, and hang about there, asking this and that, as he had been tending to do of |late.

However, after I’d taken in the dinner for Mr. Kinnear and Nancy, which was cold roast beef and a
sdlad, asthe weather was hot, and had eaten my own dinner with McDermott in the winter kitchen, and
had cleaned up the dishes, and washed my hands and face, | took off my gpron and hung it up, and put
on Nancy’ s straw hat and my white and blue kerchief for kegping the sun off the neck; and McDermott,
who was dill sitting at the table, asked wherel was going. And | said it was my birthday, and therefore
Nancy had given meleave to go out for awalk. He said he would come with me, as there were many
rough men and vagabonds on the roads that | needed protection from. It was on the tip of my tongueto
say that the only one such | knew of was Sitting right there in the kitchen with me; but as McDermott had
made an effort to be civil, | bit my tongue and thanked him for hiskind thoughts, but said it was not
required.

He said hewould comein any case, as| was young and flighty and did not know what was good for me;
and | said it was not his birthday, and he had the chores to do; and he said birthday be damned, he did



not give apin for birthdays, and he saw it as no cause for celebration, as he was not overly thankful to his
mother for having given birth to him; and even if it was his birthday, Nancy would never give him any time
off for it. And | said he should not begrudgeit to me, as| had not asked for it and wanted no specia
favours. And | |eft the kitchen as soon as | could.

| had no ideaiin my mind of where| should go. | did not want to walk into the main part of the village,
where there was no one | knew; and it struck me at once how very solitary | was, as| had no friends
here except Nancy, if she could be caled afriend, being such awesathervane, afriend one day and the
next quite turned against me; and perhaps Jamie Walsh, but he was a mere boy. There was Charley, but
he was a horse, and athough a good listener and a comfort, of not much avail when | needed advice.

| did not know where my family was, which was the same as having none; not that | ever wished to see
my father again, but | would have been glad of some news of the children. There was Aunt Pauline, and |
could have written her aletter, if I’ d been able to afford the postage; for this was before the reforms, and
to send aletter far across the seawas very expensive. If you looked at thingsin the cold light of day, |
was indeed aone in the world, with no prospects before me except the drudgery I’ d been doing; and
athough | could dwaysfind adifferent Stuation, still it would be the same sort of work, from dawn to
dusk, with ways a mistress to be ordering me about.

So thinking, | walked down the driveway, keeping up abrisk enough pace while McDermott might be
watching; and indeed when | turned once, there he was, leaning in the kitchen doorway. For if | loitered,
he might take it asan invitation to join me. But when | reached the orchard, | thought myself out of sight,
and dowed down. | usualy kept afirm enough grip on my fedings, yet there is something depressing to
the spirits about a birthday, especialy when done; and | turned into the orchard, and sat down with my
back against one of the big old sumpsthat were left over from the forest when it was cleared. The birds
were singing around me, but | reflected that the very birds were strangersto me, for | did not even know
their names; and that seemed to me the saddest of all, and the tears began to roll down my cheeks; and |
did not dry them, but indulged myself in weeping for severa minutes.

But then | said to myself, What can’t be cured must be endured; and | looked around at the white daisies
and the Queen Ann€' slace, and a the purple globes of the milkweed flowers, which smelled so swestly
and were covered with orange butterflies; and then | looked up at the branches of the apple tree above
me, where the smal green apples were dready forming, and at the patches of blue sky visible beyond,
and attempted to cheer myself up, by reflecting that only a benevolent God, who had our good at heart,
would have created so much beauty, and that whatever burdens were laid upon me were surdly trias, to
test my strength and faith, aswith the early Christians, and Job, and the martyrs. But as| have said,
thoughts about God often make me drowsy; and | fell adeep.

It isastrange thing, but however deeply adeep | may be, | can aways sense when there is a person
come close, or watching me. It sasif thereisapart of methat never degpsat al, but kegpsoneeyea
little open; and when | was younger | used to think thiswas my guardian angel. But perhapsit comes
from my early days, when to deep past my timefor getting up, and starting the work of the house, would
be the occasion for shouts on the part of my father, and harsh words, and | would find mysdlf hauled up
out of deep by onearm, or else by the hair. In any case, | was dreaming that a bear had come out of the
forest, and waslooking at me. Then | woke with agtart, just asif ahand had been laid on me; and there
was aman standing quite near, against the sun so | couldn’t see hisface. | gave alittle shriek, and began
to scramble up. But then | saw it was not aman, but only Jamie Wash; and | remained where | was.

Oh Jamie, | said, you Startled me.

| didn’t mean to, he said. And he sat down beside me under the tree. Then he said, What are you doing
here in the middle of the day?Won't Nancy be after you? For he was avery inquisitive boy, and aways



asking questions.

| explained about my birthday, and said it was kind of Nancy to give me the entire afternoon to mysdif.
And hewished me ahappy birthday. Then hesaid, | saw you crying.

And | sad, Where were you, to be spying on melike that?

He said he often came to the orchard, when Mr. Kinnear wasn't looking; and later in the season, Mr.
Kinnear sometimes stood on the verandah and used his telescope, to make sure the boys around were
not robbing his orchard; but the apples and pears were still too green for that. Then he said, Why are you
sad, Grace?

| felt | would cry again, and said smply, | have no friends here,

Jamie said, | am your friend. Then he paused, and said, Do you have a sweetheart, Grace? And | said |
did not. And he said, | would like to be your sweetheart. And in afew years, when I’m older and have
saved the money for it, wewill be married.

| could not keep mysdlf from smiling at that. | said, making ajoke of it, But are you not in love with
Nancy. And he said, No, though | like her well enough. Then he said, So what do you say to it?

But Jamie, | said, | an agreat deal older than you; and | spoke asif teasing. For | could not believe he
wasin earnest.

A year and abit, he said. A year isnothing.
Stll, you areonly aboy, | said.

| am taler than you, he said. Which wastrue. But | don’t know why it is, agirl of fifteen or Sixteenis
accounted awoman, but aboy of fifteen or sixteen istill aboy. | did not say this however, seeing it was
asore point with him; so | thanked him gravely for his offer, and told him | would consider it, as| did not
wish to hurt hisfedings.

Come, hesad, asitisyour birthday, | will play you atune. And he took out hisfife, and played The
Soldier Boy to the Wars Has Gone, very nicdy and with feding, dthough atrifle shrill on the top notes.
And then he played Believe Me If All These Endearing Young Charms. And | could tell that these
must have been some new pieces that he was practising, and he was proud of them; so | told him how
lovely it was.

After that he said he would make me adaisy crown, in honour of the day; and the two of us set to
making daisy chains, and were very busy and industrious over them, just like smal children; and | don’t
think I’ d enjoyed mysdlf more since the timeswith Mary Whitney. When we werefinished, he very
solemnly put one chain around my hat, and another around my neck, for anecklace, and said | wasthe
May Queen; and | said | would have to be the July Queen, asit was July, and we laughed. And he asked
if he could give me akiss on the cheek; which | said yes, but only one; and hedidit. And | told him that
he had made my birthday afine occasion after dl, because he’ d taken my mind off dl of my worries, and
he smiled &t that.

But the time had gone flying by, and the afternoon was now over. As| came back up thedrive | saw Mr.
Kinnear stlanding on the verandah, and looking at me with his telescope; and as | approached the back
door, he walked around the side of the house, and said, Good afternoon, Grace.

| returned it, and he said, Who was that man with you in the orchard? And what were you doing with
him?



| could hear in hisvoice what sort of suspicions he was entertaining; and | said it was only young Jamie
Wash, and we were making daisy chains because it was my birthday. And he accepted that, but was
none too pleased dl the same. And when | went into the kitchen to begin the preparations for supper,
Nancy said, What isthat wilted flower doing in your hair? It looksvery slly.

There was one, which had got caught when | was taking off the daisy necklace.
But these two things together took some of the innocence out of the day.

So | set about cooking the supper; and when McDermott camein later with an armful of wood for the
stove, he said in asneering manner, So, you were rolling about in the grass, and kissing the errand boy,
he should have his brains knocked out for that, and I'd do it for him mysdlf if hewasn’t such ababy. It's
clear you prefer the boysto the men, such afine cradle-robber you are. And | said, | was doing no such
thing. But he did not believe me.

| felt asthough my afternoon had not been mineat al, and not akind and private thing, but had been
spied upon by every one of them — with Mr. Kinnear included, which | did not think he would have
stooped so0 low — exactly asif they’d al been lined up in arow at the door of my chamber, and taking
turns at |ooking through the keyhole; which made me very sad, and aso angry.

Chapter 30

Several days now passed without event. | had been at Mr. Kinnear’ samost two weeks, but it seemed a
good dedl longer, for time was hanging heavy on my hands, asit doestend to do, Sir, when apersonis
not happy. Mr. Kinnear was away on horseback, | believe he had gone over to Thornhill, and Nancy
had gone vigiting to her friend Mrs. Wright' s. Jamie Walsh had not been over to the house of late, and |
wondered if McDermott had threatened him, and told him to keep away.

| do not know where McDermott was; | expect he was adeep in the barn. | was not on good terms with
him, as he' d started in that morning on what fine eyes | had, al the better to make eyes at young lads
who still had their milk teeth, and I’ d told him to keep his conversation to himself as he was the only one
in the room who enjoyed it, and he' d said | had atonguein my head like aviper, and | said that if he
wanted someone who wouldn't answer back, why didn’t he go out to the barn and make love to the
cow, whichisthekind of thing Mary Whitney would have said, or so | told mysdlf.

| wasin the kitchen garden, picking the new peas and turning the anger over in my mind — for | was ill
angry over the suspicions and prying | had been subject to, aswell asMcDermott’ s bitter teasing —
when | heard atuneful whistling, and | saw aman coming up the drive with a pack on hisback and a
weather-beaten hat on his head, and along walking-gtick in his hand.

It was Jeremiah the peddler. | was so glad to see aface from better timesthat | dropped the peas out of
my apron in a heap on the ground, and waved, and ran down the drive to meet him. For hewas an old
friend, or so | thought of him by then. In anew country, friends become old friends very quickly.

Wédll, Grace, he said, | told you | would come.
And | am very glad to seeyou, Jeremiah, | said.

| walked with him to the back door of the house, and | said, What do you have with you today? For |
always loved to see the contents of a peddier’ s pack, even if most of the things were beyond my means.

Hesaid, Aren’t you going to invite me into the kitchen, Grace, out of the sun whereitiscool? And |
remembered that thiswas the way it was done at Mrs. Alderman Parkinson’s, and | did so; and once he



wasingdel sat him down at the kitchen table, and got him some small beer from the pantry, and a cup of
cold water; and | cut him adice of bread and cheese. | was quite the busybody, as| felt that hewasa
guest of akind, and | was by way of being the hostess, and so should do the hospitable thing. And | had
aglass of beer too, to keep him company.

Here' sto your good hedlth, Grace, he said. | thanked him and returned it. And are you happy here? he
sad.

The houseisavery beautiful one, | said, with pictures and apiano. For | did not liketo speakill of
anyone, and especialy not my master and mistress.

But in aquiet and removed situation, he said, regarding me with his bright and shining eyes. He had eyes
like blackberries, and the air of being able to see more than most could; and | could tell he wastrying to
look into my mind; but in akindly way. For | believe he dways had aregard for me.

Itisquigt, | said. But Mr. Kinnear isalibera gentleman.

And with a gentleman’ stastes, he said, giving me ashrewd look. They say in the neighbourhood that he
has a hankering after the servant-girls, especidly those close to home. | hope you will not end up like

Mary Whitney.

| was sartled at that, for | thought | was the only one to know the truth about that affair, and which
gentleman it was, and how closeto home, and I’ d never told aliving soul. How did you guessit?| said.

He put hisfinger dongsde hisnose, to Sgnify silence and wisdom; and said, Thefuturelieshid inthe
present, for those that can read it. And since he dready knew so much, | unburdened myself to him, and
told him everything | havetold you, Sir, even the part where | heard Mary’ svoice, and fainted, and ran
about the house with no recollection of it; except about the doctor, as| felt Mary would not want it
known. But | believe Jeremiah guessed about it, for he was agreat man for divining what was meant,
even when not spoken out loud.

That isasad story, said Jeremiah, when | had done. Asfor you, Grace, agtitch intime savesnine. You
know that Nancy was the servant of the house, not so long ago, and did dl the rough and dirty work that
you do now.

Thiswas very direct, and | looked down. | did not know that, | said.

Once aman getsa habit it is hard to break, he said. It’ slike adog gone to the bad — once asheep is
killed, the dog will get atastefor it, and must kill another.

Have you been travelling very much, | said; as| did not likethistak of killing.

Yes, hesad, | am always on the move. | was lately down in the States, where | can buy notions cheap,
and sell them up here for more; for that is how we peddiers earn our bread. We must be paid for our
shoe legther.

Andwhat isit likethere? | said. Some say it is better.

In many waysit isthe same as here, he said. There are rogues and scoundrels everywhere, but they usea
different sort of language to excuse themselves, and there they pay agrest lip service to democracy, just
as here they rant on about the right order of society, and loyaty to the Queen; though the poor manis
poor on every shore. But when you cross over the border, it islike passing through air, you wouldn't
know you' d doneit; asthetrees on both Sdes of it are the same. And it’sgenerdly through the trees|

go, and by night; as paying the Customs duties on my goods would be an inconvenience to me; and also



the price to such good customers as you would have to go up, he said with asmile.
But are you not bresking the law? said I. And what would become of you if caught?

Laws are made to be broken, he said, and these laws were not made by me or mine, but by the powers
that be, and for their own profit. But | am harming no one. A man with any spirit in him likes achallenge,
and to outwit others; and asto being caught, I’m an old fox, and have been &t it afew too many yearsfor
that. Also | am alucky man, as can be read ingde my hand. And he showed me a cross on the palm of
hisright hand, and one on the left aswell, both of them in the shape of an X; and he said he was
protected both adeep and awake, asthe left hand was the hand of dreams. And | looked into my own
hands, but could not see any such crosses.

Luck canrunout, | said. | hope you will be careful.

Why Grace, do you have atender concern for my safety? said he with asmile; and | looked down at the
table. Indeed, he said more serioudly, | have thought about giving up thisline of work, asthereis now
more competition than formerly, and with the improvement of the roads, many go into the townsto make
their purchases, instead of staying at home and buying from me.

| was disappointed to hear he might stop the peddling, asit meant he would not be coming any more with
his pack. But what would you do then?| said.

| could go about thefairs, he said, and be afire-eater, or elseamedicd clairvoyant, and tradein
Mesmerism and Magnetism, which isalways adraw. Asayounger man | wasin partnership with a
woman who knew the business, asthe thing is generally worked in couples; | was the one who made the
passes and a so took in the money, and she was the one to have amudlin vell put over her, and gointo a
trance, and speak in ahollow voice, and tell the people what was wrong with them, for afee of course. It
iswelnigh foolproof, for asthey can’'t seeinsgde their own bodies, who' sto say whether you areright or
not? But the woman got tired of it, or else of me; and went off down the Mississippi on one of the boats.
Or | could become a preacher, he continued. Below the border there’ s a great demand for it, more so
than here, in particular during the summers, when the preaching is done outdoors, or in tents; and the
people thereloveto fall down infits, and talk in tongues, and be saved once a summer, or more if
available; for which they arewilling to show their gratitude by alibera scattering of coinage. That'sa
promising line of work, and rightly carried on, it paysagood ded more than this.

| did not know you wererdigious, | said.

Nor am |, said he; but sofar as| cantell it isnot required. Many of the preachers there have no more
faith in God than astone.

| said it waswicked of him to say so, but he only laughed. So long asthe people get what they comefor,
what does it matter? he said. | would give full measure. A faithless preacher with agood manner and
voice will dways convert more than alimp-handed long-faced fool, no matter how Godly. Then he
struck a solemn pose, and intoned, Those strong in the faith know, that in the Lord’ s hands even the
infirm vessd isput toright use.

| see you have made astudy of it dready, | said, for he did sound exactly like a preacher; and he laughed
again. But then he looked more earnest, and leant acrossthetable. | think you should come away with
me, Grace, hesaid. | don't likethe fed of things.

Come away? | said. What do you mean?

Y ou would be safer with me than you are here, he said.



Atthat | gaveashiver, for it was closeto what | mysdlf had been feding, athough | did not know it until
then. But what would | do?| said.

Y ou could travel with me, he said. Y ou could be amedica clairvoyant; | would teach you how, and
ingtruct you in what to say, and put you into the trances. | know by your hand that you have ataent for it;
and with your hair down you would have the right look. | promise you’ d earn more that way in two days
than you do scrubbing the floors here in two months. Y ou would need a different name, of course; a
French one or something foreign, because the people on this side of the ocean would find it hard to
believe that awoman with the plain name of Grace had mysterious powers. The unknown is aways more
wonderful to them than the known, and more convincing.

| said, wouldn't that be a deception and a cheat? And Jeremiah said, no more than at the theetre. For if
people wish to believe athing, and long for it and depend on it to be true, and fed the better for it, isit
chesting to help them to their own belief, by such an insubstantial thing asaname?Isit not rather a
charity, and a human kindness? And when he put the thing that way, it had a better light oniit.

| said that a new name would pose no problem for me, as| had no great attachment to my own, it having
been my father’s. And he smiled, and said, Let us shake hands on it then.

| won't conced from you, Sir, that the ideawas greetly tempting; for Jeremiah was a handsome man,
with hiswhite teeth and dark eyes, and | recalled that | was supposed to marry aman with aJto his
name; and | thought aso of the money | might have, and the clothes| could buy with it, and perhaps
some gold earrings aswell; and | would a so see many other places and towns, and not ways be doing
the same hard and dirty chores. But then | remembered what had happened to Mary Whitney; and
athough Jeremiah seemed kindly, appearances can be deceptive, as she found to her cost. What if things
went wrong, and | waseft in thelurch by mysdlf in asirange place?

Would we be married, then?1 said.

What would be the need of that? he said. Marriage never did any good, asfar as| can seg; for if thetwo
are of amind to keep together, they will; and if not, then one of them will run off, and that’ sthelong and
short of it.

Thisalarmed me. | think | had better stay here, | said. In any casel am too young to be married.

Congder it, Grace, he said. For | wish you well, and am willing to help you, and care for you. And | tell
you truly that you are surrounded by dangers here.

At thismoment McDermott entered the room, and | wondered if he had been listening outside the door,
and for how long; for he seemed very angry. He asked Jeremiah who the Devil he might be, and what the
Devil hewasdoing in the kitchen.

| said that Jeremiah was a peddier, and well known to me from former days, and McDermott |ooked at
the pack — which was opened by thistime, for Jeremiah had opened it up as we were talking, although
he had not spread out dl of the things— and said that was all very well, but Mr. Kinnear would be
annoyed to find out that | had been wasting good beer and cheese on acommon rogue of apeddler. He
said this not because he cared two straws about what Mr. Kinnear might think, but only to insult
Jeremiah.

And| replied that Mr. Kinnear was generous-minded, and would not refuse an honest man a cold drink
on ahot day. And at that McDermott scowled even more, for hedid not likeit if | praised Mr. Kinnesar.

Then Jeremiah, to get between and make the peace, said that he had some shirts, which athough used



were good ones, and abargain; and they were just the sizeto fit McDermott; and athough McDermott

grumbled, Jeremiah brought them out, and displayed their qualities; and | knew McDermott wasin need
of some new shirts, having torn one of his past mending, and ruined another by letting it lie muddied and
damp, so that the mildew got into it. And | saw that his atention was caught, and silently brought amug

of beer for him.

The shirtswere marked H. C., and Jeremiah said they’ d belonged to a soldier, agdlant fighter too; but
not a dead one, for it was bad luck to wear the clothes of the dead; and he named a price, for dl four.
McDermott said he could only manage three at that price, and named alower, and so they went on until
Jeremiah said well, hewould do it, he would give the four for the price of three, but not a penny less,
athough it was highway robbery and he would be bankrupt in no timeif things went on thisway; and
McDermott was very pleased with himsdlf to think he' d made such atight bargain. But | could see by the
twinklein Jeremiah’ seye that he was only pretending to let McDermott get the better of him, and in fact
had come out of it very well.

Now, Sir, these were the very same shirts that figured so largely at the trid; and there was much
confusion over them, firstly because McDermoitt said he' d got them from a peddler, and then changed his
tune and said, From asoldier. But in a sense both were true; and | believe he turned the story that way
because he did not want Jeremiah standing in court against him, knowing hewas afriend of mine, and
would help me, and would testify against McDermott’ s character; or so he must have thought. And
secondly, because the newspapers could not get the number of shirtsright. But there were four of them,
not three, asthey said; for two werein McDermott’ s carpetbag, and one was found covered with blood
behind the kitchen door; which was the one McDermott had on when he was disposing of Mr. Kinnear's
body. And the fourth was on Mr. Kinnear himsdlf, because James McDermott put it there. So that

makes four, not three.

| walked with Jeremiah partway down the drive, with McDermott looking on with abaleful scowl from
the kitchen doorway; but | didn’t care what he thought, as he was not my owner. When the time cameto
part, Jeremiah looked very earnestly at me, and said he would come back soon for my answer, and he
hoped for my sake aswell as hisown that it would be yes. And | thanked him for his good wishes. Just
knowing | could go away if | wanted to made me fed safer, and happier aswell.

When | went back into the house, McDermott said it was agood riddance, and he didn’t like the man, as
he had alow foreign look about him; and he supposed he' d come sniffing around after me like adog

after abitchin heat. | did not reply to thisremark, as| found it very coarse, and was surprised by the
violence of hisexpresson; and | asked him to kindly remove himself from the kitchen, asit was now time
for meto busy mysdlf with the supper.

It was only then | remembered the peasthat I’ d dropped in the garden, and went outside to pick them
up.

Chapter 31

Severa days|ater, the doctor paid usavist. Dr. Reid was his name, an elderly gentleman, or so he
appeared; but with doctorsit ishard to tell, asthey put on grave faces and carry many sorts of illnesses
about with them, in their leather satchels where they keep the knives, and this makes them old before
their time; and as with crows, when you see two or three of them gathered together you know thereisa
death in the offing, and they are discussing it. With the crows they are deciding which partsthey will tear
open and make off with, and so it iswith the doctors.

| do not mean you, Sir, as you have no leather bag or knives.



When | saw the doctor coming up the drivein hisone-horse gig, | felt my heart beat painfully, and |
thought | was about to faint; but | did not do so, as | was downgtairs by myself and would have to
answer for anything that might be needed. Nancy would be no help; shewas upgtairslying down.

On the day before, I'd asssted her in fitting the new dress she was making, and so I d spent an hour
knedling on the floor with my mouth full of pinswhile she turned around and viewed hersdf in front of the
mirror. She remarked that she was getting too plump, and | said it was agood thing to have a bit of flesh,
asit did not do to be dl skin and bones, and that the young |adies nowadays were starving themselves
because of the fashion, which wasto be pale and sickly, and they laced their staysin so tight they fainted
as soon aslooked at. Mary Whitney used to say that no man wanted a skeleton, they liked something to
take ahold of, some at the front and some at the back and the more arse the better; but | did not repeat
thisto Nancy. The dress she was making was alight cream-coloured American print with sprigsand
buds, and atucked bodice coming to a point below thewaist, and three layers of flounced rufflesto the
skirt; and | told her it was very becoming.

Nancy frowned at hersdlf in the mirror, and said dl the same her waist was getting too big, and if it kept
on shewould need anew pair of stays, and soon shewould be agreet fat fishwife.

| bit my tongue, and did not say that if she would keep her thumbs out of the butter she'd stand less
chance of it. Half aloaf of bread she' d gobbled before breakfast, and spread with butter thick astar, and
plum jam on top of it. And the day before I’ d seen her eating adice of purefat trimmed off the hamin

the pantry.

She' d asked meto lace her staysjust alittle tighter, and then fit the waist again; but as| was doing so she
said shefet unwell. It was no wonder, considering what she’ d been eating, though I’ d set it down aswell
to the tightness of the lacing. But thismorning she' d also had aspell of dizziness, or so she said; and this
after hardly any breakfast, and notight lacing at al. So | was beginning to wonder what was the matter,
and thought that perhaps the doctor had been summoned for Nancy.

When | saw the doctor coming, | was outsidein the yard, pumping another pail of water for the wash; for
it was afinemorning, with the air hard and clear, and bright hot sunlight, and agood drying day. Mr.
Kinnear went out to greet the doctor, who tied up his horse to the fence, and then they both went into the
house by the front door. | went on with what | was doing and soon had the wash hanging up on theline,
which was awhite wash, conssting of shirts and nightdresses and petticoats and the like, but no
bedsheets; and dl the while | was wondering what business the doctor had with Mr. Kinnear.

Thetwo of them had goneinto Mr. Kinnear’ slittle office, and shut the door; and after amoment’s
consideration | went quietly into the adjoining library to dust the books; but | was unable to hear anything
from ingde the office except amurmuring of voices.

| wasimagining al sorts of things, such as Mr. Kinnear coughing up blood and gasping hislast, and | was
working myself up into astate over him; so when | heard the office door handle turning | went quickly
aong through the dining room into the front parlour with my duster and cloth, asit is dways best to know
theworst. Mr. Kinnear showed Dr. Reid to the front entrance, and the doctor said that he was sure they
would have the pleasure of Mr. Kinnear’ s company for many yearsto come, and that Mr. Kinnear had
been reading too many medica journass, which gave him ideas, and caused him to imagine things, and
that there was nothing wrong with him that ahealthy diet and regular hours would not cure; but for the
sake of hisliver he should limit hisdrink. This speech relieved me; yet | reflected that it wasathing a
doctor may say to aman who isdying, to spare him the worry.

| looked cautioudly out of the parlour, through the side window. Dr. Reid went over to hishorse and gig,
and the next thing | knew there was Nancy, with her shawl clutched around her and her hair half down, in



conversation with him. She must have crept down the stairs without my hearing her, which meant she
didn’t wish Mr. Kinnear to hear her either. | thought she might be trying to find out what was wrong with
Mr. Kinnesar, if anything; but then it came to me that she could aso be consulting him about her own
suddenillness.

Dr. Reid drove off, and Nancy turned towards the back of the house. | heard Mr. Kinnear calling for her
from the library; but as she was till outsde, and might not want it known what she’ d been doing, | went
into him mysdlf. Mr. Kinnear did not ook any the worse than usua, and was reading acopy of The
Lancet, from the large pile of them he kept on ashdf. I’ d sometimes peered into them mysdf while
cleaning the room, but could not make head nor tail of agreat dedl that wasin there, except that some of
it was about bodily functions that ought not to be set down in print, even with al of the fancy names.

Wédll, Grace, said Mr. Kinnear. And where is your mistress?

| said shewasnot at dl wdl, and was lying down upgtairs, but if there was anything to be brought to him,
| could do it myself. He said he wanted some coffeg, if it was not too much trouble. | said it was not,
athough it might take atime, for | would haveto build the fire up again; and he said when it wasready |
should bring it in to him; and he thanked me, asaways.

| went across the courtyard to the summer kitchen. Nancy was there, seated at the table and looking
tired and sad, and quite pale. | said | hoped she was fedling better, and she said she was, and then asked
mewhat | was doing, as| was girring up the fire, which was nearly out. | said that Mr. Kinnear wanted
me to make him some coffee, and to takeit in to him.

But | dwaystakein his coffee, said Nancy. Why did he ask you?

| said | was sure it was because she hersalf was not there. | was only trying to spare her thework, | said,
as| knew shewasill.

| will takeitin, shesaid. And Grace, thisafternoon | would like you to scrub thisfloor. It isvery dirty and
| amtired of livingin apigpen.

| did not think the dirtiness of the floor had anything to do with it, but that | was being punished by her,
for having goneinto Mr. Kinnear’ s office by myself; which was most unjust, as| had only been
attempting to help her.

Although the day had begun so fine and clear, by noon it had become very oppressive and glowering.
There was no breeze moving anywhere, and the air was damp, and the sky had covered over with clouds
of asullen ydlowish grey, but bright behind them, like heated metd; and it had ablank and foreboding
look to it. In such wesather it is often hard to bresthe. But nonetheless, in the middle of the afternoon,
when if things had been asusua | would have been sitting down, outside perhapsto catch a bregath of air,
with some mending, to give my feet arest as| was on the two of them the most part of every day, | was
down on my knees instead, scrubbing the stone floor of the summer kitchen. It did need acleaning but |
would just as soon have doneit in cooler weather, asit was hot enough to fry an egg; and the sweet was
pouring off melikewater off aduck, if you'll excuse mefor putting it that way, Sir. | wasworried about
the meat in the meat safein the pantry, as there were more flies than was usua buzzing around it. If | was
Nancy, | would never have ordered such abig dab of meat in such hot wesether, as| was sureit would
go off, which would be awaste and a shame; and it ought to have been put down in the cellar, for the
coolness. But | knew it was no use my making any suggestionsto her, as| would only get my head bitten
off.

Thefloor was dirty asastable, and | wondered when it had last been given agood cleaning. I’ d swept it
firgt, of course, and now | was washing it in the proper way, knedling down with each knee on an old



clout because of the hardness of the stone, and with my shoes and stockings off, because to do agood
job you haveto get right down to it, and my deevesrolled up past the elbows and my skirt and petticoats
pulled back between my legs and tucked behind into the sash of my apron, which iswhat you do, Sir, to
save your stockings and clothes, as anyone knows who has ever scrubbed afloor. | had agood bristle
brush for the scrubbing and an old cloth to wipe up, and | was working from the far corner, moving
backwards towards the door; for you don’t want to scrub yourself into a corner, Sir, when doing atask
likethis

| heard someone come into the kitchen behind me. I’ d left the door open to get what air there was, and
S0 the floor would dry faster. | thought it must be McDermott.

Don't wak on my clean floor, you with your mucky boots, | said to him; and | kept on scrubbing.

Hedidn’t answer, but neither did he go away. He stayed standing in the doorway, and it came to me that
he was watching my bare ankles and legs, dirty asthey were, and — if you'll excuse me, Sir— my
backs de moving back and forth with the scrubbing, like adog waggling its rump.

Don't you have anything better to do? | said to him. Y ou're not paid to stand there and gawp. | turned
my head to look at him over my shoulder, and it wasn't McDermott at al, but Mr. Kinnear himsdf, with
asmirk on him asif hethought it agood joke. | scrambled to my feet, tugging my skirt down with one
hand, with the brush in the other, and the dirty water dripping onto my dress.

Ohl amsorry, Sir, | said. But | thought, why couldn’t he have the decency to say who he was?

No harm done, he said, a cat may ook at a queen; and at that minute Nancy came in through the
doorway, with her face aswhite as chak and green around the gills, but her eyes as sharp as needles.

What isit? What are you doing here? She said it to me, but she meant it for him.

Scrubbing thefloor, | said. Ma am. Asyou ordered me to. What doesit ook like to her, | thought.
Dancing?

Y ou'retaking back, said Nancy, | am sick of your insolence. But | was not, | was only answering her
own question.

Mr. Kinnear said, asif he was apologizing — but what had he done? — he said, All | wanted was a
second cup of coffee.

| will makeit, said Nancy. Grace, you may go.
Wheream | to go, Ma am?| said. With the floor only haf done.

Anywhere out of here, said Nancy. She was very angry with me. And for God' s sake pin up your hair,
she added. Y ou look like acommon dut.

Mr. Kinnear said, | will beinthelibrary, and he went away.

Nancy poked at thefirein the ove asif stabbing it. Close your mouth, she said to me, you'll catch flies.
Andyou'll keep it closed in futureif you know what' s good for you.

| thought about throwing the scrubbing brush at her, and the bucket too for good measure, the dirty
water and dl. | pictured her standing there, with the hair streaming down over her face, like someone
drowned.



But then al at once it came over me what was the matter with her. I’d seen it often enough before. The
eating of strange foods at odd times, the sickness and the green tinge around the mouth, the way she was
plumping out, likearaisinin hot water, and her quirkiness and irritation. She wasin a ddlicate condition.
Shewasin the family way. Shewasin trouble.

| stood there gaping at her, asif I’d been kicked in the ssomach. Oh no, oh no, | thought. | felt my heart
going hard like ahammer. It cannot be.

That evening Mr. Kinnear was a home, and he and Nancy took their supper in the dining room, and |
carrieditin. | scanned hisface, looking for a consciousnessthere, of Nancy' s condition: but he did not
know. What would he do when he found out, | wondered. Boot her into the ditch. Marry her. | had no
idea, and could not rest easy with either of these futures. | wished Nancy no harm, and did not want her
cast out, awaif on the common highway and a prey to wandering scoundrels, but al the sameit would
not befair and just that she should end up arespectable married lady with aring on her finger, and rich
into the bargain. It would not beright at al. Mary Whitney had done the same as her, and had goneto
her death. Why should the one be rewarded and the other punished, for the same sin?

| cleared the things off the table as usua after they had gone into the parlour. By thistimeit was hot asan
oven, with grey clouds blotting out the light, dthough it was not yet sunset; and gtill asthe grave, with no
wind, but heat lightning flickering on the horizon, and afaint growling of thunder. When the weether islike
that you can hear your own heart beet; it islike hiding, and waiting for someone to come and find you,
and you don't know who that person will be. I lit acandle so | could seeto eat my own supper, which |
took with McDermott, cold roast beef it was, as| couldn’t bear to cook anything hot for us. We ateit in
the winter kitchen, and with it we had beer, and some of the bread which was still fresh enough and very
nice, with adice or two of cheese. Then | washed up the supper things and dried them, and put them

away.

McDermott was cleaning the shoes; he' d been sullen during our supper, and said why couldn’t we have
proper cooked food, like the steaks with new peas the others had eaten, and | said new peas did not
grow on trees, and he ought to know who would have the first choice of them, asthere had only been
enough for two; and in any case | was Mr. Kinnear’ s servant, not his;, and he said that if | washis|
would not last long, as | was such afoul tempered witch, and the only cure for me wasthe end of abelt;
and | sadill words butter no parsnips.

| could hear the sound of Nancy’ s voice from the parlour, and | knew she must be reading out loud. She
liked to doit, as she thought it was gentedl; but she aways pretended that Mr. Kinnear required it of her.
They had the parlour window open, even though the moths would get in that way, and that iswhy | could
hear her.

| lit another candle and told McDermott | was going to bed, to which he said nothing but only gave a
grunt; and he took up his own candle and went out. When he was gone | opened the door to the
passageway and looked aong it. Thelight from the globe lamp was falling through the half-open parlour
door, making alight patch on the passage floor, and Nancy' s voice was coming out into the hall aswell.

| went quietly aong the passageway, leaving my candle on the kitchen table, and stood leaning againgt the
wall. | wanted to hear the story she wasreading. It was The Lady of the Lake, which Mary Whitney
and | had once read together, and it made me sad to recall it. Nancy read it well enough, though dowly,
and sometimes sscumbling over aword.

The poor madwoman had just been shot by mistake, and was expiring, while speaking severd lines of
verse, and | thought it avery melancholy part; but Mr. Kinnear did not agree, for he said it was awonder
anyone could move an inch in romantic landscapes such as those of Scotland, without being accosted by



madwomen, who were always jumping in front of arrows and bullets not intended for them, which had
the virtue at least of putting an end to their caterwauling and misery; or ese they were congtantly throwing
themsalves into the ocean, at such arate that the sea soon would be so clogged with their drowned
bodies, asto constitute a serious hazard to shipping. Then Nancy said he lacked a proper fedling; and
Mr. Kinnear said no, he did not, but it waswell known that Sir Walter Scott had put so many corpses
into his booksfor the sake of the ladies, because the ladies must have blood, there is nothing delights
them so much as aweltering corpse.

Nancy told him gaily to be quiet and behave himsalf, or she would have to punish him and stop reading,
she would play the piano instead; and Mr. Kinnear laughed and said he could endure any form of torture
but that. There was the sound of alittle dap, and arustling of cloth, and | decided she must be sitting on
his knee. For atime there was quiet, until Mr. Kinnear asked Nancy if the cat had got her tongue, and
why was she so pensive,

| leant forward, as | thought she must be about to inform him of her condition, and then | would know
which way things were going to fal; but she did not. Instead she told him that she was worried about the
servants.

Which of the servants, Mr. Kinnear wanted to know; and Nancy said both of them, and Mr. Kinnear
laughed and said of course there were three servantsin the house, not two, as she was a servant hersdlf;
and Nancy said it was kind of him to remind her of that; and she must now leave him, as she had her
dutiesin the kitchen to attend to, and there was another sound of rustling, and of struggling too, asif she
was trying to get up. Mr. Kinnear laughed some more and said she should stay where shewas, it was her
master’' s command, and Nancy said bitterly that she supposed that was what she was paid for; and then
he soothed her, and asked her what was worrying her about the servants. Was the work getting done,
was the main thing, he said, and he did not much care who cleaned his boots aslong as they were clean,
as he paid good wages and expected to get vaue for hismoney.

Y es, Nancy said, the work was getting done, but in the case of McDermott, only because she stood over
him with awhip; and when she scolded him for being lazy, he was insolent with her, and she had given
him his notice. Mr. Kinnear said he was a surly black-browed rascal, and he' d never liked him. And then
he said, What about Grace. And | strained my ears, the better to hear what Nancy said.

She said that | wastidy and quick about my work, but that | had lately become very quarrelsome, and
she was thinking of giving me my notice; and when | heard that, my face went hot al over. Then shesad
there was something about me that made her quite uneasy, and she wondered whether | was quiteright,
as she' d severd times heard me talking out loud to mysdif.

Mr. Kinnear laughed, and said that was nothing — he often talked to himsdlf, as he was the best
conversationalist he knew; and | was certainly ahandsome girl, as| had anaturdly refined air and avery
pure Grecian profile, and that if he put mein the right clothes and told me to hold my head high and keep
my mouth shut, he could pass me off for alady any day.

Nancy said she certainly hoped he would never say such flattering thingsto me, asit would turn my heed,
and give meideas above my station, which would be no favour to me. Then she said he never had such
agreeable opinions of her; and he said something | couldn’t hear, and there was more silence and rustling.
And then Mr. Kinnear said that it wastime for bed. So | made my way quickly back to the kitchen, and
sat down at the table; for it would not have done for Nancy to catch me listening.

But | did listen afterwards, once they’ d gone up; and | heard Mr. Kinnear saying, | know you' re hiding,
come out right now, you dirty girl, do as| say, or | will haveto catch you, and when | do...



And then alaugh from Nancy, and then alittle scream.

The thunder was coming closer. I’ ve never liked athunderstorm, and did not then. When | went to bed, |
secured my shutters so none of the thunder could get in, and pulled the covers up over my head, dthough
it was s0 hot; and | thought | would never get to deep. But | did; and was awvakened in the pitch
darkness by atremendous crashing, asif the end of the world had come. A violent ssorm wasraging,
with asound of drums and roaring, and | was beside myself with terror, and cowered in my bed praying
for it to be over, shutting my eyes againg the flashes of light that came in through the cracksin the
shutters. Therain was pouring down like ten thousand, and the house working in thewind like grinding
teeth; and | was sure that every next minute we would split in two like aship at sea, and sink down into
the earth. And then, right next to my ear, | heard avoice whispering: It cannot be. | must have been
frightened into afit, because after that | lost consciousness atogether.

Then | had avery strange dream. | dreamt that all was quiet again, and that | got out of bed in my
nightdress, and unlatched my chamber door, and walked across the floor of the winter kitchen in my bare
fet, and out into the courtyard. The clouds had been swept away, and the moon was shining brightly,
and the leaves of the trees|ooked like feathers of slver; and the air was cooler, with atouch to it like
velvet; and there were crickets chirping. | could smell the wet garden smell, and the sharp tang of the
henhouse; and dso | could hear Charley whinnying softly from the stable, which meant he knew there
was someone close by. | stood there in the yard besi de the pump, with the moonlight falling over melike
water; and it was asif | could not move,

Then two arms stole around me from the back, and began caressing me. They wereaman’sarms; and |
could fedl the mouth of this same man on my neck and cheek, kissing me ardently, and his body pressed
up againgt my back; but it was like the game of blind man’ s buff, that children play, as| could not tell
who it was, nor could | turn and look. I caught a scent of road dust and |eather, and thought it might be
Jeremiah the peddler; then it changed to asmell of horse dung, so | thought it was McDermott. But |
could not rouse mysdlf to push him away. Then it changed again, and was the odour of tobacco, and of
Mr. Kinnear’ s fine shaving soap, and | was not surprised, as| had been haf expecting something of the
sort from him; and al the while the mouth of the unknown man was on my neck, and | could fed his
breath gtirring my hair. And then | felt it was not any of these three, but another man, someone | knew
well and had long been familiar with, even aslong ago as my childhood, but had since forgotten; nor was
thisthefirg timeI’d found mysdlf in this Stuation with him. | felt awarmth and adrowsy languor stedling
over me, and urging meto yield, and surrender myself; asto do so would be far easer thanto resst.

But then | heard the neighing of a horse; and it came to me that thiswas not Charley, nor the colt in the
barn, but adifferent horse atogether. A great fear came over me, and my body went entirely cold, and |
stood asif pardyzed with fear; for | knew that the horse was no earthly horse, but the pale horse that will
be sent at the Day of Reckoning, and therider of it is Death; and it was Death himself who stood behind
me, with hisarms wrapped around me astight asiron bands, and hislipless mouth kissng my neck asif
inlove. But aswdl asthe horror, | dso felt astrange longing.

At thisthe sun came up, not little by little asit doeswhen we are awake, Sir, but al a once, with agreat
blare of light. If it had been a sound, it would have been the blowing of many trumpets, and the arms that
were holding me melted away. | was dazzled by the brightness; but as | looked up, | saw that in the trees
by the house, and aso in the trees of the orchard, there were anumber of birds perching, enormous birds
aswhite asice. Thiswas an ominous and baleful sight, asthey appeared crouched asif ready to spring
and destroy; and in that way they were like agathering of crows, only white. But as my sight cleared, |
saw that they were not birds at dl. They had ahuman form, and they were the angels whose white robes
were washed in blood, asit says at the end of the Bible; and they were Sitting in silent judgment upon Mr.
Kinnear’ s house, and on al withinit. And then | saw that they had no heads.



In the dream, | then lost consciousness, from sheer terror; and when | cameto mysdlf, | wasin my own
bed, in my small chamber, with the quilt drawn up to my ears. But after | rose— for it was aready dawn
— | found that the hem of my nightdress was wet, and my feet had the marks of earth and grass on them,
and | thought I must have been walking around outside without knowing | was doing so, as had
happened to me once before, on the day that Mary Whitney died; and my heart sank within me.

| proceeded to dress as usud, vowing to keep my dream to mysalf, because who was there | could trust
withit, in that house?If | told it asawarning, | would only be laughed at. But when | went outside to
pump the firgt pail of water, there was dl the laundry | had done the day before, blown into the trees by
the tempest during the night. I’ d forgotten to bring it in; it was very unlike meto forget athing like thet,
especidly awhite laundry, which I’ d worked so hard at, getting out the spots; and this was another cause
of foreboding to me. And the nightdresses and shirts which were stuck in the trees did indeed ook like
angdlswithout heads; and it was asif our own clothing was Sitting in judgment upon us.

| could not shake the feeling that there was a doom on the house, and that some within were fated to die.
If I’d been given the chance right then, | would have taken the risk, and gone off with Jeremiah the
peddier; and indeed | wanted to run after him, and better for meif | had; but | didn’t know where he had

gone.

Dr. Jordan iswriting eagerly, asif his hand can scarcely keep up, and | have never seen him so animated
before. It doesmy heart good to fedl | can bring alittle pleasure into afellow-being' slife; and | think to
mysdlf, | wonder what he will make of al that.

Nine - Heartsand Gizzards
Chapter 32

The heat of summer has come without warning. One day it was il cold spring, with gusting showers and
chilly white clouds remote above the glacid blue of the lake; then suddenly the daffodils withered, the
tulips burst open and turned inside out asif yawning, then dropped their petals. Cesspool vapoursrise
from back yards and gutters, and amist of mosguitoes condenses around every pedestrian’ s head. At
noon the air shimmers like the space above a hested griddle, and the lake glares, its margin stinking faintly
of dead fish and frog spawn. At night Simon’ slamp is besieged by moths, which flutter around him, the
soft touch of their wingslike the brushing of slken lips.

Heisdazed by the change. Living through the more gradual seasons of Europe, he’ d forgotten these
brutal trangtions. His clothing is heavy asfur, his skin seems dways damp. He' s under the impression
that he sméllslike bacon fat and soured milk; or perhapsit’ s his bedchamber that smdlsthisway. It
hasn’t been thoroughly cleaned for far too long, nor the sheets changed: no suitable maid-of-al-work has
yet been located, though Mrs. Humphrey details her efforts along these linesto him every morning.
According to her, the departed Dora has been spreading stories around the town — among al the
potentia servant-girls, a least — about how Mrs. Humphrey has not paid her, and is about to be turned
out bag and baggage, on account of having no money; and a so about how the Mgor has run off, which
iseven more disgraceful. So of course, shetells Simon, it stands to reason that no servants wish to take
their chancesin such ahousehold. And she smilesarueful smile,

She herself has been cooking the breakfasts, which they continue to share at her table— her suggestion,
to which he' sagreed, asit would be humiliating for her to haveto carry atray up. Today Simon listensto
her with fretful inattention, toying with hishumid toast, and with his egg that he now takesfried. At least
with afried egg there are no surprises.

Breakfast isdl she can manage; sheis subject to fits of nervous prostration and headache, brought on by



the reaction to shock — or so he assumes, and has told her — and by afternoon isinvariably stretched
out on her bed, with awet cloth pressed to her forehead, giving off astrong smell of camphor. He can’t
let her starve hersdlf to degth, so dthough for the most part he eats his meals at the wretched inn, from
timeto time he attemptsto feed her.

Y esterday he bought a chicken from a rancorous crone in the market, but not until he got it home did he
discover that dthough it had been plucked, it had not been cleaned. He could not face thetask — he'd
never cleaned a chicken beforein hislife— and thought of disposing of the avian corpse. A walk by the
lakeshore, aswift fling of thearm. .. But then he recdled that it was only adissection, after dl, and he'd
dissected worse than chickens; and once he had his scalpel in hand — he' s kept the tools of hisformer
trade with him, in their leather saichel — hewasal right again, and managed a neet incision. After that,
things got worse, but he' d comethrough it dl right by holding his breath. He cooked the chicken by
cutting it into pieces and frying it. Mrs. Humphrey came to the table, saying shefdt alittle better, and ate
agood dedl of it for one so fragile; but when the washing up had to be done she suffered aredapse, and
Smon was|eft to do it himsdlf.

Thekitchen iseven greasier than it was when hefirst entered it. Dust rolls have gathered under the stove,
spidersin the corners, breadcrumbs beside the sink; afamily of beetles has moved into the pantry. Itis
alarming how quickly one descendsinto squaor. Something must be done soon, some dave or lackey
acquired. In addition to the dirt, there is the question of gppearances. He cannot continueto live donein
this house with hislandlady: especidly not such atremulous landlady, and one deserted by her husband.
If it becomes generally known and people begin to talk — no matter how groundless such talk would be
— then hisreputation and professona standing may suffer. Reverend Verringer has madeit plain thet the
enemies of the Reformers will use any means, however base, to discredit their opponents, and in case of
ascandal he' d be given hisdischargein short order.

He could &t least do something about the state of the house, if he could summon the will for it. Inapinch
he could sweep the floors and stairway, and dust the furniture in his own rooms; but there would till be
no hiding the odour of muted disaster, of dow and dispirited decay, that breathes from the limp curtains
and accumulates in the cushions and woodwork. The advent of the summer heat has made it worse. He
remembers with nostalgia the clatter of Dora’ s dustpan; he has gained anew respect for the Doras of this
world, but dthough he longs for such household problems to resolve themselves, he has no idea how this
may be accomplished. Once or twice he' sthought of asking Grace Marks for advice— how amaid
should properly be hired, how a chicken should properly be cleaned — but he has thought better of it.
Hemust retain his position of al-knowing authority in her eyes.

Mrs. Humphrey istalking again; the subject is her gratitude to him, asit ofteniswhile heiseating his
toast. She waits until hismouth isfull, then launchesin. His gaze wanders over her — the paeoval of her
face, her stringent and bloodless hair, her crackling black silk waist, her abrupt white edgings of lace.
Underneath her stiff dress there must be breasts, not starched and corset-shaped, but made of soft flesh,
with nipples; hefinds himsef idly guessing what colour these nippleswould be, in sunlight or elsein
lamplight, and how large. Nipples pink and small like the snouts of animals, of rabbits or mice perhaps; or
the almodgt-red of ripening currants; or the scaly brown of acorn caps. Hisimagination runs, he notes, to
wildwood details, and to things hard or dert. In redity thiswoman does not attract him: such images
arrive unsummoned. His eyesfed squeezed — not a headache yet, but adull pressure. He wondersif
he' srunning alow fever; thismorning he examined histongue in the mirror for telltale blanching and
gpots. A bad tongue looks like cooked ved: greyish white, with ascum onit.

Thelife he' sleading isnot hedthy. His mother isright, he should marry. Marry or burn, as &. Paul says,
or search out the usud remedies. There are houses of ill repute in Kingston, as everywhere, but he cannot
avail himsdf of them ashemight in London or Paris. Thetown istoo smdl and heistoo conspicuous, his



position too precarious, the Governor’ swife too pious, the enemies of Reform too ubiquitous. It'snot
worth the risk, and in any case the houses here are bound to be depressing. Sadly pretentious, with a
provincid ideaof the dluring in their wistfully upholstered furnishings. Too much brocade and fringe. But
aso briskly utilitarian — run on the North American mill-town factory principle of quick processing, and
dedicated to the greatest happiness of the greatest number, no matter how grim and minima the quality of
that happiness may be. Soiled petticoats, whores sunlessflesh pallid as uncooked pastry and smudged
by thethick tarry fingers of sailors; and by those, more manicured, of the occasiona Government
legidator, travelling through, sheepishly incognito.

It'sjust aswell he must avoid these places. Such experiences drain the mental energies.

“Areyouill, Dr. Jordan?" asks Mrs. Humphrey, as she hands him a second cup of tea, which she has
poured for him without being asked. Her eyes are motionless, green, marine, the pupils small and black.
He wakes with a start. Has he been adeegp?

“Y ou were pressing your hand to your forehead,” she says. “ Do you have apain there?’

She hasahabit of materializing outsde his door while he' strying to work, asking if thereisanything he
needs. Sheissolicitous of him, tender amogt, yet there is something cringing about her, asif she' swaiting
for adap, akick, aflat-handed blow, which she knows with dreary fatalism will surely come sooner or
later. But not from him, not from him, he protests silently. He is a mild-tempered man, he has never been
given to outbursts, to rampages and violence. Thereis no news of the Mgjor. He thinks of her naked

feet, shell-thin, exposed and vulnerable, tied together with— where has this come from?— an ordinary
piece of twine. Likeaparcd. If his subthreshold consciousness must indulge in such exotic poses, it ought
to be ableto supply at least asilver chain....

Hedrinksthetea. It tastes of marshes, the roots of bulrushes. Tangled and obscure. He' s had some
intestind problemslately, and has been dosing himself with laudanum; fortunately he has agood supply.
He suspects the water in this house; perhaps hisintermittent digging in the yard has disturbed the well. His
plan of akitchen garden has come to nothing, though he’ sturned over a satisfying amount of mud. After
his days spent wrestling with shadows, hefindsit acuriousrelief to get his handsinto something redl, such
asearth. But it’ s getting too hot for that.

“I must go,” he says, and stlands up, pushing back his chair, wiping his mouth brusquely, making a show
of bustle, dthough in fact he has no gppointment until the afternoon. Usdlessto stay in hisroom, totry to
work; at hisdesk hewill only doze, but with hisearsdert, like adrowsing cat’s, attuned to the sound of
footsteps on the sairs.

He goes out, wanders at random. His body feelsinsubstantial as abladder, emptied of will. Heis carried
aong besde the lakeshore; he squintsinto the immense morning light, passing here and there the solitary
fishermen asthey cast their luresinto the tepid and indolent waves.

Once he' swith Grace, things are alittle better, as he can still delude himsalf by flourishing his own sense
of purpose. Grace at least represents to him some goa or accomplishment. But today, listening to her
low, candid voice — like the voice of achildhood nurse reciting awell-loved story — he dmost goesto
deep; only the sound of hisown pencil hitting the floor pulls him awake. For amoment hethinkshe's
gone desf, or suffered asmall stroke: he can see her lips moving, but he can't interpret any of the words.
Thishowever isonly atrick of consciousness, for he can remember — once he setshismindto it —
everything she’ s been saying.

On the table between them liesasmal and dispirited white turnip, which both of them have so far
ignored.



He must concentrate hisintellectud forces, he can't afford to flag now, giveinto lethargy, lose hold of the
thread he' s been following over the course of these past weeks, for at last they are approaching together
the centre of Grace' s narrative. They are nearing the blank mystery, the area of erasure; they are entering
the forest of amnesia, where things have lost their names. In other words, they are retracing (day by day,
hour by hour) the events which immediately preceded the murders. Anything she says now may bea
clue; any gesture; any twitch. She knows, she knows. She may not know that she knows, but buried
deep within her, the knowledge isthere.

Thetroubleisthat the more she remembers, the more she relates, the more difficulty he himsef is having.
He can't seem to keep track of the pieces. It' sasif she' sdrawing his energy out of him — using hisown
mental forcesto materiaize thefiguresin her story, asthe mediums are said to do during their trances.
Thisisnonsense, of course. He must refuse to indulge such brain-sick fancies. But Hill, therewas
something about aman, in the night: has he missed it? One of those men: McDermoitt, Kinnear. In his
notebook he has pencilled the word whisper, and underlined it three times. Of what had he wished to
remind himsdf?

My dearest Son. | am alarmed that | have not heard from you for so long. Are you perhaps
unwell? Where there are mists and fogs, there are bound to be infections; and | understand that
the situation of Kingston is quite low, with many nearby swamps. One cannot be too careful in a
garrison town, as soldiers and sailors are promiscuousin their habits. | hope you will take the
precaution of keeping indoors as much as possible during this intense heat, and not going out in
the sun.

Mrs. Henry Cartwright has purchased one of the new domestic Sewing Machines, for the use of
her servants; and Miss Faith Cartwright was so intrigued by it, that she hastried it herself, and
was able to hem a petticoat with it, in very little time; which she most thoughtfully brought over
yesterday, so that | might see the stitching, as she knows | am interested in the modern inventions,
The Machine works tolerably well, though there is room for improvement — snarls of thread
occur more often than is desirable, and must be cut or untangled — but such devices are never
perfected at first; and Mrs. Cartwright says that her husband is of the opinion, that the sharesin
the company which manufactures these machines, would prove a most sound investment over
time. He is a most affectionate and considerate Father, and has given much study to the future
welfare of his daughter, who is his only surviving Child.

But | will not bore you with talk of money, as | know you find it tedious; although, dear Son, it
does keep the larder supplied, and is the means for coming by those small comforts, which make
the difference between a threadbare existence, and a life of modest ease; and as your dear Father
used to say, it is a substance which does not grow on trees....

Timeisnot running at itsusud unvarying pace: it makes odd lurches. Now, too quickly, it'sevening.
Simon stsat hisdesk, the notebook open before him, and stares stupidly out through the darkening
sguare of window. The hot sunset has faded, leaving a purple smear; the air outside vibrates with insect
whines and amphibious peepings. His entire body feds swollen, like wood in rain. From the lawn comes
ascent of withering lilacs— a singed smdll, like sunburned skin. Tomorrow is Tuesday, the day when he
must address the Governor’ swife slittle salon, as promised. What can he possibly say? He must jot
down afew notes, organize some sort of coherent presentation. But it’ sno use; he can’t accomplish
anything of importance, not tonight. He can't think.

Moths beat against the lamp. He sets aside the question of the Tuesday mesting, and turnsinstead to his
unfinished letter. My dear Mother. My health continues excellent. Thank you for sending the
embroidered watch-case made for you by Miss Cartwright; 1 am surprised you were willing to



part with it, even though as you say it istoo large for your own watch; and it is certainly
exquisite. | expect to finish my work here quite soon....

Liesand evasons on hisside, and on hers, plottings and enticements. What does he care about Miss
Faith Cartwright and her endless and infernal needlework? Every letter his mother sends him contains
news of yet more knitting, stitching, and tedious crocheting. The Cartwright household must by thistime
be covered dl over — every table, chair, lamp, and piano — with acres of tassdl and fringe, awoolwork
flower heavily abloom in every nook of it. Does his mother redlly believe that he can be charmed by such
avison of himsdf — married to Faith Cartwright and imprisoned in an armchair by thefire, frozenina
kind of paralyzed stupor, with his dear wife winding him up gradudly in coloured silk threadslikea
cocoon, or like afly snarled in the web of aspider?

He crumplesthe page, dropsit onto the floor. He will write adifferent letter. My dear Edward. | trust
you are in good health; | myself am still in Kingston, where | continue to... But continue to what?
What exactly is he doing here? He can’'t sustain his usud jaunty tone. What can he write to Edward, what
trophy or prize can he show? What clue, even? His hands are empty; he has discovered nothing. He has
been travelling blindly, whether forward he cannot say, without learning anything except that he has not
yet learned anything, unless he counts the extent of his own ignorance; like those who have searched
fruitlesdy for the source of the Nile. Like them, he must take into account the possibility of defeat.
Hopeless dispatches, scrawled on pieces of bark, sent out in cleft sticks from the swallowing jungle.
Suffering from malaria. Bitten by snake. Send more medicine. The maps are wrong. He has nothing
postiveto relae.

Inthe morning he will fed better. Hewill collect himsalf. When it is cooler. For the moment, he goesto
bed. In his earsthere sasmmering of insects. The damp heat settles down on hisface like ahand, and
his consciousness flares up for amoment — what isit heis on the verge of remembering? — then gutters
out.

Suddenly he starts awake. There' slight in the room, acandle, floating in the doorway. Behind it a
glimmering figure: hislandlady, in awhite gown, a pae shawl wrapped around her. In the candllight her
long loose hair looks grey.

He pullsthe sheet up over him; heis not wearing anightshirt. “What isit?” he says. He must sound angry,
but in fact he' sfrightened. Not of her, surely; but what the Devil is she doing in his bedroom? In future he
must lock the door.

“Dr. Jordan, | am so sorry to disturb you,” she says, “but | heard anoise. Asif of someone attempting to
break in through awindow. | was aarmed.”

There sno trembling in her voice, no quavering. The woman has avery cool nerve. Hetels her he will
come downstairs with her in aminute, and check thelocks and shutters; he asks her to wait in the front
room. He fumblesinto his dressing-gown, which sticksimmediatdly to hismoist skin, and shuffles through
the darkness towards the door.

This must stop, hetdlshimsdf. This can’t go on. But nothing has been going on, and therefore nothing
can stop.

Chapter 33

It sthe middle of the night, but time keegps going on, and it aso goes round and around, like the sun and
the moon on thetal clock in the parlour. Soon it will be daybreak. Soon the day will break. | can’t stop
it from breaking in the same way it ways does, and then from lying there broken; ways the same day,
which comes around again like clockwork. It begins with the day before the day before, and then the day



before, and then it sthe day itself. A Saturday. The breaking day. The day the butcher comes.

What should | tell Dr. Jordan about this day? Because now we are dmost there. | can remember what |
said when arrested, and what Mr. MacKenzie the lawyer said | should say, and what | did not say even
to him; and what | said at the trial, and what | said afterwards, which was different aswell. And what
McDermott said | said, and what the others said | must have said, for there are aways those that will
supply you with speeches of their own, and put them right into your mouth for you too; and that sort are
like the magicians who can throw their voice, at fairs and shows, and you are just their wooden doll. And
that’ swhat it waslike at thetrid, | was there in the box of the dock but | might aswell have been made
of cloth, and stuffed, with achinahead; and | was shut up insde that doll of myself, and my true voice
could not get out.

| said that | remembered some of thethings| did. But there are other thingsthey said | did, which | said |
could not remember at all.

Did hesay, | saw you outside at night, in your nightgown, in the moonlight? Did he say, Who were you
looking for? Wasit aman? Did he say, | pay good wages but | want good service in return? Did he say,
do not worry, I will not tell your mistress, it will be our secret? Did he say, Y ou areagood girl?

He might have said that. Or | might have been adeep.

Did she say, Don't think | don’t know what you' ve been up to? Did she say, | will pay you your wages
on Saturday and then you can be gone out of here, and that will be the end of it and good riddance?

Yes. Shedid say that.

Was| crouching behind the kitchen door after that, crying? Did hetake mein hisarms? Did | et him do
it? Did he say Grace, why are you crying? Did | say | wished she was dead?

Oh no. Surely | did not say that. Or not out loud. And | did not really wish her dead. | only wished her
€lsawhere, which was the same thing she wished for me.

Did | push him away? Did he say | will soon make you think better of me? Did he say | will tell you a
secret if you promiseto keep it? And if you do not, your life will not be worth a straw.

It might have happened.

I”’m trying to remember what Mr. Kinnear looked like, so | can tell Dr. Jordan about him. He was dways
kind to me, or so | will say. But | can’t rightly remember. Thetruth isthat despite everything | once
thought about him, he has faded; he' s been fading year by year, like a dress washed over and over, and
now what isleft of him? A faint pattern. A button or two. Sometimes a voice; but no eyes, no mouth.
What did heredly look like, when he was in the flesh? Nobody wrote it down, not evenin the
newspapers, they told al about McDermott, and about me aswell, and our looks and appearance, but
not about Mr. Kinnear, because it is more important to be a murderess than the one murdered, you are
more stared at then; and now he' sgone. | think of him adeep and dreaming in hisbed, in the morning
when | bring in histea, with hisface hidden by the tumbled sheet. In the darkness here | can see other
things, but | can't seehimat all.

| tell over his pieces, counting. The gold snuffbox, the telescope, the pocket-compass, the pen-knife; the
gold watch, the silver spoonsthat | polished, the candlesticks with the family crest. | Live In Hope. The
tartan vest. | don’t know where they have gone.

I’m lying on the hard and narrow bed, on the mattress made of coarseticking, which iswhet they cal the



covering of amattress, though why do they cdl it that asit isnot aclock. The mattressisfilled with dry
straw that crackleslike afirewhen | turn over, and when | shift it whispersto me, hush hush. It's dark
asastonein thisroom, and hot as aroasting heart; if you stare into the darkness with your eyes open you
are sure to see something after atime. | hopeit will not be flowers. But thisisthe timethey liketo grow,
the red flowers, the shining red peonieswhich are like satin, which are like splashes of paint. The soil for
them isemptiness, it is empty space and silence. | whisper, Talk to me; because | would rather have
talking than the dow gardening that takes place in silence, with the red satin petal s dripping down the
wadl.

| think | deep.

I’m in the back passage, feding my way aong thewall. | can scarcely see the wallpaper; it used to be
green. Here are the stairs going up, hereisthe bannister. The bedroom door is half open, and | can listen.
Barefeet on the red-flower carpet. I know you' re hiding from me, come out a once or I'll haveto find
you and catch you, and when I’ ve got hold of you, then who knowswhat | will do.

I’'m keeping very ill behind the door, | can hear my own heart. Oh no, oh no, oh no.

Herel come, | am coming now. Y ou never obey me, you never do what | say, you dirty girl. Now you
will have to be punished.

It isnot my fault. What can | do now, where can | turn?

Y ou must unlock the door, you must open the window, you must let mein.
Ohlook, ohlook at al the spilt petals, what have you done?

| think | deep.

I’'m outside, at night. There are the trees, there is the pathway, and the snake fence with haf amoon
shining, and my bare feet on the gravel. But when | come around to the front of the house, the sunisjust
going down; and the white pillars of the house are pink, and the white peonies are glowing red in the
fading light. My hands are numb, | can't fed the ends of my fingers. There sthe smdll of fresh meet,
coming up from the ground and &l around, athough | told the butcher we wanted none.

On the palm of my hand there' sadisaster. | must have been born withit. | carry it with mewherever |
go. When he touched me, the bad luck came off on him.

| think | deep.

| wake up a cock crow and | know wherel am. I’'minthe parlour. I'minthe scullery. I'minthecdlar.
I’'minmy cell, under the coarse prison blanket, which | likely hemmed mysdf. We make everything we
wear or use here, awake or adeep; so | have made thisbed, and now | am lyinginit.

It ismorning, and time to get up; and today | must go on with the story. Or the story must go on with me,
carrying meingdeit, dong the track it must travel, straight to the end, weeping like atrain and deaf and
sngle-eyed and locked tight shut; although | hurl mysdlf against the wals of it and scream and cry, and
beg to God himsdlf to let me out.

When you areinthemiddle of agtory it isn't astory at dl, but only aconfuson; adark roaring, a
blindness, awreckage of shattered glass and splintered wood; like ahousein awhirlwind, or ese aboat
crushed by the icebergs or swept over the rapids, and all aboard powerlessto stop it. It'sonly
afterwardsthat it becomes anything like astory a al. When you aretdling it, to yourself or to someone
dse



Chapter 34

From the Governor’ swife, Simon accepts a cup of tea. He doesn’t much like tea, but considersit a
socid duty to drink it in this country; and to greet al jokes about the Boston Tea Party, of which there
have been too many, with an aoof but indulgent smile.

Hisindisposition appears to have passed. Today he' sfedling better, although in need of deep. HE's
managed to get through hislittle talk to the Tuesday group, and feds he' s acquitted himself well enough.
He began with apleafor the reform of mental asylums, too many of which remain the dens of squaor and
iniquity they’ d been in the last century. Thiswaswell received. He then continued with some remarks
about theintellectud turmoail inthisfied of study, and about the contending school s of thought amongst
dienids

Firg he dedlt with the Material school. Such practitioners held that mental disturbances were organicin
origin— due, for ingtance, to lesons of the nerves and brain, or hereditary conditions of a definable kind,
such as epilepsy; or to catching diseases, including those that are sexually transmitted — hewas dlliptical
here, considering the presence of ladies, but everyone knew what he meant. Next he described the
approach of the Menta school, which believed in causes that were much harder to isolate. How to
measure the effects of shock, for example? How to diagnose amnesias with no discernible physical
manifestation, or certain inexplicable and radical dterations of the persondity? What, he asked them, was
the role played by the Will, and what by the Soul? Here Mrs. Quennell leaned forward, only to lean back
when he said he did not know.

Next he proceeded to the many new discoveries which were being made — Dr. Laycock’ s bromide
therapy for epileptics, for example, which should put paid to agreat many erroneous beliefs and
superdtitions; the investigation of the structure of the brain; the use of drugsin both the induction and the
dleviation of halucinations of various sorts. Pioneer work was congtantly going forward; here he would
like to mention the courageous Dr. Charcot of Paris, who had recently dedicated himsdlf to the study of
hysterics, and the investigation of dreams as akey to diagnosis, and their relation to amnesia, to which he
himsdlf hoped in time to make amodest contribution. All of these theorieswerein the early stages of their
development, but much might soon be expected of them. Asthe eminent French philosopher and scientist
Maine de Biran had said, there was an inner New World to be discovered, for which one must “plunge
into the subterranean caverns of the soul.”

The nineteenth century, he concluded, would be to the study of Mind what the eighteenth had been to the
study of Matter — an Age of Enlightenment. He was proud to be part of such amgjor advancein
knowledge, if only inavery smal and humble way.

Hewished it was not so damnably hot and humid. He was drenched by the time he concluded, and is ill
conscious of amarshy smell, which comesfrom hishands. It must be the digging; he' d done another spell
of it thismorning, before the heat of the day.

The Tuesday group applauded politdy, and Reverend Verringer thanked him. Dr. Jordan, he said, was
to be congratulated upon the edifying remarks with which he had honoured them today. He had given
them al agreat ded to think about. The Universe wasindeed a mysterious place, but God had blessed
man with amind, the better to understand whatever mysteries were truly within his comprehension. He
implied that there were others, which weren't. This seemed to please everyone.

Afterwards, Smon was thanked individually. Mrs. Quenndll told him he' d spoken with heartfelt
senghility, which made him fed dightly guilty, ashischief god had been to get the occasion over with as
quickly aspossible. Lydia, very fetching in acrisp and rustling summer ensemble, was bregthlessin her
praise, and as admiring as any man might wish; but he could not shake the notion that she hadn’t redlly



understood asingle word he'd said.

“Most intriguing,” says Jerome DuPont now, at Simon’ s elbow. “I notice you said nothing about
progtitution, which, dong with drink, is surely one of the mgor socid ills afflicting our age.”

“I did not wishto bringitin,” says Smon, “congdering the company.”

“Naturaly enough. | would be interested in your opinion of the view held by some of our European
colleagues, that the penchant for it isaform of insanity. They link it to hysteriaand neurasthenia.”

“I amawareof it,” says Simon, smiling. In his student days, he used to argue that if awoman has no other
course open to her but starvation, prostitution, or throwing hersdlf from a bridge, then surely the
progtitute, who has shown the most tenacious instinct for self-preservation, should be considered stronger
and saner than her frailer and no longer living sisters. One couldn’'t have it both ways, he' d point out: if
women are seduced and abandoned they’ re supposed to go mad, but if they survive, and seduce in their
turn, then they were mad to begin with. He' d said that it seemed to him a dubious piece of reasoning;
which got him the reputation either of acynic or of apuritanica hypocrite, depending on his audience.

“I mysdlf,” says Dr. DuPont, “tend to place progtitution in the same class as the homicidal and religious
manias, al may be considered, perhaps, as an impulse to play-act which has run out of control. Such
things have been observed in the theatre, among actors who claim that they become the character they
are acting. Femae opera singers are especidly pronetoit. There' saLuciaon record who actualy did
kill her lover.”

“It' san interesting possibility,” says Simon.

“Y ou do not commit yourself,” says Dr. DuPont, gazing at Simon with hisdark, lustrous eyes. “But you
will go so far asto admit that women in general have amore fragile nervous organization, and
consequently agreater suggestibility?’

“Perhaps” says Simon. “ Certainly it isgeneraly believed.”

“It makes them, for instance, agood dedl easier to hypnotize.”

Ah, thinks Simon. Each to his own hobby-horse. Now he’ sgetting to it.

“How isyour fair patient, if | may cal her that?’ says Dr. DuPont. “ Are you making progress?’

“Nothing definitive yet,” says Simon. “There are severa possible lines of enquiry which | hopeto follow
up.”

“I would be honoured if you would permit meto try my own method. Just asasort of experiment; a
demondration, if you like”

“l amat acrucia point,” says Simon. He doesn’t wish to appear rude, but he does not want this man
interfering. Graceishisterritory; he must repe poachers. “It might upset her, and undo weeks of careful

preparation.”

“At your convenience,” says Dr. DuPont. “I expect to remain here for another month at least. | should be
pleased to be of help.”

“Y ou are staying with Mrs. Quennell, | believe,” says Smon.

“A most generous hogtess. But infatuated with the Spiritudists, as are many these days. An entirely



groundless system, | assure you. But then, the bereaved are so easily imposed upon.”

Simon refrains from saying that he doesn’t need any assurance. “Y ou have attended some of her...her
evenings— should | cal them’ séances?’

“Oneor two. | am, after dl, aguest; and the delusonsinvolved are of consderable interest, to the clinica
enquirer. But sheisfar from closing her mind to science, and is even prepared to fund legitimate
research.”

“Ah,” says Simon.

“Shewould like me to attempt a session of Neuro-hypnosis, with MissMarks,” says Dr. DuPont
blandly. *“On behaf of the Committee. Y ou would have no objection?’

Cursethem dl, thinks Simon. They must be getting impatient with me; they think | am taking too long. But
if they meddie too much, they will upset the apple cart, and ruin everything. Why can't they leave meto
my own devices?

Today isthe Tuesday meseting, and as Dr. Jordan is speaking at it | did not see him in the afternoon, since
he had to prepare. The Governor’ swife asked if | could be spared for alittle extratime, asthey were
short hands and she would like me to hel p with the refreshments, as| have often done. Of courseit wasa
request in form only, as Matron had to say yes, and did so; and | was to take my supper in the kitchen
after, just like ared servant, asthe supper at the Penitentiary would be over by thetime | got back. |

was looking forward to it, asit would be like the old times, when | was free to come and go, and there
was more variety in my days, and such treatsto look forward to.

| knew however that I’ d have to put up with some dights, and hard looks, and spiteful remarks asto my
character. Not from Clarrie, who has dways been afriend to me athough a silent one, and not from
Cook, who is used to me by now. But one of the upstairs maids resents me, as| have been in this house
longer, and know itsways, and enjoy the confidence of Miss Lydiaand Miss Marianne, which she does
not; and sheisbound to make some dlusion to murders, or strangling, or some such distasteful thing.
Also thereis Dora, who has been coming in to help in the laundry, but not permanent and only paid by
the hour. Sheisalarge person with strong arms, and useful for the carrying of the heavy baskets of wet
sheets, but untrustworthy, as sheisadwaystelling tales of her former mistress and master, who she says
never paid what they owed her, and carried on in scandal ous way's besides, with him so far gone with
drink he was no better than an imbecile, and blacked hiswife' s eye for her more than once; and her
taking sick at the drop of a hat, and Dorawouldn’t be surprised to find there was drink at the bottom of
her vapours and headaches, aswell.

But although Dora says al these things, she has accepted to go back there, and to be the
maid-of-all-work again, and indeed has dready begun; and when Cook asked her why shewould doit,
considering they are such disreputable people, she gave awink and said that money talks, and loudly too;
and that the young doctor who boards there has paid out her back wages, and begged almost upon his
bended knee to have her back, as no one e se was to be found. And heisaman who likes his peace and
quiet and for thingsto be clean and tidy, and iswilling to pay for it, dthough the landlady cannot, her
husband having run off on her, so that now she was no more than a grass widow, and a pauper at that.
And Dora said shewon't take orders from her any more, as she was aways a carping and peevish
mistress, but only from Dr. Jordan, as he who pays the piper calsthe tune.

Not that heis up to any good ether, she says, having the air of a poisoner about him, as so many doctors
do have, with their bottles and potions and pills, and she thanks the good Lord every day that sheisn't a
rich old lady under his care, or she would not be long for thisworld; and he has a strange habit of digging



in the garden, dthough it is now much too late to plant anything, but he goesat it like a sexton, and has
turned over dmost the whole of the yard, nonetheless; and then it’s her who has to sweep up the mud he
tracksin, and scrub the dirt out of his shirtsin the wash, and heat up the water for his bath.

| was astonished to redlize that this Dr. Jordan she was talking about was the same one asmy Dr.
Jordan; but | was curious aswell, for | hadn’t known al those things about his landlady, or indeed
anything about her at al. So | asked Dora, what sort of awoman was she, and Dora said, Skinny asa
rail and pale asacorpse, with long hair so yellow it was dmaost white, but despite that and her fine-lady
way's, ho better than she should be, dthough Doradid not yet have proof of it; but this Mrs. Humphrey
had awild rolling to the eye, and atwitchy manner, and those two things together dways meant warm
work behind closed doors; and that Dr. Jordan should watch himself, because if ever shesaw a
determination to get aman’ strousers off him, it wastherein the eyes of Mrs. Humphrey; and they took
breskfast together every morning now, which to her mind was unnatura. Which | thought was coarse, at
least the part about the trousers.

And | think to mysdlf, if that iswhat she says about those she works for, behind their backs, then, Grace,
what will she say of you?| catch her looking me over with her small pink eyes, and devising what
sensationa tales shewill tell her friendsif any, about taking her teawith a celebrated murderess, who
ought by rightsto have been strung up long since, and cut into dabs by the doctors, like butchers dressing
acarcass, and what was | eft of me after they’ d finished done up into abundle, just like a suet pudding,
and |eft to moulder in adishonoured grave, with nothing growing on it but thistles and nettles.

But | am al for keeping the peace, and so | say nothing. For if | wasto get into afight with her, | know
sure enough who would be blamed.

We had ordersto keep our ears open for the end of the meeting, which would be signalled by applause,
and a speech to thank Dr. Jordan for his edifying remarks, which iswhat they say to everyone who
speaks on these occasions; and that would be our signal to bring up the refreshments; and so one of the
maidswastold to listen at the parlour door. Down she came after awhile, and said the thanks were
being given; and so we counted to twenty, and then sent up thefirst urn of tea, and the first trays of
cakes. | was kept bel ow, cutting up the pound cake, and arranging it on around platter, for which the
Governor’ swife had given ingructions that there was to be arose or two in the centre; and very niceit
looked. Then word came down that | wasto bring in that particular plate mysdlf, which | found odd; but
| tidied my hair and carried the pound cake up the stairs, and in through the parlour door, expecting no
harm.

There amongst the others was Mrs. Quennell with her hair like a powder puff, wearing pink mudin, which
was far too young for her; and the Governor’ swife in grey; and Reverend Verringer looking down his
nose as usua; and Dr. Jordan, somewhat wan and limp, asif histalk had worn him out; and MissLydia,
inthedress|’d helped her with, and pretty as a picture she was.

But who should | see, looking straight at me with alittle smile, but Jeremiah the peddier! He was
considerably trimmed asto hair and beard, and got up like agentleman, in abeautifully cut sand-coloured
auit, with agold watch-chain across the vest; and holding a cup of teain the best mincing gentleman’s
manner, just as he used to do when imitating the same, in the kitchen at Mrs. Alderman Parkinson's; but
I’d have known him anywhere.

| was so taken aback that | gave alittle shriek, and then stood stock-till, with my mouth open like a
haddock, and amost dropped the plate; and indeed severd pieces of the pound cake did off it onto the
floor, and the roses aswell. But not before Jeremiah had set down his cup, and laid hisforefinger
aongsde hisnose, asif scratching it; which | don't believe anyone saw, asthey weredl looking at me;
by which gesture of his| knew that | wasto button my lip, and not say anything, or give him away.



So | did not, but excused myself for dropping the cake, and set the platter on the side table, and knelt
down to retrieve the spilt cake into my apron. But the Governor’ swife said, Never mind that at present,
Grace, | wish to introduce you to someone. And she took me by the arm, and led me forward. Thisis
Dr. Jerome DuPont, she said, he is anoted medical practitioner, and Jeremiah nodded to me, and said,
How do you do, MissMarks. | was still confused, but managed to keep my composure; the Governor’s
wife saying to him, Sheis often Startled by strangers. And to me, Dr. DuPont isafriend, he will not hurt
youl.

At which | nearly laughed out loud, but instead said, Y es, Ma am, and looked down at the floor. She
must have feared arepetition of that other time, when the head-measuring doctor came here, and |
screamed SO much. But she need not have worried.

| must look into her eyes, said Jeremiah. It is often an indication as to whether or not the procedure will
be efficacious. And he lifted my chin, and we gazed at each other. Very good, he said, dl solemn and
sedate, just asif hewaswhat he pretended to be; and | had to admire him. Then he said, Grace, have
you ever been hypnotized? And he kept hold of my chin for amoment, to steady me, and give metimeto
control mysdf.

| should certainly hope not, Sir, | said, with some indignation. | do not even know rightly what it is.

Itisan entirely scientific procedure, he said. Would you bewilling to try it?If it would help your friends,
and the Committee. If it is decided by them that you should. And he gave my chin alittle squeeze, and
moved his eyes up and down very quickly, to signal to methat | should say yes.

| will do anything within my power, Sir, | said; if that iswhat iswanted.

Good, good, he said, just as pompous asarea doctor. But in order for it to be successful, you must
repose your trust in me. Do you think you can do that, Grace?

Reverend Verringer and Miss Lydia, and Mrs. Quennd |l and the Governor’ swife, were al beaming at
me with encouragement. | will try, Sir, | said.

Then Dr. Jordan stepped up, and said he thought I’ d had enough excitement for one day, and care must
be taken of my nerves, asthey were delicate and must not be damaged; and Jeremiah said, Of course, of
course. But he looked well pleased with himself. And although | have an esteem for Dr. Jordan, and he
has been kind to me, | thought he looked a poor fish beside Jeremiah, likeaman at afair who'shad his
pocket picked, but does not yet know it.

Asfor me, | could have laughed with glee; for Jeremiah had done a conjuring trick, assurely asif he'd
pulled acoin from my ear, or made believeto swallow afork; and just as he used to do such tricksin full
view, with everyone looking on but unable to detect him, he had done the same here, and made a pact
with me under their very eyes, and they were nonethe wiser.

But then | recalled that he' d once travelled about as aMesmerist, and done medical clairvoyance &t fairs,
and redlly did know the arts of such things, and might put meinto atrance. And that brought me up short,
and gave me pause to consder.

Chapter 35

“It isnot the question of your guilt or innocence that concernsme,” says Simon. “1 am adoctor, not a
judge. I smply wish to know what you yourself can actualy remember.”

They have come at last to the murders. He s reviewed dl the documents at his disposal — the accounts



of thetria, the opinions of the newspapers, the Confessions, even Mrs. Moodi€ s overblown rendition.
Heisfully prepared, and also tense: how he conducts himself today will determine whether Grace will at
last crack open, revealing her hoarded treasures, or whether she will instead take fright and hide, and
shut hersdf up likeaclam.

What he' s brought with him today is not avegetable. Instead it' sa slver candlestick, supplied by
Reverend Verringer, and smilar — he hopes— to the type used in the Kinnear household, and
purloined by James McDermott. He hasn't yet produced it; it’ sin awicker basket — a shopping basket,
actualy, borrowed from Dora— which he has placed unobtrusively by the side of hischair. Heisn't
entirdy surewhat he plansto do withiit.

Grace continues her stitching. She does not ook up. “Nobody has cared about that before, Sir,” she
says. “They told mel must belying; they kept wanting to know more. Except for Mr. Kenneth
MacKenziethe lawyer. But | am sure that even he did not believe me.”

“I will believeyou,” says Simon. It is, heredlizes, afairly large undertaking.

Grace tightens her mouth alittle, frowns, says nothing. He plungesin. “Mr. Kinnesr |&ft for the city on the
Thursday, did he not?’

“Yes, Sir,” says Grace.
“ At three 0’ clock? On horseback?”’

“That wasthe exact time, Sir. Hewas to be back on the Saturday. | was outside, sprinkling the linen
handkerchiefslaid out in the sun to bleach. McDermott brought the horse round for him. Mr. Kinnear
was riding Charley, as the wagon was down in the village getting afresh coat of paint put onit.”

“Did he say anything to you at that time?’
“Hesaid, "Here syour favourite beau, Grace, come and kiss him goodbye.””
“Meaning James M cDermott? But McDermott was not going anywhere,” says Simon.

Gracelooks up at him with ablank expression which verges on contempt. “He meant the horse, Sir. He
knew | was very fond of Charley.”

“And what did you do?’

“I went over and stroked Charley, Sir, on the nose. But Nancy was watching from the winter kitchen
door, and she' d heard what he said, and did not likeit. Nor did McDermott. But there wasno harmiiniit.
Mr. Kinnear only enjoyed atease.”

Simon takes adeep breath. “Had Mr. Kinnear ever made improper advancesto you, Grace?’

Shelooks at him again; thistime there safaint smile. “1 don’t know what you mean by improper, Sir. He
never used foul languageto me.”

“Did he ever touch you? Did he take liberties?’
“Only what wasusud, Sir.”

“Usud?’ says Simon. Heis baffled. He does not know how to say what he means, without being too
explicit: Grace has astrong dash of prudein her.



“With aservant, Sir. He was akind enough master,” says Grace primly. “And liberd when hewished to
m”

Simon lets hisimpatience get the better of him. What does she mean? s she saying she got paid for
favours?*“Did he put hishandsinside your clothing?’ he says. “Were you lying down?’

Grace stands up. “1 have heard enough of that kind of talk,” she says. “1 do not have to stay here. You
arejus like them at the Asylum, and the prison chaplains, and Dr. Bannerling and hisfilthy idead”

Simon finds himsdf gpologizing to her, and no wiser into the bargain. “Please St down,” he says, when
she has been soothed. “L et us go back to the chain of events. Mr. Kinnear rode away at three o' clock
on Thursday. Then what happened?’

“Nancy said we was both to leave after the next day, and she had the money to pay us. She said that Mr.
Kinnear wasin agreement with her.”

“Didyou bdieve that?’
“Asregards McDermott, | did. But not asregards mysdlf.”
“Not yoursdf?" says Simon.

“Shewas afraid that Mr. Kinnear would cometo like me better than her. Asl’ve said, Sir, shewasin the
family way, and it often happenslike that with aman; they’ Il change from awoman in that condition to
onewho isnot, and it’s the same with cows and horses; and if that happened, she’ d be out on the road,
her and her bastard. It was plain she wanted me out of the way, and gone before Mr. Kinnear came
home. | don't believe he knew athing about it.”

“What did you do then, Grace?’

“I cried, Sir. Inthe kitchen. | did not want to leave, and | had no new situation to go to. It had been so
sudden, I'd had no time to seek for one. And | was afraid she would not pay me after al, and send me
off with no reference, and then what would | do? And McDermott feared the same.”

“And then?’ says Simon, when she does not continue.

“It was at thistime, Sir, that McDermott said he had a secret, and | promised not to tell; and you know,
Sir, that once having promised such athing, | was bound by it. Then he said he was going to kill Nancy
with the axe, and strangle her aswell, and shoot Mr. Kinnear when he came back, and take the
vauables, and | wasto help him, and go with him, if | knew what was good for me, as otherwise | would
be blamed for dl. If | hadn't been so upset | would have laughed at him, but | did not; and to tell you the
truth, we' d both had a glass or two of Mr. Kinnear’ swhisky, which we saw no reason not to help
ourselves, seeing as we were to be turned away in any case. Nancy was over to the Wrights', and so we
hed afree hand.”

“Did you believe McDermott would do ashe said?’

“Not atogether, Sir. On the one hand, | thought he was just bragging, about what a fine man he was and
what he could do, which was athing he was prone to when drunk; and my father was the same way. But
at the same time he seemed in earnest, and | was afraid of him; and | had astrong fedling asif it was
fated, and it couldn’t be avoided, no matter what | did.”

“Y ou did not warn anyone? Nancy hersdf, when she came back from her vist?’



“Why would she have believed me, Sir?” says Grace. “1t would have sounded too stupid, if | said it out
loud. Shewould think | was getting back at her, because she told meto leave; or that it was a servants
quarrd, and | was paying back McDermott. There was only my word for it, which he could easily deny,
and say | was nothing but asilly hystericd girl. At the sametime, if McDermott really meant it he might
have killed the both of us right there and then; and | did not want to be killed. The best | could do wasto
try to delay him until Mr. Kinnear got back. At first he said he was going to do it that very night, and |
persuaded him not to.”

“How did you manageto do that?’ says Simon.

“| said that if Nancy waskilled on the Thursday, that would mean awhole day and ahdf of having to
account for her whereabouts to anyone who might enquire. Wheressif heleft it till later, there would be
less suspicion aroused.”

“| seg)” saysSimon. “Very senshble”

“Please don't makefun of me, Sir,” says Grace with dignity. “It isvery distressng to me, and doubly so
considering what | am being asked to remember.”

Simon says hedidn’t mean it that way. He seemsto be spending alot of time apologizing to her. “And
what happened then?’” he asks, trying to sound kind, and not too eager.

“Then Nancy came back from her vigit, and was quite cheerful. It was always her way, after she’ d been
in atemper, to pretend asif nothing had happened and we were dl the best of friends; at least when Mr.
Kinnear was not present. So she acted asif she hadn’t told usto leave, or given us any hard words, and
all went on as usud. We had supper together in the kitchen, cold ham, and potatoes made into a salad,
with chives from the garden, the three of us; and she laughed and chattered. McDermott was sullen and
slent, but that was no change; and then Nancy and | went to bed together, as was aways the case when
Mr. Kinnear was away, on account of her fear of burglars, and she suspected nothing. But | made very
sure the bedchamber door was locked.”

“Why wasthat?’

“Asl’'vesad, | dwayslock the door when | deep. But aso, McDermott had some foolish notion of
creeping about the house at night with the axe. He wanted to kill Nancy while adeep. | said he should not
do that, as he might hit me by mistake; but it was hard to convince him. He said he didn’t want her
looking & himwhen hedidit.”

“I can understand that,” says Simon drily. “ And then what happened?’

“Oh, the Friday began right asrain, to the outward eye, Sir. Nancy was very gay and light-hearted, and
did not scold at dl, or not as much as usud; and even McDermott was less sullen, in the morning, as|
told him if he went around with such a hangdog face then Nancy was sure to suspect he was up to no
good.

“Inthe middle of the afternoon young Jamie Walsh came over with hisflute, as Nancy had asked him to.
She said that as Mr. Kinnear was away we would al have aparty, to celebrate. What wasto be
celebrated | am not sure; but in her good mood Nancy was very lively, and liked a song and dance. We
had afine supper, with cold roast chicken, and beer to wash it down; and then Nancy told Jamieto play
for us, and he asked meif there was atune | would especidly wish to have, and was very attentive and
kind to me, which McDermott did not like, and told him to stop making sheep’ seyesat me, asit was
enough to turn the stomach; and poor Jamie flushed bright red. Then Nancy told McDermott not to tease
the boy, and couldn’t he remember being young once himself; and she told Jamie he would grow up



handsome, she could waystell athing like that — much handsomer than McDermott with his scowling
and pouting, and in any case handsome is as handsome does; and McDermott threw her alook of pure
hate, which she affected not to see. Then she sent me down into the cellar to get more whisky, as by that
time we had emptied the decanters upgtairs.

“Then we laughed and sang; or Nancy laughed and sang, and | joined in. We sang The Rose of Tralee,
and | remembered Mary Whitney, and wished very much that she was there, as she would know what to
do, and would help me out of my difficulties. McDermott would not sing, asthe dark mood was on him;
nor would he dance when Nancy urged him, and said now was his chance to make good his boasts
about what a nimble dancer he was. She wanted us all to part friends, but he was having none of that.

“After atimethe lifewent out of the party. Jamie said hewastired of playing, and Nancy said it wastime
for bed; and McDermott said he would walk Jamie back to his own house, acrossthefields, | suppose
to make sure he waswell and truly gone. But by the time McDermott was come back, Nancy and | were
upstairs already, in Mr. Kinnear’ sroom, with the door locked.”

“Mr. Kinnear’ sroom?’ says Simon.

“It was Nancy'sidea,” says Grace. “ She said his bed was bigger, and cooler in the hot weather, and |
had a habit of kicking in my deep; and in any case Mr. Kinnear would not find it out, asit was uswho
made up the beds, not him; and even if he did discover it, hewould not care, but would no doubt like the
idea of two serving-maidsin hisbed at once. She had drunk several glasses of whisky, and wastaking
recklesdy.

“And | did warn Nancy, after al, Sir. While shewas brushing out her hair, | said, McDermott wantsto
kill you. Shelaughed, and said, | expect he does. | would not mind killing him, either. Thereisno love
lost between us. Heisin earnest, | said. Heisnever in earnest about anything, she said lightly. Heis
aways bragging and boadting, and itisdl just air.

“So then | knew there was nothing | could do, to save her.

“Once shewasin the bed, shefell adeep a once. | sat brushing out my own hair, in thelight of asingle
candle, with the naked woman in the picture looking out at me, the one who was taking a bath outdoors,
and the other one with the peacock feathers; and they were both smiling a me, inaway | did not like.”

“That night Mary Whitney appeared to mein adream. It was not the first time; she’d come before, but
never to say anything; she would be hanging up the wash and laughing, or paring an gpple, or hiding
behind asheet on theline up in the attic, which were al things she used to do before her trouble came;
and when | dreamt about her in that way | would wake up comforted, asif shewas till dive and happy.

“But those were scenes of the past. Thistime she wasin the room with me, the very room where | was,

which was Mr. Kinnear’ s bedchamber. She was standing beside the bed in her nightdress, with her hair
down, as when she was buried; and on the left Side of her body | could see her heart, bright red through
the white of her dress. But then | saw it was not a heart after dl, but the red felt needle-case | made for

her that Christmas, which I’ d put in the coffin with her, under the flowers and the scattered petals, and |

was glad to see she il had it with her, and hadn’t forgotten me.

“Shewas holding aglasstumbler in her hand, and indgdeit was afirefly, trapped and glowing with acold
and greenish fire. Her face was very pale, but she looked a me and smiled; and then she took her hand
from the top of the glass, and the firefly came out and darted about the room; and | knew that thiswas
her soul, and it wastrying to find itsway out, but the window was shut; and then | could not see where it
was gone. Then | woke up, with the tears of sadness running down my face, because Mary waslost to
me once more.”



“I lay there in the darkness, with the sound of Nancy’ s breething; and in my ears| could hear my own
heart, trudging and trudging, asif on along and weary road that | was doomed to walk aong whether |
wanted to or not, and who could tell when | would get to the end of it. | was afraid to go to deep again,
for fear | might have another such dream; and my fearswere not invain, for that isindeed what

happened.

“Inthisnew dream, | dreamt | waswalking in aplace | had never been before, with high wallsal around
made of stone, grey and bleak as the stones of the village where | was born, back across on the other
side of the ocean. On the ground there were loose grey pebbles, and out of the gravel there were peonies
growing. They came up with just the buds on them, small and hard like unripe gpples, and then they
opened, and there were huge dark-red flowers with glossy petds, like satin; and then they burst in the
wind and fdl to the ground.

“Except for being red, they were like the peoniesin the front garden on the first day | cameto Mr.
Kinnear's, when Nancy was cutting the last of them; and | saw her in the dream, just as shewasthen, in
her pae dress with the pink rosebuds and the triple-flounced skirt, and her straw bonnet that hid her
face. Shewas carrying aflat basket, to put the flowersin; and then she turned, and put her hand up to
her throat asif Sartled.

“Then | was back in the stone yard, walking, with the toes of my shoes going in and out under the hem of
my skirt, which was blue and white stripes. | knew I’ d never had askirt like that before, and at the sight
of it | felt agreat heaviness and desolation. But the peonies were still coming up from the stones; and |
knew they shouldn’t be there. | reached out my hand to touch one and it had adry fedl, and | knew it
was made of cloth.

“Then up ahead | saw Nancy, on her knees, with her hair fallen over and the blood running down into her
eyes. Around her neck was awhite cotton kerchief printed with blue flowers, love-in-amigt, and it was
mine. She was holding out her handsto mefor mercy; in her earswerethelittle gold earrings | used to
envy. | wanted to run to her and help her, but | could not; and my feet kept walking at the same steady
pace, as though they were not my own feet at al. When | was amost up to Nancy, to where she was
knedling, she smiled. Only the mouth, her eyes were hidden by the blood and hair, and then she came
apart into patches of colour, she scattered, adrift of red and white cloth petals across the stones.

“Then it was dark suddenly, and a man was standing there with acandle, blocking the stairs that went up,
and the cellar wallswere dl around me, and | knew | would never get out.”

“Y ou dreamt this before the event?” says Simon. Heiswriting feverishly.

“YesSir,” says Grace. “And many timessince.” Her voice has dropped to awhisper. “ That waswhy
they put me away.”

“Away?’ Simon prompts.

“Into the Asylum, Sir. Because of the bad dreams.” She haslaid her sawing aside, and islooking down at
her hands.

“Only thedreams?’ Simon asks gently.

“They said they were not dreamsat all, Sir. They said | was awake. But | do not wish to say any more
about it.”

Chapter 36



“On the Saturday morning | woke up at dawn. Outside in the henhouse the cock was crowing; he had a
hoarse and rattling sort of crow, asif there was ahand tightening around his neck aready, and | thought,
Y ou know you' re for the stewpot soon. Soon you will be acarcass. And athough | was thinking about
the rooster, | will not deny that | was thinking about Nancy aswell. It sounds cold and perhapsit was. |
fet light-headed, and detached from mysdlf, asif | was not redly present, but only there in body.

“I know these are odd thoughts to confessto, Sir, but | will not lie and conced them, as| could easly
do, having never told thisto anyone before. | wish to relate everything just asit happened to me, and
those were the thoughts | had.

“Nancy was still adeep, and | took care not to disturb her. | felt she might aswell have her deep out, and
the longer she stayed in bed the longer it would be before anything bad happened, either to her or to me.
Asl| crept cautioudy out of Mr. Kinnear’ s bed she groaned and rolled over, and | wondered whether
shewas having abad dream.

“The night previous, I’ d put my nightdress onin my own room off the winter kitchen before going upstairs
with my candle, so | went in there and dressed as usud . Everything was the same but not the same, and
when | went to wash my face and do my hair, my own face in the mirror over the kitchen snk was not
likemy faceat all. It looked rounder and whiter, with two great startled staring eyes, and | didn’t wish to
look at it.

“I went into the kitchen and opened the window shutters. The glasses and plates from the night before
were gtill on the table, and they looked very londly and forlorn, asif some great and sudden disaster had
overtaken al who had eaten and drunk from them, and here was |, coming upon them by accident, many
yearslater; and | felt very sad. | gathered them up and carried them into the scullery.

“When | came back out there was astrange light in the kitchen, asif therewas afilm of slver over
everything, likefrost only smoother, like water running thinly down over flat stones; and then my eyes
were opened and | knew it was because God had come into the house and this was the silver that
covered Heaven. God had come in because God is everywhere, you can’t keep him out, heis part of
everything thereis, so how could you ever build awal or four walls or adoor or ashut window, that he
could not walk right through asif it wasair.

“I said, What do you want here, but he did not answer, he just kept on being silver, so | went out to milk
the cow; because the only thing to do about God isto go on with what you were doing anyway, since
you can't ever stop him or get any reasons out of him. Thereisa Do thisor a Do that with God, but not
any Because.

“When | came back with the pails of milk | ssaw McDermoaitt in the kitchen. He was cleaning the shoes.
Whereis Nancy, he said.

“Sheisdressing, | said. Areyou going to kill her thismorning?
“Yes, hesad, damn her, | will take the axe now and go knock her on the head.

“I'laid my hand on hisarm, and looked up into hisface. Surely you will not, surely you cannot bring
yoursdlf to do such awicked thing, | said. But he didn’t understand me, he thought | was taunting him.
Hethought | was cdling him a coward.

“Youwill sseinaminutewhat | can do, he said angrily.

“Oh, for God' s sake don't kill her inthe room, | said, you will make the floor al bloody. It was afoolish
thing to say but that iswhat cameinto my mind, and asyou know, Sir, it was my job to clean thefloorsin



that house, and there was a carpet in Nancy‘sroom. I’ d never tried to get blood out of acarpet but I'd
got it out of other things, and it is not atask to be sneezed at.

“McDermott gave me ascornful glance, asif | wasahafwit, and indeed | must have sounded like one.
Then he went outside the house, and picked up the axe from beside the chopping block.

“I could not think what to do. | went into the garden, to gather some chives, as Nancy had ordered an
omelette for bregkfast. On the bolted | ettuces the snails were making their lacework. | knelt down and
watched them, with their eyes on little stems; and | reached out my hand for the chives, and it was asif
my hand was not mine at dl, but only ahusk or skin, with insde it another hand growing.

“| tried to pray, but the words would not come, and | believe that is because | had ill-wished Nancy, |
had indeed wished her dead; but | did not do so right then. But why did | need to pray, when God was
right there, hovering above uslikethe Angd of Death over the Egyptians, | could fed hiscold breath, |
could hear the beating of hisdark wings, insde my heart. God is everywhere, | thought, so God isin the
kitchen, and God isin Nancy, and God isin McDermott, and in McDermott’ s hands, and God isin the
axetoo. Then | heard adull sound from within, like aheavy door closing shut, and after that | can
remember no morefor atime.”

“Nothing about the cellar?’ says Simon. *“Not about seeing McDermott dragging Nancy by the hair, to
the trgpdoor, and throwing her down the stairs? It wasin your Confession.”

Grace clutches her two hands to the sides of her head. “ That iswhat they wanted meto say. Mr.
MacKenzietold mel had to say it, to save my own life.” For once sheistrembling. “He said it was not a
lie, asthat iswhat must have happened, whether | could remember it or not.”

“Did you give James McDermott the kerchief from around your neck?” Simon sounds morelike a
courtroom lawyer than he wishes to, but he presses on.

“The one that was used to strangle poor Nancy? It was mine, | know that. But | have no recollection of
givingittohim.”

“Nor of being down inthe cdlar?’ says Simon. “Nor of helping him to kill her? Nor of wanting to stedl
the gold earrings off the corpse, as he says you wished to do?’

Grace covers her eyeswith ahand, briefly. “All that timeisdark to me, Sir,” shesays. “Andin any case,
there were no gold earrings taken. | won't say | didn’t think of it later, when we were packing up; but
having athought is not the same asdoing it. If wewereal ontria for our thoughts, we would al be

Simon hasto admit thejustice of this. He triesa different line. “ Jefferson the butcher testified that he
spoke with you that morning.”

“l know hedid, Sir. But | cannot remember it.”

“He says he was surprised, asit was not you who ordinarily gave the orders, but Nancy; and he was
further surprised when you said that no fresh meet was wanted for the week. He found it most peculiar.”

“If it wasme, Sir, and acting in my right mind, I’ d of had my wits about me, and ordered the meat as
usud. 1t would have been less suspicious.”

Simon hasto agree. “Wdl then,” he says, “what isthe next thing you remember?’

“I found mysdlf standing at the front of the house, Sir, where the flowerswere. | felt quite dizzy, and had



aheadache. | wasthinking, | must open the window; but that wasfoolish, as| was aready outsde. It
must have been about three o' clock. Mr. Kinnear was coming up the driveway, with hislight wagon al
new-painted, yellow and green. McDermott came out from the back, and we both helped with the
packages, and McDermott gave me athreatening look; and then Mr. Kinnear went into the house, and |
knew hewaslooking for Nancy. A thought came into my head — Y ou won't find her there, you will
have to look below, sheisacarcass— and | became very frightened.

“Then McDermott said to me, | know you will tell, and if you do, your lifeisnot worth astraw. | was
confused by this. What have you done? | said. Y ou know very well, he said with alaugh. | did not know;
but now | suspected the worst. Then he made me promise | would help to kill Mr. Kinnear, which | did
say | would; for if not, | could see by his eyes he would have killed me aswell. Then he took the horse
and wagon to the stable.

“I went into the kitchen, to go about my duties asif nothing waswrong. Mr. Kinnear camein, and asked,
Where was Nancy? | said she had gone to town in the stagecoach. He said that was strange, as he' d
passed it on theway and did not see her. | asked him if he would like something to eat, and he said yes,
and asked, had Jefferson come with the fresh meat; and | said no. He said that was curious, and then
said he would have some teaand toast and eggs.

“And so | madeit. | brought it to him in the dining room, where he sat waiting, reading abook which he
had brought with him from town. It was the newest Godey’s Ladies Book, which poor Nancy liked to
have, for the fashions; and although Mr. Kinnear ways pretended it was only ladies' fripperies, he
himself often took a peek at it when Nancy was not nearby, asthere were thingsin it other than dresses;
and he liked to look at the new styles of undergarments, and to read the articles on how alady should
behave, which I would often catch him chuckling over on those occasionswhen | brought in his coffee.

“I went back into the kitchen, and McDermott was there. He said, | think I’[l go and kill him now. But |
said, Good gracious McDermott, it istoo soon, wait till it isdark.

“Then Mr. Kinnear went upstairs and had anap, with al his clothes on, and so McDermott had to wait,
whether he wanted to or not. Even he was not up to the shooting of adeeping man. McDermott stuck to
me dl afternoon, as close as glue, because he was certain that | would run away and tell. He had the gun
with him, and kept fiddling with it. It was the old double-barrelled shotgun that Mr. Kinnear kept to shoot
duckswith, but it was not loaded with duck-shot. He said he had two lead bulletsinit— one he'd
found, the other one he’' d made from a piece of lead; and that he’ d got the powder for it acrossthe way
at hisfriend John Harvey’ s, athough Hannah Upton, the hard-faced bitch — she was the woman who
lived with Harvey — had told him he couldn’t have it. But he’ d taken it anyway, and be damned to her.
By thistime he was very excited and nervous, and swaggering aswell, and proud of hisown daring. He
was cursing agood dedl, but | did not object to it, being afraid.”

“About seven 0’ clock Mr. Kinnear came down, and had histea, and was quite uneasy about Nancy.
Now | will do it, said McDermott, you must go in there and ask him to comeinto the kitchen, so | can
shoot him on the stonefloor. But | said | would not.

“Hesaidin that case hewould do it himsdlf. He' d get him to come, by telling him there was something
wrong with hisnew saddle, it was dl cut to ribbons.

“I wanted nothing to do with it. | took the teatray across the courtyard to the back kitchen, which was
the one with the stove lit, as | was going to do the washing up in there; and as| was setting down the tray
| heard the report of agun.

“I ran into the front kitchen and saw Mr. Kinnear lying dead on the floor, and McDermott standing over



him. The gun was on thefloor. | attempted to run out, and he yelled and swore, and said | must open the
trapdoor inthe hal. | said, | won't; hesaid, You shal. So | did, and McDermott threw the body down
the sairs.

“I was so frightened that | ran out of the front door onto the lawn, and around past the pump to the back
kitchen, and then McDermott came out of the front kitchen door with the gun, and fired a me, and | fell
onto theground in adead faint. And that isdl | can remember, Sir, until much later in the evening.”

“Jamie Wa sh testified that he came into the yard about eight o’ clock, which must have been right after
you fainted. He said McDermott gill had the gun in his hand, and claimed to have been shooting birds.”

“l know it, Sir.”

“He said you were standing by the pump. He said you told him that Mr. Kinnear was not back yet, and
that Nancy was gone over to the Wrights'.”

“| cannot account for it, Sir.”

“He said you were well, and in good spirits. He said you were better dressed than usual, and were
wearing white stockings. Heimplied they were Nancy's”

“I wastherein the courtroom, Sir. | heard him say it; dthough the stockings were my own. But by then
he had forgot al of hisformer loving sentiments towards me, and only wished to damage me, and to hang
meif possible. But thereis nothing | can do about what other people say.”

Her toneis so dgjected that Simon fedls atender pity for her. He has an impulse to take her in hisarms,
to soothe her, to stroke her hair.

“Wadll, Grace,” he sayshriskly, “1 can seeyou aretired. We will continue with your story tomorrow.”
“Yes, Sir. | hope| will have the strength.”

“Sooner or later we will get to the bottom of it.”

“I hope so, Sir,” she sayswanly. “It would be agreet relief to me, to know the wholetruth at last.”
Chapter 37

Theleaves of the trees are dready taking on an August look — lustreess, dusty, and limp — athough it
isn't yet August. Smon walks back dowly through the wilting afternoon heet. He carrieswith him the
slver candlestick; hedidn’t think to useit. It'sdragging on hisarm; in fact, both of hisarmshold a
curioustension, asif he' s been pulling hard on aheavy rope. What was he expecting? The missng
memory, of course: those few crucia hours. Well, he hadn’t got it.

Hefinds himsdlf remembering an evening long ago, when he was till an undergraduate at Harvard. He' d
goneto New Y ork on an excursion with hisfather, who was till rich then and dso il dive; they’ d seen
the opera. It was Bdllini’s Sonnambula: asmpleand chaste village girl, Amina, isfound adegp in the
count’ s bedroom, having walked there unconscioudy; her fiancé and the villagers denounce her asa
whore, despite the Count’ s protests, which are based on his superior scientific knowledge; but when
Aminaisseen waking in her deep across a perilous bridge, which collgpses behind her into the rushing
stream, her innocence is proven beyond a doubt and she awakes to restored happiness.

A parable of the soul, as his Latin teacher had pointed out so sententiously, Amina being acrude
anagram for anima. But why, Simon has asked himself, was the soul depicted as unconscious? And,



even more intriguingly: while Aminadept, who was doing the walking? It' s a question which now holds
implicationsfor him which arefar more pressing.

Was Grace unconscious & the time she claimed, or was she fully awake, as Jamie Walsh testified? How
much of her story can he dlow himsdlf to believe? Does he need agrain of sdt, or two, or three?Isita
red case of amnesia, of the somnambuligtic type, or ishe the victim of acunning imposture? He cautions
himself againgt absolutism: why should she be expected to produce nothing but the pure, entire, and
unblemished truth? Anyonein her position would select and rearrange, to give apostiveimpresson. In
her favour, much of what she' stold him accords with her printed Confession; but isthat redly in her
favour? Possibly it accords too well. Hewondersif she' s been studying from the same text he himsdlf has
been using, the better to convince him.

The difficulty isthat he wants to be convinced. He wants her to be Amina. He wants her to be vindicated.

He must be careful, hetells himsdlf. He must draw back. Looked at objectively, what' s been going on
between them, despite her evident anxiety over the murders and her surface compliance, has been a
contest of wills. She has't refused to talk — far from it. She' stold him agreat dedl; but she'stold him
only what she's chosen to tell. What he wantsis what she refusesto tell; what she chooses perhaps not
even to know. Knowledge of guilt, or else of innocence: ether could be concedled. But he'll pry it out of
her yet. He' s got the hook in her mouth, but can he pull her out? Up, out of the abyss, up to the light. Out
of the deep blue sea.

He wonderswhy he' sthinking in such drastic terms. He means her well, hetdlshimsdf. Hethinks of it as
arescue, surely he does.

But does she? If she has anything to hide, she may want to stay in the water, in the dark, in her element.
She may be afraid shewon'’t be able to breathe, otherwise.

Simon tells himsdlf to stop being so extreme and higtrionic. It may well bethat Grace is atrue amnesiac.
Or amply contrary. Or smply guilty.

She could of course be insane, with the astonishingly devious plausibility of the experienced maniac.
Some of her memories, especialy those of the day of the murders, would suggest afanaticism of the
religious variety. However, those same recollections could as easily be interpreted asthe naive
superdtitions and fears of asimple soul. What he wantsis certainty, one way or the other; and that is
precisaly what she swithholding from him.

Perhapsit’ s his methods that have been at fault. Certainly histechnique of suggestion has not been
productive: the vegetables have been adismd failure. Perhaps he' s been too tentative, too
accommodating; perhaps something more drastic may bein order. Perhaps he should encourage Jerome
DuPont in his neuro-hypnotic experiment, and arrange to witness it himsdlf, and even choose the
guestions. He digtrugts the method. Still, something new might emerge; something might be discovered
which he's so far been unable to discover by himself. It would at least be worth trying.

He reaches the house, and fumblesin his pocket for the key, but Dora opens the door for him. He
regards her with disgust: awoman so porcine, and, in thiswesther, so distinctly swesaty, should not be
permitted out in public. She' salibel on the entire sex. He himself has been instrumental in bringing her
back to work here— he' s practicaly bribed her to do it — but this doesn’t mean he likes her any better
than he ever did. Nor she him, judging from the venomous look she giveshim, out of her small red eyes.

“Hersdf wantsto seeyou,” she says, jerking her head towards the back of the house. Her manners are
asdemocratic as ever.



Mrs. Humphrey was strongly opposed to Dora sreturn, and can hardly bear to be in the same room with
her, which is not surprising. However, Simon had pointed out that he cannot be expected to function
without tidiness and order, and someone must do the work of the house, and as no one elsewasto be
had at the moment, Dorawould have to do. Aslong as Dorawas paid, he'd said, she would be tractable
enough, although paliteness would be too much to expect; al of which has proven to be the case.

“Whereisshe?’ says Simon. He shouldn’t have said she; it soundstoo intimate. Mrs. Humphrey would
have been better.

“Lying on the sofa, | guess,” says Dorawith contempt. “ Same as aways.”

But when Simon enters the parlour — il eerily bare of furniture, athough some of the origina pieces
have mysterioudy regppeared — Mrs. Humphrey is standing by the fireplace, with one arm and hand
draped gracefully over the white mantel piece. The hand with the lace handkerchief. He smellsviolets.

“Dr. Jordan,” she says, breaking her pose, “1 thought you might care to dine with me tonight, as a poor
recompense for dl the efforts you have made on my behalf. | do not like to seem deficient in gratitude.
Dorahas prepared alittle cold chicken.” She enunciates each word carefully, asif it'saspeech she has
memorized.

Simon declines, with as much politeness as he can summon. He thanks her very much, but thisevening he
isengaged. Thisverges on the truth: he has half accepted an invitation of MissLydid's, to join aparty of
young people in arowing excursion on the inner harbour.

Mrs. Humphrey accepts hisrefusal with agracious smile, and saysthat they will do it another time.
Something in the way she' s holding her body — that, and the dow deliberation of her speech — strikes
him as odd. Has the woman been drinking? Her eyes have afixed stare, and her hands are trembling

dightly.

Once upgtairs, he opens hisleather satchd. Everything seemsin order. Histhree bottles of laudanum are
there: noneisemptier than it should be. He uncorks them, tastes the contents: oneisamost pure water.
She' sheen raiding his supplies, God only knows for how long. The afternoon headachestakeon a
different significance. He should have known: with ahusband like that she was bound to seek out a
crutch of some kind. When in funds she no doubt buysit, he thinks; but cash has been scarce, and he has
been careless. He ought to have locked his room, but now istoo late to begin.

Thereis, of course, no way he can mention it to her. Sheisafastidious woman. To accuse her of theft
would be not only brutdl, but vulgar. Still, he' s been taken.

Simon goes on the rowing trip. The night iswarm and cam, and there smoonlight. He drinks alittle
champagne— there only isalittle— and sitsin the same rowboat as Lydia, and flirtswith her ina
half-hearted way. She at least is norma and hedlthy, and pretty too. Possibly he should proposeto her.
He thinks she might accept. Cart her home to propitiate his mother, hand her over, |et the two of them
work on hiswell-being.

It would be one way of deciding hisown fate, or settling his own hash; or getting himself out of harm’'s
way. But hewon't do it; he' snot that lazy, or weary; not yet.

Ten - Lady of theLake
Chapter 38
What McDermott told me later was that after he d fired the gun at me, and I’ d fallen down in adead



faint, he pumped abucket of cold water and threw it over me, and gave me some water with peppermint
to drink, and | revived immediately, and was as good as new and quite cheerful, and stirred up thefire
and cooked supper for him, which was ham and eggs, with tea after, and ashot of whisky to steady us,
and we ate it together with agood will, and clinked our glasses, and drank to the success of our venture.
But | can’'t remember any of that a all. | could not have acted so heartlesdy, with Mr. Kinnear lying dead
in the cdlar, not to mention Nancy, who must have been dead too, though I didn’t know for certain what
had become of her. But McDermott was agrest liar.

| must have lain unconscious for along time, for when | woke up the light was dready fading. | waslying
on my back, on the bed in my own bedchamber; and my cap was off and my hair was al disarranged
and down about my shoulders, and aso it was damp, and the upper part of my dressaswell, and that
must have been from the water that James had thrown over me; so that part at least of what he said was
true. | lay there on the bed, trying to remember what had happened, as | couldn’t recollect how I'd got
into the room. James must have carried mein, for the door was standing open, and if I'd walked in by
mysalf | would have locked it.

| meant to get up and latch the door, but my head was aching and the room was very hot and airless; and
| fell adeep again, and must have tossed restlessly, for when | woke the bedclotheswere al rumpled and
the coverlet had fallen off onto the floor. Thistime | woke suddenly and sat bolt upright, and despite the
heat | wasin acold swest. The reason for it was that there was aman standing in the room looking down
at me. It was James McDermott, and | thought he had comein to strangle mein my deep, having killed
the others. My voicewas all dried up in my throat with terror, and | couldn’t spesk aword.

But he said, quite kindly, did | fedl better now after my rest; and | found my voice again and said | did. |
knew it would be a mistake to show too much fear, and to lose control of mysdlf; for then he’ d think he
couldn’t trust me or depend on me to keep my nerve, and would be afraid | would break down and
begin crying or screaming when there were others present, and tell everything; which waswhy he had
shot a me; and if he thought that, he would do away with me as quick aswinking, rather than have any
witness.

Then he sat down on the side of the bed, and said now it wastime for me to keep my promise; and | said
what promise, and he said | knew very well, for | had promised him mysdlf in exchange for the killing of
Nancy.

| could not remember having said any such thing; but as | was now convinced he was amadman, |
thought he had twisted around something | had indeed said, some thing that was innocent enough, or only
what anyone would say; such as| wished she was dead, and that | would give anything for it. And Nancy
had been very harsh with me, from timeto time. But that is only what servants are dways saying, out of
their masters hearing; for when you can’'t answer back to their faces, you must give vent to your fedings
in some other way.

But McDermott had turned this around to mean what | never intended, and now he wished to hold meto
abargain | hadn’'t made. And hewasin earnes, as he put ahand on my shoulder, and was pushing me
backwards onto the bed. And with the other hand he was pulling up my skirt; and | could tell by the smdll
of him that he’ d been into Mr. Kinnear’ swhisky, and heavily too.

| knew that the only way was to humour him. Oh no, | said, laughing, not in thisbed, it istoo narrow and
not at all comfortable for two people. Let us go to some other bed.

To my surprise he thought that was afineidea, and said it would give him great pleasureto deepin Mr.
Kinnear’ s bed, where Nancy had so often played the whore; and | reflected that once l’d giveninto him,
he would consider me awhore aswell, and would hold my life very cheap indeed, and would most likely



kill me with the axe and throw meinto the cellar, as he had often said awhore was good for nothing but
to wipe your dirty boots on, by giving them agood kicking al over their filthy bodies. So | planned to
delay, and to put him off aslong as| could.

He pulled meto my feet, and we it the candle that was in the kitchen, and climbed the gairs; and then we
went into Mr. Kinnear’ sroom, that was dl tidy and with the bed neatly made up, as| had done it mysdlf
that very morning; and he threw back the covers, and pulled me down beside him. And he said, No
straw for the gentry, nothing but goose feasthers for them, no wonder Nancy liked to spend so much time
in this bed; and for amoment he seemed overawed, not by what he' d done, but by the grandeur of the
bed hewasin. But then hefdl to kissng me, and said, Now my girl, it'stime, and began unbuttoning my
dress; and | remembered that the wages of sinisdeath, and | felt faint. But | knew that if | fainted | was
as good as dead, with him in the state hewasin.

| burstinto tears, and | said, No, | can’t, not here, in adead man’s bed, it isn't right, with himin the cellar
stark and stiff; and | began to sob and cry.

Hewas very annoyed, and said | must stop at once, or he would dap my face for me; but he did not.
What | had said had cooled hisardour, asthey say in books, or as Mary Whitney would say, he'd
midaid the poker. For at that moment Mr. Kinnear, dead as he was, was the stiffer man of the two of
them.

He pulled me up off the bed, and yanked me down the hallway by one arm, and | was till wailing and
howling for all | wasworth. If you don't like that bed, said he, | shdl do it in Nancy's, for you are as
great adut asshewas. And | could see which way the wind was blowing, and | thought my last hour had
come; and | expected at any moment to be thrown down, and dragged aong by the hair.

He flung open the door, and hauled me into the room, which wasin disarray, just as Nancy had left it, for
| hadn’t tidied the room, there being no need and indeed no time to do so. But when he pulled back the
coverlet, the sheet was al spattered with dark blood, and there was a book lying there in the bed,
covered with blood aso. At which | let out ascream of terror; but McDermott stopped, and looked &t it,
and said, I’d forgot about that.

| asked him what in Heaven' sname it was, and what it was doing there. He said it was the magazine that
Mr. Kinnear had been reading, and he'd carried it with him out to the kitchen, where he was shot; and in
faling he'd clapped his handsto hisbreest, still holding the book; and it therefore received the first spurts
of blood. And McDermott had thrown it into Nancy’ s bed, to get it out of sight, and aso because it

bel onged there, having been brought from town for her, and a so because Kinnear’ s blood was on
Nancy’s head, for if she had not been such abloody great whore and shrew, al would have been
different, and Mr. Kinnear needn’t have died. So it wasasign. And at that he crossed himsdlf, which was
the only time ever saw him do anything so Pepist.

Wi, | thought him as mad asamoose in heat, as Mary Whitney used to say; but the sight of the book
had sobered him up, and al notions of what he’ d been about to do had goneright out of hishead. And |
held the candle down close, and turned the book over with my thumb and finger, and it wasindeed the
Godey’sLadies Book which Mr. Kinnear had so enjoyed reading, earlier inthe day. And at this
memory | nearly burst into tearsin earnest.

But there was no telling how long McDermott’ s present mood would hold. So | said, That will confuse
them; when they find it, they will not be ableto guessat al how it came here. And he said yes, it would
give them something to puzzle their brains over; and he laughed in ahollow sort of way.

Then | said, We had better hurry, or someone may come while we are here; we must make haste, and



pack up the things. For wewill haveto travel by night, or someone will see us on the road, with Mr.
Kinnear' srig, and will know something iswrong. It will take usalong timeto reach Toronto, | said, in
the dark; and also Charley Horse will betired, having made the trip once today areedy.

And McDermott agreed, as one haf adeep; and we commenced searching through the house, and
packing up thethings. | did not want to take very much, only the lightest and most vauable items, such as
Mr. Kinnear’ s gold snuffbox, and his telescope and pocket-compass, and his gold pen-knife, and any
money we could find; but McDermott said, in for apenny, infor apound, and he might aswell be
hanged for agoat as for a sheep; and in the end we ransacked the house, and took the silver plate and
candlesticks, and the spoons and forks and all, even the ones with the family crest on; for McDermott
sad they could aways be melted.

| looked into Nancy' s box, and at her dresses; and | thought, Thereis no need for them to go to waste,
poor Nancy has no further use for them. So | took the box and dl init, and her winter things too; but |
|eft the dress that she' d been sewing, because it seemed too close to her atogether, asit was not
finished; and I’ d heard that the dead would come back to complete what they had left undone, and |
didn’t want her missing it, and following after me. For by thistime | was dmost certain she was dead.

Beforeleaving, | tidied up the house, and washed the dishes, the plates from supper and dl; and | put
Mr. Kinnear’ sbed in order, and pulled the coverlet up over Nancy’ s bed, athough | 1eft the book init,
not wanting to get Mr. Kinnear’ s blood on my hands; and | emptied her chamber pot, as| did not think it
anicething to leave, as being somehow disrespectful. And meanwhile McDermott was harnessing
Charley, and | oading the boxes and the carpetbag into the wagon; though onetime | found him sitting
outsde on the step, and staring vacantly in front of him. So | told him to pull himsdlf together, and be a
man. For the last thing | wanted was to be stuck therein that house with him, especidly if he'd gone
completey out of hismind. And when | told him to beaman, it had an effect, for he shook himself, and
got up, and said | wasright.

Thelast thing | did wasto take off the clothes I’ d been wearing that day; and | put on one of Nancy's
dresses, the pale one with the white ground and the small floral print, which was the same one she had on
thefirst day | cameto Mr. Kinnear’s. And | put on her petticoat with the lace edging, and my own spare
clean petticoat, and Nancy’ s summer shoes of light-coloured leather, which | had so often admired,
athough they did not fit very well. And dso her good straw bonnet; and | took her light cashmere shawl,
athough | did not think | would need to weer it, asthe night waswarm. And | put some rose-water
behind my ears and on my wrists, from the bottle of it on her dresser; and the smell of it was acomfort of
sorts.

Then | put on aclean gpron, and stirred up thefirein the summer kitchen stove, which still had some
embersleftinit, and burnt my own clothes; | didn’t like the thought of wearing them ever again, asthey
would remind me of things | wished to forget. It may have been my fancy, but asmell went up from them
like scorching mest; and it was like my own dirtied and cast-off skin that | was burning.

Whilel was doing this, McDermott came in, and said he was ready, and why was | wasting time. | told
him | could not find my large white kerchief, the one with the blue flowers on it, and that | needed it to
keep the sun off my neck, while we would be crossing the Lake on the ferry the following day. At that he
laughed in an astonished way, and said it was downgtairsin the cdllar, keeping the sun off Nancy' s neck;
as| ought to remember, seeing ashow | mysdf had pulled it tight and tied the knot. At this| was very
shocked; but did not wish to contradict him, asit is dangerous to contradict mad people. So | said | had
forgot.

It was about eleven o' clock at night when we set out; abeautiful night, with enough of abreezeto be
cooling, and not too many mosquitoes. Therewas half amoon, and | couldn’t remember whether it was



waxing or waning; and as we went down the driveway between the rows of maples and past the orchard,
| looked behind me, and saw the house standing there al peaceful and lighted up by the moonlight, asif it
was gently glowing. And | thought, who would guess from looking at it what lieswithin. And then |
sghed, and readied mysdf for thelong drive.

We went quite dowly, even though Charley knew the road; but he knew a so that thiswas not histrue
driver, and that there was something amiss; for severa times he stopped, and would not go forward until
urged with the whip. But when we' d gone several miles aong the road, and were past the placesthat he
knew best, he settled into it; and along we went, past thefidds al sllent and silvery, and the snake fences
like darker braid alongside, with the bats flickering overhead, and the dense patches where there was
woodland; and once an owl crossed our path, as pale and soft as amoth.

At firgt | was afraid we would meet someone we knew, and they would ask where we were going on
such afurtive errand; but there was not aliving soul. And James became bolder and more cheerful, and
dtarted talking about what we would do when we reached the States, and how he would sdll the things,
and buy asmall farm, and then we would be independent; and if we did not have enough money t first,
we would hire ourselves out as servants, and save up our pay. And | said neither yes nor no, as| did not
intend to stay with him any more than aminute, once we were safe across the L ake and among people.

But after atime hefell sllent, and there was only the sound of Charley’ s hooves on the road, and the
rustling of the dight wind. I thought I might jump down from the wagon, and run off into the woods; but
knew | would not get far, and even if | did, | would then be eaten by the bears and wolves. And |
thought, | am riding through the Valey of the Shadow of Death, asit saysin the Psalm; and | attempted
to fear no evil, but it was very hard, for there was evil in the wagon with me, like asort of mist. So | tried
to think about something else. And | looked up at the sky, which did not have acloud in it, and wasfilled
with stars; and it seemed s0 close | could touch it, and so ddlicate | could put my hand right throughiit,
like a spiderweb spangled with dewdrops.

But then as| looked, apart of it began to wrinkle up, like the skin on scalding milk; but harder and more
brittle, and pebbled, like adark beach, or like black silk crepe; and then the sky was only athin surface,
like paper, and it was being singed away. And behind it was a cold blackness; and it was not Heaven or
even Hell that | waslooking &, but only emptiness. Thiswas more frightening than anything | could think
of, and | prayed slently to God to forgive my sins, but what if there was no God to forgive me? And then
| reflected that perhapsit was the outer darkness, with the wailing and the gnashing of teeth, where God
was not. And as soon as | had this thought, the sSky closed over again, like water after you have thrown a
stone; and was again smooth and unbroken, and filled with stars.

But al the time the moon was descending, and the wagon was moving dong. And gradudly | became
drowsy, and the night air was cool, so | drew the cashmere shawl around mysdf; and | must have
nodded off adeep, and let my head fal against McDermott; for thelast | remembered wasthe fed of him
ettling the shawl tenderly around my shoulders.

Thenext thing | knew | wasflat on my back on the ground, in the weeds at the Side of the road, with a
heavy weight on top of me holding me down, and there was a hand fedling up under my petticoats, and |
began to struggle, and to scream. Then ahand came over my mouth, and the voice of James said angrily,
what did | mean, causing such an uproar, did | want usto be discovered? | became quiet, and he took
away hishand, and | told him to get off, and to let me up at once.

Then hewas very angry; for he claimed | had asked him to stop the wagon, so | could get down and
relieve mysdlf by the roadside; and having done o, that | had spread out my own shawl, not two minutes
before, and had invited him to join me on it like the hot bitch | was, at the same time saying | would now
fulfil my promise,



| knew | had done no such thing, having been sound adeep, and | said so. And he said he would not be
made afool of, and | was adamned dut and ademon, and Hell wastoo good for me, as| had led him
on, and enticed him, and caused him to damn his own soul into the bargain; and | began to cry, not
fedling | deserved such hard words. And he said crocodile tears would not avail thistime, ashe'd had a
bellyful of them; and he proceeded to wrench at my skirts, holding my head down by the hair. So | bit
him hard on the ear.

Heroared out, and | thought he might kill me there and then. But instead he let go of me, and got up, and
helped me up aswell; and said | wasagood girl after dl, and he would wait until he had married me, asit
was better that way, and more proper; and he had just been testing me. Then he said | certainly had
good strong teeth, as | had drawn blood; which seemed to please him.

| was much surprised at this, but said nothing, as | was il al aonewith him on an empty road, with
many milesto go.

Chapter 39

And so we went on through the night, and at last the sky grew lighter; and we reached Toronto alittle
after five in the morning. McDermott said we would go to the City Hotel, and rouse the people up, and
make them cook breakfast for us, as he was dmogt starved with hunger. | said that was not agood plan,
and we should wait until many people were about, asif we did as he said we would be very noticesgble,
and would be remembered. And he said why must | dways be arguing with him, it was enough to drivea
man into afrenzy, and he had money in his pocket which was as good as the next man’s, and if he
wanted a breakfast and could pay for it, then he would haveit.

It isremarkable, | have since thought, how once a man has afew coins, no matter how he came by them,
he thinks right away that heis entitled to them, and to whatever they can buy, and fancies himsalf cock of
thewalk.

We did as he said; not so much for the breakfast, | now believe, but because he wanted to show me who
was master. What we had was bacon and eggs; and it was awonder to see how he strutted, and
swaggered, and ordered the servant about, and said his egg was not well-enough cooked. But | could
scarcely eet two bites; | was shivering with apprehension, because of dl the attention he was calling to
himsdf.

Then we found that the next ferry did not leave for the States until eight o' clock, and we would have to
wait in Toronto another two hours or so. | felt thiswas very dangerous, as Mr. Kinnear’ s horse and
wagon were sure to be known by some in the town, as he had come there very often. So | made
McDermoitt leave the wagon in the most out-of-sight place | could find, on asmall Sde street, dthough
he wanted to drive it about, and preen himself; but | found later that despite my precautionsit had been
noticed.

It wasn't until the sun had come up that | got agood look at McDermott in abright light, and redlized he
had got Mr. Kinnear’ s boots on. And | asked, did he take them off the body, asit lay in the cellar; and
he said yes, and the shirt too was Kinnear’ s, off the shelvesin his dressing room, asit was afine one, and
better quality than any shirt he'd ever owned. He' d thought to take the one off the body aswell, but it
was covered in blood, and he' d thrown it behind the door. | was horrified, and asked how could he do
such athing; and he said what did | mean, as| was wearing Nancy‘ s dress and bonnet myself. And | said
it was not the same thing, and he said it was; and | said at least | had not taken the boots off a corpse.
And he said it made no difference; and in any case, he hadn’t wanted to |eave the corpse naked, so he'd
dressed it in hisown shirt.



| asked which one had he put on Mr. Kinnear, and he said it was one of those he' d bought from the
peddier. | was distressed, and said, Now Jeremiah will be blamed, asit will be traced; and | would be
sorry for that, as he was afriend of mine.

McDermott said much too close afriend, in hisopinion; and | said what did he mean by that? And he
said that Jeremiah had looked at mein away he didn’t like, and that no wife of hiswould be dlowed to
hobnob with any Jew peddlers, and gossip with them at the back door, and flirt in that way; and if she
did, hewould black her eyes, and knock her head about her shouldersfor her.

| was becoming angry; and | was on the point of saying that Jeremiah was not a Jew, but even if hewas,
| would marry aJew peddier any day, rather than marry him; but | knew that if we had aquarrd it would
not be to the good of ether, especidly if it came to dapsand screaming. So | held my tongue; for it was
my plan to get safe across to the States without incident, and then give McDermott the dip, and be quit
of him.

| told him to change his costume, and | would do the same; for if people came asking after us, it might
throw them off. We did not think that would happen at least until Monday, for we did not know that Mr.
Kinnear had invited some friends to Sunday dinner. And so | changed my dress, at the City Hotel, and
James put on alight summer jacket of Mr. Kinnear’s. And he told me with abit of asneer that | looked
very eegant, and quite the lady, with my pink parasol and all.

Then he went to get himself shaved; and thiswas the moment | could have run for help. But he had
severa timestold me that we must hang together or we would hang separately; and dthough | felt mysalf
innocent, | knew that appearances were against me. And even if he wasto be hanged and | not, and
even though | desired no more of his company, and was afraid of him, till | did not wish to be the means
of betraying him. Thereis something despicable about betraya; and I’ d felt his heart beating next to mine,
and however undesired, till it was ahuman heart; and | did not wish to have any part in filling it forever,
unless| should beforced toit. And | reflected aswell, that in the Bible it iswritten, Vengeance is mine,
saith the Lord. | did not fed it was my place to take such a serious thing as vengeance into my own
hands, and so | stayed where | was until he came back.

By eight o' clock we were on board the steamer Transit, with the wagon, and Charley Horse, and the
boxesand dl, and pulling out of the harbour; and | was much relieved. The day wasfair, with afine
breeze, and the sun sparkling on the blue waves; and by thistime Jameswasin high spirits, and very
proud of himsdlf; and | was afraid that if he got out of my sight, he would go about boasting, and strutting
in his new clothes, and showing off Mr. Kinnear’ s gold trinkets; but he was eager to kegp mein view, in
case | should tell someone what he had done, and he stuck by melike aleech.

We were on the lower deck, because of Charley, as| didn’'t wish to leave him adone; he was nervous,
and | suspected he' d never been on asteamer before; and the noise of the engine, and the paddie-whed!
going around, must have been frightening to him. So | stayed with him and fed him crackers, which he
loved because of the sdt. A young girl and ahorse will aways attract attention from admiring youths,
who will pretend to be interested in the horse; and soon we did; and | found mysdlf having to answer
questions.

James had told me to say that we were brother and sister, and had left our unpleasant relations, with
whom we had quarrelled; so | chose to be Mary Whitney, and said that he was David Whitney, and we
were on our way to Rochester. The young fellows did not see any reason why they should not flirt with
me, as James was only my brother, and so they did; and | thought it my part to return their sallieswith
good humour, though it told against me a the trial; and & the time | got some black looks from James.
But | was only attempting to dlay suspicion, both theirs and his; and underneath my show of happiness|
was very downheartened.



We stopped at Niagara, but it was nowhere near the Falls, so | was unable to see them. James went
ashore, and made me come with him, and he ate a beefsteak. | did not take any refreshment, as| was
nervous the whole time we were there. But nothing happened, and we went on.

Oneyoung fellow pointed to another steamer in the distance, and said it was the Lady of the Lake, a
United States vessal which until recently was thought to be the fastest boat on the Lake; but she had just
lost atrial-of-speed race to the new Roya Mail Standard boat, the Eclipse, which outran her by four
minutes and ahaf. And | said didn’t that make him proud, and he said no, because he had adollar bet
onthe Lady. And al present laughed.

Then something came clear to me which | used to wonder about. Thereisaquilt pattern caled Lady of
the Lake, which | thought was named for the poem; but | could never find any lady in the pattern, nor any
lake. But now | saw that the boat was named for the poem, and the quilt was named for the boat;
because it was a pinwhed design, which must have stood for the paddie going around. And | thought that
things did make sense, and have adesign to them, if you only pondered them long enough. And so
perhapsit might be with recent events, which at the moment seemed to me entirely sensdess; and finding
out the reason for the quilt pattern was alesson to me, to havefaith.

Then | remembered Mary Whitney reading that poem with me, and how we would skip through the dull
courtships, and move on to the exciting parts, and the fighting; but the place | recalled best was the poor
woman who' d been stolen away from the church on her wedding day, kidnapped for anobleman’'s
pleasure, and had gone mad from it, and wandered about picking wildflowers, and singing to hersdlf. And
| considered that | too was being kidnapped after afashion, though not on my wedding day; and | feared
| might end up in the same plight.

Meanwhile we were coming into Lewiston. James had attempted to sell the horse and wagon to those on
board, against my better judgment; but he asked far too low a price, which aroused suspicion. And
because he' d offered them for sde, the Customs Officer in Lewiston put a duty on them, and detained
them because we did not have the money to pay it. But dthough Jameswas angry at first, he soon
passed it off asbeing of little importance, and told me we would sell some of the other things, and come
back the next day for therig. But | was quite anxious about it, as it meant we would have to spend the
night there; and athough we were in the United States, and should think oursalves safe, aswewerein a
foreign country now; yet that never sopped the davers up from the States from sel zing runaway daves
they said were theirs; and altogether it was far too close for comfort.

| tried to make him promise not to sall Charley Horse, though he could do as he liked with the wagon.
But he said, Horse be damned; and | believe he was jeal ous of the poor horse, because | was so fond of
him.

The scenery in the United States was much the same asthat of the countryside we had just come from,
but it wasindeed a different place, asthe flags were different. | remembered what Jeremiah told me
about borders, and how easy it wasto cross them. The time when he had said that to me, in the kitchen
a Mr. Kinnear’s, seemed very long ago, and in adifferent lifetime; but in redlity it wasjust over aweek
before.

We went to the nearest tavern, which was not ahotel at al, aswas said in the broadsheet poem about
me, but only acheap inn by the wharf. There James soon swilled down alot more beer and brandy than
was good for him; and then we had supper, and he drank yet more. And when it wastimeto retire, he
wanted usto pretend we were man and wife, and to take aroom together; for, he said, it would be half
the cost. But | saw what he was after, and said that as we had started on the boat as brother and sister,
we could not change now, in case any remembered us from the boat. So he was given aroom with
another maninit, and | had oneto mysdf.



But hetried to push hisway into my room, saying we would be married soon enough anyway. And | said
we would not, and | would sooner marry the Devil himself, than him; and he said he would have my
promise off meanyway. Then | said | would scream, which would be adifferent thing in ahoussful of
people than in one with only two corpses. And hetold me for God' s sake to shut my mouth, and called
meadut and awhore; and | said he should think of some new wordsto use, because | was heartily tired
of those. And heleft in afoul temper.

| resolved to get up very early, and dress, and steal away. For if | wasforced in some way to marry him,
| would be dead and buried in one shake of alamb’stail; asif he was suspicious of me a present, he
would be more so later. And once he' d got me into afarmhouse, in a strange neighbourhood with no
friends about, | would not give two pinsfor my own life, asit would be aknock on the head for me, and
six feet deep in the kitchen garden, and | would be making the potatoes and carrots grow, agreat ded
sooner than | cared to think.

Happily there was adoor that latched, and so | laiched it; and then | took off my clothes, all except my
shift, and folded them neatly across the back of the chair, as| used to do in the little room at Mrs.
Alderman Parkinson’ swhere | dept with Mary. Then | blew out the candle and did myself in between
the sheets, which were nearly clean for awonder; and | closed my eyes.

Ontheinsdes of my eydids| could see the water moving, the blue heaps of the waves as we came
acrossthe Lake, with thelight sparkling on them; only they were much bigger waves, and darker, like
rolling hills; and they were the waves of the ocean which | had voyaged across three years before, though
it seemed like acentury. And | wondered what would become of me, and comforted myself that ina
hundred years | would be dead and at peace, and in my grave; and | thought it might be lesstrouble
altogether, to bein it agood deal sooner than that.

But the waves kept moving, with the white wake of the ship traced in them for an ingtant, and then
smoothed over by thewater. And it was asif my own footsteps were being erased behind me, the
footsteps I’ d made as a child on the beaches and pathways of the land I’ d | eft, and the footsteps 1'd
made on this side of the ocean, since coming here; al the traces of me, smoothed over and rubbed away
asif they had never been, like polishing the black tarnish from the silver, or drawing your hand across dry
sand.

Onthe edge of deep | thought: It'sasif | never existed, because no trace of meremains, | have left no
marks. And that way | cannot be followed.

Itisamost the same as being innocent.

Andthen| dept.

Chapter 40

Thisiswhat | dreamt, as | lay adeep between the nearly clean sheets, in thetavern at Lewiston.

| was walking up the long curved drive to Mr. Kinnear’ s, between the rows of maple trees that were
planted at either Sde. | was seeing it dl for thefirst time, although | dso knew | had been there before, as
istheway in dreams. And | thought, | wonder who livesin that house?

Then | knew that | was not alone on the driveway. Mr. Kinnear was walking behind me, to the lft; he
was there to make sure no harm came to me. And then the lamp came on in the parlour window, and |
knew that Nancy wasingde, waiting to welcome me back from my journey; for | had been on ajourney,
| was sure of it, and had been absent along time. Only it was not Nancy, but Mary Whitney who was
waiting; and | felt so happy, to know | would see her again, restored to health and laughing, as she was



before.

| saw how beautiful the house was, dl white, with the pillars at the front, and the white peoniesin flower
by the verandah glimmering in the dusk, and the lamplight blooming in the window.

And | longed to be there, dthough in the dream | wasthere dready; but | had a great yearning towards
thishouse, for it was my red home. And as| fdlt that, the lamp was dimmed and the house went dark,
and | saw that the fireflies were out and glowing, and there was the smell of milkweed blossoms from the
fildsdl around, and the warm damp air of the summer evening against my cheek, so mild and soft. And
ahand was dipped into mine.

And just then there was aknocking at the door.
Eleven - Falling Timbers
Chapter 41

To Dr. Smon Jordan, care of Major C. D. Humphrey, Lower Union Street, Kingston, Canada
West; from Mrs. William P. Jordan, Laburnum House, Loomisville, Massachusetts, The United
Sates of America.

August 3rd, 1859.
My Dearest Son:

| amin the greatest state of apprehension, at not having had a letter from you, for so long. Do
send me at least one word, to let me know that no disaster has befallen you. In these evil days,
with a calamitous War looming ever nearer in the distance, a Mother’ s chief hope is that her
dearest ones, of which | have only you remaining, should be safe and sound. Perhapsit would be
best if you would remain in that country, to avoid the inevitable; but it is only a weak Mother’s
heart that urgesit, as| cannot in all conscience advocate cowardice, when so many other Mothers
will surely be prepared to face whatever Fate may have in store.

| do so long to see your welcome face once more, dear Son. The slight cough, which has troubled
me ever since the time of your birth, has increased of late, and isin the evenings quite violent; and
| amin an agony of nerves, every day that you are away from us, for fear that | should be taken
away suddenly, in the middle of the night perhaps, without having the opportunity of bidding you
a last fond farewell, and giving you a last Mother’ s Blessing. Should War be avoided, which we
must all hope for, | do so pray that | may see you well settled, and in a home of your own, before
that inevitable date. But do not let my doubtless idle fears and fancies take you away from your
studies and researches, and your Lunatics, or whatever you are doing, which | amsureisvery
important.

| hope you are eating a nourishing diet, and keeping up your strength. Thereisno blessing like a
solid constitution, and if one has not inherited it, then even more care must be taken. Mrs.
Cartwright says sheis so thankful that her daughter has never been sick a day in her life, and is
as strong as a horse. The inheritance of a sound mind in a healthy body would be the best legacy
of all, to leave to one’ s children; one which your own poor Mother was, alas, not able to provide,
to her own dear Boy, though not for lack of wishing. But we must all content ourselves with the
lot in life, in which Providence has seen fit to place us.

My faithful Maureen and Samantha send their respect and love to you, and beg to be
remembered. Samantha says that her strawberry preserves, which you loved so much as a Boy,



continue as good as ever, and you should hurry back for a taste of them, before she * crosses over
theriver,” as she putsit; and my poor Maureen, who may soon be as crippled as your Mother,
says she cannot eat a spoonful, without thinking of you, and remembering happier times; and they
are both most anxious for the renewed sight of your ever-welcome countenance; asis, to a
thousandfold extent,

Your always loving and devoted,
Mother.
Chapter 42

Simonisin the upstairs corridor again, in the attic, where the maids live. He senses them waiting behind
their closed doors, ligtening, their eyes shining in the semi-darkness; but they don’t make a sound. His
footstepsin ther thick schoolboy boots ring hollowly on the boards. Surely there ought to be some kind
of carpet here, or matting; everyone in the house must be ableto hear him.

He opensadoor a random, hoping to find Alice, or was her name Effie? But he' sbhack at Guy’s
Hospitd. He can sméll it, amost taste it — that dense, heavy smdll of damp stone, damp wooal, halitoss,
and septic human flesh. It sthe smell of trid and disgpprovd: heisgoing to be examined. Beforehimisa
draped table: he must make a dissection, dthough he is only astudent here, he hasn’t been taught, he
doesn’'t know how. Theroom isempty, but he knows he' s being watched, by those who are there to

judgehim.
It sawoman, under the sheet; he can tell by the contours. He hopes sheisn’t too old, asthat would be
somehow worse. A poor woman, dead of some unknown disease. No one knows where they get the

cadavers; or no one knowsfor certain. Dug up in the graveyard by moonlight, goes the student joke. No,
not by moonlight, you fool: by the Resurrection Men.

Step by step he approaches the table. Does he have hisinstruments ready? Y es, hereis the candlestick;
but he has no shoes on, and hisfeet are wet. He must lift off the sheet, then lift off her skin, whoever she
is, or was, layer by layer. Strip back her rubbery flesh, pedl her open, gut her like ahaddock. He's
shaking with terror. She will be cold, inflexible. They keep them onice.

But under the sheet there’ s another sheet, and under that another one. It looks like awhite mudin curtain.
Then there' sablack veil, and then — can it be? — a petticoat. The woman must be down there
somewhere; franticaly he rummages. But no; the last sheet is abedsheet, and there' s nothing under it but
abed. That, and the form of someone who’ sbeen lying here. It sstill warm.

Heisfailing desperatdly, failing his examination, and so publicly too; but now he doesn't mind that. It' sas
if he'sbeen reprieved. 1t will be dl right now, he will be taken care of. Outside the door, which isthe
same one he camein by, there sagreen lawn, with a stream flowing beyond it. The sound of the running
water isvery soothing. There' saquick indrawn breath, and the smell of strawberries, and ahand touches
his shoulder.

Hewakes, or dreams he wakes. He knows he must still be asleep, because Grace Marks is bending
over himin the close darkness, her loosened hair brushing hisface. Heisn't surprised, nor does he ask
how she has managed to come here from her prison cell. He pulls her down — sheiswearing only a
nightdress— and falls on top of her, and shoves himsdlf into her with agroan of lust and no manners, for
in dreams everything is permitted. His spine jerks him like a hooked fish, then releases him. He gasps for
ar.

Only then does he redlize he' s not dreaming; or not dreaming the woman. She' sredlly here, in the flesh,



lying motionless beside him in the suddenly too-quiet bed, arms at her Sdeslike an effigy; but sheisnot
Grace Marks. Impaossible now to mistake her boniness, her bird’ sribcage, her smell of singed linen and
camphor and violets. The opium taste of her mouth. It shisthin landlady, whose first name he does't
even know. When he entered her she made no sound, either of protest or ddlight. Is she even breathing?

Tentatively he kisses her again, then again: smal kisses. It' sthe dternative to taking her pulse. Heworks
hisway around until hefindsavein, the onein her neck, throbbing. Her skiniswarm, alittle sticky, like
syrup; the hairs behind her ear smell of beeswax.

Not dead then.
Oh no, hethinks. What next? What have | done?
Chapter 43

Dr. Jordan has gone off to Toronto. | don’t know how long he will be gone; | hopeit’ s not very long, as
| have become quite used to him somehow, and fear that when he goes away, asheisbound to do
sooner or later, therewill be asad emptinessin my heart.

What should | tdll him, when he comes back? He will want to know about the arrest, and the trid, and
what was said. Someof itisal jumbled in my mind, but | could pick out thisor that for him, some bits of
whole cloth you might say, as when you go through the rag bag looking for something that will do, to
supply atouch of colour.

| could say this.

Wedl, Sir, they arrested mefirst, and James next. Hewas still adeegp in hisbed, and the first thing he did
when they woke him up wasto try to blame it on Nancy. If you find Nancy you will know dl about it, he
sad, it was her fault. | thought thiswas very stupid of him, as athough she hadn’t yet been discovered,
they were bound to ferret her out sooner or later, if only by the smell; and indeed they did so, the very
next day. James was trying to pretend he didn’t know where she was, or even that she was dead; but he
should have held histongue about her.

It was still the early morning when they arrested us. They hustled us out of the Lewiston tavern at grest
speed. | believe they were afraid the men there might stop them, and attract a mob, and rescue us, as
they might have done if McDermott had thought to shout out that he was arevolutionary, or arepublican,
or some such, and he had hisrights, and down with the British; because there was still considerable high
fedingsthen, on the side of Mr. William Lyon Mackenzie and the Rebellion, and there werethosein the
States that wanted to invade Canada. And the men that arrested us had no redl authority. But
McDermott was too cowed to protest, or else he lacked the presence of mind; and when they’d got us
asfar asthe Customs, and said we were wanted on suspicion of murder, then our party was allowed to
proceed, and to set sail without further ado.

| was very glum going back acrossthe Lake, although the westher was fair and the waves not large; buit |
cheered mysdlf up, by tdling mysdf that Justice would not let me be hanged for something | hadn’t done,
and | would only haveto tell the Story asit happened, or asmuch of it as| could remember. Asfor
McDermott’ s chances, | did not rate them very high; but he was still denying al, and saying we only had
Mr. Kinnear’ sthings with us because Nancy had refused to pay us what we were owed, and so we had
paid oursalves. He said if anyone had killed Kinnear it was most likely atramp; and there had been a
suspicious-looking man hanging around, who' d said he was a peddier, and sold him some shirts; and they
should belooking for that one, and not an honest man like himsalf, whose only crime wasto wish to
better hislot in life through hard work and immigration. He certainly could lie, but never very well; and he
wasn't believed, and might just aswell have kept his mouth shut; and | thought it wrong in him, Sir, that



he was trying to put the murder off on my old friend Jeremiah, who' d never done any such thing in hislife,
that | knew of.

They put usinto thejail in Toronto, locked up in cells, like animasin a cage, but not so close together
that we could speak; and then they examined us separately. They asked me agood many questions; and
| was quite frightened, and not at all surewhat | should say. | had no lawyer at thistime, as Mr.
MacKenzie only cameinto it much later. | asked for my box, which they made such afussover inthe
newspapers, and sneered at mefor referring to it as mine, and for having no clothes of my own to speak
of; but dthough it was true this box and the clothesin it had once been Nancy’s, they were hersno
longer, asthe dead have no use for such things.

They held it against measwdl that | was at first cam and in good spirits, with full and clear eyes, which
they took for callousness; but if I’ d been weeping and crying, they would have said it showed my guilt;
for they’ d dready decided | was guilty, and once people make their minds up that you have done a
crime, then anything you do istaken as proof of it; and | don't think | could have scratched myself or
wiped my nosewithout it being written up in the newspapers, and malicious comment made onit, in
high-sounding phrases. And it was &t thistime that they called me McDermoitt’ s paramour, and also his
accomplice; and they wrote also that | must have helped to strangle Nancy, asit would take two to do
thejob. The newspaper journdistslike to believe the worst; they can sall more papersthat way, asone
of them told me himsdlf; for even upstanding and respectable people dearly loveto read ill of others.

The next thing, Sir, was the Inquest, which was held very soon after we were brought back. It wasto
determine how Nancy and Mr. Kinnear had died, whether by accident or murder; and for that | had to
be examined in court. By now | wasthoroughly terrified, as | could see that fegling was running very
much against me; and the jailersin Toronto made cruel jokes when they brought in my food, and said
they hoped when they hanged me that the scaffold would be high, as that way they would get agood
look at my ankles. And one of them tried to take advantages, and said | might aswell enjoy it while| had
the chance, aswhere | was going I’ d never have no fine brisk lover like himsdlf between my knees; but |
told him to keep hisfilthy salf to himsdlf; and it would have come to worse, except that hisfellow-jailer
cameaong and said that | hadn’t been tried yet, much less condemned; and if thefirst one valued his
position he should keep away from me. Which he did mostly.

| will tell Dr. Jordan about this, as he likesto hear about such things, and dways writes them down.

Wdll, Sir, | will continue— the day of the Inquest came, and | took care to appear neat and tidy, for |
knew how much appearances count, as when you are applying for anew position, and they aways|ook
at your wrists and cuffs, to seeif you are of clean habits, and they did say in the newspapersthat | was
decently dressed.

The Inquest was held in the City Hall, with anumber of Magigtrates present, dl staring and frowning; and
an immense crowd of spectators, and Press men, pushing and shoving and jostling, so asto bein a better
position to see and hear; and these had to be reprimanded severa times, for disruption. | didn’t see how
they could get any more people into the room, which was stuffed to bursting, but more and more kept
trying to thrust themselves forward.

| tried to control my trembling, and to face what was to come with as much courage as| could lay hold
of, which by that time, to tell you the truth, Sir, was not very much. McDermott was there, looking as
surly asever, which wasthe first time | had seen him since we were arrested. The newspapers said he
showed sullen doggedness and reckl ess defiance, which wastheir way of putting it, | suppose. But it
was nothing different from the way he always |ooked at the breakfast table.

Then they started in to question me about the murders, and | was at aloss. For asyou know, Sir, | could



not rightly remember the events of that terrible day, and did not fedl | had been present at them at al, and
had lain unconscious for severd parts of it; but | waswell awarethat if | said this| would be laughed to
scorn, since Jefferson the butcher testified that he' d seen me and conversed with me, and said I'd told
him we would not be needing any fresh mest; which they made ajoke of later, because of the bodiesin
the cdllar, in abroadsheet poem they were hawking about at the time of McDermott’ shanging; and |
thought it was very coarse and common, and disrespectful of afellow-being'smorta struggle.

So | said that the last time I” d seen Nancy was around dinnertime, when | looked out of the kitchen door
and saw her putting the young ducksin; and after that, McDermott said she’ d gone into the house, and |
said she was not there, and he told me to mind my own business. Then he said she'd gone over to Mrs.
Wright's. | told them | was suspicious, and asked McDermott about her severa times, when we were
traveling to the States, at which he said shewasadl right; but I did not positively know of her death, until
she was discovered on the Monday morning.

| then told how | heard ashot, and saw Mr. Kinnear’ s body lying on the floor; and how | screamed and
rushed about, and how McDermott shot a me, and | fainted and fell down. | did remember that part of
it. And indeed they found the ball from the gun, in the wood of the summer kitchen door frame, which
showed | was not lying.

We were bound over for tria, which was not to take place until November; and so | was three weary
months penned up in the Toronto jail, which was worse than being here in the Penitentiary, as| wasal by
mysdlf in acdl, and people coming on the pretence of some errand or other, but realy to gawk and

gape. And | wasin avery miserable state.

Outsde, the seasons changed, but al | knew of it wasthe difference in the light that shone through the
small barred window, which wastoo high on thewall for meto see out of it; and the air that would come
in, bringing the scents and odours of dl | was missing. In August there was the smell of fresh-mown hay,
and then the smell of grapes and peaches ripening; and in September the gpples, and in October the
falen leaves, and thefirst cold foretaste of snow. There was nothing for meto do, except sitin my cell,
and worry about what was going to happen, and whether indeed | would be hanged, asthejailerstold
me every day, and | must say they enjoyed every word of death and disaster that came out of their
mouths. | don’t know whether you have noticed it, Sir, but there are some that take pleasurein the
digtress of afdlow-mortal, and most especidly if they think that fellow-morta has committed asin, which
adds an extrardish. But which among us has not snned, asthe Bibletells us? | would be ashamed
mysdf, to take such delight in the sufferings of others.

In October they gave me alawyer, which was Mr. MacK enzie. He was not very handsome, and had a
nose like abottle. | thought he was very young and untried, asthiswas hisfirst case; and sometimes his
manner was alittletoo familiar for my taste, as he gppeared to wish to be shut up in the cell with me
alone, and offered to comfort me, with frequent pattings of the hand; but | was glad to have anyone at al,
to plead my case and to put thingsin as good alight as possible; so | said nothing about it, but did my
best to smile and behave gratefully. He wanted meto tell my story in what he caled a coherent way, but
would often accuse me of wandering, and become annoyed with me; and at last he said that theright
thing was, not to tell the story as| truly remembered it, which nobody could be expected to make any
sense of; but to tell astory that would hang together, and that had some chance of being bdlieved. | was
to leave out the parts | could not remember, and especidly to leave out the fact that | could not
remember them. And | should say what must have happened, according to plausibility, rather than what |
mysalf could actudly recdl. So that iswhat | attempted to do.

| was by mysdlf agreat ded, and spent many along hour dwelling on my future orded; and if | cameto
be hanged, what it would belike; and how long and lonely the road of death might be, that | could well



beforced to travel dong; and what awaited me at the other end of it. | prayed to God, but got no
answer; and | consoled mysdlf by reflecting that this silence of hiswasjust another of his mysterious
ways. | tried to think over al of the things I’ d donewrong, so | could repent of them; such as choosing
the second-best sheet for my mother, and not staying awake when Mary Whitney was dying. And when
| myself cameto be buried, it might not bein asheet at dl, but cut up into pieces, and bits and fragments,
asthey say the doctors did to you if you were hanged. And that was my worst fear.

Then | attempted to cheer mysdlf, by recalling earlier scenes. | remembered Mary Whitney, and how

she’' d had her marriage and her farmhouse planned out, with the curtains chosen and dl, and how it came
to nothing, and how she died in agony; and then the last day of October came around, and | remembered
the night we' d pedled the apples, and how she’'d said | would cross the water three times, and then get
married to a man whose name began with aJ. All of that seemed now like achildish game, and | no
longer had any belief init. Oh Mary, | would say, how | long to be back in our little cold bedroom at
Mrs. Alderman Parkinson’s, with the cracked washbasin and the one chair, instead of herein thisdark
cdl, indanger of my life. And it did seem to me at timesthat alittle comfort came back to mein return;
and once | heard her laughing. But you often imagine things, when you are lone so much.

It was @ thistimethat the red peoniesfirst began growing.

Thelast timel saw Dr. Jordan, he asked if | recaled Mrs. Susanna Moodie, when she' d cometo visit
the Penitentiary. That would have been seven years ago, shortly before they put meinto the Lunatic
Asylum. | saidthat | did recall her. He asked mewhat | thought of her, and | said shelooked likea
beetle.

A beetle? said Dr. Jordan. | saw that | had astonished him.

Yes, abeetle, Sir, | said. Round and fat and dressed in black, and a quick and scuttling sort of walk; and
black, shiny eyestoo. | do not mean it asaninsult, Sir, | added, for he' d given one of his short laughs. It
was just the way shelooked, in my opinion.

And do you remember the time she visited you, just ashort time after that, in the Provincid Asylum?
Not well, Sir, | said. But we had many visitorsthere.
She describes you as shrieking and running about. Y ou were confined on the violent ward.

That may be, Sir, | said. | do not recall behaving in aviolent manner towards others, unlessthey did so
firdtome.

And singing, | believe, said he.

| enjoy singing, | said shortly; for | was not pleased by thisline of questioning. A good hymn tune or
bdlad isuplifting to the spirits.

Did you tell Kenneth MacK enzie that you could see the eyes of Nancy Montgomery following you
around? he said.

| have read what Mrs. Moodie wrote down about that, Sir, | said. | don’t liketo call anyone aliar. But
Mr. MacKenzie put amisconstruction upon what | told him.

And what was that?

| said red spots, at first, Sir. And that was true. They looked like red spots.



And after?

And after, when he pressed me for an explanation, | told him what | thought they were. But | did not say
eyes.

Yes? Go on! said Dr. Jordan, who was trying to appear calm; he wasleaning forward, asif waiting for
some greet secret. But it was no great secret. | would havetold him earlier, if he'd asked me.

| did not say eyes, Sir; | said peonies. But Mr. MacK enzie was always more fond of listening to hisown
voice than to someone ese's. And | supposeit’'smore the usud thing, to have eyesfollowing you
around. It ismorewhat isrequired, under the circumstances, if you follow me, Sir. And | guessthat was
why Mr. MacKenzie misheard it, and why Mrs. Moodie wrote it down. They wanted to have things
done properly. But they were peonies, dl the same. Red ones. Thereis no mistake possible.

| see, said Dr. Jordan. But he looked as puzzled as ever.

Next hewill want to know about thetrial. It began on the 3rd of November, and so many people
crushed into the courthouse that the floor gave way. When | was put into the dock, at first | had to stand,
but then they brought me achair. The air was very close, and there was a constant buzzing of voices, like
aswarm of bees. Different people got up, somein my favour, to say I’d never been in trouble before,
and was a hard worker, and of good character; and others spoke against me; and there were more of
these. | looked around for Jeremiah the peddler, but he was not there. He at least would have
understood something of my plight, and would have tried to help me out of it, for he' d said therewas a
kinship between us. Or so | believed.

Then they brought in Jamie Walsh. | was hoping for some token of sympathy from him, but he gave mea
garefilled with such reproach and sorrowful anger, that | saw how it was with him. He felt betrayed in
love, because I’ d gone off with McDermott; and from being an angdl in his eyes, and fit to beidolized
and worshipped, | was transformed to a demon, and hewould do al in his power to destroy me. With
that my heart sank within me, for of everyonel knew at Richmond Hill, | had been counting on him to say
agood word for me; and helooked so young and fresh, and unspoiled and innocent, that a pang went
through me, for | valued his good opinion of me, and it wasagrief to loseit.

He got up to testify, and was sworn in; and the way he took the oath on the Bible, very solemn but with
hard ragein hisvoice, did not bode me any good. He told about our party the night before, and playing
the flute, and how McDermott had refused to dance, and walked him partway home; and how Nancy
was alive when he' d left us, and on her way upstairsto bed. And then he told how he' d come over the
next afternoon, and seen McDermott with adouble-barrelled gun in hishand, which he clamed he'd
been using to shoot birds. He said | was standing by the pump with my hands folded, wearing white
cotton stockings; and when asked where Nancy was, | laughed in ateasing manner, and said he was
awayswanting to know things; but that Nancy had gone to Wrights', where there was someoneiill, with
aman who'd cometo fetch her.

| remember none of this, Sir, but Jamie Wa sh gave histestimony in astraightforward manner which it
was difficult to doulbt.

But then his emotions overcame him, and he pointed at me, and said, “ She has got on Nancy‘ s dress, the
ribbons under her bonnet are a'so Nancy’s, and the tippet she has on, and aso the parasol in her hand.”

At that there was a gresat outcry in the courtroom, like the uprush of voices a the Judgment Day; and |
knew | was doomed.

When my turn came, | said what Mr. MacKenzie had told me to say, and my head was dl in aturmail,



trying to remember the right answers; and | was pressed to explain why | hadn’t warned Nancy and Mr.
Kinnear, once | knew James McDermott’ sintentions. And Mr. MacKenzie said it was for fear of my life,
and despite his nose he was very eloquent. He said that | waslittle more than a child, a poor motherless
child and to al intents and purposes an orphan, cast out upon the world with nobody to teach me any
better; and I’ d had to work hard for my bread, from an early age, and was industry itself; and | was very
ignorant and uneducated, and illiterate, and little better than a hadfwit; and very soft and pliable, and easily

impaosed upon.

But despite everything he could do, Sir, it went against me. The jury found me guilty of murder, asan
accessory both before and after the fact, and the judge pronounced sentence of degth. I’ d been madeto
stand up to hear the sentence; but when he said Degth, | fainted, and fell on the railing made of pointed
spikesthat was adl around the dock; and one of the spikes went into my breast, right next to my heart.

| could show him the scar.
Chapter 44

Simon has taken the morning train for Toronto. He' stravelling second class; he' s been spending too
much money of late, and feds the need to economize.

He slooking forward to hisinterview with Kenneth MacKenzie: through it, he may uncover some detall
or other, something Grace hasfailed to mention, either because it might show her in abad light or
because she has genuinely forgotten it. The mind, he reflects, islike a house — thoughts which the owner
no longer wishesto display, or those which arouse painful memories, are thrust out of sght, and
consigned to attic or cellar; and in forgetting, asin the storage of broken furniture, thereis surely an
element of will a work.

Grace swill isof the negative femd e variety — she can deny and reject much more easily than she can
affirm or accept. Somewhere within hersalf — he’ sseenit, if only for amoment, that conscious, even
cunning look in the corner of her eye — she knows she' s concedling something from him. As she stitches
away a her sawing, outwardly cam asamarble Madonna, sheisal the while exerting her passive
stubborn strength against him. A prison does not only lock itsinmatesingde, it keepsall others out. Her
strongest prison isof her own congtruction.

Some days he would like to dap her. The temptation isamost overwheming. But then she would have
trapped him; then she would have areason for resisting him. She would turn on him that gaze of a
wounded doe which al women keep in store for such occasions. Shewould cry.

Y et he doesn't fed she didikestheir conversations. On the contrary, she appears to welcome them, and
even to enjoy them; much as one enjoys agame of any sort, when oneiswinning, hetdls himsdf grimly.
The emotion she expresses most openly towards him is a subdued gratitude.

He' s coming to hate the gratitude of women. It islike being fawned on by rabbits, or like being covered
with syrup: you can't get it off. It dows you down, and puts you at a disadvantage. Every time some
woman isgrateful to him, hefedsliketaking acold bath. Their gratitude isn’t red; what they redly mean
by it isthat he should be grateful to them. Secretly they despise him. He recalls with embarrassment, and
akind of shrivelling self-loathing, the puppyish condescension he used to display when paying out his
money to some pitiful shopworn streetgirl — the beseeching look in her eyes, and how large and rich and
compassionate he felt himsdlf to be, asif the favours about to be conferred were his, not hers. What
contempt they al must have kept hidden, under their thanks and smiles!

Thewhistle shouts, grey smoke blows past the window. To the left, acrossflat fields, istheflat lake,
dimpled like hammered pewter. Here and there isalog shanty, aline of washing flapping, afat mother no



doubt cursing the smoke, a clutch of staring children. Freshly cut trees, then old ssumps; asmouldering
bonfire. The occasiona bigger house, red brick or white clapboard. The engine pounds like an iron heart,
the train moves relentlessy westward.

Away from Kingston; away from Mrs. Humphrey. Rache, as he has now been entrested to call her. The
more miles heisableto put between himself and Rachel Humphrey, the lighter and lesstroubled in spirit
he feds. He' s gotten himsdlf in too deep with her. He' s floundering — images of quicksand cometo mind
— but he can’t see how to extricate himsalf, not yet. Having amistress— for that’ s what she' s become,
he supposes, and it hasn't taken long! — isworse than having awife. The responsibilitiesinvolved are
weightier, and more muddled.

Thefirst time was an accident: he was ambushed in his deep. Nature took advantage of him, creeping up
on him as he lay entranced, without his daytime armour; hisown dreamsturned againgt him. Thisisthe
very thing Rachd clams of hersdf: she was degpwaking, she says. She thought she was outdoorsin the
sunlight, gathering flowers, but somehow shefound hersdlf in hisroom, in the darkness, in hisarms, and
aready then it wastoo late, shewaslost. Lost isaword she uses alot. She has aways been of a
sengitive nature, she' stold him, and subject to somnambulism even asachild. They used to haveto lock
her into her room at night, to prevent her wandering around in the moonlight. He doesn’t for an instant
believethis story, but for arefined woman of her class he supposesit’saway of saving face. What was
redly in her mind a the time, and what she isthinking now, he scarcely daresto guess.

Almost every night since, she' scometo hisroom in her nightdress, with awhite ruffled peignoir thrown
over it. Theribbons at the throat untied, the buttons open. She carriesasingle candle: shelooksyoung in
the dusk. Her green eyesgleam, her long fair hair is down around her shoulderslike ashining vell.

Or if hegtaysout late, walking by theriver in the cool of night as he’ sincreasingly inclined to do, she'll be
there waiting for him when hereturns. Hisinitia reaction isone of ennui: thereisaritua danceto be gone
through, and it isone that bores him. The encounter begins with tears, quivering, and reluctance: she

sobs, she reproaches hersdlf, she pictures hersalf as ruined, wallowing in shame, a soul condemned.

She' s never been anybody’ s mistress before, she has never stooped so low, indulged in such abasement;
if her husband discovers them, what will become of her? 1t is adways the woman who' s blamed.

Simon letsher go oninthisven for atime; then he comforts her, and assures her in the vaguest of terms
that al will bewell, and says he doesn't think any the less of her for what she has so inadvertently done.
Then he adds that nobody need know, provided they are discreet. They must take greeat care never to
betray themsalves by word or glance, in front of others— especialy Dora, because Rachel must know
how servants gossip — acaution that isn't only for her protection, but for his. He can imagine what
Reverend Verringer would have to say; among others.

She criesmore at the thought of discovery; she writhes with humiliation. He doesn't think she' s been
taking the laudanum any more, or at least not so much; otherwise she wouldn’t get so worked up. Her
behaviour would not be so reprehensibleif she were awidow, she goeson. If the Mgor were dead, she
would not be betraying her marriage vows, but asitis.... Hetdls her the Mgor hastreated her
abominably, and isacad, ascoundrel, adog, and deserves even worse from her. He haskept a
semblance of caution: he' s made no offers of instant marriage, should the Mg or suddenly and
accidentaly topple off acliff and break his neck. Inwardly he wishes him along and hedthy life.

He dries her eyes with her own handkerchief — aways aclean one, freshly ironed, smelling of violets,
tucked conveniently into her deeve. Shewinds her arms around him, presses close, and hefedls her
breasts pushing againgt him, her hips, thefull length of her body. She has an astonishingly tiny waist. Her
mouth grazes his neck. Then she draws back, aghast at hersdlf, with a gesture of nymph-like coyness,
and bends away from him in an attitude of flight; but by thistime heisno longer bored.



Rachel isunlike any woman he' s ever had before. To begin with, she's arespectable woman, hisfirs;
and respectability in awoman, as he' s now discovered, complicates things consderably. Respectable
women are by nature sexually cold, without the perverse lusts and the neurasthenic longings that drive
their degenerate sstersinto prostitution; or so goes the scientific theory. His own explorations have
suggested to him that prostitutes are motivated less by depravity than by poverty, but neverthelessthey
must gppear astheir clients wish to imagine them. A whore must feign desire and then pleasure, whether
shefedsthem or not; such pretences are what she' s paid for. A cheap whore is cheap not because she's
ugly or old, but because she'sa bad actress.

With Rachel however things are reversed. Her pretence is a pretence of averson—it'sher part to
display resistance, histo overcomeit. She wishesto be seduced, overwhemed, taken againgt her will. At
the moment of her climax — which she attempts to disguise as pain — she dways says no.

In addition, sheimplies, by her shrinking and clinging, her abject imploring, that she' s offering him her
body asakind of payment — something she owes him in return for the money he' s spent on her behalf,
asin some overdone melodrama featuring evil bankers and virtuous but penniless maidens. Her other
gameisthat sheistrapped, a the mercy of hiswill, asin the obscene novels obtainable at the seedier
bookstals of Paris, with their moustache-twirling Sultans and cowering dave-girls. Silvery draperies,
chained ankles. Breastslike melons. Eyes of gazelles. That such configurations are band does not rob
them of their power.

What idiocies has he uttered, in the course of these nightly debauches? He can hardly remember. Words
of passion and burning love, of how he cannot resist her, which — strange to say — he himsdlf actudly
believes at thetime. During the day, Rachel isaburden, an encumbrance, and he wishesto berid of her;
but at night she’ s an dtogether different person, and so is he. He too says no when he meansyes. He
means more, he means further, he means deeper. Hewould liketo make anincison in her — just asmall
one— s0 he can taste her blood, which in the shadowy darkness of the bedroom seemsto him likea
norma wish to have. He sdriven by what fedslike uncontrollable desire; but gpart from that — apart
from himsdf, at these times, asthe sheetstoss like waves and he tumbles and wallows and gasps —
another part of himsdlf stlandswith folded arms, fully clothed, merely curious, merdly observing. How far,
exactly, will hego?How far in.

Thetrain pullsinto the station a Toronto, and Simon attemptsto put such thoughts behind him. At the
gtation he hiresagig, and directs the driver to his chosen hotel; not the best one— he doesn’t want to
sguander money unnecessarily — but not ahovel either, as he has no wish to be bitten by fleas and
robbed. Asthey move through the streets— hot and dusty, crowded with vehicles of al descriptions,
lumbering wagons, coaches, private carriages— helooks around him with interest. Everything is new
and brisk, bustling and bright, vulgar and complacent, with asmdll of fresh money and fresh paint about
it. Fortunes have been made here in avery short time, with morein the making. There are the usua shops
and commercia buildings, and a surprising number of banks. None of the eating establishments looks at
al promising. The people on the sdewa ks appear prosperous enough for the most part, without the
hordes of destitute beggars, the swarms of rickety, dirty children, and the platoons of draggled or showy
progtitutes that disfigure so many European cities; yet such is his perverdty that he would rather bein
London or Paris. There he would be anonymous, and would have no responsibilities. No ties, no
connections. He would be ableto lose himself completely.

Twelve - Solomon’s Temple
Chapter 45

The law offices of Bradley, Porter, and MacKenzie are located in anew and somewhat pretentious
red-brick building on King Street West. In the outer office alank youth with colourless hair sitsat ahigh



desk, scrabbling with astedl-nibbed pen. When Simon enters he jumps up, scattering inkdrops like adog
shakingitsalf.

“Mr. MacKenzieis expecting you, Sir,” he says. He places areverent parenthesis around the word
MacKenze. How young heis, thinks Simon; thismust be hisfirst position. He ushers Smon dong a
carpeted passageway, and knocks at athick oak door.

Kenneth MacKenzieisin hisinner sanctuary. He' sframed himsdlf with polished bookshelves,
expensvely bound professiona volumes, three paintings of racehorses. On hisdesk isan inkstand of
Byzantine convolution and splendour. He himself isn't quite what Simon has been expecting: no heroic
dedlivering Perseus, no Red Cross Knight. He' s a short, pear-shaped man — narrow shoulders, a
comfortable little belly swelling under histartan vest — with a pocked and tuberous nose, and, behind his
slver spectacles, two small but observant eyes. He rises from his chair, hand outstretched, smiling; he has
two long front teeth like abeaver’s. Simon tries to imagine what he must have looked like, sixteen years
ago, when he was ayoung man — younger than Simon is now — but failsin the attempt. Kenneth

MacK enzie must have looked middle-aged even as afive-year-old.

Thisisthe man, then, who once saved thelife of Grace Marks, against considerable odds— cold
evidence, outraged public opinion, and her own confused and implausible testimony. Simon is curiousto
find out exactly how he managed it.

“Dr. Jordan. A pleasure.”
“Itiskind of you to spare methetime,” says Simon.

“Not a al. | have Reverend Verringer’ sletter; he speaks very highly of you, and has told me something
of your proceedings. | am glad to be of help in the interests of science; and asyou have heard, | am sure,
we lawyers dways welcome a chance to show off. But before we get downto it —" A decanter is
produced, cigars. The sherry isexcdlent: Mr. MacKenzie does himsalf well.

“Y ou are no relation to the famous rebel?” Simon asks, by way of beginning.

“Noneat al, though | would amost rather claim kin than not; it is't the disadvantage now that it once
was, and the old boy has long since been pardoned, and is seen asthe father of reforms. But fedling ran
high againgt him in those days; that alone could have put a noose around Grace Marks neck.”

“How s0?7" says Simon.

“If you' ve read back over the newspapers, you' |l have noticed that those which supported Mr.
Mackenzie and his cause were the only onesto say agood word for Grace. The otherswere all for
hanging her, and William Lyon Mackenzie aswell, and anyone el se thought to harbour republican
sentiments.”

“But surely there was no connection!”

“None whatsoever. Thereisnever any need for aconnection, in such matters. Mr. Kinnear wasaTory
gentleman, and William Lyon Mackenzie took the part of the poor Scots and Irish, and the emigrant
stlers generaly. Birds of afeather, was what they thought. | sweated blood at thetrid, | cantell you. It
was my first case, you know, my very firgt; I'd just been called to the bar. | knew it would be the making
or the breaking of me, and, asthingsturned out, it did give me quite aleg up.”

“How did you come to take the case?’ asks Simon.

“My dear man, | was handed it. It was a hot potato. No one else wanted it. The firm took it pro bono



— neither of the accused had any money, of course— and as | was the youngest, it ended up with me;
and a the last minute, too, with scarcely amonth to prepare. "Wdl, my lad,” said old Bradley, "hereit is.
Everyone knowsyou'll lose, because there’ sno doubt asto their guilt; but it will bethe style inwhich
you losethat will count. Thereis gracelesslosing, and thereisdegant losing. Let usseeyou lose as
elegantly as possible. Wewill dl be cheering you on.“ The old boy thought he was doing me afavour,
and perhaps he was, at that.”

“Y ou acted for both of them, | believe,” says Smon.

“Yes. That waswrong, in retrospect, astheir interests proved to bein conflict. There were alot of things
about thetria that were wrong; but the practice of jurisprudence was much laxer then.” MacKenzie
frowns at hiscigar, which has gone out. It strikes Simon that the poor fellow doesn't redlly enjoy
smoking, but feels he ought to do it because it goes with the racehorse pictures.

“So you've met Our Lady of the Silences?” MacKenzie asks.
“Isthat what you call her? Y es; I’ ve been spending agood ded of time with her, trying to determine...”
“Whether sheisinnocent?’

“Whether sheisinsane. Or was, at the time of the murders. Which | suppose would be innocence of a
kind.”

“Good luck to you,” saysMacKenzie. “It wasathing | could never be satisfied about, myself.”
“She purports to have no memory of the murders, or at least of the Montgomery woman's.”

“My dear man,” says MacKenzie, “you’ d be amazed how common such lgpses of memory are, amongst
the crimina dement. Very few of them can remember having done anything wrong at al. They will bash a
man half to death, and cut him to ribbons, and then claim they only gave him alittle tap with theend of a
bottle. Forgetting, in such cases, isagood ded more convenient than remembering.”

“Grace’ samnesia seems genuine enough,” says Simon, “or so | have cometo believe, inthe light of my
previous clinica experience. On the other hand, athough she can’t seem to remember the murder, she
has aminute recollection of the details surrounding it — every item of laundry she ever washed, for
instance; and such things as the boat race that preceded her own flight acrossthe Lake. She even
remembers the names of the boats.”

“How did you check her facts? In the newspapers, | suppose,” says MacKenzie. “Hasit occurred to you
that she may have derived her corroborative details from the same source? Criminals will read about
themsdves endlesdly, if given the chance. They areasvain in that way as authors. When McDermott
asserted that Grace helped him in his strangling escapade, he may very well have got the ideafrom the
Kingston Chronicle and Gazette, which proposed it asfact, even before there was an inquest. The knot
around the dead woman'’ s neck, they said, obvioudly required two personsto tieit. A piece of rubbish;
you can't tell from such aknot whether it wastied by one person or two, or twenty, for that matter. Of
course | made hash of thisnotion &t thetrid.”

“Now you have turned around, and are pleading the other side of the case,” says Simon.

“One must dways keep both sidesin one’ shead; it’ sthe only way to anticipate the moves of one's
opponent. Not that mine had avery hard job of work, inthiscase. But | did what | could; aman can but
do his best, as Walter Scott has remarked somewhere. The courtroom was crowded as Hell, and —
despite the November weather — just as hot, and the air was foul. Nevertheless, | cross-examined some



of thewitnessesfor over three hours. | must say it took stamina; but | was ayounger man then.”
“Y ou began by disdlowing the arrest itsdlf, as| recdl.”

“Yes. Well, Marks and McDermott were seized on American soil, and without awarrant. | made afine
gpeech about the violation of internationd frontiers, and habeas corpus and the like; but Chief Justice
Robinson was having none of it.

“| then attempted to show that Mr. Kinnear was something of ablack sheep, and lax in hismorals; which
was undoubtedly true. He was a hypochondriac aswell. Nether of these things had much to do with the
fact that he' d been murdered, but | did my utmost, especidly with the morals; and it’ safact that those
four people kept popping in and out of one another’ s beds like a French farce, so that it was hard to
keep it Sraight who was deeping where.

“I then proceeded to destroy the reputation of the unfortunate Montgomery woman. | didn’t fed guilty
about dandering her, asthe poor creature was dready well out of it. She'd had a child previoudy, you
know — which died, | presume of midwives mercy — and at the autopsy it was found she was
pregnant. Undoubtedly the father was Kinnear, but | did my level best to produce a shadowy Romeo
who'd strangled the poor woman out of jealousy. However, pull as| might, that rabbit refused to come
out of the hat.”

“Possibly because there was no rabbit,” says Simon.

“Quiteright. My next trick was an attempted deight-of-hand with the shirts. Who was wearing which
shirt, when, and why? McDermott had been caught in one of Kinnear’ s shirts— what then? | established
the fact that Nancy had been in the habit of selling her employer’ s cast-off garmentsto the servants, with
or without her master’ s permission; so McDermott could have come by his Shirt of Nessus honestly
enough. Unfortunately, Kinnear’s corpse had churlishly dipped on one of McDermott’ s shirts, which was
astumbling block indeed. | tried my best to avoid it, but the Prosecution hammered me with it, fair and
quare.

“| then pointed the finger of suspicion at the peddler to whom the bloody shirt thrown behind the door
could be traced, as he had tried to pam off the same goods elsewhere. But that was no good ether;
there was testimony that the peddler had sold that very shirt to McDermott — awhole poker hand of
shirts, in fact — and had then been unobliging enough to have vanished into thin ar. For some reason he
didn’t wish to appear at thetrial and run the risk of getting his own neck stretched.”

“Cowardly fellow,” says Smon.

“Just 30,” says MacKenzie, laughing. “ And when it cameto Grace, | must say | wasn't given much help.
Thefoolish girl could not be dissuaded from dressing herself up in the murdered woman’ sfinery, an act
which was viewed with horror by the press and public; athough if I'd had my wits about me, | would
have advanced that very fact as evidence of an innocent and untroubled conscience, or, even better, of
lunacy. But | didn’t have the cunning to think of it a thetime.

“In addition, Grace had muddied the trail considerably. She' d said at the time of her arrest that she
hadn’t known where Nancy was. Then, at the inquest, she said she suspected Nancy was dead and in
the cellar, though she hadn’t seen her put there. But, at thetrid, and in her supposed Confession — that
little item put out by the Star, and atidy sum they made by it — she claimed to have seen McDermott
dragging Nancy by the hair, and tossing her down the stairs. She never went so far asto admit to the
drangling, however.”

“But shedid admit it to you, later,” says Simon.



“Did she?l don'trecdll....”

“In the Penitentiary,” says Simon. “ She told you she was haunted by Nancy* s bloodshot eyes;, or so Mrs.
Moodie reported you as having said.”

MacK enzie gives an uncomfortable wiggle, and looks down. “Grace was certainly in atroubled state of
mind,” he says. “ Confused and melanchaly.”

“But theeyes?”’

“Mrs. Moodie— for whom | have the greatest regard,” says MacKenzie, “has asomewhat conventional
imagination, and atendency to exaggerate. She put some fine speechesinto the mouths of her subjects,
whichitishighly unlikely they ever made, McDermott having been an unmitigated lout — even |, who
was defending him, found it a stretch to scrape together afew good words for the man — and Grace a
near child, and uneducated. Asfor the eyes, what is strongly anticipated by the mind is often supplied by
it. You seeit every day on the witness stand.”

“So there were no eyes?’

MacKenzie wigglesagain. “I couldn’t swear to the eyes, on oath,” he says. “ Grace said nothing, exactly,
that would stand up in court, as congtituting a confession, athough she did say she was sorry that Nancy
was dead. But anyone might say that.”

“Indeed,” says Simon. He suspects now that the eyes did not originate with Mrs. Moodie, and wonders
what other parts of her narrative were due to MacKenzie' s own flamboyant tastes as araconteur. “But
we aso have McDermott’ s statement, made just before he was hanged.”

“Yes, yes, ascaffold pronouncement always makesit into the newspapers.”
“Why did he wait so long, | wonder?’

“Until the very last, he hoped for acommutation, since Grace had been given one. He considered their
guilt to be equal, and thought the sentences ought to be, aswell; and he could not accuse her without
knotting the noose very firmly around his own neck, as he' d need to admit to the axe-play and so forth.”

“Whereas Grace could accuse him with rlaive impunity,” says Simon.

“Just 0,” says MacKenzie. “Nor did she flinch from it when the moment came. Sauve qui peut! That
woman has nerveslike flint. She' d have made agood lawyer, if aman.”

“But McDermoitt didn't get hisreprieve,” says Simon.

“Of course not! He was mad to expect it, but furious nonetheless. He considered that too to be Grace's
fault — in hiseyes, she’' d cornered the clemency market — and as | read it, he then wanted to be
revenged.”

“Somewhat understandably,” says Simon. “Asl| recdl, he claimed that Grace came down into the cellar
with him, and strangled Nancy with her own kerchief.”

“Wall, the kerchief wasindeed found. But therest of it is not hard evidence. The man had aready told
severd different stories, and was anotorious liar into the bargain.”

“Although,” says Simon, “to turn Devil’ s advocate — just because aman isknown to lie, it does not
follow that he aways does s0.”



“Precisdy,” saysMacKenzie. “Well, | seethe fascinating Grace has been leading you amerry chase.”

“Not so merry,” says Simon. “I must admit I’ ve been baffled. What she says hasthering of truth; her
manner is candid and sincere; and yet | can’t shake the suspicion that, in someway | cannot put my
finger on, sheislyingtome.”

“Lying,” ssysMacKenzie. “ A severeterm, surely. Has she been lying to you, you ask? Let me put it this
way — did Scheherazade lie? Not in her own eyes, indeed, the stories she told ought never to be
subjected to the harsh categories of Truth and Falsehood. They belong in another reallm atogether.
Perhaps Grace Marks has merely been telling you what she needsto tell, in order to accomplish the
desired end.”

“Whichis?" asks Smon.

“To keep the Sultan amused,” saysMacKenzie. “ To keep the blow from faling. To forestall your
departure, and make you stay in the room with her aslong as possible.”

“What on earth would be the point of that?’ says Simon. “ Amusing mewon't get her out of prison.”

“| don’'t suppose sheredly expectsthat,” says MacKenzie. “But isn't it obvious? The poor creature has
fdleninlovewith you. A single man, more or less young and not ill-favoured, appears to one who has
long been sequestered, and deprived of masculine company. Y ou are doubtless the object of her waking
daydreams.”

“Surely not,” says Simon, flushing despite himsdf. If Graceisin love with him, she has preserved the
secret extremdy well.

“But | say, surely so! | had the very experience mysdlf, or thetwin of it; for | had to pass many hours
with her, in her jail cdl in Toronto, while she spun out her yarn for meto as greet alength asit would go.
She was besotted with me, and didn’t wish to let me out of her sight. Such melting and languorous
glances! A hand placed on hers, and she would have thrown herself into my arms.”

Simon isdisgusted. What a conceited little troll, with his natty vest and bulbous nose! “Indeed?’ he says,
trying not to et hisanger show.

“Ahyes” says MacKenzie. “ She thought she was going to be hanged, you know. Fear isaremarkable
aphrodisiac; | adviseyou to try it sometime. We lawyers are so often cast in therole of St. George, at
least temporarily. Find amaiden chained to arock and about to be devoured by amonster, rescue her,
then have her yourself. It' sthe usud thing with maidens, wouldn't you agree? | won't say | wasn't
tempted. She was very young and tender then; though no doubt prison life has hardened her.”

Simon coughs, to hide hisrage. How could he not have noticed that the man had amouth like a depraved
old lecher’s? A provincia brothd-trotter. A calculating voluptuary. “ There has never been any suggestion
of that,” he says. “In my case.” He' s considered the daydreamsto be al on hisside, but dready he's
beginning to doubt it. What has Grace redlly been thinking about him, as she sawed and recounted?

“I wasvery lucky,” says MacKenzie, “and so of course was Grace hersdlf, that the murder of Mr.
Kinnear was tried before the other. It was obvious to everyone that she couldn’t have helped to shoot
Kinnear; and for Nancy's murder — indeed, for both of them — the evidence was circumstantia only.
She was convicted not asa principd, but as an accessory, asal that could be proven against her was
that she’ d known of McDermott’ s murderous intentionsin advance, and had failed to inform againgt him;
and that she smilarly neglected to broadcast the news of his completed achievement. Even the Chief
Justice recommended clemency, and with the aid of several strong petitionsin her favour | was ableto



save her life. By that time the death sentence had been pronounced against both of them and the tria had
been closed, since it was thought unnecessary to go into the details of the second case; so Grace was
never tried for the murder of Nancy Montgomery.”

“Andif shehad been?’ asks Smon.

“I couldn’t have got her off. Public opinion would have been too strong for me. She would have been

I.la,mjl”
“But in your opinion, she wasinnocent,” says Simon.

“Onthecontrary,” says MacKenzie. He spsat his sherry, wipeshislipsdaintily, smilesasmile of gentle
reminiscence. “No. In my opinion, shewasguilty assin.”

Chapter 46

What is Dr. Jordan doing and when will he come back? Though what heisdoing | think | have guessed.
Heistaking to peoplein Toronto, trying to find out if | am guilty; but hewon't find it out that way. He
doesn't understand yet that guilt coniesto you not from the things you' ve done, but from the things that
others have doneto you.

Hisfirst nameis Simon. | wonder why his mother named him that, or it may have been hisfather. My
own father never bothered with the naming of us, it was up to Mother and Aunt Pauline. Thereis Simon
Peter the Apostle, of course, who was made afisher of men by our Lord. But thereisalso Simple
Simon. Met apie man, going to thefair. And said, Let me taste your ware, and had no penny.
McDermott was like that, he thought he could take things without paying for them; and so does Dr.
Jordan. Not that | don’t fed sorry for him. He was alwaysthin, and it's my impression that heis getting
eventhinner. | believe heisaprey to some gnawing sorrow.

Asfor what | was named after, it might have been the hymn. My mother never said so, but then there
were many things she never said.

Amazing Grace! How sweet the sound
That saved awretch like me!

| oncewaslost, but now I’ m found,
Was blind but now | see.

| hope | was named after it. | would like to be found. | would like to see. Or to be seen. | wonder if, in
the eye of God, it amountsto the samething. Asit saysin the Bible, For now we see through a glass,
darkly; but then face to face.

If it isfaceto face, there must be two looking.

Today was Bath Day. Thereis sometak of making us bathe naked, in groups, instead of by two’'sin our
shifts; they say it will savetime and be more economical, aslesswater need be used, but | think it an
immodest ideaand if they attempt it | shall complain to the authorities. Although perhagps| won't, asthese
things are sent to try usand | should put up with it without complaint, as| do al the rest, for the most

part. The baths are unpleasant enough aready, the stone of the floor al dippery with dirty old soap, like
ajelly, and there' sdways a Matron watching; which may bejust aswell, as otherwise there would be
gplashing. In winter you freeze to desth, but now in the heat of the summer with dl the sweat and grime,
which istwice as much after working in the kitchens, | don’t mind the cold water so much, asitis
refreshing.



After the baths had been got through | spent time at the plain sawing. They are behindhand at the prison
with the men’ suniforms, as more and more criminals keep being admitted, especidly in the dog days of
summer when tempers are short and folks run to vindictiveness, and so they must use my extrapair of
hands. They havetheir orders and their quotastofill, just asin afactory.

Annie Little was Sitting next to me on the bench, and she leant close and whispered to me, Grace, Grace,
is he handsome, your young doctor? Will he get you out of prison? Areyou in lovewith him, | suppose
you are.

Don't bedlly, | whispered to her, talking such rubbish, I’ ve never beenin love with any man and | don't
plan to start now. | am condemned for life and there is no time for that sort of thing in here, and no space
for it either when it comesto that.

Annieisthirty-five, she'solder than | am, but besides being not aways right in the head she has never
grown up. That happensin the Penitentiary, some of them stay the same age dl thetimeinside
themsdalves, the same age aswhen first put in.

Get off your high horse, she said, and dug me with her elbow. Y ou wouldn’t mind a stiff piecein atight
corner, it never comes amiss, and you are so 9y, she whispered, you' d find atime and aplacefor it if
you wanted, Bertha Flood did it with akeeper in the tool shed, only she got caught and you’ d never,
you' ve got such a steady hand, you could murder your own grannie in her bed and never turn ahair. And
she gave asnorting laugh.

| fear she hasled amost disreputable life.

Silence there, said the Matron on duty, or I’ll take down your names. They’ re becoming stricter again, as
thereisanew Head Matron; and if there are too many marks against you they cut off your hair.

After the noon meal | was sent over to the Governor’ s house. Dorawas there again, as she has an
arrangement with Dr. Jordan’s landlady that she may come to us on the days of the great washing; and as
usual shewasfull of gossp. Shesad if shetold haf she knew, it would take someone down a peg or
two, and there was many awhited sepulchre wearing black silk and carrying lace handkerchiefs, and
having sck headachesin the afternoons asif thoroughly respectable; and others could suit themsalves,

but she is not one to have the wool pulled over her eyes. She said that since Dr. Jordan went away, her
mistress was spending hours in pacing the floor, and looking out the window, or stting asif sunk into a
stupor; which was no wonder, as she must be fearing he' Il run off on her, asdid the other one. And then
who would pay for her whims and whams, and for dl the running and fetching she required?

Clarrie for the most part ignores what Dora hasto say. Sheis not interested in gossip about the better
classes; she only smokes her pipe, and says, H'm. But today she said why should she care what the likes
of those get up to, you might as well watch the hens and roosters scuffling in the barnyard, and God put
such folks on this earth to dirty up the laundry asfar as she could tell, because she couldn’t for the life of
her see any other usefor them. And Dorasaid, Well, they are doing afine job of that, | must say, they
dirty it up asfast as| can get it clean, and the both of them arein the dirtying of it together if the truth was
to come out.

At that achill ran over my whole body, and | did not ask her to explain hersalf. | didn’t want her saying
anything bad about Dr. Jordan, as on the whole he has been very kind to me, and is aso aconsiderable
diversoninmy life of monotony and tail.

When Dr. Jordan comes back, | am to be hypnotized. It has dl been decided; Jeremiah, or | should think
of him as Dr. DuPont because that iswhat | must now remember to cal him, isto do the hypnotizing, and
the otherswill watch and listen. The Governor’ swife has explained it al, and said | need not be afraid, as



| will be among friendswho meanwell, and dl | will haveto doisstinachair and go to deep when Dr.
DuPont tellsmeto. When | am adegp they will ask me questions. In thisway they hope to bring back my

memoary.

| told her | was not at dl sure | wanted to haveit back, although of course | would do asthey wished.
And she said she was glad to find me in a co-operative sate of mind, and she had the greatest faithin me
and was sure | would be found innocent.

After the evening med Matron gave us some knitting, to take into our cdlls and finish after hours, asthey
are behind on the stockings. In the summer it islight until quite late, and no candle grease need be wasted
onus.

So now | am knitting. | am aquick knitter, | can do it without looking aslong asit isonly stockings and
nothing fancy. And as| knit, | think: What would | put into my Keepsake Album, if | had one? A bit of
fringe, from my mother’ sshawl. A ravelling of red woal, from the flowered mittensthat Mary Whitney
made for me. A scrap of silk, from Nancy* s good shawl. A bone button, from Jeremiah. A daisy, from
the daisy chain made for me by Jamie Walsh.

Nothing from McDermott, as| don’t wish to remember him.

But what should a K egpsake Album be? Should it be only the good thingsin your life, or should it be dl
of the things? Many put in pictures of scenes and eventsthey have never witnessed, such as Dukes and
NiagaraFals, which to my mind isa sort of cheating. Would | do that? Or would | be truthful to my own
life

A piece of coarse cotton, from my Penitentiary nightdress. A square of bloodstained petticoat. A strip of
kerchief, white with blue flowers. Love-in-amigt.

Chapter 47

The next morning, just after sunrise, Simon sets our for Richmond Hill, on ahorse which he' shired a the
livery stable behind his hotel. Like &l horses accustomed to a succession of strange ridersthe beast is
obgtinate, with ahard mouth, and tries twice to scrape him against fences. After that it settles down, and
plods dong at adogged canter, varied by a brisk, jolting walk. Although dusty and rutted in placesthe
road is better than Simon has expected, and with severa stops at waysideinnsfor rest and water he
reaches Richmond Hill shortly after noon.

It s<till not much of atown. There sagenera store, ablacksmith’s, astraggle of houses. Theinn must
be the same one Grace remembers. He goesinto it, orders roast beef and beer, and enquires about the
location of Mr. Kinnear’ sformer house. The landlord isn't surprised: Simon isby no meansthefirst to
ask such aquestion. Infact, they werefairly swarmed back then, he says, a the time of the murders, and
ever sncethere s been asteady trickle of sightseers. The town istired of being known only for that one
thing: let the dead bury the dead, to his mind. But then, people want to gawk at tragedy; it’sindecent.

Y ou' d think they’ d leave trouble alone — but no, they want to partake of it. Some go so far asto carry
things away with them — pebbles from the driveway, flowers from the flower beds. The gentleman who
owns the house now is not so bothered, as fewer people have been coming. Still, he doesn’'t want idle
curiogity.

Simon assures him that hisown curiosity isfar fromidle: he' sadoctor, and is making astudy of Grace.
It sawagte of time, saysthe landlord, because Grace was guilty. “ She was good-looking woman,” he
adds, with akind of pride at having known her. “Butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth. Y ou’ d never have
guessed what she was plotting, under that smooth face.”



“Only fifteen & thetime, | believe,” says Smon.

“But could have passed for eighteen. A shame, to have got so wicked, at her young age.” He says Mr.
Kinnear was afine gentleman though loose, and most people had liked Nancy Montgomery, even though
ghe' d been living in sin. He' d known McDermott too; a prime athlete, and would have done well in the
end, except for Grace. “It was her led him on, and it was her put a noose around his neck for him too.”
He says the women always get off easy.

Simon asks about Jamie Walsh, but Jamie Walsh isgone. To the city, say some; to the States, say
others. After Kinnear’s place was sold off the Wa shes had to shift. In fact there aren’t many left inthe
neighbourhood who were here back then, asthere’ sbeen agreat ded of buying and selling and coming
and going since; the grass being aways greener on the other sde of the fence.

Simon rides north, and haslittle difficulty in identifying the Kinnear property. He hasn't meant to go right
up to the house — he' sonly been intending to look at it from a distance — but the orchard which was
young in Grace stime has now grown up, partialy obscuring the view. He finds himself hafway up the
drive, and before he knowsit he' s hitched his horse to the fence beside the two kitchens, and is standing
at the front door.

The houseis smdler, and somehow dingier, than he hasimagined it. The porch with its pillarsisin need of
acoat of paint, and the rose bushes have run wild, and show only afew infested blooms. What can be
gained from looking, Simon asks himsdf; gpart, that is, from avulgar frisson, and the indulgence of
morbid interest? It slike visiting the Site of abattle: thereis nothing to be seen except inthe mind' seye.
Such confrontations with the actual are always a disappointment.

Nevertheless he knocks at the front door, then knocks again. No one answers. HE sturning to go away
when the door is opened. A woman stands there, thin, sad-faced, not old but aging, soberly dressedina
dark print dress and gpron. Simon has the sensation that thisiswhat Nancy Montgomery would have
turnedinto if she'd lived.

“You're hereto seethehouse,” she says. It isn't aquestion. “The master’ snot at home, but | have
ingructionsto show you around.”

Simon is taken aback: how did they know he was coming? Perhaps they have alot of visitors, ill,
despite what the innkeegper told him? Has the place become agridy museum?

The housekeeper — for that’s what she must be— stands aside to allow Simon to passinto the front
hall. *You'll want to know about thewell, | suppose,” she says. “ They dwaysdo.”

“Thewdl?" asks Smon. He' s heard nothing about awell. Perhaps hisvisit will berepaid, after dl, with
some fresh detail about the case, never before mentioned. “What about the well?’

The woman gives him an odd glance. “It'sacovered well, Sir, with anew pump. Surely you would want
to know about the well, when looking to buy aplace.”

“But I’'m not looking to buy it,” says Simon, flustered. “Isit for sde?’

“Why esewould I be showing it to you? Of courseit’ sfor sale, and not for thefirst time neither. Those
that live here never fed entirdy comfortable. Not that there' s anything, no ghosts or such, though you'd
think there might be, and | never liketo go down to the cellar. But it drawsthe idle gawkers.”

She stareshard a him: if he' snot abuyer, what is he doing here? Simon doesn't wish to be thought just
another idle gawker. “| am adoctor,” he says.



“Ah,” she says, nodding shrewdly at him, asif thisexplainsit. “So you want to see the house. We do get
alot of doctorswho want to see it. More than the other sorts, even the lawyers. Well, now that you're
here, you might just aswell. In hereisthe parlour, where they kept the piano, I'm told, in Mr. Kinnear's
time, that Miss Nancy Montgomery used to play at. She sang like acanary, so they say of her. Very
musicd, shewas.” She amilesat Simon, the first smile she' s bestowed.

Simon’ stour isthorough. Heis shown the dining room, the library, the winter kitchen; the summer
kitchen, the stable and loft, “where that scoundrel McDermott dept at night.” The upstairs bedrooms —
“Lord only knowswhat went on up here” — and Grace slittleroom. Thefurnitureisal different, of
course. Poorer, shabbier. Simon triesto imagine what it must have looked like then, but fails.

With afine showmanship, the housekeeper savesthe cdlar till thelast. Shelights a candle and descends
firgt, cautioning him againg dipping. Thelight isdim, the corners cobwebbed. There sadank smell, of
earth and stored vegetables. “He was found right here,” says the housekeeper with relish, “and she was
hid over by that wall. Though why they bothered to hide her, | don’'t know. Crime will out, and out it did.
It' sapity they didn’t hang that Grace, and I’m not dlonein saying so.”

“l ansureyou aren't,” says Simon. He's seen enough, he wantsto be gone. At the front door he gives
her a coin — it seemstheright thing — and she nods and pocketsit. “Y ou can see the graves, too, in the
churchyard intown,” shetells him. “There’' sno names, but you can’'t missthem. They’ rethe only ones
with picketsround.”

Simon thanks her. He fedls he' s sneaking away after some discreditable peepshow. What sort of a
voyeur has he become? A thoroughgoing one, apparently, as he heads straight for the Presbyterian
church; easy tofind, snceit’sthe only steeplein Sght.

Behind it isthe graveyard, neat and green, the dead kept under firm control. No rambling weeds here, no
tattered wreeths, no jumble and confusion; nothing like the baroque efflorescences of Europe. No angels,
no Cavaries, no honsense. Heaven, for the Presbyterians, must resemble a banking establishment, with
each soul tagged and docketed, and placed in the gppropriate pigeonhole.

The graves he seeks are obvious. Each has awooden picket fence around it, the only such fencesin the
graveyard: to keep the occupants penned in, no doubt, since the murdered have the reputation of
walking. Even the Preshyterians, it appears, are not exempt from supergtition.

Thomas Kinnear’ s picket fence is painted white, Nancy Montgomery’ s black, an indication perhaps of
the town’ sjudgment upon her: murder victim or not, she was no better than she should be. They hadn’t
been buried in the same grave — no need to endorse the scanda. Oddly, Nancy* s grave has been
placed at Kinnear’ sfeet, and at right angles to him; the effect is of asort of bed rug. There'salargerose
bush filling dmost the whole of Nancy’ s enclosure — the old broadsheet ballad, then, was prophetic —
but no vinein Thomas Kinnear’s. Smon picks arose from Nancy' s grave, with some half-formed notion
of taking it back to Grace, but then thinks better of it.

He spendsthe night at an unprepossessing inn halfway back to Toronto. The windowpanes are so grimy
he can scarcely see out of them, the blankets smell of mildew; directly below hisroom, agroup of
raucous drinkers carousestill well past midnight. These are the hazards of provincia travel. He placesa
chair againgt the door, to prevent unwel come intrusion.

In the morning he arises early and ingpects the various insect bites he' s acquired during the night. He
douses his head in the scant basin of lukewarm water brought by the chambermaid, who doubles asthe
scullery maid downdtairs, the water smells of onions.

After breakfasting on adice of antediluvian ham and an egg of uncertain age, he continues on hisway.



Few others are abroad; he passes awagon, an axeman felling adead treein hisfield, alabourer pissing
into the ditch. Wisps of migt float here and there above the fields, dissipating like dreamsin therising light.
Theair is hazy, the roads de weeds hung with dew; the horse snatches mouthfuls of them asit passes.
Simon curbsit hafheartedly, then letsit amble. Hefedsidle, remote from al goas and effort.

Before taking his afternoon train, he has one more errand. He wantsto visit the grave of Mary Whitney.
He wantsto make sure sheredly exids.

The Adedlaide Street Methodist Church is the one Grace named; he' slooked it up in hisnotes. In the
graveyard, polished graniteis replacing marble, and verses are becoming scarce: ostentation liesin size
and solidity, not in ornamentation. The Methodists like their monuments monumenta; block-like,
unmistakable, like the thick black lines drawn under findized accountsin hisfather’ s ledger book: Paid
In Full.

He walks up and down the rows of graves, reading over the names — the Biggs and the Stewarts, the
Flukes and the Chambers, the Cooks and the Randol phs and the Stalworthys. At last hefindsit, over in
acorner: asmal grey stone, which looks older than the nineteen yearsthat have passed. Mary Whitney;
the name, nothing more. But Grace did say that the name was dl she could afford.

Conviction legpsin him like aflame— her story istrue, then— but it dies as quickly. What are such
physical tokensworth? A magician produces acoin from ahat, and becauseit'sarea coin and aredl
hat, the audience believesthat theillusion too isred. But this stoneis only that: a stone. For onething, it
has no dates on it, and the Mary Whitney buried benegath it may not have any connection with Grace
Marksat al. She could be just aname, a name on astone, seen here by Grace and used by her in the
spinning of her story. She could be an old woman, awife, asmdl infant, anyone at all.

Nothing has been proved. But nothing has been disproved, ether.

Returning to Kingston, Smon travelsfirg class. Thetrainisamost full, and to avoid the crowding it's
worth the expense. As he's carried eastward and Toronto recedes behind him, and Richmond Hill and its
farms and meadows, he finds himsalf wondering what it would be like to live back there, in that lush and
pesaceful countryside; in, for instance, Thomas Kinnear’ s house, with Grace as his housekeeper. Not only
his housekeeper: hislocked and secret mistress. He' d keep her hidden, under a different name.

A lazy, indulgent lifeit would be, with its own dow delights. He pictures her sitting in achair inthe
parlour, sawing, the lamplight falling on the sde of her face. But why only mistress? It comesto him that
Grace Marksisthe only woman he’ s ever met that he would wish to marry. It s a sudden notion, but
once he shad it heturnsit over, consdering it. He thinks, with acertain mordant irony, that she may also
be the only one who would satisfy dl of hismother’ s oft-hinted requirements, or dmost dl: Graceisnot,
for instance, rich. But she has beauty without frivolity, domesticity without dullness, and smplicity of
manner, and prudence, and circumspection. Sheis aso an excedlent needlewoman, and could doubtless
crochet rings around Miss Faith Cartwright. His mother would have no complaints on that score.

Then there are his own requirements. Thereis passion in Grace somewhere, he's certain of it, dthough it
would take some hunting for. And she' d be grateful to him, abeit reluctantly. Gratitude by itself does not
enthral him, but helikesthe idea of reluctance.

But then there’ s James McDermott. Has she been tdlling the truth in that respect? Did sheredlly didike
and fear the man as much as she' s claimed? He' d touched her, certainly; but how much, and with how
much of her consent? Such episodes appear differently in retrospect than in the heet of the moment;
nobody knows that better than he, and why should it be any different for awoman? One prevaricates,
one makes excuses for onesdlf, one gets out of it the best way one can. But what if, some evening in the



lamplit parlour, she were to reveal more than he would care to know?
But he does care to know.

Madness, of course; a perverse fantasy, to marry a suspected murderess. But what if he' d met her
before the murders? He consdersthis, rgectsit. Before the murders Grace would have been entirely
different from the woman he now knows. A young girl, scarcely formed; tepid, bland, and tasteless. A

flat landscape.

Murderess, murderess, he whispersto himsdf. It has an dlure, a scent dmost. Hothouse gardenias.
Lurid, but also furtive. Heimagines himsdlf bregthing it as he draws Grace towards him, pressing his
mouth againgt her. Murderess. He appliesit to her throat like a brand.

Thirteen - Pandora’ s Box
Chapter 48

They wait in thelibrary of Mrs. Quenndl’ s house, each in a straight-backed chair, each turned not too
obvioudy towards the door, which isdightly open. The curtains, which are of maroon plush with black
trim and tassels and remind Simon of Episcopdian funeras, have been drawn shut; aglobe-shaded lamp
has been lit. It standsin the centre of the table, which is oblong and made of oak; and they st around it,
slent, expectant, decorous and wary, like ajury beforethetrid.

Mrs. Quenndl, however, isrelaxed, her handsfolded placidly in her 1ap; she anticipates wonders, but will
evidently not be surprised by them, whatever they may be. She hasthe air of aprofessonal guide for
whom the ravishments of, say, Niagara Falls have become a commonplace, but who hopesto enjoy
vicarioudy the raptures of visiting neophytes. The Governor’ s wife wears an expression of yearning piety,
tempered with resignation, whereas Reverend Verringer manages to look both benign and disapproving;
there saglinting around his eyes asif he' swearing spectacles, dthough heisnot. Lydia, who is seated to
Smon'’ sleft, isdressed in some cloudy, shiny materid, alight mauve shot through with white, cut low
enough to revea her charming collarbone; she exudesamoist aromaof lily of the valey. She' snervoudy
twisting her handkerchief; but when her eyes meet Smon'’s, she amiles.

Asfor Simon, he sensesthat hisfaceis set in asceptica and not very pleasant sneer; but that’ safase
face, as underneath it he' s eager asa schoolboy a acarniva. He believesin nothing, he expectstrickery
and longsto discover how it isworked, but a the same time he wishes to be astonished. He knowsthis
isadangerous state of mind: he must preserve his objectivity.

There' saknock at the door, which opens wider; and Dr. Jerome DuPont comesin, leading Grace by the
hand. Sheisn't wearing acap, and her coiled hair shinesredly in the lamplight. She has on awhite collar,
which issomething he' s never seen her in; and she looks astonishingly young. She walkstentetively, asif
blind, but her eyes are wide open, fixed upon DuPont with the timorousness, the tremul ousness, the pale
and silent gppedl, which Simon — he now realizes— has been hoping for in vain.

“| seeyou are dl assembled,” says Dr. DuPont. “1 am gratified by your interest, and, | hope | may say,
by your trust. The lamp must be removed from the table. Mrs. Quennell, may | impose upon you? And
turned down, please. And the door closed.”

Mrs. Quenndll rises and silently moves the lamp to asmall desk in the corner. Reverend Verringer shuts
the door firmly.

“Gracewill gt here,” says Dr. DuPont. He places her with her back to the curtains. “ Are you quite
comfortable? Good. Do not be afraid, no one here wishesto hurt you. | have explained to her that al she



hasto do islisten to me, and then go to deep. Do you understand, Grace?’

Grace nods. She' ssitting rigidly, her lips pressed together, the pupils of her eyes huge in the wesk light.
Her hands grip the arms of the chair. S mon has seen attitudes like thisin the wards of hospitals— those
in pain, or awaiting an operation. An animal fear.

“Thisisafully scientific procedure,” says Dr. DuPont. Heistalking to the rest of them, rather than to
Grace. “Please banish al thoughts of Mesmerism, and other such fraudulent procedures. The Braidian
system is completely logical and sound, and has been proven by European experts beyond a shadow of a
doubt. It involves the deliberate relaxation and realignment of the nerves, so that a neuro-hypnotic deep
isinduced. The same thing may be observed in fish, when stroked dong the dorsal fin, and evenin cats;
athough in higher organisms the results are of course more complex. | do ask you to avoid sudden
movements and loud noises, as these can be shocking, and perhaps even damaging, to the subject. |
request that you remain completely slent until Graceis adeep, after which you may conversein low
VOICes”

Grace stares at the closed door asif thinking of escape. She's so high-strung Simon can amost fedl her
vibrating, like astretched rope. HE' s never seen her so terrified. What has DuPont said or doneto her
before bringing her here? 1’ samost asif he must have threatened her; but when he speaksto her she
looks up a him trusgtingly. Whatever dsg, it isn't DuPont she' safraid of .

DuPont turns the lamp down lower. The air in the room seems to thicken with barely visible smoke.
Grace sfeatures are now in shadow, except for the vitreous gleam of her eyes.

DuPont begins his procedure. First he suggests heaviness, drowsiness; then hetells Grace that her limbs
arefloating, drifting, that sheis sinking down, down, down, asif through water. His voice has a soothing
monotony. Grace s eydids droop; sheis breathing deeply and evenly.

“Areyou adeep, Grace?’ DuPont asks her.

“Yes” shesays, inavoicethat isdow and languid, but clearly audible.
“Y ou can hear me”

“yYes”

“Y ou can hear only me? Good. When you wake, you will remember nothing of what is done here. Now,
go deeper.” He pauses. “Pleaselift your right arm.”

Sowly thearmrisesasif pulled by astring, until itisheld out sraight. “Y our arm,” says DuPont, “isan
iron bar. No one can bend it.” Helooks around at them. “Would anyone careto try?” Simon istempted,
but decides not to risk it; at this point he wants neither to be convinced, nor to be disiliusioned. “No?’
says DuPont. “ Then allow me.” He places histwo hands on Grace' s outstretched arm, leans forward. “I
amusing al my force,” he says. The arm does not bend. “Good. Y ou may lower your arm.”

“Her eyesare open,” says Lydia, darmed; and sure enough there are two half-moons of white showing
between thelids.

“Itisnormal,” says DuPont, “but of no import. In this condition the subject appears able to discern
certain objects, even with the eyes closed. It isapeculiarity of the nervous organization which must
involve some sensory organ not yet measurable by human agency. But let us proceed.”

He bends over Grace asif listening to her heart. Then he takes from some hidden pocket a square of
fabric— an ordinary woman'svell, light grey — and dropsit gently over her head, whereit billowsand



settles. Now there’ s only ahead, with the merest contour of aface behind it. The suggestion of ashroud
isunmistakable.

It’ stoo theetrical, too tawdry, thinks Smon; it reeks of the small-town lecture halls of fifteen years ago,
with their audiences of credulous store clerks and laconic farmers, and their drab wives, and the
smooth-talking charlatans who used to dole out transcendental nonsense and quack medica adviceto
them as an excuse for picking their pockets. He' s striving for derision; neverthel ess, the back of hisneck

creeps.
“She looks so — so odd,” whispers Lydia.

“”What hope of answer or redress? Behind the vell, behind the veil,*” says Reverend Verringer, in his
quoting voice. Simon can't tell whether or not heintendsto bejocular.

“Pardon?’ saysthe Governor’ swife. “ Oh yes— dear Mr. Tennyson.”

“It helps the concentration,” says Dr. DuPont in alow voice. “Theinner sght iskeener when hidden from
outward view. Now, Dr. Jordan, we may safely travel into the past. What isit you would wish meto ask
her?’

Simon wonders where to begin. “ Ask her about the Kinnear residence,” he says.

“What part of it?’ says DuPont. “ One must be specific.”

“The verandah,” says Smon, who believesin sarting gently.

“Grace,” says DuPont, “you are on the verandah, a Mr. Kinnear’s. What do you see there?’

“| seeflowers,” says Grace. Her voiceis heavy, and somehow damp. “It’sthe sunset. | am so happy. |
want to stay here.”

“Ask her,” says Simon, “to get up now, and walk into the house. Tdll her to go towards the trapdoor in
thefront hall, the oneleading to the cdllar.”

“Grace,” says DuPont, “you mud...”

Suddenly there’ saloud single knock, amost like asmal explosion. It has come from the table, or wasit
the door? Lydiagivesalittle shriek and clutches at Simon’ s hand; it would be churlish of him to pull
away, 0 he does not, especialy as she' sshivering like alesf.

“Hush!” says Mrs. Quenndl in apiercing whisper. “We have avistor!”
“William!” criesthe Governor’ swife softly. “1 know it'smy darling! My little onel”
“I beg you,” says DuPont, with irritation. “Thisis not a séancel”

Under thevall, Grace stirs uneasily. The Governor’ swife snifflesinto her handkerchief. Smon glances
over a Reverend Verringer. In the dimnessit’ s hard to be sure of his expression; it seemsto be apained
amile, like ababy with gas.

“I'm frightened,” saysLydia “Turn up thelight!”
“Not yet,” Simon whispers. He pats her hand.

There are three more sharp raps, asif someoneisknocking at the door, imperioudy demanding entry.



“Thisisunconscionable,” says DuPont. “ Please request them to go away.”

“I will try,” says Mrs. Quenndll. “But thisisa Thursday. They’ re used to coming on Thursdays.” She
bows her head and clasps her hands. After amoment there’ sa series of little staccato pops, likea
handful of pebblesrattling down adrainspout. “There,” she says, “I think that’sdoneit.”

There must be a confederate, thinks Simon — some accomplice or gpparatus, outside the door, under
thetable. Thisis, after dl, Mrs. Quenndl’ s house. Who knows how she may haverigged it up? But
there’ s nothing under the table except their feet. How isit al worked? Just by sitting here heisrendered
absurd, an ignorant pawn, adupe. But he can’t leave now.

“Thank you,” says DuPont. “ Doctor, please pardon the interruption. Let us proceed.”

Simonisincreasingly conscious of Lydia shand in his. It'sasmal hand, and very warm. In fact the entire
room istoo close for comfort. Hewould like to detach himsdlf, but Lydiais clutching him with agrip of
iron. He hopes no one can see. Hisarm tingles; he crosses hislegs. He has a sudden vision of Rachel
Humphrey’ slegs, naked except for her stockings, and of his hands on them, holding her down while she
struggles. Deliberately struggles, watching him through the lashes of her dmost-closed eyesto seethe
effect she'shaving on him. Writheslike an artful edl. Begslike acaptive. Sippery, askin of swesat on her,
hersor his, her dank hair across her face, across his mouth, every night. Imprisoned. Her skin where he's
licked her shineslike satin. It can’t go on.

“Ask her,” he says, “whether she ever had rdations with James McDermott.” He hasn’t been intending to
posethis question; certainly not at first, and never so directly. Butisn't it — he seesit now — the one
thing he most wants to know?

DuPont repests the question to Gracein alevel voice. Thereis apause; then Grace laughs. Or someone
laughs; it doesn’t sound like Grace. “ Relations, Doctor? What do you mean?’ Thevoiceisthin,
wavering, watery; but fully present, fully aert. “ Really, Doctor, you are such ahypocrite! Y ou want to
know if I kissed him, if | dept with him. If | was his paramour! Isthat it?’

“Yes,” says Simon. He' s shaken, but must try not to show it. He was expecting a series of
monasyllables, mere yes sand no’s dragged out of her, out of her lethargy and stupor; a series of
compelled and somnolent responses to his own firm demands. Not such crude mockery. Thisvoice
cannot be Grace's; yet in that case, whose voiceisit?

“Whether | did what you' d like to do with that little dut who' s got hold of your hand?” Thereisadry
chuckle,

Lydiagasps, and withdraws her hand asif burned. Gracelaughsagain. “Y ou'd like to know that, so I'll
tell you. Yes. | would meet him outside, in the yard, in my nightdress, in the moonlight. I’ d pressup
againg him, I’d let him kiss me, and touch me aswell, al over, Doctor, the same placesyou'd like to
touch me, because | can dwaystdl, | know what you' re thinking when you st in that Suffy little sewing
room with me. But that was all, Doctor. That wasdl I'd let him do. | had him on astring, and Mr.
Kinnear aswdll. | had the two of them dancing to my tune!”

“Ask her why,” says Simon. He can’'t understand what’ s happening, but this may be hislast chanceto
understand. He must keep his head, and pursue astraight line of enquiry. Hisvoice, to hisown ears, isa
hoarse croak.

“I would bregthe like this,” says Grace. She utters a high erotic moan. “1 would twist and twine. After
that, he' d say he'd do anything.” Shetitters. “But why? Oh Doctor, you are dways asking why. Poking
your nosein, and not only your nose. Y ou are such a curious man! Curiosity killed the cat, you know,



Doctor. Y ou should watch out for that little mouse beside you; and her little furry mousehole too!”
To Simon’ s astonishment, Reverend Verringer giggles; or perhaps heis coughing.

“Thisisan outrage,” saysthe Governor’swife. “1 won't sit here and listen to such filth! Lydia, comewith
me!” She hdf rises; her skirtsrustle.

“Please,” says DuPont. “Bear with me. Modesty must take second place to the interests of science.”

For Simon thiswhole occasion isredling out of control. He must seizetheinitiative, or at least try to seize
it; he must keep Grace from reading his mind. He' s been told of the clairvoyant powers of those under
hypnosis, but he' snever believed in them before. “Ask her,” he says sternly, “if shewasin the cellar of
Mr. Kinnear’ s house, on Saturday, July 23rd, 1843.”

“Thecdlar,” says DuPont. “Y ou must picture the cellar, Grace. Go back in time, descend in space....”

“Yes,” says Grace, in her new, thinvoice. “Along the halway, lift the trapdoor; go down the cellar Sairs.
The barrels, the whisky, the vegetablesin the boxes full of sand. There onthefloor. Yes, | wasinthe
cdlar”

“Ask her if she saw Nancy there”

“Ohyes, | saw her.” A pause. “As| can seeyou, Doctor. From behind the veil. And | can hear you
too.”

DuPont looks surprised. “Irregular,” he mutters, “but not unknown.”
“Was shedive?’ asks Simon. “Was she il dive, when you saw her?”’

The voice sniggers. “ She was partly dive. Or partly dead. She needed” — ahigh twittering— “to be put
out of her misery.”

There sasharp intake of breath from Reverend Verringer. Simon can fed his own heart pounding. “Did
you help to strangle her?” he says.

“It was my kerchief that strangled her.” A fresh chirping, agiggling. “ Such a pretty pattern it had oniit!”

“Infamous,” murmurs Verringer. He must be thinking of dl the prayers he' s expended on her, and dl the
ink and paper too. The letters, the petitions, the faith.

“It wasashameto losethat kerchief; I'd had it such along time. It was my mother’s. | should have taken
it off Nancy' s neck. But James wouldn’t let me haveit, nor her gold earrings neither. There was blood on
it, but that would have washed out.”

“Youkilled her,” bresthes Lydia. “| dwaysthought s0.” She sounds, if anything, admiring.

“The kerchief killed her. Hands held it,” saysthe voice. “She had to die. The wages of sinis death. And
thistime the gentleman died aswell, for once. Share and share dike!”

“Oh Grace,” moans the Governor’ swife. “1 thought better of you! All these years you have deceived
LHH

Thevoiceisglesful. “Stop talking rubbish,” she says. *Y ou’ ve deceived yoursalves! | am not Grace!
Grace knew nothing about it!”



No onein the room says anything. The voice is humming now, ahigh tiny music, like abee. “” Rock of
ages, cleft for me, Let me hide mysdf inthee! Let the water, and the blood...**

“You arenot Grace,” says Simon. Despite the warmth of the room, hefedlscold dl over. “If you are not
Grace, who are you?’

“"Cleft for me...Let mehide mysdf, inthee...**
“Y ou must answer,” says DuPont. “I command it!”

Thereisanother series of raps, heavy, rhythmical, like someone dancing on thetablein clogs. Thena
whisper: “Y ou can't command. Y ou must guess”

“I know you are aspirit,” says Mrs. Quenndll. “They can speak through others, in the trance. They make
use of our materid organs. Thisoneis spesking through Grace. But sometimesthey lie, you know.”

“I'amnot lying!” saysthevoice. “I am beyond lying! | no longer need tolie!”

“You can't dways bdlieve them,” says Mrs. Quennell, asif talking about achild or aservant. “It may be
James McDermott, come hereto sully Grace' sreputation. To accuse her. It was hislast act inlife, and
those who die with vengeance in their hearts are often trgpped on the earthly plane.”

“Please, Mrs. Quennell,” says Dr. DuPont. “It is no spirit. What we are withessing here must be anatura
phenomenon.” He' s sounding alittle desperate.

“Not James,” saysthe voice, “you old fraud!”

“Nancy, then,” says Mrs. Quenndl|l, who doesn't seems at | affected by the insult. “ They are often
rude,” she says. “They cal us names. Some are angry — those earthbound spirits who cannot tolerate
being dead.”

“Not Nancy, you stupid fool! Nancy can't say anything, she can’t say aword, not with her neck like that.
Such apretty neck, once! But Nancy isn’t angry any more, she doesn’t mind, Nancy ismy friend. She
understands now, she wants to share things. Come, Doctor,” saysthe voice, cgoling now. “You like
riddles. Y ou know the answer. | told you it was my kerchief, the one | left to Grace, when |, when1...”
She beginsto sing again: “” Oh no, “twasthe truth in her eye ever dawning, That made melove Mary..."”

“Not Mary,” says Simon. “Not Mary Whitney.”

Thereisasharp clap, which appears to come from the celling. “1 told Jamesto doiit. | urged himto. |
wastheredl dong!”

“There?" says DuPont.

“Here! With Grace, where | am now. It was so cold, lying on the floor, and | was dl aone; | needed to
keep warm. But Grace doesn't know, she' s never known!” The voice isno longer teasing. “ They dmost
hanged her, but that would have been wrong. She knew nothing! | only borrowed her clothing for a
time”

“Her clothing?’ says Smon.

“Her earthly shdll. Her fleshly garment. Sheforgot to open the window, and so | couldn’t get out! But |
wouldn’t want to hurt her. You musin't tell her!” Thelittle voiceis pleading now.

“Why not?’ asks Smon.



“Y ou know why, Dr. Jordan. Do you want to see her back in the Asylum?1 liked it there &t first, | could
talk out loud there. | could laugh. | could tell what happened. But no onelistened to me.” Thereisa
gmall, thin sobbing. “I wasnot heard.”

“Grace,” says Simon. “ Stop playing tricks!”
“I am not Grace,” saysthe voice, more tentatively.
“Isthat redly you?” Simon asksit. “ Areyou telling the truth? Don't be afraid.”

“You see?’ wallsthevoice. “Y ou're the same, you won't listen to me, you don’t believe me, you want it
your own way, youwon't hear....” It trals off, and thereis slence.

“She'sgone,” says Mrs. Quenndl. “Y ou can dwaystdl when they go back to their own ream. Y ou can
fed itintheair; it sthe eectricity.”

For along moment nobody says anything. Then Dr. DuPont moves. “ Grace,” he says, bending over her.
“Grace Marks, can you hear me?’ Helays his hand on her shoulder.

There sanother long pause, during which they can hear Grace breathing, unevenly now, asif in troubled
deep. “Yes” shesaysat ladt. It'sher usud voice.

“I am going to bring you up now,” says DuPont. Helliftsthe vell gently from her head, laysit asde. Her
faceis dtilled and smooth. “Y ou are floating up, up. Up out of the depths. Y ou will not recall what
happened here. When | snap my fingers, you will awvake.” He goesto the lamp, turnsit up, then comes
back and places his hand close to Grace' s head. Hisfingers snap.

Grace gtirs, opens her eyes, |looks around wonderingly, smiles at them. It sacam smile, no longer tense
and fearful. The smile of adutiful child. “1 must have been adeep,” she says.

“Do you remember anything?” asks Dr. DuPont anxioudly. “Anything of what has just passed?’

“No,” says Grace. “| was adeep. But | must have been dreaming. | dreamt about my mother. Shewas
floating in the sea. Shewas a peace.”

Simonisrelieved; DuPont too, from thelook of him. He takes her hand, assists her from the chair. “Y ou
may fed alittledizzy,” hetdlsher gently. “I1t isfrequently the case. Mrs. Quenndl, would you seethat she
is placed in a bedchamber where she may lie down?’

Mrs. Quennd | leaves the room with Grace, holding her by thearm asif she' saninvdid. But shewaks
lightly enough now, and seemsamost happy.

Chapter 49

The men remaininthelibrary. Smonis glad he' s stting down; he' d wel come nothing so much at the
moment as agood stiff glass of brandy, to steady his nerves, but in present company there' s not much
hope of that. He fedl s light-headed, and wondersif hisearlier fever isreturning.

“Gentlemen,” DuPont begins, “| am &t aloss. | have never had an experience quite likethisbefore. The
results were most unexpected. Asarule, the subject remains under the control of the operator.” He
sounds quite shaken.

“Two hundred years ago, they would not have been a aloss,” says Reverend Verringer. “1t would have
been aclear case of possession. Mary Whitney would have been found to have been inhabiting the body



of Grace Marks, and thusto be responsible for inciting the crime, and for helping to strangle Nancy
Montgomery. An exorcism would have beenin order.”

“But thisisthe nineteenth century,” says Smon. “It may be aneurologicd condition.” Hewould liketo
say must be, but he doesn’'t wish to contradict Verringer too bluntly. Also heistill quite unsettled, and
unsure of hisintellectua ground.

“There have been cases of thiskind,” DuPont says. “ As early as 1816, there was Mary Reynolds, of
New Y ork, whose bizarre aternations were described by Dr. S. L. Mitchill of New Y ork; areyou
familiar with the case, Dr. Jordan? No? Since then, Wakley of The Lancet haswritten extensively on the
phenomenon; he callsit double consciousness, dthough he emphaticaly regectsthe possibility of
reaching the so-caled secondary personality through Neuro-hypnotism, as there istoo much chance of
the subject’ s being influenced by the practitioner. He has dways been a great foe of Mesmerism and
related means, being a conservativein that respect.”

“Puysegeur describes something of the sort, as| recall,” says Smon. “1t may be a case of what isknown
as dédoublement — the subject, when in asomnambulistic trance, displayed acompletely different
persondity than when awake, the two halves having no knowledge of each other.”

“Gentlemen, it smost difficult to credit,” saysVerringer. “But stranger things have happened.”

“Nature sometimes produces two heads on one body,” says DuPont. “Then why not two persons, asit
were, in one brain? There may exist examples, not only of dternating states of consciousness, as clamed
by Puysegeur, but of two distinct persondities, which may coexist in the same body and yet have
different sets of memories altogether, and be, for al practical purposes, two separate individuas. If, that
is, you'll accept — adebatable point — that we are what we remember.”

“Perhaps,” says Simon, “we are aso — preponderantly — what we forget.”

“If you areright,” says Reverend Verringer, “what becomes of the soul? We cannot be mere
patchworks! It isahorrifying thought, and onethat, if true, would make amockery of al notions of mora
respongbility, and indeed of morality itsdlf, aswe currently defineit.”

“The other voice, whatever it was,” says Simon, “was remarkable for itsviolence.”
“But not without acertainlogic,” saysVerringer dryly, “and an ability to seeinthedark.”

Simon remembers Lydia swarm hand, and finds himsdlf flushing. At the moment hewishes Verringer a
the bottom of the sea.

“If two persons, why not two souls?’ DuPont continues. “That is, if the soul must be brought into it at all.
Or three souls and persons, for that matter. Consider the Trinity.”

“Dr. Jordan,” says Reverend Verringer, ignoring thistheologica challenge, “what will you say about this,
inyour report? Surely the evening' s proceedings are scarcely orthodox, from amedica point of view.”

“| shdl haveto consider my position,” says Simon, “very carefully. Although you do seethat if Dr.
DuPont’ s premiseis accepted, Grace Marks is exonerated.”

“To admit such apossibility would require alegp of faith,” says Reverend Verringer. “ Onethat | mysdlf
will pray for the strength to make, as | have always believed Grace to be innocent; or hoped, rather,
athough | must admit | have been somewhat shaken. But if what we have witnessed isanatura
phenomenon, who are we to question it? The ground of al phenomenais God, and he must have his
reasons, obscure though they may appear to mortal eyes.”



Simon walks back to the house done. The night is clear and warm, with amoon, almost full, enclosed in
animbus of mist; the air smells of mown grass and horse manure, with an undertone of dog.

Throughout the evening he/ s maintained a plausible saf-control, but now hisbrain fedslike aroasting
chestnut, or an anima on fire. Silent howls resound insde him; there’ s a confused and frenzied motion, a
scrambling, adashing to and for. What happened in the library? Was Grace really in atrance, or was she
play-acting, and laughing up her deeve? He knows what he saw and heard, but he may have been shown
anilluson, which he cannot prove to have been one.

If he describes what he witnessed in hisreport, and if his report findsits way into any petition submitted
on Grace Marks behdf, he knows it would immediately scotch al possible chances of success. It's
Ministers of Justice and their kind who read such petitions; they are hard-headed, practica men, who
require solid evidence. If the report were to become public, and a matter of record, and widely
circulated, he would become an ingtant laughing-stock, especialy among the established members of the
medica professon. That would be the end of his plansfor an Asylum, for who would subscribe to such
an indtitution, knowing it to be run by some crack-brained believer in mystica voices?

There sno way he can write the report Verringer desireswithout perjuring himsdf. The safest thing
would beto write nothing at dl, but Verringer will hardly let him off the hook so easily. However, the fact
isthat he can’t state anything with certainty and still tell the truth, because the truth ludes him. Or rather
it's Grace hersdf who eudes him. She glides ahead of him, just out of hisgrasp, turning her head to seeiif
hef s4ill following.

Brusquely he dismisses her, and turnsto thoughts of Rachel. She at least is something he can grapple
with, take hold of . She will not dip through hisfingers.

The houseisin darkness; Rachd must be adeep. He doesn’t wish to see her, hefeesno desirefor her
this evening — quite the opposite; the thought of her, of her tense and bone-coloured body, her scent of
camphor and withered violets, fills him with afaint disgust; but he knows dl that will change as soon ashe
steps over the threshold. He Il begin to tiptoe up the sairs, intending to avoid her. Then hel'll turn around,
make hisway to her room, shake her roughly awake. Tonight he'll hit her, as she' sbegged him to; he's
never donethat before, it’s something new. He wants to punish her for hisown addiction to her. He
wants to make her cry; though not too loudly, or Dorawill hear them, and trumpet scanddl. It'sawonder
she hasn't heard them before; they’ ve become increasingly careless.

He knows he' sreaching the end of the repertoire; the end of what Rachel can offer; the end of her. But
what will come before the end? And the end itself — what shape will it take? There must be some
conclusion, somefinae. He can’t think. Perhaps, tonight, he should abstain.

He unlocks the door with hiskey, opensit as quietly as he can. She' sthere, just ingde; waiting for himin
the hal, in the dark, in her ruffled peignoir, which gleeams wanly in the moonlight. She winds her arms
around him and draws him inward, pressing against him. Her body shakes. He has an urge to beat her
away, asif she'sa spiderweb across hisface, or askein of entangling jdly. Instead he kisses her. Her
faceiswet; she' sbeen crying. She' scrying now.

“Hush,” he murmurs, stroking her hair. “Hush, Rachd.” Thisiswhat he' swanted Grace to do — this
trembling and clinging; he' s pictured it often enough, though, he now sees, in asuspicioudy theetrica

way. Those sceneswere dways skilfully lit, the gestures— hisincluded — languid and graceful, with a
kind of luxurious quivering, asin the desth scenes at the balet. Mdting anguishisagood ded less
attractive now that he actually hasto contend with it up close and in the flesh. Wiping the doe-like eyesis
onething, wiping the doe-like nose quite another. He rummages for his pocket-handkerchief.



“He scoming back,” Rachel saysin apiercing whisper. I’ ve had aletter from him.” For an instant
Simon has no ideawho she means. But of courseit’ sthe Mg or. Simon has consigned him, in
imagination, to some bottomless debauch or other, and then forgotten him.

“Oh, what will become of us?’ she sighs. The melodrama of the expression does not diminish the
emotion, at least not for her.

“When?” Simon whispers.

“Hewrote mealetter,” she sobs. “He says| must forgive him. He says he' sreformed — hewishesto
dart anew life— it' swhat he dways says. Now | must lose you — it’ sunbearable!” Her shouldersare
shaking, her arms around him tighten convulsively.

“Whenishe coming?’ Simon asks again. The scene he used to envisage, with a pleasurable prickling of
fear — himsalf embedded in Rachel, the Mg or appearing in the doorway, al outrage and drawn sword
— returnswith new vividness.

“Intwo days,” says Rachd in achoking voice. “ The day after tomorrow, in the evening. Onthetrain.”

“Come,” says Simon. He leads her dong the hall to her bedroom. Now that he knows his own escape
from her isnot only possible but necessary, hefedlsan intense desirefor her. She'slit acandle; she
knows histastes. The hours remaining to them are few; discovery looms; panic and fear are said to
quicken the heartbeat and heighten desire. He makes amental note to himsdf — it’strue — asfor
perhaps the last time he pushes her backwards onto the bed and falls heavily on top of her, rummaging
through the layers of cloth.

“Don't leaveme,” she moans. “Don't leave me donewith him! Y ou don't know what he'll do to me!”
Thistime her agonized writhing isred. “| hate him! If only he were dead!”

“Hush,” whispers Simon. “Doramay hear.” He dmost hopes she does, he fedls, at this moment, in great
need of an audience. Around the bed he ranges a shadowy assemblage of watchers: not only the Mgor,
but the Reverend Verringer, and Jerome DuPont, and Lydia. Above dl, Grace Marks. He wants her to
bejedous.

Rachel stops moving. Her green eyes open, and look straight into Simon'’s. “He doesn’t have to come
back,” she says. Theirises of her eyes are huge, the pupils mere pinpricks; has she been taking laudanum
again?“He might have an accident. If nobody sees him. He could have an accident, in the house; you
could bury himinthe garden.” Thisisn’t impromptu: she must have been making aplan. “We couldn’t
stay here, he might be found. We could crossto the States. On the railway train! We' d be together then.
They’d never find ug”

Simon puts his mouth on hers, to silence her. She thinks this means he' s consented. “Oh, Simon,” she
sghs. “I knew you would never leave me! | love you morethan my lifel” She kisseshisfacedl over; her
movements become epileptic.

It' sanother of her scenariosfor inducing passion, in herself above dl. Resting beside her shortly
afterwards, Simon tries to picture what she must have been imagining. It’ s like some third-rate shocker,
Ainsworth or Bulwer-Lytton at their most bloodthirsty and band: the Mgor reding drunkenly up the
front steps, done, in the dusk, then entering the front hall. Rachel isthere: he strikes her, then clutches her
cringing form with sottish lust. She shrieks and begsfor mercy, he laughslike afiend. But rescueisa
hand: there' s a sharp blow with the spade, on his head, from behind. He fallswith awooden thud and is
dragged by the hedls down the passageway to the kitchen, where Simon’ sleather satchel awaits. A quick
incisgon to the jugular with asurgica knife; blood gurglesinto adop bucket; and dl isover. A spate of



digging in the moonlight, and into the cabbage patch he goes, with Rachd in abecoming shawl and
clutching adark lantern, and swearing she will be eterndly his, after what he’ s dared for her sake.

But hereis Dora, watching from the kitchen door. She cannot be allowed to escape; Simon chases her
around the house, corners her in the scullery, and sticks her like apig, with Rachel trembling and fainting,
but then pulling hersdf together like atrue heroine and coming to hisaid. Dorarequires more digging, a
deeper hole, followed by an orgiastic scene on the kitchen floor.

So much for the midnight burlesque. Then what? Then he' [l be amurderer, with Rachel asthe only
witness. HE |l be wedded to her; chained to her; melded to her, which iswhat she wants. He will never
befree. But here sthe part she has surdly failed to imagine: once they’ rein the States, she'll beincognito.
She'll be without aname. She' Il be an unknown woman, of the kind often found floating in canals or
other bodies of water: Unknown Woman Found Floating In Canal. Who would suspect him?

What method will he use? In bed, at the moment of ddlirium, her own hair coiled around her neck, only a
dight pressure. That has adefinite frisson, and isworthy of the genre.

She'll have forgotten dl about it, in the morning. He turnsto her again, arranges her. He sirokes her neck.

Sunlight wakens him; he’ still beside her, in her bed. Heforgot to return to his own room last night, and
no wonder: he was exhausted. From the kitchen he can hear Dora, clattering and thumping. Rachdl is
lying on her side, propped on one arm, watching him; she' s naked, but has twined hersdf in the sheet.
There sabruise on her upper arm, which he can’t remember making.

Hestsup. “I must go,” hewhispers. “Dorawill hear.”
“I| don't care,” she says.
“But your reputation...”

“It doesn’'t matter,” she says. “WEe Il only be herefor two more days.” Her toneis practical; sheregards
it as settled, like abusiness arrangement. It occursto him — and why for thefirst time only? — that she
may beinsane, or verging on it; or amord degenerate, a the very lesst.

Simon cregps up the sairs, carrying his shoes and jacket, like a naughty undergraduate returning from a
romp. He feds chilled. What he' sviewed as merdly akind of acting, she’ s mistaken for redity. Shetruly
thinksthat he, Simon, isgoing to murder her husband, and out of lovefor her. What will she do when he
refuses? There saswirling in his head; the floor under hisfeet seemsunred, asif it’sabout to dissolve.

Before breskfast, he seeks her out. She' sin the front parlour, on the sofa; sherises, greetshim with a
passionate kiss. Simon detaches himself, and tells her that he'sill; it' sarecurrent malaria fever, which he
contracted in Paris. If they areto fulfil their intentions— he putsit that way, to disarm her — he will have
to have the proper medicinefor it, a once, or he can't answer for the consequences.

She fed s hisforehead, which he' staken the precaution of dampening with his sponge, upstairs. She's
suitably darmed, yet there' s an undertone of eation aswell: she' s getting ready to nurse him, to indulge
hersdlf in yet another role. He can seewhat’ sin her mind: she'll make beef teaand jellies, she'll pack him
in blankets and mustard, she'll bandage any part of him that sticks out or looks likely. Hewill be
weakened, hewill be enfecbled and helpless, hewill be firmly in her possession: that isher god. He must
save himsdf from her while there sill time.

Hekissesthetips of her fingers. She must help him, he saystenderly. Hislife depends on her. Into her
hand he presses a note, addressed to the Governor’ swife: it requests the name of adoctor, as he knows



no onelocaly. Once she has the name, she must hurry to the doctor and obtain the medicine. He's
written down the prescription, in anillegible scribble; he gives her the money for it. Doracan't go, he
says, as she can't be trusted to hurry. Timeisof the essence: histrestment must begin immediately. She
nods, she understands: shewill do anything, shetdlshim fervently.

White-faced and trembling, but with lips s&t, she puts on her bonnet and hurries away. As soon asshe's
out of sght, Simon dries off hisface and beginsto pack. He sends Dorafor ahired carriage, bribing her
with ageneroustip. Whilewaiting for her return he composes aletter to Rachel, bidding her apolite
farewdl, pleading the hedlth of his mother. He doesn’t address her as Rachdl. He includes severa
banknotes, but no terms of endearment. He'saman of the world, and won't be trapped that way, or
blackmailed either: no Breach of Promise suit for him in case her husband dies. Perhgps she'll kill the
Magor hersdlf; she' s more than capable of it.

He thinks of writing anoteto Lydiaaswall, but thinks better of it. It sagood thing he's never made a
forma declaration.

The carriage arrives— it smore like acart — and he hurls histwo vdisesinto it. “ To the railway
gation,” he says. Once he' s safely away he will writeto Verringer, promising some sort of report, stalling
for time. He may after dl be ableto work up something; something that will not entirdly discredit him. But
above dl he must put this disastrousinterlude firmly behind him. After aquick vist to hismother, and a
rearrangement of his economies, he will go to Europe. If his mother can manage on less— and she can
— hecanjust bardly affordit.

He doesn't begin to fed safe until he' sin therallway carriage, with the doors firmly shut. The presence of
atrain conductor, in auniform, isreassuring to him. Order of asort isreasserting itsdlf.

Oncein Europe, he' Il continue his researches. He will sudy the many prevailing schools of thought, but
he will not add to them; not yet. He has gone to the threshold of the unconscious, and has looked across;
or rather he haslooked down. He could have fallen. He could have falen in. He could have drowned.

Better, perhaps, to abandon theories, and concentrate on ways and means. When he returnsto America
hewill bestir himself. HE |l give lectures, he'll attract subscribers. HE |l build amodd Asylum, with
well-tended grounds and the very best sanitation and drainage. What Americans prefer above dl isthe
gppearance of comfort, in any sort of ingtitution at dl. An Asylum with large comfortable rooms, facilities
for hydrotherapy, and a good many mechanical devices, could do very well. There must be little whedls
that go around with awhirring sound, there must be rubber suction cups. Wiresto attach to the cranium.
Apparatus for measuring. Hewill include theword “dectrical” in his prospectus. The main thing must be
to keep the patients clean and docile— drugs will be ahdp — and their relatives admiring and satisfied.
Asin schoolsfor children, those who must be impressed are not the actua inmates, but those who pay
thebills

All of thiswill be acompromise. But he has now — very abruptly it ssems— reached the right agefor it.

The train moves out of the station. There sacloud of black smoke, and then along plaintive wail, which
follows him like abaffled phantom dong the track.

Not until he's hafway to Cornwall does he alow himself to consder Grace. Will she think he' s deserted
her? Logt faith in her, perhaps? If sheisindeed ignorant of last evening' sevents, shewill bejudtified in so
thinking. She' |l be bewildered by him, as he has been by her.

She can't know yet that he' sleft the city. He pictures her itting in her accustomed chair, sewing at her
quilt; snging, perhaps, waiting for hisfootfal at the door.



Outsdeit’ sbegun to drizzle. After atimethe motion of the train lulls him to deegp; he dumps againgt the
wall. Now Graceis coming towards him acrossawide lawn in sunshine, dl in white, carrying an armful of
red flowers: they are so clear he can see the dewdrops on them. Her hair isloose, her feet bare; she's
smiling. Then he seesthat what she walks on is not grass but water; and as he reaches to embrace her,
shemdtsaway likemigt.

Hewakes, he's gill on thetrain, with the grey smoke blowing past the window. He presses his mouth to
theglass.

Fourteen - The Letter X

Chapter 50

To Mrs. C. D. Humphrey; from Dr. Smon Jordan, Kingston, Canada West.
August 15th, 1859.

Dear Mrs. Humphrey:

| write in haste, having been summoned home most urgently by a family matter whichitis
imperative | respond to at once. My dear Mother has suffered an unforeseen collapse in her
always imperfect health, and is presently at death’s door. | only pray that | may bein time to
attend her in her last moments.

| amsorry | could not stay to bid you farewell in person, and to thank you for your kind attentions
to mewhilst | was alodger at your house; but I am certain that with your woman’s heart and
sensibility, you will quickly divine the necessity of my instant departure. | do not know how long |
may be away, or if indeed | shall ever be able to return to Kingston. Should my Mother pass away,
| will be needed to tend to the family affairs; and should she be spared to us for a time, my placeis
by her side. One who has sacrificed so much for her son, must surely deserve some not
inconsiderable sacrifice fromhimin return.

My return to your city in future is most unlikely; but I will always preserve the memories of my
days in Kingston — memories of which you form an esteemed part. You know how | admire your
courage in the face of adversity, and how | respect you; and | hope you will find it in your heart to
feel the same, towards,

Your most sincere,
Smon Jordan.

P.S In the attached envelope | have left you a sumwhich | assume will cover any little amounts
which remain outstanding between us.

P.P.S | trust that your husband will soon be happily restored to you.
—S

From Mrs. William P. Jordan, Laburnum House, Loomisville, Massachusetts, The United States of
America; to Mrs. C. D. Humphrey, Lower Union Street, Kingston, Canada West.

September 29th, 1859.

Dear Mrs. Humphrey:



| take the liberty of returning to you the seven letters addressed by you to my dear Son, which
have accumulated here in his absence; they were opened in mistake by the Servant, which will
account for the presence of my own seal upon them, in place of yours.

My Sonis at present making a tour of Private Mental Asylums and Clinicsin Europe, an
investigation very necessary to the work he is engaged upon — work of the utmost significance,
which will alleviate human suffering, and which must not be interrupted for any lesser
considerations, however pressing these may appear to others who do not understand the
importance of his mission. As he is constantly travelling, | was unable to forward your lettersto
him; and | return them now, supposing that you would wish to know the reason for the lack of
reply; although | beg to observe, that no reply isin itself a reply.

My Son had mentioned that you might make some attempt to reestablish your acquaintance with
him; and although he very properly did not elaborate, | am not such an invalid, nor so cloistered
from the world, that | was unable to read between the lines. If you will accept some frank but
well-intentioned advice from an old woman, permit me to observe, that in permanent unions
between the sexes, discrepanciesin age and fortune must always be detrimental; but how much
more so, are discrepanciesin moral outlook. Rash and ill-advised conduct is understandable in a
woman placed as you have been — 1 fully realize the unpleasantness of not knowing where one’s
husband may be located; but you must be aware, that in the event of the demise of such a
husband, no man of principle would ever make his wife, a woman who had anticipated that
position prematurely. Men, by nature and the decree of Providence, have a certain latitude
allowed them; but fidelity to the marriage vow is surely the chief requirement in a woman.

In the early days of my widowhood, | found a daily reading of the Bible quite soothing to the
mind; and some light needlework also helps to occupy one’ s thoughts. In addition to these
remedies, perhaps you have a respectable female friend, who may comfort you in your distress
without wishing to know the cause of it. What is believed in society, is not always the equivalent
of what istrue; but as regards a woman'’s reputation, it amounts to the same thing. It isaswell to
take all stepsto preserve that reputation, by not spreading one’ s misery abroad where it may
become the subject of malicious gossip; and to that end, it is wise to avoid the expression of one's
feelingsin letters, which must run the gauntlet of the public posts, and may fall into the hands of
persons who may be tempted to read them unbeknownst to the sender.

Please accept, Mrs. Humphrey, the sentiments | have expressed, in the spirit of a genuine desire
for your future well-being, in which they are offered, by,

Yours most sincerely,

(Mrs.) Constance Jordan.

From Grace Marks, The Provincial Penitentiary, Kingston, Canada West; to Dr. Smon Jordan.
December 19th, 1859.

Dear Dr. Jordan:

| amwriting to you with the help of Clarrie, who has always stood my friend, and got this paper
for me, and will post it when the time comesin return for extra help with the laces and stains. The
troubleisthat | don’t know where to send it, as| amignorant of where you have gone. But if |
find it out, then | will send this. | hope you can read my writing, as | am not much accustomed to
it; and can only spend a short time at it each day.



When | heard you went off so quick, and without sending any word to me, | was very distressed,
as | thought you must have been taken ill. | could not understand it, that you would go without a
goodbye, after all the talking we had done together; and | fainted dead away in the upstairs hall,
and the chambermaid went into a panic, and threw a vase of flowers over me, water, vase and
all; which quickly brought me round, although the vase broke. She thought | was going off into
fits, and would run mad again; but this was not the case, and | took very good control of myself,
and it was just the shock of hearing about it in that sudden manner, and the pal pitations of the
heart which | have often been troubled from. | suffered a gash on my forehead fromthe vase. It is
astonishing what a great quantity of blood may flow from a wound to the head, evenifitisa
shallow one.

| was unhappy that you left, as | was enjoying our talks; but also they said you were to write a
letter to the Government on my behalf, to set me free, and | was afraid that now you would never
do so. Thereis nothing so discouraging as hopes raised and then dashed again, it is almost worse
than not having the hopes raised in thefirst place.

| do very much hope you will be able to write the letter in my favour, which | would be very
thankful for, and hope you are keeping well,

From,
Grace Marks.

From Dr. Smon P. Jordan, care of Dr. Binswanger, Bellevue, Kreutzlinger, Switzerland; to Dr.
Edward Murchie, Dorchester, Massachusetts, The United States of America.

January 12th, 1860.
My dear Ed:

Forgive me for having taken so long to write to you, and to acquaint you with my change of
address. The fact is that things have been somewhat muddied, and it has taken me some time to
straighten myself out. As Burns has remarked, “ The best laid schemes o' mice and men gang aft
a-gley,” and | was forced to make a hasty escape from Kingston, as | found myself in complicated
circumstances which could rapidly have become quite damaging, both to myself and to my future
prospects. Someday over a glass of sherry | may tell you the whole story; although it seemsto me
at present less a story, than a troubled dream.

Among its elements is the fact that my study of Grace Marks took such an unsettling turn at the
last, that | can scarcely determine whether | myself was awake or asleep. When | consider with
what high hopes | commenced upon this undertaking — determined, you may be sure, on great
revel ations which would astonish the admiring world, | have cause almost for despair. Yet, were
they indeed high hopes, and not mere self-seeking ambition? From this vantage point | am not
altogether sure; but if only the latter, perhaps | have been well repaid, asin the whole affair, |
may have been engaged on a wild goose chase, or a fruitless pursuit of shadows, and have come
near to addling my own wits, in my assiduous attempts to unpick those of another. Like my
namesake the apostle, | have cast my netsinto deep waters; though unlike him, I may have drawn
up a mermaid, neither fish nor flesh but both at once, and whose song is sweet but dangerous.

| do not know whether to view myself as an unwitting dupe, or, what is worse, a self-deluded fool;
but even these doubts may be an illusion, and | may all along have been dealing with a woman so
transparently innocent that in my over-subtlety | did not have the wit to recognize it. | must admit
— but only to you —that | have come very close to nervous exhaustion over this matter. Not to



know — to snatch at hints and portents, at intimations, at tantalizing whispers— it isas bad as being
haunted. Sometimes at night her face floats before me in the darkness, like somelovely and enigmatic

mirage—

But excuse my brain-sick ramblings. | have intimations of some vast discovery still, if I could only
see my way clear; though as yet | wander in darkness, led only by marsh-lights.

To more positive matters: the Clinic hereisrun along very clean and efficient lines, and is
exploring various lines of treatment, including water therapy; and might act as a model for my
own project, should it ever come to fruition. Dr. Binswanger has been most hospitable, and has
given me access to some of the more interesting cases here. Much to my relief, there are no
celebrated murderesses among them, but only what the worthy Dr. Workman of Toronto terms
“the innocent insane,” aswell asthe usual sufferers from nervous complaints, and the inebriates
and syphilitics; although of course one does not find the same afflictions among the well-to-do as
among the poor.

| was overjoyed to hear that you may soon favour the world with a miniature copy of your self,
through the kind offices of your esteemed wife —to whom, please send my respectful regards.
How calming it must be, to have a settled family life, with a trustworthy and dependable woman
capable of providing it! Tranquillity isindeed much undervalued by men, except those who lack it.
| envy youl!

As for myself, | fear | am doomed to wander the face of the earth alone, like one of Byron's
gloomier and more lugubrious outcasts; though I would be much heartened, my dear fellow, to be
able to grasp once more your true friend’ s hand. This chance may soon come, as | understand that
the prospects for a peaceful resolution of the current differences between North and South are not
hopeful, and the Southern States talk seriously of secession. In the event of an outbreak of
hostilities, my duty to my country will be clear. As Tennyson saysin his overly botanical fashion, it
istime to pluck “ the blood-red blossom of war.” Given my present tumultuous and morbid mental
state, it will be a relief to have a duty of some kind set before me, no matter how deplorable the
occasion for it.

Your brain-sore and weary, but affectionate friend,
Smon.

From Grace Marks, the Provincial Penitentiary, Kingston; to Sgnor Geraldo Ponti, Master of
Neuro-Hypnotism, Ventriloquist, and Mind-Reader Extraordinaire; care of The Prince of Wales
Theatre, Queen Street, Toronto, Canada West.

September 25th, 1861.
Dear Jeremiah:

Your Show was on a poster, which Dora got hold of one of them, and pinned it to the laundry
wall, to liven it up; and | knew at once it was you, even though you have another name and have
grown your beard very wild. One of the gentlemen paying attentions to Miss Marianne saw the
Show when it was at Kingston, and said the Future Told in Letters of Fire was a first-class item,
and worth the price of admission, as two ladies fainted; and he said your beard was bright red. So
| expect you have dyed it, unlessitisawig.

| did not attempt to contact you while in Kingston, as it might have resulted in difficulties if
discovered. But | saw where the Show was next to be performed, and that iswhy | am sending this



to the Theatre in Toronto, in hopesit will find you. It must be a new Theatre, as they had none of
that name when | was last there; but that is twenty years ago now, although it seems a hundred.

How | would like to see you again, and to talk over old times, in the kitchen at Mrs. Alderman
Parkinson’s, when we would all have such fun, before Mary Whitney died and misfortune
overtook me! But in order to pass muster here, you would have to disguise yourself more, asa red
beard would not be enough at close quarters. And if they found you out, they would think you had
tricked them, as what is done on a stage is not as acceptable, as the very same thing donein a
library; and they would want to know why you are no longer Dr. Jerome DuPont. But | suppose
the other pays better.

Snce the Hypnotism, the people here seemto treat me better, and with more esteem, although
perhapsit is only that they are more afraid of me; sometimesit is hard to tell the difference. They
will not speak about what was said on that occasion, as they are of the opinion that it might
unsettle my reason; which | doubt would be the case. But although | have the run of the house
again, and tidy the rooms and serve the tea as formerly, it has not had any effect on my being set
free.

| have often pondered about why Dr. Jordan left so suddenly, right after; but as you yourself left
quite soon as well, | expect you do not know the answer. Miss Lydia was very taken aback at Dr.
Jordan’ s departure, and would not come down to dinner for a week, but had it sent up on a tray;
and shelay in bed asif ill, which made it very difficult to tidy her room, with her face all pale and
dark circles under her eyes, and acted the tragedy queen. But young ladies are permitted to carry
on in that way.

After that she took to going out to more parties with more young men than ever, and especially a
certain Captain, which nothing came of him; and she got the name of a romp amongst the
military men; and then there were rows with her mother, and when another month had gone by it
was announced that she was engaged to be married to the Reverend Verringer; which was a
surprise, as she always used to make fun of him behind his back, and say he looked like a frog.

The wedding date was set a great deal sooner than is usual, and | was kept very busy sewing from
morning to night. Miss Lydia’ s travelling dress was of blue silk, with self-covered buttons and two
layersto the skirt; and | thought | would go blind hemming it. They had their honeymoon at
Niagara Falls, which they say is an experience not to be missed, | have only seen pictures of it;
and when they came back she was a different person, very subdued and pale, with no high spirits
any more. It isnot a good plan to marry a man you do not love, but many do and get used to it in
time. And others marry fromlove and repent at leisure, as they say.

| thought for a while that she had a liking for Dr. Jordan; but she would not have been happy with
him, nor he with her, as she would not have understood his interest in lunatics, and his curiosities,
and the strange questions about vegetables that he used to ask. So it was just as well.

As for the help Dr. Jordan promised me, | have heard nothing of it, and nothing of him, except
that he has gone off to the Southern war, which news | had through Reverend Verringer; but
whether heisalive or dead | do not know. In addition to which, there was a great many rumours
going about, concerning him and his landlady, who was a widow of sorts; and after he left, she
could be seen wandering in a distracted manner by the lakeshore in a black dress and cloak and a
black veil blowing in the wind, and some said she was intending to throw herself in. It was much
talked about, especially in the kitchen and laundry; and we got many an earful from Dora, who
was once the servant there. What she had to tell, you would scarcely credit, of two such outwardly
respectable people, with screams and groans and horrifying goings-on at night, asbad asa



haunted house, and the bed linen a shambles every morning, and in such a state as made her blush
tolook at it. And Dora said it was a wonder he hadn’t killed this lady and buried the body in the
yard outside, as she' d seen the spade for it standing ready, and a grave already dug, which made
her blood run cold; as he was the sort of man who would ruin one woman after another and then
tire of them, and murder themjust to get rid of them, and every time he looked at the widow lady
it was with fearsome blazing eyeslike atiger’s, asif ready to spring on her and sink his teeth into
her. And it was the same with Dora herself, and who knew but that she might have been the next
to fall victimto his ravenous frenzies? She had a willing audience in the kitchen, asthere are
many who like to listen to a shocking tale, and | must say she made a good story out of it. But |
thought myself she got carried away.

At that same time the Governor’ s wife called me into the parlour, and asked me very earnestly if
Dr. Jordan had ever made any improper advancesto me; and | said that he had not, and that in
any case the door to the sewing room had always been kept open. Then she said she had been
deceived asto his character, and she had been harbouring a viper in the bosom of her family; and
next she said that the poor lady in black had been interfered with by him, having been alone in her
house with the servant gone, although | was not to speak of it, as to do so would cause more harm
than good; and although this lady was a married lady, and her husband had been abominable to
her, and thus it was not quite so bad asif she'd been a young girl, still Dr. Jordan had behaved
most improperly, and it was a mercy things with Miss Lydia had never gone so far as an
engagement.

Not that | think there was any idea of such, in Dr. Jordan’smind at all; nor do | believe
everything that was being said against him, as | know what it is to have lies told about a person,
and you not able to defend yourself. And widows are always up to tricks, until they get too old for
it.

But that isall idle gossip. Thisiswhat | would especially like to ask you: Did you really seeinto
the future, when you looked into my palm and said five for luck, which | took to mean all would
come out well in the end? Or were you only trying to comfort me? | would very much like to
know, as sometimes the time stretches out so long, | can scarcely endure it. | am afraid of falling
into hopeless despair, over my wasted life, and | am still not sure how it happened. The Reverend
Verringer often prayswith me, or | should say he prays and I listen; but it is not much good, asit
only makes me tired. He says he will get up another Petition, but | fear it will not be of any more
use than the others have been, and he might as well not waste the paper.

The other thing | would like to know is, why did you want to help me? Was it as a challenge, and
to outwit the others, as with the smuggling you used to do; or was it out of affection and
fellow-feeling? You said once we were of the same sort, and | have often pondered over that.

| hope thiswill reach you, but if it does, | don’t know how you will get word back to me, as any
letter | might have they would be sure to open. However | think you did send me a message, as
some months ago | received a bone button, addressed to me though with no signature, and the
Matron said, Grace, why would anyone send you a single button? And | said | did not know. But
as it was the same pattern as the button you gave to me in the kitchen at Mrs. Alderman
Parkinson’'s, | felt it must be you, to let me know | was not altogether forgotten. Perhaps there
was another message in it also, as a button isfor keeping things closed up, or else for opening
them; and you may have been telling me to keep silent, about certain things we both know of. Dr.
Jordan believed that even common and unregarded objects can have a meaning, or else recall to
memory a thing forgotten; and you may only have been reminding me of yourself, which indeed
was hot needed, as | have never forgotten you and your kindnesses to me, nor ever will.



| hope you arein good health, dear Jeremiah, and that your Magic Show is a great success,
From, your old friend,
Grace Marks.

From Mrs. William P. Jordan, Laburnum House, Loomisville, Massachusetts, The United Sates of
America; to Mrs. C. D. Humphrey, Lower Union Street, Kingston, Canada West.

May 15th, 1862.
Dear Mrs. Humphrey:

Your communication to my dear Son came to hand this morning. | open all his mail nowadays, for
reasons | will shortly explain. But first permit me to remark, that | could have wished you to
express yourself in a less extravagant manner. To threaten to do yourself an injury, by jJumping
off a bridge or other elevated location, might carry weight with an impressionable and
tender-hearted young man, but it does not, with his more experienced Mother.

In any case, your hope of an interview with him must be disappointed. Upon the outbreak of our
current lamentable war, my Son joined the Union army to fight for his country in the capacity of
Military Surgeon, and was sent at once to a field hospital near the front. The postal services have
been sadly disrupted, and the troops are moved about so quickly due to the railroads, and | had
no word of him for some months, which was not like him as he has always been a most regular
and faithful correspondent; and | feared the worst.

In the meantime | did what | could in my own limited sphere. This unfortunate War had already
killed and wounded so many, and we saw the results daily, as yet more men and boys were
brought in to our improvised Hospitals, mutilated and blinded, or out of their minds with
infectious fevers; and every one of them a dearly loved Son. The ladies of our town were kept
thoroughly occupied, in visiting them and arranging for them any little home-like comforts it was
within our power to supply; and | myself aided them as best | could, despite my own indifferent
state of health; as| could only hope that if my dear Son were lying ill and suffering elsewhere,
some other Mother was doing the same for him.

At last, a convalescent soldier from this town reported hearing a rumour that my dear Son had
been struck in the head by a piece of flying debris, and when last heard of had been lingering
between this world and the next. Of course | was almost dead with worry, and moved Heaven and
earth to discover his whereabouts; until much to my joy, he was returned to us, still alive but
sadly weakened both in body and spirit. As a result of hiswound he had lost a part of his memory;
for although he recalled hisloving Parent, and the events of his childhood, his more recent
experiences had been completely erased from his mind, among them hisinterest in Lunatic
Asylums, and the period of time he spent in the city of Kingston; including whatever relations of
any kind he may or may not have had with yourself.

| tell you this that you may see thingsin a broader —and | may add, a less selfish perspective.
One's own personal doings look small indeed, when faced with the momentous travails of History,
which we can only trust are for the greater good.

Meanwhile, | must congratulate you on the fact that your husband has been at last located,
although | must also commiserate with you on the unfortunate circumstances. To discover that
one' s spouse has passed away due to prolonged intoxication and the resulting delirium, cannot
have been at all pleasant. | am happy to hear that he had not yet exhausted his entire means; and



would suggest to you, as a practical matter, a dependable Annuity, or — what has served me quite
well during my own trials —a modest investment in railway shares, if a solid company, or elsein
Sewing Machines, which are sure to make great progress in the future.

However, the course of action you propose to my Son is neither desirable nor feasible, even should
he be in any condition to entertain it. My Son was under no engagement to you, nor is he under
any obligation. What you your self may have understood, does not constitute an under standing. It
isalso my duty to inform you, that before his departure my Son became as good as engaged to be
married, to Miss Faith Cartwright, a young lady of fine family and impeccable moral character,
the only obstacle remaining, being his own honour, which prevented him from requesting that
Miss Cartwright bind herself to a man whose life was so soon to be imperilled; and despite his
damaged and at times delirious state, she is resolved to respect the wishes of the two families, as
well asthose of her own heart, and is at present helping me to nurse himwith loyal devotion.

He does not yet remember her in her proper person, but persistsin believing that sheis called
Grace — an under standable confusion, as Faith is very closeto it in concept; but we perseverein
our efforts, and as we daily show him various little homely objects once dear to him, and lead him
on walks through local spots of natural beauty, we have increasing hopes that his full memory will
shortly return, or at least as much of it asis necessary, and that he will soon be well enough to
fulfil his marital undertakings. It is the foremost concern of Miss Cartwright, asit should be for
all those who love my Son disinterestedly, to pray for hisrestoration to health and the full use of
his mental faculties.

In closing, let me add that | trust your future life will be more productive of happiness, than has
been the recent past; and that the evening of your life will bring with it a serenity, which the vain
and tempestuous passions of youth so often unfortunately, if not disastrously, preclude.

Yours most sincerely,
(Mrs.) Constance P. Jordan.
P.S Any further communication from you, will be destroyed unread.

From the Reverend Enoch Verringer, Chairman, The Committee to Pardon Grace Marks,
Sydenham Street Methodist Church, Kingston, Ontario, The Dominion of Canada; to Dr. Samuel
Bannerling, M.D., The Maples, Front Street, Toronto, Ontario, The Dominion of Canada.

Kingston, October 15th, 1867.
Dear Dr. Bannerling:

| presume to write to you, Sir, in connection with the Committee of which | am the Chairman,
upon a worthy mission which cannot be unfamiliar to you. As the former medical attendant upon
Grace Marks, when she was in the Toronto Lunatic Asylum almost fifteen years ago, | know you
have been approached by the representatives of several previous committees charged with
submitting petitions to the Government, on behalf of this unfortunate and unhappy, and to some
minds, wrongly convicted woman, in hopes that you would append your name to the petitionsin
guestion — an addition which, as | am sure you are aware, would carry considerable weight with
the Government authorities, as they have a tendency to be respectful of informed medical opinion
such as your own.

Our Committee consists of a number of ladies, my own dear wife among them, and of several
gentlemen of standing, and clergymen of three denominations, including the Prison Chaplain,



whose names you will find appended. Such petitions have in the past been unsuccessful, but the
Committee expects, as well as hopes, that with the recent political changes, most notably the
advent of a fully representational Parliament under the leader ship of John A. Macdonald, this one
will receive a favourable reception denied to its predecessors.

In addition, we have the advantage of modern science, and the advances made in the study of the
cerebral diseases and mental disorders— advances which must surely tell in favour of Grace
Marks. Several years ago our Committee engaged a specialist in nervous ailments, Dr. Smon
Jordan, who came very highly recommended. He passed a number of monthsin this city in making
a detailed examination of Grace Marks, with particular attention to her gapsin recollection
concerning the murders. In an attempt to recover her memory, he subjected her to
Neuro-hypnosis, at the hands of a skilled practitioner of that science —a science which, after a
long eclipse, appears to be coming back into favour, both as a diagnostic and as a curative
method, although it has thus far gained more favour in France than in this hemisphere.

As a result of this session and the astonishing revelations it produced, Dr. Jordan gaveit as his
opinion that Grace Marks' 1oss of memory was genuine, not feigned —that on the fatal day she
was suffering from the effects of an hysterical seizure brought on by fright, which resulted in a
form of auto-hypnotic somnambulism, not much studied twenty-five years ago but well documented
snce; and that thisfact explains her subsequent amnesia. In the course of the neuro-hypnotic trance,
which severd of our own Committee members witnessed, Grace Marks displayed not only afully
recovered memory of these past events, but aso pronounced evidence of asomnambulistic double
consciousness, with adistinct secondary persondity, capable of acting without the knowledge of the
firdt. It was Dr. Jordan’ s conclusion, in view of the evidence, that the woman known to usas* Grace
Marks’ was neither conscious at the time of the murder of Nancy Montgomery, nor responsible for her
actions therein — the memories of these actions being retained only by her secondary and hidden sdif.
Dr. Jordan was of the added opinion that this other self gave strong manifestations of its continued
existence during her period of mental derangement in 1852, if the eyewitness reports of Mrs. Moodie
and others are any indication.

| had hoped to have a written report to set before you, and our Committee has delayed the
submission of its Petition from year to year, in expectation of it. Dr. Jordan had indeed fully
intended to prepare such a report; but he was called away suddenly by a family illness, followed
by urgent business on the Continent; after which the outbreak of the Civil War, in which he
served in the capacity of a military surgeon, was a serious impediment to his efforts. | understand
he was wounded in the course of the hostilities, and although providentially now making a
recovery, has not yet regained sufficient strength to be able to complete his task. Otherwise | have
no doubt that he would have added his earnest and heartfelt entreaties, to ours.

| myself was present at the neuro-hypnotic session referred to, as was the lady who has since
consented to become my dear wife; and both of us were most profoundly affected by what we saw
and heard. It moves me to tears to think how this poor woman has been wronged through lack of
scientific understanding. The human soul is a profound and awe-inspiring mystery, the depths of
which are only now beginning to be sounded. Well may . Paul have said, “ Now we see through
a glass, darkly; but then face to face.” One can only guess at the purposes of our Creator, in
fashioning of Humanity such a complex and Gordian knot.

But whatever you may think of Dr. Jordan’s professional opinion —and | amwell aware that his
conclusions may be difficult to credit, for one not familiar with the practice of Neuro-hypnosis,
and who was not present at the events to which | allude — surely Grace Marks has been
incarcerated for a great many years, more than sufficient to atone for her misdeeds. She has



suffered untold mental agony, and agony of body as well; and she has bitterly repented whatever
part she may have taken in this great crime, whether conscious of having taken it or not. Sheis by
no means any longer a young woman, and isin but indifferent health. If she were at liberty,
something might surely be done for her temporal, aswell as her spiritual weal, and she might
have an opportunity of meditating on the past, and of preparing for a future life.

Will you — can you, in the name of charity —still persist in refusing to join your name to the
Petition for her release, and thereby perchance close the gates of Paradise to a repentant sinner?
Surely not!

| invite you — I beg you once again —to aid usin this most praiseworthy endeavour.
Yoursvery truly,
Enoch Verringer, M.A,, D. Div.

From Dr. Samuel Bannerling, M.D., The Maples, Front Sireet, Toronto; to the Reverend Enoch
Verringer, Sydenham Street Methodist Church, Kingston, Ontario.

November 1st, 1867.
Dear Sr:

| acknowledge receipt of your letter of the 10th of October, and its account of your puerile antics
in regards to Grace Marks. | am disappointed in Dr. Jordan; | had some previous correspondence
with him, in which | warned him explicitly against this cunning woman. They say there is no fool
like an old fool, but | say thereisno fool like a young one; and | am astonished that anyone with a
medical degree would allow himself to be imposed upon by such a blatant piece of charlatanism
and preposterous tomfoolery as a “ Neuro-hypnotic trance,” which is second in imbecility only to
Spiritism, Universal Suffrage, and similar drivel. This rubbishy “ Neuro-hypnotism,” however
beribboned with new terminologies, is only Mesmerism, or Animal Magnetism, re-writ; and that
sickly nonsense was discredited long ago, as being merely a solemn-sounding blind, behind which
men of questionable antecedents and salacious natures might obtain power over young women of
the same, asking them impertinent and offensive questions and ordering them to perform
immodest acts, without the latter appearing to consent to it.

So | fear that your Dr. Jordan is either credulous to an infantile degree, or himself a great
scoundrel; and that, should he have composed his self-styled “ report,” it would not have been
worth the paper it was written on. | suspect that the wound of which you speak, was incurred, not
during the war, but beforeit; and that it consisted of a sharp blow to the head, which is the only
thing that would account for such idiocy. If Dr. Jordan keeps on with this disorderly course of
thought, he will soon belong in the private asylumfor lunatics, which, if | recall aright, he was
once so set upon establishing.

| have read the so-called “ testimony” of Mrs. Moodie, as well as some of her other scribblings,
which | consigned to the fire where they belong — and where they for once cast a little light,
which they certainly would not have done otherwise. Like the rest of her ilk, Mrs. Moodie is prone
to overwrought effusions, and to the concoction of convenient fairy tales; and for the purposes of
truth, one might aswell rely on the “ eye-witness reports’ of a goose.

As for the gates of Paradise to which you refer, | have no control whatever over them, and if
Grace Marks is worthy to enter there she will doubtless be admitted without any interference on
my part. But certainly the gates of the Penitentiary will never be opened to her through any act of



mine. | have studied her carefully, and know her character and disposition better than you can
possibly do. Sheisa creature devoid of moral faculties, and with the propensity to murder
strongly developed. Sheis not safe to be entrusted with the ordinary privileges of society, and if
her liberty were restored to her the chances are that sooner or later other lives would be
sacrificed.

In closing, Sr, allow meto remark that it ill becomes you, as a man of the cloth, to pepper your
screeds with allusions to “ modern science.” A little learning is a dangerous thing, as| believe
Pope once observed. Busy yourself with the care of consciences, and with the delivery of edifying
sermons for the improvement of public life and private morals, which God knows the country isin
need of, and |eave the brains of the degenerate to the authorities who specialize in them. Above
all, in future, be pleased to desist from pestering with these important and ridiculous appeals,

Your most humble and obedient servant.
(Dr.) Samuel Bannerling, M.D.

Fifteen - The Tree of Paradise
Chapter 51

| have often thought of writing to you and informing you of my good fortune, and I’ ve written many letters
to you in my head; and when I’ ve arrived at the right way of saying things | will set pen to paper, and thus
you will have news of me, if you are il intheland of theliving. And if you are not, you will have learnt
about al of thisanyway.

Perhaps you heard of my Pardon, but perhaps you did not. | didn’t seeit in any of the newspapers,
whichisn't strange, as by thetime | wasfindly set free it was an old worn-out story, and nobody would
have wanted to read about it. But no doubt that wasjust aswell. When | learnt of it, | knew for certain
that you must have sent the letter to the Government after dl, because it got the resultsin the end, along
with al the petitions; dthough | must say they took agood long time about it, and said nothing about your
letter, but only that it was agenerd amnesty.

Thefirg | heard of the Pardon was from the Warden' s oldest daughter, whose name was Janet. This
would not be aWarden you ever saw, Sir, as there were many changes since you went away, and anew
Warden was one of them, and there had been two or three new Governors as well, and so many new
guards and keepers and matrons | could scarcely keep track of them. | was Sitting in the sewing room,
whereyou and | used to have our afternoon talks, mending stockings— for | continued to serveina
household capacity under the new Governors, as I’ d done before — when Janet camein. She had akind
manner and dways gave me aamile, unlike some, and athough never a beauty, she' d managed to
become engaged to a respectable young farmer, for which she had my heartfelt good wishes. There are
some men, especidly of the smpler kind, that prefer their wivesto be plain rather than handsome, asthat
sort buckles down to thework and complainsless, and there is not agreat chance of their running of f
with another man, aswhat other man would go to the bother of stedling them?

On thisday Janet hurried into the room, and she seemed very excited. Grace, she said, | have the most
agonishing news.

| did not even bother to stop sewing, as when people told me they had astonishing newsit dways
concerned somebody else. | was ready to hear it of course, but not ready to missa stitch over it, if you
seewhat | mean, Sir. Oh?| said.

Y our Pardon has come through, she said. From Sir John Macdonad, and the Minister of Justice, in



Ottawa. 1sn’'t that wonderful ? She clasped her hands, and at that moment she looked like a child,
athough alarge and ugly one, gazing at a beautiful gift. She was one of those who never did believe me
to be guilty, being soft-hearted and of a sentimenta nature.

At thisnews| put down my sewing. | felt very cold dl at once, asif | was about to faint, which | hadn’t
donefor along time, ever snceyou left, Sir. Can it betrue? | said. If it was another person | would have
thought she might be playing acruel joke on me, but Janet did not relish jokes of any kind.

Yes, shesad, itisredly true. You are pardoned! | am so happy for you!
| could seethat shefelt sometearswerein order, and | shed severd.

That night, and even though her father the Warden didn’t have the paper actually in hand, but only aletter
about it, nothing would do but that | had to be moved out of my prison cell and into the spare bedroom
at the Warden' s house. Thiswas the doing of Janet, the good soul, but she had the assistance of her
mother, as my Pardon was indeed an unusua event in the dull routine of the prison, and peopleliketo
have some contact with events of that sort, so they can talk about them to their friends afterwards; so |
was made afuss of.

After I'd blown out my candlel lay in the best bed, wearing one of Janet’ s cotton nightdresses instead of
the coarse yellowy prison one, and looking up at the dark ceiling. | tossed and turned, and somehow |
couldn’'t get comfortable, | guess comfort iswhat you' re accustomed to, and by that time | was more
accustomed to my narrow prison bed than to a spare bedroom with clean sheets. The room was so large
it was dmost frightening to me, and | pulled the sheet up over my head to makeit darker; and then | felt
asif my face was dissolving and turning into someone ese' sface, and | recaled my poor mother in her
shroud, asthey were diding her into the sea, and how | thought that she had aready changed insde the
sheet, and was a different woman, and now the same thing was happening to me. Of course | wasn't
dying, but it wasin away smilar.

The next day at breakfast, the Warden’ swhole family sat beaming at me with moist eyes, asif | was
some rare and cherished thing, like a baby snatched out of ariver; and the Warden said we should give
thanks for the one lost lamb that had been rescued, and they dl said afervent Amen.

That isit, | thought. | have been rescued, and now | must act like someone who has been rescued. And
so | tried. It was very strange to redlize that | would not be a celebrated murderess any more, but seen
perhaps as an innocent woman wrongly accused and imprisoned unjustly, or at least for too long atime,
and an object of pity rather than of horror and fear. It took me some daysto get used to the idea; indeed,
| am not quite used to it yet. It calsfor adifferent arrangement of the face; but | supposeit will become
esserintime

Of course to those who do not know my story | will not be anybody in particular.

After breakfast on that day | was strangely dejected. Janet noticed it and asked mewhy, and | said, I've
been in this prison now for dmost twenty-nine years, | have no friends or family outsideit, and where am
| to go and what am | to do? | have no money, nor any means of earning any, and no proper clothing,
and | am unlikely to obtain a Situation anywhere in the vicinity, asmy story istoo well known — because
despite the Pardon, which isdl very wdl, amigressin any right-thinking family would not want mein the
house, as shewould be afraid for the safety of her loved ones, it isonly what | would do myself intheir

position.
| did not say to her, And | am aso too old to go on the town, as | did not wish to shock her, she having

been well brought up, and aMethodist. Though | must tell you, Sir, the thought did cross my mind. But
what chance would | have, a my age and with so much competition, it would be a penny atime with the



worst drunken sailors up an aley somewhere, and I’ d be dead of disease within ayear; and it made my
heart fal even to consider it.

So now, ingtead of seeming my passport to liberty, the Pardon appeared to me as a death sentence. |
was to be turned out into the streets, aone and friendless, to starve and freeze to death in acold corner,
with nothing but the clothes on my back, the ones I’ d comeinto the prison with; and perhaps not even
those, as| had no ideawhat might have become of them; for al | knew they had been sold or given away

long ago.

Oh no, dear Grace, said Janet. All has been thought of. | did not want to tell you everything at once, as
we feared the shock of such happiness coming after such misery might be too much for you, it sometimes
has that effect. But a good home has been provided for you, it isin the United States, and once you have
gone there you may leave the sad past behind you, as no one there need ever know about it. It will bea
new life

Shedid not use exactly these words, but that wasthe gist of it.

But what am | towear?said |, still in despair. Perhaps | wasindeed unsettled in my wits, asaperson
atogether in her right mind would have asked first about the good home that was being provided, and
whereit was, and what | wasto do there. | thought later about the way she had put it, A good home
provided, it iswhat you say of adog or ahorsethat istoo old to work any more, and that you don’t wish
to keep yoursdlf or have put down.

| have thought of that too, said Janet. She wasredly amost helpful creature. | have looked in the storage
rooms, and by some miracle the box you brought with you was still in there with your name on alabd, |
supposeit isbecause of dl the petitions that were got up in your favour after thetrial. They may have
kept your things at first because they thought you were soon to be released, and then after that they must
have forgotten al about it. | will haveit brought up to your room and then we will open it, shal we?

| felt alittle comforted, although | had some misgivings. And | wasright to have them, for when we
opened the box we found that the moths had been in and had eaten up the woollens, my mother’ s thick
winter shawl among them, and some of the other things were much discoloured and musty-smelling from
being shut up for so long in adampish place; the threadsin some were dmost rotted through, and you
could put your hand right through them. Any piece of cloth needsagood airing every oncein awhile, and
these had been given none.

Wetook everything out and spread the things around the room, to see what could be saved. There were
Nancy' s dresses, so pretty when fresh, now for the most part ruined, and the things I’ d had from Mary
Whitney; I"d prized them so much at the time and now they |ooked shoddy and outmoded. There was
the dressI’d made at Mrs. Alderman Parkinson’s, with the bone buttons from Jeremiah, but nothing
could be saved of it except the buttons. | found the piece of Mary’ s hair, tied with a thread and wrapped
up inahandkerchief as1’d left it, but the moths had been into that too, they will eat hair if nothing better
isleft and it isnot stored in cedar.

The emotions| experienced were strong and painful. The room seemed to darken and | could dmost see
Nancy and Mary beginning to take shape again insde their clothes, only it was not a pleasant notion, as
by now they themsalves would be in much the same dilapidated state. | felt quite faint, and had to St
down and ask for aglass of water, and for the window to be opened.

Janet herself was taken aback; she was too young to have redlized what the effects of twenty-nine years
shut up in abox might be, though she made the best of it according to her nature. She said that in any
case the dresses were now sadly out of fashion and we could not have me going to my new lifelooking



like ascarecrow, but that some of the things could yet be used, such asthe red flannel petticoat and
some of the white ones, which could be washed in vinegar to get rid of the smell of mildew and then
bleached in the sun, and they would come out white as anything. Thiswas not quite the case, as once we
had done it they were indeed lighter in colour but not what you would cal white.

Asfor the other things, she said, we would have to look about us. | would need awardrobe, she said. |
do not know how it was done — | suspect she begged a dress from her mother and went around among
her acquaintance and collected up some other things, and | do believe the Governor contributed the
money for the stockings and shoes— but at the end she' d gathered together a tore of garments. | found
the colours over bright, such as agreen print, and a broadcloth with stripes in a magenta tone on a sky
blue; it wasthe new chemical dyesthat are now in use. These colours didn’t exactly suit me; but beggars
can't be choosers, as|’ve learnt on many occasions.

The two of us sat together and made the dresses over to fit. We were like amother and daughter
working on atrousseau, very friendly and cosy, and after atime | was quite cheered up. My only regret
wasthe crinalines; they’ d gone out of fashion and now it was al wire bustles and big bunches of cloth
pulled to the back, with ruchings and fringes, more like asofato my mind; and so | never would havethe
chance to wear acrinoline. But we cannot have everything in thislife.

Bonnets were gone, too. Now it was al hats, tied under the chin and quite flat and tilted forward, like a
ship sailing on top of your head, with vellsfloating out behind them like the wake. Janet obtained one for
meand | did fed queer thefirst timel put it on and looked in the mirror. It did not cover my streaks of
grey hair, although Janet said | looked ten years younger than | redly was, dmost agirl infact; andit's
truethat I’ d kept my figure and most of my teeth. She said | looked ared lady, which ispossible, as
thereislessdifferencein dress between maid and mistress how than there used to be, and the fashions
areeadly copied. We had a merry enough time trimming the hat with slk flowers and bows, dthough
severd times| broke down in tears because | was overwrought. A change in fortune often hasthat effect,
from bad to good as well asthe other way around, as| am sure you have noticed in life, Sir.

Aswe were packing and folding, | snipped some pieces out of the various dresses |’ d worn long ago,

but which were now to be discarded; and | asked if | might have a prison nightdress of the sort | was

accustomed to deep in, as akeepsake. Janet said she thought it a strange keepsake, but she made the
request for me and it was granted. | needed something of my own to take away with me, you see.

When dl wasready | thanked Janet with deep gratitude. | was il fearful of what wasto come, but at
least | would look like an ordinary person and no one would stare, and that isworth agreat dedl. Janet
gave meapair of summer gloves, amost new, | don’t know where she got them. And then she began to
cry, and when | asked her why she was doing that, she said it was because | was to have a happy
ending, and it was just like a book; and | wondered what books she' d been reading.

Chapter 52
August the 7th of 1872 wasthe day of my departure, and | will never forget it aslong asl live.

After breskfast with the Warden' sfamily, a which | could scarcely eat anything | was so nervous, | put
onthedress| wasto travel in, the green one, with the straw hat trimmed to match and the gloves Janet
had given me. My box was packed; it was not Nancy' s box, asthat one smelled too much of mildew,
but another one provided by the Penitentiary, leather and not much worn. It probably belonged to some
poor soul who had died there, but | waslong past looking agift horsein the mouth.

| was taken in to see the Warden, it was aformality and he did not have much to say except that he
congratulated me upon my release; in any case he and Janet were to accompany me to the home



provided, at the specid request of Sir John Macdonald himsdlf, asit wasintended | should get there
safely and they knew perfectly well | wasn't accustomed to modern modes of travel, having been so long
shut away; and aso there were many rough men about, discharged soldiers from the Civil War, some
crippled and others with no means of support, and | might bein some danger from them. So | wasvery
glad for the company.

| passed through the gates of the Penitentiary for the last time as the clock struck noon, and it went
through my head like athousand bells. Until that instant | couldn’t quite trust my senses; while dressing
for thejourney I’ d felt more numb than anything, and the objects around me appeared flat and lacking in
colour, but now &l sprang to life. The sun was shining and every stone of thewall seemed asclear as
glassand lighted up like alamp, it was like passing through the gates of Hell and into Paradise, | do
believe the two arelocated closer together than most people think.

Outside the gates was a chestnut tree, and each leaf of it seemed rimmed by fire; and Sitting in the tree
there were three white pigeons, which shone like the angels of Pentecost, and at that moment | knew that
| had truly been set free. At such times of more than ordinary brightness or darkness | used to faint, but
onthisday | asked Janet for her smelling salts and so remained upright, athough leaning on her arm; and
shesaid it would not have been in nature for me to have remained unmoved, on such amomentous
occasion.

| wished to turn and look back, but | remembered Lot swife and the pillar of sdlt, and refrained from
doing so. To look back would aso have meant that | regretted my departure and had awish to return,
and thiswas certainly not the case, as you may imagine, Sir; but you will be surprised to hear me say that
| did indeed have asort of regret. For dthough the Penitentiary was not exactly ahomey place, yet it was
the only home I’ d known for dmost thirty years; and that isalong time, longer than many people spend
on this earth, and dthough it was forbidding and a place of sorrow and punishment, at least | knew its
ways. To go from afamiliar thing, however undesirable, into the unknown, is always amatter for
apprehension, and | suppose that iswhy so many people are afraid to die.

After thismoment | was back again in ordinary daylight, athough light-headed. It was a hot and humid
day, such asthe climate beside the Lakes producesin August, but as there was a breeze coming off the
water, the weather was not too oppressive; there were some clouds, but only the white kind that do not
foretell rain or thunder. Janet had a parasol, which she held over both of us aswe proceeded. A parasol
was oneitem | lacked, asthe silk of Nancy‘s pink one had all rotted away.

Wewent to therailway station in alight carriage driven by the Warden' s servant. The train was not due
to leave until one-thirty but | was anxious about being late, and once there could not it quietly inthe
Ladies Waiting Room but had to walk up and down the platform outside, as| was very agitated. Findly
thetrain drew in, alarge shining iron monster puffing smoke. I’ d never seen atrain so close up, and
although Janet assured meit was not dangerous, | had to be assisted up the steps.

Wetook thetrain asfar as Cornwall, but though it was ashort enough journey | felt | should never
surviveit. The noise was so loud and the motion so rapid | thought | would go deaf, and therewasa
great dedl of black smoke; and the blowing of the train whistle startled me nearly out of my wits, dthough
| took hold of myself and did not scream.

| felt better when we descended at the Cornwall station and went from there to the docks in apony trap,
and took aferry acrossthe end of the Lake, asthat form of travel was more familiar to meand | could
get some fresh air. The motion of the sunlight on the waves was at first bewildering to me, but this effect
ceased when | stopped looking &t it. Refreshment was offered, which the Warden had brought with him
in abasket, and | managed to et alittle cold chicken and drink some lukewarm tea. | occupied my mind
with looking at the costumes of the ladies on board, which were varied and brightly coloured. Sitting



down and standing up | had some trouble managing my bustle, as athing like that takes practice, and |
am afraid | wasn't overly graceful, it was like having another bum tied on top of your rea one and the
two of them following you around like atin bucket tied to a pig, although of course | did not say anything
SO coarse to Janet.

On the other side of the Lake we passed through the Customs House of the United States, and the
Warden said we had nothing to declare. Then we took another train, and | was glad the Warden had
come, as otherwise | would not have known what to do about the porters and luggage. While we were
sitting on this new train, which rattled less than the previous one, | asked Janet about my fina destination.
We were going to Ithaca, New Y ork — that much I’ d been told — but what would happen to me after
that? What was the home provided to be like, and was | to be aservant init; and if so, what had the
household there been told about me? | didn’t wish to be placed in afase position, you see, Sir, or
expected to conced the truth about my past.

Janet said that there was a surprise awaiting me, and as it was a secret she could not tell mewhat it was,
but it was agood surprise, or so she hoped it would be. She went so far asto tell meit concerned aman,
agentleman she said; but as she wasin the habit of using thisterm of anything in trousers above the
gtation of awaiter, | was not any thewiser.

When | said what gentleman, she said she couldn’t tell; but he was an old friend of mine, or so she'd
been given to understand. She became very coy, and | couldn’t get another word out of her.

| thought back over al the men it might be. | hadn’t known very many of these, not having had the
chance you might say; and the two I’ d perhaps known the best, although by no meansthe longest, were
dead, by which I mean Mr. Kinnear and James McDermott. There was Jeremiah the peddler, but | did
not think he would be in the business of providing good homes, as he had never seemed the domestic
type. There were also my former employers, such as Mr. Coates and Mr. Haraghy, but surely by now dl
were either dead themsdaves or very ederly. The only other onel could think of, Sir, was you yoursdlf. |
must admit that the ideadid cross my mind.

And o it was with anxiety but also expectation that | descended at |ast onto the station platform at
Ithaca. Therewas a crush of people meseting thetrain, and dl talking at once; and the hustling of the
porters, and the many trunks and boxes being carried and wheeled about on carts, made it hazardous to
gtand there. | held on tightly to Janet while the Warden arranged about the luggage, and then he
conducted usto the other Sde of the station building, the side away from the trains, where he began to
look about him. He frowned at not finding what he expected, and glanced at hiswatch, and at the station
clock; and then he consulted aletter which he took from his pocket, and my heart began to sink. But he
looked up and smiled, and said, Here' s our man, and there was indeed aman hurrying towards us.

He was above the average height and bulky, but lanky at the same time, by which | mean that hisarms
and legs were long but he had amore solid and rounder middie part to him. He had red hair and alarge
red beard, and was wearing ablack suit of the Sunday-best kind that most men have now if they are at
al comfortablein worldly goods, with awhite shirt and adark stock, and atal hat which he was carrying
inhishands, held in front of him like ashield, by which | could tdll that he too was apprehensive. He
wasn't aman I’ d ever seen beforein my life, but as soon as he came up to us he gave me a searching
glance and then flopped onto hisknees at my feet. He seized my hand, glove and all, and said, Grace,
Grace, can you ever forgive me? Indeed he dmost shouted it, asif he' d been practisng it for sometime.

| struggled to pull my hand away, thinking he was a madman, but when | turned to Janet for help she was
inaflood of sentimenta tears, and the Warden was beaming away asif he had hoped for nothing better;
and | saw that | wasthe only one who was completely at sea.



The man let go of my hand and stood up. She doesn't know me, he said sadly. Grace, don't you know
me? | would have known you anywhere.

And | looked at him, and there wasindeed something alittle familiar about him, but till | could not place
it. And then he said, It's Jamie Walsh. And | saw that it was.

We then repaired to anew hotel closeto the railway station, where the Warden had arranged
accommodations, and partook together of some refreshments. Asyou may imagine, Sir, agood ded of
explanation was then required, for thelast time I’ d seen Jamie Walsh was at my own tria for murder,
when it was histestimony that turned the minds of judge and jury so much againgt me for the wearing of a
dead woman'’s clothes.

Mr. Walsh— for so | will now call him — proceeded to tell methat he’ d thought &t that time | was
guilty, dthough he hadn’t wished to think so, as he' d dways had aliking for me, which was true enough;
but as he’ d grown older and had considered the matter, he’ d come to be of the opposite persuasion, and
had been overcome with guilt for the part he' d played in my conviction; though he was only ayoung lad
at thetime, and no match for the lawyers, who' d led him into saying things he did not see the results of
until afterwards. And | was consoling to him, and said it was the sort of thing that could happen to

anyone.

After Mr. Kinnear’ s degth, he and hisfather were forced to leave the property, as the new owners had
no use for them; and he took a position in Toronto, which he obtained due to his having made such a
good impression as a bright and up-and-coming lad, at thetria, which was what they wrote about himin
the newspapers. So you might say he' d got his start in life on account of me. And he saved up hismoney
for severd years, and then went to the States, as he was of the opinion that there was more opportunity
for becoming a self-made man down there — you were what you had, not what you' d come from, and
few questions asked. He worked on the railroads and also out West, saving al the while, and now
owned hisown farm and two horses dl complete. He took care to mention the horses early on, ashe
knew how fond | once was of Charley.

He had married, but was now awidower, with no children; and he’ d never ceased to be tormented by
what had become of me through him, and had written severa timesto the Penitentiary to see how | was
getting on; but he did not write direct to me, as he did not wish to upset me. And it wasin thisway that
he heard of my Pardon, and arranged matters with the Warden.

The upshot was that he begged meto forgive him, which | did readily. | did not fedl | could hold a
grudge, and told him | would no doubt have been put in prison anyway, even if he hadn’t mentioned
Nancy' s dresses. And when we had gone through all of that, he pressing my hand the whole time, he
asked meto marry him. He said that dthough not amillionaire he could certainly offer me agood home,
with al that might be required, as he had some money put by in the bank.

| made a show of hanging back, though the redlity of it wasthat | did not have many other choices, and it
would have been most ungrateful of meto have said no, as so much trouble had been taken. | said | did
not want him to marry me out of mere duty and guiltiness, and he denied that such were his motives, and
claimed that he' d aways had very warm fedlings towards me, and that I’ d scarcely changed at al from
theway | was as ayoung woman — | was till afinelooker, was how he put it. And | remembered the
daisiesin Mr. Kinnear’ s orchard with the sumps, and | knew he did think that.

The hardest thing for me was viewing him as afull-grown man, as1’d known him only asthe gawky lad
who'd played the flute the night before Nancy died, and was sitting on the fence the very first day | came
to Mr. Kinnear’s.



Findly | said yes. He had thering dl ready, in abox in his vest pocket, and he was so overcome with
emotion that he dropped it twice onto the tablecl oth before putting it on my finger; for which | had to
remove my glove,

Mattersfor the wedding were arranged as quickly as possible, and we remained at the hotel meanwhile,
with hot water brought to the room every morning, and Janet stayed with me as being more proper. All
was paid by Mr. Walsh. And we had a smple ceremony with a Justice of the Peace, and | remembered
Aunt Pauline saying so many years before that | would no doubt marry benesth me, and wondered what
she would think now; and Janet stood bridesmaid, and cried.

Mr. Wash' s beard was very large and red, but | assured mysdlf that it could be dtered in time.
Chapter 53

Itisamogt thirty yearsto the day, since when not yet Sixteen years of age, | first went up the long
driveway to Mr. Kinnear’s. It was June then, aswell. Now | am sitting on my own verandah in my own
rocking chair; it islate afternoon, and the scene before meis so peaceful you would think it was a picture.
Theroses at thefront of the house are in bloom — Lady Hamiltonsthey are and very fine, dthough
subject to aphids. The best thing, they say, isto dust them with arsenic, but | do not liketo have such a
thing about the house.

Thelast of the peonies are flowering, apink and white variety and very full of petals. | don’t know the
name, as | did not plant them; their scent reminds me of the soap that Mr. Kinnear used for shaving. The
front of our house faces southwest and the sunlight iswarm and golden, dthough | do not St right init, as
itisbad for the complexion. On such days| think, Thisislike Heaven. Although Heaven was not a place
| ever used to think of myself asgoing.

| have been married to Mr. Wash for dmost ayear now, and dthough it is not what most girlsimagine
when young, that is perhaps for the better, as at least the two of us know what sort of abargain we have
got into. When people marry young they often change asthey grow older, but asthe two of us have
aready grown older there will not be as much disappointment in store. An older man has a character
aready formed and is not aslikely to take to drink or other vices, because if he was going to do such a
thing he would have doneit by now; or that ismy opinion, and | hope that time will prove meright. | have
prevailed on Mr. Wash to trim his beard somewhat and to indulge his pipe smoking only out of doors,
and in time perhaps both of these things, the beard and the pipe too, will disappear altogether, but it's
never agood ideato nag and push aman, asit only makes them the more obstinate. Mr. Walsh does not
chew tobacco and spit, as some do, and asaways | am thankful for small mercies.

Our houseisan ordinary farmhouse, white in colour, and with shutters painted green, but commodious
enough for us. It hasafront hal with arow of hooksfor the coats in winter, athough mostly we use the
kitchen door, and a staircase with aplain bannister. At the head of the stairsisa cedar chest for the
storage of quilts and blankets. There are four upstairs rooms— alittle one intended for anursery, then
the main bedchamber and another in case of guests, athough we neither expect nor wish for any; and a
fourth, which isempty at present. The two furnished bedchambers each have awashstand, and each has
anova braided rug, as| don't want heavy carpets, they are too difficult to drag down the stairs and beat
in spring, which would beworse as| get older.

Thereisacross-stitch picture over each bed which | did mysdlf, flowersin avasein the best room and
fruitin abowl in ours. The quilt in the best room isaWhed of Mystery, the onein oursalLog Cabin; |
bought them at asde, from people who' d failed and were moving West; but | felt sorry for the woman,
and so paid more than | should. There have been agreat many things to be seen to, in order to make
everything cosy, since Mr. Walsh had devel oped bachel or’ s habits after the death of hisfirst wife, and



some things had become none too savoury. | had alarge array of cobwebs and hanks of dut’ swool to
sweep out from under the beds, and also afair deal of scrubbing and scouring to do.

The summer curtainsin both bedchambers are white. | like awhite curtain mysdif.

Downgtairswe have afront parlour with astove, and akitchen with pantry and scullery al complete, and
the pump insde the house, which isagreat advantage in winter. Thereisadining room, but we don't
have that sort of company very often. For the most part we et at the kitchen table; we have two
kerosene lamps, and it is very snug there. | use the dining-room table for sawing, which is especidly
handy when cutting out the patterns. | have a Sewing Machine now, which isworked by a handwheel
andisjust like magic, and | am certainly glad to haveit asit saves agreat ded of |abour, especidly for
the plain sawing such as the making of curtains and the hemming of sheets. | till prefer to do thefiner
sewing by hand, although my eyes are not what they used to be.

In addition to what | have described, we have the usua — akitchen garden, with herbs and cabbages
and root vegetables, and peas in the spring; and hens and ducks, cow and barn, and abuggy and two
horses, Charley and Néll, who are a great pleasure to me, and good company when Mr. Walsh is not
here; but Charley isworked too hard, as heisthe plough horse. They say there are machines coming in
soon that will do dl of that sort of work and if so, then poor Charley can be turned out to pasture. |
would never let him be sold for glue and dog mest, asisthe habit of some.

Thereisahired man who helps on the farm, but he doesn’t live on the premises. Mr. Walsh wanted to
employ agirl aswell, but | said | would prefer to do the work of the house mysdlf. | wouldn’t want to
have aservant living in, asthey pry too much, and listen at doors; and dso it'smuch easier for metodo a
task right mysdlf thefirgt time, than to have someone else do it wrong and then do it over.

Our cat isnamed Tabby; sheisthe colour you might expect and agood mouser, and our dog is named
Rex, heisasetter and not bright, athough well-meaning, and the most beautiful shade of reddish brown,
like apolished chestnut. These are not very original names, but we don’t wish to get areputation in the
neighbourhood for being too origina. We attend the local Methodist church, and the preacher isalively
one and fond of alittle Hell Fire on Sundays, however | do not think he has any notion of what Hell is
redly like, no more than the congregation; they are worthy souls, though narrow. But we have thought it
best not to revea too much of the past, to them or anyone, asit would only lead to curiosity and gossip,
and thence to false rumours. We ve given out that Mr. Walsh was my childhood sweetheart, and that |
married another, but was lately widowed; and that since Mr. Walsh' swife died, we arranged to meet
again, and to marry. That isastory easily accepted, and it has the advantage of being romantic, and of
causing pain to no one.

Our little church isvery locd and old-fashioned; but in Ithacaitsdf they are more up to date, and have a
good number of Spirituaists there, with celebrated mediums coming through and staying at the best
homes. | don’t goinfor any of that, as you never know what might come out of it; and if | wishto
commune with the dead | can do it well enough on my own; and besides, | fear thereisagreat ded of
cheating and deception.

In April | saw one of the celebrated mediums advertised, a man, with apicture of him; and though the
picture was printed very dark, | thought, That must be Jeremiah the peddler; and indeed it was, as Mr.
Walsh and | had occasion to drive into town for some errands and shopping, and | passed him on the
street. He was more degantly dressed than ever, with hishair black again and his beard trimmed in the
military fashion, which must inspire confidence, and hisnameis Mr. Gerad Bridges now. He was doing a
very good imitation of aman who isdistinguished and a homein the world, but with hismind on the
higher truth; and he saw me too, and recognized me, and gave arespectful tip of the hat, but very dight,
S0 it wouldn't be remarked; and aso awink; and | waved my hand at him, just alittle, initsglove, as|



awayswear glovesto town. Fortunately Mr. Walsh did not notice either of these things, asit would have
darmed him.

| would not wish any hereto learn my true name; but | know my secrets are safe with Jeremiah, ashis
are safewith me. And | remembered the time | might have run away with him, and become agypsy or a
medica clairvoyant, as| was certainly tempted to do; and in that case my fate would have been very
different. But only God knows whether it would have been better or worse; and | have now done dl the
running away | havetimefor inthislife

Onthewhole, Mr. Wash and | agree, and things go on very well with us. But there is something that has
troubled me, Sir; and as | have no close woman friend | can trust, | am telling you about it, and | know
you will keep the confidence.

It isthis. Every oncein awhile Mr. Wa sh becomes very sad; he takes hold of my hand and gazes at me
with thetearsin hiseyes, and he says, To think of the sufferings | have caused you.

| tell him he did not cause me any sufferings— it was othersthat caused them, and aso having plain bad
luck and bad judgment — but he likesto think it was him that was the author of al, and | believe he
would claim the death of my poor mother too, if he could think of away to doit. Helikesto picture the
aufferings aswell, and nothing will do but that | have to tell him some story or other about being in the
Penitentiary, or else the Lunatic Asylum in Toronto. The more watery | make the soup and the more
rancid the cheese, and the worse | make the coarse talk and proddings of the keepers, the better he likes
it. Heligensto dl of that like achild listening to afairy tale, asif it is something wonderful, and then he
begsmetotdl himyet more. If | put in the chilblains and the shivering a night under the thin blanket, and
thewhipping if you complained, heisin raptures, and if | add the improper behaviour of Dr. Bannerling
towards me, and the cold baths naked and wrapped in a sheet, and the strait-waistcoat in the darkened
room, heisamost in ecstasies; but his favourite part of the story iswhen poor James McDermott was
hauling me al around the house at Mr. Kinnear's, looking for abed fit for hiswicked purposes, with
Nancy and Mr. Kinnear lying dead in the cdllar, and me dmost out of my witswith terror; and he blames
himself that he wasn't there to rescue me,

| mysdlf would as soon forget about that portion of my life, rather than dwelling on it in such amournful
way. It'struethat | liked the time when you were at the Penitentiary, Sir, asit did make abregk in my
days, which were mostly the same then. Now that | cometo think of it, you were as eager as Mr. Walsh
isto hear about my sufferings and my hardshipsin life; and not only that, but you would write them down
aswadll. | could tell when your interest was dacking, as your gaze would wander; but it gave mejoy every
time | managed to come up with something that would interest you. Y our cheeks would flush and you
would smilelike the sun on the parlour clock, and if you’ d had earslike adog they would have been
pricked forward, with your eyes shining and your tongue hanging out, asif you' d found agrousein a
bush. It did make mefed | was of some usein thisworld, athough | never quite saw what you were
amingaindl of it.

Asfor Mr. Walsh, after | havetold him afew stories of torment and misery he clasps mein hisarmsand
strokes my hair, and begins to unbutton my nightgown, as these scenes often take place a night; and he
says, Will you ever forgive me?

At firgt this annoyed me very much, although | did not say so. Thetruth isthat very few understand the
truth about forgiveness. It isnot the culprits who need to be forgiven; rather it isthe victims, because they
are the oneswho cause dl thetrouble. If they were only lessweak and carel ess, and more foresightful,
and if they would keep from blundering into difficulties, think of &l the sorrow in the world that would be
spared.



| had aragein my heart for many years, against Mary Whitney, and especidly against Nancy
Montgomery; againgt the two of them both, for letting themsel ves be done to death in the way that they
did, and for leaving me behind with the full weight of it. For along time| could not find it in meto pardon
them. It would be much better if Mr. Walsh would forgive me, rather than being so stubborn about it and
wanting to have it the wrong way around; but perhapsin time hewill cometo seethingsin atruer light.

When hefirgt began this, | said | had nothing to forgive him for, and he shouldn’t worry his head abot it;
but that wasn't the answer he wanted. He ingsts on being forgiven, he can’t seem to go on comfortably
without it, and who am | to refuse him such asimple thing?

So now every timethis happens, | say | forgive him. | put my hands on hishead asif inabook, and | turn
my eyes up and look solemn, and then kiss him and cry alittle; and then after I’ veforgiven him, heis
back to hisusua sdf the next day, playing on hisflute asif he' saboy again and | am fifteen, and we are
out in the orchard making daisy chainsat Mr. Kinnear’'s.

But | don't fed quite right about it, forgiving him like that, because | am awarethat in doing so | amtelling
alie. Though | supposeitisn't thefirst lie I’ vetold; but as Mary Whitney used to say, alittlewhitelie
such asthe angdstell isasmal priceto pay for peace and quiet.

| think of Mary Whitney frequently these days, and of the time we threw the gpple pedings over our
shoulders; and it has all come true after afashion. Just as she said, | married a man whose name begins
withaJ; and asshedso said, | first had to cross over water three times, since it was twice on the ferry to
Lewiston, going and coming back, and then once again on the way here.

Sometimes| dream that | am againin my small bedchamber at Mr. Kinnear’s, before dl the horror and
tragedy; and | fed so safe there, not knowing what isto come. And sometimes | dream that | am till in
the Penitentiary; and that | will wake to find mysalf once morelocked in my cell, shivering on the straw
mattress on a cold winter morning, with the keepers laughing outsde in the yard.

But | amredly here, in my own house, in my own chair, Sitting on the verandah. | open and shut my eyes
and pinch mysdf, but it remainstrue.

Now hereisanother thing | havetold no one.

I"d just had my forty-fifth birthday when | was|et out of the Penitentiary, and in lessthan amonth | will

be forty-six, and I’ d thought | waswell past the time for child-bearing. But unless | am much mistaken, |
am now three months gone; either that or it isthe change of life. It ishard to beieve, but there has been
onemiraclein my life aready, so why should | be surprised if there is another one? Such things are told

of inthe Bible; and perhaps God has taken it into his mind to make up alittle for al | was put through a a
younger age. But then it might as easily be atumour, such askilled my poor mother at last; for dthough
thereisaheaviness, I’ ve had no sicknessin the mornings. It is strange to know you carry within yourself
either alife or adeath, but not to know which one. Though al could be resolved by consulting adoctor, |
am most reluctant to take such a step; so | suppose time aone must tell.

While | am ditting out on the verandah in the afternoons, | sew away at the quilt | am making. Although
I’ve made many quiltsin my day, thisisthefirst onel have ever donefor mysdf. ItisaTree of Paradise
but | am changing the pattern alittle to suit my own idess.

I"ve thought a good deal about you and your apple, Sir, and the riddle you once made, the very first time
that we met. | didn’t understand you then, but it must have been that you were trying to teach me
something, and perhaps by now | have guessed it. Theway | understand things, the Bible may have been
thought out by God, but it was written down by men. And like everything men write down, such asthe
newspapers, they got the main story right but some of the details wrong.



The pattern of thisquilt is caled the Tree of Paradise, and whoever named that pattern said better than
she knew, as the Bible does not say Trees. It saysthere were two different trees, the Tree of Life and the
Tree of Knowledge; but | believe there was only the one, and that the Fruit of Life and the Fruit of Good
and Evil werethe same. And if you ate of it you would die, but if you didn't egt of it you would die dso;
athough if you did eat of it, you would be less bone-ignorant by the time you got around to your death.

Such an arrangement would appear to be morethe way lifeis.
| am telling thisto no one but you, as| am awareit is not the gpproved reading.

Onmy Tree of Paradise, | intend to put a border of snakes entwined; they will look likevinesor just a
cable pattern to others, as | will make the eyes very smdll, but they will be snakesto me; aswithout a
snake or two, the main part of the story would be missing. Some who use this pattern make severa trees,
four or morein asquare or circle, but | am making just one large tree, on abackground of white. The
Treeitsdf isof triangles, intwo colours, dark for the leaves and alighter colour for the fruits; | am using
purplefor theleaves and red for the fruits. They have many bright colours now, with the chemica dyes
that have comein, and | think it will turn out very pretty.

But three of thetrianglesin my Tree will be different. One will be white, from the petticoat | till have that
was Mary Whitney's; one will be faded yellowish, from the prison nightdress | begged as a keegpsake
when | |ft there. And the third will be a pale cotton, apink and white floral, cut from the dress of

Nancy’ sthat she had on thefirst day | wasat Mr. Kinnear's, and that | wore on the ferry to Lewiston,
when | was running away.

| will embroider around each one of them with red feather-gtitching, to blend them in asapart of the
pattern.

And so wewill dl betogether.
Author’sAfterword

Alias Grace isawork of fiction, dthough it isbased on redity. Its central figure, Grace Marks, was one
of the most notorious Canadian women of the 1840s, having been convicted of murder at the age of
Sixteen.

The Kinnear-Montgomery murders took place on July 23, 1843, and were extensively reported not only
in Canadian newspapers but in those of the United States and Britain. The details were sensationdl:
Grace Marks was uncommonly pretty and aso extremely young; Kinnear’ s housekeeper, Nancy
Montgomery, had previoudy given birth to an illegitimate child and was Thomas Kinnear’ smidtress, at
her autopsy she was found to be pregnant. Grace and her fellow-servant James McDermott had run
away to the United States together and were assumed by the pressto be lovers. The combination of sex,
violence, and the deplorable insubordination of the lower classeswas mogt attractive to the journaists of
the day.

Thetrid was held in early November. Only the Kinnear murder wastried: since both of the accused
were condemned to death, atria for the Montgomery murder was considered unnecessary. McDermott
was hanged in front of a huge crowd on November 21; but opinion about Grace was divided from the
gart, and due to the efforts of her lawyer, Kenneth MacK enzie, and agroup of respectable gentleman
petitioners — who pleaded her youth, the weskness of her sex, and her supposed witlessness— her
sentence was commuted to life, and she entered the Provincia Penitentiary in Kingston on November 19,
1843.

She continued to be written about over the course of the century, and she continued to polarize opinion.



Attitudes towards her reflected contemporary ambiguity about the nature of women: was Grace afemde
fiend and temptress, the ingigator of the crime and the rea murderer of Nancy Montgomery, or was she
an unwilling victim, forced to keep silent by McDermott’ sthrests and by fear for her own life? It was no
help that she hersdf gave three different versions of the Montgomery murder, while James McDermott
gavetwo.

| first encountered the story of Grace Marks through SusannaMoodi€' s Life in the Clearings (1853).
Moodie was aready known as the author of Roughing It in the Bush, adiscouraging account of
pioneering life in what was then Upper Canada and is now Ontario. Itssequel, Lifein the Clearings,
was intended to show the more civilized side of “ CanadaWest,” asit had by then become, and included
admiring descriptions of both the Provincid Penitentiary in Kingston and the Lunatic Asylum in Toronto.
Such public ingtitutions were visited like zoos, and, at both, Moodie asked to see the ar attraction,
Grace Marks.

Moodi€ sretelling of the murder isathird-hand account. In it she identifies Grace as the prime mover,
driven by love for Thomas Kinnear and jedlousy of Nancy, and using the promise of sexud favoursto
egg McDermott on. McDermott is portrayed as besotted by her and easily manipulated. Moodie can’t
resst the potentia for literary melodrama, and the cutting of Nancy‘ s body into four quartersisnot only
pureinvention but pure Harrison Ainsworth. Theinfluence of Dickens Oliver Twist — afavourite of
Moodi€ s— isevident in the tale of the bloodshot eyes that were said to be haunting Grace Marks.

Shortly after she saw Grace in the penitentiary, Susanna M oodie encountered her in the Lunatic Asylum
in Toronto, where she was confined on the violent ward. Moodi€ sfirgt-hand observations are generaly
trustworthy, so if she reports a shrieking, capering Grace, that is no doubt what she saw. However, soon
after the publication of Moodi€' sbook — and just after the gppointment of the humane Joseph
Workman as Medica Superintendent of the asylum — Grace was considered sane enough to be
returned to the penitentiary; where, records show, she was suspected of having become pregnant during
her absence. Thiswas afalse darm, but who at the asylum could have been the supposed perpetrator?
The wards of the asylum were segregated; the men with the easiest accessto the female patients were the
doctors.

Over the next two decades, Grace turns up in the penitentiary records from timeto time. Shewas
certanly literate, asthe warden’ sjournd depicts her aswriting letters. She so impressed agood many
respectable persons— clergymen among them — that they worked tirelessly on her behalf and
submitted many petitions aimed at securing her release, seeking medica opinion to bolster their case.
Two writers Sate that she was atrusted servant for many yearsin the home of the “ Governor” —
probably the governor of the penitentiary — athough the admittedly incompl ete prison records do not
mention this. However, it was the custom of the timein North Americato hire out prisonersfor
day-labour.

In 1872, Grace Marks was findly granted a pardon; records show that she went to New Y ork State,
accompanied by the warden and his daughter, to a“home provided.” Later writers claim that she married
there, dthough no proof for thisexists; and, after thisdate, adl trace of her vanishes. Whether she was
indeed the co-murderer of Nancy Montgomery and the lover of James McDermott isfar from clear; nor
whether she was ever genuindy “insane,” or only acting that way — as many did — to secure better
conditionsfor herself. The true character of the historical Grace Marks remains an enigma.

Thomas Kinnear appears to have come from alowland Scots family from Kinloch, near Cupar, in Fife,
and to have been the younger haf-brother of the heir to the estate; although, strangely, a
late-nineteenth-century edition of Burke' s Peerage lists him as having died about the sametime ashe
turned up in CanadaWest. The Kinnear house in Richmond Hill remained standing until latein the



century and was a point of interest for sghtseers. Simon Jordan’ s visit to it is based on an account by one
of them. The graves of Thomas Kinnear and Nancy Montgomery arein the Presbyterian churchyard in
Richmond Hill, dthough unmarked. William Harrison, writing in 1908, reports that the wooden pickets
around them were taken down, at atime when al wooden markers were removed. Nancy‘ s rose bush
has smilarly disgppeared.

Some further notes. Details of prison and asylum life are drawn from available records. Most of the
wordsin Dr. Workman'’sletter are hisown. “Dr. Bannerling” expresses opinions that were attributed to
Dr. Workman after his death, but which could not possibly have been his.

The design of the Parkinson residence has agreat ded in common with that of Dundurn Cagtle, in
Hamilton, Ontario. Lot Street in Toronto was formerly the name of a portion of Queen Street. The
economic history of Loomisville, and itstreatment of mill girls, loosaly echoesthat of Lowell,
Massachusetts. The fate of Mary Whitney hasa pardld in the medical records of Dr. Langstaff of
Richmond Hill. The portraits of Grace Marks and James McDermott on page ten are from their
Confessions, published by the Toronto Star and Transcript.

The Spiritudist craze in North Americabegan in Upper New Y ork State at the end of the 1840s with the
“rappings’ of the Fox sgters, who were originaly from Belleville— where Susanna M oodie was by then
resident, and where she became a convert to Spiritualism. Although it soon attracted a number of
charlatans, the movement spread rapidly and was at its height in the late 1850s, being especidly strongin
upstate New Y ork and in the Kingston-Belleville area. Spirituaism was the one quasi-religious activity of
the timesin which women were alowed a position of power — abeit adubious one, asthey themsdves
were assumed to be mere conduits of the spirit will.

Mesmerism was discredited as a reputable scientific procedure early in the century, but was widely
practised by questionable showmen in the 1840s. As James Braid' s “Neuro-hypnotism,” which did awvay
with theideaof a“magnetic fluid,” mesmerism began areturn to respectability, and by the 1850s had
gained some following among European doctors, although not yet the wide acceptance as a psychiatric
techniquethat it wasto achievein the last decades of the century.

The rapid generation of new theories of mentd illnesswas a characteritic of the mid-nineteenth century,
aswasthe creetion of clinics and asylums, both public and private. There was intense curiosity and
excitement about phenomenasuch as memory and amnesia, somnambulism, “hysteria,” trance Sates,
“nervous diseases,” and theimport of dreams, among scientists and writersdike. The medical interestin
dreams was so widespread that even a country doctor such as Dr. James Langstaff was recording the
dreams of his patients. “ Dissociation of persondity,” or dédoublement, was described early inthe
century; it was being serioudy debated in the 1840s, dthough it achieved amuch greater vogue in the last
three decades of the century. | have attempted to ground Dr. Simon Jordan’s speculationsin
contemporary ideas that would have been available to him.

| have of coursefictiondized hitorica events (as did many commentators on this case who claimed to be
writing history). | have not changed any known facts, athough the written accounts are so contradictory
that few facts emerge as unequivocaly “known.” Was Grace milking the cow or gathering chives when
Nancy was hit with the axe? Why was Kinnear’ s corpse wearing McDermott’ s shirt, and where did
McDermott get that shirt — from a peddler, or from an army friend? How did the blood-covered book
or magazine get into Nancy' s bed? Which of severa possible Kenneth MacKenzieswasthe lawyer in
question? When in doulbt, | have tried to choose the most likely possibility, while accommodating al
possibilitieswherever feasible. Where mere hints and outright gaps exist in the records, | have felt freeto
invent.



