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Chapter 1

 


“You will come
each day to instruct them.”

“But not on the
sabbath.”

“Of course.
Have you any objection to that arrangement?”

“No Sir.”

“We shall see
you Monday week then – well, you shan’t see me; Mrs Travers will
introduce you to your pupils.”

“Very well,
Sir.”

“You may
go.”

Ann Rhys was
escorted from Mr Brindley’s study by Mrs Travers. They walked along
the hall in silence, Ann still anxious from receiving her new
master’s strict instructions. “Don’t let the Master upset you,” Mrs
Travers said, once they were at the great door of the house. “Be
assured, his bark is worse than his bite,” and she smiled.

“He says you
will introduce me to Christina and John.”

“And that I
will do,” Mrs Travers told Ann. “They’re good children. You’ll not
be unhappy here, Miss Rhys.”

Ann walked away
from Brizecombe Hall, following the long, straight drive that
rolled out before it. Partway along, she turned to survey the
frontage of the grand house. She counted thirteen windows on the
upper level alone. Casting her gaze to the ground floor, Ann was
certain she saw a curtain twitch at the window of what must be Mr
Brindley’s study, where she and he had conversed less than five
minutes before.

This was a
world apart from the nearby village where Ann’s father was
minister. When Mr Brindley had approached the Reverend Rhys, asking
if he were willing to let Ann tutor his son and daughter, her
father had agreed, hoping this would encourage the wealthy
landowner to increase his charitable contribution to the poor
parish. Having spent time in Mr Brindley’s company today, Ann had
little faith that her father’s hopes would be fulfilled.

“Reading,
writing and arithmetic, they have both been taught,” Mr Brindley
had informed her. “You need not concern yourself with the
rudimentary points of their education. They are both bright
children, you will soon discern. You will concentrate not only upon
the delivery of moral instruction, but on the acquisition of French
and the understanding of geography and history. You know French?”
he had asked her.

“A little,
Sir.”

“I am aware of
your limitations. Your father has explained that, unlike your
sisters, you are not a trained governess. You will impart to my
children what knowledge you have in these subjects.”

“I will do my
best, Sir,” Ann had vowed.

“And you
yourself may, perhaps, benefit from the study you undertake with my
son and daughter.”

“I do desire
greater knowledge, Sir,” Ann had professed.

“Good.”

In all his
references to John and Christina, Mr Brindley had shown no fatherly
affection. Ann’s own father was incapable of talking of she and her
two sisters without conveying his love of them and something of
each of their personalities. But Mr Brindley’s cold appraisal of
his children’s attainments and merits had left Ann with no sense of
them as individuals.

Maybe the loss
of his wife –their mother– had resulted in his coldness? Ann
couldn’t help but reflect that her own father had sustained such a
loss, with a starkly contrasting outcome. But Mrs Travers seemed to
feel some warmth towards her master. Could this be without
reason?

Ann finally
reached the end of the long drive. She turned again and looked back
at the Hall, too far away now to tell if anybody watched her from
its windows. She turned back and headed along the rough track that
led to the village.

 


 



Chapter 2

 


Ann’s week was
spent preparing lessons for her new pupils. She selected books from
her father’s library and talked at length with him to draw up a
suitable programme of study for Christina and John.

“You shall, of
course, have access to the full range of instruction available in
our library here,” Mr Brindley had told her. “Upon the commencement
of your post, John and Christina themselves will show you the many
volumes from which you –and they– may profitably read. Should you
consider there to be particular texts of value to your studies, you
will, of course, pass details of these to Mrs Travers and I shall
see that such titles are acquired.”

It had seemed,
from everything Mr Brindley had said to Ann, that he would have
nothing to do with her once her duties at Brizecombe commenced.
Something in his manner had suggested he didn’t want to see
her. Did it embarrass him to employ the minister’s daughter? If
that was the case, why was he doing it?

Lying in her
narrow bed the night before she was due to go to the Hall to meet
her charges, Ann reflected upon her week. She’d worked tirelessly
preparing tutorials for Christina and John but, if she was honest,
utmost in her mind throughout the many hours of reading, noting and
discussing matters with her father, had been thoughts of Mr
Brindley.

Ann couldn’t
sleep. She climbed out of bed and opened the shutters of the small
window of her room. Looking out through the leaded panes, across
the garden of the parsonage, Ann could see in the moonlight the
edge of the moors that led eventually to Brizecombe Hall. It was
the clearest of nights and the moon was full.

Ann heard a
horse whinny and saw the shadowy figure of a rider on horseback.
The horse reared and then turned and galloped away in the
moonlight. Ann discerned the rider’s tall hat and cloak but nothing
more. She wondered whether she had seen a phantom, so brief had
been the duration of the rider’s stay once she’d pulled back the
shutters.

Getting back
into bed, shivering with cold, Ann clung to her pillow. Her
thoughts returned to Mr Brindley. Feelings stirred inside her that
were new and strange; feelings she couldn’t communicate to her
father. Ann wished that Jane and Mariah were here. If they’d been
at home she would have confided in them, older and wiser as they
were. But as it was she could only write and she dare not commit
her feelings to paper.

 


 



Chapter 3

 


“Master John
and Miss Christina, allow me to introduce Miss Rhys,” Mrs Travers
announced.

“Is she our new
governess?” asked Miss Christina.

“Well,” said
Mrs Travers, “your father has asked Miss Rhys to instruct you in
various subjects–”

“So she
is our governess,” said Master John.

“Not in the way
that Miss Henley was your governess,” Mrs Travers corrected.

“Explain,”
Christina demanded.

“Your father
takes the view that you are older now,” Mrs Travers began. “You no
longer need,” she hesitated, “mothering–”

“We have no
mother,” Christina informed Ann, plainly.

“I know and I
am very sorry,” Ann replied.

“Father sent
Miss Henley away because she grew too fond of us–” said John.

“Master John,
you are not to speculate upon your father’s motives,” Mrs Travers
cautioned.

“Will Miss Rhys
play with us?” Christina asked.

“Miss Rhys will
deliver instruction in theology, French, geography and history, in
accordance with your father’s wishes,” Mrs Travers stated.

Ann saw
Christina and John exchange a disappointed glance.

Ann told Mrs
Travers that her most urgent need was to explore the library and
that Mr Brindley had expressed a wish that the children should
introduce her to his collection of books. “Very well,” Mrs Travers
said.

The library was
a huge room, clad on every wall, from floor to ceiling, with
bookcases, each one of them heaving with tomes. Ann could hardly
believe her eyes. Mrs Travers left her alone with her charges to
investigate.

“Now children,”
Ann began, “I want you to select for me one book that you would
like to read from every shelf of every bookcase.” She saw their
eyes light up. “You have ten minutes to do so. Begin!”

John and
Christina excitedly scoured the lower shelves for their chosen
volumes. It was the intrepid John who first reached for the ladder
to explore the higher regions. But it didn’t take long for
Christina, who had a competitive streak –Ann could see already– to
realise this gave her brother an advantage. “My turn with the
ladder! My turn with the ladder!” she insisted.

“Yes, John,”
Ann instructed, “you must bring your books down and let your sister
choose now.”

John
reluctantly descended and Christina gleefully scaled the rungs,
going right to the top of the ladder and then turning her head and
looking, triumphantly, down at them. She laughed out loud.

The heavy
dark-wood door opened. “Christina, come down at once!” ordered Mr
Brindley.

Christina
swiftly did his bidding.

“Children, you
will sit down and read in silence. Miss Rhys, I wish to
speak with you in private.”

Ann walked
across the room, hearing only the sound of the hem of her full
skirt brushing against the rich carpet. She didn’t dare look Mr
Brindley in the eye as she passed through the doorway where he
stood, holding open the door. Once she’d left the room Mr Brindley
said to the children, “Not one word out of either of you, you
understand?”

“Yes Father,”
they replied in solemn unison.

Mr Brindley
closed the door. “My study,” he said to his governess.

Passing by him
through the doorway, Ann had noticed how very tall Mr Brindley was.
The first time they’d met he’d been sitting at his bureau so she’d
formed no impression of his height.

Walking down
the hallway, Mr Brindley overtook Ann to open the study door for
her. Ann resented that his cold disapproval made her feel
diminished in ways other than stature, as she brushed her skirt
past his trouser leg.

He didn’t
invite her to take a seat. He himself did not sit down. “Miss
Rhys,” he began abruptly, “I am employing you to instruct my
children; not turn them into tearaways.”

“I only asked
them to select their favourite volume from each shelf–”

“Was it
necessary for Christina to climb a ladder?”

“I think she
enjoyed it.”

“Miss Rhys, my
daughter will one day be a lady. She will move in circles in which
her conduct will be scrutinised by those upon whom her future
fortunes depend. Do you understand me?”

“Yes.”

“My son will be
a gentleman. Of course, he will soon be sent away to school, but,
so long as he is educated here, I will see that he is suitably
prepared for the serious work that lies ahead–”

“But they are
still children, Sir–”

“Did I permit
you to speak?”

For the first
time Ann looked directly into Mr Brindley’s eyes. “Sir, I fear I
cannot work for you if you are to treat me in this manner. I am not
your servant, Mr Brindley. I know I am not a lady but–”

“Forgive me.
Forgive my rudeness. I was angry. I spoke out of turn.”

“I believe the
acquisition of knowledge should be an enjoyable pursuit,” Ann
explained. “When I was Christina’s age, I learned facts through
discussion with my father and sisters, or out walking on the moors.
The natural world is not best discovered in a textbook. And if we
are to comprehend the world around us, we must first have an
understanding of ourselves.”

Ann was amazed
he’d allowed her to say so much. He was watching her intently with
his dark eyes. Ann had lost her train of thought. She turned her
gaze from him, feeling unaccountably self-conscious. “I’m sorry Mr
Brindley. I am inclined to speak my mind.”

“That I can
see,” Charles Brindley replied, with an unexpected smile. “Has Mrs
Travers mentioned lunch?” he asked.

“She said the
children eat at mid-day. I’ve brought something with me. Where
would you like me to take my food?”

“You’ll eat
with the children. You shall, of course, share a hot meal with
them–”

“Oh but–”

“I’ll not hear
of your doing otherwise. I’m sorry. I thought Mrs Travers would
have made provisions clearer.”

“You’re very
kind Sir,” Ann said humbly. “And I’m sorry to have offended
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