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Miss Slighcarp is governess to Bonnie
and her orphaned cousin Sylvia. When
Bonnie’s parents go away and Miss
Slighcarp is left in charge, the children
soon find out she is no ordinary
governess! This part of the story takes
place in the schoolroom.

The governess, who had been
examining some books on the shelves,
swung round with equal abruptness.
She seemed astonished to see them.

‘Where have you been?’ she
demanded angrily, after an
instant’s pause.

‘Why,” Sylvia faltered, ‘merely in the
next room, Miss Slighcarp.’

But Bonnie, with choking utterance,
demanded, ‘Why are you wearing my
mother’s dress?’

Sylvia had observed that Miss
Slighcarp had on a draped gown of
old gold velvet with ruby buttons, far
grander than the grey twill she had
worn the day before.

‘Don’t speak to me in that

way, miss!’ retorted Miss
» Slighcarp in a rage. ‘“You
have been spoiled all your
life, but we shall soon
see who is going to be
mistress now. Go to your
place and sit down. Do
not speak until you are
spoken to.’

Bonnie paid not the
slightest attention.
‘Who said you could
wear my mother’s best
gown?’ she repeated.
Sylvia, alarmed, had
slipped into her place

at the table, but

Bonnie, reckless with

Miss Slighcarp

indignation, stood in front of the
governess, glaring at her.

‘Everything in this house was left
entirely to my personal disposition,’
Miss Slighcarp said coldly.

‘But not her clothes! Not to wear!
How dare you? Take it off at once! It’s
no better than stealing!’

Two white dents had appeared on
either side of Miss Slighcarp’s nostrils.

‘Another word and it’s the dark
cupboard and bread-and-water for
you, miss,” she said fiercely.

‘I don’t care what you say!” Bonnie
stamped her foot. ‘Take off my
mother’s dress!” Miss Slighcarp boxed
Bonnie’s ears. Bonnie seized Miss
Slighcarp’s wrists. In the confusion
a bottle of ink was knocked
off the table, spilling a
long blue trail down the
gold velvet skirt. Miss
Slighcarp uttered an
exclamation of fury.

‘Insolent, ungovernable
child! You shall suffer for
this!” With iron strength
she thrust Bonnie into a
closet containing crayons,
globes and exercise
books, and turned the
key on her. Then she
swept from the room.

Sylvia remained seated,
aghast, for half a
second. Then she
ran to the cupboard
door — but alas!

Miss Slighcarp had
taken the key with her.
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