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A Most Dangerous Woman 

In Brenda Clough’s deliciously authentic sequel to Wilkie Collins’ The Woman in White, 
Marian Halcolmbe finds and marries her true love, Theo Camlet. But when Theo’s first wife, 
who everyone believed to be dead, reappears, Marian and her brother in law Walter must 
delve into the darkest and most dangerous corners of London to save Theo from accusations 
of bigamy and murder, as well as the hangman’s noose. 

Who’s Who 

Marian Halcombe: A strong-minded woman who, after helping her half sister Laura 
through her troubles in Wilkie Collins’s A Woman in White, expected to live a quiet life with 
Laura’s family 
Laura Hartright: Marian’s half sister, a proper Victorian lady 
Walter Hartright: Laura’s husband, an artist and former drawing teacher 
Wally Hartright: Laura and Walter’s older child 
Fairlie Hartright: Laura and Walter’s younger child 
Theophilus Camlet: A gentle-hearted publisher; he’s a widower and a father of two 
Margaret Camlet: Theophilus Camlet’s first wife 
Micah Camlet: Theophilus Camlet’s older child 
Lottie Camlet: Theophilus Camlet’s younger child 
Daisy Darnell: a lady anarchist 
Ludovic Bradamante: a notorious anarchist; Daisy Darnell’s companion 
Mrs. Hartright: Walter’s mother 
Sarah Hartright: Walter’s sister 
Professor Pesca: An outgoing Italian man living in England; an old friend of Walter’s 
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A Most Dangerous Woman 
Episode 1 

A New Journal 
Brenda W. Clough 

Marian Halcombe’s journal 

25 December 1856 

I start this new volume of my diary rather early! All orderly minds would agree it would be 
more proper to begin it next week, on January first. But what is to be done? My dearest half-
sister Laura’s gift to me was this most wonderfully handsome blank journal. It is far more 
grand and expensive than my usual run of black cloth-bound Letts volumes. This book’s 
luscious blue Morocco leather cover smells divine, simply begging to be opened, and the 
sleek, cream-colored paper implores the pen’s ministrations. So I must begin. 

Let me start this new volume as is proper for the new year, with a report on all our 
household. 

Baby Walter—Wally—is now quite the young man! Almost five years old, my darling 
nephew is teethed, breeched and walking and climbing like a young monkey. His mother has 
been teaching him to pick out simple tunes upon the piano while I undertake the sterner task 
of introducing him to his letters. Alas, too often our alphabet blocks are requisitioned to 
become fortresses for his toy soldiers. But he grows in intelligence every day, the light of the 
household. 

His father, my brother-in-law Walter Hartright the elder, has devoted his energies to 
mending fences with all our neighbors. During the residence of Laura’s uncle, the late Mr. 
Frederick Fairlie, social martyrdom reigned. Relations with all the county were at best 
suffered to fall away to nothing; when Mr. Fairlie had the energy, or folk were so foolish as 
to actually call, he did not hesitate to offer direct insult. But now under Walter’s head we 
have rejoined the community. We occupy the family pew in Limmeridge Church; we call 
and are called upon, dine and are dined with. Though he is an incomer to the district, and not 
born to the gentry, he has been so well received that there is talk of Walter standing for 
Parliament when the current incumbent, Sir Cedric Gratham, retires year after next. But 
when this is suggested he brushes it aside with a laugh, saying that his old friend Professor 
Pesca foresaw it, and therefore it cannot be. 

But my happiest news is of my darling Laura. My sister could not thrive, all the years we 
lived in humble circumstances in London. Transplanted back to her native northern soil, 
surrounded by love and kindliness, Walter and I hoped she would gradually bloom again. 
How foolish we were, and how little we knew of her greatness of soul! 

For what dear Laura needed was to serve others. Poor and ill, she could come to no one’s 
aid. How well I remember her desire, even though she was barely restored to health, to assist 
in earning our daily crust! Now, chatelaine of Limmeridge, she is come at last into her own. 
She is the fond patroness of the village school, as our mother was before her. Mr. Frederick 
Fairlie had an abiding horror of children, but now he is gone we have revived the parish fête, 
giving over the garden and shrubberies once a year to the great benefit of the church. 
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And, thus nourished, Laura’s energies and spirits have grown wonderfully. She is 
indefatigable in visiting the poor. If there is a lying-in or a sick child within twenty miles, 
young Mrs. Hartright is there on the instant with calf’s-foot jelly, or some arrowroot, or a 
basket of baby linens. Already she is the acknowledged mercy angel of the district; I doubt 
not that before she dies she will be elevated to the rank of saint. 

To see my dearest sister, the person I love most in all the world, flourishing like this fills 
me with joy. And, with another child on the way, she—and I—look to be happy and busy for 
years to come. So when she gave me this volume—oh, I must write it plainly and in order! 
Let me go back a little. 

We were a merry party for Christmas. Walter’s elderly mother and his sister Sarah had 
come up from town, escorted by his old friend Professor Pesca, the Italian tutor. Little Wally 
had received a stick horse for Christmas and was galloping and shouting up and down the 
halls. 

Little Professor Pesca wore a silver basin on his head, a veritable Quixote, and waved a 
napkin for a banner. He pelted along behind on his short legs, singing some Italian patriotic 
anthem at the top of his lungs. Walter himself, between paroxysms of laughter, bestrode a 
dust mop liberated from a startled housemaid, bringing up the rear. Was it the battle of 
Waterloo, or the Charge of the Light Brigade? In any case the noise was immense. 

“At least your floors are becoming cleaner,” Sarah noted—we were observing from the 
safety of the stair. Old Mrs. Hartright sat on the landing and wiped tears of laughter away 
and Luna, Laura’s pet miniature greyhound, trembled and cowered against her skirts at the 
tumult. 

Laura smiled fondly down at husband and son. “I assure you, Sarah, that is the last 
thought in any of their minds. But, dear Marian—I almost forgot. I have a gift for you.” 

“What, in addition to Mrs. Yonge? We will begin reading The Daisy Chain aloud in the 
new year.” 

“Yes, yes. But come through into my sitting room—Wally’s voice is so carrying.” 
We went into her little room, the same chamber that has been the scene of so many 

important conversations in our lives. We sat on the sofa by the window, which looked out 
over the wintry garden. In the watery sunshine Laura looked more happy and healthy than I 
have ever seen her. All the grace and affection of her character from girlhood were blended 
now with the mature and intelligent gentleness of a woman. She has blossomed and grown 
into all her promise; the beauteous rosebud, darling of the garden, is in full fragrant blow. 
“Love and happiness is good for you,” I burst out. “I have not seen such bloom in your 
cheeks since we were girls.” 

“And that is what I wanted to say to you, my dear Marian. You will remember, always 
and forever, that I love you, won’t you? And that your happiness is essential to my own?” 

I was startled—how could there be any doubt of it, after all we have been through? It is 
family policy to never speak of the past. “Laura, is something wrong?” 

“No indeed, Marian. It is because all is so right that I give you this.” She put the 
Morocco volume, this very journal, into my hands. When I had finished exclaiming over it 
and thanking her she went on, “Marian, you are so clever and capable. Your life should be 
larger than that of a spinster aunt. You could be so much more.” 

“Oh, Laura, you know that is not a possibility.” I did not need to glance at the square 
mirror propped on the mantel. From the moment of birth the two of us have been the most 
amusingly ill-assorted sisters: she fair and blessed as springtime, and I the impoverished 
harsh winter, with my dark hair and unharmonious features. All my life I have been 
compared to Laura, and am content to be forever second. “If your blessings of face and 
fortune are no guarantee of happiness, how can a person with neither hope for it?” 
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“But that is precisely my point, Marian. I am happy, after much storm and peril.” She 
smiled, a smile of such bliss! “Once, in a moment of great distress—do you remember?—I 
made a foolish and unkind demand of you. I asked you to never marry and never to leave 
me.” 

“You did?” 
“I’m sure you noted it in your journal—when you have leisure, go back and look. And 

today—now that we can both see how much Walter’s love has done for me—I know that I 
was wrong. I had no right to make such a selfish demand even of the meanest servant. Love 
does not lay such requests upon the beloved. You are no slave in chains, but the dearest 
person in my heart. Surely only the overwhelming press of circumstance kept you from 
scolding me roundly on the spot for my childish unreasonableness. You pronounced no 
promise at that time. But if you made it silently, in the corridors of your heart, it was a noble 
sacrifice to my need. My dearest, dearest sister, now and for always: I absolve you of it. You 
are no prisoner. You are free. And this journal is the token of that. Let it be the next chapter 
in your life, Marian. Let it record a wider heart, a life fully lived.” 

“Laura! Walter spoke of this once. Are you—” I could not go on, my eyes filling with 
weak tears. 

Quickly she put her own slender white hands over mine, which numbly clutched her gift. 
“Never, not for an instant. Your home shall always be with us if you wish it, and our lives 
shall always be entwined. Why, little Wally would never tolerate less! But … consider 
seeking more, Marian. Yes, it is a risk to change. To reach out, to grow. But you are not 
nervous, like me. You are a mighty oak. You do not have to linger always in a little clay 
flowerpot like Limmeridge. You are an eagle. If you spread your wings and fly, that is right 
and proper. And we, Walter and I, will watch you soar with shouts of joy.” 

From the open door, below in the hall, came those exact shouts of joy. “Oh, Laura,” I 
choked. “How have I ever deserved a love so pure, so noble as yours?” 

“Marian! When you have done so much for me? How can you say that? You deserve all 
good things, every joy in the world. And because I love you, I want them all for you.” 

Overwhelmed, I retired to my own room, and when I was more composed I sat at my 
writing desk and wrote all this down so that I may read it over again, and reflect upon 
Laura’s words. She has not spoken words of rejection. She does not close a door on me. 
These are words of opening, of liberation. She wants the best for me, as I want it for her. 
What shall I do, my darling girl, if you become wise as well as good and happy? 

27 December 

It is all very well to recognize a need for change. Now that dear Laura has articulated it, I too 
feel it. The young tree she spoke of perhaps felt this, a need for a larger space, for fresh earth 
and running water. A new year is coming, and as she advised, I will meet it boldly. 

But how? I remembered there was a novel, a popular fiction from several years ago, 
about a young woman in this exact same quandary. Mrs. Ramer, the rector’s wife, has 
spoken disparagingly of the heroine’s unladylike example and rebellious, unregenerate spirit. 
If anything this is a recommendation! Down in the library I found it: Jane Eyre. Alas, Miss 
Charlotte Brontë is notably unhelpful. Advertise for a position, indeed—it does not quite 
sound respectable. Certainly impossible for Miss Marian Halcombe of Limmeridge House. 
So I tabled the matter and went down to play with Wally. 

The plan was for our guests to stay to see in the new year. However, this very day—the 
day after Boxing Day—there was a nut-cake for tea. An innocuous and even cheery 
occurrence, one might say. But, biting down on a piece of walnut, old Mrs. Hartright 
exclaimed in pain. “Oh, oh! My tooth!” 
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“Mamma, was it a bit of shell?” Sarah cried. 
Mrs. Hartright spat her mouthful out into a napkin. There was no shell, but a white shard 

of tooth gleamed in the detritus. “You have shattered it,” Walter declared. “Mother, will you 
let me have a peep?” 

But this she refused to do. The poor old woman moaned in pain, clutching the side of her 
jaw. Tears poured down her face. “The nerve must be laid bare,” I said. 

Laura was already gone in a whisk of long skirts to fetch the medicine box. By the time 
she returned we had Mrs. Hartright laid out on the sofa. Pesca helpfully fetched a chunk of 
ice from outdoors, broken off an icicle. Wrapped in a napkin and held to her cheek, this did 
not calm the pain as we hoped. The unlucky woman was writhing in agony. 

Laura unlocked the box and took out the laudanum. “Will she permit me to drop it on the 
tooth?” 

“I don’t think so,” I said. “Perhaps in water, instead. If she can sleep through the night, 
day may bring relief. And if not, we have time to send for a dentist.” 

Laura prepared the dose while Walter and Sarah propped their mother up and then 
persuaded her to sip it. The powerful opiate soon had its effect, and she fell into the mercy of 
slumber. Walter carefully hoisted her in his arms—she weighs no more than a bird, the poor 
thing—and carried her up to her bed. We committed little Wally to Pesca’s care and 
followed. When the old lady was comfortably tucked up, Sarah undertook to sit with her, 
while Laura and I discussed the next steps with Walter. 

“Now that Mr. Barker has made his final adieux, there is no good dental surgeon in 
Carlisle,” Laura said. “We must send to town for one.” 

“And in the time it takes to send, and for one to come, we could more quickly just take 
Mother to him,” Walter said. “Her pain is so great that the utmost speed is called for.” 

“But you cannot go, Laura,” I put in. 
She had to assent. “Not in the depths of winter, and in my condition.” 
“And little Wally needs you here,” Walter said. “But I do not like leaving you for any 

length of time. And Sarah is …” He stopped, and we did not pick up his discourse for him. 
His sister is not precisely simple, certainly not mentally afflicted as a doctor would define 
the term. But she is not a female who deals with abstractions. One might trust her to select a 
pair of slippers, but not a dentist for a difficult extraction from a fragile and elderly patient. 

“Why, we make too much difficulty of it,” I said. “Are there not three of us? I shall go. 
You may trust me to take the tenderest care of your mother, Walter, and to see that she is 
attended by the best practitioner in London and nursed carefully back to full health however 
long it takes.” 

“That would be marvelously kind of you, Marian,” Walter exclaimed. “Both Pesca and I 
shall escort you on the express train, so that the journey may be swift and easy as possible, 
and I will then immediately return to Limmeridge. My dear, you can manage for a day or so 
without me?” 

“The new one is not due to appear until April,” Laura said, smiling. “And your arm will 
be needed to help your mother in and out of the rail carriage. Pesca is the soul of kindness, 
but he is a very small man. I will be safe here at Limmeridge.” 

Our plans made, we immediately set about our preparations. I have packed my trunk for 
a stay of possibly a fortnight or more. It is impossible to predict how long Mrs. Hartright, at 
her age, may need to recover from an extraction. I must conclude this entry and go to bed. 
We depart at first light tomorrow. 

3 January 1857 
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A brief entry to note that everything proceeded as we had laid out. Walter and Pesca whisked 
us to town on the fastest train. Mrs. Hartright slept on my shoulder for the entire trip. I am 
installed now in the tiny guest bedroom of the comfortable cottage that is the longtime home 
of Mrs. Hartright and Sarah. It is on a lane bordering Hampstead Heath, a quiet and 
respectable district north of London. A most excellent dental surgeon waited upon Mrs. 
Hartright the very next morning, and she bore up under the extraction well. She felt an 
immediate relief, the pain of a tooth-pulling being far less than the agony of the broken 
tooth. Walter departed for the north again that very day, leaving myself and Sarah to 
supervise Mrs. Hartright’s recovery. This has been slow, not a surprise in view of her 
advanced years, and we take it in turns to nurse her. Tedious, but I have my journal and my 
knitting. I propose to knit a lace gown for the coming nephew or niece. 

8 January 

A disturbing occurrence took place this evening, which I hasten to note down before I should 
forget the particulars. 

Sarah having a long-standing engagement with the Ladies Working Society at St. John’s-
at-Hampstead, I sat with Mrs. Hartright all this evening. This is no great trial. She is now 
able to sit up in bed and take soft food and tea, although she has not yet come downstairs. 
Her jaw is still mightily swollen on that side, and she is not confident on her feet; at her age 
a fall would be calamitous. I spent an hour reading aloud to her from the newspapers. 
Whatever her bodily ailments, her mind is active and sharp, and she keeps up with all the 
latest intelligence both at home—especially the doings of the royal family—and abroad. “Is 
there news of the female anarchist, Daisy Darnell?” she demanded. “Early in the week they 
had captured her, but yesterday the story was all of her escape.” 

I turned the pages. “Yes, a short report. Let me read it to you: ‘An international hunt 
continues for the infamous villainess Daisy Darnell. She was last seen in Croatia, where her 
anarchist lover was finally brought to book and hanged from the snow-white ramparts of the 
medieval citadel at Dubrovnik. Ludovic Bradamante, once a count of the Austro-Hungarian 
nobility, was convicted of murder, arson, and bomb-throwing after a heinous attempt upon 
the life of Prince Aleksandar Karađorđević of Serbia. His common-law wife Darnell was 
herself deeply implicated in the plot. But she eluded capture on Tuesday by a ruse at the 
train station, cloaking her extraordinary beauty under the veil and wimple of a nun of the 
Little Sisters of St. Anselm …’” It was good, full-blooded stuff, very typical of the Balkan 
nations. I struggled with the difficult foreign cognomens and was grateful that we live where 
everyone has a pronounceable name. Mrs. Hartright evidently thrilled to the same contrast, 
paying close attention to every twist in the female anarchist’s daring escape. 

Then, having settled her down cozily for the night, I went downstairs. Sarah was not yet 
returned, and the parlor was close and oppressive. I had been indoors all day. Also I had 
miscounted my pattern and now faced the unraveling of a good inch of complicated knitted 
lace, a task it was a pleasure to postpone. I opened the front door and stepped out onto the 
stoop. Though it was January we were in the midst of a welcome warm spell. There was no 
snow nor even frost, and a mild moisture hung in the air, the harbinger of spring. The cottage 
is divided from the lane by a hornbeam hedge. The bright moonlight lured me down the path 
to the gate. 

I leaned on it and took a deep breath. The pasture and woodland of the heath were black 
against a glowing golden haze: the gaslights of London. Warm white mist gathered in the 
low spots of the landscape, and above in a clement sky the moon was nearly full, modestly 
veiled in pale ravelings. All was still, not a rustle of leaf or twitter of any bird. It was a calm, 
silent night of the full moon just like this, when Walter encountered Anne Catherick on his 
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walk home, not so far from this very spot. What a fateful encounter that had been for all of 
us! How many lives and deaths had turned upon that one chance meeting! Surely the finger 
of God was upon Walter that day— 

My rather melodramatic reminiscences were abruptly broken off. There was something 
stirring, moving purposefully in the mist at the foot of the slope. For a moment I wanted to 
retreat into the cottage and bolt the door. But then I schooled myself to wait and watch. What 
boggart or villain could there be, here in this quiet suburb? It might only be Sarah, returning 
from the sewing meeting. How silly I should feel, if she had to knock on her own door to be 
let in. 

So I watched as the mist thickened and then thinned again, and suddenly I could clearly 
discern two small figures, hand in hand. Could they be children, out alone at this late hour? 
They wandered nearer, up the lane. I could see they were a fair boy and quite a little girl, 
perhaps seven and five years old, clad in coats over their nightshirts. Innocent of socks or 
stockings, their little feet were crammed into untidily laced boots. Were not the night so mild 
they would have caught cold instantly. But no woman—no decent human being—could 
watch such tiny creatures wandering alone in the night without intervening. As they 
approached the gate I leaned over it. “Dear children, where are you parents?” 

“We’re looking for a mother,” the little girl replied readily. 
“Hush, Lottie,” the boy said crossly. “You shouldn’t blab our affairs all over.” 
“It’s very dark,” I observed. “You must have walked a long way. I am Miss Halcombe, 

and I live in this cottage. Would you care to come in and have some refreshment? I can offer 
you tea, and perhaps some seed cake.” 

“My name is Micah Camlet,” the boy said with dignity. “No, thank you.” 
“Oh, but Mickey, I love seed cake,” Lottie cried. “And there’s a blister coming on my 

heel. I wish I had put on stockings, but you were in such a hurry.” 
“Your legs must be cold. I shall make up the fire to boil the kettle anyway. You are very 

welcome to come and sit by it. And I could look at your blister.” I unlatched the gate and 
held it invitingly ajar. “And your name is Lottie, little one?” 

Trustingly, she stepped in. “Yes. Pleased to meet you.” 
Her brother, wiser as males must be even at his age, said, “We must not impose upon 

you, miss.” 
“How is it that your mother let you slip away without her, my dear?” The child put a 

thumb into her mouth but then—clearly remembering a nurse’s injunction—pulled it out 
again. Very gently I took the child’s free hand. 

“We haven’t a mother,” Micah interposed. 
“And we want one,” the little girl added. “Father Christmas was supposed to bring her, 

but he must have forgot.” 
I drew them both onto the garden path, and was just making to latch the gate when there 

was a commotion farther down the road. There was a clatter of hooves, and suddenly a tall 
black horse loomed up out of the mist. Its rider was hatless, his long, many-caped coat 
unfastened and billowing behind with the speed of his progress. Quite an heroical picture, 
spoilt only by the glint of steel-rimmed glasses on his face. “Madam, have you seen—great 
God. Micah! Lottie!” 

“Is that your father?” 
“Yes, and he shall be so cross,” Lottie said, with composure. 
“He read to us about Father Christmas,” Micah objected, “so I don’t see his complaint.” 
By this time the rider had pulled up at the gate and flung himself off his steed. “Children, 

are you hurt? How dare you give the slip to Nurse like that—it is very naughty of you!” 
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He was, quite naturally, entirely beside himself with anxiety. In the role of peacemaker I 
said, “Mr. Camlet, I presume. And this is your son and your daughter? They do not seem to 
have suffered much from their adventure. A blister, I am informed, is all the souvenir—” 

“How dare you meddle with my family affairs, woman? It cannot be quite respectable 
that you lurk in a dark garden like this.” 

If he had been a big, dangerous-looking fellow I might have spoken more softly, but all 
of this man’s height had been lent by his horse. Afoot he was not intimidating—and 
certainly not with spectacles. “It is my own garden, sir, or rather the property of my hostess. 
If anything I am the aggrieved party. I did not invite you or your family to call. But I see that 
you cannot be reasoned with, and it is too late for conversation. Good night, Miss Lottie and 
Master Micah.” 

“Pleased to make your acquaintance,” Micah said politely. 
Lottie clung to my hand. “But we were going to have cambric tea!” 
I extracted my fingers from hers and retreated into the house, firmly shutting the door. 

Peeping through the parlor curtain I saw the Camlet family in silhouette having it out with 
itself in the intermittent moonlight. My fear was that the father might be so intemperate and 
choleric as to beat his children. As their parent he had full right to chastise them as he would, 
but the sight would be lacerating. But against that there was the children’s placid demeanor 
when they spoke of him. They had not been afraid in the least. Finally the taller figure lifted 
the smallest to the saddle and climbed up himself before giving the boy a hand up to the 
saddlebow. Thus burdened the horse turned slowly, walking back the way it had come. The 
thick hedge prevented me from seeing more. Sarah came through the gate half an hour later, 
full of chatter about hemming infant linens. I said nothing to her of my evening, and we went 
straight to bed, I pausing only to scribble down this account. Of all the provoking and 
pointless encounters! 

9 January 

This day for the first time Mrs. Hartright expressed a desire to dress and come down. Sarah 
and I hastened to dress and wrap her warmly for breakfast. “How well you have kept house, 
my dears,” she said. “Although Milly has neglected the hallway sadly—the slates are gritty. 
And what is this? Is not porridge reserved for Sundays?” 

“It is for you, Mamma,” Sarah said. “You cannot wish for toast? Would you prefer a 
lightly boiled egg?” 

“Not I,” she returned. “This is well enough. You are quite right, I must chew delicately 
for yet some days.” 

After breakfast the old lady was delighted to take her favorite chair by the fire in the 
parlor, declaring herself entirely recovered for any activity not involving mastication. I read 
aloud to them both, and in the afternoon she settled down to holding my skein of wool while 
Sarah wound it up into a ball. I meanwhile availed myself of the bright afternoon light to 
unravel my lace knitting errors of the previous day: anxious and fussy work that took up my 
full attention. 

When the doorbell gave a great clang we all jumped. “Who could it be?” Mrs. Hartright 
exclaimed. “Is my cap straight, Sarah?” 

I set down my work. “Milly is still washing up.” The parlor was at the front of the house, 
and I quickly opened the door. If something was wrong at Limmeridge, and Laura had sent a 
wire— 

To my astonishment an enormous bunch of greenhouse blossoms seemed to fill the 
doorway—lilies, arum and narcissi, all the pale and scentless flowers nursed under glass into 
bloom in the winter months. “Miss Halcombe?” 
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It was a servant. But over the shoulder of the menial was a head of light-brown hair 
brushed straight back, and anxious hazel eyes behind familiar steel spectacles. Sarah cried, 
“Mr. Camlet, how kind of you to call! I recognized your brougham at the gate. Please come 
through—Mother is just come downstairs this day.” 

“I—ahem. That is, I—” Clearly the intemperate horseman of last night had not actually 
intended an afternoon call, but there was no help for him. Sociable Mrs. Hartright added her 
voice to her daughter’s and I stood back to let him pass. Mr. Camlet was haled into the 
parlor and installed on the other side of the fire, and his coachman set the armload of flowers 
on the table. 

“How very kind of you,” Mrs. Hartright exclaimed. “You must have stripped your 
greenhouse, Mr. Camlet. Flowers are a treasure in January, the rarest of the rare. You are too 
considerate of an old woman and her ailments.” 

“Perhaps I could fetch a vase and put them in water for you,” I suggested. 
“Will you present me?” Mr. Camlet said, faintly. Clearly our encounter of the last 

evening was to be passed over. 
“Oh, how silly I am,” Mrs. Hartright said. “Miss Halcombe, this is Theophilus Camlet, 

our neighbor. He lives in Sandett House, half a mile up the lane—you will have seen it, the 
big pink-brick house, as our hansom came in. Mr. Camlet, Miss Halcombe is the sister of my 
dear son Walter’s wife Laura. A most excellent family in Cumberland, and Laura’s home 
Limmeridge House has been in the family for seventy years …” 

Leaving the ladies to entertain their caller, I fetched the large Wedgwood vase from the 
sideboard. When I peeped through the curtain I could see the brougham waiting in the lane, 
gleaming black with wheels picked out in yellow. Two sleek bay horses stood in the shafts. 
Our visitor must be prosperous, to maintain not only his own carriage but three horses in 
town. Thanks to Laura’s lush rose gardens I am quite skilled at arranging flowers, but even 
the Wedgwood vase was insufficient to contain the floral bounty. A couple of smaller vases 
had to be pressed into service as well. Set on either windowsill in the parlor, away from the 
heat of the fire, they looked very fine, and the large Wedgwood vase took pride of place in 
the center of the dining room table. Sarah agreed with her mother that fresh flowers gave 
quite an air to the entire cottage. Between admiration of their beauty, praise of his generosity 
and exclamations over his kindness in calling, Mr. Camlet scarcely got a word in edgewise. 
But many men are awkward at calls, from leaving their wives to pay the social arrears. 

Within the canonical fifteen minutes he took his leave. All this time I had busied myself 
counting and recounting my lace stitches, making mere commonplace assents to Mrs. 
Hartright’s remarks. I had dropped a yarn loop somewhere and thrown the whole pattern 
off—very provoking. Only when I ushered him into the hall did Mr. Camlet say, “Miss 
Halcombe, in fact I came to call upon you.” 

“Upon me?” For the first time I actually looked at him. He must have been a year or two 
older than myself. Not a tall man—a little more than my height, though I am reckoned tall 
for a woman. He was not fat, but merely well-fleshed. His light-brown hair, over a high pale 
forehead, foretold how his fair children would grow up to look. Side whiskers swooped 
down and then up to join on his upper lip in a moustache, lending squareness to an otherwise 
ordinarily pleasant countenance. His features were regular, and the hazel eyes behind the 
round lenses were gentle. How foolish I had been, dreading he would strike children or 
horse. If anything this man would be too kind. 

And he affirmed my judgment immediately. “To apologize for my hasty words of last 
night. My terror for the children’s safety was so great that I spoke my fears, and not with 
observation. Of your great goodness, please forgive me, and allow me to thank you for your 
kindness to them.” 
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“Why, think nothing of it, Mr. Camlet. Only a heart of stone could have turned the little 
creatures away in the cold and dark.” 

“And your heart is plainly a golden one. I hope you will think of these flowers as your 
own, a small token of my contrition.” 

“They will give so much pleasure to my hostess, I shall never tell her of your intent.” But 
he looked so crushed at my sally that I impulsively held my hand out to him. He took it for 
only an instant and then with a bow was out the door and down the path to where his 
carriage waited at the gate. 

“Was it not thoughtful of him,” Mrs. Hartright marveled. “Such beautiful blooms!” 
“He must be a good neighbor and a close friend,” I suggested. 
“Well of course we are acquainted any time these past ten years, living so near to each 

other,” Sarah said. “But he has never paid an afternoon call before.” 
“Nor with flowers,” Mrs. Hartright said. “Perhaps he is clearing out his greenhouse. And 

since there is no lady at Sandett House we do not call.” 
I had not mentioned last night’s encounter, and was now able to ask innocently, “There is 

no Mrs. Camlet? How is that? There are children, are there not?” 
“Oh, my dear, that’s the tragedy of it,” Mrs. Hartright cried. “A boy and a girl, running 

wild now all the day long. It was the most dreadful thing, quite the nine days’ wonder, and 
the poor man was nearly prostrate with shame.” With very little encouragement the ladies 
poured the story into my receptive ear, for of course it was common knowledge in the 
neighborhood and Mrs. Hartright is something of a gossip. It was the old tale: Mrs. Margaret 
Camlet became enamored of another. After the birth of her youngest she fled with this 
person to the Continent, abandoning children and husband. She died in Salerno, and the 
widower had been struggling to raise his family alone. “It was months before he dared to go 
out even a little into society,” Mrs. Hartright said. “Though of course he was not to blame, 
he felt the ignominy as much as any man could. Only with the report of the wife’s death 
could he hold his head up again, although he did wear black gloves for the full mourning 
period. The neighborhood has expected for years that he will remarry, lest the children grow 
up to be savages.” 

“They must need a mother sadly,” I said. When Lottie and Micah spoke of looking for a 
mother, had they been searching for Margaret Camlet? Perhaps all the sordid details had 
been kept from them, and they did not know she was dead. 

“He’s well able to afford it,” Sarah said. “He is the proprietor of Covenant Pamphlets 
and Printed Materials—you will have seen them, at missions and in pew racks.” 

“The tracts and leaflets, of course.” 
“And instructional advice. Should you feel the need for a pamphlet instructing you on 

how to evangelize a slave in Alabama, or take tea with a Hindoo, Covenant will have such a 
thing. A most upright and godly man,” Mrs. Hartright concluded, with a nod of approval. 
“And visiting the sick is explicitly recommended in Scripture.” 

“You are scarcely to be numbered among the sick anymore,” I said. “Shall we have a 
little brown soup for supper, do you think?” 

This evening I must write to Laura. Mrs. Hartright progresses so well, I should be able to 
return home next week. 

10 January 

The kindness of our visitor did not slacken. A note arrived the next day, offering Mrs. 
Hartright—and us, of course—a lift to St. John’s-at-Hampstead on Sunday. The old lady had 
been too much pulled down to attend services, and accepted the offer with alacrity. She 
enjoys the sermons of the Reverend Angier, and I confess to a desire to hear his preaching as 

14



well. He was formerly a dean of Chichester and also administers the Female Preventive and 
Reformatory League, a group dedicated to the reclamation of wayward females who are 
weary of sin. The offer was the more welcome since the weather had turned, with a cold 
sleety rain that made going outdoors a punishment. 

This morning, therefore, Sarah and I wrapped her mother and ourselves up well in coats, 
muffs, shawls, scarves, gloves and bonnets, and we all wore our stoutest boots. The 
coachman came to our door with a large umbrella, and the carriage was made cozy with hot 
bricks. “Six of us, but the children do not take up much space,” our benefactor greeted us. “If 
you ladies are too crowded on that side, we may exchange Miss Sarah for Micah.” 

“Our wraps are so bulky, perhaps it would be as well,” I said. “Micah, shall you sit 
between Mrs. Hartright and myself?” 

The exchange was quickly made and we were off. The children had evidently been 
cautioned with sternness not to pester their elders with demands for seed cake or cambric 
tea. But Lottie, looking like a cherub in a swansdown tippet, put her thumb in her mouth and 
stared across hopefully at me. I had the foresight to load my muff with peppermints, and 
their father reluctantly agreed to one each. “Not in the pews, mind,” he added. “It’s holy 
service, not a box at the theater.” 

“Be quiet and good, and we shall have another on the way home,” I promised. 
He smiled faintly at the sight of his offspring’s enthusiasm for comfits. “Is bribery, Miss 

Halcombe, the way to inculcate good behavior in the young?” 
“Since they are not yet at the age of reason, the only tools to hand are bribery or duress,” 

I said. “Between pleasure and pain, one’s first choice is obvious.” 
“I am very reasonable,” Micah said, licking his fingers. In the daylight I saw that the 

boy’s eyes were a bright deep blue, almost sapphire. His sister had her father’s hazel eyes 
and curls the color of a golden guinea. What a pretty pair! 

“Yes, I see you are.” I passed him a handkerchief. “You are quite old enough to 
understand why it is important to listen to the sermon with reverence.” 

“Why?” Lottie asked. 
“Because the congregation has gathered to listen to it,” Mr. Camlet said. “And it would 

be impolite to disturb them.” 
“The appeal to social custom,” I said. “Would not a higher and better reason be the 

reverence owed to the Deity?” 
“Blessed are they that have not seen and yet have believed,” Mr. Camlet quoted. “In my 

business we have learnt that Christian understanding must grow, as from a seed. It does not 
spring fully formed from the young mind.” 

“Any more than the multiplication tables would, I agree,” I said. “Let them be polite 
now, and they may grow to be reverent later.” 

Sarah, several conversational steps behind, said, “I should have thought to bring some 
pastilles myself.” 

“I would give you a peppermint, but I fear to break my promise to the children.” Though 
Sarah herself did not realize I was teasing her, Mr. Camlet took off his glasses and polished 
them, to hide his smile. 

Due to the rain the church was not overly crowded. It is an affluent congregation and the 
arches of the high ceiling are most impressive. The Reverend Angier, a portly and dignified 
figure with a red face above bushy gray side whiskers, preached on Colossians with fluency 
and learning for a full two hours without referring to a note, taking more than a sip of water 
or faltering—a most notable feat. I sat with the Hartright ladies towards the middle of the 
sanctuary. Mr. Camlet’s family pew was farther toward the front and on the other side. The 
high wooden pew backs made it impossible for us to see them, but I heard no childish 
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disturbances and after the service was prompt to distribute more peppermints. “You have 
been so very good,” Mrs. Hartright said to them in the brougham on our way back. “Are you 
grown up enough to come to tea?” 

“Seed cake,” Lottie said with hope, before her father could hush her. 
“I am departing for the north on Wednesday,” I said, “so let it be on Tuesday. I will bake 

a cake tomorrow.” 
“Departing, indeed!” Mr. Camlet said. 
“I am sadly missing my own darling nephew, little Wally. My task is to teach him his 

letters. I have been away so long I fear he will start to forget.” 
Mrs. Hartright averred that her only grandson would never be so bird-witted, and after 

that the date was fixed. Immediately as we returned to the cottage I sat down to write this, 
and to draw up a shopping list. Monday I must do the marketing. 

12 January 

This afternoon was our tea party. Mr. Camlet arrived at four on the dot. The children were 
beautifully dressed, Micah in a sailor suit and Lottie in dark blue velvet, her pinafore 
trimmed with eyelet lace. Their hair had been dampened into place, and all in all they were 
as uncomfortable as cats in a puddle. Mrs. Hartright poured and Sarah cut the seed cake. I sat 
between the two young ones. “We are to be on our very best behavior,” Lottie confided, “so 
that you ladies will not be disgusted with children.” 

“I live in the same house as my nephew, so I know children,” I said. “He is just your age, 
and we have had some fine romps.” 

Micah set his teacup carefully down in its saucer. “What games do you play?” 
I assessed young Micah. He was too old for blocks or a stick horse. “I know how to 

make a kite out of lath and newspapers.” 
“Do you? Would you show me?” 
“Indeed I shall—do you have a penknife? Never mind, it is of no consequence—I have 

one, and when you come to make your own kite perhaps your papa shall lend you his.” 
The cake and tea devoured, I fetched some lath from the woodshed and a couple sheets 

of newspaper from the tinderbox, and with the help of a paste pot soon assembled a simple 
kite on the hall floor. Some crochet cotton did for the string and harness. 

“What a gift you have with the little ones, Marian,” Mrs. Hartright said, when we 
proudly displayed our work. 

“Dear Walter taught me the way of it. He has made many a kite for little Wally. Now 
mind, lad, get a reel of stout kite string for this. Sewing thread will snap instantly.” 

All this while Lottie had been exceptionally ladylike and demure, sitting on a footstool 
and sipping her tea as her brother and I cut paper and tied string. Now she tugged her 
father’s sleeve. “This is the one, Papa.” 

Mr. Camlet hastily flicked a crumb from the front of her pinafore. “Hush, Lottie, you are 
too bold.” 

“I want to fly it now!” Micah exclaimed. Unfortunately it was still raining, fatal for toys 
of a paper construction, but his father promised to help him when weather conditions 
permitted. 

“Miss Halcombe, I am sorry to hear you shall be leaving Hampstead. Is it a long journey, 
to your home?” Having neglected our adult guest all this time, I took a seat on the sofa. His 
manner, intelligent and yet mild, was attractive, although I could see that in age he would be 
stoop-shouldered, as many bookish men tend to be. We chatted of trains and connections for 
some little time. 

16



Then Mr. Camlet suddenly turned the subject. “Miss Halcombe, your kindness to Micah 
and Lottie is so great—might I make some small return? My firm is undertaking an English 
edition of the works of John Calvin. If you will entrust me with your direction in 
Cumberland I would be pleased to send you a spiritual book or two, suitable for feminine 
perusal. You will not wish to lade your baggage with heavy tomes.” 

If anything this sounded quite lowering. “I am not much for Protestant theology, sir,” I 
said tactfully. “My woman’s intellect is easily sated with novels and such feeble secular 
entertainments.” 

His glance at me through the spectacles seemed to weigh me to the ounce. “This is false 
modesty, Miss Halcombe. You are visibly more intelligent than three quarters of the men in 
London.” At this I had to laugh, and he smiled too. “I have a happier thought. You spoke of 
your nephew, Mrs. Hartright’s grandson. Perhaps the boy would enjoy one of our most 
popular works, Noah and His Animals. It is profusely illustrated and intended to be read 
aloud to the very young.” 

“That indeed I would be charmed to see,” I said. “You have little ones, so you know that 
the nurturance of their growth of mind is an ongoing duty. All contributions to that end are 
welcome.” I gave him my direction, and he noted it carefully in his pocket memorandum 
book. 

An experienced father, Mr. Camlet clearly knew not to try the deportment of little ones 
for too long. When a second slice of cake was devoured he rose to take his leave. The 
children thanked each of us in formal and well-rehearsed terms. Mrs. Hartright and Sarah 
helped with small coats and mittens. I was about to give Mr. Camlet my usual brisk and 
mannish handshake—I am too plain for feminine airs. But he startled me by taking my hand 
and clasping it in both his own. “Will you write back to me, and tell me how little Wally 
enjoys the book?” 

“Ah, I understand at last. You are a wicked publisher. My poor nephew is an 
experimental animal, and you hope to try different mental diets upon him and see the 
results.” 

Below the moustache his mouth actually dropped open in alarm. “My dear lady—oh, you 
are funning me.” 

“I am a dreadful, whimsical creature,” I assured him. 
His smile was almost a grin. “You delight me, and I hope for a regular correspondence.” 

Micah broke in with a demand for the umbrella to be opened lest his kite become damp, and 
they were off to their carriage. 

I went up to pack for my journey thoughtful. A correspondence? He could not seriously 
want reports on how little Wally responded to Christian literature for the very young. By the 
time my linens were folded I had the right of it. The man was scouring his acquaintance for 
some pliable female to mother his two children. “I have little Wally, and Laura is expecting 
another,” I told my trunk firmly. “I already have two children to care for.” 

Selected correspondence in the possession of Marian Halcombe 

On the letterhead of Covenant Pamphlets and Printed Materials, Founded 1819: 

London 
23 January 1857 

Madam, 
With reference to our conversation of the 12th inst., please see the enclosed volume 

Noah and His Animals. 
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I remain, 

Your obt. servant, 
Theophilus H. W. Camlet 

Limmeridge House 
26 January 1857 

My dear Sir, 
I received yours of the 23rd. Young Master Hartright is most grateful for your gift, and 

begs me to give you his thanks, being too young to handle a pen. 

Yours respectfully, 
M. Halcombe 

On heavy white letter paper in black ink: 

Hampstead 
28 January 1857 

My dear Miss Halcombe, 
My own folly rebukes me! I beg you, disregard that previous missive. I had handed your 

direction to my clerk, instructing him to dispatch the volume in question. He, thinking it 
nothing but one of the day’s many business transactions, inscribed the standard business 
letter that is usually enclosed in such parcels. Please forgive my carelessness! 

I had meant to write an enclosure in my own hand, as I do now and shall in future if you 
will permit the correspondence. In my line of business it is an article of faith that the written 
word is the window to the soul. And further that much may be deduced from the form of the 
handwriting, the color and density of the ink, the selection of paper, and so forth. 

I trust that you pause here to examine and admire the paper upon which this is written. 
And I anxiously await your reply. 

Yours always and most faithfully, 
Theo. Camlet 

Limmeridge House 
1 February 1857 

My dear Mr. Camlet, 
Indeed I can find nothing to deplore in your penmanship, nor your selection of paper. 

And I wrote truly before, that young Wally does enjoy Noah very much. Not only does he 
insist on a re-reading at least once a day, he has formed the intention of exploring Africa and 
seeing an elephant for himself. We are all most grateful for your kind gift. 

The written word supplies many clues, I agree. But it cannot be a sure compass, still less 
handwriting and letter paper. Consider that a mere glass of brandy would completely alter 
your very handsome copperplate hand, and that poverty affects the choice of writing paper. 
An augury that is so easily swayed cannot be a good guide. 

Are you familiar with the novels of Anthony Trollope? Do you feel the letters in The 
Warden supply an instructive insight into the characters? 
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Yours faithfully, 
Marian Halcombe 

Hampstead 
2 April 1857 

My dear Miss Halcombe, 
I am delighted that you approve of The Tenant of Wildfell Hall. It is a novel fallen into 

some obscurity now, eclipsed by the repute of the late writer’s more famous sister. Miss 
Charlotte Brontë’s premature decease was a great loss to English letters. 

[Two closely written pages of Brontë critique omitted here.] 
I beg you to write again very soon. I long to hear your thoughts upon Carlyle’s 

masterpiece, which I hope arrived safely. 
[Five paragraphs analysis of The French Revolution omitted here.] 

Faithfully yours always, 
T. H. W. C. 

Limmeridge House 
30 April 1857 

Dear Mr. Camlet, 
You are too generous; your book carriers cannot easily transport such a large box to the 

north country for anything like a reasonable rate. And three volumes of Forster’s sermons—
surely your press can market these as aids to slumber! 

[A page of argument maintaining that the Old Testament is a more entertaining source 
for sermons than the New omitted here.] 

But I confess that after your last letter I am on tenterhooks, waiting to receive Uncle 
Tom’s Cabin. My only excuse for missing such a best seller is overwhelming personal 
concerns at the period when it first appeared, and I am anxious to amend my omission. Mrs. 
Stowe must be more than an ornament to our sex. She must be a mighty Christian soldier. 

[Three paragraphs of discussion of the influence of women on the movement to abolish 
slavery omitted here.] 

You will be glad to hear that my sister Laura has been safely delivered of a fine son. The 
infant is to be christened Fairlie Philip Hartright, so that the family name may not utterly die 
out. Thus we are very busy and happy here, I with young Wally and Laura with the new one, 
and I do not contemplate a return to town at any foreseeable point. However, should your 
business concerns bring you north some year, I would enjoy meeting you again. 

With sincere regards, 
Marian Halcombe 

Limmeridge House 
28 May 1857 

Dear Mr. Camlet, 
Learning from my sister Marian that your business affairs bring you to Carlisle next 

month, I write to invite you to visit at Limmeridge House. She has told me so much about 
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you, and of course you are long acquainted with my dear husband Walter Hartright and his 
family. His mother Mrs. Caroline Hartright speaks often your great kindness to her. 

If this is agreeable to you, let me know by which train you will arrive, and the pony-
chaise shall meet you at the station. 

Yours faithfully, 
Laura Fairlie Hartright 

London 
10 June 1857 

My dear Miss Halcombe, 
I can scarcely compose myself to pen these lines to you. They shall go into the evening’s 

post, and by the time they are in your hand I should be close behind, arriving in the north. 
Before all my fine words are swept away by meeting you again, Miss Halcombe, permit 

me to confide that I have high hopes of this visit. It cannot have escaped your attention that 
we share many interests. As my old nurse would say, we deal well together. I would like 
more, and I hope you feel the same. 

When I come, I hope to discuss these matters with you more seriously. 
Ever believe me, my dear Miss Halcombe, 

Yours affectionately, 
T. H. W. C. 

Marian Halcombe’s journal 

12 June 

Why, oh why did I not go out more in society? I should have been a Helen, a Guinevere! 
Why did I not harvest men’s hearts like wheat, and toss them to one side and the other like 
chaff? Not that my face could ever allure them close enough to be tossed. Instead I am the 
Lady of Shalott, cracking mirrors and spoiling my needlework. A gentleman with intentions 
comes to call and in my inexperience I can neither sit, nor lie down, nor attend to my sewing, 
nor walk quietly with little Wally in the garden. The only good service I am fit for is to pace 
the floors holding little Fairlie over my shoulder, because he has the colic. 

Although I must present the most comical sight, neither Walter nor Laura is so unkind as 
to even smile. Walter soberly recommended that I eschew tea, which is said to exacerbate 
the nerve endings, and instead take a less stimulating beverage like barley-water. Laura, who 
only recently emerged from her lying-in, sat on the shady terrace in a basket chair with her 
greyhound at her feet, and spoke soft words of sense every time I flew by, comet-like, with 
her baby on my shoulder. “I know I do not need to urge you to seek true affection, Marian,” 
she said, on one of my orbits. “You will not accept less.” 

“And that is a point we must settle,” I said. “I should draw up a list. If he seeks merely an 
unpaid nursemaid I must decline the honor.” 

“But you have corresponded for months,” she said, when I next passed by. 
“We have exchanged letters at least twice a week.” 
“Every day,” she corrected me. “Sometimes twice a day. And the extracts you have 

occasionally read aloud to me were very diverting.” 
“He is intelligent, well-read, and right-thinking on all points.” 
On my next flight she said, “Marian. Could you love him?” 
“I cannot tell, Laura. Truly, I do not know!” 
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“Perhaps you will know when you see him.” 
“If only I had conquered dozens of men, then I should know what I was about with this 

one.” 
“We haven’t met dozens of men,” Laura reasoned. “It is idle to yearn for what is not 

there. And many of the gentlemen we encountered have been the very epitome of 
unsuitable.” 

I shuddered at the memories. “And that’s another thing, Laura. You and I know. Even 
the most pleasant and convincing of exteriors can be a façade for horrors. Suppose Mr. 
Camlet is, is …” My maiden imagination failed me. 

“Walter and his family have been acquainted with him for years,” Laura noted. “He has 
shown no signs of turpitude. And from your report he is an exemplary father to his children.” 

Little Fairlie began to grizzle again, and I patted his tiny back and paced back and forth 
so that the great bell of my skirt swayed. I had reacted in the only possible way a woman can 
to this plight—I sewed a new summer dress. At least the garment was a great success: a 
creamy tarlatan sprigged in red and with a pretty red openwork stripe, adorned with rows of 
red soutache braid at bodice, sleeve and hem. It was in the very latest mode, twelve yards in 
the skirt that was held out to a wide circle with a spring-steel crinoline. This overleaping 
ambition had possibly been a tactical error. There is no call for fashionable furbelows in our 
quiet country life, and I am not perfectly expert in managing the tremendous circumference. 
Every stitch was calculated not to allure—do men even notice what we wear?—but to 
bolster a tremulous confidence, and now I was tormented by the idea that a malign gust of 
wind would suddenly invert the buoyant cage and flip up the skirt. “But what of his wife? 
She left him for another before she died. Why? How can I possibly ask him if he drove her 
away?” 

“At least this question need not vex you, Marian,” Laura said. “We have a man in the 
family whose duty it is to ask suitors these questions. A man may not be comfortable 
explaining the failure of his marriage to a young woman, but to another man he may be 
forthcoming. And if Walter is not satisfied, he will tell us.” 

Though Walter is not of gentle birth, nor born to wealth, he has what is far more 
valuable: a sterling character forged in the fires of adversity, and the soundest judgment of 
any man I know. But still I could not be easy. “I should never have suggested he come,” I 
groaned. “He has insinuated himself into my life. We should have simply exchanged letters 
all our lives on safe literary subjects. The novels of Mr. Thackeray alone would have taken 
up a decade. Suppose he pares his fingernails in the dining room? Or endlessly resorts to a 
smelling bottle, like Mr. Fairlie? Or gambles on horse races, or is a slave to gin, or honks 
like a goose when he laughs?” 

“At any moment if he disgusts you, you may send him away,” Laura soothed me. 
“Testing and careful consideration is proper at this period.” 

“Oh, heavens. And he is carefully considering and testing me! What if he cannot bear the 
click of knitting needles? Or dislikes openwork stripes in dress goods? I should never have 
acquired these hoops, I must have been mad. Is there time for me to go up and change?” 

“Then he would have no socks,” Laura said. “Your new dress is very becoming, Marian. 
Perhaps you should give me Baby now. I hear the carriage in the drive.” 

I handed little Fairlie over and helped Laura rise to her feet. We stood together waiting 
for our guest to be shown through, and my sensations were like those of a prisoner waiting 
for the firing squad. I heard Walter’s voice inside, raised in hearty words of welcome. Steps 
clattered on the marble paving of the hall, and then suddenly he was there. 

I believe I said very foolish things indeed. But I cannot recall them, nor can I remember 
what he said in greeting, even though it was but a few hours ago. I do remember that he bent 
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to let Luna the little greyhound sniff his hand, and this at least was auspicious—Luna is 
snappish with strangers, but she allowed him to stroke her ears. Then they all three 
conversed knowledgably about baby colic and the relative merits of mint boiled in water 
compared to warm compresses applied to the belly. Suddenly Laura was speaking of putting 
the baby down for his nap, and they basely deserted me—with him! 

I was about to sink into Laura’s basket chair, but the thought of my crinoline made me 
start back to my feet. If my hoops stuck in the chair’s sides I might drag it behind me when I 
rose again, like a cat with a pan tied to her tail. Instead I hastily moved to the armless chair, 
carefully spreading my skirts so that the steel hoops would stay flat around my knees where 
they belonged. Mr. Camlet took the basket chair instead. “Miss Halcombe, you have said 
little. Have we left you out of the conversation?” 

“Do you know what is particularly unfair? It is that all of you, without exception, have 
experience of this, while I do not.” 

“I, experienced?” He had been smiling under the moustache, but suddenly he looked 
grave. “If you are unwilling to receive my attentions—” 

“No! At least, not precisely. I must become accustomed to you, that’s all.” 
“Ah. I understand.” Only when the color returned to his cheek again did I realize he had 

gone pale. 
I scowled, not at him but at the flower urn on the baluster. “You can know nothing of it.” 
“I am sorry to contradict you, Miss Halcombe, but that is not so. I do know.” He leaned 

back, fixing his bespectacled gaze upon the birds wheeling in the summer sky over the lawn 
and terrace, and I knew that this was to give me the chance to look at him without shyness. 
He presented a quite ordinary appearance, a plain man as bread is plain. Under the well-cut 
gray tweed traveling suit there was strength in his shoulders, and the warmth of the sun 
brought the color up into his fair skin. The fawn-brown hair and side whiskers joining in the 
mustache showed no gray and were painfully well-groomed, and he had taken great care 
with his green cravat. 

“You are very near the sea,” he noted. “See how many gulls there are. All my life I have 
spent at least a part of every day outdoors.” He slipped two fingers into his waistcoat pocket, 
and brought out the last thing I would have looked for—a twist of newspaper. Untwisted, it 
held an ounce of birdseed. “Do you see that little brown bird over there? Passer domesticus, 
the English sparrow, one of the most common avians of our northern hemisphere. Now, I 
must ask you to sit perfectly still.” 

He flicked a seed towards the bird, which was at the far end of the terrace. It was as if he 
had the power of St. Francis over dumb creatures. Another seed, and another, and in ten 
minutes the bird was so near I could have brushed it with my toe. It cocked its head to look 
at us with a bright black eye. Very slowly and gently Mr. Camlet bent, leaning one arm on 
his knees and resting the other hand palm up on the slates. On the tip of his forefinger he 
held out a single seed. For long moments his guest hesitated, and I held my breath. The little 
bird hopped closer and considered him carefully yet again, a-tremble with desire. With a 
sudden flurry it dashed in and seized the treat. Then it was gone into the trees again in a flirt 
of brown wings. “A pity,” he said, straightening. “I would have liked to get the creature to 
stand on my palm. Perhaps tomorrow.” He shot a smiling glance at me. “When it is 
accustomed.” 

I breathed again. “You are a magician.” 
That made him laugh—a pleasant laugh, not irritating or goose-like at all. “No, I am 

nothing but patient. I am willing to give others time. Do you remember my horse? The black 
one—his name is Boreas, after the north wind. Strong and fleet, but when I first bought him, 
a little nervous in the hand. I was run away with more than once, and my coachman advised 
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a barbed bit and the whip. But gentle handling has tamed him better, and he has learned my 
voice and touch. Little Micah can safely give him sugar now, and he comes at my call.” 

“You know how to bring the wild things near.” I know of only one other man who held a 
similar dominion over creatures, and he had been one of the greatest villains who ever lived. 
Now I looked at my guest and felt almost frightened. What had I invited into my safe and 
sunny existence? The impulse almost overcame me, to jump up and retreat into the house. 

If he had moved abruptly—if he had even glanced full at me—I would have done so and 
never looked back. But the breeze from the ocean had picked up. If my crinoline turned 
traitor on me, revealing an indecorous glimpse of drawers or petticoat, I would perish of 
embarrassment. And his gaze was fixed on the summer sky, following the circling of the 
gulls. When he spoke his tone was mild. “I have no luck with the untamable, but a little 
skittishness is not rare.” He opened a hand with quiet confidence. “You are that bird, my 
dearest Miss Halcombe. Bold yet shy. Take all the time you like. Hop close, and consider the 
seed from all angles. I hold it out, and wait upon your will.” 

Only then did he look at me, with a glint of a smile behind the round lenses. Could 
anything be more comfortable for a woman never wooed? He did not compel, or hypnotize 
like Count Fosco; his birds were not caged but flew free, to come to him at their own will. 
He was comfortable enough in himself to sit still and wait. The decision was mine! All my 
nervousness was soothed. By the time tea was brought out we were chatting like the friends 
we were, and I had undertaken to show him our favorite rustic summerhouse and the bower 
in Laura’s rose garden after the meal. These were on the lee side of the house, and my 
sartorial anxieties abated. We took little Wally with us, so that the house should be quiet for 
the baby’s nap. He is a handsome, romping lad, and he ran ahead to throw sticks into the 
stream that murmured at the bottom of the garden on its way to the sea. All around us was 
the scent of roses warmed in the sun, and the sky was broad and blue, heaped high with 
clouds as only the wide sky of the north country can be. Mr. Camlet said, “I see now how 
you know so much of children.” 

“I had looked to spend all my life taking care of Laura’s.” 
“You did not look for marriage.” 
“I am dark, and ugly, and odd, and poor, sir. At least Jane Eyre had youth! Whereas I 

shall be thirty soon—well past my last prayers.” 
He smiled at the literary turn. “I have wed wealth and youth and beauty. They were 

ashes. You are lovely in my eyes. And surely your reading has revealed to you, Miss 
Halcombe, that all valiant young princesses find their prince in the end. I am but a poor 
prince, but I have hopes that you will honor me with your hand.” 

His voice trembled with quiet vehemence, so that I had to reply lightly. “All you seek is 
a mother for your little ones.” 

“As Shakespeare advised, I seek a marriage of true minds.” He paused, not for thought, 
but in reticence. He had told me the truth—he did know. “The companionship and intimacy 
of genuine marriage, body and mind and heart. I have never had it.” After a further pause he 
added softly, “That joy to which all hearts do yearn.” 

My own heart felt very strange, an unfamiliar organ in my chest. “I am not of a loving 
nature,” I warned him. “My affections are narrow and deep-rooted—Laura, Walter, the little 
ones.” As if my hands were determined to prove my contrary words wrong, they broke off a 
small rosebud just about to bloom, a deep yellow one, and began to strip off the thorns. 

“And I am no fire-eater. Hartright is more a hero. How I envy him his expedition to 
Honduras.” 

“Will you consult him? I shall be guided by his advice, his mind being clearer than my 
own at this juncture.” 
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Mr. Camlet laughed with genuine delight. “That I have befuddled your razor-sharp wits 
thrills me more than I can say. Do you love me, my dearest? For you have my heart in your 
keeping.” 

Still in open insurrection against my words, my mutinous fingers inserted the thornless 
rose into his lapel buttonhole. “I suppose I do,” I said, ungraciously. “See, what a failure I 
am at the romantical! Here in an English rose garden a declaration is laid at my feet, and I 
return your affections the way I would return a borrowed shovel.” 

Again unspoken emotion made him pale and then flushed. “As long as they are returned 
I make no complaint.” With deliberation he lifted my hand from his lapel and raised it to his 
lips. His clasp was warm and steady but light, so that I could draw my hand away if I liked. I 
did not pull away. Somehow my entire awareness, every nerve in my body, had migrated 
into those fingers, exquisitely alive, and I could no more pull away than I could tug my own 
head off. The prickle of moustache and the warmth of his breath brought to mind the snuffle 
of a friendly horse, but suddenly my knees were weak. I sat hastily down on the garden seat 
under the bower, perforce dragging him down with me since I did not release his hand. “I 
have brought you a ring. Would you like to see?” 

“No woman will decline a glimpse of jewelry,” I said, feebly. I had difficulty breathing 
properly. 

From a pocket he drew a small box that held a ring of antique style, white gold with a 
shimmering white opal set between two brilliants. “It was my grandmother’s.” 

This gave me pause. Was this the ring that the first Mrs. Camlet had worn? I 
remembered Laura’s wise counsel. “It is lovely. But before I accept it—and you—may I beg 
you to speak with Walter? I am guided by him in all things, and would not dare to make such 
a major decision without his approval and consent.” 

His eyes twinkled behind the glasses. “Say rather that you feel a need for delay and 
reflection. And that your brother-in-law makes a convenient and unassailable stalking horse 
for this intention. For if your will were set, Miss Halcombe, I do not doubt that poor 
Hartright’s wishes and imprimatur would be over the side with a resounding splash.” 

“As you say, it is unassailable,” I countered. “And you promised me all the time I should 
wish.” 

“I shall never hasten you against your judgment. But, if you will permit, there is one 
additional experiment that is out of reason informative …” 

I could not think what he meant, but then he leaned slowly over and kissed me, very 
gently, on the lips. Of course—he was a widower, with years of experience in married life, 
and I had never been touched by a man except on the hand. Again the prickle of masculine 
moustache and the warm sweet breath, but they were less strange now, and I did not shrink. 
In fact my impression is that I goggled like a stuck frog. Suddenly what Laura had told me 
the day she gave me this very journal came surging into my head. My sister had this, and she 
wanted it for me. 

“It is not only the minds that truly marry,” Mr. Camlet said softly. He watched me 
attentively, the hazel eyes solemn. “You feel no reluctance? No physical drawing back?” 

My blood thundered in my ears. “You expect that a respectable and delicately nurtured 
female should recoil. But perhaps you wish for blunt and downright language, rather than 
delicate vaporing.” 

“Indeed I do, and always will.” 
How rare that was—a man who wanted truth, rather than missishness. I have always 

boasted of my blunt speech, knowing that it was not valued and therefore the perfect mask. 
But now when I spoke truth he would believe it. He would take me seriously. I looked down 
at his hand in mine. My hands are large and competent, not very feminine, but his were 
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visibly more heavily boned, the wrist and strong fingers of a man. Clasped in his, my hand is 
delicate, a lady’s. I traced the callouses of rein and pen, not visible but perceptible to the 
exploring touch. If he held my fingers lightly it was by intent, for this was a hand strong to 
grasp if its master willed it. “I think … as you wrote in your letter. That we shall deal well 
together. Do you remember in the April fourth number of Household Words, the article 
about Brittany?” 

He blew out a sigh of what I realized was relief. “The traveler who was comically 
quizzed by the rural French bumpkins, yes.” 

Of course a man knew desire—but he wanted me to know it, too! An utterly novel 
idea—but suddenly not impossible, not when I held his hand like this. “The proverb of the 
peasantry there was that a kiss without a moustache is like soup without salt.” 

Under his own moustache he smiled. The Bretons could be sadly mistaken.” 
Solemnly I agreed. “It would be only proper to put it to the test.” 
Little Wally returned five minutes later with an earthworm clutched in his fist, but that 

was enough time for us to prove that Brittany is not a sinkhole of ignorance. I am a convert 
to moustaches! I sent my suitor up to the house to Walter, and persuaded little Wally to let 
the earthworm go home to its dinner. When we returned home, hot and grubby, to wash up, 
the gentlemen were still closeted in the study, and I hastened upstairs to note all these events 
down. 

That evening 

The evening meal was somewhat tense. My appetite was poor even though Laura, in a 
gesture of great kindliness, had ordered all Mr. Camlet’s favorite dishes alternating with 
mine. More of a relief to me was Walter’s readiness to talk politics with him. For a man who 
declines to stand for office Walter is well informed. They agreed that the Young Ireland 
movement had been mistakenly confused in the public mind with the more reasonable desire 
of the workers to join unions, and that the justifiable pleas of the poor could not be heard 
over the flinging of anarchist bombs at crowned heads of state. As Walter always prefers at 
home, the gentlemen did not stay for their port, but joined us in the drawing room 
straightaway. 

When the tea was poured Mr. Camlet spoke. “I am to understand that a most reasonable 
concern has been felt about my unhappy first union. Hartright was willing to hear my tale, 
but upon reflection I thought that it would be better to tell you all. Then I need not repeat the 
sorry account to Miss Halcombe, as I fully intend to do, and the questions of her family may 
help her cogitations.” 

“It must be a sad story,” Laura said in her soft voice. “The more public facts are, alas, 
common talk.” 

“Yes, the notoriety of my personal life is a heavy cross to bear. To begin: The union 
between myself and Margaret Brickley was not of my doing. My grandfather was the 
founder and proprietor of Holy Rood Publications, a small business that printed religious 
books of an evangelical bent. Her uncle, Samuel Brickley, was the owner of a competing 
firm. The two old gentlemen conceived the notion of amalgamating the two smaller 
businesses to form a larger and more profitable concern. To seal the bargain, the heirs—
Margaret and myself—were wed. At the time I was not yet twenty-three, still up at 
Cambridge. She was twenty-five.” 

Walter observed, “Not an unbridgeable gap of years.” 
“It was folly. We were frantically ill suited, and we both knew it. I begged my 

grandfather to call it off, but the business merger had already progressed too far. He assured 
me that when the children began to come all would be well. But she was older than her 
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years, and I regret to report that I was behind in mine. And … well! I too was at fault. In 
summary, she was hot where I was cool, swift where I was slow, angry where I was calm. 
She was of an activist spirit, passionately interested in current events and the rights of the 
oppressed, while I was smaller in vision, weighted with responsibility. The passing of my 
grandfather made it necessary for me to work almost every waking moment. She was bored 
with a mate who was always too slow and too deliberate for her passionate nature. I could 
not even converse with her. There was no good will between us. And she had no interest 
whatever in the children, in Micah and Lottie—my grandfather was quite incorrect about 
their ability to heal a union. Their welfare was left entirely to me.” 

I asked the first foolish question that would come to a woman’s mind. “Was she pretty?” 
“She was as glorious as the rising sun.” His dispassionate assessment reminded me that 

to him her beauty was ashes. “Micah has her eyes, that gem-like blue, and Lottie her hair. 
With the mellowing passage of years we might have settled into the marriage. But patience 
is always my first recourse. It was always her last. She wanted more, sooner. I mentioned 
that I can tame the skittish. But after years of futile effort I had to face reality. The 
untamable is beyond me, and she was one of those.” 

“It is ever a mistake to betroth young people too early,” Walter said. 
“Our estrangement became complete, and she involved herself with political meetings 

and the suffragette movement,” Mr. Camlet said quietly. “It was there that she met the 
foreigner with whom she eventually left England. I do not know his name, and have taken 
care to never learn it.” 

“Did she hide this connection?” 
“No indeed, quite the reverse. In fact—after the example of the arrangements of George 

Lewes, the companion of the noted authoress Mary Ann Evans—she suggested that I simply 
allow her to go and live with her new paramour.” 

I felt an actual pang, at his humiliation and pain. Walter coughed in embarrassment, and 
Laura’s clear blue eyes were round with horror. “Can such things be?” 

“You are comfortably remote from literary London,” Mr. Camlet said courteously. 
“Lewes’s situation is common knowledge, if even I—a small fish in the ocean of letters—
have heard the talk. They have been living together outside the bonds of matrimony for some 
years now.” 

“How tremendously … modern,” Laura said. “Your wife must have shocked you 
greatly.” 

“I could not countenance it,” Mr. Camlet said. “Lewes is a noted philosopher who moves 
in London’s most advanced circles. But my living is made more modestly, by publishing 
pamphlets and religious books. Even if conscience permitted me to connive at her adultery, 
the reputation of the business would immediately shatter beyond repair. I said so. And so she 
left me. After Lottie was born she removed with her lover to the Continent, and there died 
eighteen months later.” 

“Thus setting you free,” Walter said. “I do not doubt your story, but it is my duty to 
enquire—what was the cause of her demise?” 

“There may be some such thing as a death certificate in Salerno, where she passed away, 
but I know nothing of Italian procedure. I do have this.” From an inner pocket he drew two 
sheets of paper folded and pinned together: a letter in a cramped foreign hand, and a more 
legible document in English. “This is the letter from the Catholic priest of the parish she died 
in. It is of course in Italian, and he sent it to the British Consulate in Rome. There it was 
translated into English, and letter and translation were forwarded on to me.” 

Walter is not fluent but he can read Italian. “A quinsy—a common ailment that could 
happen to anyone.” 
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“It was some years before I mustered the courage to get back into the saddle,” Mr. 
Camlet said, ruefully. “It weighed on me, that I had been rigid, so intransigent that she was 
driven to seek another—driven to her death. And then … when I saw you, Miss Halcombe—
you were leading the children through Mrs. Hartright’s gate. In your pale gown you looked 
like something not of this earth, and the hedge was like dark wings at your back. A terror 
seized me, that you lured them into some dangerous scrape. But even though I intemperately 
shouted at you, you replied with confidence and composure. You were completely mistress 
of the situation. And I knew then you were something not in the common way.” 

“My acquaintance with you dates to before your son’s birth,” Walter said. “You have 
ever been an upright and honest fellow, Camlet. And your story, though sad, casts no 
shadow upon yourself. You have been a victim, not a perpetrator. I can have no objection to 
offer to your proposal.” 

My state was such that I was not sure whether this was pleasing or not. “You give your 
consent, Walter?” 

Almost, but not quite, Walter rolled his eyes—just a brief glance heavenwards. “Insofar 
as I ever can, Marian. The issue must rest with you yourself.” 

On occasion Walter really can be infuriating. What is the point of men lording it over us, 
ruling with an iron rod over a woman’s every decision, if when one really wants guidance 
and assurance their dominion collapses like a clotheshorse? Mr. Camlet’s gentle words were 
like a cooling touch. “I have promised Miss Halcombe as much time as she likes to make a 
considered decision.” 

I took my courage in both hands. Laura had urged me to reach for happiness. And now I 
saw it before me. “I have thought carefully,” I said. “For several entire hours, plenty of time. 
Mr. Camlet, I give you fair warning. This is now your last chance to draw back. If you truly 
wish to marry me, I would be honored to accept your offer.” 

The poor man! His mouth dropped open in astonishment again. My changeable ways 
shall gray him fast. But he quickly recovered and leaped to his feet. “I feared I would have to 
wait for years. Dearest Marian—” 

He halted, flushing right up to his ears, but I rose too, saying, “You may indeed call me 
so now—Theo.” It was the first time his Christian name had ever passed my lips, and I 
almost stuttered over it. An inconsequential advance in intimacy, but the first of many to 
come: the initial tiny tidal trickle of what would be an enormous ocean wave, a salty surge 
that would surround me, tumble me off my feet and soak me to the skin. The thought made 
me blush painfully scarlet too. What had I done? Suddenly it all felt far too physical, too 
real! But he took my hands in both his own and all at once it seemed not only possible but 
tardy. How can a thing be too fast and yet too slow to arrive, all at the same time? We had of 
course changed for dinner, and I saw now that he had transferred the yellow rosebud from 
his tweed buttonhole to his black dinner jacket. “You told me you were a patient man,” I 
whispered to this accommodating blossom. 

“That I can wait,” he said softly, “doesn’t mean I wish to.” And this was so true—
exactly the sensation fluttering in my breast!—that I gave way to impulse and kissed him. 
Possibly this was an error. To be clasped by strong arms to a male starched shirtfront that 
smelled faintly of cologne was the natural sequel, and who knows what would have 
happened after that? Thank heaven for Walter and Laura! I remembered their presence and 
blushed again, retreating immediately to the distance of his handclasp. Three hours ago this 
had been almost too exquisitely close, and now it was not near enough. Both distance and 
time were doing queer things this day. 

He produced the ring and tried it on my hand, where it stuck on my rather large finger. “I 
shall have it resized immediately. May we name the day, or is it too soon?” 
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“Too soon,” I exclaimed, as time wriggled like a salmon under my feet yet again. “Let us 
consult the calendars.” 

“You must be married from here,” Laura said. “Oh, Marian, I am so happy for you!” 
“I wish you all joy, Camlet,” Walter said, shaking his hand. “She is a woman in ten 

thousand. And Marian, shall you want me to give you away?” 
“That would delight me above all things,” I said. “And the little ones shall attend me—

yours, Theo, and little Wally, if he can be persuaded to carry a basket of flowers.” 
Theo shook his head, smiling. “That is a dangerous idea, my dearest, but I can deny you 

nothing. Let it be so, and you shall learn why children should not assist at weddings.” 

Selected correspondence and papers in the possession of Marian Halcombe 

The Carlisle Patriot 
15 October 1857 

On Friday morning a wedding of considerable interest to the Cumberland region was 
solemnized at Limmeridge Church, near Allonby, between Miss Marian Halcombe, daughter 
of the late Mr. Jonathan L. Halcombe and his wife Celeste, and Mr. Theophilus H. W. 
Camlet, owner of Covenant Pamphlets and Printed Materials, a publishing house in London. 
Miss Halcombe’s late mother became the wife of Mr. Philip Fairlie, of Limmeridge House. 
The bride was given away by her brother-in-law, Mr. Walter Hartright, of Limmeridge 
House, and was attended by his wife, Mrs. Laura Fairlie Hartright. The officiating clergyman 
was the Rev. Wriothsley Ramer of Limmeridge Church, assisted by the Rev. Nicholas 
Twinforth. The newlyweds plan to reside in Hampstead, near London. 

A postcard, depicting Notre Dame de Paris 

27 October 1857 

My dear Lottie and Micah, 
Your new mother and I have ascended to the top of this church tower! The view of Paris 

up and down the river Seine is very fine, and the pigeons peck corn just like the ones in 
London. We shall be back by the Sunday after you receive this. Miss Marian sends you all 
her love. Mind your nurse and behave yourselves until the return of 

Your own loving 
Papa 

29 October 1857 

My dearest Laura, 
Just a few lines to tell you of my great happiness in the married state. You were entirely 

right! Theo is the best husband a woman could wish for. Paris is a delightful city. I have 
bought presents for everybody, and made the journey to Versailles, where I left cards on 
your Aunt Eleanor. Her servant said she was indisposed, but now we may say the proprieties 
are satisfied. 

Theo has urged me to take an interest in the business, and perhaps even lend a hand with 
some of the work. I flatter myself that I can manage punctuation and spelling as well as any, 
and he assures me that such skills are forever needed in all areas of publishing but ten times 
ten in the religious sector. 
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We shall be back in Hampstead by week’s end, and look forward to seeing you and 
Walter and the boys at Christmas. 

All my best love, 
Marian 

Loose sheets inserted into the journal of Marian Halcombe 

5 February 1858 

I almost do not recognize the words of my pen. My spirits are so overset that my mind seems 
to be mazed. I see as through a glass, darkly, and I am sick to my stomach. Mrs. Hartright 
urges me to write this so that others may know what I saw, and judge more rightly than I. 

She advises me to begin at the beginning. I think it began when Theo and I went out to a 
lecture yesterday evening. It was most enjoyable, about British shore birds and illustrated 
with magic lantern slides. On the way back to Sandett House it was just beginning to snow, 
and we discussed going to the shore come summer, and taking the little ones for their first 
seaside visit. We went in, and were met by little Lottie weeping in the front hall. “You are 
our mother, Miss Marian, aren’t you? She is telling a fib!” 

“Of course she is your mother, Lottie.” Laughing, Theo swung the child up into his arms 
and carried her through into the drawing room. “Procured at great expense from our 
suppliers in—” He stopped dead, and seemed to reel as he stood. 

Following, I saw standing at the window a dazzling woman I have never seen before. 
She was golden-haired and tall, and had opened the Wardian case in the bay window. 
Several ferns lay forlorn on the marble tabletop, and earth was scattered on the carpet. 

“Hallo, Theophilus, you look well.” When she carelessly glanced up from her work I saw 
her eyes were the deepest and most brilliant blue. “Though a tartan waistcoat does not 
become you in the least. Who is this person? Oh—you sly hound, Theo, and after all your 
moralizing, too. And you have neglected these ferns. How is it you have not divided them? 
They’re sadly crowded in here.” 

“Margaret?” Theo gasped as if he were drowning. 
She dusted earth off her long white fingers and swept past him in a swish of practical 

gray woolen skirts. I shall ask you to excuse us, my good woman,” she said briskly to me. 
“There are family affairs I must discuss with my husband.” 

Lottie’s wails echoed in my ears, so that if Theo protested I could not hear. I was so 
stunned with surprise that I made no objection as Margaret Camlet ushered me back into the 
hall and out the front door. It shut with a firm final click behind me. 
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Up Next 
  

Marian’s situation grows more dire as the consequences of Margaret’s reappearance become 
clear. 
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