Section 3 - Mistress Mary Quite Contrary

She often thought that other people were, but she did not know that she was so
herself.

She thought Mrs. Medlock the most disagreeable person she had ever seen,
with her common, highly colored face and her common fine bonnet. When the
next day they set out on their journey to Yorkshire, she walked through the
station to the railway carriage with her head up and trying to keep as far away
from her as she could, because she did not want to seem to belong to her. It
would have made her angry to think people imagined she was her little girl.

But Mrs. Medlock was not in the least disturbed by her and her thoughts.
She was the kind of woman who would "stand no nonsense from young ones."

At least, that is what she would have said if she had been asked. She had not
wanted to go to London just when her sister Maria's daughter was going to be
married, but she had a comfortable, well paid place as housekeeper at
Misselthwaite Manor and the only way in which she could keep it was to do at
once what Mr. Archibald Craven told her to do. She never dared even to ask a
question.

"Captain Lennox and his wife died of the cholera," Mr. Craven had said in
his short, cold way. "Captain Lennox was my wife's brother and I am their
daughter's guardian. The child is to be brought here. You must go to London
and bring her yourself."

So she packed her small trunk and made the journey.

Mary sat in her corner of the railway carriage and looked plain and fretful.
She had nothing to read or to look at, and she had folded her thin little black-
gloved hands in her lap. Her black dress made her look yellower than ever,
and her limp light hair straggled from under her black crepe hat.

"A more marred-looking young one I never saw in my life," Mrs. Medlock
thought. (Marred is a Yorkshire word and means spoiled and pettish.) She had
never seen a child who sat so still without doing anything; and at last she got
tired of watching her and began to talk in a brisk, hard voice.

"I suppose I may as well tell you something about where you are going to,"
she said. "Do you know anything about your uncle?"

"No," said Mary.
"Never heard your father and mother talk about him?"

"No," said Mary frowning. She frowned because she remembered that her
father and mother had never talked to her about anything in particular.
Certainly they had never told her things.

"Humph," muttered Mrs. Medlock, staring at her queer, unresponsive little
face. She did not say any more for a few moments and then she began again.

"I suppose you might as well be told something—to prepare you. You are
going to a queer place."

Mary said nothing at all, and Mrs. Medlock looked rather discomfited by
her apparent indifference, but, after taking a breath, she went on.

"Not but that it's a grand big place in a gloomy way, and Mr. Craven's
proud of it in his way—and that's gloomy enough, too. The house is six
hundred years old and it's on the edge of the moor, and there's near a hundred
rooms in it, though most of them's shut up and locked. And there's pictures
and fine old furniture and things that's been there for ages, and there's a big

L) How old is the house?
I) Why do you think Mary
frowned after realising
that her mother and
father had never really
talked to her?

V) What does 'marred’
mean?

E) Can you compare this
story with any other
texts that we have read
so far? Give evidence to
support your answer.
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away, and when he is at Misselthwaite he shuts himself up in the West Wing
and won't let any one but Pitcher see him. Pitcher's an old fellow, but he took

care of him when he was a child and he knows his ways."

It sounded like something in a book and it did not make Mary feel
cheerful. A house with a hundred rooms, nearly all shut up and with their
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doors locked—a house on the edge of a moor—whatsoever a moor was—

sounded dreary. A man with a crooked back who shut himself up also! She
stared out of the window with her lips pinched together, and it seemed quite

natural that the rain should have begun to pour down in gray slanting lines and

splash and stream down the window-panes. If the pretty wife had been alive

she might have made things cheerful by being something like her own mother

and by running in and out and going to parties as she had done in frocks "full

of lace." But she was not there any more.

"You needn't expect to see him, because ten to one you won't," said Mrs.
Medlock. "And you mustn't expect that there will be people to talk to you.

You'll have to play about and look after yourself. You'll be told what rooms

you can go into and what rooms you're to keep out of. There's gardens enough.
But when you're in the house don't go wandering and poking about. Mr.

Craven won't have it."

"I shall not want to go poking about," said sour little Mary and just as
suddenly as she had begun to be rather sorry for Mr. Archibald Craven she
began to cease to be sorry and to think he was unpleasant enough to deserve

all that had happened to him.

And she turned her face toward the streaming panes of the window of the
railway carriage and gazed out at the gray rain-storm which looked as if it

would go on forever and ever. She watched it so long and steadily that the

grayness grew heavier and heavier before her eyes and she fell asleep.



