THE RED-HAIRED GIRL.

By 8. BARING-GOULD.*

N I876 we took
a house in
one of the
best  streets
and parts of
B—. Ido
not give the
name of the
street or the
number of
the house,
because the
circumstances

that occurred in that place were such as to

make people nervons, and shy—unreasonably
so—of taking those lodgings, after reading
our experiences therein,

Ve were a small family—my husband, a
grown-up danghter, and myself ; and we
had two maids—a cook, and the other was
house and parlour maid in one. We had not
been a fortnight in the house before my
danghter said to me one morning : * Mamma,
1 do not like June "—that was onr house-
rlonrmaid,

Why 0 ? " Tasked. *She seems respect-
and she does her work systematically.
no fault to find with her, none

y do her work,” said Bessie, my
but I dislike inquisitiveness.”

“ What
Has she been looking in

danghter,
“Tnquisitiveness ! " T exclaimed.

do yon mean
your drawers ?
No, mamma, but she watches me. It is
hot weather now, and when I am in my
room, mumnnnllv, I leave my door open
whilst. writing a letter, or doing any little
bit of needlework, and then I am almost
certain o hear her outside. If T turn
sharply round, I see her nllpiﬁng out. of
sight. It is most annoying. I really was
unaware that I was such an murcmn;.r
personage as to make it wonh anyone's while
to spy out my pr ings."
Nonsense, my dear.

You are sure it is

Jan
“Well—1 sappose s There was u

right, 1908, by Ward, Lock aad Ca, Limited,
Aueri

slight hesitation in
Jane, who can it be 7

* Are you sure it is not cook 7"

*Oh, no, it is not cook; she is busy in
the kitchen. T have heard her there, when
I have gone outside my room upon the
lnn«lnu., after having caught that girl wateh-
ing me.”

“If you have caught her,” said I, T
lmppou )lill spoke to her about her im-
propri

4 \\'»II

er voice. I not

canght is the wrong word. |
have not caught her ut it.  Only
to-day 1 dis v heard her ut my door,
and 1 saw her hul'k a8 she turned to run
away, wher 1 went towards her.
followed her, of conrse ¥
“Yes, but I did not ﬁlnl lur on the
Iumlln;.' when I got outside.”
* Where was she, then 7"
“ L don't know,
“But did you 1ot go and see # ™
* She lwm away with  astonishing
celerity,” said Bessie.
I can take no steps in the matter.
does it
“ But
in a mom
“She cannot get away so quickly us all
that.”

If nhu
spenk to her and remonstrate.”
r have a chance.  She is gone

Somehow she does.™

“And you ure sure it is June ?" aguin
Tasked ; and again she replied : ““ If not Jane,
who else can it be ? There is 1o one else in
the house.”

So this unpleasant matter ended, for the
time. The next intimation of something of
the sort proceeded from another quarter—in
fact, from Jane herself. She came to me
some days later and said, with some em-
barrasswent in her tone—

“If you chnu, ma'am, if I do not give
nm.lnfucuon, would rather leave the situa-
tion.”

“Leave ! T exclaimed. “Why, I have
not given you the slightest cause. T have
not found fault with you for anything as
yet, have I, Jane ?  On the contrary, I have
been much pleased with the thoronghness of
your work. — And you are alwuys tidy und
obliging.”
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“ Tt isn’t that, ma'am ; but I don't like being watched whatever I do.”

“Watched ! T repeated. * What do you mean 7 You surely do not suppose that 1
am running after you when you are engaged on your occupations. I assure you I have
other and more important things to do.”

“No, ma'am, | don't suppose you do

“Then who watches you ?

“T think it must be )

“Miss  Bessie !
was 80 astounded

Yes, mawm. When T am sweeping ont a
room, and my back is turned, I hear ettt
door ; and when [ turn myself about, T just eatch
u glimpse of her ruuning wway. [ see her
ki ,

irts —-

s Bessie,"

I could say no more, |

Miss Bessic is above doing anything of the

o ll it is not Miss Bessie, who is it, ma'am # "
ne of indecision in her voice

," said 1, “set your mind at
rest. Miss Bessie could not act as’ you supposc
Ha

on seen her on these oceasions” and assured
self that it is she #

“No, ma'am, 1've not,
%0 to speak, secn her
face ; but I know it ain’t
cook, and I'm sure it ain't
you, ma'am, o who cls
can it be?”

1 considered for some
moments, and the maid
stood before me in dubions
mood.

You m\ yOu saw \M
xkirm. i

ht cotton
print —more like o muid's
morning dress.”

“W

t your mind
At ease; Miss Bessie has
not got such a frock
as you describe.”

“T don't think
she has,” said Janc
“hut there was soi
one at the door, watching
me, who ran away when |
turned myself about.”

“ Did she run upstairs
or down 7" “*She put her arm up and turned and ran downstairs

“T don't know. I did
go out on the landing, but there was no one there. l'm sure it wasn't cook, for I heard ber
(IuLLL- ng the dishes down in the kite hen at the tim

Well, June, there is some mystery in this. 1 will not accept your notice ; we will let
matters stand over till we can look into this complaint of yours and discover the rights
of it."”

Thank you, ma'am. 1'm very comfortable here, but it is unpleasant to suppose that
one is not uunud and is spied on wherever one goes und whatever one is about.™
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A week later, after dinner one evening,
when Bessie and I had quitted the table and
left my husband to his smoke, Bessie said to
me, when we were in the dmmng room
together : * Mamma, it is not Jnue

“What is not Jane ? " I sl

“It is not Jane who vmu:hes me.”

“Who can it be, then ? ™

“I don’t know.”

“And how is it that you are confident
that you are not being observed by Jane ?”
e gea 1se [ have seen her—that is to say,

head.”

“When? where?”

“ Whilst dressing for dinner. I was before
the glass doing my hair, when I saw in the
mirror someone behind me. I had only the
two candles lighted on the table, and the
room was otherwise dark. I thought I heard
someone_stirring—just the sort of stealthy
step [ have come to recognise as having
troubled me so often. I did not turn, but
looked steadily before me into the glass, and
I could see reflected thercin someone—a
woman with red hair. Then I moved from
my place quickly. I heard steps of some
pﬁmn harrying away, but [ saw no one
then.”

“The door was open ? "

“No, it was shut.”

“But where did she go? "

“I do not know, mamma, Ilooked every-
where in the room and could find no one.
I have been quite upset. I cannot tell what
to think of this. I feel utterly unhinged.”

“T noticed at table that youdid not appear
well, but I said nothing about it. Your
father gets 8o alarmed, and fidgets and fusses,
if he thinks that there is anything the matter
with you. But this is a most extraordinary

story.”

“Tt is an extraordinary fact," said Bessie.

“You have searcl your  room
Lhoronghly [

] have looked into every corner.”

“And there is no one there ? "

“No one. Would yon mind, mamma,
sleeping with me to-night? I am so

tened. Do you think it can be u
host ? "

“Ghost ?  Fiddlesticks | "

I made some cxcuse to my husband and
spent the night in Bessie's room. There
was no disturbance that night of any sort,
and although my daughter was excited and
unable to sleep till long after midnight, she
did fall into refreshing slumber at last, nnd
in the morning said to me : * Mamma, I thi
I must have fancied that I raw somethil

the glass.
wrought,”
I was greatly relicved to hear this, and
I came to much the same conclusion as did
Bessie, but was again bewildered, and my
mind unscttled by Jane, who came to me
just before lunch, when Iwas alone, und said—
* Please, ma'am, nn only fair to say, but
it’s not Miss Bes
“What is not Mm Bessie 7 T mean, who
is not Miss Bessie ?
““Her a8 is spying on me.”

I darc say my nerves were over-

“1 mld you it could not be she. Who
i8 it ? "

“ Please, ma'am, I don't know. It's a
red-haired girl.”

* But, Jane, be serious. There is no red-

haired girl in the house.”

““I know there ain L ma'am. But for all
that, she spics on me.

«Be reasonable, Jane,”" I said, disguising
the shock her words produced on me. *“If
there be no red-| hmrms girl in the house, how
can you have one watehing you ? "

*“ T don’'t know ; but one does."

“How do you know that she is red-
haired 7"

s Bcc-m I have seen her.”

* When

“ This mornmg.

“Indecd ?"

* Yes, ma’'am. I was going upstairs, when
I heard steps eommg softly af wr me—the
back stairs, ma'am ; they're rather dark and
stecp, and there's no _carpet on them, as on
the front stairs, and I was sure I heard
someone following me ; so I twisted about,
thinking it might be cook but it wasn't. I
saw & young woman in o print dress, and the
light as came from the window at the side
fell on her head, and it was carrots—reg'lar
carrota.”

“Did you see her face ? "

“No, ma'am ; she put her arm up and
turned and ran downstairs, and I went after
her, but I never found her."

“ Yon followed her—how far ? "

*To the kitchen. Cook was there. And
1 said to cook, says I: ‘Did you see a girl
cq\me this way ?' And she said, short-like :
‘No' "

+ And cook saw nothing at all 2"

“Nothing. She didn't scem best pleased
at my axing. 1 suppose I frightened her, ax
1'd beon teliing her ubout how I was followed
and spied on.

I mused a moment only, and then said
solemnly—

“Jane, what you want is a pill. - You are
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suffering from hallucinatior I know a
case very much like yours; and take my
word for it that, in your condition of liver
or digestion, a pill is & sovereign remedy. Set
your mind at rest ; this is & mere delusion,
caused by pressure on the optic nerve. I
will give you a pill to-night when yon go to
bed, another to-morrow, a third on_the day
nfwr, and that will settle lhe red haired girl.
You will see no more of her.

“You think go, ma'am ? "

“1 am sure of it."

On consideration, I thought it as well to
mention the matter to the cook, & strange,
reserved woman, not given to_talking, who
did her work admirably, but whom, for some
inexplicable reason, I did not like. If I had
considered a little further as to how to broach
the subject, I should perhaps have proved
more successful ; but by not doing so I rushed
the question and obtained no satisfaction.

I had gone down to_the kitchen to order
dinner, and the ditficult question had arisen
how to dispose of the scraps from yesterday's
joint.

“ Rissoles, ma'am ? "

“No,” said I, “not rissoles. Your master
objects to them.”

“Then perhaps croquets ? "

“They are only rissoles in disguise.”

““Perhaps cottage pie ?

“No, that is inorganic rissole, a sort

rmwp]uum out of which rissoles ure
deve

“ Then, ma'am, I might make a hash.”

. “hNot an ordinary, bare-faced, rudimentary
ash.”

“ No, ma'am, with French mushrooms, or
truffles, or tomatoes.”

“Well — yes — perbaps. By the way,
talking of tomatoos, who is that red- haired
girl who has been ubout the house ?

“Can't say, ma'am."

1 noticed at once that the cyes of the
cook contracted, her lips tightened, and her
face assumed a half-defiant, half-terrified look.

** You have not many friends in this plac,
have you, cook ?*

** Can’t say, ma'am.

“ You can throw no light on the matter ?
It is very unsatisfuctory having a person
abont the house——and she has been seen up-
stairs—of whom one knows nothing.”

“No doubt, mu'am,

« And you cannot enlighten me 7

“8he i8 no friend of mine.

* Nor is she of Jane's.  Jane spoke to me
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about her.  Has she remarked concerning
this girl to you ? ™

“Can't say, m..m,.. 1 notioe all Jane
says. She talks a good deal.

“You see, there must be someone who is
a stranger and who has access to this house.
It i i most uwkward.”

50, ma'am.”

1 could get nothing more from the cook.
I might as well have talked to a log ; and,
indeed, her face assumed a wooden look as I
continued to speak to her on the matter.
So I sighed and said—

% Vn:rv well, hash with tomato,” and went
npstairs.

A few days later the house-parlourmaid
nmnrke(l (u me—

“ a'am, may I have nno!,herplll'"

e Plll [k I excliimed. Why

* Because I have seen her m She was
behind the curtaing, and I caught her
pnumg out her red head w look at me.”

“Did you see her face

“XNo ; she up with her arm over it and
scuttled away.”

“This is strange. I do not think I have
more than two podophyllin pills left in the
box, but to those you are welcome. Only I
should recommend a different treatment.
Instead of taking them yourself, the moment
you sec, or fancy that you see, the red-haired
girl, go'at her with the box and threaten to
administer the pills to her. That will rout
her, if anything will.”

«But she will not stop for the pills.”

“The threat of baving them forced on
her every time she shows herself will dis-
concert her. Conceive, I am supposing, that
on each occasion Miss Bessie, or I, were to
meet you on the stairs, in a room, on the
lnuding, in the hall, we were to rush on yon

force, let us sy, castor-oil globules
het.ween your lips. You would give notice
at once.”

* Yes ; so I should, ma'am.”

“Well, try this upon the red-haired girl.
It will prove infallible.”

“Thank you, ma'am ;
reasonable.”

Whether Bessie saw more of the puzzling
lpprmon, 1 cannot say. She spoke no far-

er on the matter to me ; but that may have
been 80 a3 to cause me no further uneasiness.
[ was unable to resolve the question to my
own satisfaction—whether 'ﬂmb had been
seen was a person, who obtained sccess
to the house in some unacconntable manner,
or whether it was, what I have called it, an
apparition,

what you say seems
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As far as [ could ascertain, nothing had been taken aw: he movements of the
red-haired girl were not those of one who sought to pilfer. T huy seemed to me rather
those of one not m her right mind ; and on this supposition I made |nt||||r|u-) in the
neighbourhood as to the existence in our street, in any of the adjoining houses, of a
wanting in her um«, who was suffered to run about at will.” But I could ullunu no
information that at all threw light on a point to me so perplexing.

lllduru- I had not mentioned the topic to my husband. I knew so well that I od\nu]d
nlu in no_help from bim, that [ mude no effort to seck i He would “Pish ! ™ and
l’xlnm o and make some slighting reference to women's intellects, and not ﬁmlur

trouble himsclf about the matter.
Bue one day, to my great astonishment, he
referred to it hilm«-l(.
Julin,” said he, “do you obse
Tve cut myself in shaving #
“Yes, dear,” T replied.
have cotton wool sticking to
juv, a8 if you were growing a
white whisker on one side.”
ST bled a great deal, " said he
“T um sorry to liear it.”
“And T mopped up the blood
w ul. the new toilet-cove
xcluimed
en 80 foolish

son

ve how

i \nn haven't I
as to do that 7 "
“Yes. Audl t is {.‘m like
you. are much  more
conce! rnml ulnull your toilet-
cover  being  stained  than
abont my poor cheek which is
ashed.”
You were very clumsy to

do ity was all T could say
Marricd people are not ulways
careful to preserve the amen
ties in private life. Tt is a

pity, but it is so.

“It was due to no clumsiness
on my part,” said he s *thongh 1
o allow my nerves have been so
shuken, broken, by married life.
that I cannot always command my
liind, as was the cuse when T was a
bachiclor,  But this time it was due to
that new, stupid, red-haired servant
vou have introduced into the house
without consulting me or my pocket.”
red girl rushed between me and the mirror. “ Red-haired servant ! echoed,

“Yes, that red-haired girl T have seen
e thrusts herself into my study in a mos. offensive and_objectionable way. But
the climax of all was this morning, when T was shaving. I stood in my shirt before the
sl aud b lachered i foce, und was enguged on my right juv, when that red-haired
girl rushed between me and the mirror wich both her elbows up, screening her face with
and her head lmvwnl l started back, and in so doing cut mysclf.
Where did she come from 7
How can I tell # T did not expect to see anyone.”

Then where did she go?™
“T do not know ; I was too concerned about my blecding juw to loox about me. That
wirl must he dismissed.”

“That red-h
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“T wish she could be dismissed,” I said.

“ What do you mean ? "

I did not answer my Lushand, for I rea
did not know what answer to make.

I was now the only person in the house
who had not seen the red-haired gir), except
possibly the cook, from whom I could gather
uothing, but whom I suspected of kuowing
more concerning this mysterious apparition
than she chose to admit. That what had
been scen by Bessie and Jane was u super-
natural visitaut, I now felt convineed, secing
that it had appeared to that least imaginative
and most commonplace of all individuals, my
hasband. By no mental process could he
have been got to imagine anything. He
certainly did see this red-haired girl, and
that no living, corporeal maid had been in
his dressing-room at the time [ was perfectly
certain.

T was soou, however, myself to he in-
cluded in the number of those hefore whose
eyes she appeared. 1t was in this wisc.

Cook had gone out to do some marketing.
I was in the breakfast-room, when, wantin,
a funnel to fill a little phial of brandy
alwags keep on the washstand in case of
emergencies, I went to the head of the
kitchen stairs, to descend and fetch what T

nired. Then I was aware of a great
clattering of the fire-irons below, and a
banging about of the boiler and grate. 1
went down the steps very hastily and
entered the kitchen.

There I saw a figure of a short-set girl in
a shabby cotton gown, not over clean, and
slipshod, stooping before the stove,
striking the fender with the iron poker. She
had fiery red bair, very untidy.

I uttered an exclamation.

Instantly she dropped the poker, and
covering her face with ber arms, uttering a
strange, low cry, she dashed round - the
kitchen table, making nearly the complete
circuit, and then swept past me, and I heard
her clattering up the kitchen stairs.

I was too much taken aback to follow.
[ stood as one petrified. T felt dazed and
unable to trust cither my eyes or my

Iy

ing like a minnte have
clapsed before T hiad sutf
to tarn and leave the
ascended slowly and, I confess, nervously. T
was fearful lest T should find the red-haired
wirl cowering against the wall, and that I
should have to pass her.
But nothing was to be seen. T reached
the hall. and saw that no door was open

must
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from it except that of the breakfast-room. I
entered and  thoroughly examined every
recess, corner, and conceivable hiding-place,
but conld find no one there Then I as-
cended the staircasz, with my hand on the
balustrade, and searched all the rooms on
the first floor, without the least success.
Above were the servants’ apartments, and 1
now resolved on mounting to them. Here
the staircase was uncarpeted. As I was
ascending, 1 heard Jane at work in her room.
T then heard hier come out hastily upon the
landing. At the same moment, with a rush
past_me, uttering the same moan, went the
red-haired girl. I am sure I felt her skirts
sweep my dress. 1 did not_notice her till
she was close upon me, but I did distinetly
sce her as she passed. T turned, and saw no
more.

I at once mounted to the landing where
was Jane.

“What is it 2" I asked.

“ Please, ma'am, I've scen the red-haired
girl again, and I did as you recommended.
T went at her rattling the pill-bos, and she
turned and ran downstairs. Did you see
her, ma'am, as you came up ? "

“How inexplicable ! ™ ? said. I would
not admit to Jane that I bhad seen the
apparition.

he situation remained unaltered for a
week. The mystery was unsolved. No
fresh light had been thrown on it. I did
not again see or hear anythiug out of the
way ; nor did my husband, I presume, for
he e no further remarks relative to the
extra servant who had caused him so much
annoyance. I presume he supposed that T
had summarily dismissed her. ~ This I con-
jectured from a smugness assumed by his
face, such as it always acquired when he had
carried o point against me—which was not
often,

However, one evening, abruptly, we had
a new sensation. My husband, Bessie, and
1 were at dinner, and we were partaking of
the soup, Jane standing by, waiting to
change our plates and to remove the tureen,
when we dropped our spoons, alarmed by
fearful screams issuing from the kitchen.
By the way, charucteristically, my husband
finished his soup before he laid down the
spoon and said—

“Good gracious! What is that 2"

Bessic, Jane, and I were by this time at
the door, and we rushed ther to the
kitchen_stairs, and one after the other ran
down them. T was the first to enter, and T
i cook wrapped in flames, and a paraffin




1 saw cook wrapped in tames.
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lamp on the floor broken, and the blazing
oil lowing over it.
had sufficient presence of mind to catch
up the cocoanut matting which was not
impregnated with the oil, and to throw it
round cook, wrap her tightly in it, and foree
her down on the floor where not overflowed
by the oil. I held her thus, und Bessie
succoured me.  Jane was too frightencd to
do other than scream, The cries of the
burnt woman were terrible.  Presently my
husband appeared.
“Dear me! Bless me! Good gracious

o

e sui
“You go away and fetch a doctor,” I

called to him; * you can be of no possible

service here— you only get in our way.”

“But the dinner # "

“ Bother thedinner ! Run for asurgeon.”

In a little while we had removed the poor
woman to her room, she shricking the whole
way upstairs ; and, when there, we laid her
on” her bed, and kept her folded in the
cocoanut matting till a medical man arrived,
in spite of her struggles to be free, My
husband, on this occasion, acted with com-
mendable promptiess ; but whether because
hie was impatient for the completion of hix
meal, or whether his sluggish nature was for
once touched with human sympathy, it is
not. for me to say.

All T know is that, so soon as the sur-
geon was there, I dismissed Jane with
“There, go and get your master the rest of
his dinner, and leave us with cook.”

The poor ereature was frightfully burnt,
She was attended to devotedly by myself and
Bessie, till a nurse was obtained from the
hospital.  For hours she was as one mad
with terror as much as with pain.

Next day she was quicter and sent for
me. I hastened to her, and she begged the
nurse to leave the room, I took a chairand
seated myself by her bedside, and expressed
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wy profound commiseration, and told her
that I should like to know how the accident
taken place.

* Ma'am, it was the red-haired girl did it.”

“The red-haired girl ! ™

“Yes, ma'um. 1 took u lamp to sec how
the fish wus getting on, and all at once I saw
her rush straight at me, and I—1 Lacked,
thinking she would knock me down, und the
lamp fell over and smashed, and wy clothes
canght, and——"

Ol cook ! you should not have taken
the lamp.”

“It’s done.  And she would never leave
me ulone till she bad burnt or scalded me.
You needn't be afraid—she don't haunt the
house. It is me she has haunted, because
of what I did to he

“Then you know her "

* 8he was in service with me, as kitchen-
maid, at my last place, near Cambridge.
I took a sort of hate against her, she was
such u slattern and so inquisitive.  She
}n-«-px-d into my letters, and turned out my
box und drawers, she was cver prying;
and when I spoke to her, she was that
saney ! Lieg'lar hated her, And one day
she was kneeling by the stove, and I was
there, too, and I suppose the devil pos-
sessed me, for 1 upset the boiler as was
on the hot-plate right upon her, just as
she looked up, aud it poured over her
face, and bosom, and arms, and scalded
her  that dreadful, she died. And since
then she has haunted me.  But she'll do
80 no more.  She won't trouble you further.
She has done for me, as she has always
minded to do, since I scalded her to death.”

The unhappy woman did not recover.

* Dear me ! "no hope # " said my husband,
when informed that the surgeon despaired
of her. “And good cooks are 8o scarce.
By the way, that red-haired girl 2™

“Gone—gone for ever,” I said.




