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I can see Douglas there before the fire, to which he had got up to present his back, looking down at his interlocutor with his hands in his pockets. “Nobody but me, till now, has ever heard. It’s quite too horrible.” This, naturally, was declared by several voices to give the thing the utmost price, and our friend, with quiet art, prepared his triumph by turning his eyes over the rest of us and going on: “It’s beyond everything. Nothing at all that I know touches it.”

“For sheer terror?” I remember asking.

He seemed to say it was not so simple as that; to be really at a loss how to qualify it. He passed his hand over his eyes, made a little wincing grimace. “For dreadful—dreadfulness!”

“Oh, how delicious!” cried one of the women.

He took no notice of her; he looked at me, but as if, instead of me, he saw what he spoke of. “For general uncanny ugliness and horror and pain.”


- pg. 292


The opening paragraph is littered with parenthetical appositive phrases. These frequent interruptions in sentence structure set up a sort of tension; a kind of tension found in mysterious settings. These phrases make the sentences rather long, which in turn adds to the suspenseful tone.

As far as diction, the words that appear in the passage serve two purposes. The obscure words, such as interlocutor and grimace, give the passage a Sherlock Holmes feel. The inclusion of words like horrible, dreadfulness, ugliness, horror, and pain further this feeling to give a mysterious and suspenseful tone.

As far as figurative language, there are also a couple instances of alliteration. “For dreadful—dreadfulness!” followed by “Oh, how delicious.” The repetition of the letter ‘d’ emphasizes the word ‘dreadful’ and is also somewhat cacophonic. Also, there is an “uncanny ugliness” in his story. These alliterations and words contribute to setting the tone.

The syntax of the sentence “For general uncanny ugliness and horror and pain,” is an effective literary device that contributes to the tone. Instead of setting off the items with commas, he repeats the word and. This is sort of cacophonic and also creates a tension.

The author uses all these literary devices as well as many declarations about the significance and quality of the story to enthrall the reader. He makes the reader anticipate Douglas’s story. Not only do the literary components contribute to this but by telling how it is unmatched and how it has “utmost price,” the reader is promised a good story. Describing his friend as having “quiet art,” he qualifies him as being skilled.

Oh yes; don’t grin: I liked her extremely and am glad to this day to think she liked me, too. If she hadn’t she wouldn’t have told me. She had never told anyone. It wasn’t simply that she said so, but that I knew she hadn’t. I was sure; I could see. You’ll easily judge why when you hear.


- pg. 293


This passage, a quote from Douglas, who will be telling the story, brings some emotion, other than terror and fear, that is, into the story. It establishes the connection between the author of the story, and the one who will tell it. It provides an archetypical love element to the story.

The short sentences seem to contrast the long sentences that fill the typical narrative. The somewhat choppy tone it gives brings emphasis to his feelings towards this girl. It would seem logical that he would become nervous and speak in this way when he loves the girl.

That she should never trouble him—but never, never: neither appeal nor complain nor write about anything; only meet all questions herself, receive all moneys from his solicitor, take the whole thing over and let him alone.


- pg. 297


Here, the governess is being told the conditions of her taking up this offer. It is quite obvious that the man from Harley Street does not want anything to do with the children. The syntactical repetition of words like ‘never’ and the alliteration of the letter n, which phonetically emphasizes negation in itself, further expounds this. 

The man’s strong desire to be completely left alone about these children raises some questions as to why this would be so. Why is it, that this man is so compelling in this? Are these children really that awful or does he really not care about them? Perhaps there is something deeper?

…”What is your title?”

“I haven’t one.”

“Oh, I have!” I said. But Douglas, without heeding me, had begun to read with a fine clearness that was like a rendering to the ear of the beauty of his author’s hand.


- pg. 298


It is odd that the possession of a title seems to be emphasized here. Rather than the narrator saying, “What is the title?” or, “What is its title?” the narrator asks, “What is your title?” Perhaps the narrator already knows that the manuscript has no title and is asking Douglas to give it one. Or, perhaps Douglas is toying with the semantics of the question by using its literal meaning. Either way, the lack of a title adds even more mystery to the story. 

Aside from that, there is also a simile at the end, which compares the clearness of Douglas’s reading to the beauty of the author’s handwriting. This is the second time the handwriting of the manuscript is described as beautiful. This brings us to wonder if there is some importance to it. Perhaps it is vanity. Or, perhaps it alludes to the author’s own beauty.

“Well, miss, you’re not the first—and you won’t be the last.”

“Oh, I’ve no pretension,” I could laugh, “to being the only one. My other pupil, at any rate, as I understand, comes back tomorrow?”


- pg. 301


Mrs. Grose’s statement seems to be furtively portentous. It appears to provide some foreshadowing. The first part of her statement is an innocent declaration of fact that there were others before her interlocutor. The syntax of the statement, that is, the em-dash that separates the last part of her remark, is what makes the words to follow ominous. Why would she assert with such confidence that the governess will not be the last? Is there something she knows that we don’t? Is there a pattern of events that has been going on at that house of which the governess is about to become another victim of?

The governess seems to take no implication that there might be a reason behind Mrs. Grose’s statement; she merely laughs it off. Her acknowledgement that she doesn’t intend to be the only one is probably made in response to the first part of Mrs. Grose’s statement.

“What does it mean? The child’s dismissed his school.”

She gave me a look that I remarked at the moment; then, visibly, with a quick blankness seemed to try to take it back. “But aren’t they all—?”

“Sent home—yes. But only for the holidays. Miles may never go back at all.”

Consciously, under my attention, she reddened. “They won’t take him?”

“They absolutely decline.”


- pg. 303


It seems as though care was taken in diction to avoid the use of words that would have highly negative connotations when discussing Mile’s dismissal from school. The reason behind this is probably with intent to be ambiguous. Did Miles do something really awful? Or was his ‘crime’ something that was not malicious, violent, or evil? This ambiguity raises the question as to whether the governess’s soon to be developed reverence to the child is valid. 

“The last governess? She was also young and pretty—almost as young and almost as pretty, miss, even as you.”

“Ah, then, I hope her youth and her beauty helped her!” I recollect throwing off. “He seems to like us young and pretty!”

“Oh, he did,” Mrs. Grose assented: “it was the way he liked everyone!” She had no sooner spoken indeed than she caught herself up. “I mean that’s his way—the master’s.”

I was struck. “But of whom did you speak first?”

She looked blank, but she colored. “Why, of him.”

“Of the master?”

“Of who else?”


- pg. 305-306


This scene provides some strange insight into the credibility of Mrs. Grose. There seems to be no real reason that she should, seemingly nervously, ‘catch’ herself in what she said. At this point, who else is there that Mrs. Grose could possible be referring to? Obviously the governess knows of no other person. Is this a foolish slip from Mrs. Grose? Or perhaps there really is no furtive meaning behind it. Maybe it is another subtle omen.

Mrs. Grose seems to become nervous and shaky in this scene when the possible, and currently unknown to the governess, ambiguity of the pronoun ‘him’ comes into question, in fact, by none other than Mrs. Grose herself. This is yet another question arising from Henry James’s vague writing style.

…I had seen him, on the instant, without and within, in the great glow of freshness, the same positive fragrance of purity, in which I had, from the first moment, seen his little sister. He was incredibly beautiful, and Mrs. Grose had put her finger on it: everything but a sort of passion of tenderness for him was swept away by his presence. What I then and there took him to my heart for was something divine that I have never found to the same degree in any child—his indescribable little air of knowing nothing in the world but love. It would have been impossible to carry a bad name with a greater sweetness of innocence, and by the time I had got back to Bly with him I remained merely bewildered—so far, that is, as I was not outraged—by the sense of the horrible letter locked up in my room, in a drawer.


- pg. 307


Here, the governess seems to lose herself in adulation of this child, Miles, whom she just barely met in an effusive display of diction. She becomes filled with all these emotions, assumptions, and ideas about this child while she is merely observing him at a distance. How could she have possibly known that he had something ‘divine’ that she found in no other child, or that he knows nothing in the world other than love? She seems to be creating this image herself with little basis behind it. It may be inferred that either Mrs. Grose’s statement had a profound enough impact to cause the governess to make these assumptions, or, that the governess herself, being the narrator, is some what lacking credibility. This lack of credibility may, ironically, stem from her credulity.

It produced in me, this figure, in the clear twilight, I remember, two distinct gasps of emotion, which were, sharply, the shock of my first and that of my second surprise. My second was a violent perception of the mistake of my first: the man who met my eyes was not the person I had precipitately supposed. There came to me thus a bewilderment of vision of which, after these years, there is no living view that I can hope to give. An unknown man in a lonely place is a permitted object of fear to a young woman privately bred;…


- pg. 310


This scene expounds the emotions the governess feels after the ghost encounter. Apparently, she thought the ghost was the man from Harley Street. The fact that this assumption, and its resulting emotions, ‘precipitated’, or came about quickly, leads us to think that she is quite in love with the assumed character. The fact that she would jump to this conclusion supports that, but it also brings out another characteristic of the governess, and that is her tendency to make hasty assumptions. She seems to make assertions quite frequently with little basis or evidence to support them. This tends to debase the credibility of the governess, and thus, the narrator. There is also some oddness in the last phrase, “An unknown man in a lonely place.” Why would she call it a ‘lonely’ place? Is it because of the location or is she implying some emotions about the house? Yet some more careful diction.

It was not that I didn’t wait, on this occasion, for more, for I was rooted as deeply as I was shaken. Was there a “secret” at Bly—a mystery of Udolpho or an insane, an unmentionable relative kept in unsuspected confinement? I can’t say how long I turned it over, or how long, in a confusion of curiosity and dread, I remained where I had had my collision; I only recall that when I re-entered the house darkness had quite closed in. Agitation, in the interval, certainly had held me and driven me, for I must, in circling about the place, have walked three miles; but I was to be, later on, so much more overwhelmed that this mere dawn of alarm was a comparatively human chill.


- pg. 312


This effusive passage reveals how much the governess’s encounter disturbed her. She is shaken, agitated, confused, and curious all at once, a strange sort of ambivalence. She has a suspicion now that the people at Bly have some skeletons in their closet. Maybe there’s a hidden relative or an alluded to “mystery of Udolpho,” as the allusion goes. The narrator also provides some foreshadowing, warning that there was to be more horrendous events. She warns that his small encounter would be nothing more than a “comparatively human chill.” So we know to expect some more interesting and eerie events to come, an obvious account of foreshadowing.

They were like the cherubs of the anecdote, who had—morally, at any rate—nothing to whack! I remember feeling with Miles in especial as if he had had, as it were, no history. We expect of a small child a scant one, but there was in this beautiful little boy something extraordinarily sensitive, yet extraordinarily happy, that, more than in any creature of his age I have seen, struck me as beginning anew each day. He had never for a second suffered. I took this as a direct disproof of his having really been chastised. If he had been wicked he would have “caught” it—I should have found the trace. I found nothing at all, and he was therefore an angel.


- pg. 314-315
Here is yet another overly effusive selection revealing here somewhat hasty admiration for the children, more specifically, Miles. She continues to put him on a pedestal. She even calls him an angel. She also repeats the word “extraordinary” thus furthering this, an result of diction and syntax. She assumes that Miles had never been ‘chastised’, or punished, and therefore never been bad. She assumes that he would ‘catch’ himself if he were ever wicked. She is basically setting herself up to be betrayed. This is more proof that she is hasty in her assumptions. Is Miles really that innocent and good? She made that assumption so quickly when she first met him, can we really trust it now?

“What I saw—just before—was much worse.”

Her hand tightened. “What was it?”

“An extraordinary man. Looking in.”

“I haven’t the least idea.”
Mrs. Grose gazed round us in vain. “Then where is he gone?”

“I know still less.”

“Have you seen him before?”

“Yes—once. On the old tower.’

She could only look at me harder. “Do you mean he’s a stranger?”

“Oh, very much!”

“Yet you didn’t tell me?”

“No—for reasons. But now that you’ve guessed—”

Mrs. Grose’s round eyes encountered this charge. “Ah, I haven’t guessed!” she said very simply. “How can I if you don’t imagine?”


- pg. 318
The governess finally tells Mrs. Grose about her encounters. But why does she wait until now to disclose this? Would she have ever told Mrs. Grose had this encounter gone unnoticed? It seems as though she almost took pride or some form of ironic comfort in this piece of information. Mrs. Grose might have had information pertaining to the governess’s encounter, but the governess kept it.

The other oddity about this is the diction, more specifically, the use of the word ‘extraordinary.’ Denotatively, the word is appropriate; but connotatively, the word seems to be a strange choice. Is she perhaps somewhat attracted to that man, too?

Finally, Mrs. Grose’s statement, “How can I if you don’t imagine?” brings some question to it as well. Of course the governess is imaginative, so what does Mrs. Grose mean?

… “Was he a gentleman?”

I found I had no need to think. “No.” She gazed in deeper wonder. “No.”

“Then nobody about the place? Nobody from the village?”

“Nobody—nobody. I didn’t tell you, but I mad sure”

She breathed a vague relief: this was, oddly, so much to the good. It only went indeed a little way. “But if he isn’t a gentleman—”

“What is he? He’s a horror.”

“A horror?”

“He’s—God help me if I know what he is!”

Mrs. Grose looked round once more; she fixed her eyes on the duskier distance, then, pulling herself together, turned to me with abrupt inconsequence. “It’s time we should be at church!”


- pg. 318-319


Now Mrs. Grose is eliciting more information from the governess about her encounter. It is strange that she should ask if the man was a ‘gentleman’; could the governess really have known this through mere observance? She claims to.  She instead calls him a horror, and then says she doesn’t even know what he is.

The alliteration ‘duskier distance’, one of many of these figurative elements, may have some symbolic meaning to it. Not only does it refer to the actual setting getting darker in the distance, but it may also be another furtive form of foreshadowing from Mrs. Grose. Maybe the distance, that is, the events to come, is duskier, or darker, in Mrs. Grose’s eyes. She seems to be full of hidden omens in her seemingly innocent dialogue, so maybe this alliteration is meant to draw attention to it.

Mrs. Grose’s large face showed me, at this, for the first time, the faraway faint glimmer of a consciousness more acute: I somehow made out in it the delayed dawn of an idea I myself had not given her and that was as yet quite obscure to me. It comes back to me that I thought instantly of this as something I could get from her; and I felt it to be connected with the desire she presently showed to know more.


- pg. 319


The governess seems to be getting suspicious of Mrs. Grose now. She seems to have an idea that that Mrs. Grose knows more than she appears to. She has a “faint glimmer of a consciousness more acute.” She makes this assumption by connecting it to the inquisitiveness of Mrs. Grose on the very subject.

The selection also features some repeated consonance and alliteration: “delayed dawn,” “Faraway faint,” among a few. There also happens to be the mention the word ‘dawn’, which may be used in collaboration with the previously analyzed ‘dusk’. It is also alliterated. Maybe the ‘dawn’ is symbolizing the beginning of a ‘duskier’ future. James’s figurative elements should not be taken lightly.

It took of course more than that particular passage to place us together in presence of what we had now to live with as we could—my dreadful liability to impressions of the order so vividly exemplified, and my companion’s knowledge, henceforth—a knowledge half consternation and half compassion—of that liability. There had been, this evening, after the revelation that left me, for an hour, so prostrate—there had been, for either of us, no attendance on any service but a little service of tears and vows, of prayers and promises, a climax to the series of mutual challenges and pledges that had straightway ensued on our retreating together to the schoolroom and shutting ourselves up there to have everything out.


- pg. 321


This passage is quite obscure in its literal meaning, mainly because of the complex structure and vocabulary of it, and thus the syntax and diction of it. It seems that the governess now thinks her knowledge of the encounters, and henceforth the man, as a responsibility or something holding herself back, a ‘liability’. The governess now thinks to be collaborating with Mrs. Grose as she declares that her companion’s knowledge of this is loaded with surprise and sympathy for her ‘liability’. This synergy between the two is corroborated by their meeting together in the schoolroom to ‘have everything out’. Both seem to be rather shaken up by the incidences. However, Mrs. Grose’s previous actions might hint that she is not as consternated as the governess thinks. Maybe the relationship between the two is stronger in the eyes of the governess.

“He was looking for little Miles.” A portentous clearness now possessed me. “That’s whom he was looking for.”

“But how do you know?”

“I know, I know, I know!” My exclamation grew. “And you know, my dear!”

She didn’t deny this, but I required, I felt, not even so much telling as that. She resumed in a moment, at any rate: “What if he should see him?”

“Little Miles? That’s what he wants!”

She looked immensely scared again. “The child?”

“Heaven forbid! The man. He wants to appear to them.”


- pg. 322


Another hasty conclusion comes up when the governess assumes that the ghost is looking for Miles. There is no possible way she could have inferred this with absolute confidence. However, Mrs. Grose’s silence actually serves to support this. Thus giving possibility that this assumption might in fact be true. 

Aside from that, there is much confusion to be found in the statement, “What if he should see him?” The confusion is obvious when it is brought into question. Scrutinizing the semantics of the responses, there is leeway to assume that there is still ambiguity as to who is ‘seeing’ whom. We can infer that the man wants to see him, but does the man want himself to see Miles, or Miles to see him? Though it may appear to be the same thing, they can actually be different. Does he just want to see Miles, or does he want Miles to be able to see him since he is a ghost? More tricky syntax.

“Oh, it wasn’t him!” Mrs. Grose with emphasis declared. “IT was Quint’s own fancy. To play with him, I mean—to spoil him. “ She paused a moment; then she added: “Quint was much too free.”

This gave me, straight from my vision of his face—such a face!—a sudden sickness of disgust. “Too free with my boy?”

“Too free with everyone!”

I forbore, for the moment, to analyze this description further than by the reflection that a part of it applied to several of the members of the household, of the half-dozen maids and men who were still of our small colony. But there was everything, for our apprehension, in the lucky fact that no discomfortable legend, no perturbation of scullions, had ever, within anyone’s memory attached to the kind old place.


- pg. 324


Here is the first mention of Quint being ‘too free’. It is another intentional vagueness in the book. It is uncertain what exactly is meant by the him being ‘too free’. There is a possible sexual meaning to this phrase. Perhaps the man molested Miles and had affairs with several of the maids and servants. Or, maybe he was just overstepping his bounds in a less vulgar manner. There are a number of specifics that can be read into this. Another vagueness found in Henry James’s diction.

The governess comes a realization that her previous belief that nothing had gone wrong in this place is in fact wrong. There is not a seemingly haunting discomfort that there was actually something terrible that might have happened there. If such a terrible man as Peter Quint was there, what other surprises are hiding?

Suddenly, in these circumstances, I became aware that, on the other side of the Sea of Azof, we had an interested spectator. The way this knowledge gathered in me was the strangest thing in the world—the strangest, that is, except the very much stranger in which it quickly merged itself. I had stat down with a piece of work—for I was something or other that could sit—on the old stone bench which overlooked the pond; and in this position I began to take in with certitude, and yet without direct vision, the presence, at a distance, of a third person. The old trees, the thick shrubbery, made a great and pleasant shade, but it was all suffused with the brightness of the hot, still hour.


- pg. 327


Here, the governess finds herself in her third encounter, this time, with a new spectator.  Henry James captures the eeriness and suspense of the situation very effectively in his writing style, more specifically, in his syntax and diction. The most noticeable is the repetition of the word root ‘strange’. Ironically, this word is used to describe the process through which her realization came about. It seems as though the entire story is written that way. The governess writes more internal feelings than external. In fact, the amount of emotional information we get far outweighs the amount of fact about the situations.

…They know—it’s too monstrous: they know, they know!”

“And what on earth—?” I felt her incredulity as she held me.

“Why, all that we know—and heaven knows what else besides!” Then, as she released me, I made it out to her, made it out perhaps only now with full coherency even to myself. “Two hours ago, in the garden”—I could scarce articulate—“Flora saw!”

Mrs. Grose took it as she might have taken a blow in the stomach. “She has told you?” she panted.


- pg. 328-329


Here is the beginning of the governess’s troubles to come. She asserts that Flora—and therefore the children—knows about the ghosts. Her assumption of Mrs. Grose’s incredulity says that she doesn’t believe Mrs. Grose trusts her.

The notable peculiarity about this passage is that Mrs. Grose asks whether Flora has told her rather than what she saw. It would be expected that the latter would take precedence, unless, however, Mrs. Grose knows something more that the governess doesn’t. Mrs. Grose is most surprised by the thought that Flora may have told the governess something rather than whether or not she saw something. Perhaps Mrs. Grose is, in fact, untrusting in the governess’s claims and is surprised to hear that someone else may have validated them. Something resulting from the author’s literal semantics.

“Because I’m clear. Flora doesn’t want me to know.”

“It’s only then to spare you.”

“No, no—there are depths, depths! The more I go over it, the more I see in it, and the more I see in it, the more I fear. I don’t know what I don’t see—what I don’t fear!”


- pg. 329-330


The governess almost appears to be losing her mind here. She becomes frantic, speaking frenetically, with much repetition in both her words, and her structure of speech, thus, her syntax. Apparently, she has been going over the event with Flora repeatedly and continues to read further into it and dig in to deeper ‘depths’, which may or may not be meanings of her own creation. The more she thinks about it, the more she sees and the more fear she has. Her last statement basically tells us that she has become overwhelmed by this. She eventually knows nothing outside what she sees in it and the fear that results from this. This may be a mild revelation of a possibly deeper madness in the governess.

After a little she turned round. “The person was in black, you say?”

“In mourning—rather poor, almost shabby. But—yes—with extraordinary beauty.” I now recognized to what I had at last, stroke by stroke, brought the victim of my confidence, for she quite visibly weighted this. “Oh, handsome—very, very,” I insisted; “wonderfully handsome. But infamous.”

She slowly came back to me. “Miss Jessel-was infamous. “ She once more took my hand in both her won, holding it as tight as if to fortify me against the increase of alarm I might draw from this disclosure. “They were both infamous,” she finally said.


-pg. 331


This scene reveals a few things. For one, it is yet another instance of our governess’s hasty assertions. She immediately labels the woman as infamous. The second thing that is revealed is more evidence supporting the more acute knowledge of Mrs. Grose. She agrees with the governess and puts a name to the ghost. In the last paragraph, she almost seems to be talking to herself while confabulating with the governess. She reveals yet some more information about the previous inhabitants—information that would have been more appropriately revealed earlier.

“No—I know nothing. I wanted not to know; I was glad enough I didn’t; and I thanked heaven she was well out of this!”

“Yet you had, then, your idea—“

“Of her real reason for leaving? Oh, yes—as to that. She couldn’t have stayed. Fancy it here—for the governess! And afterward I imagined—and I still imagine. And what I imagine is dreadful.”

“Not so dreadful as what I do,” I replied; on which I must have shown her—as I was indeed but too conscious—a front of miserable defeat. It bought out again all her compassion for me, and at the renewed touch of her kindness my power to resist broke down. I burst, as I had, the other time, made her burst, into tears; she took me to her motherly breast, and my lamentation overflowed. … “they’re lost!”


- pg. 332


Now Mrs. Grose reveals more information, this time, however, it is less useful, as it is merely information about her not wanting information. Did Mrs. Grose really want to stay out of their business? She seems to know quite a bit as is; maybe it’s a cover to keep more information from the governess.

Instead of knowing, Mrs. Grose claims to have imagined what happened. Now we are at a crossroad. Is the information Mrs. Grose has provided spotted with ‘imagined’ details? Or, is her claim to innocence merely a ploy? Or is she being truthful? Mrs. Grose has been a character to observe throughout the book as she has provided many hints and omens; she must be watched closely.

I should not have been prompted, by stress of need, by desperation of mind—I scarce know what to call it—to invoke such further aid to intelligence as might spring from pushing my colleague fairly to the wall. She had told me, bit by bit, under pressure, a great deal; but a small shifty spot on the wrong side of it all still sometimes brushed my brow like the wing of a bat; and I remember how on this occasion—for the sleeping house and the concentration alike of our danger and our watch seemed to help—I felt the importance of giving the last jerk to the curtain.


- pg. 334


Here, the governess either shows regret for being so compulsive in her questioning of Mrs. Grose, or, she says it would be inappropriate to further it. Either way, the governess shows some suspicion towards Mrs. Grose, saying that a small ‘shifty spot’ comes to her mind.

The selection is riddled with similes and metaphors. The governess’s subtle incredulity towards Mrs. Grose is furthered by comparing its appearance to the “wing of a bat.” A bat is often an ominous or dreadful symbol. Finally, there is a metaphor: “I felt the importance of giving the last jerk to the curtain.” This metaphor could mean that she feels important for being the last one to reveal information.

I waited and waited, and the days, as they elapsed, took something from my consternation. A very few of them, in fact, passing, in constant sight of my pupils, without a fresh incident, sufficed to give to grievous fancies and even to odious memories a kind of brush of the sponge.


- pg. 338


The governess is finally lightening up about her assumptions. She even goes so far as to refer to them as ‘fancies’, which means something of her imagination, or an unfounded belief. She manages to return some credibility into her character by admitting this, but she is still to be watched as closely as all the others.

What she basically says, is that as days go by, she gets less and less surprised. The repetition of ‘waited’ gives us a look into her level of patience. The metaphor at the end compares her ‘grievous’ ideas and her ‘odious’, or evil, memories to a mere ‘brush of the sponge’. Thus, her fanatical ‘fancies’ or to be taken lightly now.

I find that I really hang back; but I must take my plunge. In going on with the record of what was hideous at Bly, I not only challenge the most liberal faith—for which I little care; but—and this is another matter—I renew what I myself suffered, I again push my way through it to the end. There came suddenly an hour after which, as I look back, the affair seems to me to have been all pure suffering; but I have at least reached the heart of it, and the straightest road out is doubtless to advance. One evening—with nothing to lead up or prepare it—I felt the cold touch of the impression that had breathed on me the night of my arrival and which, much lighter then, as I have mentioned, I should probably have made little of in memory had my subsequent sojourn been less agitated.


- pg. 340-341


Here, the governess awards herself some sort of valiance, which is not uncommon in the story. She seems to take pride in her ideas that she metaphorically ‘plunged’ into the ‘heart’ of the ‘hideousness’ at Bly and “pushed [her] through it to the end.” She sees her efforts as being suffering—the word is repeated a couple times in the passage. She sees herself trapped in it. This is seen in the metaphor that all roads out are ‘doubtless to advance’.

I can’t express what followed it save by saying that the silence itself—which was indeed in a manner an attestation of my strength—became the element into which I saw the figure disappear; in which I definitely saw it turn as I might have seen the low wretch to which it had once belonged turn on receipt of an order, and pass, with my eyes on the villainous back that no hunch could have more disfigured, straight down the staircase and into the darkness in which the next bend was lost.


- pg. 342


In this encounter with Peter Quint, the governess fires off some derogatory remarks, internally of course, about the ghost. She calls him a low wretch and gives aspects of him yet some more dreadful names: his ‘villainous back’. She even says that his back is so disfigured that no ‘hunch’ could further it. This may be metaphorical as his ‘disfigurement’ may be linked to himself holistically. Also, the governess awards herself further by attesting her ‘strenght’.

…What if I should go straight in and march to his window?—what if, by risking to his boyish bewilderment a revelation of my motive, I should throw across the rest of the mystery the long halter of my boldness?

This thought held me sufficiently to make me cross to his threshold and pause again. I preternaturally listened; I figured to myself what might portentously be; I wondered if his bed were also empty and he too were secretly at watch. It was a deep soundless minute, at the end of which my impulse failed. He was quiet; he might be innocent; the risk was hideous; I turned away.


- pg. 346


The governess goes on to list many what-ifs and questions much. She also seems to continue her high opinion of herself in one of her what-ifs by emphasizing the length of her “long halter of [her] boldness.” She inundates her head with questions wondering if Miles himself new what was going on or was observing himself. Her previously fading suspicions and ‘fancies’ are now resurfacing because of the strange things going on at the moment. She suspects this, but at the same time, she seems to not want to believe it. It is uncertain whether the ‘hideous’ risk is that of getting caught, or a question of Miles’s innocence.

…I had made her a receptacle of lurid things, but there was an odd recognition of my superiority—my accomplishments and my function—in her patience under my pain. She offered her mind to my disclosures as, had I wished to mix a witch’s broth and proposed it with assurance, she would have held out a large saucepan. This had become thoroughly her attitude by the time that, in my recital of the events of the night, I reached the point of what Miles had said to me when, after seeing him, at such a monstrous hour, almost on the very spot where he happened now to be, I had gone down to bring him in; choosing then, at the window, with a concentrated need of not alarming the house, rather that method than a signal more resonant.


- pg. 348


Once again we are caught up in the mind of the governess as she speaks of how she felt when disclosing information about the incidence with Miles to Mrs. Grose.  She pities Mrs. Grose for having to endure the ‘pains’ of her lurid divulgences and she reads her companion’s patience in receiving them as a sign of her superiority, a bold judgment on her part. Perhaps Mrs. Gose’s patience is that of a sane person listening to a mad person.

She metaphorically relates her interlocutor’s reception of her dialogue to what would happen if she were proposing a witch’s brew; that Mrs. Grose would hold out a saucepan in acceptance, a symbol of an earnest desire to know more. The metaphor to a witch’s broth is effective since it captures the clandestine essence of her suspicions.

…“They’re not mine—they’re not ours. They’re his and they’re hers!”

“Quint’s and that woman’s?”

“Quint’s and that woman’s. They want to get to them.”

Oh, how, at this, poor Mrs. Grose appeared to study them! “But for what?”

“For the love of all the evil that, in those dreadful days, the pair put into them. And to ply them with that evil still, to keep up the work of demons, is what brings the others back.”


- pg. 352


The governess is becoming a little fervent once more when she feels as though she lost ‘her’ children to the ghosts. I find it strange that instead of referring to Mrs. Jessel by name, they both call her ‘that woman’. This could mean a number of things. Maybe that Mrs. Jessel is less important than Quint, or not very important in general. She might be seen as less of a threat, or, less evil and wretched than Peter Quint.

It is implied that the ghost’s intentions are to spoil the children and fill them with more evil still. It is metaphorically called the work of the demons, which may be referring literally to the work of the specters, or may serve to call the specters themselves demons. It is unclear who is referred to by ‘others’.

…I don’t mean that they had their tongues in their cheeks or did anything vulgar, for that was not one of their dangers: I do mean, on the other hand, that the element of the unnamed and untouched became, between us, greater than any other, and that so much avoidance could not have been so successfully effected without a great deal of tacit arrangement. It was as if, at moments, we were perpetually coming into sight of subjects before which we must stop short, turning suddenly out of alleys that we perceived to be blind, closing with a little bang that made us look at each other—for, like all bangs, it was something louder than we had indiscreetly opened. All roads lead to Rome, and there were times when it might have struck us that almost every branch of study or subject of conversation skirted forbidden ground.


- pg. 354-355


The governess now starts pushing the children away and becomes detached in her interaction with them as she excessively tries to avoid breaching the subject of the apparitions. She lets this apprehension come between her and the children more than anything else, and when she is talking with them, she ‘stops short’ in order to avoid the awkwardness of the subject. “All roads leads to Rome,” meaning that she couldn’t help not avoiding some subject which skirted the matter. She calls it ‘forbidden ground’.

This perpetual reciprocation of the ‘forbidden’ topic may actually be a side effect of her anxiety as the ‘alleys’ may only be remotely tantamount to touching the ‘return of the dead’. The governess has a habit of stretching circumstance to appease her fancies.

What I had then had an ugly glimpse of was that my eyes might be sealed just while theirs were most opened. Well, my eyes were sealed, it appeared, at present—a consummation for which it seemed blasphemous not to thank God. There was, alas, a difficulty about that: I would have thanked him with all my soul had I not had in a proportionate measure this conviction of the secret of my pupils.


- pg. 356


The governess expresses her feeling of being blind to what is going on. Her eyes are sealed and theirs, the children’s, were most opened. She first calls this conclusion an ‘ugly glimpse’, but then is thankful that it is so. She means that she wishes to saver herself from the dread of seeing what is really going on. This underscores her feeling of dread towards the situation.

What it was most impossible to get rid of was the cruel idea that, whatever I had seen, Miles and Flora saw more—things terrible and unguessable and that sprang from dreadful passages of intercourse in the past. Such things naturally left on the surface, for the time, a chill which we vociferously denied that we felt; and we had, all three, with repetition, got into such splendid training that we went, each time, almost automatically, to mark the close of the incident, through the very same movements.


- pg. 358


Suspicions about Miles and Flora and their possible knowledge beyond what is known by the governess are heightened once more. The cause of these ‘things’ is the horrendous ‘intercourse’ of the past. Henry James uses diction very carefully in both denotative meaning, and ambiguity. Peter Quint’s relationship with Miles is ambiguous on the grounds that it might be sexual or might not be. The word ‘intercourse’ denotatively covers both, but may suggest the former more strongly.

The fact that the tension that is ‘left on the surface’ was held on a tacit medium, it is strange that it would be ‘vociferously’, or noisily, denied of existence, a subtle contradiction to the method in which the ‘chill’ was sustained.

“Look here, my dear, you know,” he charmingly said, “when in the world, please, am I going back to school?”

Transcribed here the speech sounds harmless enough, particularly as uttered in the sweet, high, casual pipe with which, at all interlocutors, but above all at his external governess, he threw off intonations as if he were tossing roses. There was something in them that always made one “catch,” and I caught, at any rate, now so effectually that I stopped as short as if one of the trees of the park had fallen across the road.


- pg. 360


Miles’s question, though appearing rather innocent, has a profound impact on the governess. For the first time, the governess refers to herself, since she is the narrator, as being ‘external’. It has been implied at times before, but this sudden explicit declaration is perhaps done out of sheer consternation. The word connotatively means that she is no longer as close to him as she once had been.

Miles’s polite words and ‘sweet, high, casual pipe’ cover most implications of a profound depth, but the governess is quick to see past them and it hits her ‘as if one of the trees of the park had fallen across the road.’ She is horrified at the idea that Miles wishes to go away from her and off to school. It can be inferred how close she is to Miles by her reaction to this.

“I want my own sort!”

It literally made me bound forward. “There are not many of your own sort, Miles!” I laughed. “Unless perhaps dear little Flora!”

“You really compare me to a baby girl?”

This found me singularly weak. “Don’t you, then, love our sweet Flora?”

“If I didn’t—and you, too; if I didn’t—!” he repeated as if retreating for a jump, yet leaving his thought so unfinished that, after we had come into the gate, another stop, which he imposed on my by the pressure of his arm, had become inevitable.


- pg. 362


Miles’s statement, “I want my own sort!” is again ambiguous. From the governess’s realization of Miles’s coming of age suggest that his desires are that of non-platonic affection. This statement can imply that his desires are not other girls, but those of his ‘own sort.’ Which implies other boys, which then narrows his ‘sort’ even more so to that of homosexuals.

The governess seems to be in denial of Miles’s desire for youthful affection by asking him if he loves Flora. He desires more than a sisterly love.

…Dishonored and tragic, she was all before me; but even as I fixed and, for memory, secured it, the awful image passed away. Dark as midnight in her black dress, her haggard beauty and her unutterable woe, she had looked at me long enough to appear to say that her right to sit at my table was as good as mine to sit at hers. While these instants lasted, indeed, I had the extraordinary chill of feeling that it was I who was the intruder.


- pg. 365


In this description, which almost seems derogatory, the governess seems to have some sort of sympathy for Miss. Jessel. She describes her ‘dishonor’ and ‘tragedy’ as well as her ‘haggard beauty’ and ‘unutterable woe’ suggesting that she pities the poor soul. There is still the question of why Miss. Jessel is mourning and why she is so depressed and dejected. Finally, there is a sudden change in the governess as now she sees the intruder as the intruded. Now the governess feels out of place and feels as though she is encroaching upon Miss. Jessel’s rightful place.

“I’ll put it before him,” I went on inexorably, “that I can’t undertake to work the question on behalf of a child who has been expelled—”

“For we’ve never in the least known what!” Mrs. Grose declared.

“For wickedness. For what else—when he’s so clever and beautiful and perfect? Is he stupid? Is he untidy? Is he infirm? Is he ill-natured? He’s exquisite—so it can be only that; and that would open up the whole thing. After all,” I said, “it’s their uncle’s fault. If he left here such people—!”


- pg. 368


The governess now wishes to confront the Uncle about her work. She complains about having an expelled child. Then, she deductively concludes once more why Miles was expelled. She weighs several possibilities and proves her theory on that alone, hardly convincing evidence by any means. She has come up with several reasons for his expulsion—notice how she now uses the negative word ‘expel’—and this leads us to distrust her theories as we have before for her enthusiastic and farfetched claims.

“You’re tired of Bly?”

“Oh, no, I like Bly.”

“Well, then—?”

“Oh, you know what a boy wants!”

I felt that I didn’t know so well as Miles, and I took temporary refuge. “You want to go to your uncle?”

Again, at this, with his sweet ironic face, he made a movement on the pillow. “Ah, you can’t get off with that!”

I was silent a little, and it was I, now, I think, who changed color. “My dear, I don’t want to get off!”

“You can’t, even if you do. You can’t, you can’t!”—he lay beautifully staring. “My uncle must come down, and you must completely settle things.”


- pg. 370


Miles reveals a few things here. First, his exclamation, “Oh, you know what a boy wants!” digs deeper into his desire to return to school and be around his ‘own sort’. This statement reflects desires for affection from others of ‘his own sort’ and affirms this conclusion.

Next, his somewhat frantic repetition telling her she couldn’t leave reveals another ambiguous feeling. The first sentence is somewhat ominous as it could mean that she has no choice to leave. Either he is aware of her inability to will herself to leave, or he knows something that will impede her otherwise. The frantic repetition following can suggest, possibly more appropriately, that he has become attached to the governess.

…“Dear little Miles, dear little Miles, if you knew how I want to help you! It’s only that, it’s but that, and I’d rather die than give you a pain or do you a wrong—I’d rather die than hurt a hair of you. Dear little Miles”—oh, I brought it out now even if I should go too far—“I just want you to help me to save you!” But I knew in a moment after this that I had gone too far. The answer to my appeal was instantaneous, but it came in the form of an extraordinary blast and chill, a gust of frozen air, and a shake of the room as great is if, in the wild wind, the casement had crashed in. The boy gave a loud, high shriek, which, lost in the rest of the shock of sound, might have seemed, indistinctly, though I was so close to him, a note either of jubilation or of terror. I jumped to my feet again and was conscious of darkness. So for a moment we remained, while I stared about me and saw that the drawn curtains were unstirred and the window tight. “Why, the candle’s out!” I then cried.

“It was I who blew it, dear!” said Miles.


- pg. 373


This scene is rather confusing when trying to understand what exactly is going on. The governess seems to be unfittingly passionate in her first ranting. She thinks Miles was either jubilant or terrified when he shrieked, but I think it can be understood that he was terrified. Why wouldn’t he by, why with such an outburst? The governess probably knows this also, but probably includes the former option as a personal emollient. Why this can be inferred is from the likening of her answer to an ‘extraordinary blast and chill’, a metaphor used previously to relate to the tension of her suspicions. The scene is confusing when we think of how Mile’s shrieked and blew out the candle in a way discrete enough to confuse the governess.

He had never at any rate, been such a little gentleman as when, after our early dinner on this dreadful day, he came round to me and asked if I shouldn’t like him, for half an hour, to play to me. David playing to Saul could never have shown a finer sense of the occasion. It was literally a charming exhibition of tact, of magnanimity, and quite tantamount to his saying outright: “The true knights we love to read about never push an advantage too far. I know what you mean now: you mean that—to be let alone yourself and not followed up—you’ll cease to worry and spy upon me, won’t keep me so close to you, will let me go and come. Well, I ‘come,’ you see—but I don’t go! There’ll be plenty of time for that. I do really delight in your society, and I only want to show you that I contended for a principle.”


- pg. 374


This innocent distraction that Miles offers is obviously seen of utmost flattery by the governess. She propounds his generosity and consideration. It is unclear whether the quotation following the allusion to David and Saul actually came from Miles right then, was quoted some other time, or was imagined by the governess in order to create an analogy. It is quite likely, with consideration of the governess’s character, that it may be the latter. The quotation basically says that if Miles was to let the governess alone, she will cease to worry about him and won’t keep him close, thus allowing him to come and go. Instead, he chooses to come to her, and not go for he enjoys her ‘society.’

“The trick’s played,” I went on; “they’ve successfully worked their plan. He found the most divine little way to keep me quiet while she went off.”

“’Divine’?” Mrs. Grose bewilderedly echoed.

“Infernal, then!” I almost cheerfully rejoined. “He has provided for himself as well. But come!”

She had helplessly gloomed at the upper regions. “You leave him—?”

“So long with Quint? Yes—I don’t mind that now.”


- pg. 376


 The governess comes to realize that Miles’s seemingly ‘innocent’ distraction may have actually been a ploy to allow Flora to escape. She first calls this ploy ‘divine,’ possibly a side effect of her prior admiration, and then, after Mrs. Grose appears confused in the governess’s word choice, ‘infernal.’ What exactly is meant by saying, “He has provided for himself as well,” is unclear. Does this mean that he has some benefit to the plan as well?

The next concern is the lack of concern for the assertion that Miles is with Quint. This suggests that he may not literally be with Quint, but that he may be practicing what Quint has taught, or more so, plied him; that is, being mischievous, especially in favor of the apparitions.

“When she pretended not to see—?”

“With that astounding self-possession? I’ve always been sure she wanted to go back alone. And now her brother has managed it for her.”

Mrs. Grose still stood where she had stopped. “You suppose they really talk of them?”

I could meet this with a confidence! “They say things that, if we heard them, would simply appall us.”

“And if she is there—?”

“Yes?”

“Then Miss Jessel is?”

“Beyond a doubt. You shall see.”


- pg. 377


This passage seems to reveal the possible frivolity of the governess’s suspicions. The governess affirms that Flora did pretend to not see Miss. Jessel and did so incredibly well. This brings us to ask, did Flora really put on that good of an act? Or is her ‘astounding’ act merely a result of the fact that she really didn’t see anything.

She even says with ‘confidence’ that she knows the children say things amongst themselves. Already, we have come to doubt the governess’s credibility and this may be yet another example thus. She is certain that she will see Miss Jessel at the pond, and if she really is just an allusion, then we can be sure that she will.

“All alone—that child?”

“She’s not alone, and at such times she’s not a child: she’s an old, old woman.”


- pg. 378


Mrs. Grose is shocked at the idea that Flora would leave the house all by herself, but the governess is not. The governess says that at times like this, when Flora is defiant, Flora is not a child, but an old, old woman. This is obviously a metaphor. It refers to Flora’s lack of innocence. She is not innocent like the small child she is, but is as capable as an old woman.

She waited for us, not herself taking a step, and I was conscious of the rare solemnity with which we presently approached her. She smiled and smiled, and we met; but it was all done in a silence by this time flagrantly ominous. Mrs. Grose was the first to break the spell: she threw herself on her knees and, drawing the child to her breast, clasped in a long embrace the little tender, yielding body. While this dumb convulsion lasted I could only watch it—which I did the more intently when I saw Flora’s face peep at me over our companion’s shoulder. It was serious now—the flicker had left it; but it strengthened the pang with which I at the moment envied Mrs. Grose the simplicity of her relation.


- pg. 379


We now see, through the governess’s eyes, Flora much differently then we normally do. There is now a ‘rare solemnity’ about her and her countenance loses its flicker and is replaced by seriousness. The governess finds the silence while Flora stands there smiling to be an obvious and unpleasant omen.

The governess comes to envy the simplicity of Mrs. Grose’s role with Flora, contradicting her previous ideas of her relationship being strong and simplistic, not surprising since the governess has come across many changes. By that, she means she can’t just embrace her like Mrs. Grose did because there’s something so much deeper, at least to herself.

There was something in the small valor of it that quite finished me: these three words from her were, in a flash like the glitter of a drawn blade, the jostle of the cup that my had, for weeks and weeks, had held high and full to the brim and that now, even before speaking, I felt overflow in a deluge. “I’ll tell you if you’ll tell me—“ I heard myself say, then heard the tremor in which it broke.

“Well, what?”

Mrs. Grose’s suspense blazed at me, but it was too late now, and I brought the thing out handsomely. “Where, my pet, is Miss Jessel?”


- pg. 379-380


Finally, the governess confronts Flora. There is a considerably drawn out simile comparing this revelation to a cup that the governess held in her hand, full to the brim and held high, representing the tension of keeping the content, the ‘forbidden ground’ from being revealed, that finally empties its contents in a ‘deluge,’ or a sudden downpour. We can see from this comparison how the governess walked on eggshells to keep from breaching the subject, and now, all of the sudden, pours it out like a heavy rain.

Mrs. Grose knew what the governess was going to ask, evident by her ‘blazing suspense.’ When the governess finally does ask, her ‘handsome’ way of putting it is somewhat eerie. Almost like something a mad person would say.

“She’s there, you little unhappy thing—there, there, there, and you see her as well as you see me!” I had said shortly before to Mrs. Grose that she was not at these times a child, but an old, old woman, and that description of her could not have been more strikingly confirmed than in the way in which, for all answer to this, she simply showed me, without a concession, an admission, of her eyes, a countenance of deeper and deeper, of indeed suddenly quite fixed, reprobation. I was by this time—if I can put the whole thing at all together—more appalled at what I may properly call her manner than at anything else, though it was simultaneously with this that I became aware of having Mrs. Grose also and very formidably, to reckon with. My elder companion, the next moment, at any rate, blotted out everything but her own flushed face and her loud, shocked protest, a burst of high disapproval. “What a dreadful turn, to be sure, miss! Where an earth do you see anything?”


- pg. 381


The governess takes a surprising turn here. She becomes frantic, and also a little mad, in her accusations that Flora does see the ghost and is just lying about not seeing it, thus revealing her ‘old’ side. Flora gives the governess a look of reprobation, meaning she strongly denies the accusations and is disgusted at that the governess for accusing her of such.

We now come to our last whim in our trust in the governess. Mrs. Grose blatantly denied seeing anything at all. So far, we have come to trust Mrs. Grose more than the governess. Maybe these apparitions are just figments of her own imagination and possible mental instability.

…The wretched child had spoken exactly as if she had got from some outside source each of her stabbing little words, and I could therefore, in the full despair of all I had to accept, but sadly shake my head at her. “If I had ever doubted, all my doubt would at present have gone. I‘ve been living with the miserable truth, and now it has only too much closed round me. Of course I’ve lost you: I’ve interfered, and you’ve seen—under her dictation”—with which I faced, over the pool again, our infernal witness—“the easy and perfect way to meet it. I’ve done my best, but I’ve lost you. Goodbye.”


- pg. 383


The governess’s opinion of Flora takes a turn for the worst. She now calls her a ‘wretched’ child uttering ‘stabbing’ little words. She hints that Flora may be under the influence, or possibly possessed by, Miss Jessel when she says her ‘stabbing little words’ were spoken as if they came from an ‘outside source,’ i.e. Miss Jessel.

The governess now gives up on poor Flora saying that she has lost her and then bids her farewell. Perhaps Flora’s adventure was not to meet Miss Jessel, but to get away from the governess’s fanatic and overbearing presence. The governess smothered her, so maybe she just wanted to get out.

No evening I had passed at Bly had the portentous quality of this one; in spite of which—and in spite also of the deeper depths of consternation that had opened beneath my feet—there was literally, in the ebbing actual, an extraordinarily sweet sadness. On reaching the house I had never so much as looked for the boy; I had simply gone straight to my room to change what I as wearing and to take in, at a glance, much material testimony to Flora’s rupture. Her little belongings had all been removed. When later, by the schoolroom fire, I was served with tea by the usual maid, I indulged, on the article of my other pupil, in no inquiry whatever. He had his freedom now—he might have it to the end! Well, he did have it; and it consisted—in part at least—of his coming in at about eight o’clock and sitting down with me in silence. On the removal of the tea things I had blown out the candles and drawn my chair closer: I was conscious of a mortal coldness and felt as if I should never again be warm.


- pg. 384


The governess is so traumatized by the skirmish with Flora, that she even loses interest and care in Miles. The oxymoron “sweet sadness,” may reveal another feeling of the governess towards the situation. She may in fact be relieved that it happened. The reason behind any such possible relief may be that now she doesn’t have the tension of keeping her questions from Flora and doesn’t have to deal with that sort of confrontation from her again. She also feels justified about her convictions of Flora even though her suspicions about the existence of the apparitions itself, has been brought into considerable doubt. She has become mortally cold, or gloomy, and will never be warm, and thus the same, again.

She also realizes that the children may desire freedom when she says that Miles has his now. Perhaps she came to this realization after confronting Flora.

“I see—I see.” I, too, on my side, had so much more than worked it out. “Has she said to you since yesterday—except to repudiate her familiarity with anything so dreadful—a single other word about Miss Jessel?”

“Not one, miss. And of course you know,” my friend added, “I took it from her, by the lake, that, just then and there at least, there was nobody.”

“Rather! And, naturally, you take it from her still.”

“I don’t contradict her. What else can I do?”

“Nothing in the world! You’ve the cleverest little person to deal with. They’ve made them—their two friends, I mean—still cleverer even than nature did; for it was wondrous material to play on! Flora has now her grievance, and she’ll work it to the end.”


- pg. 385-386


Flora doesn’t say anything about Miss Jessel, even after the confrontation, meaning that either she is covering it up or she really didn’t see anything. She ‘repudiates,’ or disapproves of the governess’s accusation, a very specific and effective word choice.

Mrs. Grose tries to alleviate her siding with Flora, but the governess doesn’t bite and accuses her further and accepts it. Mrs. Grose uses the excuse that she just doesn’t want to contradict Flora. Now, we are split on whether to believe the governess or not, though I take a bias to the latter.

“Well, are you so sure of the little gentleman?”

“I’m not sure of anything but you. But I have, since last evening, a new hope. I think he wants to give me an opening. I do believe that—poor little exquisite wretch!—he wants to speak. Last evening, in the firelight and the silence, he sat with me for two hours as if it were just coming.”


- pg. 387


The governess confesses that she her only sure thing is Mrs. Grose herself. She seems to be losing it even with Miles, calling him an ‘exquisite wretch.’ This piece of figurative language is an interesting oxymoron. She still thinks him exquisite in the sense that he is seemingly perfect, but he is a wretch for nothing more than the circumstance. She is waiting on his ‘coming’ with something, most likely any admission to partaking in the ghostly occurrences at Bly.

…“Your idea’s the right one. I myself, miss—“

“Well?”

“I can’t stay.”

The look she gave me with it made me jump at possibilities. “You mean that, since yesterday, you have seen—?”

She shook her head with dignity. “I’ve heard—!”

“Heard?”

“From that child—horrors! There!” she sighed with tragic relief. “On my honor, miss, she says things—!” But at this evocation she broke down; she dropped, with a sudden sob, upon my sofa and, as I had seen her do before, gave way to all the grief of it.

It was quite in another manner that I, for my part, let myself go. “Oh, thank God!”

She sprang up again at this, drying her eyes with a groan. “‘Thank God’?”

“It so justifies me!”

“It does that, miss!”

I couldn’t have desired more emphasis, but I just hesitated. “She’s so horrible?”

I saw my colleague scarce knew how to put it. “Really shocking.”

“And about me?”

“About you, miss—since you must have it. It’s beyond everything, for a young lady; and I can’t think wherever she must have picked up—“


- pg. 388


Mrs. Grose breaks down emotionally about the horrors that Flora speaks of. At first, we get the implication that Flora talks about the ghosts, but, we find out later that it is merely ‘shocking’ language used against the governess. The ghosts are still unjustified. The governess uses all this information to justify herself and does so selfishly, with little consideration to Mrs. Grose, or Flora. We can see the governess’s quick turn against Flora in her tone and words.

“I’ll get it out of him. He’ll meet me—he’ll confess. If he confesses, he’s saved. And if he’s saved—“

“Then you are?” The dear woman kissed me on this, and I took her farewell. “I’ll save you without him!” she cried as she went.


- pg. 390


These parting words are archetypical in a sense. The governess has become very attached to the children, and after the loss of Flora, only Miles is left. She feels that Miles is hanging by a whim, and that is his confession. She feels that if Miles confesses, then she will be saved. This is archetypical in the sense that it’s in a way like a hero parting with his companion to save someone close all by himself.

It is unclear what Mrs. Grose is implying when she says “I’ll save you without him!” How will she save her? Is the ‘him’ the Uncle? Miles? This is yet some more examples of Henry James’s vague writing style.

“Then why didn’t you get her off before?”

“Before what?”

“Before she became too ill to travel.”

I found myself prompt. “She’s not too ill to travel: she only might have become so if she had stayed. This was just the moment to seize. The journey will dissipate the influence”—oh, I was grand!—“and carry it off.”

“I see, I see”—Miles, for that matter, was grand, too. He settled to his repast with the charming little “Table manner” that, from the day of his arrival, had relieved me of all grossness of admonition. Whatever he had been driven from school for, it was not for ugly feeding. He was irreproachable, as always, today; but he was unmistakably more conscious.  He was discernibly trying to take for granted more things than he found, without assistance, quite easy; and he dropped into peaceful silence while he felt his situation.


- pg. 392


The governess seems to be recovering her past feelings for miles and is taking back all the rather harsh terms she had been using before. The diction here is used to contrast the previous remarks, ironically, by restating them. She admires him at the table and again feels uncertain about the reason for his expulsion. The governess also uses this chance to flatter herself: “oh, I was grand!”

What exactly was Miles trying to take for granted? Is she referring to the situation? Perhaps Flora told him of what had happened?

We continued silent while the maid was with us—as silent, it whimsically occurred to me, as some young couple who, on their wedding journey, at the inn, feel shy in the presence of the waiter. He turned round only when the waiter had left us. “Well—so we’re alone!”


- pg. 393-394


Here, is a simile comparing her sand Miles’s silence while the maid took away their dinner to that of a newlywed couple feeling shy in the presence of the waiter. Why would she compare it to this? Is there awkwardness to her being alone with Miles now?

Now that Flora and Mrs. Grose are gone, Miles notes that they are alone. Although literally, it can mean that they are alone in the room, now that the maid left, but ultimately, it appears to mean that her and Miles are alone. That, despite the servants, there is no one else to interfere. It’s just her and him. His exclamation shows that he may possible enjoy this.

I suppose I now read into our situation a clearness it couldn’t have had at the time, for I seem to see our poor eyes already lightened with some spark of prevision of the anguish that was to come. So we circled about with terrors and scruples, like fighters not daring to close. But it was for each other we feared! That kept us a little longer suspended and unbruised.


- pg. 397


This passage has an ominous tone to it. Our narrator warns that looking back at the scene, it contains a prevision of ‘anguish’ that was to come. Figuratively, she compares this alien awkwardness to that felt by ‘fighters not daring to close.’ They both were hesitant in asking they’re questions. Miles probably has some pent up questions about the ghosts, and the governess most certainly wants to inquire both about the stolen letter and the reason for his expulsion. But their scruples make them hesitant, keeping them unbruised from the pains to come.

…But he had already jerked straight round, stared, glared again, and seen but the quiet day. With the stroke of the loss I was so proud of he uttered the cry of a creature hurled over an abyss, and the grasp with which I recovered him might have been that of catching him in his fall. I caught him, yes, I held him—it may be imagined with what a passion; but at the end of a minute I began to feel what it truly was that I held. We were alone with the quiet day, and his little heart, dispossessed, had stopped.


- pg. 403


This passage describes what happens after the governess sights Peter Quint once more, this time, with Miles present. Miles turned around and ‘glared’ but saw the ‘quiet day.’ It cannot be determined from the literal semantics of this whether or not Miles actually saw the ghost, but the fact that he saw ‘quiet day’ and also the fact that in the end the governess says they are ‘alone,’ it can be inferred that there was no ghost; that Peter Quint was just a figment of her imagination.

How Miles died is also uncertain. It could have been out of fear or shock, as it would make sense for his heart stopping, but there are clues as to the way the governess held him, ‘passionately,’ that give us the inclination to think she might have smothered him out of fear and shock, and thus suffocated him. The author is again careful in diction by merely saying his heart ‘stopped’ and gives no specifics on how he died. The words in the passage: ‘quiet day,’ ‘cry,’ ‘abyss,’ ‘alone,’ ‘dispossessed’; all create a sad and grievous tone. 

